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MRS. SMITH’S GREAT PARTY.

Von. XXXV.

    

 

BY 'rns AUTHOR or “MY wrrn’s ncononr."

 

as. Sun-a was dy- g tired into the country and obscurity on three

ing to “get into so thousand a year, the Smiths bid of!“ his splendid

ciety." Ever since 3 mansion, his Axminster carpets, his gallery of

Mr. Smith—they g pictures, and the contents of his establishment.

called him Smithey S generally. They set up a. carriage and bought

upon 'change—hnd a cont-of-nrms: and then they proceeded to give

made his lucky hit a party.

in Barnegnt bonds, s “We must be very recherc/te, (she pronounced

_ he had aspired to it rcchurchy) Smithey, my door,” said Mrs. Smith.

,' live in the West End "It won’t do to invite any of our old set."

,; and to figure nmong§ “No, it won't do,” replied Mr. Smith, “un

V - fashionahles. When P less we except Lucy Darcie. Her father did me

_‘ Mullins, the million- 5 more than one good turn, when I was young:

.v I sire, failed, and re-énnd now she is an orphan." For Mr. Smith,
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though purse-proud and vulgar, had a good

heart.

“Hem!” said Mrs. Smith, dubiously.

as you say so, we‘ll have her.”

“Yes! my dear," retortcd Mr. Smith, assum

ing a grand air, “we’ll have her. It won’t dot

to drop all our old acquaintances, or people will 5

say we’re stuck up, you know.” ‘

Lucy and her mother received, accordingly, a

few days after, an engravad card, as follows:

“But,

/11,.’/'.-v~w-vn

fir. Ins firs. flugustus Smtth'l

COMPUMESTB

For Thursday evening. January the flat,

343 Sandstone Street.

'N.An-{If/J1/1..1.11%”,<

This card was enclosed in a white envelope,

stamped with the Smith arms, and was left at

the door by a footman in livery.

The Darcies belonged to what is called “an

old family.” One Darcie had been governor, in

the colony days. Another had fallen at Prince

ton, at. the head of his regiment. The father of ,

Lucy, the last of his line, had been a brillianti
\

young lawyer, but had died early, and had lefts

behind little but his patrimonial estate, which, E

though greatly reduced from what it had beeni

in former generations, consisted still, as the Dar- i

cies reflected with pride, of properties that had 3

been in the family for a hundred and fifty years. 3

Lucy, who remembered their narrow means, and i

knew that accepting the invitation would involve s

the purchase of an evening dress, would haves

sent a regret, but Mrs. Darcie, who wished to see

her daughter’s beauty and accomplishments ap

preciated, over-ruled her.

The dress was bought, and made up—we are

not ashamed to say—principally by the nimblei

and tasteful fingers of Lucy herself. It was a;

simple white cambric, prettily trimmed; andwhen Lucy came down, on the evening of the;

party, she looked like a fresh rose-bud, on the§

brightest June morning of all the year. Wei

think the birds would have sung if they hadi

been there to see her. We happen to know that

the obsequious African, who let her and her

mother in, saying, “ladies second story front,

gemmen second story back,” opened his big,

yellow eyes with admiring amazement, and an

nounced afterward in the kitchen, “dat do most i

’scratic and beautiful young lady dare, was Miss t

Darcie, deed she was.” And afterward, when;

Lucy and her mother descended to the parlors, \

the three bashful bachelors, who stood in the%

t
t
>

Mal-'0'1’.a,,~,~/.

N////////.'.r//rr

,,l/¢/(/.~/,/,/’/

doorway, afraid to go further, were thrown into

such a flutter of excitement, that they did not

get over it for the whole evening, but followed

Lucy with their eyes wherever she went.

  

‘I'IIE BASHYI'L OSNTLIISN.

Mrs. Smith was delighted, so she said, to see

“dear Mrs. Darcie and her sweet daughter.”

Mr. Smith twirled his watch-keys and was

quite patronizing. He would mention to them,

he said, some of the company. This was Count.

Swindleskenski, a Polish exile: “Very high

bred, indeed; but not a bit proud: had come

quite early, as if an old friend: Amelia Ann,”

this was the eldest daughter of the Smiths,

“had entertained him, for an hour, with music

  

COUKI' mlDLlSKlNSXl LTD MISS SHIT!!

and singing, before the rest of the company

arrived.” That was young Mr. Poultney, of

the Poultney Manor family, very high people,

“quite a catch for any young lady, even the

richest." Lucy thought, looking at the frank,

handsome face, that Mr. Poultncy, in other re
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spects also, might make a woman happy. That 3 clerk for a partner, or even the son of some rich

was Mr. Bullion, “a little old to be sure, but a tailor." (The grandfather of one of these speak

worth a cool million and a half.” Lucy shrank i ers had been a hair-dresser, and the father of the

from the wigged and padded old ogre, who leered > other a boot-maker.)

at every pretty face. “It’s not every man could i “For my part,” said the remaining member

get them three together at one and the same i of the group, “I wouldn‘t let mine come. l’tn

party," concluded Mr. Smith, out of breath with 5 astonished, too, to see you both dressed, as if

his exertions in talking; and he mopped his i the party was given by one of us. I've got on an

bald head, that shone like a peeled onion. g old dinner dress, that I were at Newport, as you

“And that,” he resumed, “is Mr. Snooks, the i see; and its quite good enough for the company.

§ To tell the truth, I shouldn’t be here myself,

i but I want. to see what sort of a supper they'll

iset out. We must make an early move, or we

, shan’t get good places; for most of the mob

ihere look as if they didn't. often taste terrapin

and champagne.”

At this point, the speaker espied Mr. Poultney

and rushed away to make a prize of him.

“Everybody knows Mrs. Plump's weakness,”

§ said one of her friends, sarcastically, “and she

\ has evidently prepared herself for a feed. She’ll

die, some day, of apoplexy. But, dear me, there's

Bullion asking to be introduced to Clotilde. I

ido hope the dear child hasn't engaged herself

for the next set to any foolish young man." And

she rose, in a flutter, to lend her maternal skill

in landing the trout her daughter had booked.

,,/4-¢,~/¢//.~/

 

¢¢’MW/,(N,w,m

  

)DL SXOOKS, THE POET.

poet, author of ‘The Bleeding Heart’ and other

poems. I don’t read poetry myself, but genius

ought to be encouraged: the merchant princes

of Italy, you know, patronized it always.” And

he gave a final flourish of the hand, pointing to

a sentimental-looking gentleman, who was lean

ing against a pedestal, and gazing up at a por

trait of Byron. Lucy had never heard of “The

Bleeding Heart,” nor indeed had anybody else

except Mr. Snooks’ acquaintances and certain

trunk-makers; but she was quite awed by thisg

imposing presence.

Lucy was now left, for a few moments, to her

self. Near her were some ladies, who considered

themselves the quintessence of good society.

They shrugged their shoulders and began to

Ihisper,

1:14
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“My dear,” said Lucy’s mother, "the son of

“How odiously vulgar!” said one. “But we i one of the oldest friends of your father wishes

can make a set by ourselves, that’s one comfort.” i to become acquainted with you. Mr. Poultney,

“I've told my girls that they must be very my daughter: Lucy, Mr. Poultney.”

careful who they dance with," remarked an- 2 Mr. Poultney and Lucy were soon in animated

other: “these npstarts are such pushing people. i conversation.

Imagine Arabella, or Clotilde, having a common i “Do you see the two distinguished foreigners
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TWO Milli} DIITIXGUXSHED PORHGNERS.
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ymider‘!" he whispered. “If I am not mis

taken, one of them kept a barber's shop in

New York, and shaved me there, not a year ago.

I Wonder where Mr. Smith picked them up."

“ But are you sure ‘2” asked Lucy, in innocent

surprise. “Mr. Smith himself told me that they

were friends of the count."

“ The count,” said he, “is no more :1 Pole than ‘

I am. I spoke to him in Polish, and he answered g

in the vilest French, with a Milesian accent.” 5

They were still laughing heartily at this, whenMrs. Smith approached.

lww¢~v»1r~u-nrrr¢,¢~e-,-)u,.—~/4'J.r./w/,,//.</,,,w.”,/,,,/,,//,~,1,,,,,1M-”

 

WMW”,,.»

smr’rn’s GREAT PARTY.

MMwsv,’,,.~w~”1A”, /””/,.~-//.~¢_v_v”/,¢,.-,,,,,,~w,\~v

\ yourself.

, , 1,,1” //.~ll¢.~~ .v.v,,,,¢».,,,,,,,~~,MW

  

“My dear Mr. Poultney," she said, “I fear

you find it dull. Pray, let me see you enjoying

Dear Amelia Ann has not yet had

the honor of being presented to you." So say—

ing, she dragged him off.

The dancing now waxed hot and furious. To

cotillioas succeeded waltzes; to waltzes the grand

  

no YOU pour?

polka. Lucy neither waltzed, nor polked, but.

she looked on amused. The three distinguished

foreigners shone brilliantly in the grand polka.

The count especially astonished everybody by

  

TH! COUNT PSRPOBXYFO TB! GRAND POI-IA
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the rigor of his dancing. The chandelier pen- 5

dents jingled in tune, as be stamped up ands

down the room, or whirled Miss Smith franti

cally around.

“I expect, every minute, to hear him whoop,

as he would at Donnybrook fair,” said Mr. Poult

ney, who had again sought Lucy’s side.

When supper was announced, the guests

rushed at it, more like starved wild beasts than

human beings. Such a mob Lucy had never

seen. Mr. Poultney, with difficulty, could get

her through the jam, or obtain anything for her

afterward. The champagne soon ran short, for

  

MR. POCLTNEY AND LUCY LEAVE.

for she looked frightened. “Let me have the

honor of seeing you and Mrs. Darcie home."

So he shawled our heroine as carefully as if

she had been a princess. Nor was it for the last

time. Long ago, indeed, Lucy became Mrs.

Livingston Poultney, and is now confessedly at

“the head of society:” not the “society” of the

\ Smiths, however, but one in which culture takes

ithe place of ignorance, refinement of vulgarity,

i true merit of pretence.

It was well Lucy left when she did. The

"I 5‘7"" “am '1" m“ Egreat party of the Smiths was talked about,

the butler behind the screen—he had been put;
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into knee breeches, in the true English style, for

the occasion—helped himself as freely as he\

helped the guests.

Mrs. Plump was not the only one who achieved g

miracles at eating. The young gentlemen of§

sixteen and eighteen particularly distinguishedg

themselves, crowding to the table, keeping ofi'i

everybody else, breaking up the candy orna-g

ments, and spilling stewed oysters and winei

over the dresses of the ladies. As the viandss

disappeared, the laughter and tattle increased.A Bedlam could not have been noisier. Onei

Miss, hardly yet in her teens, who stood near;

Lucy, declared that she had tasted everything§

on the table, except one of the candied oranges, E

and she was “waiting till Jim Jones,” so shel

elegantly called her cavalier, “brought herjg

!me:" and the individual in question was seen 5, A"

valiantly fighting through the press to reachs *1

it. ‘

¢/¢/

  

“Shall we go ?” said Mr. Poultney to Lucy, TH; cow-r mm“ “- “mm-i
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long afterward, for the uproariousness which \ Count Swindleskenski taught them a lesson they

attended and followed the supper. It was ; have never forgot; for while the count talked to

even whispered, that, when everybody else had 2 Miss Amelia, at the supper table, his two con

gone, Mr. Smith, looking into the dining-room, federates poclteted the silver spoons and forks

discovered Count Swindleskenski, far gone in ‘freely, and disappeared: as, indeed, he would

iuebriety, bowling for more wine. On seeing his 3 have done, if his old weakness, a love of “the

host, the count exclaimed, “In me counthree, dhrop," had not overcome him. But Mrs. Smith,

they’re not so mane of their dhrink, Mr.-—i\lr.— i always indefatigable, has discovered a new ex

Mr. Smithey." On which the host called for the Q pedient to push her way, for she intends, this

police, who discovered, in the count, a famous 3 winter, to invite all the dancing young men “in

pick-pocket and adventurer, but lately discharged l society," whether she knows them or not. “ Most

from the Penitentiary. of 'em will come,” she tells her confidant, “and

Mrs. Smith is still intriguing to “get into the girls will follow, next year, for the women

society;" and still gives grand parties for this always go after the men." A conclusion, from

purpose. But she and her husband no longer which we, as an honest chronicler, are bound to

seek the acquaintance ofdistinguished foreigners. record our dissent.
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FAREWELL.

 

BY MARY R. WILOOX

 

Bnornsnl under other skies For our souls Thou long hast wrought,

Far from ours thy pathway lies; Lnhoring with intensest thought,

Over mountains stern and steep, For our sakes hast meekly borne

Over rivers whlo and deep, Smiling, and rebuke, and scorn.

Through dim forests vast and old, May our dear and blessed Lord

Valleys green and uplands cold. All thy patient toil reward!

Brother! through these paths untried Teacher! Guardian! tried and true,

May our Fnthcr be thy guide! Solemn is our last adieu.

Faron'ell, brother! never more

Shall thy words, as heretofore,

Wheresoevcr thou mayst go

While thou journcyest here below.

WI

 

On our weary spirits fall, May God's presence lead the way.

Soothing, strengthening, cheering all. Fire by night and cloud by day.

Sad will be thy house of prayer, May thy soul in blessings bask,

Sad thy flock, to miss thee there. More than we can think or ask;

Thine were words of truth and grace, Heaven's great peace within thee dwell,

None can ever fill thy place. ; Dearest brother! fare thee well.

 

TO FRANZ.

 

BY LA BELLE RIVIEBE.

 

My hope is gone.

Still angel, lead me to the land of peace!—

Give me oblivion, darkness, rest, release

From this unequal war that will not cease

While the poor heart beats on.

I cannot weep,

For sorrow has expanded all my tears;

I have no anxious doubts, no trembling fears—

Thero is no sunlight in the coming years—

Oh, therefore, let me sleep!

Heaven will attest

That I fought brave]y when the blows fell fast— This flay, 'pirig, this impatient soul

But heart, and hope. and strength have failed at last, T1,,“ spurns the "on fem," a,“ cowl-01.

ThB ilrugglc W“ in "in, “19 Pr!" ll 1°": ' This spark that pants and pinos to fly away

N0! do I “"0" for the Pain 1‘ ‘50", From its poor earth-bound prison-house of clsy_

I only nigh for mt! ’ wan judge it and forgive!

He, who did give
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WHAT A PRETTY LITTLE HAND!

 

BY MARY E. CLARKE.

 

I Al not. a bashful man. Generally speaking, ; its effect, to knocking me down; it took all the

I am fully as confident and forward as most of breath out of me.

my sex. I dress well, dance well, sing tolerably; Q One evening, while there, I was seized with a

I don't tread on lndies’ dresses, when I make my 5 violent headache. I told her I ,was subject to

bow; and I have not the trick of coloring to the i such attacks, and the gipsy, putting on a grave

roots of my hair, when I am spoken to. Yet, Eface, gave me a lecture on the subject of health,

there was one period of my life, when all my E winding up with,

merits seemed to my own eyes insignificant, and “The best thing you can do is to get a wife to

I felt very modest, not to say bashful. It was take care of you, and to keep you from over

when I was in love. Then, I sometimes did not tsludy. I advise you to do it: if you can get

know where to put my hands and feet. Did I g anybody to have you.”

mention that in the said hands and feet consistss “Indeed,” I said, rather piqued, “there are

my greatest beauty? They are both small. gonly too many. I refrain from a selection for

Three years ago, I fell in love. I did notifear of breaking other hearts. How fond all the

walk into it quietly, weighing my idol‘s perfec- i ladies are of me!” I added, conceitedly, “though

nuns against her defects. I fell in, head and g I can’t see that I am particularly fascinating.”

eats, two seconds after the introduction. 3 “Neither can I,” said Susy, with an air of

“Mr. Haynes, Miss Arnold,” said a mutualgperfect simplicity.

friend, and lo! I was desperately in love. She; “Can’t you?” said I. “I hoped—hoped "

was a little fairy-like figure, with long, brown 3 Oh! that dreadfully attentive face of hers.

curls floating over a snowy neck and shoulders, i “That is, Miss Susy, I thought, perhaps—oh!

and falling down on the waist of an enchanting g my head! my head!” and I buried my face in

sky-blue dress. Her large, dark blue eyes were E the cushion.

full of saucy light, yet, oh! how tender and lav-E “Does it ache so very badly ‘1” she asked,

ing they could look. (This I found out later.) ‘ tenderly, and she put her cool little hand in

Ofallthe provoking, tantalizinglittlecoquettes, iamong my curls. I felt the thrill her fingers

that ever teased the heart out of a poor man, gave me, all the way to the toes of my boots.

Susy Arnold was the most bewitching. I would Q My head being really very painful, I was obliged

pass an evening with her, and go home certain g to leave; but, all the way home, the soft, cool

that one more interview would make me the hap- g touch of these little fingers lingered upon my

piest of men; but the next time I met her, a cool % brow.

nod, and indifierent glance, threw down all my k Soon after this, it became necessary for me to

cuties. She Was very cautious. Not a word i leave the city on business. An odor of a lucra<

did she drop to make me believe that she loved tive partnership in the South in the office of a

me; and yet her hand would linger in mine, her , lawyer friend of mine, made me decide to extend

color rise if I looked my feelings, and her eyes a my trip, and see how the “land lay.” One

droop, to be raised again in an instant, full of i thing was certain, I could not leave home, for

laughing defiance. She declared her intention g months, perhaps years, without some answer

to be an old maid most emphatically, and in the i from Susy. Dressed in my most faultless cos

next sentence would add, “I never did love, but i tame, and full of hope, I went to Mr. Arnold’s.

if I should take a fancy to anybody, I should i Susy was in the parlor, at the piano, alone. She

love him like—like a house atire. Though," inodded gayly, as I came in; but continued her

she would say, carelessly, “I never saw anybody 5 song. It was, “I’ve something sweet to tell

yet worth settling my thoughts upon.” ; you."

I tried in a thousand ways to make her betray 5 At the words, “I love you! I adore you!" she

some interest in myself. Propose outright, I t gave me such a glance. I was ready to prostrate

could not. She had a way, whenever I tried it, s myself; but, sweeping back the curls with laugh

ef looking in my face with an air of grave atten- i ing defiance, she warbled, “But I’m talking in

lion, of profound interest, that was equivalent in > my sleep."
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“Then,” I cried, “you love me when youichain, and that the other fell upon the keys,

sleep! May I think so '2" g making, for the first time, a discord.

“Oh! yes, if you choose: for Rory O’Morel “Going away forever?” she said, with a sad

says that dreams go by contraries, you know ” tone, that made my heart throb.

Isat down beside her. “Ah!”Isaid,sighing, “Miss Susy, I hoped you, at least, would

“Rory’s idol dreamed she hated him." miss me, and sorrow in my absence.”

“Yes,” said Susy, “that was the difference She opened her eyes with an expression of

between his case and yours.” profound amazement.

We chatted away for a time. At last I began, “I?”

“Miss Susy, I came up this evening to tell

you that I—I ” absence would grieve you."

How she was listening! A bright thought “Change all your plans?"

struck me: I would tell her of my journey, and '5 “Yes, I hoped—thought ”

in the emotion she was certain to betray, itg Oh! that earnest, grave face. My cheeks

“Yes, it might change all my plans, if my
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would be easy to declare my love. 3 burned, my hands and feet seemed to swell, and

“Miss Susy,” I said, “I am going South to- i I felt cold chills all over me. I could not go on.

morrow." t I broke down for the third time.

She swept her hands across the keys of thel There was an awkward silence. I glanced

piano into a stormy polka. I tried to see her g at Susy. Her eyes were resting on my hand,

face, but her curls fell over it. I was prepared t which lay on the arm of the sofa. The contrast

to catch her, if she fainted, or comfort her, if she l between the black horse-hair and the flesh seemed

wept. I listened for the sobs I fancied the to strike her

nmsic was intended to conceal; but throwing \ “What a pretty little hand!" she said.

back the curls with a sudden toss, she struck the , A brilliant idea passed through my brain,

last chord of the polka, and said, gayly, g “You may have it if you will!" I said, ofl'er

“Going away?” \ ing it.

“Yes, for some months.” i She took it between her own, and, toying with

“Dear me, how distressing! Just stop atflhe fingers, Bald,

Levy‘s, as you go home, and order me somel “May I?"

extra pocket-handkerchiefs for this melancholy l “Yes, if—if you will give me this one," and I

occasion, will you?” raised her beautiful hand to my lips.

“You do not seem to require them," I said, She looked into my face. What she read

rather piqued. “I shall stay some months." there I cannot say; but if ever eyes tried to talk,

“Well, write to pa, won't you? And, if you 5 mine did then. Her color rose, the white lids

get married, or die, or anything, let us know.” ifell over the glorious eyes, and the tiny hand

“I have an offer to be a partner in a law g struggled to free itself. Was I fool enough to

office in Kentucky,” I said, determined to try 3 release it?

her, “and if I accept it, as I have some thoughts g What I said, I know not; but I dare say my

of doing, I shall never return.” 5 wife can tell you. Five minutes later, my arm

Her time did not change. The old, saucy look encircled the brown dress, the brown curls fell

was there, as I spoke; but I noticed that one l: upon my breast, and my lips were in contact

little hand closed convulsively over her watch- 3 with—another pair.
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DY MYRTA MAY.

 

W1!!! the Summer flowers were dying,

And the Autumn flowers were slghlng,

Mournfuliy and low,

Then we left our Lillie sleeping,

Where the willow tree is wet-ping,

And the flowers grow.

There our darling one rcposes

With the blushing summer roses,

She has passed away.

And our hearts are very lonely,

For she saw the first, and only

Link in love’s bright chain;

Yet although on earth ’tis rlven,

Soon in yonder glorious Heaven

’Twill be joined agniul

Where the violets are springing,

And the woodland birds are singing,

All the summer day,

W1~M1~»~1'11,~



"IN THE BITTER COLD.”

 

BY FRANK LEE BINEDICT.

 

“AND you never knew that your husband had ; given the undivided devotion of her woman’s

been engaged to anybody else? Pcrhapslought i heart to meet with this reward. and to know

not to have spoken, but it is such an old story i that she must be satisfied therewith! But she

that it never occurred to me it could be news to i gave no expression to those feelings, and sat

you. I have not hurt your feelings, have I?" l wailing to hear what her companion might next

The listener shook her head; for the moment 3 relate, what other firm life-hope was to be torn

she could not trust her voice to speak. E away by the utterance of a single careless word.

"I don’t think you seem well, Margaret; yout “You are not annoyed by all this, are you,

looked pale when I first came into the room." ; Margaret?”

“I am well, quite well,” she said, faintly. "No," she replied, in a voice which only be

“But you did not tell me your story connectedly. traycd her repressed emotion by its peculiar

Mr. Hope was engaged." \ gentleness; “I am very glad to have heard it—

“Of course, my dear; no doubt of that. He : it was best every way."

had been spending the winter South, and he met 3 “I dare say it was; now you will know pre

this .‘tiiss Melville—a beautiful girl she was, and i cisely how to manage—only if Arthur ever

2:: rich; What brplke off the atfai; lleylerétflrlelamcd ofiny telling you he would be fright

w, u we were a sorry, 1 seeme JUS e § u y angry.

match for him-beauty and wealth. Not that IE “Have no fear; I shall never speak of it to

care now, you know, Margaret, for you are a i him.”

nice little thing; but I own at the time I did foeli “That is right! He is very kind—he told me

provoked to see my cousin take up with such aihe was going to have a governess for your

sickly-looking body as you were when I first saw g nephew; the care of him and your baby was too

you.” d \Emuch for you—I am sure you both humor the

“I had suffered so much," Margaret sai ,iboy to death.”

"and I never was handsome,” she added, mourn- g “He was my only sister‘s child," Margaret

fully. i said, firmly, “and when she died he became

“Oh, beauty isn't as much imine; while I have a crust of bread he shall

“I know, I know! I was poor, and that is , share it.”

\
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worse than a misfortune, it is a crime." “Ch, of course, I haven’t a word to say against

"Oh, Margaret, I am sure I have said nothing it! But isn’t that the baby I hear? I won’t keep

to deserve so bitter a speech.” you—good-night, I shall see you soon again.”

“Was it bitter? I am sorry, I did not meani Mrs. (Ehilton went out of the room and left

it to be so. But I should like to hear something i Margaret IIope sitting alone in the grey of the

more of this Miss Melville." - gathering twilight. The girl crouched down

“Oh, it is not easy to explain! She was very \ into her chair, clasping her hands tightly to

proud and impetuous, and Arthur was not patient l gether, and trembling in every limb from the

in those days! I suppose there was some little 3 chill which had fallen upon her heart.

misunderstanding which ended in a rupture.” E Only a year before Margaret had become the

“Have you ever heard that this was the case?" Q wife of Arthur Hope: a year in which had been

“No—not in so many words—one gathers i concentrated much happiness, disturbed only by

those things one scarcely knows how. Arthur g the wayward fancies that she had at times con

lookod [ale and sad for some time: but he seems Q jured up to mar her own quiet. Mr. Hope had

very happy at present; I am sure I am glad that 5 become acquainted with her only a few months

it is so. To be sure, he conceals his feelings before their marriage, during a season of much

wonderfully always—that is a peculiarity of our suffering, when she saw her fortune wrested from

family—still I have no doubt that he is quite her by distant relatives, and herself and little

contented.” nephew left in absolute poverty.

Contented! How Margaret. Hope’s whole soul Then in the midst of her anguish came Arthur

his in rebellion at the word! She, who had § Hope. and before she had recovered from the

For. xxxv.-2 25
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painful, dream-like state of feeling which suc- ( “You must be quiet," she said, when he began

ceeds acute suffering, she found herself his wife. i to talk, “I cannot hear you now.”

There followed long weeks of happiness, for g The child looked wonderingly in her face, and

Margaret truly loved her husband, and his man- 5 then stole away into a corner of the room intimi

ng h:r,.tltt0ug:t allsalys ttqzict, vzasf f'llltlld ofgdated by that strange severity. Margaret was

a ec tona e tn eres . eng. a sor o s a ow t not even aware that she had 5 oken to him, and

crept between them, which threatened wholly to sat engrossed by her painful thoughts.

blot out their sunshine. Margaret was exacting At length her husband’s step sounded upon

and jealous, though she made no complaints. 5 the stair, chilling her very heart as she listened.

Mr.dHolpe glove;- lknew what wlps passlilng in !he; i h“;fll in the dark, Margaret,” he said, opening

min , at 0 et at times t at a c ange a ,t e oer; “shallIrin forli hts'!"
come over both, and strove in vain to assign a \ “If you choose," shsc repliil. coldly.

cause for the alteration. Margaret was morbidly \ When the lamps were brought, he stooped for

sensitive in regard to pecuniary affairs, and her i a moment over the child, then seated himself at

pride suffered intolerably at the thought of the l a table to read some letters.

obligations under which Mr. Hope had placed a “He does not even notice that I am suti‘ering,"

her, for every debt of her mother's had been i thought Margaret, and her heart grew hard.

paid outlof hts own fortunz. hThe slightest cosh g h Asudden exclamation from her husband caused

uess in HS manner cause or pain, an as is: er to turn toward him. When he can ht her
was a sensitive, uncommunicative nature, shegeye he strove to appear calm, but she hgad dis

found a thousand trifles over which to make her- g tinctly heard the smothered expression of pain,

self wrletohed fogddtltlys. lAdsinglc susplicion ofSzliznd spw hisd features wol:king with agitation.

her fee ings wou ave e 0 an exp anationl ut s to ma e no remar , and Mr. Ho e sat

on Mr. Hope’s part, but he never dreamed of her % leaning his head upon his hand in deep thEughL

sufferings. and so the shadows darkened impcr- When the bell rang for dinner, he rose and

ceptibly around them. turned toward her.

A few weeks before Margaret had become a “That was the hell. I think?”

mother, and in the engrossing cares of maternity, “I am not going down to dinner,” she replied.

she forgot, for a little time, the thousand fancied “Are you ill ‘3” he asked, anxiously.

annoyances which had caused her so much pain. “There is nothing the matter, but I do not.

But now a sudden reality was given to her doubts 5 wish any dinner.”

—Mr. Hope had married her from pity, while his l He urged her for several moments, and then

heart was another's. Tho thoughtless gossip of left the room. When he returned he was dressed

Mrs. Chilton, a silly, frivolous woman, had de- 5 to go out

stroyed the happiness of that wayward, but high- i "I may not be in till late, Margaret," he said,

minded girl, and there was no power to remedy i "do not sit up for me. Good-night, dear.”

the evil. He kissed the child, and would have pressed

There Margaret sat in the solitude of her his lips to hers, but she resolutely turned away

' chamber, almost maddened by the tide of jeal- her head. He re arded her for a moment with

ous bitterness which dcsolated her soul.. All was a surprised, paincfl look, and went away. She

h

6
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explained now; Mr. Hope‘s coldness, his sad, 3 card the hall door close behind him, and for the

gentle manner: he did not love her, she was an rst time gave way to a burst of tears.

alien from his heart, a burthen in his home. $ “Mammal” exclaimed the boy.

Her first impulse was to leave the house forever, § “Are you here still?" she said. “Go to bed

it seemed impossible for her to remain there g at once.”

another hour, to meet again as her husband the i “Has Willie been naughty?" he pleaded, “he

man who had made her his wife only from feel- iis very sorry."

ings of commiseration. i “No, no; good-night—God bless my boy."

The crying of her child roused her from those § She rang the bell and gave both children to

harrowing reflections, and she went into the l the nurse. As she returned to her seat, she saw

inner apartment where it lay. She took up the a paper lying upon the floor and picked it up_

infant and returned to the sitting~room, hushing i it was the letter her husband had been reading,

it to rest. again with her soothing voice. While 5 Even at that moment Margaret would not have

the babe slumbcred upon her knee, the little boy been guilty of the meanness of looking at it, but,

stole into the chamber, and crept to her side with g her eye fell upon a name—it was Miss Melville’s

the confiding air which her gentleness had made i -—-and she road the lines.

habitual with him. i " It seems that your particular friend, George
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Anderson, is to marry your old flame, Julia Mel- i and found the place desolate. He could obtain

ville—so goes the world. They say you married i no clue to his wife’s departure—the only trace

to annoy her—is she returning the compliment?” % of her was a note upon his dressing-table.

The sheet fell from her hand—this was that
K I I -“use of Mr. Hope,s agitation—he had left meg ‘ I have left your house forever, henceforth

. . . \we must be as dead to one another. Do not

house in order to conceal his sufl'erlng. ‘

“What fight had he to many may, 'he ex_ gsearch for me, it would be in vain. Be happy

chimed! indignanuy_ “Then it mm to revenge g in your own way, and forget eveiilthe existence

himself upon that girl—cowardly traitorl~and I E o A ABGABBT'

have loved this mam” He sank into a seat completely unmanned by

When he? husblml entered 1116 Chamber in“! a blow so unexpected and terrible. Beside Mar

in the evening she seemed asleep, for he nd- 3 garet’s note lay a folded paper which he opened

dressed her and she returned no nnswer- BnlEengerly-it was the letter that contained the

all night long she lay listening to his irregular i allusion to Miss Melville’s former engagement

breathing, and many times caught a low sigh, with himself.

which proved that he was wakeful as herself. A perception of the truth dawned upon him;

The next morning Mr- Hope rose early, nnd i that letter, or some exaggerated and untruthful

when Margaret woke from the uneasy slumber Q account, had been the cause of Margaret‘s leav

into which she had fallen after daybreak, he was E ing his house.

standing by the bedside in a traveling dress. a How much unhappiness a false, artful woman

"I am obliged to leave town for a few days, I had wrought for him. He had met Miss Mel

)lsrgaret,” he said; “the business is urgent, and i ville several years before, while he was a very

[knew nothing of it until last night.” iyoung man, and had been fascinated by her

That letter was the cause of this sudden jour- i beauty and manner. She was a bold, unscru

ney—Margsret felt certain of it, and her grief l pulous woman, who had passed beyond her girl

gaveuwayutzra sootgfmstony ipdigpntiph: h §hood,t:nd. had ligfthihertz1 Every relic (I): tyotuth

‘- yo e g once W1 no rise,”s (her on usinsm. 0 an esigmng, s e e er

said, coldly, and when he kissed her farewell, § mined from the first to secure so rich a prize as

her lips rculifnsd no kilnldlykpgessure. Mr. Hope i Mr. Hope, and she nearly succeeded. Fortu

pansed att e car an 00 e back—he seemed\nately for him, circumstances disclosed her

;bout to Zpelzik, then checking himself, regarded g treachery before he had gone too for to retreat,

is wife xe ly for an instant, and with a sor- 2 and he left her forever.

rowful gesture passed out of the room. g Several years passed before he even again

All that day Margaret was alone, and in a E thought of love, and when he met Margaret Fos

state .of excitement which was little less than i ter, with her pale, still loveliness, and her shy,

insanity. She was convinced that her husband i proud manner, it. was a new revelation of the .

had loved Miss Melville, and that in a moment i so; to him. He loved her devotedly, and it was

of anger he had married another. The weight i that feeling only which prompted him to make

of obligation which had always weighed heavily g her his wife.

on Margaret’s soul could no longer be borne. 5 Mr. Hope had one serious fault which had

There was only one thing to be done—sheiaided much in bringing upon him that great

must go away forever. She would not remain S misery—he never confided to any his real feel

:ndcr libs]: roofLwthlilch £001]? i‘ilelvfrhagain :eha g ings. Brought up by a stern, harsh father, who

one er. 0 er us an e appyi e zlooked upon any outbreak of enthusiasm as an

could; and she felt a bitter satisfaction at her 5 actual crime, and regarded an imaginative child

own desolation. _ :grnuch in the same light as our forefathers did

She had in her possession a few hundred dol- 5 those possessed of a devil, Arthur had learned

lars, realized from the sale of some valuables, 'gto appear cold and unsympathizing, though he

which Mr. Hope had insisted upon her retaining 5 had a kind heart, full of generous impulses and

"lb" 0'11; a!" lime Plum"!e Would serve; nny- § feelings. And so, even in his afl'ection, Arthur

thing, beggary itself, would be more endurable 3 Hope could not be demonstrative. When the

then that luxurious home. g thousand tender follies of a lover rose to his lips,

On the evening of that terrible day, Margaret his father's bitter laugh seemed ringing in his

Hnpe stole out from the shelter of her husband’s ear to check them; when in conversation he

reef. and with those two helpless children went would have indulged in the fanciful theories and

forth into the wide world. ‘ comparisons peculiar to an imaginative mind,

Three dnys after, Mr. Hope returned home \’ the recollection of the biting sarcasm which of
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old had so lacerated his feelings kept him silent, § nervous fever, which prostrated her for several

and he appeared cold and reserved when his weeks. She was forced to have attendance, and

heart was most interested. gthe only person to be found was a. woman re—

So it easily happened that Miss Melville‘s E commended by her physician, a good-natured

name had never been uttered by him, though g soul, but whose rough kindness annoyed Mar

the thought of her brought no pain. That letter 3 garet as much as the doctor's prying curiosity.

had filled him with great anxiety on account of S So the winter wore on wrctchedly enough, and

the friend whom he truly loved, and the sudden i when spring came, Margaret found that her little

journey was undertaken to preserve him from i fund had dwindled almost to nothing.

the misery which must result from a marriago§ She made an effort to start a school, but she

like that. Q was too shy to get along easily with the villagers,

Mr. Hope had saved his friend, but returned i they thought her very proud and extremely mys

to find his own life darkened forever. 3 terious—only hoped there was nothing wrong

Thus two beings of like sympathies, loving l about her, but they had their doubts! Still she

each other fondly, and with every prospect of E succeeded in obtaining a small class of children,

happiness, had been separated by the faults g and did her best by them, but the employment

which had grown up in their natures from the l was anything but lucrative. One woman sent

effects of false teachings. A single idle word ‘ her a pan of doughnuts by way of compensation,

had served to do this, and now they were far 2 and several of the others forgot to pay her at

asunder, each forced to bear in solitude that i all, nor could Margaret summon resolution sufli

weight of wretchedness. cient to refresh their flagging memories.

Mr. Hope’s search for his wife was vain, and Now the winter was upon her, cold and terrible.

he was forced to settle down in his lonely home, 3 Had the neighbors known of her actual sufferings

maddened by the thought of the sufl'ering those E they would gladly have aided her, but they had

dear ones must endure, and the bleak future g grown to M'Oid her entirely, and she sometimes

which stretched out before him. 5 did not leave the house for days. Often the little

So a year passed, a long, terrible year, the E boy cried for food, and she had not enough to

remembrance of which would have cast a shadow t satisfy him, but still she did not WhOlly despair,

over a whole after-life of happiness, and once 2 she must bear up for the sake of those children.

more winter was at hand. § Late in December the rent fell due, and the land

Margaret had taken refuge in a small village g lord was punctual to the moment.

in the interior of Pennsylvania, a spot so eemote l “Well, Mrs. Moulton," he said, abruptly en

from the highways of travel that it seemed to g teriug. “have you got any money for me?"

ofi‘er every security she could desire. In thei Margaret trcmblingly told him of her poverty,

outskirts ofthe village stood an old brown house E and begged him to wait for a little time; at first.

, rapidly going to ruin, so dilapidated and deso-ghe would not consent, but at length he said

late, that for several years no tenant for it. could § that in ten days he would come again.

be found. The proprietor was a. miscrly man, 5 “That’ll be the day before New-Year‘s, ma’am,

who took every advantage of Margaret’s ignor- > and it' you haven't got the cash ready, why you

ance of business to make extortionate demands. 2 must make tracks, that’s all."

So in that old house she arranged her home. Margaret scarcely remembered the menace, for

It was a dreary place enough, and she had been her babe was ill, and every thought was devoted

gently bred. There were a thousand petty to it.

details to irk her; the furniture which she had The days passed on, and their misery had

been able to purchase was of the coarsest kind, reached the climax—there was nothing left but

and the labor of the little household was per- beggary or death. It wasthe last day of the year,

formed by her own hands. § and to Margaret there remained neither flour nor

To avoid discovery she had taken her mother's E wood. The little boy cried with hunger and cold,

name, and her dress led those about her to sup» and the infant slept upon her bosom moaning

pose that she was a widow; there was no mockery g with pain even in its slumber.

in her assumption of that garb—had she bent in k The day were on, and there was no hope of

anguish over her husband’s grave, her heart 3 relief. Margaret sank down in her misery“

would have been less widowed than now. terriblethoughts of suicide came over her—death

After a short time the little boy fell ill, and a for her and these infants would be a blessing;

she was kept in constant attendance upon him Q but she was still sane enough to put by the idea.

for many days and nights. When he had re-i It was growing evening, and the fire had died

covered, suffering and fatigue threw her into a l to a few faint embers. Margaret felt the babe
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growing cold upon her breast, and that gave her ; “Oh, you would not drive me away now—you

a little energy. She broke to pieces a wooden i must be human! To-morrow will be the first

stool, and kindled a flame with it, wrapped her~ 2 day of the New Year—would you leave a memory

self in a coarse cloak that still remained, and sat like that to haunt you?"

down, holding the child, while the boy crouched t “Don’t attempt that sort of thing, it’s all no

close to her side. use. Up with you, I say, and be off!”

Suddenly there was the tramp of a horse—it He forced her out of the chair, and pushed

paused before the house. Margaret knew that her toward the door with coarse imprecations.

the moment had come. \ Margaret ceased to struggle—she uttered no

The outer door opened, and the landlord S word, but still holding the babe to her breast,

entered, mufl‘led to the chin. Sand the boy still clinging to her robe, allowed

raw 5_ _ \ '
ell, Mr Moulton, here I am you see. [shim to thrust her along. He pushed them out

expect you are gomg to square accounts and give t upon the steps, and the door closed clangtng.

me a supper into the bargain?” 3 She heard him nailing fast the windows and

Margaret had not stirred from her seat; she 3 doors, and in a few moments he appeared. He

felt no dread, though the boy was crouching ingfastened a placard upon the fence, and then

fear to her side, but she was past that. § turned toward her.

" Indeed, sir,” she said, lifting her dreary gaze E “If you are seen round these premises to-mor

to his face, “I have not a penny of money, nor t row morning, I’ll find those thst’ll clear you out,"

have I tasted food since last night.” E be said; “remember, I am a man of my word!"

“Hey day! a fine story; and what are you He got into his sleigh and drove off; the echo

going to do about paying your debts?” died in the distance: there was no sound but

“Have a little mercy—for these children’s the moan of the wind and the low wail of the

sake do not be too hard upon me—at least let us child.

die here!” m h The snow was falling rapidly, and out like ice

“Don‘t ta to me! W y, you’ve got a bigger '- upon her bare forehead. She dragged her

fire than I’d think of having. Hallo! if you i self along a short distance from the house, and

ain't burning up the furniture for fear I'll seize S sank down against a high fence. A paper was

it! Why, you wretched, abominable woman!" grattling in the wind—it was the announcement

"I couldn‘t see these children freeze! Oh, l of the coming sale of her furniture.

think what your own feelings would be to heari "Momma, mammal” pleaded the boy, “do

your babes cry with cold and hunger, and not 11 § speak to me! I don’t mind the cold; but it

morsel to give them!” g seems as if you were dead.”

~~I‘eople shouldn'thave children unless they’re ; “Yes, Willie, yes," she said, faintly, “mamma

able to support them. No, ma’am, out of this i is here."

you shall go! I shouldn't wonder if you hadg “Can’t you walk, momma? Do try! Some

plenty of money—you only want to get rid of s body’ll let us stay in their house, I know they

paying your debts.” l will.”

“Do I look like it?” she exclaimed, throw- \ “It’s of no use,” murmured Margaret, “it will

ing back the hood of her cloak, and exposing her i soon be over—very soon!"

pale, famine-stricken face. “Take all there is \ She was so weak and exhausted that the cold

in the house, but leave us the shelter of this 2had taken an almost instantaneous efi'ect upon

roof for a few days longer.” \ her; the blood in her veins seemed congealed to

“Take all there is? Of course I shall—it’s ice: yet, in spite of all, a strange drowsiness

mine by right; but I don‘t want any of the live , which she could not overcome, stole over her.

stock with it, so you must pack!" "'‘ "Mammal mamma. cried the boy again.

“Not to-night—oh, my God—not to-night! His voice of agony brought her back to hor~

Hear the wind—you would not murder us!” self. She opened her eyes and looked round.

“Go and beg-anybody’ll let you sleep in “Yes, Willie, yes!"

their barn—but I’ve been so cheated that you “Come, momma, do come!"

needn't expect any mercy from me.” She strove to rise, but fell back upon the

“Just to-night? We will go in the morning, ground. The snow was sifting heavily upon

but wait till then.” their garments, and each instant the wind in

“I won’t wait a moment! Come, you’ve got 5 creased in force, till it threatened to overwhelm

your cloak on and are ready to start—you ought g them in the gathering drifts.

to be obliged to me for leaving you a rag to wear. Margaret’s senses began to forsake her— she

Out with you, I say!" heard strange voices in the beating storm—her
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pain began to be less felt—the cries of her in- ~ He clasped her in his arms and his kisses on

fant were scarcely heard. her cold lips brought consciousness back.

“Mammal” said the boy again, and more "Arthur!" she whispered, “Arthur!” ~the

faintly, “I’m not quite so cold—the snow will chilled blood rushed to her heart again, dispell

oover us up and we can sleep." ing the lethargy which had stolen over her; but

“No, no," she groaned, “we must not sleep. Ethe sudden reaction was too much for her weak

Come, Willie—come—we will go. I can walk i frame, and she sank insensible in his arms.

now, indeed I can!" 5 Mr. Hope called to the driver for aid, and they

Again that fearful struggle—that clinging to bore the three back to the house. An entrance

life that gives unnatural strength to the weakest s was speedily efi‘ected, Margaret and her children

frame; but it was all in vain—once more she fell l laid upon the bed, while they lighted the tire,

back, and this time she knew that it was ap- ibreaking up the furniture in the most pitilcss

IIII‘IIII-rllrr-

preaching death. , way, and kindled a blaze, such as had not

After that there were but few words spoken— § warmed the old hearthstone for years.

they were beyond complaints. E Mr. Hope ordered the man to return to the

“Mammal” said the boy again, “I‘m sleepy g nearest tavern for food and wine. Very soon

now—very sleepy!" and this time she scarcely S the driver came back.

comprehended the horror in his words. i Before the wife recovered from that long

There was a jingle of bells in the distance, but g swoon, the children had been quieted, and the

Margaret did not heed, though they startled the i old kitchen wore an air almost of comfort.

boy from his stupor. When Margaret came to herself she was in a

“The bells, mamma, the bells!" low chair by the fire, the little boy holding the

A sleigh whirled swiftly in sight, coming from child at her feet, her husband's arms about her

the opposite direction, and paused before the p waist, and his eyes fixed tenderly upon her face.

house. A gentleman sprang out, and ran up thei “Isn’t it a dream?" she cried, wildly; “tell

stops, knocking impatiently at the door, but \ me—do speakl’

there was only a hollow echo in response. uIt is real, Margaret—I have found you again

“It’s for us!” cried the boy, trying to rise, i—in a few moments you will leave this place for

but his numbed limbs would scarcely support i ever. Oh, Margaret, how could you doubt me

him, and he could only drag himself feebly along; i so cruelly ‘3"

“Here we are, sir, if you want us—mamma, Sitting in the firelight he told his tale, and

baby, and 1!” Margaret clung to him in mingled love and self

The man turned quickly at the voice, and reproach.

hastened toward the child, catching him up in a “And you forgive me?” she said.

close embrace. “It was not your fault," he answered, “nor

“It’s papa!" he exclaimed, “it’s papa!" mine—we have snifered for the errors of those

He pointed to the spot. where Margaret was 2 who guided our early youth—let us take warn

lying, and their preserver rushed toward them, ging lest we likewise peril the happiness of these

“ Margaret—wife!" cried a voice that reached Q little ones.”

the sufl'erer. So the warmth stole back to Margaret’s heart,

“I am dreaming,” she muttered; “this is land the light to her soul—the unwavering day
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death!” 5 of perfect trust and love which could never again

“No, no; it is real! See, Margaret, it is 1— be dimmed.

your husband!" 2

THE FAIRY RING OF HOME.

r—

RY MISS ELIZABETH MILLER.

 

On! sigh not for the lofty halls,

Where wealth and splendor reign;

For statned niche, or frescoed walls,

0r fashion’s lordly train:

Though oft for gentle kindness sake,

We bid those gay ones come,

They often break, but never make

The fairy ring of homel

Though low the cottage walls may be,

Thy hopes may further fly;

And unto thine and unto thee

The heavens may be as nigh.

And well 'twill be, if hearts that love,

Crowd every nook and room,

So from such love. thou ne'er mayst rove,

This fairy ring of homo!
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BEAUTIES AND BEAUTY.

 

BY MBHITABLE HOLYOKI.

 

“Good,-—qualifyl There were but one or two

of my set, and it is no boast to say I excelled

them; so Iwas like a bee in a pot of honey,

“Ah, forgive me! These perplexing cases smothered with sweets, and, at last sated. I

draw us, unconsciously, into habits of abstrac~ -, was but a briefless barrister all this while, poor

tion.” ‘- as well as fickle, and the thought of marriage,

“Can you look in my eyes and declare you 2 had it once entered my head, would have been

were dreaming of a case at law ?” g dismissed as insane. So, at least, I said to my

“Let me try. I’ll suppose you a widow, with S self now and then; you know thoughts enter our

eight small children, and an estate to be ad- g head sometimes, and our hearts, whose presence

“80 the dream is ended, judge!"

“What dream?”

“Yours.”
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ministered. The dear departed never deluded 5 we do not acknowledge: they should be dismissed,

you. I give it upI—I was dreaming of love.” i must be, when fairly detected; but oh, they are

i precious!

“One day, your brother George—it was about

the time of his ordination and marriage—under

life's delight, my cousin! Lizzie. go ask your 4 took to exercise his skill in sermonizing on my

mother if my valise will be ready Within an hour. t luckless self. His firstly, was my idle, aimless

She may need your assistance.” Slife, you may be sure; his secondly, my oppor

As his daughter left the apartment, Judge tunities, capacities, all that—his words have

Wilson looked at, her thoughtfully, \ proved prophetic, more than Innticipated; his

“Lizzie is growing up a fine girl-she will be i thirdly, was the influence of women; fourth, the

beautiful, notwithstanding her mother " 5 peace and bliss of married life; fifth, the joy of

“Oh, Ilarryl—Susan is such a dear, bright, ghome, and so on, to ninth and nincteenthly. I

genial, self-forgetful soul.” ‘laughed, contradicted, argued, and believed. I

HGo on forever adding epithet, to epithet, and i had felt it all before, but not so deeply. I now

you cannot overpraise her; yet my wife is not i went home 10 madimle

handsome—never was; that nose " “How ditferent things are as our moods

“Makes the heaviest shadow in your lot, I do g change! New and marvellous meanings attach

believe. Will you never outgrow your boyish t themselves to familiar objects—we discern a

devotion to beauty?” §meaning where once there was only a form. I

“We do not outgrow our tastes, cousin; we 5 was in Boston with the bridal party, and in leav—

only learn to distinguish between genera and 3 ing George's Hotel that evening, looked up at the

species, names and things; and this brings me 3 houses all alike, all blocked together, and for

back to my dream. Did I ever tell you how I E the first time thought of them as homes. Did

chanced to marry Susan Gladstone?” gyou ever allow that fancy to run wild in some

“No, I supposed in my simplicity you married s strange city, or street? Bright romances and

her because she was willing to accept you.” 3 mournful tragedies I wove, and the tragedies all

“Tone-by as ever on the woman question. Let proceeded from aimless, unmated existence.

me relate, then, how one of the high celestial- 3 “To marry either of the Milford girls was not

half of humankind was led to smile on me.” ipossible, I liked them all too well, should be

“That is more modest.” thinking sometimes that. the wrong one accepted

“In my youth I was in love with every pretty me. I would make a choice from among my city

face, high and low, white and brown—every g friends; there was little Eudora Stanmore, a pet

phase of prettiness attracted me—you smile— E of mine in her school days—as lovely and un

you remember it. There were few young men 5 worldly as a vision. Stanmore, Stanmore. I

in our town of Milford.” i darted into an apothecary's, seized a directory:

“Few so attractive as Harry Wilson: that is, i ‘Leonard Stanmore, house in Mt. Vernon street,’

so handsome, obliging, agreeable, so idle, care- § that was strange. Eudora‘s father had not. been

less, altogether suited for a ladies’ man.” i wealthy; ‘he was now,’ the clerk said, 'laald made

“Love? A Judge of Probate—married these

fifteen years?"

"Yet not so antiquated—not untitted yet for
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32 BEAUTIES AND BEAUTY.

a large fortune in leather, lived in fine style.’ I 3 on me, that was plain; I could love her, oh, to

did not care, the sweet girl was not spoilable. I E distraction!

found the mansion. ‘Miss Eudora,’ the ser- i “I went a third time, still on a cold November

vant said, ‘was out; no, ill—indisposed.’ I did g day. A child was on the door step She said,

at like his tone, he was lying, I thought; but l ‘Sister Eudora. was at home, oh, yes, I could go

went back to my lonely room. a in. She would lead me—they had such a famous

l‘I called again, ‘Was it Mr. Wilson? Yes, Eboudoir, and Dora was having seven dresses cut.

she was in. I could walk to the parlor.’ There 3 I needn’t wait, she knew Dora would see me, she

is such a difference in houses. As Dr. P ihad heard her tell her mamma as much.’

observed, the other day, there arq some, intot “I followed, wondering how oflen this seven

which, if you lift the roof off you cannot force g fold replenishment of dress must occur along the

the light, and air, and sunshine; if you crowd i future, in order to keep my beauty beautiful.

them with people, you cannot make any two feel , “I had blundercd in following the child—it

near each other; if you make them resound with was all wrong, unpardonable, but I stood at. the

voices and clang of instruments, you cannot have i boudoir door as one spell-bound; such a chaos

mirth or music. Other houses there are, very g of disorder, and, yes, dirt, as overspread the fine

bare of luxuries, the inmates lead laborious lives, l tapestry carpet! Two sewing-women sat among

with cares, and losses, and sorrows falling thick g chests and trunks pulled at. all possible angles;

upon them; yet they are free and content, glad t and open drawers and boxes, heaps of cloth, rib

and thankful—the sunshine that pierces their § bon, papers, flowers—so far I could have for

little window falls straight into a loving, rejoicing E given: but on a rug directly in front of the fire,

heart—tho song of bird, or ripple of brook, amidst rubbish of which she made a part, sat.

their grateful spirits seize, and echo, and mag- g mySivine Eudora, pale and pcevish, her hair

nify, till their lives are filled, and overflow with , b111- ed away from her forehead in most unbe

harmonics. Now, the home of Eudora Stanmore 3 coming fashion, and eyes red from the last night s

was magnificent, but it wanted the homo-charm. gdissipation. llcr dress was a silk, all frilled

There seemed a mildew in the air, the mirrors z along the skirt, but soiled, and minus one sleeve,

did not look as if they had ever reflected happy 5 while remains ofthe other lingered—cutoff slant

fhces, all was cold and calm as a cathedral. But E wise at her elbow—I have a good memory. Some

it was in the state-parlor Iwaitcd, and the chilly g visions make a very dazzling, deep impression.

November weather might have added to this (Cousin, I left her there, reading a novel, and

gloom. She appeared, the school-girl, grown a , have never seen her since. The child, with a

woman, a city belle, yet fascinating as ever, and § child‘s quick instinct, saw that we were wrong,

far lovelier. I did not like the elaborateness of Q and led me away whispering, ‘Don't ever, ever

her dress, the thin, flounced, furbelowcd fabric, Etell of it, sister would be so angry, she would

evidentlyjust assumed, and in which she shivered i throw a candlestick at me as she did at Nora

as she enterpd thedgloomy rooIm.l d‘She was glad i wlien'—I hushed her, I had enough of family

to see me,’ s ic sai ; ‘wasn’t g a to see her so Q secrets.

improved ‘7’ her eyes said, and there was some- i “That love went out like a candle in my heart.

thing fascinating in the question. She conversed l Winning Eudora, I should have won beauty at,

With a fluency and appropriateness of which I i the expense of everything beautiful in life—yes,

had no; supppscd bar capable, of old times and i that love went out like a. candle. I thought of

new, 0 coun ry an .01iylll‘c, of city pleasures, Emy pleasant bachelor home, my own neat rooni

tlietptreil opeIra, parties, walks, rides, drives; g with stocks of cigar-boxes, the India matting

an w en turned to city duties, met me -. half covered by the heavy rug, of the books and

there again, with topics of philanthropy, taste, “my chair, and the fire-place wide enough for

science, art: even passing questions of politics g me, and the pleasant confusion of papers, tools,

and law this young girl handled with consum— l smoking-cap, boot-jack—a hundred things on

matilslziilé 1 th t 1d b h § which I could lay my hand at an instant's thought.

“ u e t a same mi ew a out or speech, I resolved to return to Milford.

it was‘learnt for an occasion and retailed for dis- 3 “One last call I had to make: it was on an old

play, it had not the sweet spontaneousness of g friend. You smile, ay, it was on Susan Gladstone,

iliner toallk :irottllrp daysi1 If: (it: not seem open- g my best wife} She had grown homely who was

g l _ 0 one 0 er, at playing at a $ never beautiful; she had a care-worn look,

gzigpzlywltlsearépiefd yei, Ih th‘oiugh: thi: E for lierfifamil‘yi were poor, and struggling to re~

ion, s on no W18 ttain a no 0t mansion in the suburbs. But 1

her perfect, I could mend all in time. She smiled i could not slight an old acquaintance in adver
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sity; and set forth for Broadhall one evening, 5 Fred in his sum, to bend over poor Kate, whom

the coldest, dreariest yet: it had rained for three s the composition sorely puzzled, and clear away

days, the roads were muddy, doors cranked, E her difliculty by a sensible word or two, or a

gates clung together, lights burnt dimly, oh, it E question or two. Then she came to the fire,

was dolorous‘. 5 and while conversing with me out colored papers

“I did not. wait, nor was I led into a state- g for Frank, and gave most judicious advice with

parlor at the Gladstones, nor did I find splendor Q regard to the construction of his kite.

and company-manners. The family were nssem- 5 “No, cousin, they did not impose upon Sue’s

bled in the good old sitting-room, at table, sec- 3 good-nature: it was her way to help every one,

mtary, and fireside; big logs were blazing in the i to make every one feel dependent on her. I’m

chimney, and lent their glow to the furniture, \ not ashan'fed to tell you that I cannot take a

and curtains of red moreen, or of bright new 2 journey, or dress, or entertain visitors, or say

chintz. Many ornaments were about the room, 3 my prayers without her assistance. What should

all cheap or of home manufacture; the goodiI do if she died?—beoome another man, with

engravings on the walls were framed in paper; humbler endowments, less power, loss enjoy

the books were on shelves of pine adorned with \ meat. She keeps my heart calm and my brain

leather work, some vases were filled with green \ clear; it is her sweet way of asserting woman’s

leaves and berries, a few flowers stood in one— i right, she works through all others, but she

and a fine large pot of English Ivy draperied a 2 Works right bravely and well.

corner of the apartment with its fresh sprays of “My story is ended. Another lamp was kin

green; the pot I observed was a grape-jar, , dled that evening, and all the winds of earth

painted to imitate an Etruscan vase. 2 have not extinguished, nor made its light wane

“Mr. Gladstone, the picture of happy old age, yet. I saw in vision a beautiful home, a bean

sat by his fireside in a chair of his children's tiful life, and dear Sue has helped me find them

covering, in slippers of their working; whileSboth I cannot think of her as unlovely, for

Sue, at the table, was writing 05 long lists of g wherever she goes she hears a blessed, peaceful,

names from his bank-books, and filling out cir- t genial atmosphere: in her presence beauty is

culars. Her mother was knitting beside her, Ssure to look more beautiful, and wit to flow

Fred was studying his lesson, Fanny dressing 0. i more freely, and music to sound more sweet,

doll; Kate sat at the secretary puzzling over a l and laughter has a merrier ring, and the very

composition, Frank was kneeling on the hearth- i lamps burn brighter when she comes! I was

rug, composing—a kite. I can see them all now! i dreaming of love, of home-joys, home-content.

Fred is a lawyer, Fan a wife, Kate an authoress, ; I tell you, cousin, these true homes are a typo

Frank a sea captain; but I see them all, and Sue, §nnd foretaste of heaven, and beauty is but an

with her big nose, her dear, good face, in their * outward expression of that which grows here

midst, merry and genial and self-oblivious; sim- S constantly, a breathing life!

ple in manners, neat in dress, attentive, yet noti “The valise ready so soon? But I need not

absorbed in her work. She remembered me at i go for half an hour yet. Come, Sue, and help

once, with the old frankness expressed her plea- g us with our metaphysics.

sure at meeting, introduced me to her kindred, 3 “Physics instead! Who except yourself would

made me a place by the fireside—one, thank g have thought of that cough mixture? 0h, talk

God! I have never lost—and then without farther Q of Florence Nightingale—all honor to herl—but

apology promised to talk with me soon, when 5 I believe there are thousands of Florence Night

her work should be done, and returned to the 5 ingalos scattered in earthly homes, unrecognized

writing, yet found time for pleasant words in i by strangers, but blessed by their own: in many,

every pause of conversation, found time to take many a home-Scutnri their shadow is kissed as

up her mother’s stitches if they dropped, to help *- they pass!"
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BY FRANCES HENRIETTA SHEFFIELD.

 

Iu. lock. thou molt abused sprite,

I pledge thee in red wine tonight,

For never friend my eyes have seen

That hath so faithful to me been,

60 where I will I cannot dodge thee,

Rest where I may I still must lodge thee,

Thou lovcst me so well, good faith,

I know we shall not part till death.
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lsv entrance .1. rsrnasos, anrnos. or “run mam-:1 “an,” “it/inst," “KATE svnssrosn," so.

 

[Entered according to Act of Congress. in the year 1859, by Charles J. Peterson. in the Clerk's Olfice of the District Court

of the United States, in and for the Eastern District of Peunsylvunia.]

C II A P T E It I. §you take the pitcher and bring me some fresh

“MARGARET,” said my mother, feebly. i water from the pump?”

I glided to her bed-side joyfully, for she had At any other time I would have shrunk from

slept so long I had begun to be frightened. I 5 the task. I dreaded the long, dark entry of the

kissed her, arranged the bed-clothes, and softly strange boarding-house, and the rude boys in

smoothed her hair. \ the street. But now I rose with alacrity.

She looked up at me with a wan smile. I re- “Stay, darling,” she said, as I was about to

member that wasted, yet beautiful face as if this go. I approached the bed-side. She took my

had happened but yesterday. head feebly in her hands, drew my face toward

"Does it snow yet?” she said. her, kissed me, held me a little off, and earnestly

I stepped to the window. The storm, which

had raged all day and during most of the pre- tears gathered in her eyes.

ceding night, had subsided. The sun was just \ “Poor little lamb!" she said. Then, lifting

setting, and the SHOW-hBDkS, WhiCh lmtl drifted, l her dimmed sight to the ceiling, she murmured,

here and there, against the houses on the oppo- i “Father in heaven, protect my orphaned child!”

site side of the street, were tinged with a deli- E It took me some time to reach the pump, for I

cate rose-color. A few flakes, blown from the i had to break a path through the snow, no easy

roofs, floated lazily down. The shouts of the i task for my tender feet. I was a. long While,

boys, playing snow-hall, came to the ear with 11 § afterward, in filling my pitcher, for the pump

muffled sound. worked with difficulty. I saw a big, ill-looking

“It is clear, mamma,” I answered, “and so ‘q boy standing on the opposite corner, working up

pretty. I hear sleigh-bells." And I did notla snow-ball vigorously in his hands and eyeing

turn my head, but waited, child-like, to see the \ me menacingly. At last the pitcher was filled,

regarded me. Her mouth began to quiver: the

 

sleigh, for I was but six years old. 2 and I stooped to raise it. At that moment, whiz!

“Thank God!” she answered, with a sigh of 3 came the snow-ball, as hard as ice, hitting me

relief- (“He Will surely come n0W-" Son the wrist. I fell, and the pitcher, striking

Her-tone made me look quickly around. How g the pump, was broken into pieces.

dark and close the room appeared! i The pain in my wrist was so acute, that I be~

“Who will come, mnmma?” I sskefl- § lieved it was broken. But rage and indignation

She did not answer. She did not even raise 2' was, nevertheless, my first impulse. “Oh! if I

her eyes. She saw something on the bed-quilt 3 was a man,” I said to myself, as I struggled up,

apparently, which she tried vainly to pick ofi‘. ihalf smothered with snow. I heard a jeering

“Mammal” I said, taking her hand, with a i laugh. But catching sightof the broken pitcher,

feeling of vague alarm. §I remembered it was the only one we had; I

She looked at me like one in a dream. Slowly E thought of my mother‘s thirst; and at that

her wandering faculties seemed to come back. i thought I burst into tears.

“You are cold," she said. “Boo—hoo—hoo,” mocked the boy, flinging

I was both cold and hungry. I had eaten i another snow-ball, which hit me on the cheek.

nothing all day, nor had there been any fire. I 5 He stopped suddenly. I heard a heavy blow.

gave one quick glance toward the dead ashc's in 5 I looked toward him. He was struggling up out

the stove, to see if they were visible from her i of a snow-drift, while another lad, about the

pillow; and finding they were not, answered, gsame size, but of a very different aspect, was

cvasively, with the forethought which care and l standing over him, rolling up his sleeves, as

sorrow had already taught me, boys do when about to fight. The mute chal

“I feel cold to you, because you have a fever." lenge, however, was not accepted. The bully

“Yes! I must have had fever all day, to have got up, spluttering and cursing; but one look at

slept as I did. I am very thirsty now. Won’t t his antagonist was sufficient; he burst into a,

r114
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bowl, as if he was nearly killed, and ran off i unutterable sorrow is almost all that I can re

homeward. i call. Yet I remember, in a dreamy way, waking

The lad. who had thus interfered in my behalf, gup to find our fellow lodgers gathered around

gazed after him contemptuously, for an instant, Ems; I remember being torn from my mother,

and then crossed over to where I stood. He was i and sleeping with a stranger, who nevertheless

dressed neatly, even elegantly, and had an easy, was very kind to me; I remember, afterward,

self-possessed manner, very difl'erent from that g the next day, I suppose, a big, red-faced, im

of the boys of the poor suburb where we lived. lportant personage, with huge gold scale that

Two great, dark eyes, eloquent with sympathy, l impressed me with a. high idea of his import

looked down on me as he look my hand, and E ance, chucking me under the chin, saying he

asked if I was hurt, I stammered something l had come to take me away, now that my mother

about my wrist being broken. He said, “Oh! I 5 Was dead, and telling me, when I began to cry

guess not," cheerfully, There was such manli- S at this, that I “mustn’t mind it, it was better

ness and courage in his carriage and looks, that i for her, Poor thing. and for "19-" I "WNW",

lfel; reassured immediately, ;also, the darkened room where the cofiin lay;

All at once, however, I remembered the broken l the whispered conversations; the awe on every

pitcher, and began to cry again. He seemed Scountenance; and the being lifted to take a last

puzzled for a moment, but then brightened up. E look on that dear face, which now I could hardly

“Ah! I see,” was all he said “Wait a, recognize, it was so cold and white. I have a

minute,” and before, I knew what he meant, he i faint memory, too, that I shrieked, clung to the

darted into a shop near by, reappeared imme- i coffin, and said I would not leave my mamma;

dialely with a new pitcher, filled it with two or 2 and that afterward, I sobbed myself to sleep,

three quick strokes at the pump, took my hand, 3 crying, “Mamma, mamma, do come back to me,

and bade me cheerily show him the way home. E dear momma.”

It was all done in less time than I have taken to 2 Then follows the recollection of a long jour~

narrate it. Before I recovered from my bewil- Q my, in which the pompous gentleman accom

derment, he had touched his cap and disap- E panied me. At last, one day, we alighted at the

peered; and I was standing alone, in the cold, gdoor of a splendid mansion, in a great city, a

narrow, dark hall. 3 city even larger than the one where I had lived

It was only for a moment. Remembering my i before. A blaze of lights almost blinded me, as

mother, I hurried up stairs, reaching our room we entered the hall. When I recovered from my

door out of breath. Sbewilderment, a richly dressed lady, holding a

I had expected to hear my mother ask me the g little girl by the hand, stood before me; and she

cause of my delay. But she did not. I crossed s and my traveling companion were looking at me

to the foot of the bed, and poured out a glass of i and talking 01' m8

vrater: yet still she was silent. She did not even i “That is your aunt, Margaret,” I heard the

look toward me. Though it was now quite dark 5 gentleman say, “and this is your cousin, Geor

in the chamber, I could see her white face. It :2 gialm- She’s a poor, sickly-looking thing, isn’t

seemed so ghastly, a sudden terror seized me. $8119?" he added, turning 10 his Wife

I dun] not, speak, nor advance, but stood, with 2 Neither the lady, IIOI‘ "10 little girl, offered tO

the tumbler shaking in my hand and the water ; kiss me. The latter held by her mother’s gown,

spilling out. Still that same fixed, strange look! g and When I would have approached, drcw back

My terror, at last, became too great for silence. l 8-5 if either frightened 01‘ disgusted My Pride,

W"’,(a;
 

"Mother!" I said; but below my breath. i for even then I had pride, was up in a moment.

No answer. The white face, still turned up T110 001dness of my hunt, the aversion of my

ward, remained immovable as ever. , cousin, and the contempt of my uncle sunk into

"Mother!" I shrieked, rushing to her side. gmy heart, and embittered my life, not only for

Still not an eyelid moved, She would never t that evening, but for years afterward. God help

hear me again in this world. I realized that she l your little ones, mother, if ever they become

was dead, though I now beheld death for the l orphans!

first time. I threw myself on the body, wildly Q That night I was put to bed in a lonely, cheer

calling on her to wake up, kissing her, imploring l less room, hastily made ready for me, away up

her not to die, frantically uttering shriek ongat the top of the house. In my ascent to it, I

shriek, till I lost all consciousness. Epassed the large, luxurious chamber, which my

The next few days are almost a blank in my l aunt and uncle occupied, and where my cousin

recollection. Looking back at this distance of g slept in a pretty little crib by their bed-side. An

time, they seem enveloped in a sort of haze. An i errand called the maid, who had me in charge,
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into this apartment for a moment. The soft. 5 for my cousin, though she had some good quali

velvet carpet, the crimson curtains, the wood tire g ties, she was spoiled by indulgence; and was the

blazing on the hearth, gave it such a warm, t tool of her mother. There was not an hour

home-like air, that the bare, cold floor of my E in the day that I was not made to feel that I

room and the curtainless bed, seemed to me E was a dependent. The servants, like most of

more checrless even than they were; and the l their class, were time-servers, and insulted and

tears fell as I undressed. abused me, because they saw no one loved me.

