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CAUGHT IN THE SNOW.

BY ELLA RODMAN.

Tue dining-room in the house of a New York { A very stout, dignified lady entered just in
family of wealth, position, and refinement, is § time to hear this last remark; and with a smile
one of the pleasantest places to be found at fen } that was habitual, she replied,
o'clock in the morning of & winter day; and} “When you have passed a little time in
the cosiest dining-room “up town” was that%society, my love, you will get over this old-
belonging to the residence of Elliott Brooks, } fashioned babit of early rising. You are now
Esq., whose very name was uttered with awe ; fresh from a country boarding-school, where
by those who were fortunate enough to ap- § your father would send you in spite of my op-
proach even the outer edge of ‘““society.” { position.” .

The clock had struck ten, and the elegant§ “1 am very glad that he did send me there,”
breakfust-service glittered on the table; but the } said Carrie, in & manner that plainly showed
only occupant of the room wus a young lady } she did not lack determination; *‘my school
who sat curled u'p, school girl fashion, with one \ days at Putnam have been the happiest ones of
foot under Ler, in a capacious stuffed chair that § my life.”
seemed to have been built for the accommoda-§  “‘You are not over fifty, are you, my dear?”
tion of 8 small family. The foot that peeped ; 88ked Mrs. Brooks, with an amiable smile.
forth from her dress was pretty, of course—(for : «I shall never like this horrid New York,”
who would dare to write of a heroine with an ; continued the young girl, with a pout; “no one
ugly foot?) and the blue trimming of the slip- f appears to have any feeling here—and if you
per exactly matched the peculiar shade of her ; could only have scen the woods at Putnam,
®oft merino dress, which parted in front to dis- i aunt Eleanor, when I left there in October—
Play the snowy skirt with its delicate tucks and ; Such gorgeous colors, and the delicious fra-
embroidery, ) { grance of the dying leaves! Nothing has half

Carrie Hilsbury was a living illustration of ‘to sweet a sound to me as the autumn wind
the assertion made by somebody somewhere, érushing through the trees. Do you remember
that ““the American girl at eighteen is the love- § those beautiful lines in ¢Christian Ballads?’

!iest of human beings;”’ she was a dainty-look-
19g picce, all smiles and dimples—with lovely,
Violet-colored eyes, and rich brown hair, that} ~ «Shall I send you a piece of beefstenk?”
Wred back from a low, wide brow, and had a 3 asked Mr. Brooks, for during the progress of
look of being carclessly tucked behind the little, { the conversation the party had taken their seata
thell-like ears. The rich bloom upon her check § at the breakfast-table.

8poke of unbroken heslth, and the bright ex- § Carrie’s face dimpled at the malapropos ques-
Pression of her face told of a cloudless life. { tion; but her uncle saw no occasion for smiling,

This expression dimpled into the sauciest}and had long ago come to the conclusion that
'l'nlle imaginable when a tall, spare, rather for- { girls were always giggling.
b'd‘li"&'IOORing gentleman entered the room; E “When have you heard from your father?!”
to wh'om she aid, { asked Mr. Brooks, solemnly.

“Uncle Elliott, how can you be so lazy? I § “T had a letter yesterday, sir,” was the reply,
8 a5 hungry as two bears waiting for you! I3 “he is at Rome now, enjoying his trip very

bare been up these three hours past.” {much. He desired to be remembered to you.”
Vo XXXIX._» 25

¢And I heard the gales, through the wildwood aisles,

N
N
% Like the Lord's own organ blow.'”
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26 CAUGHT IN THE SNOW. .
Mr. Brooks bowed gravely, and addressed } appearance here on New-Year's Day for your
himself to bis breakfast and his newspaper. { express benefit.” .
Fifteen years ago, Mr. Hilsbury, then a very } \ s Aunt Eleanor,” exclaimed Carrie, warmly,
young man, had been left a widower, with a‘ ““if there is gnything that I perfectly detest, it
child of three years old; and having what his } js New-Year's Day in New York! 1 had n taste
sister Eleanor called ridiculous, old- fashloned\ of it last year, you know, although T was not
notions, the little girl was placed with her $ exactly ‘out.’” Sensible men appear like fools,
:lnottl;lcr’gf ;ister int th;: country—unt(il],ton“t.he§nnd rootliilll ones ts.eem 'st:ll (rln?lre 'Si-"): (: am
eath of her aunt, she was removed to Miss ! sure I told you of my intended visit to Grace
Blidgeham's school at Putnam. In vain Mrs.{ Upland, to get rid of that very institutionl
Brooks advocated tho finish of Madame D’Olsey:: Grace was one of my warmest friends at Put-
—Mr. Hilsbury preferred country air and sound ; nam; and she has replied to my letter in the
morals; and his sister’s only consolation was to ; greatest delight at having me with her again.”
provide the child with a Parisian wardrobe, andi **This is really absurd!” replied her aunt,
cloud the vacations, which were spent at her { “you are a young lady, now—quite old enough
uncle’s, with numerous visits to the dentist’s, } { to see something of the world; and Eustace Gils-
hair-dresser’s and dress-maker’s, and lecture } ford, the gentleman of whom I spoke, is not one
her continually on her mode of standing, walk-} who goes everywhere. I am not at all sure,
ing, and sitting. - 3 yet, of his coming—but Mr. Dillman said that
When the Octob;r ’va}(:alion began, Miss Hils- { he weuld try his best to bring him. He is the
bury was “finished;” there was no keeping her ! greatest catch in New York—all the girls are
at school any longer, much to Carrie's sorrow, } crazy after him, and such a match as that would
for her vacation impressions of New York had ; he something worth making.”
been by no means favorable. Mr. Hilsbury,{ ¢I do not wish to make any match at all,”
who was & man of wealth and leisure, spent a { said Carrie, proudly, “but if I ever do marry,
great dcu} of bi.s tim.e'in traveling—now and } it will not be a spoiled, city dandy. This Mr.
then making flying visits to New York to see Gilsford is just the kind of person whom I could
his child; and Carrie felt that her ncqunmlance ! hate cordially—and I shall spend New-Year's
with her father was very slight. Now, how-} N { Day with Grace if only to get rid of him.”
ever, he wrote of coming home very soon tog Mrs. Brooks’ angry disappointment was too
stay; and Carrie loved to dwell on those por- % deep for words; and she knew that words would
tions of his letters descriptive of the home of } be of no avail, for Carrie had unlimited authority
which she was to be the mistress, and the beau- { from her futher to do as she pleased.
tiful things that were to be brought from abroad : Although the entree of the Brooks’ Mansion
for its adornment. { was considered very desirable, it was also re-
While Mr. Brooks was busy with his paper, ! gnrded as rather formal at dinner-parties and
his niece read Mrs. Brooks various extracts 2 like occasions, for there were no young daugh-
from her father’s last letter. % ters to give it a cheerful air; and Mrs. Brooks,
““Won’t it be delightful, aunt Eleanor?” asked : quite sensible of this want, had hailed the arrival
the young girl, enthusiastically, I shall take: of her pretty young niece, the acknowledged
such pride in managing papa’s house properly— { heiress of a wealthy father, with great entisface
and Miss Blidgeham, you know, used often to ! tion. ¢My niece, Miss Hilsbury,” was seldom

let me go into the kitchen and make cake.” 3 off her lips; and although Carrie was just from
Mrs. Brooks smiled benevolently. ; school, she considered it her duty to get her
‘“Some one else may require a housekeeper,” § marricd as specdily as possible. But Miss Car-
said sho, “before your father returns.” i rie did not prove a very tractable subject; the
“What do you mean, aunt Eleanor?" asked 3 life of & New York young lady appeared to her
Carrie, in some perplexity. i & very unmeaning and unpleasant phase of ex-
I mean,” replied her aunt, ¢that girls sorhe- } Y . istence, and she looked back to dear old I'utnam
timea get married.”, with regret and longing.
“I have no idea of doing 80,” said Carrie, On the day appointed, which was two or three

while a bright, indignant color blazed on her § days before the New-Year opencd, Carrie turned
oheek, ‘‘there is no one in New York worth } her back upon New York, much to her aunt's
marrying.” 3 dissatisfaction, and resolutely ret her face Put-

“You have not scen all New York yet,” re- } nam-ward. The journey was delightful and ex-
plied Mrs. Brooks, composedly; ‘there is onec hilarating, even on that cold, December day;
‘bright, particular star,’ who is to make his: and the old red stage at the railroad depot, with
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its impracticable step and rickety gait, was a { bloom and look of perfeot health, was fnr mora
pleasant sight. ‘ like & country girl than Grace; and, as far as

Grace Upland was the only child of a well- \ their natures were concerned, their positions
meaning, middle-aged couple, who lived in one } should have been reversed—for all that Grace
of the best houses in Putnam, and were very § appeared go gentle and retiring. Carrie did not
confortably off. Grace was a delicate-looking { scruple to call her friend a rank coward; and
little snow-drop of a thing, whose refined face } {many a laugh did she have at her weakness.
aud manner seemed strangely at variance with § { Grace jumped at the sight of cows, shrieked at
her country associations. Her prevailing cha- | i strange dogs, and was indescribably wretched
racteristic was an intense admiration for Carrie 3 at the idea of passing a stray man in the road.
Hilsbury; this amounted to a perfect passion, §This cowardice afforded Carrie an endless sub-
and everything that Carrie said, did, or looked, } ject of amusement; and her rosy, dimpled face,
was, in her friend’s eyes, the very perfection of y that grew still brighter in the keen winter air,
grace and beauty. It was extremely ngreeable Iwas a picture that continually changed its
to be regarded so partially; and Carrie knew ; beauty.
that 8 visit to Putnam would be & very agree- On New-Year’s Day, Carvie proposed a long
able thing, { walk; but it was sometime before she could coax

The first meeting between the friends was, of { Grace from the warm fire in the parlor. The
course, indescribable—the talkings were inter- 2 sky was lead-colored, and the air raw and pierc-
minable, and the embracings rapturous. Carrie § {ing.
declared that dear old Putnam was just the same ? It looks just like snow,” said Grace, shiver-
a8 ever ; to which Grace assented with a sigh, §mg, “I am afraid that we shall be caught in &
for she would have liked more gayety. $ storm.”

Even the tallow candle that lighted them tog‘ “Well,” replied Carrie, laughing, ‘“wo are
bed was pleasantly suggestive to the city visitor; § neither sugar nor salt, Gracie, and I perfectly
and the old-fashioned clock in the hall came in s dote upon storms. I hope that we shall be
for a large share of enthusiasm. The great, > caught in one—but I am afraid there is no such
high-posted bedstead, in which three or four { { good luck in store for us, as I have just dis-
might have slept without touching each other— »covered enough blue sky to make the ¢Dutch
the tall wardrobe to match—and the funny, } { sailor,” who is supposed to rule storms, a pair
little, three-cornered toilet-table, were all old ; of pantaloons. Come, here are your furs and
friends; and as the wood blazed and crackled { things—let us be off.”
in the fire-place, while the wind kept up a con- 3 Two prettier creatures had never perambu-
stant song without, Carrie thought how muchHated the vicinity of Putnam than Grace and
Pleasanter it was than being at uncle Elliott’s— } Carrie in their winter costume. Of course, the
although city people generally would have con- } 3 mtense, mystical sort of friendship that exists
sidered it an unpromising season to make a visit } 3 { between school girls required that they should
in the country. {dress exactly alike—tbat is, a8 much alike-

Mrs. Upland, who had one of those sweet, Sns Grace’s dependance upon the less skillful
Placid faces that never seem to be ruffied, came § country dress-maker and milliner permitted;
In, 88 usual, to air the night-clothing at the fire, and the jaunty little hats, with bows and
aud offer the guest a light, but wholesome re- 3 { plumes—the stylish dresses, with decp capes
Past of mince-pie and doughnuts before retiring, } to match—the diminutive muffs, and inevitable
vhich offer was laughingly declined. \ Balmorals—and the kid boots with astonishing

Carrie went to sleep with Grace’s hand tightly : heels, for neither of the damsels was as tall ag she
locked in hers—wishing, not for the first time, } nsplred to be, were pronounced by Melinda, ¢the
that she had & sister. \ kitchen girl,” to be as much alike as two pcas—

Mr. and Mrs. Upland appeared to think that ; { although two peas are often widely different.
their whole duty consisted in promoting the} Grace's especial pet, a ridiculous little dog,
bappiness of «fthe girls,” and kinder or more } mis-named * Beauty,” was of the party; and he
Ulenlive entertainers it was impossible to find. <tro(ted along, apparentiy executing the most
Grace wag delighted to have her friend with } difficult manceuvres to put himself in the way.
ber, but she could mot help wondering Low } 3 This was almost the only living creature of
Carrie could leave the city in the midst of the | { which Grace was not afraid; and although
Winler gayeties, which appeared to her so irre- 3 Carrie could not bestow much affection on the
sistibly fascinating. ‘abﬁurd little object, she tolerated him to en-

Every one said that Carrie, with her bright ¢ ¢ courage her friend.
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Grace complained bitferly of the cold, and § sail around and look grand. Grace's loving
wished herself back by the comfortable fire; ; care was much preferable, except that she had
but Carrie pronounced it ‘‘splendid,” and ran { a nervous way of bursting into tears whenever
down the hills, and climbed over the fences | she looked at the injured arm; and Mrs. Upland
in such exhilaration of spirits that it almost \ treated Carrie, as tender-hearted people are apt
wearied Grace to look at her. to treat sick ones, as though she had been a

At last, it began to snow—great, thick flakes { child of five years old.
that nearly blinded them: and they hastily re-} * What sort of looking creature was the man,
traced their steps, slthough Carrie protested § Gracie?” asked the sufferer, with the natural
that she should like nothing better than to re- § curiosity of girls of eighteen.
main out-of-doors, and said that she perfectly “Oh! a horrid-looking object!” replied Grace,
longed for some kind of an adventure. shuddering, «“I can’t bear to speak of him!”

They were just passing the edge of a piece of { **Was he old or young?” persisted Carrie, in
woods, where the thick, gnarled trees spread ¢ spite of this remark.
their branches over the road, and Grace whis- “I cannot tell,” replied Grace, ¢all that I
pered, with a shudder, that a murder had once { know about him is, that he looked just like &
been committed there—when Beauty suddenly ; maurderer.”
gave a startling, terrific sort of bark, and Grace § “I can’t imagine what he shot me for,” con-
exclaimed, in a terrified voice, tinued Carrie.

“There’s & man!” $ «Natural ugliness, I guess,” observed Mrs.

Such obhjects were scarce in Putnam, and ¢ Upland, ‘‘some people are so hateful that they'll
Carrie turned to survey the singular creature. {attack any one who comes along. I remember

At this moment there was a flash—a report— { my uncle Joshua, who had a terrible temper—"
and the two girls sank to the ground insensible. 3 At this juncture, Melinda called Mrs. Upland

A man who was driving a hay-wagon at a \ out of the room, and Carrie lost the account of
little distance came to their aid; but he of the z uncle Joshua’s evil doings.
gun had made his escape. It was very soon: Mrs. Upland staid down stairs sometime; and
discovered that Grace was uninjured, beyond a { when she returned, her face wore an expression
severe fright; but Carric’s arm was the reci- $ of intense astonishment.
pient of somo small shot that was anything but ! «The murderer is here,” said she, quite
agreeable. She was a brave little creature, and { oblivious of the fact that Carrie was alive and
bore up well under the pain and terror; but the § flourishing, ‘‘and wants to see you. He de-
indignation of Mrs. Upland was beyond all ex- { clares it was all an accident—but I don't be-
pression. y lieve him.”

Carrie was immedintely deposited in the softest {  *‘Poor man!” said Carrie, pityingly, I dare
of beds in the state bed-room—which was n§sny he has been unhappy ever since. What
more honorable lodging, to be sure, but not half ; does he look like?”

‘g0 easy or familiar a8 the room that had beens J don’t like his looks,” replied Mrs. Upland;
shared with Grace; and the country doctor, who % but as this was rather indefinite, Carrie con-
talked through his nose, and under the addi- } cluded to see for herself.

tional disadvantage of a chronic quid of tobacco} She was lying on the sofa, in the prettiest of
—but who, nevertheless, understood his busi- { white dressing-gowns, while a broad, blue rib-
ness—took the arm in hand with the grenlest{bon supported the injured arm; and although
alacrity, for such jobs were unusual windfalls. i the rich bloom on her cheek was considerably

Mr. Upland was justice of the peace; and !} $ dimmed, she seemed to look all the more lovely.
havipg indignantly talked the matter over, ho { A mass of tangled-looking curls were floating
came to the conclusion that it was an outrageous ; over the pillow on which she leancd, because
picce of business—as useless and unprovoked a ; Grace, who now took Carrie’s toilet entirely
cruclty as shooting canary birds—and that ¢the ) upon herself, declared that they looked pic-
man ought to be punished, there were no two ; turesque. She expected to see a clumsy coun-
ways about it.” But as the man had run away, } tryman, who would stammer out his regrets in
this was not an easy matter. } the most awkward manner: and she resolved to

Carrie would not allow them to alarm her } be as kind to the poor man as possible.
aunt and uncle; the arm was doing very well, { Mrs. Upland entered the room with & severe
and there was no nced of sending for Mrs.iair, rather timidly followed by a tall, elegant-
Brooks, who was all flutter and excitement xn$lookmg man, of about twenty-five, with dark,

8 sick-room, and of no manner of use exocept to { expressive eyes, and a slight moustache. He

.
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appeared spell-bound at the vision of beauty s Although disposed to prolong the visit inde-
that met his sight; and the color returned sud- 3 finitely, the gentleman was fully aware that a
denly to Carrio’s cheek beneath the admiring \ long stay, under the circumstances, would be
gnze that rested on her. She saw tears, too, in | intrusive; but, as he took his departure, he re-
the eyes that were bent upon her; and there is } quested permission to call occasionally and in-
no withstanding the sight of tears in & man. } quire as to the progress of his victim, which
The stranger’s cause was pleaded before he had § could not reasonably be refused.
opened his lips; and Carrie was almost ready% “Gracie!” exclaimed Carrie, as soon as the
to say, “You may shoot me as much as you j door had closed upon the visitor, “you are the
please, if it will be any comfort to you.” { most stupid child I ever saw! (Carrie was five
The gentleman approached the couch ir a§months the eldest.) The idea of calling that
reverential manuer, as he said, “I feel your } splendid man a horrid creature, and saying that
kindness very deeply, Miss Hilsbury, in grant- { he looked just like & murderer!”
ing this interview to a person who has caused } “Well, I was so frightcned,” pleaded Grace,
you so much suffering—but I need not say how 3 ‘that I could not see him well—and besides, he
unintentional it was on my part, although I} had a hideous fur cap on his head—that always
shall never cease to deplore my clumsiness.” g makes people look ferocious. I shouldn’t say
Carrie murmured something that sounded like { that now. How very different he is from our
consolation; and the stranger continued, { few distressed beaux!” .
“I had gone out to shoot partridges, and, ! «What did he say his name was?” asked Car-
happen ing to stand on the outskirt of the wood § rie.
as yom passed, [ was naturally surprised at} «I don't know,” replied Grace, rather bewil-
tuch & vision in a lonely country place. The S dered, “I don’t think I heard it.”
sullem barking of the dog startled me—and,} Mrs. Upland and Melinda were both ques-
before I knew what had happened, my gun went § tioned; but, a8 no one could recollect his name,
off, and you were both lying on the ground. I3 Melinda said that *‘she guessed it was French ”
am visiting a friend, whose country-seat is u% That very afternoon, a huge, pyramidal
short distance from the village; and, not know- % bouquet of fragrant exotics, and a basket of
ing how much mischief I had done, I started for ; hot-house grapes, were sent to *‘Miss Hils-
his dwelling to procure proper assistance—but § bury,” who had little difficulty in guessing the
when I returned, there were no traces of my ; donor; and Grace, who was addicted to novels,
victims. As soon as I could discover your name E declared, with a sigh, that it began to look very
aud residence, I hastened to report mysclf; and ¢ romantic. Poor Grace! this was the very hero
I am very glad indeed to find that the injury is § for whom she had been waiting ever since she
less than I expected—although quite enough to } was fifteen; and now that he had come, it seemed
¢ause me life-long remorse.” 3 hard that he should be at once appropriated by
The gentleman expressed himself very fluently, E her friend.
but his concern at what he termed “his unpar-} The gentleman made his appearance again
donable carclessness,” was painful to witness; } the next day; and Carrie’s eye and cheek gave
sud Carrio hastened to assure him that her arm 3 token of her pleasure at his coming. e had
¥as scarcely troublesome at all, and that it was { brought with him a box of rare mosaics for the
Tather pleasant than otherwise to be Jjust sick § young ladies’ amusement; and from the pocket
enough to be waited on. { of his overcoat was produced a volume of Lowell.
“Your kindness only makes me more uncom-} ¢ Have you ever read the ‘ Vision of Sir Laun-
fortable,” replied the stranger, ‘“and if you can § fal?’” said he. ¢If you have not, perhaps you
Dake me useful in any way, I shall feel very } will permit me to read it to you.”
grateful.” ! «I have read it,” replied Carrie, “but not
Carrie thanked him with a sweet smile, a8 she § lately—I should like very much to hear it again.
Teplied that she was already overwhelmed with i1 always meant to learn that description of o
Attention; and Grace, who had hitherto remained { day in June.”
1o a state of silent admiration, declared that the § Grace was perfectly spell-bound by the stran-

A

- &cident was all Beauty’s fault for barking in } ger's voice; it was what novelists call “thrill-

fuch an unwarrantable manner. She was re- } ing,” and every syllable was distinctly uttered.
warded with & bow and smile that quite dis- § “The Vision of Sir Launfal,” beautiful as it is,
“"'b?_d ber serenity; and she almost wished } gained new beauty from such reading; and the
that it had been she, instead of Carric, who was § girls were almost ready to sob at the conclusion.

wounded. 5 The visitor secemed perfectly to understand
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the art of departing while the pleasure derived { that succeeded before they were settled in their
from his presence was at its height, so he rose ; own house. Numerous boxes had accompanied

and left. { Mr. Hilsbury, and the beautiful things that they
¢What is his name?” asked Carrie again. : contained were sufficient to elate any ordinary
“I have not the least ides,” rephed Grace, % girl of eighteen; but Mrs. Brooks noticed, with
¢I never thought of it.” { surprise, that Carrie was by no means the same
No one in the house was any wiser. i that she had been before that visit to Putnam.
I hope that his first name is Horace, orgThere was something at the bottom of this that
something like that,” observed Grace. 1 was yet to be explained; for Carrie’s enthusiasm

«“Idon’t,” replied Carrie; *Philip would suit ; about a home appeared to have subsided, and all
him a great deal better—it is so strong and} § the preparations into which her father entered
manly.” - with such zest were rather tolerated than parti-

«I'll get his name out of him the very next ! N \ cipated in.
time that he comes,” said Melinda, with greut: About a week after Carrie’s return, she en-
determination. ! tered the drawing-room, one evening, in a list-

On his next visit the gentleman was taken ; less frame of mind; and seeing her aunt in
into the parlor; and as Melinda turned to go { conversation with a gentleman was about to
up stairs, she said very naturally, ¢ What name { withdraw—but Mrs. Brooks detained her by
shall I take up?”’ § saying,

¢Tell the ladies that it is the gentleman who ; ‘“Carrie, my love, let me introduce Mr. Gils- -

was here yesterday,” replied the visitor. g ford—my niece, Miss Hilsbury.”

Melinda was completely baflled, and gave it “My niece, Miss Hilsbury,” stood, with crim-
as her opinion that the gentleman had some { son cheeks, quite unable to do anything that
horrid name that he was ashamed of. { was expected of her, and Mr. Gilsford mur-

Carric hiad no idea that a convalescence could 3 3 mured something about having had the plea-
be so pleasant; and she dreaded getting per-? gure of meeting Miss Hilsbury before; but Mrs,
fectly well, because that implied returning to} ' Brooks was completely puzzled, and her manner
New York Flowers, and fruit, and books were plainly demanded an explanation.
arriving daily; and the gentleman without a¢  «1ias not Miss Hilsbury mentioned fo you
name appeared to be unhappy unless he was{the accident she met with at Putnam?” asked
doing something to show his regret for what } Mr. Gilsford, in some surprise.
had happened. ’ { “No,” replied Mrs. Brooks, with an injured

The days seemed to fly; but at last, there !air, «I have heard of no accident whatever.”
came a letter from Mrs. Brooks, with the an-i ¢TI had the misfortune to shoot the young lady
nouncement that the steamer in which Mr. Hils- { ton New-Year's Day,” continued M. Gilsford,
bury had sailed was expected daily. Of course, { «and her magnanimity now is just what it was
Carrie prepared for an immediate departure; § then.”
much to Grace's regret, for more reasons thany  Mrs. Brooks was shocked beyond all expres-
one. {sion. “Carrie hurt, and she not informed of

The gentleman, whose name by some strange  it! How very incomprehensible!” And Carrie
fatality had never been discovered, whispered, §hnd considerable trouble in soothing down her
a8 he assisted the young lady into (he carriage, { wounded feelings.
¢We shall meet again in the city.’ But Mr. Gilsford,” asked Mrs. Brooks, ““what

Carrie was folded in her father's arms as soon 3 Y took you to such a place as Putnam on New-
as she arrived; and when she was sufficiently at ; Year's Day, of all days in the year?”
her ease to examine him, she found that lleri‘ “Because I detest New-Year’s Day in the
papa was one of the most elegant-looking men ® city,” replied Mr. Gilsford, “and my friend,
she had ever secen, scarcely excepting her Put- I Mr. Raynor, being of the same mind, we be-
pam acquaintance, and so youthful in appear- Q took ourselves to his father's country-seat,
ance, that she almost wondered if he would like' which had been abandoned to the servants—
to have such a great girl calling him father. 3 3 and there we enjoyed oursclves finely until the

But this feeling was soon dissipated by Mr. | unlucky eontretemps which has given me cause
Hilsbury's affectionate manner. He repeated ; both for regret and pleasure.”
the word *daughter” as though he loved to: Carrie saw a smile hovering around her aunt's
dwell upon it, and would scarcely permit Carrie : mouth during the whole evening; and when they
to leave his sight. i separated for the night, Mrs. Brooks’ parting

All was bustle and confusion during the days | embrace was more than usually affectionate.

o
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Carrie’s thoughts on the road to bed all cen- ¢ Hilsbury was glad to have a companion for his
tred in one subject; and that was that the hero { daughter, and not at all displeased at the de-
of Putnam should actually be the Mr. Gilsford 3 { ferential attention with which he was always
who had partly driven her off! It was very { listened to by his young guest.
queer certainly, and decidedly provoking. She 3 The only satisfaction that was received from
bad no idea that there could be so much to ‘ Mr. Gilsford respecting his concealment of his
sdmire in “a great catch.” 3 name, was that, at first, he felt ashamed to have
A pretty English basement house, neither § it known—and afterward, he became curious to
inordinately large nor inconveniently small, Qsee how long it could be withheld. Grace had
and not on Fifth avenue, was purchased at once { i quite recovered from her penchant for her friend's
by Mr. Hilsbury; and in a very short time, the { lover, and came to the conclusion that her proper
father and daughter were settled in their new ; beau-ideal was & man whom she could look up
abode. It was delightfully comfortable-looking: { to. There was such a tone of fatherly kindness
and all the arrangements were such as could } mingled with Mr. Hilsbury’s politeness that she
only procced from s refined taste. Carrie felt { was perfectly charmed; and, before long, she
somewhat guilty when she beard her father say ? } began to regard him as the incarnation of all
that everything had been selected with a view } excellence.
to her comfort and pleasure; but it was not long { Mr. and Mrs. Upland, however, were con-
before Mr. Hilsbury began to suspect that there } siderably surprised when they heard that Grace
was a conspiracy afloat to deprive him of his } hagd been invited to fill the place which Carrie
housekeeper. was about to vacate, and that she was willing
Poor Grace was quite wretched, for Putnam 3 to accept it; but when they knew Mr. Hilsbury,
now secmed duller than ever: and she wrote her : they did not so much wonder at it. Carrie ap-
friend such a moving letter, that Carrie at once N proved of her father's choice; for she knew that,
asked permission to invite her to the city. Mr. % while Grace would be petted and indulged like
Hilsbury grinted a ready consent; and Grnce a favorite child, the young girl’s natural dignity
was speclily transferred from Putnam to New ! ) $ would aid her te fulfill properly her duties as
York. { mistress of such an establishment. Mr. Hils-
8he pronounced Carrie’s home a perfect para- } bury said laughingly that Grace quietly slid
dise: anl testified such respectful admiration of { into his heart when nothing was farther from
Mr. Hilsbury's taste and acquirements, that she < his thoughts; and as Carrie was ungratefully
was at once established in his good graces. Her : leaving him, he thought it would be a pleasant
visit wag indefinitely prolonged; the father and § thing to have a young wife to lecture.
mother at Putnam feeling quite satisfied that 3 And so, upon the whole, a great deal came of
their darling was enjoying herself—and Mr. } being CAUGHT IN THE SNOW.
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BY MRS, M. A. DENISON.

A yan its vigil hours had kept
Since in her youth and pride

An marl's sweet wife unconscious slept,
Denth’s cold but peerless bride;

And now her child, with heavy heart,
Trod her ancestral halls;

Bhe sonzht a face that smiled apart
From pictures on the walls.

8he well remembers how in state
Her lady-mother slept,
‘While fond friends mourned her early fate,
And strong men bowed and wept;
She sees again in fancy stand
The limner, proud and tall,
As springs to life beneath his band
That picture on the wall.

How dear the glance that speaking fell
Boft answering to her own!

How eloquent the silent spell
O'er that mute canvas thrown!

Bhe thought how oft that silvery tongue
Fiad beld a witching thrall—

Ah! many a heart before they hung
Her picture on the wall. .

Thoso pictures! oh! ’tis aweet to know,
Though dead. they answer yet;
Bweet to possess through weal and woe
The forms she might forget;
And cvery day as soft sho sings
Whero joy or duty calls,
She treasures as most holy things
The pictures om the walls.
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«COBWEBS.”

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘MRS, SMITH’S PARTY.”

““Hist! look there.” The artless, appealing manner of the child
The speaker was one of two young men, who { went to the young man’s heart. He would as
had come up to the mountains, on a pedestrian { soon have joined in bantering her as in banter-
and sketching expedition, from Philadelphia. i ing a sister. He took her hand, as he replied,
As he spoke, he laid his hand on his com- { «I will make as good a picture of youas I
panion’s arm. can, if you will let me. A picture like one of
The person he addressed, looked and saw a : these.”
little girl, about ten years old, advancing along{ And he opened his portfolio, which contained
an old blackberry path. She was brown as a ! various sketches.
berry, from exposure to the sun; and her feet% «Oh! how beautiful!” cried the child. It was
and arms were bare; but there was a grace: evident that a new world was opened to her.
about her, as she came tripping forward, tlgnt She gazed, breathlessly, at sketch after sketch,
a princess might have envied. ; till the last had been examined, and then heaved
Just in front of her, a spider had spun his { a deep sigh.
trap across the path, and, as the young man} «Please, sir,” she said, timidly, at last,« will
spoke, she slightly stooped her head, and rais- § you give me my picture when you have painted
ing her hands, pushed the cobwebs aside. It} it?”
was this artless, natural movement, which com-§  ¢No,” interposed the other young man, “but

SOV VNS

pleted the picture. \ we will give you a dollar.”
I should like to paint her,” said he who had } i She turned on the speaker, let go the hand
spoken. E she had been holding, and drew herself up with

“What! love at first sight?” answered his} } sudden haughtiness.
companion, laughing. ¢To think of the fas- ! «I don't want your dollar,” she said, with
tidious Clarence losing his heart to a sun-burnt { proud delicacy.
fairy. You are eighteen, and she about ten—3 She was turning to escape, when the artist,
oh! you can afford to wait.” 3 recovering her hand, said, soothingly,

This conversation had been carried on m< ¢Never mind hnm, my dear. I will paint two
whispers. The child, still advancing, had, by ; pictures, and give you one. Come, will that
this time, come opposite to the two young men. } do"”

On sceing them, she stopped, and stared cun- Reassured, the child took the position indi-
ously at them, as a young deer, that had never } % cated to her, and Clarence Harvard, for that
been hunted, may be supposed to stop and regard : was the young artist's name, began rapidly
the first stranger that enters the forest. Her ; painting. Before noon, two hasty sketches, in
bright, speaking face, as she thus stood, grace- g oil were finighed.

fully arrested, was not less beautiful, in its way, ; *There,” he said, drawing & long breath,
than her lithe figure. ¢ “you have been as quict as a little mouse; and

“My dear,” said the last speaker, “would { I'm a thousand times obliged to you. Take that
you like to be made into a picture? My friend 3 home,” and he handed her the sketch, *and
here is a painter, and will give you a dollar, if { maybe, some of these days, you'll think of him
.you will let him sketch you.” $ who gave it to you.”

The -child looked from the speaker to his} ¢That I will, all my life long,” artlessly said
Ariend. Something, in the latter’s face, seemed ; the child, gazing rapturously on her new pos-
to restore the natural confidence, which the free- ; session, with an enthusiasm, partly born of the
and-easy air of the other had, for the moment, k artist-soul within her, and partly the result of
shaken. She drew, coyly, up to him, as if for § i & child's pride in what is its own especial pro-
protection. 3 perty.

“I have read of pictures,” said she, gazingt “Oh! yes,” interposed the other youth,
up into his face, ““but never saw one. Isit a\ ‘“you’ll prcmise to be his wife, somo day,
real pi%t;re of me you will make?”’ { won't you,.Miss Cobwebs ?”

rrs.
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The child’s eyes flashed as she turned on the § with it. His refined, intellectual face haunted
speaker. Her instinct, from the first, had made ; all her day-dreams. From that hour a new
her dislike this sneering man. She stamped E element entered into her life: she became con-
her pretty foot, and retorted, saucily, { scious that there were other people, beside the

“T'll never be yours, at any rate, you old} dull, plodding ones with whom her lot had been
snapping-turtle,” and, as if expecting to have t cast; she aspired to rise to the level of such;
her ears boxed, if caught, she darted away, dis- ? all her leisure hours were spent in studying;
appearing, rapidly, down the path whence she } gradually, through her influence, her uncle's
had come. { household grew more or less refincd; and finally,

Clarence Harvard broke into & merry laugh, ¢ her uncle himself became ambitious for Nelly,
in which, after a moment of anger, his com- } and, as he had no children, consented, at his
panion joined him. . { wife's entreaty, to send the young girl to a

“You deserved it richly,” said Clarence. %ﬁrst-class boarding-school.

“It's a capital nickname too. I shall call you} At eighteen the bare-footed rustic, whom the
nothing else, after this, than Snapping-turtle.” § young artist had sketched, had dawned into &

“Hang the jade!” was the reply. ‘One} beautiful and accomplished woman, who, after
wouldn't think she was so smart. But what a ! having carried off the highest prizes at school,
sbrew she'll make! I pity the clod-hopper she § was the belle of the county town, near which
marries; she’d hen-peck him out of all peace, } her uncle's possessions lay. For, mecantime,
snd send him to an early grave.” that uncle had been growing rich, like most

Nothing more was said, for, at that moment, { prudent farmers, partly from the rise in the
8 dinner-horn sounded, and the young men rose } value of lands, and partly from the judicious
to return to the road-side inn, where they had } investments of his savings.
stopped the night before.  Their time was§ But in spite of her many suitors, Nelly had
limited, and that evening, knapsack on back, } never yet seen a face, that appeared to her half
they were miles away from the sceme of theso handsome as the manly one of the young
moraing. A week later they were both home { artist, whose kind, gentle words and manner,
in the city, Clarence hard at work perfecting  eight years before, had lived in her memory

himsell in art, and his companion delving at§ ever since. Often, after a brilliant company,
Coke and Blackstone. §where she had been queen of the evening, she
Years passed. Clarence Harvard had risen to } found herself wondering, in her chamber, if she
be an artist of eminence. His pictures were the } should ever sece that face again.
fashion: he was the fashion himself. Occa-{ ¢ Are you going to the ball, next week ?”’ said
sionally, as he turned over his older sketches, $ one of Nelly's friends to her. ¢They say it is
he would come upon ‘“Cobwebs,” as he was ; to be the most splendid affair we have ever had.
accustomed, laughingly, to call the sketch of { My brother tells me that Mr. Mowbray, the
the child; and then, for a moment, he would } cloquent young lawyer from Philadelphia, who
wonder what had become of the original; but, }is in the great will case here, is to be present.”
except on these rare occasions, he never even{ I expect to go,” was the answer. “But Mr.
thuught of her. { Mowbray being there won’t be the inducement.”

Not s0 with the child herself. Nellie Brnys “Oh! you are so beautiful, you can afford to
¥as & poor orplan, the daughter of a decayed ; be indifferent. But all the other girls are dying
gentleman, who, after her father’s death, had ; at the very thought.”
been adopted by a maternal uncle, living on a ! The ball came off, and was really superb. Mr.
¥ild, upland farm among the Alleghanies. Her § Mowbray was there, too, with all his laurels.

¢hililood, from her earliest recollection, had § The ‘great will case,” which had agitated the
been spent amid the drudgery of a farm. This N country for so many months, had been con-
rude, but free life had given her the springy { cluded that very day, and been decided in favor
8tep and ruddy cheek, which had attracted the } of his client. No such speech as Mr. Mowbray's,

Joung artist's attention; but it had failed to | it was universally admitted, had ever been heard

”‘iffy the higher aspirations of Ler mature, { in the court-house. Its alternate wit and argu-

#pirations which had been born in her blood, { ment had carried the jury by storm, so that they

and which came of generations of antecedent { had given a verdict without leaving the box.

c?lture. The first occasion on which these § The young lawyer, at that ball, was like a hero
higlier impulses had found congenial food was | fresh from the battle-ficld. A hundred fair eyes
v.hen she bad met the young artist. She car- { followed his form, & hundred fair bosoms beat
ried her sketch home, and would never part} quicker as he approached. But he snw only
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ome, in all that brilliant assembly—and it was } changed her traveling dress, when her friend
Nelly. Her graceful form, her intelligent face, § came into her chamber.
her style and beauty, arrested him, the moment “I want you to look your prettiest, to-night,”
he entered: he saw that she had no peer in{said Miss Stanley, ‘“for I expect a crowd of
the room; and he devoted himgelf to her, almost § beaux, and, among them, Mr. Mowbray, the
exclusively, throughout the cvening. brilliant young lawyer, and Mr. Harvard. The
Nor had Nelly ever shone so brilliantly. She { former claims to have met you, and raves every-
could not Lut feel that it was a great compli- { where about your beauty. The latter, who is
ment, to be thus singled out from among so ; the great artist, and very critical, laughs at his
many. But she had another motive for exert- | friend’s enthusiasm, and says he'd bet you're
ing herself to shine. At the very first glance, { only a common rustic, with cheeks like peonies.
she had recognized, in Mr. Mowbray, the com- { So I wish you to convert the heretic.”
panion of the artist who had sketched her eight {  ¢Only & common rustic,” =aid Nelly to her-
years back. In hopes to hear something of his { self, haughtily: and she resolved to be as beau-
friend, she turncd the conversation upon art, %tiful as possible. Perhaps, too, there was a
the city, childhood, and everything else that { half-formed resolve to bring the offender to her
she thought micht be suggestive: but in vain. } feet, in revenge.
She could not be more definite, because shes A great surprise awaited her. When she en-’
wighed to conccal her own identity, for it was  tered the drawing-room, that evening. the first
evident Mr. Mowbray did not know her: be- {stranger she saw was the identical Clarence,
sides her natural delicacy shrank from inquiring { who had painted her as a bare-footed little girl;
about a perfect stranger. {and then, for the first time, it flashed upon her
The next day, as soon as etiquette allowed, { that this was the great artist who had spoken
Mr. Mowbray was seen driving up to the farm. g0 contemptuously of her charms. Her notion
Nelly appeared, beautifully attired in a neat} proved correct, for Miss Stanley, immediately
morning dress, and looking so fresh and spark- § advancing, presented the stranger to her as Mr.
ling, in spite of the late hours of the night be- % Harvard. A glance into his face reassured Nelly
fore, that it conld hardly be considcred flattery, } of his identity, and satisfied her that hic had not
when her visitor assured her that she looked } recognized her; and then she turned away, after
lovelier than her loveliest roses. Mr. Mowbray { a haughty courtesy, to receive the eager felicita-
was full of regrets at the cruel fate, which, he } tions of Mr. Mowbray.
said, compelled him to return to the city. He! There were conflicting feelings at war in her
could not conceal his joy, when Nelly’s aunt, §bosom that evening. All her old romance about
inadvertently, and to Nelly’s secret annoyance, § Clarence was warred upon by her indignation,
let out the fact, that, in the fall, Nelly was to § as a belle, at his slighting remarks and at his
poy a visit to an old school-mate in Philadel- } present indifference. For he had made no at-
phia, Miss May Stanley. { tempt to improve his introduction, but left her
«Ah! indeed,” cried the visitor, and his face f cntirely to the crowd of other beaux, prominent
flushed with pleasure. I am so delighted. I ; among whom was Mr. Mowbray. Piqued and
have the honor to know Miss Stanley. You ¢ excited, Nelly was even more beautiful and
will be quite at home in her set,” he added, gwitty than usual. Late in the evening, she con-
bowing to Nelly, “for it is, by common con- } sented, at Miss Stanley’s request, to play and
sent, the most cultivated in the city.” sing. She first dashed off some Lrilliant waltzes:
Nelly bowed coldly. Her old distrust in the % then played bits of a fow operas; and, at last,
speaker had revived again. Through all the { at Mr. Mowbray’s solicitation, sang several bal-
polish of his manner, and in spite of his de-3lads. Few persons had such a sympathetio
ferential admiration, she recognized the same % voice, and Clarence, who was passionately fond
sneering spirit, which believed in nothing true { of music, drew near fascinated. After singing,
or good, from which she had shrunk instinctively § “And are ye sure the news is true?” ¢ Bonnie
when a child. During the interview, she was § Dundee,” and others which had been asked for,
civil, but no more. She could not, however, %C]arcnce said,
avoid being beautiful; nor could she help speak- ¢And may I, too, ask for my favorite?”
ing with the intelligence and spirit which always {  “Certainly,” she answered, with the least bit
characterized her conversation: and so Mr. Mow- } of hauteur. ¢What is it?”
bray went away, more in love than ever. “Oh! too sad, perhaps, for so gay a com-
A few months later found Nelly domiciled, for { pany: ‘The Land of the Leal.’ I hardly dare
the winter, in Philadelphia. Hardly had she ; hope you'll consent.”
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It was her favorite also, and her voice slightly ;.  “Many years ago I answered you the same
trembled, as she began. From this, or some  question which you now ask.”
other cause, she sang the words, as even she! He colored up to the temples. I surely do
::d’hn;el: sang them ;b«::‘ore; and, ;ben she § not deserve,” he said, ‘‘to be made a jest of.”

i er eyes were full of tears. Shewould}{ ¢«Neither do I make a jest of you. Do yom
have given much to have seen Clarence’s face, { not know me?”
but she could not trust herself to look up; and§ I never saw you till this summer.”
partly to conceal her emotion, partly by a sud- % “You saw me, eight years ago. You and a
den impulse, she struck into the miserere of 11 § friend were on s pedestrian tour. You met &
TroYalore." Nobody there had ever beforo !little, bare-footed girl, whom your friend made
rnh:e;le tbefflul(li tragedl‘y; of tll:lat sxz:dlelstl,‘ yet § a sketch of, and whom you jeered at and then
most beautiful dirge. Even the seclfish heart ! nicknamed.” And rising, she mnde a mock
of Mr. Mowbray was affected. When the last § courtesy, for she saw she was now recognized.
chord had died away, he was the first to speak, } «I am Cobwebs, at your service, sir.”
snd was profuse in admiration and thanks. But§ The discomfited suitor never forgot the look
Clarence eaid nothing. Nelly, at last looking { of disdain with which Nelly courtesied to him.
toward him, saw that his eyes hm} been dim a8 { His mortification was not lessened, when, on
well as her own. She felt th'at his silence was ¢ Jeaving the house, he met Clarence on the door-
tbe most eloquent of' compl!menls, and fr0m§steps. He tried, in vain, to assume an indif-
that hour forgave him having called her a { ferent aspect, but he felt that he had failed and
‘“common rustic.” { that his rival suspected his rejection.

Clarence soon became a constant visitor atg Nelly could not avoid laughing at the crest-
Mr. Stanley’s. B“." he always found M‘L Mow- 3 fallen look of her old enemy. Her whole man-
:":; :here befox;o': hl;h]‘]'ho e:ltdcf:f’o"edl:{m evel:iy § ner changed, however, when Clarence entered.

»to monopolize Nelly’s attention. Reserved, } Instead of the triumphant, sauecy tormentor
if not absolutely haughty, Clarence left the field $ she became the conscious, ,trembling womnnj
genem\lyt.o his rival; and Nelly, hulf-indignant, { Clarence, who had longed for, yet dreaded, this
was sometimes tempted to affect a gayety in Mr. { interview, took courage at once, and in a few,
Mowbray’s company, which she was far from ¢ manly words, eloquent with emotion, laid bhis
feeling. Occasionally, however, Clarence would E fortune at Nelly’s feet.

;:;::tsbis]eq“al ris:n todshl:re th; :iocie'yh9f ¢ Poor Nelly felt more like crying, with joy,

tanley’s guest, and at suc mes, his:than anything else. But a little of the old
'}"Q“'"“ talk soon eclipsed th“"' of-even the bril- § saucy spirit Was still left in her; she thought
:’“‘t 'fl“’c“e- As. Nel!y. said, in !‘e" secret 3 that she owed it to her sex not to surrender too
u::";:o:.: ;’1‘5 Ruskin “8":}“%‘ Y:““'re- And : ensily: and so she said, archly glancing up at

; arence engaged in these conversa- ! Clarence
tions, the more he felt, that, for the first time§ «Do y,o“ know, Mr. Harvard, who you are
h(‘)‘;’eI‘:‘;::nhg“dn’“:'fz::m';‘;o understoo:l h’t']']' §proposing to? I um no heiress, no] high-borl:

» th came up to the { cjty belle, but only—let me see—what was it?
little, pancled boudoir, where<Nelly and her} Z:Meleh“l: it n’;)w—ionly & common country
frend were sitting, saying that Mr. Mowbray § rustic.” And she rose and courtesied to him.
:i“ ln.the parlor and solicited a private inter- «For heaven’s sake don’t bring that foolish
i ol it vae euminge o e onty TS 0P agrint mel” o ered, psston iy

s as only % ynyj take her hand. ¢I have repented i
120 glad to have this early opportunity of stop- \ “‘J;;I"E :0 dntiile:rdz:?ln since the unlEck}' mo-
Ping attentions which had b durable } mont T wa ioto snying i
o her. $ which had become unendurable { pont I was betrayed into saying it. Do me the

{justice to believe I never meant it to be per-
Mr. Mowbray was evidently embarrassed, an { sonal.

unusual thing for him. But he rallied, and3 «Well, then, I will say nothing more of that
came directly to the purpose of his visit, which { matter. But this is only a whim of yours. How
¥13, as Nelly had suspected, to tender her his { is it, that, having known me so long, you only
beart and hand. He was proceeding, in a strain { now discover my merits?”
of l.'ilh-ﬂown compliment, when Nelly said, with ! «Known you so long!”
82 impatient wave of her hand, ¢Yes, sir!” demurely.
“Spare me, sir. You did not always talk{ “Known you?”
bo.” «“For cight years.”

He looked his astonishment. «Good heavens!” he cried, suddenly, his

[NV I II IV
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whole face lighting up. ‘How blind I have } clamation after exclamation of delight. At last,
been! Why did I not see it before? You ! they reached a tiny boudoir, exquisitely car-
are—"" f peted and curtained. A jet of gas, burning ia
«Cobwebs,” said Nelly, taking the words out } an alabaster vase, diffused a soft light through
of his mouth, her whole face sparkling with } the room. A solitary picture hung on the walls.
glee: and she drew off and gave another sweep- } { It was the original sketch of her, taken eight
ing curtesy. x years before, and now elegantly framed. The
Before she had recovered herself, however, a } tears gushed to Nelly’s eyes, and she threw her-
pair of strong arms was around her, for Clar- 3 self into her husband’s arms.
ence divined now that he was loved. Nelly, all % ¢“Ah! how I love you!” she cried. )
along, had had a half-secret fear, that, when: Nobody, who sees that picture, suspects its
her suitor knew the past, he might not be<ongm. It is too sacred a subject for either
so willing to marry the bare-footed girl as the ; { Nelly or Clarence to allude to. But it was only
brilliant belle; but all this was now gone. § the other day, that a cclebrated leader of fashion
Two months later there was o gay wedding at { said to a friend,
8t. Marks. A month after that, the bridal pair, % «“What & queer pet name Mr. Harvard has
returning from the wedding tour, drove up to t for his beautiful bride! In anybody except &
a handsome house in one of the most fashion- § genius it would be eccentric. But you don’t
able streets in Philadelphia. As Clarence led } a know how pretty it sounds from his lips.”
Nelly through the rooms, in which his perfect { ¢What is it?”

\
taste was seen everywhere, she gave way to ex-* «“Conwens!”
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IN THE CHURCH-YARD.

BY SYLVIA A. LAWSON.

Tne restless wind is sobbing wildly by,
It etirs the long grass o’er the buried dead,
As if from out thy coffin came a sigh,
Aud ghostly fingers stirred the leayes o'crhead.

Lies the beloved, so pure, eo fair, 8o proud,
Yet it is gloom this haunted spot to seck.

Tho wind grows wilder. and the hurrying clouds
Sweep up with long, black banners all unfurled,
The spirit of the storm is chiding loud,
And bitter Winter rules my inner world.

Last night I dreamed I saw thee, and thy eyes
Wero pure and bright as they were wont to be;
This morn I looked up to the cold, gray skies,

And know that thou wert gone from carth and me. My outer garment closer ronnd T draw

And take the last fond look at thy low bed,
Then face the wind blowing so chill and raw,
Piercing my frame with numbness like the dead.

And now I silent stand where, low beneath,
Thy head with golden hair is pillowed soft,
I cannot see thy face, nor hear thy breath,

Nor clasp the hand mine own hath fondled oft. 8hall I, when I have done with life, and passed

The vale of shadows with the ghostly guide,
Hear thy lips say, as close thy form T clasp,
“Thino, always thine, whatever shall betide?”

I know that silent in thy snowy shroud,
‘With pale, cold lips which never movo or speak,
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AN EMBLEM.

BY ELEANOR CLAIR.

BY day—by night the mighty, solemn sea
Pours iteelf round the rhore;

Enwrapped in this embrace, the islands lie
Guarded forevermore.

Oh! God, ar to the great, the fathomless sea
The steadfast shores incline;

Circled and ended, 8o, in Thee should be
All aims, all works of mine.

In Rummer heat the waters give their breath
To cool the thirsting lands;

To charm the Winter, breezes warm and roft
They waft from tropic lands.

Thy presence wonld set free my uneven soul
From earthly chill and heat,

Thy love would make the changing airs of life
Balny and safe, and sweet.

[FI VNN



THE HADLEYS AND BLAIRS.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘“SUSY L ’8 DIARY.”

CHAPTER I. g a neighbor, he would be pleased ut any conventent
“How old are you, Laura, poor child?” : opportunity, to see me; beyond this, good morn-
“Nineteen.” {ing, Mr. Blair; good morning, sir; good morn-

“Yes; old enough to know whether you do § ing.” And you know the bow he made me. It
really give yourself to that man, heart and all, gis easy enough for you to imagine. It was stiff
or sre likely to, ever. If you don’t answer me, | With his own old honors and the prospective
Laura, I shall believe that you don’t love him, { honors of Hernden’s round income and his
don’t expect to; but that because he and your § family connections; and my heart was bitterer
father will it, you will some morning, or some \ than gall. It is now; for think what my father
evening, stand by him in the saddest of all { was! think of my mother! you know what she
mockerics, and give him your hand and be\ls, Laura Hadley! My heart is bitterer than
made his for the rest of your days. Oh! Laura, } gall!”
not one word! If this ien’t execrable, I don’t; ¢ This is what troubles me mgst of all,” said
know what is!” §she. “If you weren’t so angry, if you would

“James,” said she, raising the pale face to : be patient and wait, I think something might
look into his. I want you to promise me one} lappen to alter thmgs. I think e—DMIr. Hern-
thing.” { den, I mean—might in some way show pa that

‘Let me hear it. I know but one promise in : he isn’t what pa thinks he is. I don’t know;
the world worth making. This I am not to! ; * but perhaps something would happen; and then
be allowed to make. Your father forbids my ! P you would be glad that you had been patient
making it, because I have but a pittance to : and had waited. I want you to promise me that
offer. This is his word, ‘s pittance.’ ‘A mere * you will be patient; that you won't grow bitter
pittance, sir, he said, ‘while Mr. Hernden’s’ {and hard toward pa, or toward anybody. It
income is fifteen hundred. And besides,’ your% would change you so!—you would have such &
father said, Mr. Hernden has friends who are hard, sad time of it! Will you promise me that
ready to advance him; to advance him, m-.<)’°“ will be patient and wait?”

Mr. Hernden’s is a rich, old, exclusive family’ —> “I can't, for I know nothing about it, how it
and your father’s lips parted with the word ‘ex- i i will be; I don’t know what I have got to bear,
clusive’ slowly, as if it were a precious word, as ; here where, at any turn, I may meet your father’s
no doubt it is with your father, ex-president of ! stiff bow, as if I were a dog. Hernden's mock-
A—— College, author of Hannibal’s Dx:gems—‘ ing, derisive bow, as if I were a string to be
yes, I see by your face that I don’t get it nght twisted round his finger. All I know is that I
exactly. He says he has always wantgd ‘some ; would be glad to be calm, because I owe it to
soch connection for you, but that since, for cer-} ! myself, but that I am not calm. I am bitter
tain—certain economical reasons, in short, he: enough now. Not toward you,” he added, with
Tetired to this place, he has seen no ground for§ raised voice, with added sternness on the honest,
bope until Mr. Hernden came. His coming bad ; handsome features. ¢Not if they allowed me
made a change. He had been struck with youri to speak what I fecel. You know this. You will
superior education, your breeding, your mnn~§ know it as long as you live; let you be whose
ners, from the first. He had lately signified} you will, let me be what I will. Good-by.”
bis wishes in terms sufficiently exphclt—suﬁi-i “Good-by.” The pale face, the tones, sad as
eiently. Would I allow him, then, to shorten H if her heart were broken, again smote him. Iis
our interview upon this subject? The curculios ; kuces grew weak under him, his lips sank. But
were at work upon his plum trees. Mr. Hern-‘ the next instant he saw Hernden lightly dis-
den had recommended it to him to try a certmn: mounting from his saddle at the gate.
new means of—of extirpation, in short. Would! Hernden threw his bridle over the post, gave
Iallow him then, at once, to wish me & good his coat-sleeve a light brush, settled himself with
morning? As a neighbor,’ he said, turmngback light vigor in his pants, then opened the gate
8 little in one door, while I was in another, ‘as} and met but resentful James Blair in the middle
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of the walk. Without stopping, they exchanged} She guessed it did! much! she answered,
a few words; but no one, then or afterward, ) striking him with her parasol.

knew what they were. All Laura knew wasg “Tell Lily that if she forgets me, I shall con-
that of all Hernden’s airy mornings this was : sider myself ruined. Ha!” Suddenly espying
the airiest; that while he yet twisted the fingers } James, who was standing beside his mother on a
she was trying to extricate, he began to say § distant part of the platform. Wheeling himself
what a clever brick uncle Alf was! He had !} up close to Miss Amanda, he added, ¢ There's
just written—here was the letter in his coat- { Jupiter! You sce him! He’s the royal Thun-
pocket—no, not in that one, nor in tkat one; t derer; his bag is stuffed with bolts. I must
but no matter where the letter was; uncle A1f§ look out for him. I met him yesterday at old
bad written to say that if he would go to P——, } Hadley’s (I rode round, you sce, for the sake of
and take charge of the company’s works there, 3 telling the old gentleman how he can kill every
they would raise his salary to a thousand dol-? > curculio on his peach trees, big and little; tell
lars a year. Wasn’t that pat? slapping his? Lxly 80.) I met Aim there; him, I mean,” tip-
waistcoat pockets. Her brother already there, } ping his thumb over his shoulder toward James.
principal of the academy among the pincs and ; *‘His looks went info me! would have cut me
student at law with the Clements—first-rate fel-  all up, if they'd been daggers, as I've not the
lows!—wouldn’t it be pat? She knew what a} least doubt he wished they were. Look here!”
green nest it was; she had been there; say!:lowering his voice, ‘*he knew I was going to
wouldn't it be pat>—didu’t sho see that it would } Boston this train. Itold him so yesterday; and,
be pat? pat? o Vif I understood him right, he bade me go to—

Poor Laura did not see. Standing there where } pardon me. Ha! ha! ha! ha!” '

James had left her, she felt as if her sight, her} His laugh reached James’ ear, as ho meant it
hearing, and all her life were deadened forever. { should. It was for this reason he made it so

“Say! hi! don’t the girl sec?”’ he repeated. % loud, 8o utterly derisive; and it was certainly o
Knowing that she did not see, thinking angrily } very angry look with which James met the out-
of Blair, he started suddenly for the gardcn,zbreak and the face now turned in mockery
where, in the midst of the thick overgrowth > toward him. It was well his mother did not
and the thick undergrowth, ho saw the ex-pro- } see the look; well that he had time to master
fessor hunting curculios. it, before she withdrew her eyes from the ap-
{ proaching train to fix them again on him.

i When the bell rang, waving his hand, bowing
CHAPTER II. §low, Hernden sprang upon the platform of the

Tne next morning, Hernden ran lightly } rear car. At the same time, but with different
through the works at H , saying to clerk | steps, far different mien, James looked back to
and owners, “I'm off this afternoon for Boston. % show his mother his face once more, and then
I must see my uncle; on business.” } disappeared within the forward car,

The next morning, James Blair, sitting with }
heavy eyes at the breakfast-table, told llisg
N
%

mother he believed he must be off that after- CIHAPTER III.

noon for Belfast, e waited to see cousin Dan.{ AT N——, where many of the passengers left
There could be no better time than then, wheni the cars to saunter a little, Hernden was among
his part of the works was to be stopped n few § them. ¢Hallo!” he called out, secing an ac-
days, and when he, in fact, needed to stir a} quaintance hurrying by. “Stop and speak to
little.  Only, he could see that his nice little | a fellow!”

mother was fluttered by it. { “How d'do ?”’

But there was never & more unselfish littlet  “Tremendously bored! bored to death! not a
mother. She packed his traveling-bag, saying, { handsome girl on the train, and it's dull work!
as she locked it, “I have put in a good deal 3 There! there's a fellow, James Blair, of T—,
more than you will want, I hope; but it is best § he’s jealous of me; jealous enough to shoot me.
to lhinve enongh.” She went with him to the } Perhaps he will, while we're down here, without
station, carrying the papers he was to read by { witnesses. I've got his Laura, or can have 'er
the way. if I want ’er; ha! ha! ha!”

Hernden came, howing right and left, to one§ James turned, as Hernden meant he should,
lady, one pair, one group of ladies and another, } i at the laugh, saw again the derisive fentures,
saying, AL, Miss Amanda, it breaks my heart { { fixed upon bim, this time with open mockery and
to go!” 3 insult.

S
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“You see 'im, old fellow! You saw ’im. { cousin had no family at Belfast: so, remember-
Wouldn’t he like to tip me over? If nothing § ing that, at Belmont, five miles farther inland,
is heard of me after this, you just let this little { he had an old intimate friend of his school days,
incident be known to the authorities; and tell { Penn Sherman, James went there the next morn-
Abby Gale of South street I died with a lock of } ing. But, at Mr. Sherman’s, he was informed

kber hair in my left waistcoat pocket.” {that his friend was up the river many a mile,
He jumped upon the already moving train, { with a party of men employed by his father at
and that was the last of him at N——. § “clearing land,” and ¢‘getting logs down the

The gentleman with whom he had been speak- } river.” James remembered the stories of forest
ing met Mr. Harding of H—— at that moment, } life his friend had told him, as they sauntered
and related to him what he had just heard and § or sat together at H——; remembered Lis old
seco. So, when two weeks had passed at H—— } longings for the light of the night-fires upon
without intelligence either from James or Hern- { the pines, for the stars overhead, for the depth
den, when it became known through the place § of shade, tho coolness by day, and the reverbera-
that Mrs. Blair had written twice to the former { tions of the woodmen's axes and loud voices,
without receiving answers, that, within a day § and the song of the hermit thrush heard be-
or two, a letter had come to the latter from | tween. The old longing reviving itself gave him
Boston, with his uncle’s well known superscrip- 5 life. Ie ate of the well-cooked, hoxpitably-
tion, then it began to be told from one to an- i served dinner with the relish he felt for his
other, what Mr. Harding had heard at N——, § meals before his troubles came; and theu, carry-
what Miss Amanda Boker had heard and seen } ing a basket of nice delicacies for himself and
st the station at H——. Little by little was § his friend, he took his place in a boat that was
sdmitted the possibility of misfortune to James { going up, with fresh provisions for the men.
through Hernden—intimations despised most s At night, as the solemn darkness was closing
immensely by the ex-professor. He took his; in, they came to the rude landing of logs and
crispest steps with regard to them. It was a % ““brush,” just inside which the boatmen ex-
low affair! he said, looking angrily over his? pected to find the party. But, upon holding
glasses at his daughter; o low affair when public § their oars still to listen, not a sound was heard
sympathies took such a turn. The affair way } —not one sound in all that vast region, save
transparent enough. If anything had happened § the murmur of the river, the ripple upon the
between the two, it was easy enough to know § boat and the unseen shore, and the song of the
ﬂzrough which it came. A gentleman of Hern- E late birds, here and there. No light of fire or
den’s family, of such expectations, was by no ; of rising smoke was seen. When they called,
means so likely as another to involve himself { the forest only answered. So it was determined
in & low proceeding. He was exasperated! {to “camp down” where they were for the night,

To Mrs. Blair, none of the intimations came; } trusting to the morning to show them some
she had, therefore, only the anxieties arising {signs of tho course the party had taken. The
out of James’ prolonged absence and out of% hardy boatmen, used to such exposure and lodg-
his silence, to bear. And this for her tender, | ing, woke in the morning a little heavy-eyed,
vidowed heart was sufficient. Laura clinging § feeling a little stiff, a little out of humor, that
to ber with warm, fond hands, saying tearfully, } was all. ButJames was almost too lame, chilly,
but with courageous smiles, ““I am sure he is | and weak to move. They ate their hearty break-
safe, Mrs. Blair! I am sure he will come, for % fast; James, stupified with the gathering fever
think how good and prudent he is!” was her { and pain, hardly knew whether he ate, or what
only hope.  Once when Mrs. Blair said, «“I don’t § went on around Lim.
know what I would do now if it weren't for you, } The boatmen, believing that they would find
desr!” Laura answered, “And I don’t know } the party not far distant, started, and James
what ['would do if it wasn't—I mean if I couldn’t § with them, going this way and that, calling out
come in Lere across the gardens five times a day § here and there, but hearing no sound, finding no
(as I believe I do!) to see how you do, and to try t clue. They were often obliged to halt for James
to comfort you—as I can! for I am sure he is } to rest and gather clearness to his aching, dizzy
safe!” {brain. Sometimes they left him, while they
$ climbed or rounded a hill, or followed a brook

CHAPTER IV. { through its tangled environment, returning to

Wues James reached Belfast, he had the dis- § him, calling out to him if they were any time at
sppointment of hearing that his cousin was i a loss, on their way back to him, and helped by
sbsent on a tour of business for his firm. The ; his answering, “Hallo!” or ‘llero!” Dut, at
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last, when they left him so, he fell into a pro- \ Augusta Peters is! I knew her a little at New-
found stupor. He tried to arouse himself, tried 3 port, last year. I came here because a fellow
to listen and wait for the men; but at length he $told me she was here. I came determined to
sank, not where the men had left him, but be- } i get her, for I must be rich or die! I hate my
side a knoll a few rods distant, to which he had § life at H——! 1 hate it and humdrum of all
walked in his efforts to resist the tendency to é sorts, with a tremendous hatred. Her father is
sleep. When he woke he found that it was? ' a dotard, (I wonder if all fathers are?) but she's
night. The stars were shining through the § & grander than Victoria. Victoria is tame, in
black pines, and how still and solemn they ) comparison. ['m as sure of her father as if I
were! How it touched him (for now his brain } had him in a box; but not so sure of her. I've
was very clear) thinking of the two homes and § tried nine dodges. I've just thought of the
the gardens between, afar off, on which those 3 sentimental. Jove! I'll try this, and won't I be
stars were shining! He was so weak, his life { an objek of interest?

seemcd so broken up by the aggravations that; “Money is gone here before a fellow knows
had come into it of late, by the sinful thoughts < it; this pulls a fellow down. Send me a hun-
with which he had met them, the stars o laid } dred or two by the next mail, and you shall
bare and rebuked the sin, that he wept large, Umve a bonus that will astonish you.
silent tears. He might as well weep now, he{ ‘Innocent uncle Alf thinks I am at H
thought, now when he was separated from all, { trudging this moment from the factory to the
when nothing but the silent stars could look } dye-house; innocent H thinks I am walk-
upon his tears. Then thoughts of the ever- § ing State street leisurely, with my elbow touch-
watchful God, the ever-tender, loving, and true, § ing uncle Alf's; so mum is the word, old fellow!
stole in upon him. He felt Him so real, so pre- { {1 shall see you on my way back. Iam to accom-
cious, that he was, as it were, at rest upon His } i pany the Deterses home and stop with them a
breast; and, pillowing his check, like a little ? little. They have a fine place on the Hudson, at
child, on his hand, he murmured, thankfully, { Hastings. I am to go there. Augusta is the only
“Good-night, thou beloved mother, thou pre- § { child, and she has no mother. She has n maiden
cious girl.” Feeling the thought of them be- i aunt though; of course I wish her in—Burgundy,
ginning to shake him, he dismissed it, looked | a very nice place, as you know.

up once more through the giant trees to the dis- § ¢Think of the bonus and send me the money.
tant stars, saying, “Good-night, thou peaceful } Remember the word—mum.

world, made and sustained through all the sin } : “Adieu. A.H—
and disquiet by His hand,” and then smkmg N

into a quiet sleep. IHe was often awake during } “New York, August 4th, 18—,
the night, but the peace lasted. It was there in§  “Jonx—Send me some money—one hundred

s o o s rme

the morning. Lost, with no sound of human} 3 i dollars. I'm here on company business, which

being near, so weak that he lay helpless as a §
little babe, but clear and happy beyond any-:
thing he had ever felt or conceived before, he &
listened to the birds that, without number, in
the solitude of the old forest, sang their ]mpp)
morning songs. When onc alighted on a tree- !
top above lim, and, lifting its white throat,
poured out a continued flood of sweet music, he
could have gone upward, so it seemed to him,
to the world that is without pain, sin, or sorrow,
borne upward of that bird's song, and his own
longing and joy.

CHAPTER V.
Saratoga. July 30th, 18—,
“Boren, my dear fellow, did you ever get up
among the clouds, the round, white ones, and
walk tliere, and sit there, and have a good
time? If you ever did, you know where T am.
Blhie’s imwensely rich, you sece. I mean, Miss

mnkes it all right. Send over to the bank, if
8 noccssn‘ry Of course this is necessary and

nght—lhls demand, I mean. If my uncle, sup-

posmfr that T have got through here, and that I
¢am round at H by this time, writes to me,
lwop the letter or letters till I come. Sce to the
money at once. H N

CHAPTER VI.

"OH! but I hate him, auntie! In the firss
T'm not even pretty; I'm neither pretty,
ynor graceful, nor showy, nor anything one of
¢ his flimsy character would choose, only hie knows
{ that pa has a good deal of money. This is alll
{ [ am sure of it; and I abominate him!”

{ I guess your head aches, daughter.”

3 ¢Noj it is what I always feel. And pa thinks
; he is the greatest man in the United States.
3 { There isn’t another, who, in pa's mind, is so
)faultlcss, 8o deserving; and it is because he
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understands pa’s—pa’s liking for being attended y what you were. He couldn’t like a more sen-
to, followed, flattered; and so he leaves me, or 5 sible girl; I dare say you couldn’t like a more
goes straight by me any time, to show his great { sensible man.”
politeness to pa, his attention to pa. This suits§ Augusta still sat in silence, with drooping
ps; it makes pa feel 8o large! He is fond of { head, flushed checks, and tremulous fingers,
me next to himself; my other ‘adorers’ have { mending her glove.
made him angry by leaving him, passing him to }
come to me. Hernden saw it with his little, }

round, sharp eye, that is like a pig’s—it is, 3 CHAPTER VII.
santie!—and acted on it. You'll see, Miss} JAMES BLAIR TO MKS. BLAIR.

Auntie, that it is s0. He’ll be here in less than § ¢ Belmont, August 6th, 18—,
an hour, and you'll see that he’s as false as— “I mAVE been pretty sick, my mother, or I

oh! I hope there isn’t, on this whole earth, { would have written you ten letters, perhaps, by
another creature, animal or human, so false and } this time. You see where I am. Cousin Dan
miserable as he!” % was off on business; and I thought it best, as I
“Oh! I guess it isn’t as bad as that, Augusta! § was 80 near Penn Sherman, and as he is so good
. There is another new dress that you didn’t have i a fellow, to come and see him. I shall never
on while you were gone. What——" { forget the great kindness shown to me here,
“I wouldn’t put it on! It was pretty; I was} when in fact I was in considerable need of it,
afraid it would ‘attract;’ and I was determined § with my mother and my home so far off. An-
to wear nothing, do nothing that would ‘attract.’ { other has been kind to me; that is God. Idon't
I will tell you what I would like. I would like § think I shall forget Him, long at a time, all the
to go away to some green, quiet country place, \ rest of my days. R
where there are brooks, rows and dots of trees, v “Tell old Ponto I am coming. Tell him if he
lambs, birds, and honest, substantial people, | sits down at the corner of the house, his nose
with eimple manners and truthful lips. I would | toward the road, in four days from this date, he
be glad to turn my sleeves back and go to work } will probably see a cadaverous-looking fellow
for those L loved, and be 8 woman amongst them. coming up the lane. Tell him he had better not
I'm a puppet now.” bark at him. Your Bov.”
“I’'m going to tell you what I sometimes

e

) ; X In what a grateful, glad, loving tremor was
think.  Shall ”, . : the little woman in black, sitting to read this
**Abou *” The girl's color came. She {letter again and again through her tears! She

dropped her head low over her glove-mending§ wished Laura would come in to know what had

to hide it. N kept him. She came while the widow was wish-

““About one person we met last summer, at { ing it; and then the widow poured out the full

P—, the principal of the Academy among the§ flood of her gratitude and love. Laura cried a

Pines. We met him often; ho was a superior ; little in her pity for him, in the love that swelled

person.h I thought I never knew. one who knew 180 at her heart, in her anxiety respecting what

8o much, and was, at the same time, 80 modest. E.lay before him. The two did not know how to

f:e:n::e:lltzh;n‘f:;“:’;:;:::’tslo;ezzng; § part that day, the common love, gratitude, and
" pity 8o knit them together.

flowers; we met him one day, I remember, in} Py &

the sweet-zcented path through the pines; he§

-

Md flowers in his hand, you had flowers in g CHAPTER VIIL
Jours; he knew all the names of his and yours. 3 Hz came on the fourth day by the noon train.
8ee—what was his name?”’ { They did not expect him until evening; and

““T guess you remember, auntie; I guess you { there was Laura, when he came in at the open
are just mischievous; do you mean Mr. Hadley? ¢ door, putting some flowers she had brought over
T auppose you mean Mr. Hadley.” {into the vases, bending, working assiduously,

“Yes. He was agreeable. I thought he liked 80 that she did not see him, until, wondering
you; I thought you liked him.” She waited, §why it was eo still there where Mra. Blair was
but got mo answer. She knew, however, what é with her busy lips, her busy feet, she raised
the changing color meant, and the light tremor { herself and saw him standing with his mother’s
of the fingers, and the drooping of the small, { hand in his, looking so pale, so majestic and
handsomely shaped head. It is all right if he | tall now he was so thin! looking so pure, so—
did like you, if you liked him. It was nstunl§ “Oh, why, James!” She said it, crowding

that it should be 80, considering what he was,  back the uprising pride in _him, the gladness,
Vor. XXXIX. g :
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love; purposely bringing thoughts of her father, - himself, on his way back. ¢Precious, good
of his promise to the wretched Hernden, to be : girl!” 1le was happy, any way. No king on
between lerself and James, helping to crowd ; lns throne was happier than he. There might
back the love and gladness. ¢ We—that is, your : {be & hundred Herndens, but not one of them
mother didn’t expect you this morning; how do ® } would ever know the delight he felt at that one
you do?” : hght touch of the little, busy, useful fingers.
Oh! but how tall and sick he looked, coming | N
forward without speaking, but with his thin, {
white hand held out to her! How, as he stood % CHAPTER IX.
before her, did the light fade out of the eyes! Now it happened that John Sinclair, the com-
that were blue and lovely as heaven, when she pany’s clerk, had been at P—— since the day
first looked into them on raising herself! They | on which he received Hernden’s letter, so there
were heavy enough now; sad enough now. What } Was no one at H to clear the mystery of
could she eay to him?—what could she do? { Hernden's nbsence until Sinclair returned, which
Here were James and his poor mother, there  was in a day or two after James’ arrival. The
were her father and Hernden—for she had no ° same day came uncle Alf. The next morning,
doubt that Hernden was safc somewhere, and $ while the uncle and Sinclair were in the count-
ready any day to show himself at H—. i ing-room together, just after the cars were heard
So, withdrawing her hand from James, who | entering the village, Hernden came into the
had seen how her face changed with the chang- ¢ ¢ room, clapping a hand on the shoulder of each,
ing thoughts, she began to look after her hat and xi\ﬂd exclaiming, “Ha! ha! uncle Alf! little
to say she must go; adding, *“You won’t mind \John' didn’t I play a neat joke? Wasn't it
my going now, Mrs. Blair, now James has i capitally done?”
come?”’ § Uncle Alf gravely told Sinclair he would re-
She was in the door tying her hat. She would } lease him to his dinner; and what passed after-
look back and speak once more to James, if she { ward between him and the reprobate nephew,
could for the awe of his changed looks, his won- { no one ever knew. It was only known that
dertully changed mien and expression; if she? Hernden left H in the afternoon ftrain,
could for the shame she felt at baving given him “down; and that they all pitied the good uncle
so crucl, so stupid a reception. But all she ‘\\hen they saw with what a pale, grave fuce he
could say was that she was sure from his looks ! ! went through the works and along the street.
he must have been very sick; that he would } Ie remained several weeks at H——. This was
soon be well again, she hoped, now he was at } {a new thing for him to do; but, in every de-
home with his mother and Ponto and—ouly, ‘partment he found more or less disorder that
whcro was Ponto?—why wasn't he there to 2 yhad grown out of his nephew’s neglect or mis-
" While they were looking round a little for \mnnugement He gave the agency to James
Ponto, she said to Mrs. Blair, “You must have : . Blair, who, up to that time, had been machinist
him tell you all about his sickness; I shall want ®  to the company. The salary, for one of Jumes’
to know; come in this cvening and tell me, Hmbnts, was a most liberal one; the post was one
won't you? Good morning; good morning, § tof trust, and, compared with that he had been
James.” : {illing, of leisure and comfort. He was young
James stood a moment without s[“-nng Per- ‘to be so trusted; so uncle Alf told him; but he
haps it was the sight of Laura, going with \Imd the qualities that warranted it. He gave
thoughtfully bent head past the windows, that { it to him with a sense of secure trust in his
aroused him and led him to say, *I am going § 3 faithfulness and good judgment mew to him of
to open the gate for her as I used to; nothmg i late.
shall keep me from doing this.”
She tried to conceal her face from him, pull- CHAPTER X.
ing down the hat-rim and hastily wiping the} A~xD now, going forward one year, we will
tears thnt had started the moment her back was \ see how it was at that time with the persons of
turned toward them. She thanked him, trying s our little drama.
to speak with steady tones, when he told heri In the piazza of the cottnge we know so well
what he came for. He touched her fingers:at H , (only it has been built out into large,
somchow, as she was going out the gate; he : Lhandsome proportions, and is surrounded by a
did not know how it happened, but he felt it { beautiful flower garden,) a gentleman and lady
thrill him with new comfort and strength. e walked back and forth, and the Indy was saying,
**Dear, busy little fingers!"” he said, within :“Yen, pa will be proud of Mr. Pcters’ wealth,
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of his horses, carriages, servants; Mr. Peters s reading & newspaper, ““isn’t he the handsomest,
will be proud of pa’s learning, of his titles, and } best boy in the world "’ .
college connections. With pa it will be ‘Mr.} “Yes, dear; but here is something about that
Peters, Mr. Peters, Mr. Peters,’ with Mr. Peters % miserable Hernden. A nest of gamblers has
it will be ‘Professor Hadley, Professor Hadley.’ { just been broken up in New York, and one of
When he speaks of him among his acquaint- g the principal offenders is Alfred E. Hernden,
ances, it will be ‘the ex-President, ex-President { from Massachusetts. Well-dressed, so the re-
Hadley;’ so they will be like two children with ¢ port says; but he resisted like a tiger; talked
their gaily painted toys. One thing I see, Mr. { of friends who would see him avenged; but no
Peters fecls the greatest respect for Henry, as { friends appearing, he was committed. Miser-
be certainly has reason to, for Henry knows so § able creature! poor uncle Alf!”
much, snd is so gentle, so manly! Augusta{ They were all silent awhile in their sorrow
says be is her star! She says she sometimes is § for the beneficent old uncle; then they bright-
glad that she will bring so much money to their § ened and said that when he came to Henry and
home, sometimes she wishes she had mnothing, $ Augusta’s wedding, they would so surround
%o that she could work hard for him, get his { him with their love and respect, that no pain
meals, be orderly, economical, and help him up } or shame on the nephew’s account, could over-
to prosperity. She thinks it would be a dear y more invade his spirit. They said they would
thing to do this, she loves him so!” { persuade him to come and make it his home for
The gentleman smiled upon her upturned face, % the rest of his days, at H——, where s0 much
her animated discourse, and she went on, ““And { of his property and business lay, where every-
you know how I pitied Henry when he went to { thing was so green, so quiet, and peaceful!
P— 1o tench because he was so poor! Ilittle} And he came. He boards at the Merrimack
thought what would come of it. We don’t always { House; but, almost any pleasant evening he
know, do we, hushand mine, when we really % may be seen with the Blairs and Hadleys, sit-
have reason to be glad, or when sorry " i ting outside the windows, reading sometimes
*“We can know, beloved, that we are always { grave chapters in book, newspaper, or review
to trust. 1learned that in my sickness off there. } to & quiet little lady in black, who sits within
I had the theory of trust before, as so many } and listens as she rests or does her little bits
bave; since, I have the thing itself. It never ) of sewing; sometimes talking gravely, but with
fails me for a minute.” { cheerfulness, on politics, literature, life. And
“That is what makes you happier, wiser, { it is seen that he does the vain little professor
better, handsomer than anybody else in the : good; that the professor is less vain at times;
world.”  She laughed a little, but with tears : that at times he withdraws his thoughts from
in her eyes. ¢ Mother!” with her hand still E the poor honors of his professorship, his author-
on his arm taking him out toward a little lady i ship, and lets them settle on the honors of such
in black, who sat within one of the windows ! as seck the Kingdom of Heaven.
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{ And though sipping his claret, he takes nothinc strong,
§ But he dines out no more, for why go to a feast?

Mz Joxarmay Surre was a vory wise man,
His mntto was, “Govorn your wife”—if you can.

Fot Lis wife was & shrew. and whene'er sho said go,
Mz Jonathan Smith didn’t aven look no,

But he put on his hat, and slipt out of the house,
T5 do as she bade him, as meek as a mouse.

Mr. Jonathan Smith dearly loved a dispute,
In ligie ha thought that no one was so ’cute:
He oxald argue for this, he could arguo for that,

He wonld prove fat was lean, and then show lean way fut.

But 'i.’h You conld see how his ardor would coel,
F0 L wifo Lut said, mappishly,  Hush, yon old fuol ”

Like ather great men who will sometimes unbend,
Mz Jonathan Sniith likes to dine with a friend;
He can tell a good story, and sing a good song,

When his welcome at home is, “ You tipsy old boast.”

} Mr. Jonathan Smith thought he’d buy him a farm,

Y “Rural lifo,” he declared, “has a wonderful charm.”

; He'd grow his own corn, and he'd eat his own peas,

3 And screncly grow old in the shade of his trecs.
But his wifo said *twas throwing his fortune away,

% It would beggar them all—and he'd nothing to suy.

Mr. Jonathan Smith was a sleck, portly man,
? When to rule o'cr his wife he so bravely began.
{ But ho found ’twas a gamo at which two could go in,
§ And since he's the loser, hin gets very thin,
He has given up everything, even his boast:
* Only onoc thing ia left, "tis to give up the ghost.



THE RUINS OF A SOUL.

BY MAGGIN B. STEWART.

Herex RricaMoxp was the daughter of a \ himself on having read woman’s heart to the
wealthy man in a great city. Her mother died } ;end, and here was a new page. It was a rare
during Helen’s childhood, and her father mar-} I relief to the world- -weary man, and liko a fas-
ried again—a dashing, fashionable widow, with } tidious epicure ho promised himself a fresh de-
one child, like his own, a daughter. nght He understood the thousand arts of

Louise, the step-sister, was finished at Madam } coquclry, and so he set himself to “bring out’
Bellair's. Helen did not wish to leuve home, } { this ombryo flower. It was an easy task. It
80 she was left to herself. What time had her } needed but a chance word, a look of interest, a
lady-mamma to spend on her daughters! Mrs. S kindly, encouraging smile, and lielen was a
Richmond lived solely for society. Still young { changed being.
and besutiful, she was only fearful lest hcr% Brian Chasmar was her first friend, her ideal
fairer daughter should eclipse her own charms. } of all that was noble and great in mankind—
So Louiso was kept in the background until she : as such she worshiped him. He stood to her
would stay there no longer. Only too well had Afre'h, young heart as the incarnation of the
she imbibed the teaching of such a parent, and ; % old-time heroes. She reccived his teaching
before she was eighteen she had made her debut, ; Y with eager delight. He praised and criticised
passed a ‘“season™ in society, and broken a score : a3 he saw need. Her dress became marked for
of hearts. If you had seen Helen Richmond at : its elegance and good taste. An artist’s hand
nineteen you would never have dreamed of her ; p > had been at work. Now that she had an object
being beautiful. Yet there was a haughty fire } for being beautiful, she strove to become so0.
in her dark eyes that suggested o latent power. | * She must not annoy her friend. He must not
Her father’s library was large, well-gelected, and § : be ashamed of her. She learnt new confidence
little used. She had her time at her own dxs- 'in herself from him. His homage not only
posal: so she made books her friends. She: { made her more important in her own eyes, but
knew no other. \ others began to notice what a splendid girl was

Love and friendship were names—not re- H ? Helen Richmond. For this she was gratcful to
alities to llelen’s heart. Louise, whose being " her friend. She had no littleness of vanity in
seemed permeated with the gold of the glowing ; : her soul, she was too proud for that. But her
sunlight, owned no inner life to match with her 2 lonely heart drank in the incense of friendship.
glorious presence. The two girls had no sym- § Could it he otherwise? If Brian Chasmar had
pathy—no tastes in common. Into society } { been contented with this. But no; he must see
Helen rarely ventured. The few that met her | how this splendid creature would look in love.
at home knew her as a quiet, unsociable girl, g She must love kim! When he was assured of this,
and so it happened that the ¢¢select circles” ‘perhaps he would do her the honor of making
rarely beheld her until she burst into magnifi- } { her Mrs. Chasmar! He had not fully made up
cent bloom on their bewildered gaze. But of his mind. Meantime he set himself to his work.
that hereafter. ! By-and-by Helen was conscious that he was

It was at this period of her life that she first : more to her than & common friend. She could
knew Brian Chasmar. Hb was an admirer of | have hid her head in the dust for very shame
Louise Alison's. He had been attracted by thM. i when she made this discovery; for pride would
splendid butterfly during her first summer at : not allow one thought of an unrequited love.
Newport. Calling one morning on Louise, he | . But memory came to her aid; she brought back
was presented to Helen. With an artist’s intui- § N many a tone—many a look of tenderness that
tion he saw through her haughty, unassured 3 convinced her she was beloved.
air, the germ of a splendid woman. } Inthe world it was the same. No one sought

Talented, well read, traveled, with that ele-} her society and lingered near her with such evi-
gnnce which makes such a man distinguished ; dent plensure. No other face secmed to pos-
in society, he was well calculated to impress a . scss such power over him. How often he bad
nature like that of Helen Richmond. He prided : snid, with tenderncss in tone and manuer,
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“Your heart is the only one that has ever ; called him away at that moment, and he did not
given me sympathy. Be my sister always, {sce her again that evening.
dear Helen.” And she pitied and loved him§ No one would have known from Helen’s de-
the more. She received his homage so calmly ; meanor that anything had occurrcd to agitate
that Chasmar was puzzled. Did she love him? { her. In her own room she quietly disrobed and
8o he eaid, one day, ‘“What has changed you i placed her ornaments in their proper places.
so? You are very different since I first knew ; Louise came in eager and triumphant. “I've
you.” Helen’s voice was very low, and her; $» somethmg to tell you, Helen,” she said, as she
cheek flushed, as she answered, ¢“I have to  sat down,.and on she rattled of her various flir-
thank you for being my friend. It is this which } tations, of which Helen did not hear a word.
has changed me so much.” Chasmar watched { She finished with announcing herself engaged.
her changing color and downcast eyes with§“Dulton has proposed at last—I thought le
secret delight. He was satisfied, and always } never would. I’ll have such an elegant estab-
broke off the conversation at such points. { lishment. How provoked some people will be.

But at length the pleasure began to pall. He / There’s Julia Deveraux, she tried her very best
must vary it a little. He would try what jeal- § ito get him. What a fool Brian Chasmar makes
ousy would do. He came but rarely to Helen's N of himself over her, to be sure. Why we all
side. He found a new object of admiration inthe § thought him so devoted to you. 1 declare,
person of one of the reigning belles, Miss Julia { Helen, you're aslecp. Why don’t you answer
Deveraux. Superficial and artful ag she was{ “Do be still, Louise—I'm so tired I can’t
beautiful, he despised her; but artful as herself, % talk——"'
he feigned to be entirely fascinated. It wasi ¢ Well, I hope Julia will jilt him.”
without result. Helen was too much accus-§ Helen arose, locked the door, and sat down.
tomed to such a life to be surprised. DBesides % She sat there gazing fixedly into the fire until
the could not be jealous. Noble-souled, she } the last ember blazed up in a dying glare. What
trusted with unwavering faith. He was re- § her thoughts were, only those who have passed
ceived with the same calm kindness. Ife was} through a similar furnace of fire can know.
at fault, skilled player, in this absorbing game! ; Pride and love fought for the mastery in so
If she would but give one sign. IHe must try a § ficrce a conflict that her life scemed frozen.
new test. Meantime he observed that a wealthy } But pride triumphed and love was slain. Un-
merchant was frequently in his place during 3 relenting Helen laid the fair, dead corse in the
the evenings which.had been devoted to him { grave, and piled stones above the coffin-lid: she
alone. It was his turn to be jealous. } would have no troubled ghost to haunt her after

At s brilliant party he observed Helen scek § tlife. The deed was fearful, but pride gave her
a silken-curtained recess, wearied with dancing. ‘com‘uge Only once did she relent, and that
He looked at her as she sat there half-hidden, 3 was when her eye fell on a ring she wore—it
g0 Tair, so queenly! He felt a sense of pro- ; was a gift of Brian’s. She threw the costly
prietorship in her and gloried in it. : gem among the embers. Then memory woke,

But did she love him? He sought her side. \ she had a tale to tell of tender words and looks.
“You have been my sister, Helen, may I come : % But Helen sternly bade her be silent. The dead
to you with a brother’s confidence? You know g love scemed to stir—pride crushed down the
Julia Deveraux—do you think she is suited for ; coffin-lid. 7t should die! Tt did!
my wife?”’ e watched her closely. “Now,” ! The gray light of dawn sent Helen shivering
be thought, «if there is one sign I shall be : to her pillow. She pleaded illness for a day or
contented.” The rich bloom on her check never ; two as an excuse for her woe-worn face.
decpened. She looked with clear eyes into his, ] She went more than ever into society after
and her tones were calm and musical as ever, z this. She became more magnificently beautiful.

as she raid, ! Brian Chasmar had taught her power. Of him
**From what T know of Julin Deveraux, Ishe saw but little. When he called she was
think her admirably suited to you, Brian.” never alone—received him with stately, chilling

Had his ear deceived him? Did she mean a i politeness—answered his remarks, then turncd
sarcasm? There was no trace in that quiet face, | { with jest or smile to some of the butterflies of
nor in that quiet, grave voice. “I value your § either sex, who were now admitted where he
counscl, dear Helen, T will do a3 you advise.” {had been the only favorite. ITe was vexcd.

*1If youlove her, I advise you to marry her.” { Ife saw his mistake, and bitterly repented it.

¢t Provided she consents,” he added. ! One morning ho found her alone, a very un-

*¢Cerlainly,” with an arch smile. Some one ; usual thing now. After chatting awhile on i..-
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different topics, Le took up a volume of poems §me not, Drian Chasmar, my love is dead. My
and commented on some passages in the old, § heart answers not, I do not love you.”

familiar way. Ilelen answered—he was con-’é But he knelt with a prayer for love and for-
strained to Lope, so he said softly, I miss our { givencss. She pitied him, so she said sadly,

‘reading hours’ very much. Why cannot they ; I am very sorry for you—but I do not love

be renewed?” N { you—I will never love again. Iaccepted James
«I have no wish for them, Mr. Chasmar, let : Burnham last evening, I shall marry him—I do
them go with ‘things that were.”” ynot love him, but he will give me position and

a name. I cannot marry you, Brian Cheamar.”
He rose up sadly—passionately kissed her
hand, again and again, and left her without a

““Aud do you wish to forget «ll the past,
Ielen?”

“Certainly—why not ?”

““ Helen, 1 cannot forget it—Ilove you. Why word.
are you so changed?” A month from that time, the bells rang out a

I think Mr. Chasmar can answer that ques- { merry peal for her bridal. She married a rich
tion,” said Ilelen, coldly. lle sprang up and Q man thrice her years. She was more magnifi-
took her hand. { cent than ever. The world applauds her choice;

“Heclen—dear Helen—may I come back? 1{for the world's shallow penetration is dazzled
do love you—I have always loved you——" by the glitter of diamonds and the sheen of

He was going on impetuously—but she with-§silken robes. The world sces nothing of the
drew her hand, and that proud, quiet voice }desolate ruins of Helen Burnham's eoul, so
checked him. It is too late for such words } fair and bright she moves to outward gaze.
now, I do not love you, our friendship has $ But when memory lifts a coffin-lid, in solitude,
wornout. It is well.” {she shudders at the sight of the sweet, sweet

“Did you never love me, Helen?” { face of her dead love. When she turned heart-

“I think you have mo right to ask me that g sick from the shipwreck of her hopes, there was
question—but since you wish to know I will § for her no higher object for which to live. She
tell you: I confess that I loved you once. No, } had never been taught the true meaning of life.
not you—I loved an ideal called by your name— § 3 To shine in society seemed woman's only mis-
I was deceived—my ideal and you are very dif- § ; sion. Had Chasmar been a noble man, he might
ferent. You gave me reason to think I was be- } ; have taught her the true solution of that prob-
loved. T believed you good and true, I fully {lem which puzzles so many of mankind.
trusted you. You im\e helped me to & fullc)rg e foun(ll) a fair gardc{;—ho left a desolate
coufidence in myself. For that, I thank you. { wilderness. Her faith in man's truth was up-
You have shown me yourself in your true light. grooted forever. When earth’s barren fountains
For that, I thank you also. I donotblame you. § mocked her parched lips, she knew of no living
g“l‘.us la;wakened byI i’oxdxr owx; words ]concerning } fountain where she might drink to find healing.

ulia Deveraux. ad not been jealous all the} And 8o because of this false mode of educa-

time, but that night you stood revealed to me. } tion, Helen Burnham’s soul was, like thousands
I suffered as I hope I never may again—as you } of others, a barren desert, and her life a bitter
never could suffer in a life-time ¢f agony, Urgo § disappointment. .
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THE CHAMBER OF DEATHIN.

BY MARGARET LLE RUTENBUR,

“Broroer! kind one. draw the curtain,
T would ace the rising kun,
He begine his daily circuit—
Brother! mine is nearly done!
Sister gentlo, warble to me,
Weak, and weaker grows my breath,
8ing the ¢ Dying Christian's’ triumph,
Tt will light the vale of death.” While the mother's arm caressed,
Az the brother drew the curtain, With a smuile, the dying blossom
Softly rose a thrilling straiu, Clused its petals on her breastl

When its last pure echo vanished,
Then the dying rpoke again:

# Angel mother! draw me near thoe,
Place my head upon thy heart;

Blessed father! kneel beside me,
Pray my rpirit would depart!”

As the father’s prayer ascended,
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.BARBARA’S AMBITION.

BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE, AUTHOR OF “NEIGCHBOR JACKWOOD,” &0., &C.
N }
rEntered, according to Ac'lo-f Congress, in the year 1860, by J. T. Trowbridge, in the Clerk's Office, of the District Court
of the District of Massachusetts. ]
CHAPTER 1. 3 what seemed to be stones I thought was nothing
“I pap the curlsest dream last night, or ruther { but sand—and then the whole building was n
this morning,” said the widow Mayland, arrang- { toppling, just ready to full. Why, my son, what
ing the little china teacups—two in number; the ; makes you look so pale?”
last of a set; the same she and her late husband} ““Strange you should have such a dream as
had drank from together, oh, how often! gitting § that}" said Luther, nervously butterir:g his toast.
opposite each other at the same little old walnut § ¢ Nobody scemed to be afraid, though every
table at which she now sat with her only son. } mmute 1 thouglit the store was going to tumble
She paused, looking into the cups. Perhaps } { down. Faet, nobody but Follen & Page ap-
she saw a speck of dust; or maybe visions of { peared to know there was any danger; and they
the past swept before her—the happy mornings { had got you to stand under one corner, for a
of long ago; the manly, beloved face; the bright 3 prop; and Mr. Blaxton had lent them his head,
bridal days, when the unstained joys of life were { which they used to block up the sill, while he
as new, and fresh, and pure as the translucent % stood by and rubbed his hands, and secmed to
china, since «o sadly used by time—of six cups, i think it was all just right—and there I stood,
only two remaining, and one of those cracked. }and screamed to warn ye till that plaguy dog
A dream!” said Luther, starting as if he { barked, and I woke up in the most interesting
himself had just awaked from one. He had t part.”
been unaccountably gloomy of late. He ate his{ Luther rose from the table in great agitation,
meals in silence, if he ate at all. He did not ; and seized his hat. ' \
sleep well. His face grew care-worn. He car-§ “Why, my son, ain’t you going to eat any
ried pieces of paper in his pocket, upon which } breakfast?”
Le wrote mysteriously with a pencil. Hismother}{ ¢Mother, Follen & Page are going to fail!”
bad watched him with tender solicitude, observ-§ ¢ Fail!"” ejaculated the widow. ¢How you
ing his unspoken trouble. ¢It is either busi-  talk!”
ness, or Barbary Blaxton,” she said to herself; E «Oh! I might have known it—I was sure
but she forbore to question him. It was a week something was wrong!”
since he had shown an interest in anything be- s “Then it's business that’s been troubling ye
youd the profound calculations that absorbed §sol”
his mind; and she regarded it as a favorable } §  ¢Idon't care much for myself—but Barbara’s
eymptom that he appeared eager to know her} fathcr—you know he leat them a thousand dol-
dream. } % lars—all he has in the world!” said Luther,
¢{ wae thinking,” she said, with a sigh, pro- g chokingly.
ceeding to fill the cups from the pewter teapot—§  ““Den’t be frightened—don’t be rash!"” en-
1 declare, I wish Mr. Smith’s dog would larn § treated the widow. ¢ After all, 'twas only a
to hold his tongue when I am dreaming! He ¢ dream.”
bad to bark and wake mo up just as I " { «A dream—but one of your drcams, mother!”
She paused again, taking a ¢ visitor” out of § Indeed, Mrs. Mayland was noted for posscss-
Luther's cup with a spoon, looking very grave; § ing, in a remarkable degree, that faculty of the
her Lead, with its ancient cap covering her thin, | 3 soul, that inner sense, which is often most
gray hair, slightly bowed; then a thoughtful { awake when the outer senscs slecp. Her men-
smile played upon her pale, simple face. { tal vision secmed peculiarly fitted to observe,
¢+'Twas the curisest dream!” passing the cup 4 on the horizon of the future, that “rcfrucuon
to Luther, ¢[ was standing on the bridge, § i of events,” which ‘‘ofttimes rizes cre they rise.’
looking up the street—scems to me I was wait- { Even in her waking, she saw signs, and felt
ing for you; when all to once I heard a noise, § premoniticns; but most clearly in dreams, when
and looked, and sce.the underpinning of the } the world was gilent as Eden at the creation of
store all cracking and crumbling to pieces— ! Eve, and the fountain of the spirit, WI“cz;pl ings
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in the midst thereof, was unrufiled by any wind, znnd desire, to insure healthy digestion and
the forms of truth and shadows of things to come § \ assimilation. The widow's appetite was gone;
imaged themsclves in the calm waters. § put to flight by its deadly enemy, anxiety; just

There, in the old-fashioned kitchen, the poor } a8 the nobler appetites of the soul are driven
widow gits; her hand on the handle of the pew- 3 out and destroyed by vulgar cares. How mourn-
ter teapot; a simple, uncultured woman, not} ful, what a mockery of life it is, at such times,
conscious of & mission; a careful housekeeper, § to sit and nibble your dry crust of bread or of
kind to her cat, thoughtful of the poor, devoted § duty; not from love, but habit, or something
to her son; her life chiefly spent in sweeping, } you call conscience; moistening the sad morsel,
scouring, knitting, baking pies—occupation z not with generous juices of the grateful palate
humble enough; yet within the folds of her \rushmg up to welcome it, but with stimulating
delicate brain lie written all the wonders, all } €ips of artificial tea; and solacing your tongue,
the mysterics of the human mind, whereof there ! between bites, with sauce of tho apple of tempta-
is none more wonderful, more mysterious, than } i tion!
this power of dreaming. 3 Noon came, but no Luther, and no news; and

There are dreams of various kinds; those of { having kept the dinner waiting for him an bour,
a wanton fancy, running riot; dreams of indi- § Mrs. Mayland left the table where it stood, un-
gestion, as when you eat too much cheese for touched, shut the cat out of the kitchen, put on
supper, and lmaglne yourge]f chased by ele-‘hcr bonnet, and walked into the nllnge She
phants; dreams of a weary or excited brain, in } {entered the store. Appearances were by no
which pictures of the past appear, incoherent, $ means alarming. Loungers were sitting around
distorted, like your face in & spoon. But the § { the door on empty boxes, which they notched
highest dreaming faculty commonly maunifests } : with their knives, or drummed upon with their
itself in pictorial prophecies. As the winter} ﬁugers making trades, or telling stories. Within,
night paints frost-pictures upon your window- ¢ ( the under clerks were attending to their cus-
pane, so sleep crystallizes, from the breath nnd tomers with all the assiduous politencss for
atmosphere of events, vivid shapes, which the § which they were noted. The bland Mr. Follen,
morning light finds traced upon the windows of { senior partner, was talking to a wealthy farmer
memory; no mere chance-pictures, but the re- } in his sRmooth, low tones, and Mr. Page was gos-
sults of law, bearing a symbolical correspond- § siping gayly over the counter, with the young
ence to the events themselves. y minister’s fashionable wife.

The wildow Mayland's dreams were of this{ ¢Foolish,” thought the widow. as she glanced
order. Luther, who had learned to credit and { around upon the lively scenc—* foolish enough,
interpret them, saw, in the figure of the store § { to imagine Follen & Page are going to fail!”
toppling to its foundation, the truth to which { \ But where was Luther? While she was look-
his own forebodings and calculations with pen- { ing for him, something descended upon her like
cil and paper had significantly pointed. Yet he { a mist. All things changed. The pcople around
had resisted conviction; living on in the sultry } { her talked and laughed the same, but on every
air of doubt and suspicion, and the dream had } face was a mask, and while the masks grimaced
come like a thunder-storm, to clear his sky.:and assented, the faces behind were sad, or
Impatient to face the danger opcnly——-resolutc {erafty, or careworn—some of them corpselike.
to prop up his corner of the falling house, if { Under the smiling and painted exterior of the
need be, but also to hold his employers in their § young minister’s wife, darkened a countenance
places, and to save Mr. Blaxton's head—he} full of anger and disgust. A pale, restless ghost
turned his back upon his mother's mild counsel, § shrunk within the gay disguise of the jumior
and hurried away. ipm-lncr “ven the bland Follen’s visor was

«I wish that dog hadn’t barked, then I might : | transparent, and beneath it grinned, somewhat
have scen how it would turn out,” mused thc troubled, n determined and malignant visage.
anxious wildow. She drew her chair once more § Then again, as in her dream, she saw the store
to the table, drank her tea, and tried to eat a J toppling to its foundation, her son till serving
little of the brown toast, which had been so \ as g prop, but now struggling desperately to
nicely prepared, and searcely tasted.  She suc- § raise the corner sufficiently to get Mr. Blaxton's
ceeded in swallowing a few crumls, assisted by § Lead from under the sill.

a scose of duty and some apple-sauce. But toast ; “Where is Luther?’ asked the widow, coming
is like certain other good things necessary to our . to herself.

well-being—like knowledge, like picty——whiuhg e is absent just now, on a litttle matter
must be received into the constitution with joy ® of business,” said Mr. Fallen, with a smooth-

rrrriss,

-
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ness, o smiling condescension, altogether in- { afore—for Lutker ain’t nonme of your harum-
imitable. { scarum boys—I didn’t know but something was
to pay.”

¢“Why, brother Blaxton,” said the widow,
“you don't re'ly think there’s any trouble of
that kind, do you?”

There was art for you, in & woman of fifty!
You should have seen the innocent face, the
perfectly surprised look with which she ap-
peared to hear, for the first time, the subject
mentioned which had for twenty-four hours
filled her mind with the most distressing
doubts.

“Well, never mind. Mebby I hadn’t ought
to’ve said anything to you aboutit. I've spoke
crisis had passed. The anxious tension of her { to Mr. Follen, and he talks fair. I never heard
mind relaxed. She looked up, and around, and { a man tell a smoother story, so I ain’t goin® to
nav how beautiful was the day. All night she § be made uneasy—though, fact is, if such a thing
bad beard a wretched wind moaning about the { should happen as Follen & Page failin’—but of
house; but now perfect calmness, a Sabbath ] course there can’t be any danger of that. I
peace, rested upon the earth. The October sky {don’t see how it's possible, do you?”
was goft and clear. The hazy hill-sides basked {  ¢‘There’s nothing impossible in this world,
in the sun. Above, a few white, scattered clouds, | you know, brother Blaxton. We ought to be
like & flock of snowy lambs, couched upon the § prepared for anything.”
blue plains of heaven. The village street was{ «That's so, sister; though if I thought thae
spotted with sun and shadow. A few faded } was coming, the way I'd prepare for it would
leaves fluttered down from the old elms as she } be to secure my money. But, you see, I ain't
walked under them; some rustled under her%much alarmed,” laughed the blacksmith. ¢ If
feet; some were rotting by the roadside. How } there was any actooal danger, of course Luther
like her own heart was this autumnal morning, } would know it, and he’d tell you, and you'd be
ripe, and mellow, and peaceful; the wretched, { pretty sure to tell me, under the sarcumstances,
moaning night-wind mysteriously fled! It was{I guess. But I won’t keep ye standin’ here.
not now the fragrant spring, not the flushed { You better step into the house as you go by;
summer, but the golden October of her life, iBarbnry’ll be glad to see ye.”

CHAPTER II.

Mes. MavLanp returned home with a sad
heart; prepared an early supper, thinking
Luther would be very hungry when he came;
wsited hour after hour, sitting up for him until
midnight, then with a weary sigh, and a tallow }
candle, going to bed. She had no more dreams
that night, for reasons. ’

The next morning she set out to return to
the store. DBut she had scarce stepped into }
the street, when an unaccountable change was$
wrought in her feelings. It seemed as if a |

beautiful even with its fading and falling leaves.
She passed the blacksmith’s shop, and saw

VWith a lighter heart the smith returned to his
work. And the sparks flew, and the anvil rang,

Mr. Blaxton within, scattering sparks from the § and the steel hissed in the water-tank. And

anvil, his leathern apron on, his powerful arms
bare, and & good head still on his shoulders,
Rotwithstanding her dream.

“There's Mis’ Mayland goin’ by,” said young
Master Blaxton, blowing the bellows.

the day still smiled without; the trees dropped
their golden leaves; the cocks crowed musically,
and the hens shook out their feathers in the
warm dust of the road. But what ailed the
widow? She walked on quickly, stopped, turned

“Look here, sister Mayland!” cried the smith, N back, and then walked on again. She had as-
*Good morning !” { sumed a new burden; somehow that which had

Hedropped his hammer on the anvil, returned § just slipped from Mr. Blaxton’s ghoulders had
the iron to the fire, and stood in the shop door, § alighted on her own, and she did not know what
¥iping the sweat from his brow. {to do with it.

“There ain't any trouble over there to the § “T'll go back and tell him, sartin’s the world!
store, is there, think "’ lowering his voice. { No, I won't neither—I'll just hold my tongue.

“What trouble do you mean?” replied the} He'd go distracted if he knew; and, if matters
widow. {are bad, he’d only make ’em wus—though if

*“Wal, T don’t know. There seems to be a § Follen & Page should fail, and he should lose
£20d many failures, here and there, this fall, { his moncy, he'd blame me, and I should blame
s ud I've heard it hinted Follen & Page uin’tfmyself, for not givin’ him warnin’, and that
Likely to get through without a little diffikilty. {might make an everlasting trouble 'twixt Lus
Aol as T ace Luther drivin’ to town yesterday, s ther and Burbary. I declare there’s Barbary

N Al ’ \ . .
with Follen's hoss, faster'n I ever sce him drive ¥ now!”
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“\\ hy, ‘\hs \lay]and' how do you do?” cnedkspcnkmg to hcr, as it were, in lncr molhers
a sweet girl's voice. {name. ¢There! I won't be foolish any more!”

There was a little brown cottage, with a row { Aud brushing away her tears, she looked up
of tall maples before it; a small, neat garden | with a countenance so softened, so sweet, that
between the trees and the house; and a very | the widow thought:
young girl skipping along the leaf-strown path. {  «If Luther could see her now!”

¢Good morning, Barbary!” said the widow. { Then Barbara arose, and the two sat together

There was a goft lull in her voice, and a ten- { by the open window, the mild October nir blow-
der, almost tearful emotion in her face, as she { ing gently upon them, and the sunshine, glanc-
gave her hand to the young girl’s ardent pres- { ing through the scarlet maples, falling in slant
sure, and looked into those happy blue eyes. %rays into the room.

“You ain’t going by, are you, without com-{ ¢ Barbary,” said Mrs. Mayland, ¢“you've had
ing in?” said Barbara, winningly. as hard a trial as any girl I can gee, since your

“I don’t know, dear. I hadn’t thought of< mother went; but it's done you good—there’s
stoppin’ —I don’t know but I will, though, just { no telling how much good it's done ye! You
& minute.’ %wns a wild girl before, you know—not a hard-

“Oh! do; only make the minute an hour! ; hearted girl, by any means, but thoughtless and
The front door is locked; I'll run around and { giddy. You ain’t the same creatur’ now, do
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open it.” i you know it? though I'm sure you are quite as
The light and graceful form disappeared be- g happy.”
hind the rose-bushes. \  “Oh! happier, a great deal happier!” cried

«Strange, what a fecling I have for that) Barbary “But I have to thank you for it.
girl!" thought the widow. «T feel just like a { What should I have done, but for you? Other
mother to her since her own mother died, and} people came and talked to me—so stiff and
I can’t look at her without, somehow, always i solemn—and told me it was my duty to be re-
thinking of Luther. Bless ber! she'll love some- | signed, but I couldn’t be; they only made the
body, some time, and I hope she'll be happy; § world look blacker to me, and I was wicked
but, oh! life is full of trials and dangers. How } enough to wish they would keep away. But

little girls of her age know about it!” when you came, though you always made me
The front door opened, and Barbara appeared, ¢ cry, you left with me such a sweet feeling, deep
bright and smiling. down in my heart—such a love and peace—obh!

“The girls have gone to school, Georgo is at § if you could know how glad and strong it always
the shop with father, and I am all alone,” said } mado me!” said the grateful Barbara.

the pretty housckeeper. y  In such communion, Mrs. Mayland almost
¢What an excellent mother you do make to | forgot the care that had occupied her mind. At
the younger ones!” exclaimed the widow. { the sound of a light-wheeled vehicle, she looked

«Oh! I know I don’t fill ker place—that never } eagerly up the road.
oan be filled!” replied Barbara, tears suddenly i ““Who's that, Barbary? look!”
dimming her eyes. (It was but little more than ¢“That—it is”—Barbara blushed deeply—
a year since she was left motherless.) ¢But I'{ ¢“why, it is Luther!”
try to do all she would have me do; and some-{ I declare, so itis! Your cyes are better than
times, as you know, I can’t but think she is{ mine,” said the widow. ¢¢‘He’s turning up to
with me, helping me.” 3 the shop, isn't he?”

“I don't doubt but she is; and it's a beauti-} “Yes, and there's father coming out to speak
ful belief,” said the widow. ¢It seems to me} with him. What can be the matter? Father
always as if I was going to meet her right face $ runs back for his hat; now he is getting into
to face, when I come into the bouse. Just now { the buggy—here they come!”

I saw her over your shoulder, plain as ever I} Luther waved his hand to his mother and

e
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did in my life, Barbary!” { Barbara, as he drove rapidly by.
*Oh! Mrs. Mayland, how happy you alwnys% «“Some business, I guess,” said the widow.
make me when you come here!” Barbara,} “What a pretty place you have here:”

knecling, pressed tlve widow's hand to her lips{ “Yes, very,” stammered Barbara, her eyes
and shed a little April shower of tears upon it. ¢ following the vehicle. ¢ Father thinks he shall
“You make me cry, but it isn't grief. Forgive } buy it in the spring. Deacon Ward won't eell
me!”  She sobbed awhile, with her face in Mra. { until he can have twelve hundred down: but
Mayland's lap, a kind hand caressing her fmr\ father says he can raise that. Follen & Page
curls and beautiful head, a kind voice soothingly 3 owe him almost that amount. I shall be so giad
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to have him own this house, free from debt—it’ 83 the widow. ¢Oh! I'll remember it of you!
what he has been hoping so long and working } Barby, Barby, a glass of water!”

so bard for!” E The frightened Barbara ran to obey. The
The widow's lips quivered, and her eye} big blacksmith walked to and fro, and swabbed
avoided Barbara's. i his face with his sleeve, aud fanned himself,

“If anybody deserves to have a home he can N aund shook, and laughed.
call his own, it's your father, Barbary. DBut,} “That boy Luther, I tell you what—I ain’t
after all, what's an ’arthly home to a heavenly } had such a time afore! Don’t be scar’t, Barby;
one! The things of this world are just like}it's all right, it’s all right!”” And Mr. Blaxton
running water. There's always about so much § drank the contents of the glass his daughter
water—a little more or a little less, but it isn’t { brought him at a breath.
the same—the strcam never stops, the wa.ves% “What's the matter, father?”
flow on, the bubbles break, and new waves and i «Don’t you think, that thousan’ dollars’t I've
bubbles take their places. Just so with life. } been savin’ up to buy this place with—you know
Everything is rolling on, rolling on, to the % all about it, Mis’ Mayland. Another glass,
sea.” § Barby!”

“The waves are events, and we are the bub- 3 “Don’t drink too much while you're heated,
bles,” replied Barbara. ¢“When we break I} 3 Mr. Blaxton,” quietly said the widow.
thick we become vapor, and rise up in the ! “Wal, you are the coolest woman! Any
besutiful sky.” 1 {other in this town would have let the secret

“That's a pretty idee,” said the widow. *Did } out, when I was talkin’ with you this mornin’,
you ever think how little real hold we have of§ but you did keep on the soberest face!”
the 'arth, with all our grasping? Even the trees} ¢Wasn't it best that I did?”
out there Lave a firmer hold on't than we huve§ “Best! I tell ye,” cried the burly smith, ¢if
—they are rooted in it, while we only live on it. } { you had gi'n me a hint of what you kuew ’bout
Strange a man never has a bit of ground he can } Follen & Page, I should have run distracted;
re'ly call his own, till he's planted too—in the} I should have gone tearin’ about the town like
'arth, and not on it! It is sown a nat'ral body, { a mad bull! And I guess I should have got my
and it is raised & spiritual body,” said the$ momey "bout as much as you can git the moon
widow, musingly. jout of a pond, by jumpin’ in hecls over head

Her eyes were turned upward, her hands; arter it!”
were crossed upon her lap; a profound silence : “What has Luther done?” the widow asked.
followed. Barbara gazed with reverence and{ <«Done! He's got my head out from under
affection upon the rapt face of her friend, won-{ the ill!” roared the honest smith.
dering what visions of truth or of angels filled} ¢Oh! I am glad of that!"
her eyes of faith. But she felt no idle wish to} «IIe told me that dream o’ yourn, widder,
question her. There are persons of such full- § 3 goin’ over, to kind o’ break the news to me,
Dess and purity of cbaracter, that the silent in- E easy like, though I had a suspicion what the
ﬂutnce which passes out from them, though no Q matter was, the minute I see him drive up to
tient mood of a companion—a jingling, cop-} i the shop. But, I tell ye, the thunderbolt didn’t
wordsare kpoken, satisfies better than eloquence. § girike me fair till he'd got me into the countin’-
Itis a dull nature that fails to respect the high, i room, and brought Mr. Follen to me, right face
per mind, that, in your deep moments, offers} ito face, an’ says he, ¢Mr. Follen,’ says he, 'fore
Jou *‘a penny for your thought.” 3 I had time to ketch my breath, ¢this man must.
{ be paid,’ says he.

««Paid? says Follen, with his smooth grin,
‘what do you mean?’

o ror

-

CHAPTER III.

“Trere is father alone—what has hap- ««What I say,” says Luther, and he locked
pencd?” exclaimed Barbara. 3 the door. “He must be paid 'fore either of us
The widow started. ¢ Why, where was I? {leaves this room,’ says he.
Your father?” «Then Follen began to chafe, and champ the
**How fast he walks! How excited he looks!” } bit, and kick, but ’twan't no use; that boy o
#aid Barbara, { yourn held him to it—there wan't no gettin’
The flushed blacksmith entered the house, § away—Luther had him, and led him right up to
blowing. and fanning himself with his hat. } the work, jest as if he'd been tamin’ a young
“Barby—Mra. Mayland—oh! you desaitful } colt It seems he has had things a little in his
critter!” he cried, shaking his brawny hand at:own hands since yesterday, when he went to
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the store and called Follen to an rccount, and y music, the softest ever heard, in the gentle mur-
got out of him that they re’ly was preparin’ to § < mur of the brook by the roadside, in the tight
fail; but he promised to stand by ’em, and help { rustle of colored leaves on the ground.

‘em, if they’d deal honorable; and he’d gone to§ ¢“Mother,” said Luther, «“I think Barbara
the city to get some notes discounted for ’em at § likes me. I never felt go sure of it before. She
& bank where he knows the cashier; and he’d has not always treated me well. Ihave thought
brought back some drafts, and he had ’em in Q she was capricious, sometimes cruel.”

his pocket there, and says he, taking me by thez “Why, that’s the way with girls,” replied
collar, says he, *This is an honest man, and u; the widow. ¢When they treat you that way,
poor man, and whoever suﬂ'ers, he mustn’t; and i 'pearing to encournge you one day, then, with-
now,’ says he, ‘just put your name on the back ? out any provocation, saying or doing something
of one of these drafts for him, and I'll keep itin} ! to hurt your feelings, you may be sure they like
my hands till he gives me the note’—for, you ! you—unless it's a heartless coquette, which, of
sce, I'd left Follen & Page’s note in the till of ! course. we all know Barbary isn't.”

my chist, hero to home. Wal, to cut a long story Reaching home, the widow made haste to get
short, the thing was done; and if I ever forget } dinner. The lover was hungry.

Luther's doin’ of me this sarvice—why, then, } ? “What happened to you, my son, about nine
Barby, I hope you'll show yourself more grate-} { o’clock this morning?”’

ful.” 3 “Why, mother?”

Astonizhed, and thrilled with joy at, shek “Because, just at that time, the strangest
scarcely knew what, Barbara could do nothmw : fecling came over me! Though I'd been wor-
but blush and smile, through tears at her S ried all day yesterday, and kep’ awake all last
father and Mrs. Mayland. : nmht all of a sudden, just as I was going ont

“I am thankful,” said the widow, fervently. ¢ i of the house, ev ery bit of my trouble scemed to
“I rcjoice for you, brother Blaxton! Butleave me, and I was just as calm as I ever was
there’s danger of becoming too much uttncheds in my life.”
to the things of this world. I hope ’twouldn’t}' «It was just about that time,” replied Luther,
have broke your lLeart, even if you'd lost the} “that I got the drafts into my hands, which I
money.” « {had been waiting all night for, and started for

«“Widder,” said the smith, “that would have { home. I felt that Mr. Blaxton's money was
broke my heart! I've been years savin’ up that : safe, and that was all T eared.”
money, hopin’ to buy a place with't some day.} “How curis it is!” said the widow.

I've got a family of children growin’ up. I} The result proved that Mr. Follen was some-
shall soon be an old man, and if I don’t, within E thing of a villain, and Mr. Page his timid ac-
a few years, have a home of my own for them, } complice. It was only through Luther's firmness
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and for me in my old age, I never shall.” { and sagacity that they were prevented from de-
“But you haven’t got your money yet, it} faulting, with considerable sums of money on
scems,’” replied the widow. $ their hands. Their debts to townsmen, who he

“It's in Luther’s hands, and I'd trust him 3 knew held their notes for borrowed money, or
with anything!” cried Mr. Blaxton. “There::for produce, he compelled them to pay, afier
he comes now, with the draft! Barby, runto! w}nch their business was made over to their
the till of my chist, and git me that note!” prmc1p al creditors in the city, and that was the

Barbara gkipped from the room, lightly nsnf last of Follen & Page.
she had had wings. Luther, smiling, tnumph-$
ant, hat in hand, entered. The smith embraced } CHAPTER IV.
him with enthusiasm—with tears. With silcnt% Tue store was closed but for a few days. It
emotion, Mrs. Mayland looked upon her son, } was reopened with a new stock of goods, and
in whom she was never so well pleased. Then Ya new sign over the door. “Cobwit & Co.,”
Barbara, radiant with modesty, happiness, love, ta house of distinguishcd name and immense
came noiselessly into the room. And that morn-} wealth, had converted it into & branch estab-
ing, at parting, Luther reverently and tremu- ; lishment. The name alone inspired the towns-
lously took his first pledge of affection from the  people with confidence and pride. Mr. Cobwit
pure lips of Barbara. j came out from the city, to look at affairs, and

In g dream of bliss, the young man walked | reccive the homage of a community which he
home with his mother. Oh, lovely sky of Octo- k condescended to honor with his great presence
ber! airs so cool and sweet! heavenly haze on ! and great reputation. At his departure, he left
tie hills! refulgent gold and scarlet of the trees! ¢ his mantle with his vicegerent.
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Mr. Montey, the head of the new establish- ; that everybody is praising up to the very skies.
ment, was & person of fine address, sociability, § But I wish she wouldn’t.”
gord looks, and exceedingly handsome whiskers. : Mr. Blaxton did not forget his ardent grati-
He was thirty, and a bachelor. He took lodg- 3 : tude toward Lutler, in his enthusiasm for Mr.
ings at the hotel, drove a gay horse, and made } : Montey.
havoc with ladies’ hearts. 5 ““I owe everything to that young man!” he
Luther, who retained his place in tho store, } 3 one day declurc«r when the merchant drove up
and was very useful to Mr. Montey, introduced 3 to the shop to sce where his horse’s shoe pinched.

him one evening to the blacksmith’s family. {  «ile secws to be a fine young fellow. Look

Although belonging to the great house of Cob- § at his off foot,” said the merchant. ‘lle helped
wit & Co., Mr. Montey was not prond. ; you out of some trouble, I believe?”
“He's just the most perfect gentleman ever I} {  The blacksmith hammered the hoof, and told
see in my life!” Mr. Blaxton declared, glowing } { his story.
with satisfaction, after the polished morchant} ¢No doubt the young fellow meant well,” said
bad taken his leave. Iontey, carclessly. ¢DBut I don’t imagine your
“Gracious! didn't he look sweatmeats at} money was in actual danger.”
Barby " observed young Master Blaxton. ‘Do you think so?”’ replied the smith.
Barbata looked very red, and very strange. “I hope the bank pays you interest—where
Luther felt an unaccountable pang. Of course 3 is my whip?”
ke was not jealous; but as he tried to speak, his “No, it don't; I only leave it there for safe
beart choked him. » keeping. I expect to use it in the spring. I
“Say, Barby, wouldn't you like to ride after { ain’t goin’ to resk that money agin, I tell you!”
that smart trottin’ hoss of his'n?” continued ¢“But you are losing sixty or seventy dollars
Gearge. 1 & year by its lying idle,” observed Mr. Montey.
~Hush yer nonsense, boy!” said the smith, : ““You can’t afford that. Besides, banks fail
frowning. ¢ Mr. Montey is over thirty ycar : sometimes, you know, as well as traders.”
oli"—with a thoughtful side-glance at Bar-1 “1've thought of that; but I'm blamed if I
bara. know what better I can do,” said the smith.

Ten years—that ain’t much difference ‘twixt :  ““Let me sce—I am going to town to-morrow.
a man and his wife,” muttered young Blaxton, ; T'll ask Mr. Cobwit if he can use it, if you like.”
who was justly sent to bed for his impertinence. : ¢Wal, that would suit me, of all things,"” said

Somehow, the parting between the lovers was q the emith. He seemed to think the honor alone
unusually cool that night. would be sufficient compensation for lending
A week later, Barbara did actually ride after < money to the great house of Cobwit & Co.
tiat ““smart trottin’ hoss,” with Mr. Montey. § The next day Mr. Montey went to town, and
Do tell!”” said the gossips. I should think E the day after he sent for Mr. Blaxton. Cobwit
be'd look higher than that!” ¢Only a black- ; & Co. had concluded to use the money.
snith’s daughter!” “Where’s Luther Mayland?” % “I want you to feel perfectly easy about it,
“Won't little Barby feel her consequencenow!” { if we have it,” said Montey. ¢I can give you
vith other such charitable remarks. § any kind of sccurity you want, if you have any
The invitation had been unexpected. Mr. Edoubts of our paper.” The smile with which
Llaxton thought it would not be polite to re- 3 he said this was very humorous; the idea of
fuse it. And Barbara did not have time to ask { anybody doubting Cobwit & Co.’s paper ap-
Luther if she ought to accept it. Even if shozpearmg g0 decidedly funny! The blacksmith
bai asked him, how could he have withheld his t blushed. As if k¢ could have been guilty of
consent? He and Barbara were not engaged, { such an absurdity!
although there had been a tacit and sweet lov c-s ¢TI should be ashamed to ask for security;
confidence between them ever since the affuir ol§ Cobwit & Co.’s name is security enough for
the borrowed money. N me," said he.

“I have no right to complain. I ought to} }  “It’s contrary to our custom to borrow such
be glad, if it was a pleasure to Barbara,” said } ! small sums—indeed, to borrow money any way,"”
Luther to his mother. But it was quite evi- z observed Mr. Montey, writing, “so I'd a little
dent that his magnanimity did not prevent his | y rather you wouldn’t speak of it.”
fecling very unhappy about something. Mr. Blaxton blushed again. He had thought

*Barbary is a young girl yet; and all young } that his lending money to Cobwit & Co. would
girls are vain,” said Mrs. Mayland. “No won- { {be a thing to be proud of, and to mention with
der it pleased her to have attentions from a man ; satisfaction.
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¢Sartin, eartin,” he eaid. ¢“Of course,
’twouldn’t be much of an honor to a great
firm like yourn, to have it said you've bor-
rowed moncy of me!”

Mr. Montey made out the note. It read,
“Twelve months from date, I promise to
pay "’ but that was only & form, and Mr.
Blaxton could have his money at any time,
(the merchant said,) by calling for it. It was
signed, “Iloratio Montey.”

“Why, see here, I thought you was going to
give the firm's rignature,” said the surprised
blacksmith. < Cobwit & Co.”

““That is precisely the game thing. I am the
‘Company,’” replied Mr. Montey.
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W-MANTLED FOREST.

«Oh, I see! Mr. Montey smiled, tore up the
note, and wrote another. It is preciscly the
same thing to uy,” and he signed the name of
the firm.

Mr.\Blaxton, who knew that the transaction
was entirely a personal favor to himself, felt
very uncomfortable, on account of the want of
confidence he had shown. Moreover, the mer-
chant’s easy manners, and fair and obliging
disposition, were of so polished a surface thet
they cast reflections upon the rude and embar-
rassed emith; and he saw his own roughness
and ignorance as in a glass. 1o accepted the

note in its new form; gave in return a dratt
Yupon the bank. for the money; thanked, per-

DY S SISV VI RSP NS ISV ISR

“T don’t doubt that, and I don’t imagine it § apired, and apologized profusely, and departed,
makes any material difference; but somchow I § singularly ill at ease for a man who carried
kind o’ want Cobwit & Co.’s name—just for the } Cobwit & Co.’s paper for a thousand dollars in

looks—just for the sound—if nothing more.”

: his jacket pocket. (TO BE CONTINUED.)
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OUR

SUE.

BY ANNA L.

ROMAINE.

KNEW ye ever gifted maiden

With such wondrous beauty laden
As our love, our darling Sue,

She whose feet are lightly dancing,

With the soft eycs upward glancing,
A star entangled in their blue,

Mellowed with the light that fell

From far off ficlds of Asphodel?

Have vou Leard her accents tender,
8peaking thoughts the graces lend her
To each one anear her thrown,
Rich and eoft as sweet refrain
From the warblers after rain,
When first the sun hath shone,
Telling hor heart’s gladness
When her eye hath lost its sadncss?
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For long ago a ehadow fell,
Cold, and chilling with ita spell
O'cr our love, our darling Sue,
And her step then lost its lightness,
And her eye ite wondrous brizhtness,
Dew-lrops micglo with its Llue:
For though solemn troth was plizhted,
Her rich heart for gold was rlighted.

-

But long before the shadow lifted

Through its rents tho sunlight drifted,
And gank into her roul;

Then from out her gorrow

Dawuned Ler brighter morrow,
And her heart was whole,

With a treasure in its keeping

Worth the sorrow and the weeping.
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THE SNOW-MANTLED FOREST.

BY

JAMES RIBTINE.

No throstlo sits on yonder tree
To sing her tender luy;

No flowers spread in ripening bloom
Beside the forest way;

Nor come the warmer breezes there
To pour their perfume round:

Nor hop the twittering little birds
Along the fleccy ground.

Por silence. like the calm of death,
Is Lroodiug o'er the wood,

Whero but the winds of Winter with
An icy touch intrude;

And etarlight silvers o'er the snow
That sleeps upon the spray,

: Shedding below along tho glade

A strange, a ghastly ray.

e

And hero within this aching heart
The frost of care is sprewd,

And hope, and joy, once rndiant,
Are lying with the dead;

And but the gleam of other days
Returns to cheer awhilo—

Amid the melanchaly gloom
To cast & vacant smile.
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. NANNIE.

BY MARY LEE PERKINS,

Tus doctor put on her cloak, Mrs. Thornton $of her ten miles’ drive, she had been quietly
tied her furs, Kate arranged her hood, Fred but- } slecpmg against this same fur coat that had
toned her fur-lined boots, little Nannic handed { so excited her curiosity. She apologized very
her muff. Nan laughed cheerily, kissed them § pretuly and he of the fur coat replicd ““that it
sll. and took her seat in the sleigh en route for ¢ hnd never been put to a better service,” and
bome: Dr. Thornton came out with the lantern § {then he stood on the steps of the hotel watch-
to see that she was made quite comfortable, the { ing them as they drove off. Nan ran gaily up
rest standing in the door reiterating their adieus {their own steps, not forgetting to send Pat a
and good wishes. i glass of wine. She and Tom sat by the glowing

“Take good eare of Miss Anna, Pat,” the} 3 fire a long time that night, he telling how he
doctor said to the driver. {had missed his little housckeeper, she of her

“Yes, your honor, it’s meself that will be} visit, of the Thorntous: and wondering a little
sure to do that,” was heartily responded. } why Tom appeared so inattentive when she

The passengers, one and all, looked to sce 3 spoke of her dear Kate, whose virtues she
what kind of a person she might be for whom } never could enumerate, or sufficiently extol.
all seemed to care so kindly. Then Pat cracked { She had often felt a little hurt, too, that Kate
hig whip, the bells jingled merrily, and off they 3 manifested so little appreciation of her brother.
went. { Altogether it puzzled her a little. Ncvertheless

It was & bright, cold mid-winter evening, i that might, after our little lady was “snugly
sbout *‘carly candle-light.”” The sleighing was § tucked up” in bed, her chateanz cn Espagne were
magnificent. Nan felt very happy thinking of { all inhabited by Kate and Tom, each all in all
her charming visit, and of how glad brother § to the other: she never thinking in her unsel-
Tom would be to have her home again. Then : fish little heart what would become of her the
she fell to wondering who the tall gentleman g meanwhile.
beside her, all wrapped in furs, might be; if} Meantime, our fur-coated friend, which gar-
there was any one who would be glad to sce % ment by-the-way he had doffed, was sitting in
kim: and wished his face was not so muffled ; > his room at the hotel, feeling particularly com-
that she might sec it. She thought he must be § fortless and cheerless, thinking of that little
t<leep he was so quiet: but she would have % face leaning so trustingly upon his arm, of soft
changed her mind on that point could she have { words and genial smiles, and hearty welcomes
teen the bright way he smiled behind his fur { and kisses. He sighed to think how little he
eollar as Pat would look back, touch his hat had known of such things, and wondered why
aod say, 1if there were good, true, earncst women in the

‘“Are ye quite comfortable, Miss Anna?”’ Ewor]d, which he believed in his heart of hcarts

“Yes, Pat, quite comfortable, thank you.” I there were, it had never been his good fortune

“Misther Clinton will be glad yer afther vto fall in with such.
coming home.”’ The next morning, as Anna was busying her-

“Yes, Pat.” self about some onerous domestic duty, Biddy

After a little, the brightly-lighted houses nnd N mfurmed her that Mr. Clinton would be glad to
the gaunt trees, which she was watching as they 3 ysee her in the library. As she entered, Tom
flew past, began to grow less and less distinct: 3 ! came forward looking particularly pleased.
ani the next thing she was conscious of was the § ¢ ‘Nannie, I have the pleasure of mnking you
Voice of her brother Tom calling, N '\cqunmtcd with Mr. Radcliffe, of Boston; Mr.

“Anything for me there, Pat?” and then? { Radcliffe, my sister.”
sprinzing into the sleigh. ¢“Why, Nannie, you i Mr. Radcliffe bowed, hoped Miss Clinton was
little dormouse, making a pillow of your fellow ? Ywell. Miss Clinton exprexsed her great plea-
passenzers; wake up and kiss a fellow.” {sure in secing Mr. Radclifle, adding, that the

And she was very much astonished and 2 introduction was a mero form, for she had long

shocked to find that through more than half } known him through his never-failing goodness
)
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of NANNIE.
to Tom, and his many generous and disinter-: The fact was, all Mr. Radcliffe’s energies were
ested acts of kindness. ¢ bent upon solving the following metaphysical

“Yes, little sister, I want you always to feel 5 problem: Why was it that the most thoroughly,
that; that Mr. Radcliffe’s bencfits to me are 5 sumptuously, and perfectly arranged house,
inestimable; that we must ever remain his | with no Nannie, appeared to him empty, void,
debtors.” ¢ and meaningless, while the mercst cottage, with

Mr. Radcliffe disclaimed all merit, and, even ? her, seemed overflowing with light and happi-
sllowing it, he did not understand why Miss Clin- ¢ ness? The conclusion of the whole matter was
ton should assume Tom’'s responsibilities: but { this:
he looked rather pleased withal, and therecupon } «“By Jove, she rested quietly and happily on
there followed a very animated conversation. in:ay arm the first time we met, I will ask her if
At last Tom says, i she will make use of it for the slumbers that

**Nannie, dear, will you not impress upon ; i remain to ler, until a mightier and surer arm,
Mr. Radcliffe how much more comfortable he : which gathers up such lambs as she, shall hold
can be with us than at the hotel? I have: her ”
already explained to him that the doors of)our§ DBy the next mail a line was dispatched to
little heart are thrown wide open to him, and § Tom, saying that that troublesome Rice case
that anything will be a pleasure to you that E again demanded his presence in their parts.
may add to his.” { The letter was speedily followed by himself.

“Do let me persuade you, Mr. Radcliffe: I} Amm welcomed him very cordially, innocently
should be so gratified. I do not consider that } } rcmnrkmg that business had taken Tom some-
I can ever do enough for, or make enough of, } where into Dr. Thornton’s neighborhood, but
one who has been so kind to Tom.” 3 he would be back very soon.

She spoke with such sweet entreaty, and § Fhen thoy had a very lively (ete-a-tete,
looked 8o thoroughly hospitable, that he or-} Nannie doing divers things to make her guest
dered Lis baggage to be sent up at once from } { comfortable, and he watching her every move-
the hotel; and with other things came that same ! ment. Finally & very embarrassing pause en-
wonderful fur coat, though, as he had no occa- { sued. Nan was becoming quite nervous, when
sion to wear it during his stay, Nan never once } Mr. Radcliffe approached her, and, in a very
knoew or imagined it. { deep-toned voice, full of feeling, said,

Probably never did any old musty bookworm{ ¢Nannie, I have been all my life an eager,
of a bachelor have a wider or newer ficld opened } grasping ‘man, seeking for happiness which I
to his vision and understanding than now pre- § have never found. It rests with you now to
sented itself to John Radcliffe, Esq., Boston, 3 ? give it to me, or doom me ever to tho darkness
Mass. Ie thought it was a wonderful thing to { 3 in which I have been groping. I have fastened
sce Nannie’s quict houschold ways. e thought i my every hope, wish, and desire upon you.”
the intelligence and love and worth and chn.nty 3 She was very, very quiet, her head sank
that lighted up her countenance were beautiful | lower and lower, still she gave no sign.
to behold. Ife thought he would give all his{ In & voice overcharged with passionate emo-
wealth, all his influence, all his learning, for a } tion, he said, ¢‘Nannie, will you give me what
little sister like Tom’s. He thought her songs { I ask?”
the most melodious he had ever heard, her man- § There was a sudden lifting of a bowed face.
ners the most simply elegant and refined, her ; Two little hands came fluttering into his, and
taste the most perfect. While he and Tom sat ¢ then the head sought the resting place it had
discussing the old Boston days, when Tom was 2 so unwittingly and quietly appropriated before.
his law student, he noted how truly industrious, g “Why, Mr. Radcliffe, T loved you before ever
patient, and womanly she was. And so it fell { I saw you, and I have loved you every moment
out that the two or three days in which he had i since. Didn’t you know it?”
thought to scttle the details of the Rice vs. Rice, ! But suddenly a troubled expression fell upon
et al, case, lengthened themselves into as many § Nannie's face.
weeks. “What is it, my darling?”

And finally, after his return to Boston, his} *Oh! how wicked and selfish I am to forget
brother lawyers, clerks; and students wondered ; my dear Tom, who has been everything to me
what had befallen the indefatigable Radcliffe, { since mamma died! How can I ever leave him,
who, from being the most watchful, unwearying, ; Mr. Radcliffe?”
relentless practitioner among them, had become }  *‘Ilow does it happen that your little woman's
careless, inert, and absent-minded. heart, that seems to know everything without
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learning it, has not discovered that Tom's busi-
pess takes him surprisingly often out to Dr.
Thoraton's 2™

“OL! Mr. Radcliffe, do you truly think so?”

“I do, indeed, my blessing.”

If 2 more delighted person than Nannie, or
one more happy to the heart’s core than Mr.
Radeliffe, could be found, it would be worth
wlile to sce them produced.

Late that night, when Mr. Radcliffe related to
Tom what he bad been saying to Nanuie, it
happened just as he had surmised that Tom had
a similar confession to make in return, for he }
and Kate had heen holling a conversation of 3
like import.  They shook hands upon it most§
beartily and wished each other joy, and each
appearcd to feel that he was nearer realizing it '
than any one had ever been before him.

A few months later found Nannie happily
domiciled in Boston, surrounded by all the ele- §
gancies an«d luxuries that money, taste, aud love §
could procure.
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it

57

One morning, sometime after, they were in
the breakfast room. Mr. Radcliffe was appa-
rently reading the morning papers, but really
watching his little wife, as she was arranging
the silver.

My little Nan, come here.”

She came at once, as all good wives should do. -

“When was the first time you slept on this
arm?”’

“You shock me, asking such things. The
night of the fifteenth of June, when I promised
to love, honor, and obey you, of course.”

“No, wifey.”

“Why, John, what can you mean?”

“Did you never take a quiet little nap in a
sleigh, coming from Dr. Thornton’s?”

“Jolin, you do not mean that you are the
gentleman that belongs to the fur coat?”

“Exactly.” |

“Well I might have known it. Else of course
I would not have done it.”

And John had no more to say.

T e e

FAREWELL

TO AUTUMN.

BY W. 8. GAFFNEY.

FAREWELL to brown Autumn’s tread!
Farewell to his swift-winged hours!

Farewdl to the sweets which his regal hand
Pre~<ed from the Summer fluwers!

Far wdll to the golden fields,
Er-t wet by Springs rife shogers;
Farewell to the emerald earpot that graced
Tuis beautiful earth of oy

Farewell to the birds that kBaered
Qur hearts “mid the leafy bowers;
Farewell to the hopes that closely clung
To Autumn’s lingering hours!

Farewell to the purple grapes
That hung in the latticed bowers;
Autumn is treading their rich juice out,
4s bic speeds from this earth of ours!
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But the he is passing away,
And blighting the painted flowers,

He is filling our garners with corn and wine,
A truce for stern Winter's hours!

Oh! heart, bld farewell to sin:
Let it die with the Autumn hours;
Oh! culture and cherish virtue's plant
To bloum in eternal bowers!

Then a hope for guilcless youth,
Elysium’s celd petaled flowersl

May their hearts be feasted with love and truth
Ere they soar from this werld of ours!

And a hope for ripe old age,
Eteruity's Autumn-marked towers!
Oh! may they enjoy an excelsior bligs—
The three score and ten of ours!
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WE CANXN

FORGET.

BY MRS, C. If. CRISWELL.

Founrr! ah, vea! we can forget love's dreaming,
When years, long years, have slowly traveled by;
Yor. o'er the spirit then, no light is beaming
Oflove's sweet magic from the shaded eye.
Wo can forget!

We can forget the hours of peaceful gladness
That parsed while ling'ring with the chosen one;
We can forget the days of gloom and sadness,
Whea from our bearts all Jjoy, all hope was gone.
We can torget!
VoL XXXIX.—4
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We can forget love’s last and mournful parting,
When righs of anguish rent each heaving breaat;
When trembling tears in our sad cyes were starting,
And when our lips together wildly pressed.
’ Wo can forget!

We can forget the loved ones when they leave us,
Alone descending to the dismal tomb,
That tomb whose chambers dark may eoon receive us,
Though now, perhaps. rejoicing in our bloow.
We can forget!



BARBARA SHERDB

ORNE, SPINSTER.

BY FRANK LEF

BENEDICT.

Barnara SHERBORNE, spinster, aged forty- |
{1 still held the pen and began to write: the only

The words are not unfamiliar to me, yet they \
strike my cyc strangely as I see them traced in ‘
2 So the forenvon has slipped away and lere I

five!

my own crubbed, unfeminine hand.

Here is a whole sheet of paper covered with :
the same uncouth scribblings. I have wasted '
hours in this silly, mechanical task, while my :
thoughts have been as uselessly employed with
the memories which those words called up.

This is the way it came to pass.

I was here in my sitting-room after breakfast

) R LN
reading the morning paper—the masculine pri-

vilege usurped by every solitary old maid—when |
Honour, my woman, entered and said that the
¢census man” was below.

«Shure, what'll he want your senses?” she :
added, somewhat mistaking his errand; ¢it's;
little good mine are to mysel’; but I'm thinking |
T'll not spare "em to him, any way.”

I explained his miseion, and told her to give
him my name.

“Isn’t he axin’ the ages too—the omadhaun

—bless the Virgin, I don’t know mine, 8o I’llg

have no shame about it at all.”

I smiled a little at Honour's energy, and lest
she should, between passion and stupidity, make ®
some of the ridiculous mistakes habitual wnth

her on every possible occasion, I wrote upon a
AsTdidso, I}

slip of paper my name and age.
remembered that it was my birthday.

My interesting handmaiden stared as ear-
nestly at the line as if she had been able to
read it, then walked discontentedly down stairs,
leaving the door wide open as was her wont.

I heard the petulant speech with which she

gave the paper to the man, heard too his deri- @

sive laugh as he read the words aloud,

“Martha Sherborne, aged forty-five. Why
a body would think your mistress was writing 3
an inscription for her own tomb-stone,” he
added. ¢ Wal, wal, old maids is queer. ButI
say, Irish, the old lady don’t have any more ;
birthdays, does she?"”

Barbara flung a torrent of invectives at his
head, and I think fairly pushed him out-of-
doors, for I heard a scuflle. He went off laugh-
ing, and his last words were,

“You must be a nice pair, you and the spin- }

ster, aged forty-five.”
48

I repeated the name over and over to myself;

words I framed were,
¢ Martha Sherborne, spinster, aged forty-five.”

- sit still, idle, listless, and letting the first day
of my new year drift from me without even an
] : effort to begin it in some useful manner.
Y This is dreary autumn weatler; the leaves

§ are dropping slowly from the trees; the last fall

{ flowers in the garden are bending patiently to
i the wind. My chair is drawn near the window,
so that I command a view of the street. I can-
uot say that the prospect is a particularly plea-
:ﬂant one. Our yards are at the front of the
% houses instead of the back; this is Monday, and
| every yard is filled with clothes hung up on
: poles and lines to dry, while twenty-four slat-
ternly Irish girls seream to each other across
{ the fences as they pursue their Iabors.
3 The whole street looks like an immense laun-
{ dry establishment, and I can sce several of my
! neighbors at their windows, taking a careful
inventory of such portions of my wearing ap-
! parel as Honour has chosen to spread out to
'\ the public gaze. I am going to make a remark
; which may sound foolish, but I am an old maid,
: and so have a right to be squeamish. I do not
! like to wear petticoats that have been stared at
by everybody that chooses to look: 1 always
i feel as if there were two eyes in cach pair of
{ stockings I put on my feet.
g It would please me better, too, if I could cul-
{ tivate my flowers in some less exposed s<pot than
¢ 1 am obliged to do; but I would rather hestared
, at by passers by, and laughed at by my neigh-
bors, than give up my chief pleasure. Mine

SWVYS

}are very old-fashioned flowers with homely

~names—I think I love them more from their
N associations than for themselves. -
: Years, and years, ago 1 cuitivated and loved
Isuch blossoms in my pleasant country home.
; Since that time so many holy and pure feclings
{have been torn from my heart, that I wonder I
{am not changed to stone, yet the love for those
{flowers has survived it all. Often the sight of
Ythem has caused me the keenest pain; many a
ttime their odor has driven me almost incane,
vet Ilove them still; and I only ask that when
s kind hands prepare this poor body for the grave,
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they will place upon my bosom a cluster of the § winning manner, and the most beautiful indif-
old time blossoms that have bcen with me all ¢ ference.
my life. {  Ile was twenty-one at that time, appearing
That country home, it was indeed a pleasant § somewhat older from the perfectly easy, self-
place. The house was old, and could boast no g possessed manner, which, I am certain, must
architectural pretensions—a long, irregular, ¢ have been peculiar to him from Lis cradle.
wooden building, with wings jutting out and § He was not tall, but extremely well made, his
verandahs covered with vines—a sweep of } movements lithe and graceful. I never see any-
woodland to the right—at the left an immense { thing similar now that I do not have a feeling
garden and an orchard stretching down thelas if a serpent were near me: and I like a man
hill at the back, with a wild brook rushingE who is awkward and angular: but it was dif-
trough its midst, the murmur of whose waters § ferent then, Ilis face was a fair oval—would
came up to the chamber I occupied and soothed § have been perfect in its shape, except for the
me to rest—the happy, dreamful rest of girl- §<li"htly retreating chin—bhis mouth was so
hood. { changeable in its expressions that it was im-
There I lived with my step-mother; for of\ possible to tell which was its habitual one—a
my own mother I had no remembrance; and( certain evidence of his fickle character. There
while I was still a child we followed—the second § was a singular mingling of weakness and
wife and I—my father's corpse as it was car- 1 strength in his face, and his phrenological
tied, for the last time, out of the old homestcad, { developments would have puzzled Combe him-
and laid at rest in the village grave-yard wiles | 3 self.
berond. i Do not suppose that T made theso reflections
I had ‘no relatives, except some distant con- { while looking at him then—it is only in regard-
nections of my father's family, of whom I knew } N ing him by the light of experience that I see
very little, so that I gave my step-mother the { him as he really was—to me then he was the
fullness of affection which lies in every young i incarnation of human beauty and perfection.
heart, ready to offer itself in return for any! Even at that age he possessed wonderful con-
evidence of kindness or sympathy. 3 versational powers, and was, altogether, a man
My mother had almost as few to love as} {of great and peculiar talent. He was naturally
myself. She never spoke to me of any rela- } {indolent—an inveterate day-dreamer, and no
tives, except a nephew, who was being educated { crisis would have forced him into more than
in Europe, the son of a favorite sister, who had } temporary action. In every art or accomplish-
long been dead; and in this young man she § ment that he essayed he showed glimpses almost
scemed to have centred all the love which had } of genius, but nothing was ever completed. I
once belunged to his dead parent. 3hme seen pictures of his which were full of
1 was seventeen years old when Wallace Lan-} { promise, but he never finished them; portions
dry returned to America, and came to visit my t of novels, fragments of poems and plays, but
step-mother. She was greatly excited as the | after the first burst of enthusiasm he threw
time for Lis arrival approached, she could talk 3 them aside, and they were powerless to interest
and think of nothing clse; and when we received { him again.
tews that he hiad actually landed and would be } § It was the same in his intercourse with those
A A<hburn within two days, she was so over- i who fell in his way. Ile formed sudden and
¢ me that T feared she would make herself ill. } violent friendships—gave himself up to pas-
Site related to me numberless ancedotes of ° sion and love; but once certain of the heart Le
bi¢ ehildhiood, and I remember—a week after | had burned to secure, his love paled to ashes,
Lis arrival I would not have believed it—they { and no power could again have rckindled the
all impressed me unfavorably, and T thought if { flame.
be hid grown wp with the same reckless, selfish | The most miserable feature in his character
displsition, there was everything to fear, and ; j was. that, for the time he was wholly in ear-
little to hope in regard to him. { nest, every thonught and feeling was centred in
Wallace Landry came to Ashburn. Let me Z that passing dream—heavens, how I loathe &
recall Liim as he looked that first evening seated | : i nature like that! I could have more respect
in the most comfortable chair in the room, !hc for a cold-blooded, systematic decciver—I can
one that had always been especially my step- } { forgive premeditated sin easier than the con-
mother's, but which she ceded to him at once, g temptible weakness of a fickle mind.
and which be tock, as he did every olhcr\ But I say, that of all these things T was, at
altention or sacrifice, with the most graceful, : : that time, ignorant. I was not old cnough,
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nor, thank God, wise enongh to comprehend his 3 aided or counscled me was gone: there was only
nature—the consequence was that he wrecked 3 my mad heart and my wild love to direct me
my life. § then.
I cannot tell how it came about, I do nol: I was nearly frantic with grief, and Wallace
know how or when I began to love him, but I | appeared to suffer as much as mysclf.
did, and loved him with an intensity, an entire § Very soon after the funeral e was obliged to
devotion, which no human being looking at me { leave me. I thought the agony of that parting
to-day, cold, silent, almost apathetic, would, for } was the most terrible suffering I should ever
an instant, believe. {have to endure. The evening that he was to
My affection was neither unsought nor unre- } leave Ashburn we were togetlier in the parlor,
turned. Wallace Landry loved me with all the { where we had never known sadness until a
passion of his reckless, ill-formed nature, but— § little time before.
it was as he had loved a score of women be-} We wept like children. Nay, he was weaker
fore, and has adored numberless others since— 3 far than I; his grief was like that of an insane
neither more or less. I know that there are? person.
women who would be fools enough to console} We heard the carriage which was to take him
their vanity with the idea that the affection he { away drive to the door. The feverish energy
had given them, was different from the passion { that always came upon me in moments of great
that ho felt for others; for the time purer, no- § excitement nerved me then. Again and again
bler, and however far he might have strayed { he folded me to his heart, uttering every vow
beyond the dream, that somewhere in his heart ‘ and tender word that passion could suggest.
it was cherished as a holy remembrance: but I} { *Barbara!” he exclaimed, Suddcnly, «] can~
am not so cgregrious an idiot. $ { not part from you so; be my wife.”
I am not a coward. I never saw the time I> “You are mad,” I said. “Oh! Wallace, re-
had not the conrage to look truth boldly in the ¢ ¢ member my poor mother!”
face. It is less shame for me to acknowledge’ «I know—I understand! Listen, Barbara:
that I have been a puppet, a dolt, than to sting i let us swear an onth which shall bind us for
my pride with the consciousness of having lied § life—here before the portrait of your father.
to my own soul. § % He will hear—it will be registered in heaven!™
Well, T loved him. T speak the words neither § ! He seized my hand and drew me in front of
in bitterness nor scorn—each has alike passed & the picture. We knelt and repeated the vows
out of my soul. There is not & memory linked s which we should have spoken had we been
with his name that has the power to move me * standing before the altar. I grew faint as I felt
now. §W.~|]lace's kiss on my forehead and heard him
We wero very, very happy during those long { say,
summer months. For tho time, Wallace lmd? “You are my wife now—you would not dare
not a thought beyond the pleasant routine of~ do anything which would separate us. Stop,
our lives, and I—oh! no matter—as I look back, { { it ghall be made legal.”
I can only pray—God help the young! 3 He went to a table, seized a paper and pen.
I nced not tell how the days passed. Ihavei ¢There is no ink,” he said, impatiently;
been alone neither in my love nor my desola- { “never mind, this will do as well.”
tion—I cannot even enjoy the martyr thought? Iec snatched a sharp knife from the desk and
that I have borne griefs decper than others—I } gave his wrist a reckless thrust. I cried out as
know that every heart has known a summer { the blood dropped upon the paper.
season of delight like mine, too many tlie after “It is holier ink than a priest would have
agony and woe. used,” he exclaimed, and, dipping the pen in it,
My cizhteenth birthday came. Wallace was : he wrote a certificate acknowledging me as his
still with us, but was soon to leave for the ! wife, signed it and gave it into my hands.
South: there was business connected with pro- “You are my wife,” he said, exultingly, ¢“my
perty which rendered his presence necessary. § own, own wife.”
An unforeseen and terrible event detained him With those solemn vows still upon our lips
still longer. we parted. e out into the busy world, and I
While we were yet gay with the little festivi- { settling down in the quiet of my home, for a
ties of my birthday, my step-mother was seized § senson so filled with blissful dreams that I had
with a sudden illness. Only a week passed—a Y no thought of loncliness.
week of anxiety and suffering, then I stood by§ One of my step-mother's Inst acts had been
her death-bed. The last friend who could have ; to send a message to a relative of my father,
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requesting her to make her liome with me for % before my father’s portrait, in a room made holy
a time, since it was impossible for me to live { by a thousand precious memories.
alone. She had left Ashburn te Wallace, its Once Wallace wrote to me to borrow a sum of
baving been a part of her marriage portion: } several thousand dollars. I supposed heneeded
but I was to remain there until my twenty-first { it for some business purpose; had it been the
birthday. I had inherited a sufficient fortune ! last cent I possessed he would have had it. I
from my father, and as he had appointed my } sold stocks to obtain the amount; it was a suffi-
eighteenth birthday as the time of my majority, | ciently large one to diminish my income by a
I was not fettered or controlled by the caprices § thousand dollars.
of a guardian. At length any letters failed to reach me.