“What a funny child it is," I heard one of the g But the world knew nothing of this. My

maids say to another, with a laugh, for a second a aunt was too prudent to provoke public opinion

servant had joined us, no doubt from curiosity. lagainst her. She was not ignorant of the wis

“She puts her stockings into her shoes, and each t dom of keeping up an appearance of being kind

shoe in its place, under the chair, just like a \ to her husband's orphan niece. I was, there

little old maid." , fore, sent to the same school with Georgiana;

“She’s had to look out for herself, that’s 5 and if not dressed as elegantly, still dressed

plain,” said the other, “and isn't like Miss \ suitably. I ate at the family table, and sat in

Georgy down stairs.” g the family pew. All this, considering the treat

“I wonder what beggar’s brat it is?” lment I received in the house, exasperated me.

“Hush!” said the other. “Sheisn’tjust that.E-I heard my aunt praised for her generosity,

I’ve heard all about it, and will tell you, by-and- i when I knew it was a falsehood. My temper

bye.” Q became soured; I was regarded as sullen; I

My heart was full. It was as much as I could i thought everybody disliked me. I shunned the

do to keep down the choking sobs. When I had g companionship even of girls of my own age. I

undressed, I was tempted, for a moment, to get E became indifferent to dress, because everybody

into bed, without first kneeling down, as my is praised Georgiana and nobody praised me; and

mother had taught me, to say my prayers, for I 3 went by the name of sloven. I recall the weary,

felt, instinctively, that the maids would laugh at E weary days at school, where I heard other girls

me. But after a short struggle, I slipped down i talking of their happy homes, when I had none.

at the side of the bed and began. One of theQI even see, sometimes, in fancy, a tall, thin,

servants began to titter. This disturbed me so E flWkWHYd, “Edi/"haired Child, "11°59 51180“! were

that I forgot what I had to say. I could only i always soiled with ink, and whose hair was often

remember one sentence of my old prayer, and s unbrushed, the jest of half her classmates and

that was no longer applicable: "God bless § the pity of the rest: and I look back on that.

mamma and make her well;" and at this, my § child, oh! with what inexpressiblo pity; for I

little remaining composure gave way, I burst 3' think of myself, in those long and dreary years,

into audible sobbing, and in that state was 3 as of another person entirely.

lifted into bed by the less giddy of the two? Iwas naturally high-spirited. But I came at

maids. Here I buried my head in the covers l last to hearing everything, not meekly indeed,

and wept myself to sleep. \ but in silence. The worm did not even turn on the

Such was my first night in my uncle’s house. gheel that crashed it. Yes! sometimes it did. ' I

Such was the beginning of my real orphanage, E remember once, that Georgiana hadjust received

for, while my mother lived, though I was father- l a beautiful wax doll, a miracle of mechanism as

less, and often cold and hungry, I had some one a it seemed to me then; and I ventured to take it

who I knew loved me. up, one day, when she was out of the room.

(How bitterly I thought that no one had ever

: given me anything a tithe so beautiful! I was

0 H A P T E R I I- i still gazing in wonder on the doll, as I held it in

I LOOK back on the years spent in my uncle’s 2 my arms, when my cousin came back. She flew

house and wonder how I survived them. I was E at me in a rage, snatched the doll away, slapped

made to feel, in every way, that I was an alien E me on the face, and then, though I had not dared

and incumbrance there. My uncle, perhaps, % to strike her back, burst into a passion of screams,

was less blamable than any of the others; was, which brought my aunt, the nursery-maid, the

indeed, ignorant of many of the indignities put house-maid and the footman, all rushing into

upon me; but even he never loved me. His wife 5 the room together. Without stopping to inquire

disliked and tyrannized over me, for she was one 3 about the facts, my aunt seized me, shook me till

of those natures who was jealous by organiza- , I was breathless, and threw me toward the maid,

Lion; and she hated everybody who came into Ewhom she directed to put me to bed supperless,

competition, in any way, with Georgiana. As i which was accordingly done, the maid telling me,
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all the while she was undressing me, what a3 “Yes, ma’am," I replied.

wicked child Iwas. I brooded over this injusticei She looked at me douhtfully, for a moment,

in silence, but when I saw Georgiana alone, Sand then began to praise the composition, when

the next day, I could contain myself no longer. EGeorgiana rose from her seat and interrupted

For once I rose in rebellion. I called her by i her,

every spiteful epithet I could think of, and ME “Please, ma’am," said my cousin, “Margaret

lest began to beat her. “Oh! if I could only didn’t write it. I saw her copy it out of some

tear off your long ringlets, which your mother g big book in father‘s library.”

and you are so proud of,”I said; “if Iconidfi I was struck dumb with amazement. I knew

only make your face ugiy forever.” For this, ithat Georgiana was not always truthful, but, as

of course, I was punished, and more severely i yet, Ihad only heard her tell falsehoods to escape

than before kblame. The deliberate malice of this assertion,

Another time, Georgiana was jeering me about i and its unblushing coolness, literally confounded

my poverty, and boasting of her father’s riches, i me. I stared at her with an amazement, that

and of what a great heiress she would be. I had, S was mistaken for the consciousness of guilt.

somehow, picked up certain items in our mutual i The teacher’s face grew dark.

family history, and I retorted, “Margaret Gray,” she said, severely, “I knew

"Poor as I am,” I said, "my father, at least, Zyou were sullen, slovenly, and sometimes dis

wss a clergyman; and yours,” he was a large E obedient; but I did not think you would tell a

provision merchant, "is only a miserable pork- 3 deliberate lie." She paused an instant, for I

dealer.” iturned white with rage. “Yes! I use plain

“I'll tell pa that!” she cried, angrily. “I’ll g words," she went on, “for, to pretend another’s

tell him you call him names!" gwork is your own, is the wickedest of lies.

"Do," said I, "and say, that, while his grand- E You will stay in for an hour,,after the school is

father ran away with the tories. my mother's g dismissed, and wear, all the week, while in

grandfather was at Bunker Hill." 3 school, a white paper pinned on your back, with

She was white with rage, for we were both, by E the word ‘liar' printed on it."

this time, old enough to understand our coun-é I made no reply. I tried, at first, to speak;

try‘s history, and unfortunately my taunt was E but could not; I choked. If, at that moment, I

but too true. 5 could have got at my cousin, with a deadly in

uAnd you may say,” I continued, pursuing i strument, I believe I would have killed her.

my triumph, “that while your grandfather made 3 I was, ever after, a marked girl, in that

a fortune by smuggling tea, mine was one of ‘school. I avoided my classmates, in conse

those who boarded the ships in Boston harbor 3 qnenee, more than ever. Before this, I had

and threw the tea overboard.” Q taken some pride in composition; but nowI wrote

She could not forgive me for this, and not 2 carelessly on purpose. Often, when I detected

long after, an opportunity for revenge presented g Georgiana copying her essays, which had always

itself. 5 been her habit, I was tempted to betray her; but

It was the custom, at the school which we at- S I resisted. “No,” I said, "I will not be so

tended together, to devote one afternoon, each§mean." At last, I grew so unhappy at school,

week, to criticising what were called compo- E and so defiant and indifferent, that I was dis

sitions. Every scholar was expected to write an missed as an example. My aunt, at first, re

essny the night before, which the teacher, after fused to send me to another: she said it was

dinner, criticised in presence of the whole class. wasting money, and that I might “reap as I had

On one occasion, the theme assigned us was “A g sown;" for she was fond of quoting Scripture.

Mother's Love." I recall, even at this day, the 3 My uncle humphed, twirled his watch-keys, and

feelings under which I wrote. Often as the i looked at Georgiana with an expression that

image of my mother had been present to me, §said, “Thank heaven our child is different."

never before had it come up so vividly. It was But after awhile, another school was found for

in an agony of emotion, if I may say so, that the 5 me, where I finished my education. It pains

words flowed from my pen. When the essay was i me, even yet, to think of those days. Often and

finished, I remember, I was still so excited, that t often I wished, with bitter tears, that I had never

I clasped my hands, and sobbed, “Oh! mother, , been born. I heard at church, and I read in my

dear mother, come and take me away!" Bible, that there was a God, all-powerful and

When the class had assembled, the teacher, § good; but sometimes I did not believe it. “He

:ddressing me, said, 2 would not permit such injustice," I said. If it

“Did you write this yourself, MargaretGray?" i had not been for my mother, I should have
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become, literally, an atheist. But I still remem- ‘ such was the attachment of Rosalie for me, I

bered her early instructions, I still cherished g had to be asked to go.

the hope of meeting her in a better world.§ There wasa great contrast, however, between

Sometimes, in dreams, I would even see her: we 5 the gay and dashing heiress and myself. Geor

would walk by cool waters and green meadows; Q giana dressed in the height of the fashion, and,

she would smile on me as of old; and I would be 2 though not beautiful, had a figure that made up

supremely happy. §stylishlyz she was accordingly surrounded by

From these dreams I would be aroused by the S admirers, and imitated and envied by her own

harsh voice of the servant, calling me to rise; Esex. I had, long since, grown out of my slovenly

and Iwould have to get up in the dim, early '3, days, but I dressed with studious plainness, for

daylight, and dress on the bare floor, in my fire I had but a scanty allowance, and as I was pas

less room. Esionately fond of books, a good deal went for

sthem. The thought of any one caring for me

- never suggested itself to me as possible. Gene

CHAPTER 111- qrnlly, I disliked gentlemen, for what had I in

WHEN I was about sixteen, an event happened. t common with prosy bon vivanla like my uncle, or

which gave me the first happy hours I had ever 3 silly dandies such as crowded about Georgiana?

spent in my uncle’s house. A new daughter was g My manner, also, in society, was absorbed.

born to the family. The babe came after such a 5 Half the time I did not see the dances, nor hear

long interval, and when the hope of so great a i the music. I expressed no surprise, therefore,

blessing had ceased for years, that, for a time, it u when I discovered, accidentally, that the retiring

softened and refined all. From the first, thezyoung girl, who stole silently to her seat at the

child took a great fancy to me, a fancy which, I i table, and to whom a servant, when the dessert

need not say, I returned. My heart, so long % came in, brought Mrs. Elliott’s child, that she

shut out from love, lavished all its treasures on i might give it its dainty allowance of ice-cream,

this little darling. I can never think of her, i and see that it got. no more, was governess, and

even now, without happy tears. Sate at the first table in this capacity. I only

She was, in some respects, a precocious child. 5 smiled to myself. What did I care, I said, what

I remember the wonder with which I recognized was thought about me?

the first gleams of intellect in her, when, one I used to sit in an arbor, that overlooked the

day, as I carried her in my arms, she pointed to g sea, and read by the hour; and this confirmed

some flowers on the paper~hangings, and on my 5 the general impression as to my position. It

stopping, picked out, with instinctive taste, those l was the first time I had ever seen the ocean, an

that were really the most beautiful. From that 3 event in any one’s life. I never tired of looking

hour I watched the rapid development of her 3 at the waves breaking on the beach below; at

mind with intense pleasure. Long before she g the white sails in the ofiing; at the sea-eagles

could talk, I began to tell her little stories, which i hovering over the surf; or at the fishermen

I am sure she comprehended. She felt sick, and Q launching their boats. Moonlight especially had

it was I that nursed her, day and night, till she S a charm iuexpressible for me. It filled me with

recovered. The first moment of extatic happi-Ea sense of a different existence. One stormy

ness I had known from my orphanage, was when Snight, when the spray was blown over the lawn

she was strong enough, she put her arms around E to the very hotel, and when nobody but the

my neck, kissed me, and called me “dear E hather ventured out, and he only to assure him

Maggy.” She was a demonstrative child at alliself that the bathing-houses were not being

times. Oh! how sweet was the patter of those 5 washed away, I wrapped myself in a thick shawl,

tiny feet, as she toddled along the entry, early on and stole forth. Never shall I forget the scene,

summer mornings, to ask to be taken into my as the great waves, magnified by the darkness,

bed. heaved up out of the gloom, and thundered,

The humanizing influence, which little Rosalie a whitening, down, shaking the very shore. When

brought with her, did not entirely die out. El returned, a general sneer went round: and I

When she was in her second summer, the family, i heard more than one whisper of "wants to be

on her account, was ordered to the sea shore. gromantic,” “I wonder Mrs. Elliott permits it."

Annually, ever since I had lived at my uncle’s, 5 One of the most assiduous admirers of Geor

my aunt and Georgiana had gone out of town in s giana was an Englishman, handsome, and about

the summer: now to Newport; now to Saratoga; i thirty, and who had, in great perfection, that air

now to Niagara; now to Lake George. But as i and manner which belongs to good society. His

invariably I had been left at home. But now, < dress was studiously unostentatious, and his sole

1'1’,
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jewelry a. magnificent cameo ring. He had a 5 bathers, especially as Rosalie was to go in, with

low, exquisitely modulated voice, which it was a E her nurse. I felt my indignation increase, while

Plflsure to listen to, irrespective of the words he t I listened to the fulsome compliments which her

uttered. Few men had equal tact in conversation. admirer paid to my cousin, particularly when be

He seemed to read character intuitively, and i said that she reminded him of the Lady Cle

talked accordingly. With Georgiana his conver- 3 mentinn. Villiers, with whom he had danced at

sation was principally of the great people whom i Almacks the preceding winter. I sat nervously

. . \ . . .

he knew abroad. To believe him, he was intimate knitting my purse, eager to speak my mind; and

with Lord John Russell, then prime minister of t at last an opportunity offered. The talk fell on

Great Britain; knew Louis Napoleon, just elected a manner, which the gentleman pronounced an

Prince President, intimately; had drunk Johan- g infallible test of high breeding, “and which,”

uisberg at Mettcrnich’s own table; had been in- l he said, with a bow, “you have in perfection,

vited to Russia, on some secret, bnt'importnnti Miss Elliott.”

business, of Nicholas; and was possessed of the t Georgiana blushed, simpered, and to cover her

entree of every court in Europe. As to the aris- S confusion, turned her fan toward me, saying,

tocracy of England, from the Dukes of Norfolks “My cousin, here, goes so far as to assert that

and Dcvonshire down, he pretended to be either 5 one can tell, by the accent, what particular

personally acquainted with them, or to know S nation and province a stranger belongs to.”

Rom reliable hearsay, all about them. He oer-g Her admirer could do nothing less, at this,

tainly had a fund of anedote and gossip, especi

ally respecting the female members of the British i no doubt, a score of times; but had never con~

nobility, which, if not true, was, at least, amus- E descended to be aware, by any visible sign, that

K I

ing. I used to hear him discourse, by the 3 I existed. Now, however, he smiled blandly,

hour, on those themes; for they were favorite 5 saying,

E
\

l

t

I

i
a
\

Q
\

l
\

l

than turn toward me. He had seen me, I have

ones with Georgiana; and, somehow, he always

happened to lounge into the parlor, about noon,

when everybody except my cousin and myself

was either bathing or sleeping. I soon began

to suspect that he was a mere adventurer. Geor

giana, however, did not think so. More than swcred bluntly,

once we had a warm discussion regarding him. “Indeed, sir, you are a sphinx. You don’t

“I’ve no patience with you, Margaret,” she i talk like a cocknc-y, for instance. And it can’t

said, one day. “How could Mr. Despencer E be said of you, as a pert Oxonian wrote back to

know so much about the British nobility, if he i his college, the day after he had dined at a great

was not one of their set? Then his voice. ItgLondon naboh’s, ‘We had all the delicacies of

is the very ideal of a finished English gentle- i the season at table, except the letter h.’ Nor

man’s." ihave you the silly drawl which I've been told

“His voice is well modulated, I admit," was i the upper classes have affected till it has grown

my reply. “But I miss the drawl which is said i to be a second habit. Nor the Yorkshire accent,

to he conventional in the upper circles of Eng- i for Mr. Elliott’s coachman is a Yorkshireman;

lish Society " i and he doesn’t pronounce as you do. I heard is

“Oh! it’s only the fops that have that,"§Gloucestershire man, only the other day; and

quickly interposed my cousin. g you‘re not. a Gloucestershire man. In fact," said

“Possibly. But to go back to his knowledge I, looking at him with a sudden suspicion, called

of the nobility. He has only to study Burke’s up by this discussion, “you talk precisely like

Peerage, of which even you have a copy." any ordinary New Yorker.”

Georgiana was quite indignant. She still in- To my surprise, he shot a quick look of in

sisted, however, that I should continue to play i quiry at me, and colored in embarrassment. But

propriety for her, by being in the drawing-room, § it was only for a moment. He forced a laugh

in the mornings, while she flirted with her ad- i and answered gayly,

mirer; and as the bathing hour had arrived, and§ “Well done. You literary ladies, after all,

everybody was going to the beach, she gave asbeat our sex in the delicacy of your compli~

last. look in the mirror at her becoming morning i ments. To be an educated American and an

dress, for this conversation happened in her§educated Englishman, Miss Elliott," he said,

room. Then she lounged down stairs, book ingbowing to Georgiana, “is to be precisely the

hand. i same thing."

I was provoked, for I wished to look at the? By one pf those strange instincts, which we

“Ah! Miss, I fear you are a critic. But let

us put your penetration to a test. Come now:

in what part of England was I born?"

There was a latent sneer under his assump

tion of deference and admiration; and I an

i
\

\
\

l
\

\

I
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sometimes experience, I felt, at thht moment, $awhile, an elderly, single lady came up, who

that a third party was listening to this episode. glived on gossip.

I glanced aside, and sure enough, in a deepg “I don't see Miss Elliott’s English beau," she

arm-chair, half concealed by the lace curtains of ‘ said. “Somebody told me, too, he left this after

the window, there sat a gentleman, who, though Snoon. Do you know anything about it 2"

apparently absorbed in a book before him, were I had not heard of his departure, and was sur

such a quiet, significant smile on his face, that i prised; for he had expected to remain several

I knew he had overheard us. Iwas annoyed, Eweeks longer. But lwas so indignant at this

for I had a suspicion he was silently laughing E impertinent attempt to elicit information regard~

at the warmth of my retort. Just then he roseiing Georgiana’s affairs, that I suppressed my

from his seat, and his eyes, as he turned away, i curiosity to learn what my companion knew,

rested on me for an instant. I felt the blood changed the conversation, and directly after

rush to my brow. He evidently saw my morti- \ rose and left her.

ficltion, for he looked immediately toward Geor- The atmosphere, in the drawing-room, was so

giana and her admirer; and the latter, now first heated, that I passed out into the piazza, which,

observing him, turned white as ashes. running the whole length of the hotel, was used

Somehow, for the rest of that day, I could not i for a public promenade, especially on evenings.

get this stranger out of my mind. Ihad seen It was now almost as crowded as the drawing

him only for a second; but I knew his every

feature, and the air with which he carried him

self. A massive head, eagle eyes, a mouth firm

as a martyr’s, a. lofty manner, a powerful frame:

intellect, strength and manliness; these were the

qualities he impressed me as possessing beyond

any other man I had ever seen.

 

CHAPTER IV.

THAT night there was a “hop.” Strange to

say, for the first time in my life, I was fastidious

about my dress. But as I had only a white

muslin and blue barege, to choose from, I was

not long in coming to a decision. I selected the

former. My hair was dressed a la Grccqut'.

Before going down stairs, I went into my

cousin’s room, to see if I could assist her. She

was in high good-humor, having on a new and

beautifully fitting dress; and looked at me in

unaffected surprise.

“Why, Maggy,” she cried, “you are really

charming. You always dress so old~maidish,

that one doesn’t know how pretty you grow.

There, child, I declare, I‘ve brought quite a

color to your cheeks. Isn’t she improved, ma?"

My aunt, stifl‘ in moire antique, was drawing

her gloves on her fat, pudgy hands. She glanced

at me and replied,

“Your cousin will always be odd, Georgy.

See how she has dressed her hair."

I knew, from the tone, that my aunt was dis

pleased; perhaps thought my eoifi'nrc preten

tious; and the pleasure of the evening was spoilt.

room, for a waltz had just been finished, and the

dancers were parading, two and two, up and

down, gayly chatting and laughing. Having

no one to walk with, I stopped at a chair near

one of the windows, so that I could look in. I

\ had scarcely taken my seat, when I saw the

S gentleman, who had overheard our conversation

\ in the morning, cross the room to speak to an

acquaintance, who was concealed behind the

curtains of the window, outside of which I sat.

\ After mutual expressions of delight and sur

E prise, at meeting each other unexpectedly at.

i this place, the latter said,

“There are some pretty girls here, Talbot.

Are you dancing?”

uDancing," answered my silent critic of the

3 morning, "isn’t much in my line; and besides I

Iknow nobody as yet.”

3 “Precisely my case. I ran down here, for a

'5 day or two, merely because it was near. Gene

3 rally I go to Newport, as you do. But I under

§ stand Gov. Bright, Senator Clare, Col. Howard,

2 and others whom we know are here; and they’ll

introduce us."

“To tell the truth,” replied he, who had been

called Talbot, “I don‘t see any faces here that

interest me, except one.”

“Who is she?”

“Who she is I can’t say. A governess, I be

lieve. But what she is, you can judge for your_

5 self. She is sitting yonder, in that corner. No,"

She added, in a still lower tone, as he glanced

i across the room, “she has disappeared.”

i I was within two feet of the speaker, separated
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Nobody spoke to me for a long while. I sat E from him only by the wall, and heard every word

on a chair, in one corner, and watched theidistinctly. My first impulse was to rise. But.

matrons gessiping in groups, and their daugh- lto have done this would'have attracted his atten

ters whirling around in the waltz; all seemed 5 tion. I was compelled, therefore, to remain,

enjoying themselves: I only was unhappy. After 3 though my cheeks tingled.
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"She must be beautiful then,” laughed hist Fortunately, at thisjuncture, acrowd of young

friend, “if, being only a governess, she has people, came gallopading down the piazza, and

“mum Sou-7’ 3 availing myself of the noise, Iescapcd, undetected.

“Not what a fashionable woman would call 3 Up to that hour of my life, I had said and be

beautiful; but something more original,” was g lievcd that a woman ought to be more gratified

the reply. “ She is dressed in a simple white iby praise of her intellect than of her person. I

robe, with wavy brown hair worn in ringlets i now knew better. For the sweetest words I had

from the hack of her head; a tall, stately girl, ever heard were Mr. Talbot's declaration thatI

with great, luminous eyes, and a brilliant com- \ was beautiful. A tumult of strange, but happy

plcxion: a. sort. of high-souled Diana stepped i feelings possessed me; I could not remain among

down from a pedestal.” ‘the crowd; I stole away to my favorite arbor,

I was dizzy with a strange delight. I had not 3 at the foot of the lawn, overlooking the sea.

only never heard myself called beautiful before, There I sat, for quite an hour, in a dreamy, do

but had never supposed that I was beautiful. i licious revery, only mechanically hearing the

“You are enthusiastic,” replied Mr. Talbot’s ‘ surf breaking on the beach beneath me, and the

friend, in a tone, half banter, half surprie. “I g music of the dancers fitfully rising and falling

must see this paragon.” é on the land wind. '

"She‘s clever, too; clever in the English i When I stole back to the drawing-room, I

sang,” continued Mr. Talbot. “Whom do you g could not, at first, lift my eyes, and my heart

think I found here, when I arrived this morn- '5 fluttered nervously. But the one I dreaded, yet

ing? That follow you defended, when I was 3 wished to see, was not there, nor did he reap

opposed to you last." g pear for the rest of the evening.

“Not Despencer‘!” ‘ The next morning, Georgiana was out of

“Yes! and passing himself off for an English- Q humor: I suppose at the absence of her admirer.

mm. I happened to overhear him flirting with § I deferred telling her, therefore, as I had in

. stylish-looking heiress, the daughter, I suspect, 3 tended, what I had overheard about him. I

of Lhe people who employ this governess. He i» took a long walk on the beach with Rosalie and

I'm romancing grandly about my lord this and '< her nurse, and when the bathing hour arrived,

my Indy that, and doing it, I assure you, in a i told my pet I would watch her from the bank,

my to impose on nine out of ten, when this g as I did not wish, myself, to go in, that day. I

young lady, who sat there quietly knitting, but 3 was leaving the hotel, for this purpose, when

dreadfully annoyed, as I could see, happened to 5 my steps were arrested, in the doorway, by the

be appealed to." And he briefly narrated what g crowd of laughing and talking young girls and

I have already told. “When she had done,” he 3 their admirers, W110 block“ ll up fur the m0

aaid, "the fellow looked as crest-fallen as he did 3 meat. All at once I observed that Mr. Talbot

in the dock. He evidently thought. she had heard 2 was near me. One of the young men, who had,

about him. He caught my eye, afterward; re- 3 I suppose, picked up an acquaintance with him,

cognized me; and has disappeared, I've no doubt, S asked him if he was going to baths, and on his

for I don’t see him here to-uight. You know replying in the negative, the other added, fami

he’s a coward.” g liarly,

"'Cursing you heartily,” laughed the other, “Not used to it, oh? Or a little afraid? It‘s

“for having prevented his trapping an heiress.” rough, to-day, and will take a good bather."

“Precisely. But he'd have been found out, t A quiet smile of contempt was the only answer

even if I hadn’t come. This Diana of mine to this ill-bred speech; then the crowd opened,

would have seen through him before long. If and I pushed through.

she has-culture, as well as intellect and beauty, The crowd flocked after me. Ladies in wrap

Ihat a woman she must be I" pers; gentlemen in bathing hats; nurses carry

“How old is she?” ing children in long flannel night~gowns_; 11

“That's the most curious 1M"L of all. Appa— g grotesque medley; but every one in high good

rzntly about eighteen. Gnvernesses, you know, E humor. A group near me was talking of Mr.

I-re generally old and ugly” (3 Tulbot’s refusal. >

“How do you know she's a governess?” :~ “Afraid, that’s it,” said his interlocutor.

“I heard one of these Old tabby-cots say to, “One of your solemn prigs. Shouldn’t wonder

ha. dwghwr' a bony, sharp<nosed caricature of if he was a parson on a ticket of leave,”

herself, ‘see what a ridiculous way that girl, (lief At this course sully there was a laugh from

Elh'ottg' governess, has her hair dressed in.’ The i one or two silly girls. But here another gentle

Mira}, believe, is a Miss Elliott." t man interposed.

For. XXXV.-—3
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“He's not a parson, I‘ll bet on that; for he 5 a. score of voices, all in one breath. Yet though

looked into the billiard-room, last night, when there were twenty men among the bothers, all

I was there; and I asked him to play, for allgwere hastening in shore, the boastful Jones

you fellers were dancing and I was deuced hard 3 leading the terrified pack, and actually treading

run ” 5 down helpless females in his way.

“And he played?” i I sprang to my feet, and with a wild cry was

“Yes! and beat me. Beat me easy. He’strushing to the bank, when a strong arm re

somobody, let me tell you; for Senator Clnrelstrained me. It was that of Mr. Talbot.

and the governor both came in, staid till the; At any other time his presence would have

game was over, and then took him away with a embarrassed me, but now I thought only of

them to talk. They wouldn’t do that with any i Rosalie.

of us. I saw them, an hour after, sitting to-l “Oh! save her," I cried, elasping my hands,

gather in the shadow of the piazza. You’d ‘ "save her!"

better not be quite so free-nndeasy with him, He seemed to comprehend everything at once.

Jones.” ‘ Throwing otl‘ his coat, he leaped down the bank,

“Who can he be?” cried the young ladies. g ran swiftly across the beach, denuding himself

“Has any one heard his name ?” g of cravat and vest as he went; stopped an in

It is an animated and often dmusing sight, E stant, on the edge of the surf, to remove his

when fifty or a hundred persons, of all ages and shoes: and plunged in. The next moment he

in every variety of dress, are sporting in the t was far out among the breakers.

surf: the young shouting with fun and excite-é I watched him breathlessly. He reached the

meat, while the old gravely go through with the % nurse just as she was going down for the last

bath as if it was the most serious affair in life. \ time, caught her, and turned to come in. But at

One cannot, at first, recognize one's most inti- i that instant, an enormous billow swept over

mate acquaintances. The tall, willowy belle of 2 them; and the whole three went under.

the drawing-room has lost the cloud-like ampli- E Twenty voices were speaking at once. Iheard

tndo of lace and muslin, which distinguished 3 every one of them, and recognized most of the

her the night before, and is converted into a l speakers, though I never took my eyes from the

walkin mumm in red and blue woolen Bloom- ‘ breakers. The nurse was bein censured b ' all.ers; angoil-skinydap on her head, no shoes to her i She had been warned, one said‘, not to go slit so

feet, her thin person at the mercy of the breeze. Efar, but had disregarded everybody, and had

The stately dame, lately compressed into that i. finally got into a hole, and lost her footing, and

“love of a basque,” is revealed in all her huge with it her presence of mind. A current, which

proportions, and wallows over the sand, toward g ran just outside the breakers, another added.

the surf, in her yellow-brown bathingdrcss, shad swept her, in a moment after, far beyond

quivering all over like calves-foot jelly. Thengher depth. Mr. Talbot, one of the gentlemen

the canning look of the babies! t said, was in this current now, and would never

I had taken a book with me, and after watch- § get out of it alive, “for I saw the nurse," he

ing the scene awhile, began to read, occasionally g continued, “catch him about the neck as he went

looking up to see how Rosalie enjoyed the bath. E down." A by-stander suggested that if a boat.

The little thing was in high glee, and far out i could be launched, something might yet be done.

among the breakers: where, catching sight of g But a dozen voices answered that there were no

me, she clapped her tiny hands and laughed. I 5 fishermen about, and that nobody else could steer

smiled back, and wished, for the moment, I had E a boat through the surf: besides, the nearest boat.

bathed too; for the waves came rolling in quick S was three hundred yards off. The attempt to

and crisp, and everybody was wild with delight. ‘5 save the nurse and child, another declared, had

To shut out the temptation I turned again to my g been madness from the first. It was the craven

book. E Jones, that spoke, for I recognized his voice.

Suddenly there was a startling cry. I looked ‘ Hours seemed to elapse while these things

up. The bothers were hurrying in shore: the g were being said. But the drowning persons did

Women screaming; the men pale, but silent. ‘ not reappear. The great wave, which had car

With an instinctive fear I searched the crowd 3 ried them under, rushed shorewards, and spent

for Rosalie and her nurse. They were not to i itself at the very feet of the fugitives. Another,

he seen. But I beheld, beyond the breakers, a l and another came racing in. Suddenly, in a

woman‘s form, sinking and struggling; I caughti trough of the sea, far out, I saw an arm dashed

the gleam of a child’s golden hair; and I heard E upwards; it held aloft a child’s form, which I re_

the cry, “they are drowning,” repeated by half 2 cognized as Rosalie's; and it was followed imme
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distely by Mr. Talbot. His face was full of stern 3 their lofty fronts towering higher and higher as

resolution; but he seemed quite exhausted; and 5 they approached. The foremost was close upon

he turned eagerly to note how far he was from E him. It paused ominously, piling itself up and

the shore. up, away into the sky. Suddenly, a streak of

- My heart beat. wild and fast. foam shot along its crest; a sound like thunder

one go to their aid? Could he make any head- followed, as the tons of water descended; and

my? Yes! he did. He struck boldly out; he the brave face disappeared, and with it Rosalie.

rode that incoming wave triumphantly; he was The succeeding waves rolled swiftly in, and

already twenty feet nearer to the beach. \ broke over the boiling gulf; and everything

Alas! for human hope. At that moment, I saw swam around me.

three or four gigantic rollers rushing after him, (To BE CONTINUED.)

Oh! would no
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ON MY LITTLE son,

WHO DIED JUNE 29, 1857.

 

BY PARK BENJAMIN.

 

Wm June was beautiful with flowers

My darling passed away:

Alas! I cannot count the hours

From that unhappy day—

It seems to me a life-time now,

Since these and eyes surveyed

The marble silence of his brow,

Beneath death's solemn shade.

I kissed it, and the icy touch

Went freezing to my heart;

And ah! I never knew how much

I loved him, till, apart

From all the rest, I softly went

And gazed upon him, dead;

And held his little hand, and bent

In voiceless woe. my head!

And prayed such prayers as fathers pray,

For solace from above—

‘Then He, who gave, has snatched away

The very soul of love;

And took one last, long, lingering look.

That I might always trace,

Like lettens graven in a book,

That fair and tender face.

A year. and more, has sadly flown

Since unto earth I gave

His precious form, and left alone

My treasure in the grave—

Alonel and uh! I heard him say,

As home I came, “My dear,

Dear father, do not go away,

And leave your Harry herel"
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“My son! my son! I leave you not

Alone,” my heart replied,

“Yours is a happy, happy lot,

Thus early to have died;

You are not here, my gentle love—

Not here, in this cold sod.

But borne on pinions like a dove,

Dwell with our Father, God."

“Our Fathcr,"—this he strove to say,

That long and and wretched night,

When in my arms he, dying, lay;

And when the morning light

Shone dimly on his fading eyes,

That oft repeated word

“'ould to his pallitl lips arise,

And “father,” still I heard.

And now that voice I sometimes hear

When I am all alone,

And sometimes on my dreaming ear

Sounds its familiar tone:

And sometimes his beloved smile

Dawns sweetly through the gloom,

And I expect to hear the while

Ills footsteps through the room.

But he is vanished—nothing can

Ills darling self restore-—

To me. a sad. heart-broken man,

He will return no more;

Yet, I shall go to him, and stand

With him in light above,

For God will lend my Harry’s hand

To lead me to His level

All»);IAImr/INIIWWWNIJ'JIJ-'"r; IJVJJV
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BY HATTIF. H. CHILD.

"I‘is fair. ’tis holy; but you risen star

Rules the hushed air, as it' with conscious might;

Ohl let it witness what we dearly plightl

That silver lamp lights happiness from far,

Heaven looks to bless and sant'tify the sight;

Men as the stream reflects the skies above

Does each heart mirror back its heaven of novel

Irs'm: and beautiful the tender light

Yet lingering in that; soft and beaming eye;

Over us both the free and Open sky

In“ bu- browl wings to usher in the night,

New, dawn the mountain side does yonder stream

Bras-k, in it. waterfalls, each risingglmm,

ing!!! to mull tiply the moonboamn bright,
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THE DAISY;

OR, THREE VISITS TO NEWPORT.

 

n! A saw cos-rninv'ron.

Ir was twenty years ago, when I visited New- t stamp of conscious respectability were full of

port for the first time. As the sloop threaded 5 interest.

her way among the green islands in the harbor, g After breakfast, next inoriiing, I sauntercd

and approached the landing, I was struck with g forth again. The site of the Ocean House was

the air of desertion which prevailed. No ship- i a grain field, and the Atlantic House a potato

ping lay at anchor. The capacious red, or un- 5 patch. I bent my steps, at last, toward the Red

painted, warehouses seemed unused. No rival E wood Library. The air about it was soft with

hackmen rent the air With obtrusive clamor: no 5 vapors from the misty Atlantic, and redolent of

:iuihle porters strove for my trunk. Boat-buil- ‘( clover, elder, and honeysuckle; the air of the

are laid down their tools to see the rare pheno primitive Eden could not have been more "deli

menon of an arrival, and hatless children clus- g cate." The only sounds that broke the stillness

tered round ‘_‘ the stranger.” Swere the twittering of the busy swallows, and

hAftlir helping tonbisltpw 12y hiagga‘gob uponha the whirlpf the grasshoppers startled by my feet.

w ee arrow, ti'un e y a are oote uy, w 0; Just t en a bell of singular sweetness rang

had volunteered to serve me as guide, I walked g out; and following its melodious guidance, 1

up Long Wharf. On my way, the old clock in i came to that venerable structure, Trinity Church.

the State~House solemnly struck the hour of t It was St. Bartholomew’s Day; and the congre

noon; but midnight itself could not have made t gation, three-fourths of whom were women, were

Washington Square more silent. A sleepy horse 5 assembling for worship. Passing through the

was hitched to one of tho cannon, that marked E grave-yard, overgrown with tall grass, clover,

its western limit: a permitted astray was drink- g and hemp, I entered the open door. Soon after,

ing. from the ‘moss-grown tab at the fountain; g the reverend rector, in gown and bands, passed

robins were flitting among the poplars in “the 3 up the middle aisle, and entered the vostry-room;

mall;” and nests of the oriole hung swaying 3 from which lie alinostiuimediately emerged again

froIi: thle.drot<;pinug1 bonglhs of thzlelnils. I ‘ in the surplice, and took his place in the reading

eaciing ie en so itary pu ic case, was desk. As he turned the leaves of the big, red

soon summoned to dinner, the meal being served 2 Bible and prayer-book, marking the pages for

at one, that being, the fashionable hour when g the morning’s service, his mild, blue eye wan

theredWas no fallshion. A long aflernoon thus i dered over his little flock, as if to note the pre

gaine , I bespo e the only hack in the place, sent and the absent. He might well do that,

and spent some hours in visiting the notabilities for his people were indeed his people—the days

alt; tlge vicin1i3ty. I enters}: the chamber whence g of shifting crowds and indistinguishable masses

t e aring artou hurri the astounded Pres- had not come. There was a baptism, and one

cott; and listened to the gurgling of the brook t. of the recipients was a little girl about four years

that. then flowed in greater volume along the a old. She was exceedingly beautiful. Her large,

ravine by whichthey gained the shore. I trod lustrous eyes contrasted strongly with the white

the secluded Whitehall, where dwelt the great ness of her smooth brow, while slender curls of

hearted Berkeley; and rested beneath the Hang~ silken amber drooped over her fair neck. I did

ing Rocks, those “permanent crags,” in whose 5 not wonder that her pastor smiled so benignly

shade he wrote his “Minute Philosopher." 3 upon her, nor that he held her very tenderly in

crossed the beaches whose grey sands had soghis fatherly embrace, as she twincd her tiny

often been imprinted by the feet of Malbone and ; fingers amid his grey locks, and rested her sunny

of Alston, now unmarked save by the sea bird. é head against his bosom. When the baptismal

I stood on the brink of Purgatory. *- service was over, and the Benedictus pealed from

To me, the precincts of the town had a pe- ,5 the Berkeleyaii organ, I joined in the exultant

culiar cliarm.. The quiet streets, the dusky g hymn; giving praise in my heart for the child

shops, the aristocratic mansions, the English g now born again, as well as for the human birth

aspect p: the inhabitants, and the deep, broadtot‘ the holy son of Mary. When we came out,



mew-
- W,,N, 'Irflpnm-r MM-Wm--wl\WW

THE DAISY. 45

¢ 0.,”,’,-n;'m-’,~',~”,,/NM”MN»¢MMM    

the family group paused at the gate to exchange l before, and one or two returning market~wagons

greetings with their friends; and the little Mar- 3 plodded on at the same slow pace. Alighting at

pret strayed among the graves, gathering wild i the Bellevue House, the groups of little children

flowers. Climbing a. high tomb, she stepped too i at play beneath the horse-chesnuts gave more

near the edge, lost- her balance, and would have E of life to the scene; and their negro nurses, with

fallen backward upon a sharply broken foot- i theirhandkerchief-enveloped heads, showed them

stone, had not. I caught her. The parents and i to be visitants from Southern homes.

three or four others rushed simultaneously for- Seeking the host, I inquired of the family of

uard. but they would have been too late to save i Gilbert Devon; and received in answer the two

their darling from injury, perhaps death. Their g chilling words, "All gone.” This was modified,

thanks were so earnest, I hastened to make my ‘however, by more pa'rticular information; the

escape; but not before the father had demanded substance of which was that Mr. Devon and his

my address, and given me his own in exchange. 2 wife were dead, and that their daughter had

His card bore the name of Gilbert Devon. As , gone to reside elsewhere. When he added that

we parted. little Margaret held out to me the 2 Mr. Devon had died insolvent, [thought of my

flowers she had so assiduously culled, begging own ample fortune with a satisfaction that I had

me to take them. I drew a daisy from the never felt before. Where the daughter was, my

bouqneiy find laying it in my prayer-book, told S host could not tell; but referred me to a waiter

her I would keep that, for its name-sake, Qwho llfld been 8 SGWBHC M1 the DGVOHS’, lllitll

Attwenty-one I married. Ellen was veryithe family had broken up. The black knew

beautiful, sang well, danced well, and seemedgonly that “Miss Margaret had gone to her

amiable in temper. She was the only child of a E uncle”—-“aunt Phyllis could tell me all about

rich: old man, and the centre of a circle of ad- g her"-T“auut Phyllis was her nurse”-—“nunt

minng bachelors. Neighborhood and mutual g Phyllis was at the ’sylum."

acquaintances threw us often together; my rela- E Engaging the follow as a guide, I drove over

tires looked approvingly upon her prospects; in. green road, which led through a farm on the

and ofiicious familiars resolved upon a match. ‘rweslern shore, to the bank opposite Coaster’s

To me they hinted that the fair Ellen sighed for Harbor Island. While waiting the tardy coming

no other; and like the plotting friends of Bene- E of the bontman. for when: we had signaled, a

diet and Beatrice, they whispered her the same s strangely attired and stalwart figure appeared

mischievous lie. With the vanity of youth, andgbeside us. A scarlet stripe ornamented the

the wonted credulity of my sex in such matters, r seams of his white trousers; a uniform coat

I believed: and flattered at being preferred togcovered his back; and a. buff vest, with gilt

older and more devoted aspirants, I soon fan-gbuttons, his broad chest. Epaulets glittered on

cied myself in love. Her father favored me, for g his square shoulders; 11. black plume waved in

he was eager to connect- with his daughter the his hat, and a long sword rattled at his side.

heir of an educated family; having that rever-gTo the jocose and mocking salutation of my

ence for superior knowledge so often evinced by 3 guide, he deigned no reply; but when I lifted

those whose early lives have passed in ignorance g my hat to him, with the deference that his mien

and coarseness. iscemed to challenge, he raised his hand to the

In short, I married, full of a boy’s romantic brim of his own in true military fashion, while

notions of domestic bliss. But our tastes, our g his eye lightened with approval of the appro

training, our pursuits were adverse; and to both, i cintive stranger. The transit seemed to me as

mu-ri became 5 galling yoke. Yet we learnedithough it would be interminable. The half

to quietly, and the wise world commended l crazy fcrryman rowed now this way, now that,

m harmony luntil the soldierly John rebukingly seized the

A; length my wife was taken away, and I was i ear, and with vigorous jerks sped us to the

kn “Inna I was not a popular man, and I knew i landing. His “much obleege" for my grateful

i1, so when thoughtful fathers began to urge fee were his only words, and I saw him no more.

m to family dinners, and smiling mothersi Poor Phyllis was glad to have a listener to

W me wfem champelre-r, I grew disgusted; lithe story of the Devons. With the privileged

"d resigning my wife’s fortune in behalf of her: garrulity of the old domestic, she detailed the

needy relatives, I left the city. iminutest particulars of the illness of her mis

Impened by a vague longing, lltlu‘rineil toward tiess—of tfhle nights pfl watching, apdlthe days

Sew _ As. the stage approac e tie town, 0 care—o ier pence u parting ntt e net. 11
the Slilrtwindmills by the road-side swung their ‘ her own way, she told of the gentle nursing of

mum. arms a; they had done twelve years l the loving Margaret. of her nssiduous devotion
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to her bereaved father; and of the doting fond- 5 valetudinariulls crept upon the margin of the

ness with which he clung to her. She dwelt on 3 sea, and stout swimmers laid their “hands upon

her master’s sudden death, and on Margaret’s g the ocean‘s mane," and rode him like a well

still submission. Loud was her lamentation‘ftrained charger. Old men tottered knee-deep

over the fallen fortunes of the orphan. It was in the brine, and frightened infants screamed

very long before I could lead her to the main at sight of the dashing water. Emerging bathers

object of my visit, Margaret’s present abode. i ran shivering from door to door of the long rows

After much delay, she produced a little box that g of unsightly dressing huts, in the vain endeavor

Margaret had left with her, in which were a i to recall a forgotten number. Hacks and omni~

number of envelopes, wi h her address to the i buses wheeled forward and backward in search

care of William Devon, sq., Boston, in which i of fares; and stray spaniels whiningly sniffed

Phyllis was to enclose news of herself from time i for lost masters; for the dog of Ulysses would

to time and forward. Wishing to do the afl'ec- i have failed to recognize the Greek hero if he

tionatc creature a service, I offered to act as her k had come back in a wet bathing-dress.

amnnnensis. She accepted my assistance, and \ At my return, I had time to note the changes

I filled a sheet at her dictation. It closed with g wrought elsewhere also, by twenty years. On

“love to Master James." Involuntarily I looked Q the spot where I had once found wild flowers,

up, and in answer to my inquiring glance, she Willlcrt’d 111111105 figlil‘fid in artificial bloom; and

observed, “Miss Margaret is engaged to him.” lwhcre the bobolink then trilled his eccentric

Unacknowledged to myself, I had been rearing k melody, the artistic notes of a German band

the most unsubstantial of air-built castles, and a E swelled through spacious halls. An hour later,

single breath had blown it down forever. The l I mounted my horse and rode out. Far south

daisy of my boyhood had struck deeper root in E ward, almost to the rocky shore, the once rural

my maturer dreams than I had known. 2 hill swarmed with carriages and equcstrians.

Eight years passed away, with little change i Amateur jockeys tried the speed of slender

to me. During the first, a Boston paper an~§limbed trottcrs; and groom-attended girls dis~

nounced the marriage. at the house of William played their grace or awkwardness. A massive

Devon, of James Chase and Margaret, daughter granite gateway, bearing symbols of death and

of the late Gilbert Devon, all formerly of New- E eternity, had risen to guard the entrance of the

port. At the close of the last, one of the jour-gJewish Cemetery. Beside it, Hay street had

nals of the day reported the failure of the house 3 opened a new vista through the fields. Follow

of Chase 8t 00., with the addition that Jamesi-ing its course for a time, I turned my horse

Chase, the senior partner, had given up, for the westward, with the intention of seeing old Phyl

debts of the concern, an estate that had been so lis once more. Near the asylum, I met the fan

devised to him as to make its retention perfectly S tastic IIuytian, from whose broken English I

legal. Iwas alone in the world, with no rela- g was able to gather that she still lived. Tho

tive or friend dependent upon me for support; E crazy boatman’s occupation was gone, for a firm

and I determined to place a part of my property 5 causeway now crossed the shallow channel.

at the disposal of Margaret's husband. To do i Phyllis remembered me, and received me with

this delicately and successfully, required some E a hearty greeting. Eloquent as ever in praise
knowledge of Mr. Chase's character; and to gain i of Margaret, shenprated of her constant kind

that knowledge, I set off for Newport. § ness; told how she came every year to see her,

Delayed by fog, it was ten o'clock in theBIand what rare, good gifts she brought; and

morning, when the boat. stopped at the landing. idrew from her chest of treasures many a pre

A crowd darkened the wharf, and the names of Scions token of her young mistress’s loving re

at least half a dozen hotels were shouted by up- i membrance. I marveled inwardly that she

roarious hackmen. Thames street was choked : poured forth no regrets for Margaret’s recent.

by the carriages that waited at the shop doors; Emisfortunes; and ventured myself to speak of

and hurrying express wagons clattered over the Mr. Chase’s reverses. She shook her head and.

pavement of Spring street. Driving to the sighed, adding, quite philosophically, that it.

Atlantic House, the sole object that I recog- g was “now all one to him.” I asked an expla

niled, was the unchangeable Stone Mill. E nation, and she told me he was dead. “Dead!”

I paused a moment only, and then drove on g I exclaimed, and said no more; but Phyllis went.

to the beach. How changed was everything i on to tell that Mr. William had taken his sister

from my first visit! Groups of merry youths home again; that Miss Margaret would have her

and merrier maidens, in robes of every hue, i resume her old place at the head of the house;

romped and screamed amid the waves. Timid \ and much more, of all which I comprehended
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Mlh'ihg- To this unintelligible prattle I listened \ stood among the graves. I plucked a daisy be

lmnldered. I began to doubt my own sanity. Sside the tomb where Margaret had stood, and

Bk:::ukfl‘e;_1t‘hat hliargaret lLad no brotlher:l l g whenhthe lprowd had issued forth, returned into

m 1 ram evon was or paterna unc e. §thc c urc with it in my hand. My scat had

Out of patience with the senseless babble of the 5 been near the chancel, and as I now drew near,

Ionian, I began to ply her with questions. At 5 two ladies, who had lingered, stood looking at

hat 1!. was all made clear. Margaret‘s father 5 the gilded tables of the law. In atone full of

and grandfather had both borne the name ofisad music, one of them observed, “I remember

Gilbert, and her aunt as well as herself that of the first time I ever entered these walls. It was

Margaret. It was the aunt who had been the when I was brought to be baptized." Her face

wife of James Chase. Swas averted, but I Telt that it was Margaret

“Whom then had Margaret married?” was 5 Devon. She went on to detail the incidents of

the next inquiry. “She never married,” was § that hour; her heedlessness; her danger, and

the answer. The lover of her girlhood had been her being saved by an unknown youth; her

faithless, and had long ceased to be regretted. giving him her flowers, and his promise to keep

Oh, what a. dullard was I, never to haveslhe daisy. She added playfully, “I sometimes

conceived that two might own the name of Mar- l Wonder if he really retained it, and if I ever

guet Devon! Remounting my horse, I went shall see him again. I mean to pick another

slowly back to my lodgings, musing on what $ from the same spot and keep it until I find its

might have been. * fellow."

Th; next .lny was Sunday, and I once more 3 She turned to go, as she spoke, and came full

bent my steps to the church, where I had seen 5 upon me, standing with the daisy in my hand,

the gentle child whose memory so clung to me. i Iwns no longer a youth, and the child Mar

The building was unchanged. There were the l garct was now a stately woman. The grey hairs

square pews, the high pulpit with its tnsseled E that had crept among the chesnnt on my temples

cushion, and the sounding-board swinging fear- a ought, perhaps, to have brought more wisdom

fully above it; the fringed desks; the oak»cnserl with them; but I was impelled onward. Holding

organ, surmounted by crown and mitre; the 2 out to her the freshly gathered flower, I said,

mural tablets. But what a change in the wor— % “Will you not take this? I have kept the other

ahipers! Every seat was filled, and by people t twenty years." Surprised, confounded, she took

of every typ; hHire were the fair hair and car- i it, and with hastily murmured thanks passed out

nation-time 0 es of New England; and there of the church.

the dark, pale face of the sunnier South. i I went home in a whirl of undefinable emotion.

The grey-haired rector was gone, and his g It was in vain that I called myself an old fool;

place was filled by a comparatively youthfulinnd conjectured whether Margaret laughed at

figure, with the brow of a Persian. His sonor- 2 my sentimentality, or was indignant at my im

one voice and clear enunciation were very efi'ec- z pudence. So I went to her to learn the truth.

tive in the liturgy, but could not drown thcSNeither anger nor contempt were seen in those

trampling of horses and rattling of carriagesfideep eyes; but maidenly consciousness and

outside, during the sermon. On coming out, a i grateful kindliness. I found her mqre been

close line of vehicles stretched along Springgtlful than even in childhood, and in every

street; and another on Church street intersected womanly excellence beyond my highest imagin-'

it at right angles, unwittingly making the sign E ings.

ofllu- cross with equipages and foolmen. g Why lengthen out my story? I Wooed, I won;

Missing my cane. I went back for it, and tofiand the little Margaret has become indeed my

avoid the throng, stepped from the walk and EDAY's are.
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BY P. H. QTAUFFEK.

 

Con wk! Come back to me egalnl

A. if ‘hm "15,7 words had not been said!

The tears of bitterness that I have shed

Would was]; away a sin of twice its stain.

am“ bu)“ Come back to me again,

1 pm my had. upon my aching head—

I wish that I were wlth the dead,

To know no more of wretchedness and pain!

Come back! Como back to me again!

I otler for those cruel words I said

The free \h-votiou of a life instead!

How happy now! I have not plead in vain.
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WHAT ANNE DALAND DID.

 

BY KATE WARE.

 

"Thou shalt find by hearty strivin only,

And truly loving, thou shalt truly ive."

ANNE DAL/nu) sat by the window watching 5 round you, if you would not scorn it because it

the sky. The light of the setting sun streamed i is made up of little things, and there is not the

through the crimson curtain upon her face, as a romance about it that there would be about

she leaned her head on her hand. It was aigoing to Turkey on a mission. You ought not

sweet, thoughtful face, with its hazel eyes so § to be contented while you are living so for your

calm in their clearaess, its delicate mouth that 2 self alone. Why not do more to make your

for all its ripe fullness was decided, and its i father and mother happy, Anne? Since you

soft, dark hair. But its expression was more i cannot teach the heathen, why not go out into

than thoughtful now; it was sad, and tears were ‘ the kitchen and teach poor Bridget to read and

dropping on to her little, lady—like hand, that 2 write? You might visit the poor and sick, and

rested on her cheek. " do good in a thousand ways, if you only were

“Why Anne, what a sigh!" said a cheerful i willing to practice a little self-denial."

voice, and some one behind her took her face Iler cousin talked earnestly with her, and

between two soft hands and turned it up to look 5 Anne sat quietly when she had ceased, her face

at it. Sstill turned to the window, her eyes fixed on

“Is it you, cousin Mary? I didn't. know i the clouds, whose sunset glory was fast passing

there was anybody here.” i away, but cousin Mary knew she was thinking

“I just came in. Is there, Anne, room for of what she hadjust said to her.

me too on the lounge?” i When the tea~bell had rung, and they got up

Anne moved a little, and “cousin Mary" sat g to go into the dining-room, Anne slipped her

down by her. She was a sweet, genial, old f aria round her cousin’s waist and said softly,

maid, the favorite cousin of the Daland family, 5 “I am glad you said what you did, cousin Mary,

who always welcomed a visit from her as a sort and I will try to live more for others, and less

of jubilee. § for myself.”

“What troubles you, Anne?” she said, in heri “I am very sorry,” said Mr. Daland, laying

peculiarly gentle, winning way, looking straight 5 down the newspaper he had been reading since

into Anne’s eyes as she spoke. Q tea, “but I believe I shall have to give up read

Her cousin tried to evade the question at first, 5 ing in the evenings altogether, it makes my eyes

but finally unable to resist the charm of Mary’s i ache so," and he sighed at the thought of it.

manner, ghe frankly opened her heart to her. é Anne looked up from the delightful volume of

“I am not half so happy as I thought I should Irving she had buried herself in, hesitated a

be, after I left school, cousin Mary. My lifesmoment, then resolutely shut it up and oflered

seems so aimless and useless. The little things i to read the paper to her father. It was rather

I do every day don’t amount to anything, and I E dull, reading all the ship news, and prices cl"

get so tired of them! I do wish, somehow, I g rent, and debates in the legislature, but she felt

could live differently. I don‘t seem to be of any E repaid by her father’s affectionate, “Thank you.

use in the world.” smy dear," when she finished. She was eyes to

“Then, Anne, why don’t you begin to do i her father every evening after that.

something?" E “You have already begun to do good, Antler"

“That's the very thing, cousin Mary. I don’t 3 whispered cousin Mary to her, as she kissed 119'“

know what to do. Sometimes I really have a i and said, "Good night."

vgreat mind to go ‘out West’ and teach school, or§ Anne sat up in her room a good while that

go away off somewhere and be a missionary and E evening, thinking, thinking. She saw that 811°

convert the heathen. Only,” added Anne, dole- i had been unhappy because she was selfish, and

fully, “father would never be willing." that while discontented because she could 110'

“Alb Anne, there is plenty for you to do at do some great, shining deed, she had overlooked

home that case. There is work lying all i entirely that which it lay in her power to do
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it was with a new sense of weakness and sinteneascrl in a pair of little, thick walking-boots,

that she knelt. to pray for forgiveness for the i that would have rejoiced the heart of an Eng

past. and strength for the future. qlishman, as they went tapping on the side walk

Anne's new enthusiasm for doing good sentiwith their little heels. The warm, damp air

her into the kitchen the very next morning. g brought the color to her cheeks, and the very

“Bridget,” said she, to that worthy domestic, isight of such a bright, fresh, pretty face was

who at that. moment was deep in the mysteries % enough to make one cheerful that dismal day.

of one of her delicious puddings. “Don’t you \ She met but few acquaintances, but they uncon—

wish you knew how to read and write as well as i sciously brightened up as they returned her cor

fi‘miil" ldial smile and bow. Before she got to Mr.

Bridget dropped her egg-beater in astonish- \ Malone’s, she found a little, poor-looking boy,

meat at the question. “You’re not making fun i who hadlost his way, and was crying bitterly.

of me now, are ye, Miss Anne? Shure I’d give ‘ “Here‘s a chance to make somebody happy,”

the whole of New York, just to be able to write i thought our young lady. She questioned him

abit of a letter home to Ireland now and then.” :i kindly, and found out where he lived, and re

So the lessons began that very day. It was 3 stored him to his mother, who fortunately lived

no easy task that she had undertaken, Anne on the way to Mr. Malone’s. The poor woman’s

soon found that out. Poor Bridget! her memory 3 name was Mrs. Hoyt. She thanked Anne over

was so short, and her mind as undisciplined as g and over, and urged her to come in. So Anne

the merest child’s, and she had such a propen- i went into the little room. Everything was neat,

airy to learn everything by rote! Anne got dis- i but showed that they were very poor indeed.

eounged sometimes, but she was determined to g Mrs. Hoyt, in talking with Anne, disclosed to

persevere, and she did. S her almost all her trials.

One dull, foggy, dismal day, Anne Daland g Her husband had died, and left her with four

stood at the window looking out at the drearyfilitllo children to take care of. She took in

prospect. The streets were muddy, and the few E washing for a living, but lately she could get

people who were out looked uncomfortable, and i no work, and she had become entirely disheart

in a hurry to get home. E cued. Anne’s kind heart was touched when the

“Isn't it dolcful, mother?” said Anne. ipoor woman put her apron up to her face and

“Why. yes, I suppose so, since you say it is! g cried; she tried to comfort her as well as she

But I've been too busy all day to mind thcijcould

weather much," and Mrs. Daland bent her sweet-,3 “I’m 50 sorry for you.” Said She, “I don’t

motherly face over her sewing again. gwonder you feel discouraged. I wish I could

“There now, mother! I hope that isn't in do something for you. Send your little boy to

tended for a hit at me, I have done ever so much 3 our house in the morning, and I’ll give him a

to-day; ‘the little busy bec’ is not to be com- g basketful of things to carry home."

pared to me, and yet I'm blue, decidedly blue. 3 Then she remembered that one of their neigh

l'll tell you what it is, mother,” said she, after i bors wanted a washer-woman. She told Mrs.

another pause, “I’m going out.” 3 Hoyt so, and that she had no doubt but that she

"What, in this muddy walking?" Ecould get work there, and then theJady would

"It won’t hurt me any. I’m going on an ex- i recommend her to her friends. And so followed

ploring expedition, to see if I can’t find some- by thanks, she went away, but she had no idea

body to cheer up. Cousin Mary would say that 3 how much good she had done, or pleasure she

is the best way to drive ofl‘ the blues.” Q had given.

Mrs. Daland thought Anne might be right, sci The look of trouble left the widow’s face at

gave her one or two commissions. One to go g the thought of having employment; Anne’s ready

and see a sick man, Mr. Malone, and the other sympathy had taken away the heavy feeling at

to take a book to Mary Brsckett. {her heart, that nobody would care whether she

“MM-y is one of the best old maids that ever g lived or died; the very sight of her sunny face,

was, which is saying a great deal, and she’s and bright, pretty dress had pleased the chil

hnelv, She can’t go out much, you know, on , dren, who talked of her for days after. Poor

occorint of her rheumatism,” said Mrs. Daland. g Mrs. Hoyt! she actually had almost a smile on

In a few minutes Anne set out. The bustle 5 her face that night, as she sat up to mend a

of getting ready had already nearly dispellcdglittle, ragged jacket, remembering how Miss

the blues, She walked briskly along, holding g Daland had praised the children for looking so

up her shirts with one hand, just disclosing a é neat. .

Elinor-=0 of a. white stocking. and very neat feet> Old Mr. Malone, who was a paralytic, was
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very glad to see her He was a good, old man, Q “Mother,” said Anne, when she got home,

and after Anne had sat a little while with him, i “you don’t know what a pleasant time I’ve had.

proposed to her that she should read him a g I declare I never thought of the blues once," she

chapter out of the Bible. “My woman," said went on, untying her bonnet, and talking in the

he, with a look at his wife, who sat by him, 3 most animated manner atthe same time. “Every—

“ain’t near so good at reading as she is at E body was so glad to see me; and oh! I must tell

nursing." Eabout a Mrs. Hoyt I came across.” And she

So Anne did, and while she was reading, in 2 related to her mother her "adventure," as she

came a coarsely dressed, rough-looking man, \ called it.

whose face was all seamed with the small-pox. , The impulse that had been wakened in Anne's

“He’s one of the neighbors—don't mind him— i heart to do good, did not die away when its

he won’t have no objections,” said Mr. Malone, gnovelty was gone. Some of her schemes for

afraid she was going to stop. So she went on usefulness failed, and some succeeded; but they

reading, and the rough-looking man listened at- = all had a softening, beneficial efl'ect on her char—

tentively, even eagerly, to every word, and stared E acter, whether she knew it or not, and made her

out of the window after her as long as she was more unselfish. But there was one place where

in sight, when she went away, promising Mr. i her efforts succeeded, and were appreciated fully,

Malone that she would come again soon, and§as the following extract from a letter of her

read to him. tmother’s to “cousin Mary" will show:

With a softened, loving feeling to everybody; “As for Anne, I really believe the dear child

in her heart, Anne went with the book her i grows more lovable every day. She does a great

mother had sent to Mary Brackett. The pretty, ideal to relieve me of care, and devotes nearly

tasteful room, with its bright fire, and pictures, 3 every evening to her father—who cannot read by

and canary birds at the ‘window, looked charm- 5 gaslight now—reading to him, or playing and

ing, almost fairy-like, after the one she had just i singing. She is the very light of the house. I

left. E don‘t know what we should do without her."

Little, merry Miss Brackett, with her funny, One warm day, several months after the con

old-fashionedyays, welcomed her cordially, and ‘t‘ versation with which our story began, a little

scolded playfully, because she had not been 5 Irish girl came for Anne to go and see “Mr.

there before. 3 Brett.”

“ We sour old maids are pleased, after all, when " Mr. Brett?" said Anne, reflectively, “I never

the young girls come to see us," said she. heard the name before. There must be some

“You are not an old maid, Miss Brackett,” mistake about it."

said Anne, making herself comfortable in one of “Oh! no, marm; he’s a sick man what lives in

Mary’s little rocking-chairs, “because you don’t i our house; he's going off in a consumption, an’

keep a cat; old maids always do.’" he's been talking ever so long if he only could

“Bless you, child, it’s only because I can't get l have Miss Daland read to him, an' nobody

one to suit me. I’m set on a Maltese with white 3 know who you was, till yesterday, Mrs. Hoyt

paws, just as I am set on not marrying till I find 3 was in, and she tells mother where you live. An'

somebody like Dr. Kanel" é Mr. Brett, thin he was in a fever till I came for

“Oh! isn’t that book of his splendid?" Anne i you."

exclaimed, kindling with enthusiasm. é Anne wasn’t much enlightened by the state

So they talked about Dr. Kane, discussed all ‘ ment, and inquired where he lived. It was in

the news, and had such a chatty, sociable time, i “Dyer’s court," one of the worst and dirtiest

that before Anne knew it, it was getting late, and g places in the city. She hesitated a moment

she must go. yabout the propriety of going there, besides, it.

“You’re a pleasant little lady, Miss Anne \ was so warm; but her better impulses prevailed,

Daland," said Miss Brackett to her, as she stood ‘ and she went with the little girl.

at the door, about to go, “and I hope you’ll It was a tall, black house, that seemed to be

come again.” § swarming with occupants, at the end of a narrow,

“Little?” said that young lady, drawing her- l dark lane. The battered door was half 08' its

self up indignantly, being more than a head i hinges, and the steep steps were so wet and dirty

taller than Mary Brackett. gthat Anne’s forehead wrinkled with disgust as

“Well, don't look like a wrathful Juno about S she trod on them. Up one pair of dark stairs

it, my dear: that style don’t suit you. I am E after another till she reached the garret, where

much obliged to your mother for the book. Au g the child left her. Such a little cooped up,

revoir," she prided herself in her French. t wretched place! And at one end of it, on a low
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bed, covered with ragged quilts, lay a man. He 5 in often, and attend to his wants, for he had no

turned his head feebly, at her entrance, andione to take care of him.

looked at her. His face instantly brightened. g He always smiled when Anne came to see him,

She thought she had seen the rough, coarsefiand he would say, “The Lord bless you," when

features, seamed with small-pox before, haggard she would finish reading to him, as she always

and changed by sickness as they were now, but t did, though sometimes she read but a few verses

for the life of her she could not tell when. i at a time, because he was so weak.

"Obi" said the man, “I’m so glad you’ve i “Shure he can’t last. much longer, Miss!"

come at last. Sit down, sit down; if you were said Mrs. Tight: to her, one afternoon, as she

an angel I couldn‘t be glndder to see you!” passed the door. “The doctor told me so him

Anne looked round, then took the broken chair self, this mornin’, an' ain't it verra kind in him

by the bed: inow, to come and see him so often, and make

“I’m glad you know me, Mr. Brett," she said, 5 the poor craythur as asy as he can, till he dies;

gently; “butI don’tthink Irecollectwhere I have considerin’ too, he knows it‘s niver a bit of pay

seen you." She’ll get for it?"

“You went to see old Malone once, when IQ Anne thought it was. It was later than usual,

was there, and you read to him out of a Bible 5 one dull afternoon when she went, but she hur

such blessed words about the Lord, as how He 3 ried along, and thought she would have time to

told ’em about ‘the mansions,’ and not. to be S be at home before dark. She found her invalid

afraid, and how he loved 'em; I never could for- i brighter than usual, thankful for some grapes

get them words, never; and, since I’va been sick § she brought him, eager to have her read to him.

here, it seems as I'd give the world and welcome 3 After she had read much longer than usual, he

just to hear you read them blessed words i said to her, “If it wouldn’t be asking too much,

again.” Ewouldn’t you sing to me a little? I recollect

Here a terrible fit of coughing interrupted 3 how they used to chant and sing hymns in the

him. When it was over, Annie told him that i chapel, when I was a. little boy to home, and it

she remembered his coming into Mr. Malone’s 3 did sound beautiful." /

very well, the first time she went to read to him, 2 “Yes, Mr. Brett, I'll sing a hymn to you, if

and wished she had known of his being sick \you promise to shut your eyes and let me sing

before. Eyou to sleep."

“Oh! Bliss, I’ve thought on you day andi “Bless you!" said 119, “I’ll try.”

night since I’ve been lying here, and didn’t know 3 Anne thought a moment, then began to sing

where to send for you, nor nothing, only that “Jerusalem, my happy home,” in her low voice.

your name was Daland. And there wasn't i In the middle of it, she thought she heard a

nobody that could read to me, only the doctor, Ecreaking on the stairs; but concluding it was

as has been a week now to see me, and I hadn’t one of Mrs. Tighe’s children, sang it all through.

no courage to ask him, thongh he's been very 2 Mr. Brett was not asleep, and great tears were

kind." tdropping through the thin fingers with which

Anne was very much touched, and glad that 3 he had covered his face. She turned her head

she had come at once. She read to him the i toward the door, and there stood a young gentle

fourteenth chapter of John, and the tears came g man, with his hat in his hand, listening. She

into her eyes, when he told her, that that chap- S started, and Mr. Brett looked round.

ter. which she had read to Mr. Malone that dayi “0h! is that you, Dr. Morris?" said he.

he had seen her there, was the only one he had i “Come in; she," pointing to Anne, “is the angel

heard since he was a child, for he had not. been 5 the Lord sent me when I was sick."

in a. church for years. > 5 Anne colored, and could not help smiling at

Anne sat with him nearly an hour, talking E the odd introduction. The stranger smiled, too,

with him about the Saviour, “who will in no wise as he bowed quietly to her, and said to his

cast out any who come to him." He listenedi oatient,

eagerly, never taking his eyes off her face, and i "I almost thought it must be an angel, myself,

when she went away, entreated her to come 3 at first, when I heard the singing as I came up

again. Estairs, Mr. Brett. I didn’t know what. to make

She went often after that, every day when it. E of it, I was so startled by it. You must excuse

was possible, and did what she could to make 5 my listening to you on the stairs," he said to

him more comfortable while he lived, and she E Anne, “but. I could not help it. I hope I have

promised )lrs. Tighe, who lived in the room be not interrupted you."

low, that she would pay her well if she would go 3 “Oh! no,” replied Anne, “I have stayed too
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late already,” and bidding Mr. Brett good-bye, =kept up the conversation, and his manners,

she stepped quietly out of the room, while the Q which could not have been more entirely re

dootor was talking to him. 5 spectful and gentlemanly.

When she reached the foot of the stairs, and§ As they passed under the lamp-post, she took

opened the outside door, she looked out in dis- E the opportunity of looking at him. He was tall

may. It had become very dark, and, to make it and rather slight, but muscular as he had proved

worse, was beginning to rain. She stood a mo by the force with which he had struck the sailor;

ment, peering into the darkness, and hearing his hair, as well as she could tell under his hat,

rough, loud voices at the end of the lane, afraid a was light, and wavy; his eyes were fine, such a

to venture out. Then a step coming down stairs 3 clear blue! so frank and truthful! a soft mous

startled her, and she hurried forth. She had gone i tache almost hid his month, which would have

but a few stops, when she heard some one com— been too delicate if it had not been firm: the ex

ing up behind her: and then a. thick, coarse t pression of his whole face was peculiarly bright,

voice at her side said, “Don’t hurry so, my i manly, and kind.

pretty duck; wait a moment.” “ lie is handsome," thought Anne, “and how

She gave a sudden start, and turned round. $much he looks like the pictures of Olive New

The light from a window near, fell on the leering 3, come !"

face of a tipsy sailor at her side. i At length they reached her door. She thanked

“Needn’t be afraid, dear!” said he, trying to 5 him warmly again and again; then lifting his

put his arm round her waist. ihat to her with a how that would have done

In mortal terror, she struggled to free herself ‘ credit to a young knight, he walked away.

from his grasp, when a sudden blow from behind i Who will blame the young man, that he sighed

felled him 10 the earth. 2 to himself as be walked home alone to his board

“He can’t hurt you now,” said Dr. Morris, ling-house, thinking that poor Brett was not so

though his eyes were still flashing with indigna very much to be pitied after all, with some one

tion, turning to Anne, who was white with terror, i like Miss Daland to go and see him? “What a

“he is too tipsy to get up again. May I not see s clear, sweet voice she had, and how good it was

you safe home? It is too dark for you to go Q of her to visit that old garretl" He wished he

through here alone, 3'0“ have been dreadfully E could knock that sailor down again, for daring

frightened already.” 3 to insult her or any woman unprotected. What

Quivering from head to foot, she took his i wonder was it, that as he sat in his luxurious,

offered arm, with a sense of protection and relief 5 but lonely room that evening. he caught himself

that was almost overwhelming after her fear. 2 humming, “Jerusalem, my happy home!” and

The drunken sailor, unable to rise, still lay then said, "Nonsense!" to himself, and took re~

there, muttering angry (mills at them E fuge in the Medical Journal and a cigar?

Jrr/
“You are trembling all over, Miss Daland," In the future, Anne went in the morning to

said the young man, “I’m afraid you will faint; see Mr. Brett. Not so much frpm any fear of

shan’t I go back to Mr. Brett’s with you, and 5 being frightened again, or from any aversion to

then get ll carriage?” S seeing her gallant defender, but from a maidenly

Anne, whose only desire was to get home as E self-respect that prevented her going there again

5001! M POSSihle, knew lllnt there was 110 cm" at an hour when she would need his escort home.

riage stand within a long distance, so she told Not so the young gentleman, he took pains from

him she never fainted, and that she would rather that time to go there in the afternoon, but of

50 home Ill 01166, P. course was always disappointed, for not another

She was still too much excited to say much, E glimpse of her did he get.

but Dr. Morris, after telling her that as soon as 3 Poor Brett failed rapidly, and was fully con

the thought struck him, that she was going 3 scioas that death was fast drawing near, but be

home alone, he had left Mr. Brett with the in- § looked forward to it with a calm trust. It was

tention of going all the way behind her, to see 2 not in vain that Anne had read to him from the

that no one troubled her, thinking she might g Bible, and had told him of the Saviour who had

not like to accept the escort of a perfect stranger 3 died for him.

if he offered it, and was just in time to hear the i Wrath, Miss Daland!” said Mrs. Tighe to

sailor speak to her the second time, turned the her, one day, “the doctor said last night might

conversation in another direction. By thus be the poor craythur’s last. It’s a kind heart

diverting her attention, he did the best thinggintirely that the doctor has, and it’s always

possible. Anne soon breathed more freely, and \ cheering to the poor man to see him. When 119

could not but admire the ease with which he i asks him if 'his angcl’ has been to see him
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to-day, poor Brett’s face lights up, an’ ofl he goes 5 “Perfectly, and has such an animated, bril

atelling the doctor of all your kindness to him, iliant face, and such expressive blue eyes, and

till you'd think he‘d never be done. An’ the i manners that; are so free, and yet so gentle

doctor he stands and listens, and shore I'vegmanlyl" The young lady was becoming very

noticed," said the shrewd Irish woman, with is enthusiastic, when she suddenly exclaimed in a

glance at Anne, whose face did not change in low voice, “Oh, there he comes now!”

the least, “that he never tells'him at all he'll be 3 Mrs. Ward’s handsome face brightened as

hurting himself talking, when he’s spaking of g Walter Morris entered the room, and came to

you, but other times he stops him." ward her. She reproached him playfully for

lt was but two or three days after this, that 3 coming so late, that she had positively given

Anne, as she stood at the door of the garret, 5 him up. “You may imagine my despair,” said

heard voices, and a sort. of hubbub in the usually g she.

quiet room. She started as she went. in. Out “More easily than I can describe my own,

the bed lay along, white figure, covered with a 3 when I feared I could not. come, as I did on

sheet. Mrs. Tighe was washing up the floor, and hour ago.”

talking with one of the neighbors, who set! A little conversation, full of raillcry and fun,

watching her. The 7sick man was dead. Anne’s i passed between them, then Mrs. Ward said to

tears fell fast as she turned back the sheet, and i him, “I have private designs upon you to-night,

looked at the thin, white face, on which rested Walter, I am going to introduce you to an inde

a holy calm that awed her. t finite number of pretty girls, who will do their

“He went 05 very soft and peaceful-like,” § best to fascinate you, but it’s on your peril that

said Mrs. Tighe, wiping her eyes with her apron. Eyou fall a victim to any but the one I have

“He prayed the Lord to bless you over and over: E chosen.”

then he looked up quick, very bright, and said§ HWhy, may I ask?" he said, looking gayly

something about. ‘thc many mansions,’ that Iiround the room.

couldn’t understand, and didn’tbrcathc no more.” 3 “Because she is a young friend of mine, whom

Several months had pnsscd away. There was 3 I am sure your fastidious taste " he bowed

a select party at Mrs. Ward's, who was univcr- l sedately, “is sure to appreciate. I have been

sally acknowledged to give the most. delightful Q longing for an opportunity for ever so long to

parties in town. IIer social position as well as i introduce you to each other, it’s such a clear

her own personal charms, enabled her to draw 3 case of suitability. She is so entirely charming

around her the most elegant, the most int-ellec- E and good! more than ordinarily cultivated, she

tual, whatever was best in the society of the city. % is so simply earnest and natural in everything

:erleasyl.) cordgal mlanners, wlhich lpore too high- g she does! In short, the most lovable creature!

re to e ot er t an simp e an unassuming, 3 Prepare to be vanquished as soon as I introduce

charmed all, and she possessed the rare quality \ you,”

as hostess of dr'awing out the particular gift of i "I have once seen one,” said the young man,

each of her guests, and making each appear togquietly, “to whom your glowing description

the best advantage. The brightly-lighted rooms t might apply: but I do not see her here.”

were nearly filled. In front of a crimson our- \ “Alas, then! If you have ever seen one whom

“in, “Hell threw Off 1181' figure in file!" "lief, iyou could so wholly admire, I withdraw from the

stood Anne Daland as natural and unconscious field on are alread van uished."
’ Q r y y q

in her airy dress of white lace, with superb soar- g “I declare, Mrs. Ward," said he, “I was not

let verbenas in her bosom and hair, as a few i aware that I admitted anything of the kind. To

hours Ibefore, in her calico morning-dress, at glove and to admire are not the same thing, are

work in the kitchen, the cook having gone to i they? If they are, in what danger I stand at

bed sick. I . §this very moment,” looking at her with warm

“Mary, I don’t believe Dr. Morris is commgiadmiration expressed in his fine eyes, as she

after all,” said Miss Osgood, one of a groupgstood‘gracefully before him.

standing near Anne. § “To waste such a look and speech as that on

Anne had not seen him since the night when t an old married woman, Walter!” she said, in a

he had so gallantly protected her from insult, i doprecnting tone. "But. it’s not fair for me to

and waited with some interest for the reply. S monopolize you in this way. Let me take your

“I should think he would come, he is such a \ arm, and I will go and present you to Miss Halo

particular friend of Mrs. Ward's," replied Marygover there. She is not the one though, my

Earle, the one addressed, “I'm dying for an in young lady wears only natural flowers: and is

trodnction to him. Delightful, isn’t he ‘2" _ the only one here to-night who does, I think."
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Anne was enjoying herself extremely. A little E “De say like Bayard, Miss Daland," he inter

while before supper she was talking brightly i-upted, entrentingly.

with a little group of gentlemen gathered round She laughed. “Well then like ‘Bayard, was

her. Dr. Morris, unconsciously standing near, pear et sans rcproche,’ defending poor, unpro

engsged in a conversation that bored him, heard t tected dainsels?”

some one say, “That is Miss Daland. Has she 3 Walter was about to reply, when the door of

not an interesting face?" g the supper-room was thrown open, which diverted

He turned quickly, and for the first timeghis attention. He had the pleasure of taking

during the evening saw Anne. Their eyes met, FAnne out, and secretly congratulated himself on

he bowed, and With a face full of pleasure, at, 2 his good fortune, as he saw a gentleman, just

once went toward her. s approaching her for the same purpose, turn away

“This is such an unexpected pleasure, Miss i with a disappointed air.

Daland!" 5 He devoted himself to her all the rest of the

Anne gracefully returned his salutat-ion, with 3 evening, thereby drawing down upon her the

perhaps a slightly heightened color in her 3 envy of divers young ladies present.

cheek. s It was late when Mr Daland came to Anne

“I am not sure, Miss Daland,” said he, “that g and told her that the carriage was waiting for

I have a right. to presume upon an introduction g them. 3110 bid Dr- Morris good evening. and

so informal as mine to you, and so long ago. staking her father‘s arm was turning away, when

But here comes Mrs. Ward, and she is looking 2 she remembered that he had her fan, which he

this way. May I not ask her to introduce me i had been using in her service.

in form, Miss Daland?" glancing back brightlys “Oh, Miss Daland!” he said with a tragic

toward her, as he went to meet Mrs. Ward and S air, as at her request he handed it to her, “I

make his request. 3 was in hopes you would forget it.”

“I am indignant, Walter," said that lady, ing “Why?”

answer to it. “You know that I meant to have § “SO that I might call in a day 01' "m, and

the pleasure of introducing you to Miss Daland g return it."

myself. Some one, I see, has forestalled me, and t Anne laughed at his ingenuity, and gave him

so you maliciously ask me to do it now, to teaze i permission to call on her, without having her fan

me, I suppose, for being so dilatory. Who would $ for a pretext.

believe that so ingenuous a face could conceal S He did call, and gradually became so frequent

such malice? Do not let me interrupt your con- 3 a visitor, that it became a matter of course. Mr.

versation with Miss Daland, I pray you,” and g Daland quietly made inquiries as to the gentle

with an assumed air of injured dignity, she 3 man’s character and prospects, and probably

turned away from him. 3 found them unexceptionable, for he did not for

“What splendid verbenas, Anne!" she said, 3 bid the continuance of the calls. For Anne’s

':you always wear natural flowers I have no- 5 part, when any of her friends teased her about

hood,” and darting a quick look at Dr. Morris i him, she always looked indignant, and answered

asst: spq‘lyre,disllile leftftheai. _ . with a good deal of dignity, and some warmth,

l rs. or as re use my request, thinking 2 that Dr. Morris and herself were excellent

it unnecessary. Perhaps it is just as well. She 3 friends, and that was all.”

could not have equalled the way in which ouri They were excellent friends, undoubtedly: he

poor friend Brett introduced you, simply as an lent her books to read from his library, frequently

‘angel,’ as if you had no earthly name. How ;‘dropped in of an eveuing, when she was playing

strangely unfortunate I was in not meeting youfi to her father, “happening to pass by,” of course.

their; againll." 1 1 1d th d f S Aht her request, he visited old hér. Maloge, whlqm

nne rep let,“ ’ouwou no ave sai an or- ,3 s e went once a wee to rea to, an , by is

tunate, if you had not forgotten the affair with the 5 professional skill, helped him so, that occasion

sailor, and the long walk in the rain afterward, E ally he was able to walk out, which he had not

in consequence of meeting me there.” idone before for more than a year. And, in

“Pardon me," said he, looking at her, “but i return, he told her of a poor family whom he

it. was because I did not. forget the opportunity 3 had been called to see, who were really suffering

it gave me of defending you, or the walk with from want. So Mrs. Daland and Anne inter

you, that I said ‘unfortunate.’ " : ested themselves in them, found an employer for

“Do you consider it your mission,” she an- i‘. the husband, who was a gardener, and clothed the

swered, with a mile, “to go round like one of gchildren up so, that every Sunday they might

the knights of Old—" ~ have been seen, with cheerful faces, in Anne‘s
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Sunday-School class. In the bright, golden 3 almost passionate order of manner that Anne had

days of October, when the air is so delicious that t never seen in him before. A sharp, sudden

itscems almost. a. sin to stay in-doors, they took thrill of surprise and pain went all through her

ong walks together, and had sometimes long ‘4 at this unexpected confession of his love for

and earnest conversations, but they never talked another. it seemed for a moment as though her

of love. i heart stopped beating. But she had a woman‘s

It was a charming winter’s day. Anne sat 3 pride, and though the sudden rush of feeling,

alone with her sewing, by the window in their 3 and the strong effort for self-command made her

little sitting-room opening with glass doors into E paler, she answered, almost playfully, but with

the parlor. Presently there was a ring at the 3 out. raising her eyes from her sewing: “Like

door. Anne inclined her head a. moment to S the prince in ‘Ciuderella,’ who found the slipper

listen to the voice:l ipl the hall. hA smillt: flitted a in the ball-room, you vowed, I suppose, that the

across her face, an s e took up er wor again. ‘ owner of that glove should be yours.”

l'I may come in here, Miss Anne, mayn’t I?” 3 HI found my treasure in a very different place

said Dr. Morris, in his clear, pleasant tone, ap- i from a ball-room, Miss Anne. It was on the

. . \

peat-ing at the glass doors, the servant having s rough floor of an old garret, where on a ragged

showed him into the parlor. i bed a dying man lay, whom the one who drop

“Certainly, I give you possession," replied g pod my glove there, had been to as an angel of

Anne, in 8- COI'dlII-l tone. "Sing, and giving him 3 mercy, and had cheered with the hope of heaven.

her hand. “And I will go on with my sewing, Q Do you wonder that I took up the little glove,

while you may he as comfortable and lazy as you E and kissed it almost reverently, and have trea

choose in that arm-chair." sured it ever since?"

There was a charming air of comfort and \ Anne looked up quickly at. him, her face flush

coziness about the little room, with its brightl ing crimson.

fire in the grate, Anne's Maltese kitten asleep in \ “There it is,” he said, laying a little, brown

front of it, and the little table drawn up to the ; kid glove in her lap. “If you know the one who

wind“. with its books and work-basket, and a g lost it, tell her that nothing in the wide world

Pariun vase with geraniums in it. Anne‘s figure i could make me so happy, as to call the little

completed the picture, and gave its chief charm 5 hand that once wore it mine!”

as she sat by the table, her head bent slightlyg Anne took it up. It was hers. She held it

forward over her sewing, her smooth, brown 3 for a moment. in fingers that were trembling, her

hair, the 80“ color in ht‘l‘ cheek, the lace round 3 eyes growing dim with laarg_ “'gltel- was watch

her white throat, the soft folds of her blue dress, g ing her breathlessly. Then, still holding the

from beneath which pooped a dainty slipper, all g glove, she laid her hand in his.

looking so sweet and womanly. There is n05 Two years have passed. We will draw away

doubt Walter Morris thought so to himself, as s the curtains from the windows, whence streams

he drew up the big arm-chair, and took posses- E such a cheerful light into the darkness of the

I - \ 0

non of it. ' istreel, and look into the pleasant parlor. By

L onversation went on smoothly as usual, for a t the centre-table under the bflghtly'llghtetl chan

time, then came an awkward pause. The young '; delier sits Walter Morris, having just laid down

man’s eyes were fixed earnestly on her face, and g the book he was reading out aloud, to hold a skein

Anne felt embarrassed, and began looking foriof silk for his young wife, (Anne Daland that

something in her work-basket. Among other g was, they have been married a year and a half,)

things, she came across a kid glove, and took it Q who, as she winds it, is talking with animation

out, saying, gall the while, though stopping now and then

“That. doesn’t belong in here.” i when she comes to a snarl.

Walter took up the glove, which was hers, 5 “Cousin Mary says in her letter, Walter, that

looked at it a moment, then laid it on the table a I mustn’t let happiness make me selfish."

again. l Her husband looks at her with a quiet smile,

“I believe it’s a universal custom with gentle- z but there is a depth of tenderness in it. “I

men to have all sorts of keepsakes and souvenirs E only wish you were a little more selfish. I was

of their lady friends. I have but one, Miss Anne, 3 thinking just now that you looked tired—what

and that is a little kid glove which Ifound once. E have you been doing to-day ?”

I treasure that because I love with my whole; “I went this morning to Judge Stuart’s and

heart. as I never thought I could love any ; staid a good while with Clara, she feels her

woman, the one whom it belongs to,” and his 5 brother’s sudden death so much, poor girl! Then

voice trembled with feeling. He spoke with an l this afternoon to our Sunday-School, where we
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go once a week, you know, to teach poor chil- § don’t, else we should have such numbers of young

dren to sew, and from there to Mrs. Morgan’s, iladies going round doing good for the sake of

whose sick child you went to see yesterday, how E being rewarded with a lover, which wouldn’t be

destitute they are, Walter! And then I came > a very noble motive for usefulness, eh, Anne?”

straight home, oh, no! I remember I did stepé “That wasn’t what waked me up to see how

into poor Neal’s a moment to see how he did 5 much there was for me to do in the world, and

since the amputation. He said so much about Q that because I was a young lady with no care,

your kindness to him!” ithnt was no reason whyI should live only for

“No wonder you look tired! I will go with 5 my own enjoyment: and I am quite ashamed of

you the next time you go to Mrs. Morgan’s. I a you, Walter, for daring to insinuate that there

don’t like to have you go there alone, I’m afraid i is a young lady in the world who would act upon

you’ll meet with another sailor." i such a contemptible thought: I shall punish you

“You mean that you are afraid I shall meet S for the remark by giving you another skein of

with another handsome young man, who will i silk to hold. Did I ever tell you that I really

rescue me from the sailor, and then fall in love i wanted once to go on a foreign mission? But

with me,” Anne answers, looking up archly ; cousin Mary showed me that since I couldn’t, I

from the snarl she is trying to pick out. i must go on a home mission.”

“People don’t meet with such rare good for- “What a pity you did not go on the foreign!

tune as that very often,” he says, returning her Poor Feejee Islanders, what a dainty dish the

glance, “and on the whole, I think it’s well they > cannibals lost!” ‘
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THE OLD YEAR.

 

BY LENA LYLE.

Tnou art gone, old year, Weep for the old year,

Gone away: Dying lone;

In the past, on thy bier Silently drop a tear,

To decay. He is gonol

Thou hast carried smiles and tears—

Thou hast carried hopes and team,

With thee from the world away,

Gone! with sorrows unrecorded—

Gonel to be by angels guarded—

Gonel from earthly things away,

For nwayi Far away!

I am sadly slghlng, Winds are sadly moaning

All for thee! O’or thy grave—

For the year, now dying, Forest trees are groaning

Unto me As they Wave—

Tenrs are falling fast and thickly

Smiling eyes beam out as quickly,

As a requiem for thee,

All for thee!

Brought rich blessings bright and gay,

Taught me how to kneel and pray,

Banishcd saddening thoughts away,

You for eye!
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“WE SEE THE ROSES BLOOM.”

 

BY CLARENCE MAY.

 

Tim crimson hues on forest leaves

Speak sadly to my heart,

And whisper of the coming days.

When you and I must part;

But gazing o‘er the waste of years,

Beyond the present gloom—

There. in a fair, olysian slime,

We see the roses bloom.

Soft music for a while my cheer

Earth‘s weary, trusting child;

But cares soon change the soothing strain

To dirge notes, sad and wild.

There ll 5 climo—it is not far,

Where Summers never wane:

Where flowers droop not, music sinks not

To a wild. desponding strain.

The summer comes—then soflly wanes; And looking o‘er our present cores,

The flowers bloom—then die; Beyond a quiet tomb,

And change is written on each thing ‘Tis there, ’tia there, in that bright climo,

Beneath the arching sky. i We see the roles blooml
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GILLIAN.

 

BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS.

 

fintered, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1859, by Mrs. Ann 8. Stephens. in the Clerk's Office of the District Court

of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.]

0 H A P T E R I. 1 voice had drawn his thoughts back from the long

Tunas is only one moving object that I know ago with a pang, but he answered gently and

of more beautiful than a ship in full sail, and \ smiling,

that is a bird upon the wing. Even the little “Well, Gillian 3”

sloop, that tacked in and out of the windings The girl had spoken in Italian, and her voice

which make the Hudson so picturesque, had a rendered even that sweet language more melodi

grace of its own which rendered it the first object i one by its rich tones. Her father answered in

in that grand scenery. On it went, with its English, and in that language she spoke the

white sails spread, and its low bow ducking to I second time,

the water, like some grand aquatic fowl playing g “Father, why have we come to this country?

withthe foam wreaths its own motion had created; 3 Is it to live here forever ‘2"

now in the shadow—now in the sunshine, its “It. is your native land, Gillian, Look abroad

glided, with a pleasant flutter of the sails, and g and tell me if Italy is more beautiful?”

the breath of a soft Indian summer sighing 5 “Itis strange, gorgeous, oppressivcly gorgeous,

across its deck, so quietly, that the shadows 5 father; but those grand old trees drink up all the

through which it passed, deepened without being 3 warmth. I am chilled and lonely here.”

broken, and the sunshine laughed around it ass “It is my fault, Gillian. A daughter of

it does when the water-birds are frolicking, tAmerica should not be chilled by a wind like

turning the foam to pearls and the spray to dia- > this. I have (lone wrong to keep you away from

monds. a home till you have forgotten your native land.”

Two persons sat upon the deck, a man of fifty, 3 “Not quite, papa. I remember it a little: the

wrapped in a traveling-cloak offoreign make, and 5 spot which I recollect is not like these hills, but

a young girl of seventeen, also muffled, in a cloth 3 a broken country, scattered with houses, with

mantle, lined with fur, in which she shivered, as g one at the foot of a rugged hill, which seemed to

you see a poor Italian greyhound under all itsibe my home. I only recollect it at one time,

pretty housings, when our winter begins to g and in one way. The door was open; a glow of

threaten. Ssunset lay upon the sill, crossing softly along

Yet the girl was tall and fair, with that beauti- z the room in which I sat playing. I remember

in] type of loveliness which makes an American 3 the very dress I wore. It had a pink tint, and

woman a model all over the world: so delicate, Ewes protected by a little white apron, rounded

so bright, and, alas! so evanescent is her beauty. i at the corners, and frilled all round; in that apron

Her air was foreign. The wonder with which \ I held some flowers, a handful of green apples,

s‘oe gazed abroad upon the hills, clothed in their i and a doll’s tea-set, huddled together.”

gorgeous autumnal foliage, bespoke herastrangeri The girl paused, smiling: then she suddenly

to the land; but her grey eyes, the abundance i added, with a half forced laugh, for there was

of rich auburn hair that fell in waves from under something in her father’s eyes that made her

her hood of blue silk, and the energy of mind that hesitate,

spoke in every sweet feature was American, as § “These are trivial things to remember so long,

the gorgeous foliage upon the hill sides. but somehow they will always come up, clear as

But there she sat, upon the deck, shivering in a picture, when I think of this land. I could

her furs, though the wind came laden with the almost promise to recognize the very pattern of

breath of dying fern leaves, and to a native ; my dress, on the moment, if it were before me;

T-mlll have seemed balmy and fragrant rather \ as for the toys, nothing has ever seemed so pretty

than cold. to me since."

“Papa!” i “And is this all? Have you no remembrance

The gentleman started, and looked around of the house, or its inmates?” asked the father,

with a nervous sort of terror in his eyes. Her t in a low voice.

Vol. XXXV.-4
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“Of the house? Oh! yes, it was of stone;‘: He raised the hand which still lay upon his

rough, heavy stone, with wings and a. porch, l knee in saying this, wrung it with a violence she

over which some vine crept, and sent its branches i had never witnessed before, and arising suddenly.

down like a curtain. In front was a great tree, i went down to the little cabin, waving her back

maple I should think—" 1: as she attempted to follow.

“No, walnut!" Gillian looked after him, surprised and almost

“Oh! walnut, was it? Very well, I know i terrified. What had she said, or done, to arouse

that it seemed a tall tree, through which the i so much emotion? Was it wrong for a child to

sunset shimmered like gold. Beyond that, on inquire regarding the mother, who had died

the right, sloping down a hill, lay an orchard, galmost before her remembrance? These thoughts

from which I had stolen the green apples in my i disturbed her greatly, and, joined to the loneli

apron.” \ ness around, left her sad.

“And this is all?” After a little, Mr. Bentley returned and re

“How can you think so, father? Would that sumed the conversation of his own accord.

make a complete picture? No! no! In that “We are going,” he said, “to the house which

centre of the room stood a lady, a tall, beautiful i rests so marvelously in your memory, Gillian.

lady, combing her hair. I think, papa, but am i It is now inhabited by your mother’s brother, a

not quite certain, that I had torn away her comb plain, simple farmer, who has held possession

while she was striving to take the green apples 5 ever since I went abroad.”

from my apron; for I have a feeling that she was i “My mother’s brother, papa? Her own

angry with me, and that I had conquered inibrother, and my uncle? I never knew before

something. Was I a very wilful, naughty child, i that we had relatives in this country. What is

papa?" E he like? Is he married? Has he any children—

“I am afraid you were not the only wilful one E daughters? Indeed I hope so. How strange it

in those days, Gillian,” said the father, sadly. twill seem to have relatives!”

“But go on; this is a new revelation to me; why, Mr. Bentley smiled gravely at this ardent out

child, you were but little more than two years burst, and answered her questions one after

old then. But the—the lady 2" another.

“She stood before the looking-glass, holding: “Your uncle Hart, I have just said, is an

her hair up with one hand. It was bright and S honest, hardy, frank farmer, who has earned his

heavy, sweeping down over her arm in waves; " own bread with toil and energy all his life. He

the color—yes! father, the color was like mine; ghas been married, and is a widower, with one

and I never thought ofit till now. But the lady '5 child, who keeps the house. This is all I can

herself was tall and, and—indeed she was so like Q tell you before you have an opportunity of

myself, when I dress my hair before the glass, ijudging for yourself.”

that it must have been all a dream. Only, papa, E “And will that be soon, papa? I am getting

did I ever wear adress like that pink calico, with i very tired of this little vessel. It seemed pic

a white vino running over it? And, if you ever E turesque enough at a distance, but really it is

knew~ such a lady, did she wear a dress of very § not particularly comfortable."

dark crimson, sprinkled with tiny leaves of ai “Well, have a little patience, and your pil

Mfw,
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brighter red?" §grimage is ended. You see where the hills

"Yes! Gillian, yes! She wore a dress like g overtop each other at our left. No, not there,

that. An India silk, rare in those days." ibut farther up stream. Well, between those

\

“And the lady herself? Was she a real, ihills is a valley, through which a road passes

human being? Did I ever know her? Could i into the country. There our water travel ends,

this picture he in reality my old home?" gand to-night we shall sleep in the old home~

“You will know in a little time, Gillian." \ stead."

“And the lady—shall I see her?" “How mournfully you speak, papa! This

A cloud came over Mr. Bentley's face, and he \ visit home seems to give you no pleasure! And.

turned away without answering. But the young yet you were so determined on it!”

lady was not one to be put readily from any pur- Q “I am far beyond the age of ardent feelings,

pose. She drew close to his side, and resting Gillian. Few things excite me to pleasure

one hand on his arm, bent lovingly toward him. ‘ .”

“Was this lady my mother?” she said, almost

in a whisper.

He answered, in the same low voice, “Yes!

Gillian. The lady was your mother."

mwvN!”

r:cQ

“But pain! Oh! papa, if age takes away all

capacities for pleasure, and leaves the powers

of pain untouched, I pray God to take me early

from the earth,” cried the young girl, with tears
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in her eyes; and taking her father’s hand, she t “Beyond seas,” answered Mr. Bentley, good

kisscdit tenderly. lbumoredly; for the man’s curiosity awoke a

Air. Bentley drew his hand away, not angrily, l thousand kindly feelings.

but 15 one who shrinks from any unusual dis- “Beyond seas? Oh! yes. Travel all the way

play of feeling. His action was not that of a 5 by land or water, ifl ain't too hold '3”

cold man, but of one who shielded deep feelingsl Gilliun’s face sparkled. The conversation

from a sudden assault. 3 delighted her.

“I did not say this, Gillian. All seasons of§ “By water all the way,” answered Mr. Bent

life have their blessings, if we only learn to use i lay, reproving her with a glance.

them. But see how quietly we are drawiugi “Come in this sl'oop't Wall, she don’t look

toward the hills. In a. little time we shall be on 3 as if she’d had much of a tussle with the

share." 5 weather, anyhow. If ye hain’t no more use for

Gillian started up and went into the cabin, a g her, what'll ye take, ha?"

little excited and eager to leavethc vcssel. New; “She isn’t for sale, I think. But you can

scenes were before her, and at her age novelty ask the captain. Now pray inform me if there

had a vivid charm, come in what form it might. gis any chance of obtaining a conveyance, which

An hour after Gillian disappeared from the 5 will take myself and daughter some twenty

deck. the sloop put in to her port, a little cove E "tiles into the country?"

breaking up between the mountains, that hadé “Your daughter, ha? It kinder Btrllcll me

tremed to overtop each other at a distance, but 5 that the gal must be something to you. Harn

which now revealed a narrow valley opening 3 some as a pictur; ain’t she, though?

back into the country, with the germ of a village 3 Gillian laughed outright, and the countryman

lying at. its mouth and crowding close down to g drowned her voice in an answering laugh.

the water. A wharf, barricaded with piles of E “Knew it the minit I sot eyes on you a stand

split wood ready for shipment, received the 3 ing together," he said, addressing her directly.

sloop. which took the inhabitants by surprise, 5 “’Spose you calculate to ketch a beau in these

and created no little excitement among the 3 parts? Well, there ain’t the least mite of

woodvcntters, who hung around a. grocery-store i danger but you'll do it, right 08' the reel. Now,

on the wharf. The arrival of a strange sloop g how old might you be '3"

was something, but the two persons, who stood 3 Gillian was half frightened out of her merri

upon the deck, were so unlike the passengcrstlment by his ardent curiosity. But she am

usually brought to the little harbor, that they 2 swered, “That he had not yet replied to her

excited a general and lively curiosity. 3 father about the carriage."

Before Mr. Bentley and his daughter couldi "Carriage?" answered the man, sinking both

reach the wharf, half a dozen men had boarded g hands into his jacket and ejaculating his sur~

the sleep, while a group of children, who had i prise in a broken whistle. "Why, I reckon

been shying oyster-shells into the river and fish- the only carriage you’ll be likely to get in these

ing with pin-hooks from tho timbers, crowded \ parts ’11 be a Pennsylvania wagon, with two

close, with open mouths and looks of common 3 chairs sot in behind, and a board laid across for

wonder. Mr. Bentley inquired of a man, who g the driver; that’s the kind of carriages our gals

approached him first, if any conveyance could ride in.”

be obtained at the village for the interior; but§ “Well, papa, I suppose that will do," cried

the man, true to his species, answered by another Gillian, delighted with the idea of a. ride in the

question: iopen air, and still more delighted with the pro—

“Was the gentleman straight from New mise of this novel conveyance.

York 2" l But the countryman was not to be so easily

Mr. Bentley smiled; for the first time he felt 5 put off.

l

'5
\

 

completely at home. This peculiarity of his “Any more family?" he inquired, turning to

countrymen went to his heart like a. welcome. Mr. Bentley.

“Yes! he was directly from New York." “I will tell you that, and give a silver dollar

“Come from further along, though, Ireckon Y" in to the bargain, if you bring me a. respectable
rejoined the countryman. I conveyance to the wharf, in just twenty minutes,"

“Yes!” i said Bentley, looking at his watch.

“Down East, mebby ?” = “But how much ’ll you agree to give for the

“No! from Italy." steam, with a good-looking driver that your gal

“Whar?” cried the men, in open-mouthed E won’t be ashamed to ride behind—throwing in

perplexity; “What 1'" ‘ horse~feed and a bite on the way ?"
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Mr. Bentley named a sum so liberal, that the ; stone, a hearty voice came out of a side road,

man forgot even curiosity in his haste to secure g and directly a man appeared, riding on a heavy

it; In less time than that appointed, he came E farm horse, and mounted on two plethoric flour

dashing down to the wharf in a stout wagon, bags, which were flung across the saddle.

with a couple of chairs rattling inside and a§ “Hello, there. What’s the difficulty? Lamed

piece of rough board answering for his own seat. 5 your hoss or broke a linch-pin?"

 

 NtINM>WNh~¢0M¢Wrrrhu I,(4

A pair of beautiful iron-grey horses, that might S “Nothing to speak on,” answered the driver.

have befitted a queen’s carriage, gave promise 3 “One of these varmints has got a stone in his

of a quick if not comfortable journey. Ehufi', and limps a trifle. I’m obleeged to you

Into this wagon the luggage which had been 5 all the same.”

brought from the sloop was placed, and in a fit? The farmer rode up to the wagon, looked

of extra politeness the countryman threw a E down at the horse, who held his hoof daintily,

bufi'alo robe over the two chairs, forming aiwith the edge to the ground, and then took a

rather imposing seat, of which Mr. Bentley and g friendly survey of the travelers.

his daughter took possession. i “Strangers, I reckon ?” he muttered. Then

Away they drove over the hills, and along the i turning to the driver he commenced an acquaint

beautifnl lakes, that render the basin of Rock- 5 ancc in the usual way.

land county scarcely less than a wild paradise.¥ “Any news stirrin’ from where you come

Everything was strange and new to Gillian. i from, neighbor?”

The forest trees, grouped in masses of red, yel- g “Nothing to speak on."

low, maroon, green, and brown, all relieving and ‘ “Just from the river?"

brightening each other; the broken hollows “Started from the point to-day.”

choked up with hemlocks and pines; the ferns i “Crops good in that vicinity?"

and mosses creeping down to the wayside! each i "From fair to middling.”

sending out some new fragrance that soothed i All this time, the farmer kept his eyes on Mr.

while it invigorated th; beholder. 2 Bentley, who fixed uneasy glances on his face,

As they approache the western hills, that while he was speaking, but turned away, per

bound the county, Mr. Bentley grew silent and l plexcd and uncertain in the end. As the driver

anxious, so silent and pale that Gillian ceased to mounted to his seat again, the farmer prepared

talk, and grew lonely, as checked spirits always to ride on, but with evident hesitation, for he

must. The driver, who had amused her with '5 laid the bridle down on his horse‘s neck twice,

his blunt questions and shrewd remarks, now E as if about to address the travelers, but took it

began to be a little curious about their destina- 5 up again and urged his horse into a slow jog.

tioni. Hitlrtl'to lzlirulBentley had tolltsl him what i But now Mr. Bentley seemed to shake ofl' his

roa to ta e, an w mm to turn. at now the \ uncertainty. Ile bent forward, in nervous haste,

sun was on the verge of the horizon; the western i and bade the driver call that man back The

outline was one glow of gold; and the gorgeous i sound of a voice made the farmer turn, and he

tiees sévayedl to an: fro in it; light, blending g come trotting up to the wagon, evidently glad to

s y an eart toget er in ric armony. Qbe recalled.

“Wall, now, if I may be so bold, where 0115; “Tell me," said Bentley, leaning toward him,

arth are we a driving to?” inquired the man, 5 “is your name Hart? And do you live in the

leaning back, with one hand on his seat, and 3 stone house on the slope of the hill yonder?"

chgpkinlg hi: horstlzls with the Ztlzlerl.) fi d g “My name is Hart, air; and that stone house

'1'. ent ey, w ose eyes a eon so on i is my home, till the owner claims it," answered

one point, with a strained gaze, now directed the S the farmer, proudly.

man’s attention to a distant dwelling, which 5 “Daniel," said Mr. Bentley, reaching forth

stood upon the slope of the hills, and answered 5 his hand, “have you entirely forgotten me?”

in a husky voice, § The farmer took the slender hand in his hard

“To that house.” gpalm, grasped it, and was silent tbr a moment.

There was something in his voice that im~ ; But his broad features worked; and, at last big

pressed the man, who merely answered, "Jest 2 eyes filled, and while shaking Mr. Bentley's hand,

so," and prepared to drive on. But one of the 5 he turned hishead aside, ashamed ofhis weakness.

horses had got a pebble in the hollow of his hoof, I It is strange how little people have to say,

and he was obliged’to dismount from his seat g who meet for the first time, after years of sepa

ppfd r::liltes_§'t}::0h::(;let3:l];. his llebstolpdbip theéfltzlionlt The first wprds that tpalsscd between

, . 00 en ac e ween: ese we persons, a ter a mu as recognition,

his knees, striving to beat the pebble out with a i were simple enough:
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"This is my daughter,” said Bentley. ; again. I’ve got the most splendid pan of beans,

“Not now. I’d rather look at her in—in the all ready for baking, with such a lump of pork

oll house,” almost sobbed the farmer, keeping on the top, all cut in checkers, and dropping

his head turned away. “I’ve got a gal too; sopen like a rose; come, hurry up, do!”

not like what. she was; but a likely critter; Daniel llart got down from his horse, and

canugh. l’ll ride forard, if you‘d just as lief, 'gswung one of the bags over his shoulder, and

and tell her you’re a. comin’l” imarched into the porch. Somehow he did not

With this, the farmer beat his heels against i feel able to speak on commonplace things, but

the sides of his horse, and dashed off, ashamed g untied the bag in silence, watching Hannah as

of the emotion that had heaved his broad chest 3 she took out the flour in handfuls and filled her

with a tempest of old recollections. l basin.

Gillian looked after him, her lips ported and “Hannah,” he said, at last, “is aunt Iletty in

her eyes dilating with wonder. To her there 3 the kitchen?”

was something ludicrous in the heavy trot which 5 The girl lifted her rosy face, with a look of

kept the farmer in constant motion on his meal- 5 surprise. There was something unusual in the

bags, and she broke into a laugh when the horse 3 father’s voice.

dashed into a sheltering gallop, that threatenedi “Aunt Hetty? Yes! father. Where else

to dislodge the whole load at every awkward i should she be? I left her raking up the coals

leap. Little did she know of the genuine feel- § with a long shovel.”

ing which went with that jumbling picture. i “Hannah, wait a moment. There’ll be com

ltlr. Bentley turned upon her with an angry E pany here in a few minutes. I met your uncle,

flash of the eyes, and said, sternly, iJoseph Bentley, and his darter on the cross

“Gillian Bentley, that man is your mother’s § roads; and they’ll be here in a few minutes,

only brother, her benefactor. Laugh now, if 3 without fail.”

you have the heart.” g “Uncle Joseph Bentley and his daughter from

Gillian’s mirth broke into a sob. Never in her 3 foreign parts!" cried Hannah, all in a flutter of

life had she been addressed so harshly before. i excitement. “Goodness me, what shall we get

The surprise took away her breath. g for supper? The baking won’t be out of the oven

"Ohl father." ‘ this two hours. 0h! father, do go kill a chicken,

“Her brother, girl. A man whom I hold in t and I’ll put down a short-cake; that, with pre

reverence above all others on the earth.” serves and honey, will have to answer.”

“Father, forgive me!” Away Hannah ran, bearing the flour between

Gillian was trembling from head to foot. She E her plump little hands, while her apron streamed

could have killed herself for that wanton laugh. gbehind her, and the bright curls danced and

Air. Bentley drew her to his side, and strove to s twinkled around her face.

smile upon her. But it was not easy, even furs “Aunt Hetty; I say, aunt Hetty—what do you

this forgiving caress, to reconcile the sensitive i think? Uncle Joseph Bentley and cousin Gillian

girl to herself. ‘ -—what a name—are coming here today. You

Meantime the driver had started his horses, can hear the wagon coming up the hill. Betty!

unconscious of the little domestic drama going q Hetty! where have you hid? Aunt llettyl”

on behind his back; and every moment drew thefl “I am here," answered a faint, struggling

travelers nearer home. R voice, from the back porch; and Mehitable Hart

When Daniel Hart rode upin frontof his house, gcame in, white and still as usual. But a less

Hannah stood in the door, waiting his approach 5 excited person would have remarked that her

with some impatience; for it was baking day, Eface, always colorless, was now almost ghostly,

her flour had given out, the great even in the E and that her small hands shook like leaves, when

back kitchen had burned down, and was getting 3 she attempted to take the basin from her niece.

cold; in short the whole family baking for thati “Don’t take it all. Leave me enough for a

week was in danger, for want of a measure of shortfcake. No! that’s not it. Leave enough

flour to mould the bread with, and that lay in 5 out for that, and I'll mould the bread. You look

the bags swung across her father’s saddle. So i tired out. Here’s the butter, and there lies the

out she ran at once, with her sleeves tucked up, i rolling-pin. Goodness gracious! how fast they

her plump, white arms ready for instant work, come! you can fairly hear the wheels clatter. ,

and a tin basin in her hand. But there’s a good deal of work in ten minutes:

"Come, father, jump down and untie the E so now for it!"

bogs; I am in a desperate hurry. Another ten i Suiting the action to the words, Hannah dusted

minute; and we should have had to heat over 3 the table with flour, plunged her arms into the

\
\
\
s
\

\
\
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kneading-tray, cut off a mass of dough, and went § thing in the world for her to go out on the front

to work with wonderful vigor, rolling, pinching, E porch, where the flour bags still lay in a heap,

and smoothing the shapeless substance into as s and wait for the visitors to descend from their

dainty a loaf as ever dexterous hands moulded. Q homely conveyance; for, though a mere girl, in

“There!” she exclaimed, smiling, as she laid all essentials, she was far more mistress of the

the first white globe in its pan, “if they want a house than aunt lletty, its nominal head.

handsomer loaf than that, let them knead it, IQ Still, with all her brightness and sweet ways,

say. Dear me, aunt Hetty, how your hands S as- her father called them, Hannah was alittle

shake! Do call old Nancy to roll out the cake, shy, and really modest. The presence of

and go fix up a little. Put on a black silk apron strangers made her cheeks glow like a peach,

and a nice cap: that’ll make a lady of you in no \ while her large, brown eyes cast timid glances

time!" ifrom under the long fringes, that would have

"Yes!" answered aunt Hetty, in a low, hoarse 3 provoked admiration from an artist, and which

voice, wringing her hands together with passion- 3 seat John Downs’ heart into his mouth the mo

ste violence, rather than from an effort to divest E merit he get, his eyes on her,

themselves of the clinging flour, “yes! niece, I 3 Daniel Hart went out to the wagon as it drew

am almost tired out,” and with these words trem- E up, and before Mr. Bentley could dismount, took

bling on her lips, the little woman opened a door é Gillian in his arms, holding her close to his bosom

and glided up a flight of back stairs to her own i a moment, while he looked in her face.

room. Gillian was surprised to feel his great heart.

When once there, she flung up the sash, looked Q swell against her side, and to see his massive

wildly down the road; then creeping back to a 3 features quivering like those of an infant. When

far corner of the room, sat down, moaning softly, i he set her upon the ground his eyes were fall

like a wounded kid. i of tears, so full, that he could not see his

At each new rattle of' the wheels, she gave a daughter through the mist. She drew close to

start, and looked piteously around, as if seeking her father, whispering softly,

some covert; and when Hannah came in, dusting 3 “Did he love my mother very much, papa ?"

her hands, all rosy and smiling with excitement, Bug, Mr, Bentley did not answer. “is feeling!

the little woman darted to her bureau, and began were not so warmly impulsive a; those he “it

a vague search after something, while a timid nessed: contact with society had driven them

apology for not being ready trembled unaltered deeper into his nature. While the farmer's heart

on her white lips. heaved, his only stood still.

“Here, aunt! what on earth possesses you? “And this," he said, approaching Hannah,

That's my bureau, and here’s your cap. Let me “is my niece; no doubt, Gillian, she should be

put it on for you. Why, how you shiver, and about your own age.”

this poor little face is as white as curd; wait a The two girls looked at each other shyly at.

minute, this’ll never do. Let me hunt up the first, but after a moment Gillian ran up the steps

pink bows, and pin them on; with all this white with a bright smile on her face and one hand ex

you look like a ghost!" tended, for she saw, by the blushes that came

Aunt lletty sat down, both hands droppingSand went on Hannah's faee,athousand unspoken

helplessly to her lap, and she resigned herself to g welcomes that went to her heart at once.

the busy hands of her niece, with a frightenedfi “So you are my cousin; I am so glad!” she

look, growing paler and paler, spite of the pink 3 exclaimed. “Why, it seems like home already !”

ribbons, as the wagon drew near the house. i “This is your home," said Daniel Hart, com

“Here,” said Hannah, taking the old lady’s 3 ing up the steps, with a spirit of self-abnegation

face between her hands, and kissing her cold lips, l breaking from every feature. “The house, the

“you are ncat as a new pin: only do chirp up a g land, from the hill top to the town pike, is all

little! What always frightens you so when com- 5 your father‘s; as for us, we do not own a

pany comes? Now I’ll fix up a trifle myself, and 5 foot."

go down. Where on earth is my brown dress? i “ Indeed! well, that’s of no sort of conse

Dear me, this hook never will fasten!" S quence I fancy!" cried Gillian, looking around;

Uttcring these broken ejaculations, Hannah i “oh! there is the orchard, and here is the great.

Hart arrayed her pretty figure in a dress of dark 5 walnut. I remember it all—all but the_

merino, put on a neat muslin collar with cufl‘s to \ thc "

match, and hurried down to receive the coming g Gillian broke off suddenly, shocked by her own

guests. She had so long been the leading spirit 3 thoughtlessness She saw at once that it was

of the household, that it seemed the most natural i the memory of her mother that had made her
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father so pale, and filled that strong man's eyes > return her kiss, but. rather struggled in her em

wilh tears. \ brace than responded to it.
\

“It is a beautiful view," she added, softly,,§ “Oh, that's right,” the farmer called out,

"some day, my cousin, we will go all over it. g entering the hall. "That’s right, Mehitable,

Dear me! who is that!" gwelcome the gal with a whole heart; she must

The two girls had walked into the hall asinot feel strange among us."

Gillian was speaking, and stood in the door of i “I could not feel strange here, uncle Daniel,"

the family sitting-room. Opposite them was storied Gillian, smiling brightly while the tears

long, old-fashioned mantle-glass and in it Gillian i leaped to her eyes. “See how pat I have got

3“ me figure of a little woman, shrinking away i all the names! I, who never had a relative

behind the window drapery, so pale and terrified, before. Uncle, aunt, cousin! isn't it delight

that it made her start and open her eyes with ‘5 fulj" , I n i

wonder. That s kind and hearty, replied the farmer.

“Oh! it is only aunt Iletty; you are sure to “Take Our cousin up stairs, llannah, while this

like aunt Hetty; come in and speak to her!” young chap and I bring in the trunks. Aunt

cried Hannah, cheerfully, “she‘s a little back- Hetty will see about supper while you get

ward with company, but the dearest, nicest—oh! acquainted.”

indeed " The two girls went up stairs, but directly

Hannah broke off with a little start, for that \ Hannah came down again to hurry the trunks.

instant aunt Hetty came forward, with a swift, g John Downs had one on his shoulder, mounting

noiseless movement, and stood close to Gillian, S the stairs. Hannah stepped aside to let him

gazing in her face, with n scared, earnest look. 3 pass, and then she observed, with a blush, what

“Sister! oh, sister!" gremarkably fine eyes the young fellow hall.

The words dropped rapidly from her lips, and 3 Amid all her excitement this thought would

she caught. hold of Gillian’s dress, with atender, i come back to her mind all the evening; for,

pleading motion that perplexed the young girl 3 according to the custom of those times, the driver

exceedingly. § sat down at the same table with his passengers,

“Why, aunt, what isdthe matter? You haven't E and Hannah was placed directly opposite him

get a sister in the wi e world that I know of. \ during supper.

This is our lady cousin from foreign parts. Ii Idon’t pretend to know how it happened, but

told you all about it up stairs,” said Hannah. 3 when Hannah Hart went to bed that night she

“I know—I know!" said aunt Hetty, lifting i had learned that John Downs owncd two-thirds

one little hand to her forehead. “It is Sarah’s of a sloop on the river, beside the iron-grey

child, not—not herself: I know that, but cannot 3 horses, the Pennsylvania wagon, and some bank

realize it. Let me look at myself." $stock in New York. That his father had been

She went up to the mantle~glass, and peered one of the first settlers in the river town where

over the pale face that met her for more than a ’ he made his home; and altogether she gathered

minute. When she turned away, the most wan § 21 very satisfactory account of his antecedents,

smile that Gillian ever saw gleamed on her lips. though she certainly had no sort of business

“Can you believe it?" she said, mournfully, with the information whatever.

pointing to Hannah, “I was like her then!" That night, when all the family were in bed

“Why, aunt, how strangely you talk,” said and the hush of repose lay on everything, Mr.

Hannah, bewildered by this singular address. \ Bentley and Daniel Hart sat together over the

“Do I?” murmured the old lady. “Do I?§brands of a hickory wood fire that had burned

What was it all about?” She seemed tempted 5 low on the sitting-room hearth. There was a

to address Gillian again, in the same vague way, g strong contrast between the two men, both in

but with one of her warm-hearted impulses, the character and in person; not the contrast of

young girl threw her arms around the little good and evil qualities, but of intellectual or

woman and kissed her two or three times. “80 E ganization. One was delicate, sensitive, and re

you were my mother's sister. I understand it s flective by nature; all these qualities had been

now—and I look so much like her; of courseisharpened and refined by an education which

that must be it. No wonder it disturbs you,§few Americans could boast. The other was

sent. Dear! how strange it. seems to call any 5 grand in his honesty, brave as a lion in every

one aunt. Won't you kiss me, dear lady?” 2 sense of the word, large-hearted and of vigorous

The old lady began to tremble under thcgmind, well informed, and yet almost. entirely

tsresse! which the bright girl lavished on her, g without absolute education. He was progressive

and Gillian remembered, after, that she did not i in thought, but pronounced his Words exactly as
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his father had done before him; but his opinion i “And you made no further inquiries?”

had power in the neighborhood, even among: “How could I? Who was there for us to ask

educated men; and he was one of those persons i about her? I went down to New York to in

of whom it is said, “He is a whole-souled man, i quire, for Hetty was almost distracted for a good

whose word is as good as his bond." ‘ while, and I was afraid she would pine herself

Such men may become what the world call to death—but there was no one to tell me any

“well off," but they seldom get rich, seldom 5 thing. It seemed as if Sarah and her child had

care for more than an easy competency, which g drifted out of our home and been lost in the

they enjoy with zest, because earned by labor. fog, she went so far out of our reach before she

Such was Daniel lIart, as he sat in his oaken died,”

easy chair by the fire-side that night. IIis\ “And you grieved over her loss?”

stout form filled it comfortably, without crowd-% “Grieved over her loss! who could help it?

ing, and his great, hard hand rested on the arm 3 Wasn’t she the salt of the earth, our Sarah?

as he leaned towards his brother-in~law. His Wasn’t she like an angel of light on her father’s

air was earnest, and something of curiosity was Q hearth, before you took her away?"

expressed in his features, but everything wasi Mr, Bentley pressed his hand close to his

frank and open as the day. You knew at a E eyes and groaned within himself.

glance that whatever he felt would be spokeni “I don’t think much of good looks, and I

out honestly. iain't sure that Sarah was what folks call a

On the other hand, Mr. Bentley sat in his i beautiful woman; butI tell you, sir, there was

chair—tall, well proportioned, without leaning s something about her face when she talked, and

to excess in any way; quiet and watchful. gin her eyes when she smiled, that no woman’s

High-toned refinement, an excess of cultivation, , face ever had for me before or since. That look

and those resources that spring from it, were i would bring me to her feet like a dog, no matter

written in his features. He did not seem less 3 how much I was sot agin what she wanted. Mr.

truthful than the farmer, what you saw Was E Bentley, when you took that gal from under my

sincere and honorable; but that there were not § father's roof, the light seemed to go out of the

depths of feeling and hidden thoughts in that 5 old house with her, and it never came back agin.

man’s nature, impenetrable to his best friend, i Hetty, you know, was always nervous and afraid

no one could doubt. His soul was like thetofher own shadow; but she kept up wonderfully

waters of Niagara, just below the Falls—deep while Sarah was with her; but when she went

and turbulent underneath, but tranquil on the : away the poor little thing wilted right down, and

surface. You knew that storms were in those 3 she never has seemed to cheer up since. You

depths, but could neither see nor hear them. ‘ wouldn’t a known our Hetty, I dare say; she’s

But the farmer’s nature was like the waters 1 sort of withered into nothing since that news

of Lake Superior, clear and transparent. There i came. If young Mike Croft did not come to see

was not a thought of his being that did not 3 her now and then, she wouldn’t know there was

shine through like the pebbles and sand of that E a world outside of the house. She's dreadful

pure lake. fimelancholy; the only time I ever heard her

“Tell me,” said the strong man, with a quiver i talk up pert was when he was here last sum

of the voice, while he looked upon the waning mer‘s a year."

fire as through a mist, the tears lay so close to i “And who is Mike Croft?” inquired Bentley,

his eyes; “tell me, brother-in-law, how it was g dropping his hand, while a gloom came to his

that my sister died in those foreign parts; we % eyes.

never had the particulars—only read in thcg “Well, I don‘t rightly know, myself, but I

papers that she was gone. You wrote to us, I i believe he’s an orphan boy that our gals picked

don’t doubt, but the letter never came, and to ; up in New York afore Sarah was married. I

this day Hetty and I are uncertain how it all E don’t right like the fellow, but Hetty won‘t hear

happened.” {a word agin him from anybody. You can’t

“And you have never heard?” said the other, wake her up on anything but that. But this

in a low voice, leaning hack in his chair, and E isn’t what I sot up to talk about. Tell me while

shrouding his eyes with one hand. 5 we’re alone, how my sister Sarah died.”

"Not a word since you left here, nearly fifteen 3 “Your sister Sarah is not dent ,” answered

years ago, except what reached us from a New i Bentley, hastily, and without another word he

York paper. There we found that poor Sarah left the room.

had died at sea, and that was all.” '5 (To B: cos'risunn.)
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ONE DAY IN THE LIFE OF A SEAMSTRESS.

 

BY 11118. I. A. DENIION.

 

Mos'BAY Montana. —Wolre up rather later t would never have ceased to be talked about if I

than I had hoped, in consequence of being kept i had not done it, although it was right when first

awake in the night with severe pain, and the E sent, andjust as carefully adjusted. Must hurry

coughing of a child. First thought—when will E to make up for lost time.

some the sleep that knows no waking? § Enter a lady—I go into my only other room

Get tip—make a fire—bathe my head, which 3 as the dishes are not washed yet. Lady is an

lches violently, in cold water, while breakfastgold customer—spends half an hour telling me

is preparing. Take a bundle of work and open 5 how she enjoyed herself at the Springs—wants

it. Fingers a little cold, but there is nothing to know if I’ve any very pretty patterns. Show

like stitching and padding for warming the blood 5 her all I have. How delighted at being told that

of the poor. Breakfast ready. Sit down to table, 5 Miss Hill, the new dress-maker, has got “oceans”

but find I can eat nothing, my throat is so sore E of the latest Parisian fashions, and fits beauti

and swollen. Get up from table—must work if i fullyl All this while my time is being wasted.

I can’t eat-no reprieve from that fiat. At it I i Lady wants to know whose basque that is—a

go again—stitch and wad, seam and pad. i black silk one. May she try it on ?—she thinks

First interruption—a little girl enters, 3 some of having one made. "011! certainly," is

“Please, Miss, mother wants you to alter the 5 my reply, and the clock tells an hour gone, when

hem of my dress; it’s too short." ithe basque is hung upon its nail again. Two

“Your mother measured it herself,” is my g full hours of sleep cut off. Lady goes, after

reply. Q beating me down on a calico dress made for her

“I know she did, and she says she’s sorry to E three months ago.

put you to so much tr0uble " Half an houri At my workagain—t'acc flushed; blood up to

vested—don‘t dare to refuse—might lose cus-sninctyeight in the shade, fingers trembling—

tom and he talked about. 3 head aching. Draw the needle through twice,

At. my original work once more. IIead aches i when Miss Blade's servant makes her appear

so that I am ’most blind. Bathe it again, and ance. Just as I expected, my heart beats omin

take my needle, determined to persevere. Enter \ ously.

little girl number two. i “Miss Slade wants to know if you won’t come

"Please, Miss-mother wants to know if you Q right over there. Her dress is too tight, and she

will come and cut and make her new parlor car~ i want! you to alter it."

pet to-rnorrow? She is sick and can‘t do it her-s “I don’t know how I possibly can; can’t Miss

self.” By a little adroit questioning, find out t Slade come over here?"

that I am not expected to say, “No,” on any \ “Oh! no, indeed, ma’am; she’s gotaheadacha

account. Agree to go ifI can hold my head up. and is laid down. She ain’t done nothing but

To work again. Wonder if anybody else in town: read all day."

can be lwnnred with so many calls Supposes My heart swells; I have a headache—but ohl

nob—think it must be owing to my position. Qwhen can I lay down? Even ordinary sleep is

Amuse my~elf with stitching and giving orders 3 denied me. Must not forego Miss Sladc's cue

for the children just from school, to put whatg tom. -

rictuals are Cooked on the table for dinner. i “But if you tell her I shall lose time, I am so

Eater little girl number three. "1 busy!”

“Please. Miss—mother wants a little twist,i “She can’t come on no account, mn'atn, she

md says she don't know as she's got these right; 5 telled me so particuler—and she won't send it,

they set kind 0’ cracked." 5 ’cause she wants to see yourself and tell you jest

[take the work; horrible! she has placed the how it is. She told me to say that she must

Wrong pieces together; hope she has not cutihave it by to-night, because she’s going to a

them. Send little girl over to get other parts— 3 party, ma’atn."

Qpend twrntyfive minutes in placing, basting, g I sigh, but I rise-throw by my work to come

and trimming in the right way. My carelessness .3 back to it at night, perhaps—put on my bonnet
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and that old shawl that my mother, who died i order—the children weary and crying. Put

ten years ago, gave me after she had worn it things to rights with as much patience as I can

twenty, and away I speed over to the rich Miss command—get a hurried supper, and throw the

Blade’s—a good half mile from my own house. \ children into bed. No time to kiss their dear lips,

Find Miss Slade in her luxurious chamber, 3 to hold back the silken looks and hear their little

delighted to see me; (would not know me on the l prayers. Mary, the eldest daughter, must do all

street to-morrow.) Offers me some cologne— gthat. Trimming night lamps and sit down to

very kind in her—shows me what she calls two i Work, literally “almost dead!" &c., worried and

or threo trifling alterations, that will take me Q tired, and out of heart I am. Sew, sew, sew.

probably two or three hours. I beg piteously, lThe clock strikes ten, eleven, one, two, three—

assuring her that I did it just as she told me— there! the last stitch is taken.

but she begins to get in a passion, and I sit Dare not move—~am so stiff and dilly—wait

down humbly. Rip, rip—clip, clip, my hands for some reaction—then fling the dress some

trembling, and great tears gathering that I will where and stagger to bed. Even then blessed

not let fall. Oh! but fortune seems unjust. sleep comes not, I am too tired! The brain reels

At last it is done. Miss Slade may give me and thinks—thinks and reels. I see the home

at least fifty cents for my time, when she knows S of my childhood, remember its petting, its ease,

the fault is her own—but no—though I linger, gits love! I live over the bridal hour—agonire

she only professes to be admiring my work. I through a few succeeding years—stopping with

hint at my time—she tells me she finds Miss Hill a groan at an open grave.

would have made the whole dress much more, Oh! my husband! oh! my husband! But

cheaply. ghush, yearning heart, go from the grave—from

Return home—my lip under my teeth the l the cold dust to heaven. I wipe the blistering

whole way—my hand clenched, I hardly know gtears and pray; and then—thank God! Re

why, beneath my shawl. Find the house in dis- : giveth me sleep.
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A SCORE OF YEARS HAVE PASSED.

 

BY 1- I. BTAUIPER.

 

A UNI-I of years have pass'd since we

Beside the altar stood;

Il'he light of life you’ve been to me,

And all that’s true and good.

As for myself-it may be told

What heart of thine would say;

You’ve felt that love of mine could hold

The very world at bayl

Now threads of silver gleam amid

The raven of your hair,

And on my brow in lines bsll’ hid

Lie vestiges of care.

Your step is not as lithe as yore,

Your voice hath lost its tone,

And yet your eye gives back the more

The glory of my own.

A holy love is ours, my light!

A love supremely biest;

And in our souls there is to-night

No yearning nor unrest.

Como, let us kneel upon the floor

Where soft the moonbcalns lie,

Ami pray that God forevsrmore

May thus bless you and Il
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“DE PROFUNDIS!"

 

BY LIBBIE D
 

 

Wnar and sad 1' muse upon my fate,

And ponder o’er my life’s all chequered page.

Yet cannot read the Past for bitter tears

That dim the eyes, but never grief assuage.

The Present, full of toll and vague regret,

l‘s weighing all its burden on my soul;

The Future, bare and blank, before me lies.

And I too footsore seem to reach my goal.

I sink beneath the tide of surging ill,

Hope's star has vanished from my dimming night,

My courage disc—my ardent meal is chill,

And waves of Grief engulf mo from the light:

Helplessly drowning! Jasusl save Thou me!

For “from the deep," ohl Lordl I cry to Thee!
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DRESSING TO PLEASE ONE’S HUSBAND.

 

BY ROBALII GRAY.

 

Dans: became Mrs. Carlton, and she knew it s a friend home to dine with me to-day, so look

11. h t 1 . 't 1d 1 ‘ ' - ' ' ' -IS. dip111$."Zyei,beiilli;.§lgh.i°or11.3.3 5 533.151??? 3.3.3.?) '23 “if:1:13.125;“Sh

nothing more, whom you could array in some kissed her fondly.

white, cloudy substance, and conceive to be Our heroine knew she was fine looking, she

an angel floating for a while out of her original a had been informed of the fact too frequently to

sphere on this earth of iniquity. And yet I do i admit of any ignorance on the subject, and she

not wish to convey the idea that our friend’ssknew too that she needed dress to set ofi‘ her

character was not a lovely one. _It was; butklooks; it was therefore with conscious pride

sweetness is not the word to use while describing i that she glanced in the mirror ere she descended

her. In the gipsy blackness of her eyes there i to the drawing-room to await the arrival of her

was a depth of character never seen in the azure 5 husband and his friend. Her rich‘raven tresses

orbs from which love looks forth and claims its were twisted in heavy braids, and so arranged

place supreme; her complexion was decidedlysas to set off to the best-advantage her finely

dark, and her cheeks almost colorless, except,formed head; the rose-tint of her dress com

Ihen heated up with the fire of excitement; her i pared well with her complexion, and the flounces

mouth was not small, but it was well shaped, i lent additional charms tothe grace of her figure;

and expressive of great energy and determina- z her flowing sleeves seemed to fall modestly back,

tion; she‘wa-s tall and well proportioned, grace- § exposing to view a pair of beautifully rounded

ful and dignified; in short, she was one of those \ arms, and soft dimpled hands; and the diamonds

persons who seemed formed to wear the richest on her tapering fingers sparkled and glistened

and handsomest of dry goods which the skill of i as though in delight at the beauty of their mis

manufacturers can produce. So much for the , tress. Bella knew that she was looking uncom

lady; let us turn now to her worser half. % monly well, and she secretly wondered if this

He was very fine looking, tall and large, with i would not reconcile her husband to her manner

e e es and dark hair and rather a stern of dressin She noticed his leased sur rise
Zplesisyion. His most noticeable characteristicias he entgered and presented Iliis friendpMr.

was what he conceived to be a perfect contempt i Tucker to her. For a moment he was dazzled

for dress; he scrupulously avoided all ornamentlby her beauty, but then with a half sigh he

in the way of a ring, breast-pin, or watch chain, (reflected: “If she is so lovely now, how much

and there never was a time in the recollection t would her charms be enhanced could she but be

of his friends when Mr. Carlton made his ap- 3 induced to leave off all this nonsense, and dress

pearance in any other than black clothes; so far i with perfect simplicity, thus showing that her

and no farther, did he carry his indifl'erence to \ attractions are her own, and not dependent upon

dress in his own case. His cloth must always 3 any outward aid!”

be of the finest quality, and his clothes must be i No such ideas, however, were floating through

a perfect fit. But the distinguishing trait in his 5 the mind of our friend Mr. Tucker; he was

character was more particularly exhibited in his E entranced by her beauty, and hung with rapture

remarks upon the extravagance of ladies, their i upon her every word; and when Mr. Carlton,

conformity to fashion and similar topics. Of all i bent upon showing him the attractions of his

this, indeed, Mrs. Carlton was aware before her S country-seat, took him to the garden and stables,

marriage, and she was told that she would have 5 and expatiated upon the swiftness of his steeds,

no peace of her life with such a man, that she a the wonderful growth of the vegetables, and the

never would be allowed to dress in any sort of g merits and rarity of certain flowers, and told

style or taste; but with a determined shake ofE how Washington had probably rested under such

the head she would always reply: “l’ll manage i and such a tree. his companion would give the

it" i most random replies, and seem scarcely to know

“Bella,” said Mr. Carlton one fine morning i the differencebetween a horse and arose. Before

after they were married, “I am going to bring the day was over he had made up his mind to

67
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as ous’s HUSBAND.

 

findasecond Mrs. Carlton without the Mrs., and

ask her assistance in emerging from old bache

lorhood. As our two friends were sitting together ‘

that evening after the departure of their guest,

Mr. Carlton observed:

“I don't know when I have seen you look so

well, my dear"

Bella glanced up with a mischievous smile as

she inquired: “Do you not think my dress is

becoming?"

“Anything that you wear must be becoming,"

replied her husband, in a conciliatory tone;

“but I must confess I think a plaincr style

would become you better. Really, dear, if you

could only know how much prettier you would

abut add to the perfection of her character.

EBella was forming her plans for future action,

and so she listened patiently to his harangue.

Pleased with what appeared to him so attentive

an auditor, Mr. Carlton continued:

i “I see, Bella, that you are beginning to per

ceive the truthfulness of what I say. As to your

hair, nature gave you that for an ornament, and

in itself it is such, but you spoil it by bestowing

so much labor on it; were you to brush it

$entirely off of your face and twist it into a

simple knot, I think it would be much more

becoming."