So I sat down in the homestead with my great } Another man would have written at intervals,
love beside me, to console me in tho grief I suf-} broken off gradually: it was not his way. The
fered at the loss of my step-mother and the ; moment his passion died, and I can understand
eeparation from Landry. that the flame went out as quickly as it had

It was not long before Mrs. Bates arrived. I been kindled, he ceased to write at once.
must frankly confess that her companionshipi I was far from suspecting the truth. I wrote
brought me little pleasure. I have no doubt} once, twico, after that no more. I would have
that she was a good woman—she was tiresome { cut my right hand off sooner than have made an
enough to have been—and I am glad to remem- } appeal or demanded an explanation.
ber that from me she always received considera-{ Tho spring had come, the trees were bud-
tion and kindness. } ding, the plants in the garden putting forth

She was stiff and angular as an old maid—as} their green leaves; in my heart there was the
much 0 as I am to-day. She never langhed; § tempest of mid-winter.
poor old soul! she had known much trouble! Days and weeks of suspense, of hope and
and perhaps had forgotten how. At all events, § fear, of every species of suffering that suspense
when otker people would have laughed she ogly } brings, more terrible to bear than the desola-
snuffied. She had a horror of novels beyond ! tion of a defined grief.
credence. When she was not reading, she occu-; One evening, at the tea-table, Mrs. Bates
pied herself with some interminable needlework. | handed me a magazine which had that day
The good creature had a theory in regard fo{ arrived. ’
yellow flannel petticoats—the only theory she{ ‘I have not read it, of course, my dear, I
ever formed, I think—she believed them condu- { abhor stories; but I saw Mr. Landry's name
cive to health, and the number she made during N among the contributors—your mother’s neplew,
ber residence with me was incredible. you know—I thought you might wish to see the

She was kind enough to furnish me with { book.”
several of the articles, but I derived little} I took the pamphlet up to my room, and there
benefit from them, perhaps owing to the fnct%l read the tale written by Wallace Landry; a
that they were immediately stowed away at the ! beautiful story, full of brilliant imagery, but to
bottom of a chest, and never again saw daylight § me it had a meaning beyond its romance. It
to my knowledge. . { proved the necessity of fickleness in love, the

There could be no intimacy between us. I3} downright sin of the one left to suffer in ven-
doubt if she liked me at all; but Ashburn made} turing to blame the deserter; it was the fault of
her 2 plensant home, after her years of martyr- { the woman if she had no longer the power to
dom among sisters and nicces, a poor widow: { charm the wayward spirit of the deceiver.
and Ler presence gave the countenance and pro- I read the tale, closed the magazine and laid
tection wlich my years demanded. % it down. That story had been written for me,

The winter passed slowly away. For several | it was a reason for his silence, a bold, insolent
months [ reccived letters regularly from Wal- Ejustiﬁcation of his own conduct.
lace, letters so beautiful, so full of passion and% What did T do? I could tear my heart out
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eloquence, that in a novel they would have gone § when I think of it: but I went mad! For three
far toward making its reputation. émonths life was a blank to me, wasted in the
‘In the early ones, he always addressed me as { ravings of a sick room.

bis wife. 1 was so. According to the laws of 3  Pass that over! I never yet rcealled the
the state our marringe wag a legal one: in the : memory of that time without longing to dash
sight of heaven it was sacred and indissoluble § my brains out against the wall: but so beit. I
2 if we had stood before an altar, and a priest § went mad, at times sinking almost into driveling
bad dictated the vows which wo pronounced ? idiocy.
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I rose from that bed with the gray hairs
which are folded back from my forehead to-day,
with no trust in God or man. I wonder heaven
did not punish me for the sins I committed.

That scason passed, of course. I found at
length the only consolation that could aid me
in my trial,

As soon as I was able I left Ashbhurn, took a
house in New York and there we lived. The
years went on. I heard of Wallace Landry’s
marringe; after a time learned that Ashburn
was sold, it was only one pang more, I could
benr it.

Landry lived South; much of the time he
passed in Europe. 1le made a certain reputa-
tion, wrote a novel or two, a volume of poems,
made speeches, accomplished nothing after all.

At length, Mrs. Bates went to heaven. I do
not mean it irreverently, but I really think it
was the hest place for her. One of the last re-
quests she made was to be buried in a flannel
shroud; I made a compromise with my con-
science, and ordered it to he of white woolen
at least. ler pug dog did not long survive
her; I cannot say that in regard to his peace I
am quite certain, for a more vicious, ill-condi-
tioned animal I never saw.

I missed the old lady—I was all alone then.
I lived alone after that; I had ceased to care
what people said or thought. I saw my youth
passing from me, and heartily I thanked God
for it.

Five years after his marriage Wallace Landry
wrote to me. He possessed his old eloquence;
it was a friendly, general epistle, with of course
no allusion to the past. At the close, he asked
me for the loan of a few hundred dollars. That
was my husband—that was the man for whom
I had gone mad!

On through the years that were so unchang-
ing, they scemed like one continued day!

I was thirty years old.

I cannot sit and howl, and groan over my
sufferings—weaker women would have died. It
had pleased heaven to make me of a different
mould; and, since it was necessary for me to
live, I made what T could of the broken frag-
ments of life left to me.

I had passed through every stage of suffering,
anguish, bitterness, hate. lad scen the time
when I felt inclined to throw that man into
prison. It was all over, there was nothing left
but scorn, the ice of indiffercnce fast gathering
even over that.

I mourned for my blighted youth, the feelings
and sympathies crushed forever: but that man's
memory had no longer power to move me. I
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¢ did not connect him with my grief—I put Lim
{out of my heart—there was not even a grave-
stone above that desecrated love—its ashes had
been blown to the winds.

This is what happened during my thirtieth
winter. I was sitting alone one evening in this
very room, when I heard a ring at the bell, and
my servant’s voice in parley with gome visitor.
A voice replied—I had not heard those tones for
twelve long years, but I knew tliem.

I ncither felt faint or angry. For one instant
I was back in the old home, my youth and I—
the feeling passed—I stood in simple wonder.

“Step into the parlor, Marian,” he said; I
will run up stairs to see Barbara; I can find the
way, my good girl, don’t trouble yoursclf.”

Up the stairs he came with the quick, bound-
ing step of old. The door opened, and Wallace
Landry hurried in, greeting me with the most
perfect assurance, and as he might have done a
dear relative.

¢My dear cousin Barbara, I am so glad, go
happy to sce you again after all these years!
My wife is below—so anxious to know you—in
short, cousin, we have come to make-you a
visit.,”

1 have cut his speech short. All the time he
was shaking my hand, while I stood dumb. At
length I recovered my self-possession, received
him kindly enough and went down stairs.

He presented his wife to me with the same
cool assurance. She was well enough locking
still, had evidently been pretty, and that night
she looked so weary that my heart quite warmed
toward her.

My simple dinner had been over for hours,
~but I ordered them supper, and we sat until
late talking gayly: that is, Wallace talked and
we listeued.

Sometimes I wondered if it could be real that
we three, that man and the two women he hiad
so wronged, were sitting there together.

But I had little time for reflection, he talked
20 incessantly; and between whiles I was called
out to anxious consultations with my woman,
who was quite upset by this uncxpected arrival.
When their baggage was brought in, I saw that
they must intend remaining somewhere for a-
long time. I gave up my own bed chamber and
sitting-room to them, and, my hospitable ar-
rangements being completed, went back to my
gncs‘ls.

Before we retired, I learned that they had no
intention of returning South—they were ruined
! —had been living for two ycars, first on one re-
) lative, then another.

i “The fact is,” said Landry, ‘“we haven't a
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penny left—birds without a nest,” and he looked ;  Marian never did anything, kept but one ser-
quite happy about it; his wife sat passive and { vant,and I was obliged, after they came, to assist
inlifferent. } her a great deal; while my guest read novels

Then he went on to tell me what his plans { up stairs. Sometimes Landry would write a
were: It was time for him now to act. Ifc? little, but the money ke carned was always

would write a book that would make him a for- : wasted. I had an income of two thousand—of
tune at once. In an hour he had woven a thou- § course it was all required to support us.

sand wonderful projects. I saw that he would: I had but a single outbreak with him. One
do nothing—with all his fine talk he would live night, Landry was out very late. I sat up for
on anybo:ly who would take care of him. Lim, ag Marian had gone to bed with a head-

He did not appear very much changed—a { ache. It must have been three o'clock in the

little stouter, perhaps—his face somewhat worn morning when I Leard him fumbling with his

—but he had all the grace and elegance, the ! night key at the outer door; I went into the hall

chillish playfulness of old times. Iiis wife was { just as he entered, recling, and droning out a

& weak woman, her health delicate, her jealousy | bacchanalian song.

of her Lushand stronger than her love. I gave him one look and returned to the par-
I staid awnke till daylight, thinking, wonder- § lor; he followed me and began talking a vast

ing, and as incapable of forming a plan as when | deal of nonsense, to which I made no reply.

I'lay down. “How cross you are, Barbara!” Le said.
Three days after, they were as fully estab-$ *“Don’t be vexed with a2 man for being a little

lished, as much at home, as if we had made one ; elated after a jolly supper.”

family all our lives. Whallace had the best sofa} I kept my eyes on the book I had taken up;

moved from the parlor into lLis sitting-room, | he laughed a drunken, idiotic laugh.

and lay on it the whole morning in a magnifi- “Where's Marian?” Le asked, in a husky,

cent dressing-gown, smoking his meerschaum, } stammering voice.

and talking beautiful poetry or philosophy to§ “In bed, long ago.”

any listener that he could secure. ¢ “And you sat up for me! You're a dear

I coull see him then as he really was—fecling  woman, Barbara,” and he laughed agaiu in the
no longer Llinded my judgment—there was not \ same vacant way. “It is like the old time sit-
the slightest shadow of prejudice in my miud;E ting here,”” he added.
which could lead me to consider his character ¢ It was the first allusion Le had ever made to
barshly, gtho past. There was a feeling at my heart as

He had all the qualities which we are wont { if some one had pressed a hot iron against it.
to consider belong to men of genius: exquisite f “Iave you forgotten our little romance, Bar-
sensibility, a vivid imagination, so extreme a : bara?”
love for the beautiful, that an unsightly object i I did not speak. It was all I could do to
in & room utterly destroyed bLis comfort. Iic { keep from rushing upon him, and tearing the
gloried, peveled in beauty in every form. life out of his wretched body.

Against these qualities set indolence, base sen- 3 “Y-you look quite handsome to-night,” he
tuality, selfishness, fickleness, and you have a : continued, “'Pon my word, I could almost fall
faint idea of the man. § in love with you again. I could, really.”

I wish T could repeat entire some one of hLis 5 Ile rose from his chair and stagaered toward
brilliant discourses. There is no other namec ‘ me. I never saw upon any man’s face the ex-
for them, for he never waited for, or listencd ! pression there was on his; but 1 did not move.
to, a reply. . ‘“‘Barbara, you're my wife, you know. Eh,

He was capable of generous actions—had he { Darbara?”

Doney he would have given it to the first who lle put out his hand; I pushed him away,
1sked—had he been dreaming after dinner lie  and he went recling into the sofa. He appeared
would not have stirred to save a human being's { somewhat sohered for an instant.

life. “Listen!” T said, in a voice at which I fairly

They staid in my house five years. Each year shuddered, myself. ¢1f ever, by word or look,
Landry sank lower in the scale of humanity. | you offend me again, I will send you to prison.
Atlength he added drinking to his other vices. \ [ swear it.”

Iwondered, for o long time, what made him so He understood. For a moment heo cowered
Yariable in his moods, At length I discovered 3 before me, then began to whimper like a child;
that, for years, he had heen an habitual opium ; finally he stretched himself upon the couch, and
tater. Y fell into a heav , drunken slumber. " I covered
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Lim up with some shawls and went to my ; stitution never was worth anything, and her
room. ¢ mode of life had been of itsell enough to kill
For his own sake, T dreaded to meet him the } her. She lingered along for several months,
next morning. I thought that even he would be ; bearing her sufferings with a patience I could
overcome with repentance and shame—I believe ; not have expected. During her sickuess there

8 woman never ceases to be a fool!

As I entered the breakfast-room, he looked up
with a careless nod,

“You were a good soul, Barbara,” he said,
“to cover mo up so comfortably last night. 1
wish, though, you had thrown another shawl
over my feet. I am afraid I've taken cold.”

Not long after that a child was born to them.
It lived but a few months. 1 was glad when the
poor thing dicd. T never could look at it and
think of its living without a pang. Its wan,
old face had all the worst features of their two
faces: the futher's retreating chin, the mother's
ill-formed head. It was always a sufferer.
Marian moaned and wept a great deal over it,
and told me often that she would gladly die for
it, but I have known lier to read a novel for hours
while her babe lay moaning upon my knees.

Once, when the poor infant was free from
pain, actually trying to crow as it rested on its
mother's breast, Landry wept with delight, as-
sured us that he was the happiest of men, made
‘a hasty but effective sketch of the two, and half
an hour after proposed its being carried into a

e cold room ahove stnirs, because it had the ill-
luck to annoy him by a wail of suffering.

The child died a few wecks after that. Toor,
weak Marian wag quite overcome. and Landry

went into a spasm of grief, for which I should
have had more sympathy had I not scen him

swallow a great pill of opium an hour before.
The day it was buried lLe wrote a beautiful
poem, so touching and natural that one would
have sworn it could only have been the produc-
tion of a good man, made wholly desolate by his
loss. That very evening he went out with a
party of friends, and, somewhere toward day-
light, I heard him mounting the stairs with
slow, uncertain step.

Marian's health declined rapidly. Ier con-

§ appeared more of the true woman in her than
? had ever before been manifest.  Sometimes she
% tried to talk with Landry, urging him to change
his mode of life; but he found a way of going
off into such spasms of grief, that she had not
§ the heart or strength to contend against them.
! She died in my arms at last, begging me with
§ her last breath to take care of Wallace. During
§ lier whole sickness she had spoken of him as if
{ he had been a child that must be petted and
¢ gratified without restraint.

Of course he was heart-stricken at her loss.
I supposo he did fecl it for a time. I advised
him to take a journcy to improve his spirits;
he complied willingly encugh, anl returned at
the end of six wecks, wearing his mourding with
£0 jaunty an air, that one might Lave believed
them festal garments.

I advised him to go to Italy, saying I would
send him quarterly sufficient to make him com-
fortable. He accepted the gift with the best
grace imaginable and made ready at once.

The night before his departure he came to see
me, talked eloquently of his talents, his aspira-
tions, his delicate organization, and ended by
asking me to become his wife before the world,
5 that Tmight go with him—TI should be his guid-
! ing star—his hope—his angel.

3 It was too pititul for anger, too mean for con-
tempt, and I only said,

“Don’t be afraid, Landry, you will not fail
to receive your moncy regularly,” bade bim
good-by and went away.

Ten years have passed since his departure,
and here I am to-day, a lonely, desolate woman.
¢ I am willing to live, I belicve that my life is
not wholly a uscless one; but if it pleaxe God,
I could wish that upon my tomb-stone might be
inscribed—

“BARBARA SHERBORNE, AGED 45.”
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THEN A

ND NOW.

BY MIRIAM CLYDE.,

Last May-time, when the moon was bright,
TUnder this very tree we stopt,

As down upon our clasped hands
A fragrant bunch of blossoms dropt.

T kissed the flowers, and then you sald,
You'd keep them till another May,

Then bring them back to claim my love,
And throw the faded things away.

But have you come? As now I stand
Beneath that bending orchard tree,

The moon climbs lightly up the sky,
The blussows fall on only me.
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THE BROKEN LIFE.

BY MRS. ANN 8. STEPHENS.

Euterad. according to Act of Conuress,in the year 1861, by Mra. Aun & Stephens, in the Clerk’s Office of the District
Courg of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.]
CHAPTER I. from the highway; for ours was an isolated
I stoop in the oriel window that withdrew } dwelling, and no carriage that was not destined
from the parlor and looked toward the cast: that § for the house ever came up that sweep of road.
is, it commanded a broad view from all points, VIt cut the pleasure-grounds in two, just below
rave the direct west.  The heavenly glimpses % the front of the house, leaving a terrace crowned
of secenery that you caught at every turn{ with a wilderness of flowers, and ascended, by
though the small diamond prnes were enough § a flight of steps on one side, and a sloping lawn
1o drive an artist mad that so much unpainted { on the other. The gleam of these flowers, and
poetry could cxist, and rot go warm and fresh § the green slope beyond, were a part of the
to his canvas. I am an artist, at soul, and S scenery on which I gazed.
have & gallery of the most superb brain pic-} We expected company. The carringe had
wres stowed away in ny thouzhts, but among { gone over to the country town which lay be-
them all there is nothing to cqual the scene, or ; bind the hills piled up at my left, and I was
rather scenes, I was gazing upon. { listening for the first sound of its wheels on the
The window was decp, and when the green: gravel with a strange thrill of anxiety. Why
curtains shut it out frown the parlor it was the § was this? What did I care about the young
most cosy little spot in the world. A deep, easy-y widow who had been invited to spend a few
chair and a tiny marble stand filled it luxuri- { days with our Jessie? She was only a watering-
vasly; and on the outside, white jasmines, pas- § place acquaintance that the family had met the
sivn Hlowers, and choice roses crept up to they previous scason—a clever, beautiful woman of
cdges of the glass in abuundance, encircling you  the world, who, having a little time on her
with massive wreaths of foliage and blossoms. \ hands, had condescended to remember Mrs.
You ask who I am that this lovely spot should § Lee's half-cxtorted invitation, and was expected
have been my favorite retreat. Well, I can accordingly. Jessie was rather excited with the
hardly define my own position. The young {idea of a guest, for it so chanced that we had
luly of that houschold fus not exactly my { been alone for a week or two; and though I
pupil, yet she was constantly coming to me for i never saw a family more independent of society
inforwation.  Qur ages were too far apart for { than Mrs. Lec’s—pleasant guests always bring
the entire sympathy of friendship, and yet she § expectation and cheerfulness with them in a
came to me in all her troubles; and her bright, ; well appointed country Louse.
imnocent joys I ulways shared; for, likea flower ;  “I wonder what keeps them?” said my dar-
rmarden, she sent back the sunshine that passed 3 ling, softly lifting one side of the silken cur-
over her, enriched and more golden. I can} tains, and unconsciously dropping them into

hardly tell you what a thing of beauty she was; § the background of as lovely a picture as you

Tet, I doubt if you would have thought her so § eversaw. ‘Here are some flowers for the stand,
very lovely.  She did not strike people at first g aunt Mattie. She'll catch their bluom through
3 the other person, who will pass directly into ; the window, and know it is my welcome.”
this domestic narrative, had the power of doing. % I took the crystal vase from her hand, and
There were certain reserves about her that won i set it on the tiny table before me.
geatly upon you, the reticence which keeps a} ¢ Hush!" she said, lifting the drapery higher,
tanctuary of feeling and thought quite away § and bending forward to listen. ¢ Hush! Isn't
from the world. Yet she was frank and truth- § that the carriage coming through the pine
ful as the lower whicl always folds the choicest | grove?”
perfume close in its own heart. { I turned in my chair, for Jessic was well
) I was thinking of Jessic Lee while I lazily sat § worth looking at, even by a person who loved
i the easy-chair, looking down the carriage } her less fondly than I did. Standing there,
foad that led through our private grounds:draped to artistic perfection in her pretty
Vor. XXXIX.—5 66



66 THE BROKEN LIFE.

white dress, gathered in surplice folds overyif you please, which makes the heart tuke shel-
her bosom, and fastened there with an antique z ter in distrust, seized upon me, and I felt like
head, cut in coral, and with its loose slce\es~ flying to my darling, who sat amid the sweet
falling back from the uplifted arm, till its beau- } harmonies she was herself creating, and shield
tiful contour could be seen almost to the shoul-} ‘ her from some unknown danger. I did leave
der, she was a subject for Sir Joshua Reynolds. { my scat and pass through the curtains, think-
I am sure that great master would not have} ing to warn her of the arrival; but, when I was
changed the grouping in a single point. { half across the room, our visitor came smiling

«No,” I said, listening. It is the gar- § and rustling through the door. She motioned
dener’s rake on the gravel walk, I thin‘ D § me to be still, and, darting across the carpet,

She bent her head sideways, listening; and } seized Jessie's head between both hands, bent it
incredulous of my explanation. Some gleams of § back, and, stooping with the grace of a Juno,
sunshine fell through the glass, and lay richly { kissed her two or three times, while her clear,
on the heavy braid of hair that crowned her { ringing laugh mingled with the notes which
head in a raven coronal. % had broken into sudden discords under Jessie's

We always remember those we love in some { fingers.
peculiar moment which lifts itself out of ordi- i «“So I have chased my bird to its nest, at
~ary life; or by some important association; or,:]act’ she said, releasing her captive with a
as in this case, by the singular combinations of‘ movement that struck even me—who disliked
grace that render them attractive. To my lnct\ her from the beginning—as one of exquisite
breath, I shall never forget Jessie Lee, as she } grace. ¢Iunted it to the mountains and find
stood before me that morning. % it in full song, while I searched every window

“Well,” she said, with an impatient move-3in the house, as we drove up, and fancied all
ment that left the curtains falling between us | sorts of things: n cold welcome among the least.”
like the entrance of a tent, ‘“watched rose-buds 3 “That you will never have,” cried Jessie. and
never open. I'll go back to the piano, and let} the smile with which she greeted her gucst was
her take me by surprise. I'm glad you're look- § enough of welcome for any one. *The truth
ing so nice, aunt. She’ll be sure to like you at § is, I got out of patience, and so played to quiet
first sight: and as for liking her, I defy you to { myself while aunt Matty watched. Aunt, this
help it.” {is Mrs. Dennison.”

As Jessio gaid this, her hand fell on the keysy “And this is the dear aunt Matty that I've
of the piano, and instantly a gush of music§hcnrd of a thousand times,” said the guest, com-
burst through the room, so joyous that theing toward me with both hands extended. *“Ah!
birds that haunted the old forest trecs around } Jessie Lee, you are a fortunate girl to have <o
the house burst into a riot of rival melody, and } sweet a friend.”
amid this delicious serenade the carriage drove! ¢I am fortunate in everything,” said Jessie,
up. N turning her large, velvety cyes on my face with

I saw Mr. Lee alight, in his usual stately {a look of tenderness that went to my heart,
way; and then Mrs. Dennison, the young widow, { ‘‘and most of all here.”
sprang upon the lowest step of the broad ﬂig]|t§ ¢-And I,” said Mrs. Dennison, with a sup-
_ that led up to the terrace, scarcely louching{presscd breath, and a look of graceful sadness.
Mr. Lee's offered hand. There she stood a\ “Well, well, one can’t expect everything.”
moment, her silk flounces fluttering in the } N Jessie laughed. This bit of sentiment in her
sunlight, and her neatly gloved hands playing® } guest rather amused her.
with the clasp of her traveling satchel, as theg #Ah, you never will believe in sorrow of any
servant took a scarlet shawl and some books Q kind, until it comes in earnest,” said the widow,
from the carriage. Then she gave a rapidi { with an entire change in her countenance; ¢‘but
glance over the grounds, and looked up to the ? I, who have seen it in so many forms, cannot
house, smiling gayly, and doubtless paying Mr. } 3 Y always forget.”

Lee some compliment, for his usually scdatel “But,” gaid Jessie, with one of her caressing
face brightened pleasantly, and he took the{movements, “you must forget it now. We are
lady’s satchel, with a gallant bow which few % to be happy as the day is long, while you are
young men of his time could have equaled. ?hcre Tsn’t that so, aunt? We have laid out

Our guest was a beautiful woman: tall, ! such walks, and rides, and pleasant evenings—
queenly, and conscious of it all. I could sce | of course you have brought your habit.”
that ag she came up the steps; but I did noti «Of course. What would one be in the coun-
like her. One of those wnrmngs or antipathies, ' try without riding?"”

§
!
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“And your guitar? I want aunt Matty to
hear you sing.”

¢Oh! aunt Matty shall have enough of that,
I promise her; the man who follows with my
lugrage has the guitar somowhere among his

pluader.”
“I'm very glad,” said Jessie, smiling archly.
“Now everything is provided for except——""

“Except what, lady bird?”

¢Except that we have no gentlemen to admire
you.”

*No gentlemen!”

¢Not a soul but papa.”

The widow had certainly looked a little dis-
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; chair, and the low dressing-chair were draped
{ with blue chintz, with a pattern of wild roses
running over it.

Mrs. Dennison made a pretty exclamation of
surprise as she entered the room. She was full
of these graceful flatteries, that proved the more
effective because of their seeming spontaneous-
ness. She took off her bonmet, and, sitting
down before the toilet which stood beneath the
dressing-glass, a cloud of lace and embroidery.
Smoothing her hair between both hands, she
laughed at its disorder, and wondered if any-
body on earth ever looked so hideous as she did.

¢ This woman,” I said, in uncharitable haste,

appointed for the first instant, but she rallied | ‘‘this woman is insatiable. She is not content
before any cye less keen than mine could have { with the flattery of one sex, but challenges it
observed it, and laughed joyously. from all.” Yet, epite of myself, I could not re-
“Thank heaven, we shan’t be bothered with | sist the influence of her sweet voice and graceful
compliments, nor tormented with adoration. } ways, she interested me’far more than I wished.
Oh! Jessie Lee, Jessie Lee! I am so glad of a % “Now,” said Jessie, coming into the hall with
little rest from all that sort of thing: ain’t ; her eyes sparkling pleasantly, “now what do
you?” i you think? Have I praised her too much?”
«[ never was persecuted with it like you, fair { I kissed her, but gave no other answer. A
lady, rerember that,” replied Jessie, demurely. { vague desire to shield her from that woman’s
‘“Hypocrite! don’t attempt to deceive me, I $ influence possessed me, but the feeling was misty
had eyes at the sea-side.” N nnd had no reasonable foundation. I could not
““And very beautiful ones they were—every } { have explained why this impulse of protection
lady agreed in that.” N { sprang up in my heart, had the dear girl guessed
“There it is!” cried the widow, lifting her | 3 at its existence.
hands in affected horror; ‘“when gentlemen are \ But she was perfectly content with the ap-
absent, ladies will flatter cach other. Pray put { proval which my kiss implied, and went into
a stop to this, Miss——” {the parlor to await the coming of her guest.
«*Miss Hyde,” I said, rather tired of these Q That moment Mrs. Lee’s maid came down with
trivialities; ‘““but Jessie, in the eagerness of her 2 a message from her mistress, and I went up
welcome, forgets that our guest has but just N stairs at once.
time to dress for dinner.” Mrs. Lee's dwelling was a singular structure
*“Ah! Isit so late?” said Mrs. Dennison. of solid stone, stuccoed like many houses that
*Shall I show the way to your chamber?” we see on the continent. It was built against
“We will all go,” said Jessie, circling her a hillside, and the basemented front with square
friend’s waist and moving off. ¢ balcony over the entrance, and the oriel window
We crossed the hall, a broad, open passage, 31 have spoken of in the end gable, had an im-
furnished with easy-chairs and sofus, for it {posing effect. Thus the entrance hall, dining,
was a favorite resort for the whole family, and *and morning-room looked to the east and opencd
opencd into a square balcony at one end, which { upon the first terrace, which was one labyrinth
commanded one of the heavenly views I have § of flowers; while the upper hall ended in the
spoken of. The widow stopped to admire it an } square balcony which I have mentioned on the
instant, and then we entered the room I had }east end, but opened upon a flower garden cut
been careful to arrange pleasantly for her re-\ 3 {from the hillside on the west, which gradually
ception. It was a square, pleasant chamber, } sloped down to tho precipitous lawn that rolled
which commanded a splendid prospect from the § grecnly down from the summit of the hill, which
east; curtains like frost-work and a bed like { was crowned with a thick growth of forest trees:
snow, harmonized pleasantly with walls hung { thus two stories of the house were completely
with satin paper of a delicate blue, and fine { surrounded with flowers; the back and side
India matting with which the floor was covered. % windows of the parlor opened upon the upper
We had placed vases and baskets of flowers on { terrace, a wooden platform some ten feet wide
the deep window-sills, which a soft, pure wind 3 surrounded that portion of the dwelling, and
wafted through the room; the couch, the easy-iulong its arabesque railings fuchsias, passion
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flowers, Noisette roses, and orange trees wove; Mrs. Lee closed her eyes a moment, and

themselves in luxurious garlands. Back of the} { opened them with a faint smile, which seemed

Louse, carrying out the extreme wing, s mas- { to ask pardon for some weakness.

sive stone tower arose, overtopping the pointed i ¢Have you secn her?”

roof some twenty feet and commanding a glo- “Yes. Iwas in the parlor when she came in,

rious landscape, breaking into the horizon only { and went with her to her room.”

in one point, and that was where the hill cut “And you like her?”

off the western view, and shut out the ccunty I hesitated.

town, which lay in a broad plain stretching be- ¢*She is beautiful!” :

tween two mountain ranges in that direction. “Yes, in a certain way,” T answered; ¢but

It was in this tower that Mrs. Lee pursued her { when one has got used to our Jessie's style,

solitary life. She had been an invalid for some § no(hiug else scems to equal it.”

years, and had only left her home when seui The mother smiled and held out ber hand

bathing had been prescribed as a last resort. Sagain.

It proved injurious rather than otherwise. o3} ! “Youlove Jessie?”

the poor lady returned to her home, constrainedy I felt the tears filling my eyes. There was

to give up hope and make the best of her limited { { something so tender and sweet in this question

scope of life. 3 { that it made a child of me. The mother turned
I wonder if Mrs. Le® ever could have been a | { upon her couch, bent her lips to my hand, and

beautiful woman like her daughter. She had 3 dropped it gently from her Lold.

married late in life, and I had no means of» ¢ Martha Ilyde, what is this which troubles

knowing about her youth, for Jessie was tenme?”

years old when I first came to the house; and ¢Indeed I cannot tell.”

then Mrs. Lee's tresses, though long and heavy, “Does Jessie scem happy with her friend?”

were more than half gray. “Yery happy; I bhave seldom secn her so
Now the mountain snow was not whiter. Her{ animated.”

fuce, too, was of opaque paleness; while hcrg “But you have not told me plainly. Do you

delicate eycbrows were black as jet; and the ! like this lady ?”

large eyes beneath them had lost nothing of\ “I—I cannot tell. She is beautiful; at least

their penetrating brightness. :most people would think her so; rich, I be-
Mrs. Lee was lying on a crimson couch, in § lne\e"”

the ligcht of a broad window which opencd to: Irather put thig as a question.

the south; her chamber was high up in the< I think g0 ‘She had splendid rooms at the

tower, and every morning her couch was moved, 3 hotel, and spent money freely, so Mr. Lee was

and the window drapery lifted that she might ? told, but that is of little consequence: we want

command some feature in the landscape, over : nothing of her riches if she has them, you

which her eye had not wearied the day before. : know.” ¢

It was a harmlees enjoyment, and one which} ¢(ertainly not; but if she has expensive

the whole family loved to encourage. Indeed, k ‘habits without the means of gratifying them

there was not a fancy or caprice of hers which | within herself, it is & valuable proof of cha-

wag even questioned in that house. 3 rncler, I said. “May I ask, dear lady, who
¢Ah, Miss Hyde, it is8 you; I am glad of it. a introduced Mrs. Dennison to you or your daugh-
For when I am ill at ease, you always do me ' ter?”

good.” E “Oh! a good many people spoke highly of
She held out her little, thin hand while speak- § her, she was a general favorite!”

ing, and pressed mine almost imperceptibly.  { ‘‘Yes: but did you meet any person who had
“What has happened, Miss Hyde? During} known her long?—who had been acquainted

the last half hour something oppresses me, as } with her husband, for instance?”

if the atmosphere were disturbed; yet it is a} «No, I cannot remember any such person.”

clear day, and the roses on the terrace look} ‘‘And yet you invited her.”

brighter than usual.? 3 “That is it, Miss Hyde. I cannot quite call
““Nothing has happened, dear lady. Mr. Leo t to mind that I did invite her. Something was
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hus come back from town, bringing the lady we { said ahout our house being among pleasant
¢“Mrs. Dennison?” § I may have said that I really hoped she would
“Yes, Mes. Dennison.  She has just gone to } seo it sometime; and then she thanked mo as if

all expected.” Sscenery. and she expressed a desire to see it.
her room.” 3 I had urged her to come. Still Jessie liked her
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so much lhnt I was mther pleased than olhcr- her drcss, nnd the 01 mntal desngn of the “holo
wise, nnd so it rested.” : was completed by a net of blue and gold, which
s«Well,” I said, **if Jessie is pleased that is ; shaded balf her rich brown hair, and fell in tas-
eversthing, you know, madam. I sometiwes @ sels to her left shoulder.
think the dear girl ought to have the company ¢ ¢ In my whole life I never'saw a more striking
of younger persons about her.” $contmst than these two persons presented. I
“Yes, certainly; but with a girl like myfécannot tell you where it lay. Not in the supe-
Jessie, so sensitive, so proud, for she is very : { $ riority which the widow possessed in hight—
proud, Miss Hyde.” > not in her elaborate grace. Jessie was a little
«] know it,” was my answer. ‘I have ncver {above the medium hight herself, and a more
seen more sensitive pride in any person of her | elegant creature did not live. But there was
age.” Esomethmg which struck you at once. It is of
“Well, with a disposition like that, the kind } no use attempting to define it. The difference
of young persons she is intimate with is very ! > was to be felt not explained. The mother felt
important. This is the reason I wished to see ' n I am certain, for her eyes took a strange,
you and learn what you think of our guest: my } { anxious lustre as they fell on those two young
own feelings are strangely disturbed.” { persons, and she began to breathe short as if
“You are not as well as usual this morning,” % something oppressed her.
Ireplied. ¢Let me draw the couch nearer and ! : She looked up to me at last to see if I was
open a leaf of the windotw.” { watching them. 1 smiled, observing that ghe
She assented, and I drew the couch so close ! was, at any rate, a splendid creature.
to the window, that with a sash open she could § “No one can dispute that! But our Jessie! Do
command a view of the richest corner of the { you know, as [ was looking at them, something
flower garden and a slope of the lawn. A nar- } came across me, and I saw a bird with its wings
row stone balcony ran along the bottom of the § ontspread flitting in the folds of a serpent? The
window, in which pots of rose geraniums and } picture passed through my brain one instant.
heliotrope had been placed. Mrs. Lee loved } jand was gonc—gone before Jessie, who had
the breath of these flowers, and sighed famtly 3 stooped to gather something, regained her posi-
as it floated over her with the fresh morning ; tion. This has happened before in my life—
air. She had been lying sometime in this plea- { what can it be?”
sant position without speaking. When she was} ¢You are anxious and nervous, dear ladv
disposed to be thoughtful we seldom disturbed } that is all.”
ber, for, so sensitive had disease rendered her ! «I hope so0,” she murmured, passing a pale
nerves, that the sudden sound of a voice would } hand ower her eyes. “But there was another
make lier start and tremble like a criminal. So '< in the group behind Jessie's frightencd face, I
T kept my place behind the couch, looking down } 3 saw that of Mr. Lee.”
into the garden and thinking of many things. : While she was speaking, I saw Mr. Lee come
All at once, sweet, dear voices rose from ;out of the hall door, and cross the platform
smong the flowers, and I saw our Jessie nndzwluch led to the garden, where his daughter
the wilow Dennison turning a corner of the }and her guest were walking. He was a hand-
bhousze, each with an arm around the other’s {some man, one of the most distinguished per-
waist, laughing and chatting together. Jessie 5 sous, in fact, that I ever saw. It was from him
bad not changed her ‘dress, but a cluster of { that our Jessie had inherited her queenly pride.
erimson roses glowed on one side of her head, ﬁ which the exquisite sensibility of the mother’s
and a pair of coral bracelets tinted the trans- Z nature had softened into grace.
parency of her sleeves. The sun touched the ! Mrs. Lee closed her eyes, and I saw her lips
black braid which surrounded her head as she { turn pale; but she repulsed my approach with
came out of the shadow, and no raven’s plumage } a motion of the hand. What had she seen which
was ever more glossy. { had escaped me? T have no ides. But when I
Mrs. Dennison was strangely attired. The ! looked again, Mr. Lee was talking with his
period of which I speak was years hefore the ; daughter; while the widow stood by grouping
Zouave jacket took its brief picturesque reign, t some flowers which she held coquettishly in her
but this woman was, in a degree, her own arbi- | Phand. 1 saw Mr. Lee look at her, inditferently
ter, and something very similar to thig jacket © ; at first, then with swiling interest.  They were
fell over the loose habit shirt that draped her : evidently talking of her graceful work, for she
bosem and arms.  This garment of black «ilk, L held it up for both father and daughter to ad-
richly braided, matched the rustling skirt of | mire.
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As Jessie lifted her eyes, she saw us near the ; from inferior capacity. As in all other things,
window, and, forgetting the bouquet, waved a : her musical education had been perfect. Mrs.

. . N . . . . .
kiss to her mother. That instant I saw the { Dennison was her inferior in this. She per-
widow press the bouquet lightly to her lips. { formed splendidly, and her rich contralto voice

Mr. Lee reached forth his hand; but she .shook § possessed many fine qualities; but our birdie
Lier head, laughed, and placed the flowers in her tswept far above her, and soared away upon
hosom. Mrs. Lee was not in a position to see { an ocean of harmonies that seemed born of
this. I stood up and had a better view; but {heaven. The windows were open, and we
she instantly complained of dizziness, and faint s knew that this heaven of sweet sounds would
spasms of pain contracted her forehead. { float to the invalid’s chamber. Indeed, when I

I bad seen nothing, absolutely nothing. Yet § { went out upon the platform, back of the house,
the glances of that woman, as she looked at Mr. % I saw Mrs. Lee lying in her white, locse dress
Lee over the cluster of flowers, had absolutely § on the couch, as if the music had lulled Ler to
wafted kisses with her eyes. Jessic saw nothing, % sleep.
save that the little cluster of blossoms somehow 3 I think Mrs. Dennison was not quite satisfied
found its way into her friend’'s bosom. 8o, in § with herself, and that the glorious voice of our
Ler sweet unconsciousness she passed on, and { Jessie took her by surprise, for after the first
was lost on the other side of the tower. % trial she refused to sing again, but still kept

Mr:. Lee never went down to dinner, or, if she 3 the piano and dashed through some fine opera
did, it was so rarcly that we looked upon her } music with spirit. Was she exhausting her ill-
presence as a gort of holiday. She was very ; humor in those stermy eounds?
dainty in her appetite; and on ordinary occa-3 On the next day, our young ladies rode on
sions was served by her own maid, a slngu]nr 3 horseback. Both werc superb equestrians; and
girl, who had lately come into the family. I:Mr Lec's stately management of his coal black
think she bad rather intended to come down § horse was something worth looking at as they
that day in honor of our guest, but the illness ! dashed round a curve of the road. Jessio turned
that Lad seized her drove this idea from my { on her saddle and waved me a kiss, as I stood
wind: so, leaving her with Rachel, I went away : on the square balcony watching them. What a
restless and unaccountably unhappy. f happy, bright creature she looked!

How bright and blooming they came in from § It took me by surprise; but when the eques-
the garden, bringing its fragrance with them to ; trians came back two gentlemen had joined the
the dinner-table! What a joyous, piquant con- } party. One was a young man, who lived in a
versation it was, that commenced with the soup  fine old country place, a mile or two down the
and sparkled with the wine! There is no dis- { river. He was a fine young fellow enough, who
puting it, our guest was a wonderful creature, ; had of late managed to join our Jessie in her
Ler graceful wit sparkled, her sentiment fasci- { rides oftener than any supposition of mere acci-
tated. She wns.cnlculnted to keep the man her § t{ent could warrant. The dear girl seemed a
beauty should win, no doubt of that. Her con- slltlle annoyed when these meetings became more
versation charmed even me; as for Jessie, she | frequent; but she bore our joking on the sub-
was constantly challenging admiration for her {ject pleasantly, and up to that morning had evi-
triend—interrogating me with her eyes, andgdcntly given little thought to his movements.
looking at her father to be sure that he fully { The other man I recognized as a person who
appreciated the brilliancy which filled her own 3 had visited the neighborhood a year before. He
heart with a sort of adoration. But the widow § was remarkably distinguished in his appearance
seemed quite unconscious that she was an ob- { and courteous in ‘his manners. T have seldom
Jject of special admiration to any one. Nothing § seen a man who impressed me so favorably as
could be more natural than her manner. At {he had done. T afterward learned that he was
times she was really child-like. {a distant connection of Mr. Bosworth’s, and on

l Still T did not lik); her. Why, it is uscless to % a visit to his father's house. ’

ask. Perhaps Mrs. Lee had left an impression §  This gentleman—his name was Lawrenco—
of her weak fancies on my mind—perhaps the } rode up with Mr. Lee and Mrs. Dennison, who
atmosphere which surrounded her mingled with { was evidently dividing her fascinations very
the subtle vitality of my intclligence and gave 3 equally between the two gentlemen. Jessie fol-
me the truth. {lowed them with her cavalier, and I observed, as

We had music in the evening. Our Jessic } they dismounted, that her chceks were flushed
possessed the purest of soprano voices. Many tand her lips lightly curved, as if something had
a celebrated prima donna has won laurels | disturbed her.
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The gentlemen did not dismount, for Jessie, } ‘“he is rather good-looking, well educated, of
the moment her feet touched the ground, left {irreproachable stock, and rich.”

Mrs. Dennison on the foot of the terrace stcps,§ “Don’t, don't, aunt Mattie, or I shall hate
and, without pausing to give an invitation, ran { you.”
iuto the house. N “Not quite so bad as that,” I eried, kissing

I left the balcony and went up to her cham- ‘ her hot cheek. ¢Now let us be serious. All
ber.  She was walking to and fro in the room ;young ladies must expect offers of this kind.”
with 3 quick, proud step, the tears sparklingin { “DBut I don’t want them. It distresses me.”
her eyes. I saw that she was in earnest, and that young

“What is it?” I said, going up to where she { Bosworth’s attentions had really distressed her.
stood and kissing her. ¢Who has woundcd§So, drawing her to a sofa, we sat down and talked
yeul” the matter over more quietly.

+No one,” she answered, and the proud tears \ I told her that it was useless annoying her-
flashed down to her cheek, and lay there llke { self; that until the young gentleman spoke out
rain-drops hanging on the leaves of the wxld more definitely she had nothing to torment her-
rose, **no one. Only, only—" { {self about; and when he did, a few quiet words

“Well, dear?” g would scttle the whole matter.

“You were right, aunt Matty. That man} “DBut can't we prevent him saying anything
reaily had just the feelings you suspected, I k more? Or, if he does, will you just tell him how
could hardly preveat him from expressing them § it is?” she said, anxiougly.
broally. Keep as close to papa as I would, he; I could not kelp smiling, there was no affecta-
found means to say things that made my blood § tion here. I knew very well that Jessie would
turn. What right has any man to talk of love { give the world to avoid this refusal; but in such
to a girl until she has given him some sort of § cases young ladics must take their own re-
encouragement, I should like to know?” ¢ sponsibilities: the interfercnce of third parties

“But perhaps he fancies that you have given | always produces mischief.
kim a little encouragement.” ¢ She began to see the thing in its true light

“Eucouragement! 1?7 Indeed, aunt Matty, I{after a little, and talk it over more calmly.
pever dreamed of this until now!” { Many a girl would have been delighted with

I am sure of it; but then you allowed 3 this homage to her charms; but Jessie was no
Lim to join your rides and seemed rather}common person, and she felt o sort of personal
pleased.” { degradation in inspiring a passion she could

“Why, the idea that he meant anything never % not return. Besides, it placed upon her the
entered my mind.  Ah! aunt Matty, haven’t we } necessity of giving pain where it was in every
#ail & thousand times that there must be some { way undeserved, and that she had never done
bLlame, some coquetry on the lady’s part, before | in her life.

s man, whom she is sure to'reject, could pre-{ While we were talking, a light knock at the
sume to offer himself?” door heralded Mrs. Dennison. There was no-
*But has he gone so far as that?” I asked. Q thing to call her to that part of the house, and

“Let me think. Alas! I was so confused—so | her first words contained an apology for the
augry, that it is impossible to remember just § intrusion, for we both probably looked a little
what he did say.” { surprised.

“But your answer?” % “I beg ten thousand pardons for rushing in

*Why as to that,” she cried, with alittle ner- § upon you; but the gentlemen are waiting in the
vous langh, I gave Flash a cut with the “lnp { road to know if they can join us to- monrow. I
and Ja-hed on after therest. Aunt Matty, upon | i could only answer for myself, you know.’
my ward, I doubt if T spoke at all.” ! “Let them join you,” I \\luspcled “the

“My dear child, he may half imagino himself { sooner it is over with the better.”
accepted then.” Jessie stood up, gathered the long riding-

“Aceepted! What can you mean?”’ she (“-S“kll‘t in one hand, while «hc walked past her
claimed, grasping her whip with both hands xgucst with the air of a prmcees, and stepped
and henling it double, «I shall go wild if you } out on the balcony, from which she made a
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gay that.” { gesture of invitation, which the two gentlemen
“Why do you dislike him so much?” {acknowledged with profound bows, and rode
“Dislike! no. What is there to dislike about } away.

him?” s “That’s an angel!” exclaimed Mrs. Dennison,

“Well then,” I said, a little mischievously, : laying her hand on Jessie’s shoulder. ¢ 1 almost
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thought something had gone wrong by the way 3 should be considered unfeminine for an edu-
you left us. Poor Mr. Bosworth was quite { cated woman to understand the institutions of
crest-fallen. By-the-way, did you ever see Mr. } her own or any other country.”
Lawrence before?” ¢ Was the woman playing with my weakness?
““He was in this neighborhood last year for { Or, did she really speak from her heart? If
a short time,”” replied Jessie, with o little cold- § the former, she must have been amused at my
ness in her tone. credulity, for I answered in honest frankness,
“Ah, an old acquaintance. I should not “Nor I, either; except in evil, which is always
have thought that by the way you met.” better unknown. I can fancy no case where
Jessie scemed annoyed, and replied, with a }ignorance is a merit. Imagine Queen Elizaheth
flush on her check, *“That it was rather difficult § pluming herself on lady-like ignorance of the
to be demonstrative on horschack.” 1 political state of her kingdem, when shie opens
‘At any rate, he’s a splendid man,” said the } Parliament in person.”
widow. ‘“Rich or poor? Boud or free? Tell} Mrs. Dennison laughed, and chimed in with,
us all about him.” “Or the Empress of France being appointed
“What strange questions you ask!” answered } Regent of a realm, the position of which it was
Jessie, and the color decpened in her check. decmed unwomanly to understand; yet, on the
“Well, well, but the answer ?”’ face of the earth, there are not two females more
Here 1 interposed, “Mr. Lawrence is not : womanly than Victoria of England, and Eugeuie
rich. At least I never heard that he was.” of France.”
¢““What a pity!” whispered the widow. ¢ But “What true ideas this woman possesses!” I
the other questions?” said to myself. ¢«How could I dislike her so?
“If having no wife is to be free, you can | Really the most charming person in the world
hardly call him a bondman. Mr. Lawrcence is a woman, who, under the light, graceful talk of
has never been married.” 5 conventional society, cultivatesseriousthought.”
“What has he ever done to distinguish him- E While these thoughts passed through my mind,
self, then? C(an you tell me that, Miss Hyde?” ; the widow was looking at me from under her
*‘He is considered a man of brilliant parts, | eyclashes, as if she expected me to speak again,
certainly,” I answered; “but at his age fcwf.so I went on,
men have won permanent distinetion, I faney.”§ It is not the knowledge of politics in itself
“At his age! Why the man caun’t be over : of which refined people complaiu: but its passion
cight-and-twenty, and half the great men that }and the vindictive feelings which partisanship
ever lived had made their mark in the world }is sure to foster. The woman who loves her
before they reached that age.” country cannot understand it too well. The
“Well, that may be,” I replied; ““but in these { unwomanliness lies in the fact that she some-
times greatness is not so easily won. The level § tilnes plunges into a turmoil of factions, thus
of general intelligence, in our country, at least, { becoming passionate and bitter.”
israised, and it requires great genius, indeed, to “Ilow plainly you draw the distinction be-
lift a man suddenly above his fellows. In a{tween knowledge and prejudice!” she said, with
dead sea of ignorance superior ability looms up { one of her fascinating smiles. But you must
with imposiug conspicuousness. This is why ! have discussed this subject oficn—with Mr.
the great men of past times have cast the reflec- { Lee, perhaps?”
tion of their minds on history. Not because “Yes, we talk on all subjccts here.  Nothing
they excclled men of the present age, but from {is forbidden, because nothing that is not in
the low grade of popular intelligence that ex- } itself noble and true ever presents itself.”
isted around them.” «I was sure of it!” exclaimed the lady, start-
“Why, you talk like a statesman,” said the }ing up with enthusiasm. I have never been
widow, laughing. ¢TI had no idea that anything { in a house where everything gave such cvidence
g0 near politics existed in the ladies of llnis%of high-toned intelligence.”
house.” t She sat down again thoughtfully, dusting her
“What is history but the polities of the past? ¥ habit with the little whip.
What is politics hut a history of ihe prcsem?":‘. “T have not yet geen my hostess: but that
“Perliaps you are right,” said the widow. ¢ does not arise from increased ill health, 1 trust.
flinging off her carcless manner, and sitting:‘f.\'he scemed very feeble when we met on the
down on one of the rustic chairs, where ghe sat, ¥ sea-shore, Inst scason—somewbat consumptive,
dusting her skirt with the fanciful whip fastened : we all thought.”
to her wrist. ¢l have often wondered why it * [ did not like the tone of her voice.  There
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RUPERT
was something stealthy and creeping in it which
checked the rising confidence in my heart.

«Mrs. Lee is very far from well,” L answered,
coldly.

«Not essentially worse, I trust.”

She was looking at me keenly from the cor-
ners of her almond-shaped eyes. It was only s
glance, but a gleam of suspicion sprang from
my heart and met it half way.

“Itis difficult to tell. In a lingering discase
like hers one can never be sure.”

“Mr. Lee must find himself lonesome at times
without his lady’'s society, for she struck us all
as a very superior person.”

“On the contrary,” I replied, with a quick
impulse, for she still kept that sidelong glance
on my face, ‘“on the contrary, he spends most
of hig leisure time in her chamber, reads to her
when she can bear it, and sits gently silent
when she prefers that. A more devoted hus-
band I never saw.”

I saw that she was biting her red lips, but as
my glance caught hers the action turned to a
smile.

“There is Mr. Lee going to his wife's room
now,” I remarked, as that gentleman passed the
hall door, with a little basket in his hand filled
with delicate wood moss, in which lay two or
three peaches, the first of the scason.

The exclamation that broke from Mrs. Denni-
son at the sight of the fruit arrested his steps,
sod he turned into the hall, asking if either of
us had called.

She went forward at once, sweeping the cloth
skirt after her like the train of an empress.

“Oh! what splendid fruit—and the basket!
The bijou!” She held out both hands to receive
the fruit, quite in a glow of pleasure.

“I am very sorry,” said Mr. Lee, drawing
bhack & step, ““but this is—is for my wife. She
is an invalid, you know.”
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{  “You misunderstand,” replied the lady, color-
ing to the temples. ¢TI only wished to admire
the arrangement. It is really the prettiest
fancy I ever saw.”
He hesitated an instant; then held out the

3 basket and plgced it between her hands, with
! some little reluctance, I thought. Her side face
§ was toward me; but the look, half-grieved, halt-
{ reproachful, which she lifted to his face did not
{ escape me.
§ ¢Shall I take the basket to Mrs. Lee?” I said.
Y reaching out my hand. ¢She must have heard
?;the horses return sometime ago, and will ex-
§ pect sone one.”
§  “No,” said the gentleman, bending his head.
i{and taking the fruit. I cannot allow you to
% deprive me of that pleasure.”
3 «And 1,” rejoined the widow, with animation.
i «Imust take off this cumbersome riding-dress.”

I went to my room early that evening. In-
deed I had no heart to enter the parlor.
Anxieties that I could not define pressed
: heavily upon me—so heavily that I longed for
ésolitude. In passing through the hall, I met
¢ Mrs. Dennison’s mulatto maid, who had, I for-
: got to say, followed our guest with the luggage.
* She was going to her mistress’ chamber, carry-
ing something carefully in her hand. When
she saw me her little silk apron was slyly lifted,
and the burdened hand stole under it, but in
the action something was disturbed, and the
half of a peach fell at my feet. I Pok it up
very quictly, told the girl to remove her apron,
that I might see what mischief had been done.
and discovered a second basket filled with mos«
rose-buds from which the half peach had fallen.

I laid the fruit in its bed, saw the girl pass
with it to her lady’s chamber, and then went to
my own room sick at heart. The half of a
peach, offered among the Arabs, means atone-
(TO BE CONTINUED.

-

srrrs s s s

NAAAAS L

O e PV IRV VNI

RUPERT'S RAID.

BY CHARLES

J. PETERSON,

Tr! it is day. cavaliers gay,

Over the moor gallop away,

Harry the Roundhicads out of their beds:
Hurk! the hotses snort for the fray.

Necks etretchal low, nostrils a-glow,

H - f stroles tinzing, rapid they go.

The roul ia on fice, the town darta nighar—
Back ! "ti< the river swirling below.

Ride for the ford: Now., by the Lord!
Bwim for youc lives, (How the thing roared!)

PN Y YRRV VN

Up. tally ho! forward we po,
Each, as he gallups, loos'ning his sword.

Yonder tho wall frowns on us tall,

Now, by your ladics, charge. gallants all!
Sabre the swine: ha! "tis @ mine,

Hell hurtles up, Heav'n will fall

s

Keels, in a ring, earth, everything —
Over the chi-m we go with a spring,
ITow the knaves ran ! Quaster ton ne,

N Down with the traitors to Church and King.



COMING OUT RIGHT.

v BY T. 8. ARTHUR.
—

It will all come out right in the end.” t «It will all come out right in the end.” He
This was Adam Ringstrom’s word of consola- { never lost faith in this sentiment, even in the
tion, spoken to himself, in every trouble; his  gloomiest hour.
sheet-anchor in every storm. N Three times had Mr. Ringstrom toiled up the
Faith must have been a very strong element | : difficult hill of trade, gaining a height that made
of his nature, for things never did seem to come { him the envied of many observers; three times
out right with him. He was always experienc- } had his feet slipped; and three times had he
ing some trial, sorrow, or misfortune. But no { found himself lying, stunned and bruised at the
one heard a murmur against Providence from { bottom, with scarcely strength enough to stand,
his lips. And yet Adam Ringstrom was not a { much less to try the hard ascent. His third
man of low sensibility. On the contrary, he { fall was at a time when he was sixty.
suffered acutely in his troubles and disappoint-{  Again, and for the last time, Adam Ring-
ments; and the marks of the suffering were ! strom sat down, in darkness, amid the ruins
visible in his still, abstracted eyes, and sober § of earthly hope; but only for a time. Like Job,
mouth. In repose, his face did not take on a §{ he had no comforters among his fricnds; even
serene expression. You saw in it the signs of } his wife was ratlier an upbraider of his patience,
inward pain—of pain only; not of discontent. ! than a sustainer and consoler.
When he spoke, however, it lighted up beauti- ; ““And this is what you call coming out right?”
fully. This sudden lighting up of his features, } g she said, bitterly, when her mind tock in the
as if sunshine had fallen over them, always gave ; {full measure of evil that had befallen them.
you a pleasant impression of the man, and made { She meant it as a reproof, but it awakened
vyou forget the look of pain that touched your ; thought in the true direction.
sympathies a little while before. ¢ “There is some good involved in all this,
The wife of Adam Ringstrom had none of his § Grace,” he answered, patiently, yet with a
faith in gltimate results. If things failed to ; touch of sadness in his voice which he could
come out right to-day, she had no hope in to- § not hide.
mMorrow. “Good! TI'm provoked at you!” she re-
So, Adam had the burdens of disappointment, § sponded, with impatience.
and trouble to bear without a helper; nay, she{ ¢“Good has come of our misfortunes, hereto-
who might have been a helper, only gave the 3 fore; and I will believe in nothing less than
burdens additional weight. ¢ good now,” said the old man, his voice growing
Mrs. Ringstrom was a very ambitious woman; % firmer, and his countenance brightening.
and her husband was not without love of the? I never saw any good,” was moodily replied.
world, and a desire to stand side by side with ‘c ¢“Let me refresh your memory and my own.
the foremost. He started in life with a deter- & It will be of use to us both. Twenty years ago,
mination to accumulate property, and no man { I failed in business, and we were reduced from
devoted himself to business with a more untiring  comparative luxury to want. Our Frank was a
assiduity. But for all his faith in things coming ¢ { wild boy of nineteen, and in great danger. We
out right, they never did come out right; at least ; ; were preparing him for college, but he did not
not in the sense he had expected. Just as every- { give his mind to study, being fonder of pleasure
thing pointed to success, and like the milk-maid { and gay companions than of books. Suddenly
in the fable, Mr. Ringstrom began to build his { rcduccd to poverty, we had to change our views
airy castles, some false step; some wreck of 8} vin regard to him. The college idea had to be
neighbor with whom his affairs were involved; nb'mdonod and, of necessity, Frank was placed
or some more widely reaching disaster in trade, k in a store whcrc he could carn something toward
would scatter his golden dreams. { his support. You grieved yourself sick over his
Then would follow a period of deep suffering; } blasted hopes. But it has turned out right for
and his mind would sit in darkness, but not de- § him. Ife showed a different character at once:
£pair. Ibecame industrious, thoughtful, earnest, and
74
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‘ OOMING OUT RIGHT. : 75
afectionate toward us, and grew up to be a; tion of God not so apparent as in the previous
N . .
;-N[ull utud zood m:;nti I‘ fflx:r, (?ruce, that, but § cases, because involving more that was higher,
ve what we regarded, a e time, as a great } or interior. There was, as we have said, the
nhmily, our son would have been lost. I have} 3 stuff in him of which angelic life is made, and
a.ways seen the hand of a good Providence in } it had to come out clear from grosser substances.
that Jestruction of my worldly hopes. To this end he must pass th h th
“Ten years later, n{nl misfoftunz came again. } What had he looksedplq)srwurl;;ntjf il: t;:i l;:inilnng.
Gaod fortune, I bave, sometimes, called it; for § of life? What had he been toiling for? On
x; s:n'jd (;ur ;l‘?rling Ellllen fl:'om a fate worse 3 what had he rested his hopes of happiness?
than deat e were thought to be rich; and{ Suffering, misfortune, trial, disappointment,
as Ellen was'benuhful she possessed double at- ; and sorrow, had not yet sufficed to extinguish
tractions. You know h'ow young'lhywm‘d won i a love of mere worldly things, on which his
ber heart, and how wild and bitter were our § mind still rested for happiness, as a wall rests
fears, when we found that we could not break : on a crumbling and uncertain foundation. His
;je bchm'u;x helhndhthrown around her. Like a lnst misfortune was to the end that this love of
mb to the slaughter, we saw her moving to- ; the world might be extinguished, and a new and
ward the altar of sncri'tice, and we had no power § purer love tuake its place.g ' "
to bald ber back. But, help came, ere it was$ So, he went out from his place among men,
toy late; came under the shadows of misfortune, {and sought a humble position. Years, and
an angel in disguise. Riches took unto them- § failing health, warned him against any new at-
s;lves :vmgls].n:d ﬂcl:v daway. Fro:;:l the high 3 tempt to restore Lis fallen fortunes. The ruin
places to which we had arisen, suddenly were § was hopcless, for he had no st th t i
we cast down.  How quickly di(i old friezyds re- § again. g ’ rength to build
cede. We went back into obs.curity, and few} After another decade of years, filling up the
coull find us out. i One never did; and thn‘t was ¢ number to three score and ten, let us sce how
:in\hwqrdb f’o;r:,llerl\’; It !lvl::sfu sad cxpcr:;:nce {it is with Mr. Ringstrom, if all is coming out
ot ber; but oh, how blessed! for it stripped the } rlght Ile is an old man now, with snowy
fulse exterior from the one she loved, and she i white hair, and form bent from its fine erect-
!U:nf»l from the real man with a shudder of re- : ness. This plain little house, with its small,
pulsicn. L well-kept garden, is his home. How different
“How is it with Ellen, now? Have we not { from the elegant mansion that he dwelt in ten
cause to bless the calamity that saved her? } years ago! A few rods distant stands the splen-
Has it not all come out right?”’ } did residence of a retired merchant, whose days
“I.’never could see that she had done so very } are also falling into the *“sere and yellow leaf.”
well,” was the moody' answer of.Mrs. Ridg- } The one has been crowned with successes; the
stroo. *Her husband is poor, and likcly always } other with misfortunes. Whatever the hand of
to remain po?r."' ) § one was laid upon, had turned to gold; whatever
“But she is rich in the love of a true, good N the other’'s hand was laid upon, had turned to
n.nn: rich and happy. Not done well? Grace! ) dross. And now, in their old age, 8s in the
(-raclel! H};lw canf {]O‘]ll speak so? If I were § earlier period of their lives, they stand near to-
worth a million of dollars, and she the wife of } gether, but as different in character as in ex-
that abandoned, unprincipled Ilayward, could ternal ,condmon
my riches ease her heart- ac.hc? No! And so} {  For all his successes, nothing has come out
I eay. thank Gf)d for the misfortune that made : : right with the rich old man. Ilis children have
l;«;r a (I:nppy wxf: !f Lo;allt{ atl Alice Grand, and S not taken honorable places in society, as uscful,
ara Carter. ato like theirs was in store }intelligent men and women. They are discon-
for onr child, when trouble gathered like a cloud tented idlers, and wasting spendthrifts; and, in
around ug, and hid her from the destroyer's ~. consequcnco of this, there is constant strife be-
e,ve" " ) § tween them and their father, who, as he grows
We see the hand of Providence in the events ; older, grows less patient with everything not in
ofdour hjes only u.flcr the'evcnls have passed, g accordance with his views and feelings. Ilaving
3'111 Te .\m;v tln'ehm in rel;)mfm 113 other cvcnt_:!. ; no‘emp‘loymcnt, after long years of a bns_y",
i ‘m v is he who can have faith that all is? active life, and no taste for reading or art, his
right: all for the best; even while'the darkness  mind beats about restlessly all the while, hurt-
ivaround him, and the cup of sorrow at his lips. § mg itself against the narrow walls of the prison
In this last misfortune that wrecked again the { he has been building for it since early manhood,
earthly hopes of Mr. Ringstrom was a ministra- 3 and from which it cannot get free. All day he
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6 "HER LIFE WAS BUT BRIEF.
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moves about with g restless manner, and a dns-
contented face; or sits for long periods in moody :
silence: and half the night he sizhs on a sleep-
less pillow. Life is a burden. He takes no
interest in anything or anybody out of his own
narrow circle; and in this there is not a single §
agreeable aspect. What compensation does he
find in his luxurious home, and its ample, richly-
cultivated grounds? The starving mind will not
draw healthy nutrition from these; nay, it turns
from them in loathing.

If this i8 coming out all right, as the consum-
mation of a man’s life in this world, then is life { its rough places and difficult ascents.”
indeed a failure. But there is a coming out! Not so clear-secing, not so submissive to the
right in a different and higher sense; and it was { Divine Will was Mrs. Ringstrom. Yet, even her
in this different sense that Adam Ringstrom had } { dim eyes were growing clearer, and she could

see Mow, dmt my honrt would lm\o rcstcd in
B ! them as the greatest good, letting go my hold
Y on the more substantial things of heaven; and
"just in the degree that I had done so, just in
the degree that I had turned myself away from
spiritual good, to eat the chaff of nature, woull
¢TI have been unhappy. Once, I called my fail-
5 ures and losses misfortunes; now I see them to
¢ have been disguised blessings from the hand of
UGod. TItisallright, sir. Al right, so far as T
? am concerned: and I bless the Wisdom that maie
t my path, and the Iland that led me safely along

N
2

e

come out right. Ile dild not gain ease and com-
petence for his declining years, but something
better: the privilege (some would say necessity,
for 8o it scemed, looking from the outside) of
being usefully employed as a means of provid-
ing for the body's needs. In this employment,
which did not tax him to weariness, his mind
found a resting-place, to which it could return

and quictly repose for a scason, and then lift ;

POV PV VIRV YIS

see, as carth lights grew feebler, and her mind
gained some degree of spiritual perception, that
lier husband’s steady faith had not been mocked.

“I think,” she said, one day, after a call at
their rich neighbor's; a call more of charity
than friendship, for trouble had fallen there.
«I think a morc wretched family I have never
seen.  There is no mutual affection; no sym-
pathy, even, one for the other, in suffering: no

itself again, and pass into tranquil regions,
where light from a sun, not of this world, filled |
all the crystal air with heavenly brightness. }
And as year after year made white his head, }
and duller the lustre of his eyes, hopes, and «1t might be larger, and more richly attived.
fruitions, and sweet experiences were born in? ! ' Grace,” answered her husband, “but I am sure
his soul, and the peace of God that passeth all 2 it could not be & happier home. He knows best.
understanding was laid upon it. 3 I knew it would all come out right, and the right
“I am sorry to find you thus, in your old ; grows plainer every day.”
age,”’ said a former business acquaintance, Mrs. Ringztrom did not, by look, or word, or
alluding to his poverty. gesture even, say “No,” as in times past, to
“It is all right,” was the smiling answer. } this sentiment; for her cyes were getting clearer
«All right, my friend, and I would not that it 5 also, and she was beginning to see beyond the
were otherwise. He,” and he raised his thin ( veil of time into that world, where, for the rich
finger upward, “knows best. If I could have } in that faith which is made vital by good deedx,
had my own way, I would have surrounded my- * there are mansions whose gplendor no earthly
self with carthly riches. But e saw what I palace can approach.

chnlnl strength; no looking away and beyond
{ the hard present; no reaching out of the nar-
yrow circle of self. Why, Adam!” and her face
{ brightened, ¢“our homo is a paradise.”

vrre
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HER LIFE WAS BUT BRIEF.

BY WILLIAM LINN KEESE.

TR life was but Lrief—but her tenderness clings
In the depths of our memories yot;
Time bears the remembrance afar on his wings, R
But 'tis not in our souls to forget. {
He bears it away to tho uttermost clime, N
Until years are forgotten in y ears—
But hearts, fleeter far than the pinicens of Time,
Float it Lack ofi a river of tears, s

HNer life was but brief—yet the soul never strays
When the angel records it a prize—

Like an exquisite star which falle down a8 we jraze,
She died While we lovked in her eyes.

She waves her white hand from the infinito sphere
Far away from the world aud its cure—

ALY <l not to think “tic farewell to us hers,
DBut remember,who welcomes her therel
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PRINCESS ROYAL BODY.

BY EMILY H. MAY.

FRONT OF PRINCEES ROYAL BODY.

BACK OF PRINCESS ROYAL BODY.

Tre very elegant Body of which we give a i without the aid of a mantua-maker, can make
front and back view, will be universally adopted ; one for herself.
for muslin robes for balls, &c. It is a square 3 No. 1. Froxt.
baby’s body, made full back and front. In{ No.2. Back.
Paris it is worn without a chemiset’e. This, of { To cnlarge the pattern, from these diagrams,
course, is a matter of taste with the wearer.  }to the full size required, take a picce of news-
We give also diagrams, on the next page, by | paper, or, if equally convenient, plain white or
which _t_% cut out the body, so that any lady, ; brown paper, of the size you suppose to be
7
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BRIDAL PINCUSHION. 79
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DIAGRAMS OF PRINCESS ROYAL DODY.

Decessary, taking care that it shall be large { at a sightly obtuse angle (the exact angle can
enough. Then draw the bottom line of No. 1, g be transferred from the diagram) eight inches
eleven and a half inches long, as marked in the } long. And so on till the whole is finished.
diagram. Next draw, at right angles, the left é Afterward enlarge No. 2 in the same way: then
side, tyelve inches high. Next, the right side, é cut out by the enlarged pattern.
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BRIDAL PINCUSHION.

BY MADEMOISELLE ROCHE.

Tre materials of which this beautiful Pin- seach of its quarters before commencing the
cushion is formed must be either white satin } beadwork. Having completed the four divi-
or white watered silk, and two sorts of small { sions of the wreath, make the four flowers, and
beads. Commence by cutting a strip of card- ; attach them in their respective places. A row
board two inches wide and fifteen inches long; {of larger beads may or may not be carried
form this into o ring, and cover it with the } through the centre of this leaf-work, according
satin well stretched. Then take some of the : to taste; but if the stitches which fasten down
fine wire used for making artificial flowers, and } the wire should happen to show, it will be an
fome small beads, and thread a sufficient length } advantage to insert them. This being done, a
80 form a loop or leaf. Fasten this down at} round cushion of white calico or linen must be
1s stalk end with a few stitches, and thread § made to fit the interior of the circle, and raised
8 second loop of the different beads as much sup ia tho inside, and a round of cardboard sewn
smaller as will allow of its being placed within Yin for the bottom. All this being done, another
“‘f first, 0 a8 to form a double loop. Continue } round of cardboard must be taken for the stand,
this in the way shown in the engraving, until { sufficiently large for the pincushion to be placed
A'nuﬂ'ncient length is done for one-quarter of the {in the centre, and leave two inches clear, all
circle, which must have had a mark placed on cPound, on which a similar row of lcaves and
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PURSE IN CROCHET.

BY MRSB. JANE WEAVER.

Wk give an engraving of & new and pretty
purse, to be crocheted with gold thread. An-

rrr
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i nexed is the pattern for the bottom. Below is
{ the side. They are to be crocheted together,
tand the purse finished with tassels. These
{ purses, made in gold, are all the rage this
§ winter.

-

oo

THE BERLIN WOOL-WORK PATTERN.

BY MRSB. JANE WEAVER,

:m' Pattern, go elegnnt in design and color, 3 which should be mounted with a broad steel
0d altogether the most costly affair of the kind } clasp and steel chain. It should be worked in

S7¢ got up in America, is intended for a bag, 3 very bright wools, and, in sclecting the shades,
Vor. XXXIX._¢ 81
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82 ALPHABET FOR MARKING.
care must be taken that they arc all very dis- ¢ effect. Worked on coarse canvas, in double
tinct, and the colors dissimilar. It may be wool, it would answer for the bottom of a chair,
grounded in any color that the worker may { by extending the grounding on the four sides
prefer; for instance, maize, white, or even a { to the size required.

beautiful light-blue, would have a very good§

NSPP NS PP LILCCPL PP L L £ 2 PP PP P P PS5 5P 25 5 5 55 PP P AP0

ALPHABET FOR MARKING.




VELVET PORTMONNAIE.

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER,

W give, above, an engraving of a new port- ¢ horizontal stripes are made ‘by sewing gold
monnaie, full-size, to be dome in green velvet ; braid over the diathonds. Many might prefer
aud gold braid. Lay the gold braid in dia- | the portmonnaie without these horizontal lines.

?‘“dsy as geen in the engraving, sewing a small ¢ Send it to a portmonnaie manufacturer to make
Jet bead at the points of the diamonds. The 5 up.

LADYS WORK-BAG.

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

Wl gi“' 'bove’

of Work.Bag, 1o an engraving of a new style ! light-blue, dark-blue, and yellow floes silk.

be done in Berlin wool, in § The ground-work is light-blue, the diamonds
88
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36 ' PINCUSHION IN CROCHET.