“What do you think of my sleeves!” asked

Bella, smiling, “do you not admire them?"

 

look without that vast expanse of crinoline, I “I Cannot say “my, I do," replied be;- h“!

am sure you would give it up instantly." § band, "I think a closely fitting sleeve, fastened

“Why, my (101" husbuud, you cuu ha" 110 l at the wrist, would be much neuter.”

conception of what a fright I should be, if Is "How is it you are so particular about, your

were to act upon your Suggestion! You wouldéown clothes if you dislike to see ladies take

be thankful to have me return to my present s pains with theirs?”

style.” l “ You quite misunderstand me, my dear wife,

"Before others were hoops, had the idea been i I do like to see ladies take pains with their

suggested to you, you Would have exclaimed in ; dress; it should be made to fit nicely, otherwise

horror that they would transform you 10 aEit will not be neat. My cloth is fine I know,

fright; so you see it is only fashion which and so I like to see a lady’s dress good and fine

influences you, and if you would be true tflfiofits kind; butyou know that fashion, with us,

nature, and not seek to alter your figure bygseldotn alters materially, while with you it is

artificial means, you cannot tell how much you E constantly changing; what we wear is generally

would be improved And thou, my dent“. thfll-Qplain, substantial, and necessary, while your

thin dress, it is very pretty CEI‘lflll'lly ill itself, 5 sex wear 1; thousand “([19 fussy. fiXy things.

but of hOW little use! I could not help thinking, y intended merely for ornament. Look at our

when you tore it 0n the brumblu b11811 '15 W0 i hats, for instance! there is some sense in them,

passed through the garden, how much momgfor they shade our faces, while yours retreat

convenient a thicker and plaincr one wc'uld have l modestly to the back of your heads, affording

been; I saw 311‘5- L the Oil!" day, dl‘eSBed \ you no shelter whatever; now if they could be

in a neat calico, and you cannot tell how much i brought far enough over your faces to protect.

I admired her appearance; and then toe, ifgyou from the sun it would be Worth while."

ladies would only wear their dresses shorter, E Bella had listened to all this with an expres

say perhaps a foot from the ground, you have i sion of editied gravity which was truly ludicrous,

no idea what an improvement it would be." \ and Henry, pleased at having so attentive a

“Not if the lady happens to own a mammoth 3 listener, had unconsciously overdrawn his ideas

foot, which would thereby become decidedlylto such an extent that had his opinions, as

conspicuous," observed Bella, dryly. lexpressed to Bella, been written down and

“That I think would be slight," replied her \ handed to him, he could scarcely have recog

husband, "compared with the really slovenly l nized them as his own. Anxious to avail him—

appearance which a dress trailing in the dust 2 self of the advantage he had evidently gained,

and mud has.” he continued:

Henry Carlton had always entertained a sort; “I know your own good sense must tell you

of an ideal theory of how he would like to see a t that I am right; now you will dress sensibly,

woman dressed; he had never collected hislwill you not?"

notions together and put them in array before? “Oh! yes,” replied Bella, “you shall soon see

his mind’s eye and surveyed them as a whole; yme dressed in such a way that even you cannot

but he had his views of each part of a lady’s épossibly find any fault with it."

attire separately, and it appeared to him, thatl “Thank you,” said Henry, earnestly; and he

would his wife only conform to his ideas on this i began to picture to himself how his wife would

subject, it would not only enhance her beauty, ilook in the character of sweet simplicity.
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Several days passed away, and still Mr. Carl‘

ton could see no change in his wife’s style of

dress, but then he reflected that it must pro

hsbly take some time to get the new suit ready,

and be resolved to be patient; he little knew, \

poor man! how much more he would need to he

a second Job, when his wishes were being exe

cuted, than now.

One afternoon, Mr. Carlton entered the draw

ing-room, accompanied by an old friend, of

whose coming he had previously informed his

wife, Henry felt pleased with the admiration

which he saw his wife’s charms invariably called

forth, and it was with a feeling of innocent pride

that he now hastened to present her. He began,

“Mr. Landon, I will make you acquainted

with my—good heavens, Bella! what is the mat

ler?"

Our here had come from the glaring sun into

a partially darkened room, and for a moment he

had not noticed the curiosity which presented

itself in the person of his wife; but as she rose

to receive her visitor the oddity of her attire

broke upon him with overpowering efi'oct. Her

hair was put plainly behind her ears and twisted

in a simple knot behind, presenting the appear

auce of having been glued to her head k keep

it from running away; she was perfectly inno

cent of anything of the nature of crinoline, and

her calico dress hung almost perpendicularly

down from her waist, and finished at about a

foot from the ground, thus displaying in full

view a pair of heavy morocco boots, which

squashed loud enough to set a nervous person

crazy every time she moved; her dress was very

high in the neck, and terminated by a scrupu

lously white linen collar; her sleeves were long

and tight, and fastened at the wrist. No orna

ment of any description was visible about her;

indeed, to judge from her appearance, any one

might imagine that she had laid a wager to get

up the plainest style of dress that could be con

trived. Handsome as Bella usually was, even

her husband, when she was dressed in this style,

was obliged to admit that she was moderately

plain; he could think of nothing, while looking

at her, but a mammoth edition of some little

wooden images of Noah’s wife and daughters'

toys, with which he had played in his child

hood, and which, it always seemed to him, had

been dressed in the greatest haste in whatever

happened to come to hand, and sent into the ‘

ark lest tln flood should overtake them. At the

first glance he had, as we have seen, been thrown

05 his guard, but he soon saw that her dress

had been prepared after his own plan, somewhat

exaggerated.
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Mr. Landon was startled by the unexpected

vision, but he was too much of a gentleman to

betray his surprise; he saw instantly that some

ithing very singular was going on, and he felt

much puzzled to understand it; he was into

rested, however, and resolved to watch proceed

ings and let the story develops itself.

Bella was the only one of the three who was

at all self-possessed. Upon being introduced

to the stranger, she bowed with her usual grace,

and immediately entered into conversation with

him, with an case which, under the circum

stances, was really astonishing. Henry colored,

fidgeted in his chair, and showed himself the

most uneasy of mortals. Ho had been particu

larly anxious that his wife should appear to tho

best advantage before Mr. Landon, and now the

disappointment was a bitter one; and yet he

could not complain: ladies’ dress had been his

pet theme ever since his boyhood; he had always

longed to have his theory adopted: and here it

was! He could not help owning to himself that

his wife had taken the best means of proving to

him his folly.

At length he proposed a walk around the

grounds; Bella quietly drewpvfortha huge straw

bonnet, with a plain ribbon passed once across

z it, and, with the most demure look. in the world,

fiplaced it on her head, thus almobt hiding from

Sview her face; this, Henry thought, was not
\

a much of a loss under the present arrangements.

iNoticing that Mr. Landon, who now began to

§take in the idea, was making a desperate effort

lat gravity, she turned to him, and in her quiet

§ way remarked,

g “Do you not think my bonnet a sensible one?

‘ It seems so very ridiculous in ladies to wear

those little caps which are no shelter at all.”

“I should think that might shelter two or

Qthree of us," broke in her husband, good-na

turedly.

“Surely you do not consider it too large?"

said Bella, in a mock tone of disappointment.

Then turning again to her visitor, and walking

a little in advance of Mr. Carlton, that he might

have the best possible view, she continued, “You

may, perhaps, consider my style of dress rather

peculiar, Mr. London; but I wear it to please

my husband; this is his idea entirely, he gave

me the whole plan of it; you will, of course, per

, ceive the advantage it has over what is denomi

nated ‘the fashionable style'—its convenience

and simplicity are very apparent; besides, it is

~ such a saving of time—many ladies occupy so

many hours in deciding how they will have a

\ dress made, and manufacturing various little

l trifles, which are nothing more than ornaments
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after all. What are looks compared with saving

one's time!”

Mr. Landon, who remembered his chum’s pe

culiarity, and who, by this time, had puzzled out i

the whole plot, could restrain his mirth no longer, l

but broke forth into a merry laugh, in which he ‘

was heartily joined by Mr. Carlton; while Bella

surveyed them both, from the depth of her new

bonnet, with a look of feigned astonishment.

“ Pardon me,” said Mr. Landon, when he could

again command his voice, “but I happen to have

some knowledge of Henry’s peculiarities, and I

must confess I never saw any one better served

in my life."

“I give in!" exclaimed Mr. Carlton, honestly,

"I will say that I have been fairly dealt with.”

“Why surely,” said Bella, “you are not so

soon tired of the style of dress, which it has been

the height of your ambition for years to estab

lish, are you?"

“Yes, indeed," replied Henry, “tired enough

of it; and if you will promise not to don that

attire again, I will pledge myself never again to

find fault with your toilet or wardrobe, let them

be what they will; provided your own taste

guides you in the selection, I shall be satisfied."

Bella smiled triumphantly, and with mischiev

eus sarcasm inquired if it was possible that his

good sense failed to appreciate the convenience

and simplicity of her present attire!

"Do be generous and spare me this once,”

replied Henry, “and, as the children say, ‘I will

never do so agein.’ "
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Bella thought his punishment had been car

ried far enough, and saying that she would meet

them in the drawing-room, after they had satis

factorily prosecuted their investigations of the

grounds, she left them.

When they returned to the house, they fou

Bella tastefully dressed, and with her hair e

comingly arranged, awaiting their arrival. e'

mischievous part she had so lately played had

added a fresh sparkle to her eyes, and a bright

color to her cheeks and lips; and Henry proudly

thought, as he met her, that he had never seen

any one half so beautiful. Taking her hand

fondly in his, he turned to his companion, and

playfully remarked,

“Mr. Landon, allow me to introduce you to

my wife. She has been a long time coming, but

this is the genuine lady at last."

Mr. Landon shook her hand cordially, and

expressed his delight at the privilege of making

her acquaintance.

The evening passed pleasantly away, all ap

proach to stiffness having been rendered impos‘

sible by the laughable little episode already

mentioned, and Mr. Landon reckoned among his

pleasantest hours those spent at his friend’s

country-seat. Mr. Carlton was haunted all night,

waking or sleeping, by visions of the costume

which had first greeted his eyes upon his return

home that day. We are happy to say, however,

that he survived; but from that time he was

never known to quarrel with ladies’ taste in

dress.
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DREAMS.

 

BY ELEANOR CLAIB

 

Wnn angel guests to weary souls may come

In the still hours of sleep—

What words of comfort from the Father’s home

Sent unto those who weepl

Thus in my drenriness and weight of care,

Life’s way with grief hedged up,

In dreams this pleasant fancy came to bear

Sweets for the bitter cup.

When Autumn clouds were dark and winds blew chillI

Over a barren land,

I walked in gloom, beset with firms of ill,

No help on either hand.

Thus moving on, my path at last came near

Where lay the silent dead,

And shuddering I followed, sick with fear,

The hand that thither led.

But when I entered, sudden, all was o'er

0f Wintry cold and gloom—

The dreary winds—the bare, brown earth no more—

But Summer‘s light and bloom.

wMNIWM/¢/~/,¢,w,//,,’,,~//.-////»///IIM/f/

On the low graves with richest verdnro green,

A thousand blossoms grew,

80 fair, so fragrant, save in realms of dream

Met never mortal view.

While the bright sunshine kissed my tears away,

And perfumes filled the air,

Friends came, earh hearing bud, or flower, or spray,

Most marvelously fair.

For many a day I kept within my mind

The beauty of that dream,

And with half faith amused myself to find

What might its meaning seem.

Even so, mothought, God makes the woes of life,

Its dreary, darkened hours

Even death's bitterness—with sunshine rlfo,

Bright with immortal flowers.

Now hath my heart in sorrow learned to sing.

Where dead its pleasure lies,

The growth of patience, hope, and love shall spring

And faith that never dies.



CROOKED—EYES.

 

BY WIINIE WILLIAI.

 

I“! was a pleasant May morning, I don’t care ; see you wake up." I thought the fun was all

to tell how many years ago, when neatly arrayed

in my new pink frock and white apron, and

holding tightly by my brother’s hand, I made

my first appearance in a school-room. Dear!

such rows of prim little children, with folded

arms and weary looking faces; and then the

teacher. seated before her table—the rule occu

pying a very conspicuous place thereupon—and

a sort of Alexander-Selkirk-look stamped on

her thin features, which plainly said:

on one side: however, I accepted the peace

ofiering, and thereafter vie were inseparable

friends.

What times we used to have! Rebecca Wood

and I, always being assisted in our sport by

Charles Dean, the ringleader in all mischief.

He was continually doing and saying funny

things, for which he was daily kept after school

to be “reckoned with” by our teacher; and

after “doing penance" would join us girls not

far from the school-house, and then for a ramble

in the woods to search for flowers and berries,

She won spied me, and after ascertaining that or a slide down hill in winter time. The year

my name was “Mary Miller—but mammu called ‘ passed on and still we were scolded at home,

me Mollie”—I was led to a seat by the side of a and whipped a), whoa], enjoying ourselves im.

very demure looking little girl with red hair and mensely the while, “mil Chm-lie Dean, then a

mud eyes; being kindly mld by the telchel‘, Qhandsorne boy of fifteen, was sent away to pur

that if I whispered or made any noise during i sue his studies preparatory to entering college.

school-time, I should be punished. g Before he started, he came to bid me good bye.

The hours dragged by so heavily, and tired Q "I know I shan’t have any such fun away at

oi sitting still, I had almost fallen 1181901), when 5 school, as I had here with you and Becky,” he

my seat-mate applied her finger nails to my bare i said, in a mournful tone as we stood by the

arm in a manner that caused me to make a trial 3 garden gate. "I must see her before I go.

of my elocutionary powers, much to the indignn- E Becky is a capital good girl, but she has such a

tion of my worthy teacher, who immediatelylcomical expression in her crooked eyes. Isn't

seated me on a long bench by a row of little 3 it funny, Moll? but I never know when she’s

boys in blue-checked aprons. I cried until the '5 looking at me. Don’t tell her I said so."

teacher said, “School’s dismissed," and oh! such§ "No," said a mocking voice close by us,

a walk home as we had. The sun never shone i “don’t tell her I said so! You needn’t be

so brightly, the birds song 50 guily, nor lhciscared, Charlie Dean,I wouldn’t take the trouble

lowers looked so radiantly beautiful. I enjoyed S to look at you.”

it all very much, but my happiness received a a “Don’t get mad, Becky," replied Charlie in a

blow when, upon my reaching home, brother§conciliatory tone. “I don't mean anything, and

told our folks how “naughty Mary had been, §I do think your eyes are really pretty, that is,

and that the teacher made her sit with the Swhen you don’t look cross," he added arehly.

boys!" g “Who cares what you think, you ugly thing,

Msmma administered a severe reproof, and iyou!" retorted Becky, now thoroughly provoked.

kept me in doors for a whole hour, when I was i “Well, good bye, Moll," said Charlie, giving

wanting so much to see how robin and his mate gmy hand a fraternal grip, as I turned away to

were progressing in their building operations. hide my tears. “Don’t feel bad, Butterfly. We'll

“Is your name Mollie Butterfly?" asked my Shave all the more fun during vacation: and

red-headed heroine, the next day at recess. §don’t let old vinegar face make you study too

"No!" I answered, indignantly, “my name is i hard.” I secretly thought there was not much

liary Miller." 5 danger of my being very studious.

"Well butterflies and millers are the same, i “Come now, Crooked-eyes, let us part good

you know. Do you like candy?" handing me a i friends,” said Charlie, playfully imprinting a

quantity of pepper-mint drops. “I didn't mean ‘- kiss on her red curls, for she had averted her

l
to hurt you yesterday, but it was such fun to , face. “Won’t you say good bye?" Becky

“ I'm monarch of all I survey.
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72 CROOKED-EYEB.

muttered something that sounded to me verytme. As for myself, aunt Jerusha hasn‘t more

much like “Good riddance!” but Charlie con-Qthan a dozen grown-up sons, and—and—who

strued it otherwise, and, after a few words, was g knows but what she may fancy me for a daugh

ont of sight. Becky and I proceeded to the Q ter-indaw!”

rbor, where, sitting down, she laid her head on i “Generous girl!" said Becky, laughing, while

ny shoulder, and burst into tears. “I am so 2 a bright color sufl‘used her cheeks.

orry I was so cross to Charlie," she sobbed, “but I took a second look at her. Really “Crooked

I couldn’t help it, and I was determined he r, eyes" was growing handsome. Her organs of

shouldn't know I cared anything about his going g sight were only crooked enough to look roguish,

away.” i and her red hair had changed to a pretty auburn.

I soothed her as ,best I could, and in half ani Well, I started before sunrise the next morn

hour we were gayly discussing a plan for a pic- E ing, and in the evening was comfortably seated

nic. “ There won't be much fun without Charlie, l in aunt Jcrusha’s parlor, discussing picture-books

to be sure,” said Becky, mournfully, as she tied i with cousin Frank, aunt’s “third sweet son." A

on her sun-bonnet," but I don’t intend to mope 5 pair of black eyes haunted my dream that night,

to death this summer.” i and—well, after a visit of two months, I started

During Charlie’s first and second vacations, i for Craggsville, having promised Aunt Jerusha

Becky was away visiting, and ever after he spent and Frank that I would come back soon, and

them at his uncle‘s, it being much nearer than Q live with them all my life.

his own home. So years passed on, and the two The morning after my arrival home, Charlie

school-mates never met. Dean rushed into our little parlor, and, after

Charlie scribbled a few lines to "Butterfly" i kissing me, and dancing round the room awhile,

once in a while, and in one of his notes he con- i threw himself on the sofa, exolaiming,

fldentially told me that “cousin Rose was aregu- Q “Well, Butterfly, I am going to commit matri

lar little Venus, and he was sorely tempted to g mony."

fall in love.” I showed the letter to Becky: she l “Ah! who is to be made so extremely miser

turned slightly pale, and, pleading a head-ache, s able ?”

she went home, taking the precious documents “Crooked~eyes, of course, you wicked puss!"

with her. I have never seen it since. E he replied, gayly, and just then Becky came in.

Time passed, and Becky and I were nineteen.§ “You hateful thing, you!” said she to

'l‘hreeyearsbefore we had left“Madam Selkirk‘s" 3 Charlie, after she had nearly smothered ms

for a fashionable boarding-school, and were l with kisses, “I think you are real mean."

spending the first summer after our “finishingQ "I wanted to tell you first, myself,” she said,

up,” as Becky called it, in rambling through the a as, after Charlie had gone, we sat in the parlor,

woods, and trying to awe our simple villagers by E exchanging confidences. “However, it don't

a display of our learning. Mamma came to the 5 make much difi’erence: and I am so delighted to

wise conclusion that Becky was an unprofitable 5 think aunt Jerusha fancied you; but I never

companion, and determined to banish me from g dreamed of such a thing as Charlie’s loving me:

Craggsvillc. Accordingly, preparations were i did you, Moll?”

made for my spending a few weeks with an aunts “Well, it is rather singular, Crooked-eyes; but

of my mother’s. then, you know there’s no accounting for tastes.

“It will be a very few weeks, I can assure you, Q and Charlie is somewhat eccentric."

Becky," I said, as we were sitting under theg‘ For which saucy reply I had my ears pinched.

grape arbor, the evening before we were to start; i Becky told Charlie all about aunt Jerusha and

“I shall horrify aunt Jerusha by my romping 3 Frank, whereupon the said gentleman declared

propensities, and she will conclude that home is 5 his cup of happiness was overflowing; and Frank

the best place for me: so you'll see me back be— i coming to our village, in a week or two, for the

!0N10ng-” §purpose of arranging some “business matters "

“Here's a letter for you, sis,” and brother S with papa, and having “passed examination”

tossed it into my lap. It was from Charlie. He i creditably, we had lots of fun together. We

had graduated, or been “expelled,” as he wrote, i were all married at the same time, for Charlie

and was “coming home to play tag with Becky i said “there was no use in making two fussea,

and Butterfly.” 3 and he always believed in killing two birds with

“I wish aunt Jerusha was in the Dead Sea!" one stone." I do not intend to tell how becom

said I, after reading the letter aloud. “Well, I § ing orange blossoms and white blonde were to

hope you will make a conquest, Becky; I always g Miss Becky, or how her “crooked eyes” looked

thought Charlie fancied you more than he did almost beautiful with the world of love that

,4.” If’ll/II/I/I-‘II’IV
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lingered in their clear depths; for, as her bus-E Oh, dear! [had nearlyforgotten myself. Frank

band told her, “she made a very respectable S says I always do, and he says, too, that “the
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looking bride.” i day his little ‘butterfly’ first lighted in their

And what about me? i home was the most blessed day in his life.”

  

“LOVE IN A COTTAGE.”

 

BY MISS MARY A. LATHBUBY.

 

Tnm’s a cottage down in the valley,

A cottage of gleaming white,

Shaded by spreading beeches,

And almost hidden from sight

By climbing roses and woodbine,

Shading the cottage door,

And casting a. shimmering shadow _

Down on the cottage floor—

Shading the milk-white roses

And the brow of the maid Lenore.

With a longing, wistful eye;

Or bound along the pathway,

Where the beech tree boughs wave high;

But I watch for the gleam of a white hand

From a latticed window nigh.

’Tis not at the pretty cottage

That I gaze, as I pass it by;

But at the half-opened casement,

For the flash of a maiden's eye.

Oh! it is a charming ideal

Of a novelist’s “love in a cot;”

And I’m certain the little god dwells there,

And his throne is a maiden's heart;

The heart of a dark-eyed maiden,

Oh! hi is a happy lot.

Not for the spreading beeches—

Not for the swinging vine—

Not for the white-hearted roses,

Or the shade of the dark woodbine:

Do I turn me toward the cottage

fI/fmffff-ff/IfI/f/IINIIIIIIIII/f-”A

MMINNWNINMIQ'N 1IWI/

THE OLD BROWN COT

 

 

BY EDWARD A. DARBY.

 

And close beneath the tall old oaks

That nodded on the sloping hill.

The woodbine creeping o’er the walls,

The sunshine on the grassy plot,

How beautiful were they to me

When home was in that old brown cot!

A1030 the scenes to memory dear

To which my fancy oi‘t returns,

And for whose long lost days of joy

My spirit in its sadness yearns;

There’s none that seems so dear to me

As that where passed life’s early morn,

There's none for which I sigh so oft

As for the cot where I was born.

cnouus.

The old brown cot, the low brown cot,

The mom-grown cot beneath the hill:

'I‘hongh years have passed since I was there

I love it, oh, I love it still!

It stood beside the running broolt

Whose waters turned the noisy mill,

Though I may view the fairest lands

On which the sun in glory beams,

And dwell in climes more beautiful

Than poets visit in their dreams:

Still will afl’ection linger round

That loved and consecrated spot,

And tears will fall as I go back

To boyhood and the old brown oot.
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GOING HOME. '

 

BY OLARA AUGUSTA.

 
O

Burdned with stately lilacs—shaded by ancient trees—

Iilled with the richest music swept from the tender breeze; noon;

(1:! how I think of the evenings spent in the happy talk: Mary sits, quietly knitting. on the piazza so cool;

Wandering with beautiful Mary down o’er the garden walk. The kitten, with paws like white velvet, toys with a mgltive

spool.

Where the bees sing in the rye-field, n1 oTtBe bright afterl/J't‘e’lfa

Now the wild billows toss me far on the lonesome sea—

"0" the strong wind, through the cordage, rattles and {relies G, ,1 bless and keep Ml the do“ on”, f”, far “my on a“

in the! ‘ lrlndi

Powerless the wheel to direct us, useless the quivering helm; E While 1 g.) tossing and toiling over strange waters and strand.

“3‘3 M “10 mink 0‘ “we, “"33 “hm "1° “'3'” °v°r “' \ Ever my heart brings the memory—dearer, the farther l

whelm.’ ; roam

Think of the rose-shaded garden, where lies the sunshine of ( Of the sweet, shady path in the garden, and deal- little Mary

June— at home.
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WINTER CLOAK.

 

BY IIIILY H. MAY

 

  

Ws. give, this month, for our popular depert- ( twenty-five inches, on the side, measuring from

ment, “How to Make One's Own Dresses," eithe arm-hole down. Neither can we give the

pattern for a fashionable winter cloak, just re whole of the back, but from D down it should

oeived from Paris. The above engraving repre- g be thirty-three inches long, and from K down,

sents this graceful cloak when made up. On the E twenty-five inches. The shoulder piece and

next page is a. diagram, by which to cut out the E hood are given entire. To cut out the sleeve

cloak, as follows: §(the top of which is from E to A A) project

No. 1. PART or FROM. 5 downward from A A and H till the lines meet.

No. 2. Peer or BACK. e In putting it together, join A and C of the

No. 3. Tue Snowman Pn-zcs. g front to A and C of the shoulder piece. Join A

No. 4. PART or Snnvn. i and M of the back to A and M of the shoulder

No. 6. Tax H001). piece; and plait from M to B of the back L0 M

The front is so long that we cannot give the \ to B of the shoulder piece. To put in the sleeve,

whole of it. It must be, as marked in the dia- i join E of the sleeve to E of the front, and A A 0!

gram, thirty-seven inches long in front; and i the sleeve to A of the front.
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A JEWELED MAT.

 

BY IRS. JANE \VIAVIB

 

  

r

k: the request of M. W. D., a subscriber, we -silk, using the thread about a yard in length.

have designed the above Mat. Fasten one end to the wire at the base of a point~

Karenina—12 oz. opal bonds, 3 yards white Keep the beads close together, and work round

bonnet wire, 7 oz. turquoise, 6 spools white sew- i and round, covering the wire entirely. When

ing silk. the beads threaded are so disposed of, fasten the

Work the centre of Mat in Berlin wool in either silk securely; thread more beads, continue until

flowers or fruit. Select a pattern in rich, dark all the points are entirely covered, at the place

colors, as the greater the contrast the prettier § where the points cross each other. Tie with a

the efl'ect. With a lead-pencil mark out a per- §piece of white silk, cutting oil" the ends neatly,

fect circle 7 inches in diameter; fillin the ground 2 but not too close. This is to keep the points in

work with the opal beads. For the border, take z place.

the bonnet wire, measure 23 inches, join the wire i Now divide the turquoise heads into four parts,

at this place. Now measure 3 inches, bend the 5 thread them upon four separate threads: connect

wire as seen in the drawing. Repeat this until i these four threads together at one end, and plait

you have shaped enough to complete the circle, i in four. Dispose of this plait in festoons as seen

sew the points (at equal distances of 2% inches é in the drawing, tying the plait to the point with

apart,) upon the circle, making in the whole Qisilk so as not to be seen. Cut two pieces of

points: the last point must not meet the first one cardboard size of centre of Mat, cover one with

by 1} inch. Shape the wire as before, and carry g the worked centre, the other with blue silk: sew

this second row of points round, sewing them 5 the edges of the two together. Complete by

upon the circle, observing to make these points 5 sewing the border to the centre. Make another

come exactly in the centre of those forming the g plait of the turquoise beads and place it over the

first ropé Thread the opal beads upon the white 3 uncovered wire.
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LAMP-MAT IN BEADS. 77
 

By pinching up the rim of this Mat, the out-g The beads should be about the size of mm;

side may be converted into a card-basket, and ( turd seed, or a. little larger, to make the Met the

one of great beauty. \ proper size.

 

LAMP—MAT IN BEADS.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.
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Tn design indicates the mode of working. § and pass the needle through a white head. Re

Begin by stringing four white beads, and knot g peat the same thing four times. Afterward string

we thread 10 form the circle upon which all the 2 two white beads, and pass the needle through

“rk is go be done. Then string :1 green bead, l the green bead. _

  

  

VARIETIES IN EMBROIDERY.
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BOTIOM OF CHILD’S DRESS.
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KNITTED TALMA.

 

BY NBS. JANE WIAVIR.

_ \‘“‘ ~-1-&32"*3'{77/% _"-._

v_ \

5e},

 

  

, Kilt/é

4 \‘

iii/ll

§  

  

  

  

 

 

  

‘ h \ _\.

V gill/M? nit,

' s5” \‘1/1
\" i fix. /§I," k I §\\\

g / x _ g g\ 7/ Ni n q‘, 'Q

h ,1 , rM U"? if i ./ 1f

\- \V; V \ \

u;1\\»- \ \ ‘

\ . 
 

5'
a

g
, \t‘tv

Tale is an original pattern, designed expressly i knit one, throw the thread forward, knit 11,

for the fair readers of uPeterson." It would be take off 1 without knitting, narrow 1—bind the

a beautiful and warm Tolmn. for concerts, opera, l slip stitch over the narrowed one *. Repeat to

‘ the end of the needle—knitting last two stitches8w.

Lineman—l} lbs. single white zephyr, “plain.

01. single scarlet, wooden needles of mediumg 6th Row.—Purl.

size. l 7th Rom—Same as 6th. Continue this pet

Cust on 660 stitches with the scarlet wool. i tern and purl knitting for 22 rows.

4" 1st Rom—Knit plain. g 23rd Rom—Purl, observing to narrow three

2nd Rom—Knit purl *. Repeat4 rows. istitches in one, at the centre stitch of every

6th Rom—Knit 2 plain—throw the thread for- \ point.

“:ird, knit 11 plain—take off the 12th without 24th Rom—Knit plain.

knitting, narrow 1, bind the slip stitch over the 25th Rom—Purl.

narrowed one, (this makes the centre stitch of S 26th Rom—Plain. This forms a ridge, which

the poi-pg) * knit 11, throw the thread forward, t is thrown upon the right side of the knitting.
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FIRE-SCREEN. 79

27th Born—2 plain. Pattern again, observing ‘ forward, knit 6 plain—take ofi‘ the 6th without

to knit 10 stitches in place of 11, as in the lst % knitting, narrow 1, bind the slip stitch over the

 

 

pom; narrowed one *, knit 5, throw the thread for

28th ROI.—Plll'l. Continue as before alter- ward, knit 1, throw the thread forward, knit 6,

hate pattern and purl for 20 rows. 5 take ofi‘ 1, without knitting, narrow 1 *. Repeat

47th Benn—Like 28rd. Knit the 4 rows form- i this to the end of the needle, knitting last two

ing the ridge—the 47th being the 1st of the 4. istitches plain.

Then pattern, knitting 9 stitches in place of; 6th Rom—Purl.

10, as in last pattern, and 18 rows to the point. i 7th Rom—Same as 5th. Continue this pat

This decreasing 1 stitch every pattern of every § tern and purl 10 rows.

point, and 2 rows to the point, narrows the g 11th Rom—Same as 23rd of Talms. Knit the

Talma to fit the neck. Make 14 points deep, 3 S 4 rows for the ridge same as Talma, narrowing

points colored for the border, rest white. g as before, making collar 6 points deepv

F03 Tax COLLAR.—Cast on 252 stitches with Take up the stitches on sides of Talma and

the colored wool. Knit 4 rows, alternate plain collar. Knit four rows alternate plain and purl

md purl as in the Talmo. to make it pretty finish. Cord and tsssels of the

5th Born—Knit 2 plain. Throw the thread colored wool completes the whole. -
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FIRE—SCREEN.

 

BY HRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

  



 

80 PATTERNS FOB. MARKING.
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THIS Screen is composed of sky-blue taffeta, <tnfl‘eto with some gum. A gold cord must be

upon which must be placed black velvet applique, sewed around the edges of the velvet, and also

according to the engraving which we give be- around the two outer circles described on the

low. klafi'eta. The outer edge of the Screen should

Cut out of your velvet the pattern of flowers 3 be ornamented with sky-blue moss fringe, and

you design to use, and then arrange it upon the l be finished with a small hand of white ivory.
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PATTERNS FOB MARKING.
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DIRECTIONS HOW TO MAKE CYPRESS.*

 

BY NBS. A. I. HOLLIKGSWOBTH.

 

£2312

  

Hummus—Carmine paper, pink thread for , *MnnnmLs ron M/umm PAPER FLOWERB.-—

hearts, white seeding, small green calyx, leaves, 3 Tissue paper of various colors, carmine paper

buds1 &c, l for Pinks, Dahlias, and red Roses, variegated for

Cut an equal number of No. l and 2: gum up l Japonicas, Pinks, 810., wire, wax, gum arabic,

No. 1 in the form of a tube as directed for jes- stamens, pipes, green leaves, calyx, sprays, cups

gaming, listen on to the petal with gum; make ; for roses and buds, all the small flowers being of

the Bmmen of pink thread, three or four threads l sixty varieties, can be obtained ready stamped

an inch in length is sufficient, fasten a thin l of Mrs. A. M. Hollingsworth’s Fancy Store, No.

piece of wire to it long enough for a. stem, touch - 82 North Ninth Street, Philadelphia. Orders by

the ends of the thread in gum, and then dip it mail punclually attended to. A box, with mate

in while seeding or corn starch; finish with the \ rials for a large bouquet or basket, sent, by mail,

small green calyx. The buds and leaves can be on receipt of one dollar, post-paid.

had ready prepared. Branch like example.

 

mmw,,,~,,,~,,I”.
 

TATTING EDGING.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

In only material required for this work is \. being very durable. It is especially adapted for

No. 12 Six-cord Crochet Cotton. The edging is l trimming children’s trousers, because so strong.

mimble for the trimmings of under portions of; Having filled the shuttle with the cotton we

dress, especially for such as belong to children, a have named, make thirty~two stitches, draw

Von. XXXV--—5 81
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these up close, and repeat until you have five a the stitches. This forms the pearl when the

loops. Leave a space of not more than an inch, glonp is drawn up; all that is required is that

and make five more, and so on, for any length 3 they should be regular.

that may be required. These loops having beeni There is no doubt that the tatting with the

thus made, require to be arranged in the form we g pearlcd edge is much more ornamental than the

have given, by means of a needle and rather fiuc ; plain, but. it is attended by its own disadvan

white cotton. The continuous thread which i tnges. If each pearl is not pulled out carefully

holds them together does not show, if kept regu- i by the laundress, its beauty is entirely destroyed.

larly on behind the under parts which are thus Some ladies even take the pains of opening these

joined together. In our pattern we have given with tho point of a stiletto, but this involves so

the pearled edge, but this can be either adopted serious a labor that many others are content

or rejected, according to pleasure. Many ladies with the simple tatting, which is not subject to

use the pin in producing this pearl, but a little this drawback.

practice renders this quite unnecessary. 1t cnni If adopted, the pearl may be introduced at

be done equally well by pressing the thumb upon 2 every third or fifth stitch, according to the taste

the cotton, so as to leave a little interval between ‘ of the worker.
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PATTERN FOR EMBROIDERY.

  

BOTTOM OF PETTICOAT.



PORTHIONNAIE IN SCARLET AND GOLD

 

BY “BS. JANE WEAVER.

i»
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W5 give, in the front of the number, two 3 cloth. One represents the front and the other

engravings, each of the full size, for a port-ithe side. The efi‘ect, when made up, is very

monngie, to be Worked with gold laid on scarlet pretty.

~allwa,”.””lla”mwrf~,/M/ ,4W

NECK—TIE.

 

BY HRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

'l‘nl winter weather requires a little precau- t easy of execution, and has an extremely good

ilOIL to prevent the cold air blowing round the g effect. The pattern is in steel beads, on a black

neck from producing injurious etfeets. A pretty Zribbon velvet, about an inch in width, the ends

Ne¢k.'1‘ie has, therefore, the double recommenda- Ebeing finished with a tassel formed of steel

tion of being both ornamental and useful. Thegbeads. It is also extremely pretty for mourn

one 'e have given in our illustration is very king, if black beads are substituted for age steel.
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The lines of beads must be worked close to each ; These little neck-bands are really desirable. The

other, and the same number of beads must be 3 length must. be arranged according to the taste

in every line, so as to give perfect regularity. \ of the wearer.
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KNITTED UNDER—SLEEVE.

 

BY HES. JANE WEAVER.

  

I

ter wear, and having knit a pair can testify to

their comfort.

MA'rnmALs Recourse—2 OI. brown single

zephyr, 1 oz. crimson single zephyr, 1 pair steel

- knitting needles, common size, 1 pair bone knit

ting needles, small. '

With the crimson wool, and steel needles, cast

on 70 stitches, knit 1 row plain, rib 30 rows like

the top of a stocking. Join the brown wool, and

E with the bone needles knit 50 rows plain. Join

Sthe crimson wool, use the steel needles, knit 30

grows, ribbed. Again the brown, knit. with the

lbono needles 18 rows plain. With the crimson

\ wool knit 30 rows as before. Brown, knit. 18

§rows plain, narrowing 1 stitch at the end of

5 every row. Finish with the crimson wool, knit

Wl'lvlh-M
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W2 have designed this Under-Sleeve for win ting 80 rows ribbed. This last to fit the wrist.

HENRY THE FOURTH HAT,

 

BY MRS. JANE WIAVIR.
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NOVELTIES OF THE mourn. 85

Tms novel idea. for coveringlamp-shades costs § afterward the twine is easily bent into shape.

little and is easily made. With a piece of cord, ‘ The fourth row must be narrowed to form the

and some grey, white, or black wool, a little hat 3 lower part of the hat, which is composed of four

of the desired shape is soon completed. Thetrows one above the other; then widen for seven

cor-l must be worked over with four loop stitches g rows to form the brim This little toy is orna

of the colored wool, and united in a ring; go on § mcntcd by some chenille or ribbon of a bright

working in a circle for three rows; this is the 2 color, and turned up at the side with a how, a

crown of the hat, which must be begun flat, ifew beads, and sfeather.
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NOVELTIE‘S OF THE MONTH.

  

CAPE 0N BLACK NET.
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EDITOR’S TABLE.

EDITORIAL GRIT—CHAT.

Tan MIRANDA or Suansrunr.—The mezzotint, in this num

her, is engraved from an original picture, painted by G. W.

Oonarroe, an eminent artist of this city. The subject is

Miranda, the heroine of “The Tempest ;” and the scene that

in which, after beholding the wreck, she adjures her father

to calm the storm. The poet makes her say,

“Oh, I have suffered

With those that 1 saw suffer! a brave vessel,

Who had no doubt some noble creatures in her,

Dash’d all to pieces. Oh, the cry did knock

Against my very heart! Poor souls! they perished.

Had I been any god of pow'er, I would

Have sunk the sea within the earth, or o’er

It should the good ship so have swallow’d, and

The frcightiug souls within her.”

'In many respects, Miranda is the best of Shakspeare’s

female heroines, lovely and womanly as they all are. Mrs.

Jameson, in her “Characteristics,” says of this exquisite

delineation ;—“ Had Shakspeare never created a Miranda,

we should never have been made to feel how completely the

purely natural and the purely ideal can blend into each

other.” And she adds 1—“ The character of Miranda resolves

itself into the very elements of womanhood. She is beauti

ful, modest and tender, and she is these only; they comprise

her whole being, external and internal. She is so perfectly

unsophisticated, so delicately refined, that she is all but

ethereal. Let us imagine any other woman placed beside

Miranda—even one of Shakspeare’s own loveliest and sweet

est creations—there is not one of them that could sustain

the comparison for a moment; not one that would not ap

pear somewhat coarse and artificial when brought into im

mediate contact with this pure child of nature, this ‘Eve of

an Enchanted Paradiso.’” And again :—~‘Not only is she

exquisitely lovely, being what she is, but we are made to

feel that she could not possibly be otherwise than she is

pourtrayed. She has never beheld one of her own sex: she

has never caught from society one imitated or artificial

grace. The impulses which have come to her, in her en

chanted solitude, are of heaven and nature, not of the world

and its vanities.”

Such a woman Mr. Oonarroe has realized on canvas. It

is not mere beauty, in the common acceptation of the term,

which is depicted in her face; but there is there also a spirit

ual loveliness, full of all purity and truth. What sadness,

too, what womanly pity! The action of the picture, as a

composition, is very good. The waves tossing on the shore;

Miranda's hair blown about by the winds; the black, whirl

ing clouds overhead; the forked lightningz—all these for

cibly express the agitation of Nature, which, so to speak, is

the burden of the play. Mr. Sartain has also done himself

great credit by the manner in which he has engraved the

picture for us.

Lin Succulents—In a letter, enclosing two dollars, the

writer says—“I expect to take your Magazine as long as I

live: I think it the best published." Every year we are

adding extensively to this list of life subscribers. We have

names, on our books, that have been receiving the Magazine

for fifteen or sixteen yam.

OUR Surrizs PATTERN.—-We think this the best affair of

its kind ever published in a Magazine. For next month,

however, we have something even handsomer. Recollect,

one of tho-lo colored patterns is to be given, in every num

ber, mil year.

A Bxau'rlrm. Poem—A lady calls our attention to the fol

} lowing poem, as equally true and beautiful. The subject

is ~‘ Woman’s Love.”

Come from your long, long roving,

On the sea so wild and rough,

Come to me tender and loving,

And I shall be blest enough.

I/l/r”I-<\/\.

Of men though you be unforgiven,

Though priest be unable to slirive,

I'll pray till 1 weary all Heaven,

If only you come back alive.

Where your sails have been unfurling,

What winds have blown on your brow,

I know not, and ask not, my darling,

So that you come to me now.

Sorrowful, sinful and lonely,

Poor and despised though you be,

All are nothing, if only

You turn from the tempter to me.

Tunas Bittu'nrur. PlCTUBllS.—T. Buchanan Read, the poet

pninter, has just returned to this city, after an absence of

several years in Rome, bringing with him several pictures

of great beauty, which he has painted to fill commissions.

i Among these pictures, "The Spirit of the Waterfall," be

; longing to J. L. Claghorn, Esq., is particularly noticeable.

It represents a waterfall, with nymphs descending, grace

fully grouped together; a charming idea, and which is car

ried out with equal force and beauty. A fortunate man is

Mr. Claghorn to be the possessor of so superior a chzf d"

t 0mm. Another picture is “Jephtha’s Daughter,” painted

\ for Joseph Harrison, Jr. Both Mr. Harrison and Mr. Clag

horn are liberal and judicious collectors of pictures, and

take deserved pride in their galleries; but neither have an1

Q gems that excel these by Mr. Read. A third picture is “The

Ascension of the Innocents,” a picture, that, like the “Trams

lation of St. Catharine,” breathes an almost divine beauty,

and could only have been conceived and executed by Chris

tian art, never by Pagan. It is Mr. Road's intention to re

turn to Rome in the spring.

Hun-Dams: Cairn—Among our fashion embellishments

is a pretty caul for the head, which any lady can, if she

chooses, make for herself; and a description of which, there

fore, We annex. For the materials take % yard of black

silk bobinett lace, two yards large crimson and gold silk

cord, three yards of long large crimson and gold silk tassois,

sixteen small crimson and gold silk msols. Cut a round

piece out of the black lace as large as the 1/4 yard will allow.

Sew the cord upon the lace as seen in the design, putting

the small tasscls in the places assigned. Dispose of the long

tassels, two on one side, one on the other. Make a narrow

hem in the edge of the lace, in it run a piece of black elastic,

just long enough to fit the knot of hair. This is a very

pretty head-dress and easily made. Any color cord and

tassels may be used. Black, crimson, black and gold, blue

or pink are all beautiful.
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A WORD roa floors—The gentlemen, who amuse them

selves at the expense of ladies’ hoops, should read the fol

lowing, which we take from an exchange paper. “Lately,

one of a party of girls who were fishing off the Hackensack

(N. J.) bridge, fell into the water, and as the current was

very strong would undoubtedly have been drowned, had not

the expansion of her hoops and clothing kept her above the
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i water until assistance reached her.”
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Ta: Wsnmso Dmsna or rm: Ducnzss or Minnow.—

Our fair readers, generally, are aware that Pelissior, the

French general who captured Sebastopol, and who, on that

lutount, was created Duke of Malakoil‘, has lately been get

ting married. The French and English newspapers are full

of descriptions of the magnificent dresses prepared for the

bride. No event of a similar character, has, for a long time,

excited so vest in degree of interest in the fashionable circles

of Paris. The trousseau was a present from the Empress to

the bride, and all the principal articles contained in it were

selected and made under her Majesty's superintendence. The

fiallowing is a description of a few of the bridal dresses:—

A robe of white tnfl'ety with bands of corulean-blue tafl'cty

laid on so as to form broad stripes. The blue bands were

out out in scallops, and edged with blue velvet, at the ex

treme margin of which there was a row of white blonde.

The cnrmge and sleeves were ornamented in the same style;

the sleeves being in the pagoda form, with the bands of blue

silk running transversely. Another dress consisted of three

skirts; the first being of emerald-green velvet, the second of

green satin of a hue paler than that of the velvet, and the

third of tail'ety of a still lighter shade. The two upper skirts

were cut out in deep vandykos, and edged with a narrow

black lace set on in slight fullness. The corsago was low,

and had a borthe formed of the three materials composing

the skirts—viz: velvet, satin, and silk, disposed in folds.

Another dress was of jonquillo colored silk. The skirt had

no less than eighteen narrow flounces cut out at the edges.

The corsage was high and plain, and fastened up the front

by a row of topaz buttons. The sleeves were formed of four

frills cut out at the edges. A shawl of black lace lined with

white silk was intended to be worn with this dress. An

other dress was a robe 0f mauve-colored volours epingle,

Wed all round the edge of the skirt with quilles of black

velvet, terminating in points, and rising to the height of the

knees. These qnillea were finished with an edging of nar

row black lace. The corsage and the pagoda sleeves were

ornamented with the same trimming. A bow of black vel

vet, edged with black lace, was fixed on the left side of the

waist, the ends descending nearly to the feet.

Two of the Duchess’s robes do chambro were remarkable

br novelty of style. One was of rich figured plush. having

an elegant running design figured in violet and black on a

white ground. The corsage had a small pelerine, trimmed

with violet and black chenille fringe. This robe was lined

throughout with white satin, and edged all round with a

broad band of plain violet plush. The other robe do cham

bm_(,r, .13 it may more properly be called, robe do matin—

was in the style of Louis XVI., and composed of very rich

white silk. The fullness .was gathered in at the back in

very large plnits, and the robe was open in front, with

broad fever; or pansy-colored velvet. The corsago was trim

med with two broad bands of velvet, and the sleeves were

loose at the ends, with broad revers.

One of the ball dresses was of white tulle, with three

string, each trimmed with an exceedingly broad ruche of

tulle edged with black lace. This new style of niche is

called the Herisson. The three skirts were gathered up by

bouquet, of 1-0599, A bow, with long ends of white sarcenet

ribbon. edged with red velvet, fixed the lowest bouquet to

the dress.

Among the Duchess’s jewels there was a magnificent

parure, consisting of plaques of diamonds, attached one to

another by small links of pearls. Suspended from each

cluster of diamonds was a long pear pearl. Another ex

quisite par-um consisted of diamonds, topazes, pearls, and

emeralds, mounted in the form of daisies. This parurs con

sister} of a wreath for the hair and a bouquet do corsago.

Tum: :x Dnnss.-A badly dressed woman does injustice to

hen-elf.
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“Or Sven 15 an: Kmcnox or llmvzrt.”—One of our sub

: scrlbers writes to us, in the following vein, respecting the

mezzotint, "The Lily,” published in our last number:—

“Your beautiful frontispiece, in the December number, is

my apology for addressing you at this time. You say it is

beautiful; it is more than beautiful, it is holy! As I gm

on it, my soul is stirred with a deeper feeling than the more

love of the beautiful, for memory points backward through

the vista of departed years, and this lovely emblem of in

nocence, beauty, and truth, bounds into life before me. I

almost hear the echo of a fairy footfall: the large, grey

dreamy eyes, which bear in their silent depths, so little of

earth, so much of Heaven, are looking straight into my own,

as the pinafore of wild blossoms, gathered for ‘Mamma,’ is

emptied on my lap, while one tiny hand still clasps the pure

white lily which brother gave. But our Lily drooped and

failed. The death angel slowly furled his white wing, and

gathered the spirit of our loved one to its warm embrace.

Sadly we crossed the baby hands on the throblcss bosom,

with the faded memento of a brother’s love tightly clasped

there; and we made her bed under the cherry tree she had

loved so well, where in summer the robin carols always his

sunset song; and on the flowers which blossom there, are

bright drops which are not dew. And yet we mourn not,

for we know that our Lily blooms in the crystal waters of

the great golden river of life. Vcrily of such is the kingdom

of heaven!"

There are thousands of mothers, all over this beautiful

land, who ccho this lament and rejoice in these hopes. Oh!

how terrible would death he to the parent, if there was no

eternity, no life beyond the grave. The blessed expectation

of meeting our lost little ones, in a brighter and better land,

is all that sustains the sorrowing mother, when the coffin-lid

closes over her child, and the dear face is hid away forever

on this, earth. Thank God for the words !—“Of such is the

kingdom of heaven.”

Baoxzs Wear run run CAPITOL—Messrs. Archer, Warner

& Miskey, of this city, have just finished a bronze balus

trade, for the Capitol extension at Washington, which, we

may safely assert, ranks foremost in the world among works

of art of a. similar kind. Instead of stifl~ hamsters to support

the rail, a gmceful pattern is employed, in which animals

and birds are introduced in a screll~work of fruits and

flowers. All these are American and modeled from Nature.

It is impossible to convey, in words, any idea of the fidelity

of this exquisite affair. An eagle, with extended wings, is,

perhaps, the most striking figure; and next to this a stag

crushing a rattlesnake. Architects, who have carefully

studied the best screens, gates, and other master-pieces in

bronze, in Europe, say that this balustrade equals any simi

lar thing abroad.
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Armor r0 Coxsrxmvn Moran—Dr. Hall, of the Journal

of Health, says to his consumptive friends :—“ You want air,

not physio; you want pure air, not medicated air; you want

nutrition, such as plenty of meat and bread will give, and

they alone; physic has no nutriment; gaspings for air can

not cure you; monkey capers in a gymnasium cannot cnro

you, and stimulants cannot cure you. If you want to get

well, go in for beef and out-door air, and do not be deluded

into the grave by advertisement certificates."

A Cosnr Bursa—The Empress Eugenie has just pur

chased the dress in point d’Alencon given by the city of

Rouou to the aunt of Louis XVI., on her visit there with

Louis XV. The Empress has paid the sum of ten thousand

dollars for the dress, which has a train of two yards and a

quarter in length, and is covered with birds, and trees, and

emhlematical figures of all kinds. We have seen lace dresses,

at weddings in this city, worth five or six thousand dollars;

but ten thousand, as yet, is a figure above republicans.
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Ax Emroa’s Owners—Ono of the craft, who has retired

from business, writes to us as follows—“ In selling my paper,

however, I do not mean to part company with ‘Peterson.’

My better half made it a condition precedent to the sale,

that I should become a subscriber for your Magazine; and

in order to keep peace in the family. I have concluded to

send on for the Magazine for her. I have also secured you

seven other names and send herewith ten dollars.”
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Tn: Douaa NrwsrAPsa.—We call attention to the adver- t

NE\V BOOKS.
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Palestine, Past and Present. By Rev. Henry S. Osborne,

.4. M. 1 1:01., 8m. Philadrlphia: James Challen ct Sons.

This is an elegant royal-octave volume, containing over five

hundred pages, and embellished with numerous beautiful

engravings, colored and plain. The work is the result of

recent researches in Palestine and a portion of Syria, and

embraces the natural, scientific, classical and histoi ical fem

tures of the Holy Land, identifying and illustrating many

Scriptural passages hitherto unnoticed. The engravings are

from original designs and drawings, the latter of which was

 

tiscment of this excellent family paper—the best, we think, 5 taken on the spots they represent. They give an excellent

published in Philadelphia—but especially to the liberal offer 2 idea of the scenery of Palestine, its cities, villages. architec

of one thousand dollars in premiums to persons getting up ’ tnre. birds, flowers, kc, kc. A map of the Holy Land accom

clnbs. For 32,60, cash in advance, the “Dollar Newspaper" § panics the work. The volume appears at an opportune

and “Peterson” can be had for one year. Remit, in such i

cases, to Charles J. Peterson, 306 Chesnut St., Philadelphia.

Balsa Ss'mucan—Curb your tendency to be satirical! It

is easier, often, to say a cruel thing, than a kind one; and

is, therefore, no credit, not even to your intellect. Be loved,

rather than feared!
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REVIEW 01' NEW BOOKS.

History of Frederick the Second, called Frederick the '

Great. By Thomas Carlyle. In four rolumes. Vols. 1. and

I]. blew York: Harper (t Brothers. The peculiarities of

Carlyle’s writings are well known to the reading public.

The author of “Sartor Resartus" has the merit, rare among

literary men of this generation, not only of clothing his

thoughts in a style of his own. but of stamping the thoughts

themselves with distinctive features. It is true that his

English is an English unknown to the good old standards

of the tongue, a barbarous jargon against which every honest

critic ought to protest. But, what with the eccentricitles of

his verbal style, and what with the almost Sardonic power

of his irony, Carlyle, at least. fixes the reader’s attention.

which many writers fail to do, who are purists of the first

water. The work now before us, for example, is profoundly

interesting. The first volume is devoted chiefly to the early

history of the Prussian dynasty, and is full of those pano

ramic views, in giving which Carlyle excels all other writers.

King and Kaiser, Margrave and Elector. Knight and Bishop

pass before the reader, like spectres conjured up by the hand

of some potent magician. In no other work. that we have

peniscd, do we find such vivid pictures of feudal Germany.

It was said of Kean's acting, that it was reading Shakespeare

by flashes of lightning: and Carlyle’s Frederick is reading

the Teutonic middle ages in the same way. The second

volume brings us down to more modern times; but is not

less graphic and interesting. It comprises the thirteen years

of Prussian history, which preceded the death of Frederick

the Grcat's father, a monarch whom most writers have either

misunderstood, or misrepresented, but whom Carlyle cxzdts

almost into a hero. We shall await the appearance of the ._

remaining two volumes with no little eagerness. and hope i

they will not be so long forthcoming as Macanley's promised

ones, which, if report speaks truly, have been bought 00'

by the Hanoverian dynasty. for a peerage.

The Four Sisters. By Frederik-a Bremer. 1 vol., l‘lmo.

T. B. Peterson d? Brothers. We do not think this novel

inferior, as a work of art. even to the best of Miss Bromcr’s

earlier fictions; and having said this, what more can we say

in its praise? There is so much exceptionable literature

printed in these times. that a parent hardly knows what new

book to introduce into the household. To “ The Four Sisters,"

however, no exception can be taken. It is deeply intercsb

ing; is full of instruction; abounds in capital pictures of

Swedish life; and breathes a pure moral atmosphere that in

sensibly refines and spirltualizes the reader. A small edition

was published, a year or two ago, under the name of " Hertha.”
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season, as it will make an appropriate and elegant Christmas

gift. It will be a valuable companion to " The City of the

Great King," published by the same house.

The Modern Cbok; a Practical Guide to the Ordinary Art

in all its Branches. By Charles Cline Francatelh'. With

Sixty/4200 Illustrations. 1 ML, 81:0. Philadelphia: T. B.

Peterson elf-Brothers. This is a work of a higher class than

such compilations generally are. It comprises. in addition

to English conkery, the most approved systems of French,

Italian and German cookery; and is indispensable, therefore»

to hotel-keepers,confcctioners. and private families that wish

to keep first-rate tables. The publishers have issued it in a

style corresponding to its merits. There are numerous en~

gravings of ornamental dishes, which will be found of great

value, especially in country localities, where professional

cooks cannot be got. as in a large city, at a moment’s notice.

No fashionable entertainment ought to be undertaken, we

should think, without Fraucatelli's cook-book.

Judge Haliburton’s Yankee Stories. With IIllustrations.

Two volumes complete in one. Philadelphia.- T. E. Peterson

ti Brothers. The wit and droliery of Judge Haliburton, when

writing. as in this work, under his soubn'qua of “ Sam Slick,"

have never been surpassed. The sketches are all short, so

that the book may be taken up, read for a few minutes, and

then laid down without breaking the continuity of the text.

We do not know a more certain specific to cure the “ blues"

than these Yankee Stories of “8am Slick.” The volume is

handsomely illustrated.

Jack and Harry; or, Pictures for the Young. By Mary

and John Hewitt. 1 col. Boston: J. E. Tilton if 00. This

is a small quarto, elegantly printed on cream-colored paper,

illustrated with numerous superior engravings, and bound

neatly in embossed cloth. The story is intended for children,

and, like all stories by the Howitts, is admirably adapted for

its purpose. We consider it one of the most appropriate

Christmas books that has been published this year.

The Ministry of Life. By Maria Louisa Charlrsworth. 1

col., 12010. New York: D. Applcton et- Co. A religious

fiction, adapted for young persons about entering life; and

from the. pen of an author who has already won for hcrselfa

circle of warm, admiring friends. The volume appears op

portuncly, for it would make an excellent Christmas or New

Year‘s gift. Two elegant steel embellishments adorn the book

Sclf-Made Men. By Charles C. B. Seymour. 1 001., 12m.

New York: Harper it Brothers. In this neat volume we

have about sixty biographies, the subjects being all self-made

men. Gen. Andrew Jackson heading the catalogue, and

George Stephenson concluding it. Numerous graphic wood

engravings, all portraits, embellish the book. We commend

it as a capital work to put into the hands of boys.

Gerald Noel. By the author of “ Louis” School-days." 1

rol., 12m. New York: D. Appleton 4 (b. All who have read

the former work by this author, will hasten, we know, to pur

chase “Gerald Noel." The Appletons have issued the volume

in their usual neat style.
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The Ant/41:1: of the Breakfast-table. By Oliver Wendell t add the milk, and let it go on boiling till quite tender, keep

Ilm'uuu. With Illustrations by Hoppin. 1 1:01., 120w. Bos

ton: Phillips. Sampson & O). This is one of the best books

We use no hyperbole either

It is genial, racy, full of acute thoughts

on life and literature, and written in a terse, idiomatic style.

50*: eloquent, now witty, now shrewd, now humorous, now

The “ Autocrat" is a man after our

own heart, with whom it would delight us to breakfast every

His volume is one of the very few that we have read

We keep it by us on our library table,

to dip into, whenever we get a moment of leisure, sure to

find some striking thought, neatly expressed, wherever we

(Vet written by an American.

Wll-fll we say this.

pathetic, but never dull.

day.

over a second time.

turn. The publishers do not exaggerate, when they assert,

in the advertisement, that the work will take its place with

tlmse of the few humorists, whom the world agrees to call

gt‘t‘li.

trated it: the sketch of “The Landlady's Daughter” alone, is

clmflgh to make a reputation.

Wwdstodr. By the author of“ li’uvcrlry.” 2 vols. Boston:

Iiclnor ti- Fi'dlir. These comprise the forty-first and forty

slu-n-‘l volumes of the now famous "Household Edition” of

Sr-itt's novels. In type and paper they are so uncxception

able. that every person, who desires it good copy of these

world-renowned fictions, should avail themselves of the

present opportunity; for it will he lmPOSsilllt: for any future

publishers, no matter what expenses they incur, to excel

this exquisite duodecimo edition.

Mu-ryafl’s Ormpldc Works. 1 col” 8 r0. Pln'lada: T. B.

IHen-m it Brahman—A handsome, yet cheap edition of Mar

ryatt has long been wanted; and here we have it, in double

cciumn octavo, on good paper and with clear typography.

Mlfll/IINJI”WMWIIII{I

PARLOR GAMES.

Ta! Lswm.—The company must form in two rows oppo

site to. and facing each other, leaving room for the Lawyer

to pass up and down between them.

When all are seated, the one who personates the Lawyer

will ask a question or address a remark to one of the pen

sons present, either standing before the person addressed, or

calling his name. The one spoken to is not to answer, but

the one sitting opposite to him must reply to the question.

The object of the Lawyer is to make either the one he speaks

to answer him, or the one that should‘answer, to keep silent,

therefore he should be quick in hurrying from one to an

otiwr with his questions, taking them by surprise, and no

ticing those who are the most inattentive. No one must be

allowed to remind another of their turn to speak. When

the L‘wycr has succeeded in either making one speak that

s!;---uld not, or finding any that did not answer when they

should, they must exchange places with each other, and the

one caught becomes Lawyer.

This game will be found quite amusing if conducted with

.Tilfl't. I

Fnzscu Buxn-Mis.-In this game, instead of blindfolding

one of the players, his hands are tied behind him, and in

that difficult way he must endeavor to catch one of his com—

panions, who must, when caught, submit to the same re

straint.

wN-I/H’m/mJ/INMIIII/I/M

ORNAMBSTAL DISHES FOR SUPPER-TABLE.

Rice FroUw-A cheap and ornamental dish. For one-third

of a pound of rice, allow one quart of new milk; the whites

of three eggs; three ounces of loaf sugar, finely pounded; a

stick of cinnamon, or eight or ten drops of almond flavoring,

and a quarter of a pound of raspberry jam. Boil the rice,

in a pint, or rather less of water; when the water is absorbed,

We cannot close this hasty notice, without giving

our hearty praise to the manner in which lloppin has illus

2 ing it stirred to prevent burning. If cinnamon is used, boil

i it with the milk, and remove it when the rice is sufficiently

3 done: if essence of almonds be used for flavoring. it may be

i dropped among the sugar; when the rice milk is cold, put it

in a glass dish or china bowl. Beat up the egg whites and

sugar, to a froth, cover the rice with it, and stick bits of

raspberry jam over the top.

Almond Cream—Put a pint of milk with a pint of cream

and a small bit of lemon peel into a stew pan to boil very

gently for twenty minutes. In the meantime blanch and

3 pound very has three ounces of swsct almonds and half an

gounco of bitter almonds. Next take the milk and cream

3 from the fire, into which (while hot) stir the pounded

E almonds, the yolks of two or three eggs, and clarified sugar

t enough to sweeten it. Then put the whole into a colander,

S and with a wooden spoon rub and squeeze it well through.

5 Let this he done a second time. Then add two ounces of well

‘ clarified isinglass. Have the mould ready to ice, pour the

cream into it, and when set, turn it out in the same way as

'c any other jelly.

Creme a la MOdfl—Pllt half a pound of white sugar into

5 your glass or china dish, with two good sized glasses of white

wine, the peel and juice of one large lemon, or two small

ones. Dissolve an ounce of isinglass in halfa pint of water,

strain it hot upon the above, and, by degrees, add a. pint and

a half of good cream; stir till cold. It will keep three or

four days, but it is best made the day before you want it.

Half this quantity makes a good sized dish. It is very

pretty turned out of a mould, or may be cut up with cus

tard glasses. This is a general favorite with all those who

have once tasted it.

Lemon Cream—Take a quart of lemonade made very

BWHQf, strain it, and put it in a saucepan on the fire. Add

the yolks of eight eggs well beaten, and stir it always one

way till it is of a proper thickness. Serve it in custard

\ glasses or in a cream dish. To make the lemonade—Dis

: solve five ounces of loaf sugar in two pints of boiling water,

2 having previously, with part of the sugar, rubbed the yellow

rind of a lemon; then add thejuice of three lemons. Some

persons put the lemons and sugar into a ing, and pour the

2 boiling water upon them.

Wine Jdly.--To a quart of white wine put a pound of

; lump sugar, which is first reduced to a syrup. Dissolve an

ounce and a half of isiuglass in a little water; strain it and

mix while warm, with the syrup also warm. When it is

nearly cold pour the wine into it, stirring it well, and for

some little time after. Pour into your mould, or leave it to

be cut up the next day into jelly glasses. A little cochineal

added gives it a beautiful appearance. This is a most deli

cious jelly, and very soon and easily made.

Jaumangc.—Dissolve two ounces ofisinglass in a pint and

a half of water, cut into it the rind of two lemons; strain;

then add the yolks of four eggs well beaten. Let it have

one boil up, and then put in the juice of two good sized

lemons. Swecten to your taste, and if you want it a very

deep color, add a little saffron. Stir till nearly cold, and

then put into the mould or glasses. This makes a very

pretty, very nice, and very inexpensive dish for a supper.

Snow-Balls, a I'rrtty It'ltIc Dish at a J urmt'lc Supper.—

Boil two ounces of Patna rice in a pint and a half of new

milk, a little cinnamon and pounded sugar. Flavor with

essence of ratafia. When the rice is quite soft, take out the

cinnamon and put the rice in teacups. Let it remain until

cold; then turn them out on a dish and pour a custard over

them, (made with the yolks of three cggs,) and on the top of

each ball put a little preserve.

To Make Blanc Mangc.-—One pint of milk, half an ounce

of lsinglass or half a sixpenny packet of gelatine, boiled a

3 quarter of an hour; add loaf sugar, and flavor to taste, strain,

t and turn out when perfectly cold.

\
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O U R C O O K_B O O Q Eggs, - - - -10 eggs are equal to 1 pound.

5 Brown sugar, powdered, 1p0und2ounces “ 1 quart.

—T . " § White sugar, powdered, 1 pound “ 1 quart,

Puritan) EXPRESSLY rollrz‘rznsox B lutcazmn. ; Loaf sugar, broken, _ 1 pound “ 1 quart.

f, Butter, when soil, - 1 pound “ 1 quart.

[mmcl'ed according to Act Of 90118"083» in the Ye!" 15§>9~ by 3 Indian meal, - - - 1 pound flounces “ 1 quart.

Charm; J. Peterson, in the Clerk’s Oillce of the District : Wheat flour, _ _ _ 1 pound a 1 mm".

Court of the United States, in and for the Eastern District

of Penusyivunia.] A glassi‘ul of any liquid, (nnioss the size and sort of glass

is specially designated.) always means a wino-glassful.

855‘ These receipts have all been tested, either by the author 4 large tablespooni'uls are equal to )3; gill.

herself, or by some of herfriends. Every month, we shall give 8 “ “ “ 1 gill,

several receipts, in carious dqmrtmcnts ; and the whole, at the 16 “ “ “ ping,

and of the year, will be found to make the most complete cook- A common sized wineglass holds 1,5 gill.

book ever published. A common sized tumbler holds 1A pint.

\f-‘J'l‘f/l/l/l‘fIf/l/I/f/I‘f

We giVe, next.a bill of fare for a large and elegant supper

table, with an engraving showing how to arrange the dishes.

As a preliminary, we give the following table of weights 3' The bill of fare is very full, so that if all the dishes cannot

and measures: 5 be procured, others may be substituted.

\‘
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5‘, '001 leiuM %

WEIGHTS AND MEASURES.
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Pickled Oysters.

Fried Oysters. g Lardcd Partridges.

Crumrvvw.

 

   

 

Lobster Salad. ;

Ice Cream. Frozen Oranges.Bon~bons. ;

FWMAWMMAM/VT/‘Er ‘_ /

Plates should be placed around the table for each guest: Beef Tongues, jellied. Bon-bons.

French Secrets.

Dragees Portugaisos.

Candied Almonds.

Fruits a la Creme.

Drageei a. la Vanilla.

also, three glasses beside each plate. for lemonade, wine, kc. Q Beef a la mode.

A side-table should contain extra plates, spoons, &c., &c., § Chicken Salad.

also. pitchers of water, and extra dishes. On another table a Pickled Oysters.

cups for chocolate or coffee may be set out, to be ready for i

permns who do not drink wine. ‘ Oyster Pates.

Terrapin.

Boiled Oysters.

Chicken Croquettat

Fried Oysters,

Stewed Oysters.

BILL OF PARS.

Candied Oranges.

Candied Grapes

Almond Cream.

Vanilla Cream.

Peach Cream.

Strawberry Cream.

Boned Turkey.

Lobster, dressed.

Ham.

”////'J_-'.‘-\v”I
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Lemon Cream. > water. Boil all kinds of fish very slowly, and when they

Charlotte a la Russo. Orange Water Ice. 5 will leave the bone, they are done enough.

Jelly Cake. Biscuit Glace. g Gxi’s Head and Shouldcrs.—Tske out the gills and the

Jelly, of Calves’ Feet. Punch a la Romaine. t blood clean from the bone, wash the head very clean, rub

Ambrosia. Champagne FrappealaGlace. s over it a little salt, and a glass of cider vinegar. When your

Blane Mange. 5 water boils, throw in a good handful of salt, with a glass of

Fruit Cakes. Coffee. i vinegar; put in your fish and lot it boil gently for half an

lsringuee. Chocolate. s hour—4f a large fish let it boil gently three-quarters of an

s hour. Take it up very carefully, strip the skin nicely off,

800' rs. i set before a brisk fire, dredge it over with flour, and baste it

warmth"; on Soups__mcn you make any kind ot- eoup, 3 well with butter. When the froth begins to rise, strew over

prticularly portable, vermicelli, or brown gravy soup, or 2 it 50m" nice 39° Whit" bread crumbs; you must kc‘Pll but"

any other that has herbs or roots in it, always observe to lay a ing it a" the time, to make it from well- When it is 8 nice

the meat in the bottom Ot- tom- pm,’ with a good lump of 5 white brown, dish it up, and garnish it with a lemon, cut in

butter. Cut the herbs and roots into small pieces, and lay E 815008» and fl few med OF'tcm

them over the meat; cover it close, and set it over a very 2 SW“? for W3 HWPTOCUTQ 1* Dim 10mm!" throw it

do, are: it “in draw an the virtue out of the r0(,tS and E into boiling water, with a handful of salt, and boil it half an

but”, turn it t0 a good gravy, and give the soup 3 very d“; 2 hour, or longer if necessary. If the lobster has eggs, pound

ferent flavor than if you first put it in water. When your them oxm‘lingly film in a marble mortar’and PM the"! in")

6"“). is “must dried up, ml the pan with water; when it half a pound of good melted butter. Then take the meat

begins to boil. take ofl' the an, and follow the directions of 01" 0! Your lobster, cut it in small pieces.- Mld Put it in your

your "Him for whatever llort of mup you are making butter, with a spoonful of lemon pickle, and the same quan

aLtf.‘ Head &up__pmcum a can-’8 head, wash it we", tity of walnut catchup, a slice off an end of a lemon, one or

mt let it stand in “It and water two or three hours: then two slices of horse-radish, as much ground mace as will lie

seek it in fresh water. Put it on to boil, and when the on 9' sixpencea and “It and mien“ P099" ‘0 ."0‘" liking

me‘t wt" swam“, from the bone, take it of]: Strain the Boil all together one minute, take out the lemon and horse

broth; cut the meat in small pieces, and add it to the broth. mam" “ndfen'e the sauce in a sauce bom

Then st-amn with sweet marjoram, sage, thyme, sweet basil, Bunk Fwh_S‘ew“1"—Afler “10 nah m Cleaned and Pm'

pepper, salt, mace, and doves. Take one pound 0t- Bum, pared, score them, and fill the incisions with a dressing of

and two pounds of veal, chopped fine, and with sufficient bread and bum", P099613 “an, and PMSIOY- Pm them ""10

bread crumbs and seasoning as above, make some forccmeat 3 a pint of water, and let them stow twenty minutes; then

t, and tr}. them in butter; make also some small dump, t pour over them half a bottle of claret, and stew them ton

lings, with a little flour, butter, and water: add the dump- 5 minutes lungw- This quantity 0f Wino i5 Proper {01‘ “"0

lings, the forcemeat balls, two or three eggs, chopped fine, a 2 mm or about three Pound! inch- “ 7°“ 0110050 3")" may

spoonful of browned flour, and as much wine as you think add bum" to the “im

at’ t.) the gout, Baked Fisk—When you bake a fish, stuff it with broad

Ahaond Sum—Take a neck of veal, and the acre-g end of g and "feet he'b‘h “MOD “1° Wind" "ml cayflmt’ PQPIWI‘»

‘ net}; of mutton, chap them in small pieces, put them in a \ turn the tail into the mouth, and tie it. Then lay the fish

large pan; cut in a turnip with a blade or two of mace, and i on a we“ in your bak" Pan, flour it we", and lay 501110

the quarts of water: set it over the fire, and let it boil gently a P100945 0‘ bun" on it- Half an 110‘“ Will bako 3 8111811 filib

tiil it is reduced to two quarts, then strain it through a hair

sieve into a clear pot, and put in six ounces of almonds, “Lu-3,

blanched, and beat fine; half a pint of thick cream, and as \ Mm“ Road and Bound, db__A great doa1 of care and

math Wpper as you Plcw' Ham ready three {man roua’ \ niceness is requisite in boiling meats. Your copper should

m? “I? 0‘ a tmup’ (“1 mrger' they Wm not look wen’ and i be very clean. and well tinned. All meats should be boiled

"n dnnk up ‘00 mud! to" the soup') Blamh a few almonds’ ' slowly; to boil them fast hardens the outside before the in

at them lt'nglhwwo' sue“ them an over the rous’ and P“ s side is warm, and discolors the meat. For instance, a leg of

a)" to" in your soup two“; men pour the soup upon the veal of twelve pounds weight will require three hours and a

"3"" _ half boiling—the slower it boils the whiter and plumper it

w (""0" Saab—Skin. and cut in woos Bu ‘arge will be. When you boil mutton or beef, observe to dredge

onions; fry them in butter till they are ll Dice brown and them Well with flour before you put them into the kettle of

Z°liendgfgzzcgrgggrlz‘oslsmhtlr'zlg‘z 3:11;? 02:32 cold water; keep it covered, and take off the scum. Mutton

“ ' ' '° ‘ and beef do not re uire so much boilin , but veal, or]: orof boiling water, boil them one hour, and stir frequently; lamb are not whotglome if they are notgboned energy; A

an” “id pepper and a“ to your liking'_w_ith some crumb” E leg of pork will require half an hour more of boiling than a

0‘ l"e“1_mbbed ‘bmugh “ °““_°”_dar; 8"" n we“ w keep it Q leg of veal of the same weight. You must allow an hour for

Z?:nb:':§f it: 3:111:02 txtbglmyggogr fig 3; every four pounds weight of beef or mutton. The best way

” " ' ' is to put your meat in when the water is cold. A leg of

:35;?:::lti)$l;:$l:;:::;g;: 3:111:22gull:Sinai; é of four pounds Weight will require an hour and a half

ng.

a ll] the "in? We "3’- If You Choose, You um “dd a few Q When you roast any kind of meat, it is a very good way

awe" Tb“ '3 ‘ m” “up, “‘1 “m 1”” mm" or {our day" to put a little salt and water in your dripping-pan, bastn

your meat with it, let it dry, then dust it well with flour and

baste it with fresh butter, it makes your meat at better

color. When you want any kind of wild fowl, be careful to

keep up a clear, brisk fire; roast them a light brown, but

III/ll/lf/l/J‘AlII/IJ/IIJ'IJ/J/I/II
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PISH.

Obau'ruiimu on Fisk—When you dress any kind of fish,

wash them clean, dry them well with a clotli,and dust them

with flour, or rub them with egg and bread crumbs. Always not too much: it is a great fault to roast them till the gravy

have your lard boiling hot before you put in your fish to fry, \ runs out of them, it takes off the fine flavor. Tame fowls

and as soon as they are done, lay them on a dish to drain 3 require more roasting; they are along time before they are

before you serve them. Boiled fish should always be rubbed E thoroughly heated, and must be frequently bested to keep

carefully with a little vinegar before they are put into the up a strong froth—it makes them rise better, and attain a

h
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flner color. Pigs and geese should be roasted before a good

fire, and turned quick.

B(q/'-StcaJ:s—BroiIed.—l’rocure steaks about half an inch

thick, from off a rump of beef. Have a clear tire, rub your

gridiron Well with beef suet, and when it is hot, lay your

steaks on it, and let them broil until they begin to brown—

then turn them, and when the other side is equally brown,

lay them on a hot dish. with a slice of butter between every

steak; sprinkle a little pepper and salt over them. and let

them stand two or three minutes: then slice a small onion

(as thin as possible) into a spoonful of water, lay your steaks

on the gridiron again, keep turning them until they are

Illmt'lt‘lllly cooked—put them on a dish. pour the water and

onion among them, and send them to the table.

Bccf-Stcalrs—Fn'ed.—Cnt your steaks as for broiling, put

them into a stew pan with a good lInp of butter; set them

over a slow tire. and keep turning them till the butter be

comes a thick, white grap'y, then pour it into a bowl, and

add more butter to the steaks. When almost done enough,

pour all the gravy into the bowl, put more butter into your

pan, and fry the steaks a light brown over a quick fire.

Then take them out of the pan, put them into a hot dish.

slice an onion among them—put a small portion of onion

into the gravy and pour it hot upon the steaks. Half a

pound of butter will be a sufficient quantity for quite a

large dish of steaks.

1%Pf—SfcwuI.—Pnt a little water in the pot in which you

intend to stew your beef, adding an onion cut fine, plenty of

carrots, turnips, and potatoes cut in slices—pepper and salt;

put the meat in and cover it close. Let it stew gently until

it is done enough. then pour on the gravy and let the meat

brown. Skim the fat from the gravy, and thicken it Dish

the meat and vegetables, and pour the hot gravy over them.

Baif-Stcaks.—Fry your steaks in butter till they become

of a fine brown color, then add to tin-m halfa pint of water,

an onion sliced, a spoonful of walnut catchup, a little caper

liquor, some pepper and salt—and cover them close with a

dish, and let them stew gently. When sufficiently cooked,

thicken the gravy with flour and butter, and serve up the

steaks.

HAD! DISHES.

Observations on Made Dishes.—In the brown made dishes

take special care no fat is on the top of the gravy, but skim

it clean 00'. If you use wine, put it in some time before

your dish is ready, to take off the rawness. When you use

fried forcemeat balls, put them on a sieve to drain the fat

from them, and never let them boil in your sauce—it will

give them a greasy look, and soften them; the bet way is

to put them in alter your meat is dished up. You may use

mushrooms, artichokes, capers, and forcemeat balls in almost

every made dish.

Becf—Stewed.—Procure a round of beef weighing about

six pounds. As soon as it comes from market rub it with

pepper, salt and some allspice. Have ready the pot in which

you intend to stew the beef, and see that it is well heated.

Put in the beef, and brown it, stewing it with two or three

chopped onions. Boil some carrots separately, and add them \

to the beef as soon as they are soft. Put in some skinned

tomatoes about one hour and a half before dishing the beef.

Pour enough water over the beef to cover it, and dredge it

occasionally with a little brown flour. If you prefer to have

your beef stuffed, it is better to do it the day previous to

cooking it, as the seasoning passes more thoroughly through.

Artificial Turtle Forecmeat.—Take one pound of the fat

of a loin of veal, the same quantity of lean, with six boned

anchovies; beat them in a mortar, and season with mace, red

pepper, salt, a little shred parsley, some juice of lemon, and l

three or four spoonfuls of Madeira wine. Mix the whole

well together, and make it into little balls: dust the balls

with some fine flour, and put them in your dish to stew

about half an hour before you serve it up.

III/IIIill/Ifriff/1"III/I
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PASTRY, sc., sc.

Obsennh'mu on Plan—Raised pies should have a quick

oven. Light paste requires a moderate oven. Tarts that

are iced require a slow oVen.

Mince I’t'es.—-Procure about five pounds of a piece of beef

called the sticking piece—also a beefs tongue, and boil both

very tender; have ready five pounds of good snot—five

pounds of apples, (pared and corcd,) four pounds of sugar,

four pounds of raisins, (stoned,) four pounds of currants, the

rind and juice of a lemon, one ounce of ground cinnamon,

one ounce of cloves. one ounce of allspice, and six cents

worth of mace, (finely powdered in a mortar.) When all

the ingredients are chopped very fine, mix them well to

gether with a quart of wine, and three half pints of brandy.

Keep your mincemeat in a stone pot, Well covered. Make

the crust as for other pies.

Mface-Meat Pica—Boil a tongue two hours, skin it, and

chop it as fine as possible; also chop very fine three pounds

of fresh beef suet, three pounds of apples. and one pound of

of jar raisins; add to these ingredients four pounds of cur

rants, (cleaned, washed, and well dried,) one pound of white

sugar, half an ounce of mace, and one and a quarter ounco

each of nutmeg, cloves, and cinnamon—also three half pints

of French brandy. As you make up your pics, add to tho

mince-meat citron cut into small pieces. Make a fine pufl‘

paste—cover your pic plates with it, and fill them with the

mince-meat, placing a cover of paste over each pie.

Apple. Tart—English Ivhshiou.—Scald eight or ten largo

apples; when cold, skin them; take the pulp and beat it as

fine as you can with a silver spoon; then mix the yolks of

six eggs, and the whites of four eggs—beat all together as

light as you can make them, adding grated nutmeg and

sugar to your taste; melt some nice, fresh butter, and beat

it till it is like a fine, thick cream. Then make a puff paste,

cover a pie dish with it, and put in the ingredients, but do

not cover it with the paste. Bake it a quarter of an hour,

and throw some fine sugar over it.

Mince-Pic, without Meat—Chop three pounds of suet very

tine, and three pounds of apples, (cored and pared,) wash

and dry three pounds of currants, stone and chop one pound

of jar raisins, beat and sift one pound of loaf sugar, cut

twelve ounces of candied orange peel very fine, and six

ounces of citron; mix all well together with a quarter of an

ounce of nutmeg, half a quarter of an ounce of cinnamon,

six or eight cloves. and half a pint of French brandy; cover

it close, and keep it for use.

Lemon Pudding, with Ptult —-—Take one pound of flour—

well dried and sifted—and add to it a pound of fine, white

sugar, the rind of a lemon—grated, tw'elve eggs—the yolks

and whites beat separately; then mix all together, and pour

it into a dish, or dishes covered with fine pie paste. Bake

it half an hour.

PUDDINOS.

Observations on Puddinga—Bread and custard puddings

rcquire time, and a moderate even, that will raise, and not

burn them; batter and rice puddings a quick oven—and

always butter the pan or dish before you pour the pudding

in; when you boil a pudding, take great care that your cloth

is very clean—dip it in boiling water, and flour it well, and

give your cloth a shake; if you boil it in a pan, butter it,

and boil it in plenty of water, and turn it often; do not cover

the pan: when you take it out of the pan, let it stand a few

minutes to cool, then untie the string, wrap the cloth round

the pan, lay your ‘dish over it, and turn the pudding out:

take the pan and cloth off very carefully, for very often a

light pudding is broken in turning out.

English Plum I’uddirigr-Ingredieutw—one dozen eggs,

two five cent loav" of stale bread, one pound of met. one

pound of sugar, two pounds of raisins, one pound of cur

rants, half pound of citron, about one uutmeg—grated—one
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tablespionful of ground cinnamon, one tumbler of brandy

and wine, mixed—flour enough to stiflen it—and one quart

sf milk. which ought to be poured over the bread and left

stand over night. to soften it. After mixing all together,

tie it up in a large. square cloth. and boil it seven or eight

hours. It must be turned frequently or the fruit will settle

at the bottom. To serve this pudding elegantly, alcohol

should be poured over it, and around the edge of tho dish

‘won which it is placed, and it should be lighted just as it is

placed upon the table.

A Baked Apple Editing—Half a pound of apples well

boiled and mashed, half a pound of butter to a cream, and

mixed with the apples before they are cold, and six eggs

with the whites well beaten—halfa pound of line white sugar,

the rinds of two lemons well boiled and beaten; sift the peel

into clean water twice in the boiling; put a thin crust in the

bottom and rims of your dish. Half an hour will bake it.

.4 B-LL-(d Almond Pudding.—Boil the skins of two lemons

very tender. and beat them very flue; beat half a pound of

almonds in rose water, and a pound of sugar, very fine;

melt half a pound of butter and let it stand till quite cold;

but the yolks of eight eggs, and the whites of four eggs—

mix them. and beat all together with a little orange water,

and bake it in the oven.

Ephrata Pudding.—Ingredients-three quarts of whort

tleberries. half a pint of water, half a pint of molasses, a

teaspoonful of salt, and as much flour as to make a tolerably

stifl' dough. Serve it with a sauce made of sugar, butter,

brandy, and a nutmeg grated—beaten light.
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OUR GARDEN FOR JANUARY.

FOIJCXATZLT for the health, beauty, and refinement of

taste of our American ladies, gardening is becoming every

year more popular. No home should be without its plot of

flowers. if only six feet square, and no window or porch need,

want drapery whilst every seed store furnishes for sixpence

a paper, the seeds of the morning-glory, cypress. Brazilian

vim. scarlet bean. portulacca, miranda, &c., &c.; or, our woods

are draped with the Virginia-creeper and the wild clematis.

A few cuttings of the daily rose, a slip or two of honeysuckle,

a few seeds of larkspur. coreopsis, miguionetto, &c.; a little

sprig of heliotrope, petunia, or verbena, repay one gratefully

with their bright smiles, for the little care bestowed upon

them. And during these cold months, when, in the door

yards and gardens, the honeysuckles and climbing roses

reach up to the windows and the pillars of the piazza with

nerveless fingers, when the few poor leaves still left, shiver i

in the cold, or the stripped branches sway and wail in the

wind: a garden, not so large or varied to be sure, as the sum

mer one. but aflording more delight, perhaps, because more

uncommon. may be made to gladden us with its green beauty

in our ordinary sitting-room. A few pots of the different

kinds of geranium, a rose or two, some sweet elysian,

taign lonette, heliotrope, to; a few hyacinths, tulips, jonquils,

kc" in glasses, brighten a window and lighten a heart that

bestows a few moments daily upon them. To these may be

added a miniature garden in a dish, a shallow bowl. or a soup

plate: unpoetical in itself, to be sure, but most wonderfully

beautiful when made into a garden; and examined through

a microscope. has wiled away the tedious hours of many an

invalid, and many a tired seamstress, as she has glanced up

for a moment from her needle at the multitudinous forms

and colors of a plate of moss. Our woods are too much ne

glected. Many a flower-fancier will pay a fabulous price for

a rare exotic, and pass over, with indifferent eyes, our impe

rial meadow lilies, and graceful nodding balsnms. To him

the delicate arbutus, and violets, and anemones, the golden

neunculus. and snowy blood-root, the shell-tinted liver-wort,

end waxy pipsessing. the fox glove. and pink roots. and sor~

rein, the exquisite gerardias, and the_gorgeous golden rod,
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\ and purple asters, are only wild flowers, and cost nothing

\ but the trouble of transplanting. and a little nook in the

garden. A constant bloom may be kept up from March to

November, by introducing from our woods and fields the

various beautiful ornaments with which nature has so pro

fusely decorated them. Even in winter we may levy contri

butions from the woods. As we said before, a deep plate. a

little earth from the woods, a few varieties of moss arranged

with an eye to color, one of the beautiful little linnea borealis,

or partridge berry, with its vivid, green trailing leaves, and

bright scarlet vines, or some of the thousand tiny plants,

with their grey, red-veined leaves, will form a miniatur gar

den. Ali the care that is wanted is to keep the moss moist. We

have seen one of these little moss gardens in March gay with

crocus and with dwarf tulips. As an experiment, a crocus

bulb was inserted in a cleft of the moss, and in a few days

shot up its lance-like leaves, rather to the surprise of the ex

perimenter. Others were added, and a pretty little garden

in a soup-plate was the result. But like too many amateurs,

we are lingering too long over the result of gardening, rather

than over gardening itself. Now to the

Out-of-dmrs Work—All ornamental shrubs, that need

pruning, should be done in this month. particularly of the

deciduous kind; all branches that are growing in a wild, dis

orderly way, should be shortcned, taking care to train them

in such a manner that they will display their foliage and

flowers well when the blooming season comes; and all do

cayed branches should be cut off close to where they are pro

: duced. All choice and tender flowering plants should be pro

: tected from severe frosts, by some light covering. This

protection can be easily given by forming an arch of pliable

hoops and sticks over the plants, and when the weather is

exceedingly cold, throwing some straw matting, or some old

pieces of carpet or quilts over the arch. When the weather

is mild, however. it is advisable to give them as much free

air as possible.
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Hyaci'nths and Tulips that are planted for garden bloom

ing, should be protected with a frame as just described, or

with long. dry litter from the stalls, straw, fallen leaves, or

branches of fern. It should be removed, however, as soon as

the very cold weather is over. Decayed fine tan is an excel

lent covering for tulips and other bulbs. It may be put on

2 an inch, or an inch and a half thick,just before the severe

weather sets in, and need not be removed as soon as the

other coverings, as it protects the roots from too much heat

t and drought whilst ripening. All hardy bulbs should be

s planted late in October, or early in November, to do them

justice; but if kept out of the ground later, they should have

lighter covering in proportion, as the season has advanced.

For instance, tulips, which must have four inches of light

i covering in October, should have but three inches in Dscem~

l her, two and a half in January, two in February, and one

i and a half in March; for many bulbs become so exhausted

‘ by being kept too long in the ground, that they have not

% strength to bear up through it, and at last die. This remedy

i is only suggested for those who cannot get their bulbs in

E the ground in time, for as we before said, they should be

i planted in October or November. As a rule, be particular

\ never to give less than one inch of covering over the crown,

or upper part, of any kind of bulbous or tuberous root.

Crocusa or Snow-Drops, though theyshould be planted in

September or October, may still be put in the ground, taking

care to select dry, mild weather for the work, but they will

not flower so well as if planted earlier. Great taste may be

displayed in the ingredients of the various colors of the

crocua, by planting them in patch“, each patch of one color,

&c.. Jzc. In fact, the ingenuity to be shown is endless. If

it is desirable to increase the number of crocnses or snow

Q drops, the roots should be taken up but once in two years;

Q but if they remain in the ground longer than that, the roots

i“ will be small and the flowers poor.
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Jonqufls, Narcilssuses, Irises, Gladiolus“, C'rmvn Imperials,

or any kind of hardy bulbous roots, if they still remain

above ground. should be planted as soon as the weather

will permit, always remembering to select mild, dry weather,

and when the ground is not too wet, being careful to observe

that the longer your bulbs are kept out of the ground after

November, the shallower they must be planted.

Bulbs that Bloom in the [louse can, many of them, be put

in bulb glasses. which may be obtained at the seed or glass

warehouses. Bulbous irises, hyacinths, dwarf tulips. nar

clssuses and jouquils, bloom well in glasses. The glasses

are made 10ng and concave at the mouth, and must be filled

with soft water. Each glass must contain but one root. with

its bottom touching the water. The glasses should be kept

in a warm window where the sun comes. or if that is not

practicable, placing them on a chimney-piece will answer

very well. Be careful not to leave the glasses in a window

where they will be exposed to frost at night. The bulbs

will soon shoot their roots down to the water, which should

be renewed occasionally if it becomes very foul.

desired to have ranunculuses, early tulips, anemones, hya

cinths, crocuses, or other spring bulbous or tuberous flowers,

bloom in pots in the house, have small pots or boxes tilled

witlr light, sandy earth, and put the bulbs in just over their

crowns. placing the pots near a window. As soon as the

roots begin to shoot, water them lightly occasionally, and if

the bulbs are good they will flower early and well.

Seeds in Beds, Boxes, or Pots should be protected, in frosty

weather, by mats, long straw litter, fern. &c., but the cover

ing should be removed when the weather is mild.

Shrubs and Evergreen: .of the choiccr kind should be

cared for in the same way.

Flowers in the Gruwhouse, or even in the ordinary living

room. should be particularly cared for now. If the weather

is mild and calm, the windows should be opened about

eleven o‘clock, and closed about two or three o’clock in the

afternoon. There is no certain rule for this, however, as

the change in the weather is often very sudden. The upper

sash, however, can generally be lowered with safety, for a

few inches to let out foul air, and admit fresh, even when

the lower sash cannot be raised. In frosty Weather the

windows must not be opened at all, and care must be taken

at night to close the shutters, or to take from the vicinity

of the window such plants as are particularly tender. All

decayed leaves should be removed, and all dust or foulness

wiped off the leaves as far as is practicable. In foggy or

wet weather the window should be kept closed. Such plants

as require water, should have it moderately on mild days, or

if sunny. so much the better. Soft water should be used,

if possible, and given in the morning about eleven o’clock.

Aloes, cacluses, do, require but very little water at this

season, and myrtles. goraniums, oranges, he.. should have

but a moderate quantity given to them at any one time.
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MISCELLANEOUS RECEIPTS.

The Best Mode of Reviving Black Lace—Strain 017 some

tea from the leaves (it should be about the same strength as

for drinking.) Put sufficient into a deep bason to cover the

lace. let it stand for some hours, then squeeze, not rub, it

several times, dipping it again and again into the tea, till

the latter becomes very dirty-looking. liavo ready some

weak gum water and press the lace through it; then clap it

for a quarter of an hour: after which pin it out on a towel

in the shape you wish it to take. and when nearly dry cover

it with another towel, and iron with a cool iron. The lace,

if previously in good condition. (with the exception of color,)

will by this means look as good as new.

Silliness to Collars—A little gum arabic and common

soda, added to the starch, gives extreme stillness and gloss

to collars.

 
NNINNIIN~~N’vwv

 
INM'

 
-VIMW~M

MISCELLANEOUS RECEIPTB.—-ART RECREATIONS.

NI/MWWNNIIIM’

 
INN

To Keep Geranium through the Winter—Those who have

§ no place in their green-houses for geraniums. &c., will do

i well to put them in a window with a south aspect. carefully

5 covering the pots with a little straw or moss, in order to

E prevent the frost from hurting the roots. Or, take them

Q from the pots, and hang them up by the roots in a dark

,\\_ place. where the frost cannot touch them; if planted again

1 in the spring, they will shoot and flourish remarkably well.

g I have heard the same plan recommended for fuchsias, but

have never been successful with them.

To Curl Haulers—Heat them gently before the fire; then,

$ with the back ofa knife applied to the feather, they will curl

9 well and quickly. White feathers may be perfectly cleaned

. by washing in soft water with white soap and a squeeze of

blue; beat them against clean white paper, shake gently for

a few minutes before the fire, then dry them in the air, and

afterward curl them. Or, hold the feathers before a bright

tire, and draw the back of a knife along the back of the

feathers, and they will curl again.

Blowing out a G1mlle.—There is one small fact in domestic

economy which is not generally known, but which is useful

as saving time, trouble and temper. If a candle be blown

out, holding it above you, the wick will not smoulder down,

and may therefore be easily lighted again; but if blown

upon downwards, the contrary is the case.

1b Clean Ermine Vidarines.—Take some flour, rub in with

a piece of flannel, shake well, and the for will look quits

new again.
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ART RECREATIONS.

E Foa Gasman Parmtvo.4. E. Tilton e 00. Boston and

i Salem, Mass, publish the following line and desirable en

: gravings, which they send by mail, post-paid, on receipt of

price.

Size of Plate. Price.

Ii‘iawatha’s Wooing, 14 by 18 $1,50

The Farm Yard, 13 by 19 1,50

Age and Infancy, 16 by 22 2,00

The Happy Family, 13 by 17 1,25

Les OrpheIines, 9 by 11 1,00

The Jewsharp Lesson, 9 by 11 60

The Little Bird, 9 by 11 60

Evangeline, (Longfellow.) 16 by 22 1,00

Beatrice Cenci, 16 by 22 1,00

These are intended for Grecian and Antique Painting, and

have full and separate rules how to paint each object, how

to mix each color. They also continue to publish new and

desirable things in this line, of which they send notice to

their customers.

Scminaries, Dealers and Teachers furnished with the

above, and all Artists' Goods at a liberal discount.

Setts of the best English Oil Colors in tubes, varnish, oils,

brushes, and the other needful materials for Grecian and

\ Antique Painting. furnished for three dollars. Small trial

pictures for use at thirteen cents each.

Improvements made from time to time in these and other

styles, will be communicated to our customers, without extra

charge.

Directions to our new style Antique Painting, Grecian

Painting. Oriental and Potichomanie. furnished full and com

plete, (so that any child may learn without other instruction,)

for one dollar. post-paid, with rules for varnish. ac.

Purchasers to the amount of five dollars, are entitled to

all our directions free. Persons ordering the directions for

one dollar. and after buying materials to the amount of five

dollars, may deduct the one dollar paid for directions.

Address, J. E. TILTON l: 00.,

Publishers and Dealers in Artists’ Goods. Boston. where

3 they have established their principal house. for the better

accommodation of a large and increasing business.
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PAS HIONS FOR JANUARY.

Fro. t.—£vn.v1.\~o Dnnss or nuns Nnr over black silk, and

trimmed with three broad, black lace flounces. Greek body
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mingled with gilt beads. The right side is composed of full

ruffles of tulle, mingled with white waxen buds, overrun

with a delicate golden network, which, with the lace, form

   

with a long point in front and at the back. The sleeves are 2 a heading to a superb blue ostrich plume tipped with white

made wide, and supported by full pufl‘s of white tulle.

trimmings of the dress and head-dress consist of clusters of

and leaves.

Fro. n.—Dnrss or wnt'rs Tums wmr 'rwo SKIRTS rxsaorn

BID m FD)SS.—Ei10h skirt has a lining of pink silk of a

quarter of a yard in depth, run under the embroidery.

Wreath of pink roses on the head.

I‘m. tin—Monaural Dasss or can! an wm'rs PLAID SILK.

-The corsage is made round and plain, with a cape over it.

The sleeves are gathered into a band at the wrist, and trim~

med like the skirt and cape with green quillcd ribbon put

on in points, and with flat, green silk buttons. Cambric

mils: and cuffs.

F10. IY.—Dlfim Dasss or men srnxrxn SILL—Over the

low body is worn a basque of black not, trimmed with black

lace in the Raphael style, square on the body before and be

hind. with pufl‘ed sleeves, trimmed with lace and knots of

ribbon. Head~dress of black lace and ribbon.

Fro. v.-Disxsn Danss or Dovz cowarn SILK wrrn 'rwo

Emits—The upper skirt is trimmed with bias bands of

plaid velvet and black lace. The body is made in the Raphael

style, and worn with a chemlsettc made with Valcncienncs

insertions. Sleeves open on the inside of the arm over very

full puffed sleeves.

Pic. vt.—W.u.nms Dares or Puts Porus.—The deep

basque is trimmed with bias bands of plaid velvet.

I-‘to. TIL—WALKING Danss arm CLOAK or BLACK sxn cow

comm Pauper) Stun-Tho cloak is made with a hood, and

trimmed with two rows of black ribbon quilled.

Fro. vxn.—0rm CLOAK or warm: Pwsn, made with a

bowl. and trimmed with white floss tasscls. Opera cloaks i

of white cashmere or silk are very much worn, but are not

so beautiful as the plain or ribbed plush. Those cloaks are \

most comfortable and warm for a wrap for an evening party,

and can be made of any color or material suiting the taste

or purse of the wearer.

Fm. lL—PARIS Bosxm.-From Wilde's, 251 Broadway,

New York, we have been favored with illustrations of two

of the latest styles of Paris bonnets, in addition to a very

rlegnnl head-dress. The first illustration consists of one of Q

the new style of flat crowns. The material is dark fancy E

velvet and uncut velvet of a rich shade of maroon, the front

is of drab velvet. and surrounded by a superb maroon'color

ostrich plume, which terminates on the left side in graceful

coils. The crown is composed ofmaroon velvet arranged in

six narrow folds. sepamted by narrow black lace. The face

trimmings consist of a cap of blonde, intermingled on the

right side with ruffles of scarlet ribbon, edged with black

lace. and on the left the blonde in mingled with clusters of

maroon velvet buds and white flowers.

Fm. L—PABIB Bonn-r n: VsLm.—The second illustra- “

lien is composed of black and plaid fancy velvet in gay -‘

colors. The black velvet is laid on the foundation plain,

with the exception of the crown, which is gathered into the

curtain in narrow folds. A novel and pretty trimming sur

rounds the top of the crown. It consists of a plaiting of

black and fancy velvet, which forms a braiding to a succes

sion of loops of fancy velvet, which entirely surround the \

crown. The left side is adorned by a group of green velvet 1?

leaves, terminating in clusters of velvet buds. The curtain

is double, and finished on either edge by a binding of fancy Q

velvet and black lace. The inside trimming is composed of 5

fancy velvet rallies, edged with black lace blonde, small Z

scarlet velvet flowers and green leaves. '

Pie. x1.-Hmn-Dmr.ss, arranged on a wire foundation, the

hands form a point on the top of the head, and are com

posed of French blue chenille woven in an open pattern, and 2

NII/I/l'z'f/I

i
's

\

W'JIIMIIN-PfJ/IIVWMN

[
1

a

’_‘I./‘AA\\

i:

5

\

<

X

I

-A:r:'II

Thus

i

i
t
t

's

t

3
/

f/NJJ'I/If/I/ff/I/If/I‘f¢-f-’a”.’.‘/fff//IJ‘///lflv-fllflffn’fl'l‘f

marabout. The trimmings on the left side consist of full

loops, with a single streamer of blue and white uncut velvet

ribbon, striped with a variety of gay colors: the loops are

interspersed with clusters of blue and pale straw-color buds,

intermingled with drab velvet leaves.

GENERAL Humans-Rich silks of plain COlul'S, poplins,

jand plaid silks and poplius of very light colors, are all

i fashionable.

Every much worn, and have a rich, massive appearance

Velvet trimmings woven in the material are

suited to the season. Granite or speckled silks in various

shades of grey are also fashionable. These are trimmed

with bright colors, such as cherry, bright blue, bright green,

or plaids. Dresses, unless for evening, are made high: some

have still the basquinc or jacket; others the five points at the

waist: some with only the two points in front; a few are

being made with the one point in front only; in the latter

case will be worn a ribbon with either a small buckle, or long

floating ends.

DOUBLE SKIRTS still maintain their favor; for these, plaib

ings are the favorite style of trimming; the plaitings are

disposed in various ways, and sometimes down the sides

only. Still a great many single skirts are worn, many of

them entirely plain, if of very rich materials. If trimmed

with flounces, tho flouncos are laid on with very little full

ness; or else the front breadth, from the bottom nearly to

the hips, will be decorated in various manners, the trim

ming being placed either across or perpendicular. The

arrangement, in tabli'rr, though so long in vogue, is ex

pected to be also in favor.

Home Dasssss for morning will be made with deep jackets;

and tho Zouare basqua'ne or jacket made in velvet or cash

mere, richly embroidered, will be a favorite.

Foa BALL Dazssss, tulle, tarlatane, gauze, and the thinnest

French muslins are all worn; puflings and flowers in profw

sion: the full, short sleeves are always of tulle or some light

material.

Smvss are sometimes of the pagoda form, very wide, and

in very large plaits. Others have two or three frills, edged

S with passementerie, ruches, or lace. A new style of sleeve

just introduced is likely to gain favor. The upper part is

in full puffs, and the lower part, from the elbow to the wrist,

is close to the arm. With this style of sleeve is worn a broad

turn-up cuff of worked muslin or lace.

It will be seen that the wide, open sleeves are in as great

vogue as ever, and the muslin under-sleeves are of an enor

mous size.

CLOAKH or TH] Bomxons Sm are very fashionable.

Many are of cloth, trimmed with broad bands of velvet.

Tartan velvet is much employed both for trimming cloaks

and dresses. In Paris, bournous cloaks made entirely of

Tartan velvet are frequently seen. The combinations of

blue and green are the most worn.

Bosxsrs advance a little more over the forehead than

those heretofore worn, and are very open at each side of the

face. The bavolot, or curtain, is cut square, not very deep,

and is set on in double plaits. The ribbon employed for the

strings is edged on one, or on both sides, with a plaiting of

narrow ribbon. Velvet flowers or feathers are the orm

merits most 115ml.

IIun-Dasssss are of great variety. They chiefly consist

of ornaments intended to be worn at the back of the head.

Some of a very simple and becoming form are made of black

or white blonde, with long lappcts flowing over the shoul

ders, and with bouquets of flowers at each side. Others, in

tended for a higher style of dress, are made of velvet and

ornamented with feathers. One very elegant head-dress is

made of black blonde. 0n the left side is a bouquet of roses,
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and on the right side show of pink ribbon. At the back, in 2 Fit}. Iva—(See page 9.)—Bor’s Dams or PLAID POPUN.——

the centre of the coal, a sort of agrojfe, formed of pink rib- Stono colored cloth Raglan. Hat of brown felt.

hon, separated two lappets of white blonde, which tlowod at GENERAL Bananas—Dresses for girls are made with high

considerable length over the shoulders. t corsages and most frequently with basqucs. The skirts may

Another little head-dress consists of a caul of black tulle, ‘ be ilounced, or ornamented with quillcs of velvet. A very

covered with crossings of velvet. and worn quite at the back pretty style of trimming for a dress may be formed thus:

of the head. This caul is encircled with black lace, which Three rows of velvet about an inch in width run at a little

falls over the neck in the manner ofa bavolet. At each side distance from the edge of the skirt; and these rows of velvet

bouquets of flowers are fixed by pearl pins. are crossed by others, so as to form squares; the ends of the

POCKET-BANDKERCBIEFS of exquisite designs have recently upright rows of velvet being finished by small loops. The

made their appearance. They consist of borders, worked in basque should be edged with two rows of velvet. crossed in

white and colors, representing wreaths composed of such a similar manner; and the sleeves trimmed to correspond.

flowers as bear symbolical meanings in the floral language The corsage should have bretelles of velvet.

of the East. Thus, by the skillful combination of the flowers, A little girl's dress of blue silk hasjust been made with a

a sentiment or a motto is gracefully inscribed in the border draped berths over the corsage. This style of berthe, which

of a pocket-handkerchief. is called the Antoimtte, is covered with narrow folds or tucks.

It forms a point at the back of the waist and is crossed in

front. The long ends are rounded and linked one in the

other at the back of the waist. The sleeves are finished with

three narrow frills, edged with fringe.

Another little dress, made of tartan silk, with quilles of

green velvet, has a particularly pretty effect. The corsago

is low, and over it there is a rn-ers, forming a round bcrthe

at the back, and descending to a point in front of the waist.

The short sleeves are sufficiently loose at the ends to show

under-sleeves of worked muslin, and a chemisette of worked

WW”
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CHILDREN’S FASHIONS.

Flo. t.—(See page 16.)-—Diu:ss or wmrs Jacoxsr roa A

urru Bov rwo runs or AOL—The dress is trimmed with

bows of blue ribbon.

Fm. n.—-(See page lily-Danes or macs Vru'sr roa A Bov

room on rivr: runs or so s.—0vor the dress is worn a black

velvet coat in Raglan style. Trousers of white cambric trim

med with embroidery. Black cloth gaiters. Velvet cap

trimmed with gay ribbon. muslin is made high to the throat.

Flo. nt.—(See page 9.)—DRESS roa a 1.1m: Gnu. or on Q For little girls. hats are universally adopted, instead of

PLAID Forum—Cloak of brown striped cloth, made with a S bounets. These hats are of various shapes; but the round,

hood, lined with blue silk. Round beaver hat and feathers. ) tlat brim, slightly inclining downward, is most becoming.

IIMI'IIIIJK'JIJ‘I/NJ/II/I/INNNNV‘NII/lfIf/f/IINIIIIJ'IIIII
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PUBLISHER’S CORNER.

“Ps'rrasoiv” roa 1859.—-We offer this number tothe public , 01m Pacino): ALBUX.—OHI' premium to persons getting

as an earnest of what can be done in Magazines. And now all up clubs for 1859 will be a lady’s album, in beautifully cm

that we ask is to have it comparcrl with the January number I bossed gilt binding. with gilt edges, and with variously

of others. Those, familiar with “Peterson,” give it credit colored writing paper. It will also be embellished with

for superiority in the following points. lat. None publish several elegant and choice steel engravings. Altogether. it

such powerfully written original stories. 2nd. Our colored Will be the most superb ail'air, vve, or any other magazine

fashion- plates are later, prettier, and more reliable. 3rd. publisher, has ever offered to the public. It will be sent

More embellishments and letter-press are given. during the gratis, POM-Paid, t0 9""! Dem" getting "P a Club of “WW.

year, in proportion to the price, 4th, Our patterns for and remitting $5,00; or to any person getting up a club of

Crochet, Netting, Embroidery, Knitting. Bead-Work. Ilair- five, and remitting $7,50; or to any person getting up a club

Work, Shell-Work, &c., and our New Receipts are more of eight. and remitting $10.00; and also to persons getting

unmet-ens. 51h. The Magazine is strictly moral, and is re. up larger clubs, if preferred instead of the extra copy of tho

commended by Clergymen, on this account, as the best for Magazine.

the family. 6th. We always do more than We promise. The

public has found this out. 7th. We shall give, in 1859. a

colored pattern for the Work—Table, in every number. The

indications are that we shall print twice as many copies.

this year. as we have ever done. This is emphatically the

Magazine for ladies. (in or roua Owns u ones!

How 'ro Rama—In remitting, write leglbly, at the top of

the letter, the name of your post-office, county and state. If

gold is sent, fasten it to a bit of thin paste~board, of the size

of the letter when folded; for otherwise it may slip out. Toll

Mons THAN ALL rm: Risa—Never before have we received

so many subscribers, by the first of December, as we have

received this year. The indications are that we shall double

our circulation. Everybody seems to be taking " Peterson."

A post-master, remitting us a club, says that there are more

of this Magazine taken in his town "than of all the others

put higcthcr." Numerous others tell the same story.

Dirrrassr Pos'r-rowas roa CLUBS.—Subscribers, in a club,

can have the Magazine sent wherever they reside. If do

. sired, it will be sent to as many different post-offices as there

ffmm’M/INIJ/JNMIIIIIIINIJIIJI/IIJJfl!”'J'l/I/J/

 

nobody your letter contains money. Do not register If s

' are members of the club.

you take these precautions, the remittance may be at our __

risk. Posuoz ox “Prrzasox.”-This, when pro-paid quarterly,

Q at the oillco of delivery, is one and a half cents a number.

You CowmY PAPER'_AI“'“YS mk" your country new" 3 per month, or four cents and a half for the three months: if

paper and “Peterson,” the first for the local news, the last = not pmqmid it is double this.

for stories, fashions. receipts. patterns. &c., he. Most country .1 _

papers club with “Peterson,” by which you can get both at s “Parsasox” AND “HARPER.”——FO!' $3,250 we will send a

a reduced rate. E copy of " Peterson" and "Harper's Magazine," for one year.

l‘asmrns.—-Always say, in remitting for a club, who is 5 OLD as Watt. as Nizw subscribers may join clubs. “'9

the pers‘Uu entitled to the premium. make no distinctions.
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THE ROMANCE OF CEDARVILLE.

 

BY ELLA BODIAI.

 

W: had laughed until we could laugh not

longer. Miss Flint had been unusually comical,

and we now sat in the half exhausted state which

followed a day of unbroken merriment.

Stout, fresh-looking, and utterly unfatigued,

eat the cheerful maiden lady, whose mirth-pro~

voking use of language had kept us all laughing

so long.

"Did no one ever try to run away with you,

Miss Flint?" asked a would-be facetious youth.

“Never!” she replied, in a tone of solemn

conviction, that drew forth a fresh burst of

laughter.

“0h, Miss Flint!" exclaimed Lilla, just at

home from boarding-school for the vacation, \

 

“The only match that I ever really did make,"

she began, “was one that I had no idea of

making, but I have seldom meddlod with such

aflhirs, they are dangerous things to tamper

with. I had always such an excess of spirits,

that, as a girl, I was a perfect nuisance; a reck

less, heedless, boisterous creature, who was con

tinually defying propriety, and putting fasti

diousness to the blush. Sober people looked

upon me as a young tornado, and I was seldom

quiet for two minutes together.

“ But, notwithstanding this dreadful character,

two quiet, elderly ladies, cousins of my father,

who lived in a retired country village, became

so infatuated as to suppose that it would be a

"do tell us something about, your ofl‘erg! But 3 pleasant variety to have a visit from me; and as

no," she added, “don't tell us, either-write it, i I could enjoy myself anywhere, I accepted the

please, and give me the manuscript!" z invitation.

“Ex-sctly," replied Miss Flint, “that would? "Cousin Rachel and cousin Etta were perfect

be ‘so romantic,’ you know; “blotted with tears samples of well-meaning, elderly, maiden ladies,

at such a place'-‘deeply underlined at such a whose lives had been passed in seclusion on a

piled—dong blank at such a place,’ &c., etc." moderate competency. They had one train of

Lilla was laughed at for her pains, but she i ideas, one style of dress, and one form of ex

continned, coaxingly, "Ah, please do. Here is i pression. If cousin Rachel conversed, she largely

a sheet of paper, and a pencil for you, now_ quoted ‘sister Etta,’ and defcrentially referred

There, begin.” to her opinion; and cousin Etta did the same

"I will begin and finish at once," was thetthing for ‘sistor Rachel.’ They were always

reply, "if it. is the history of my otfers that you g ‘considering what was best;’ and I believe never

want." And Bliss Flint, to Lilla's chagrin, and 5 even hemmed a pocket-handkerchief without

our amusement, drew a large, round 0 on the t holding a solemn consultation over it. They

paper, which she presented to the petitioner with i walked carefully through the house, and spoke

mock politeness. gin such subdued tones that one would suppose

“Why, Miss Flint!” exclaimed the youth 2 there was some indefatigable sleeper whom they

above alluded to, "you don't meant to say that\ were afraid of arousing. Their village home,

you never had an offer!" twhich had been named Cednrville, for what

“I don't think I ever did, quite," replied the a earthly reason I never could ascertain, was the

lady, nnconcernedly. i most monotonous of all country places; and had

“Did you ever make any matchcs,.\lissFlint?" : there not been a large dog on hand, I should

was the next. query. have pined for want of a companion.

Miss Flint reflected for a few moments, ands uWhen I was fairly established under the

then she began to smile. {roof of my quiet relatives, and they were brought
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into close contact with my harum-scarum pro- Mary Jane red beans that were given to him for

pensities, I could plainly see that they were fre- i seed, instead of calomel. don’t know what’s best

quently paralyzed with amazement. They had 2 for him—and somebody ought to put it into his

never dreamed of such things; and I began to head, for it's my belief that Amanda likes him.’

think that the placid faces could never discard€ "Mrs. Grimby paused, and her speech evi

a look of surprise. Not that I did anything 3 dently made an impression on the company.

really wrong or improperibut I was young, and g “I fell to meditating upon what seemed to be

full of life and spirits; I did not weigh my words 5 the romance of Cedarville; and as Ihad seen the

before I spoke, and I did not stop to consider 2 two principal figures, I began to take quite so

whether Mrs. Smith would like this, or Mrs. R interest in it. Miss Tibbits was a tall, delicate

Jones approve of that. The consequence, of a looking lady, with a mild, colorless face, not

course, was many ridiculous scenes; and while i young, but quite refined and interesting in ap

respecting my relatives' goodness, I used to laugh 3 pearance; and Dr. Slingworthy reminded me of

in secret at their walking-on-eggs style of pro- g a gigantic owl, such a look of concentrated wis

ce ' . ~ ' - i _ _
eding . _ . i dom was on his face, which had the far 08' ex

“So little were the inhabitants of Cedarville 5 pression’ that characterized Mrs. Jellyby. Ila

given to dissipation, that a visit to tea was a i was one of those aggravating men who are

great affair; but as strangers were unusual 5 always looking at nothing; and what Miss Tib

sights, various stiff-looking people called and 5 bits saw in him I was at a loss to imagine. But

invited me to their houses. These invitationsiperhaps he was one of those rough, excellent

were always accepted for me by my cousins; and 3 characters like ‘Bear,’ in ‘The Neighbors;' and

early on the eventful afternoon, cousin Rachel g I thought that if she did like him, it was a great

would don a brown silk dress, fastened at the E pity that he had not the sense to appreciate her.

neck with a brooch of hair surrounded withl “Miss Tibbits had called after my arrival;

small pearls, while cousin Etta appeared in a y and, one day, to my great delight, cousin Rachel

grey silk, fastened ditto. Sand cousin Etta announced to me that it was

“ The conversation at these companies invari- s time to return the visit.

ably turned upon a Dr. Slingworthy, who was, it i uBut. very solemnly was I prepared for the

seems, a widower with three or four children; iceremony. I was warned that it was very pos

and whose wife's sister, Amanda Tibbits, (I be- é sible the doctor might be visible, and on no

campl quite faiLiiliar 32h his name,) was ‘keep- S account must I, by word, look, or action, testify

ing ouse’ for im. at combustible materia s to the slightest knowledge of any remark made

were these for a country village! The topic ap- in my hearing respecting the two.

peared inexhaustible; and I was amused at the i “ ‘The doctor is very peculiar,’ observed cousin

variety of opinion expressed upon the subject. §Rachel, ‘and it would be a sad thing, as sister

Some thought that it was highly improper in l Etta says, if any one, by thoughtlessness, should

Amanda to stay—others, that it was perfectly spoil the whole affair. Do be careful, cousin!’

natural for her to look after her little mother- “They addressed me most frequently as

less nephews and nieces—others descanted upon i lcousin,’ perhaps because it was unpleasant to

Dr. Slingworthy’s admirable qualities, and pro- g pronounce my atrocious name.

nounced the woman at whose feet he laid him- "‘Sister Bachel!’ exclaimed cousin Etta, in

self, and his four children, a fortunate one—tan almost animated manner, ‘what a dreadful

others, again, declared that Amanda was a trea- g thing it would be if cousin Flint should forget,

sure, and that a man might think himself well t and call Amanda Mrs. Slingworthy. You know

ofi‘ to get her. 2 that you are apt to do such things, cousin,’ she
\

“From all that I could gather, it appeared to continued, turning to me, ‘but do, pray, remem

me a very suitable match; but Miss Tibbits had Q ber that she is Miss Tibbits—the doctor is so

now ministered to the little Slingworthys for two i peculiarl’

years, and things remained just as they were at§ “The unwonted anxiety of the two worthy

first. 3 ladies fairl made me nervous and when I
“ ‘I don’t believe,’ said one lady, impressively, thought ofyencountering the ddctor, who was

‘thnt it would ever enter Dr. Slingworihy’s head, ‘so peculiar,’ this uneasiness increased. We

he’s such an innocent kind of a man.’ i all set forth with solemn faces, and I devoutly

“ ‘He’s a dreadfully absent-minded man,’ re- s hoped that the doctor would not be visible; while

joined another, ‘if that’s what you mean by in- i a confused idea ofthe sister-in-lnw as Miss Sling

nocent. A man who will go into the street, as 5 worthy, Mrs. Tibbits, and everything but the

he does with only one stocking, and send my i right designation, bewildered my brain.
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“We arrived, and were ushered into the par— 3 “Cousin Etta followed almost immediately.

lor by the doctor, himself, who looked more for- 2 “‘Sister Rachel,’ said she, ‘what is to be

midable than ever; this circumstance, and the i done? Here is Dr. Slingworthy inquiring for

unwanted task of remembering something that I i cousin Flint! Do you think it proper to send

had been implored not to do, destroyed my self- 2 her down unaccompanied by one of us?’

possession, and as bliss Tibbits approached me,§ “‘1 won’t. go down at all!’ I exclaimed, in

 

I addressed her quite audibly as ‘Mrs. Sling- terror and indignation. ‘It is nothing to me

p . . . . ,‘o‘:lAhyfl.ood of rich color rushed over her pale;h::t:h1::tl:i:gT:!-dde:ril~hli:slums or n“- I n

face, and in the half-involuntary glance that sheé “Cousin Rachel gave her sister a peculiar

cast toward the doctor, I read her heart. Itssign, on which she left the room; and then,

was a woman’s heart, a gentle and loving one, 5 taking me afiectionately by the hand, my eldest

and I respected it. As for Esculapius, himself, § cousin began, in a voice of grave importance,

he looked quite fierce, and his hair bristled up 3 “ ‘Cousin, I hope that you will listen patiently

like porcupine quills; but he blushed, too, and i to one who is considerably your senior. You

glanced at Miss Tibbits with a sort of surprise. § are young and fiighty, and have seen but little

“ ‘Now you've done it!’ was the expression on E of the world: therefore, it is most desirable that

the faces of my horror-stricken cousins; and as i you should have a guide and protector who is

I had done it beyond all repair, I took a sort of more sedate. Such things are quite unaccount

mischievous satisfaction in watching the results. gable to me, but we do hear of good and wise

How the mistake was smoothed over I cann tgmen becoming infatuated with thoughtless girls;

remember; I have a recollection, though, that it S and it is very evident that Dr. Slingworthy has

was a constrained and awkward visit, and that E called for the purpose of improving his acquaint

we very soon took our leave. 5 ance with you, with a view to such a result, and

“ ‘Oh! cousin, cousin!’ was all that my rela- 2 to offer you his hand and name at once. It is a

. , . . .
tires could say, ‘how could you? gmost respectable name, cousin, and I advise you

“I laughed, almost for the first time that day, g to accept it; but do nothing rashly, and pray

for the ridiculousness of the whole thing struck " treat the doctor with the respect due to his

upon me in its full light; but my cousins evi- § years.’

dently considered this a sign that my condncti “Here I could contain myself no longer. My

had been prompted by willful maliciousness, and t worthy cousin had delivered this speech seriously

I quieted my visible faculties as soon as possible. i and deliberately, evidently impressed with the

“‘I’erhaps,’ said I, 'it may do them good.’ i idea that it was just the right thing; but when

“‘No,‘ they replied, with a mournful shake i she requested me to ‘treat, with the respect due

of the head, ‘Amanda will go home, now, and i to his ycars’ the man whom she had just advised

nothing will ever come of it’ Ema to accept as a lover, I was seized with an

~‘ ‘ Mark my words!’ I exclaimed, with a sud- _\ uncontrollable fit of laughter, to which I freely

den inspiration of prophecy, ‘I feel sure that § gave vent.

something will come of it, and that very- soon.’ i “Without replying to the imploring expression

“But cousin Rachel and cousin Etta evidently \ of cousin Rachel's face, and, intent now upon

had no faith in me, for prophecy or anything i mischief, I ran down stairs, and found myself

else; and, by tacit consent, we dropped the sub— i face to face with Dr. Slingworthy.

jecg and waited, like people expecting a thnn- “Then I began to tremble again; and the

der-clap, or something dreadful. i doctor, as if to confirm cousin Rachel’s surmises,

“ The next day, I sat in the window of my own i took my hand in quite a love-like manner, and

apartment, which looked out upon the road, i led me to the sofa. I was quite passive, and

when I was startled by the unexpected apparition i waited for what he had to say.

of Dr. Slingworthy, who had tied his horse to ag “‘Miss Flint,’ he said, deferentially, ‘our

post, and was now deliberately lifting the large i very short acquaintance, I know, would scarcely

brass knocker. I trembled, like a guilty indi- g warrant such a proof of confidence on my part,

\idunl as I was, and wished him miles away; $but I believe you will deal with me frankly.’

but cousin Rachel entered my room, exclaiming, i “‘Well,’ thought I, ‘something is coming of

"‘Cousin, what can it mean! Dr. Sling- S my mistake, sure enough, but not exactly what

worthy hasjust entered the gate!’ i I expected.’

“As she spoke, there was an involuntary 5 “The doctor became embarrassed, and so did I.

glance at the mirror, and a smoothing down of \ “ ‘I am a straightforward man,’ he continued,

hair already painfully smooth. “ more composedly, ‘and I am about to speak of
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what very nearly concerns my whole future hap<

piness.’

“Now, if one is threatened with a whipping,

it is not agreeable to be told of it continually,

and have it put ofl’ indefinitely; and I sincerely

wished for some means of bringing the doctor to

the intended point, or of frightening him away

from it altogether.

“ 'Well, sir?’ said I, a little impatiently.

“ 'I beg your pardon,’ he replied, ‘but, yester~

day, Miss Tibbits and myself were placed in a

most embarrassing position. She has been very

kind, very kind indeed; and I wish to know if

you, a stranger, think her position in my family

a singular, or questionable one! Not for worlds

would I have had her feelings wounded by such

a mistake!’

“ ‘It was a very natural mistake,’ said I,

smothering a laugh, as I thought of cousin

Rachel, ‘and I do not believe that her feelings

were wounded.’

“ ‘I know that she is very much attached to

the children,’ continued Dr. Slingworthy, 'but \

you don’t think,’ said he, with a glow of delight,

as the possibility of the thing flashed upon his

mind, 'you don’t really think that she could take

up with an old fellow like mel'

“ 'What I think is of no consequence,’ Ire

plied, ‘but were I in an old fellow’s place, I

would take no opinion upon the subject but

hers.’

NIL DESP

 

E R A N D U M .

s “ 'I believe,’ said the doctor, looking su

i premely happy, 'that. I have been a great fool;

and, depend upon it, my dear, young lady, that

I shall be eternally grateful to you.’

“Here the doctor wrung my hand, as though

it had belonged to Miss Tibbits, and was gone,

the next moment.

"Cousin Rachel made her appearance in time

to catch the last words.

" ‘Then, you have not refused Dr. Slingworthy,

cousin?’ she exclaimed, with evident pleasure.

“ ' N0, ma’am,’ I replied, demurely.

“ ‘Oh, cousiu!‘ exclaimed cousin Etta, follow

ing her sister as usual, ‘have you really accepted

Dr. Slingworthy? I am so glad!’

" 'Not for myself,’ said I, ‘he did not give me

a chance to do that—hut I have almost accepted

him for Miss Tibbits.’

“When I had given the particulars of the in—

terview, cousin Rachel said, 'Well, now, who

would have thought it!’ and cousin Etta declared

that she never was so surprised in her life; and

yet they, with all the rest of the village, had

been wondering that the thing had not happened

i long ago!

“The wedding came off during my visit; and

as my eye rested upon the bright face of the

\ bride, I felt happy in the consciousness of having

Qperformed a good action, although it was done

g by mistake."

I

t
\
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ERANDUM.

 

BY ANNE L. HUZZBY.

_.

Couaaos; ohi fainting heart, be brave;

Drown not God‘s blessed sunshine in thy tears;

Swil'lly thy life is flowing, wave on wave,

Into the cold. dark bosom of the grave;

S\\'iftly and surely nears

The earthly end of all thy hopes and fears.

Duty implores theel Pause not now

To mourn o‘er broken dreams. Such grief is vain;

Gent off the gloom and shadow from thy brow,

And, in thel sight of Heaven, sternly vow,

Never, in woe or pain,

To doubt God‘s wisdom, or his truth, again.

Courage; God knows what is the best

For us. in this blind life of anxious care;

Do what thou ctlu'st for goml, and leave the rest

To Him whose name is ever to be hit-st;

Courage; oh! why despair!

Trust, and believe, and pray. Action is prayerl

a

Up, ere the dew of youth be gone,

Work, ere the frost of death thy pulses chill;

Let the brave sword of truth be boldly drawn,

And, in the name of right, walk firmly on,

So shall life's Very ill

Bow to the triumph of thy conquering will.

Over the cross shineth the crmvnl

Better than thou, for truth have fought and died;

Bravely bear up, though earthly hope go down;

Stand to thy faith, though the world scoii', and frown.

Angels are on thy side,

And Heaven about thee, let. what will betide.

Courage; “whatever is, is right!"

Believe it, and fear not; God is our fate;

Darkly comes down earth‘s dreer and solemn night,

Graudly in Heaven beamoth eternal light;

Peace, restless soul, and “hill

God's angels, once like then, were desolate!

lil/I/I/v,MW,,M¢-¢M,¢4MW”,~”,



THE RESULT OF AN IMPULSE.

 

BY OATKARINE PBOOTOB.

 

C H A P T E R I. i care to see. I knew a place where the river was

“OK, heaven is very kind!" I said, as it were, i very deep, and made sluggish by being dammed

involuntarily. I was startled. My speakingsbelow. It. looked to me as I had imagined the

was, as it were, a riddle to myself, as I lay bayous of the South might-dark, sullen, and

quietly and wearily behind those heavy, purple yet quiet; then suddenly breaking away from

curtains, on those large downy pillows. s the mirrored shadows, and the dripping fringes

My whole life had been a bitter rebellion l of brake and hazel, from the heavy, molten sun

against Providence; my whole tone and thought i at midday, and from the white, motionless moon

antagonistic to every reverential feeling, to at night, it flung itself, like a suicide, mnddened

everything like Christian spirit. iand desperate, in white impetuosity over the

So heavy the burden I here, so weak and S stones and timbers of the dam, then struggling

helpless my powers to struggle through andgfor awhile with pitiful roaring, subsided to an

bufiet the tempests, that, instead of prayer, com- i even flow. I loved it. It was the miniature of

plsints hsd ever been upon my lips; and 1 had i my stream of life—only quiet never could reach

gradually come to allow myself to be borne aim- 3 me, until I floated out upon the dim, far-away

lessly, and at the will of every surrounding ob- i ocean of eternity, glimpses of which I ima—

ject in any direction; and now that my tongue i gined I had had through the turbulence and

had involuntarily given heaven praise, I was inimists of the torrents of my ungoverned pas

bewilderment. S sions.

The day had been one of wondrous beauty; It. was now swollen high with spring rains,

wondrous, for the resurrection of earth from her and instead of the sullenness which the gloomy

torpid estate is ever beautiful. It is like the % skies of winter, and the heavy shades of summer

gradual but startling development of a child's \ cast upon its face, it was as clear as the spring

intellect, ever seeming endeariugly original, yet ‘ heavens, and glowing as the sttn.

in every child the same, except when it is now A multitude of children were at play upon it

and then frozen back by unkindness or imbc- banks, ome gathering the blue violets, some

eility. The days had grown so warm that every i with fishing-rods. stoically waiting a bite All

well, living thing left roof and covert, and went i were gleeful and happy.

§

 

out. to gather the manna of sunshine, falling "Margaret!"

broadcast over the. earth. Oh, pity for the sick It was the frightened scream of childrens’

and helpless, that all the spring warmth and 3 voices, a simultaneous shriek at once of petition

light they could feel, must come through win- é and fear. I sawa convulsive plashing of water,

darts and doors! Pity for the soulless, thatthey i and, without thought of doing a good deed, I

could plod every hour for the earth’s sordid \ sprang to the bank and into the stream. The

gold, when the heavens were so bountiful with i first dash at once strangled and invigorated me.

that, which, not only fills the hands, but theiThe child had gone under, and I just saw a

hearts of men! g flutter of her blue dress. The first time she rose,

I had ever loved storms better titan sunshine. f I reached, clutched her dress, and took her in

Something there was of sympathy between the i my arms, but in so doing I had lost my footing,

darkness and tumult of the elements and theaand I was but a very slight thing to stem the

grim, restless spirit in me. I had finished my 3 current if we should be carried out. It was on

tasks; completed every repulsive item in the E efl'ort such as I never put forth before—and it

little round of daily drudgery, and then, without g was successful. I pushed her in reach of the

one joyful feeling. with only an undefinable and § dozenlittlehands stretched out forher; and then,

never-ending desire to get away from myself, I a without motive for exertion, chilled through, I

went to the woods. My eyes were blinded g sank down and was drifted out. I was just con

with the some dark shadow which hung upon § scious of the renewed screaming of the children;

my heart. \ and that was all.

My whole being was fettered, and Idid notl I woke warmly nestled in bed; 18190 light
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subdued by the heavy purple curtains made me Q what seemed to me, the congcniality between us.

close my eyes again. S We would discuss and argue questions for hours;

I should have died but for a small clump of; and yet there was nojarring; all was inharmony,

bushes, which the water, in its unusual heightl even when we disagreed. After our long, ani

had overflown, and where my dress caught. i mated conversations, during which Margaret

The assistance, which the screams of the children 3 always observed a pcrfcct silence, busily plying

brought, rescued me. 5 her needle in embroidery, he would turn to her,

I lay there, quiescent from weariness, yetsand playfully addressing her as “ma belle," or

thinking calmly. I had never before been sol “ma petite cow-sine," would ask for a song, or

subdued, my bitterness of spirit was all gone, lchnllenge her to a game of chess. Her face

and, “Oh, heaven is very kind!" were the firstiwould light up, and she would utter some

words I uttered. g piquant remark, or laugh in her merry, musical

Was heaven kind, or was my destiny sorrow? g way, seemingly so grateful that the literary storm

i had subsided.

i I thought he liked her as a companion for

C H A P T E R I L E pleasant relaxation, but not as an intellectual

"MARGARET." 5 equal.

3

  

 

The same name, but not the same voice, now It was another spring day, drawn to an early

spoken low and tenderly, not uttered, as before, \ close. The half moon came timidly up, and the

in fright; now not the call for aid to me, but a t sky twinkled faintly with stars, before the glow

bolt of anguish, which shook me as only the g of the sunset had faded away. The leaves were

first fury of a storm can; blinded, stunned me. iscarcely open upon the trees, and the warmth

I will give you the details. 30f the days had not sufliciently penetrated the

My life had been one of poverty, ignorance, ibosom of mother earth to prevent a chilliness

and struggling, until, from the effects of an 5 coming on with the night.

impulse, I was lauded as heroic, and then,§ Margaret, with her love of out-door life, and

Margaret's father, who was the one most grate- E distaste for any confining employment, reveled,

ful for my childish heroism, being a wealthy i like a lark, in the fresh, invigorating air; and

man, gave me the best advantages for an cduca- a now, as evening came on, in a flow of unwanted

tion. My mother being dead, he insisted on my E spirits, she wheeled a large chair out on the

sharing Margaret's mother’s care. My father g portico for Fritz, and an ottoman for herself,

readily consented to the proposition, as my in- Z; and insisted on having a "summer time."

variable moroseness had, in ameasure, alienatedfi “But you will take cold, ma belle," he in—

his love. But I was not grateful; what freegsisted.

spiritis for charity? I had strong desires, how-s An incredulous was of her pretty head, and

ever, to 108-1'11, and therefore I tacitly accepted 3 some mischievous whisper, which annoyed, while

his bounty. g it pleased him, was her only heed of his remon

I progressed with unusual rapidity in my i strancc.

studies, and was termed a genius. My cravings She had been provokingly merry and wilful

for books was insatiable. Margaret, on the 3 all day, while Fritz had been unusually sombre.

contrary, grewuip with n dislike for study 5 I had endeavored in vain to engage him in con

Simple, affectionate, and cheerful she was, buti versation, but my fascination failed me, or else

not brilliant, as her parents desired. I learned 3 he was in trouble.

her tasks as well as my own. She was noti Iseemed to be entirely forgotten in the “sum

envious, but willingly ceded me superiority. i met time” arrangement, for no chair was wheeled

while she won the love of all by her Wilfulsfor me; so I sat down by the parlor window,

simpleness and innocence. She admired and E which had been open, the blinds remaining slim,

petted me, and never treated me otherwise than i all day. Faint bars of the faint moonlight

as a sister. ‘ checked the carpet; I sat, beside: this, in deep

She had a cousin, Fritz Wolcott, who spentigloom.

his summer holidays, while in college, with us. 3 Margaret's ottoman was drawn close to the

He was of that intellectual and poetic tempera' i chair of Fritz. I could see them plainly, but

ment which we admire in men, but which seldom i heaven knows I had no intention of eves_drop

meets with sympathy if found in a woman. Pas- ping. Their conversation had been at all times

sionately fond of reading and study, he evidently so unconstrained in my presence, that I did not

enjoyed my society; and I, with my hero-wor- i consider myself a listener. I was thinking in

shiping spirit, was perfectly fascinated with, itensely, and was as if withdrawn from myself,
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hearing only the murmur of their voices, without

distinguishing the words.

“Margaret,” spoken tenderly and question

ingly.

lwas brought suddenly from my dream-land

oi thought.

Bewildered, and momentarily stunned, I was

as it' smitten by a blow. The one utterance of

that name had awakened more thought than a

volume. I had heard it myriad times spoken

by that same voice, but never before did it con

vey so much unspeakable happiness to one, un

uuerable wretchedness to another. I had lived

in a sweet misunderstanding of everything

around me, even of my own heart; that explained

all, and showed me my idol shattered, my beauti

ful air palaces in ruins.

I heard vague words besides, but not until

Fritz said, “My treasure, how reckless I am of

your sweet welfare,” did I comprehend my

position as a listener to a tale spoken for one

ear alone. I arose hastily, and, passing into

the back parlor, entered the hall, and sought my i

own room. Darkness was to me preferable to

light, so I sat down by my open window, and

watched the dense shadows waving, almost

without sound, on the grass of the lawn. The

shock had unsettled me so that I could not even

think of my despair. The pain was in my heart,

piercing, heavy and incurable.

 

CHAPTER III.

11' must have been quite late when Margaret

sought her room adjoining mine By this time

the moon had risen, so that the shadows of the

trees no longer darkened my window. She

listened at my door a moment, and then opened

it quietly.

“Why, Kitty, how like a ghost you look in

that moonlight!” she said, laughing softly, and

coming toward me.

“ Ah !—you, Margaret ?”

“Yes. I say you look like some goblin, so

erect and definite. You—why, Kitty, you are

cold as a toad! I am afraid it is your ghost;

had you no light?"
\

\

\

It was well, probably, that she came in, for I E prostrated me.
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g air coldness and you would have been solid! It

, has made you white as a ghost; what is the

g matter, Catharine?”