O PP AN P NP AP AT £ £ P2 5 o

larger 80 as to allow for the seams; cut the
centre-piece of green velvet, and lay it on the
blue silk, as in the design, covering the edges
with the gold braids. The four stars, in this
centre-piece, are to be as follows: the top and
bottom ones of black velvet, and the two side
ones of red velvet: and they are put on in the
same manner as the centre-piece itself. The
gold thread is now to be laid across, in dia-
monds, and fastened on the under side: and the
smaller sized jet beads are to be sewn on, at the
points of the diamonds: the larger sized jet
beads to be sewn in the centro of the stars.
The four corner patterns, outside of the centre-
piece, are of red velvet, and are braided, on the
edges, with the gold braid. The two stars on
the outside of the centre-piece, and the patterns
at the top and bottom, are of black velvet,
braided like the corner-pieces, and finished with
beads. The whole is now to be sewed on the
pasteboard. Make two sides in this manner.
{ Put them together with a piece of velvet ribbon,
Ebonnet width; line the bag with silk; and finish
velvet; a spool of gold braid; a spool of gold § with cord and tassels. This pocket is worn at
thread; and two sizes of black beads. % the waist, being attached to the belt, as seen in
Cut a piece of pasteboard of the size of the { one of the full-page fashion figures (the sitting
full-size pattern; and the sky-blue silk a little } one) given in the front of the number.

. Yy rA.

PINCUSHION IN CROCHET.

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

Tms is to be worked in different shades of { white. We give part of the top. It is easy
pink, a8 seen by the marks, interspersed with ; enough even for beginners.



DRAMATIC: AN ACTING CHARADE.

BY 8. ANKIE FROSBT, AUTHOR OF

“PARLOR CHARADRERS AXD PROVERBS.”

CHARACTERS.

Marston Haynmes, a stage-struck poet—John Curroll, a %
wealthy merchant—Nellie, Mr. Carroll’s daughter— Maggye,
Nellic's maid and confidante—Jerry, Mr. Haynes' servant.

SCENE I.—DRAMA.

Scene. —Mr. Carroll's parlor.

Curtain rises—Discovering Nellie seated at a table, with
@ large book open before her. Mr. Carroll, a handkerchi¢f
over Ais face, asleep before the fire.

NmLre—( R g in a dr )

*Come, gentle night! come, loving, black-brow’d night;
Give me my Romeo! and, when he shall dio,
Take him and cut him out in littlo stars.”
Ma. CarRoLL.—(Moving uneasily.)—Eh? What?
Nguuz.—Nothing, father; I was only reading.
“Sleep on! B8leep dwell upon thine eyes.”

M. CarROLL.—( It @ sleepy, cross tone.)—How can anybody
deep when you keep np such a chattering?

Nrwux.—(In a tragic tore.)—I am dumb!

Mz, CarroLL.—For mercy’s sake stay #o then.

Newe—To hear is to obey. (Silence for a moment, then
Ndlic reads, at first in an under tone, but gradually get-
ting louder.)

“0h! brawling love! Oh! loving hate!

Oh! anything of nothing grst create!

Oh! heavy lightness—serious vanity!

Misshapen chaos of well seeming forms!

Feather of lead, (very loud.) bright smoke, cold fire.”

Ma. CarroLL.—( Startiug up.)—Fire! Where? Fire! Fire!

Neiue.—What is the matter?

Mz. CazroLr.—I thought some one shonted fire.

Newe—It was 1! I was reading this glorious drama.

Mz, CammorL.—You are always reading some glorious 3
dnama! Glorious fiddlesticks! You had botter bo learning §
to make bread. I will go to the library and seo if sleep 1s
pomible there. Exzxit.

Noiug.—What a hard fate is mine! Tho only child of a }
man wealthy and aristocratic; thero ia no opening for my :'.
talents. Ah! for poverty. Then could I tread tho bourds, s
and sway the souls of listening multitudes. What tield 8o &
glorious as that the drama offers? But I alas! have no }
socarion to exert myself, no symputhizing soul to share my
transports or anguish. None! Iam wrong. Marston! e,
o, worehips the drama. My own Marston!

MARSTON.— Beluind the scones.)

It ie my soul that calls upon my name!”
Enter Marston.

N —Oh! Marston, how imprudent you arel My
father has just left the room, and you know how augry he
would be to find you here,

Marsrox.—I have Leen in the hall, hidden behind a cloak 3
e the hat-rack, for twu hours, waiting for him to leave the
oo ;

Nmux.—ow romantic! Oh! Marston, T am s0 glad you §
are poor | N

Mansrox.—Thank you!
pathize in the sentiment.

Nrus.—If you were rich, father would probably quietly
ecmasent to our marriage, and we would have a hum-drum
wedding, take & month’s journey, and settle quietly down N
Just like the rest of the world. But now an elopement, §
rope-ladder—

Axs 20,
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I cannot, howerer, exactly sym-

MarsToN.—Is that necessary?

NELLIE—N y! It is delicions! If there is no rope-
ladder, I refusc to clope. Why think of the romance, Mars-
ton? It will be exactly like a scene from & drama.

MarsTON.—Be it a8 you will. Anything to call you mine!

Enter Maggse.

Maaeie.—Oh! Miss Nellie—Lor! Mr. Marston, are yow
here? Why, Mr. @arroll is just acoming in here.

NrLLIE.—( Dramatically.}—We are lost!

MAarsTON.—Not until I am found. Aln't there a closet?

MAGGIE~—No. Got in here, under the table. (Marston
hides under table.)

NeLuie.—Oh | how my heart beats with terror.

MaGeie.—Goody! IIow I palpitates!

Enter Mr. Carroll.

MR. CArrOLL.—Nellie, got your bonnet. I want you to ge
with mo to call upon Mrs. Judson.

NrLue.—Today, Papa? I cannot. T have a head-ache!
T toro my best dress! I can’t make a call in an old bonnet!
I havo some work to finish——

MR. CARROLL.—Is that all? Come, no excures. Run and
get ready. Why, this morning you were wild to go, be-
cause I told you the lady was literury.

NeLuE.—But, papa, I want to finish something. .

MR. CaRROLL—(Surcastically.)—A new drama, probably.

NreLuie.—Yes, “The Unrelenting Parent; or, The Dis-
tressed Lovers.”

MRe. CARROLL.—Nonsense! Your head runs etcrnally on
the play.

Nrerue.—Dou't say play, dear papa, it is so borridly vul-
gar. Say drama.

Mr. CARROLL.—AT0 you going with me?

NEerLie.—To-morrow, dear papa.

MRg. Carroru.—Well, I'll not insist now, but remember 1
shall certainly expect you to go to-morrow.

Exit Mr. Carrold.

NrLuie.—Come forth, my prisoner.

MarstoN.—{Crecping out.)—That i3 & particularly on-
comfortable table,

Nirug.—Caa you not bear a little inconvenience for my

suke? Enter Mr. Carroll.
MR. CarrorL.—I forgot my cane. Hey dey! Who are
you, &ir!

NELLIE.—Tt is a fricnd of mine, father, Mr. John Jones.
Mg. Cargorl.—Don't fit, Nellie. Mr. Haynes, 1 belicve T
have already intimated to you thut I prefer meeting yvw
outside of my house.
Niiuie.—Dear father, do not reproach him.
MaustoN.—{ Gloomily.)—Do mnot speak, Eleanor.
bear my fate.
NeLLie.—( Kneeling.}—Spare him, father! Sce, I kneel
with tears to implore his pardon.
Mn. CARROLL.—Get up, you idiot! Are you insano!?
NrLLik.—(/n a very tragic tone, with much gesture.)
«Mad! Mad! Ay, thatitis! Ay, thatitisl
I¢’t to bo mad, to speak, to move, to gaze,
But not know how, or why, or whonce, or where?
To eco that there are faces all around mo,
Floating within a dim, discolored haze,
Yet havo distinction, vision but for one?
Oh! I am mad—wildly, intensely mad|™
Mz. CaxroLL—Upon my word I think you ug1

1 can
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AN ACTING
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MARSTON.—A mere quotation, sir. Fazio!

MR. CARROLL.—What?

MarsToN.—Fazio, a drama.

MR. CARROLL—Drama! Do not mention the word agnin.
I hear nothing else from morning till night. 1 have
tragedy for dinner, comedy for breakfast, farce for supper.
Nellio go to your room. (To Maggiec.) You go with her.

NELLIE—( To Marston.)—For a short period, farewell !

Manston.—Stay! I will go! Mr. Carroll, good duy, sir.
Nellie, farewell! farewell! Erit Marston.

MR. CarroLr.—A stagestruck puppy, without brains
enough to keep himself from etarving.

NELLIE—~(Sadly.)—Gone! Oh! Marston.

¢Think how long the time will be
To these eyes thut weep for thee!”

MRr. CarroLL—(Sarcastically,)—That, I presume, is an-
other quotution, from another drama. Remember T will
have no more visits from that John Jones. I will go tell
the servants not to admit him. Erit.

NevLre.—Maggie, get your bonnet, now, to take & note
from nie to Marston. No course is left us now but flight.
Quick, Maggie.

MagGie.—I'll be ready in five minutes.  E:it Maggie.

Nellie sits down to the table to write.
Curtain falls.
BCENE II.—TICK.

Scene—Mr. Marston Haynes' room. Upon a table are
Joils, books, pens, ink, and paper, @ number of bills unre-
ccipted.  The whole room wears a disorderly look.

Curtuin rises—Discovering Marston shalking a coat, and
Jerry on his knees picking up books and papers from the
Sloor.

MirstoN.—Come, Jerry, get me my hat and cloak. What
time ix jt?

JERRY.—8ure. &ir, its cleven jist.

MAaRsTON.—A whole hour yet before the time set for our
elopement.  Jerry, you are sure you understood all my
directions?

Jerry.—TIndade, kir, T did. Tt's to buy new furniture for
the room I am, and a new carpet, which won't come, sure,
before it's wanted, and I'm to bave ull ready & week from
to-day.

ManrstoN.—When I shall return with my bride from our
wedding tour, (Aside) My pawned watch and studs must
pay the expenses of the trip.

JeRRY.—Mr. Haynes, T'1l have eversthing beautiful; but
sure there's one thing you have forgot.

MARsTON.—Oh! tho curtains! Be sure you remember
them.

JerRY.—Sure, sir, it ain’t the noew curtains that’s on my
mind.

MarstoN.—Nor on my windows. Oh! T know, Jerry. T
forgot 1y gise you particulrr directions about the delicate
repust my love must find prepared.

Jerry.—As ye plaise, sir, it's niver a bit o’ that elther.

MARsTON.—Out with it, then. Jerry. What i« it?

Jrruy.—It's the money, sir. Niver a cent have you given
me for all the new things, sure,

MarstoN.—Money! Filthy lucre!

-Jerry.—It may be filthy, sir; but it's mighty convanient
“intirely.

Mar>TON.—8o, it is the money that has weighed on your
mind?

JERRY.—AY. #ir, heavier than it weigha on my pocket.

MaRrsToN.—Jerry, you must procure these articles with-
out mouey.

Jerky.—Sure, gir, how'll T do it?

MARsTOXY.—You must get them, Jerry, upon tick.

JERRY.—What's that, éir? Sure I never heard of it afore
this Llessed day.

MaRrsToN.—Tick, Jerry, tick is the synonym for credit.

JERRY.—Sure, #ir. i« it that same?

ManstoN.—You will tell the store-kcepers that your
master has just wmarried an heiress, an only child, with
plenty of money coming from a rich father, (aside.) who is
willing to forgive her, (aloud,) and say that all Lills will be
paid when 1 return.

JerRRY.—And is that tick? Sure your honor has been
liviug on it for sometime. (Pointing to the bills.)

MagrstoN.—True, Jerry. too true. Never mind, when my
great poem is finished. fortune’s tides will turn, and then,
Jerry. we will bid farewell to poverty—

JERRY.—And tick!

MarsToN.—Tt is time T left. The appointed hour draws
nigh. Remember my directions, Jerry. (In a dramatic
munner.) Now, Mar«ton, now for Eleanor and love. Erit.

JERRY.—(ivod-by. Good luck to yees both. (Imitating
Marston.) Now, Jerry, now, for furniture on tick! FExrit.

Curtain falls.

SCENE ITI.—DRAMATIC.

Scene.—Sume as sceae 1.

Enter Maggie and Jerry.

MuaGie.—So that is the reason the rooms were not re-
furni-hed.

Jrrky.—Dade an’ it is. Niver a hit of furniture conld I
et without the mumey down: an’, when I mentioned
listher Marston's wifo. didn’t they tell me that was an old
dodge, an’ T couldn’t come it over them.

MaGGie.—Miss Nellie iv a bad wife for & poor man. Ttis
twelvo o'clock. and she ain't out of her reom yet.

NeLue.—(Calling from behind the scene.—Maggic! Mag-
gie!

Macare.—Coming. mum!

JERRY.—( Ttk ing a Icttcr from his packet.}—Here. Magyie,
give this to Mrs. Haynea. I must go down town of an
errand. Good day to yo, darlint. Tuke this (kicses her) an’
my blersing. Exit, stnging Itory O Moore.

NELLIE—(Culling again.}—Magzie! Maggice!

MAiGGIE.—I'm coming, mum! 1 wonder what'a in this
letter? (Tries to perp.) Enter Nellie.

MaGGIE.—T gues« it's from Mr. Carroll.

NELLIE—Why don't you come when I call fou?

Maaaie.—( Handing the lettor.}—1 was just secing if this
was dirceted to you or Mr. Haynes, mum.

NELLIE.—Go into my room, und lay out my honnet anmd
cloak. T may go ont, ; Exit Maggie,

NELLIE— Oprning the letter }—From papa! (Reads) How
provoking! Was there ever an unfurtunate girl 8o perre-
cuted as I am?  Hero is papa writing to forgive us.  Says
my letter was #o pathetic he cannot refuse his pardon for
my disobedience. Of course T had to write a penitent letter,
but it is too absurd for him to forgive ns,  Just as Marston
and T had made cur arrangements for geing upon the «tage.
Were to call together, this morning, upon the manager of
the Walnut Strect Theatre. We are rure to succeed. Ntop!
I have it. Thix letter mever reaclhed me. Marston shall
know nothing about it. and we vill call.  (Tears the letter,
and throws the picces intn the fire.) Enter Marston.

MAarsToN.—tiood moruing, love.

NELLIE.—Where have you been, Marston?

MarstoX.—Why, I am accustomed to carly rising, Nellie,
and I have been out attending to xome business.  (Aside.)
Selling my seal ring to buy the dinner. (dloud.) No let-
ter from your father?

NELLIE.—It may come to-morrow, Marston.

MigrsTON.—The stage seems now our only hope. Your
father would surcly have answered before this, had he in-
tended to forgive us,

NrLur.~—I think so! Are you prepared for onr interview
with the manager, or shall we rehearse soe scenes hefore
we ktart?

MaraToN.—We will rohearwe now, if you are willing.

R
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Nzuue —(Dramatically.}—Willing! Eager!

MarsToN.—I shall first give him the interview between

Hamlet and his father's ghost. Enter Jerry.

MarsTON.—And, in good time, here comes the ghost.
Jmry.—Where? Let me go. (Starts to run.)
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JERRY.—(Opening his arms.)—Muggiol

3 My Maggie!

y Miaoiz.—(Rushing into Jerry's arms.)—Ah! that voice.
{3  MarsTON.—(Kissing Nellie.)—My lovo! My sweectest one!
3 Speak! Look upon me.

$  JErRY.—(Kissing Maggic)—Arrah, Mavourneen. Spake.

Mawstox.—Jerry, stay here. Mrs. Haynes and T wish to 3 1ook this way.

rehearse a few scencs. (Calling.) Maggie! Enter Maggie.

Mamston.—You and Maggie will assist us. First, I am
Hamlet; you, Jerry, are my father’s ghost.

JImRY.—AvV ye plage, sir, I'd rather be the gentleman. I
mever was a ghost, sir.

MaxstoN.—Mrs. Haynes will tell you what to say. Now!
8tand there! (Striking an attitude, and speaking, with
muck gesture, to Jerry.) “Whither wilt thou lead me? 3
Speak! T'll go no further.”

Jrery.—Sure. sir, I don’t want you to.

NXzwue—Jerry. say, “ Mark me!”

Jrxrr.—Arrah then, I don’t want to be marked.

Nmux.—Say it

Jmxr.—Oh! very well.

Mapston.—= 1 will!”

Kawue.—(To Jerry.)

“ My hour is almost come
When T to sulphurous and tormenting flames
Must render up myself.”

Miac1e.—Oh! Lor, mum!
dope?

Nnure—Jerry, that is your next speech.

JImer.— Av ye plaze, T don’t exactly like the scntiment.

MaesTox.—Oh! botheration. Who can be inspired under )
there circumstances?

Nnue.—8uppoee wo try a scene from your play.

MagstoN.—* The Languishing Lovers?” Well, we will.
Jerty, you etand there; you are the willow tree, behind
which Orlando listens to the outpourings of Constantia's
wal  You. Magygie, are Clarinda, Constantia’s confidante.
Now! (tuws behind Jerry) Are you ready? Begin.

Nnue—( To MNuggie.)—“Give me thine ear—-

MiGGir.—Lor, mum, what do you want with it?®

NetLiE—Do not interrupt me.
®Give me thine ear, Clarinda, whilst T tell
The story of my love: 'Twas on & Summer’s eve
I sat benenth the whispering cedars, whilst the lark
Poured f.rth his tuneful melodies. Sudden before me rose
A form. nure, more than mortal.”

Micaiz.—Land, mum, wasn't you skeered?

Noue—(Not heeding her.)—"Twas he! Orlando!
Orlando!

Marsrox.—( Rushing forward suddenly, and knocking §
Jerry dowen.)—( tin! My Constantial (Nellie rushes ¢
o Marstun, fuints, and falls upon the floor.)

Nouse— Rising, in an indignant voice.)—Why didn’t
you catch me?

Jrxar.— Rising ton.)—And me.

MareroN.—( To Nellie.)—You came forward too quickly.
Try it again. «C. My C {al” (Opens his
erms.)

Nore.—({ Ruching at him violently.)—* Ah! that voice!”
(Paints. Marston staggers, falls on one knee, letting Nellie
dip o the ground.)

Mastox.—Mercy, Nell, how heavy you are!

Nruuz.—( Rising.)—Wo must learn to faint properly. Try
it once more.  For pity's sake don't let me fall again.

Marerox.—(Stinding with open arms.)—Constantia!
My Constantia!

NrLute.— i Standing opposite.)—Ah! that volco.” (Boh
rwsh forwird together, miss each other. Marston fall:
against Jcrry, and Nellic runs against the wall.)

Marwrox.—Onco more! Turn your face this way. (Opens }

Ais arms.  N-llie walks slowly across the yoom and faints
inte Marstow’s arms.)

“Mark me!”

‘What bave you been and

My

ial

NELLIE.—(In a feeble voice.)—Orlando. Oh! bliss unut-

2 terable! (Fuaints again.)
Magaie.—Be done wid yer blarney.
¢ Marsron.—Bhe faints! She dies! Darling, look up!
Enter Mr. Carroll.
3 Mz. CarRoLL—Are you all deaf?! I’ve rung four times.
§ (Marston, Nellie, Jerry, and Maggie, all stand erect, and
S 2 speak at once.)

MarstoN.—Mr. Carroll.

NELLIE—Papal

MaaGIE.—The ould gentlgman!

JerRY.—Who in the world’s that?

MR. CARROLL.—What are you doing? What does all this
mean?

NEeLLIR.—We were rehearving.

MR, CARROLL.—Nonscnse! As a married woman I hoped
\ you had dropped all this nonscnse. Mr. Haynes, as you are
{ now my daughter’s husband, I trust you will aid me in the
3 endoavor to correct this exaggerated taste for dramatic ex-
{ hibitions.

MagsroN.—(@loomily.)—We must go upon the stage, or

{ starve.
3 Mgz, CARROLL.—(Good-naturedly.)—Nonsense! For the
§ present you will come home with me,and then we will dis_
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Mnsro.v.—( Taking Mr. Carroll's hand.)—I feel ashamed,
sir, to have ever deceived so noble a nature. Forgive me!
My future life will prove my sorrow.

NeLuie.—(Dramatically, taking Mr. Carroll's other hand.)
{ —Forgive us both. (Kneels. Marston also kneels.)
MARrsTON.—Bless our union, father. (Jerry and Maggis
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JERRY.—And ours, too, av ye plasc. Curtain falls.
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EDITOR’S TABLE.

EDITORIAL CHIT-CHIAT.

THE LAST TiIME.—You remcember him, do you not? What
a fine-looking fellow he was, and not a bit spoiled by col-
lego lifel Heo bade you a pleasant ¢ good morning™ and went
away with a smile on his lips. There was nothing unusual
{n his manner—he was always tender and gentle, always
respectiul and aflectionate. e galloped from the door, his
bright curls nodding, bis fine form erect; and proud seemed
the milk-white horse of his handsome burden.

Alas! it was his ride to death, That * good morning”—
that happy. sunny smile were his last—and who dreamed
it might be so?

Now, how we linger on the recollection of that voice!
How we strive to think there was some look, some tone
more tender than usuall  How we press the hot, throbbing
temnples as we cry, “0Oh! that I had known I should never
so¢ him again!” But vain the wild wish; it jars against
the doors of the sepulchre.

Mary! the sweet home flower,

We sce her now, standing with a half-mournful, half-be-
wildered look on the platform of the crowded cars.  Some-
body jested with her upon the possibility of her obtaining
8 goit because she was young and handsome.  As shie en-
tored. she turned once, and a swilo broke liko a sunbeam
over her bright face.

*May she have a happy journey!” said we, “sho is going
to her bridal.  One waits for her, with love and impatience,
a few miles from here, and they will both be home to-mor-
row.””  What a bright, beautiful glance sho gave us! as if
all tho brightneas and Leauty of her maidenhood conibined
to make the last recollection of Mary glorious to remem-
ber. It was the lust. for soon a fearful sound shocked the
ear. A cloud of dust and cinders, fire and broken wood—a
heavy plunge—a cry of mental agony—and where was
Mary? Dead! under the ice of the river—and when they
brouzht her forth, the strange, mournful, uncertain look
that first clomded her young face, rested there now; but
tho smile! that is imperishable while we live, for it was
her Lust.

He had been ill, but was botter now. How glad you
were as you took his cocl hand i yonrs and felt the tem-
porate beat of the pulse!  Ilis <mile was yot languid, his
speech fuint, The dark locks hung listiess over his brow,
on which disease had traced blucr veins and paler tints:
but he was better. The dector wnid so, the nurse said so;
ho bimaelf murmnred. T am botter,” S0 you parted from
him with a light heart, leoking Lack Lefore you closed the
door, to add some word of wivice, The white face answered
your glance cageriy; the large eyes—you will never firget
their soul-language white ¥y wi hive—it recurs again and
again. It is painted on the walls of nizht in fadcless colors;
it was the last time—the last loving, life-look—and how
you will treazure it!

That laugh!

It sounds over the bridie of death till its arches ring
again. In that familiar attitude he 9lwd. one hand on the
murble frame of the fire-place, one foot crossed over the
other, his head thrown buck, his brown lecks shaken by
the jubilant glee to which the whole frame danced.  You
thouzlit what a happy, jovial, handsome fellow ho wasl
full of life and wit—rouaring his jokes, telling his capital
storics, making mother, sister, and wife proud of his beauty,
his geniality, his love, And you knew that with all his
jollity he waq gentle as the lumb, true as steel, reverent
toward a.l'logood, pure-hiearted. Your ploasure grow as you

1

¢ eaw him in his young manhood, laughing the beantifal
{ laugh of innucent hilarity.  You left him still in the midst
3 of his jesting—you thought of his merry eye even till the
day following; and, at its close. a shock came that you will
never forget. Tho evening paper lying damp on your kneo
secmed suddenly wet with the dews of the gruve. There
it was in capital letters—great disaster—eteambaat explo-
sion—names of the killed and wounded—Ais name heading
the list. In vain you tried to think it a dream—could he
be dead?—that beautiful creature!—the hope of 8o many
hearts!—the pride of so many eyes!

You go shrinkingly to his home—if proof had been want-
ing, there it is—wild posture, shricking sorrow, and dumb
and tearless grief,

Who does not remember some last look? The aged man,
pillowed on his chair, his eyes following lanzuidly the
object of his dearest love.  The mother wrestling with the
: anguish of bLidding her babes farewell. The brother, un-
folding new plans for life, even till the death-grasp is on
his vitals. The sister, frail as a beautiful flower, and fuding
as surely. The wife, lingering long on the brink, whileo the
golden cord of carthly love unwinds with every slow pulsa
tion of the dying heart. The husband, with eyes fastened
upon the face that has bent over him with ccaxcless solick
tude, and whose tears cool tho hot fever of the brain.  The
little babe, helpless as the violet crushed by a carcless fout.
We have all keen the last lovk in sume of these; for what
would we exchange the memory? How we dwell upon it!
and the eyes, long clused and sealed in the slumber of the
grave, beam with fresh lustre as we think. Tho lips press
ours aguin—the smile brightens the lovely face.  Lightly
rings the laugh through our soul’s winding-places—softly
echo the words of endearment, thrilling with the charm of
old, and wo lovo to preface every montivn of the lost with
the words,

“The last time I gaw him.”
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Br CuEsRFUL.—Alwaya be cheerful. Nobody ever gains
anything by desponding. 1t is astonishing how difliculties
disappear beforo a sunshiny disposition.  You think yoar
own troubles aro the most serious in the world, but if yow
knew all the secrets of your next door nei:bor. you would
find that there was care, and sorrow, and disappointinens
there also. Truo courage consixts in overcoming duiicuk
ties, not in being overcome by thew. Not only your own
happiness, but that of your houschold also, depends an your
being cheerful. Weleome your husbuaud home with smiies.
He has his own troubles, at that Jfiice, store, or waik-shop
of his. If he does not bring them home, but mantully -pares
you the annoyanco of them, imitate his example and keep
your own to yourself. If he comes to you, worn out by
them. for gympathy, or repose, or counsel, be clicerful, and
#0 reinvigorate him for the arducus battle of life. A cheer-
ful home makes good-tempered children, for exawple is
alwuys better than precept.  Always bo cheerfull

Our CoLoRED BrRLIN ParrerN.—We think wo may say
that this is the most superb pattern, as it is altogether the
most costly oue, ever published in any mmazine. Jt ds
printed in no less than twelve colors.  Remember, no other
Amcrican periodical gives theso patterns (thuy printed in
colors) at all. Next month, we shall publi-h a pattern,
ontirely diffcrent. in style, but quite as splendid and costly.
Through the entire year, 1561, we shull have a Lrilliant
succession of pattorns.

NN L LG L PP LT o P LPIL LI LELPIPEL LS LS s £ d D0 5 3b LGP EL LG PPt b £ 8 PP IS5 I b o= b Fdl PP o P PP 5 .



P s .

REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 91

A A AR AN LA AR S PN PN 5 £ NP £ P N PP PN PP 5 P PP PP PPN P PN £ N £ £ PPN AN

¢PrrFreaox” poR 1801 —Brrrsa TEAN Evie.—On thas Our PrExIUM ENGRAVING YOoR CLUBS.—Our old friends
oover, this mouth. will be found our Prospectus for 1861. % know that we do not give people premiums for subscribing
Every year's expericnce teaches us how to do better for { to “Peterson.” We hLold that every subacriber gots his or
our subscribers: while the continual ‘increase in our cir- % her money's worth in the Magazine. But we have always
culation enables us to afford costlier and still costlier { made a practice to give a preinium to anybody getting up
stirictions.  Hence it is that we make no idle boast in g a club. The premium for 1861, is, we think, the most de-
mying that * Peterson™ has improved with every year. s sirnble we have ever offered. It is. as described in the
Hence als» we are able to promise that “Petorson” for ! Prospectus, an engraving of the largest size for framing;
181 will be even better than for 1860, 3 is done in line and stipple; and is one of tho best works of

In adlition to our usuil quantity of original stories, i the late Thomas Iliman. It has never before been pub-
from the hest writers of the country, we shall publish, in % lished. In no other way can it be had except from * Peter-
1861, the fullowing cupy-right novelets: son.” 8o get up a club, if you wish this costly atfair! To
< those who prefer an Album, we will, as stated in the Pros-

.

A BROKEN LIFE, 3 pectus, send an Album, instead of the engraving, if they
BY MRS. ANN 8. STEPNENXNS, E write for it. Or we will send $1.25 worth of T. B. Peterson
, Lo
BARBARA’S AMBITION, §&Brothers publications.
3 —_—

BYJ. ¥ TROWHRIDOE. ! New Music—“Winner's Dime Book of Violin Tunes,”
HARLEY BROOKS, 3 No. 4, 5 and 6, aro just issued. No. 4 contains the ccle-

BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT. E brated “Rochester Schottische,” “ The Wife’s Dream,” and

) five other beautiful pieces. No.  contains “The lland
THE GIRL GUARDIAN, 3

! ’ E Organ Hornpipe,” “The Caledonian Quadrilles,” and other

BY GRACE GARDNER. E airs. No.6 “The Musidora Mazourka,” “ Zingara Polka,”

One of these—that by Mra. Ann 8. Stephens—will run ‘3 “Moonlight ou the Ocean,” and several other popular melo-

throuzh the entire year. The others will be shorter. No Q g""j all "’vl;l‘“::“’l’ ‘“'t" “"“tugﬂ}dln“nn em:y av.u:'pl(':a::ng st.?le.
other Ladies’ Marazine, we predict, will have any novelets § opics Will 6 sent, paid, upon ccu|. N ‘no p‘f?c'
Balf & geaed vers boly concedes the su rior}l of the § (ten cents per number.)  Address the publisher, Sep. Win-
. ,‘ o e d pe Y 3 ner, 716 Spring Garden strect, Philadelphia.
stories in ~ Petorsian.
Now is the time to D Lvery
Now is e tim '.f et up (_!“ ! Every Pmly will sub- 4 ScoscripERs.—A lady, remitting two dollars for 1861,
wribe for “ Peterson.* if its claims are but fairly presented. ¢ S .
. . . . s says, “I find the fireside is not complete without ¢ Peterson.’
B first in ths A2 A epecimen will be sent, gratis, if 3 N . . " s
. - . > Therefore consider me as a life subscribor.” This is what
written for, to khow to acqmiintances, so that your own
.. hundreds declare.
oopy need not be iujured. Do not lose @ moment!

INCREASE IX 1861.—Tho indications are that wo shall have

Wiur 18 EcovoMr ?—Econamy is not hoarding, any more { a larger edition than ever in 1650, Everybody, overywhero,
than extravagance is liberality, He who can afford to E is subscribing for « Peterson.”
spend five th usand a year, does injury to trade, if ho does
% spend it. He woulld Le just as wrong as he, who having 2 Nt r st b P AN
but a thomsand a ycar. should epend two thousand. Of ?
course. no one i3 jnstified in spending his entire income,
even when it {3 derived from a realized fortune; for there
are always exceptional expenses, such as refurnishing, sick-
Bews, kc. whi~h, otherwise, would ecat into his capital.
Much the leds cuzht anybody in business to spend all ho
wiker. Bot nigrardliness i< to bo equally avoided. Tho
mallt jureme can be ®o distributed as to bring more or
lee of the rfincments of life. We do not live merely to
sy money. W Live, on the contrary. to make our homes
ecitivated and our familiea happy : to advance in all moral
31 epiritaal well-being: to grow “brighter and brighter
W the perfect day.”

REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS.

A Forest Hymn. By William Cullen Bryant. ITus-
trated from originual drawings, by John A. Hows. New
York: Townsend & Co.—This exquisite volume is certainly
an era in American illustrated book publishing; fully equal
in every respect to the best English productions of a similar
class. Wo have been so long accustomed to secing illus-
trated works slovenly got up, with designs showing mediocre
talent, engraving and printing of the must ordinary sort,
that no one can take up this charming volume without a
fecling of gratification and pride, that it has. at last. been
proved that American publi<hers can prodnee such a work,
that an American artist has been found fully master of the
task he has undertaken.  For three years past the pictures
of Mr. John A. Hows have attracted much nttention in
various oxhibitions. and the publication of this buwk has
made for him a reputation at an age when most men are
only struggling into momentary notice.  Here are thirty-
two designs—au varied. so execllent in every particular—
showing a power and imagination equal to that evinced in
the poem—that the book. from the first puge to the last, is
a succession of delizhtful surprises. Mr. Hows has evidently
lived and reveled in the glory of our American foresta,
Beantiful landscapes, dark hemlack groves, luxuriant
masses of flowers, ferns, and creeping vines meet the eye
wherever it falls. The title page, with its mas-ive arch,
through which one looky into the recesses of a forest, forms
a fitting portal to the beantiful scenoy that lie beyend.
The daily and weekly press have teemed for monthe with
notices of this work—several leading English publications
have pronounced it quite equal to the eoffurts of Birket

Tue Tlowe op WasnixaroN.—Messra, J. W. Byram & Co.,
N2 snth Third steoes, Philadelphia, havo just issued a new
shitn of their zreat picture of Mount Vernon, printed in
6%+ ail colurs. This has been one of the most popular
Fotores ever publi-hed in this conntry.  We would advise
&l who have not dune so, to secure a copy at onco. Prico,
B8Ry cent-, post-paid, to auy part of the country.

“Growing Two INCRES."—A little girl of twelve, who
sends ug a Jarze club, ays—s [ got all theso names mysclf,
and have earucd miy extra copy. I've grown two inches
since T made up tho club, at the idea of having my own
Mazazine”  That extra copy went quick,

“BITTXR THAN A SWEETHEART."—A young lady writes to
8:—=1 cannot do without my Magazine. I mies it more

tan 1 would my sweetheart, fur it is cortainly mouro enter-
taining.”
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Foster; yet, we confess we were not prepared for the origi- ¢ Harry Coverdale's Courtship and Marriage. By Frank
nality, the power, the wealth of fancy and poetry which § E. Smediey. 1 vol, 12 mo. Philada: T. B. Petersom &
are displayed in it. There is nothing here to remind one of 3 Brothers.—This is a handsome edition, illustrated with
any by-gone book, any other artist. Mr. Hows has gone at  spirited engravings, of one of the most mirth-moving
once to nature, scorning in numberless instances old estab- s novels in the language. Mr. Smedley, even in his * Frank

lished forms, and the consequence has been that nature has
unfolded to him tho secrets and the benuties which others
seek in vain to depict. Tho mechanical portions of the
work are so admirably done, and these gems so fittingly
enshrined, that the publishers have placed themselves, by
ita production, at the hoad of their craft in this department
of bovk-making.

The Three Cousins. By J. A. Maitland. 1 vol., 12 mo.
Philada: T. B. Peterson & Brothcrs—Novels of incident
will always be more generally popular than novels of cha-
racter. Tho present fiction belongs to the former class.
The story has no let up, in its interest, from beginning to
“end. The distress of a needlo-woman in New York arrests
the reader in the earlier chapters; then follows a descrip-
tion of a stormn and shipwreck off the const of Kent; then
the narrative bears one away. on board a South Rea whaler,
to the Pacific; and finally, after an ever-changing series of
“adventures, the tale concludes happily, as all such tales
should. T.B. Peterson & Brothers will aend this, or any
other of their books, to any place by mail, free of postage, on
receipt of the price. The price of “The Three Cousing,”
bound in cloth, is $1.25.

Winnie and Walter; or, Story-t-lling at Thanksgiving.
Winnicind Walter's Christmas Stories. Winnieand Wal-
ter's Evening Tulls with their Futher about Old Times. 3
vols., 16 mo. Boston: J. E. Tilton & Co.—Theso three modest
little bouks for children come most opportunely now, but
they may be read with great pleasure at any time. They are
charmingly written, and have the faculty of engrossing the
attention of persons older in yecars, than those for whom
the stories are intended. Tt is impossible to decido which
is the best volume of the three, when all are 8o very good.
The type and paper are unexceptionable,

The King of the Mountains. From the French of FEd-
mond Alout. By Mary L. Booth. 1vol..12 mo. Boston:
J. E. Tilton & Co.—The scene of this story is laid in Greece,
the Liero being a brigand chief, whose head-quarters are in
the mountains, not far from Athens. In addition to the
robber and hi4 band, two English women, two Americans,
& German doctor. and several other personages fizure in the
atory. The descriptions of modern Greek life are excellent;
the story is full of incident: and tho style is sprightly. The
Ppublishers issue the volume in very handsomo style.

Where There's a Will There's @ Way. By Alice B.
Harcn. 1 vol., 16 mo. New York: D. Appleton & Co—
There i< no writer of books for the young who excels Mrs.
Haven, better known, perhiaps, to her readers as * Cousin
Alice.” We know no one, in fact. who eqnals her. The
object of the present tale is to show the difference between
sell-will, which is wrong, and will which is right; and this
moral, ko uscful and so necessary. is inculeated in a charm-
ing story about Carrie Abbot and her papa. The volume
would make a very suitable gift for the holiday season.

The Prince’s Ball. By E. A. Steadman. 1 vol. New
York: Rudd & Carlcton.—A lively satire on the flunkeyimn,
which broke out, more or less, during the visit of Baron
Renfrew to the United States. The bLall, at New York.
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3 Arts.

Farleigh” and *‘Lewis Arundel,” has not been happier
than in “ Harry Coverdale.” A good laugh, physicians say,
is better than a month of medicine. Weighed. by this
standard, “Harry Coverdalo” is worth & year's prescrip-
tions. Price, $1.25.

The Greatest Plague of Life; or, the Adventures of a
Lady in Search of a Good Servant. By a lady who has
been almost “ worried to death.” 1 vol., 8 vo. Philada: T.
B. Peterson & Brothers.—This is a novel with which thou.
sands of our fair readers will sympathize. We believe this
is the first time that experiences of this peculiar kind have
been put upon record. The book is full of whim-=ical anec
dotes, the tale is clearly told, and, on the whole, a more
comical affair we have never read. Price, fifty cents.

Education: Intellectual, Moral, and Physical. By Her
bert Spencer. 1 vol., 12 mo. New York: D. Applcton &
Co.—The author of this book, as the publishers, in their
preface, truly say, i8 “ cminent among the pioncer thinkers
of the age.” What such a man writes, on a theme so all-
important as cducation, is of intercst to every parent. to
every teacher, to every friend of his kind. We find the
work thoroughly broad, in its exposition of its subject, and
recommend it, as such, to the public generally,

Legends of the Madonna as Represented in the Fine
By Mrs. Jameson. 1 vol., 18 mo. Boston: Tickrer
« Fields.—This is an edition, “in blue and gold,” of one of
the most popular works of this popular writer. It is a
book especinlly interesting to women. We know no surer
sign of culture than to sce a volume like this on 8
centre-table. The present edition is a corrected and co-
larged one. For the frontispicce there is a good purtrait of
the author.

Hopes and Fears. By the author of “ The Heir of Rad-
cyffic.” 2 vols, 12 mo. New York: D. Applton & Co—
This new fiction will be engerly read by thousands. After
Miss Mulock, and the author of *“Adam Bede,” there is no
female novelist so popular as the writer of this buok. We
have not yet had leisure to peruse the work, having re
ccived it just as we go to press; but the London journals
describe it as quite equal to the best of Miss Yonyge's former
stories.

Conriderations on some of the Elements and Conditions of
Socinl Welfare and Human Progress. By C. S. Henry, D-
D. 1vol.12mo. New York: D. Appleton d: (o.—Thix is
a collection of lectures delivered at the New York Univer-
kity. To discuss them properly would require more rpace
than we have to spare at present. We may fay, howeven
in brief. that there is much truth in most of what Dr.
Henry advances,

The Great Preparation; or, Redemption Draweth .\'!Z.ﬂh
By the Rev. John Cumuning, D. D., F. R. S, E. First S“"'ll&
1 rol, 12 mo. New York: Rudd & Carlcton.—Dr. Cutmming
hag made himself famous, wherever the English lmn,r:ljmxf
is spoken, by hia attempta to exnlain prophecy. This i
one of his best treati<es on this inexhaustible subject. Thou
sands will read it with intereat.

Home Ballads ond Porms. By John Greenleaf Whitirr-

comes in for an especial share of the satire. The volume is Y1 ol 12mo. Boston: Ticknor & Fields.—A colleatim of

Hlustrated.

May Coverdale. 1 vol, 12 mo. Bostom: J. E. Tilton & % printed in the usnal handsome style of Ticknor &

. Cp.—A story of a London dress-muker's apprentice, told

{

{

with touching pathos, and full of relizions feeling. We 3 ; It
know few booke 8o good of their kind, The publishers have } seriew. and iy by the same author as the preceding viies-

lssued it in very neat style.

N

the later fugitive picces of Mr. Whittier. The \‘"1"1"';" s
Firlde.

The Big Night-Cap Letters. 1 vol.. 18 mo. New r’,rkr:
D. Appleton & Co.—This is the fifth book of a wellknew

* is a capital work for ehildren.
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Quiet Thoughts for Quiet Hours.
&Lif’s Morning.” “ Life's Evenina,” * Sunduy Hours,”
&. 1o, 16 mo. Boston:J. E. Titen & Co.—A very ex-
ecllent bk, beautifully printed. and illustrated with taste,
K w.ull be particularly suitable for a Christmas, New-
Year's or birthday gift.

Wo.TWr-Winda., A Legend of old Orange. 1 vol.. 12 mo,
Now Yorl: Rudd & Carleton.-=The merita of this poem,
which are considerable, would be more generally acknow-
f:zel, if the same measure was not used as in ¢ Hia-
witha”

Nar Fury Stories for my Grandelidldren. By George
K.il. Trongiated from the German, by 8 W. Lander. 1
New Yorl: D. Appleton & Co.—A very suit-
abl: bk for young children. The volume contains geve-

nal pretty illustrations.
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HORTICULTURAL.

Liveriva Praxts.—The operation of layering i3 appli-
&'le to shruba, and als to other deseriptions of plants.
Caruatime, picotecs, and even pinks are propagated to a
sosideralle extent by lavers; and there ave very few
plants which have sound stems that keep alive throngh the
winter but what may be propagated in the same way. The
sneration ia fimilar in eithier case. At a proper distance
from the Cof the branch, say three or four joints down, or
oven more if the jointa are close, the inci-ivnis to be made
on th: under part. half an iuch below a jouint, and the knife
w made to approach very near to the centro of the stemn,
and th rass the joint upward; the portion gevered below
the jeint i= then cut close up. the earth stirred an inch or
twu below tlie surface and mixed with a little sund, and
the braw b is then pegeed down go that the cut portion is
Biif an inch below the surfice, and well watered imme-
diately, The plant in fact, mast be Kept moderately meist
uttil the Jayers begin to grow and root well,  Ina few wecks
it may be tried whether the layeras have rooted, by with-
dnawing the peg, and trying gently to raise the layer. But
tuany of the bottom shoots of the pink, picotee and carna-
tisu are found o ehort to layer at all.  These then have
ts be cut «ff and struck under a handglass, according to
the weuad method.

There i< some doubt as to whether a layer or a eutting is
the bt for growing and blooming; but practice among the
boxt grawerd has long decided that all the shoots that are
Feg enomgh should be layered, and all those that are not
Loz encugh «homlid be cut off and struck. The same prin-
aple that rules with regard to shrubs applies to the hardy
pereaniala. It i3 by leswening the nourishment from the
piat that the layer is made to supply the defiziency by
mking new rootr; and the principal care required in
bsering i« nut to leave the portion attached to the plant
ls than half the thickness at any one place, because it
w.ald endanzer the supply, but it ought to bo cut very
gear W half tho thickness.
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RECEIPTS FOR THE TABLE.

Bl of Fare for Dinners in Winter.— Soupr.—Carrot
®up. celery &oup. pea «oup. rice soup, mock turtle.

Firh —al, crabis, eeln, oystera. rock.

Meat.—Be-f. mutton, veil, venicon.

Puulizy —Chickens, fowls, grveso, pigeons, rabbits, tur-
keva, wild dack.

Game —Partridges. pheacants, snipes. woodcocks.

Vegetabdrs.—~Bectroot, eabbagey. carrots, celery, lettuces,
oni e potatoeed, malad, spinach. sprouts,

Fruit.—Apples, chestuuts, filberts, walnutas.

By the author of

Filling for a Roast Goose.—Four large onions, ten sage-
¢ leaves, one-quarter pound brend crumbs, one and a half
\ ounce of butter, sult and pepper to taste. ono exg. Make a
sge and onion stufting of the above ingredients; put it into
the body of the goore, and secure it firnily at both ends. by
passing the rump through the hole made in the «kin, and
the other end by tying the skin of the neck to the buck; by
this means the seasoning will not escape.  ut it down to
a brisk fire, keep it well basted, and roast from one and a
half to two hours, according to the size. Remove the
skewuers, and serve with a turcen of good g . and one of
well-made apple-sauce. Should a very highly-flavored
seasoning ho preferred, the oniong ’hould not be parboeiled,
bLut minced raw : of the two methods, the mild seasoning is
S far superior. A ragout, or piv, khonld be made of the gib-
L lets, or they may be stewed down to make gravy, Be care-
ful tu serve the goose before the breast falls oc ite appear-
ance will be spoiled by coming flattened to tahle. A large
goose will take to roast one and three-quarters hours; a
moderate one, one and a quarter to one and w hall hours.

Rice Dumplings.—Pick and was<h a pound of rice, and
boil it gently in two quarts of water till it becomes dry,
Kkeeping the pot well covered, and not »tirring it. Then
tuke it off the fire. and spread it ont to cowl on the bottom
of an inverted sieve, Joosening the grains lightly with a
fork. that all the moisture may evap rate,
pippins, or gome large juicy appies, and scoop out the core.
Then fill up the cavity with marmalade, or with Jemon and
rugar. Cover every apple all over with a thick coating of
the boiled rice. Tie up ench in a separate eloth, and put
them into a pot of cold water.  They will reguire ahount an
hour and a quarter after they begin to Loil. perhaps longer.

Poached Eygs.—Poached eggs mnke sevaral exc Neaf
dishies, but poaching then is rather a delic ite eperation. ag
in breaking the egg into the water, particular cace must be
taken to keep the white ronnd the yolk,  The best way i3
to open the small end of the exg with a knife. When the
egg is done (it must be very soft), it should be thrown into
cold water, where it may be pared. and its appearance im-
proved, before it is dished up. Poached egzs are served up
upon &pinach, or stewed endive, or alune with rich gravy,
or with stewed Spunish oniona.  They may also be fried in
oil until they are brown, when they form a good dish with
rich gravy.

Sponge Biscuit.—Beat the yolks of twelve eggw for half
an hour; then put in a pound and a half of beaten sifted
sugar, and whisk it until it rises in bubbles: heat the whites
to a strong froth, and whisk them well with the sugar and
yolks, work in fourtecn ounces of flour, with tho rinds of
two lemons grated. Bake them in tin moulds buttered, in
a quick oven. for an hour; beforoe they are Luked sift a little
fine rugar over them.

Mince Pies.—Butter some patty-pans well. line them.
evenly with thin puff paste, then fill the pans with minces
meat; moisten the edges of the paste. and close carefully;
trim coff the paste; make a small opening in the centre of
the top crust with the point of a knife. Bake them half an
hour in a well-heated, but not fierce oven. It is ns well to
place a piece of white paper over tho pies, while baking, to
provent them taking too much color.

Ormskirk Gingerbread.—Two pounds flour, one pound
butter, one-half pound sifted oantmeal. threeqquarters of a
pound of meist sugar, one ounce ginger, the «ame of citron
and candied orange-peel, all mixed together: then add one
pound of treacle. The whole should be mixed the day be-
foro it is intended to be baked.

Essence of Lemon.—Cut off, very thin, the rinds of any
unmber of lemone, put the pieces of peel in a phial, and
cover them with spirits of wine. After a day or two this
will hive taken up all the cil of the lemon pecl. and become
far better in quality than that usually sold.
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RECEIPTS FOR THE TOILET. N

A Cheap Pomatum.—Half an ounce of white wax; balf
an ounce of spermaceti; eight ounces of olive oil. Dissolve
in a basin set in hot water before the fire: add some scent
just before pouring into botties. Or—Get a quarter of a )
pound of hog's lard, and three-quartcrs of a tumblerful of s
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RECEIPTS FOR ICE CREAMS, ETC.

To Make Barley Sugar.—Take a sufficient quantity of
clarified sugar in that state that on dipping the finger into
the pan the sugar which adheres to it will break witha
slight noise; this is technically called “cruck.” When the
sugar is near this point, put in two or three drops of lemon-

ollve oil. about a tablespoonful of castor oil, & desrert epoon- { juice, or, if you do not happen to have a lemon in the house,

ful of cau-de-cologne, and a pennyworth of gum; the hog's
lard and the oil should be warmed a little, till the hog's §
lard melt, then the rest may be put in. It should be )
allowed to cool before use. Or—Half a pint of best olive
oil, half an ounce of best yellow beeswax, half an ounce of
eperinaceti, and about two pennyworth of any pleasant per-
fume. (ut the wax and sperm up small, melt in the oil,
and add the scent.

Receipt for Preventing the Huair Fulling Off.—Onions
must ba rubbed frequently on the part.  The stimulatin
powers of this vegetable are of essential service in restorin
the tone of tho skin, and assisting the capilary vessels in
sending forth new hair; but it is not énfallible.  Should it
eucceed, however, the growth of these new hairs may he
assisted by the oil of myrtie-berries, the repute of which,
porhaps, is greater than its real efficiency. These applica-
tions are cheap and harmless, even where they do no good;
a character which cannot be said of the numerous quack
remedies that meet the eye in every direction.

Cleansing the Hair.—Nothing but good can be derived
from a due attention to cleaning the hair. Once a week is
perhaps desirable, but this will depend upon the individual;
persous with lizht, thin, and dry hair will require it more
seldom than those with thick, greasy hair, or who perspire
very freely.  Nothing is better than eoap and water. The
suap fhould be mild, and well and plentifully rubbed in the
hair. i

A First-rate Tooth Powder.—One ounce of precipitated
chalk, one-quarter ounce of powdered Peruvian bark, one-
quarter ounco of powdered bol. Armenin, and four drops of
oil of cinnamon, well mixed together.

Crystalized (‘ream.—Take spermaceti, one onnce, oliva
oil, ten ounces.  Dissolve tho spermaceti in the oil by plac-
inyg it over aslow fire in an earthen pan.  Scent with ber-
gamot, or any other scent, ay agreeable.

4
g

e P PP i P P PP PP s

RECEIPTS FOR THE SICK-ROOM.

Lazatices.—Infusions of Epsom galts and senun are often
taken a< laxatives, or opening medicines, Itisa well known
fact that a teaspuonful of salts in a tumbler of cold water,
if drunk before breakfast. is as effectual « dose as the usual
ounce.  Senna, too, if steeped in cold water, is equally effi-
cacious, and free from the nauscous bitter taste which it
has when infused in boiling water.

Cure for Dierrhea—Take Indian corn, roasted and
ground jn the manner of coffee, or coarse meal browned,
and Lail in a suflicient quantity of water to produce a
strong liquid, like coffee, and drink a teacupful warm, two
or three times o day. One day's practice, it is waid, will
ordinarily eflect a cure.

A Leceipt for the Nettle- Rash.—The best treatment for
the nettle-rash i3 to disladge the offending matter by an
emetic of ipecacuanhia, (cighteen grains, or one seruple of
thoe powder for an adult), and afterward a brisk aperient §
shoul 1 be taken.  The warm bath often gives relicf. 2
A Liviment fur @ Bruize.—Mix one pennyworth of each §

;

P PPN 5L P NNP PG LS8 b P PP PP PP PSS £ 5P P PPNAP PP L L 15 N5 P 5 5 s 5 PP 7 P PN AN P AL NN S L IS PP LSS P PN S 55

of the fullowing. and rub upon the bruise every evening:—
Spirits of wine, laudanum, camplior, opodeldoc, sal. ammo-
nia, aud turpentine.

Chillevas—TPut the hands and feet once a week into hot
water, in which two or three hand{uls of comimon salt have $
boeen thrown. This is a certain preventive as well as a cure. §

a little vinegar will answer the purpose, which is to pre-
vent its graining. When it is come to the crack, asitis
termed, take it off instantly and dip thie pan into cold water
to prevent its burning. Let it stand a short time, and then
pour it on & marble slab, which must be previously rubbed
with oil. Cut the suguar into small pieces, when it will be
ready for use. Some persons like the fluvor of citron, and
where they do, & single drop will suffice for a consideralle
quantity.

To Make Rose Lozenges.—To a pound of fincly-sifted loaf
sugar, put an ounce of powdered gum arabic: mix it intos
stifl pasto with rosc-water, and grind up with the paste a
little of the conserve of roses, which gives both flavor and
color; punch the mass into round or oval lozenges, each
containing about fifteen graing, and dry them in a stove.
Or—To a pound of finely-cifted loaf sngar, put an ounce of
powdered gum arabic, or tragacanth; mix it intoa stifl paste
with rose-water, and to which may be added # drop or two
of the attar of roses; or, still better, grind up with the paste
a little of tho congerve of roses, Punch into round lozenzos,
about fifteen grains each. and dry in a stove.

Currant Ice Cream.—Put into o bason a large speonfal
and a half of currant jelly, with half a gill of eyrup: squeese
in the juico of one lemon and a half, add a pint of crcam
and a little cochincal, pass it through a sicve, and freeze it
in the usual way.

Cherry Ice Cream.—Pound half a pound of preserved
cherricn unstoned, put them into a bason with a pint of
cream, the juice of a lemon. and & gill of syrup; pass it
through a siove, and freeze it in the usual way.
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FASHIONS FOR JANUARY.

Fi6. 1.—EVENING DRESS 0P BLACE WATERED SiLk.—The
full ekirt is trimmed with bands of velvet put on in deep
points. At the top and bottom of ench point is a how and
ends of velvet. A jet fringe edges the end of cach bow.
The bedy i3 Greeian, with a bow of velvet in front. A full
puffed muslin sleeve is worn under the velvet sleeve. The
head-dresy consists of a wide roll of black velvet, with &
long ostrich plume intermixed with gold,

F16. 1.—EvENING DRess o¥ PINK SiLK.—The skirt is trim-
med with geven ruflles of pinked silk. below each of which
falls a narrow ruflle of white lace.  The body i+ pointed at
the waist, and square at the top in the Raphacl style. and
is trimmed with white lace. The head-dress is formed of
bows of gold cord aud balls.

F16. 11.—CLoAK 0¥ BLACK Crotn.—The Kleeves are long
and wide, The front is made to fasten over or not, accord
ing to the weather or wishes of the wearer. Tho triinning
is a plain Llack ginp.

Fia. Iv.—Tug Zotavi—The ekirt of thix dress is dove
colured poplin, and trimmed at the bottan with a Lroad
band of black velvet. At the top and Dottom of the bind
isa narrow band of black guipare lace. The Zowwe Jacket
is also of Llack velvet, made tighter and decper thau thuee
lately worn.

Fia. v.—Tae VIRAINIA CLoAR o BLACK Vilvrr.—Ttis
made very deep and full at the back, falling over the arme
in front, where it is trimmed with a row of stars foroelof
gimp and jet beada. The hood is trimmed with black 1ok
ton lace,
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PG, vi.—Tig Lot1s QUiNzE BasQue is made of black silk,
fitting clase to the fizure. The sleeves are nearly tight to
the arm: and the cuffs, as well as tho pelerine, are trimmed
with a quilling of bLlack silk.

hie. vi..—THE GIrpLE Dress.—This dress is made of green
#lk, trimmed with four flounces. The corsage is made
mand. and fastened part way up the front, where it is
fuiched with a turned-over collar of black velvet. Under
this bady is worn a plaited chemisctte. The sleeves are
tizht to the elbow, above which are three puffs, the middle
oge being of black velvet, A deep velvet cuff, and a narrow
Valeacicnnes lace finisbes the sleeve at the hand. This
dress takes its name from the pocket worn at the belt or
girile.

Pia. vi.—Tie Firra AvENUR PALETOT is made of heavy
gray stnized eloth, It hangs loosely at tho back as well as
in front. The wide sleeves are made with cufls, trimmed
with buttons. The revers, which are turned back, can close
over the chest in front, adding greatly to the warmth,

Giserat REMARKS.—When colors are woru, dresses of a
siluf cobor. such as blue, brown, green. claret, and gray are
m=t fishionable. If these are figured, the figures are quito
ezalland far apart.  Black reems, however, to be the most
in favor this winter, particularly black when combined
with white or gold. For dresses, either of these (to our
tate; is too showy for the street. Wo have scen a black
dres £ored teward the top, with a small black and gold
@rd mnning up each feam; another kad several puffings
v and the Lottom. the puflings separated by a gold cord,
azd the b-lies and sleeves, of course, corresponded in trim-
gz This oold ornament iy used in various ways, and is
very sowy. The combiantion of white and black is even
mire showy than the black and gold. The contrast is more
viulent. and consequently more noticeable, It is very beau-
uful, beweser, for a dinner-dress, or for small evening com-
panies. and is even proper in a carriage. The usual way of
timwing one of these droeses is to flounce the bottom of
the £kirt. and bind the top and bottom of each flounce with
white »ilk. Nome have even worn a black silk, with alter-
tate flanees of black and white. We saw a very clegant
dinper-dress, the other day. made of black watered silk. At
tbe buttsm was & black velvet flounce, about a quarter of
8 vard in depth, covered at the top and bottum with white
tik. Thi< flunce was put on in box plaite. The skirt was
fichily zorel. and up each seam was a row of large white
bultons. not very mear together, and covered with black
lice. In all cases the trimming on the Lody corresponds
wtl that of the skirt.  Dresses of solid color, such as green,
Wae, or zeay, have frequently a deep pufling of black silk
8 ibe Lottom, finished on each side by a quilling of black,
o of the color of the dress.

It appears to he certain also that front and sido trim-
minze for the ekirts of dresses will again be fashionable
thi< winter. We have seen a dress of violet silk trimmed
vith threa bands of black moire, one passing up the front
of the skirt, and one on each side. These band4 are acal-
bied at euch side, and trimmed with narrow black Jace.
The trimmiag on the sleevee and corsage corre<ponds with
Wt om the «kirt. A dress in the sunc style as that just
meatic 101 his been made of black «ilk, and trimmed with
bads of vi 1t moire edged with lace. In the aleoves of
dresses thore i3 littlo or no variation of form. but we may
®eation that they are not worn quite s wide as they were.
Slrevexm.th revers and pageda sleaves are in favor. Dresses
with bedies apen iu front. like that of the Chatelaine dress
| fomre VI are besinning to be worn. but will most pro-
tabiy n-t become very popular till warmer weather. The
beary dreea, such as merino, popling, &c.. which are so
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« White is a very favorite color for evening dresses. It is
} gencrally relieved by trimmings of green, blue, crimson, or
! black, as may suit the taste or funcy. For young ladies,
\ this is particularly suitable. A beautiful white crape dreas
was made lately with three puflings around the skirt, each
of which was separated by a band of narrow black velvet.
Bunches of green fern leaves were placed at each side of
3 the ekirt, on the puffings, and the wreath for the head was
of groen fern leaves. A similar dress was trimmed with
3 pink moss roses, and the puftings were looped with black
3 velvet bands. The ekirts of ball drosses are made with a
} train, and expanding like the tail of a pecacock. The trim-
Y ming is very varied; it is rare, however, to see any reach
above the knee. Narrow flounces, perhaps, form the most
general style. In light materials, the robe is as wide at
the top of the skirt as at the bottom, while in heavier
articles it is frequently mide quite flat at front, and on the
hips. It is not probable that this fancy will Le Lusting.

s

s

PUFFINGS form one of the favorite trimmings for lighd
dresses, and robes for evening wear. We have seen the
corsages of gome velvet dresses trimmed with cords, plaits,
grelots, and buttons of gold. In the trousseau recently
prepared for a Parisian lady of rank there was a dress of
black velvet made with the corsage high, and trimmed
with braudebourgs of gold. Another dress composed of
violet velvet had the corsage high aud plain. It was trim-
med up the front of the skirt and corrage with a row of
buttons in dead guld. One of the newest cvening dresses is
composed of white lace, and has threo skirts; the two lowest
raired up in bouillons fixed at the sides by bouquets of
flowers and strings of gold beads. The corsage is pointed
yat the waist, is trimmed with folds of tulle and rows of
3 blonde; tho folds of tulle being fixed by strings of gold
beads. The cviffure to be worn with that dress consists of
one small bouquet of flowers and strings of gold beads.
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BobIES of clear white muslin, trimmed with rows of bluck
y velvet, are very much worn by young ladies. These are
. serviceable, a8 old skirts can be worn out in this manner.

Ficuus or CAPES are also very fashionable. A style of
fichu which we particularly like. especially for young per-
#ons, becauso it is very elegant and youthful, is that made
with very small flat plaits, edged with velvet bias-picces as
braces and round the square ueck; while to this velvet ie
superadded a parrow white guipure. Pointed collars and
cuffs are also made with small plaits: and after them come
square collars and cuffs of clear muslin. having a dead
white border formed by a bias-picce of muslin. TUnder
these collars little fringed gcarfs are put. tying in flat bows
and fastened in tho middle by @ large button of jusper and
onyx. Little bands, miniature copics of this scarf, are tied
under the cuffs,

Small silk embroidered cravats, trimmed with laco, are
fashionable under pique collars, with ends crossing in froot.
These ends are fastened by a large gold button. Sleeves to
match. with the ends crossing, and fastened by a large bute
ton. should be made up on balloon sleeves of thick muslin.

Tue CLoags which have been prepared for the autumn
ard winter are of various forms. They are rather long,
and many have wide eleeves. Some have pelerines, and
others are trimmed with berthes, We have secn several
“made in the casaque form, with large plaits at the Lack.
The materials chiiefly employed for eloaks, suited to the
coming season, are velvet and cloth, and the trimmings are
lace, guipure, and passementerie,  Cloaks composed of vel-
vet are extremely ample, and they are frequently lined
with colored satin.  The magnificent lace and rich pusse-
menterie, of gimp trimmings, with which the new velves
;cluaks arc trimmed, add greatly to their elegance. We

O
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Yerg acrsi enble, are, of course, to be mado without any ;i may observe that the passementeric of the present season
trmming at the bottom, but are ornamented up the front, ; haa attained a higher degree of perfection than ever. Many
ides, ot scaws, as fancy may dictate. t black cloth cloaks and palctots are trimmed with only &
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cording of white eilk, or merino. This is very etylish,
Others are stitched with white silk, and trimmed with
white and black buttonz. We have also seen gold cording
introduced on cloaks, but principaily on velvet.

Boxxets of a new and most becoming shape bave just
been intreduced. The front projects very much over the
forchiead: at the sides it is elichtly turned back.,  Many of
the newest bonnets are, however, similar in form to those
which have been for sometime worn, thongh they are of
somewhat larger size. Ameng the newest bonuets of the
geason which have been received from Paris, one, composed
of black veivet, iz trimmed with ruches and puffs of blenda,
a hoquet of dunusk roses without leaves: and a long. black
ostrich feather, passing along the right side, is dispased
much fn the saeme way as on the round hats, A bounet of
black quilted silk has been trinaned with fuchsiaeolor vel-
vet. white bloscde, and black lace, and an agrafe of jet.

Morztsg Cavs are usually round in form, a la Charlatts
Corduy ; they are composed of insertion and guipure, and
aro trimmed with a frill of guipure and bows of ribhon.
Morning caps are sometimes Jined with silk of different
colors, ag lilue, blue, &c.

IN Evizing Corrrunk, ornaments of gold are very fashion.
able. Gold comba, with or without jewels, will be generadly
adopted. Larze rings of gold are also worn in the hair,
ospecially when dressed in the mode introduced by the Fii-
pre<s BEugenice—viz: with enrls drooping with the plaits of
hair over the back of the head. The curls are then passed
through the rinz«. One of these r1ings and a gold comb
form of themselves a guitable coiffure for full evening dress,
A Dandean of ehised peldis equally fashionable, and anvmg
other ornaments for the hair, may be mentioned gold twista,
plaits, bees, stars, L., &e.

GLOVES are now worn, fastencd with three gold stwds, and
sewn with silk, to contrast with the color of the glove: for

{
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in~tunee. lennn-colored ones sewn and embroidered with
biue or cort

CRINOLINE wtill continuea in favor. The circumference of
the dresses does not appear to be diminishing. althongh
cortain toilets have been noticed entirely withont it: hut
this peculiarity is as much opposed to good taste as the con-
trary exaggeration,  For full and ball-dresses, steel petti-
ooats are worn, covered with flounces or putlings of muslin ;
or tarlatan,
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We have acen some new Purees. mude of a network of
rold and silver, with geveral divi-ions invile.  They have
handsome clasps, and may be fustened to the waist by means
of a gold or kilver hook,  The taste of a lady is 2z well seen
in the selection of these little matters as in the choice of
her principal articles of dress.

CHILDREN’S FASHIONES,

F1a. 1.—DR7uss For A CHILD OF TWO YEALS oF AGE.—~The
dress is of white caslimere, and is trinned with nine rows
af cashimere ent in vandykes, and cdzed with Iizht-Llue
braid.  Tho sleeves aud bedy are trimmed to correspond.
Net of white cord, ornamented with blue ribbou.

FiG. IL—DRESS FOR A LITTLE GIRL LIGNT Y1ARS 0F AGT.—
The dress §s of claret-colored popling The coat is of Llack
velvet, lined with white gilk.  The deep. round eape is
trimmed with a band of swan=down. Rennd Lat of Llack

o velvet, with a turned-np brim. over which falls « tull white

ostrich plume. A white pempoon is in front of the hat.

Fia. m.—Pot1sg DRESS POR A LITTLE Bov.—The boots are
hi<ch, with red topa.  The pautalvons and eoat are of Llack
velvet, The cout fastens diagonudly aeross the hreast, and
iv teimmed with a bordering of chinchilia v, Under the
coat is worn a jacket of scarlet cashmere: the elecves only
of which show. Round black velvet hat, with a turued-up
brim, ornamented with peacock’a eyea,

Fi16. 1v.—DREsY OF GREEN SILK. $POTTED WITH RLACK.—
Paletot of black cloth, trimmed with three rows of crimson
braid, around the collar, sleeves, down the front and around
the bottom. FRound black felt hat, trinuned with heron’s
pumes. N

Fri. v.—INFANT'® DRESS oF WinTE Cavnnie. with a broad
rfle aronnd the bottom. Above the rutlle are three
bunches of tucks, Cloak of white cashmere, lined with
rose-colored «ilk.  Large cape, embroideted at the cdgze.

Fio. vi.—DrEss oF GRAY MERIN0.—The ~kirt i2 cored, and
up each seam is a piping of green silk. The bady is cut
square, and is worn with a chemisette of thin mus-lin. The
sleeves and huady are trimmed with pipings of green ailk.,

Fi6. V1II.—DRESS OF PLAID SILK.—Loose gray paletot, with
a collar and sleeve trimming. &c.. made of a rough cloth,
which imitates fur. Hat of gray felt, trimmed with hervn’s
plumes.
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How T0 Remit.—Procure a draft, if possible; if not,
send bank-notes; but tell nobady; the fewer you let
into the secret. the more certainty there i3 of your moncey
eoming to hand. If you send gold. secure it carefully in
the letter: otherwise, it is apt to work out of the envelape.
Bo careful and pay the po<tage on your letter, directing it
to Charles J. Pcterson, 306 Chesnut street, Philadelplia,
Add the name of your post-oftice and state.

PoSTAGE ON “ PETERSON.”—This, when pre-paid quarterly
at the office of delivery, is one and a half cents a number,
per month. or four and a half cents for the three months: if
not pre-paid it is double this.

SUDSCRILERY IN THE BRITISH PROVINCES must remit eigh-
teen ceats extra, cach, to pre-pay the American postage to
tho lines,

“PETERSNY axD < Hanpzr. —For §2.50 we will send a
eopy of ** PPeterson” and one of * Harper’s Magazine,™ fur one
yoar.
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Your CounTy PaPrr.—Always take your county nows-
paper and “ Peterson:™ the first for the local newsd, the lust
for stories, patterns, fashions, &e.  Most country papers
club with “Peterson,” by which both can be gut at a re-
duced rate.

CLus SunscrIBERS.—OId as well as new subscribers may
join @ club. Nor need the subscribers all live in one Ppost-
town. If desired. the Magazine will be eent to as many
different poet-oftices as there are members of the club.

PEREONS ORDERING THE MAGAZINE from agenta, or denlers,
must look to them for the supply of the work. The pub-
lisher has no agent. whether local or traveling, for whose
contracts he is responsible.

PREMIUMS.—Alwaya say, in remitting for a club, who is
the person entitled to the premium. and which of the pro-
minms i3 preferred. If no chuice is made, we shall send the
“Buuyan.”
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PATTERN IN EMBROIDERY.

THE EUGENIE CLOTI PALETOT: BACK.

0

BUTTON-HOLE.




THE VICTORIA PALETOT: FRONT.
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NEW BTYLE SLEEVE. BOY’S8 TROUSERS.

BOY’S COAT. LEGGIN.




- — - —— —

CHILD'S S8ACQUE.

BABY'S BIB.

CHILD'S UNDER BKIRT.




CHIEMISETTE, ETC,
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JANE’S VALENTINE.

BY MES. H. M. LADD WARNRR.,

Waar & singular tableau!/ Thm beautiful g “That is just what pains me,” sobbed Jane.
girls convulsed with laughter, and one plain- { <“Because God eaw fit to oreate me plain, I do
faced maiden bathed in tears. It was St. Valen- § not see why I should be made the butt of every
tine's Eve. Missive after missive had been } coarse jest. I suppose I have feelings like other
brought into the back parlor at Judge Milford’s § people. Should my faults of temper or omis-
by the obsequious waiter. Some of these offer- % sions of duty be chosen as subjects of ridicule,
ings were large and expensive; some tiny and { I am sure I would not complain; but to ridi-
delicate; some replete with flattery; some redo- } cule my personal appearance, I think, savors of
lent with perfumery: all eminently silly. { coarseness and ignorance.”

But none of these had occasioned the mirth§ Isabel’s black eyes flashed. Jane, the youngest
of the trio, or the grief of the one. Some vulgar } of them all, always so submissive, always so
person had sent a vile caricature to the plain } humble, to burst out so suddenly, with so pointed
sister, accompanied by an exaggerated descrip- } a declaration!
tion of her ugliness, in verse. “Mr. Lee, in the drawing-room, wishes to see

It was quite painful enough to Jane to know  Miss Jane,” announced the servant at this junc-
that she possessed no claim to personal beauty. §tuu. :

Could she have lost sight of that fact she would} ¢ Are you certain he said Jane?”’ demanded
bave appeared very differently at times. But } Clara.

her sisters always managed to bring their own % “Yes, mem,” replied the waiter.

prettiness into such forcible contrast with her} ¢Lottie is ill again, no doubt,” suggested
plainness, that she waa rarely free from a ner- % Fanny. ¢Jane is such an excellent nurse;”
vous sort of consciousness of her personal de- ¢ and Isabel added, “I wish cousin Charles had
fects. {come in to spend the evening in a sociable

But she had good sense and a patient spirit, § way.”
which they had not. 8till, when they grew so§ It would certainly have been very agreeable,
merry over her solitary Valentine, she finally § for Charles Lee was rich, fine-looking, and in-
burst into tears, in spite of all her efforts to } telligent; a widower and remotely related to
the contrary; for Jane was in the habit of con- 3 the Milfords. No wonder the three graces at
trolling her emotions, when wounded and heart- { Milford Hall found cousin Charles an interest-
tore. until safely concealed in her own room. {ing gentleman, his little daughter Lottie & per-

“Look!” exclaimed Isabel, opening her large § fect angel, and his country-seat a terrestrial
black eyes to their utmost capacity, ‘“the child % Paradise.
is really weeping. Why, Jane! you are more{ Jane loitered on the way to the drawing-room,
like the picture than ever. You would never ! striving to efface all traces of her recent grief.
do for a heroine in a novel, for they are always ; *‘Is Lottie ill?”’ interrogated she, as Mr. Lee
represented as irresistible in tears.” ; approached her.

“Mercy! how red your eyes are,” ejaculated § “No, Jane,” he replied, *Lottie is well, but
tzure-orbed Clara. ¢ You do look frightful!” § in want.” ’

“The poor child ean't help being ugly!” in-; “In want!” Jane repeated.
terposed Panny, gazing complacently into tbe§ “Yes, in want of a mother, and T of a wife,
mirror opposite, where her red lips and auburn { and I have come here to-night to offer myself
ringlets were advantageously reflected. i to little Jane Milford as her Valentine for life

s



rrorr

118

MISTAKEN.—WILD FLOWERS.

if she will accept & man old enough to be her
father.”

“Why, I am very plain!” she faltered forth,
«1 have just received the most horrid carica-
ture you ever saw, in consideration of my oclaims
to extraordinary ugliness.”

«] recollect thinking you plain when I first
saw you,” he replied; ‘but now, in my eyes,
you are the prettiest of the four. Besides, I do
not base my preferences on personal beauty.
You are good, gentle, and sweet-toned; and I
love you. But about the Valentine: do you
aonsider me particularly ill-looking?”’

“You, Mr. Lee!"” said Jane, innocently; ‘ why,
you are handsome.”

“Well, I received a Valentine to-day quite
as grotesque as your own, I'll be bound,” and
he unfolded a sheet, revealing a lone widower
shivering over & miserable fire. ¢But this
awakened me to a sense of my desolate condi-
tien, and I determined to appeal to you, not-
withstanding my fear of your reply, when I
considered my thirty-six and your eighteen
years. Is that a barrier, dear Jane?”

Dear Jane! What a charm lingered all around

} those two littlewords! Who had ever pronounced
%them so softly and tenderly before! No one,
3 she was positive; and she naively replied,

3 ‘“Oh! I should never think of that.”

3 *“What can keep Jane so long?"” said Clars,
{ restlessly, “I can't think for my life what cousin
§ Charles could want.”

}  Jane entered the room just as she had spoken
these words. .

““Where is cousin Charles?” queried Fanny.

“In the study with papa,” was the answer,
and, taking a light, Jane glided from the room
to be alone with her new happiness.

The next morning, wonder, chagrin, and dis-
{ appointment could be discovered in the faces of
\ the three sisters, on hearing their father con-
gratulate Jane on the very eligible match she
had made. ¢For,” said he, “I have always
{ hoped to see Charles Lee my son-in-law, and,
though you are no beauty, I think he has mani-
fested good sense in his selection.”

Jane keeps her caricature. She says she looks
at it occasionally, for fear her other Valentine
§ (Charles) should succeed in making her believe
{ herself pretty.
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MISTAKEN.

BY MIRIAM CLYDE.

PurrinG aside the sunshine and the bloom,
And all the gush and melody of song,
That in sweet places waited for me long,

I trod a path of gloom.