\ She was becoming alarmed at my passive

i silence; I tried to rouse myself.

i “Bring me a little wine, deary; or stop—my

i volatile salts!"

i I shook ofl‘ my lethargy, and that her happy

i heart might not know disquiet, that night at

i least, I told her falsehoods.

i “I had a very hard headache, and, overcome

l with a weary sort of nervousness, I thought cool

i nir would benefit me: and I have had too much

i of it. Go to bed now, I am better.”

'5 “I cannot sleep; let me stay here; I will ex

E tinguish the light.”

g “Do you wish to tell, or ask me anything?” I

i said, imprudently, disclosing my thoughts. I

§ was glad she did not observe it.

s “Some other time, I have something wonder

ful to tell you, but you are too frozen for sym

i pathy now; I will wait.”

t Her happiness of heart would not allow her

i even to speak pitifully to me.

g “Tell me now, I cannot sleep; and if tears are

-‘ to be shed, I can manufacture some for your

accommodation.“

She drew close to me, and looked up with her

\ sweet, childish eyes full into my face, and told

3 me what I knew she would.

“I saved her from death once; if I can, I will

save her from sorrow now,” and so I smoothed

her soft hair, but with so heavy a pressure, that

git aroused wonder in her face. But it was all

i done earnestly.

“Good night, my darling.”

“Wait,” she said, “you are older than I; you

i know more, much more. Is it wrong for cousins

‘ to marry? Is it wrong for me to love Fritz '2”

Why this thought could arise in her mind, I

could not divine, and I said, “No, no; you can

not help it; it is natural."

Then she left me, taking her light, and pass

ing gently as she came, like a beautiful vision.

s “Oh! heaven is very kind,” said my rebellious

i heart, “to her."

\ At morning, the same depression of inner pain

It was with difiiculty that I

\
h

\
\

 

had fallen into an apathetic state, almost a swoon; g appeared at breakfast. Nevertheless I did so,

except that stinging anguish at my heart, She s and they all remarked the paleness of my face,

closed the window, wheeled my velvet-lined rock- E and expressed sympathy for mo in my illness,

ing-chair toward the table, and sat me in “,3 giving me an abundance of warnings never again

while she knelt at my feet, and rubbed my hands to allow the spring night air to catch me asleep.

vigorously. E I was sincerely glad they Were deceived. What

“You model of prudence, to soar so far into S was so constantly in my mind, and almost upon

the clouds spiritually, that your little mortal; iny tongue, I fancied must be visible to every

body is abused. Why one degree more of night i eye.
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There were no more talks on books and philo

sophy that day. I kept my room closely, and

Fritz and Margaret were too happy to observe

anything in me except the results of imprudence.

I, of course, gradually recovered from the

effects of such severe mental excitement.

I pursued my old round of study, but now

generally alone. When Fritz was kept in by

rainy days, at his feet, or by his side on the

sofa, was such a happy little witch, that philo

sophy would not only have been misplaced, but

irksorne to all.

“She to be the bridesmaid? why, I thought

she was to have been the bride!" and the wicked

thought came up, “but for a deed I did one

bright morning, years ago, it might have

been."

I owe to that one act the first dawning of a

power within me, to throw ofl‘ the net of sin,

which was tangling and involving me inextri

cably. I am well repaid, though that power, in

developing my capacity for enjoyment, also en

larged my capabilities for suffering. For our

spiritual perfection we must wear chains of sor

At Margaret’s request, I, “her sober little row, must turn aside front the paths of enchant

aunt,” acted as bridesmaid. The Sabbath before ment which selfishness opens, and walk over the

the marriage, as we were passing from the thorns, and under the shadows of self-sacrifice,

church, I overheard one lady say to another, for that only leads us out into the glory of God.

\
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JENNY AND JOHNNY.

 

BY J. A. TURNER.

\
 

Bar in the garden, Jenny,

Flowers about her feet,

Flowers above her, many

Flowers and maiden sweet.

Flowers above her bloomed,

Flowers around her grew,

Never a bower perfumed

Curtains loveller drew.

Emeral drapery bound her,

Iild from human eye,

Humming-bird around her,

Bee and butterfly.

“0h! humming-bird," said Jenny,

“Hover round my lip,

Sweets are wasting, many,

Johnny dare not sip.

Butterfly, come sip some,

Sip some, honey-bee,

Taste tltls glowing lip, some

Nectar you'll agree."

Hid near the bower, young Johnny

Peeping from a tree,

-v¢¢~¢¢¢~0-~v~¢1¢¢~Mvm,1,/.u¢~/'M--w,/'11"

Longing. sighed for the honey

Ofl'ered to the bee.

Slumber sweetly closed

Jenny’s drooping lid,

And a theft proposed,

Timid Johnny bid.

Softly crept he to her,

Stole a single kiss,

Bashful, timid wooer,

'Mid a world of bliss.

Back to his covert hosted

Johnny in a triee;

And the kiss sho tasted

Wukened Jenny nice.

"Humming-bird," she spake out,

“Butterfly and hes,

Why don’t your feast you make out?

Dainty feast to me."

Despite this wasting honey

Ioliliny went to school:

Who’d have thought that Johnny

IIad been such a fool?

THE SUNSET JOURNEY.

D! N. Y. CARTER.

Tn: casement opens to the sunset skies;

A flood of glory bursts on languid eyesl

They kindle In the crimson lightl

The pole lips part with glad surprise,

She whispers u with Heaven in sight]

" Mother, around me now thine arms entwlne,

One more soft pressure of thy lips to mine,

As token of thy love for me,

Another blessed smile of thins,

And let my rnvished soul go free!"
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And then the mother clasp: her In her arms,

With love‘s red wine her ebbing life she charms,

She smiles with tenderness once more,

And in her heart of hearts enibulms

The flush of joy the dying wore!

And thus, a blossom of the early May,

In angel loveliness she passed away,

As fades the morning stars from light,

Ere she had known on Autumn day,

Or bid the Summer flowers "good night!"
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C H A P T E R V. 5 against the green back-ground of the sea. llis

Br this time a hundred people had collected g look of high courage, his vast physical strength,

on the beach, the hotel emptying itselfas if by Q the halo of his past deeds, restored me back to

magic. Suddenly there was a shout, aecom-ihope.

panied by a name passed from mouth to mouth. 3 I saw all this in a single moment. Then my

I looked around. Five or six fishermen, who 3 eyes sought again the spot where Rosalie had

had chanced to be in the bar-room, had come 5 disappeared. Was that her rescuer? Yes, thank

running to the scene. At their head was one 5 God! And others saw him also, for shouts arose

famous for having rescued, the preceding win- i on every hand, “there they are," “how bravely

ter, more than a hundred persons from a single 5 he swims," “they are saved, they are saved."

wreck. The ship had gone ashore, at nightfall, i What followed, seems to me, even yet, like a

during a violent snow-storm; and before morning i wild dream. I saw the line of fishermen extend_

dawned, half of her human freight had perished. ling out into the breakers, their leader standing

When the cold, misty day broke, the people on t at their head, like arock, while the waves rushed

shore first became aware of her exact position, over him; I saw the swimmer swept in with the

though they had heard, all night, guns firing, velocity of lightning; I saw that he carried a

and, they thought, shrieks and cries for help, in \ child; and I was in the surf, waist deep, before

the pauses of the gale. At first no one would i I knew it, laughing and crying hysterically; and

venture out, for the surf was mountain high. then I held Rosalie in my arms, the first to re

At last the fisherman I have spoken of came up, ceive her, and was assisted, almost carried to

and ofi'ered to go, if a boat’s crew would volun- g shore, by one of the fishermen.

tear. His reputation for daring and skill- was \ They told me afterward that the nurse was

such that half a dozen men stepped forward im- i quite insensible when they dragged her in; and

meilintely. Three times they attempted, in vain, é that Mr. Talbot said that it was the desperation

to launch through the breakers. The fourth g with which she clung to him, that had pulled

effort was successful, but the boat stood, for aihim under and kept him there. “Had I not

moment, almost perpendicular, before the stout i shaken her otf,” he added, “the whole three of

arms within it got the mastery. I remember us would have perished.” Fortunately for her,a

how my heart swelled, and the tears rushed to % huge roller had flung her within reach of the

my eyes, when I was told of this heroic not. fishermen, just after the other two were saved.

“And had he no family,” I said, “the thoughti We were in too excited a state to make our

of whom deterred him?" “It was that, on thoinppearance again that day. Even Georgiana

contrary, which influenced him most,” was the forgot her flirtatious, excused herself from a

reply, "He said that when a man saw women drive, and sat, with her mother and myself, in

and children drowning before his eyes, it made ; Rosalie’s room. Mr. Elliott had gone to the

him think how he would feel if his own little g city, but when he returned, at night, he hurried

ones were wrecked.” fiup to us, pale and breathless, and remained, for

He had dashed into the surf, before I saw him, g the whole evening, holding his child’s hand and

and now stood, looking back for an instant, tell- 5 tenderly regarding her.

ing his companions to join hands with him and i The next morning I was the first of our party

form a line. The red shirt he wore was open at 3 down; and was beset by inquiries. Before I

the throat. revealing a chest like that of theicould extricate myself, Isaw a now well known

Famese Hercules; his face was the color of i form come in. Mr. Talbot, for it was his, re

brenze; his dark hair was blown about by the g cognized me quite across the room; our eyes

wind: I shall never, to my dying hour, forget E met: and he was approaching to speak, when

that picture, as it stood out, in bold relief, 5 my uncle, entering, stopped him. I thought I
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detected annoyance in Mr. Talbot's face, at my § what, Grorgy,’ and he looked at her seriously,

uncle’s pompous gratitude; certainly his look§ “you‘d better give up flirting and set your cap

brightened up wonderfully when the set speech Q for him.”

was over. i “I intend to,” said my cousin, gayly, rising '

The breakfast bell had now sounded, and the s as she spoke, “and I'll bet you, pa, that I suc-'

crowd was moving toward the dining-room, Qceed." She tapped his cheek with her fan. “Is

hearing me with it. Mr. Talbot and I wereiit done?"

thrown together, for an instant, at the door.§ "The day you are Mrs. Talbot," was the re~

He held out his hand, as if he had known me \ ply, “I’ll give you ten thousand dollars in dia

for years, asking after Rosalie. I told him that \ monds."

she was as well as ever now, and added how ‘ “Will you, you precious old papa?" cried

much we all thanked him for what he had done. ; Georgiana, and she fairly took his head in her

He smiled in reply, saying he had only per- hands and kissed him, a feat I had not seen her

formed a duty, and then we parted to go to our i perform, in full dress, for yehrs.

different seats; but there was something in the

smile, which kept me, during all that meal, in a;

flutter of strange happiness. C H A P T E R V I‘

I was in Georgiana's room,just before dinner, i Gsonoutu carried out her threat. It gave

assisting my cousin to complete her toilet, and § me a new idea of her intellect, if I may call it.

my aunt was looking magisterially on, whenssuch, to see the tact with which she adapted

there was a knock at the door, and my uncleiherself to Mr. Talbot’s tastes. Their intimacy

entered, redder than ever in the face and pufiing § progressed rapidly. Though he was a hero in

with the labor of coming up stairs. He plunged Q the eyes of all the young ladies, and, therefore,

down on the frail bedstead, all the chairs being welcomed by each with smiles, she seemed, by

occupied, till it crooked under him, exclaiming, 5 some art known only to herself, to be able to
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as he mapped his brow, 3 while him away at will. I believe they began,

“I‘ve got news for you, Georgy. Who do you at last, to hate her. I own to having, more than

think this Mr. Talbot is?” 3 once, been secretly annoyed at the successful

“I’m sure I don’t know, papa. But he’s hand- S nonchalance with which she would approach,

some; and a hero: how lovely he’d look in uni- 5 when Mr. Talbot was conversing with me, make

form." Esome gay remark, and finally carry him 08'

I hit my lip to conceal a smile. My uncle E triumphantly. Therc'is a manner acquired by

went on. § persons who live much in society, which is often

“Pooh! pooh! All stuff about hero and regi- 3 more serviceable than higher mental qualities.

mentals. He’s the Mr. Talbot, the famous Mr. i This Georgiana possessed in perfection. Her

Talbot, the ablcst lawyer of his years in his city, g taste in dress also was exquisite, and her means

as Senator Clare has just told me.” And theiof gratifying it unlimited.

handkerchief was used, this time, to fan hisi “Your cousin always looks like a picture," he

face. “I thought I recognized him. When I E said to me, one evening. as Georgiana floated

was over there, two years ago, I heard him at a i into the drawing-room, her light, voluminous

public meeting; it was about the Hungarians; Erobes falling cloud-like about her. “She has

Kossuth, you know, was expected then; and he i the rare gift of knowing precisely what will be

actually made me cry.” g come her; and in that respect is a true artist."

“Made you cry 2" said Georgiana, opening her 3 At other times he would praise what he called

Juno-like eyes, and laughing a light laugh of g her feminine nature. “She seems to love all

incredulity. sthings that. are beautiful," he once said. “It

“Yes! Nor was I the only one. You needn’t g is, as developed in her, a purely feminine cha

shake your head, you puss. Do you think We 3 racteristic. I often think, that, to the extent to

old fellows have no feelings?" ‘ which a woman has it, is she truly womanly.

The only reply was a shrug of the pretty i Men, instinctively, seek turmoil and strife; they

shoulders, which were unusually bare te~day. idelight- in something to conquer; and the best

For some reason, indeed, my cousin had taken ; of them, I believe, prefer those women who are

great pains with her toilet. My uncle paused, , most entirely their opposites."

as if half ashamed of his confession, and thens One morning, Georgiana appeared with her

went on. i hair brushed back from her face, and wearing in

“But this gentleman is rich too, very rich; glight colored robe, that opened in front, display

needn't practice if he didn’t want to. I tell you 1 ing a superbly embroidered skirt: the robe vva-s
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trimmed with cherry-colored ribbons, and be- § in the customary ramble, which I took, at sun

came her magically. iset, up the beach; and on these occasions he

“She looks like a French Marquise of thelast g was always strangely eloquent. He seemed to

century," said Mr. Talbot. “What a high~bred 3 give himself up to the hour and to his company,

air! One would think she had walked out of a g talking as ifI and Nature were parts of himself.

picture by ‘Greuze.' I must go and talk to her, g This was a silent recognition, I .said to myself,

and fancy I am in the Little Trlanon, 1!] the first that I was worthy to share his higher thoughts.

years of Marie Antoinette." gAnd then I chided myself for saying so.

These conversations always left a pang be-t On another occasion, we sat watching the

hind them. In vain I chided myself, in secret; Emoonlight on the sea, till, in listening to his

in vain I said I was envious: I could not prevent talk, I forgot the time, and was surprised and a

a feeling of pain whenever Mr. Talbot thus eulo- i little abashed, when Georgiana came in search

gired Georgiana. I, who knew her so well, could i of me at a late hour.

not understand the glamour which she seemedi “Dear me,” she said, with an afl‘ectation of

to have cast. over him. % surprise, “you here, Maggy. I hadn’t the least

Yet there were occasions when I doubted if notion of it, and ran down, tired out with the

Mr. Talbot cared for her. I could not forgetgsilly fops in the drawing-room, to look at the

what. I had overheard him say about myself. 5 ocean.” But I knew better; I knew sho had

And his manner to me. though not the least like i come to watch me.

that of lovers I had read of, was such as often§ Meantime a fortnight passed There were

to set my heart beating. It was different, at all 5 daily rides, or sailing excursions, or parties to

times, from what it was to Georgiana. It had i go crabbing; mornings spent in the bowling

a high and knightly bearing, an under-current. g alleys, evenings devoted to dances or charades.

of acknowledged sympathy, which I never ob- g In one respect, our acquaintance with Mr. Tal

served in his manner to her. To my cousin be t bot had been of advantage to me, it procured me

talked of fashion, the topics of society, European 3 a share in these pleasures. Before his arrival,

travel. the opera, the Springs: with me his 5 everybody considered me a governess, and as

themes were of a loftier character; and I could E my uncle never asked me to participate in the

not but be flattered by the distinction. Art, g sports Iconitlttrntly going on, nobody else thought

literature, social progress, heroic souls, deeds Q it wort] w i e. But now the fact that Mr. 'l‘al

that. would live forever: these were the subjects g bot often invited me, and the knowledge that I

we discussed. Ah! how his eye kindled, how § was not a hired dependent, procured me, almost

his voice deepened with enthusiasm, as he spoke 1: always, a share in such amusements. I fre

of the great dead; men, who had lived, not for \ quently heard, “Is not Miss Gray going?" or

their own selfish aggrandizement, but for the§“We can’t do without Miss Gray,” or “Miss

good of mankind; martyrs and patriots, who, in § Gray must come on our side, or the game won’t

the cause of country or of God, had taken their i be fair." I was quite a different person from

lives in their hands, and gone forth to do battle g the plain, neglected automaton of the month

with the Appolyon of their age. It was at such t before.

times, that, looking at the rigid mouth, and eye 3 One day there was a crabbing party at Point

that challenged defiance, I felt that he also could g Breeze, a shady promontory on the Chincoree

die for what he thought the right, yes! could iriver, within a convenient drive of the hotel.

pluck his own heart out, if need be. 3 It was a sultry morning, for a. land breeze was

But I was not foolish enough to think he loved i blowing, and we had all repaired there, because,

me. Whenever an hour had been spent with \ at such times it was hottest at the beach, but

him peculiarly agreeable, or whenever he seemed was comparatively cool at. the Point, there

to prefer my society to Georgiana’s, I used to i being a long stretch of river and bay to the

say to myself, when I was alone in my room: iwestward, which impregnated the wind with

“Margaret Gray, don't be silly; gentlemen, even i something of its own refreshing temperature.

the best of them, like to amuse themselves with Georgiana, too fine a lady to join in our sport,

girls: you must not suppose. because Mr. Talbot was sitting under an awning, fanning herself

talks to you, that he forgets you are poor." languidly, when Mr. Talbot looked up from his

Yet, as soon as we met again, I ceased to re- line.

member this. I learned to detect his footstcp, “What do you say to a sail, Miss Elliott '1” he

before he was in sight; to know him, by his gait, 3 said. “You seem dreadfully bored. Come, I will

when he was so far 08' that I could hardly dis- 3 be your cavalier; a modern Cavendish, if you

tinguish him. Once or twice he had joined me, i will; and we’ll go in search of new El Dorados.’
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Georgiana glanced around, with secret triumph Now the boat rushed along, leaning far over to

in her eye; but afi'ecting hesitation, said, ‘ S the left, the water shooting past her like fences

“If you don’t think it will be too hot?" g past a railroad train. Now she seemed to stop

“Nonsense,” replied Mr. Talbot, in a blunt, g in mid-career, obedient to the guidance of Mr.

decided way, he often had; and throwing down t Talbot, and fluttering her sails for an instant,

his line, he continued, “your parasol will keep g poised like a bird about to wheel, and then

05' the sun; and it’s cooler on the water than 3 darted 08' at a sharp angle to her former course,

here." sdashing into the head-waves with a thud that

“Well, if Margaret will come also,” said my i sent the spray often back to our faces. The

cousin, rising gracefully, for she never forgot f, blood danced riotously in my veins. [realized

the proprieties. what Byron felt when he spoke of the sea bound

I was not particularly pleased at, a second- 3 ing beneath him like a steed that knew its rider.

hand invitation like this, especially as Mr. Tal- Q I was in no hurry to be ashore.

bot remarked, quite coolly, “Oh! to be sure,”§ Not so Georgiana. The constant stooping to

as he jumped from the pier to hoist the sail of g avoid the boom, as the sail was shifted, and the

the boat; but I knew Georgiana would pout, t changing her seat each time to get on the higher

after we got home, if I did not go, so I con- Q side of the boat, for she was afraid to remain on

seated with the best grace I could. § the lower, made her, at last, exclaim,

There was a light breeze, which wafted ust “Why don’t you go back like you came, Mr.

slowly out into the bay. I have always been i Talbot? It’s much more comfortable, I'm sure.

fond of the water, so I soon forgot my momen- You lose a great deal, too, by crossing from side

tary vexation. Mr. Talbot had the reputation, i to side of the bay, in this way.”

not only among the amateurs, but with the§ “Ah! I see you’re no seaman,” replied Mr.

fishermen also, of handling asail-hoat skillfully; iTalbot, with a smile. “Going down, we had

and certainly nothing seemed to be easier for g the wind after us, and could carry what sailors

him than to direct our light craft, as he sat, 5 call ‘a free sheet.’ But now what little breeze

rudder in hand, carelessly chatting with Geor- 2 there is, is nearly dead ahead, and our only

giana. Annoyed at. the manner of my im'ita- t chance is to work back, as I am doing. It’s

tion, I held myself aloof, as much as possible, very slow,” he added, dubiously, glancing at

especially as neither of my companions appeared t the threatening clouds to the west, now rapidly

to notice my reserve; so I sat humming a low E rising to the zenith.

tune to avoid overhearing the half whispered; “You don't think we'll be caught out in the

conversation back of me, now watching theirain?” said Georgiana, in alarm.

white, fieecy clouds that hung about the westerni “You’re not much afraid of a wetting, are

horizon, and now dipping my fingers into thegyou ‘2” he answered, gayly.

wave, as the boat glided noiselessly along like as “We shall be drowned, I know we shall,”

white gull skimming the waters. \ almost shrieked my cousin, looking from 511‘.

We had gone about six miles down the bay, 3 Talbot to the approaching storm, and she rose

and were approaching the Highlands at its E quickly.

mouth, when I woke from a long reverie tofi “Sit down, I beg of you,” said Mr. Talbot,

hear Mr. Talbot say to Georgiana that a thun- g half authoritatively. “You might upset this

der-stormGwas coming up and that we had better g light craft." And he added, in a soothing tone.

return. ancing to the west, I saw that the g “Indeed, there isn’t a particle of danger. Is

fleecy clouds had disappeared, and that a purple g there, Miss Gray ‘2”

black bank of vapor, like a distant mountain§ This was the first time, since we embarked,

range, had taken their place. My cousin was that he had spoken directly to me. The alarm

already uneasy. of my cousin had made me, for a second, a little

“There’s nothing to be alarmed about, Miss E nervous; but. this now all passed away; for I

Elliott,” said Mr. Talbot, as he turned the boat g saw Mr. Talbot felt perfectly secure, and I knew

homeward. “We have ample time. It will be t we could trust in him.

an adventure to talk of.” § “I feel no fear,” I answered. “Georgy isn't.

Our progress was now comparatively slow. i used to sailing, or she wouldn’t mind it either.”

Instead of slipping smoothly along before thes For some time, nothing more was said. Mr.

wind, we had to describe a zig-zag course, tack~ E Talbot was busied in working his way along,

ibngkcontizually asBit is called, in order to beat g taking advantage of every pufl" of air. of every

ac ' to t e pier. ut the motion, to me at least, current, and had no leisure to talk. My cousin

was more exhilarating than it had been before. :Jcowered on her sent, her head buried in her
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hands, or glanced up fearfnlly at the clouds, iout of Mr. Tnlbot’s hands; but he pulled it down,

and then at the long stretch of water which still § with the strength ofa Hercules, and by a rapid,

separated us from the pier. I watched the ap dexterous turn fastened the rope to the side of

preaching tempest. g the mast: all this time his eyes never leaving me

I wish I could describe the spectacle. Never 5 and Georgiana.

before had I seen such a deep purple-black in the t “Thank God!" he said, almost under his

sky, or such inky water. An ominous twilight. t breath, and unconsciously, I believe. His face,

was all around. The birds, after skimming low I lately so troubled, cleared up magically, and

down, had fled frightened to their hiding‘places. glancing fer a moment ahead, he came back to

The wind had finally died out. Above, wild, i where we sat, saying cheerfully, “Now it may

dusky-brown clouds, rolling over and over, sped i blow great. guns, Miss Elliott, it can't harm us:

before the tempest. A foreboding hush was on E what prodigies we shall be in the eyes of every

crerything. Suddenly, far to the west, I saw body; we have really had an adventure. Keep

the water begin to glisten; the black sky lifted i the tiller :1 little while longer, Miss Margaret,

just enough to show a narrow streak of light i while I improvise a shelter from the storm for

along the horizon; and a strange, unearthly your cousin,"

sound pervaded space, as of Nature sobbing at It was quite time, for the rain, at first de

her approaching dissolution. i scending in. a few huge drops, was now pouring

 

“Miss Gray," said Mr. Talbot, in quick, a1m05t \ in a. torrent, almost beating me down, 6601-.

stern tones. “Here.” ‘ giana, in a minute, was housed under the sell;

I was at his side in a moment. l but by that time I was drenched through. Mr.

“The squall,” he laid, rapidly, “Will strike Talbot, though in no better condition, shook his

as directly: you can see and hear it coming. Ehead as he saw it, and taking the tiller from me,

Take this tiller. I must get in the mainsail, or t whispered,

we shall capsize,” he continued, running for- i “You’re a brave girl, Miss Gray. But go

ward. There was a. little shriek from Georgiana, t now and get under the sail too, for you're not

but he took no notice of it “Listen to what I used to this sort of work. Oh! never mind me,"

say. When I cry ‘1utf,’ put your helm Over to E he added, interpreting my glance. “Such an

UN 19“; that is "19 WBY- Perhaps there’ll be i old water~dog as I am is all the better for a

no necessity. but if the squall comes before I i drenching occasionally. The squall is past, and

get back, it’s the only thing that will save us. r 1’11 soon can-y you into port"

III say, afterward, 'down, hard down,’ jam the?

tiller down with all your might."

He stood at the foot of the mast, as he spoke, k C H A P T E R v 1 I

lnd was already untying the TOP”, Which held; FROM that day, there was a perceptible change

the huge sail up- 1 could. at that moment, have i in Mr. Talbot’e manner toward me. I did not

braved anything- igo to the dinner table, but obeyed his parting

Down came the mailman, clflltfl'illg, Mr- Tfl-l- 3 injunction, to take a hot drink he said he would

bot pulling it ill, hflnd OWI' hlmd- A few quick, send up, and to lie down till evening. He came

decisive knots tied it. fast to the boom. The 5 up, at supper, extending both hands, in a frank,

squall was new clone to 1:5, whitening the wide Q unconventional way he had when pleased.

bay before it, roaring like the surf at high-tidei “How glad I am to see you. What a color

in n north-caster. Mr. Talbot did not hesitate i you have. I hope you’ve taken no cold."

an instant, but springing to the bow of the boat, 3 “None at all,” I said, gnyly. “Nor has Geor

bcgsn to let down the triangular sail, which ran g giana either."

from the bowsprit to the top of the mast. The i uYou relieve me,” he replied. “I was almost

canvas had half descended, and he was steeping g afraid to ask, Do you know'" he added, 059,-

to fasten it, when he thundered, rather than i ing me his arm, “that, for a moment, I thought

shouted, “lufl', lufi,” and then “down, hard E it was all over. It‘it hadn‘t been for your ready

down, harder." The boat heeled over till I inpprehension of my orders, and your quick obe

thcught it had upset: described a quick curve g dience, the boat would have been upset."

in the water; and then danced up into the verys "And one, or all of us, been drowned,” I

teeth of the hurricane, her bow, as it plunged replied: and I shuddercd slightly.

into the waves, throwing the spray almost over i "You have never been so near death before?”

the mast-head, and completely drenching me. She asked. uDid you realize it?"

For n-second, and while I thought we were going Q “Yes! I saw from your face how it was!"

over, I saw the sail nearly dragged, as I thought, i "And wasn’t you afraid?”
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"There wasn't time.” ;dress, which she had sent for from her milliner.

“You had to act, you mean. Nobly said. Do g I saw, from her eye, that she had determined to

you know, Miss Margaret, that I believe you'd E stake everything on that night’s success. Never

have made a Joan of Arc?” g shall I forget the look of contempt that welcomed

At this moment, my aunt came up, and began 2 me, for a moment, as I entered her room, pre

alteraately to chide my companion for having g paratory to going down.

taken Georgiana sailing, and to thank him “for; Mr. Talbot, in spite of the crowd of uniforms,

saving," as she phrased it, “the dear girl’s life." Q was still the most popular person there. My

“I’ll take the blame," gallantly said Mr. Tal— i heart fluttered when I saw him approach where

hot, “for I deserve it. But the praise belongs § Georgiana and l were sitting. There was a mo

to Miss Margaret, who saved all of our lives." 3 meat of doubt, during which he paid his compli

And he withdrew a stcp, so as to put me into E ments to both of us; then he asked me to dance

the foreground. E the first set with him. I really pitied my cousin,

My aunt looked at me, at first in amazement, g till I saw the angry flush on her face, as I turned

then with indignation, which she tried, however, 5 to go, and the threatening look of her eyes.

to conceal from my companion. g But I soon forget everything but my partner.

“Oh! to be sure. I’d heard of it,” and she 3 There was a subdued manner about him, dif

lnughed a little constrained laugh. “We’re all i threat from what I had ever observed toward

. . . \ .

obliged to my husband’s niece. She's quite 2 other women, which made me feel at once happy

masculine, always was,” and with this home- i and embarrassed. Perhaps he observed my ner

thrust, she left us. ‘ vousness, for he suddenly became lively; never

Georgiana did not make her appearance till 1 had I known him more entertaining; and I soon

the next day; but Mr. Talbot was the first to 3 grew at ease again. I felt the magnetism of his

welcome her; he even attended her to breakfast, 5 intellect; I was in extravagant spirits.

taking my uncle's vacant seat; for Mr. Elliott; When the dance W1“ “"3 a Smup gathered

had gone to town. Qabout us, and I heard more than one whisper,

Still, though in this, and other things, he was é “Miss Gray is unusually brilliant to-night:"

as attentive as ever to my cousin, I could see, i indeed my situation became no public, that I

after a day or two, that she was jealous of me. drew my companion out to the piazza, under

At first, the possibility of such a thing seemed pretence of wanting fresh air. “I shall never,”

incredible. But when she grew, daily, more 5 I thought, “become habituated enough to society

cold toward me; when she treated me oftenito endure being stared at."

superciliously, even pettishly, I could no longer g All through that evening, I saw my auntwatch

doubt it. . My aunt took even less pains to con- 5 ing me with an angry scowl. But I was too happy

ceal her indignation. All this could not but i to think of this except for the moment. Twice,

render me unhappy. Yet, when Mr. Talbot was 3 Mr Talbot danced with Georgiana, and several

at in: sidle, Ithforgotl evcrytfhing. Not unf're- g othfirhyoliliagd billeslwere IIXIOIIOIiCd, eacl;1 onclp,

quen y, aso, e yea easy 0 my cousin sen a~ wit is an ; at wast e on y one W cm a

thrill of joy through me, because it confirmed E led out frequently. It came to be so natural

me in what, at other times, I still thought a 2 for me, at last, to expect his return, after a waltz

vain delusion—the hope that I was not indifl‘erent 5 or quadrille with others, that, unconsciously, I

to Mr. Talbot. i kept, whenever it was possible, a vacant seat for

One night, there was a subscription ball, given t him beside me.

by the gentlemen of our hotel. It had kept the § When I went to my room, that night, I felt,

ladies in a state of excitement for a whole g that, if I never was happy again, I had been so,

week preeeding'; hair-dressers had been sent Q superlatively so, for once in my life. I did not

for;1 frtci‘m the city; new Kardrobes had been g audibly even wliiper it to myself, but the hope

or ere ; severa army an navy officers, with t was never so strong before that I was beloved.

various other guests, distinguished either soei-i Mr. Talbot’s manner, all the evening, had been

ally or politically, were expected. More than Q what a woman would rather have than any

half the girls were speculating as to the con- i amount of mere intellectual admiration: and it

quests they would make. 2 had never been so before.

I wore my simple robe of muslin; and my hair§ I woke, the next morning, with a heart as

a la Grecque. I will not deny that I thought of is light as a. bird. I began to sing at my simple

Mr. Talbot, and of what I had overheard him 3 toilet. I knew that Mr. Talbot was to rise at.

say about this costume, on that first evening. Eday-break to go fishing, and I did not expect,

-Gcorgiana was to appear in a new and costly i therefore, to see him at the breakfast-table; but
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[could not avoid stealing a glance at his usnalgmaidenly. To be accused of it by strangers,

lest, and blushing, guiltily, when I caught my § to have given even the faintest cause for the

aunt’s eye fixed severely on me. inccusation—ohl it was degrading. I hated,

“I wish to see you in my room,” said my E for the time, Mr. Talbot; I hated my aunt for

aunt, coldly, as we rose from the table. \ her injustice; I hated Georgiana for having been

l followed her up stairs. She told me to look i the cause of it; but I hated most myself. Bit~

the door. iterly I resolved that neither she, nor others,

“A pretty state of things!” she exclaimed. ishould ever have it to say again that I courted

“So you think you can wheedle Mr. Talbot into , his society: and in this mood I took a book and

marrying you.” gwalked angrily down to the arbor overlooking

I made no reply. But I felt the blood rush to l the beach.

my forehead: then leave me pale as ashes, but-E

trembling with suppressed indignation. C H A P T E R. V I I I.

“As if he would ever do more than amuse l I HAD been reading for alittle while only, when

himself with one like you," she continued. “Oh! i I heard a familiar footstcp; and Mr. Talbot ap

you needn’t look in that way. Ialways told Mr. proached. Still smarting from what my aunt

Elliott you were a treacherous, ungrateful minx. had said, and determined to atford no cause for

I declare you make me ashamed of my sex, to such remarks again, I gave him a curt reception.

see how impudently you throw yourself into this He seemed astonished: then offended: then
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gentleman’s way." \ appeared to think it was absurd to get angry.

“I am not treacherous,” I said, rallying to 3 But having made one or two further efforts to

defend myself, “I am not ungrate ” Edraw me into conversation, which I answered

"Slop! I won’t have a word. Such unblush- 3 Only in monosyllables, he was about to go, when

ing efi'ronterylnever saw. You will make your- : Georgiana came up. I had left her reading a

self the talk of the whole place, if you haven’t, sentimental novel in her room, where she declared

already done it! If you've a right to disgrace she would stay till dinner; but I have no doubt

yourself, you’ve no right to disgrace us, Mr, Tol- 3 she had seen Mr. Talbot join me, for her window

bot sees you are throwing yourself into his arms, E overlooked the sea, and that she had come down

and no doubt laughs about it to the other young E purposely to interrupt us.

men. The idea of going off walking, alone, up a To do herjustico she was looking charmingly.

the beach, with him; of sitting out in the arbor, 3 She pretended to explain her presence, by saying

late at night; of following him with your eyes; i she had been searching for me all the morning;

of always keeping a place for him, by you, on ‘5 and sinking languidly into a seat, she glided

me sofa." §into conversation with Mr. Talbot. He doubt

At this last allusion, the color rose to my ‘ less mentally contrasted her afi'ability with my

cheeks, for I felt partly guilty. She had paused g sullenness, for his manner changed immediately,

for breath, but when she saw my embarrassment, i he grew animated, he devowd himself almost

she resumed, l entirely to her. She, on her part, played off all

“Oh! you admit it, do you? You’re not so i her pretty, coquettisb arts on him. In my ex

brazen but what you blush for it. And remem- g isting temper, I smiled, ironically, at this, be

ber, Miss, what I see, others see. I know that \ hind my book. “Even the most sensible men,”

your conduct was remarked on, last night. There, i I said, scornfully, “are victims to vanity, and so

not sword; but go now. Iwant no explanations, i fall a prey to these poor feminine tricks.”

but only more prudent behavior. Get him, if Iwas in no improved mood, therefore, to an

yon can; I‘m sure your uncle and dear Georgiana, g swer a question which Mr. Talbot suddenly ad

as well as I,~will rejoice at your good luck; but i dressed to me.

don't disgrace us by indelicate behavior.” i “What do you think of it, Miss Margaret?” he

I left the room abashed and humiliated. Iisaid. “I see you have been reading, and not

knew well that it was envy and rage that made l listening; and I don’t wonder,” he continued,

my aunt speak in this way. But I could notiglancing at my book, “for ‘Undine’ is a story

avoid fearing, for all that, that my conduct had i to entrance one. But pray, forget Hildebrand

been such as to cause remark. I felt guilty of Q and his water-nymph, for awhile; and be umpire

having loved Mr. Talbot. What if I had betrayed 3 between Miss Elliott and myself."

myself, as my said? g “I haven’t the first qualification for the task,

Such a possibility almost maddoned me. Be- l sir." I answered, coldly.

yond all things else I loathed scheming in as But he was not to be rebuffed.

young girl. To me it was inexpressibly “ll—i “At any rate,” he said, “hear the point. Your



',flit"

“120 THE OLD STONE MANSION.

cousin maintains that women are not justly Z Georgiana’s big eyes opened to their full

treated, by the laWs; that, in fact, they areswidth, less at the matter than at the manner

little better than slaves to the stronger sex." of this speech. It shocked her conventional

Now this was the subject, on which, above all notions of fine ladyism. Mr. Talbot smiled, and

others, I felt most. strongly: the one in which that smile provoked me to go on, more passion

my pride and sensitiveness controlled me, per- ‘ ately, if possible, than before. ‘

haps, more than my intellect. I had so often “What equality has woman before the law?"

contemplated the possibility of having to leave I said. “You do not allow her to vote, yet you

my uncle's house and earn a livelihood for \ make her pay taxes. You tell her it is indeli

myself, that I was morbidly awake to the inade- g cute for her to preach, yet say she has a soul to

quate wages which women received, to the fewtbe saved. You give her property, when she

avenues of employment open to them, and to the g marries, to her husband; but don't give her his,

loss of social caste which laboring for their bread g but only a third of it, and that not till he dies.

often brought. upon them. Iwas already angry; : And if a woman is poor, and has to earn her

and this question, thus put by Mr. Talbot, made i living, you put her at once out of the pale of

me angrier, because it implied that he palliated, i good society, and degrade her to a lower class.”

if he did not defend, the course of the world at. , “You are vehement,” said Mr. Talbot, gravely,

large toward my sex. i as I paused exhausted of breath “Permit me to

But I need not have been so. I was welliask: have you considered all these things as

aware, that, though Mr. Talbot was a firm be- t fully as your very decided language warrants?”

liever in the progress of the race, and thou h \ The tone of superiority, in which this was
he advocated enthusiastically every measugre § spoken, provoked me still more.

which he considered a reform, he was not as “Decided language? Vehement?” I cried.

visionary, and that many superficial thinkers, Q “On such a subject one cannot be too vehe

on this account, would have called him a con- i ment.”

servative. We had, indeed, never talked before 2 MT- Talbot WM Bllent- I conlinlled hcotcdly.

on this theme, but. I knew enough of his senti- P; “Tillie the 0MB I 111-fit spoke 0f- IS the world

ments on social questions generally, to be aware 5 just t0 5 Woman W110 1155 to 011111 her liveli

thnt. he was no friend to sudden and radiealthood?"

changes, even where they were possible, because 3 Still 110 did not reply. He was Writing on the

he had no faith in their permanence under' such § sand with the end of his light bamboo cane. I

contingencies; and I was not ignorant that he 5 cannot describe how this simple act irritated me.

considered there were very few sudden social i I began Bgflin,

reforms which were practicable at all “A re- 5 “Nor is this all. Society, that shuts the door

form, which is not founded on public sentiment," i of nearly every employment against woman, pays

he hatdlontce laid, ‘llis no reform at all; for things i her inadequately even for what it allows her to

soon a so to t eir old condition; no law can do. No female earns as much as a man; she is

last which is not an exponent of the popular pre- ‘ not permitted to do it. In my city, Women wait

judice as well as of the popular intellect." Ear- i in stores, very generally; but "0" were they

nestly as I felt on the subject of woman’s wrongs, grccelvo only half as much as young men. In

I was well aware that it was one of the mostiyolll‘ city, they are shut- Out even from this

difficult social problems of the age, and that to i avenue. So it is everywhere. Yet. a woman

solve it. wisely would require the best thoughts 3 has blood and bones, must eat and dress, must.

of the best minds for more than one generation. have fire and light”

I would have known, in a calmer moment, that “A man is paid as the head of a family; a.

I could not expect Mr. Talbot to take the radical t woman as a solitary individual; and the majority

view of the question, to which I, in ~common i of men are heads of families, as the majority of

with others of my sex, inclined. But, in my 2 women are not," said Mr. Talbot, looking up.

present mood, I disregarded all this, and repliedt “Are women never heads of families? Are

bluntly and passionately, gthere no widows, with orphan children? It is

U l 1| o 7who?!“$110,353? ZlltnlfiijZT-iiipii°aiii i iii 2153113. ii: 2311' $1531? ‘héi'iwié

out to her by laws made my men, rose up before 3 woman could, for but one day, have control of

me; and my heart swelling with what I thought \ the halls of legislation."

a righteous indignation, I continued with kin-g “Honestly now, Miss Gray," he said, and he

dling cheek. “The chain may be gilded, but it S looked me full in the eyes, “do you think the

is still a chain." iworld would be the better, if Women followed

I
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tndes, did merchandizing, wrangled at the bar, > is eternally the same cquivocation about excep

chested at the stock-exchange? 'Isn’t there 2 tions to general rules."

something in a truly feminine character higher E “But society, as you surely know, has to make

and diviner than can co_exist with these things?” E general laws," he said. “It flows from the fal

I thought. bitterly of what he had often said of E lihility of the human intellect; and under general

Georgiana. “Suppose, for argument‘s sake, that § laws it is impossible always to prevent injustice

the avenues to all pursuits were thrown freely l to the few. Besides, I don’t see that women

We“ ‘0 women; “"1" f0? every purpose of money- 5 suffer more than men. If there are thousands

making, “1% two Sexes We"? Put on an equal; HIM a of educated women, doomed to a poverty that is

10mm! was made the head 0f the family—d0 Y'W, E the more painful because of their culture, and

on your honor. believe that society would be 1111- *- compelled to labor at. hateful tasks for a liveli

proved by it?” 5 hood, there are quite as many men. The majority

I made no reply. Secretly, I felt that he was i of my own sex, if I am to believe their words,

right. He waited for awhile courteously: then 1 are discontented with their lot. It 18 very cer

\

proceeded, 3 min that where one is born, as the proverb goes,

“If my mother had been hard, scheming, E ‘with a silver spoon in his mouth,’ a dozen are

lucre~loving, what a wretch I would be now! Show withoutj'

And she would have been all this, I fear, Missé “we cannot, talk on this subject," I said, “We

Gray, if she had been engaged, her life through, E differ too irreconcilubly,"

as men are, fighting, first for bread, and then for i “Nay! stay," said he,

fortune.

And I moved to go.

“Hear me out. Is it

Under GOd," he conlinlled. 5019""11)’, Qman, or woman, who is to blame for this ostra

his voice trembling with emotion, “it is because i cism, of which you spoke, awhile ago? Are not,

women are preserved, as I would say; excluded, i your sex the first to drop the acquaintance of a

a»! you Phrase it; from "1° “ugh” coma“ 01' E woman reduced to work for a livelihood '3”

met “18" “9 me“ begin, 5'- leash With 5°!“ high 3 I acknowledged, mentally, that he was right;

and holy feelings: and if we lose them afterward, ibut remained silent. Georgiana now interposed.

or if they often grow cold within us, it is becauses “You have converted me, at, least, Mn T51

we are thrown, like gladiators, into the arena, Eben" she said, with a wonderfully natural air

and forced often to fight for 0111’ very lives- By \ of frankness and innocence. “I confess I had

her organization, indeed, woman is 1110' deli-inever thought much on this subject, but had

cote, more refined, more ideal, more religious 3 taken up the popular cry of my sex."

than man is; but even her organization cannoti “I wish you joy of your convert, they], LIL

entirely resist the cold teachings Of a selfish % Talbot'” I said, curlsying scornfully, “But, it,

world; for few women, I say it. with regret, who i is, at least, thoroughly feminine on the part of

play the part of men, whether they play it from i Georgy. I suppose most of us women are so,

choice or necessity, but become more or less and that is why man holds us in the slavery he

mnnish; and to the extent they become man- " does. You were right,” I added, bitterly. “We

nish, to that. extent they cease to be really love- 3 betray ourselves.” With which parting words,

able." k and a glance, like a Parthian arrow, shot at my

Much of this moved me. Much of it I felt to i cousin, I swept proudly away.

be true. But it irritated me all the more. Ii But I had not reached the house before 1 was

believed he was indirectly telling me I was too i heartily ashamed of myself. I had given way

masculine. I answered, ; to temper. I had shown jealousy of Georgiana.

“Is what you call womanly, really so? Haven’t i I had exaggerated my opinions. “Vehement,

all men a false ideal? Wouldn’t. they rather have g was the word he used," I said: and I felt its

a toy than a companion?" ijustice. I was self-condemned. I crept. up to

"No," he replied, with sudden energy, “a >- my room, double-locked the door, threw myself

thousand times no! In proportion as a man is 5 on the bed, and gave way to tears of mingled

strong himself, he wishes, longs for, will have, 5 gimme and remorse,

s companion, and not a toy.” i That night there was another “hop.” I had

"The ivy and the oak," I answered, scoru-glooked forward to it, only that morning, with

fully; “it's ivy man wants, after all." Eunalloyed delight. But now I could not hope

“You don’t argue, you sneer," he said. gthat Mr. Talbot would be with me. He would

"I do argue. I have given you examplesincvcr be to me again what he had been. IIe

enough." Emight forgive my opinions, distasteful as they

“And your examples were all exceptions.” iwere to him; but. he could not forget my too

“Oh! that's always the answer," I said. “It 3 evident loss of temper.
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My fears were realized. Iinstinctively avoided How miserably unhappy I was! But I no

him, even turned my back, and looked away, to longer thought, with regret, of my vehement

save my pride. So, except a stately, but stu- manner. A sense of injustice and cruel neglect

diously polite bow, when he first caught my eye, possessed me.

he gave no sign of his being aware of my pre- “Let him scorn me,” I said, bitterly. “What

sence. He was the life of the party, meantime; do I care? I told him nothing but the truth.

afl'able to all; but to Georgiana he was abso- We women are unjustly treated in all things;

lutely devoted. Once or twice, in waltzing, he and from the cradle to the grave. If I had de

and she nearly ran against me; but except a ferred humbly to his opinion I might—”

hasty, indifferent, “pardon me,” there was Istopped,withahaughtygesture. Iwould not.

nothing said. sufl'er myself to think that I had ever dreamed

I did not want for partners; but I was ab- so foolish a dream. But I lay awake neverthe—

stracted in spite of myself, and was glad to less for hours; andIhad never been so unhappy,

escape early to my room. even when a child. (To B! conrmusn.)
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EARTH.

 

BY ANNE L. MUZZEY.

 

In the drear shadows of sin’s starless night.

I‘hen the world mocks us, and we turn and ties,

Tired, sick, and tempest-beaten, back to theel

Oh, mother, mother Earth!

After life’s feverish battle there is rest,

Rest for the worn, and weary, calm and deep

In the cool hollows of thy quiet breast,

Thy soul-sick children may lie down and sleep,

Until the light

Of Resurrection's golden morning gleams

Holy, and bright,

Over corruption‘s darkness, and we rise,

Glorified, from our dreams,

0n flaming wings upborne to fairer skies.

Oh, blessed, blessed Earth! '

Lo! let us walk with soft and reverent tread

Among thy thrilling beauties, sweetest Earth;

IIoly and stainless Barth,

Land of the spit-it’s birth,

Rest of the salnted dead!

08, Earth! 0h, Earth

How fair, how beautiful, how grand

Thou art, oh, Earth!

Thou star-eyed pilgrim in that tireless band,

That sails forever, with bright, shiny wings,

Around the light of lights! Beloved land

Of sweet and holy things!

Garden of dreams!

Wherein the ’prisoned soul delights to roam,

Believing all that good, and lovely seems—

Mountains, and rules, and woods, and crystal streams—

Dim pictures of that far-off, angel home,

Whose glory breaks through stars and sunset gleams:

Realms of undying flow'rs, and nightless skies,

Love-lighted Paradise!

Oh, Earth! Oh, Earth!

Down through thy years, like falling leaves we stray,

Bceking the path that leads to truth and light,

But evil things have dimmed our spirit sight,

And oft we lose our way
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THE FISHER’S WIFE.

 

BY OLABA AUGUSTA.

 

Over the mountain of waters

Struggled the fisher boat,

With never a hand to guide her,

Never an oar to float!

Down in the soft paved temples,

Naiads the vigil to keep,

Sleepeth the bold fisher sailor,

Low in the halls of the deep.

Rosana the wild swelling billows

Out on the lonesome sea,

Up sprang the foamy white-caps

Chasing the winds in glee]

While the grey skies melancholy

Low in their mockery bent,

Like the dismal drapery of funerals,

0r coffin cercment.

Woman! extinguish the watch-tire!

Give thy strained ear rest;

One there is up in Heaven

Light gleamed in the fisher’s cottage,

Streamed thro' the heavy night,

Crimsoned the weary woman

Waiting there sad and white— Doeth all for the best.

Listening the loud winds” roaring, Lie down on thy lonely pillow,

Praying the vengeful waves Ask for the dream-calm‘s spell—

To guide him in thro' the darkness, For down in the sea thy husband

In from the sea‘s black graves. Sleepeth soundly and well!
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FLIRTING IN EARNEST.

 

BY I. W. DEWEES.

 

O“ bright, sunny, June morning, not many i very unusual now-a-days, had settled down on

years age, Nellie Maybee, a pretty, lively girl i the old homestead after he had gothis schooling.

of eighteen, and the somewhat spoiled, onlys It will very naturally be concluded, that Nel—

daughter of widower Maybee, was summoned‘lie found these good people, though worthy,

before the paternal judgment bar, and the ver— i rather slow. She sadly missed the various ex

dict being “quilty of paleness, want of appe-icitements and amusements of town life, and

tile, and hard flirting,” she was sentenced to ‘ found the only compliment she had as yet re

banishment among the green hills of Vermont, ‘ ceived, farmer Wilson's well meant remark, that

for s time expiring at the judge’s pleasure. In “She was a fine, likely gal enough”—rather

vain the fair culprit plead for an extenuation of \ meagre fare after the feast of sweets to which

the sentence, or even for a delay in its execu- Q her pampered palate had been accustomed. Be

tion; in vain she urged that important business i sides, the sudden stoppage of all the delicate

required her longer presence in Boston. Fortand complicated machinery by which fiirtations

this business, on cross-questioning by the learned 5 are carried on, (for absolute want of grist to put

judge, proved to be only the completion of two 5 in the mill,) occasioned a great. jar among the

flirtatious. “One at such an interesting stage— i mental wheels, followed by a fearful vacuum.

just got as far as rose-buds—the other long past i She found herself in Othelle‘s admired situation

forget-me-nots, and within a few days of propo- with regard to occupation, but with no one to

:21 point"—(so this saucy little flirt stated the s admire, or even pity her.

case)—-“and she did not see how her dear, in-i In time, however, being blessed with a fine

dulgent papa. could be so hard-hearted as to 5 flow of animal spirits, and being, with all her

destroy all her innocent amusements so, indeed i vanities, not quite without a soul, she was just

she did not.” learning to lift her eyes in reverent admiration

But the judge was firm; stern was his reitera

tion of the charge of hard flirting, and his deter

mination to send her where this amusement would

be impossible—to the plain farm house of one of

his early friends.

Nellie was obliged to submit, but she took

her honest, feminine revenge in sundry spiteful

speeches, such ss—“She should like to know

when the law was made that girls shouldn‘t flirt:

for her part, she could not help flirting. It was

a pretty girl’s normal state—it was a natural

instinct, like hunting and fishing with men. And

he should see all his crossness should not step

it—sho would flirt still up in down East, even

if it had to be with the beb-o'-links and tom

tits."

That Mr. Msybee was a man of nerve and

indomitable firmness, is proved by the fact that

 

to the beautiful hills among which she was

dwelling—beginning to acquire a new sense, so

to speak, that of the appreciation of the charms

of nature—when presto! all these newly-acquired

faculties were dissipated, and the natural in

stincts reinstated, as in the case of the metamor

phosed cat in the fable, by the unexpected ap

pearance of a legitimate object of the chase-—

I mean, that she one day chanced to catch a

glimpse of a tall, handsome man as he hounded

over a fence at the back of the house, and then

entered rather stealthily by the side door. He

was sun-browned, indeed, and clad in simple,

country fashion; but, that he was no mere

country clown, oven the most hasty glance at

tested. }Iis features were delicate and refined,

and his noble brow bore the stamp of intellect.

Nellie decided at once that he was worthy to

Kellie, within a week, was immurcd in the desert t he looked after, and immediately instituted in

socisl of farmer Wilson's farm. Equiries as to who, and what he was. Judge of

Mr. Wilson was, u I have said, an early friend her surprise on being told that he was, and had

of Mr. Mnybee's, they having been raised on been from the first, an inmate of the same house

neighboring forms; but while the latter, like ; with herself He was the son of her host, but

most New England boys, had gone to the city, i from excessive timidity, or rather bashfulness,

and won himself a name and fortune there, the g the country-bred youth had preferred to take

former, with an old-fashioned easiness of temper, i all his meals by himself, and to skulk in and out
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of the house by side doors, to encountering that i would endure her saucy insolence no longer.

unknown and wonderful creature—a young lady. i Such his valorous resolves. His timid practice

Perhaps it was an instinctive feeling thaticontinued to be precipitate flight at the least

members of this genus are as dangerous as they i rustle of a silken petticoat, whenever flight was

are beautiful, that filled him with undefinedfipossible. I am ashamed of such inconsistency

dread of proximity—it might have been that, or Q in a hero, but people seldom carry out resolutions

it might have been simple rustic bashfulness: i any better, so I trust they will be lenient to a

but at all events the only desire he evinced, g fellow sinner.

with regard to Nellie, was to keep out of her Meanwhile, Nellie, unaware of the revolution

way. i that was progressing in the mind of her victim,

Of course the young lady was not long in dis- 2 was gathering more and more audacity from his

covering this determination on the youth’s part, 2 apparent total submission. Like a little poodle

and from that time she did not want for amuse- at sight of a flying foe, her valor rose in exact

ment. Her merriment was constantly excited, i proportion to her security, and she grew so

by observing the hurried retreat of her cowardly ‘ saucy and aggressive, as to be almost unbearable.

foe to the friendly covert of pantry, cellar, or 5 Not content with routing the enemy at pleasure,

stable, at her approach; and nothing delighted § she sometimes amused herself by cutting off his

her spirit of mischief more, than by sallyingsretreat, and many a forced parley, where the

forth suddenly twenty times a day, to put the E talking, however, was all on one side, was poor

enemy to ignominious flight. Seldom was poor ? Nathan obliged to hold in some narrow exposed

Nathan allowed to enjoy a meal without having i pass of entry or stairway.

to drop his knife and fork at least once, during ‘ One evening, just before dark, the young man

its course, to take refuge in some neighboring § was engaged in the homely, but useful oflice of

hiding-place, till the coast was again clear. 3 drivingthc cows home from pasture, when Nellie,

Rarely did he escape from back or side dooriand Nathan's sister, Priscilla, who had been

without being made aware, by some saucy token, ‘ taking a walk together, encountered him at the

that a. pair of roguish eyes were watching him i cross-roads not far from the house.

from window, or porch. Even when at work in z Miss Priscilla stepped forward and joined her

the fields, a little, jaunty form sometimes trip-shrother; and Nellie, nothing loath, followed.

ped by with bright eyes looking defiance, or a i There could be little continued conversation be

fresh, merry voice was heard singing odd scraps E tween the brother and sister, as the extreme

of mocking songs. In the farm-yard he was no $ deafness of the latter required too violent efforts

more secure; for no sooner did Nellie’s eagle i on the part of the person ambitious of reaching

eye detect his form moving about there, than g her tympanum, to be long of duration, or often

down she came, and perching herself on the i repeated. So, in a little while, the whole party

fence, wanted to know “when he was going to marched on behind the cows in solemn silence.

appoint that afternoon to teach her to milk, as i At last, Nellie, overcome by the ludicrousness of

he had so faithfully promised?" Of course this § the situation, burst into a laugh, in which, to her

promise only existed in the imagination of the i surprise, she was joined by Nathan, after a few

relentless tease; Nathan’s patience was sorely E moments’ inward struggle.

tried. Q “What is it? what is it?” inquired Miss Pris

Now, notwithstanding all I have admitted about i cilla, in the eager manner of deaf people, “what

Nathan’s senseless bashfulness, ho was a good, i are you talking about?”

sturdy, manly fellow. Most men, even the “We have not said anything yet,” answered

bravest, have their cowardly points. I willtNellic. “I am laughing at the good thing Mr.

even venture to say there is something every Nathan is going to say.”

man is afraid of, and I am sure there is more ‘ Nathan closed his lips firmly, as though re

sense in being afraid of a woman than manyEsolved no good thing should by chance slip

other things, for, there is nothing more danger- through, a prudent precaution, but apparently

ous, as too many of us have found out; but, in i uncalled for.

time, Nathan‘s timidity waned before his righte- 5 “Well, Mr. Nathan," continued Nellie, after a

ous wrath, at Nellie's audacious persecution. He pause, "since you have determined not to say

mentally passed a series of spirited resolutions. 5 that good thing to me, I have a great mind to

He would let this bold, forward girl know that 3 say some pretty things to you. Do you know,"

he admired, as little as he respected her. He { pursued the incorrigible tease, as she simpered

would give her to understand that his personal i with affected afi'ectation. “Do you know, sir,

freedom was not to be thus interfered with. He 5 that, ever since I first saw you, I have been
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determined to make a conquest of your youthful coming, as they generally did, after a hard day’s

afl'ections‘!" ; work in the fields, got up within herself quite a

“And pray, Miss," exclaimed Nathan, roused warm, little indignation-meeting about it; but

at last to righteous indignation, “how do youishe did not express her thoughts aloud, and

propose to effect that end ‘3" g nothing of the kind ever seemed to suggest itself

“How?” drawled Nellie. “Why, by assur- g to Nathan, or the others, for that matter. All

ance to be sure—assurance, the most new— i seemed to agree that he was to do everything:

fashioned of the virtues." §mend all the breakages, carry about all the

“Being aplain man myself," returned Nathan, 5 heavy things that are eternally wanting moving

stnrdily, “1 am so simple in my tastes as to in every family, bring the wood, pump the water,

prefer to all others the old-fashioned virtue of i make up the fires and the accounts, wheel up his

modesty." i mother's chair, read the papers to his father, and

A reproof so well timed and cutting could not 3 shout to his sister all that everybody said: in

well fail to be felt. Adeep blush of mortification short, such a variety of “odd jobs” as would

flushed Nellie‘s cheek, and, for once in her life, i have appalled David himself. This Napoleon of

she had no repartee ready. Indeed, I doubt “chores,” however, achieved them all with a

whether the totally dissimilar case of the uuex- large, careless kind of ease, that almost made

pected development of the powers of speech re- you sorry you could think of nothing more for

corded in Scripture, astonished Baalam as much \ him to do.

as this modern miracle astonished Nellie. Shes Little by little, Nellie formed such an esti

was so taken aback, that she was glad to escape ‘ mate, both of the heart and mind of this country

to the house, with Miss Priscilla, who was iuqnir- youth, as made her blush wheneyer she remem

ing, in an excited manner, what they were say- i bered how she had treated him. She would

ing. a now as soon have thought of stepping upon the

From this time Nathan appeared to Nellie in 3 woolsack, and pulling off the Lord Chancellor's

a new light. That he should have had the s wig, by way ofa joke, as of attempting to make

courage, in spite of the effort it cost him, to ad- 2 game of Nathan. And, humiliated by the re

ministor so sharp a reproof to her, increased her collection of her past impertinence, she grew as

respect for him. She saw there was something i modest, at least in Nathan’s presence, as even

in him besides awkward bashfulness. She saw, éhis old-fashioned notions on that point could

too, that he by no means admired, or even demand.

respected her. Of course, under these circum- \ Women are queer creatures about certain

stances, it was her first natural instinct, both as 2 things. If Nathan had sought her, or appeared

coquet, and woman, to change his way of think- g to admire her, Nellie would have led him a

ing; therefore, from this time, what had been a 3 pretty rig, and then laughed at and despised

mere childish love of teasing, changed intoafirm i him. But as be avoided her, and seemed to

determination to win this scornful youth’s regard, 2really have no feeling for her, but one of min

or, at least, admiration. ggled dislike and contempt, she thought of him

Her views were aided by a change in Nathan’s night and day, and often could have cried for

habits, for, instead of taking the same pains, as S vexation to find she could not please him. Con

heretofore, to avoid her, he resumed his place in S sequently Nathan ceased to represent to her a

the family as before her coming. He seemed to i bashful, country boy; he represented the man

either despise his former weakness, or to feel a l too proud to seek her, too superior to admire.

contempt for a foe too mean to demand the vigi- i If Nathan perceived anything of this change

lance with which he had hitherto guarded him- sin her feelings, he did not betray any conscious~

self. Nellie had now an opportunity of seeing 3 ness of it; he was consistent, at all events, for

him in his true light. She saw him devotediy E in spite of her beauty, and grace, and pretty,

loved and respected by his family, and the i winning ways, he seldom appeared conscious of

generous warmth with which his affection was her presence. He never talked with her, though

requited. She saw his never-wearied good- sometimes she did think she caught him looking

nature, with the never-ending calls of father, ‘ at her, or smiling furtively at some of her merry

mother and sister on his services, never ex- nonsense with other members of the family.

hausted. It was, “Nathan do this, or that for That was her only encouragement, and the

me,” from one week's end to the other; and, \ weeks passed by, and the summer was gone, '

great as was the demand, Nathan’s kindness and l and the time for her return home at hand.

willingness were as great. Sometimes, Nellie,§ On the evening before she was to leave, she

obserringths number and variety of these claims, > went, about dusk, into the little field back of

ra,
 



,'~,”/, '/Idz~¢~ ,, U ~-,,,” ' ..,,, ,,- p "A," Mw,” ,,,,,,.-,~”,,~V-w,,,,,’,,MVM,MMM...R_MV.M

126 LOVE.

, M," /”,-WNN.-,{,/,,.~,,M»”,,~~M/ ~,,4~,m 

the house, to caress, for the last time, a liltle€ Whether the country lover would have been

cosset lamb, of which she had grown very fond, table to convince her, to her entire satisfaction,

and, feeling rather low and melancholy, she put 3 was not proved, at that time; for just as he had

her arms about. the creature‘s neck, and was got to fourthly in the argument, Miss Priscilla

shedding some childish, sentimental tears, and appeared at the fence, peering curiously at them

murmuring something very silly abouh“no one i through the twilight, and exclaiming,

missing her when she was gone, except poor,i “Dear me, what can you two be doing out

little cosset,” when hearing a slight noise she there in the dark, and on the wet grass! You’ll

looked up, and saw Nathan, standing with his catch the rheumatism, both of you."

arms folded, looking at her. 3 “Mr. Nathan is trying to convince me he likes

Nellie would have been no true-hearted woman, glambs," replied Nellie, demurely, “and I can’t

if rage had not instantly filled her soul at the Q believe him.”

idea of having her sentimentalizing scrutinized, 3 “Well, you hadn’t ought to, dear, he never

and perhaps understood; so, true to this feminine g touches lamb when he can get beef."

instinct, she turned sharply on the intruder, i Nellie laughed, and stooped to give her pet

“Well, Mr. Nathan, I don’t know what you i one last caress, before following Miss Priscilla to

want, spying round that way!" Having madetthe house. On the way thither, Nathan con

which vixinish speech, she seemed ready to burst i tinucd his arguments in an under-tone; while

into tears. Miss Priscilla held forth on the absurdity of

“I don't know why you are angry with me, .choosing such a time and place to discuss the

Nellie," said Nathan, sadly, as he drew nearer, Emerita of beef and mutton, and announcing

“you never had less cause; forit' you are grieved Q sharply, that if they “carried on” that way,

at parting with your poor, little, pet lamb, think 3 they would not. live long to eat either.

how I must feel at losing mine, forever." Q What Nathan’s final arguments were, and

Nellie looked up in surprise. gwhen he found time to state them, I never

“Of course you don’t understand me.” con- i ascertained; but that Nellie heard them, and

tinned he, “and it’s nonsense to talk about it, Sfound them sound, is probable; for soon after

but often when I have seen you fondling thatgher return home, Nathan astounded his father

little creature, I have thought of my name-sake \ and family by taking a trip to Boston: and soor

in the Scriptures, and how, like him, I had tooiafter that the engagement between the young

my one little ewe lamb, though hidden deep in g people was generally known. Of course every

my secret heart. Oh, Nellie, I know well enough i body was taken by surprise at Ncllie’s choice,

that you have never thought of me. I have t and no one more so than her father, at first;

never dreamed of any return—but it has been i but being greatly pleased with the unassuming,

such a happiness to me simply to love you—it l straightforward manners of his son-in-law that,

has been like the opening ofa new world to me— ‘ hoped-to-be, and finding in him all the moral

it. has been gazing into heaven; and to morrow I grequisites for making a woman happy, he went

must return to earth!" 3 to work like a man of sense and smoothed the

“Oh, Nathan, you do not, you cannot possibly \ way to matrimony by the donation of a fine

love me," cried Nellie, all of a tremble, “you ~ farm; where, in course of time, Nellie, the flirt,

have never said anything to inc—I thought you was gradually transformed into one of the

 hated me—I cannot believe it—I cannot " ksweetest and loveliest of wives and mothers.

“There is no need you should,” said Nathan, l She declares herself happy to her heart’s con

“since that would not alter the case." , tent, and almost the only tears that have visited

“I wish you would not take things for granted i her eyes, since her marriage, have been those

so," said Nellie, pet-tishly. “Whether it would > that rise there, when she says, with a voice trem

alter the case or not, I should like to be con- i bling with tenderpassion, “Nobody but myself

vineed." i knows how good and noble Nathan is!”

LOVE: FROM THE GERMAN.

No fire or coal, - As when two souls,

So fiercely glows, Together meet.

As secret love,
Bef heart,Which no one knows. YQSIBmTI-ior set,

And you shall see

Love can‘t forget. o. w. n.
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No rose, no pink,

Can bloom so sweet,
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“Goon morning, Mrs. Nichols.” short, with all her social brightness, and win

“Gcod morning, Mr. Wilcox," echoed the soft‘ ning courtesy, she might not, were the tempta

voice of the lady, as she stood in the window, \ tion strong enough, have been guilty of a great

and pulled away one of the woodbine bells from i wrong, or meanness, is more than I can venture

the vine that matted it with jewels. \ to deny; and you, reader, if you are an acute

The gentleman lifted his head with a grace * student of human nature, will understand of how

that would have done honor to the court of atfcw individuals this can be denied; and if you

grand monarch, then he lightly gave the reins § are a loving student of this same nature, and

of the noble animal on which he had just sprung, God forbid you should be otherwise, the know

while the lady‘s eyes followed him, as he dashed i ledge will not embitter your heart, but rather

down the road. He was a striking, rather than s stimulate your pity and charity for your fellow

a handsome man, for his dark hair, eyes, com- 5 man. But, to return to my heroine, at eighteen

plexion and moustache, gave rather a stern ex- ‘ she met the man who certainly struck her fancy,

prcssion to his face. He had a remarkably fine § and, mayhap, sounded her heart deeper than any

figure; tall, lithe, well developed limbs: and he g other had ever done. Rucl Wylie was in his

was still young, not more than thirty: a. man i twenty fourth year when he visited his aunt at

with such bearing and presence as would be apt S Longwood, and first met with Rosaline Wayne.

to strike a woman‘s fancy. But the lady, the 3 He was always an intense admirer of a certain

lady who stood by the window of that brown Q kind of beauty, and became desperately enamored

manorial-looking residence which rose so stately ‘ of the lady at first sight.

among its evergreens of pine, and spruce, and In less than two months they were engaged,

hemlock: she was a dainty, dainty little woman, and would probably have been shortly married;

with lips like spring rose-buds, and eyes like but the young gentleman was poor, though of

some blue wood-spring, with long, thick curls of good family, and he was about to sail for South

golden hair, and the whitest arms and hand. America. on mercantile business.