Fainter and fainter foll the shining ray—
Farther and farther rose the voice of song
Till both were gone, and somber shadows hung
Round where I kept the way.

Then thorns sprang up and checked my weary pace,
The shadows deeper and more darkly rolled;
And winds came up and blew their chilling cold

Into my haggard face.

Fainting and chilled I sank beneath their force,
And prayed for Hoaven aud help to come to me,
And save me from the darkness yet to be

Along my onward course.

My prayers were heard, and Heavenly light and aid
Became my strength to gain the path I'd lost,
When, in my human weakness tempest-tost,

My wand'ring feet were strayed.

Now flowers again spring up along my life,
8woet songs of gladness fall upon my ears,
And scattered far are all my blinding tears,

While time with joy is rife.

A PR A A AP LA A NGNS LT 8P

AP PP PRPARAG £ AL PP P PPLSLL 25 S S5 S5 4 AL 58550

WILD FLOWERS.

BY MARGARET

LEE RUTENBUR.

I A8k no other flowers thgn these, the lovely and the wild,

They were a blessing on my way when but a aimple child,

1 gathered them by wood, and stream, and near the home-
stead door,

And asked not if the spacious earth had richer things in
store.

Long years have come and gone since then, but yet I love
them now

As well as when [n earlier years I wrcathod them 'round
my brow;

« They seem to me like seraph gems flung lightly from on
i bigh,

§ To tell us of those happier isles of beauty in the sky.

N
sl.ow by my mother's grassy bed, and o'er my father’s
N broast .

3 They meekly linger fn their bloum, telling of love and rest;
3 Oh! when I go to lay me down with those dear forms for
N aye,

{ May wild flowers bloom o beauty there above my maul-
° dering clay.



THE

«KITTEN"”

CASE.

BY GABRIRLLE LER.

Vax Burex Boxcs, familiarly called Van, and
myself were *‘chums’ at college, and in conse-
quence, as is apt to be the case, close friends
snd crenies, not only while thore, but also after
taking leave of our Alma Mater.

A circumstance that knit us more closely to-
gether, was the fact that we had both adopted
law as our profession. We had established
ourselves in O- , situated in one of the West-
ern states, an overgrown town which scarcely
merited the distinction of being called a city,
but which became highly indignant at being
tlluded to in any other light. Here Van and
1 hung out our ¢‘‘shingle” in technical phrase,
sod went into partnership: our capital in bLusi-
vess consisting of a couple of second-hand
desks, two or three office chairs considerably
the worse for wear, and a library altogether
more remarkable for quality than quantity.

We waited day after day in vain for the article
~Which newly-fledged members of the bar find it
so difficult to obtain, viz: clients. Finding this
frritable delay tedious, I purchased a cheap
edition of Dickens’ works, in which I read in-
defatigably, taking care, however, if any chance
scquaintance dropped in to substitute some pon-
derous tome more in keeping with the profes-
sion I had chosen. = My partner, not being of a
literary turn, amused himself by smoking a pipe
—both of us having long since given up cigars
M oo expensive & luxury—while he varied the

of the opposite sex made her appearance. My
partner bristled up immediately, nodded to me,
and placed a chair for our visitor. I, for the
nonce, was too deeply immersed in the contents
of a huge folio before me to be conscious of the
new entrance. Van, by a vigorous slap, having
recalled me to the outer world, I advanced, and,
making a solemn bow, said with an air of im-
portance,

“What can I do for you this morning,
madam !’

The person addressed, who appealed to the
sympathy of the beholder through the medium
of a rusty black dress, and a long widow’s veil,
drew forth a handkerchief from a black bag she
carried in her hand, diffusing a snuffy odor
through the apartment, and, wiping her eyes,
rejoined,

“I have the misfortin’, a8 you see, sir, to be
a widow. My husband departed this life,”” (she
announced this fact as if she were reading from
a tomb-stone) ‘‘December 29th, 1832, and I was
left, a8 you may say, to look arter myself and
one darter, the only child I have. Little did I
think when I used to be a-curlin’ of her hair,
and "a-dressin’ her up smart, and a-makin’ on
her little apple-pies, of which she was allers
particlerly fond, that when she growed up it
{ was to be a blighted flower, as you may say.”

} But as it would be tedious to relate our visi-
tor’s story at length, I will simply state that

~~rrrrs,

monotony by marching his six feet of humanity § Mrs. Griggs, as she styled herself, had allowed
up snd down the office, grumbling that it was ; her daughter to receive the attentions of an in-
1o larger, and winding up by dropping off into { dividual whom she denominated a ‘perfidious
what he called & “brown study,” but what I § villain,” but whose proper cognomen was Plun-
considered & device for obtaining a comfortable { kett. The said Plunkett had assiduously courted
nap. kthe “blighted flower;” had proposed, been ac-
One morning, Van was recounting his griev- } { cepted, and the young lady had even prepared
snces to me, and among others that his washer- g her trousseau, when the ungallant Plunkett
woman threatened to desert him on account of \reireated without alleging why or wherefore.
unpaid arrears. “Ah,” he cried, **I see I shall | 3 Here Mrs. Griggs summed up at length the
be obliged to resort to paper bosoms and col- \ various expenses she had incurred, to say
lars.”  He added, lugubriously, that he wanted } N “nothin’,” as she appended, of his being con-
8 new pair .of boots, and ended by declaring {tinually at the ‘““meals,’” which as the delinquen:
that, from long deprivation, his desire for an } Plunkett was possessed of mo small appetite,
oyster stew had become intense. Having finished g made his presence there, as she gave us to un-
bis recital, Van was just about to console him- | derstand, & no inconsillerable item.
wlf by plunging into one of his brown studies, { Of course, Van and myself joined in denounc-
when the door opened, and an elderly person {ing this last personage as a :coundi-tl-}, of the
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deepest die; and after Mra. Griggs took her ) And disappearing from the room, she presently
departure, proceeded to draw up papers for a }returned with a bundle of documents, which she
brench of promise, damages ten th d tossed at me, saying, ‘There they are; you can
We had agreed to call upon Mrs. Griggs in ¢ have 'em all. I don’t care a snap for them.”
person, for the purpose of eliciting further par- { We rose to go, and Miss July, seeing that
ticulars from her injured daughter, whom the { Van had not yet disposed of his peanuts, for
mother tenderly designated as July, an abbre- § the poor fellow had done little else but stare at
viation, it appeared, of Juliet. her since her first appearance, remarked,
As we wended our way thither, Van and{ ¢Why don’t you put your peanuts in your
myself pictured a forlorn, pallid-looking dam- § pocket?”
sel, worn out with weeping; and Van, who was} With this suggestion my partner mechani-
as tender-hearted as a woman, told me that he { cally complied. When we had left the house I
feared any allusion, even to the subject in hand, § burst into a hearty fit of laughing, which Van
would be too much for the feelings of the poor { echoed rather feebly.
thing, concluding with, «Call that a woman capable of having disap-
«[ shouldn't wonder if she were to faint } pointed affections?” said I; ‘‘why, she's a per-
away, or go into hysterics;” this last remark { fect kitten, nothing else.”
embodying, for the most part, the speaker's} ¢«She certainly is as playful as one,” re-
idea of the gentler sex. {sponded Van, meditatively. And from that
When we arrived at the residence of Mrs. %time we dubbed our first legal experience the
Griggs, we were received by that lady, who { «Kitten Case.”
shortly left the room, saying she would send Upon our return to the office, I observed that
“poor, dear July” in to see us. Van thoughtfully abstracted the peanuts from
We sat with solemn faces, awaiting impa- } his pocket, and put them carefully away in his
tiently the arrival of our client, when the door 3 desk.
flew open, and a roly-poly, rosy little thing} The next day, I handed Miss July’'s bundle
dashed in, & quantity of long ringlets flying {of letters to Van, desiring him to look them
about her head in every direction. In one hand { over, for, strange to say, fortune had come to
she leld a dish of peanuts, and, dancing up to § our rescue, a suit for libel having been given
me, she extended it with a “How d’ye do, sir? {into our hands, and I had the papers to pre-
Ilave some peanuts, won't you?”’ I, thinking { pare. Van took the letters from me and plunged
this popular indulgence beneath the dignity of {into them. He had not entered upon this busi-
the profession, refused, when Van immediately { ness long, before I was interrupted by excls-
became the object of a similar offer, which, in } mations and objurgations of all kinds from my
a confused, uncertain way he accepted, the be- { companion.
wildered expression of his face, meantime, being { «“Why, my dear fellow, what is the matter?”
ludicrous beyond words. After this exploit, { inquired I.
Miss July, seating herself in a rocking-chair, “Just listen to this, will you?' and in an
opened the conversation thus: : excited tone Van began to read as follows:
“Dear me, I suppose you’ve come to hear all
about that great goose Plunkett, haven’t you?
Well, I'll tell you: to begin with, I never wanted
to marry him in the world; but he teased me so § "
that I thought I would, just for the fun of it, { ™'2° and tell you how much I love you.
you know.” «“Did you ever hear such impudence?” inter-
I immediately frowned upon this frivolous $ polated Van.
way of treating so important a subject, butin} I mildly advanced the ples, that, under the
vain. The young lady refused to look upon §circumstances, it was perhaps allowable. But
hier “affaire du ceur” in any other light than a } Van, shaking his head, sternly declared that
capital joke. nothing could justify it. Then he proceeded to
The questioning, T saw, would devolve soiely | favor me with extracts similar to the above,
npon me, for my companion was still in a state { until my usually phlegmatic partner reached
of hopeless bewilderment, so I asked whether } ; such a pitch of exasperation, that he handed
any correspondence had'paased between herselfQ the documents to me for perusal, with the re-
and the perjured Plunkett. With a flirt of her 2 mark that, *‘that kind of thing was considerably
curls she replied, zmore than he could stand.”
+Oh, 1a yes! He wrote me piles of letters.” { In the course of the day, a question turning

i

My AporaBLE CHARMER—I am almost crazy
to think I shan’t be able to see you all day to-
morrow, nor to hold your dear little hand in
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up “hu.h nccdod some furlher elucnduhon, I “Sakes alive, I'm half roasted! Ma's been
dispatched my partner to call upon the reci- § complaining all day, so I had to get tea ready,
pient of these precious epistles, for the purpose § and, if you don’t like it, all I can say is, you
of obtaining it.  With this commission my con- { needn’t eat it.”
frere seemed exceedingly pleased; nor could I, Mrs. Griggs finally made her appearance,
though busily engaged, resist the amusement of 3 though in a very languishing state, as was
watehing him while he placed himself in the{ proper for an invalid, and arrayed in a singular
proper trim for performing it. My gentleman { costume intended to correspond with her ail-
immediately set himself about achicving the { ments, which she denominated as her ¢“disher-
most elaborate toilet, which, under the urcum-\blll She informed us, that ¢that blessed
stances, was possible. He performed the most § : child,” referring to July, had “worritted her-
extraordinary evolutions with a pocket comb, } self the whole livelong day in order to have
endeavoring to reduce to order his thickest of { everything just 8o,” to which Van responded
hair, which always refused to respond to such ;\) gallantly, that if the young lady alluded to had
attempts upon any consideration; bent his ener- 3 only sent word, he could have thrown business
gics upon his neck-tie until he had obtained a} ¢“to the dogs,” to come and render all the

bow of startling magnitude; brushed his hat : assistance in bis power.

until 1 feared the nap would disappear; nnd:

after placing himself in every varicty of attie}
tude, in order to catch a glimpse of himself in 3 3
the six inch looking-glass that adorned our
office, finally departed in a more perturbed state
of mind than I had imagined possible for him.

My partner returned, beaming so with delight
that it seemed as if our dingy little office had
been suddenly illuminated, declaring at the same
time that he had had & most charming visit.

“0f course you attended to the business on
which T sent you?” inquired L

Van looked blank, then said deprecatingly,

“Now don’t scold a fellow. But, hang it, a3
man can't he forever talking of business in a
preity woman’s society.”

I could no longer shut my eyes to the fact,
Van was completely cnsnared. I was not as:
much surprised, therefore, as might have becn,E
expected, when, a few wecks afterward, my
worthy partner announced that he and the «“kit-
ten” had determined to make a match.

That worthy lady, Mrs. Griggs, scemed ex-
ccedingly well suited with the successes of the
perjured Plunkett, and avowed, with an appli-
cation of her ever ready handkerchief to her
eyes, that she now saw plainly everything lm(l $
happened ¢ for the best.” After which devout | :
acknowiedgment, she invited Van and myself\
to take tea with her the ensuing evening as a
kind of ratification of the engngement.

When we made our appenrance, in accordance }
with this invitation, Van honoring the occasion §
by wearing a vest and cravat of the most un-3

Leard of pattern, (Lis taste in dress was always }

rather alarming,) Miss July met us, her usually 3 N
rosy face flushied to a deep red, and h:umg\
greeted Van by pulling his hair vigorously, an
oyeration which he appeared to relish highly,
arrouanted for her flushed appeuarnnce, saying,
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To which Miss July responded, with a toss of
her head, “I wouldn't have had you, a great,
Yawkward thmg. stumbling around and upsetting
everything.”

By-and-by, when Mrs. Griggs had finished
the recital of her sufferings, and recounted the
various fits of illness which she had passed
through, we tinally adjourned to the tea-table.

Notwithstanding those of my sex are pre-
sumed to be indifferent to such particulars, 1
could not help noticing, that this last presented
a remarkable appearance, it being set forth with
crockery of the most miscellaneous description,
the collection scarcely embracing two dishes of
similar pattern. Mrs. Griggs exclaiming at this
original arrangement, her daughter retorted,
that, for all she could see, one dish was just as
good as another.

No sooncr had we scated ourselves and begun

§ to discuss the edibles, than the senior lady in-

quired in a tone of reproof,

“Why, July, what have you been doing with
the oshsters (as she called them), they're as
sweet as they can be.”

The young lady laughed merrily, and answered
as if it was the best joke in the world,

¢ Why, ma, I verily believe I've put sugar in
them, instead of salt.”

“It's just as well,” chimed in Van.

T said nolhing’, but privately thought that the
difference was considerable. A few moments
aftcrwnrd. Mrs. Griggs announced, by a slight
shrick, that she had made another discovery,

“Deary me,” she cried, “if hero ain’t a tack
in my baked apple.”

“And I have just found one in mine,
drawing it forth.

“And I believe I can contribute my share,”
added Van.
“So can 1,

" gaid 1,

" said our impromptu housckeeper,
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nowise disconcerted; then, when she had fin-
ished laughing, proticred the following explana-
tion,

«I do think, I'm just the funniest being ever
was. I wanted to lavor the apples nicely, so I
stuck what I thought was a clove in each one:
but I was in such a hurry that, somehow or
other, I got hold of the tacks instead. Both
being black, you know, and almost the same
gize, the mistake was natural.”

From this last point of view I secretly dis-
sented, and abstained from touching anything,
not knowing what species of  natural mistakes”
I might have further to combat with. As for
Van, he was just as well contented as if every-
thing had been prepared by a perfect mistress
of .the culinary art.

LIFE'S

N A

Not long after this, Van sct himself vigorously ;
to work in search of the delinquent Plunkett,

who had left the town.  Having succeeded in
findinz his whereabouts, the indefatigable Van
set forth.  Now, Plunkett chanced to be of a
remarkably timid disposition, and, frightened

quite out of Lis wits by the terrific character of &

his accusation, he was giad to compromise, by
handing over one third of the amount demanded.
Van, accordingly, married our heroine, the
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deolaring he had obtained all he had ever hoped
to gain thercby, and, with her newly acquired
fortane, went into the dry goods business, pros-
pered therein, and is now one of the principal
men in what is, at this period, the city of O .

The last time I had the pleasure of seeing
Mrs. Van, she wore a cashmere gown, a present
from her hugband, adorned with a pattern of
astounding size, and held in her arms a baby
which was a marvel of diminutiveness, and
whose tiny claws were embedded in her curls.
which still flew about her head in every direction.
My quondam partner gazed upon the twain as
if there never had been such a pair since the
world began, and with tears in his eyes an-

s nounced to me, that he didn’t know what he had

over done to deserve such happiness.
- Well, opinions differ; but when I marry. it
will assuredly be (for I am a little man myselt)

N
»

ix\ woman upon a larger scale than Mrs. Van,
\ who must always possess, however, some share
% of my regard, as our first clicnt.

Mesm. I have steadfastly refused all Van's
J invitations to dine with him, from a suspicien
{ that possibly his wife might Lave some share in
the preparation of the repast.
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LIFE’S

STREAM.

BY J. 8.

M'EWEN.

Wuev in life's Iinelinesa, T view
With gladpess and with sorrow
To-day a seene of pleasuro true,
Reversed, perbaps to-morrow;
Seenes in memery flitting by,
I'ure as sun-heams shining,
Some hid by clonds that intervene,
And others joy divining—
Life s<ceming Vike < me boundlesa ocean
Filled with waif~ in rude commotion.

Stop, kind friends. and view with me
This gcene as some vast river,
Fille.l with 10 L and strawa that we
Are lost amid them ever:
Bee thiem thero of varied color
And form cachi kphere commanding—
Some swiftly moving—rome in torpor
'Lanig the shore are stranding:
Thns sage and youth, in ceaseless vying,
Unhecded gain the shore when dying.

The tide still ebbing swiftly on,
All heedless of their story—

The sun zilds Lricht the paths of <ome,
From others hides his ol ory:

Tho silver moon would fain, indecd,
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is partial reign diseover,
And heal the heart that's left ta bleed
With her love-light—to cover
Al the wrongs of his dire dedding; here,
And silver-sparkle in each waif's eareer.

Thas 'tis in life, or thi4 life-stream,
That pleasures seem deriding—
For, theugh we glide forth to her eheen,
The wavelets have no “biding,
But bear us ‘neath come sturdy cliff,
Some cloud-shade, tree or mountain,
And mock us—Ekeep us still adrift ‘
At eve as by the funntain:
Yea.make us weary of this life and trying,
Ioping, praying—to only rest when dying.

Oh. life! vain pleasures! gililed ye
With but the sun’s brizht shining:
Gol, gema and all—the ico as freo
Sparklea in raye refining,
Hut when the zently stealing breath
Of evening comes to Kiss it,
‘Tis Aed—as ‘twere the kiss of death—
. And all its beantioa with jt;
Thus as the tide still softly 1novey till even
Leaves somo to vink—hears soine to Heaven,
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BY MRS. J. WORCESTER.

CHAPTER 1. s corpse, and, aware of the importance of immnie-
DrrING the ravages of that fearful disease, { : diate aid, he hastcned to summon the inmate of
which has of late years rendered desolate so  a neighboring tenement.
many hearth-stones, a gentleman was passing: “Bless my heart, you don't say the poor,
through the streets of the beautiful town of:::young thing is dead!" cried an elderly female,
C——, in Kentucky, when he was attracted by : who sppeared at her door when Mr. Markland’s
the sobs and cries of a child who sat on the : ¢ patience was nearly exhausted. ¢ Well, to be
door-step of a small tenement. { sure, she looked bad enough when she came
“Wlat is the matter, my little girl?”* he in- 3 here, but not like going so soon. It's only yes-
quired, looking kindly on her. : terday I see her feeding her child on the steps;
The child’'s sobs ceased for a moment and { I reckon it must be this dreadful sickness, that's
she gazed in his face, as if wondering at the ; likely to mow us all down. She was a mighty
gentle voice: but they were quickly renewed, } pretty creetur, and looked for all the world as
and she repeated the cry of ¢ Mamma, mamma!” 3 if this hovel wasn’t sich a place as she was used
asif her heart were bursting. i to; but death will come to all of us. An’ what's
It was early dawn, and the street was appa- 3 { to become of the little one?”
rently deserted.  Mr. Markland looked aroun(l “Is there no one to whom you can apply for
and glanced into the half-open door of the cot- 3 advice?" asked Mr. Markland; I am a stranger
tage, on the step of which the child was secated; \ { here, and only now walked up from the ferry to
but no other person met his view, not a sound | i secure lodgings for my family.”
reached his car. i The woman thought she could ask a doctor
“This is strange!” he mentally cjaculated, } N Ywho visited poor people; and, putting a five
as he proceeded a few paces; but the deep sobs { dollar gold piece into her hand, Mr. Markland
of the little one still rung on his ear, and he; 3 desired her to have the child taken care of, and
involuntarily turned to soothe her. { consult the physician she had named on all that
“Where is your mamma?” he asked, in that { was necessary to be done.
tone of sympathy which ever reaches the heart § A few hours later, Mr. Markland was seated
of a chill. She pointed into the dwelling. ¢ at & plentiful breakfast in the principal hotel in
“I must see what this means, " said Mr. Mark- $ > the place, with his wife and smiling boy at his
land, and, taking the little creature in his arms, % $ side—but the piteous cry of the desolate littie
be entered the room. No living being was thcre, : one still rung on his ear; and the beautiful, but
but on a cot, in a corner of the apartment, lay 3 clay cold object he had seen, scemed to rise be-
the form of a female of about twenty years of | fore him, as if to accuse him of desertion of her
age. Her features, rigid in death, but denoting g child.
extreme benzuty, were calm and serene. Thclc ¢ “You do not eat, Edward; what has deprived
was litde in the room, and that little, nlthuugh ) you of appetite?” inquired Mrs. Markland, look-
neat and clean, indicated the poverty of its in- N mg anxiously at her husband. MHe evaded the

babitants. { question, for & relation of the late incident
#Good GGod'” exclaimed Mr. Markland, *“ what { would necessarily involve an explanation of the
can be the cause of such destitution ¢ 3 direful sickness which was ravaging the town,

The child had remained passive in his arms, { and which from fear of alarming his wife he
but at gight of the body she sprang from them, ; had scdulously kept from her. But his pre-
and clinging to the object unconscious of her ca- \ cautions on this subject were uscless, as the
resses, she again called frantically on ‘““mamma, { Y whole conversation, during breakfast, turned
mamma !’ { on the fearful ravages of cholera, and Mr. Mark-

The building stood apart from others, snd 3 land saw Lis wife's cheek blanch with terror as
Mr. Markland endeavored to draw the child?} N { she listened to & recital of the many appalling
from her deathly embrace ere he went to call { scenes which were hourly occurring.
sssistance—but she clung still closer to el ¢ This iy dreadful! horrible!” she exclaimed,

an
)
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on regaining her apartment.
cannot we leave here immediately?
business can be sufficiently urgent to justify us:
in risking life by remaining in this pestilentinl ;
atmosphere.”

«1 am equally unwilling with yourself, dear
Margaret, to have you and Rupert exposed to ;
it,” replied Mr. Markland. “The friends who
came with us will proceed up the river to-day;
and, as we have tested that boat,
there is no sickness on board, I wish you and

S i R

“Oll, l‘,dwnrd'
Surely no

our boy to go on, and I will rejoin you at Pitts- {

burg as soon as possible.”

“Leave you here to encounter the horrors of :
*“No, =
80 %

cholera alone!" cried Mrs. Markland.
Edward, if you must stay, I will stay, too:
say no more about it.
One, without whose permission not a sparrow |
falls, and T was weak and foolish to fear. Let:
our trust be in Him!”

Mr. Markland’'s eyes beamed with love and
approbation, as he assured his wife he would
use every possible precaution to avoid exposure
or fatigue; and tenderly bidding her adicu, he
proceeded to his place of businexs.

The law suit, which had so imperiously de-
manded Mr. Markland's presence in C—— at
this trying period, he found, on inquiry, was
postponed for an indefinite length of time, owing
to the absence of an important witness: and he

hastened back to the lotel to give his wife the

welcome assurance that he would leave the place
by the first boat. He had nearly reached the
place of his destination, when a hearse passed
him at n very rapid pace.

mourner appeared to be following. Suddenly,

a pitcous cry rung on his ear, and, hastily :
turning, he beheld the little creaturc he had

seen in the morning, dragging along at a dis-

tance, and her heart-rending cries of “mamma,

1

mamma!” attracting the notice of all who passed.

¢«Good heaven!” exclaimed Mr. Murklund.:’:

*“was there no one humane enough to take care

of this desolate child?”” and he rapidly retraced :
As the child raised her eyes and be- ¢
She ran forward a @
few steps, caught the skirt of his coat in her :

his steps.
held him her sobs ceased.

little hands, and again exclaiming, ¢Mamma,
mamma!” dropped senseless on the ground.

A crowd quickly collected, but no one came :
forward to claim or assist the little sufferer, ¢
and, taking her up in his arms, Mr. Markland |
proceeded to the hotel, deposited her on a sofa
in his wife's apartment;
was soon earnestly engaged in restoring her, |

without waiting to question her husband on a
subject so strange.

P

and know @

We are in the hands of @

Not a solitary @

and Mrs. Mnrk]nnd‘\

MEENA. '

; “Am\ now \\lmt is to bccome of lhe poor
*(lnng " asked Mr. Markland, when the assi-
“ duities of his wife had succeeded in bringing
! back animation to the exhausted child, and she
¢ had sunk into a quict sleep.
3 “Oh! papa, do take her home with ug,” said
 Rupert, who stood listening eagerly to all that
:jpnsscd. “Sec what a nice little girl she iy,
5 and what beautiful curls she has, and what a
pretty, soft hand. She shall be my little sister,
¢ and 1 will love her so dearly—do take her home,
papa.”

A tear glistened in Mrs. Markland's eye as
she replied, “She is about the age our Mary
would have been had she been spared to us.
What is best to be done, dear Edward?”

“She would be much care to you on our
:joux ney, Margaret—and also a tax in our visit
to our friends; had we not hetter leave her here
in the charge of some suitable person? Wecan
then consider the matter, and if we judge best
on our return from the North, we can then claim
her.”

“RBut, papa,” urged the boy, ¢‘she may dic
of cholera while we are gone, and then you will
feel 80 sorry you did not take her with us.”

“She may not be kindly treated, or else sub-
“jected to evil influences,” said Mrs. Markland,
v “and even at her tender age the foundation is
aying for good or ill. I think, my love, if we
design to take her at all, it will be best to do
180 at once; Rosc has been used to the care of
! chiliren and can attend to her; and as Rupert
; says, we should feel badly if we found, on our
return. that she had become a victim to this fell
! disease.”

Mr. Markland never opposed the benevolent
. resolutions of his wife, and it was decided that,
{if, upon inquiry, there was no one to claim the
'child, she should henceforth be considered as
\ belonging to the family of her benefactor.
Rupert clapped his hands with joy, but upon
“ his mother's caution that sleep and quict were
important for the child in her present heated
and excited state, he seated himself by the
lounge where she reposed to watch her slum-
bers.

Mr. Markland could gain no information of
Y the mother of his little charge. but that she
had come there about a week previously. She
“had never associnted with her neighbors, and

her manners and appearance were cvidently
:supernor to those around her. He was shown
a change of wearing apparel of the mothers,
i and alittle frock of the child's, which the woman
: . e had first called to her assistance, declarel
)Wal ssevery stitch” that could be found: these
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were of fine materials, although much worn. ; to her eye—*I know he is handsome, at least
A torn letter was also produced, in which, } { every one calls him 8o, and every one says, too,
written, in & manly hand, were expressions { that he is rich and good—but still, papa, I do
of deep affection for the mother and child: but } not love him, and I know you will not ask me
o clue to anything farther, except one allu-{to marry him—and mamma will not, nor Ru-
sion to ““darling little Meena.” §port”—her eyes, at this moment, encountered
{ Rupert's; but, she knew not why, they fell
§ beneath his gaze.

CHAPTER IL Q *No. my darling, I will not ask you to marry
Forrreex years bad passed, and nlthough 3 George Barrett, nor any one else your heart dis-
death had made no inroads in their circle, there } sapproves. I am in no hurry to resign my pre-
was otherwise as much change in the members : cious child to another,” cried Mr. Markland,
of Mr. Markland’s family as such a lapsc of time } **so that business is settled, and I will inform
usually effects. ? Mr. Barrett that you declino the honor of his
Mr. Markland and his wife had grown older, \ son’s addresses.” i
sod already a few silvery threads were discerni- § «“She is not my sister,” mentally cjaculated
ble, mingling with his raven locks, and his { Rupert, as he hastily left the room and retired
wife's auburn tresses; but the hearts of both } into the thick wood adjoining the house, to recall
still beat warmly with love to God and their {all the circumstances of Meena’s adoption ino
fellow-beings. {the family, and to analyze the feelings he was
Rupert Markland, now a ycung man of { thus suddenly rendered conscious of possessing
twenty-two, with & face and figure that might ! toward her.
have served as o model for a statue, was lhe§ “Motlier dear,” said Rupert Markland, as lie
idol of his parents, and beloved by all who { seated himself in his mother’s dressing-room. a
knew him. And Meena, the little one intro- { few hours after the above conversation, ‘will
duced under circumstances so afflicting, was to i vou tell me all about your journey to the North,
ber adopted parents a treasure beyond all price. } when I wasg a little boy, and how you came to
Meena might have heard in infancy that she { take charge of Meena?”
was not the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Mark-{ Mrs. Markland started in astonishment.
land, but if so, she retained no recollection of i ¢ Who has been telling you anything about it,
it, and nothing in their conduct could ever re- E Rupert ?”
mind her that sho was a child of charity; ity “You forget, mother, that T was clght years
reemed as if they, too, had forgotten it; and } old at the time and can recollect all that passed.”
i
¢
$
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Rupert bad only of late recalled it. “I have so long considered Mcena as our own,
Meena was now seventeen, her face and form ¢ that I had almost forgotten it myself,”” replied
were faultless, and therc was a wild grace in § Mrs. Markland, ¢‘and I should be sorry to have
her movements, a witchery in her manners, j her know that she has no natural claim upon
that no pen can portray. She was beloved by § us—I do not think she has now the least suspi-
all, the admired ahove all where all were lovely. { cion of it, and her feelings are so sensitive that
“What ancwer am T to return to Mr. Barrett, } she would be deeply grieved, were she told that
Meena!™ said Mr. Markland. «Ilc waited on } there was actually no tie existing between us.”
me this morning. purposely to sue for your]mml% *But, mother, there may be——"" Rupert
for his won!” §stopped and a deep color suffused his cheek;
“You ean framo an answer, dear father—say % but his mother, without noticing his embarrass-
that T am too young for such considerations, ® ' ment, procceded to relate the circumstances of
that you cannot part with me, or that I cannot \ Meena's introduction into the family, adding to
love any one hut my dear father, and mother,  the facts wo have before stated that her husband
snd Rupert.” As she spoke, a slight blush .E had left his address with Dr. Hanson, of C
suffused her cheek. : that he might give them information if any in-
“But consider, my child, Mr. Barrett is im- » quiries were ever made about the unfortunate
{
3

Mensely rich—George is his only child, hand- $ woman and her child. “But se many years
fome, well educated, and all that is desirable in 3 have now passed,” she continued, ¢that there
selecting o partuer for life—what reasonable i is no probability we shall ever learn anything
°"J°C!lon can you have to receiving him as your ‘1 of her parentage, and your father has deter-
lover?™ : mined that she shall never know she is not our _
“Indeeq, dear father, T do not love Gcorgo 3 child. TUelieve we love lier almost, if not quite,
Barrety,” exclaimed Mecna, while a tear started ? as well as yourself, my Rupert, and I think sl:e
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is too dear to you to cause you any regret at . The lovely object of their solicitude soon gave

her receiving the provision of a dauglter.” {signs of returning consciousness, and a physi-

“You do me but justice, dear mother, but yet I { cian being speedily summoned, everything re-
think—I think—perbaps it would be better—— { quisite was done to prevent any ill effects from
again he stopped. the accident. Meena had been go guickly ex-

«What do you mean, Rupert, what would be § tricated that no ill consequences were appre-
better?” inquired Mrs. Markland, in surprise. \hcnded from her sudden immersion, and she

o1 dou'chnow," replied the y;uth, ahsemly, was soon able to give an account of it, and
and, before his mother could comment on hissni‘so l;o laugh at the fl'lbht which deprived her
strange behavior, he abruptly left the room. of all presence of mind, when, on reaching

«If Rupert ls, avaricious, and fecls that we } too far for a flower she wished to obtain, she
are bestowing on Mecena what should be solely § lost her balance and was precipitated into the
his own, I have been deceived in my son,” said §rivcr.
Mrs. Markland to her husband, after recounlingz “But had you not been near to rescue me,
. to him the foregoing conversation. N { dear Rupert, it would soon have been all over,”

“It cannot be!” exclaimed Mr. Markland. } { she continued, with a shudder. *Can I ever be
‘“Rupert has ever been onec of the most dis- :grn(eful enough to you for risking your life to
interested and gencrous of human bheings, and | save me?”
he could not evince more devoted affection for For a moment it seecmed as if Rupert's usual
a sister than he has uniformly done for Mecna, | nobleness was deserting him, but he resolutely

\ . .
and yet you find he has always remembered the } repelled tho ungencrous feeling as he replied,
events which introduced ler into our family.” | ‘You owe no gratitude to me, Mcena. I was
. But the solitary cogitations of the young man { at some distance when your cry reached my ear,
may better clucidate the apparent mystery than { and only gained the spot to see you borne from
all the conjectures of his unsuspicious parents. gﬂle river in the arms of a stranger.”

“Mcena will never love me but as a brother,” {  *“Where is he?” cried Mr. Markland, now first
cried Rupert, despondingly, as, on leaving his } rccollectmg that it was not Rupert who had con-
mother, he again sought the dcep recesses of { veyed the senscless form of Mcena into the
the forest. «Others have the privilege of sueing { house. ¢We have been strangely remiss in
for that heart I would die to obtain, and I must 3 letting one depart to whom we are so decply
stand calmly by, content with the affection a }indcbted, without even thanking him for the
sister ::oul; bc}stow——l who bave made her my § obligation he has rendered.” ¢
idol from the moment I first beheld her! §  But no one could tell anything of the stranger.

“No, it shall not be—I will tell her all—she § In the confusion he had disappeared, and only
shall know she is not my sister—she shall know { Rupert had scen him sufficiently to recollect
how far dearer to me she is than was ever sister § him, should they ever meet again. But Rupert,
to & brother, and then see if she will cast me { amid all his anxiety for Meena, felt that, among
ofl for some acquaintance of a day! §s. thousand, he should recognize the splendid

*But should she only feel for me o sister’s | figure and dark, flashing eye of the man he Lad
love, shall I not give her the anguish of know- | seen, helding the corpse-like object of his own
ing she can claim no kindred—that ghe is iso- | adoration.
lated from all on earth! Oh, no—no! I eannot % George Barreit’s admiration of Mecna scemed
grieve her thus—it were far better to bear such §but the precursor of other suitors, and although
misery alone—but should she love another?” { Rupert saw them all dismissed with equal in-
Rupert clenched his hands in agony. % difference, his mind was in such continual agony

At this moment a loud shrick reached his } as he witnessed their attentions, that it began to
ear. He could not be mistaken in the voice, it } prey on his health, and his parents and Mcena
was Meena's! Rushing hastily to the spot from { were tortured with the most painful apprehen-
whence the sound proceeded, he beheld a man | sions as they viewed his wasted form and pale
emerging from a stream which flowed throuzh : and melancholy countenrance.
the grounds, bearing in his arms her who oc- { «Tt is the climale that is destroying our Ru-
cupied all his thoughts. Rupert would have: l ipert,” exclaimed his mother, as she gazed at
snatched the precious burthen from him, but: { him from the window, while ler eyes filled with
the stranger, gently, yet firmly, resisted the at- { tears, ¢ He must go into & more genial air.”
;l‘?mptv and saying, ¢“Show me where I can take ’ But Rupert resolutely resisted every proposi-

er to get proper assistance,” he followcd the | tion to leave his home, and his parents un-
half frantic youth in his progress to the house. : willingly acquiesced in his determination.
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CHAPTER III. ¢ hastily round: his face flushed, then he grew
Norning had been learned of the stranger § pale; while he stood as if undecided whether to
who hal rescued Meena from the river, and, { advance or retrcat. But the hesitation was
potwithstanding Rupert’s gratitude, he felt irri- { momentary, and with the easy grace of one to
uted and disturbed at the frequent desire she § whom courts might be familiar, he advanced
evpressed to meet her deliverer. 3 toward the young people, conscious that he was
~1t is very strange, Rupert, that we have % recoguized.
peser beheld the person to whom I am 8o much § “We have long sought you, sir,” said Rupert,
indebted,” said Mecna, as she was one morning ! his fine face now only beaming with the intense
walking with Rupert by the stream which had 5 gratitude which swelled his heart, as he con-
e nearly proved fatal to her. The subject was g tinued, “believe us not ungratcful for the deep
pever a pleacant one to him, and he answered } obligation you rendered, that we have so long
rather pettishly that it was probably some pass- E delayed our acknowledgments, but we had no

P T S

ing traveler. clue by which to discover you.”

“I do so want to see and thank him,” eried Meena could no longer bLe restrained by the
Meens, enthusiastically. ¢ What did he look j forms Rupert would observe, and, siretching
lite, Rupert? Was he old, or was he young?out her hand to the stranger, while Ler face
You saw him long enough to know how bLe { glowed with the excess of grateful ecmotion, she
lwked, yet you will never describe his appear- | exclaimed,
aace.” g «“Oh! let me thank you! But for you, sir,

“You cannot suppose, Meena, that at a mo- H my beloved parents and brother would now be
ment of such excitement, when her I held dearest ; saddened by my loss. How shall we cver repay
on earth lay apparently dead before me, [ should § you for so generously risking your own life to
D.ike a very ciuse observation of her preserver, § save that of one entirely nhknown to you?”
elthough my heart is full of gratitude to him{ The gentleman took the little hand that was
I should know him again certainly, and, if we ; extended, and, gently pressing it, he replied,
ever meet, will endeavor to express my thanks § “Indeed, my dear young friends, you entirely
U him, and wi<h T could, in any way, repay in | over-rate the slight service T was able to render,
fome measure s0 vast an obligation.” { but I rejoice to sce that you, Miss Markland,

As Rupert turned his eyes from Mcena at the | have not been a sufferer from the accident,”
eeaclusion of this speech, he suddenly startcd,s “You know ug, sir,” eried Rupert. “Yet
his before pale face grew yet paler, and then { you would not give us the happiness of learning
fushed as if with unwonted agitation: he hesi- § who was our benzafactor, that we might endeavor
tated for & moment, then, turning to his com- { to express the gratitude with which our hearts
panion, «aid in a low, husky voice, “*Your wish } were filled.”’
is at last gratificd, Mcena, there is your pre-} “I learnt from Dr. Wilmot who it was I had
server—I cannot mistake him.” $ been so happy to ussist,” returned the stranger,

At a short distance from the youthful pair§ with a emile—¢and from him too I heard of the
stood a gentleman, leaning against a tree. e { young lady's restoration.”
bad evidently heen engaged in squirrel hunting, ¢ “But my father and mother are earnest to
833 number of the little animals lay by his side, } see and thank the preserver of their child,”
tod he now rested on his gun, apparently so i eried Meena. “Will you not go with us and
abwrhed in watching for more game that he { give them the delight of acknowledging the
berded not the approach of the intruders. { obligation? Or will you not tell us where they

“Are you rure it is hie, Rupert?” whispered ; may find you?”’

Meena, her face illumined with excitement nnd:c There was an expression of melancholy on
delizht.  «Oh! lct me speak to him and thank { the countenance of the stranger, as he gazed
biwt” { earnestly at the lovely speaker: and he hesi-

“Stay, Meena, and let me—as your brother—'" { tated for a moment, ere he replied, “I am unfit
T'he words secmed to produce a choking sensa- § at present, my dear young lady, to appear at
1, bat after a moment, Rupert concluded the ; your father’s; but I should value his acquaint-
sentence, while, with a firm grasp, he restrained § ance, although not for the purpose of receiving
the impetuous girl from rushing forward. iacknowlcdgmcnts whicih T assure you are un-

“Let me thank him. As your brother, it is { merited. My residence is about five miles from
1 who should do jt.” ¢ this place, and my name is Clifford, and to re-

The 2ound of their footsteps seemed now first / ceive any of Mr. Markland's family at my dwell-
1o reael the gentleman's car, and ho turned ting will be to me a source of pleasure.” e

~.
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then made some allusion to his game, and,
gathering it up, paid his parting courtesies to
the young people and left them.

“Oh! Rupert, are you not glad we have scen
him? Is he not a noble-lvoking man?  Such
eyes, and his figure so commanding—ho looks
fitted to perform glorious deeds.” exclaimed the
animated girl. But Rupert walked on in silence.

“You do not speak, Rupert, what is the mat-
ter? Do you not admire Mr. Clifford?”

“You leave no room for my admiration,
Meena; yours is so overwhelming it will suftice
for us hoth.”

«Rupert!” eried Meena, in amazement, ¢ what
has come over you?”

The youth's face was livid with agony, and
his secret trembled on his lips.

«Meena,” he Legan, in a voice so hollow she
started in affright. At this moment they per-
ceived Mr. Mavkland advancing.

The unhappy young man suddenly grasped
the hand of his companion and franticully ex-
claimed,

“Mecena, you must know all, if it seals my
misery: hut not now—at some future moment
I must tell you—Dbut do not—oh! do not let the
acquaintance of an hour supersede in your heart
the tried affcction of years!”

Agitated and alarmed at Rupert’s manner,
Meena would have questioned himj but Mr.
Markland had now reached them, and bhefore
she could utter a syllatle, Rupert had disap-
peared.

To Mv. Markland's anxious inquiry at her
agitated manner, Meena felt, she knaw not why,
that nothing should be said of Rupert; but her
account of the meeting with the stranger who
had rescued her was a suflicient explanation of
the emotion she evineed.

“Mr, Cliford ! eried Mr. Markland, on listen-
ing to Meenn's vecital. ¢ It wag, then, our new
neighbor who so miraculously appeared for your
preservation.” )

“You know him, then, dear father.
have we not heavd of him before?”

“Do not be in such a hurry, my little girl, to
get all the news,” rephied Mr. Markland, laugh-
ing. «It is only since you walked out this
morning that I learned Mr. Clifford had pur-
chased Mr. Barrett’s clegant plantation. To
whisper a secret in your ear, Meena, it i3 said
that your cruclty has so preyed upon poor
George, that his parents, who live only for
him, have determined to withdraw him from so
dangerous a neighhorhood; and Mr., Barrett
has hastily concluded the sale of his plantation
to Mr. Clifford, who is reported to be alwo n

Why
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millionaire.  Mr. Barrett is going, with his wife
and son, to Europe, in the next steamer.”

Meena, who really felt much friendship for
George Barrett, expressed lier sorrow at such
intelligence, and her hope that the part which
concerned herself was without foundation.

lupert did not appear until the family assem-
bled at dinner, and he was, then, dovmed to
listen throughout the meal to the extravagant
praises of Mr. Clifflord.  Mr. Markland had not
v delayed a moment, after Meena's iuformation,
to call upon her preserver, and returned home
in a state of delightful excitement at the new
friend and neighbor they had acquired.

As soon as she could get an opportunity to
speak, Meena eagerly inquired of her father if
he saw Mrs. Clifford,

1 may sec hernow, my dear,” suaid Mr. Mark-
land, laughing heartily with an arch glance 2t
ﬁlhe inquirer.  “Why, Mcena, what made you
£ decide that Mr. Clifford Lad a wife?”

*He is old enough to have one, dear fatler,
I am sure—for, although so very handsome, he
must be at least forty.”

“You young people think forty a very ad-
vanced age,” continued Mr. Markland, still
laughing. *But let me tell you, Mis: Mcena,
that Mr. Clifford is none too olld for a beau
Eyct—hc is cither a bacliclor or a widower, and
ylives at that splendid place like a prince. e
is far handsomer than any young man about
here, and perhaps, Mcena, by appearing a3
attractive as possible, you may yet queen it
thiere as Mrs. Clifford yourself.””

Rupert started to leave the tabie, but the gay
reply of Meena arrested him.

*Oh! papa, 1 havo no hepe of effceting such
a congnest; Mr. Clifftord is a noble-looking
man, but you must allow he is not half so hand-
come as Rupert, and T am determnined never to
marry a man onc whit inferior to my brother—
and then to think of one’s marrying a man oid
enough to be their father—why, T shiould catch
myself saying ‘yes sir’ and *no sir’ to him—
no, indeed, papa, I am determined never to
marry an old man.  But Mr. Clifford would not
thank us for disposing of him thus summarily,”
she continued, laughing merrily.

“Well, my dear, you must take your own
way; but T can tell you Mr. Clifford made a
great many inquiries about you, and said you
i resembled strongly a very dear friend—so if
} you should change your mind, T think bis heart
3 will not be impenetrahle.”

The few words uttered so playfully by Meena
i seemed to give new life to the desponding Ru-

N

I pert—his eye was for awhile illumiued with it8
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former brilliancy, and a smile again played over }
kis countenance; but these were speedily dis- 3
pelled by the intimacy which commenced he-
tween Lis family and Mr. Clifford; and it could }
not but be evident, even to an uninterested ob- 3
server, that Meena was the attraction which
drew their new friend to the mansion of her}
father, his eye followed her wherever she moved,
be would always select the seat nearest to her,
and, by his varicd and intellectual conversation,
0 enchain her attention that she willingly re-
mained by him, and would ever grect his ap-
paarance with a beaming smile of welcome.

“Meena!” repeated Mr. Clifford, when, on
the first day of his introduction, he heard;
the nime pronounced by lier mother. Mrs. 3
Markland looked up, in surprise, and perceived N
her guest gazing steadfastly at the girl, while }
bis face was deadiy pale: he seemed to recollect §
himeelf as Lis eye encountered that of Mrs.
Markland, and apologized, saying,

“Pardon me, madam—but your daughter’s
pawe is uncommon—and it was borne by a
mother [ dearly loved.”

Mrs. Markland only bowed; but the circum-
stance, slight as it was, considerably impressed
her mind.
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CHAPTER IV.

Meexy wag, one day, listening, with decp in-
terest, to a recital of some adventure of Mr.
Clifor I's, when, on raising her eyes, she heheld
Rupert guzing at her with such intensity, and a
face s0 hageard, that she started in affright,
and, furzetnl of all else, she hastened toward
bim, exclaiming,

“You are ill, dearest Rupert—what has be-
fallen y oy

YOSV VYNNIV E P

The unlappy youth drew her arm within his
own anl dowly left the room. Mr. Clifford}
!ookcvl pil'\‘ing].\' after them, and tears gnthered §
n the cyes of Mrs, Markland as she watched
their retreating figures.

Rupert (rembled so that Meena was obliged
Lo surport him, although little less agitated her-
!chj; for there was something in his manner
which thrille] her heart with apprehension as
be drew her into the library.

“T st speak, Meena, I must know and re-
veal all, though death and destruction should
be the concequence, T shall g0 mad to remain
l-m:,f:r in this state of uncertainty.  Answer
me,” he continued in a solemn and impressive
tone. “ancwer me—and truly, by all your hopes
of h"y‘l'in"ﬁ—wi“ you marry Mr. Clifford?”

< What g yYouwmean, Rupert, that you act so
strangely?™ cried the nstonished girl.  4Oh!

-
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tell me, my beloved brother, what has thus agi-
tated you?”

“('all me not by that hated name,” he cried:
“I abjure it forcver—would that I had never
heard it! But you do not answer me—tell me,
Meena, without equivocation—will you marry
Mr. Clifford?”

‘Rupert, dear Rupert, what has happened?”
exclaimed the horror-struck girl, now fully con-
vinced that his zenses had forsaken him. Oh!
tell me, my precious brother, what has afflicted
you?”

“Will you still call me so?”’ he exclaimed:
“have I not abjured the title? T am no brother
of yours! I have worshiped you through life—
yet you will forsake me—you will leave me to
marry this detested man!”

“What can you mean, Rupert? I will marry
no one—never marry if you disapprove it—
certainly,” she added, in a calm voice, I will
never marry Mr. Clifford.”

“You promisce me, Meena,” he cried, eagerly.
“you solemnly promise me mnever to marry
him 2"

«I will promise you that, or anything, if you
will only be calm; but what can have causcd
you to be so agitated, my darling brother?”

¢ Again that hateful sound. Meena, will you
not helieve me, I am not your brother—you are
no child of my parents!”

Meena, for & morment, gazed at him in speeck-
less agony: then, exclaiming, “No child of your
parents? Who then am I?” She staggered and
would have fallen, had not Rupert caught her
in his arms, and strained her convulsively to
his breast.

“Do not weep, my own idolized Meena,” he
cried, as tlie tears now sircamed down her
cheeks—¢¢do not weep, but promise to render
me happy by becoming, in reality, their duughter.
Oh, Mecena! you know not how I have worshiped
you—the torture T have endured when T wit-
nessed such devotion in others as I was with-
held from paying. Say, Mecena, will you not
gzenerously repay me for the misery 1 have
suffered, by giving me that heart which is above
all price?”

«I eannot realize what you tell me, Rupert,”
returned Meenn, faintly; “spare me now, I en-
treat you, and let me get more calm, ere you
say move.”

It was bliss to Rupert to be allowed to support
the weeping girl, and they sat theve in silence,
her head reclining on his shoulder, while Lis
arm encircled her waist, until the entrance of
Mra. Markland aroused Meena, and she started,
as if deteeted in wrong, from the arms of Rupert.
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K My dear chlldren, I have sought you every-
where,” cried Mrs. Markland, as she entered.
«+] feared you were ill, Rupert, when you took 3
your sisier from the room, and, as soon as Mr.
Clifford left, I came in scarch of you.”

Rupert fclt that Meena trembled as the name
of “sister” fell from his mother’s lips.

««Mother,” he gaid, solemnly, 1 have been
ill—ill, almost to distraction; it remains with
this dear onc and my parents, to give me life,
and hope, and happiness. 1 have told Mecena
all, mothier—I have told her she is not your g
child, that T may sue her to become so. Will §
vou not reccive her anew, as a daughter, my
mother—as the idolized wife of your son?”

“Willingly, gladly, my Rupert, if you can
prevail on her to becomeo so,” cried Mrs. Mark-
land; “but you are agitating her too much, now;
let her go with me and endeavor to recover from
the cffects of your impetuosity.” And, with a
mother's tenderness, Mrs. Markland led the
trembling givl to her chamber, nor left her till
she was <oothed and composed.

« How blind we have been!” exclaimed Mr.
Markland, when he had listened to his wife's
recital. ¢ Well, it is not wonderful that Rupert
sliould have bestowed his heart on her, when
he knew she was not his sister; for whom can he
find so fascinating, so perfect? But will ghe
give him ler heart in return, or is he to be
doomed to the misery of unrequited love?”

I think that he cannot sue in vain,” roplicd
the mother, who felt that her son’s attractions {
must be irvesistible.

When Meena appeared, ou the summons to §
dinner, her eyes swollen with weeping, Mr.
Markland stood looking out of the window—he
turncd a3 she entered, and the next moment she
was sobhing in his arms.

My darling little girl,” he exclaimed, press-
ing her tenderly to his heart: ¢why this agita-
tion? Are you not as fondly beloved as any
child can be? Let me wipe away these tears,
and sce you look cheerful again, or I shall begin
te think yon only loved us for the name of pa- ¢
rent.”’

«Oh, you know not how dearly I love you!” }
cried the poor girl, weeping piteously. ¢ But
I do not helong to any one, even my very name
is unknown.”

*This is wrong, Meenn; you have long been
our child, you must still remain go,” said Mr.
Markland, kindly. <But sit down by me, now,
aml eat your dinner like a good girl, and we
wiil then talic all this over quietly, and, T hope,
in & manner to make you feel happy again.”

Rupert did not make hLis appearance, and the
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s dinner passed very dlﬂ\,rent]y from thmr usuul

, gocial meals.

As Mr. Markland had promised, he talked with
Mecna of the past, described the first moment
he had seen her, and the view he had obtained
3 of her dead mother. But he passed over the
% sad, rude burial, only saying he bad again en-
\\count,cred her, weeping, in the street, and that
: from that time she had been cherished equally
i with his own Rupert.
§ «And now, Meensa,” he continued, “will you
: grieve us by disowning us as parcats?  We sue
{youto become, indeed, our(luughtcr—h) render-
{ing Rupert happy, you will make us xo.’

«Qh, my more than father!” cried she; “my
whole life will be inadequate to prove my grati-

tude; but spare mec now on this subject—all is
g0 strange—so wonderful—so unexpected!”

Mr. Markland suffered her to leave him, and,
in the retirement of her own room, Meccna sought
that composure she so much needed.

In her carly walk, the ensuing morning,
Mecena again met Rupert.  What arguments he
used to comfort her, we may not reveal; but
certain it is, that, although lier manncer was
somewhat agitated on her return to the house,
it was less sorrowful than on the preceding day,
and her eyes again sparkled with a portion of
their wonted brilliancy.

The post-man’s horn sounded while the family
! were at breakfast, and the servant soon entered
’ with the letters and papers. Mr. Markland
$ turned them over, and, taking up one of un-
{ usual size and thickness, he observed, in an
§ nceent of surprise, “From C ; T hope they
$have not raked up that troumesomc law-=uit
But this package must contain more
“than one musty parchment.” And gathering

up his letters, he retired to the library.

% It scemed as if the mention of C
:
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{ again.

had im-

ressed all present with the idea of something
connccted with Meena. Mrs. Markland and her
\ ¢ son involuntarily exchanged significant glances,
and Meena gazed at them both with a pale face
tand trembling frame. The silence which ensued
3 {was interrupted by a summons for Mrs. Mark-
land from her hushand.

Left alone with Rupert, Meena, for the first
time, scemed to realize that he was not her
brother; her eye sank beneath hiz impassioned
! gaze, and in vain she essayed to speak, with the
{artless confidence she Liad been wont to do, of
;(he letter which she seemed intuitively con-
‘vmced related to herself. DBut, as if reading
khcr thonghts, Rupert replied to them,

\

y Tt ean only he a letter of business, dearest

{ Meena; do not be thus agitated.”

SYVIIVIINNVIY)
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Ere the girl could gain composure to reply, { to the address you left with me, and sincerely
tli¢, too, was summoned to the library; and, in | hope, if the little orphan is still living, they
the Lope of rendering her more calm, Rupert § may atford a clue by which to discover with
gaily exclaimed that he was not going to be the { whom she is connected.”
only one excluded from a family party, nnd,§ With all the tenderness of parental love, did
drawing her arm within his own, he conducted § Mr. and Mrs. Markland make known the con-

ber into the presence of his parents. ¢ tents of the letter, and put into the hands of
%lhe agitated Mecna these mcementocs of her
CHAPTER V. { mother, which, with true delicacy, they had

Tur mysterious package proved to be from ; forborne to examine; and when, by their kind-
Dr. Hanson, of C , with whom Mr. Markland % ness and caresses, the poor girl had regained
had loft his address, in the hope that some light { some degree of composure, they silently left the
wight be thrown on the parentage of Mecna. room, motioning to Rupert, who unwillingly

It stated that a few days previous, the doctor § followed their example.
ks 1 been called to attend a dying woman named ; Feeling the relicf of thus being at liberty to
Sarab Elland; that she appeared to have some- Z indulge her emotions, Mcena sat with the tears
thing on her mind that caused her much dis- { streaming down her checks, gazing at the un-
trezs: and when convinced she could have no { opened packet: at length, with trembling hands
Lipe of recovery, had confessed to him, that, } and a silent appeal for strength in Ler painful
feurteen years before, she was one morning : task, sho broke the seal. :
riused from her sleep by a strange genllcmau:‘; Some bhalf dozen letters were hound iogether
kouckiug at her door and entreating her to go @ with a ribbon, another little folded paper com-
tv a neighboring cottage, where a poor, young : pleted the contents. As Meena tremblingly
wowan lay dead; that he gave her a piece of { surveyed the letters, which she expected would
21 1o take care of the child of the deceased, § reveal the tale of her birth, a scerct awe stolo
which <he promised to do; that as soon as the Lover hier, and hesitatingly she glanced at the
geutieman left her she went to the cottage, and } superscription as if she were invading the con-
the first object that attracted her attention was 3 fidence of her motlier, whose form was now
 glistering ring on the finger of the corpse; that { mouldering in the grave!
this she hastily drew off and secreted in her? In a bold, manly hand, on the outside, was
bssom; that, on searching the pockets of the { written ¢ Mrs. Ellen Wareham, London.”
deceased, she discovered a singularly wrought § ] cannot, must not read them!” exclaimed
purse containing several pieces of gold, which § the girl, as she hid her face in her hands. A
she alzo secreted, and also a package of letters, § step aroused her, and, looking up, she beheld
which were with some articles of wearing ap- § Mr. Clifford entering the room.

parelin a small trunk ; that the 1id of the trunk { “(Good heavens!” ho exclaimed, alarmed at
wasmarked E. C.; and that the letters and trunk | the deathly hue of ler countenance, “you are
she hid, lest they should impart some knowledge ; ill, Miss Markland—let me call assistance.”
through which inquiry might be made for the} Meena attempted to speak, but, overpowered
Puree and ring, with emotion, £he burst into tears.

“The woman professed great penitence for 3 Shocked at her agitation, Mr. Clifford ad-
the theft ghe had committed,” continued Dr. ; vanced toward her and was about to speak
Hanson's letter.  «She declared she had never ‘ soothingly to her, when he turncd deathly pale,
known any peace since that hour; that although : his eycs fixed on the letters before him. Meena
*he wpent the gold, she never could bring her- \ gazed at him in amazement as he again moved
=€ll to part with the purse and ring, but had : hastily toward her, and, grasping both her
kept them and the letters carefully hid, often ' hands, he exclaimed, “Who are you? Mock
"'}Qrmi"iug to scek me and relieve her con- 3 me not.  Tell me, how came these into your
science by revealing her crime, but had been ; possession?” o seized the letters as he spoke.
unalle to gain resolution to do so until the Trembling and affrighted, anticipating she
terror of death wrung it from her. She en- ¢ scarcely knew what, Mcena could only gasp
treated me, finally, if I knew where the gentle- ¢ forth, in almost inarticnlate accents,

man was who took the child, to send the articles
imme:

AR

“They were my mother's.”

liately to him and Leg bim to forgive her.” & ¢ My God, I thank thee!” he cried, eatching

Pr. Hanvon procecded to say, k her rapturously in his arms—¢my heart did not
'.'I therefore, sir, forward you such of the * then deceive me—thou art indeed my child—my

articles a8 I can enclose in a leiter according * own, my long lost Meena!”
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Overpowered by such conflicting emotions,
Meena sunk almost senscless into the arms of
her father.

At this moment Rupert Markland entered,
and for a moment stood as if petrified at the
scene before hir; then rushing furiously toward
Mer. Clifford, he exclaimed,

¢Unhand that young lady, sir, or His
speech was cut short by the rencwed exclama-
tions of Mr. Clifford, who, without appearing to
notice the entrance of the youth, continued,

“And thy mother? Oh! my child, tell me of
her! Of my wife!”

As Mecena raized her head at this adjuration,
she beheld him, who had 8o loved her when he
belicved her a friendless orphan, and gently
extricating herself from the encircling arms of
her father, she extended her hand to the aston-
ished youth, saying,

“You, Ruapert, will assist me to reveal all to
my newly-found parent; and oh! my father, lct
the love of your child help to console you for
the sorrows you have sustained, for all that you
have yet to suffer!”

«I see it all,” cried Mr. Clifford, ¢yon would
not thus have evaded replying had she heen
sparcd—but God has been very merciful—let
me not murmur, but bless Ilim that He has re-
stored my child!"”

We pass over the delight and surprise of Mr.
and Mrs. Markland, when informed of the dis-
covery of Meena's father, one 8o every way de-

.

"

serving of her filial duty, and proceed to relate

the events which separated her parents.
Ellen Halford was the daughter of a wealthy

banker in London, and had just cntered her?

sixteenth year when she first met Henry Clif:
ford. A mutual attachment soon took place,
but he was poor, and when he dared to sue the

rich Mr. Ialford for the hand of his heiress, he ¥

wag repulsed with disdain, and Ellen forbade to
think of him more.

For a time, Ellen obeyed the mandate of her
stern father and refused to meet Henry; but at
last, overcome by his importunitics and her own
ardent love, she consented to sce him.  One in-
terview led to another, and finally to an clope-
ment, and the imprudent young couple were
indiegolubly united ere Mr. Halford was aware
of Ellen's absence from his country-seat, where
she had gone with her mother and alarge party
of friends.

Words cannot deseribe his rage when in-
formed of the event. He accused his wife, a
gentle, timid woman, of conniving at his daugh-
ter's disobedience; and solemnly vowed that,
uuless Ellen would consent to leave her husband,
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» she should never again enter his presence. It
§wus in vain she wrote, and through the inter-
3 cession of friends plead for pardon: the father
}was incxorable. Mrs. Halford secretly met,
forgave, and blessed her daughter, but this was
discovered by her hushand, and he peremptorily
forbade her to repeat it.

Henry Clifford was descended from a noble
family, but he had no wealth to reconcile the
conncction to one to whom wealth was an idol.

When Ellen was seventeen yeavs old, the liurle
Mcena was born, and Mr. Clifferd found Lim-
sclf, with a wife and child to support, involved
in difficulties and embarrassments,

It was at this time, when an old friend of hie
proposed their embarking together for America,
offering to pay Henry's expenses to their de-
stined port, to be refunded when he had amassed
sufficient wealth to pay it with convenience. It
Y was agony to Mr. Clifford to part with his be-
Yloved wife and child; but poverty was advancing
§ with rapid strides, and after so far succeeding in
reconciling the weeping Ellen to his departure,
that she no longer opposed it openly, hearranged
everything as much for her comfort as possible,
put the little remaining of his earthly pesses-
sions into her hands, and promixing she should
come to him ag soon ns he had acquived sufhi-
cicut for the expense of her voyage, he bade her
what was destined to be a last favewell.

Misfortune pursuced him after his arrival in
America, but he wrote regularly to his wife,
endeavoring to comfort her under their trying
¢ separation, and transmitting to her small rums,
» by which she wag enabled to live, while he often
deprived himself of the necessaries of life to
- supply her wants. Nearly three years Henry
¢ Clifford drngged on this miserable life, scparated
\ from all he held dear on earth, when he received
a letter from his wife, which, while it gave him
the delightful hope of a speedy reunion, yct ex-
cited the utmost anxiety. She informed him
that an opportunity was now offered her to erues
the Atlantic with a lady who sought her as a
companion; that they were to sail for New
Orleans, where it would be eagy for her te st
to him: she had, therefore, accepted Mre. Wil
ton’s offer, ns she should be under respectalile
protection, and thus expedite their reunion.

No mention was made of the nnme of the
vesgel in which they were to sail, and Mr. Clif-
ford had not the slightest clue to guide bim in
his after search for his wife and child.

For a time, Henry waited as patiently as it
was possible for him to do, in the hope of hear-
ing of his wife’s arrival in New Orleans.  But-
Fortune, which

WP VEPNPIPNIIIIIIIIIRIPYYIIIIVIYPINPPI VORISR

N
N
N
N
N
N
S
<
N
~

rrrcsrs.

SRSV IRIS

et

N

B R ST SPRE VY

PLLPPL L LIS PGP PL LG s bbb PP b PP LSS

{no such tidings reached him.




e R e NPV VWP PRSPPIV YV P PP NN

AT N

R

had so long frowned, scemed now becoming
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: remained in trust, should she or her child ever

more propitious, and he soon found himsclf appear.

prssessed of a sufticient sum to enable him to
search for his wife and child, and in an agoniz-
inz state of uncertainty he departed for New
Urleans; but here all his efforts to discover hiy
lost treasures were ineffectual.  Almost frantic
be now sailed for London, but here again his
search was fruitless; the home where he had
placed Ellen was no longer there, the old build-
ings were displaced by new ones, and no one
koew anything of Mrs. Wareham, which was
the name Ellen had assumed on her husband’s
departure, ag she declared that of Clifford should
not be known under circumstances so depressed
anl unfortunate.

+ Frustrated in every attempt to find his wife,
Mr. Clifford now came to the desperate resolu-
tian of going to her father and upbraiding him
wih Lis unnatural cruelty. But here, too, all

Mr. Ialford was dead. On his

leath-bed he too late repented his sternness to

hisonly child, and, with his blessing, bequeathed
t+ her and her heirs the immense wealth he had
so lang labored to obtain.

Mrs. Halford was living, but broken-hearted
awl alone.  She had seen and blessed her
dungliter and grandchild the day before they

wax changed.

<1l for America; but her after efforts to learn :

‘iinrs of them had proved equally fruitless
with Mr. Clifford’s.  She soon after dicd, leav-
ing him all the property she had received from
ler husband, while that devised to Ellen still
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“Years have passed,” continued Mr. Clifford,
«“and still the hope has clung to wme that I might,
one day, discover my lost treasures. Wealth
seemed to low in in abundance when I no longer
sought or valued it. A brother of my mother’s
returned from India laden with riches, but with
shattered health, and his life was speedily ter-
minated. Ere his death he discovered me, and
1 had the mcluncholy satisfaction of soothing’
the last days of my sole remaining relative. He
left me all his vast possessions. But wealth is
inadequate to happiness; indeed it appeared but
an aggravation to my sorrow, when it could no
longer benefit my wife and child.

«Jt secemed as if at New Orleans, if any where,
I might sometime gain the intelligence my heart
so desired, and here at length I determined to
remain. God has mercifully restored my child.
My Ellen—my wife!” His voice failed him,
but the gobs of his Meena mingled with Lis own,
and in the sympathy and devotion of his lovely
daughter the long sorrowing man found peace.

Mr. and Mrs. Markland experienced a rich
reward for the benevolence they Lad extended
to a desolate orphan, and Mr. Clifford felt that
he had secured every earthly happiness for his
: darling one, when, after tenderly cmbracing the
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:ihlnshing eirl, he resigned her to the guardian-
{ehip of the enraptured Rupert, and salemuly
§ entreated the blessing of the Almighty on both
§ his children.
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BY OLIVER WADE.

%0n' Father. give me strength to drink
This bitter cup of grief—

Oh: let thy quiet full, and link

My hours of sleep with dreams of him,
My latest, fallen leaf.

Tis very dark to-night—the light
Ir curtained from my sight.

Thear the swaying vines tap light

Upon the pane, and strain my cyes
To pierco the pall of night.

On yesternizht when stillness slept,
Ldrew the curtain up,
And Dian's silvery light in leapt,
Paling e marble. all his face
Like jeweled lilycup.

As pare as beantifal, thy coul
Hath reached the perfect day,
Aud left the night in eyes, my sole
Delight. Thy lips are cold and pale,
Their warmth has fied away.

This afternoon, I heard the bell

2 Which tolled hix passing corse.

:‘ Its pulsing waves of sound still dwell,
And echo throngh my brain, ¢Dead! dead?”
E Up from its throat, so hoarse.

( I misz my darling's nestling form—

$ He sleeps with God to-night,

Safo from all harm and earthly storm,
I bless, and bow before His will, .
Knowing He ruleth right.”

The mother sleeps with sorrow worn;
But on her face so wan,

Alternate with her tears, are born

The smiles that angel whispers bring.
Thus light and shade flits on.

Qo drifting, drifting, hither, thither,
Upon tho sea of sleep,
Without a care or thought of whither;
On. on rhe pas<es, until light
Shall kiss and make her weep.
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BY MIR1AM CLYDE.,

Tue sunget rays are kissing the western
clouds to crimson, and the winds which, all
day loug, have wandered over the hills, are
dying in whispers among the trees.

Ah, the merry winds! IHow far they have
traveled to-day; and how much goed, and how
much mischief they have done. The laborer,
gratetully, lifted Lis hat as they passed, shook
buck his hair damp with toil, and breathed a
blessing on thoe winds, The invalid’s pulse
quickened as they entercd his chamber laden

with frogrance, which told of clustering leaves

and blossows, turning his thoughts into new

channels, while he mused of bLlue sky aud bird- |

songs.

change; but the winds laugled gleefully in the

locust-tree at Lis absurdity, and then dauced

away over the corn-ficlds and down the lane, @
Only—
stopping—for a light toss of their sunny hair,
and a raucy whirl of dust into their bright !

where children came iroma school.

faces, they pas<ed on, and are now sinking in
murmurs around the old farm-house.

We cannot describe Sunny Glen as it stands
here, with its noble old trees, its scarlet blos-
someid vines, its rose-wreathed windows. Then
there is a face looking out from the roses. What
is it that calls that flush to the cheek, that
troubled light to the eye?
younz. searcely nineteen, and her heart is yet
full of youthful hopes and dreams.  She stands
there, to-night, with her childhood behind her,

untraced by one line of sorrow; before her, life &

with its unguthered treasures.

She has grown weary of the monotony of her
home-life, and longs for change. She is searcely
conscious of the depth of this yearning herself.
Dear brother Charley, little May, father, mother
—thege are her househiold names of love. And
there iy another name in Lier heart, written more
than a twelve-month ago.  For when last May-
time's sunshine was falling on the budding
roses, and crimsoning the strawherries, Sunny
Glen had a boarder. One who came to call
back the strength, which fever had wasted, in
pure country air: and Bertha’s soul awoke to
new, joyful melody. She cannot define herself,

Sho only knows the last year of bLer life has
154

The physician flattered himself that )
his last prescription had wrought an amazing !

Bertha Holimes is

: been unspeakably precious because of its bean-
Y tiful memories.  Often, beneath the stars, with
clasped hands, has she recalled the treasured
smile, the glance, the words; hushed her heart-
throbs impaticntly, to catch the lowest toue, and
looked with unconscious, trustful worship into
the decp eyes. Sweet Dertha Holmes! Shall
the waters of your soul flow out over desert
% souls, or shail verdure and bloem spring up
\ beside their murmurings?

¢ The last red light is gone from the sky, and
Bertha turns from the window. There is a
vletter for her in the evening mail, urging an
immediate visit to ler cousin, who is passing
few months at Bridgwell, a charining summer
retreat. It scems a sort of opening for her wish
for change, and DBertha anxiously awaits the
“decision of her parents.  Her couxin’s plan is,
to take her howe to the city in Neptember.

She is going. A week serves to complete her
arrangements, and the cars bear her to her
waiting velatives.  She is welcomed most cor-
dially. Walkigg, riding, and conversing beneath
“the stately trees around the village-Lotel, and
$ August is gone.  ** Scptember winds her mel-
Flow hour,” and Bertha is in New York. Sheis
?,:nol. one to be harmed by the frivolity and show
of fashionable rociety. She looks with interest
upon these, to her ncw phases of life—locks.

cujoys, and learns,  Gay and trustful as a child,
i she is fond of friends and company. But her
tcarly home education guards her, and ehe is
s safe from all wrong influence. Every weck she
I writes to Sunny Glen an'l hrother Charley.
s Every night her lips murmur prayers for them:
»and she knows where prayers are breathed for
“her. What a blessed privilege is prayer! No
matter how widely separated from loved oncs,
we can commit them to our Father's care. Ve
ican call down blessing= upon their lives. We
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can pray for them.

But is another name never on her lips as she
kneels in her devotion?  Yes, and it comes 1o
her, somnetimes, in the crowded drawing-rooin.
to dcepen the flush on her check, arrest the
merry laugh, aud put an earnest, far-off lovk
in lier brown eves. 13 it nat strange that
neither the worth, nor the foppery, that do ber
Y homage, have power to make her forget?
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Now, October is shaking down the forest, that after knowledge. Yes, she must meet him,
leaves by handfuls, and filling the air with its } and with this portrait, this Miss Hunter, and

dreamy haze.
dying flowers, or turning the leaves of a book,
which has been sent in for her perusal and
opinion. An acquaintance, Nelly Hart, occu-
pies the sofs, and is merrily talking. Bertha
is mot listening, till the lady, turning to her
particularly, accuves her of having drawn all
the gentlemen within the circle of her allegiance.
And, allressing her cousin, Nelly continues

“#You would hardly believe, Mrs. Ormes, how,

very much [ am thrown into the shade since
the alveat of this little picce of rusticity. 1,
who have concidered my belleship unquestioned
for the last twelve-month. I have yielded, thus
far, with gond grace. But now, a new star is
shout to arise on the horizon of fashion; and T
warn you, Mizs Holmes, how you iutercept its}
rags. [ have kept myself informed with regard}
to its movements for months. Now it is coming
within range of my natural vision—and, un-
fortunately, yours too. But beware!
you befarehand.”

Berthia, laughingly, inquires when, and in
what part of the visitle heavens, she shall look
for this star, which appears to he of tho *first
magnitude,” though certainly not “fixed,” and
also a:ks ita name.

*Uh, it Las been lighting some part of Eng-
land, during the puast year, and, cither tired
of Envlish scencry, or thinking to enhance its
brillianey in American skies, is coming over the
sea. It is Perey Gray. We may look for him
the twenticth, Lis sister informs me. So pre-
pare for partics innumerable, which shall yet
be in honor of this celebrity.  They say, Miss
Hunter, his bride elect, and her brother will
sccompany liim. DBut see if I do not give her
as much as one heart-ache before they leave.
Aod the ight-hearted Nelly is gone with a
laugling ou] -by, and Bertha is up stairs in
ber clmmbcr

It is alincst might; but what is the menning :

I warn ;

of these ccid liands, and this pale face? *His

bride.” Now ghe remembers a portrait which
the szw on his talle once, when sho went to
Flﬂ'y dowers to Lis room. She did not examine :
#, but she knows there were blue eves and
Lzt curling hair. IHis bride! Then ghe has
wronsly inierpreted the eyee, the tones, the
lingering adicu. He did not find as much glad-
nesd in the old -farm-houso as he left there.

Bertha sits idly watching the}

then she would see the difference between his
{ friend:hip and his love. “God help me,” she
§murmurs, “what a darkencd heart will go
i back to Sunny Glen! Yet my foce must not
3 tell that heart's secret. Never! T must be very
N . . *

} happy to renew my acqnaintance with Mr. Gray.
11 can do it—TI am strong. My will shall keep
3 the color in my checks, my hands and eyes
% steady.”

¢ It is the evening of the twenticth, and the
sparlors of Mrs. B are filled with wit, wis-
%dom, snd beauty. Bertha sccures a shaded
3
N
N
N
3
N

corner till she can still her quivering pulses
and look about her. She wizhes she could see
him now, before other eyes are upon hier.  Her
wishes are soon gratificd, for he enters the room
with Miss Hunter and Nelly, and is iinmediately
{ surrounded by eagzer fashionables.
\only two, Percy Gray and his reported be-
trothed. She is the portrait.  And Percy—
Bertha is frightened at her own trembling, as
1 his voice reaches her, and, retreating through
i the window, joins a group on the piazza, and
éfor the rest of the evening prouiises to he
i gayest among tho gay.
} Poor Bertha! A bright hope sprang up.in
your soul once, with the first summer flowers.
Amid autumn’s fading leaves it still grew on,
gathering freshness and fragrance, and winter
snows had no power to chill it.  But now it is
torn up, withered by the utterance only of a
few words.

Percy Gray is quictly enduring all the homage
of those around him, when, su-ldenly, Le sees a
bright face far across the room. He is not
dreaming. There is only one such face in all
i the world. He has carricd its MEmMOry ACross
:the occan, under England’s skics, and home
\ngam. He expected and intended to see it
{ sometime, but not so soon. He is almost sorry.
{too. He would rather have found it at the old
) fnrm-house, for there it would have been all
his own.

But why has she not heen to welcomo him,
whcn strangers weary him with their attention?
< Surely she knows he is here. It is in vnin he
“earnestly regards her. Tlis eyes seem to have
“lost all their old power. She docs not lovk at
him.

As Bertln leaves the room, Nelly Hart, who
i has followed the direction of his glance, and

Bertha sees
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Their friend. +hip, to him, was only one of many ‘Lnows where it has been, says carelessly, up-
P"‘\nm pl wces, while to her it was life, love. } z parently forgetting her warning and (hreats,

ali thie
Lim.

Only a few days, and she will sce
\\ tiat Liiss that would he were it not for \

( «By-the-by, Mr. Gray, you have not scen
our little country girl. I wonder vwheve she is
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hiding hergelf? I have Lardly seen her myself,
to-night.”

¢ Suppose we (ry to find her, Miss Hart; I
am sure we can very well be spared.”

Nelly takes the proffered arm, saying, “You
must guard well your heart, for Berty is the per-
sonification of all beanty, pride, and piquancy.
There she is now; look!”

And Perey does look, with a disturbed face,
for Bertha knows he is coming, and throws all
possible interest into her face as she listeus to
her companion. P’ercy sces him too, and kuows
his worth and excellence.

“Why, where in the world have you been,
Bertha?  Let me present Mr. Gray, Miss
Holmes. We have been searching for you
until searching is a weariness.”

Bertha leoks up to mect the troubled look in
those eyes, but does not understand it.

“1 trust 1 do not need prescutation,” says
Percy, ¢ Miss Holmes is an old friend of mine,”
and he takes her hand.

“Indeed! and why did not Miss Holmes in- §
form me so, when I told her of your arrival?”}

¢ How did I know the Mr. Gray you spoke of,
and the one I had seen, were the same?” Bertha
carelessly replice.  Then turning to Percy,

“Believe me, Mr. Gray. I am very glad to sce
you again; but you must cxcuse me now. Mr,
(iale has promised to cxplain a sentence I found
in an old houk, the other day. There is one
Just like it in Mrs. B——'g library, and we are
going to find it.”

“This is geatitude, iz it? After spending our
time and talents in finding you, you dismiss us }
with only an ‘Excuse me,” "’ Nelly says, trying
to be very much offended.

“Pardon me,” is Bertha's answer, “but if T
mistake not, you were enjoying the company in
the parlor, not ten minutes ago; and, as for the §

.

talents, it did not require very brilliant ones to
find one.”

But I’ercy Gray is not onc to trust actions.
Although disappointed and pained, he will yet
know the meaning of this:
if an opportunity can be gained.
intrude now.
of Mr. Gule's explanation.
his eyes just as she used to look into mine,” he @
sayys, “for a little time; and then I will claim
a few of her precious moments. It may be
without her wishes, but if she is going to avoid
me, the reason must come from her own lips.”

and to-night, too, }
He will not *
Bertha may have the full benefit
«-She may look into

S e s

HOLMES.

3 Bertha hardly knows how it is, but she finds
{ herself leaning on his arm, and listening, with
y almost the old eagerness, to his voice. She
hardly looks or replies, but is rilently hearing
and enjoying. Yes, it i3 enjoyment. She can
not help that. A little farther from the seattered
groups, out in the October moonlight, Le leads
hcr at each turn in their walk, till, finally, they
} pause, out of all others’ hearing.

“You said once, to-night, you were glad to
see me; but your actions strangely belie your
words, Miss Holmes. You take no interest in
where I have been, or what I have been doing
since we parted.”

Bertha's voice is cold and steady, while she
replics, “I have found no opportunity of giving
expression to an interest, Mr. Gray. . You have
been so constantly occupied with others, that I
have not wished to interrupt you.”

“If you had known how wearied I was with
this being occupied, it seems to me that, out of
pure charity, you might have interrupted it with
$ what )ou knew would be a pleasure to me—your
greeting.”

“I was in possession of no such knowledge,

Mr. Gray. I should not have presumed on our
short acquaintance, to add one more to the crowd
which you admit wearied you.’

“And am I presuming on our ghort acquaint.
ance, Miss Holmes? Am I intruding on your
time? Am I wearying you, Dertha?”

There is all of the old look in his eycs now,
and all of the old tonc in his voice, as he pro-
nounces her name. And Bertha is ready to trust
him again, and believe all he may say.

And she does believe, while he tells her of
: Niis unexpected call to England to settle some
3 troublesome business affairs—of the one bright
% hope he had kept in his heart—how, when tired
¢ and sick beneath foreign skies, it had been bis
;solace, his rest, his joy. How, to-night, it bad
§becn so chilled by her coldness—that it only
§ waited a word from her to revive and fill his life
E with brightness, or die and leave it desolate.

What great happiness fills Bertha’s soul as
she stands there! She remembers her distrust
only as one little island of sorrow in the midst
of a vast ocean of love.

': It is ncedless to say, that the hope of Percy
[ Gray revives.

When the next spring days shall come, there
Q will be a wedding at Sunny Glen. Miss Hunter,
{ Percy’s cousin and playmate in childhood, her

D N R T Ny VYV

P PP PR NL L LS IS PPL P LI PILEELIIPILI PP PSS LI I NS

crprsisr

Nelly ehirewdly guesses something of the trath, { brother, Nelly Hart, and brothier Charley will be
and soon leaves the star to wander where it will. Q there. And Bertha will no lenger stand with
Shie knows report gives him to Miss Hunter, but 3 Y troubled face at the window, but will go out to
theve is no trusting that. {make glad the life of Percy Gray.



THE LUCKY MISFORTUNE.

BY PRANK LEE BENEDICT.

Most children are born with great capacities {no more leniency to his misfortunes on that
for mischief, but poor Boyd Thurstan’s phreno- { account. If a thing was mysteriously broken,
logical developments in that particular were so % it was soon proved that Boyd had been the cul-
far beyond those of ordinary boys, that one {prit. He maimed every chair in the house by
might have thought the destructive bumps of a § playing horse with it—killed a flock of canaries
large family had been condensed into that little } trying philosophical experiments upon them—
cranium. { accustomed the cat to spasms by charges from an

He told the truth when he said, ¢‘He couldn’t § electric battery—dressed up ghosts to frighten
belp it;” but that plea did not help him, as his } the housemaids, and scared himself in conse-
mother never governed her progeny upon theo- { quence till the place rang with his shrieks. His
ries laid down by our crowd of modern wise- } face was never free from scars, his legs were as
acres; she never had read Miss Martineau, or | perfect a calendar of distresses as those of Peepy
any of Ler class, and if she had, would probably { Lillyby. There was not a tree within ten miles
bave wondered what business old maids had to § that he had not fallen out of, not an impossible
write about children—I wonder, too, for that } place which he had failed to climb into, and ne
matter! mischief of any sort that he had not sounded to

She knew nothing of phrenology, she was { its extremest depths.
not aware that children ought to bo governed{ He certainly was a new edition of Original
according to the bumps on their heads; she : Sin revised and corrected, the plague and pet
held to the theory that it was their duty to obey ; of his mother’s heart; and indeed of every one
without inquiring the why or wherefore; and if | else, except his father; that worthy Christian
they did not, a liberal use of the rod was to be § saw in him only a source of present annoyance
applied at once. g and future suffering. He had fully made up his

I have a vague idea that our grandparents { mind that Boyd would, one day, be hanged. He
reared very tolecrable men and women on that | frequently expressed that belief in the child’s
principle—I have not yet made up mind that } hearing, read every atrocious murder case in
the new system of ‘“‘moral persuasion’ has im- } the newspapers, and looked so gloomily at his
proved the youthful portion of humanity. I § son all the while, that the boy often had a vague
think that once I occasionally saw among the { idea he was, in somie way, connected with the
juveniles some show of respect for their elders— § horrible performances.

I am not aware that anything of the kind can{ Luckily, although a sensitive child, he soon

be found now-a-days. I cling to the opinion ¢ forgot his sorrows, or his father’s treatment
that the time was when children were children, § would have materially affected his character for
instead of the abominable little monstrosities { life. Indced, the creature did once determine
and precocities they are in the present genera- } to commit suicide after having heard a notable
tion. Perhaps it was owing to the fact thut§case read. He purloined from his mother’s
parents had still some recollection of Solomon’s 3 work-box a whole piece of broad, green ribbon,
sdvice—perhaps it was not. We won’t argue } the color of which had much struck his fancy,
the point, but go back to Boyd Thurstan. %nnd went out to the hickory grove, back of the
Twenty times each day was he in disgrace, { bouse, decided to do the thing up in the most
ar@ on every occasion he vowed that he would { approved style.
Q.e 8 better hoy, perhaps really meant to keep§ He climbed the largest tree like a cat, fast-
Lis promise; but the name of the devils that { ened one end of the ribbon to a branch, tied the
possessed him was Legion, and the poor, little § other about his neck, repeated, “Now I lay me
wretch struggled in vain against their sly hints, § down to sleep,” and swung himself into the
which led him into new trouble before he was % air. Fortunately the ribbon broke, and Master
well oat of the old. { Boyd, instead of committing self-murder, only
Although his mother as often told him she § scratched his face and legs, and ran howling

believed that «he was possessed,” she showed { away, determined to think twice before he
Vor. XXXIX.—9 187
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again attempted such an act of heroic despera- } chickens, in which her small soul teok special
tion. { delight. She bad a name for each separate
The ribbon was, of course, forgotten, a grand § fowl, she fed them herself, and it was a deadly
outery made for it in the house, and a few days ! 8in, in her view of the case, for any one to
afterward it was found fluttering among the tree { meddle with her pets. The chickens knew her
branches. Naturally Boyd was charged with§perfecﬂy well, and her appearance, with her
having taken it, and brought to speedy judg- } basket of grain, was the signal for a joyful
ment, made to confess his sin, was well whip- { tumult among the feathered tribe. They flew
ped, and heartily laughed at into the bargain. } round her, turned summersets, lighted on her
. Older brothers and sisters fretted and petted { shoulders, and so surrounded her that she
the child, until cither course of treatment by ! looked a mere mass of feathers, like some un-
itself would have ruined him. Spinster aunts | known and extraordinary species of fowl with
shook their frizzed heads at him in pious horror, % numbherless heads, walking out to take the air.
and he avenged himself by drawing caricatures} But Minnie’s soul was troubled within her.
of their maidenly charms, putting thorns into ! Quite late in the autumn, two matronly hens,
their virgin pillows, and every other species of { who ought to have known better, were seized
retaliation that presented itself to his fertile} with a sudden insanity to set, and no cfforts of
imagination. ) Minnie could prevent them. In vain she re-
The brat had a keen sense of the ridiculous. } moved the eggs from their nests, and placed
He was surc to laugh at the wrong time, and } stones there instend; they persisted in their
bring condemnation upon his devoted head at} determination, and tricd as hard to warm the

all seasons and in all sorts of places.
He was certain to titter in church—the old
minister had a peculiar way of twisting his

‘pebblcs into life as they had their own oval
treasures.
They went clucking about to the annoyance

mouth that sent Doyd into convulsions. When § of all the other fowls, and finally infected an
his grandmother died, after a sickness madc ) innocent young Bantam who had never laid an
even worse by her ill-nature, Boyd rose up in} egg in her life, and did not know how to begin,
great delight and called to his sister, } with the same madness. She set diligently day
“Come along, Minnie, we can make as much } after day upon two broken saucers and a bit of
noise as we like now; grandma’s dead.” { chalk, clucking and rufling her feathers when-
He instigated that little female to cut dollgcver anybody approached, as angrily as if she
pocket-handkerchicfs out of his mother's best | had had a whole brood of chickens to protect.
linen sheets, took his aunt’s fulse curls to makei Minnie was in despair. It had been bad
fish lines of: in short, from the time he got out i enough to see old Speckle and Lady Gray be-
of bed till he got into it agnin, squealing or{ have in that manner; but when the Bantam
pouting over his smarts or his injuries, the! tricd to turn herself into an Egyptian incu-
animal rushed from one bit of mischief to an-} bating machine, her lamentations were loud
other, with an ingenuity and perseverance sel- { and long.
dom equaled. Boyd at length offered to put an end to her
He had one steadfast friend beside his tried, | troubles and revealed his plan. He had heard
but devoted mother, and that was Milly Bamp, { somewhere, that if hens were well ducked they
the girl who had taken care of him in his in-{ would stop setting, and he proposcd that she
fancy, and endeavored to’keep him in order § should allow him to try the experiment.
during his childhood. ! Minnie waes unwilling, and went to the nests
Boyd loved her sincerely, but he never could } to essay tho often repeated trial of frighteniug
resist the pleasure of teazing her; and certainly % the foolish creatures from their scats: but the
it was through much trial and tribulation that } Bantam rose in her small might when the girl
she kept alive her affection for him. She was } attempted to remove the piece of chalk—pro-
always willing to conceal his misdeeds as far as % bably Bantam thought that held her best chicken
came in her power, allowed him forbidden pri- { —and gave her several such ferocious picks that
vileges, and in her way helped as much to spoil { she was glad to retreat.
the boy as any of her supecriors. Boyd still urged his projcct, and with many
But one morning, he excited oven hor indig- { misgivings Minnio ceased to oppose it. Heran
nation by & performance which he had revolved { to the nests, scized Speckle and her gray lady-
for many days in his mind, and at last brought { ship under one arm, took the belligerent Ban-
to a suocessful termination. } tam in his right hand, and started for the brof'k~
_ His sister Minnie had an immense flock of | Minnie followed slowly, and with & sivking
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heart watched his proceedings; every croak of i I ain’t! You bad, nasty thing! Mamma,
the fowls sent a pang to her breast. The other § Milly, aunt Jane!”

chickens stood afar off scolding and gabbling, ¥  “Stop erying,” said Boyd, “and I'll give you
and evidently curious to know what was the { my rocking-horse, I'm too big now to play with
matter. The roosters kept up a tremendous i

tumult, discreetly ensconcing themselves behind {  “I don’t want it,” squalled Minnie; ¢any-
the Liens, and compensating for that cowardice  how, you gave it to me yesterday for not telling
by their terrific squalls. : I mamma you broke the flower-pot.”

Boyd raised the luckless Bantam, plunged her 3 “So I did,” returned Boyd, as if he just re-
into the water and brought her up again. She} membered the circumstance. “Well, I'll give
gave a yell—down she went a second time—an- \ you something else if you'll come back.”
other spasmodic burst—a twitching of the legs, §  «I won’t, I won’t! Papa’ll shut you up. Oh!
sud she lay very still on the grass where he { my Bantam, my Bantam!”
placed her. % “T'll tell you what,” said Boyd, struck with

“What have you done to her?” called Minnie, { another brilliant idea; ‘‘let's bury them—it’il
rushing toward him; “you’ve killed her—you § be such fun!”

mean, bad boy!”’ { At that proposal, the group of fowls chorused
“No, no, Minnie,” he replied; ¢she’s only % a groan of horror, and Minnie’s grief strength-
faint.” 2ened into anger. She ran off at the top of her

Plump went Mrs. Speckle into the brook—-kqpeed and Boyd after her. He caught her by
snother yell, a kicking, and the same result ’ her curls, and down they went in an indiscrimi-
followed as in the case of Bantam—she lay } " nate mass, with the dead chickens lying mourn-
quict as possible. ¢ { fully on top of them.

“She’s only pretending,” said Boyd, ﬂushcd> Minnie's cries brought out the whole house,
with success; ¢‘she’d cluck this minute if she asnd when the story was told, they consigned
dared.” : Boyd to immediate punishment; even Milly de-

Lady Gray was about sharing a similar fate, ; nounced him as a hard-hearted little wretch,
when Minnie sprang on him and rescued her. 5 that would come to no good.

“You've killed them!” she cried, tragically. ¥ - «I didn’t drown ’em,” yelled Boyd, “I only
“0Oh. you bad boy! I'll tell mamma—oh! oh!” ‘\Just ducked ’em, so! I ain’t a bad boy; Min-

“They’ll come to right away,” said Boyd; { nie’s a little cheat—oh!”

“don’t cry, sissy! Sce, Bantam’s beginning to s  But there were the drenched corses to bear
kick.” itness to Minnie’s tragic story, told between

Minnie looked as well as her tears would per- | great sobs, with all the energy of passion. Mr.
mit, but Bantam made no sign. hurstan seized Boyd under his arm very much

“She’s dead,” repeated Minnie; *“she didn’t { as the wife hiad taken the chickens, carried him
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kick!” Yinto tbe house, and all womankind followed,
“N-0,” said Boyd, doubtfully, “I guess shoicommisersting Minnie, and thereby increasing

didn’t; but she tried to.” her grief tenfold.

Ncither Speckle nor Bantam stirred. Lady? I have scruples about describing the perform-
Gray ran off to the group of fowls and told her { ance which the offender went through. Enough,
story with intense excitement, creating much % that it was such as to make him abhor the whole
sympathy among her friends; a big, fat rooster { feathered race for years, and that his father
crowed, as if he meant to rush out and take } conducted himself as if fully determined to drive
fummary vengeance upon the assailant, then { Boyd's devil out that time.
retired into the privacy of an old chicken coop} It was almost evening before he was released
Dear. {from the strict confinement, in which be had

Minnie raised her dripping pets, roade o § been placed immediately after the end of his
sbroud of her white apron, in which she wrap- } gymnastic contortions.
ped them snd started for the house. § Poor Boyd went out of the house and strayed

“T'll tell papa!™ she cried. ¢Oh! won’t you {down by the brook, where he had, that morning,
get & whipping—yah! yah! He’s killed Ban- { committed his unintentional murder. He really
tam—he’s killed Bantam. Paps, mamma, aunt g’ felt himself the worst boy, and at the same time
Jane—yah! yah!” { { the most ill-treated one, that ever lived.

*Don’t, Minnie, don’t!” pleaded Boyd. *Oh! k “'Tisn't any use,” he had said to himself,
wy! you'll smother 'em in your apron and try } \ many times during the day; ‘“the more I try
to lay it to me.” < to be good the more I can’t. I won't try again,
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and then I'll see if there is a whipping always
ready.”

He was meditating upon his own wickedness,
for his father had given him a chapter of a dole-
fully good book to commit to memory, which
had increased his remorse, and would probably

make him detest such volumes forever—the usual }

conscquence of putting good things to a bad use.
While Boyd sat there in & mood which wavered
between grief and obstinacy, at one moment vow-

{ energetic woman who had buried a drunken hus-
band many years before, and got along a great
deal better without him, although left with a
large family of young children upon her hands.
Of theso Milly was the oldest, and she had heen
early placed at service that she might do some-
thing toward the maintenance of her little
brothers and' sisters.

Milly was nearly eighteen now, and as pretty
a specimen of a country girl as could have been

ing to be a better boy, the next deciding that it | found in the whole country. Mrs. Thurstan
was of no use to try, and, anyhow, he didn’t § proved a kind mistress, and Milly bad been al-
care, he saw Milly Bamp go down a path which } lowed, each winter, to attend the village-school,
led from the house to the brook—a tumultuous, } N makmg such good use of her time that she be-
angry mill-streamn, that was always overﬂowing ; eame quite 8 miracle of learning in the eyes of
its banks and doing as much harm as possible. ; the young farmers in the neighborhood.

Milly conducted herself in such a amgular\ But like every other girl of her age, Milly
manner, running & few steps, looking back as} Y had a restless little heart which soon brought
if afraid that she was followed, then forcmg \ her into trouble. James Ferguson had been her
herself into a gait, which, a moment after, was { boy lover, and as soon as they were old enough,
forgotten in the evident disorder and preoccu- {he assured Mllly that he had no intention of
pation of her mind. { relinquishing his claims. He was a fine, noble-

Boyd wondered with all his might what could % hearted young fellow, but very poor: he*sup-
be the matter, and was on the point of calling ; ; ported his aged parents by his labors in the
out to arrest her attention, when he saw her;mlll that stood half a mile down the stream
keep down the path that led through the field :é from Mr. Thurstan’s house.
at a distance from the house. { Now Mrs. Bamp, Milly’s energetic mother,

Of course Satan at once put in the young § was as long-sighted, clear-headed, and cold-
scape-grace's Lead to follow her, and he did so, | hearted a female as ever New England pro-
taking care to keep far enough in her wake, so { duced. Sho had been early transplanted into
that Le should not be perceived. another state, but it had made no difference—

At last the path made s sudden turn, and ; she was born Massachusetts, and Massachusetts
came out by the brook again in the midst of a } she would remain, until it pleased heaven to
little thicket of saplings and alder bushes which | make her a seraph, or whatever grade of per-
screencd it from the dwelling. fection she might chance to take in the upper

There Milly paused, and behind the alder spheres. -
bushes Boyd ensconced himself, perfectly over-} In the plenitude of her wisdom she had al-
come with astonishment, when a young man } ways disapproved of the childish attachment
started up from the grass and joined the girl. } between her daughter and James Ferguson; but

“That's James Ferguson,” said he to himself, s when they grew up, and the youthful affection
aad bit his tongue to keep the words from rlpened into & warmer feeling, Mrs.Bamp rose
coming out in a tone that would have been ) in her wrath and decided that such tlnngs should
audible to the pair standing by the brook. ¢} { not be.
should just like to know what he wants of dur} To make matters worse, the miller for whom
Milly, anyhow!” James worked, a cross, peevish, demijohn-
_Boyd was sorely puzzled! Thoughts of all | stomacked old bachelor as ever lived, took it
the dreadful murders his father had read came § into his foolish head, that ought to have known
to his mind, and his first impulse was to scream; } better from the teachings of his fifty years, to
but just then he saw Milly lay her bhand in Fer- § 3 fall in love, likewise, with pretty Milly. As
guson's as if she did not feel the slightest fear, } mlght have been expected, she treated his ad-
80 Boyd concluded to postpone his shriek, lnd>vances with the most unqualified disdain,
waited to see what would come next. {snubbed him unmercifully, and never failed

Poor Milly Bamp had a little romance nndxto make him appear as ridiculous as possible
mystery of her own—at least she had possessed { when they met at parties or sleigh-rides, and
one; but with those great round eyes staring at : B : was the first to laugh at his misfortunes after.
her, it wns doubtful if it long remained such. { At last he made his passion known to the

Milly's mother was a widow, a hard-working, * mother, and at once enlisted her upon his side.

—T e an
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8he lectured, she scolded, and nearly drove poor ; thought of being guilty of & mean action; even
Milly frantic. Never was there so ungrateful 3 then he would have scorned that; but possessed
a daughter—here was an opportunity for her § with a vague idea that Milly was in danger and
w0 live like & lady all the rest of her born days, { would require his assistance, and after a little
land take care of her own family—and yet she § so fascinated by the lovers’ dialogue that he
bad the hard-heartedness to refuse! % could not have torn himself away had he tried.
Milly wept and was cut to the soul, but re-} ¢Oh, Milly, Milly!” exclaimed the young man,
mained firm in her refusal of the miller’s hand } lifting his pale, troubled face, “such a weck as
sad fortune. Things had reached a climax very { this as has been! I hain’t slept night or day—
saddenly, for Mrs. Bamp, with her usual deci- % how could you be so cruel to me, Milly?”

sion, turned James Ferguson out of the house} ¢ Wasn’t it harder for me,” she replied, giving

\

one Sunday evening, boxed Milly’s ears, ad-§ § way to the sobs that had struggled in her breast
ministered the other cuffs that still tingled in ; durmg all those weary days, ‘with mother
ber fingers to every luckless urchin that fell in { scoldmg and threatening on one sgide, and you
ber way, and sent the whole flock crying to bed, { and my heart pulling the other?”

while she sat down to solace herself with a cup ¢“Don’t T know that?” he said, ““don’t I know
of strong tea, and reflect upon such means as ; that? Didn’t I think of it every night while I
would be effectual in subduing her daughter’s ; was walking up and down in the mill, and fairly
obstinacy. thought the big stones were grinding my heart

The next morning, Milly went back to her ; between them?”
duties at Mr. Thurstan's quite broken-hearted. “I thought maybe he wouldn’t keep you,”
For nmrly a fortnight she saw mnothing ofg returned Milly, hysterically, ¢for mother told
James, but at length he took to sending her { him all about it, and I couldn’t tell what you
such desperate letters by all sorts of ingenious } would do, and your old father and——"
means, that Milly became alarmed at the frantic “You don't think I would stay in his employ,”
state in which he had been thrown. } interrupted James; ¢you dou’t suppose I am

Perhaps the epistles were a little uncouth in } such a mean-spirited scamp as to work for the
their sppearance, might have shocked Lindley { man that was trying to stab me through the
Murray by their syntax and orthography; but § heart! I staid with him till my month was up,
they expressed the sentiments of as noble and § 'cause I had to—that was last night, and when
bonest a heart as ever beat with the earncstness { he paid me, the money fairly burnt into my
of afirst love, and to Milly they were everything § hand—I had a mind to throw it in Lis face, but
that was charming and beautiful. { I thought of poor old mother and T didn’t have

8Bhe cried over them, she kissed them, carried § the hcart.”
them in her bosom, and slept with them under 3 «What did he say ?”” questioned Milly, eagerly.
ber pillow, went through the whole catalogue } N “Says I, ‘Mr. Follen, I can't work for you
of pretty follics that young souls of every de- } { any longer.’ ‘Oh,’ says he, with that smile of
gree have practiced sinco the days of Adam and { his that always makes my blood boil, ‘just as
Eve, for hearts are the samo in all ages and § you like, James, just as you like—work’s scarce,
stations—that is, if poets are to be credited, } nnd men are plenty!’
sad, I suppose, there is no reason why they 3 “I know he lied, for he couldn’t find a man
should not occasionally be guilty of the wenk- } that will look after his work as I did, and kecp
ness of telling the truth as well as other people. § N everytbmg in order.”

The letters waxed so desperate, giving hints} *“You were there day and night,” broke in
of such terrible resolves—not suicide, he was} Milly, between two great sobs.
too eensible for that, hut a determination to go‘s «“To be sure I was; but that’s no matter—¥
far away forever—that Milly became terribly I was doing my duty, and that’s what I always
frightened, and, in spite of her mother’s threats, I will do, come what may.”
sbe promised to meet him once more. “Did he say anything more?” asked Milly.

It was to fulfill that pledge she had left the !  ‘‘After a minute he moved off, and then he
houss with o much secresy upon the occasion ; came back fumbling with his watch-chain, and
when Boyd's sharp eyes espicd her, and Boyd's § i I just stood looking right into his eyes till he
nimble little legs followed in her track as she 3 turned first this way and then that, like a
teck her way to the alder thicket where James ? coward as he is.

Ferguson was waiting for her. § ¢ +James,” says he, ‘yow're a foolish young

There the boy crouched among the bushes | fellow, very foolish!’
apd listened to their convenntlon, not with any § ««Bir,’ eaid I, *whatever I am is my business.

I
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1 don’t want to work for you any longer, and ¢ trembling between fear of the future and delight
I won’t.’ 3 at her lover's courage. ‘You must have work
¢ ¢«What's your reason? he asked. for your mother’s sake. What will you do?”

“¢You know as well as I do,” said I, ¢’tisn’t “I’ll find plenty, don’t you be afraid, Milly.
necessary for us to talk over that part of it.’ l can get & place to-morrow for the asking, and

““Then he hemmed, and turned his head first } { higher wages than that old skinfiint gave. There
one way and then the other. ain’t no better miller round, if I do say it; and

¢ ¢«James,’ said le, ‘you young chaps are 8o ; I shan’t starve! I've took care of father and
hair-brained; now if you'll listen to the advice { mother ever since I was sixteen ycars old, and
of a man older than yourself: "tain’t likely I shall let ’em go hungry now.”

¢ ¢Thank you,’ said I, before he could go any Milly was crying so that he had to stop and
farther, ‘you’re old enough in all conscience, § comfort her, and his efforts elicited from the
but I don’t want any advice you can give me, % astonished Boyd am, “Oh, my!” which might

h)

Mr. Follen.’ i have reached the ears of the lovers had they
“He was mad at that, and spoke out very ; not been wholly occupied with themsclves and
sharp. their troubles.

¢¢There’s just one thing about it,” said he, “You won’t let your mother worry you into
‘¢you may as well stop all thoughts of that f marrying him?” James was saying when Boyd
young girl, for her mother says you never shall { recovered his senses. ¢ She'll plague your life
marry her. § out, and you're such a soft-hearted little thing,
¢ +And who will?’' I asked. { Milly!”
“Te gave o little chuckle that made me clinch § ‘I know I'm right, James, and she can tmovo

my hands to keep from striking him. . §me’ I'd do anything for mother and the chil-
“¢There's several that would be willing,’ said § dren; but I can’t marry Isaac Follen.”
he. § «I'll give you a better home, some day, than

“¢And I suppose you are one,’ I answered. {he could,” returned James; ¢if your mother

¢¢Maybe so, and maybe not,’ he said, stick- } would only have a little patience, but she’s so set
ing out his chin. { up, Milly, and she thinks so much of money.”

“I went close to him, and he kept bncking§ ¢“Mother has had to work hard,” said Milly,
out till he came near going down stairs head § gently; “I don’t blame her much for wanting
foremost, and said I, {to make her life easicr, but she oughtn’t to

“4I'll just tell you ono thing, Mr. Follen; kbrcak my heart to do it.”
you never shall marry Milly Bamp. She hates} ¢“She shan’t, Milly, she shan’t! She hasn’t
you fairly, and her old gooss of a mother shan’t } any right to make her other children happy at
spoil her whole life! Now if you bother her } your expense; and, any how, old Follen wouldn't
any more, there'll be n settlement between you} { help her, she needn't think that, for he'd shove
and me that you won’t forget in a hurry—you § i her off as cool as a winter day when once he
remember that.’ ? { had got all he wanted.”

“Ife turned as white as a flour-bag and begun 3 “I know that,” eaid Milly, with a sudden
to stutter, ‘Take caro of the law, James, the  burst of anger; “and I hate him, I do hate him!
law?’ §0nly last night mother sent for me to come

“Says I, ¢I'll take care of the law and you } home, but I knew sho wanted me to sce him,
too, mind my words, Mr. Follen.’ $and I wouldn't go.”

“Hfe never said a syllable more, but just % ‘“Was she put out by that?”
skulkcd down stairs like a whipped dog; and, }  “It makes me sick to think of it,” said Milly,
when he got to the bottom, he called out, mean N sitting down on the grass very pale and tearless.
spirited old hound as he ig, § ¢“Oh, James! she said such awful things—she

¢¢«James, won't you tend the mill till to-mor- § told me a curse would follow me—she threatened
row, I'm afraid to trust Higgins?’ } me so dreadfuliy. Don’t ask me to tell you, I

“I'd have died before I would have asked a ; can't!"”
favor of n man I had a feeling again! ¢No,’1: *Hard-hearted old dragon!"” muttered James,
oalled out, ‘'l see you and your mill ruined } for the idea of any one being cruel to Milly
first!’ i enraged him beyond everything that had gone

“With that T just put on my coat and come ‘ before.

N
<

away: I was afraid of mysolf if I staid any lon-{ There followed sobs and protestations, all the
ger.” thld talk that was natural under the circum-

‘“And what will you do now?” asked Milly, ! stances, and James even urged her to marry



. - e s, v rmsmns A AR A AR N A AN AR N S N AR S S S SN S LN NS PP PSS P

THE LUCKY MISFORTUNE. 143
him in spite of every obstacle. They could; ¢TI wouldn’t cry for that,” said James; ‘‘don’t
make a living—they were young and strong, { be a baby!”
and need not be afraid if they were only to- “I ain’t! I cried 'cause I was sorry for Milly;
gether. and you oried, Jim Ferguson, you know you

But there Milly was firm. 8he would not ) did.”
wreck the peace of a whole life by marrying a ““Well, I'm afraid T did,” said James, drawing
man utterly detestable to her; but neither would { his coat sleeve across his eyes.
she cast the blackness of a mother's hate across ¢Come right home, Boyd,” said Milly; ¢«and
her only chance of happiness. if you tell of me I shall be dreadfully punished.”
“] must go back, James,” she said, *it’s “I won’t, you know I wont, I ain’t a tell-
slmost dark, and Mrs. Thurstan will want me.?’ § tale!”

“But you'll come again, Milly? I must see He scrambled out of James’ arms, and fell to

you, I shan’t have any heart or courage without § kissing her with such energy that the young
that! And do write to me, Milly—I ain’t much { man removed him a little jealously.

of 8 echolar, but your letters do me such a world “He's an honest boy,” said Milly, ‘“and he
of good.” won't tell!” .

“I can’t,”” sobbed Milly, “I must mind +No, indeed,” added Boyd, waxing eloquent
mother! I oughtn't to have come to-day—oh! { at the idea of his importance. ¢I know how to
James, don’t ask me to mako a quarrel between { keep a secret—Miss Edgeworth says no honor-
her and me! I promise you I never will marry 3 able boy will break one, and I'm an honorable
Mr. Follen; but in everything else I must do g boy, I am!”
wkat mother says.” §  “Why, you little trooper!” cjaculated James.

«She has no right to mske you miserable,” { “I'll tell you what, I don’t know that Miss
urged James, with all the selfishness of a man; g Edgeworth, but she’s right up to the mark in
“you are & ‘Woman now, you ought to know } her ideas.”

what is for your own happiness and do it.” “Yes, and I'll come and tell you about Milly,”
“Don’t talk 8o, James, don’t!” continued Boyd; “and I'll let Mrs. Bamp know
“I shall go away; I won’t stay hero to be ! I think she’s a mean old thing; and I'll fire my
tormented like this.” arrow at Ike Follen the first time he goes by

“Oh! James, don't you be more cruel than }our house—so don’t cry, Milly, we can fix it—

mother is; you may break my heart, but you}don't cry!”
can’'t make me do a thing I know is wrong.” His face was red and swollen with weeping,
Then there were more tears and protestations, { his jacket half torn off him in the fall, but he
and in the midst of their distresg, Boyd Thur- { looked a young hero every inch; and the pair
stan rolled out of the alder bushes and landed § showered such praises and caresses upon him,
at their feet. The sight of their tears and trou- } that he began to think himself a much greater
bles had set him sobbing in a frantic manner, { person than even Miss Edgeworth’s most re-
and, losing his hold of the branches, he tumbled { markable character.
down the bank, causing great dismay on Milly’s{ At last Milly recollected how late it wae, and
part, and much wrath on that of James. declared that she must go at once. She cleaned
“Oh! oh!” she screamed. Boyd’s jacket as well as she was able, pinned
“Don’t, don’t!” gobbed Boyd. “It’s only me, { up the rent very successfully; and, after num-
Milly, it's only me, and I'm so sorry—I'll go to { berlesa farewells, each more painful than the
mamma and make her help you! I hate old}one that went before, she took Boyd by the
Follen, nasty old thing, and your mother too— ; hand and led him homeward, leaving James in
I bate ’em both and all the children.” o state of absolute despair, for she vowed that
“Hurra for you!” exclaimed James, seizing { she would never again meet or write to him
him in his arms, -while Milly stared in great { secretly. i
astonishment. Poor Milly was disconsolate enough for several
*Why, bow came you here?” she said, “I{days; but Boyd went about 8o puffed up by the
sheuldn’t have thought you would have listened, | possession of a secret, that he looked as arro-
Boyd.” gant as a turkey-cock, revealing his mystery in
“1 didn't—I couldn't help hearing! I only { every line of his chubby features, as any one of
followed you first for fun, and you went to { the masculine gender is sure to do if he hasa
erying so that I cried, too, and then the branch § secret to keep. Ile threw out vague hints to
broke and down I came, and I've scratched my { Minnie, and so roused that emall female's curi-
leg. Oh! oh!” osity, that she shed tears twenty times every

.
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day, and was constantly so damp about her face ; Boyd’s lamentations brought Mr. Thurstan upon

and pinafore as to excite her father's displea- { the scene.

sure. Milly was in high disgrace, for Mrs. Bamp
James contrived several times to waylay Boyd | related the whole story, forgetting her own in-

and gave him letters to deliver to Milly, and } { terest in her passion. In vain gentle Mrs. Thur-

Boyd retailed all the news he could think of, ! stan said a few pleading words; her husband

but it was little, and of a nature that only in-} waved her aside—administered a thrashing to

ereased the young man’s distress.

«She criecs and cries, and so does Minnie,
only she don’t know what for, and her apron is
in such a state’’—mecaning, of course, Minnie’s,
although his grammar was doubtful.

Milly read the letters, but never failed to;
scold Boyd for giving them to her, and she sent
RO answers.

One day she grew frightened, James wrote so
desperately, and she entrusted Boyd with a note
to carry to him. The boy was charmed, and
started at full speed for the place where he
knew James would be waiting.

It unfortunately fell out that Mrs. Bamp
had chosen that afternoon to pay her obdurate ;
daughter a visit, and, meeting Boyd near the |
house, she greeted him with her usual friendli-
ness, as the young gentleman had formerly held
her in high estecm.

“I don’t want to speak to you,” he said,
*you are a nasty old thing, you make Milly
ery. Just you let go my hand.”

But Mrs. Bamp held on to it, and proceeded
to deliver him an orthodox lecture upon the
penalties in #tore for bad boys who used such
naughty words.

“I don’t care!” shouted Boyd; *you be nasty }
and mean, so! Let me alone—darn you! There, 3
go and tell my pa, if you have a mind to!” t

Overcome by that grand burst, and the utter- N
ance of the wickedest word with which he was }
scquainted, Boyd began to howl, and Mrs. Bamp
was forced to administer consolation. He strug-
gled and pulled, and, in the contest, out of hisx
cap fell the letter Milly had placed thero. N

Mrs. Bamp recognized her daughter’s writing
and confiscated the document at once, breaking {
the seal and beginning to read it without scruple.

Boyd stamped and kicked her, threw gravel
at her, but nothing availed.

“You're a bad boy,” said she, “T’ll tell your
ma of your doings; as for that Milly, won’t I
teach her a lesson!”

8She started for the house and Boyd after her,
yelling at the top of his voice,

«I didn’t tell, Milly, she stole it—she stole
io”

Milly was thunder-struck when her mother
burst into the back porch where she sat over
ber work, crying more than she sewed: and

rr s

.

{ Boyd upon the spot, and threatencd instant dis-
missal to poor Milly.

The conclave broke up in great confusion;
Mrs. Bamp horror-stricken at her own work,
Milly a perfect Niobe, and Mrs. Thurstan much
distressed for the girl and her own child.

Mr. Thurstan retired with Boyd to his room,
and, after a lecture of an hour, the child rushed
out quite frantic with passion and grief.

Milly was quietly crying on the porch; her
mother had gone home, and Mrs. Thurstan Lad
retired sadly to her room, when Boyd appeared.

“I'll run away, Milly, I will—I will!” he
shouted, and rushed past, full of a8 vague de-
termination to do something that should make
his father very unlppy.

Milly called after him; but away he went
toward the brook, and the foolish girl hurried
into the house, crying, ¢‘Mrs. Thurstan, Mrs.
Thurstan! Boyd’s gone to drown himself—
Boyd’s gone to drown himself!”

Out rushed the distracted mother, and out
rushed Mr. Thurstan, filled with sudden remorse
and fear, aud Milly followed, wringing her hands
and sobbing bitterly.

They ncared the stream just in time to see
Boyd flying pcross the board that served as a
bridge. The three called out at once—he looked
back—saw his father, and, in the fright, missed
his footing, and fell headlong into the brook.

The current ran very swift, and was far over -
his head. Mrs. Thurstan sank almost lifeless
upon the grass, and the distracted father hurried
on to save his child; but before he rcached the
bank, James Ferguson leaped into the water, and
brought Boyd kicking, spluttering, frightened
out of his senses, but in no way injurcd, to his
father’s embrace.

For the mext half hour everybody was little
less than insane. Mrs. Thurstan hugged them
all by turns, and her husband made a solemn
promise that he would change his treatment of
bis son to a more judicious course.

Boyd himself soon came out of his fright,
and when his father kissed him, and actually
shed tears over him, his first words were,

“Don’t send Milly off, don’t! Jim picked me
out—didn’t you, Jim? And he wants to marry
Milly, and she hates old Follen, and you ought
to let her have him, so—boo-00!”
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And between sobs and syntax he was quite ; but an abundance of buttons had always been
unintelligible; but the upshot of the matter } 3 the ambition of Boyd's soul, and Milly was de-
was, that Master Boyd’'s unpremeditated bath } g ! termined that, for once, he should be made per-
wrought a great change in the destinies of Milly } fectly happy.
and her lover, and brought him some good like- § Isaac Follen, in disgust, went off and married
wise, poor little sinner! ia lank, cadaverous ot maid the week before

Mr. Thurstan found a situation for James ; $ Milly’s wedding. It is a consolation to know,
which would bring him in a comfortable llvmg, % that his antiquated spouse led him a shocking
quite enough to support his aged parents, enable } , life, and in less than six months he was quite
him to take a wife, if he pleased, and lay up ¢ ¢ doubtful if he had a soul, but certain that if he
money into the bargain. ‘ had once owned that important article, his wife

Mre. Thurstan undertook to soften Mrs. § 3 was in possession of it then.

Bawmp's resolution, and gain her consent to; Mrs. Bamp appearcd at the wedding in high
Milly’s marrying the man whom she loved, § spirits and a prodigious cap—declared that Milly
and, as sometimes happens in this life, in spite § had been perfection all her life, and that James
of all that misanthropes preach, things ended § was the very man she would have chosen for &
exactly as one would have desired. ; son-in-law.

In less than six months, Milly put on her § So everything ended happily for all con-
wedding-dresz, and became just the prettiest i cerned, with the exception of Boyd. There
bride anybody ever laid eyes on. was always some shadow even on the brightest

Mrs. Thurstan had the ceremony performed { moments of that unfortunate creature’s life,
at her house, and gave the party a supper after- § and at Milly’s wedding he made himself so
ward, at which Boyd played a prominent part, { sick with bride’s cake, that he burst three but~
in a new jacket trimmed in the most marvelous { tons of his new jacket, and was forced to un-
maner, by Milly herself, with more gilt buttons { dergo & two days’ course of bed and bitter
than were ever crowded on to a jacket before; { medicine.
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LOVE’S CONTENTMENT.

BY FINLEY JOIUNSON.

‘Trovan sorrow’s dark shadows
Are o'er us now,

And the seal of misfortane
Is atamp’d on my brow;

Though the visions we cherished
Are faded and gone;

Yet my love for thee, dearcst,
8hall ever live on:

And the frowns of the cold world
We fly from shall be

But as links in the chain
Of affection to thee.

8hould life prove a desert,
Yet. like Eden's lost palr,
Wao can find some green places,
If thy footsteps are there;
We can gaze on dizaster,
And langh while we gaze;
And sec a bright future
Through sorrow’s dim page;
And the sands of the desert
Shall yicld fountains of life
To the cares, and devotion,
And tears of a wife.

Oh! it was not when fortune,
And friendship were thine,
Thou could«t judge of devotion

£o Lithfal as mine;
For when joy hung ita lights
On each garland I wove,

’

Ah! whore was tho test
Or the trial of love;

Oh! it was not when plensures
Around thce were thrown,

Thou couldst judge of the heart
That was solely thy own.

But from the darkness and dopths
Of tho waters of woe,
Like the pearl that is cradled
In ocean below,
Love riges above
The dark breakers that roll,
To shino as a gem
In the crown of the soul;
To brighten and lighten
Tho dark waves of sorrow,
And ghed on the heart
Tle hopes of o morrow.

Then say not, my dearcst,
That fate is unkind,
Though Re strips us of all,
And darkens the mind;
Nor lament that I wedded,
For I would not recall
The vows that T plighted,
Though bereft of my all
Recall them? No, never,
For nought ‘neath the skiesl
Tho fortune T welded,
Is still in thine eyos!
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 54.

CHAPTER V. 1 the house at noon, *did you go? Did you see
Tuat night the widow Mayland had another { her?”
¢‘curis’” dream. § «“I went, but I did not see Barbary—not owr

“I dreamt,” said she, *“that Mr. Montey was ; Barbary.”
a lion, and that Mr. Blaxton put his head inhis} ¢ What do you mean, mother?”
mouth.” S “I went by the house, for I felf Mr. Blaxton
It was now December, in which month the old } {didn’t want me to call, and I knew he was
year dics, and winter carves his monument in } wntchmg me. I stopped a little while at Mr.
SNOW. N Holden's and went in to sce Barbary as I came
The widow Mayland was kept at home by § back. Luther, I don’t sce but you will have to
cold weather and rheumatism. Not until the { make up your mind to be disappointed.”
ensuing April was sho able to walk as far as{ «“I—I've made up my mind to that,” replied

the village church. { Luther, and he hid kis face in his bands.
“Mother,” said Luther, one morning, “if you{ ¢She was very polite to me, but I could see
go out to-day—Dbut never mind!” g her smiles were put on. ¢Where's Barbary to-

*“What, my son?” yday? says I  ¢Why, here I be,” says ehe.
“I was going to say, I wished you would call % ‘Where?' says I, ‘I can't find her nowhere,’
b

and see—but perhaps you'd better not.” {says I. ¢I've looked all around, but I can’t
A passionate emotion choked his voice. {find Barbary.” T felt so bad, I couldn’t keep
His mother understood him. 3 the tears from streaming right out o’ my eyes.

“It’s just what I was thinking of doing, my% ¢ ¢What’s the matter, Mrs, Mayland?' says
son. I'll eall and see hier this very forenoon.” Eshe. ‘Oh! Barbary,” says I, ‘I don’t know.

Full of gloom and gricf, Luther went to the } You know better than I.  You was a different
store, and soon after, the widow put on her ; creetur’ when I was here last fall.  You are
bonnet and shawl, and walked into the village. kmore as you were ‘fore your mother died. It

““Good mornin’, widder,” said the blacksmith, { reminds me of the dream I had about you
a8 she passed the shop. ¢Glad to sce ye outtl'O(her night.” ¢Abcul me? says she—and I
agin, with the buds and the birds, this fine { could see she was beginning to soften a little,
spring weather.” { the true Barbary was coming back. ‘I dreamt.’

Ho scemed cordial as ever; but the widow’s § says I, ‘that when your mother went to heaven,
keen eye discerned a slight affectation in his ¢ she didn’t once let go of your hand; but she
manner, and a certain coldness and suspicion 5 drew you on after her, up a beautiful Lill, and
beneath it. Ile did not this time invite her to 3 there I thought all the gay garments you wore
call and sce Barbara. Nor did Barbara, who } fell off; she put on to you a white robhe, and
was at work on her flower-beds as Mrs. Mny- you, too, looked like an angel.” Then I stop-
land went by, run out to greet her, and entreat 3 2 ped, for I felt as though I couldn’t say another
her to go in; but she got behind the lilacs, and } Iword without choking. But I could see her
remained concealed until she had passed from & i breath kept coming quicker and faster, and her
sight. Alas! there is a worse winter than this { ;face looked white and distressed, and there
which chills the earth and mantles it with enow; } wan't one of her smiles left to hide her real
for the snow melts with the spring sunshine, { feelings.

N

and flowers and leaves put forth again, with re- { ¢ ¢What else? says she.

newed loveliness. DBut neither April sun nor} ¢‘I'm afraid you won't want to hear the
warm south wind avails, where worldliness%rest,’ says I, ‘but I'll tell ye. Oh! Barbary,
ohills the soul. yon did look so bright and good there on the

“W c};ﬁmothcr,” said Luther, as he entered%hxll with misty clouds all around it, and the
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enn shining over all, and your mother stilly ¢ Well?”
holding your hand, and pointing up to a glo- ‘“And that he has offered to marry her.”
rious opening in the sky, where ever so many{ ‘Well?”
angels seemed to be looking down and sm:lmg Y ‘“He is a rich merchant, while you are only
on ye. But then I thought somebody come } his clerk—and Barbary, beautiful and good
slong below, and threw up a gold chain, and : a3 she is, when she is herself, is under bad in-
you let go of your mother's hand to catch it, } fluences now "
and began to wind it about your wrist; it grew § § ¢Oh, Barbara! Barbara!” burst forth Luther,
heavier and heavier as you tried to pull it up; § { in wild despair.
step by step you kept going down from the hill; 3 3 ‘““Andthat we must be patient and resigned,”
your mother had lost her hold of you, and by : tenderly added his mother.
acd by you couldn’t see her at all, nor the sky, &
nor the angels; and you had lost your white
robe, 50 you put on your gay-colored garments ; CHAPTER V L
szain, and I woke up, a sobbing.” This was< At about this time Mr. Montey bought a
the dream, and all the time I was telling it, I* house—the finest ¢‘situation” in the village,
could feel her heart heaving more and more, ; although somewhat ancient; and immediately
snd in a minute she’d have had her face in my § ¢ proceeded to fit it up in modern style. Why
lap—I saw it coming—but just then Mr. Blax-} : did Mr. Blaxton look upon the newly-purchased
ton slammed the gate, and Barbary ran to hide. } cstate with such eyes of pride? And why did
“He looked a good deal excited when he came } Luther Mayland groan inwardly and set his
in, and says he, ‘ teeth ficrcely together at sight of the workmen?
“*Mrs. Mayland,’ says he, ‘what’s o going! «Oh, mother! I can’t endure it! 1 wish I
on here? I hope you ain't saying anytbmg:was a thousand miles away. I can never see
to influence Barby. I han’t got nothing agin % Barbara—living in that—in that house!”
Luther,” eays he, ‘I like him and wish him{ ¢My son,” said the widow, “you must be a
well; but I don’t want you to come here and { man, whatever happens. And I'm going to tell
talk to Barby about him, and that’s the plain g you a dream I bhad, to prepare ye for-the worst,

rrrrrrs.

truth on't.’ {if worst comes. I thought the sign on the store
“By heavens! did he say that?” cricd Luther, § didn't read Cobwit & Co., exactly, but there was

N
fercely. { several other names there, and yours among

“Don't speak so; nor don’t feel hard toward { them, till Mr. Montey came with a strip of
bim, my son,” replied the widow. I was hurt, } cla'board, which he nailed over your name, just
but not angry; and says I, ‘Brother Blaxton,’ } ns they do to signs after one of the partners is
&258 I, ‘you’ll be sorry and ashamed of this} dead, or gone out of the consarn.”
some day,’ says I. I han't eaid & word to} From that hour Luther knew that the time
Barbary about my som, nor I didn't intend to, } was coming when his place in the store would
though I should think you'd be the last man to { be vacant, or filled by another. Accordingly
object to having his name mentioned.’ N ho was not surprised, when Mr. Montey one

“T didn’t think that was going to make him } { day called him into the counting-room and shut
cough ami color 80, or I wouldn’t have said it. { the door, saying he wished to have a little talk.

‘*Mrs. Mayland,’ says he, ‘you needn’t ﬂmg% ¢Luther,” said the merchant, in a frank,
it in my teeth, about Luther's getting my money 3 N ! kindly tone, “I’ve been thinking our relations
for me—I han't forgot it—I'm as grateful to: Y to each other sre not just what the) thould be
him as ever—though it seems twouldn’t have 3 betwcen a clerk and his employer.”
been lost, if he badn’t acted quite 8o hasty in : “T am sure,” replied Luther, ¢“they are not.”
the matter.”” 2 He could be as frank as Montey, but not so fair

“Hasty?” echoed Luther,. “hasty ?” ¢t and fricndly. No sunshine of the other’s smiles

“I do wrong to tell you all this, my son.” $ could brighten his stern and gloomy brow.

“No, no! I can bear the worst; what else?”’ 2 “Very well,” said the merchant, softly.

“There’s nothing more. Mr. Blaxton was§ “What do you think ought to be done?”
wwilling I should see Barbary again alone.§ “What ought I do not know; but I know

80 1 came away.” gwhnt will. You will do what Follen & Page
“Well, mother, I am calm now, what do you : were very sorry they did not do sometime be-
think? Tell me.” { foro their crisis came——""

“1 think,” said the widow, slowly and sadly, } : Luther smiled grimly. Something passed over
“Mr. Montey is in love with Barbary.” ? Mr. Montey’s face liko a flash.
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“What do you mean ?” «Barbara!” His voice held her like a spell.

+«That you will get rid of me.” % “Look at me!”

«I trust you do not insinuate that I wish to§ There in the dusk they looked at each other,
get rid of you for any such cause.” { face to face.

+No, sir; I insinuate nothing; but sometimes % «What is this?” asked Barbara, flutteringly.
our words mean more than we know; there is{ ¢Our last meeting,” replied Luther. < Here
more in our hearts than our heads take notice } —once more together—once more—for the last
of. I speak from a heart that bas been too full § time, Barbara!”
of late.” § «Oh, Luther! don’t speak so!”

«You had better speak out all that is in it.” { Do you knew where I last saw you, last

«8ir, I think not. When you came here, I} heard your voice?”’
did for you all I could, and some things I had} «I do not—where?”
better have left undone. You used me while I{ «In that house—you were langhing—you
could be of use. But you never repaid me with { tripped by the window. I could have died then,
your confidence. You have taken from me what § Barbara! You will live there—you will be
was dearer than my life; and now it is but little } happy, I hope—no, I lie when I say so! I don't
that you take away my employment also. Let { Liope you will be happy! It will be one comfort
all pass without words. I will go.” to know you are unhappy!”

“I am very sorry,” said Mr. Montey, “but I ! «Then you hate me, Luther?” said Barbara,
think we had better part. Will you give me a3} with & tremor of anguish in her tones.
receipt in full for your salary up to next Satur- { «No, Barbara! Forgive me! You know that
day?” { you have been dear to me as my own soul. You

The salary was paid; the receipt given; and } loved me too—but let the past be. Idon't blame

Luther’s occupation was gone. He went forth N you at all. He offers you what I cannot. How

rros.

from the store. What was left him now? ¢ can T expect to be loved for mysclf alone? I'am
T e e e Fpring 1y e O e e seelt, T hee o
Come forth her \\'m.‘k of gladuess to contrive, 5 will be happy—when I am myself, I -hope and
B torad o i she brought to whas sho conld mot | PFAY that you may be. Let us part friends.”

bring!” «Are you going away?” faltercd Barbara.

It was by this time discovered that Mr. Mon-3  “To-morrow—I go—no matter where. I can-
tey had made o wise choice; that Barbara was { not suffer anywhere else as I do here. It is
the most worthy girl in the village, as well as } hard to leave my mother alone, she is all I have
the pretticst; and that, since she was destined ; to live for; but I must work for her, and I have
soon to occupy the splendid mansion which was § no work here. Good-by, Barbara!”
fitting up for the merchant’s residence, her ac- 3 There W“iliﬂ hi!l‘] tones & 30;““"“)’: ;subdued
quaintance was worth cultivating. 8o it hap- § passion, and, wit al, a tenderness that pene-
pened that her time and heart were now so much % trated Barbara’s soul. Oh, she had loved him—
oceupied with gay company, while Luther, with- § ghe loved him still—him only! That other love
out employment, without hope or aims, lived ; Was but her pleasure and her ambition; the fas-
solitary as an outeast. cination of her easily flattered heart; not the

As he was one cvening passing by the new 3 deep fountain of affection which swelled anew,
house, he saw Mr. Montey's carriage at the }at this hour of parting, streaming and gushing
fenee, and heard Barbara’s laugh ring in the { up, irresistibly, through all obstructions, as if
empty chambers. How is it that the laugh of { to stifle and convulse her when she would have
a sweet-voiced, merry girl has such power to } said, “Good-by.”
pierce the soul? § «One word, dear Barbara!” He took her

Walking home in the deep twilight, he heard {hand. It was marble-cold; it fell lifeless at her
a footstep behind him, the rustle of a dress, and § side when he dropped it. He saw the dumb
& quick-drawn breath. With a lover's preter- { lips, the white despair of her face, and thought
natural sensitivencss, he felt who was there be- | it was all for pity of him. «T pain you—I will
fore he turned and saw—starting back from him 3 no more. There is your father—I will leave

VRN VIS

as if affrighted—DBarbara. } you—good-by!” And in an instant he was gone.
“Good evening, Luther,” she said, breath- N

lessly.
He neither spoke nor moved, but shivered CHAPTER VIL

from head to foot. She was passing on. He§ «Wnat! that you. Barby?®’ cried the black-

stepped by her side. : i smith, coming up. *What ails ye? Luther has
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been talkin’ to ye, has he? That ought not to 3
be, Barby!” f

+It will never be again,” said Barbara. ¢He}
is going.”

*So I hear; and I'm glad on’t; I think 'twill
be the best thing can be done. How happena it }
you are walkin’ home?”

“Mr. Cobwit has come—he wanted to see Mr. }
Montey,” replicd Barbara.

“Mr. Cobwit? Must be some very pressin’
business brings him here,” observed the smith.
“Come, let's go home. Your voice sounds
strange—you don’t act exac’ly like yourself,
somehow, Barby.”

“What! I?” cricd Barbara.

“I'm afraid you ain’t quite happy, my darter;
be ye?”’

“Happy? Of course I am happy! Thatisa}
splendid house—I am sure it will be delightful §
to live in it. Mr. Montey says wo shall have}
two servants—I shall have nothing to do but to ¢
be happy! Though what will I do with two } 3
servants, I wonder?” laughed Barbara, with a3}
false, bitter mirth, and & heart like ice in her }
bosom.

The lights in the village went out early, one
by one, and the calm summer night, with moon-
light, with floating, silver-edged clouds, dim ;
stars, and soft south winds, possessed the earth. ‘
Peace, troubled minds; rest, aching hearts; §
sleep, sad and weary ones everywhere—the
shadow and repose of the soothing night are:
for you. Oh! come, cease this tossing, and bitter
sighing; for on the morrow thou wilt have need
of all thy strength. Oh! maiden, soon to be
a bride, give over this struggle and despair;
conquer this feverish and wasting wakcfulness,
which mars the beauty needed to adorn the
proud maneion preparing for thee. Oh! for-
tunste merchant, whose polished manners and
show of wealth have won for thee so fair a
bride—pace no longer to and fro in thy chamber,
with knit brows and compressed lips; what un-
wonted cares are those that keep thee from thy
pillow? Sleep, great Mr. Cobwit, in the best
spartment of the inn! If thou canst not sleep,
who ean? Thou, too, honest blacksmith, in thy
humble cottage—art thou, too, a watcher, this
night? Oh! widow, lonely and acquainted with
grief, but blest with vision to see beyond all this
darkened gulf of trial and sin the mountain of
thy God, sleep thou, and dream!

‘“Luther,” said Mrs. Mayland, as the young
man was going to pack his trunk, the next
morning, *I would leave that now. Something §

tells me you are to wait a little. I don’t know 3
what is going to heppen; but I am sure things

\
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are taking a different turn—we shall see to-day.”

§{ Luther's heart leaped within him.

“Oh, mother! do you think so?”

“Did I tell you my dream about & board Mr.
Montey nailed over your namo on the sign? I
dreamt about it again last night. I thought

3 there came a terrible storm; it beat upon the

sign, and washed out all the other names; and
then, just as the sun came out, the board that
was nailed over your name fell off, and there it
was, alone, and shining like gold!”

“Mr. Cobwit has not come out here for
nothing!” said Luther, with a vague sense of
something momentous approaching. ¢ Hark!
did somebody knock ?”’

«At the front door—I'll go!” said the widow.

A portly gentleman, with a crape band on
his hat, a grave countenance, and o stout cane,
wished to speak with Mr. Mayland.

Luther, with o face full of wonder and ex-
pectation, came forward to mect him.

‘“Ha—ah! good morning!” and the portly
gentlemnn gave him two fingers.

““Mister—how do you do, sir? Walk in,
sir,” said the palpitating Luther. ¢ This is my
mother, sir. Mother, this is Mr. Cobwit!”

The great Mr. Cobwit! in her house! in her
kitchen!—for Luther, in the momenit’s excite-
ment, had quite forgotten that they had a parlor
for visitors. The merchant waved his hand
affably, and the widow, with pleasing simplicity,
gave him a smile of welcome, and a splint-
bottomed chair.

«8o, it appears you have left the store, sir?”
said Mr. Cobwit. ‘‘Sorry to hear it. You were
a useful man, sir. What's the trouble between
you and Mr. Montey ?”

Luther blushed, but his countenance was in-
genuous 8s a child’s.

“We could not have that confidence in each
other, which a clerk and his employer should,”
he answered.

““Confidence! h’'m!” coughed the merchant.
“Then you will betray no confidence if you
answer a blunt question or two. Mr. Montey
has been buying a place—fitting it up in some
style—all this costs—and, sir, it is very im-
portant to the house of Cobwit & Co. to know
where he gets his money.”

“You astonish me!"” said Luther.

¢“You'll be more astonished yet, sir. He has
been raising money with our name. Have you
a knowledge of any such transactions?”

«No, sir—that is—I suspeet that he has bor-
rowed——"' faltered Luther, amazed.

«0Of whom, sir? and how much?”

«“About a thousand dollars—of Mr.—Blaxton,
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the blacksmith.” The name stuck in Luther’s }
iBut Luther wag gone—walking fast back the
Is this Blaxton an } way he came, for he could not pass Mr. Blax-
{ton's house.

throat.

“A thousand dollars!
honest man?”’

¢“An honest, poor man, sir.”

“@o and ask him if he holds any paper bear-
ing Cobwit & (‘0.’s signature.”

“Pardon me, Mr. Cobwit, this will be a very
unpleagant thing for me to do.”

¢8ir, the whole affair is as disagreeable as pos-

sible. For this reason we desire to have it settled } «Say, father! I've seen Mr. Cobwit
quictly. The name of Cobwit & Co. must suffer §

no stain. Be secrct—do what I named—and
come to me at the hotel at eleven o'clock.”

CHAPTER VIII.

T

AN IS G S NNk S ST LSS SIS SN PSS 4 LI P LS

POV VVIIIYRNE

ro.

AMBITION.

rorCcnAnan

«“Look here!” said the smith—¢Luther!™

“There’s something—what did
he come to ax me that for?” muttered the
smith; “if I've got Cobwit & Co's notes? Here
you be, are ye, at last, George? Where have

{ you been all the morning?”’
! «Oh! around town—doin’ them errands you

told me to,” replied young Master Blaxton.
(R

“Ilave you, my son?” said the smith, good-
{ humoredly.

“Yes—and spoke with him!”

¢Spoke with him! with Mr. Cobwit!”

¢ He wanted to know where the widder May-
{land lived—and I told him—and says he,

Toe great man departed. Luther took half { «Thank ye, my boy!’”

an hour to compose himself and prepare for
his delicate mission; then, with his mother's
blessing, which was calmness and strength to
him, he set out to visit the blacksmith.

¢Ha, Luther!” cried Mr. Blaxton, embar-
rassed; ‘“off to-day? Come to say good-by?”

¢No, sir,” replicd Luther; “I havo come to
ask a question.”

¢Hey ?” said the smith, rolling up his leather
apron; ‘‘what's that?”

“Perhaps I bave no right to ask it—do just
a8 you please about answering—it concerns that
money which ”

“You got for me of Follen & Page—speak
it out, Luther!”

«] have no wish to recall that transaction,”
said the young man—¢only to know that your
money is safe.”

“Fact is,” rejoined the smith, twisting and
untwisting his apron, I 8'pose I ought to have
consulted you—but circumstances, you know—
things took a little different turn from what I
expected—I've concluded not to buy jest yet,
and as I had a good chance to let the money”’—
Mr. Blaxton coughed.

¢«All that, sir,” said Luther, “requires no
apology; you had a right to do what you pleased
with your money. *But tell me, or not—as you
choose—whetlher you hold Cobwit & Co.’s notes
for it?”

¢«And what if T do? Though, mind you, I
don't say it—I don’t say it, mind! I guess
Cobwit & Co. are good for a thousand or two,
don’t you?”

«T see you are not inclined to place confidence
in me.” responded Luther. ¢Perhaps it is as

well that you should not—as well—yes, better }

for me—T am sorry to have troubled you—good
morning.”

{ «“Where the widder Mayland lived!”
3 “Yes—be wanted to sce Luther for eump-
3 thin’—folks says he’s come up here to straighten
§out. business a little; but I guess Mr. Montey
{ knows cnough for that.”
y Mr. Blaxton pressed his band to his brow,
§like a man who suddenly remembers many
Y things at once.
1 “George,” said he, “you stay here—tend to
tcuslomcrs, or tell 'em I'll be back in a few
% minutes—I—I've thought of somethin"!"
Barbara sat sewing in the neat little sitting-

room when her father entered. Scwing? no;
{ her work lay on her lap, her needle was poised,
{her band motionless, her face fixed; as if, at
{the moment drawing a thread, a petrifying
{ thought had frozen her in her place.

“Barby!" said the smith.

E «QOh! father!” ghe said, with a start, and
{ began plying her needle rapidly.
i “Barby, what's the matter with ye?"
3 «Matter? with me?”’ And she smiled a glassy
§smile.
§  “Yes—you an't yourself—you looked jest
%now like & ghost. What ails you?”
{ + “Why—I am very busy—there is my travel-
Ying dress; Mr. Montey gave it to me, and I
§ thought I could make it myself. We are going
yto Niagara—oh! I have so wanted to see Nia-
{gara!”

“That an’t what I ask ye!” exclaimed the
smith.  “What bappened last night between
you and him?”

“Between me and—oh! nothing—only he bid
3 me good-by—we bid ench other good-by—there’s
i no reason why we shouldn’t—it is all over now;
he is go—going to-day.”

“You are talking of Luther. while T am talk-
ing of Mr. Montey!” impatiently cried the smith.
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«] can’t exac’ly understand about your walkin’
home.”

9 )

+'Tis just as I told you—Mr. Cobwit came— t

“Yes, I know; but Mr. Montey—what did he }
ssy? How did he appear when he see him?”
1 don’t remember—I did not mind; though,
now I think of it,” said Barbara, ‘he was sur-
prised—ves, hLis look changed somehow, his
voice altered—but I hadn’t thought of it since.”
«’Tan’t that, then, that’s been ailin’ on ye
since last nizght? For, you see, I thought mabby
there might be some trouble ’twixt him and Mr.
Cobwit. Did he seem very much beat?”
“I thought 'twas strange he didn’t say any- §
thing when I offered to walk home—he didn’ tz
k
!

seem to know what to say—so I ran away and
left bim with Mr. Cobwit.”

“'Twas strange! Never mind—do your sew- 3
in’—I guess Mr. Montey is all right—of course }
he’s all right.” $

Yet Mr. Blaxton felt heavy misgivings; he?
remembered how often he had heard an inward§
voice whixper, that there was something false }
sud wrong about Montey; he recalled the cir- ¢
cumstances of the signing of the note—the mer- §
chant’s reluctance to use the name of the firm—
his own ominous heart-sinking and distrust. He?}
put on his jacket, took Cobwit & Co.’s note, and }
walked into the village. 3

“I'll jest sce Montey,” he said to himself, 2
“snd ack him if it is all right.” 3

And Barbara sewed and sang:

“T saw two maids at the kirk,
And both were fuir and sweet:
One in her wedding robe,
Aud vue in her winding-sheet!”

CHAPTER IX.

As Mr. Blaxton entered the store, he met Mr. } N
Montey coming out in great haste.
“I can’t stop and talk with you now,” said}
the merchant. “I have got to see a man—I}
shall be back in an hour.”
The smith's great chest heaved, as he stood om
the step, and watched Mr. Montey drive away.
*“There's a row somewheres!” said Bartley,%
the jockey, with a leer, N
“What do ye mean by a row?” demanded the
smith.
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{ man should another.

% 't T think so much on as I do o’ her!
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¢That—that’s the second time that question
has been axed me to-day! What if I have?”

“Let me advise you, as a friend, to put it out

! of your hands soon as you can. It'll save you

AMBITION.

Ars s

{ trouble.”

“Trouble? What—what does all this mean?”

“That we can’t tell just yet. Keep still about
it. Don’t let Montey go next time. Tell him
that note must be paid.”

“Why, an’t Cobwit & Co. good?”

“I'd trust Cobwit & Co. for hanlf a million,”
said the deacon.

“Then what does all this mean?’ again
Mr. Blaxton demanded, somewhnt wildly and
fiercely.

“Everybody an't Cobwit & Co.,” replied the
deacon, significantly gliding away.

The blacksmith walked into the store, and out
{ again, and up and down, consternation in his
aspect, whirlwind in his brain. In less than an
hour, Montey returned. Avoiding his future
father-in-law, he was passing swiftly into the
counting-room, where Mr. Blaxton followed and
entered with him.

“Mr. Montey——"

“You must excuse me just now,” said the
merchant, with pale and determined looks, ¢I
am pressed with business.”

«“So am I, and with somethin’ besides!” Mr.
Blaxton responded. “You must give me one
: minute, if it’s the last either of us has to live!”

“Well, what do you want?”

] want to know that it’s all right, Mr. Mon-
tey!”

“What, that note?” the merchant nnswered
3 with something of his old coolness and polish
of manner. ‘Mr. Cobwit thinks it had better
be paid; the money is I)ing in the bank; I'll
give you a check for it now.’

This promptness stnggered the blacksmith.

«Mr. Montey,” said he, I think I've showed
plain enough that I've trusted you as one honest
But I've beard things
said that nat'rally make me feel oncomf’table—

i ’tan’t on account of the moncy altogether; but

I've got a darter, Mr. Montey—a girl 't I think
I ought to be proud on—dearer to me than any-
thing else in the world—I han’t no other child
For two

“I tell you,” replied Bartley, sharpening his § year’ now she’s took her mother’s place to me

knife on his boot, “that old Cobwit is & buck { and the children—I've becn seckin’ fer her

of the biggest size! He stirs ’em up where he § good, mabby too much—and if I'm over anxious

goes.” 3 for her sake, you'll excuse it if you ever git to
“Look here, brother Blaxton,” said Dean | be a father.”

Long, in & low, confidential tone, taking the} He shed tears, and wiped them with his

smith aside. “Have you got any paper with {sleeve. The lines about the merchant’s mouth

Cobwit & Co.’s name to it?"’ t twitched a little.
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“I love your daughter, heaven knows,” he § and hope, he started toward Mr. Cobwit, reach-
said—¢I would not injure her—I would not; ing out his struggling hands, and whispering
wrong her: whatever you hear, whatever may g hoarsely,
happen, belicve that!” g «In mercy, don't forget your promise—don’t

“I do believe it, sir! If ever you spoketbrenk your promise!”
honest words, I believe you do now!” “Horatio Montey,” answered the other, in

The burly smith seized the merchant’s deli- { stern, inexorable tones, ‘‘you, last night, took
oate hand, and wrung it till the latter writhed } oath to me, that there were no other cases of
visibly, not alone with the pain of the vigorous } this kind than the two proved against you.
finger pressure, which was as nothing to the { With that understanding I promised the mercy
more terrible grasp of the iron hand of con-}you have now no right to claim. Since you
science laid upon his soul! { have perjured yoursclf, we cannot be sure of

Long after, Mr. Blaxton remembered the mer- ; anything; there may be twenty more cases like

" chant’s look of yanguish; while with solemn ; this, and we now must protect ourselves.”
fidelity he treasured the memory of the words; Ata gesture from Mr. Cobwit, the third person
then and there spoken—words which he never { who had entered with him and Luther stepped
oceased to believe came sincerely from Mr. Mon-  forward, and laid hls hand on Mr. Montey’s
tey’s heart. Well for us, if we could always } shoulder.
trustingly see the deepest and best motives that } : +“This ain't in "arnest—this can’t be!” burst
lie hidden in the hearts of those whom selfish- § forth the blacksmith, rallying from the first
noss and folly betray into guilt and wrong! $ shock. “Mr. Cobwit—Luther—Montey! speak!

While the two stood there—the great, rough, § clear up this thing! for Leaven's sake, clear
tender-hearted smith ardently shaking the hand { it up!”
of the pale, polished merchant—the counung- “Mr. Montey,” said the man whose touch
room door opencd and three men entered Mr. } Iwas on the merchant's shoulder, “I have a
Cobwit, Luther, and another. 3 warrant to arrest you on a charge of forgery.”

I regret the necessity,” said Mr. Cobwit;} It is a false charge! it cannot be made out!
“but I see no other way.” Egno me five minutes to arrange my papers!”

Mr. Montey's face changed again—this time § exclaimed Mr. Montey. The worst had ceme,
to the hue of deadly fear. S and what manhood there was in him now rousing

“You promised me!" he articulated. { itself, sprang up to mect the event.

**And you deceived me!” sternly replied Mr. § ¢ Away with him!” said Mr. Cobwit, in a low
Cobwit. Ile turned to the blacksmith: ¢Mr. } voice.
Blaxton, you have a note bearing our name?” ; “Well, sir—I am ready; but don't let it look

“Ilere it i3!” The bewildered smith unfolded z like an arrest; we'll ride off togcther as if on
the note with his trembling hands. ¢TI hope { business,” said Montey to the sheriff.
nothing is wrong—Mr. Montey just now said { Ile took his hat, arranged his neck-cloth,
you wanted to pay it—he offered me a check.” $ smoothed his handsome whiskers, then, without

‘A trick to blind you.” Mr. Cobwit frowned } casting a look either at Mr. Cobwit, Luther, or
ominously. “I never heard of this mote till} Mr. Blaxton, walked out arm in arm with the
to-day, nor was sure of its existence till this 3 sheriff, stepped briskly into the carriage which
moment.” { was in waiting for him, and rode away.

The poor man staggered back, stunned fromg “Barby—Barby—my child—oh, God! my
the blow. In the meantime Mr. Montey stood § child!”
white, and covered with cold sweat, his restless{ And tearing his shirt from his throat—utter-
eyes rolling from side to side, as if instinctively { ing & stified cry, as if his great heart burst in
and wildly secking which way he should turn. % it—the blacksmith reeled, and fell heavily upon
Buddenly, with an impulse of mingled terror} the floor. (To BE CONCLUDED.)
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BY EDNA CORA.

Tar morn ia fuir, the hoor bright, s The flowers bloom. and birds sing om,
And singing birds are gny; But still my thooghts will flec,
But in my musing mood 1 eit With brighter hopes and sweeter chime,

And dream of ono away. To rest, doar one, with thee.



CROMWELL’S CLOCK.

BY J. BERGEANT MEADE.