Kosaline, or Rose, as she was usually called, So with many vows of eternal constancy on

and the name was no misnomer in her age, for both sides they departed. Shortly afterward both

it just suited. The pretty little creature had no ‘ Rosaline‘s parents died, and she went to reside

great depth of intellect, perhaps not of heart, with an aunt, at whose home she first met Hugh

still, she was, on the whole, an average sort of iNichols, “Hugh Nichols, Esq,” as they called

woman, just the kind that men are most apt to him on Wall street.

get in love with, rave about, to swear, it may be He was a rich man, both by inheritance and

to shoot each other over. i his own good business tact, for he was now a

A very few words will comprise all of her his- i bachelor of thirty-seven, but his hitherto unsus

tory it is necessary for you to know. She was i ceptible heart succumbed at once to the charms

the only daughter of a New England farmer, g of the dainty little village maiden.

pelted and spoiled from her youth. i At first, Hugh Nichols did not find his suit a

At eighteen she was as perfect a little coquette g very successful one, although he had the influence

as every blossomed in the quiet atmosphere of a E of all the lady's friends in his behalf; but the

New England farm house, being vain of herimemory of her absent lover grew fainter in Rosa

beauty, and prizing herself mostly for the num-‘gline’s soul as his letters grew fewer; and the

her of offers she had received. Selegant home and its beautiful surroundings,

She was warm-hearted, impulsively generous, Qwhich the rich man promised her, began to

and could be roused by a tale of suffering to i occupy her imagination.

make a great sacrifice for others. Then the little girl-woman was beset on all

But, whether she could have made an enduring 3 sides by her friends, who thought it would be

one, whether she would not have subordinated 5 madness to let such an opportunity slip.

the interests of her dearest friends to the grati- S At last, her consent made Hugh Nichols the

fication of her own petty vanity, whether, in i happiest of men, and two years hadlzlflosaline
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called him husband, when one morning her old 3 enjoy music at all, though he‘s always ready to

lover presented himself before her. § get it for the; and as for poetry, he’d much

The mistress of that stately mansion turned ‘ rather be poring over his lodgers than hear me

from the window, and walked, with a clouded tread it. Then it’s precious little he cares for

forehead, up and down her magnificent drawing- i beautiful scenery,

room' ‘A primrose by tho river’s brim,

“How handsome Rue] looked, even better than ‘ A yellow primrose is to him,

he did before he went to South America," mur- % And h' is nothing more"

mured the lady. "I declare, it has brought up We are not in the least congenial. I feel it more

all the past before me so vividly, and I could not 3 to-day, after seeing Ruel, than I ever did before.

believe, as I sat by his side, that three years had E Ah, if I’d only known—if I‘d only waited: but I

rolled by since last I was there, and that for two i was so young and so easily influenced by others.

of these I have been a wife." Sll'ell, it‘s too late to mourn now; but with all

She did not pronounce the name with atender 3 your wealth, and with your husband that's so

and triumphant joy, which comes so beautifully s fond and proud of you; with many to envy you

from the lips of a young wife, but sadly, almost 5 year circumstances and your station, are you,

bitterly. E this day, Rosaline Nichols, a happy woman? Oh,

“How different, our meeting was from ouridear, there comes Hugh!” and the lady started

parting! That was at the old garden-gate, ; as she heard the sharp, quick sound of footfalls

where he held me so fondly to his heart, and E on the front steps: but her brow did not brighten.

left me with his kisses and his blessings: andg “Well, how does my little puss feel to-day?"

now he only took my hand and congratulated E asked the loud, cheerful voice of Hugh Nichols,

me on my marriage, but the words didn’t come a as he bustled into the drawing-room and caught

from his heart. I could tell they didn’t, and I a: his young wife in his arms, and lifting her up,

knew when his eyes rested on me that he had 2 kissed her on either check.

not forgotten. I wonder how I looked this morn He was a loud, bustling sort of man, tall

ing?" and the lady paused before the long mir- s and corpulent, and, on the whole, good-looking,

ror, whose gilded top touched the ceiling; herithough there was a certain coarseness in the

brow cleared a little as she stood there, and 3 lines of his face, and a physiognomist would

gazed on her own sweet picture. Her morning- i have read his character very readily.

robe of sky-blue silk, with the pretty Honiton Q He was a thorough business man, with ready,

lace collar running round its neck, especially §t110ugh not keen wit, with a good deal of social

became her very fair complexion, and she S ban homme, and that off-hand good-humor which

threaded her white fingers through her curls, Egives a man in clubs the reputation of “good

that were like the gold of that October morning, i WHOM"

looking just the sweet, girlish thing she did on g His complexion was florid; his eyes and hair

that night when Rucl had kissed her at the gar- , dark; his features were large and agreeable

den-gate. t “There, Hugh," pettishly exclaimed the young

“I couldn’t help jesting him a little just for % wife, as she smoothed her rumpled dress, "just

curiosity, about those beautiful South American i see what you‘ve done. I do wish you would be

women; and I understood what answer that sadta little less rough in your movements. You

smile meant. Ah, Rue], Ruel!" and now there i really give my nerves a terrible jar when you

were tears in the lady's blue eyes, and she g bustle into the room, and catch hold of me after

paused and drew a little circle of violets from a i this fashion.”

cushion of moss, that sat on the marble table in g “Do I, my dear little dumpling? Well, it's

a basket of Sevres china, and tore the sweet g too bad. Promise to make up this time, and I’ll

flowers to pieces with her impatient fingers, as E agree not to attend again," and the gentleman

she kept on her walk up and down the room. E put down his face for a kiss of reconciliation.

“I don’t know how I came to marry Hugh. g It was given, but so cold and indifl'erently,

Yes, I do though, aunt Electa and all the rest 5 that if Hugh Nichols had been a more sensitive

of them would give me no peace, just because 3 or exacting husband, it would have struck like

he was a rich man: and I am a rich lady now.” 1 ice into his soul.

She glanced with a gloomy dissatisfaction over i “Got the blues to-day, puss?” he asked,

her gorgeous parlor. “Hugh is a good, kindibending down, and searching the clouded face,

husband, but after all, he isn’t my ideal. I g for this was a mental epidemic to which Hugh

want something of grace and chivalry, and deli- E Nichols considered his wife particularly liable.

cats appreciation that isn’t in him. He doesn’t 5 “Yes, I don't much care what becomes of me."

Ill)
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“Oh, come now, don't give up after that "Well, betwixt my calls, and headache, and

fashion What makes her feel so bad to-day ?” Q music, I haven’t had any time to attend to them

and he seated himself on an ottoman, and pulled i this week. Perhaps I can next. If I don’t, I’ll

the lady on his knee just as one might a vexed E put the seamstress at it.”

child. Just then the bell rang for dinner, and the

“Nothing particular as I know of. Don’t dis‘ g husband and wife went down stairs together;

turb yourself about me, Hugh.” and though Mrs. Nichols' ill-humor was half '

“Well. I‘ve got some news for you that'llsdissipated by'the thought of the beautiful pony

drive the blues into next week, at least. Guess 3 her husband had promised her, the pleasure was

 

III

what it is. pet." ggreatly neutralized by the thought that Rue!

“I can’t, Hugh. I never was good at guess- i Wylie was such a fine horseman, had that her

ing." ‘Shusband, instead of that gentleman, would ride

“Now don‘t tell me that, you dear, littleiout with her to-morrow.

Yankee: there never was anything in the worldQ “It is a plain gold ring, Rosaline, and you

at which you weren’t good, if you’d only a mind Q will wear it for the sake of old times, I am sure."

to he.” i They sat together in the drawing-room, Ruel

“Thank you for the compliment. Now dogand Itosaline Nichols, that October afternoon,

tell me what it is, Hugh?” with a_faint show of 3 whose wondrous mellow beauty was the latest

interest. imiracle of the year. The earth lay still and

“I've been buying a certain naughty little i glorified under her banners of mist and her pil

girl, the finest little Oregon pony to be found in ' lars of sunlight. There was no stir among the

the state. She is a perfect beauty, black asgforest leaves that afternoon, a gift sent and

night, and graceful as a young fawn. Oh, my 5 sanctified of God to the earth, over whose face

love. I long to see you on her.” % seemed, for a moment, to slumber the curse that

The lady’s brow brightened. “ Hugh, you are \ once woke up the echoes of the Eden, “Cursed

a good soul. How much I shall think of that i is the ground for thy sake.”

pony!" “No, Mr. Wylie, I do not think my husband

“Yes, and to-morrow afternoon, if it’s plea- would be willing I should receive and wear such

sant, you and I are to have our first ride. I’ve a gift from any gentleman, so you will accept

bought you a new cap, with plumes, to match ; my thanks for it, and excuse me for refusing it

your riding-habit, and it will be sent home to- i for his sake," and with true wifely dignity, Mrs.

night." §Nichols put back the ring in the gentleman's

“Goody! goody!" She clapped her white i band; when there pleaded for its acceptance a

hands with a momentary etfervescence of delight. very tender voice in the depths of her own heart.

"Won’t. I be glad to let Mrs. Wilson see me! “Ah, Rosaline, I had once hoped to place an

Our riding-master says I am a better equestrian other ring there, and "

than she is now.” “Hush, hush,” interrupted the young wife,

“To be sure you are, my dear. You look and there was a tremor of fear in her voice, and

much finer on horseback than she ever pro-ta flush half of indignation, half of some other

tended to.” i feeling in her cheek. “Whatever we were then,

“Not in her husband’s eyes, I presume; there, gyou know I am now the wife of Mr. Nichols, and

Hugh, don’t lean your arm so heavily on my 5 as such I can never hear any allusions to the

shoulder. I wonder if you think I’m made of past. You must never forget this, Mr. Wylie,

iron or wood, or some other iasentient material?" t as surely as I never shall.”

“No, my dear, I think you’re made of the Ruel Wylie rose up with a sigh. He looked

daintiest flesh and blood that ever was put into' down with a feeling of new veneration on his

one of Eve's daughter's! But, my dear, have' beautiful hostess, and man of the world as he

you marked my handkerohiefs this morning? was, and irresistible as he deemed himself to all

You know you promised.” t women, he felt that here he could go no further,

“80 I did, but I forgot all about it. I wish gthat whatever feelings Mrs. Nichols might still

you would hire them done, Hugh. Every few g entertain for the love of her youth, they would

months you get a new dozen, and then I‘m t be buried in her own soul; that she would be

bothered about the marking.” Q true, even in word. to the husband of her election.

“Oh, no, daisy, I don’t wear out more thani And to the honor, the everlasting honor of

two dozen handkerchiefs a year, and I do like i Rosaline Nichols, be these words written; one

to see your handwriting on them, it’s such a i great temptation was placed before her, and she

dainty little hand.” 5 resisted it

Von. XXXV.—9

(/WV/{Vvl‘tl

 

~,,1vvv¢////,//,¢/

IJIII

1,111.“.r\



 NNVIWM -v\v.»,,-,,/~»r/.”’/.' “W,

130 NOT SATISFIED. .

She was as fond as any other woman of admi- § somehow I feel as if the soft touch of your

ration and affection. She had only to look into i fingers would soothe and cool it.”

the eyes of her former lover to assure herselfl Under ordinary circumstances Mrs. Nichols

that there was no lack of either in his feelings § would have complied with this request, but her

toward her. But for womanly pride and wifely 5 whole soul was jarred and embittered by the

honor she would receive them not. 5 events of the afternoon, and her husband's en—

So Ruel Wylie took the hand she gave him at g trance had been most inopportune.

parting, with the respect due to tloe wife of an- As it was, however, she answered coldly, “I

other man, and gravely bowed, and pressed his \ can’t do your head any good, Hugh, as I’m not

lips upon it. i used to turning nurse. If it aches, you can go

“Good-bye, Mrs. Nichols: for the sake of the k down and get Rachel to bathe it for you."

past we may be friends." Hugh Nichols rose up. Ills wife had stung

“Always friends,” echoed the lady’s soft voice: him at last, for fond as he was of her, and in

and he felt it would be nothing more. dulgent to her humors, he was not usually on

“Oh, dear, dear! I wish he hadn’t come.- I easily led or weak man.

would I hadn’t seen him,” murmured the little “Rosaline,” he said, almost sternly, “when

lady, as she paced up and down her chamber, lyour head has ached, and you told me of it, I

with the tears staining her cheeks, and quick 3 would sooner have cut off my right hand than

sobs heaving her breast. i answered you thus,” and he left the room.

“It was so hard to refuse that ring, and it§ Mrs. Nichols' conscience smote her so much

would have been easy enough to deceive Hugh E for amoment, that she was halfinclined to spring

about it, for he‘s not very penetrating at the g after her husband and beg his pardon; but her

best. 3 own selfishness triumphed.

"But I am his wife, and I couldn‘t make up 3 “If his head does ache, so does my heart, and

- my mind to tell a lie, or even deceive him when § 1 call"- Wllit on him MW,” 5116 multel'fll t0 her—

he has such confidence in me. 3 Elf

“I don’t love my husband though, I don’t§ Mr. Nichols did not present himself at supper,

believe I do the least bit in the world; and Ilflfld the domestic Enid 110 had gone up to his

should have been happier to have lived in a cot- 3 "tom, and was in '1 sound sleep: 50 his Wife 0011—

tage, and on a crust with Rue], than to be the 30105811 “0% to "like him

mistrcss of all this splendor. Q In the evening, some friends came out from

“How handsome he looked! how my heart. i the city. As Mr. Niehols’ residence was only a

ached as I bade him good-bye—there, there goes 5 few miles from this, the hostess was occupied

Hugh‘s ring of‘ the bell,” and a bitter, almost g until a late hour with her guests; and on being

fearful expression darkened the lady’s face. Eapprised of their arrival, her husband had sent

“I‘m beginning almost to loathe—I believe yet t down the apology that he was too ill to see them;

[shall hate him.” i “and turned over had gone right off to sleep

There came the sound of heavy feet along the E again,” muttered the domestic, in an undertone,

hall, and the next moment the door was abruptly y to Mrs. hichols. Whcreupon, that lady though:

thrust open. gher husband very discourteous to herself and

“Oh, Hugh, I think you might have courtesy t her company.

enough to knock at the door, before you storm g After they left, however, she again sent up to

my chamber in that way,” was the ungracious 2 his room, to learn how he was, and received in

recep‘tiqp phich met‘tfhq glpntleman. imply that “he was no better, and didn’t wish to

“ e , ’m sorry 1 urst in upon you, but be disturbed again until morning.”

to tell the truth, I’m quite worn out," and Mr. g “How very unusual it is for Hugh to send

Nichols threw himself into his wife’s cushioned l me such an unkind message!” murmured Mrs.

easygchatikii. LL‘Do coupe here, 1Rosaline." I ENichols, that night, as she drew the pins from

“ 0, an you; i you cioose to sit, feelzher golden hair, “I presume he was offended

more like walking; only I must beg you not to 2 because I made him such a reply when he told

talk to me.” ‘ me his head acbed. Well, I can’t help it now,

“Why, Rosy, you’re in a bad-humor to-night, tand I guess it will all be right. in the morn

I think," leaning his head heavily against the g ing.”

cushions. But, the next morning, Mr. Nichols was an‘

“Very possibly.” able to leave his bed, and made such incoherent.

“Well, do dear, come here, put your hand on E replies to his wife, when she visited his chamber,

my head. It burns and aches horribly, and i that she immediately concluded he could not be
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in his right. mind, and, in much alarm. sent for > don’t die and leave your Rosie!" and so, parting

sphysician. ,away the damp hair in his dying hour, as she

The doctor looked grave on seeing the sick 5 had never done in his living ones, Rosaline

man, and said that he was threatened withlNichols made her cry over her husband. Alas!

typhoid fever, and the words struck a cold terror s alas! how many such vain cries have been made

into the heart of Rosaline Nichols. i over dying bedsides; but the guest that, sooner

Two weeks had passed, passed amid tlnctua- § or later, crosses every threshold, was entering,

tions of hope and fear, such as the anxious E and all his wealth would not buy back one hour

watchers by the bedside of that terrible fever S of life to Hugh Nichols.

can best understand. For most of the time, Mr. E Once he opened his eyes, and smiled faintly on

Nichols seemed in a state of stupor, although he his wife. She put her arms around his neck,

had occasional seasons of wakefulness, and rare and begged him not to leave her, with words that

lucid intervals. His wife had watched most g showered the cheeks of every listener with tears.

tenderly over him night and day, until the bloom S A look of agony came over his face; and the

had left her cheek, and the light was quenched E clergyman, who stood by, bowed himself in

in her blue eyes. 5 prayer, and the dying man's eyes softened as he

Memory and remorse had been very busy in 5 heard him, and there was faith and hope in his

the heart. of the young wife, and she had made 5 face, as he looked upward; but just as the prayer

many blessed resolves for the time when Hugh E closed, the soul of Hugh Nichols went down to

should be well again: and then, once in a while, t the river—the river where all life flows unto

a thought would rush across her soul, a thought l death. Oh! blessed be God, the river over which

so terrible that it seemed to palsy both heart and i all true life passes to the shores of eternal rest.

brain. and she would moan out wildly, uOh! A year and a half had passed. It was a beauti

God, not that—~spare him! spare him!” ful evening in the early May. The stars filled

But at the end of two weeks there was no E the sky with their illuminated lettering, and the

abatement of the fever, and all perceived, what 3 young moon laid her golden sickle on the

the young woman would not admit, that the suf~ i azure sky. The apple trees, clothed with white

fer-er was rapidly failing. A consultation ofiblossoms, looked like tents pitched in the dis

doetora was held that evening: and when they g tattoo, and the winds sent up sweet, fresh fra

had all left, the old family physician sent for g grance from the woods. Mrs. Nichols’ parlor

Mrs. Nichols to tell her the result. Ewas lighted that evening almost for the first

She entered the room with so much eager 3 time since 1101‘ husband's death, and on a divan

anxiety in her eyes, and with such a worn, white l in one of the alcoves, sat Ruel Wylie and Mrs.

face, and the bright golden hair put away in t Nichols. She looked very beautiful in her half

heavy wrinkles from the smooth forehead, that, imourning, and there was a soft flush on the

looking on her, the old man was strangely glady’s check that reminded her companion of

touched. 5 the days of his early wooing: and although nine

“Now, doctor, what do they all think of my y years lay between that time and this, the bloom

husband—that he will be better very soon ?” She g there now was fair as it was then.

asked the question with touching childish eager-E “How beautiful the moon is to-night! and

\

.~.~,/,

ness. ;she looks in upon us with her old smile. Ah!

“My dear child," said the old man, “it grieves g Rosaline, have you forgotten that night under

my heart to tell you; but—” - lthe willow?”

She understood him, and a shriek burst fromi “I have not forgotten it,” echoed the soft,

her lips that rang through the house, and stirred i fluttering voice of the lady.

the stupor of the dying man; then she stood still, :3 “And now, Rosalinc, my heart must speak the

white and paralyzed. secret. it has held so long and heavily. Believe

“Oh! Hugh. I can’t. let you go, I can’t!" mur me, that young love was the love of my life, and

toured the stricken wife, as, an hour later, she g though I have met many women, beautiful, no

stood by her husband’s bedside. “You’ve been E complished and high-horn, yet none of them

such a good, kind, tender husband to me; you've i has ever taken the place of the little girl who

pelted, and watched over, and cared for myglaid her golden head on my breast under the

lightest. wish: and how can I live without you 5 apple boughs that night. And, Rosaline, tell

now? Do get well, Hugh, so that I can show 3 me if this long, silent affection does not now de

you how sorry I am that I’ve not made a better g serve some recompense ?”

wife; that I've been so careless, and cruel, and E And so with such tender, poetic words, as ever

so indifl'crent to all your kindness. Oh! Hugh, 3 win the hearts of the daughters of men, he won
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the beautiful widow; though for a year after her i more upon the pair wedded for the love of their

husband's death she had mourned him sincerely, \ youth.

and resolved in her soul never, never to weari It is late breakfast time, and Mrs. Wylie sits

any name but his! ibeforé her silver urn, seeming in her lilac silk

Once, it is true, a thought of him came darkly i robe with its dainty blue linings, scarcely older

over her new happiness that night. ithan when we saw her last, and yet her face

“Oh, Ruel!” exclaimed the impulsive little E does not wear the light and joy which we might

woman, with the tears bubbling into her blue 3 fancy for the wife of Ruel Wylie

eyes, “what would Hugh say if he knew this?”§ He sits opposite, and that tasteful worsted

And Ruel soothed and comforted her, as the E dressing~gown is certainly most becoming to his

living love can comfort for the dead one. s tall, fine figure. He is busily engaged with the

And somewhat after this fashion were the i morning paper, and takes his cup hastily from

young lover‘s thoughts that night, as he rode % his wife, and bows without speaking.

home through the still country. ; Two minutes later he does speak, however,

“Well, I’m a happy man anyhow, this night. @and in anything but a bland tone,

I shall have one of the handsomest wives inE “What miserable stuff this cofl'ee is, Rosaline!

Christendom, and that‘s worth a great deal to a 3 Really, it’s PrOVOlKiDg that a man Oflll'l have a

man that values beauty as much as I do. And i decent breakfast." Ruel is a great epicure, his

I always did think more of Rosaline—bless her 3 wife has discovered this long ago.

dear, little soul! than of any other woman, and 3 “Well, really, not occupying the position of

if I don’t do all I can to make her happy I shall 5 cook here, I don’t know that I’m responsible for

be a great scamp. ithe cofl'ee, besides, you know, I shall have to

“Then what a ‘snug nest’ I shall set myself drink it as well as you.”

into. Nichols' estate was valued at least a hun- i “If you are not cook, Rosaline, I believe you

dred thousand, and that is no small considera~ E are mistress, and as such I do hold you slightly

tion to a follow that ill-fortune has dodged alliresponsible for the state in which our meals

her life. i come up to us."

“Well, anyhow, she could not have done me as “Well, I wish, in future, you would make

greater favor, nor herself either, than to have i your complaints to the cook. It will save me a

married that Nichols; and didn't he die just in i great deal of annoyance, and so long as I pro

tho nick of time? ‘ Q vide the table I think I do my share.”

“You‘re a knave, Ruel Wylie, to allow such a E Rosaline regretted these words had passed her

thought to cross your brain, but as it’s gotten in g lips the next moment, for she knew that nothing

there, you may as well take a cigar on it, and ; irritated her husband so much as any allusion

console yourself that you are not marrying for i to the money which she had brought him. But

interested motives, because you selected Rosa- ‘ the thing was done. He looked up with a glare

line Wayne, above all other women, when she i in his eyes that almost startled her, and she saw

hadn’t a dollar in the world; and now if Rosa- 3 him knowing his under lip to keep down the tide

line Nichols brings you a hundred thousand of i of angry words that were in his heart.

them, you certainly have a right to rejoice over \ But Rosaline had little to fear, and she knew

that fact.” it, for Ruel Wylie was a quick tempered man,

And taking out a cigar, and whistling a tune, 3 but he did not bear malice long, and his anger

Ruel Wylie saw the city spires rise in the dis- 3 usually disappeared with a sudden explosion.

tance, and heeded not their language nor their 3 But both husband and wife being pettish and

prayer. g exacting, both having been accustomed to a

After all, do not think too harshly of him, 3 great deal of attention in their youth, neither,

reader. He did not considcr himself a selfish i of course, understood the secret of making little

man, and all men granted he was an honorable E sacrifices for the other.

one in business. He had a good deal of impul- 5 Hence they were in a state of frequent irrita

sive kind-heartedness, and he was utterly un- i hility by those discords and jars, which mar all

conscious of the vanity and selfishness that g the happiness of life.

poisoned his character, for he was the only sonE Mrs. Wylie, had she been a more judicious

of his mother, potted and flattered from his 5 woman, might have preserved harmony between

youth; and self-discipline and high principlesshcrsclt‘ and the husband whom she loved, but

of action were lessons that life had never taught her habit of petty complaining and fault-finding,

him. gwas by no means likely to conciliate a man of

Two years have passed, as we look in once i his temperament.
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"Where were you last night, Ruel?" she \~ you in a better humor to-morrow." And without

asked, in a somewhat milder tone, for that fiery > even bidding his wife good morning, the hus

glance had had its efl‘oet on her. gband left the room, slamming the door after

“I was at. the club—any objections?" For in him.

one way or another the bitterness which Rosa- 3 It stood apart, that solitary grave, in the

line’s allusion had created must have vent. Swoods, telling, amid all the awakening and re

“I presume it will be of little consequence to i joicing of the year into a new spring, its story

you whether I have or not, though one might y of death.

readily imagine a wife would feel somewhati A costly iron railing enclosed it, and a mag

lonely, to pass her evenings away here in the g nificent marble monument threw its shadows

country, while her husband was off till midnight 3 over the moss, with which careful hands had

enjoying himself in the city." tcushioned the grave; and the marble told the

"I believe you usually accompany me, Mrs. gpasser-by that Hugh Nichols, in the fortieth

Wylie, except when I go to the club; or when, gyear of his age, was buried there, that he was a

as so frequently happens, I have been unfortu< i most indulgent husband, the truest of friends,

nate enough to have incurred your displeasure, l the best of citizens.

and you refuse my invitations ” The violets, that made a dark-blue fluting

But there is no use in going into the details around the grave, were tolling their bells of

of this quarrel, petty as the folly and weakness i fragrance to the light wind, when, suddenly, the

of human nature could make it. Alas! its type i iron gate was opened, and, with a flushed cheek

may be found in so many fair homes, by so many i and hurried step, Rosaline Wylie entered the en

breakfast-tables. It ended in this wise. i closure, and threw herself down by the grave of

“Rucl, you will take me out to ride this the man who had been her husband.

morning, won't you?" asked Mrs. Wylie, as she “Ah! IIugh, dear Hugh!" she said, while

rose from the table. “It will be perfectly de- thick sobs shook her frame, “I wish you were

lightful in the woods.” ,_ back again to pet your little Rosie! You never

“I should be happy to accompany you, Rosa- i spoke a cross word to me, you never did an un

line, but I'm under an engagement in the city, kind thing to me all the days we were together,

and must be there by eleven.” i and I didn’t prize you half enough until you went

“That’s always your excuse if I want you to away and left me; and now I haven’t anybody to

do anything for me. If it was any woman but love me half so well as you did!” and here the

your wife who asked, I’m sure you'd be ready 3 sobs choked her voice, and she buried her cheek

enough to go with her.” i in the short grass, and wept bitter tears for the

“I do wish, Mrs. Wylie, you wouldn’t make i dead.

quite a fool of yourself, by such absurdities as 5 At last She grew calmer: and perhaps that fair

these. I might retort on you, that if any other springmorning, with that peaceful grave, quieted

man had asked you to sew a button on hiszsomewhat the uneasy heart of the woman.

dressing~gown, you would, most likely, have; “I'm Sure it isn’t- my fault that Ruel and I

done him the favor; but as I have the honor to don't get on well together,” she murmured to

be your husband, you have not thought it Worth é herself, “Hugh and I never had any trouble to

your trouble to oblige me," glancing at his gown, g gether, and all I want is to be understood, and

from which a button was missing. lpetted. and caressed, as my nature demands.

"Hugh never asked me to do these things, i Then, I’m sure Ruel has no right to complain.

Hugh was never so unkind to me," murmurediJust think what a fortune I brought him, and

the lady, as she sunk upon a lounge, and burst i how he has the whole management of it. Per

into tears—just those sort of angry tears which Q hops I ought not to remind him of this; but then,

only serve to irritate men further. 3 what woman could keep her temper through all

So betwixt her new allusion to her first hus- i his aggravating speeches? But I guess I’ll go

hand and the sight of her tears, the gentleman 3 home and take a ride, and I’ll dress myself in

lost what slight control he had before maintained just the prettiest way I can for Ruel to-night.

over his temper. ' ; He’s so fond of sceing me well dresser]. I know

“I declare, Mrs. Wylie, you’re enough to drive i that was only a threat of his not to return; and

a man mad. Positively I can’t stand this much if he’s in a good-humor I’ll kiss him."

longer, and if you go on in such fashion, I'll set i Then she plucked two or three violets from

sail for California, and see if I can’t find a little i Hugh’s grave, and twined them among her curls,

peace for my life. You needn’t expect me home i and went home, no wiser, no better; not dream

to-night. I hope, I sincerely hope I may find i ing that it. lay with herself to disentangle all the

M{w,,fl
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threads and make sweet harmonies out of her;

present life.

And so she had found her early love, only to

prove it a disappointment.

And, reader, is it not often so with the dreams

of time? If the cups we thirst for were lifted to

our lips, might we not find them bitterness and

sorrow? And the green fields to which we look

off with such longing eyes, full of thorns did we

 
III!III,

  

Oh! the paradises of enjoyment and rest which

our fancies build for us in this world are never

realized, and if the good gifts we crave of the

treasury of time—love, fame, 'wealth—were

showered upon us, we should still find the dis

quiet and the weariness.

Not out of, but in ourselves, must be our rest;

and the living for others, the doing good as our

hands and hearts find it to do, will alone give us

but tread them? contentment. “Open Thou our eyes that we

“Not satisfied, not satisfied!” is it not the cry may see, and our hearts that we may under

of every human soul who expects from the world stand.”

happiness, that “something it cannot give us?” i
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JENNY.

 

BY FRANCES HENRIETTA SHEFFIELD.

 

WHEN Jenny was a wee thing,

And tottled o'er the floor,

And used to hide my lavish gifts

In doll sized pinafore.

And only deigns in Grace Church

Her contrite knee to bow.

And ’tis no vulgar leather

Must bind Miss Jenny‘s prayers,

Miss Jenny wasn’t prudish,

Would kiss the grizzly phiz,

That thro’ her dainty eyeglass now

She only sees to quiz.

When Jenny was a wee thing,

And stood beside my knee,

I taught her many a lesson

01' that Friend we cannot see.

And taught her, lowly kneeling,

To lift her heart in prayer

To Him who hath the humblest

Forever in His care.

Then Jenny was a wee thing,

She’s tall and stylish now,
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She likes religion handsome

To match the dress she wears.

When Jenny was a wee thing,

Her heart was warm and true;

But now she mocks at feeling,

And truth is passe too.

Ah! Jenny is quite different

From the Jean beloved of yore,

The little curly, laughing thing

I dandled is no more.

But there's a haughty lady

That rules the world of pride,

And thinks to walk the golden streets

On the patrieian side.

"mm/WWIMl”NINNMANWII/J‘WNA

HOMEWARD BOUND.

BY MISS ELIZABETH MILLER.

HOMEWARD bound! across the ocean,

O'er the billows bright and blue!

Heaves each heart with warm emotion,

As the distant shore we view.

Home, sweet home, then land enchanted!

Fairer far than all beside;

By a thousand sweet thoughts haunted,

Memories of love and pride.

Favor, oh. ye winds. our vessel!

For her crew are homeward bound!

Yet, if need be, we can wrestle

With the storms that gather round.

For the hands work bravely over,

When the heart is busy too;

Love gives strength for all endeavor,

Love is strong to dare and do.
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Homeward bound! “'0 have been roving

O'er the World; and long away;

There were those whose tender loving

Would have lured our longer stay.

In our hearts au'oke the yearning

For the old home loved so well;

And with joy we are returning,

High with hope our bosoms swell

If this be. oh. friends. so cheering. '

Think, shall not our joy be more.

When our barks of life are nearing

Canaan‘s fair and lovely shore?

For the loved await us. yonder,

Warm embraces wait as there!

Homes from whence we need not wander,

Joys unchecked by pain or care!



‘ ALONE WITH A MANIAC.

 

BY 1"- II- STAI'FPER.

 

 I was smoking in my study at Port P . s “Yes, yes—I see. Mr. Miles—Abner Miles,”

As I leaned back in my easy-chair, I becamethe replied, taking my hint to introduce him

the subject of the most delicious vagaries. My , self at the same time that he took the chair.

senses were carried away on the wings of the§ “You are a philosopher, Mr. Reed—a me

most grotesque imagery; “castles in the air” Schauic and a genius. I know this because I

rose like magic, and long vistas of paintings and 5 have inquired; I know this because I have seen

statuary opened to my gaze at every turn, ithe light burning in your room at late hours.

Perhaps this was owing to the scgar; perhaps I have something to exhibit to you. You will

to my hat (which sat rather rakishly on my be able to understand me, your perceptives are

head.) pressing upon my organs of humor and , largely developed, your eonstructiveness very

ideality; perhaps because I was just then satis- large, your reasoning powers more than ordi

fied with the world in general, and with myself nary. I, too, am a genius. For many years I

in particular. Be that as it may, I was for once, have been devoting my attention to a new mo

matter-of‘fact man as I am, indulging in the tive power—and my labors have at last been

most absurd yet enchanting vagaries. crowned with success. You said we were alone?"

Some segars lay on the table, which, together “I did, Mr. Miles.”

with the waylcocked my head at unusual noises, “Well—you are waiting for me to expedite

revealed that I was waiting for a companion. ibusiness, ain't you?”

And so I was; I was waiting for Frank Rivers. 5 “Not particularly [so—though I expect a friend

A glorious, whole-souled fellow was Rivers; Ehere shortly.”

sensitive to afault, rather visionary in his views, g hYou do ?" asked he, glaring at me. Soon

(perhaps only so in comparison with myself,) this eyes, however, assumed their usual expres

warm, brave, impulsive, and very strong in his i sion. “You are quite complacent, Mr. Reed.”

likes and dislikes. i "Thank you,” I replied, lighting another

He was never to be cornered in an argument— g segar, and becoming slowly convinced that I

not be. His antagonist’s reasoning was warped iwas alone with a maniac.

into the most ludicrous shapes; sophistry, flash- E Taking a small box from his bosom he made

ing with the scintillations of his wit, enveloped :5 room for it on the table—shoving, as he did so,

it in her folds: and when these failed, his ring- s my books, papers, microscopes, pistols, &c.,

ing laugh, so peculiarly contagious, would carry i into a glorious heap of confusion.

him off, undefeated still, upon the strong wingst “Disarranging your table slightly, ain’t I?

of its sonorous echo. Q But never mind it."

Interest him in an argument? forsooth! you He opened the box and took out its contents.

might as well try to upset Bunker Hill Monu- It was a miniature wagon, neatly fashioned out

meat with a yard stick, or attempt to shave ., of brass and steel, with machinery about it that

yourself with a rolling-pin! i was quite a mystery to me.

While I was sitting in my reverie, I heard g Taking flhe light in one hand and the little car

footsteps coming up the stairs. i in the other, he sat down upon the floor. Giving

“There's Rivers at last!" I thought. i the fly-wheel, which was higher than the other

But it wasn't; the door opened and in stalked zwheels, and stood clear of the floor, a sudden

a man whom I had never seen before. There s twirl, the car went across the room with con

was something majestic in his tread, something g siderahle velocity. Going to the farther end of

intellectual in his countenance, something de-ithe room, he started it again. It flow across

monical in the glare of his eyes. the room, increasing in velocity as it. went, and

"Are we alone?” he asked, in a low voice, running up against the wash-hoard with a force

looking uneasily around the room. §almost suflicient to have demolished it.

"Exclusively so,” I replied, eyeing my visitor i “What do you think of that?" he asked.

with more than common curiosity. “Take a “A great invention, indeed,” I said. “But

chair, Mr. —, Mr. ‘3” '. what is the motive power?"
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“Patience, Mr. Reed. 1 am not through yet. 5

Now watch how rapidly and how beautifully its

revolves in a circle.” 3

He started the car in a circle of some four2

feet in diameter. It commenced slowly to make ‘

the circuit—then faster, faster, faster—until it

seemed to lie on the floor a large ring of polished

steel, perfectly motionless. I watched it for

about ten minutes. I was thundcr~struck; my

brain was becoming bewildered.

“Beautiful! splendid!" I cried, in ecstasy.

Mr. Miles took up the car with an evident air

of satisfaction, and placed it on the table.

“I am delighted to know that you are pleased

with it,” he said. “I was sure that you could

appreciate it. It would run for hours in that

way. A large car can be constructed on the

same principle; of course, some person must be

on board of it to control and govern its velocity.

There’s a motor, Mr. Reed! No expense—n0

cost—'no fuel, water or heated air!”

“But you have not told me what the motor is,

Mr. Miles."

“Haven’t I? Well—bend your ear over."

He glanced rapidly around the room, and there

was such a fire streaming from his eyes, that I

would not have thought it strange had there been

a smell of singed whiskers in the room!

He whispered in my ear, in a very low, soft,

dry tone,

“Quicksilver, sir!"

“Quicksilver!” I cried, halfjumping from my

chair.

“Hush—hush! For heaven’s sake exercise~

more caution. Yes, quicksilver. Look here.”

As he spoke, he unscrewed a small cap at the t

end of one of the arms in the fly-wheel, andi

poured some quicksilver out of it into the hollow a

of his hand.

“Are you convinced, Mr. Reed? These arms i

are all hollow, and partly filled with the liquid;

metal. As the wheel revolves, the quicksilver, t

in flowing from the hub to the tire, and backg

again, keeps up the motion, and increases its
with each evolution. Of course, bymadditionals

machinery, an even, regular motion could bot

obtained.”
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Astounded us I was, a thought flashed across

my brain, and I very indiscreetly out with it.

“Ah, but—Mr. Miles—how will you get it to

run up hill?”

His countenance assumed a look of blank dis

may—he pushed back the bushy hair from his

forehead—then rose abruptly to his feet.

I shrank away from the burning, maniacal

glare of his eyes.

“Up hill? Up bill? It has no business up

hill! If it has, that can soon be remedied. Not.

another objection to it, sir. Look here, Mr.

Reed-you alone possess my secret—a discovery

for which I have studied and toiled and labored

for years. The secret shall die with you.”

Seizing my revolver, which, as I have said,

lay carelessly upon the table, he leisurely drew

sight upon my vest buttons.

I sprang back to the farthest corner of the

room. My face was livid, and the perspiration

oozed from me in great drops. His eyes glared

upon me like a tiger's—like a demon’s.

He pulled the trigger—a report followed, a.

line of smoke curled away from the sweating

barrel, and I lay writhing in agony on the floor.

How Iong I remained in that position I know

not. I at last became conscious of a violent

shaking, accompanied with,

“Mr. Reed—Mr. Reed! Ho, Ralph!"

Opening my eyes, I beheld my friend Rivers

bending over me.

“Vilhat in the world is wrong, Reed?” he

asked, half seriously, half comically.

“Who shot?” I asked.

“Who shot?” and Rivers’ musical laugh filled

the room. “Who shot? why I shot you with a

champagne cork! Look here!"

He led me, still bewildered, to the table. Two

bottles of delicious wine were in readiness.

‘ “Oh, I see!" I cried, rubbing my eyes, “you

have brought in some "

“Champagne—and you have been experiment

ing in ”

“ Hachisch !”

We had a merry time that evening, and‘ it

costs Rivers a new set of vest buttons whenever

I refer to my being “ALONE mm A HANIAC!"
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WRITTEN IN THE CHAMBER OF DEATH.

1 can upon her marble brow,

Whore death has set his signet now;

She wears a look so sweet and mild,

It seems as if she only smiled,

Her form is pulseless, cold and still,

And yet the gnzur feels no thrill,

Such is the softness and the grace

n'J////////////”

That rcsteth on her calm, pale taco

It speaks of gentleness and love-—

Of peace that cometh from above,

And of a pure and holy faith,

That giveth victory over death,

Such as I hope to prove with her,

When he shall be my conqueror. A- A.



CHRISTIAN FORD’S TROUBLES.

 

BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT.

 

C H AFTER I. gby strong excitement, and his eyes fastened

Tn! sun had gone down behind a mass ofiupon Christian, as if they would have asked

dark clouds, and the twilight cast deep shadows some question which his lips refused to utter.

over the lake, which an hour before had been i “Why do you stand there so cold and silent?”

goiden with the sunset. 2 he said, hastily. “One would think it displeased

Christian Ford stood by the water’s edge, you to have me near you.”

looking dreamily upon the distant hills where 05 There was a slight quiver about Christian's

clearer light still lingered, though the shadowsi mouth, but she mastered the agitation bravely,

Were slowly creeping up almost to their summits. i and looked at. him with a smile.

It was a pretty scene by daylight, that. quieti “You are a little unjust to me, as is often the

lake, with the rocky hills crowding down on one 5 case, Mr. Gray.”

side almost, to the margin of the waters; on thei “Why do you speak to me in that way!—

others a broad sweep of level plain, with a little 3 can’t- you call me Robert? Forgive me if I have

rillnge sleeping in the distance, so complctclyibeen abrupt and rude; I am troubled and anx

embowered in trees that only the church spire 3. i0us. Listen to me, Christian! You know very

was visible from the spot where Christian stood. 5 well why I have come here to-night. I leave

The road passed close to the lake, winding in i this place to-morrow, and I could not go without

and out. the picturesque curves, with 'several t some certainty, some understanding.”

dwellings scattered along, from whence lightsi She stood there so motionless, one might have

begun to gleam forth as the evening drew on. i thought she heard no syllable that he had

But Christian Ford was not. thinking of thegspoken, and he went on in his quick, earnest

beauty and quiet which had so often charmed 3 voice,

and soothed her. Very grave and pale shei “You asked for time to reflect, Christian—I

looked standing there in the gloom, and oneghave given you three days! Now answer, do

familiar with her face would have seen thegyou love me?—will you be my wife?"

changes of a great sorrow in her misty eyes, His wife! How Christian’s womanly heart

and the patient sadness of her mouth. throbhed at the words, then grew sick with the

Suddenly the stillness was broken by quick, thought that the sweet name might never be
impatient footsteps on the turf, and at the sound I' ers.

Christian‘s features contracted with suffering, “You know how I love you, Christian—I can

then by an efiort of her strong will settled into Q not talk of it—I have no fine words at my com

. pallid calm, which gave little evidence of the i iunnd—but you feel it, do you not?"

emotion so sternly repressed. % She struggled a little with herself, and then

“Why, Christian, one would think you had ‘ said, with the same forced composure,

been trying to run away from me. I waited fori “I believe that you think so now, Robert."

you at the house till I was tired, and at length it i “Do not treat real afi'cction with insult, Chris

occurred to me that I might find you down here." g tian,” he exclaimed, angrily, “even if you do

Christian turned toward the speaker, quicti not care for me; no woman has a right to return

W,///,~
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and self-possessed. t true love with scorn.”

“I had forgotten that it was so late; shall we “Nor had I that intention, Robert; you know

walk back to the house?” me too well to think me capable of it. Yes, I

“Oh. no, stay here, I beg; I don’t feel to-night believe that you love me, but whether that love

like being shut up in-doors.” g is the one which is to last through life, or only

“As you like," Christian replied, in the same E a youthful passion, neither you nor I can tell.”

changeless tone, turning her face a little away2 He made an impatient gesture, but she forced

a< if she were still gazing far over the bills from Q him to silence with the soft pressure of her hand

whence the light had wholly faded. i upon his arm.

The young man was moving restlessly to ands “Hear me out, Robert; I am not saying this

fro, his breath coming quickly like one agitatedi to wound you, but because it is true. You
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are very young yet—barely twenty; and I am :its forgctfulness, till life would seem a real fairy

twenty-three—a woman schooled and disciplined k dream of delight."

by trials, while you, from the careless ease ofi Her heart beat rapturously at his romantic

your life, are still a boy in heart.” i folly, then the stern reality checked that out

lIe flushed angrily as any very young man burst.

does at that word. “But such an existence would not be life,

“I don’t see any necessity of your constantly Robert! We were put into this world to be of

reminding me of that!” i use, we should have no right. to settle down in

“It is not to annoy you, only to remind you i idleness, even had we the means. Then too we

of the impossibility of your knowing at present i should grow old, and romance would not last

whether your affection for me will continue un— \ forever."

changed. Be just to me, Robert; remember how a “How can you be so calculating, Christian?"

terrible is the fate of a neglected wife.” “Because I look at life as itis—anothcr proof

“Can you not trust me?-do you believe me how much older I have grown than‘you."

brute enough to treat you unkindly?” “I cannot argue, Christian, I will not! An~

"Never that; but to know that your heart. had i swer me at once—will you be my wife?”

changed toward me would be worse." "When?"

“But when I tell you that can never happen! "Now—why should we wait?”

Oh, you do not love me, Christian; you treat “That you know to be impossible."

me like a child—my love is only idle play to “But if I go away and toil hard for a name,

you." will you marry me when I return 1"

She made no answer to his passionate re- “Oh! Robert, it is not success that would

preaches, only looked at him with those clear, move me—you would be even dearer in adver

penctrating eyes, in whose depths darkened such sity.”

a world of sadness. “Then you do care for me—you will not send

“Why don’t you speak to me, Christian? I E me away wholly wretched?"

believe you are made of marble; I cannot find a; "I will not fetter you by an engagement.

touch of genuine feeling about you! Do at least 3 Go away with your mother as she commands—I

be angry; even harsh words would be better E have reason to believe that she wishes to separate

than this stony silence.” g us.”

l‘Do not your very words prove how untitted< “But she has never mentioned you to me!

we are to each other, Robert? You are pas-2Promise, Christian—give me a hope."

sionate and exacting, and I cannot reply to your a “None, Robert; you have no right to ask it."

bitter words, although they wound me no lessi "And you have no right to torture me in this

de\‘Pl)'-" 3 way! I must have this hope to build upon, or I

“Forgive me—I will not speak so again! Only i shall have no courage."

be kind to me, Christian—yon seem so far 05— i “Go, Robert! Be the time/long or short, you.

' I- feel as if a great wall separated us, which I E will find me unchanged—whether circumstances

cannot pass. Tell me that you love me; do not g then will allow me to speak I do not. know."

torture me in this way, I cannot hear it." i lIe stamped upon the ground in hot rage, and

Torture him! Her feelings, her sufl‘erings § broke into atorrent of reproaches. In that very

were unthought oi“; only the inborn selfishness i love he showed himself more boyish than any

of his sex spoke in his passion! t thing else; no wonder that clear-sighted woman

“We could not marry for many, many years, icould not trust his earnest protestations, even

Robert! I am poor, and you are dependent had there been no other reason to hesitate.

upon your mother, I am certain that she would i “Then you will not speak?”

t
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never give her consent." “You must go perfectly free, Robert; I will

“I am not a child, to be governed by her.” ‘ have you bound by no vow; years hence, honor

“Hush! Do you think I would become her Q shall not force you to bring back to me the ashes

son’s wife against her wishes? Then too I have of a spent atfection.”

a sacred trust; my poor, blind aunt is entirely; “Farewell, then!" he exclaimed, turning to

dependent upon me—I would marry no man 2 go. “This is your work; whatever happens

now." now, remember that it is your doing."

“But she should be my care too! Think how E She did not answer. Again he came to her

happy we might be, Christian! We would live E side.

in some quiet little nook—here perhaps—happy Q “Will you not hear me? Oh, Christian, be

in each other, asking nothing of the world but i mine! Speak, do speak!”
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“Farewell, Robert!”

He dashed aside her hand, and went away

without a word. completely overpowered by the

insanity of passion which had rushed upon him.

Christian Ford stood for an instant like one

stunned by a sudden blow, then she started for

ward, and his name, uttered in atone in which

all her long repressed tenderness broke forth,

died faintly on her lips,

“ Robert! Robert!”

But he was far beyond the sound of her voice,

and already the echo of his hurried footsteps

was lost in the distance. Christian buried her

face in her hands, and s. shudder of pain swayed

her form to and fro. At length her hands fell

to her side, she looked up without a trace of tears

upon her white face, and murmured,

“ It. is over—better to part thus; I can bear it!”
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; talk to you like an old woman of the world—

i may I?”

l “1 am listening, Mrs. Gray.”

“I knew you would. I always say you are

the only sensible unmarried woman I ever

knew;” and she pressed the icy fingers very

tenderly. "Perhaps what I am going to say will

surprise you. The truth is, that silly boy of

mine has taken a fancy that he is dead in love

with you—has he ventured to tell you so?”

\ “Yes, madam."

é “Oh, the little dunce, how you must have

tlaughed! I have never said a word to him on

the subject, certain that you would manage him

i better than Icould, but I did not quite like to go

i away without some explanation.”

“Any that I can give, madam, I am ready to

odor."

II’t/Mr'rI”III/I
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The full moon had come up while she stoods

there; a soft, indistinct light displaced the Q “He left me only a few moments since.”

shadows which had lain so heavily around, ting- 3 “Indeed! heart~broken. no doubt! Oh, dear,

ing the waters with silver, and shining broad i he falls in love so very often; it is really a great

and clear over the distant hill-tops. trial—and few girls are like you. Now Robert

There was the sound of approaching footsteps; is only nineteen. and you are ”

for an instant Christian trembled, but her heart “Almost an old maid; you need not hesitate.”

had deceived her; when she raised her eyes, sheg "Oh, my dear, no, no! But no man should

ssw a tall woman approaching the spot where i have a wife older than himself! Besides, Robert

she stood. The moonlight fell full upon that g has idle, expensive habits, which quite frighten

cold, proud face, and Christian recognized Robert E me; and I am not as rich a woman as people

Gray’s mother. The girl stood quite still tillgsnppose; he must marry money—it’s the only

the lady came close to her, and said quietly, i thing for him, don’t you see,.my love?”

“Good evening, Miss Ford; I see this lovely \ “Mr. Gray’s mother is the best judge.”

night has tempted you out also. I have strayed l “0f coursel—your good sense again! But

so far from home that I grew quite startled, and 2 what I want is this—now you won't be angry?”

was really glad when I saw you standing here.” i “Pray go on."

Christian bowed, and remained quietly look- “I know perfectly well that your feelings were

ing at her with an expression which showed how i not interested," continued the woman, resolutely

“Has he been here to say good-bye 't"
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useless were all those shallow artifices.

“I leave this pretty spot to-morrow,” con

tinued Mrs. Grey, “ and I quite regret to go. I

am sure I shall miss you very much'."

“You are very kind."

“I hope, although my poor health has pre

vented my seeing as much of you as I could have

wished, that you will remember me as a friend."

“ Mrs. Gray honors me by the desire.”

“I wish I might really speak to you as a

friend,” continued the lady, after a little nervous

ponse; “ I really wish I might, Miss Ford.”

“I shall only feel gratified by any expression

of interest.”

“ Thank you, my dear," she answered, putting

out her hand and taking Christian’s cold, un

resisting fingers in her clasp.

“You see you are so sensible a girl that one

feels safe in being perfectly frank with you, and

has no fear of giving ofl'ence. Now I want to

S averting her eyes from the pale face, “so I

Ethought it best for all to have afrank under

i standing. Now I hope Robert will go away con

Evinced that he has nothing to hope. You may

even be harsh; don’t spare his feelings, for you

smay be quite sure that if we come here next

3 summer, you and I shall laugh at him on account

E of some new love.”

Christian did not wince under that cruel p'rob

ing of her wound; she would have died then

and there sooner than have given any sign.

“Perhaps you will see him in the morning?"

“It would be useless.”

“That will be best—you are always right. I

am so much obliged to you, dear Miss Ford;

always consider me your friend—now do, I beg.

Dear me, how late it is! I am so glad I chanced

to meet you; my mind is quite at ease now.”

“I am sorry it should have been disturbed."

"Oh, you mistake," she said, striving to recall
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that half confession; “it was only that 1 dis- 5 not to feel that in returning it, she ran every

like that boy to be so silly; I knew he was no risk of wrecking each beautiful life-hope in her

thing to you. I dare say he will write to you; i soul. And yet she loved him; ay, spite of all

of course, you will pay no attention—it would 3 she loved him! It was in vain that her reason

only he cruel to the poor fellow." iwarned her of the danger, in vain that she

“Mrs. Gray," replied Christian, coldly, “I 2 strove against it with every energy of her strong

trust that in all that regards the conduct of a 3 nature: that love grew and entwined itself about

true woman, I have no need of a lesson. Your 5 every fibre of her heart, till it had become that

son is perfectly free, and there is no necessity i afi'ection which no influence of time or years

for prolonging this conversation." i could change.

“You are quite right, and I must say good- But Robert Gray never knew this; from the

bye! Don’t stay out in this damp, and you have very first she had warned him of the fallacy of

nothing on your head; draw up your shawl, pray. his hopes, had striven to make him understand

Good-bye, dear Miss Ford—good-bye!" the great changes which a few years must pro~

' She shook Christian's hand with the utmost Q duce in his mind and feelings, but without etfect;

cordiality, and hastened away. The girl’s face i he only returned her counsel with wild protesta

expressed only quiet scorn as she looked after \ tions, and reproached her for thus cruelly doubt~

her for a moment, and then retraccd her steps l ing him who had flung every good impulse of

to her home. i his nature at her feet.

l

E
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When she entered the house, Christian found Now all was over! Christian Ford sat down

many duties to perform, and she went through in that moonlight garden to review that brief

them unfalteringly; assisted her blind aunt to ., past, in which the bitter sweetness of a life had

her chamber, sat by her bedside until she slept, \ been concentrated, and to look shudderingly

and then stole softly away. upon the bleak future.

She was free at last to give vent to her an- There had always a mad hope slept in her

guish! The confinement of the house was like heart that he might return unchanged, that in

a prison, it stifled her; she unlocked the side his soul likewise that affection would be lasting,

door and went out into the garden. The dew but her interview with his worldly mother had

lay heavy upon the grass. drenching her gar- crushed it out. They must never meet again,

ments as she walked up and down the narrow that was the only sting left now—separation!

paths, but she took no heed. She was no stoic Christian would have torn her heart out sooner

after all, poor Christian Ford! Under that cold '~ than entered any family an unwelcome inmate;

exterior beat a woman’s heart, and now it cried .- mingled with this too there was a feeling nobler

out in strong suffering which would be heard. 3 than her great pride; she had exaggerated ideas

That girl had led a quiet, uneventful life, of the duties of children, forgetting that parents

watching over her old aunt, and educating her- have likewise theirs no loss imperative and bind

self after her own fashion. She had gone on ing.

thus to her twenty-third birthday before there That was the first hour of Christian’s stiflering,

came any change. and even she was wholly mastered by the rush

It was only a few months before that Mrs. Eof agony that swept like black waves over her

Gray had sought that retired spot, bringing her 3 soul. So the night were on long and terrible,

son as a companion during the retirement which % hours which sear their way through the human

her delicate health had rendered necessary. Eheart, and whose trace may never be entirely

How Christian’s acquaintance with Robertgobliterated. When the dawn broke in the east,

Gray had grown into intimacy she herself could g Christian returned to her chamber, not to sleep,

hardly have told. He was a wild, impetuous§but to subdue herself into the calm with which

boy, impatient of restraint, and at that period, tshe must go to her daily duties.

when his real character had been so little§ Very early in the morning she saw Robert

awakened, that any strong influence would have i Gray approaching the house, but. she did not

swayed him at will. Time and earnest struggle ; falter in her resolve. She called the women

with the world would change him, and bring 3 who aided her in the household cares, and gave

out the real nobility of his nature, but the teach- E directions stern and decided. She heard Robert's

ing\ of his youth had not been of a class to have 3 voice raised in eager inquiry—heard the mut

that etfect. itered execration which followed the woman's

His love for Christian Ford was passionategreply—then there was a silence of many mo

and mad, like every other feeling in his soul, l ments, during which she crouched upon her

but from the first she had been too clear-sighted i knees, hiding her face in the bed-clothes. The
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outer door closed—he was gone! Unflinching ; nothing left but the lake, I thought, and than I

in her self-martyrdom, she did not even ap~ g saw your face. Dori’t send me away, Christian,

preach the window to catch a last glance asgfor God’s sake."

he departed. Then the woman entered with 9.3 Christian Ford did not pause to answer; she

letter, the page! blotted, and tom, and full of E raised the shrinking creature and led her into

reckless passion. Christian read every word, 3 the house. The domestic was absent, and she

firm as before, laid it carefully aside, and then i took her into her own room where a bright fire

her tried strength gave way. \ {was burning. She brought her food, and the

The records of the next three days were best 3 girl ate eagerly.

unwritten; no mortal ear ever heard their suf-E “It’s the first morsel I’ve tasted to-day," she

i'erings; and when Christian Ford descended § Sllli

from that darkened chamber, she was quiet ands “And take ofl‘ your shawl, Lucy,” Christian

composed as of old. laid, “and when you have slept you shall tell

a me all.”

C H A P T E R II. g “No, no; I have no right here, you will drive

\

\

 

 

A YEAR went by; U": long Willi" Passed» the me away as my father did!” she cried, in her

mocking sunshine of midsummer paled, and it fre“1y_ “Look at, me, Christian Ford, Iwas 50

was autumn again. \ handsome and proud—see where my beauty and

Christian Ford was there in her lonely home, with; have led [no—1 am ruined, lost, with

patient and resigned. She had stood by thesnotmng but, death befgrg me,"

bedside of the dying relative, whose declining? She fell upon the floor and hid her face in

years had been cheered by her love, and "115 Christian’s dress, resisting every etfort to raise

now wholly alone in the world. y her,

Once there had come a letter from Roberts “1 am going to tell you all," she moaned;

Gray, but it only brought renewed pain, and l l‘don’t. touch me, don't look at me! I was tired

she was glad lllftl. the months passed withoutsof living here, and 3 year ago Ileft my father

tidings. Soon after that letter, she had heard i and went to New York. My relations weren’t

his name spoken—he was leading a dissipated i very kind to mo, and I wanted to leave them.

life and causing his mother much trouble—thing Then I saw that. Mrs. Gray, the lady who lived

was all she knew. Shore once, and she took me to live with her.

One bleak, autumn evening, Christian was re- E She had a son—oh, I can’t tell you!”

turning from a visit to a sick woman in the vil-i, She broke ofl' abruptly and crouched lower

lage. The wind blew in chilling gusts, and she a down. Christian Ford sat upright in her chair,

hurried on impatient to be at lwme- A5 Slle Q her eyes staring wildly, and her hands clenched

entered the grove, which was near her house, E together. _

she caught the flutter ofa woman's garments on E “Ml-L Gray was very kind, and pelted me

the hill above. In a moment they had disnp- E like a child! Iwas always sewing in her room,

peared—but again and again she saw them as E and Robert used to come there. He had some

if the person were pursuing her, and yet dared i great trouble, and I was very sorry for him. It

not approach. :was all my fault—I couldn’t help but show I

She reached her own gate and stood looking 5 loved him-and—oh, you know, Christian, you

back, when through the night a woman’s form know!”

appeared, falling at her feet, while a voice ofl Christian did not speak—did not stir—but in

wild anguish cried, E her excitement the girl did not heed it.

“Save me, Christian Ford, do save me!" “At last it all came out; Mrs. Gray drove me

Christian raised the suppliant and looked in \ from the house when Robert was gone. I came

her face, so pallid and worn that she did not 3 home the best wayI could and told father every

recognize it. l thing; but he cursed ms and drove me away—

"You don’t know me," moaned the girl, “oh, i oh, Christian—Christian!"

no wonder—no wonder! Christian, Miss Ford, i That plaintive cry roused Christian; a shud

I am Lucy Dean." g der of horror came ever her as she shrunk away

Christian tattered back in horror and sur- 3 from the wretched girl; but when that moan was

prise; a year before she had seen that face in l repeated it passed.

the glow of girlish loveliness, and now it kneltl “You must go to bed now, Lucy,” she said

there pale, haggard with wretchedness and want. i “I will be your friend, remember that.”

“Don't leave me," pleaded the girl; “I weut§ The girl clung to her with passionate tears,

home first, but they drove me away; there waslbut Christian put her gently away—sho could

I!!!II
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not- hear her touch—she seemed to see the trace 5 Ford’s face which would have brought obedience

<

of his kisses upon those pale lips, the shadow é to any command.

of his caressing hand upon her streaming hair. g On their way she told the story in a few brief

When the girl was in bed, Christian sat by her g words, which fell with ditiiculty from her parched.

until she fell into the deep slumber of exhaus~ S lips. When they reached the house, they found

tion; then she went down stairs to seek counsel i Robert Gray sitting there with his face bowed

in reflection. E in his hands; and Christian left the old minister

Late in the evening there was a knock at the i alone with him, while she went up stairs.

door; Christian knew who stood there, but she; She entered the chamber where the girl was

rose up and opened it, looking out with her 5 sleeping, and spoke her name; low as the voice

white face as Robert Gray tattered into the room. 2 was, it roused the sleeper.

“Christian,” he groaned, “Christian!” “What is it?" she cried, wildly, raising her.

“I know,” she said, “Lucy Dean is here." self on the pillow; “who spoke?”

He sank into a chair and covered his face with \ “It is I-—Christian. Be quiet, Lucy; I have

his hands, while she stood before him white and i something to tell you—Robert Gray is below.”

cold. “He has not deserted me,” she cried; “he

“Curse me, Christian, reproach me; anything will save me. Oh, Robert, Robert!"

is better than this!” For an instant Christian gave way; she stag

“Of what avail now, Robert—it is too la'te." gercd against the wall, and clasped her hand

“It was all my mother's doing! 0h, Chris- over her mouth to repress a groan.

tian, I meant no wrong! I was mad, and that. “Christian!” Lucy called; “I can't see you."

poor irl was so entle and kind! It is all over "I am here. Get up Lucy and dress- you.now—gI am a wreiich—a lost, despairing man." are going to be married; I Y

Christian did not heed his words; she walked a The girl sprang to her feet, wild with the fever

up and down the room for many moments, and \ which had been consuming her for hours, re

then returned to him. peating the words almost in a shriek.

“Are you willing to atone for this wrong?" “Be quiet!” Christian said. sternly. She

she said. , brought a white wrapper, and put it on her,

UWith my life! When I found that my mother brushed out the tangled hair, and gathered it.

had driven her away, I followed here, and some ' smoothly in its place, folded a shawl about the

good angel sent me to you.” tottering form, and seated her in a chair.

“Robert, you must marry Lucy to-night." The minister was speaking words of encourage

“Oh. mercy, have mercy, Christian! And ment to the wretched youth when Christian re~

you ” turned to the apartment.

“Hush, you would not dare!" “All is ready," she said; “follow me.”

“Forgive me, no! Do what you will, Chris- The old pastor was forced to support Robert

tion, I am ready to obey you." up the stairs, while Christian went in advance

“Wait. for me here,” she said, and taking up k without once looking back. When the door

a shawl that lay on the table, she left the room. gopened, and Lucy Dean saw the young man

A heavy storm of sleet was falling, but through Q standing White and pale before her, she began

the night and the tempest Christian Ford has- § to sob like a frightened child, moaning,

tened on. Half way to the village she stopped g “Forgive me, Robert, forgive me!"

before an old-fashioned house, went round to the t Then his true nobility of character mastered

side, from whence gleamed a light, and knocked E the selfish agony he had felt. He went up to

sottly at the door. Sher, took her hand gently, saying,

It was the parsonage, and the old minister was 3 “Don’t cry, Lucy; don’t tremble so. I am

sitting alone in his study. He opened the door here to make all the atonement in my power.”

and saw Christian Ford standing there, white as The old pastor motioned them to rise, and

IrIIII‘A‘J‘e.
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a ghost, but perfectly calm. {joined their hands. Christian stood leaning

“What has happened?" he exclaimed, ingagainst the wall, watching with her strained

alarm; “are you ill, Christian?” Sgaze, but littering no sound. When the brief

“Well, very well," she answered, in a hollow Q ceremony was concluded, the clergyman knelt

voice. “I have come for you to go to my house; idown and offered up a prayer. For the first

there is no time to lose, and 1 will explain to you E time Christian wept; those tears harmonized

as we go.” 3 her again. Before that. there had seemed a

The minister prepared himself withouta word, mental catalepsy upon her which turned her

and followed her, for there was that in Christian i heart to stone.
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She motioned the pastor to lead Robert away, ; Even now he never dwelt upon that which

snd again laid Lucy upon the bed. The girlgmight be. Christian had grown to be regarded

was almost insane with fever, and very ill.§by him as something too bright and pure for

Christian went down stairs, and whispered to g earthly thoughts and desires; and he could not

the clergyman to see that the young man left. 5 believe that she had ever possessed for him any

the neighborhood at once. i feeling stronger than the affection of a friend.

Robert obeyed them unresistingly. At the So life passed on with each, and the child,

door he paused, and raised his weary eyes to which might have been a bond of sympathy and

Christian‘s face. 5 union between them, seemed only to make their

“It is all over, I know,” he said, slowly; “but 3 separation wider and more lasting.

I swear before heaven, Christian, that you shalli One day Christian heard news, which for a.

W111I

never have to blush for me again.” i time broke up the calm into which she had

She laid her hand upon his and looked full in i schooled herself. Mrs. Gray had returned to

his face, i her house near the village. It was in the morn~

“I believe you,” she answered. “God bless ‘ ing when Christian was told of it, and that even

you, Robert!" ing the doctor called, on his way past the house,

Thus they parted; he to take his misery back g and informed her that Mrs. Gray was very ill

into the busy world, and she to return to the 3 with typhus fever, and almost destitute of attend

hedside of the poor sufferer who lay moaning E once—for several of her servants had left the

in the delirium of fever. ihouse through fear of the disease. What was

The next morning Lucy Dean’s old father was Q worse, her son had sailed for Europe on im

found dead; but there was no need to tell the sick portant business only the week before, and pro

girl. Before night she was the mother of a child, g bably the first letters he received would inform

and with its first breath she had closed her eyes 5 him of his mother’s death.

upon this life—freed from its sorrows and pain. 5 “Are you going now to Mrs. Gray’s house?”

'2 Christian asked.

5 “ At once,” the physician said.

,
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C H A P T E R 111' “Wait for me five minutes, and I will accom

SIX years had passed, and Christian Ford had pany you.”

reached her thirtieth birth-day. She was living 5 “But have you no fear?——no——~”

still in that quiet cottage, but no longer alone. S She only smiled, and checked his expostula

Lucy’s child had been her constant charge, for g tions. Very soon she was ready to start; the

.with her last words the dying girl had exacted a boy left in charge of her faithful woman, and

pledge that she would never forsake it. She had i cautioned to be obedient.

reared it tenderly asif it had been her own, with 5 When the carriage stopped before the door all

no bitterness and no heartache, full of thank- Christian’s past sorrow rushed heavily over her

fulness that she had now something to love. i soul; but she subdued the weakness and entered

With Robert Gray she had held no communi- s the house,

cation since the night of his marriage. The oldi Mrs, Gray was delirious and recognized no

minister had informed him of his wife's dying i one; but during that long illness Christian never

wish. and he W88 only $00 happy that his child i forsook her post. At length the disease reached

should be thus cm‘eti for- iits crisis, and the sick woman fell into a deep,

The babe was now a bright, sturdy boy of six i untroubled slumber, from which she Woke, weak

years. who well repaid the love which Christian 115 on infant, but perfectly conscious.

lavished upon him. She never inquired concern- \ It was several days before Christian permitted

ing his father, though his name “wild at times 3 her to know that she was there, lost the excite

reach her—for Robert Gray had begun to make 2 ment should prove injurious. On the third after

s reputation in his profession. i noon, she was watching her while she slept, when

The turning point in his life had been passed, \ the sick woman suddenly woke and gazed full in

and his future loomed out clear and undimmed. i her face.

During all “1056 years Christian’s memory wusi Christian was sitting in the shadow, so that

the load-star that drew him on; and yet to his her features were partially hidden from view.

own heart he confessed that in the beginning his i “I was dreaming,” murmured Mrs. Gray; “I

passion had not been the true love. Without i thought she was here—Christian, you know—

that great trial in which she saved him from i who are you?"

deeper sin, and a life of misery, the fascination i “I am Christian Ford," she replied, softly.

of a season would have lost its power. t The sick woman pulled feebly at the curtains.
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“Let me see your face—quick!’ shaughtily denied, to receive every day new

Christian drew aside the draperies, and Mrs. Sproofs of Christian’s kindness and attention.

Gray looked eagerly in her face. One morning, Christian had returned home to

“Yes. you are Christian Ford,” she said; “I look after her house, leaving the boy in his

know you now. Have you been here long?” grandmother's charge. While Mrs. Gray sat

“For some time.” listening to the child’s prattle a letter was

Mrs. Gray caught her hand, crying out, brought her—her son was in America, that note

“It is you who have watched over ate—no Q only preceded him by a few hours.

wonder I kept dreaming of you! It is to yous It was evening when Christian returned; she

that, 1 one my life; and after all the wrong I i walked slowly back through the sunset, full of a

l¢~.~,.')~4.”,/.u/

have done you." \ quiet contentment which she had not known for

" Do not talk now," Christian said, soothingly; t years.

“you are too weak yet." i She entered the little parlor in which Mrs.