Have you ever been in Philadelphia, denr §{ chained to the floor. I could not make this all
reader, on a hot July day? Whew! Talk of the g out, and was just about scratching my head in
burning sands of Africa; I don't belicve they } my perplexity (why, where on earth did I get
ean begin to compare in caloric intensity to the § these long, beautiful, brown ringlets? I used to
scorching bricks of the Quaker City. I perspire § have that sort of hair, which caused wy friends
at the very thought of it. How old Sol does { and relatives to give me the flattering appella-
pour down his rays on our red-brick town; the ¢ 3 tion of ‘tow-head,” and) good heavens! my
bouses get like perfect ovens. { moustache, which for months I have been watch-

But you may very naturally ask what Oliver 3 ing in the mirror, and which, before I went to
Cromwell, or his clock, or anything else apper- } {sleep, consisted of, at the widest margin, ten
taining to that respectable individual, has to do } 3 hairs, has grown up into o most luxuriant one
with Philadelphia, or a hot day. I will tell you. { with fine, curling ends! My peg-tops, too, have

If you want to find a cool, comfortable place, } gone, and, in their place, I behold a pair of
on one of these intensely warm days, fly to the i trunk-breeches and high riding-Loots. My
Litrary, in Fifth street. I do not know why it { waistcoat has changed into a doublet, and my
is, but it is very certain that the old Library is § cout into a cloak. My ¢all- roundu collar has
the coolest place in the cily. Often have I gone 2 cnlarged itself into ‘‘a Byronic.” Why—gra-
there and seated myseclf in a scquestered nook, 3 cious goodness! I must be a cavalier!
fecling thankful that I had such a sanctuary to} Has the good fairy of the Clhristmas panto-
retreat to. ."mime pnid Philadelphia a visit out of season

It was on a very hot afternoon, last summer, : and created all these changes? I was abso-
that I sauntered into the Library, and, fecling ® lutely expecting to see her appear on a flaming
utterly exhausted, dropped into a chair along- § wheel of gold, and to hcar the clown cry out,
side the old clock, which you sce on your right § ““Hero we are, all in a lump,” when my cogita-
8¢ you enter the building. This clock is said | tions were broken short by the sound of foot-
once to have been in the possession of the great f steps. They stopped, it seemed to me, outside
Protector. So the story runs, and I believe im- ; ; my dungeon. There was a sharp sound as of a
plicitly in it. I like to think that, once upon a z ¢ key turning in its lock, then a large bolt was
time, Oliver gazed on its quaint-looking face 5 withdrawn, the heavy door of my prison turned
snd, maybe, wound up the queer old picce of on its creaking hinges, and three men entered
furniture himself. § tbe cell. They were cquipped in stecl caps and

As [ sat down, the hands of the clock pomled cuirasses, and carried halberds.  One of them,
to ten minutes of seven. The Library was very i who appearcd to be the leader, walked up to
quiet, and I had not been sitting there more ; me, and, taking a key out of the bunch hanging
than three or four minutes before I began to l from his belt, unfastened the padlock of my
get dozy—nod, nod, nod—going, going—gone. % chains and raised me up. llaving done this, ho
Pust aslecp. Suddenly I awoke. What place § \bcckoncd me to follow him, and I left tke cell
is this [ am in? A low, damp dungeon. Ilow { guarded, on both hands, by a halberdier.  We
in the world did I get here? Ifad “the Blnck { traversed a long passage, ascended a high flight
Maris” drawn up before the door, just after I3 3 of stone eteps, and entered a room where a sea-
had gone to sleep, and had a couple of ¢‘the i tinel, armed with an arqucbus, was standing
Reserve Corps” conveyed me in it to Moyamen- ; like o statue.
sing Prison? [ ransacked my brain to discover § ! My conductor whispered a few words into the
if I could remember having committed any ysentinel's ear, and then, lifting a curtain which
thefts lately. No, my conduct had been unim- § {masked the entrance to another chamber,
peachable, and my character irreproachable. I\ ughered me, still guarded by the halberdiers,
bave not been easing old gentlemen of their \mlo the presence of—Oliver Cromwell.
tickers that | know of. Then how did I geU Yes, there Le gat in a big arm-chair, resting
bere? T attempted to get out, but found I was 3} one band on a heavy oak table, and grasping in

Vor. XXXIX.—10 1563
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Immediately 3

the other a roll of parchment.
behind the table stood my dear old friend, the
clock, which seemed to look on me with a pite-
ous fate. I own to being somewhat frightened,
at first, when I found myself face to face with &
the stern Protector; but I immediately banished
this fear and put on a proud, defiant look, which,
I thought,*was the way a staunch loyalist shoul
appoar under such circumstances.

Cromwell's brows contracted when I was
brought into the room, and, in a stern voice, :
he addressed me:

“8ir Lverard Pevenhill,” said he, (I here
thought what a pretty name I had; it sounded
so much better than the one I bore in the nine- §
teenth century,) ¢“Nir Everard Pevenhiil, thou
art attainted of high treasen and must suffer
punishment accordingiy. ¢The God of Israel
is He that giveth strength and power unto His
people.’ ‘There shall go a fire before Him, and
burn up Ilis enemics on every side.” Hagt thou
ought to say concerning thyself, before thou
mectest thy death?”

Now, singularly enough, although I never lost
my nineteenth century, young America identity,
an uncontrallable inipulse appeared to force me §

to answer this harsh reception in the folluwiug

words:

CHRISTIAN.

“Naught but that Iam content to dicina cause
3 which has been hallowed by the martyrdom of
émy sainted master, King Charles.” <

¢ “DBlaspheme not, young man,” cried Crom-
well, angrily, ¢thy doom is sealed. I hold thy
death warrant in my hand!”

He rapped the roll of parchment on the table
s a8 he snid these words.

“I am prepared to mcet my fate,”
cgo very coolly responded.

Cromwell rose from his chair, and, pointing te

the clock, said, *The executioner awaits thec.

When that clock strikes the hour of seven,” (it
1romlacd to do so in five minutes,) “thou shalt
d " Then, turning to my guard, he cried,
““Away with the traitor!™

()ne of the halberdiers laid his mailed hard
heavily on my shoulder and exclaimed, “Come,
Mr. ——, it is timo for the Library to be closed
for the night!”

Iawoke. Instead of stern old Oliver, I beheld
the smiling and good-natured countenance of
the obliging assistant librarian. T congratu-
{lated myself on having escaped the block and
ga‘e, and, rubbing my eyes, got up and left the
§ { building.  Just as I was descending the steps,
v my friend, the clock, struck scven.

my alter
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CHRISTIAN.

BY\.MARY

L. LAWSBON.

Though He slay me, yet will T truet in Him.—Job, 13th chap., 15th vers.

Nav, tell moe not of futuro joys—
Thess visions haunt my heart no more!
With failing pul«c, and closing oyos,
My carthly journey almost o'er—
1 quietly resign iy breath
Of lifo into thino arms, coh, death!

Pefore me flqat Jong vani-hed scenos—
Tho pleasurcs of my childhocod's home—
Furgotten smiles, familiar words;
Through woodland gludes agaln I roam,
Or sit fn some lone, shady nock
‘With many a dear old treazured book.

Lines that have slept in memory's cell,
My broken voice would fain repeat.
Breatho them to me, my gentlo friend,
To bid my heart more warmly beat!
My faltering tones would mar the chords
Of sweetnces in the poet’s words.

The fitful, changing scenen of life
Rueh o'er mo in & single thought
Of carly hopes, and cherished frionds,
And youth's experience, radly bought;
The weary griefs of tedions years,
And sorruw drowned in burniong tears.

But near me, from His throne on hich,
My Saviour stands, a pitying fricn-;
I feel His breath upon my brow—
Now faith, and strength, and calm He lenda.
The reconclling light of luve
€hines softly on me from above.

Not darkly now, as throuzh a glass,
T seo time's foaming currents glide;

Each strange ovent, each fiery grief
Were waves upon the upward tide,

Whose storiny billows bure me on

To realms where purcest bliss iy won.

Jowus, this hour is very sweet—
Tt has no bitter portion left!

The threatening clonds and storme are o'er,
A tranquil stillness fills my breaat:

My will resigned, my foes forgiven,

Thy calm smile draws me up to Heaven!

Dear friend, restrain this wild despair!
I know that we will meet again;
And yet, these drops of deep regret
Warm my chilled hand like Summer rain.
Oht clasp It, clasp it close In thine,
Till it can cling to love divinel

>
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THE BROKEN LIFE.

BY MRS8. ANN 8. STEPHENS.

[Entered, according to Act of Congrese, in the year 1851, by Mr«. Ann 8. Stephens in the Clerk’s Office of the District
Court of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.]

CONTINUED PROM PAGE 73.

CHAPTER II. sbcen rifled of its sweetest blossoms. In fact,
Mges. DExNisoN was late the next morning. | the fascination of that woman’s manner secmed
Indecd she generally was late. It was sure to - more powerful with her than it had proved with
create a little sensation when she entered, if ; the proud, strong man who sat epposite me.
the family were grouped in expectation, and : ¢ Jessie, the darling, either because she did not
her system of elegant selfishness rendered any } {like the restraint, or, what was more like her,
consideration of the convenience of others a3 ' to give me dignity in the houschold, always in-
matter of slight importance. She was always @ {sisted that I should preside at the table; Mrs.
lavish in apologies, those outgrowths of insin- i Lee, from her feeble state of health, being at
cerity: aud, in fact, managed to weave a sort  all times unequal to the task. Three {imes did
of fascination out of ler own faults. §tlmt insatiable woman return her coffec cup:
This certainly was the case here. If Mr. Lee ! first, for an additional lump of sugar, again
was resolute about anything in his houschold, §for a few drops more cream, and then for the
it was that punctuality at meals should be ob- : slightest poseible dilution of its strength. While
served: indeed I have seldom seen Lim out of | I performed these smiling behests, she sat break-
humor on any other subject. But this morning § ing a branch of heliotrope across her lips, ex-
he hud been moving about in the upper hall a } claiming at the beauty of the scene from en
full hour, glancing impatiently at the papers { opposite window, and behaving generally like
which always reached us before breakfast, and } ! an empress who had honored her subjccts wiin
walking up and down with manifest impaticnce. } ta visit, and was resolved to put them quite a1
Yet the moment that woman appcared with her } § ease in her presence.
coquettish little morning-cap just hovering ony But Jessio could not seo things in this light.
the back of her head, and robed in one of tlne N ! She was cvidently as well pleased with her guest
freshest and most graceful morning dresses you : a8 she had been the might before, but, though
ever saw, his face cleared up, and, with a smile > she smiled and joined in the light conversation,
that no one could witness without a throb of ; . I saw by the heavy shadows under Ler eyes that
the heart, he received ber apologics and com- } some anxiety disturbed her. The fact that she
pliments all mingled together on her lips like ; had made an appointment to ride with a suitor
boney in the heart of a flower, as if they had ‘ whom she must reject accounted sufficiently for
been favors of which we were all quite unde- § this; Jessie had the finest traits of a purely
serving. : proud nature, and the idea of giving pain was
We went down to breakfast at last, but Just to her in itself a great trial. Still these obser-
a8 we were sitting down, our guest took a fancy ( vations only applied to the undercurrent that
to run out onm the terrace and gather a handful ;) mornmg, on the surface everything was spark-
of leliotrope which she laid by ber plate, ex-: lmg and pleasant. Mr. Lee was more thzn
baling the odor sensuously between the pauses i usually animated, and, before the meal was
of the meal. I don’t know what the rest thought % ended, quite & war of complimentary badinage
of all this, but I was disgusted. It is a strong ’; had been kept up between him and our guest.
word, T know, but I have no other for the re-} Jessie always went to her mother after break-
pulsion that seizes upon me even now when I fast. So, immediately on quitting the table, she
think of that woman. Her very passion for? { stole away to the tower, looking a little serious,
flowers, to me almost a heavenly taste in itself, } { { but not more so than her peculiar trial of the
was 80 combined with materialism in her, that } day accounted for.
the perfume of the heliotrope sickened me. 3 I followed her directly, leaving Mrs. Dennison
Jeasie did not seem to share tiese feelings, ;and Mr. Lee on the square balcony, on which
Bor care that her own choice flower-plot had : the early sanshine lay pleasantly.

o
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Mrs Lee had not rested well; her eyes, usually { together, for that was the apartment in which
8o bright, were heavy from want of sleep; and } Mrs. Dennison slept, though the fact had nover
the pillow, from which she had not yet risen, ; been mentioned to Mrs. Lee; and another cham-
bore marks of a thousand restless movements, { ber had at first been intended for our guest.
which betrayed unusual excitement. Jessie was { ‘‘The blue room?”
sitting on one side of the bed holding a Parian} ¢ Yes, the blue room!” she said; ‘“but like all
cup in her hand, the amber gleam of ceffec § dreams, nothing was like the reality. Instead of
glowed through the transparent vine leaves that { the enamecled furniture, everything was covered
embossed it, and she was stirring the fragrant | with the prettiest blue chintz, with a wild rose
beverage gently with a spoon. { pattern running over it.”

“Try, dear mother, and drink just a litlle,’\ Jessie and T looked at each other in conster-
she was saying in her sweet, caressing way. ! nation, for the furniture which Mrs. Lee do-
«“It makes me very unhappy to see you looking 3 seribed as familiar to the blue room, had been
so ill.” i removed to the chamber wo had first intended

“Tadeed T am not ill, only a little restless, { for Mrs. Dennison; and that with which we had
Jessie,” answered the sweet lady, rising lan- | replaced it being too rich for a sleeping room,
guidly from her pillow and reaching forth her 5 we had covered it with the pretty chintz, with-
hand for the cup. She tasted the coffee and{ out mentioning the fact to Mrs. Lee or any one
looked gratefully at her daughter. ¢Tt is nice; { else.
no one understands me like you, my daughter.” 3 “There was a toilet instead of the dressing-

Jessie blushed with pleasure, and began to !} table I remember,” continued the lady, “with
mellow a delicate slice of toast with the nl\er\ quantities of frost-like lace falling around it
knife that lay beside it, making a parade of Iler\ and on it; with other things a little hasket,
cfforts which she evidently hoped would entice { prettier than mine, grander, full of moss rose-
hor mother’s appetite: and so it did. I am sure % buds.”
no one heside her could have tempted that frailg ¢#Wag there nothing elwe in the basket?” I
woman to eat a mouthful. As it was, one of the ) questioned, holding my breath for the reply.
birds that was picking seeds from the terrace} ¢ Nothing else,” answered the lady, smiling;
could almost have rivaled her; the presence ofg “oh! yes, combs and hair-pins, rings and brace-
her daughter, I fancy, gave her more strength ¢ lets, the whole toilet was in a glitter.”
than anything else. ) “But nothing else in the basket?" I persisted.

“So you have had a bad night, my mot]nor,"§ “No, rose-buds—moss rose-buds, red and
said Jessie, tenderly; ¢once or twice I awoke { white. Nothing more,” she answered, languidly.
N
%
\

in the night and felt that you did not sleep.” Mrs. Lee paused & moment with her cyes

“Indeed!” said the mother, with an carnest | closed. Then starting as if from sleep, she
look breaking through the heaviness of her eyes. { almost cried out,

“Yes, indecd; but then I never wake in tho! “There was n woman in the room—in the
night without wondering if you sleep well.”  } bed—a beautiful woman. The ruffies of her
“Did you see me?” questioned the mother, z night-gcown were open at the throat, the slceves

b
§

anxiously. were broad and loose, you could see her arms
“8ee you, mother?” almost to the shoulders. She wore no cap, and
Mrs. Lee smiled faintly, and shook her head : her hair fell in bright, heavy coils down to her
as if to cast off some strange thought. { waist. She had sowmething in her hand: don't
«Of course it was impossible. I must have ; speak, I ghall remember in a minute: the color
slept long enough to dream; but it seems to me | was rich. It was, yes, it was half a peach, with
a8 if I were in your room last night. Somethmgs the brown stone partly bedded in the centre:
called me there, a faint, white shadow, that} { the fravrnnce of it hung about the basket of
sometimes took the outline of an angel, come- | roses.’
times floated before me like a cloud.” “And you saw all this, dear lady?” I ex-
¢“Oh, my good mother! it was kind to come, § clnimed, startled by the reality of her picture,
even in your dreams,” said Jessie, kissing the } which, as a whole, T recognized far more closely
little hand that lay in hers. i than Jessie could.
Mrs. Lee looked troubled, and seemed to be “In my dream, yes; but one fancies such
searching her memory for something. ¢ strange things when asleep, you know, dear
“It took me—the cloud angel—you know, { Miss Hyde.”
into the blue room.” y  ‘“‘Strange, very strange,” murmured Jessie;
*“The blue room!” Jessie and I exclaimed: ‘‘but for the basket of roses and the fruit we

”
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might have recognized the picture.
think so, aunt Matty ?"”

“Did you get a look at the lady’s face?” I
inquired, suppressing Jessie’s question.

¢No, no, I think not. The thick hair shaded }

Don’t you

.

it, but the arms and neck were white as lilies.
She had bitten the peach, I remember seemg%
marks of her teeth on one side. Strange, isn't {
it, how real such fancies will seem?”’ §
It is indeed strange,” I said, feeling -cold
chills creeping over me. g
¢ Besides,” continued the invalid, while a}
scarcely perceptible shiver disturbed her, ‘“not- }
withstanding the freshness and beauty of every- g
thiog, I felt oppressed in that room—just a8}
flowers may be supposed to grow faint when§
vipers creep over them; the air seemed close ;

till I got to your room, my Jessie.” g
“And there!” said the sweet girl, kissing her {
mother’s hand again. $

“There the angel that had been a cloud took § ¢
form again. It beckoned me—beckoned me—1I § N
cannot tell where; but you were sleeping, 1
know that.”

It was a strange dream,” said Jessie,
thoughtfully.

“The impression was very strong,” answered
the mother, drawing & hand across her eyes,
“so powerful that it tired me. This morning
it seemed as if I had been a journey.”

“But you are better now,”” I said; ¢‘this gense
of fatigue is wearing off, I hope.”

“0h, yes!” she answered, languidly.

“And you will be well enough to see Mrs.
Dennison before dinner, I hope,” whispered
Jessie.

“Perhaps, child.”

*Oh! father will persuade you!”

“Where is your father, Jessic?”’

*“Oh! somewhere about. On the front bal-
eony, I believe, with Mrs. Dennison, who de-}
clares that she never will get tired of looking
down the valley.”

“Yes, it is a lovely view. We usecd to sit on
the balcony for hours—your father and I—but }
now——" Mrs. Lee turned away ner face and }
shaded her eyes with one pale hand.

I walked to the window and lifted the curtain, }
but there was a mist over my eyes, and I could
not discern a feature of the landscape.

8ome one knocked at the door. I went to
open it, and found Cora, Mrs. Dennison's maid,
who had been brushing her mistress’ riding-
badbit on the back terrace, and had flung it
across her arm before coming up stairs. The
girl was a pretty mulatto, with teeth that an
empress might have coveted, and eyes like

VS
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diamonds; ‘but there was something in her face
that I did not like, a way of looking at you
from under her black eyelashes that was both
searching and sinister.

¢Mistress told me to run up and mquire if it
wasn’t time for Miss Lee to put on her habit,”
she said, shooting a quick glance into the room:
¢“‘the horses are ordered round.”

I felt the color burning in my face. The im-
pertinence of this intrusion angered me greatly.

«Miss Lee is with her mother,” I said, *‘and
cannot be disturbed; when she is ready [ will
let your mistress know. Until then the horses
must wait.”

The girl gave the habit on her arm a shake
and went away, casting one or two glances be-
bind. What possible business could the crea-
ture have in that part of the house? Had the
mistress really sent her? It was an hour before
the time for riding, and it had not been our
custom to hurry Jessie away from her mother's
room.

While I stood by the window thinking angrily
of this intrusion, another knock called me back
to the door. It was the mulatto again with her
mistress’ compliments, and, if Mrs. Lee was well
enough, shoe would pay her respects while the
horses waited.

I went down myself at this, and, meeting Mrs.
Dennison on the terrace, informed her very
curtly, I fear, that Mrs. Lee was not out of her
bed-room, having spent a restless night, and
was quite incapable of seeing strangers. I put
a little malicious emphasis on the word stran-
gers, which brought a deeper color into her
cheeks; but she answered with elaborate ex-
pressions of sympathy, inquired so minutely
into the symptoms and causes of Mrs. Lee's
prostration, that I felt at & loss how to answer.

“Dear lady!"” she went on, ‘“I'm afraid these
severe attacks will exhaust the little strength
she has left: they must make life a burden.”

#0n the contrary,” I said, “there is not, I
am sure, 8 person living who so keenly enjoys
the highest and most lofty principles of exist-
ence. With the love of God in her heart and

%domestio love all around her, life can never be

a burden.”

“Indeed!” she answered, with something in
her voice that approached a sneer, ‘I never
was sick in my life, that is, perhaps, why it
seems 80 terrible to me. Nothing could recon-
cile me, I am sure, to a life like Mrs. Lee's. At
her age, too, with disease helping time to chase
away what beauty one has left, how she must
feel it!”

“You quite mistake the case, madam,” I
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answered. ¢ Mrs. Lee never depended on her, Lee standing at the foot of the steps ready
beauty, which, however, no one can dispute, as{ to mount. He was giving some orders to the
a means of winning love; her sincerity, intelli- 3 groom, and seemed particularly anxious about
zence, and gentle gooduess are enough to out-} the horse which Mrs. Dennison was to ride.

live the loveliness of a Venus!” E Jessie’s face flushed, and a look of proud sur-
“{ou are enthusiastic, Miss Hyde.” 3 prise came across it. Mr. Lee turncd his head
“1 love Mrs. Lee, and speak as I feel.” } that way and called out,

+I am afraid,” she said, in her blandest man- “Why, Jessie, where is your habit? I never
ner, “that my interest in the dear lady has led } found you late before.”
me into obtrusiveness, or, at least, that you% Jessie did not answer, but passed me descend-

think so. But she is 50 very superior—so per- } ing to the terrace and down the flight of steps. .

fect in fact, that one cannot shake off the inte- ! She spoke to her father, looking back anxiously.
rest she inspires. It was this feeling which§Aﬂer the first words, he started and seemed
tempted me to ask for the privilege of pnying} taken by surprise. Even from the distance I
my respects—I sec now that it was inoppor- { could see a flood of crimson rush to his fore-
tune; but & warm heart is always getting onek head. They both ascended tho steps together.
into scrapes, Miss Hyde. I shall never learn { Mr. Loe went to the tower, and Jessie ran up
how to tame mine down. It seemed to me that | stairs to put on her riding-dress.

the sweet invalid yonder must feel lonely in her§ I went up to help her, but walked elowly,
room, and this was why that importunate re-} cverything conspired to depress me that morn-
quest was made.” ging. It only required one serpent to destroy

«“Mrs. Lee is & woman who would find some- | the perfoct happiness of Eden. Our little para-
thing of paradise in any positien. Her slttmg- ! dise scemed following after the same fashion,
room, up in the tower yonder, has always been 2 and yet no one could tell why.
considered the pleasantest apartment in thei Jessic was buttoning her habit as I went in.
house.” i She looked restless and hurt.

““No doubt it was this conviction that mnde§ “Aunt Matty,” she said, “I have a great
me anxious to be admitted. Still I must think } mind to give up this ride, the thought of meet-
that a confinement, that only promises to be re- | ing that gentleman troubles me. Look how my
lioved by death, must be a painful thing.” $ hands tremble.”

Why did the woman always return to that} Yes, the serpent was doing its work. Even
point? In my whole life I had never heard the } our sweet, honest Jessie was beginning to cover
probable result of Mrs. Lee's illness alluded to { up her true feclings under falso issues. It was
g0 often, as it had been hardly mentjoned since { something nearer home than the dread of an
Mrs. Dennison’s arrival. It shocked me, and : unwelcome offer that made her so nervous. For
became the more repulsive from the usual levity ; the first time since her remembrance her father
o: her (linann:r She seemed to weave the idea§hﬂd forgotten his wife. DBut for Jessie’s inter-
of my.dear friend’s death with every luxury } position he would have ridden away without
;ha.t sur;ounded her dwelling; to my preJudlced { inquiring after her. I recollected how he had

ancy, she even exulted in it. T stood looking ! ! blushed when reminded of this.

hor in the face while these thoughts troubled: Of course I could not speak of the true cause
mwy mind. What my eyes may have spoken I { of thig discontent, the delicate reticence becom-
oa'nnot tell, but hers. fell beneath them, and, § ing to a daughter was too sacred for that; but
with an uneasy smile, she turned to walk § I said quickly, ¢Yes, yes, darling, you must
away. 3 go. It is your duty.”

\ 'l;‘l}at m«;m(lent Jessic came out to the temce,% She looked at me earnestly, then dropping
ooking a little anxious. 3 her eyes, went on with her preparations.

“thn:e is father?” she said; “motherisup} A second time Mrs. Dennison came to her
and wmtmg‘for him!” chamber. Our coldness the day before had left

I saw a faint sfnile quiver around the widow’s } no impression on the materialism of her nature.
lips, buf she busied herself with some branches § Sparkling with cheerfulness, and brilliant with
of ivy that had broken loose from tho terrace? } smiles, she swept in, bending her flexible whip
;ull and did not seem to heed us. Just then$ into a ring, with both hands, and letting it free

e tramp of horses sounded from the front of { again with a prolonged snap.
the house, and Jessie exclaiming with a httle< “Allready? That's right, my Lady Jess! The
impatience, *Dear me!” walked quickly to the} N day is heavenly, and our cavaliers are coming
square balcony. I followed her, and saw Mr. : up the road!”

N V)
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*Thank heaven!” I heard Jessie whisper as 2 “Yes, indeed!”
she drew on her gauntlets. “And placed the half peach among them?”

If she fancied that the coming of Mr. Bos- *Was there any harm, Miss?”
worth and his friend would relense Mr. Lee, @ ¢ The half peach—after an Oriental faghion?”
and leave him at liberty to spend his morning? ¢“Dear me, I hope there wasn’t any harm in
with the invalid, she was disappointed in the } i ! the gardener’s letting me have that one. It was
result, though not in the fact; for just as the ! the first I have scen this year, so I couldn’t give
psrty were mounting, he appeared on the ter- % up more than I did; but it was the biggest half
race, and, descending the steps, joined them \ that I saved for the mistress.”
whip in band. I watched all these movements, {  Nothing could be moro natural than her dnwn-
keenly—why, it would have been impossible ing contrition, nothing more satisfactory than
for me to explain even to my own judgment; E the solution she had given of a subject that had
but shadows tormented me at this time, and all { kept mo awake half the night. What a fool I
my senses were on the alert. Mr. Lec rode by { had been! Was I in fact becoming fanciful and
his daughter, leaving his guest to the othcr\ old maidish—ready to find error in shadows,
gentlemen, between whom she rode triumph- § and crimes in everything? Heaven forbid that
antly, as Queen Elizabeth may have entered § anything so unwomanly and indelicate as this
Kenilworth, flirting royally with her hand- % should come upon me. Was it possible that 1,
romest subjects. Jessie and her father seemed § in the waning freshness of my life, had begun
to be conversing quietly, as I had seen them a % to envy brighter and bandsomer womer the
hundred times riding down that road. Y homage due to their attraction, and had thus

After the party was out of sight, I went into { become suspicious? The very idea humilinted
Mrs. Dennison’s room to see that the maid had } me; I felt abashied before that mulatto girl, who
performed her duty, as was my custom; for I%sat so demurely smoothing the folds of her
had assumed these light cares in the household, ; mistress’ breakfast dress across her lap. It
and loved them from the fact that, at least, an : seemed as if she must have some knowledge of
idea of usefulness was attached to my residence 5 the mean thoughts that had brought me there.
in the house. B { How artful and indirect my conduct had been!

Everything seemed in order. Cora, the mu- g In my heart I had rather plumed mysclf on the
latto girl, was busily arranging the dress her ; adroit way in which my questions had been put
mistress had just taken off. Ear-rings and a ; regarding that annoying basket. Now I was
brooch of blue lava wero lying on the toilet, ¢ heartily ashamed of it all, and stole out of the
sad the pretty cap, with its streamers of black 5 room bitterly discomfited. In shutting the
velvet and azure ribbon, hung upon one of the § door, I glanced buck: the girl was looking up
sapports of the dressing-table as she had left { from her work. The demure expression had
them. . § left her face, the black eyes flashed and danced

I looked for the basket of moss rose-buds, g as they followed me; but the moment my look
but it was gone; some buds were opcning in § met hers, all this passed away so completely,
one of the toilet glasses, but that was ail. W hy 3 that my very senses were confused, and all tho
had the wilow Dennison taken such pains to put § \ ; doubts that I had put aside canme crowding back
the basket out of sight? 3 upon me.

“What have you done with the basket?” Iin- S I went up to Mrs. Lee's room. She was rest-
quired very quietly of the girl. ‘If you wet }ing on the lounge, sound asleep; but her face
the moss again, we can fill it with fresh flowers.” 2 scemed cold as well as pale. There was a

“What basket, Miss?"” inquired the girl, lift- } strange look about it, as if all the vitality was

s rr s

ing her black eyes innocently to my face. § {stricken out. Yet she broathed evenly, and
“The basket you brought in here, last} t though I made some noise in entering, it did not
evening.” { disturb her in the least. I sat down on o low

“Oh, that!” she continued, dropping her t chair by the side of her couch, for Jessie had
eyes, “I've made 80 many of them things that } desired me to sit by her during all the time I
mistress8 doesn’t seem to care for ’em anyfeould command. Thus I was placed close to
more!” the gentle slecper. The deathly stilluess in

“You—you make them?"” } which she lay troubled me, it scemed too pro-

“Yes, indeed! Is there any harm, Miss?” § found for good. One little hand fell over the
she said, lifting her eyes again with a look of  couch. I took it in my own, and passed my
the most genunine earnestness. 3 other hand softly over it. Strange euough, she

“And you arranged those buds in the moss?” | did mot move, but began to murmur in heg
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sleep, while a cold, troubled cloud contracted $ state, the result of discase, or the offspring of

her forchead. $ o badly balanced organization, and this thought
“Ah! now I can see everything—everything; § horrified me; there was something of the super-

they are cantering by the old mill. I haven't{ natural in it that filled my soul with awe. By

seen it Leforo in years. How beautifully the } ? the contraction of her pale forehead I saw that

shadows fall from the hill, the waves are tlpped { there was some distress in the head; so, lifting

with silver, the trees rustle pleasantly! No } my hand, I passed it across her brow, hoping to

wonder they draw up to look at the mill, it soothe away the pain. Certainly, the face be-

always was a picturesque object!” zcame calm, & smile stole across the lips, and
She was following the equestrians in her\aﬂeramoment her eycs looking vaguely around,

dreams—those strange dreams that seemed to k as a child awakes from its sleep,

drink up all the color and warmth from her} «I have been aslecp,” ehe said, pleasantly,

body. Accordiug to the best calculation I could § “sound asleep. When did you come in?"”

make, the party would have reached the olds ¢Only a short time since.”

mill about this time. It stood under the curve “And you have been sitting here while I

of the precipitous banks, a mile or two up the § slept?”

river, and Mr. Lee had spoken of riding that{ ‘Yes; after a restless night, I fancied &

way at breakfast. Thus jt scemed more than { quiet sleep would do you no harm.”

probable that the party was exactly as she fan- “Harm? It has given me strength.”

cied it. Mur. Lee had doubtless informed her} ¢Do you think so?”

what route he would take, and so her imagina- She smiled.

tion followed him while her frail form slumbered. ¢“Have you been dreaming again?” I in-

" She stirred uncasily on her pillow, drew her  quired, a little anxiously.

black eyebrows together, and spoke again, ¢ “Dreaming? No, my sleep was profound,
“Why does he leave my Jessio? She dont"porfcct rest. But where is Jessie? She sat

want to be left with that young man—and he, } where you are when I fell off.”

poor fellow! how he is frightened! What is¢ ¢Indeed!” .

‘that he is saying? Wants to marry my Jessie! § “Yes, I remember—her left hand held mine,

Alas! how the heart shrinks in her bosom! <w1th her right she was soothing the pain from

My poor child! he should not distress you so! § my forchead.”
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And yet it is an honest heart he offers—full ofg
warmth, full of goodness! Can't you under- {
stand that, my darling?”’

After this speech she lay quiet a few minutes, §

“That was sometime ago; she has gone out
to ride since, and I am quite sure Mr. Lec came
up here after she left you,” I said.

“I am glad of it,” she answered, gently. ¢ He

and then spoke like one who had been exumxnmg t was rather late, this morning, T remember think-
something that puzzled her. ' mg, but Jessie would not own it. So he came
“Jessie, Jessie! what is this? Why does * i up, and I did not hear him. Miss Hyde, this is
your heart stand still while he speaks to her? } : the first time in my whole life that his lightest
It troubles me, darling. I am your mother, and } footstep failed to wake me—what can it mean?’
this thing troubles me more than you can guess. “Yes,” broke in Mrs. Lee’s little maid, who
You have driven one away—he retreats to the 3 had been hanging around the door, unheeded:
rear, heart-broken. "That other one comes up. | for we had all become so used to her presence
Who is he? what is he? Ask her, for she is}in that room, that it was no more heeded than
watching him, and her loaded hcart follows § that of the canary-bird in its cage on the bal-
after, though be, my husband, is by her side.” } cony—¢yes, ma’am, Mr. Lee came up with his
Here she dropped into silence again, only ? { spurs on, and his whip all ready, just like a
breaking it by faint moans, and a single ejacu- } trooper, clang, clang, clang. I thought the noise
lation, “Oh, not that! not that!” { would make you jump out of the window in
Her face grew so painfully wan, and she gave s that white, loose gown, just like an angel with
evidence of so much inward anguish, that I was 3 its wings spread, but law! there you were,
constrained to arouse lLer. My voice made no } ma'am, snoozing away right in his face, and he
impression, and the clasp of my hand only § making up his mind, with the whip in his hand,
threw her into a more deathly slumber. 1 begnn { whether to kiss you good-by or not.”
te comprehend her state. I had heard of deep } ¢ And did he?” inquired the lady, with a faim
trances, when the eoul seems relensed from the } ﬂush of the cheek.
body, or is gifted with something like prophecy. 2 *“No, ma’am: I suppose he was afraid of
I knew, or believed, that this was an unhealthy * scaring you out of that nice slecp. He only
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looked at you sort of earnestly, and went off
trying to walk on tip-toe; but mercy! didn’t
them boots creak?”

«I thought mnot,” murmured the lady, with
infinite tenderness in her voice; I must have
been dead if that failed to arouse me.”

“Lor, Mrs. Lee,” continued the maid, spread-
ing her flail-like arms in illustration, ¢I wish

hangings, when faded from their first splendor,
she managed to revive into almost pristine
brightness. 8he would cut out the freshest
medallions from our old carpet and make it
bloom out anew under her own fecet. Then
she had pretty nick-nacks and keepsakes scat-
tered about which made her little nook quite
8 boudoir—indeed almost the prettiest one in

you could have seen that new widder woman } the family. Mrs. Lee was rather proud of her
when them two gentlemen helped her onto the { unique handmaiden’s retreat, it gratified her
horse. Didn’t her dress swell out—and didn’t {own exquisite sense of the beautiful; and, as
she keep Mr. Lawrence a tinkering away at her } i jthe room opened into her own, it was but a

stirrups, with one foot in his hand, till it made
me sick looking on. Awful ’cute lady that is,
Miss Hyde; you ain’t no match for her, no
how!”

I really think that witch of a girl was gifted
with something almost like second sight. I}
never had a secret taste or dislike that she did
not understand it at once, and drag it out in
some blundering way before the whole world.

“What makes you think so, Lottie?”” I in-
quired, & little annoyed.

“Because you're straightforward right out
and flat-footed honest; and she—oh, my!”

“What makes you say, oh, my! Lottie?”

“Nothing, Miss Hyde; only I've got eyes, and
ean see right through a mill-stone, especially
when there’s a hole in the middle. Perhaps you
ean’t, then agin perhaps you can; I don't dis-
pute anything; only, as I said before, that wid-
der woman is too 'cute for such a mealy-mouthed
Iady as you are. Myl—wouldn’t she ride over
you handsome!”

We spoiled that girl. She was neither servant,

{ continuation of the refinements that surrounded
%her. )
In her dress, too, Lottie was more original
{ than half the old pictures one sees offered for
zsale Jessie’'s cast off dresses were remodeled
: by her nimble fingers into a variety of garments
{really marvelous. Indeed, Lottie was generally
gthe most perfectly costumed person in owr
household. No one felt disposed to check this
exuberant taste in the strange girl: it pleased
the invalid, and that was reason enough for
anything in our family.
“Yes, I say it again,” persisted the strange

{ little creature, folding her arms and setting her
§ head on one side, ¢ widders are monstrous smart,
up to a’most anything. I've often wished that
I'd been born a widder with both eye teeth cut
as theirs always is—are I meant. Lor! Miss
Hyde, you ain’t a circumstance, just leave this
one.to me.”

¢“Lottie, Lottie,” said Mrs. Lee, shaking her
head, ¢““you speak too loud and look bold, that
%style isn’t becoming. DBesides, the guests in a

\

N
N

eompanion, or protegee, and yet partook of the } { { house must always be honored, never made sub-
position which three such persons might have \Jccts of cru.xcxsm. in short, my good child, we
occupied in the family. She waited upon every ; are spoiling you.”

onewith the faithfulness of a hound and the speed } : Lottie withered into penitence with the first
of alapwing, scemed to be always in the kitchen, { words of this reproof. When it was ended, a
constantly flitting through the parlor, yet never § deep flush settled around her eyes, as if tears
beyond the sound of her mistress’ voice. She } were suppressed with difficulty.

belonged every where and no where in the house- E “Spoiling me! not with kindness, I should
hold. 8he had defined her position out of the { die  without that,” shie said, half-sitting down
kitchen entirely by refusing to sit down at the Yon the ottoman, half-kneeling by the couch, “I
tablethere, whatever the temptation was; always § won’t speak another word against that—that
carrying off the tray into her own little room, glady There, I've got it out, say that you are
after the mistress was served, and taking her } { not angry with me.’

meals in solitary grandeur from frosted silver { “Angry! no, my child. Only be careful not to
snd china, so delicate that you could see a §say harsh things of any one, it is a bad habit.”
shadow through it. Nay, she effected great ele- “I am sorry!”

gance in this little room, which was a sort of “Well, well!”

select hospital for all the old finery in the house- 3 “Very sorry!”

hold. Lace curtains, condemned as too much} *‘There. there, child, it is not so very terri-
worn for the parlor windows, after passing } {ble!”

through her adroit hands, appeared at the case- ; “I'll never oall the lady a widder again.
ment of her littlo room transparent as new; silk 3 Never!”

N
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Mrs. Lee smiled and sent her into the next:

“Wbhy, how can that be possible, you are

room. She secmed troubled after the girl went % always in Mrs. Lee’s room?”’

out; for certainly tears had glittered in Lottie’s §
$is hours in the morning before she gets up—

eyes, a thing I had never witnessed before.

“Go in, Miss Hyde, and comfort her, poor
thing! It was cruel to reprove her so harshly:
but my temper is getting ungovernable.”

It was almost amusing to hear that gentle
creature condemn herself with so little reason;
but she would not be convinced that something
of the spirit of a Nero had not been manifest in
that mild reprimand; so I went into Lottie's
room, much better disposed to give her a second
lesson, than to console her for the first. Miss
Lottie had curled herself up in the window seat,
with both hands clasped around her knees, and
her face buried upon them.

“Lottie,” I said, going up to her, ‘“what are
you huddled up in that place for? Is there
nothing that you can find to do more profitable
than pouting ?”’

“I'm not pouting, Miss Hyde,” she said;
¢“only grinding my teeth in peace and comfort.
Why can’t you let me alone, I should like to
know?”

“What folly! Do get down and act like
sensible creature.”

“Well,” she said, throwing herself off the
window seat with a dcmi-summerset, which
landed her in the middle of tho room, *“here I
am! what’s wanted?”

It was rather difficult for me to say just that
instant, having only a charge of consolation on
hand.

“Well,” she added, ‘‘what have I done to
you, Miss Hyde, that I can’t be allowed to sit
still in my own room?”

“Nothing, Lottie; I was only afraid that you
might be fretting.”

Her eyes instantly filled with tears, which
she dashed aside with her hand.

“So I was: what’s the usc of denying it?
She never said a cross word to me before, and
wouldn’t now but for that Mrs. Babylon; I hate
that widder, I want to stamp her down under
my feet. It makes me grit my teeth when she
comes sailing out into the garden, and looks up
to Mrs. Lee's window just like & dog hankering
after a boue.”

“Why, how can you feel so bitterly, Lottie,
about & pcrson you never spoke to in your
life?’ I said, shocked and surprised by her
vehemence.

“Didn’t I, though? How ’cute people can be
with their eyes shut! Well, I fancy that widder
and I are slightly acquaintecd—better than she
thinks for.”

; about the premises.

“Generally, generally—not always. There
{hours in the evening, after she goes to bed,
$when I break out and do a little exploring
This morning 1 was in
§Mrs. Babylon’s room before any of you were
uP'”
{ *Indeed! How did that happen?”
{ “That sncaking mulatto girl came to the
{ chamber door as I was passing and beckoned
{ me to come in.”

“And you went?”’

“Me! Why not? If a girl never sinsatiates
{ around, how is she to find out what’s going on?
Besides, I wanted to know just how Babylon
looked in her own room; so, being invited, I
{ went in.”
t  “But what did sho want of you?”

“Don’t know. Something besides doing a
braid up in ecleven strands, I surmise, but that
was what she made bclieve it was about—just
tas if that mulatto creature didn’t understand
i that much of her business. I did it though
meek as Moses; such hair! a yard long in the
shortest part. It was worth while trying a hand
$ at it; but, after all, it secmed like braiding cop-
} per-hcads and rattlesnakes! I hate to touch
§ anybody’s bLair if I don’t like 'em; it makes me
{ shiver all over.”

}  «But why don't you like Mrs. Dennison?”

! «Why—because I don’t; and because you

g don't cither.”

¢ I could not help smiling, and yet was balf

Slmgry with the girl. She shook her bead
gravely and went on,

} It wasn’t the hair, Miss Hyde, that copper-

{colored girl knew more than I did about it,

; often as I've braided for Miss Jessic.”

“Then what did she want?”

“I've found out—never you fear.”

“Well!”

: “Can’t tell anything about it. 1It's like &

%patch-work quilt in my mind, the picces all

sorted, but not laid together, the colors will

get ship-shape by-and-by, and then I'll answer

everything. She wants me to come into her

room every morning, and I’m going.”

“What, when you dislike her so much?”

“Yes, in spite of that, and fifty times as
much. I'm going to do up Mrs. Babylou's hair
for her.”

“Well, well, I am glad you are not heart-
broken about Mrs. Lee's mild rebuke.”

¢Heart-broken! I'd die rather than have s
real cross word from her; for I tell you, Misa
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Hyde, if ever there was an angel with a morn- surprise him very much; but unlike as this was
ing-dress and slippers on as a general thing, §to her usual manner, it did not astonish me.
that angel is tho lady in yonder. Miss Jessic } The dear girl's face was toward me, and I saw
is considerable, and you somectimes come almost §{ that it was flushed with tears. Bosworth had
up to the mark, but you can’t hold a candle to goﬂ'crcd himself and been refused, poor fellow!
her; ncither one of you.” t I was sure of that.

It was of no use reproving or questioning} Mrs. Dennison laughed till her clear voice
Lottie, she was in reality the most independent { rang far out among the flowers as she witnessed
perzon in the house, so I went away rather { Lawrence’s discomfiture. o colored a little
amused by my efforts at consolation. angrily and would have passed her on the steps,

Earlier than I expected the riding party came {but she took his arm with exquisite coolness,
back. Everybody seemed a little out of sorts. %and smilingly forced him into the house.

Jessie was pale and looked harassed. Young: “Babylon’s got two strings to her bow—
Bosworth rode by her side, but it was with the | smart!”

appearance of a man returning from & funeral. }  This strange speech was uttered at my elbow.
He lifted Jessie from the saddle. She reached } I looked round and saw Lottie close to me.
forth her hand before ascending the steps, and :  «Better go up stairs,”” she said, pointing over
ecermed to be speaking earnestly. I saw him { her shoulder, “she wouldn’t let me help her;
wriog the hand with unusual energy and spring | you must.”

to his saddle again. As he was turning his§ Mrs. Dennison entered the upper hall. Her
borse, Mrs. Dennison rode up with Lawrence }eyes sparkled, her lips curved triumphantly.
aed Mr. Lee.  For a voice so musical hers was } She had carried away her captive and exulted
rather loud, so I could distinctly hear her call s over him with charming playfulness, which he
out, i answered in a low, impressive voice.

“Remember, Mr. Bosworth, your engagement } I went up stairs leaving them together: Jessie
for this evening: don’t hope to be excused.”  }stood in the upper passage leaning against the

Bosworth bowed and rode slowly away; but ! banister. She was pale as death, and her lips
Lawrence sprang from his horse and ran up the ! quivered like those of a wronged child; but the
steps after Jessie, leaving Mr. Lee to help the i moment she saw me the proud air natural to

other lady from her gaddle. {her returned, and sho moved toward her room
Jessie heard him coming, and fairly ran into { waving me back.
the house, & piece of rudeness that scemed to $ (TO BR CONTINUED.)
LINES.

BY CLARA MORETON.

TazY told me time would deaden grief; < This is the ond of man, I cried;
And eo I sat with folded hands, % All that once loved lies in the tomb!
And waited for the glow relief, N
And watched the hour-glass® glitt'ring sands. g Oh, madd’ning thought! my reason recled!
Life secmed to me a cruel jest:
The dnys went by—I know not how— é I mourned tho hour that gave me birth,
I only knew he was not here: 3 And called upon the grave for rest.
Mcrning and night were all the same, N
Moruing and night alike were drear. 3 God answered not my erring prayer;
But gently took me by the hand,
One thooght I mused on o'cr and o'er: And led me to the houso of want,
If love survives the grave, I said, And whispered thero 1is kind command:
He will come back to me again,
They canpot keep him with the dead. Go, feed the hungry, bind the brulsed,
8peak to the dying words of cheerl
His every thought was for our weal; 80 shalt thou feel within thy heart
Can he 80 soon forget us there, Thy Heaven begun, though wand'ring here.
As any happiness to know,
While our sharp cries still rend the air? 80 shalt thou feel his spirit still
In gentlo ministry with thine.
Then came thick clouds acroas my brain— Mortal! he is not lost to thee,

My faith and trust wero lost in gloom— But lives beyond the bounds of time!



THE NEW MINISTER.

BY ROBALIE GRAY.

“Now, Sary Jane, do look arter them bis- { coal;” and his eyes that “jest looked like two
cuits, and don’t let 'em burn!” exclaimed widow } rubies,” (Mrs. Smith had not much acquaint-
Smith, as she bustled about with an unusually ; ance with precious stones, and supposed the
important air. { color of the ruby to be black,) ““a shinin’ and a

“Sary Jane,” however, was not within hear- § sparklin’:” togcther with all his other charms,
ing distance, and the good lady was obliged to ! not the least of which was that he was an un-
attend to them herself. i married man, made bim an object of much in-

“Gone to slick up, I s’pose,” suid she, as she ! terest to the lady portion of Flowerdale. His
opened the oven, ‘“that’s the way with these | lodgings, when ho should come to this circuit,
young things. Well,” she added, *‘I used to : had been a subject of many animated discus-
be so myseclf when my old man was kecping } sions among the good people of the place; all
company with me, but that was a good many | the mammns of marriageable daughters felt
years ago. Kitty, do you get a clean table-cloth, { anxious, in the hospitality of their hearts, to
and be sure it's a pure white one, for ] want to § offer every attention to the young minister.
make a good impression on Mr. Yallerhammer { This fertile spot seemed to produce everything
the first time he comes.” gbut young men, and consequently these com-

¢Mrs. Smith,” said Sarah Jane, who had just { modities were at a premium. The names of all
entered the room, ““pray don’t call him *Mr. | the most prominent families in the chiurch were
Yallerhammer,’ his name is Odenheimer, and I { handed in, a8 being ready to throw open their
am sure he would be very much annoyed to { doors to the mew-comer; and finally, it was
hear you make such a mistake.” { agreced that widow Smith should give him the

“What in the world do you 8’pose he Las such | first tes, in consideration of her previous ac-
an outlandish name as that fur? He can’t ex- ¢ quaintance with him; and Sarah Jane's father,

pect any one to remember it.” i being one of the head men in the church, was
“It is a German name,” was the reply, “and | to have the pleasure of entertaining him during
he is prohably of German descent.” 3 the first two weeks of his sojourn in Flowerdale.

“Marcy on us!” exclaimed Mrs. Smith, as; This contemplated piece of good fortune
she turned from her occupation, and her eye s caused ‘‘Sary Jane” to be regarded with envy
fell upon Sarah Jane, “how fine you do look! ﬁby most of the ladies who were unprovided for,
1 expect you'll take Mr.—what's his name's 5 and they suddenly became very intimate with
heart by storm.” ¢ her, and evinced a great desire to visit her fre-

This remark was received with a conscious ? quently. As this lady was known to possess
smile, and both of the ladies then gave their ; the art of getting up good teas, her company
attention to the business of setting the table. { had been solicited by widow Smith for the even-
While they are thus engaged, we will inquire {ing on which our story opens. She assisted
into the cause of the present preparations. t very busily until the time approached for Mr.

During the conference, which had just been \ Odenhecimer to make his appearance, and then
held, Mr. Odenheimer was clected as the young § she slipped up staira that she might be able to
minister for the circuit which included Flower- ; receive Lim in o more becoming attire. Iler
dale. As the congregations were poor, it was } hair was taken out of the papers (papillotes had
their rule that the young minister should be an { not reached Flowerdale) and carefully curled
unmarried man. Mrs. Smith was the only one § over her fingers; and a plain white dress, made
in the village who had, as yet, had the good } low in the neck, the sleeves looped up with rib-
fortuno to see Mr. Odenheimer. She had once { bons, was donned. She had hesitated long be-
met him while on a visit to one of the neighbor- § tween this and a flounced silk; but she finally
ing towns, and her accounts of him, for she { came to the conclusion that the simplicity of
never tired of describing his “tall figure,” (she § the white dress would be more to the minister’s
was ‘‘sure he'd have to stoop to get into her { taste. Her checks had a slight tinge of pink.
humblel'(l;;clling"); bis curly Lair ‘‘as black as } which neither increased nor diminished during
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thn wholo evening. Her neck, and indeed herz Mrs. Smith entered the room tnumphantly,
whole frame, was bony in the extremhhersaccompamed by the stranger, and, turning to
neck and shoulders gave a person the unplea- § Sarah Jane's mother, she commenced the cere-
sant impression that the bones were going to§ mony of an introduction—* Mr. Yallerhammer,
start through the skin. Her face and features, { Mrs. Winter—Mr. Yallerhammer, girls!” and
with the exception of her nose, were small, but § the unfortunate man’s hands were shaken by
this organ was of such a size as to impress the § every one present. The widow then left him to
beholder with the idea that she was all nose. / be entertained by the others, while she put the
As to age—she had made twenty-two her stand- § finishing touches to the tea-table, after which
ing-point for many years. The image which } they were summoned to the evening repast.
the glass reflected seemed to please her well, { Upon this table so bountifully loaded with
and she received Mrs. Smith's exclamation as a § good things, hospitality seemed to have ex-
matter of course. She was troubled with somo § pended itself. The biscuits—good, generous
feelings of envy, however, when she beheld the ; sized ones—baked to an even light brown,
plump, childish little figure of Kitty clad in a { Were just warm enough to be eaten comfort-
cool-looking blue muslin, which contrasted so E ably without burning your fingers, or making
prettily with her snowy complexion and rosy § you wish for a glass of cold water the moment
cheeks. { you put a morsel into your mouth. The straw-
Mrs. Winter—Sarah Jane's mother—was also \ bernes—large and ripe—peeped saucily through
there, looking her best in 8 new cap with flam- { { the fine white sugar with which they were plen-
ing red ribbons. And her daughter, Mary Aune, ! tifully sprinkled. The crab-apples had been
who was made on the same scant pattern with } { preserved with so much care, that they were
her sister, without so generous a supply of nose. } { placed on the table as whole as when put into
Her bair was also limited in quantity, but she { the preserving-kettle; and the apple-sauce was
had somewhat supplied the deficiency by the 3 80 smooth and white as to be almost transparent.
purchase of two emormous branches of false { The cottage cheese was moulded into cakes which
curls—said purchase had been made expressly { might have been mistaken in their purity for
.for this occasion. On the back of her head she { snow. On the fresh country butter was the im-
placed what had originally been intended for a ; pression of a cow, as natural-looking as stamped
small lamp-mat, having first made a hole in the } cows ever are, and making people wish to cut
ecuter, through which protruded her diminutive { the butter from the edge of the cake so as not
knot of hair; this arrangement she surveyed § to destroy the picture. The jelly-cake was cut
with much pleasure, and evidently considered 3 in generous slices, and showed throughout that
it a triumph of art. After much deliberation, } there was no stint of material in making it;
she had finally come to the conclusion that a } opposite to it was a large fruit cake in which
rich dress would become her style of beauty : g the widow took especial pride: it was crowned
better than a simple one; and she had accord- { with a heavy crust of icing tastily sprinkled
ingly arrayed herself, with much pride, in a\ with pink sugar. In the center of the table
green silk trimmed with scarlet. { waved s bouquet, in which poppies, garden
Several other ladies were also congregated to } lilacs, and hollyhocks proudly raised their
give the minister & welcome, and they were now | heads over the mignonette, helivtrope, and
awaiting his arrival in almost breathless antici- § roses, which shed around a sweet perfume.
pation. Presently the stage drew up, nnd widow } A general stiffness pervaded the company
Smith went to the door to receive her guest. ¢ when they found themselves seated around the
There was a decided flutter among the other 3 tea-table. Mr. Odenheimer felt embarrassed
ladies who sat in the little parlor with their Sat being the only gentleman among so many
arms neatly folded. Sarah Jane happened to be ; feminines, while the ladies evidently were awed
seated opposite the small looking-glass, whose { by the ministerial presence. Mrs. Smith en-
frame was enveloped in pink tissue paper, and 3 deavored to break the silemce as much as pos-
overhung with asparagus tops; she glanced in § sible by urging ler visitors to partake of the
to see whether her ringlets were hanging in the :bounhes set before them.
most graceful attitude, and the smile of satis- «Have some butter, Mr. Yallerhammer? Do
faction which followed this performance pro- § take a biscuit, Mrs. Winter; help yourselves,
claimed that all was right. Mrs. Winter gave \gn‘ls, all of you; I'm sorry I couldn’t get a
sundry little tugs at her cap-strings, while Mary | better tea; but you must all try to eat some-
Ann improved the opportunity to arrange the } thing. Tow do you think you shall like living
folds of her dress. . {in our village, Mr. Yallerhammer "’
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“Oh! I think I shall like it very much; my} Just at this point Mr. Winter came in. Upon
first impressions are decidedly pleasant,” he : being introduced to the lion of the evening, he
continued, with a bow to the ladies. shook hands cordially, and made some remark

All smiled and seemed pleased but Sarah {about the pleasure he anticipated in entertain-
Jane, who fancied that his glances scemed to ;ing him at his own house.
turn with the most pleasure upon the plump{ ¢ But,” said the minister, blushing, “as [ was
little figure beside him. XKitty, at this moment, ssaying to Mrs. Winter—I am atraid you don't
displayed a beautiful set of white tceth, and a | understand that there are two of us.”
couple of innocent looking dimples; this fretted §  “Two of you?”’ exclaimed Mr. Winter, in
Sarah Jane more than ever, and she wondered { astonishment. *You don’t mean to say that
why such a little chit had been invited. How- } you have a wife, do you?"”
ever, she remembered that after this night Mr. §  “Yes, I was married three days ago.” .
Odenheimer would take up his abode with them, § “La, me!” cjaculated the widow, “and here
and then, she resolved, that he should not be ; all these girls were getting their caps for youl"'
tormented with too many lady visitors. 3 At this announcement the ¢girls"” looked su-

“You'll like the socicty here, I dare say.” ! premely ridiculous. Mr. Odenlieimer was evi-
continued the widow, ‘“for we have so many ! dently much embarrassed; Mrs. Winter buried
young ladics among us.” i her face in her handkerchicf to conceal her mor-

“Indeed,” he replied, blushing slightly, ¢that { tification; the widow looked on in amazement,
will be very pleasant. I was admiring the ! wondering why the knowledgo of his possessing
ecenery on the road,” he continued; ¢I think i a wife should create such a scenc; and Mr.
it is very fino; so many large, noble-looking { Winter—the only oune in the company who was
trees add very much to the beauty of the place.” { at all calm—secized his new friend by the band

¢Oh, yes!” replied the widow, with-whom {as he observed, .
the idea of utility stood first and foremost, ¢ we f «“To be sure we have room for two, we ghall
have plenty of wood here, and can always keep 7 be rizht glad to see your wife; and [ tell you
up good fires.” ’ % what it is, you have done well in losing no time

“I g0 enjoy,” simpered Sarah Jane, “taking ¢ about tlLis thing. llere have I been married
& book of poetry, and sitting under the ghade i these forty years;” (at this point his two daugh-
of those trces; don't you think it is beautiful, | ters exchanged looks, and wished that ¢pa would
Mr. Odenheimer?” % keep some things to himself;’) *I know what it

While the gentleman was wondering whether * is, and I would advise every young man to get
he was expected to consider the poetry heauti- ;“;n wife as soon a8 possible.”
ful, or the vision under the tree of the skeleton 3  This liearty speech gcemed to have the de
figure before iim, Mary Ann remarked that the § sirable effect of putting the new minister rather
sight of trees, and all other beauties of nature, { more at his ease, and it gave Mrs. Winter time
invariably called up in her mind & fecling of:: to recover herself so far as to be able to say
thankfulness.  Here Mrs. Winter, who never 3 and do what was expected of her ou the occs-
approved of remaining quict long at a time, § sion.
broke in with the rather malapropos remark, § That evening the false curls were carefully

“We are expecting to have the pleasure of { placed in & box, with a sigh, and put away for
your gociety after to-day, Mr. Odenheimer.” i s mere important occasion—should such ever

“Thank you,” was the reply: “but I think } occur. The flaunting red ribbons were looked

the pleasurc will be on my side.” {upon mournfully a3 s uscless expense, while
“Not at all; we shall consider ourselves highly § Sarah Jane's white dress was laid aside with-
fortunate in having your company.” {out & word—her feelings were too deep for

“I am afraid,” he continued, rather hesi-{uucrance.
tatingly, “that I shall be encroaching uponi We have only to add that the bride won ber
your hospitality; perhaps you are not aware {own way among the inhabitants of Flowerdale;
that there are two of us.” {but thers was none of that eagerness exhibited
«Qh, that will make it still more pleasant!” 3 for the society of the new couple, which the
replied his companion, with the utmost suavity { idea of s single minister had drawn forth 80

N

of manner. *“Is your friend also & minister?” 5 enthusiastically.

.



CORAL SHELL STAND FOR CHIMNEY-PIECE ORNAMENT.

BY MADEMOISELLE BROCHE.

In commencing a pair of stands of
this description, the artistic taste of
the worker must necessarily be exer-
cised, as, where the absence of regu-
larity and uniformity is a merit, in-
stead of a dcfeot, it is difficult to give
instruction to produce an effect which
taste and skill alone can bestow. The
great point to attain is to endeavor to
imitate the branching of the real coral
as closely as possible, which it is easy
to do by the following means, aided
by observation of the original produc-
tion: A piece of strong wire must be
first taken and twisted into the form
of & branch of coral, by making se-
veral loops in the wire and returning
to the central stem. These must not
be formal or regular either in distance
or length. After the wire is twisted
in this mauner, every part must be
covered with a soft cotfon twisted
round it. Four or five of these strong
branches must be prepared and united
together with another wire about three
inches from the ends. These ends
form the stand at the bottom, and
mast be spread out so as to allow it
to stand firm and secure. The upper
part must also be now arranged in
accordance with the form of the shell
which is destined to be placed upon
it. - The shape must be finally formed

at this part of the work before the process of .

the wax is being poured upon it, so that it may

eovering it with wax is commenced. When it} all be covered equall{, and no imperfections

is all skillfully arranged, to form a proper and }

artistic shape, short lengths of cotton cord must
be tied on to every part, at irregular distances,
and cut off, leaving the two ends about half an

allowed to appear. 9In coloring the wax it
should be made to resemble exactly the nataral
color of real coral. In selecting the shells
which these stands are intended to support, we

inch long; these are very useful in giving the { must just mention that the shape and brilliant
branched appearance beyond what the wire can § appearance of the well-polished nautilus is one

do. These ends must be slightly opened by un-
twisting the cord. It now remains to conceal
aH this rough frame-work, and to transform it
into a close resemblance to real coral, by having
some white wax melted and colored with Chinese
vermilion, and with an iron spoon pouring it
over every portion of the frame. This part of
the work requires a little patience and care, as
it must be gone over and over again, and must

be tarned and twisted in every direction while 3

which contrasts beautifully with the color of
the coral. If covered with a glass shade, the
effect is much improved. A well-arranged group
of various sorts of seaweed forms a most appro-
priate filling in of these shells, and completes
the beauty of their effect; but if this is not
easily attainable, some of those delicate paper
flowers which are now being made with very
great taste and delicacy have an elegant appear-

ance, countrasting admirably with the red coral
167
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A CREPED NECK-TIE.

favor. We therefore think instructions for
working it may be acceptable to those of our
subscribers who may not know it. Very large
wooden pins and the twelve-thread fleecy are
required, ns a fine material is quite unsuitable
for it. Cast on two stitches, place the right-
hand needle in the left-hand, and put the wool
over it twice; then insert the needle through
the two stitches at the back, purling them.

There will then be three stitches on the needle; }

the next row two of the stitches must be purled

in the same manner, but the third stitch must $

%

sufficient number of strips are knitted they are
joined together, but this is done in a particular
manner. The two edges of each strip are placed
together, and united with a row of herringbone-
stitch in black wool, of the same kind as the
knitting, taking care that the stitch of herring-
bone comes between each stitch of the knitting.
A little observation will show how much the
regularity of this part of the work affects the
appearance of the whole. Very handsome com-
forters are formed of colored strips, which
contrast well with each other, the black row

always be thrown off the needle without knit- } between greatly adding to the effect.

ting; this stitch forms the open edge. When a

3

A CREPED NECK-TIE.

BY MRS. WARREN, /

MaTterIALS.—Cotton, No. 60;
s pair of Bone Knitting Pins,
No. 12; two lumps of sugar dis-
solved in half a pint of hot wa-
ter, and let remain till cold; two
Chenille Tassels.

This is one of the pretticst ar-
ticles for a neck-tie that can be
made; having, when finished, all
the appearance of soft white
crape, and may be adopted either
in mourning or out, by adding
either black, colored, or white
tassels. Cast on the pin for hun-
dred and fifty etitches, and knit
in plain garter-stitch till it is five
nails wide; then cast off, but not
too tight; then sew a strip of
calico on to each side, but only
80 that it can be easily untacked.
If the work is at all soiled, wash
it with white curd soap and
water; then rinse it perfectly,
and squeeze it in a cloth very
dry; after that dip it in the sugar
and water, squeeze it slightly,
and lay it out on & doubled
sheet, to dry; afterward take off
the calico, sew it up, and add
the tassels. The washing and
rinsing in sugar and water will
always give it the appearance of
being new.



THE SHANGHAI CLOAK.

BY EMILY H. MAY.

——

Tris garment is made of cloth, silk, or velvet. ; give fullness to the garment. This gore is sewed
No. 1. FronT: this part must be cut 18 inches { to the front from C to C; and to the back from
longer than our pattern; it is rounded in front {DtoD.

and is 26 inches wide at bottom. ! No. 8. SLeeve; this sleeve is divided into

No. 2. Gore, added to the front and back to 5 three parts. The seam which' begius at the
171
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along the sleeve, and makes it form an elbow. ¢ wide.

No. 8 bis. SscoND PART o2 SLEEVE. This part ! The trimming of the cloak consists of two
is joined to No. 8 ter by a seam running from T | rows of braid placed three-quarters of an inch
to T, it then returns on the front of the sleeve § apart. It laps over in front, and has three but-

neck, and joins the back to the front, continues E ger than the pattern, and is, at bottom, 15 inches

and forms a tab fastened by a button. % tons to fasten it. Two small pockets are cut
No. 3 ter. Trirp rart o SLxEvE. This part  slanting in front. There is no seam at the
is joized to the back. i sleeve-hole. It is another seam which forms

Ne 4. Back; this must be cut 156 inohes lon- * the elbow.
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HOW TO TRANSFER PATTERNS.

BY MRS. JANR WEAVER.

As many new subsoribers have asked how to
transfer patterns, we take an early occasion to
answer them. Transfer paper is certainly the
most easy and convenient method; if it cannot
be purchased: it can always be made in a fow
minutes in the following manner. Take a sheet
of thin writing-paper, and with a piece of wad-
ding or flannel rub it all over with a little sweet
oil, carefully removing any superfluity on the
surface of the paper; then rub on to this oiled
paper a little color, either light or dark, accord-
ing te the color of the material on which the

work is to be executed; if a dark cloth, for in-
stance, a little chrome yellow is the best; if a
light drab or any pale color, a little common
blue makes the lines perfectly visible. This
color must also be well rubbed into the paper,
80 that none shall be left on the surface. When
the paper is thus prepared, place it on the ma-
terial and lay over it the pattern to be trans-
ferred, and with an ivory knitting-needle or &
stiletto trace the outline of the pattern, which
will be found to be transferred to the material
with perfect distinctness, if properly managed.

s

HAND SCREEN.

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

174
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" EDITOR’S TABLE. ]

EDITORIAL CHIT-CHAT. ¢ AWoRD apour Sizzr.—A celobrated physician, who had

Couxt TnE CosT.—Whatever you undertake, first count 3 3 devoted a good deal of attention to the subject, said that
tho cost. Have you friends? Before you alienate them 3} 3 no fact was more clearly established, than that the brain
count the cost. It is easy to be unjust to a father, a mother, \ expends its encrgies and itsclf during the hours of wake-
a brother, a sister, a wife, or even & child, but it is less easy { { fulnoss, and that these are recuperated during sleep; and
to recover the love you have outraged, or still the voice of { 3 ho addod that if the recuperation did not equal tho ex-
remorse, especially if the grave has since closed over those { { penditure, the brain withered and insanity supervened.
you have offended. Even the conventionalisms of life, trifling { { Thus it is that in enrly English history, persons who wers
a8 they secm, cannot be set at deflance with impunity, 8o { condemned to death by being prevented from sleeping
that wiso peoplo, who bave counted the cost, never vio- 3 *1¥¥8 died raving maniacs; thus ““' also, that thoss
late thom unless duty imperatively requires it. To win 3’ who starve to death become insane; the brain is not
tho esteem of your noighbors is the surcat road to self-re- { nourished, and they cannot sleep. The practical infer-
spect, to happiness, and, in the long run, even to honor; § 3 ences are these—First: Those who think mast, who do the
while to practice rudeness, meanness, hard-hearteducss, 3 N § most brain-work, require moetrsleep Becond: That time
and other selfish vices, is to awaken disgust, and finally } saved from neccssary sleep is infallibly destructive to mind,
hatred or contempt. body and estate. Third: Give yourself, your children,
To buy fine furniture, or extravagant dressos, or give 3 yunr servants—give all that are under you the fulleet
elegant entertninments, is all very pleasant; but when it 5 3 amount of sleep they will take, by compelling them to go
leads to ruin, as it so often does, you will regrot you had $ to bed at some regular carly hour, and to rise in the morn-
$ ing the moment they wake; and within a fortnight, nature,

pot cm;n::d the :io:t‘ bM:liw h(:lfli'e th: n:sel;esdup :o tllm ; with almost the regularity of the rising sun, will unloose
Sway of the appetites brutalize thelr naturcs, and not only the bonds of sleep the moment enocugh repose has beem

this, but sow a harvest of pain and sickness for old age, 1{2 secured for the wanta of the systom. This is the only safe

they do not cut short their lives; and when death comes z
prematurely, when thoy writhe on & bed of agony, ob ! how § and sufficient rule; and as to the question how much any

they lament they had not counted the cost. Vice often § *e requires, each must be & rule for himself—great Nature
: ) { will never fail to write it out to the observer under the re-
comes in an alluring garb, but the adder is coiled under

her Paphian garments, and, if we yicld to her seductions, : gulations just given.
the day will come when we will wish that we had counted {
the cost. 3
. 3 beginning of the 5622nd year eince the creation of the
Futhers, brothers, sons, count tho cost, if you would suc- 2 world, according to the Jews. The year 5622 commences

coed in life. Learn what you can do best, and do it with §
all your might. This man is & born mechanic, that a born § on September 5,1501. The year 1801 answers to the 6574th

orator, this n merchant, that a farmer, this an engineer, ¢ \ year of the Julian Period, to the 261ith year from the
{ foundation of Rome, to the 2637th year of Olympiads, to
that a sailor, this a physician, that an author. More than }

. - the 2608th year since the era of Nalonaesar, and to the
this. There are some pursuits which require capital, “3 716970 of the B 4 The year 1278 of th
manufactpring, shipping and importing; and to embark in { ;eu‘ ! ‘. ° e Byzantine or; 1 D‘tch’;;;l ‘om °
theso, withuut adequate means, is to invite insolvency. Or } era ¢ on Jaly and fam-

to enter on an intellectual career without brains or stud { dan (mouth of abstinence observed by the Turks) com-

AN N
1 to cneuro failure. In a word, in all conditions and phascs } mencos on March 13th, 1861.

TRE YEAR 1861 is the latter part of the 5621st and the

s s r AP

of life, wise men, before they make veutures, rigidly count } i
she cost! ? OUR JANUARY MEZZOTINT.—Everybody scems to have been
-_— ? delighted with our Jannary mezzotint. 8ays one of our

EXAGOERATION IN TaALRING.—Young people, especially, Y most popular contributors. “We look at ‘Cobwebs’ agnin
are guilty of this fault. We constantly hear such expres- \ and again, all our heads togcther, and say, ‘Isn't she a
sions as, “I am tired to death,” “I did not sleep a wink all 2 darling?” And another eays, ‘Yes, she is a darling!” A-
night,” “I wouldn’t do it for the world,” It was enough N picture like that, in a way, hallows the whole nnmber, the
to kill me,” “8he turncd as palo as a shoet,” &c., &c. All z whole year, into which the thoughtful eyes seem peering.
such exaggerations affect, moro or less, the habit of vera- } I am sure I thank you again and again for sending so beau-
¢ity, and make us insensibly disregard the exact truth. § tiful a thing into so many homes.”

Thousands fall into this error without intending it. Be- {

sides nothing is 8o ill-bred. When a real gentleman hears { } Our Beauix PatTEeN for this month, it will be seen, is
such expressions fall from the lips of a pretty girl, he for- { { twice the usual sizo, and as expensive as oven the one in
gots instantly her beauty and can think only of what ho } N January, which was universally declared to be the hand
oonsiders her vulgarity. All young ladées, who talk in § somest and costliest embellishment of its kind ever pub-
this way, are not, howover, vulgar; but thoy should be the \ lished. Recollect, this is the only Magnzine which prints e

more careful, therefore, not to do themselves this injustice, 3 these patterns at all, and that each such pattern, at a re-
Next to being uncultivated is sceming to be so. 3‘ tail store, would cost fifty cents.
N
JR— N —_—
3

BURPASSING ALL OTRIZRS.— A subscriber, forwarding a club, } Taz BRD-Nes7ers.—Isn't this also a charming picture?
says:—*The people in this vicinity appreciate your efforts, 3 { The children have been out bird-nesting; one of them has
and congratulate you on your success in farnishing a Magt- 3 fallen and been hurt; and now the clder sister is carrying
gine at two dollars, which surpasses in vigor and interest \ home the wounded, while the rest sympathizingly accom-
any three dollar Magazine published.” And this seems to s prany her. How demurely Master Carlo walks along, by
be the gtineé‘ul verdict. { her side, carrying the spoils!
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Frrzozmaly’s Crry Itsn.—This admirable and popular ; ZLavinia. By the author of “ Dr. Antonio.” 1 vol., 12mo.
weekly, now in its fourteenth year, is, we are glad to § New York: Rudd & Carleton.—* Dr. Antonio” was a fiction
obeerve, doing more prosperously than ever. As a general  of rare beauty, and “Lavinia” is hardly less meritorious
lits ) i ,and intellig , it has few equals; { The scene of tho story is laid, principally, in Italy, the hero
s a literary paper, and especially a poetical one, it holds § being & young artist, and the hervine an English girl of
its own with the best; and in matters of fine art and the } beauty, accomplishments and wealth. The loves of these
drama it is the representative paper of the city and the S two; the Italian lifo; the minor characters who figure in
Union—the only thorough medium of theatrical lnformp3 the tale, are all equally well depicted: and the interest
tion. It is very ably and very readably edited, and among } suffers no diminution, even when the scene of the story is
its contributors are some of the most promising writers of 3 shifted to England, though, perhaps, the exquisite natural
the day—Stockton, Dorgan, Miss Donelly, Miss Bridges. s noss of the narrative falls off somewhat. In “Dr. Antonio,”
Mrs. Jacobus, and Julius 8pec—writers who would do 3 there was a tragical denouement, and one that did not seem,
oredit to any periodical in the country. { to us necessary; but in “Lavinia,” this is avoided, and a
—_— thppy marriage concludes the tale. Still the latter part

How W3z Do Ir—*“How can you afford,” is a frequent in- t even of the present fiction is inferior to the earlier chap-
quiry, “to print so good a Magazine for so low & price?” } ters. This is less, however, because of any want of merit

e
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We will tell you the secrot, dear reader: we always insist ?
on cash and pay cash ourselves. Thus, on the one hand, %
we make no bad debts, and on the other, buy cheaper than

those buying on credit.

s,

REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS.

Poems. By Rose Terry. 1 vol, 12 mo. Boston: Ticknor
& Firdds.—As a rule, volumes of poems, unless by well H
known names, are not worth the critic’s reading. But this {
book is an exception. The name of Rose Terry had become
favorably known to us, in the periodical literature of the
day, and, therefore, we cut the leaves of this new work
immediately. There are several poems of singular merit,
sad two or three very spirited ballads, in the volume. We
eannot bettor exhibit the character of the collection, how-
ov¢s, than by quoting

THE TWO VILLAGES.

Over the river, on the hill,

Lieth a village white and stfll;

All arvund it the forest-trees

Bhiver and whisper in the breege;
Over it sailing shadows go

Of suaring hawk and screaming crow,
Aund mountain graeses, low and sweet,
Grow in the middle of every street.

Over the river, under the hill,
Another village lieth still;

There I sce in the cloudy night
Twiukling stars of household light,
Fires that gleam from the smithy's door,
Mixts that curl on the river-shore;
And in the roads no grasses grow,
For the wheels that hasten to and

In that village on the hill

Never is sound of smithy or mill;

The houses are thatched with grass and flowers;
Never a clock to toll the hours;

The marble doors are always shut,

You cannot enter in hall or hat;

All the villagers lie asleep;

Never a grain to sow or reap;

Never in dreams to moan or sigh;

8ilent and idle and low they, lie.

In that village under the hill, 3

s

-

in the conclusion, than because of the exquisito beanty of
the first half of the book, where the pictures of Italy are
not less delicious than in Hawthorne’s “Marble Faun,”
while the actors have far more reality. The author of
“Lavinia,” we should state, is an Italian, but has written
his book in English; and few, even of the masters of the
language, are 8o idiomatic and lucid in style.

German Popular Tales and Household Stories. Collected
by the Brothers. Grimm. Ncwly translated. With illustra-
tions by Edward H. Wchnert. First and Second Series.
2 vols., 12mo. Boston: Crosby, Nichols, Lee & Co.—These
two volumos contain nearly two hundred tales. The stories
are of various lengths, but all comparatively short. The
style is pithy, and often archaic, as, indeed, is the case with
most tales, which, like these, have come down from former
ages. Dansent’s “Tales from the Norso” will give those of
our readers, who have not yet seen these stories, some idea
of their character. But, perhaps, we go too far in supposing
that anybody has not read the “Tales and Household
8tories” of tke brothers Grimm; for the work has long
been world-renowned, and has furnished, time and again,
materials for collectors of legends. We may say, however,
that the present cdition is a particularly handsome one,
and that the illustrations, by Mr. Wehuert, are eepecially
fine.

The Petty Annoyanoces of Married Life. By H.de Balzac,
1 vol., 12 mo. New York: Rudd & Carlelon.—In France,
marriages are generally conventional, and this fiction may,
perhape, be there a faithful daguerreotype of married life
But the exaggerations of “ Punch,” or “ Vanity Fair,” do
not caricature the reality more, than its pictures caricature
married lifo, as it is secn, happily, in England and the
United States. What we deplore, in addition, in this
volume, is the sueering spirit, the want of faith, which is
such a curse to France, and which renders French literature
80 dangerous to the young. What Thackeray is to the most
genial of his cotemporaries, that “The Petty Annoyances”
is to Thackeray. The translation is executed with the same
spirit and fidelity which marked ¢Ceasar Birotteau.”

The Heroes of Europe. By Henry G. Hewlett. 1 vol.,
16 mo. Boston: Ticknor & Ficlds.—This is & biographical

When the nizht is starry and still,

Many & weary soul in prayer

Lixsks to the other village there,

And, weeping and righing. longs to go

Up to that home from this below;

Longs to sleep la the forest wild,

‘Whither have vanished wife and child,
And heareth. praying, this answer fall:

“ Patience! that village shall hold yo allI®

3 outline of European history, Ggm A. D. 700 to A. D. 1700,
3 Charlomagne, Geoffrey de Bouillon, 8t. Bernard, Frederick
3 Barbarosss, Rodolph of Hapsburg, Columbus, and other
s characters typical of their time, are the herves whose decds
3 are ated. Tt is an llent work for the young,
Several epirited engravings illustrate the volue.

From Hay-Time To Hopping. By the awhor of “Our

Phe Printer Boy. By William W. Thayer. 1vol., 18mo. § Farm of Four Acres” 1 vol, 12 mo. New Yurk: Em.id
Boston: J. E. Tilion & Co.—This excellent little book for { & Carleton.—This {s o charming little story. Ite merit,
the young is founded on the story of Franklin’s life. It is § however, consists rather in its pictures of country life, than
the first of & series, which the publishers design to issue. § in any constructive skill as to its plot. The l.ono»:o‘ﬁg
The pext will be, “The Farmer Boy, or how George Wash- § speak, is bettor than the incidents, The 1 isp
isgton became President.” % with uausnal elegance,
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180 REVIFW OF NEW BOOKS,

Faithful Forever. By Coventry Patmore, author of “ The i,  The Conduct of Life. By Ralph Waldo Emerson. 1 vol.,

Angel In The House 1vol.,12 mo. Baston: Ticknor & {12 mo. Boston: Ticknor & Ficlds.—This is a collection of

Fyelds.—Ruskin has said, in a late paper in the Cornhill S essays on subjects connected with life, such as “ Behavior,”

Magnrine, that this is a wonderful poem. Like most of's “Culture,” “ Wealth,” “ Worship,” &c. &c. They are written

Ruskin’s opinions, this is an exaggeration; but like all ;; in pure, nervous English, contrasting, favorably, in this

exaggerations, it has a baeis of fuct. Wo cannot better | respect, with certain earlier productions of the same author.

define whercin the merits of this poem consist, (for it has S Nor are they less meritorious in matter. Mr. Emerson has

very great merits.) than by saying that it is full of common ? studied life, not as & mere theorist, as too many might sup-

sense, is quite original, and s eingnlurly sweet and delicato. § pose, but with someothing also of the feeling of the man of

To give an exhaustive criticism of it would require pages. ¢ the world; and hence his conclusions are bruader, and con-

We must content ourselves with a few q This, quently truer, than those which mero closet philosophers

describing a young girl, is fine: ever arrive at, however honest their intentions. We bardly

With whom she talks know of any essays in the language, except, perhaps, Ba-

She knights first with lher smile: she walks, con’s, which contain so much in such little space. They go

itlam“”'l‘h-.m”. to su'ch u\?'etet eflect straight to the mark. They have the ring of a rifle. In

Th‘l‘}“l(;l'l;g';vﬂl‘i‘lI::’:H;‘"l‘:: :)I:t:;tmt brow the guise of short, popular treatises, thoy really almost ex-

Rules o'cr a cheek which seems to show haust their themes. They have this merit also, that they

That love, ax a mere vague suspense instruct moro by what they suggest, than by what they say.

Of appreheniive inuoceuce, { They set tho reader to thinkiog. They stimulato like

R breezy, Octuber mornings, out on the hills. They are set

Or agein: Even in dress ? 8o thick with thought that one perusal is not enough, We

Fhe makes tho common mode expross have, already, read theso esrays twice, and do not doeubt

New knowladge of what's fit, so well, that wo shall find much that seems new even at a third
perusal. The volume is handsomely printed.

Tis virtue gaily visible.
A, bing the change, which comes ov
of ih;c;ui:zcéiirll,"\ﬁh:n her lof'e’r appears, is :x(;uei:i:) 'o fuee Plants of the Huly Land, with teir Fruits and Flowers.

’ ‘ By Rev. Henry S. Osborn, author of “ Fulestine, I'ust and
Present.” 1val., 8vo. Philada: J. B. Lippincott & Co.—
This is a very elegant volume. Tho type and paper are un-
exceptionable. The engravings, which represent various
y plants of the Holy Land, are colored after nature and are
$ of striking merit. Mr. Osborn is favorably known aa the
2 author of *‘Palestine, Past and Present,” a work of unueual

merit, and which has had, wo belicve, quite a largo sale.
In tho present volumo, ho identifies, to use his own words,
How fine this, from tho-ono ehe does not love, who, seeing } « 8criptural plants with the existing plants of Eyria, or
tho interview, writes to his mothor: with those mentioned and described in the writings of carly
Would T might Greek and Latin physicians, botanists, and naturalists.”” The
ﬁ"tll';_ﬁ {m)r little "hill‘l ‘:Hlilﬂ"[‘id love of flowers has beon said to be one of the swectest
fud feed YOUT WIS Lpout e 0NG, races of womanhood. We can imagine, therefore, how o
Against this loncliness and old. ﬁook like this, which describes and represents the plants
But we must stop. for if we go on, we shall ﬂ.“ our space, } rpoken of in Holy Writ, from the most delicate and beauti-
to thoe exclusion of other authors and publishers. We ? ful, down to “tho hyssop that groweth by tho wall,” will
merely add, that, whoever wishes to read frhnrmin.g Tove- bo weicomed by the Christian women of America. Itiss
story in "r”f and pick up, at the same time, no little of volume, that, on this account, not less than because of its
the truest philosophy of life, should buy this volume. § clegance, ought to bo circulated everywhere. It is cape-
Hymns of the Ages. Second Series. 1 vol.,12 mo. Boston : g cially valuable as a gift-book.
Ticknor & Fields.—About a year ago we had occasion to
notice a work bearing the sameo title as this, and of which s Tom Brown at Ozford. A Sequel to “School Days at
this is really a continuation. Tt contained a selection of § Kugby.” By the author of  School Days at Rugby.” 1vol.,
hymns, written in different centuries, and chiefly distin. § 12 mo. Boston: Ticknor & Fields.—This is a republication,
guished for their mysticism and sentiment. The prescat is { in & handsome volume, of a story of whfch we ‘"'_" often
a compilation similar in character, but devoted principally § SPoken, and which is now being published, erially, in
to Christian lyrics, in which thought, rather than senti- 2 MacMillan’s Magazine, in London. The tale has much of
ment, prevaile. Like its predecessor, it {s remarkable, not S the freshncss of its predocessor, and though & littl§ more
only for taste, but also for brond and liberal apirit. We { fPun out, is, on the wholo, one of the best serlal stories wo
cannot better deseribo the character of tho work, than by § have had from England for  long while. The descriptions
quoting the words of the compilers themsclves: “Choosing E of life at Oxford aro novel to m“.' roaden.. and are said to
frrespective of creed, we havo boen often guidod by rare { be-correct. The ladios cannot fail to be interested in the
and deep amsociations of the past; hymns thero are here § love of Tom for Mary, and of Iaudy for Kate.

-

4

And, as the image of the moon

Breaks up, within some still lagoon
That fecls the soft wind suddenly,

Or tido fresh flowing from the sea,

And turns to giddy flames that go

Over the water to and fro,

Thus, when he took her hand to-night, -
Her lovely gravity of light

‘Was xcattered into many smiles

Aund flattering weakness, .

which have been breathed by dying lips, traced on the
walls of prisons, ung with hushed volces in bs, or
Joyfully chanted on the battle-march, or fearlessly at the
stake” Wo violato no confidence, we think, when we say
that the compilers are two ladies, whose culture as well as
piety appear {p every selection they have made. The volume
s exquisitely priuted, on thick, vellum-liko paper.

The Seven Little Sisters who live on the round ball that
Slots in the air. With illustrations. 1vol., 16 mo. Boston:
Ticl:nor & Fields.—8e¢ven stories for children, descriptive
of lifo in as many different climates, each story very pret-
tily told. The illustrations are particularly elegant.

Driftwood on the Sea of Life. By Willie Ware. 1 vol.,
12 mo. Philada: Jas. Challen & Son.—A collection of
articles, in proso and verse, for which the author has chosen
a very appropriato title. Willic Ware seems to be young
ant sentimental, and that Is all wo can say about him and
his driftwood.

The Chapel of St. Mary. By the author of “ The Rectory
of Moredand.” 1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: J. K. Tilton & Co.—
A story that will please readers of religious fictivn, espe-
cially thoso belouging to the Episcopalian denominativn.
In a literary puint of view it is but of average merit. The
volume is beautifully printed. '
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Bonnie Scotland. Tules of her history, Aeroes and poets. § Hoxz or WasHINGTON.—The subscribers respectfully an-
By Gracs Greenwood. With ilustrations. 1 vol., 16 mo. : nounce that they have issued a new edition of their en
Boston: Ticknor & Fields.—This is o book for children, § N graving of MouNT VRRNON, from original drawings, and
written in the author’s happiest style, and narrating the { \ printed in colors, in & style heretofore unattempted in this
lives of Burns, Wallace, Bruce, Mary Stuart, the Dl‘l‘q\lil { country, and unexcelled in any other. Tho size of the
of Montrose, &c. &c. It is really the most charming work \ engraving is fiteen by twenty inches, with a Vignette of
of its kind publiahed this season. \ the Tomb of Washington appended, making the whole

4 Tribute to Kane; and other Poems. By Ceorge W. s printed surface eighteen by twenty inches. It is printed
Chapman. 1rvol,12mo. New York: Rudd & Curleton.— on a beautiful double calendercd plate paper of extra
Wo cannot say much for these poems. It is one thing to g weight and finish. That this i3 the most truthfal repre-
write good enough for fugitive publication, but quite an- { { sentation of the sacred spot yet published, we refer with

other to challenge posterity by collecting such “trifles of 3 \ pleasure to the letter of the IIoN. EbwWARD EVERETT, and to
the hour” into a vulume. ) the numerous testimonials of the Press everywhere. This

picture has had & more rapid sale since its publication,
than any other picture ever published in America.

Lxrrer ProM THE HoN. EDWARD EVERETT TO THR PUB-

\ LIsnERS.— Gentlemen :—The box containing the view of

ART RECREATIONS. 3 MounT VERNON, arrived yesterday. I am greatly obliged

J. E. Trurox & Co., 161 Washington street, Boston, pub- E to you for this pleasing specimen of printing in colors,

lish, for Grecian and Antigue Painting, the following ele- { which, besides its interest as a representation of the spot

gant Picturea, which we send, post-paid, to any address, on 3 which, moro than any other, endears itself to the heart of

reccipt of price. New Picturea constantly being published. \ tho country, is worthy of attention as a successful attempt

Ench are prepared on suitable paper, with tints, &c.; and { to placo works of art of this kind within the reach of the

ART RECREATIONS.—MAKING PILAU.

s
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.

fali directions to paint, to mix each color, frame, &c., with- (
out extra charge. There are no other publishers of such ?
pictures, nor can any other pictures be made to so fully ?

resemble a canvas oil painting, or remain perfect as those. ;
Tie coarse and cheap pictures are not suitable, and disgust ?.
peuple of taste with these beautiful arts. %
Size of Plate, $
beside margin. Price. §
On the Prairie, very fine, - . . - 19 b) 27, $2,00 §
Miry D-ow. commpanion to Barefoot Boy, - 16 by 22, 60 ;
The Barefiot Boy, cnmptnlon to Mtry Dow, 16 by 22, 60 )
The Rector's Ward, - - 10 by ..5, 1,00 ¢
The Marriaze of John Aldon, in tho “Coun- by
ship of Miles Standish.” - - 14byl7, 1,50
The Virgin and Child. the col(-brated Ma- v
duana della Scala, by Correggio, « - 18by 22, 1,003
Evangeline. from Longfellow, - - - 16 by 22, 1,00 3
Beatrice Cenei, from tlm celebmted palntlng 3
by Guida, - - 68 by 22, 1.00
Jean D'Are, - - . u» 16, 100 N
Age and Iufancy, nbeauﬂful anily(lroup, 16 b_v 22, 200y
The Hap py F amily, do. do. 3by 17, 1,253
Hiawatha's Wooing, from Longfellow, - 14 by 18, 1,60}
The Farm Yard, by Herring, wmp.\mon to N
Hiawatha'y Wooing, - - 13by19, 1,50}
The Jown-Harp Les<on. by anet, - - 9byll, w N
The Little Bird, by Brunet, - 9byll,
Les Urphdmun, coyy from colebrated paint- :
ing, - - - 9byll, 1,00

They are the originators of tho several most popular new N
styles of painting, and publishers of the new bouk, ART }

great mass of the community.
“1 remain, gentlomen, with many thanks, &c.,
Very respectfully yours, EDWARD EVERETT.”
Notices of the Press.
It will mako an elegant ornament for the parlor.—Defers-
burg Daily Express, Va.
1t is decidedly the best one in existence.—Democrat, Port
Clinlon, Ohio.
A beautiful picture, and do not hesitate to recommend it
to gencral favor.—Citizen, Vergennes, Vi
An imposing and truthful engraving.—Gazette, Elmira,
N. Y.
Price, Fifty Cents, post-paid, to any part of the country.
J. II. BYRAM & Co.,
No. 112 South Third 8treet, Philadelphia.
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MAKING PILAU.

Tr1s very wholesome and chcap dish consists of nothing
more than rice swelled and softened by broth of any descrip-
tion. The subst mnost ly used, and their pro-
{ portions, are as follows:

Three ounces of rico for each person; it should be picked
and washed in three waters, Half a pound of mutton to
each portion of rice. Half an ounce of very fresh butter
cut into small bits for each of the portions. A sufficient

Riczrations. The careful experience of several ycars is Q quantity of water to allow, when the broth i3 made, one
given in this book, with that of Professor Day, the pioneer 3 pint to be imbibed by each portion of the rico. The broth
teacher, who has successfully taught in Europe and the { is made first,and the meat should be but two-thirds dressed.

_ best seminaries in New England. %
Its value to teachers will be obvious, and to those living

at a great distance, for it gives instructions how to make
all materials used, valuable receipts, &c. Some of the 3
branchas tauzht are \
Penril Drawing, Ofl Painting, Crayon Drawing and Paint- %

Pilan is made in a well-tinned copper stewpan, with a
cover of a sufficient size to allow the rice to swell, over a
charcoal brazier. The bLroth is poured into the saucepan,
and when it boils the cleaned rice is gradually thrown into
it; the rice insensibly absorbs the broth, and when the
whole is imbibed, the rice is swollen, but unbroken, and
perfectly tender, and is done. When taken off the fire and

tng. Paper Flowers, Mors-Work, Papier Mache, Cone-Work,
Feather Flowers, Hair-Work, Potichomanie, Leather-Work, % uncovered, a number of little holes produced by the eva-
Theorem Painting, Gilding and Bronzing, Taxidermy, or S poration of the broth will be observed; into these the small
the Art of Presorving Birds, Grecian Painting, Antique % picces of butter are put, and the stewpan is carefully
Painting. Oriental Painting, Wax Flowers, from the crude ¢ closed: the butter soon melts and mixes with the rice; it
wax, to the buantiful and perfect flower, fruit, &c., Sign { I8 left to simmer for a quarter of an hour, and then plaeed
Painting. Shell Werk, Painting on Ground Glass, Magic { in a turcen or dish. The rice should not be stirred while
Lantern, Imitation ot Pearl, Sealing-Wax Painting, Pano- | yon the fire. The meat having been cut into smull picces,
rama Painting. Embrvidery, Coloring Photographs, Water- { and browned nicely in fresh butter (which completos its
Coloring. the Aquarium, &c., &e. cooking), is placed neatly on the pilau.

The work is elegantly illustrated, large 12 mo. Price § Pilau s improved by using pigoons and fowla, cither
$1.50. This and all our pictures and books sont, post-paid, { added to the meat or alone. No vegetables are to be used,
by mail. as they impart a harsh, unpleasant flavor to the dish.
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182 DESSERTS,

CAKES, ETC.

A PrLAU PorR FIvE PEr3oNs.—Fives ounces of rice; two
pounds and a half of meat; two ounces and a half of fresh
butter; five pints of broth made from the meat, and salted as
usual. After the broth is made, half an hour is eufticient §
for cooking the dish, which {8 the general food of the Turks.

VENICE P1LAT, A8 A SiDE-D1sH.—Six ounces of rice, washed
in three tepit waters; stew it gently in two pints of broth
over a clear charcoal fire, and closely covered. When all
the broth is imbibed, it is done, and is to be taken off the ¢
fire; add three ouncos of fresh butter, cut into small bits, H
that it may melt the quicker, and close the stewpan. Take
six yolks and three whites of eggs, and beat them up well;
uncover the stewpan and pour them into the rico, and then
close it again, bat still off the fire, and let it simmer. Take
& deep dish, butter it, pour into it one-third of the rice, and
add some small pieces of butter, and s layer of meat, cut
and browned apart; then a sccond layer of rice, butter,
and meat; then a third layer; arrange tho whole in a dome
shapo: beat up the yolk of an egg in milk or cream, and
cover tho outside with it, then put the dish into the oven;

s
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¢ Rich Bride or Christening Cake—Take five pounds of
{ the finest flour, dried and sifted, thres pounds of fresh
2 butter, five pounds of picked and washed currants, dried
bofore the fire, two pounds of loaf sugar, two nutmegs, a

? quarter of an ounce of mace, half a quarter of an ounce of

cloves, all finely beaten and sifted; eixteon eggs, whites
and yolks kept separate; one pound of blanched alinonds,
pounded with orangoe flower water, one pound each of can-
died citron, orange, and lemon pecl, cut in ncat slices. Mix
these ingredients in the following manner :—Begin working
the butter with the hand till it becomes of a creanilike
conristency, then beating in the sugar; for at least ten
minutes whizk the whites of tho eggs to a complete froth,
and mix it with the butter and sugar. Next, well beat up
tho yolks for full ten minutes, and, adding them to the
flour, nutmegs, mace, and cloves, continue beating the
whole together for half an hour or longer, till wanted for
the oven. Then mix in lightly the currants, almonds, and
candied peels, with the addition of & gill each of mountain
wine and brandy; and, having lined a hoop with paper, rub

the butter melts and tho pilau assumes a yellowish crust; { it well with butter, fill in the mixture, and bake it in &
it is served in the same dish. { tolerably quick oven, taking care, however, not by any
CoNSTANTINOPLE PILAU.—According to the quality and 3 means to burn the cake, the top of which may be covered
number of the guests take cither mutton, fowls, or pigeons; § with paper. It {8 generally iced over like a Twelfth-cake
Doil them till rather more than half done, then put the { on coming out of the oven, but without having any arns
meat and broth into & basin.  Having washed the pot, melt § ment on the top, 8o as to appear of n delicate plain white.
some butter in it, and when very hot, having cut up ‘h°§ Halian Cheese—Squeezo the juico of one lemon in &

half-cooked meat into bits, the fowls into four, and tho ¢
pigeons in half, throw them into the butter and fry till of ¢
a light brown. The necessary quantity of thin rice being °
well washed, is then to be placed over the meat in the pot,
and the broth to be poured over the rice till it is covered }
to a full finger’s depth; then cover the pot, and keep A 5
clear fire under it, and, from time to time, take out some
griins of rice to ascertain if it softens sufficiently, or re- i
quires more broth; the rice must remain whole though §
thoroughly done, as well as the pepper which is ared fur>
seasoning. A8 soon as the rice is done, cover the top of the ¢ ¢
pot with a cloth five or six times folded, and the cmerS
above it; and in a little time melt some more butter and B
pour it into holes made for the purpose, with the handle of 5 ;
the spoon; cover it quickly again, aud then let it simmer \
tiil served, It is served in large dishes, with the meat '
nicely arranged at the top. One may be white of its na- ¢
tural color, another tinted yellow with saffron, and a third {
red with pome-granate juice.

Though the meat is fat enouzh for our stomachs, the
Turk« add as much as three pounds of butter to six of rice,
which makes the pilau disagree with those unaccustomed
to it.

8ome persons prefer rico elinply cooked with salt and
water; it i3 served in many ways among the grudees of
tho Porte; and instead of meat, an lerh, omclette, or
nicely poached egs aro placed on the rice; in this mauner
it can disagreo with nune.
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DESSERTS, CAKES, ETC.
Morarr EVE'S Pupnina.

If you'd have a good pudding. pray mind what you're taught.
Take twopennyworth of eggs when twelve for a groat;
Then take of that fruit which Eve did once cozen,
Well pared and well chopped, at least half a dozen;
8ix ounces of bread—let your maid eat the crust—
Tho crumbs must be grated as fine as tho dust;
Bix ounces of currauts from the stems you must sort,
Or they'll break out your tecth and spoil all your sport,
Three onnces of sugar won't make it too aweot;
Bome enlt and some spices to make ft complete.
Three hours let it boil without harry or flutter,
Aund then serve it up with some guod melted butter.
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quarter of a pint of raisin wine; pare the peel of the lemon
very thin (tuke out the peel before you put it into the
* mould): a quarter of a pound of pounded loaf sugar. Let it
stand sometime. then strain it into a pint of thick cream;
whip it till quite thick; put a picce of thin muslin int. the
mould, then pour in the checse, and let it stand all night.
Turn it out just before sent to table. The mould must have
holes in it,

Orange Cream.—Put into a stewpan one ounce of isin-
4 glass, with the juice of six large orunges and one lemon,
add sugar to your taste, rub some of the lumps on the peel
of the oranges: add as wuch water as will make it up toa
pint and & half, boil, strain through a mualin bag; when
cold, beat up with it half a pint of thick cream; put into &
mould. In hot weathier add move isingluss,

Roc% Biscuits.—One pound of flour, half a pound of but-
ter, half a pound of sugar, half a pound of currants.  Wark
¢ tho butter to a creum, add the sugar and three cgzs. Mix
all well together with a fork. put it on tin plates, and Lake
them in a moderato oven.  They will keep good for twelve
months.

Drop Sponge Biscuits.—IIalf a pound of flour, six ounces
of loaf sugar, threo eggs, leaving out one white. Beat sugar
and eggs together twenty winutes, then add the four,
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MISCELLANEOUS RECEIPTS.

To Color Alum Crystals—In making theee crystals, the
coloring should be added to the solutivn of alum in propor-
tion to tho rhade which it is desirod to produce. Coke,
with a piece of lead attached to it. in order to make It sink
in the solution, is the best substance for a nucleus; or, if &
amooth surface be used, it will be nocessary to wind it
round with cotton or worsted. otherwiso no crystals will
ndhere to it. Fellow. muriate of iron: blue, solutivn of 10~
digo in sulphuric acid: pale blue, cqual parts of alum and
blue vitriol; crimson, infusion of madder and cochineal;
{ black. japan ink thickened with gum: green, equal parts of
alum and blue vitriol, with a fow drops of muriate of iren;
milk-white. a crystal of alum held over a glass containing
ammonia, the vapor of which precipitates tho alumina on
the surface.  Or—Alum crystals may be colored yellow by
boiling a little saffrun or turneric with the alum, diseolved
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in water; purple, by & similar use of logwood. Whether 1 To Salt two Hams abotut Twelve or Fifteen Pounds
the alum be employed in its simple state, or any coloring | each-~Two pounds of molasses, half a pound of saltpetre,
matter be used, it is requisite to filter the solution through 3 one pound of bay salt, two pounds of common salt. Boil
blotting paper before it is used. Or—Splendid blue crys- s the whole together in a stewpan. Your hams should, two
tals may bo obtained by preparing the sulphate of copper— ! two days before, be laid in a pan and well rubbed with salt,
commonly called blue vitriol—in the same manner that s which will draw away all slime and blood. Throw what
alum is prepared. Gresat care must be taken not to drop it % comes from them away, then rub them with molasses, salt-
on the clothes. E petre, and salt. Lay them in a deep pan, and let them re-

Varnish to Color Baskets—Take either red, black, or { main one day; then the mixture to bo poured over them
white scaling-wax, whichever color you wish to make. To ! boiling hot—a sufficient quantity of the liquor to be made
every two ounces of sealing-wax, add one ounce of spirits of $ to cover them. For a day or two, rub them well with it,
wine; pound the wax fine; then aift it through a fine lawn % afterward they will only want turning. They ought to
sieve until you have made it extremely fine; put it into a } remalin in this pickle for three weeks or a month, and then
large phial with the epirits of wine, shake it, and let it  bo sent to be smoked, which will take ncarly or quite a
stand near the fire forty-eight hours, shaking it often; then, { month to do. An ox tongue dono in this way is most ex-
with a little brush, brush the baskets all over with it; lot } cellent, to be caten either green or smoked.
them dry, and do them over a second time.

RECEIPTS8.—THE TOILET.
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To Make Paper Fireproof—To do this, it is only neces-
sary to dip the paper in a strong solution of alum water,

and when thoroughly dry, it will resist the action of flame. }

Some paper requires to imbibe more of the solution than it
will take up at a single immersion, and when this is
the case. the process must be repeated until it becomes
thoroughly saturated.

Cleaning Huir Brushes—It is said that soda dissolved in

N
3 ‘RECEIPTS FOR TIHHE SICK-ROOM.
Chilblains.—Chilblains generally attack the hande and
feet; but are cured by the same means on whatever part
they may appear. When the tingling and itching are first
felt—a sure sign of chilblains—the parts, bands or feet,
ought to be bathed in cold water, or rubbed in snow, till

cold water is better than soap and hot water. The latter } the sensation subsides, then well dried; or the following pre-
very soon softens the hairs, and the rubbing completes | ventive embrocation may be used, though the first method
their destructivn. 8oda having an affinity for grease, cleans Vis unquestionably the best. Take spirita of turpentino, ono
the brush with a very little friction. ounce, balsam of compavia, one ounce. Mix them together,

To Clean Gilt Frames.—Beat up three ounces of the g rub the afllicted parts two or three times a day with a por-
the frames with a bellows; then rub them over with a soft 3

white of eggs with one ounco of soda. Blow the dust from § tion of it.

Cure for Scrofula.—Put two ounces of aquafortis on &
brush dipped in the mixture, and they will become bright { plate, on which you have two copper cents.  Let it remain
and fresh. from eight to twenty-four hours. Then add four ounces of

To Prevent the Smoking of a Lamp.—Soak the wick in s clear, strong vinegur. Put cents and all iu a large-mouthed
strong vinegar, and dry it well before you use it; it will } bottle, and keep it corked.  Begin by putting four drops in
then bura clearly, and givo much satisfaction for tho trifling { @ teaspoonful of rain water, and apply it to the sore. Make

truuble in preparing it.

R

RECEIPTS FOR THE TABLE. §
N

Hints on Pickling—Do not keep pickles in common 3
earthenware, as the glazing contains lead, and combines S
with the vinegar, Vinegar for pickling should be sharp. i
though not the sharpest kind, as it injures the pickles. ‘“E
you nee copper, bell-metal, or brass vessels for pickling, 3
never allow the vinegar to cool in them, as it then is poison- $
ous. Add a teaspounful of alum, and a teacup of salt to }
each three gallons of vinegar, and tie up a bag with pep- s
per, ginger root, spicos of all the different sorts in it, and 3

you have vinegar prepared for any kind of pickling. Keep

N

3 the application three times a day, with a soft, hair peneil,
or one made of soft rags, If ;’ery painful, put more water.
As the gore heals, apply it weaker.

Colds from Ezcessive Fatigue tn Wet Weather.—Those
robust individuals whoso cccupations are chiefly followed
in the open air, on taking cold and experiencing rheumatic
or other muscular pains from too lengthened and violent
exertion in wet weather, have a specific for the cure of
these affections, which is regarded by them ayg infallille—
and this i3, a tea or tablexpoonful of the oily fut wlich
drips from slowly-toasted bacon.
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THE TOILET.

pickles only in wood or stoneware. Anything that has 2 WAt 18 TRE REASON?—It is a melancholy fact that not
held grease will spoil pickles. Stir pickles occasionally, sone lady in & hundred, in these United States, had fine or
and if there arc soft ones take them out and ecald the vine- { luxuriant hair. Everybody is complaining of the loss of
gar. and pour it hot over the pickles. Keep enough vinegar § % woman's chief glory,” and wondering why on earth poma.
W cover them well. If it is weak, take fresh vinegar and pour 3 tums and hair washes, oils, aud restoratives, fail to bring it
on hot. Do not boil vinegar or spice above five minutes.  } back *“as per advertisement.”  We suspect there would be
How to Bene a Turkey.—After the turkey has been pro- } & general exclamation of incredulity among the gentlemen,
perly dressed, cut off the first joint of the leg. Now make s did they but know what an immense proportion of the
an incision down the back-boue from the head, and care- } tastefully arranged tresses they behiold on fuir heads grew
fully separate tho flesh from the bone on both sides, until { on momebody else’s pate. Almost every one wears a © roll”?
yua arnive at the wings and legs. Cut very carefully round § or “braid,” which comes from the hair dresser's. and costa
the joints. and insert the knife between tho flesh and tho'f from five to twenty dollars. It is disposed with consum-
bone, when the bone will be found to leave tho flesh quite | mate skil—you cannot distinguish tho sly hair-pins that
eanily. { fasten on the fulse decoration, yet there it ls, a tacit con-
The Best Means of Clearing Coffre.—Pirst, take the y fession that nature gives way to art.

quantity of coffee required, and pour on bofling water:
then strain it, and add the white aad shell of one egg. well
beaten up. Boil for a few minutes. Ifa strainer be not at
hand. two tablespoonfuls of cold water poured in the coffee
will clear it. 1t must be poured out very gently.

“My hair will koep coming out, although I take the
greatest pains with it,” sighs the fashionable belle; “I
don’t sce what the trouble is!1”

There are several “troubles,” first and foremoat among
which is the expensive “roll” itself. Any hair-dresser will



T e e

FASBSHIONS FOR FEBRUARY.

184

tell you that the weight and pressure of this heavy mass of ; bright glucees of delicate colors, will be fashionable; they
false hair, with the heat it'induce- around the head, is Q are trimmed with lace, tulle, and flowers; for very young
highly prejudicial to the gruwth and welfure of the real | ladies tariatane and the lighter materials are preferred:

hair. If you must wear a roll, let it be as seldom as pos-

sible. Whenever you can dispenso with it, do eo. Let its ¢
placo be supplied as often as practicable with a light head- 3
dress, secured with as few hair-pins as will support it. ;
These last aro fearfully destructiveto the hair, cutting and 3
wearing it to an incredible degree. Gutta-percha hair-pins }
are the Lest, and even these should be limited in number. 3

All sorts of pomatums, oils, and preparations, had better $
be let alone. There is no use in soaking the skin of the |
head in grease, as is often done. If the hair is harsh and s
dry, castor-il, perfumed, is the best application, but the { {
scalp itself should not be saturated. Washing the head ‘
thoroughly in fair water, onco a week, will be found very ;
beneficial.

Bodily health {8 almost cssential to the natural growth |
of the hair, Nothing indicates the progress of sickness so s
plainly as the dry, dead look of the hair; and if our Ameri- i

8

.

can ladies want lovely, luxuriant tresses, they must avold
heated rooma. late hours, and fashionable dissipation. There ¢
is no help for it—nature will avenge any infringement on f
her laws, and the sooner we become thoroughly convineed § N
of this fact, the better for us! s

Thero is no ornament half ro hbecoming to a femalo head
as thick, beautiful hair. Tt necds no decoration beyond n 3
natural flower or two. Nets, diamond sprays, tiarus of\
pearl, are useless—it is like ¢ painting the lilv? to wear \
them. Remember this, girls, and take every precaution to 2
preserve this exquisite ornament of Nature's manufacture. Y
Once goue, it is hard to coax buck againl N
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FASHIONS FOR FEBRUARY.

Fre. 1.—CARrIAGE DEE3S OF PAWN COLORED Siik.—The
skirt in full. and has a puffing of silk put on like a tunic.
Large. flat buttons covered with silk, ornament the front
of the skirt. Tho body and elceves are trimmed to corres- §
pond with the ekirt. Bonnet of white uncut velvet, trim- {
med with feathers and flowers. 3

Fi16. 1L.—Carr1aGr. DRESS OF PURPLE RILK, STRIPED WITIH !
BLACK VELVET.—The skirt and budy are perfectly plain. }
The only trimiming on the sleeves is a narrow guipure lace. 3
Bounot of white siik spotted with black velvet, and trim- 3
med with black and straw-color porpoons and feathers, ‘

Fi16. uL.—Tue EvGeExir PArktor i3 made of gray cloth, § N
and trimied only with galoon of the samo color, and large {
buttons. %

F16. 1v.—TnE VIcTORIA PALETOT OF BLACK CLoTh, fitting {
close to the figure. At the back and on the hips are gimp {
trimmings. N

GENKRAL REMARKS.—Dresses, whether for the house or 3
the promenade, are most gencrally made high, closing with S
emall buttony; sume are made a little open, with revers
forming collar at the back: tho waists short, with narrow S
bands and clasps; wide rlecves scem to be most in favor; s
the shapeds leeves, not fitting too tight, with three or four §

N
\
3
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N
N
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N
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small puffings at the top, are much patronized by some
ladics. Tho shirts are worn very long, and wido at the
bottom, the Lreadths gored toward the top ; narrow flounces,
very full, and set cluse together, are again coming into
favor for wilk dresses, as well as narrow quillings placed at
equal distances aud reaching nearly half way up the kirt;
a very atylish triwming for a light silk or poplin, is very
decp points of ecither silk or velvet of a contrasting color,
the pointa reaching to the knee. and trimmed round with
quilling or plaiting of ribbon.  Dreases having the skirts of S
ulternate breadths of velvet aud silk Lave an extremely
rich and clegynt appearance.

For diouer and eveniug dresses, rich, soft eatius, and >

A

\ character, and habits.

for evening wear, bodies are made with the short point.

Gored dresses, with the body and skirt in one, still con-
tinue in favor; aud plain, short-waisted bodies, worn with
sashies, bands, and clasps, and buttoned to the throat, are
more gencral than anything else. FKor dark woclen mate-
rials, and for mourning dresses, the trimming usuaily
adopted 1is, one deep flounce finished off by a very narrow
one, with a pufing and heading, or only the heading. For
more elcgant wear, dressvs are trimmed with several nar-
row flounces, which may be cut either on the cross or
straightway of the stuff. Theso flounces aro corded at the
top and bottom.

Dresses with low bodies and pelerines are now very
y much in vogue. This is & very uecful and cconomical way
of making a dress, as it can be worn either for morning or
evening toilot. The pelerine should be made of the same
material as the dress, for morning wear; and one of black
net, trimmod with bluck velvet, or of white luce, for even-
ing. The sleeves should be made demi-long—that is to
say, just coming below the elbow.

A very pretty way to mako a black silk dress is with five
very full narrow flounces at the bottom of the ekirt; each

s flounce being corded at the top and botton with white aflk,

and the flounces graduated. The body should be tight, but-
toning high to the throat, with black buttons, edged with
white. The waist short and round, and finished off by a
{ broad sash of black silk, corded with white silk; this sash
should be fastened on the left-hand side. The sloeves should
be gnthered at the top, large at the bottom, with a deeps
turncd-back cuff; this cuff should be scalloped and corded
with whito silk, to correspond with the trimming ou the
skirt.

SLEEVES are a part of the dress on which advice is most
frequently asked, and for which it is rost difficult to indi-
¢ cate any absolute fashion. for their form varies and must
vary according to individual taste, permonal peculiarities,
The close-fitting sleeves, which

\ look remarkably well on certain ladies, iave on others a

scanty and paltry appearance. Wide sleeves with frills

y suit somo persons best; and others again lovk well in

sleeves with cuffs, or full ones gathered into wristbands.
To give this last description sume appearauce of novelty,
it is complicated by silk or lace ruches placed lengthwise
all up the sleeve. Others, also wide, and gathered a little
at top, are bordered with a broad strip of velvet at bottom,
and with a similar band, placed in a contrary mannuer,
which scems to be a continuation of the first, and to close
the sleeve by gathering it slightly at the bend of the arm.

We give in our wood-cut fashions a beautiful style for
muslin bodies. The muslin should be very thin and puffed
lengthwixe; between each pufliug is a row of black velvet
ribbon.  The sleeves correspond with the budy, beving a
black velvet jockey or cap at the top.
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CHILDREN'S FASHIONS.

F10. 1.—DRESS FOR A BOY OF EIGHT OR TEN YEARS OP AGR.—
The pants. jacket, and vest aro all made of gray cloth trim-
med with black velvet. Black cloth cap.

Fia. 1.—DRESS PoR A LITTLE GIRL.—The coat is of dark
blue merino, trimmed with five bands of Llack volvet. the
lowest band being much the widest. The large. round cape
and slceves are made to corresporrd with the skirt of the
coat. Black felt hat ornamented with a full plume.

GENERAL REMARKS.—In our wood-cuta of this mouth, we
give a great variety of childven's fushions, which are so
exceedingly plain and simple in make that they need no
description.
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ONLY A FLIRTATION.

BY MARY E. CLARKE.

80 there is no engagement between you?”’ «“Jt was twelve years ago, when I came home
“Engagement! I should think not. Why, 3 from college, that I first met Laura Lee——"
Joe, I am only eightecn, I shan’t be engnged; ¢“Mrs. Holmes?”
for the mext five years. I am not goingtotie} *Yes; don't interrupt mo. I will not tell you
myself down to domestic life yet, I assure you.” 3 3 how slowly my heart woko to the sense of love,
¢« But, Nettie, you arec wandering from thegof the gradual growth of her image in it till it
subject. I cannot think you utterly heartless, ; filled it entirely. Parents, home, sister, all be-
yet I frankly own you pain me by this dreadful 3 came second to-the one hope of my life! I met
spirit of coquetry you display. I am sure Gra-} 3 her often. We moved in the same circles in
bam Curtis—"’ B soclety, and at every party I frequented I could
*Now, Joe, don't be tiresome. It is only a} dance and chat with her. Her beauty attracted:
flirtation. We dance, chat, ride together, but ! her intellect interested; her sweet, gracious man-
that is nothing. T flirt quite as extensively 2 ners fascinated me. I was young then, and
with a dozen other gentlemen.” 3 trustful, and when she let her little hand linger
“But, Nettic,” and a very grave look came:in mine, and turned from others to converse
over Joscph Lawson's fine face, “Graliam loves ; with me; when she let her large, dark eyes, full

you.” éof soft light, dwell thoughtfully on my face, I
*So they all do, if I am to believe their pro- 3 believed that the devotion I lavished upon her
testations.” { was understood, appreciated, returncd. You

“So my friend, the man I honor and love; know that I am not an impulsive man, but I
above all other men, is to be the plaything of% cannot forget eacily, nor recover readily from
s woman’s caprice. Sistcr, be careful, you are ¢ severe blows. Day after day the love, the one:
playing a dangerous game.” $ love Jof my life, grew into my heart, absorbing

The crimson blood dyed the check of the little ; me to the exclusion of all else. I felt so secure,
beauty, as she ran laughingly away from her’f’]ookmg into her lovely face, hearing her win-

brother, saying, ?mng tones soften for my ear, fecling the an-
“I will come for the rest of the sermon, to- 3 swering pressure her hand gave mine, that it
morrow.” { was long before Ispoke my love. One evening,”

One long stride the brother took, and prison- 3 deep inspirations heaved the strong man's chest,
ing the little brunette in his strong arms he took { and Nettie could hear how the rapid blood
ber to the sofa, and drew her down to a seat be- 3 coursed through his veins, and made his heart
side him. beat quickly under her ear—‘‘one evening. we

*¢No,” and his face grew ead, very sad, ‘“you } were alone in the parlor. S8he had been &ing-
shall hcar my sermon to-day. Do you know, } tlng, and the rich, full notes scemed to hang
Nettie, why I am now, at thirty-five years of } lovingly around me, and I spoke my love.
sge, a bachelor, with a lonely, aching heart?” { “She drew away from the arm that would

*Lonely, Joe?” And Nettie, now grave as }have caressed her, and said, with a light laugh,
bimself, laid her head on her brother's broad} ‘Why, Mr. Lawson, did not you know I was

breast. {engaged? ¢Engaged? Teried. *Yes,’ she re-
*“Yes, Nettie! Even my little sister, dearly:phed “Mr. Holmes has Vbeen away since I

as I love her, cannot fill all my heart.” g knew you, but I thought you kncw of the en-
**Tcll me about it!” } gagement.’

Vor. XXXIX—I8. 205
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206 THE WINDS.—DAGUERREOTYPE.
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“I knew this was false. Fearful of losing y made me stern, cynical, distrustful, and ex-
the attentions she had been naccustomed to, }cuses it to herself on the ground that it was
she kept her engagement secret, that in society { ‘only a flirtation.” Do not let me see my little
she might still reign as one free to be won. I%sister following in her footsteps, or I shall
said to her, ‘Forgive me that I have annoyed { learn to hate and despise all women.”
you ‘Oh! no, not all,” she gaid, *I shall “I am sorry!”
always be happy to sce you. I am sorry there{ *Nettic, Graham loves you, would make you
was any mistake, but I thought you were, like { his wife; he has spoken of it to me. Yet, if
my-self, ouly flirting, pour passer le temps.’ {you cannot love him, let him see now that his

“So we parted. I came home maddened, { suit will be a vain one. Do not lead him on,
sickened. 1,” and here his voice sank to a§till you are his one hope, to drive him to de-
whisper, “drank decply, Nettie, to try to for- } epair at last. He is rash and impulsive, and
get, but my nature revolted at this degradation ] may not live down such a blow.”
and I tried study. My father's death just woke{ ““Joe——""in a low tone.
me from the delirious agony of thought; and} ¢ Yes, dear.”
when my mother followed him, leaving you, “Tell hin I—love—him—and am—not flirt-
a child, to my charge, T sternly faced life, | ing "
trying to forget the Paradise I had dreamed “Yes!”
of and lost. Lost! Never can I trust again “And—Joe—don’t—hate—me.”
as I trusted then. Where domestic happiness A tender loving kiss was pressed upon her
should have blessed iy life, she has thrown ; forehead, and a low voice blcssed her for her
bitter memories to take its place. She has ' decision.
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THE WINDS.

BY CLARA MORETON.

Tur. winds are holding carnival to-night,*
Driving their chariot clouds across the rky:

Weird nounds creep through the cazement to my ears,
As troop by troop the mad hosts hurry by.

Oh! pnas us by within this loving home!
Oh! come not near us with such purpose felll

T keep my vigils by a sleeping form,
The tears fall heavy from iy weary eyes:
Oh! God in mercy. grant he may be epared!
Who could replace him in his counscls w.ee?

They waken superstitions of my youth,
Which years ago 1 thought were lulled to reat—
When reason took them in her matron arms,

Ince hi hin tender b
And rocked them sleeping on hier matron breast. Who could replnce him in hix tender love?

Who the dark voild coulld ever—ever 6l1?
Oh! ceaso thy questionings, fond an for ble heart,
Aad learn to wait upon Guod's holy willl

But now they fall once more upon my cars,
As erst they fell in days so Jong ago—
I seem to hear low voices murmur by

. he wind in peaceful murmurs dics away—
In waves of sound as tides that ebb and flow. b ' r Y

A sacramental eilence fills the air:
The spirita of the just are round about,
And God, in whom I trust, is everywhero.

As if the epirits of the Dead were loose,
Claworing for others their pale ranks to swell—

NP PPN APANANS PSPPI L L ELLL P LES L LIS I P

B e e

DAGUERREOTYPE.

BY MRS. M. M. HINES.

Tne dark clouds gather thick and fast, Unpitied on the blackened strect,
The beautiful brizzht blue Where broad the earth staine liog

By such dense shadows overcast, Helpless their ehrinking purity,
No gun-ray strugides throughs Alas! how aoon they dio!

A white mist veils the landscape,
While the tired and weary day

Is peevish as a halfsick chiid,
Will neitber work nor play—

And when tomorrow's sun ehall glance
Athwart the place they fell,
No vestige that they ever lived
Their hapless fate shall teill
Thoy will their whole of duty do,
They’:l leave no mark, n r nyme,
Ah! me, how many human lives
Havo perished just the sama!

But in an idle, restlees mood.
With many a needless frown,

Beatter the wide winged flukes of enow,
Like white doves dropping down—
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CHECK-MATED.

BY KATHARINE F. WILLIAMS,

I. ;look, as Emerson says, like ¢“wells that a man

It was the winter of 185—, when Paul Morphy $ might fall into;” indeed, more than one unfortu-
was running his triumphant career in Europe, ¢ nate had so fallen—figuratively speaking. The
and ducal chess-players weve writing to their § sallow complexion brightened as she talked;

friends to come and see the eighth wonder of% magnificent tecth dazzled from between the full, *

the world. The victories so nobly gained and { red lips, and the nez trousse became the most
medestly worn, drew the eyes of all America § piquant spiritual feature imaginable. In dress
upon the youthful champion, and a national { she almost equaled a Frenchwoman; every de-
prile mingled with the enthusiasm for his ge- { fect was concealed, every beauty heightened.
nius. The love of chess reccived a fresh stimu- § Her savoir faire was unapproachable; she made
lus throughout our land; clubs werc organized § more of the scanty black tresses with which
in every little town, and the game absorbed  nature had dowered her, than Emma could of
more than ever the attention of its votarics. } her magnificent profusion of brown hair. For
In B—, a large village on our central rail- § the rest, she had been got up without any un-
way, raged an especial furor; and Henry Bal- } due proportion of heart and conscience, though
lard, the best player in the place, enjoyed, on} with her usual art she contrived to pass for
s small scale, the delights which Mr. Morphy } having a larger share of cach commodity than
tasted in their fullness. It was one of Emma } many of her compeers.
Fairfield's greatest troubles that she understood Such was the individual, who, provided with
nothing whatever of chess. She could indeed } an ample wardrobe and plenty of pocket money,
learn the names and movements of the separate % alighted one afternoon at Mr. Fairficld’s door,
pieces, but there she paused. She had no more \ and received the warmest welcome from our
powers of combination than a baby, and m-., guileless little Emma.
variably reccived fool’'s mate from her oppo-} The friends had a great deal of ground.to go
nent. Ifow # vexed her to be so stupid after } over in the way of reminiscences; spirit-stirring
all the pains Henry had taken to teach her! 3 recollections of times when they had broken
Poor little Emma! there was another lesson § bounds, evaded schcol tasks, and made them-
she had learned much more thoroughly from } selves gencrally obnoxious to teachers and prin-
ber bandsome instructor. She hardly ncknow-., cipal. Emma, indeed, blushed a little at the
ledged to herself how perfect she was becommg { remembrance of some of these wild pranks, and
in it, or dared to hope that she was not alone } was fain to confine herself to more quiet themes.
in ber proficiency. E “What has become of Tom?” she asked.
Affairs were in this condition, and Henry { “You know she used te lead the school.”
coming almost every evening to play dutifullyg «¢Tom!" my dear,” said Mrs. Fairfield;
with Emma’s father, and allow himsclf to be? “pray what was ke doing in a young ladies’
beaten once in awhile for the sake of mukmg%scmmury 4
himself welcome, when & new personage ap-§ Emma laughingly explained thut this was an
peared upon the scene. Zara Maxwell, with { abbreviation of Miss Thomas’ patronymic; all
whom our little heroine had an old school friend- { the girls were called by their surnames, which
ship, came to pay her visit of some weecks. { were shortened as much as possible. “I was
Zara was hardly what you could term a pretty } ‘Fairy,’” she eaid, ‘‘and Zara was never called
girl, yet for all practical purposes was quite as § anything but ‘Max.””
well off as if she were beautiful. It was of no§ ‘“A very unlady-like habit,” remarked good
manner of consequence that her nose turned up ’s Mrs. Fairfield, rather severely. ¢I wonder Mr.
and her eyes were green—that her complexion ; Roberts permitted it.”
was sallow and her mouth too wide. She man- «Indeed, mamma, I think it would have puz-
aged those verdant orbs with more effect than § zled him to prevent it; not that I admire it very
you or I could conjure out of the brightest hazel, { much now; but we must allow a little for the
or the sweetest blue; she had a way of drooping § high spirits of school girls.”

the long, black lashes over themthat made them ¢ ¢ And so this Miss Thomas led tl:;;)-t;chool."
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oontinued Mrs. Fairfield. ¢ What was she par-; poor little Emma’s judgment; her heart is too
ticularly distinguished for? Mathematics or{ much in the matter to leave her eyes quite
musie, or general scholarship?” iclenr—-and s husband who has any of these

«Neither, mamma; she was the dullest girlin } defects is not what I am going to take up with
the seminary, as far as books were concerned. $ now. Time enough for that when the market
She ‘led’ because she had handsomer dresses, } } gets duller.”
and more sets of jewelry than any one among{
vs.” % II.

Mrs. Fairfield was astonished, as well she} Tne next evening, which brought Mr. Ballard
might be, at such a criterion of superiority. § to be reviewed by the fair Zara, by no means
It was certainly well for her peace of mind that | tended to banish her schemes concerning him.
she had not been admitted ““behind the scenes” } Chess was ignored for a time in compliment to
at the school where she had placed her daugh-} the guest, and the young man proved himself
ter. Emma, however, had come out uncontami- § 80 agrecable, and was at first sight 8o handsome
nated from its inﬂucnces; was just as obedient that his enslaver l'chiCL‘d in the prospect of her
to her parents as if she had never considered it { conquest. Very few doubts as to her ultimate
s brilliant thing to break rules, just as truthful § success troubled her mind; Emma was appa-
to the world at large as if she had never de-} rently the most formidable rival, and an amiable
ocived that lawful foe, the under teacher. Still % little milk-and-water tlung like Lier was of small
it is an ordeal which few characters can pass} account.
through, and to which it is unwise to sulucct% So Miss Maxwell ]md close, though wary
our children at the most impressible period of§ sicge to the desired fortress. When Mr. Fair-
their lives. Miss Maxwell had not come from it§ field, impatient for his accustomed solace, drew
unscathed, and having gonoe from school directly i Harry away from the girls to the chess-board,
into the sphere of a vain and worldly- mmdul;she watched the game with absorbed interest,
mother, was not likely to have any of its pcr- { and her remarks were 3o judicious, o0 pertinent
nicious lessons guperseded by JUS‘-CI‘ and more } N as it progrossed that Mr. Bxllard ﬂnnkmg he
elevated ideas. N bcheld in her a *‘foeman worthy of his steel,”

Of course the two girls were not together long § { challenged her to a trial of skill. Many were
bofore Mr. Ballard’s name was mentioned be-} her protestations of ignorance and unwilling-
tween them, and though Emma flattered her-§ ness; she only played a little for amusement,
self that she had been exceeding discrect, and { knew nothing of the game as a science, was
spoken of him just as she might of any agrece-} entirely unfit to compete with so practiced a
able acquaintance, her dear Zara saw the state 3 player. lowever, she allowed herself to be
of affairs in a minute. (The young lady’s name, § overpersuaded. She was well aware of the
by-the-by, was set down in Family Record and Y opportunities which chess affords; the sort of
and early school books as ¢Sarah;” but shcime-a-tde feeling it induces; the occasions for
had adopted the Eastern appellation as more 2 the display of a white hand and =parkling rings
suited to her style and taste, and her mother,{as they hover over the board uncertain what
readily falling in with the whim, she became } move is wisest; in particular, the chance which
Zara, cxcept to her grandmother and one or! those eyes would have for cxccution, whether
two old-fashioned cousins.) A few judicious $ hid under their long lashes they contemplated
inquiries elicited the further facts that IIcnryithe game, or were thoughtfully lifted to the
was a lawyer with fair and increasing practice; { opponent’s face, as if to read there his inten-
that he was an only son, his father being a} tions.
member of Congress and one of the richest men t  “Iwarn you, Miss Maxwell, " gaid Harry, as
in the place—and consequently, as Miss \qu~\ they took their places, ‘“that you are not to
well remarked to herself but not to her friend, } expeet any gallant concessions whatever; I shall
was a very desirable partie. i play my very best.”

“It would be odd, really,” sho soliloquized, “That is right,” she replicd. ¢ ¢A fair field
“if T should meet my fate here in the interior. { and no favor;””’ and the gnme began. It lasted
Let me see—we are in February now; there will § long; was very tedious, thought Emma, who m
bo plenty of time to get everything through and } by mdustrlously employed in crocheting, and
be ready to go to Washington with ‘father’ next § cast ever and anon a glance at the board, vainly
December.  Howerver, I will wait till T see the§endmvoring to comprehend what they were
individual himself. Perhaps he is awkward, { about. The players secemed (o find it interest-
or weak, or ill-looking. I don't rely much onting, as did Mr. Fairfield, who watched them
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intently, offering counsel now and then, or ap- ! eyed stranger, he sang with the blonde-haired
plauding an especially brilliant move. The ! friend. An onlooker would have found some
contest was at last decided in Harry’s favor. | difficulty in determining where hig regards were

“We are more nearly matched than I sup- § really fixed. Indeced, it was a matter of discus-
posed,” remarked Zara. “I don’t despair of } sion among the village maids and matrons more
conquering you yet, Mr. Ballard. A little time § than once.
and patience will do it, I think.” 3 I knew it’s Miss Maxwell,” said little Kate

“And practice,” added Mr. Fairfield. “You { Wells. “Who would look at any one else when
must keep that up with me, Miss Maxwell; we | she was by?”
shall have fine opportunities during these long{ ¢Why, do you think her so very handsome !’
mornings.” ' y asked her friend, Mystilla Myers.

Zara felt by no means inclined to waste her ! «Noj; but so stylish, which is better.”
prowess of various sorts on an old gentleman, { “Well,” said Mystilla, I am not quite cer-
her friend’s father, but had no resource, except } tain. Emma is a sweet, pretty girl, and there
to reply that she should be delighted, and should ! is something very winning in her manner.”
count much on the improvement to be gained in \ “Dcpend upon it,” spoke up Mrs. Myers, the
contending with such an adversary. § mamma, “that he’ll have neither of them. When

“After all,” she thought, ‘‘one can endure L {a young man behaves so that you can’t tell
few dull games when there is a sufficient object } i where his attentions belong, they mean just
in view. My handsome vis a-vis didn’t quite see nothmg
through my little speech, I take it; there are} ¢ That would be oo bad,” said both the girls;
other victories worth trying for besides those 3 “it is enough to disappoint one of them.” For
at chess; and if I don’t much mistake I slmll with the amiable instinct of their sex or—who
ssy, ‘mate’ to him at that game before long. 2lnnowa"—-an intuition of what their own con-
He's one of that impulsive kind that won't hesi- } {duct would be in similar circumstances, they
tate & great while about tho important move; ;nssumed that Harry had only to ask and have.
he’ll not be quite as cool and cautious as hetTo be sure, the course of things does often
was to-night. How handsome he is! what eyes! } enough bear out this assumption in reference
Really. if I were a sentimental, silly sort ofﬂo any tolerably pleasing young man.
thing like dear little Emma, I should almost be Meanwhile the fair Zara was troubled with
in love with him! I'm afraid she will be & good { no such misgivings. Ske built her hopes on
deal disappointed—but we must all work for(many things, chief of which was her own un-
ourselves in this world.” 3 doub(ed power of charming. But she had other

Mizs Maxwell's labors were prosecuted with } { causes—certain looks and tones—the way in
teal, and she flattered herself with every hope ! \wluch his eyes met hers now and then as she
of success. The long morning gnmes with Mr. | 3 {glanced up perplexedly from the board; the
Fairfield were something of a tax to pay, to be } X tender manner in which, when she spoke of
sure, but vanity ere long rendered them very ! going away soon, he bad said he could not bear
tolerable. Your thorough-bred flirt is never 3 to think this was the las¢ visit she would make
shove desiring the notice and approval of any E them;. oh! and a dozen little speeches; not the
member of the opposite sex, and Mr. Fairfield { words so much, but the fashion in which they
was & very well-preserved and good-looking old g were uttered. How different his manner was
gentleman. Zara rchearsed, for bis benefit, all % to Emma—nothing of that gallantry, that in-
the airs and graces which were to be used in the ¢ sinuating grace—he never paid her a single
evening with killing effect on Harry; glnnced { compliment; ouly treated her in a polite, quiot
up, looked down, displayed her white hands and } g way, just as he might have donc if she had been
whiter teeth in the most bewitching manner. ghel‘ own mother.

The result of it was, that Mr. Fairfield thought ;| *Do you know how much Harry admires you,
her a pleasant sort of girl, though rather given | Zary?” asked Emma, onc night, a8 she combed
to affectation and grimaces, and not to be men- 2 out her long hair preparatory to “retiring,”
tioned in the same week with Emma. Hhey say in Rockland.

Meanwhile the person whose good opinion§ “No, I'm not aware of the exaot mecasure,”
was just now dearest to both the friends, offered j returned Zara, with assumed indifference. * lHow
his attentions in the most impartial manner. If imuch? Half of what he bestows upon you?”
he drove Zara out in the afternoon, he danced i «He says that your manners are the most fas-
with Emma at some little gathering in the even- §cinuting he ever met with—and that he never
ing; at bome, if he played chess with the dark- } saw such eyes in any human countenance.”

N
N
3
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“Really,” said Miss Maxwell, pretending {enabled her to hear and repeat a compliment
pique; * ‘such eyes!’ ‘any human countenance!’ } without the slightest twinge of jealousy.
I am much obliged to Mr. Ballard. What mem-{ Harry had indeed called Miss Maxwell fasci-
ber of the animal kingdom have my poor ¢jos ! nating; perhaps he might even have found her
verdes the honor to resemble? The cat’s, I sup- { so, spite of the softer charms of his swect little
pose. Yes, that must be it—they’re just the § Lmma, had he not with wonderful clairvoyance
color. ‘Ob, soft eyes! sweet emerald eyes!’} seen immediately through all her arts and graces
The Spaniards are the only people, Emmy, who { into her real object. It has becn remarked with
can appreciate my verdant orbs—but I did not : proverbial wisdom, that if you wish to entrap &
think Mr. Ballard would be cruel enough to} person inclined to larceny, you must secure for
spcak his mind so plainly. I shall remember { the business an individual of the same propen-
it.” sities; Harry had donc in his time a little flirt-

And she did, a8 also the fact that when, a day } ing on his own account, which doubtless made
or two before, she had asked if he preferred blue § him quicker to detect the symptoms in others.
eyes or hazel, he had answered with some non- ¢ If such a stylish sort of girl wanted to try her
sense ahout eyes that were so hidden by theirépowers upon him, he was not the man to say
long lashes, that you never could make out"hcr nay. There he was, let her see what she
what their true color was. Also, she recalled, : ? could do. He did not find the experiment un-
with much inward exultation, the fact that shej pleasant. You may take my word that these
had not a single compliment in return to re- ; men, the best of them, never doj; the very man-
port to Emma; Harry never commented upon } ner, the very coquetries, which, if offered to
her looks in any way. Zara had occasionullygothers of their sex, would be set down as the
stretched her conscience a trifle when the com- { height of unwomanly, repellant forwardness,
pliment traffic was going on, by inventing some { somehow assume quite a diffcrent character
for the other party if she did not happen tO%when lavished on their own swcet sclves.
have heard any; but to-night she did not feel } «“Bless the little minx!” says my lord in his
inclined, and let Emma go to rest without giving : heart; ¢she shows good taste, at any rate!”
her anything to dream upon. 8o it chanced that Harry, in a very repre-

But it so happened that her little friend did : hensible manner, was excecedingly polite to his
not suffer from this lack of complaisance; Harry ¢ ndversary, and even allowed her to think that
had been generous himeelf, and given her quite § the game was all in her own hands.
enough to think of. There had been some be- } { Some weeks had thus passed, and Miss Max-
hind the scenes of which Miss Maxwell was not { { well. having received an urgent invitation from
quite in the secret; looks that expressed more | one of the dearest of her many dear friends,
than gallantry—tenderness; words that meant } concluded to accept it. She had lavished an
something beyond admiration—affection. In i immense amount of ammunition on Harry, and
particular there had been an evening when Zara § was sure that every shot had told; at the final
was out riding with a merry party, and Emma } one, the news of her approaching departure,
had remained at home with a headache—but | she was certain that the fort must surrender.
before eight o’clock had given welcome to un- { She reserved it till a somewhat late hour of the
expected, though not ungenial company. It} evening, devoutly hoping that chance or destiny,
was all over—the blushing, the declaration, the { or whatever deity presided over such matters,
confession—in the course of an hour or two, f would give her a sliort time alone with him.
and before Zara returned, Harry was well out; But no! Mr. Fairfield watched the game ab-
of the way, and everything as quiet as if no { sorbedly—for, as usual, they had taken to that
particular event had taken place. Emma could § { soon after Harry's arrival—and Emma sat con-
not speak at once of a subject 8o dear, so sacred ; tentedly with her crochet and gnve them an
cven—that seemed as yet too precious for com- z oceasional word; while Mrs. Fairfield sewed
mon life and use, and only to be pondered, <w1(h neatness and dispatch on the last of the
dreamed over in solitude. Mrs. Fairfield, too, § set of shirts she was making for her husband.
considered s little reserve in such matters as? She was a woman who despised fancy work,
becoming, and was not in the slightest haste to 5 and did with her might that which her hands
spread the knowledge of her daughter’s con- 3 found to do.
quest. So Zara, dear and trusted friend though { The game went on rather languidly—and
she was, never in the least suspected the inward | ended sooner than usual, though in the cus-
fund of sweet assurance, which, in Emma’s case, z tomary fashion, Harry remaining master of the
rendered pretty speeches quite unnecessary,and « field. Zara drew near the fire and sat there

rrrs
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somewhat pensively—Mr. Fairfield retired into ;
the depths of the evening paper—and then, as
kind Fate would bave it, both Emma and her}
. . . 3 . .
mother left the room for a few minutes. 3 “T have just been telling Mr. Ballard of my
“You did not play with your usual spirit to- { approaching departure, and how very blue I am
T . O .
night,”” observed Harry, presently, drawing his § at the prospect of leaving you.”
N
N
%
N
N
N
N
}

came Emma back again. Miss Maxwell sincerely
wished that dear friend in Jerusalem, but she
looked up and smiled very sweetly, saying,

chair nearer hers; I hope you are not feeling “And 1,” said Harry, *should be quite as
i mournful if I believed the parting were to be &
%0h! no,” she answered—*‘not ill—only per- { long one. But I hope another summer will see
haps a little depressed at the thought of leaving ! you here again. Not in this house, perhaps—
her friends—such kind friends as all of them had { I think, my dear Emma,” taking her hand and
been. She was going the day after to-morrow.” { drawing her forward—¢we should have no
“Going! and so soon!” It would have been ) further reserves with so intimate a friend. I
tery ungallant if Harry had thrown into this g sincerely trust, Miss Maxwell, that you will
exclamation nothing but surprise; I wouldn't { not refuse a visit to B , next summer, and
have you suppose him guilty of such a thing: } that you will spend your time agreeably with
his tone expressed regret—persuasion to stay ; us.” He looked at the blushing Fmma in a way
longer.
“Yea. Tam actually going,” said Zara. “And : been any doubt about it.
who knows what changes may take place before { If the “Benicia Boy” had bestowed on Miss
I come again? Or I may never come—every- é Maxwell’s eranium a blow with one of those
thing is 8o uncertain in this world.” stremendous sledges which he is said to wicld
$
3
N
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“You must not give way to such depressing { 8o easily, she could not have been more stunned
views,” he replied, gently. ¢ It would make } than she was, for one minute, by this most un-
me—yes—truly unhappy—to imagine that we {expected announcement. Being, however, &
were about to lose you altogether.” % person of great presence of mind she recovered

“ We'—bat, of course, that meant ¢1.' There 3 herself in the next, and offered congratulations
was just enough sentiment mixed up with Zara'’s § in the most delicate and touching manner.
prudence and management, to make her heart 3 When alone, however, she almost stamped
give a great bound as she heard these words, 5 with disappointment and vexation.
aad the color rush into her cheeks as she won- § “Beaten at every point!” ghe exclaimed;
dered what would come next. §eeall my moves and stratagems thrown away;

But—was ever anything so provoking ?—there § thoroughly, unmistakably CHECK-MATED "
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«I’'M RICHER THAN YOU ALL”

BY HELEN AUGUSTIE BROWNE.,

Yz may boast of wealth and honors;
Yo may boast of title, birth;
Ye may Loast of your connection
"Mid the greatest minds of earth.
Ye may boast of marble fountains;
You may boast of frescoed hall;
You may boast your wealth of picturos—
Yet “I'm richer than you all!”
There are stores of wealth unf lding
Where the primrose has its birth;
‘Where the crocus, rose, and violet
Are wakening o'er the earth.
There are veins of riches gushing
In the woods and on the lea—
Nature's pure, exhaustlens treasures,
And they all belong to me.
There are acres, broad, of sunlight,
There are songs of birds and bees,
There are music gushing waters—
Who would want your wealth for these?

There are views of plearant landscape—
There are pictures in the stream—
There are clouds at yellow sunset
With their wealth of gold and gleam.
There are meadows—there are wildwoods—
There are files of winging birds—
There are ficld« of “smiling plenty”—
There are lands of “lowing herds.”
There are stores of countless riches
On the land and in the sca—
There are treasures, deep, exhauatloss,
And God gave their wealth to me.
You may boast of fame and title—
You muy hoast of wealth, arrny—
You may boast of rich connection
’Mid the noblest of our day.
You wmay boast of marble fountaing—
You may boast of freestone hall—
I bave wealth alone in Nnture,
Yot “I'm richer than you alll”
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that fully illustrated his meaning if there bad .




BARBARA’S

AMBITION.

BY J.T. TROWBRIDGE, AUTHOR OF ‘“NEIGHBOR JACKWOOD," &C., &C.

[Entered, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1860, by J. T. Trowbridge, in the Clerk’s Office of the District Court
of the District of Mussachusetts. |

CONCLUDED FROM PAGE 152,

CHAPTER X.

“Poor fellow!” said Mr. Cobwit.

““But this is terrible!” cried Luther. ¢ Help!
help!” He attempted to raise the fallen man.
¢ He gasps—he is dying!”

¢“No, no—I—I"m all right—"" said Mr. Blax-
ton, in a choked voice. “Never mind me—
water—a breath of air!”

Luther held to his lips a glass which Mr. Cob-
wit filled from a pitcher on the desk.

“There—there! now I'm all right again—
thank you—I stumbled over something black.
Oh! don’t trouble—I can get up.” And the
blacksmith struggled to a chair.

“You did not tell me an arrest was intended!”
said Luther.

¢I did not know what I should do,” returned
Mr. Cobwit. “DBut I came prepared.”

“I wish,” exclaimed Luther, remorsefully,
“I had bad nothing to do with it.”

““A foolish wish. But I like you better for
it. Help this poor fellow home; then come
back here; I want you.”

¢Is this Luther?” eaid Mr. Blaxton, passing
his hand before his eyes. *You’'re a good boy,
Luther. Never mind me at all. I can get
home,” rising to his feet.
There—you’re very kind—I hain’t no words left
to thank you. What did I do with—with that—
note?”’

Luther’s heart was too full of anguish and
Ppity to epeak.

““The note!” repeated Mr. Blaxton; *Cobwit
& Co.’s note—I mustn’t lose that!”

““The sheriff took it,” said Mr. Cobwit.

“Oh! oh! all right! I forgot! Good day,
Mr. Cobwit. Don’t you go a single step with
me, Luther! I shall be better soon as I git
into the air.”

““Oh! sir, be calm!” pleaded Luther. «It
will all be well!”

“Yes—I know—it will all be well; it will all
be well; it will all be well!” said the black-
smith, in heart-broken tones, walking feebly
from the store.

In the little sitting-room at home, Barbara

sewed, and sang:
212

“Where is my hat? 3

“One on the morrow woke
In a world of ¥in and pain;
But the other was happier far,
And never woko againl”

The words of that plaintive ballad had been
ringing in her soul all the morning; they fitted
themselves to a tune which she sang with strange
i sweetness and pathos, by little snatches.

{ “But the other was happier far!” she re-

% peated, starting, as if the meaning of the words

had suddenly opened like a gulf before her.

‘Happier far! She never woke againl”
Tumultuous thoughts of the future, of the

past, of love, of Luther whom she had lost,

secmed to rush over her like a storm, and she

%burst into a flood of tears. The sound of her

§father’s footsteps alarmed her; she caught up

her work, and plied her needle eagerly, as he
entered.

¢“Oh, father! here is my new bonnet!” She
s avoided his eyes, conscious that her own were
%red. and unwilling that he should be made un-
{happy by knowing that she was ead. ¢ Mra.
{Bartley has just sent it home; isn't it s
§ benuty ?”

“Yes, yes; it’s & beauty—a beauty, my dar-

{ ling,” said the smith, ginking upon the lounge.

1 I shall wear my old one to travel in; Mrs.

§Bart]ey is going to do it over for me. She

g laughed when I told her I must be economical

{1 guess,” said she, ‘you’ll branch out a little;

§I would! ’Tain’t every woman can get a rich

{ husband,” said she. ¢Oh! but I haven't got

:\Ehim yet!” said I. T think these flowers are

§sweet, pretty!” exclaimed Barbara, putting on

¢ the bridal bonnet.

g “Very pooty—very pooty, indeed, my child,”

¢ said the blacksmith, his eyes wandering, and

ibis great chest heaving with the throes of his

{ broken heart.

% ¢“Sometimes it secms like a dream to me; 1
to marry Mr. Montey! I wonder if I ever should
have encouraged him, if it hadn't been for

yyou?”’ cried Barbara, looking in the glass.

“Oh! if I only knew what mother would say!
§ I believe I could have been happy—very happy
{—if I bad married Luther—that is, if T had
Y never seen Mr. Montey—but that is all over!”
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The smith rolled from side to side, gnawing y proud, playing the lady, putting on pleasant
his lips, and clutching the lounge with his {airs, with we know what death-pangs of love
groping fingers; every word sho spoke kindling } in her heart—with what scorn of her visitor
new agonics in his breast. : almost on her lips! The other, gracious, con-

*“Have you seen him? I suppose he is gone § descending, flatteringly familiar, all smiles;
by this time! Oh!” Barbara uttered a quick, { while inwardly stung with jealousy and batred
faint moan, as if a sudden pang shot through ¢ of the fair young creature whose beauty and
her. “These flowers—they don’t, somechow, } { fortune threatened to usurp the sovereignty of
become me!” And she stared with white } popular admiration hitherto aecorded to her!
cheeks and hot eyes at the strange face that § The blacksmith’s mask alone was utterly
stared back at her, like the very ghost of her- } shattered, so that any cye that looked upon him,
self, from the glass. 3 could behold his agony all bare.

“Barby! Barby! my child! my darling!” “Why, brother Blaxton! you look ill!” ex-
murmured her fatker, brokenly. claimed Mrs. Plynne.

¢Oh! don’t imagine I reject!” cried Barbara, |  “I—I'm not over’n above well, ma’am,” pass-
in hollow and light accents. ¢He’'s rich—hand- } ing his shaking hand across his eyes.
some—elegant; I know he’s very kind, too kind!{ +<Oh! there comes Miss Locust, with my
what more could any woman ask? And to think ; dress!” eried Barbara.
he should—of all women, of all silly glr18—2 “Your wedding-dress, dear?”
ohoose me! I hate myself! Oh, I am horridly § { “You shall see! 'Twas a present—you’ll ad-
vain! I've thought about that new house, and } { mire somebody’s taste—it's such a love of a
the splendid style he tells me we shall live in, § pattern! Come in, Miss Locust.”
till I'm sure I never could be contented with $ . “Ilow do you do?” said Miss Locust, primly,
snything less.” { nodding all around, and subsiding into a chair.

*But—DBarby—my dear Barby—think——" “Dear father!” Barbara exclaimed, in a

Still too intent upon playing her part to ob- } whlsper of amazement and distress, ‘“what is
serve him, Barbara went on: ‘ the matter?”

“Once I thought I should be perfectly happy, % “Barby, my child,” murmured the stricken
if we owned this house. But I am glad you did { man, “I feel—not well—I wish these folks was
not buy it. Why, I should be entirely miserable { gone—dear Barby.”
now if I thought I had got to live here always!} { At the same time Miss Locust whispered
Isn't it curious how people who never thought % something in the ear of Mrs. Plynne, who was
of being cven civil to me before, now come and 3 admiring the wedding-dress; and instantly the
make cails, and say, ‘Good morning, Miss Blax- | serpent of malicious hate that lurked beneath
ton! how well you are looking, my dear! you $ the flowery smiles of that fashionable woman’s
will make a beautiful bride, Miss Blaxton!’ % face sprang up, unguarded, and ran all over it
Asif I couldn’t sce through it all! It was ¢little } in swift coils of triumph and surprise.

Barb'ry Blarton, she’s nobody !’ a year ago! Am 2 ¢Merciful goodness!” ejaculated Mrs. Plynne,
I any better now? No, not half as good! Just§ ¢have you heard the news?”
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