“I must speak! Say that you forgive me! l Gray often sat—but she was not there—only a

“I did that long ago, Mrs. Gray.” figure dimly visible at the other end of the room.

The woman laid her head back on the pillow, g Before Christian could move or speak, she

weak and exhausted; but from that hour she i found herself face to face with Robert Gray.

began rapidly to mend. 3 “Tell me, Christian," he cried, grasping her

Days passed, and she was able to sit up and \ hand, “have I made atonement? May I hope

he wheeled to the window; but no other allusion again? Yesterday I had not dared, but my

to the past escaped either of them, no word con- k mother has almost banished those fears. Say,

cerning that man whom each in her own way so \ will yon be my wife?"

fondly loved. i Christian Ford released herself from his arms,

It had been the habit of Christian’s attendant g and stood looking in his face which had grown

to bring the boy every day into the yard that site 5 so old and changed, but from whence beamed a

might see him, though she had not been allowed i pure light of truth and integrity, nobler far than

to enter the house from fear of infection. One a the youthful beauty of other years.

morning Mrs. Gray was sitting by the windowi “Speak, Christian!” he said, troubled by her

when the boy entered the gate. silence.

“Whose child is that?” she gasped. "Yes," she answered, “for you know your

Christian did not speak, but her eyes answered 3 self now—l have no fear.”

»,,M»/

the appeal. g There they stood in the twilight of that room,

“His!” exclaimed the mother; “and you have S with a world of peace and hope opened before

cared for it and loved it—oh! Christian!" 5 them, leaving far behind the wild sorrow and the

The proud, Worldly woman leaned her hand on mad follies of the past, ready to accept life as

Christian's shoulder and wept aloud, tears such 5 it is, neither dreamers nor idlers, and sufficient

as wash out the stains of earthly weaknesses and E always to one another.

errors. g Then the door opened, and Mrs Gray stole in,

“He must not come up here yet,” she said, at 2 leading her grandchild by the hand.

length. “(lo down to him, Christian." “Christian, have you forgiven us?” she

Mrs. Gray sat watching the meeting, and soon i whispered.

she saw Christian point to the window, and the E Christian’s eyes answered for her; the mother

child kiss his hand as he looked up. i joined the hands of those hardly tried ones, and

Six weeks had passed since Mrs. Gray’s attack, 3 when she embraced and blessed them, Christian

and she was now able to go down stairs to see 5 felt upon her forehead not only her kiss of

the grandchild, whose existence she had so i motherly love, but the pure tears of repentance.
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THE BUDS OF HOPE.

 

BY PIXLEY JOHNSON.

 

Tn: buds of hope, like flowers fair

0ft wither ere they bloom;

Connigning all our future bliss

To an untimely doom;

Or, as the snow-drops, pure and sweet,

They into being start;

Bloom In life’s Spring—then wither in

The Winter of the heart.
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WHERE’S THE DIFFERENCE?

 

BY MR8. )1. A. DENIED!

 

A rooa man sat at his window—no—I am down the corners of their pretty lips, and the

wrong; it was the window of his hired house. lchildrcn were speedily called in.

It was a small mansion, a little tenement painted E Years passed, the poor man had grown rich.

white, and surrounded by richer establishments 2 Wealth had come to him, not through toil; but

that seemed to look down with a sort of crim- 5 it did not corrupt his good heart, his simple

son contempt. upon their humble neighbor. The E tastes. Still he loved children and their sports.

occupants of those stately homes were very much i He built himself a splendid mansion, however,

annoyed by the simple little house, and the simple l and lived in the style his great revenues per

little children that played on its steps, and gener- E mitted.

ally kept their curtains down on the side that Again, as in the days of yore, there was a load

looked toward them. \ of bricks left in the vicinity of his home. Again

But, as I said before, a poor man sat at one 5 little children gathered to “play house," and

of the windows overlooking the street. He was t again the man sat watching them at his window.

a thoroughly noble-looking man too, with hand- § Yes, it was his window now—a window whose

some Roman features, and an eye like a hawk. iglass was costly plate—and he sat there no

With the exception of his coarse clothes, he was i longer the tenant of a hired house in coarse

much more gentlemanly and dignified in appear- ; clothes, but attired in the richest broadcloth.

ance than any merchant in that princely row. i Again, as he looked at the busy, beautiful group

A pile of bricks had been emptied quite near l below, his heart kindled with the memories of

his doorway; they were for repairs. As this ; old, and he felt himself compelled to go down

man looked out, he saw two or three children and teach the juveniles his brick-game. So, in

with his own little ones, humming and buzzing a moment after he stood in their midst, and

about the bricks. Their dainty little hands i stooping picked up the bricks, arranging, and

were eager to fashion houses and bridges, and then setting them in motion.

all sorts of momentary architecture. Suddenly How the children laughed, and their bright

the poor man bethought him of a pastime of his i eyes sparkled! The noise brought the aristo

own when he was a child, and his heart having i cratic neighbors to their windows.

retained the pure and sweet emotions of youthi "Well to be sure! There’s Mr. B—, that

through the cares and hardships of maturer life, wealthy gentleman opposite, playing with the

he hastily threw on his hat, and going down he t children. Isn’t it a pretty sight, dear?"

taught them a new trick. It was this, to placei "Yes, and what a fine-looking man he is, to

a row of bricks on end, quite near to each other, i be sure. What freshness of heart he must have

forming a long line: by touching the last one an i to enjoy their little games with so much seat! I

impetus is given to every brick by its next neigh- E declare it’s quite touching!”

bor, and the row is presently swept down ini “So it is; they say he is all of two million

regular order. The children clapped their hands, g Hasn’t he a fine figure!”

and shouted so loudly that some of the richfi “Splendid! Do see him clap his hands! I

neighbors, coming to their windows, saw how i declare it really brings the tears to my eyes.”

their little ones were employed, taking lessons; HWipe ’em away—wipe 'em away, Mattie,

in amusement from a poor and almost unknown 5 they’re crocodile tears!” cried a. young stripling

man. ' E of seventeen.

" What afoul!” said one, sneeringly, “Ishould§ His sister, a maiden lady of an unutterable

think the man was an overgrown baby. Seeiage, looked round indignantly.

him laugh! See him play! Shame on him! ai “Fact! sis, they’re real crockodile tears, and

man grown; we must call our children in.” a I’ll prove it. When I was seven years old, that

And from all those windows went the laugh § same gentleman came out of a little white house

and sneer. Men with gold-tasseled caps set on and taught us children that same trick. And,

perfumed locks laughed the poor man to scorn; ssis, you and mother both called him an ‘old

women in beautifully embroidered robes turned i fool,’ as I distinctly remember; and I, for one,

Von. XXXV.—-10 145
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“Hold your tongue!” snapped the lady.

Fred’s sarcasm was not misplaced.

What is called the poor man’s simplicity, is

entitled the rich man’s sublimity. It was the

same noble, tender, loving, great heart standing

goose,’ a ‘grown-up baby,’ and I don’t know by the little ones in his coarse coat, jeered at

what not. Now here’s the same old fellow up and insulted with impunity by the rich, that now

to the same old trick; and oh! gracious, there 3 bent his fine broadcloth to the dust in order to

never was such a beautiful, charming, delightful i be on a level with the little ones; but not to

3
scene! Really I ought to write a poem on it— the neighbors! Poor! all his nobleuess was but

guess I will, and entitle it ‘Then and Now;’ or, {dross in their eyes. Rich! and his weaknesses

‘The Fool Grows Wiser as he Grows Richer;’ would be heavenly lnstres, since their effect was
\

2

which would be the best, sis?” i the almighty dollar.

w

  

received a tremendous injunction not to speak to

his children or notice them in any way.”

“Nonsense, Fred!” said his sister, turning red.

“I know it was nonsense, but you did it. You

called him all sorts of names—a ‘ridiculous old

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIQ
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YON STREAM AND MILL.

 

BY MRS. PARRY SPANGENBEBG.

 

The present, with its hopes and fears,

Into the future seems beguiled,

Forgetting all the lapse of years,

I know myself again a child.

Tm! varied scenes of later years

Have vanished from my dreaming mind,

Wrapped in a vail of falling tears,

I leave them all far, far behind:

Forgetting all the present hours,

My thoughts have wandered to the past,

Those days of joy, enwreathed with flow-rs,

That fled away, aye, all too fast!

And gazing on the crystal wave,

I lose all cares and sorrows too;

No sweeter draught the world e'er gave

To cool my lips nor bless my view.

The mill-wheel in its ceaseless round,

Throwing the foam like feathery snow,

Still echoes back the self-same sound

80 dear to me long, long ago.

I mind me well those halcyon days

Of Summer, when I was a child,

When roving through the forest ways,

I, like the birds, was free and wild.

Methinks I hear the murmur sweet

Of that bright stream where oft I strayed,

And list again the cinching beat

0f the old mill wherein I played.

What matters it to me that old

And worn the time-stained mill doth seem—

The spider’s webs like threads of gold,

To my still partial fancy gleam?

Yon stream and milll You stream and milll

Across the vale of Time ye come,

And with your murmuring voices still

Recall the wandering footsteps home;

Breathing a lay all bright and fair

Of other days and scenes as dear,

Lighting the heart of half its care,

Yet filling the eye with mein’ry’s tear!
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THE STREAMLET.

 

BY 113.8. SARAH 8. SOOWELL.

 

Llr'ru streamlet, clear and bright,

Sparkling, bubbling, singing fountain,

Dancing in the quivering light,

Flashing downward from the mountain.

Like a vein of living light

Ever onward thou art sweeping.

Scattering gems o'er flowers bright,

As from rock to rock thou’rt leaping.

Stately vessels o’er it glide,

With a light and graceful motion.

Thus it is with human life,

Childhood, with its sunny hours,

Is the brook with gladness rife,

Singing through the mountain bower-s.

Youth, the softly murmuring stream,

Still its onward journey urging,

Flashing in the sunlight‘s gleam,

In the mighty river merging.

Manhood is the swelling tide,

Sweeping t0 the boundless ocean,

Losing there its strength and pride

In the billows’ wild commotion.

Broader now the little stream,

And less musical its flowing,

Winding through the meadows green,

Life and loveliness bestowing.

Little vessels gayly glide

O’er the tiny, glancing billows,

Where, into the snnlit tide.

Sweep the drooping silver willows. And the "um mysterious “a”

Still to Heaven its anthem sending,

Is that dim eternity

To which man is ever tending.

Now it swells, a mighty tide,

Rolling onward to the ocean;
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GILLIAN.

 

BY H38. AN)! 8. BTIPHENS.

 

Entered, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1850, by Mrs. Ann 8. Stephens, in the Clerk’s Office of the District Court

of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.]

cosrluum no! no: 6L

C H A P T E R I I. 4 back to the oak chair, while she sunk down to

Want Daniel Hart was left alone, he sat for a § the stool at his feet with the grace and sweep of

moment stunned by the news that had fallen so 5

suddenly upon him. At first he could not be-i

lieve in its truth. His sister alive, her husband

and child beneath his roof, and she absent no

one knew where. How could this be ?—why had

her friends so long been allowed to think her

dead? What had she done or sufl'ered that this i

singular state of things should-exist?

Daniel Hart thought over these things till the

great, brave heart in his bosom swelled heavily,

and he arose from his chair, pacing up and down

the room with his hands locked behind him, and

the balls of his two thumbs pressed against each

other, as was his habit when drawn to deep or

disagreeable reflection. He was not aware that

the tramp of his heavy shoes resounded through

the house, but kept on step, step, step, like a

sentinel on duty, till at last the door opened,

and the bright face of Gillian Bentley looked in.

“Ah, it is you, uncle Daniel, and all alone,”

she said, closing the door after her. “I’m so

glad. Everything seems strange and still here,

I cannot sleep try ever so much. Don’t look at

me so, indeed I tried, but the moon came blink

ing in through the hickory branches, and up I

sprang, put on my dressing-gown, huddled myself

into a shawl, and sat down by the open window

till I am quite chilled through.” Q

“It was dangerous business,” said Hart, with i

a quiver in his voice. “Like your mother, too, i

very like your mother, gal." 5

“Ah, I was thinking of her, my poor mother, 5

when the moonlight came in: it seems as if she '5

must be somewhere in this old house waiting for 3

me, uncle Hart. You’re not, I am sure, by the i

way you walk. Do sit here in this great chair,and let me snuggle down on the foetstool byg

your knee, while you tell me about my mother— 2

my splendid, beautiful mother, for I have berg

features here deep, deep in my heart. It wasi

the first memory of my life buried there, uncle g

Daniel." 5

Gillian throw one arm over the farmer’s i

shoulder, and with a little gentle force led himi

Nil/III”

 a bird of paradise when it settles to rest.

“There now, uncle Daniel, just imagine me

your daughter Hannah ten years old, determined

to be naughty and keep you up half the night,

while I make believe that you’ve given me one

good scolding, and made up as a dutiful papa is

bound to do."

“Wall,” said uncle Daniel, and a broad smile

swept over his face, spite of the trouble that

spoke in his voice. “Wall, now, what shall we

talk abouL‘I—what can an old chap like me have

to say to a fine lady that comes down at mid

might in her silks and satins like a queen, and

wants to make believe sociable? It’s like a fed

cock coming in among a lot of guinea hens and

turkey gobblers; they have nothing to do but

give up the yard and huddle under some old cart

out of the way.”

“Am I so very unlike everybody here then i"

said Gillian, in atone of childish mortifioation.

“What is it, my poor old dressing-gown and

this shawll—indeed I’d nothing else. Somebody

packed them on the very top of the trunk.”

With a pretty flush on her face, and a degree

of eager haste, which proved her quite earnest

in her shame, she wrapped the blue silk dress

ing-gown, with its soft facing of swan’s-down,

close about her, and strove to cover it under the

rich folds of a camel’s-hair shawl with a delicate

golden ground, and overrun with great palm

leaves, in which a thousand gorgeous tints strug

gled into contrast, or slept in harmony.

“There now, dear uncle, that I am getting

respectable, please tell me if I look the least bit

like my poor mamma?"

The old man gazed down on that bright face

till his eyes filled with tears. He did not speak,

but lifted his hand and laid it on her head.

“A little,” said Gillian, smiling through the

mist that shone in her eyes. “Just the least

little bit, please; say that much.”

“Yes, gal, you’re like our Sarah—just as a

wild rose from the swamp puts you in mind of a

damask rose in the garden. I should a known
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you was her darter if I'd met you in Kamskatha. s that I was? Papa never speaks of her; no other

She hadn’t your fine feathers, but no one could 5 human being that I ever saw know anything

mistake about your being birds of the old nest." 3 about her, that was why there was no sleep for

“Yes, that's it," cried Gillian. “That's the 2 me to-night, till I had come down and had a

way I feel here, like a poor, little bird that's i talk with you."

been flying and flying among the myrtles with- i “It was the way she used to come when any

out settling down anywhere; but once under the 3 thing troubled her," said Hart, looking thought

old hickory tree that is rattling its nuts down fully into the fire.

to the frosty grass this minute, the tired birdie “And that proves how much we are alike. I

longs to folds its wings and feel at home. It’sswasn't so certain about the nice old lady, or

like living a dream over again to find myself 3 even cousin Hannah; but the momentIfelt your

here." - i hand on my head I was sure of you.”

“And this is the way she used to talk," saids The old farmer shook in his chair; he was

Hart, gazing with looks of wistful fondness into i almost crying.

 

 

the beautiful face uplifted to his. t “That’s right, gal—that’s right. It’s the way

“Who? my mother! Did she feel like a bird E Sarah Hart's darter should feel on coming home.

glad to rest?" E It’s the way she would have felt herself if she-—

“No, like a bird forever wanting to try the i but what has become her? God help us all—

wing. From the time she was ten years old she what has become of her?"

was always talking of the foreign parts she in- Gillian turned suddenly pale, while her eyes

tended to visit; the people she meant to know; grew wild and large.

and the books she should some day write." “Oh, uncle, what a strange question!"

“The books she would write? Why, uncle “Everything about her is strange," muttered

Daniel, did my mother write books?" Hart, shaking his head doubtfully. “I don’t

"Yes, yes, in her fancy, just as she traveled know how to talk or what to say; secrets always

over strange countries." trouble me, especially when I don't understand

“But she was very young. Not much over my 3 them. In all these years never to have heard a

age when she died." i word: and now to be, as it was, knocked down

"When she died?" iwith a single fact, and left to brood over it.

“Yes, when she died. Two or three years t Young lady, what kind of a man is your father!"

older perhaps, but not more than that.” “My father—my father! Why, uncle Hart,

“Then you remember the time?” Q who ever thought of asking that question before?

“Yes, but not the circumstance. We were in § What child ever did ask it? Why he is a grand,

Naples, I remember their coming to the convent 5 true man, gentle as an angel, and proud as—as

where I had been left for some reason, and tell- i an emperor. With wise men he is always the

ing me I no longer had a mother, that she was t wisest; with good men he seems best of all. I

gone.” ._ never saw a human being that dared to take a.

“And was this all?" i liberty with papa, and yet he is mild and kind

“No. One day when I asked for the place i as a little child.”

where my mother was laid, the old nurse took , “But you haven’t. dared to ask him right

me up to a beautiful spot back of Naples, where i straightforward about your own mother and her

you could hardly see the graves for the roses folks."

that. blossomed over them—not for a week or a2 “That’s true, and yet I could not. tell the

month, but all the year round—and told me that i reason to save my life.”

was the place where I must. seek for her." ( “It’s because there's something kept back.”

“And did you find the spot?" 3 “No, I hope not—I hope not,“ murmured

“I don’t know; neither the nurse nor I could i Gillian, thoughtfully.

rend, we could only guess where she lay by the Q "You wasn't afraid to ask me about her?"

brightness of the roses; but we found a littlog “Not in the least. I only hesitated a little

hollow on the hill-side, completely choked up i about the time of night, that is all."

with blossoms. The loveliest spot you ever seti “Now tell me what you want to know."

eyes on, so shaded that the softest moss crepti “Everything.”

over the little marble slabs all around, exceptg “Very well: why not? There ain’t nothing to

one, and that was pure and white as snow. We 5 tell that a body need be ashamed on; and you'll

picked that out for the one and come away." gnever see the day, gal, bright and peart as you

“And this is all you know of your mother?" {.be, that Sarah Hart lnightn't have gone ahead

“What more should I know, poor, little child i of her own child."
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“I‘m sure of that. It's just- what I was hoping ; debt as a disgrace. After this trouble came on,

to hear. It’s so pleasant to look up to one’s owa i he was more severe and rigid in all his notions

parents. Well——-” 5 than ever; this made everything gloomy and un

Gillian folded both her white hands over the § comfortable for the gals, and even Sarah began

farmer’s knee, and looked up to him with hergto feel down-hearted at times. The old man

eyes brimful of tender agitation. Qused to say it wasn’t so much the money that

“Well!” g troubled him, as the feeling that his fellow men

“Sarah was a good deal younger than I or 3 was ready to take advantage at every step on

than her sister Hetty; but neither on us could i the highway of life. His confidence in mankind

hold a candle to her. When she sot her mind 3 was shook, and that is a terrible misfortune with

on a thing, she would have her own way, and g a man like your grandsire, I can tell you. Your

always got it in the end. There was only three 3 grandfather raised the money on his place down

of us, and she, being the youngest, was the pet i in York, from a young fellow that had more than

of the whole family, till like pets in general she i he knew what to do with. That led to the rich

Look the lead." s man’s coming up into these parts to look at the

“Of course,” said Gillian, laughing softly. gproperty. His name was Bentley.”

"Why not? I dare say she was just the sort of i “What? my father?” cried Gillian, deeply in

person to lead 05 with a grace. Well, you i terested.

spoiled her among you, and of course she paid; “No, but your father’s cousin, a handsome,

you for it: nothing can be more natural." i genteel young feller as you ever sot eyes on.

“I dare say, gal—I dare say it all came in He’d just come of age, and felt his oats, loan

the natral course of things; but she was a down- tell you. Of course your grandfather invited

right good-natured creature after all, and loved the young chap to put up at the homestead, that

us, I‘m sure of that.” $was now a’most as good as his own property. It

“Of course she did: who could help it? Why, iwas winter time when he came up, and such

uncle Daniel, it isn’t ten hours since I saw you sleighing; you don’t find anything like it now

on that. great, fat, darling old horse, and Ilove 2 n-days, snow three feet deep on the turnpike,

you dearly already; certainly she loved you.” iand tread down as hard as a miser's feelings.

“Yes, yes, I don’t doubt it though; to own We had two spans of horses in the barn that

the truth, I never could quite understand our would match anything this side of the river; and

Sarah. She was like an April day; you couldn’t 3 a great, double-seated sleigh, not to mention a

tell whether it would be storm, or sunshine, or a E pony and a cutter that skimmed the snow like

dull, heavy rain, twenty-four hours together! is bird flying. Besides all this, it was mighty

She was a great reader, and took up paintingicomfortahle in-doors. Grandma was great on

flowers and writing poetry, and all sorts oftfol- i buckwheat-cakes, and we had lots of maple

de—rol accomplishments, naturally as a bird takes i molasses; and as for her mince-pies, they beat

to fruit. I declare it almost took my breath geverything.

sometimes to find out all she knew. Your aunts “With all this the homestead wasn’t a dis

Hetty was considered a girl of pretty good larn- E agreeable place to stay in. The gals did their

ing, but she had to study hard for the know- t part, too, and kept a bright hickory fire in the

ledge; while Sarah seemed to pick up herlessons 5 out-room there in the wing, which was enough

on the wing: but the two gals loved each other g of itself to light up the red and green stripes of

dearly. I raly believe Hetty would have died for E the home-made carpet, and made the tall, brass

her sister any day; but as for Sarah, she was i andirons glitter like gold on the hearth.

capable of something more than that, she used to§ “It raly was a party sight in the evening,

pet and protect Hetty in anylittle difliculty, as if i when the gals came down stairs sleeked up like

she had been the oldest. She had to do this n g a couple of new pins: Hetty, with her brown

good deal, one time or another, for your graud- a hair twisted up behind, and shining like velvet;

father was a stern, old man, and kept a tight‘ and Sarah, with her hair in soft, thick curls,

rein on his family, especially the gals. ; that seemed to catch the tirelight the minute she

" We lived on the old place here. and might i came in. Oh, she was a bright, happy cretur—

have got along in the world, but the old man 3 was sister Sarah in those days; springy as a

endorsed for one of his neighbors, and wheniwillow branch, and rosy as an apple tree in

called on to pay up, he was obliged to mortgage i bloom. I remember that winter she wore a blue

the homestead, and that gave us all the first 3 merino dress that fitted close up to her neck,

hard start down hill. Qwith sleeves tight to her arms, which sloped

“Father was a proud man, and looked upon i down beautifully to her wrists. Little ruffles—
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I’ve seen her crimp ’em a hundred times with ; found him holding the skein of yarn on his two

my penknife, fell over her hands, and stood up i hands, while Sarah stood before him winding it

like a pretty border of snow round her neck. I E 08'. She had a dexterous way of twirling the

tell you she looked like a princess by the side 3 ball round in the fingers of her left hand, that

of little Hetty, with her shy, brown eyes, and 5 made it come out sloped like a lemon with a hole

her dark dress, and her half frightened way. \ in the centre. Your grandma taught her the

“I didn’t go a great deal into the out~room 3 trick, and young Bentley used to torment her to

while young Bentley was there. What with i show him the way it was done; but he was sure

feeding cattle, getting out fence rails, and doing i to spoil the shape of her ball, when she was

up the chores, I got purty well tired out afore 3 ready to box his ears, and never let him off till

night, and so set down in the kitchen with the i he unwound it again.

old folks; besides I had a little business of my “One evening, I remember going in after he

own to attend to across the hill, that took up my i had tangled up her yarn, so that it was impos

Sunday nights: and maybe an evening or so in § sible to unravel it. She was on her knees before

the week time. i the hearth, blushing and laughing, as she tried

“My Hannah’s mother lived over in that direo- g to make the thread run evenly from a heap of

tion; and when the gals were in the out-room E yarn he had left on the floor; the firelight struck

with young Bentley, I naturally engaged myself g through her curls till they shone like floss gold,

best tether side of the hill. I don’t pretend to Q and she now and then lifted her eyes to his in a

compare the gal that I married in the end to our l way that brought my heart into my mouth. It

Sarah; that wasn’t to be thought of; but she had i was frank and open like a child’s: but he was

a way about her like my oldest sister, and in all 5 looking down upon her, and I didn’t like the

the neighborhood there wasn’t- a better house- § way her eyes fell, or to see her neck and face

keeper, or a kinder wife, than she made me up turn scarlet when she saw Betty and I looking

to the time of her death.” so steadily at her. I

Here uncle Daniel drew one hand across his2 “Hetty seemed to he took back more than I

eyes, and paused a moment to get his voice. t was. To own the truth, mebby I shouldn't have

Gillian took the other hand in hers, and laid her 5 noticed it much if she hadn’t looked so white,

cheek against it in a sweet, caressing way, that E and if her eyes hadn’t met mine with a wild sort

made the old man sob out, 5 of glitter in them that I had never seen before.

"Oh, don’t, don't, it goes too straight. home!” 3 “Well, after a little, Sarah, what with break

Then Gillian dropped his hand quite rever~ g ing and pulling, unsnarled the yarn, and got up

ently, and bent her eyes on the fire, afraid of s from her knees, laughing in a forced way, and

disturbing him again. 2 flinging back her curls with a sarcy toss of her

“When a young fellow is in love, it’s like a 5 head, which made me a’most want to kiss her

dream, you know, and almost anything may i without another word; but lletty looked more

happen around him without being noticed. I S sober than ever, so I put on a serious face, and

was,too much taken up with my own feelings i, says I,

for any very distinct idea of what was going on g “ ‘Well, gals, what do you and Mr. Bentley

at home. It sometimes did strike me that Mr. i say to a sleigh-ride? The moon's out, and the

Bentley staid a good while at the homestead, g sky is chuck full of stars. There’s just frost

and that Sarah seemed to enjoy his society very g enough to give the snow a glitter, and to make

much; but it gave me no sort of uneasiness, for § the bells heard a mile ofi‘. Supposing we take a

though the young fellow was a splendid-looking i drive over the hill, and call on ’

critter, and rich enough to buy out half of Rock- i “ ‘Oh, yes,’ says Sarah, clapping her hands,

land county, our Sarah was a match for him, \ ‘it'll be an excuse for Dan to call at the Den

or any other man that ever wore shoe-leather. ‘ cons’ three times this week; I thought he looked

As for Ilett-y, dear. quiet Hetty, I never thought g restless at tea time. What do you say, Hetty,

about her at all, she wasn’t the sort of gal, you i denr?—as for Mr. Bentley, of course he goes or

know, to take much to the young fellows. She stays, as we determine.’

was so hard to get acquainted with, always keep “ Mr. Bentley laughed and said, ‘He was ready

ing, as it were, behind her harnsome sister. to follow the ladies anywhere;’ at which the gals

“Sometimes I would just go into the out—room l ran up stairs to get their things, and I went to

in the edge of evening, not to appear unsociable, i the barn to hitch up the team.

and everything seemed comfortable enough. i “In less than ten minutes I was at the front

Sometimes the girls had their knitting workldoor, with as hornsome aspan of grey horses

out, while Bentley read to them; sometimes I i as you ever saw, all covered with bells, and
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may to be 011'. It was a double-seated sleigh, > “Oh, how I should like to have one good ride

with plenty of bufl‘alo robes, and two little foot- i like that," said Gillian, sparkling all over with

stoves in the bottom, that your grandma brought E excitement.

out to keep the gals' feet warm. é “You shall, gal—when snow comes you shall,

“Out came the tWo gals in their long cloaks, Q or my name isn’t Daniel Hart," said the farmer,

trimmed with fur, and black velvet bonnets with i heartily.

ostrich plumes fluttering at the sides, each withg “With such horses, plenty of bells, and you

her party face buried in a mud. t to drive, uncle?”

“ Hetty came down to the side of the sleigh first, “ Yes, yes, we‘ll have the old times over again;

while Sarah stood dancing up and down on the trust uncle Dan for the team. He’s up to a

steps to keep her feet warm. winter campaign yet."

" ‘Come, Hetty,’ says I, aholding out one hand, “ And we shall take the same road, and stop

“you set with me and help drive.’ She seemed \ at the deacon’s '2"

a little out of sorts, you know, and I saw her turn 3 The farmer drew hack in his chair.

away from Mr. Bentley when he came up. This g “The same road, gal? Stop at the deaeon’s?

was the reason I asked her to set in front with me. E God help us, gal, the deacon, his wife, and that

"She drew back behind her mud, and I saw 3 young creature, has been dead these ten years.
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her look suddenly up at Bentley. § The old house is torn down, and the grave-yard

“‘Oh, yes! get in, get iul‘ he'said, smiling. a crowds close up to the road as you pass. No,

'Come, Miss Sarah.’ lGillian, you shall have the sleigh-ride, but we

“Hetty caught hold ofmy band and spranginto g must go round the hill, not over it, as we did

the sleigh without a word. I was busy holding s that night."

in the team with one hand, and pullingup the§ “Well, you had a pleasant evening, then,

bnfl'alo skins around Hetty with the other, andiuncle; and that is a great deal, .because the

scarcely noticed what the pair behind were doing i memory of one happy evening lives forever, you

till Bentley called out, i know—forever and ever; so tell me of that one

"‘Here we are, snug and comfortable; touch Q happy ride, “and we will trust heaven for the

the horses up with a flOUHSIl, Hart; I feel like next, which is sure to come—for I always find

a bird to-nightl’ \ my wishes sooner or later, like fairy gifts, dear

" ‘A bird of passage, or a bird of prey?’ said 2 uncle."

Sarah, mischievously; ‘one thing is certain,t The old man looked down upon her with a

Dan, he is in the wrong nest, I would much § glance of hearty afi'ectlon. I

nth;- hav: glfltél‘ Hetty try nge. : Always ohirk and full of hope, Just as she

“ etty i not preten to ear, but I felt her was!" \

shiver as if with the sudden cold, and pulled thei “But. I’m afraid—just the least bit afraid,

robe over her again, saying, softly, that ‘Hetty you know, uncle—that my dear mamma was

belonged to me.’ I making a fool of Mrs. Bentley; you remember

“As I tightened the reins and shook out my g about the back seat, and all that?"

whip, it seemed to me that I heard a sob, but§ “It may be I don’t pretend to understand it

that minute the horses started, the bells gave afiup to this day. Your mother was a young

loud clash, and away we whirled around theicritter that none of us could calculate upon;

house, and up the turnpike like a flash of light- 3 not even Hetty, who always says that we had

ning set to music. no right to judge her, because she was so far

“If you want to see rale downright fun, gal, § above us all."

try a genuine sleigh-ride on a night like that. g “Then that pale little lady—aunt Hetty—how

Horses with their blood on fire—bells running 5 strange it seems that you should be telling of

over with music—roads beat down to marble— > sleigh-rides which she enjoyed, just as I should

snow-balls rattling from the horses’ boots—clouds 5 now. That nice little lady remembers and loves

of steam pouring from their nostrils and freezing E my mother yet. I’ll go and kiss her in the

into little icicles on the under jaw—whip crack- E morning, hang back as she will—just see if I

ing on the frosty air, and all the naked trees, g don’t.”

with every twig and bough pictured on the snow- E "Yes, if ever one human being loved another.

crust that spreads and glitters miles and miles.) Hetty loved your mother; to this day, she never

around you; with the moon smiling over head, it mentions her name without growing pale and

and lots on lots of stars blinking and sparkling g shivering, as if she was a-cold."

in its path. I tell you agin. gal, if there iii “Dear lady!"

genuine fun in the world, that'sit." , “That night she seemed troubled about
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something; but we had not driven a mile beforeS “A little while after this Mr. Bentley went.

she took her hand out of its mufl', and turning t down to New York; and, in a week or two, lIetty

round, held it out to Sarah, smiling so sweetly S started down there on a visit to an aunt of ours

in the starlight, and saying, in her low, mildsin the city; she only went for a visit of two or

'3y' i three weeks, but, somehow, it was spring before

“‘Is not this a lovely evening, Sarah 1’ t she was ready to come home, and I remember

“Then Sarah stooped forward and pretended i very well the dafl‘adowndilla were out in the

to whisper, while she kissed Hetty on the cheek, g garden before she got back. If it hadn’t been

and insisted on changing seats, which Hetty l for my wedding Idon't believe that she would

would not think of, till young Bentley leaned for- i have came back so soon, for she seemed restless

ward and whispered something, which I could \ and homesick enough all the spring.

not hear in the clash of the bells, but IIetty got -‘ “I forgot to tell you that Sarah went to visit

up pleasantly, while Sarah threw back the Q her aunt late in the winter, and came home with

bufl'alo robes, and sprang over into the seat atg Hetty. She, too, was a good bit sobered down,

my side, laughing gleefully all the time, andsand all her sparkling cheerfulness died out. I

flinging her arms around me to steady herself. Ecouldn’t help seeing, at times, that she cried a

Then we all settled down again, and I startedggood deal in the night, for her eyes were red,

the horses with a crack of the whip that setiand she looked worn and tired of mornings, as

them off like lightning; and in les than ten g if something lay heavy on her mind.

minutes we were sitting round a great wood fire I “I asked about Mr. Bentley, and if the gals

in Deacon Warner’s west room, with a tray of\ had seen him often; but they seemed shy of the

red checked apples glowing on the hearth, and g subject, and I calculated that he hadn’t been

a great stone pitcher of ginger cider hissing S sociable in the city, as they had a right to ex

under the red-hot poker that the deacon was a poet he would be. Altogether everything at

warming it up with. g home seemed to go wrong, and if it hadn’t. been

“Bentley rather hung back when the deacon s a busy time with me just before my wedding, I

handed round the cider-mug covered with yaller E should have insisted on knowing the reason why.

froth, but after he fairly took held there was no i “But I got married, and while my young wife

stepping him. i was getting ready for housekeeping, I spent

“I dare say you wouldn't have thought much \ purty much all the time at Deacon Warner’s, so

of that evening; but I consider it about as near t happy myself, that I near about forgot the gals.

heaven as a feller is likely to reach on this side a Something happened, though, that troubled me

the grave. There was my two sisters, looking a little. The post-oflice was about half way be

like angels in the fire-light; and there was the tween our house and Deacon Warner's, and one

gal I loved better than my own life, holding the ; morning, when I was riding home, bright and

tray of apples on her knee, while she tried one, i early, who should I see but our Sarah, with her

and then another, with her thumb and finger, white sun—bonnet and shawl, a going into the

searching out the mellowest for them; and there t post-office with a letter in her hand. She came

was Mrs. Warner, knitting away for dear life 5 out after a minute, and, before Icould ride up,

by a little round candle-stand, and Deacon E turned into a foot-path that gave her a shortcut

Warner on both knees in the corner cracking g across the meadows. I always stopped at the

but-nuts with a big hammer, which he handed t oflice for letters and papers as I went along, and

round after the apples and cider. Yes, Gillian, \ so rode up to the door, calling out to know if

that was a pleasant evening, take it all together; i there was anything for our folks. The 'post~

we counted apple-seeds, and swung red parings E master came to the door with a paper in his

three times round, dropping them into letters on E hand and a letter, which he handed to me say

‘the floor; mine always would turn out an H. ing,

Our Ilannah was named after her mother, youg l“Mr, Hart, I can‘t quite make this direction

know—and both Sarah’s and lIetty’s were exact 5 out: it seems to be for New York city, but the

B’s, at which both blushed and looked at each g writing isn’t clear.’

other so shyly. It really was a very pleasantE ““I took the letter. It was directed to William

evening, especially after I went back the IaStEBentIey, Esq., in Sarah's handwriting, but I

time, after settling the rest in the sleigh, and 5 could hardly make it out; the letters seemed to

took a last drink of cider, and a kiss that was 3 have been tumbled down over the paper.

worth ten thousand times as much. Certainly E “The whole thing took me by surprise. What

it was one of the pleasantest evenings that lion ’arth could Sarah be writing to that young

"er 'Pem- i feller about? And why didn‘t she wait and send
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the letter by me, as everybody else did? While 3 f‘ ‘What is it to you how my letters get to the

I sat puzzling over it the post-master stood a E post-oflice,’ says she, ‘or who Iwrite to either!

looking at me. 2 One woman’s as much as you can manage, and

“ ‘I reckon you can’t make it out more than I i she lives over the hill. Leave me to take care

can,‘ says he, laughing, and eyeing me sort of i of my own business!’

curious, as if he thought there was somethingi “‘But what can you have to write about!’

strange about- the letter. This brought me to g says I, feeling my face grow hot, for it was no

myself. gjoke to wrestle with our Sarah when her grit

“‘Oh! yes,’ says I, ‘it's all plain enough; {was up.

put it into the York mail and it’ll go straight. 3 “‘Well,’ says she, trying to laugh, ‘supposing

If you've sent any before you ought to know 5 I wanted him to send me a book of poems that’s

that.’ g just come out; is there any harm in that?‘

“It was mean to pry into Sarah’s secrets in i “ ‘No, not if you sent the money to pay for it,

that way, but I didn't think of it then. and father made no objections ’ _

"‘No,’ says he, ‘I never sent any in thatS “‘I“ather?' says she, and her lips turned cold

handwriting afore, and I shouldn’t a known itiand white. ‘Father, what is the use in man.

if Miss Sarah hadn’t brought the letter her- S tioning a trifle like that to him?’

I]!!!

oelf.‘ > g "‘It isn’t a trifle if you make a secret of it,

“‘Well, she’s saved me the tronble,’ says I. QSarah,’ says I, almost sternly.

‘Good morning,’ and off Irode. i “'You—you won't mention it,’ says she,

“Just where the footpath crossed the road 3 coming close to the fence, and clasping her

below our house, I met Sarah, walking alonglhands on the upper rail. ‘That's a dear, good

with her head down, as if she was counting the § brother now, do mind your own business; scold

dandelion: in her path. t Hannah, I dare say it will do her good; but don't

“‘Hallo! Sarah,’ says I, a riding up to the concern yourself about. what you will never

fence just as she came up, ‘what on earth Eunderstand, it can only make mischief.’

brought you out so early in the morning?’ Q “ ‘This is very strange, Sarah,‘ I was going to

“She looked up with a start. and half a i say, but she stopped me with a wave of her

scream; then I saw that she had been crying, :hand.

for drops hung on her eye-lashes, and though i “ 'There-there! I tell you, Daniel Hart, I am

she tried to laugh, it was more like sobbing. 3 doing everything for the best. You have no

“‘Oh! Dan, is it you?’ she said, turning round g right to think otherwise. Let me alone—oh!

so that I needn‘t see her brush the tears away. E let me alone!’

'It‘s a beautiful morning, isn’t it? I’ve found? “She held up her clasped hands when she

ever so many violets by the brook up yonder, ‘ spoke, as a little child prays, and the tears

and as for dandelions, the whole meadow lot is r'olled down her cheeks as I've seen the dew fall

golden with them; then the peppermint is just a from a rose in the morning. I shook my head;

beginning to sprout: capital Weather for whiten- t then her face fell forward on her hands, and she

ing cloth, isn’t it? has Hannah got her webs on \ began to sob.

the grass yet?’ i “ ‘Oh! Dan, brother Dan, you are cruel to me,

“She spoke all in a hurry, huddling her words ivory, very cruel; this comes of getting married,

\ -

together, and catching breath at every stop; her \ you do not care for us now. It would be a nice

eyes kept turning from one thing to another, and ~. thing to get your poor sister into trouble about

the color came and went in her face, as if she notlling- You and Hannah "mild enjoy it, I

was half frightened to death; and so she was, tdnrc say. She put you up to it, I know that.

poor thing!’ it Well, I have lost my brother, that’s all—my only

"I felt like choking, it seemed so unnaturalgbrother, that never rofusod me anything till

for Sarah to act in that way, and at last I says, \ now!’

‘Sarah,’ says I, ‘what have you been writing to 5 “ ‘Sarah.’ says I, after a swaller or two—for

Mr. Bentley about? And why didn't you keep é somehow I felt the tears rising—‘Sarah, I dare

the letter for me to carry?’ i say it’s all about nothing, only you want to be

“She turned as white as new milk, and her 3 romantic, and have secrets, like the heroines in

eyes‘glanced on me with awilcllook. as I’ve seen § books; but somehow“ these lthings, don’t work

rabbits do when the trap was opened; but this S themselves out clear in rea lfe: lou re young,

100k didn't last long; all at once her eyes bright- i and so full of wxts, that I sometimes feel anxxous

ened up and she turned on me in her old, saucy g about you. It would break my heart, dear, if

"y iany harm should come to you; so don’t be mad
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because I ask questions—it’s all for your owns “I promised to keep her secret, and put the

good, Sarah.’ ghorse on his metal. He was used to carrying

“She began to sob like a baby. § double, and went off like an arrow.

“'1 know—I know it is; but don’t say any-5 “Hetty stood on the stoop as we rode up,

thing more about thatletter; it's given me trouble g looking down the road. She turned and went

enough without that, I’m sure.’ into the house without s eakin a word (1
“I felt sorry for the poor gal, but yet it didn't 5 Sarah followed her, kickingg down-heaQZd

seem right to let her go on writing to a dashing g enough. I suppose she hated to tell about the

young feller in secret. ‘If it goes so agin the s letter.

grain to talk with me, promise one thing, and: “Well, about a week after this, an answer

I'll be content; just tell sister Hetty all about 3 came to the letter in Bentley’s hand-writing. I

it. She’s a sober, steady gal, and won‘t sanc- i had told Sarah not to inquire for it, for the

tion anything that has danger in it; tell her g manner of the postmaster didn’t quite please me.

about the letter, and I won't interfere.’ _ 3 I was right; for when the letter came, he made

“She looked up, looking earnestly into my 5 a great mystery about it, and wanted to send a

face; at last her eyes began to sparkle, and she g private message; but I cut the matter short,

laughed. , _ Easked for the letter, and carried it otf. Sarah

“‘Hetty? says she; ‘you will leave it with i trembled like a leaf when I gave it to her—tore

Hetty? git open, then put it into her bosom, blushing

b “LY-egg. candtrust Hetty; onlymtell her all i and turning white every instant, while Hetty

a on i., air an square—promise at.’ \ stood lookin at her still as death.
“ ‘Oh, yes, I promise that!’ says she, laughing " 'Rememgber you;- promise,’ says I to Sarah.

again, though her eyes filled with tears; ‘but “She took the letter from her bosom, and going

yop 2:212 milkstnielizgilomisp also} t f \ apt to getty, hdfllllldetl it to her, though she had

' , is i . says , aug ing 00— or \ no rea a wor erself.

I was relieved at the thought of trusting tlies “‘There,’ says she, flushing red, and turning

affair with our Iletty. ' l her face full on mine, ‘will that satisfy you?’

' t“That you won't mention the letter to any “Hetty took the letter without a word, and

living soul—not eyen to your Wife.’ seemed to read it steadily, but she did not turn

:: :Well, I promise that.’ \ over the page, and after setting still awhile, got

Nor mother; and above all, not to father,’ 3 up and went into the house.

she‘went on, earnestly. _ 2 “' Sarah followed her, and just as I was pre

I_thought it, over a minute, and made the E paring to go away again, came to the stoop

promise. r smiling, quite out of breath.

. “ ‘Nor—nor to lletty eitlier,’ says she, look- g “ ‘There, it is all right,’ she whispered. ‘Next

ing atévmltls ,as if airaidltgat I would refuse. ' week Mr. Bentley will be here with his cousin-—

“ e , says , ‘p e go me your sacred word i another Mr. Bentley—and then you will know

of honor thatiyou will tell Hetty everything, and g what he has been writing about.’

I will not mention the subject again. She willg “I felt relieved by her words, and rode over

keep‘yoglztligiéglilt; Iggriiaregzitlhztf. hon ' an s i tocgte deacon’s, happier than I had been for a

or, y , w .

she, gravely, while the‘tears swam in her eyes. i “I saw but little of the gals after that, for

“ “That's a good gal,_' says I, reaching out one 3 they were too busy preparing the house for

hand. ‘Thcre, now, give me a kiss, and jump visitors; everything was at sixes and evens—

on bgtind.’ t h f h f - calrpets taken up-curtains hung—counterpanes

“ e sprang o t e top 0 t e enee, puckered ‘5 w iitened—and ceilings whitewashed on the day

up her lips till they glowed like an apple blossom, 3 that young Bentley and his cousin was expected;

and gave me an old-fashioned kiss, that went 5 everything was in order, and the old homestead

strai‘gjl‘ig to the lieiigtl.i 1' 7 h h loloked cheeig‘ifi as ili‘spiiing]2 morning. The fire

‘ ere, you 0 ar ing, says s c,t rowing k p aces were u of em 0c and pine-tops; and

her shawl across the horse, springing up behind S at every corner you found an old mug or pitcher

me as light as a bird, and clasping my waist with crowded full of apple-blossoms lilacs, and

an alfectionatc ling, lthere, you blessed old dar- é snow-balls, till the rooms were scented like a

ling, we’re friends again; so now strike into a § garden.

trot as quick as you like, but don’t tell anybody “The gals looked as purty as picters that

that I’ve been farther than the Spring Meadow, afternoon, in their white muslin dresses, bowed

or they’ll torment me to death with questions.’ i up in front with blue ribbons; but they seemed

N'/'llll-l/I/M
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restless and anxious, too, as if they didn't know g That minute the blast of a horn rung through

vhst to do with themselves. i the valley, and while it filled the air, a sharp

“Toward night we all went out into the stoop—- cry from one of the gals made us all catch our

for my wife had come over, and looked as nice r breath.

assay of them—if Sarah was the most beautiful; i “ ‘Seel see!’ shrieked Sarah, flinging up

and they made a putty show, fluttering aroundl her arms. ‘Oh, my God, have mercyi—have

in their white dresses, like so many pigeons, \ mercy!’

waiting to be fed. At last, just as the sun wasi “Her wild eyes were bent on the distance—

beginning to sink behind the hills, we saw as we followed them in terror. The stage was

carriage coming round a curve of the turnpike, i thundering down the hill; we caught one glimpse

that you can see from the stoop away down thes of the carriage, which went over and over down

valley. It was moving along what we call the g the precipice; the sharp yell of the horses came

dug road, with a steep hill on one side, and a i to where we stood—and then all was still. I

precipice below—a dangerous spot always forilooked around; Hetty lay cold and stifi' as

skittish horses, and one I never liked to travel§ death on the stoop, while Sarah fell down at

in the night. Sher side, shielding her with both arms, and

“Just as we saw Mr. Bentley’s carriage ap- g moaning as if her heart was broken."

pear on this road, a stage coach came over that (To us CONTINUED.)

mu, thundering along as if it had lost time. ‘
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SONG—THE MAID OF ARDEE.

 

BY A NEW CONTRIBUTOR.

 

(AIR, JENNY JONES.)

Tn ship in the ofling was rocked by the billows;

The signal for sailing at length was displayed;

The lovers both sat on the brook edged with willows,

Where oft in the long summer evening they strayed.

“I‘m going." said Jimmy, with tender emotion,

While blinked the big tear in his bonny blue ’eo,

"To buflet the tempest: on life’s stormy ocean,

And leave far behind me the maid of Ardce.

The goal is before rue—my heart it is in it,

As long as the guerdou is coupled with thee;

Never fear but young Jemmy will tlziuntlessly win it,

And bring home the prize to the maid of Ardee.

“Farewell, then, to Jenny; may heaven's protection,

Vouchsat'e to my darling its sheltering care;

Never fear but young Jemmy, led by its direction

Shall win, and with Jenny his trophies shall aha-re."

One lost look he took with such tender emotion,

And kissed the big tear that tricked down from her 'ee;

When his boat like an arrow shot over the ocean,

And Jimmy’s soon lost to the maid of Ardee.

“Farewell, then, to Jenny—farewell to my dearest;

Rcpine not that fortune should call me away;

When the cloud is the lowest the rain-drops are nearest—

The darkness of night’s but the opening of day.

Ill/rid,”'I’M/I’ll!fIWI/II/In

 

OH! FOOLISH MILLER!

BY MARCELLA M. MINES,

 

F0011!!! Miller! circling, fluttering

Nearer to the brilliant light;

Don‘t you know it cares not for you—

That its touch would kill you quite!

Go away, the sky is pleasant

Out of doors; the night is sweet,

And the air is pure and fragrant,

With the breath of flowers replete.

What a pleasant song the taper,

In low, titful murmurs sings,

’Tis not best that thou should’st listen,

Foolish Miller, lost thy wings?

Up the light in triumph rushing,

Folds him in its blinding glare;

Wrecked in beauty and in being—

He bemoons too late the snare.

Ahi how many with a birthright

Far above the silly moth,

Circle round some guy temptation—

Dmwing nearer, nothing loth;

Heading not this simple lesson;

Counting not the fearful cost,

Till one day a weeping angel

Writes—a priceless soul is lost!

Go in peace! infatuation

Stronger growl while near you stay;

And the light burns clearer, brighter—

You had better go away,

Break at once the magic circle—

You are quite bewildered now,

Thinking how 'twere best Bpproaching—

You had better not learn how.
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TO KNIT A SONTAG.

 

BY MR5. JANE WEAVE‘B.

 

  

MATEBIALS.—2 oz. blue zephyr, 1 oz. black - side. Keep these in reserve for one front of the

zephyr, 1 pair bone needles, 1 bone crochet hook. i work. The stitches upon the second needle, knit

With the blue wool cast on 16 stitches, knitias before, continuing to widen, though only at

plain—widening 1 stitch at the beginning of the E the beginning of every other row—the interme

row. The best way to widen, is to knit the first a diate rows are to be narrowed 1 stitch at the

stitch, then instead of taking it ofi‘ on the second i beginning of the rows. Knit until the work is

needle, put it back upon the first, making on g wide enough to fit the figure. Bind 011' all the

extra. stitch. Knit 99 rows—making this extra E stitches upon the needle, and 16 of those on the

stitch at the beginning of every row. This forms 3 reserve side, to form the neck. Then knit this

the back. Then take ofl‘ upon a third needle, 3 front precisely as the first one.

one half the number of stitches, and eight be-3 For. ran Bonnnn.-—Use the black wool and

156
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crochet hook. Crochet in single crochet from 6 g stitches, (in one stitch of plain row,) * 1 ch, 7

to 10 rows, all round the work. Then make a i do in the 8th stitch from the lat shell pattern *.

chain of 8 stitches, work it in the 5th stitch of‘t For. 'rnn Burros.—Procure some large wood

last row; 8 chain again in next 5th stitch. moulds. Crochet a small circle (with the blue

Repeat until this row is complete. Work 2 rows % wool) in single crochet. Cover the moulds with

in this way—1 row single crochet. Edge with 1 i these pieces. Cord, color of buttons. Cord and

row shell work, which is done by making 7 do i tussels for the waist, and the Sontag is complete.

TO KNIT AN INFANT’S PETTIOOAT.

—_

BY HRS. JAN] WEAVER
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MATlBIALS.—6 01. white Saxony wool, small stitch, knit 11; throw the thread forward, knit

wooden needles. 21; throw the thread forward, knit ll * to the

Cast on 428 stitches. _ lend of the needle.

in Rom—Knit plain. so. Rom—Purl.

2nd Row.—Purl. Q 7th Rom—Same as 5th. Repeat this for 12

3rd Rona-Knit plain. gpattorn rows; then knit 4 rows alternate plain

4th Rom—Purl. \ and purl stitch.

6th Rom—Knit 2 stitches plain, throw thel Knit this pattern until you have a border {

thread forward, knit 11 *, take off the 12th, knit ‘ yard in depth. The upper part of the skirt is

two together, bind the 12th over this narrowed l knitted either in blocks or plain. The design is



 

158 INFANT’S SHOE.

in blocks, which is done by knitting 4 stitches 3 the plain stitches must come over the purled

plain, 4 purl, 4 rows deep—observing to ,make g ones—the purled ones over the plain, as may be

the 4 plain stitches come together on the 4 rows 3 seen in the design.

-the purl the same. The next row of blocks, 3
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INFANT’S SHOE.

 

BY M38. JANE WEAVIB.

 

Shoe, with full-sized diagrams by which to cut

it out.

The diagram for the sole is annexed below:

\ those for the upper and lower quarters will be

‘ found in the front of the book.

> Any lady can make this, out of such material

as she prefers.

§ WE give, this month, a pattern for an Infant’s

2

  

son: or mum’s snox.

VARIETIES IN EMBROIDERY.
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VARIETIES FOR THE MONTH.

 

BY our. “ntsniox nni'ron.”

  

CBIKILLI SHAWL.

and black. But if you wish

the shawl to have a gayer and

more dressy look, by turning

the other side, stripes of scar

let and black are shown with a

border of a plainer efl'ect. The

fringe is grey, with here and

there a drop of scarlet and.‘

black chenille. These, and simi

lar tasteful shawls, can be sold

from prices ranging from ten

dollars to fifteen.

The Isabella Skirt, made by

Douglas & Sherwood, New York,

is peculiarly adapted to the pre

sent season, combining as it

does all the advantages of a

hoop and quilted skirt. The

bottom is bordered to the depth

of half a yard or more with

white quilting, edged with a

heavy cord. Three light flexi

ble steel hoops are introduced

in the upper portion of the

skirt. The back forms an ad

 

  

Wn are glad to see that shawls are so ex

tensively popular this winter. For several

years we have called public attention to the

graceful character of this description of wrap.

No mnntilla, ever made, equals the shawl in

beauty. Among our wealthier classes the In

dia shawl is becoming quite common. Square

shawls of this exquisite fabric may be had for

all prices, from one hundred dollars up to six

or seven hundred; and long shawls for sums

ranging from three hundred dollars up to a

thousand, or even more. L. J. Levy & 00.,

of Chesnut street, Philadelphia, have had,

' for several years, the finest assortment of

those Cashmeres ever imported into America.

Shawls may be had, however, of every price,

both at their establishment and elsewhere, of

great beauty; for in no other department of

manufactures, perhaps, have such strides been

made in taste, as in women’s shawls. T. S.

Evans & 00., another fashionable dry-good’s

firm of Philadelphia, have a beautiful Chenille

Shawl, an engraving of which we give, and

which is one of the novelties of the season.

When folded on one side the shawl is of a plain

grey color, with a Greek border in scarlet

TILE IBABELXA SKXRT.
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160 VARIETIES FOR. THE MONTH.

justable hustle, while the front is composed of land from the pattern we give, any lady of taste

a series of upright. hands of white tape, placed ; can prepare one for herself.

at equal distances, and extending from the band g

to the quilting.
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CHEMISXL

Genin, of New York, has a great variety of

elegant linen, for infants and ladies. Among

the most tasteful is a chemise, trimmed with

lace, an engraving of which we give. Another ‘

very elegant affair is an infant’s robe, of which

also we give an engraving.

  

HEAD-DIESE

The same may be said of the beautiful collar

and neck-tie, an illustration of which we annex.

There is hardly a country store even, with any

\pretensions, that cannot furnish the materials

=for this pretty article: nor any reader of “Peter

son,” who, with the aid of the engraving, cannot

either make it for herself, or instruct another to

make it for her.

  

"I

 

  

COLLAR AND NICK-TIE.

_'-‘-‘IVIJIIJINIMIMII

Q These are the principal novelties of the month.

,wmm no“ iln the fashion department proper, are given,

5 however, additional patterns, comprising cloaks,

A new style of head-dress hasjust appeared, ibonnets, &c., some from designs imported from

which, as it is quite easy to make. we have had g I’m-is, and others from articles made up, by

engraved for our hundred thousand}suhscriberS. Efashionable mediates, in Philadelphia and New

The materials are ribbon and artificial flowers, iYork.



NAPKIN RING.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

  

Tms elegant: article is to be worked with steel a should like to see, more popular; for it is entirely

beads on velvet. It is at once economical and la false idea, which thinks nothing can be beau

tssteful, one of a kind of ornament which we i tiful unless it is expensive.

THE SURPLIGE DRESS BODY.

 

DY EMILY 11. MAY.

 

  

Tins graceful dress body has just appeared, z size of each piece being marked, it will be ob

in Paris, where it is very popular: and accord- '5 served, in inches along each side.

ingly we have had it engraved for “Peterson,” No. 1. HALF THE FRONT.

and a. diagram prepared by which to cut out a No. 2. FROM or Panama‘s.

paper pattern. Such a pattern can be made, by E No. 3. HALF 'rna BACK.

any subscriber, by enlarging the diagram, the: No. 4. Basil or Panama.

Vot- XXXV.—11 161
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SPANISH POLKA.

FOR A CHILD OF TWO on THREE YEARS OLD.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

of the outer decreasings, nearest to the front: at

geach you will increase 18 stitches in as many

rows, as the alternate once only have the made

stitches. Continue to knit in the briochc stitch.

: In the next row, knit as far as the first 18

Estitches. Turn back; cast of the 18, and knit

g the others backward and forward as usual, form

iing one side of the front, up to the shoulder, for

E 36 rows; always continuing to make the button

iholes at equal distances, if this is the side for

i them. Now cast of a stitch loosely at the end

\ of every row, until one stitch only is left. Draw

ithe wool through. New continue the piece for

g the back, from the gusset; knit across the back,

{to the end of the other 18 stitches, turn; cast

.‘lATlBlALS.—6 oz. claret4 thread Berlin wool; them elf, and do 36 rows; then cast off a stitch

1 oz. of white Pyrenees ditto; apair of knitting-i5 at the end of every row, until 8 ribs are cast. off

needles with heads, No. 8, and another, No. 10. at each edge. Cast ofl‘ the remainder. Do the

With the claret wool and finest needles cast other side of the front to correspond with the

on 242 stitches. and knit two plain rows. Now é first.

tie a hit of white thread at the 36th from eachi Fon 'rtn: Steven—Cast on 99 stitches, knit

end, and at the 56th from them. These four 3 2 plain rows, then the briochc stitch. Gradually

pieces of cotton serve to mark the places where g decrease two ribs at each edge, and knit about

you are to decrease by knitting three together 6 inches. Now cast. off 24 stitches at each edge,

in every alternate row, after the 24th. iand knit eight rows before casting otf the re

Begin the pattern, which is ordinary briochc mainder.

stitch, adding three stitches at the end of every } Tm: COLLAIt.-—-Cast on 102 stitches, and do

row, until there are 36 more at each end; in the § the depth of an inch with claret wool, and cast.

next row cast on 21 more at the end, and When 3 off. Then with the white wool, and the some

you come to the end of the next row do the same. i needles, take up stitches along the two ends and

Meantime after 24 rows done without decreasing, i one side, and knit one row. 2nd. 1- Knit 2, make

you will take in three stitches at each of thctonc by bringing the thread before the needle.

white threads, in every other row, until you have} 1- nll round. 3rd. Put-led. 4th. f knit 2, make

decreased, in each place, 27 stitches. To pro-i1, knit 1, make 1, 1- repeat to the end. 5th.

duce the proper cflect take in first. at one side, Purled. 6th. Cast 011‘. This finishes the collar.

and then at the other of the white thread, so The deep lace frill, which gives so elegant a

that a ridge from each side disappears altcr- , finish to this polka, is done with the coarse

nstely. You may then do 60 rows, without in- l needles in Pyrenees wool. It is double, and is

creasing or diminishing. It will be necessary to t to be done as follows. Cast on 30 stitches, and

make button-holes at one edge, at the distance knit one plain row.

of every 30 rows, thus: Knit 6 stitches, cast 9 1st Pattern Row.-~ Knit 7. 1- make I, knit 2

of the left-hand needle, by passing one over 3 together, knit 6. 1* repeat till 7 only are left.

another without knitting them; then cast on 6; Make 1. knit 7

on the right~hand needle, in this way diminish-i 2nd ROW—Purl 5- Pltrl 2 together, {make

ing by 3 at every button-hole; atv the other edge l, purl 1, make 1, purl 2 together, purl 3, purl

do not decrease at all. You now form a gusset i 2 together. 1- to the end; purl the last 5.

for underneath the arms by making a stitch on 5 3rd Row—Knit 4, knit 2 togethcnl-léénake l,

g each side the ridge which runs up from the side

2
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knit 3, make 1, knit 2 together, knit 1, knit 25 To trim the sleeves, cast on 96 stitches, and

together, 1' to the end, when make 1, knit 3, 3 work in the same way. When three patterns

make 1, knit 2 together, knit 4. S are done, begin the upper frill, to which do two

4th Rom—Purl 3, purl 2 together; 1' make 1, g before joining them. Complete like that for the

purl 5, make 1, purl 3 together, 1- to the end. body, and sew on to the sleeve, closing it up the

These four rows form one pattern, and must 3 edge.

be repeated five times, after which do two plain E New sew up the shoulders, add the collar and

rows, and slip all the stitches on a finer needle. E sleeves, and plait some white 8-thrend ficecy, in

be another piece with a depth of only two pat- E make the trimming down the fronts and round

terns, and two plain rows. Then holding the § the neck. The buttons are covered also with

two pieces of lace together, knit one row with a 3 pieces of white knitting, so that every part

stitch ofl‘ each needle, thus uniting the two frills. g washes.

Do another plain row, and a series of holes, thus: Those who are not acquainted with brioche

Knit 3, 1’ make 1, slip 1, knit 2 (not together,) stitch may be glad to learn that it is simply-1

pass the slip stitch over. 1- rcpeat to the end, gluing the thread in front, slip 1 as if purling,

when the last three are to be knitted plain. liknit 2 together, The wool of which these

purled row; 1 plain ditto. Cast oif To be 5 polkas are made is the finest Spanish.

sewed round the bottom of lhe jacket.

Wwmw»W/,-fl,~v,n-,r”  
w

CROCHET COIFFURE.
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A NEEDLE noox.—onnrnnuan’s NECK-TIE. 165
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A PRETTY coiffure, which may be crocheted 5 The pattern is so easy that a detailed description

. a \ - .

in any color that suits the taste of the wearer. It “1" not, we think, be necessary.
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A NEEDLE BOOK.

 

111' 31118. JANE WEAVER.
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Fnost this pattern a very pretty needle-book gold, green and gold, or other colors that bar

may be worked. It may be done in blue and \ monize.
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GENTLEMAN’S NECK—TIE.

 

BY HRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

Tms is becoming quite a fashionable articleg The Neck-Tie is netted. The materials are

for gentlemen to wear at evening parties. The 3 two skeins of fine black purse silk, and 1 skeiu

present pattern is taken from an English journal. 5 very fine indeed, for border at the ends. A net

and has been engraved for “Peterson’s Maga- l ting needle, and N0. 14 steel mesh, No. 3 Ponc

Iine" for some time; but has been crowded out i lopc hook.

by more important things. ’ Make a foundation of some other material 200
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3rd.—T, 3 ch do u 1st 3 ch; * 3 chl Lunext:

8 ch 1 L u 5 ch; 3 chlLusame;5chlLu

some; 3 ch 1 Lusome; Sch 1 Lunext3 ch; 3

ch 1 L u next; do u next 8 ch (this will be be~

tween the scallops.) Repeat from *.

This Tie, when finished, should be dumped

with cold water, in which a little loaf sugar has

been dissolved; then put it in a cloth, under a

weight, to press it smooth. To be worn, the Tie

should be run together for a short space in the

centre, and a piece of sarsenet ribbon run in to

keep it firm.

stitches long; net 2 or 3 rows to make it firm;

then commence with the silk, and after the 2nd

row, or diamond, increase 1 stitch at every nlter

note row at each end, until 36 rows are netted;

then decrease l stitch (by not netting into the

lost stitch) of every alternate row at each end,

until 85 rows more are netted, end with 2 rows

of 200 stitches.

FOR THE Bennett—lat Rom—Dc u the let

loop of netting; 6 ch do 14 each loop of netting.

2nd.—T (or turn on reverse side;) 5 ch dc 11

1st loop; * 3 ch 1 L u next 5 ch; 6 ch 1 more L

u some; 8 ch 1 L 1: some; 8 ch do u next 6 ch.

Repeat from *.
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COLLAR IN EMBROIDERY.

THIS beautiful collar, the illustration of which t wheels are worked in button-hole stitch entirely.

is given in the front of the number, has been E The large wheel is done in English embroidery

forwarded to us by n. subscriber, who designed gin the middle, and button-hole stitch on the out

it herself. The small wheels and large one are 5 side to prevent it from rnveling. The round

worked separately: cut out of the cloth and E circle is worked in chain-stitch. If wished, the

tacked together as in the collar, The smnllicollar can be worked narrower.



FIRE—SCREEN OF PHEASANTS' WINGS.

 

Br MRS. JANE wsavnn.

5 FIRE-SCREENS composed of the wings of phea

g sants, or other game, are both pretty and useful,

3 and when hung at the fire-side, below the bell

g pull, form a nice addition to the decorations of

S a drawing-room. The wings must be cut off

iwhen the bird is fresh killed, and as near the

ibcdy as possible; being careful not to rutfle the

i feathers. The wing must be stretched as in this

  

cut. To put them together, place the inner

edges together, and sew them up to near the

top feathers thus: when sewed, lay the screen

f

son a table, right side downward, and, having

i placed a double paper over the sewing, press it

Q with a hot iron. When that side is done, turn

g the screen, and place a weight on the right side

5 to give it a flat back; it is then fit to attach to

ithe handle, a gilt one looks best: form rosettes

E of the large scarlet chenile, and sew one on each

fiside so as to cover where the handle joins; a

i pair of scarlet chenile tassels and silk cord are

required, as seen in design: the screen is hung

by the loop of cord.
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ORIGINAL DESIGN IN EMBROIDERY.

 

BY NBS. JANE WEAVER.

  

IOB SILK EMBROIDERY ON MUSLIN Olt FLANNEL



EDITOR’S TABLE.

EDITORIAL GRIT-CHAT.

Lrrru'. Cnxanasx.—We have often tried to imagine what i

the world would be without babies. Deplorable reverie!

during which our speculations have been the brownest kind

of brown. No little flowers upspringing—no crocuses gol

dening the black and crusted earth—no tender grasses with

delicious tints of emerald—no delicate vines; but instead a .3

wilderness of great trees and deformed bushes, with scraggy

foliage and demented trunks, with names cut upon them, on

the outside, but hopelessly full of dust and ashes. No grace

ful little hills or rivulets a spans breadth—no trickling water

fall’s murmuring music—no silvery and incessantly busy

little tongues—nothing but the high. heaven-soaring moun

tains, cracked and seamed, and broken with the convulsions

of past centuries—nothing but vast, earth-swallowing oceans

and tremendous Niagaras.

Oh! dear—a world full of men and women—but no little

children! Think of it. There wouldn‘t be a bit of the milk

of human kindness in this sublunary habitation, and we are

constrained to think we should be overwhelmed with a de

luge of vinegar.

Still, it gives us a sort of topsy-turvy feeling to come upon

a squad of infantile liibernians. with countenances like ani~

mated molasses cakes, and giving indisputable evidence of

their origin from the dust of the earth. though in their case

the dust has been pleutifully mixed with water—I say it

gives one a topsy-turvy feeling! There we see all the help

lessness of babyhoml. all its trickery, all its bald, know

nothingism, without the blessed influences of soap and water

-sprawling instead of falling into graceful attitudes—or if

falling at all, immersed in gallons of dirty suds—its dimples

crusted with filth—its eyes filled with sand—its hands—

“description can no farther go."

That sort of babyhood is very distressing to sentimental

JWWJ”M

Blessings on children—blessings on the mothers who

have common sense enough not to spoil them before they

can walk.

GLUrroar.-—“Do for pity’s sake let the child have all he

wants. How can I blame him for indulging in what I love

and can‘t possibly do without!”

And so little Georgy had another piece of pie, and another

doughnut, another cup of sloppy tea, and another dish of

preserves. §

Who wondered at his distressingly lazy yawns as he turned

from the table? Who wondered that he lolled from sofa to

sofa, grew cross and troublesome as night came on, and was

finally carried grumbling and hateful to bed.

The feeding process is commenced in the morning. “Georgy

wants pie—go get it out of the pantry. Jenny. cut a slice

of fruit cake for the dear child to carry to school. Have you

had enough, dear? Just a little more coffee—put plenty of

milk in, Jenny. Dear little fellow! how he enjoys his food!"

Yes, and how he lounges over his desk at school! How

his red eyes. glued with an unmeaning stare to his book,

wink and blink! Hear his heavy sighs, the result of a dis

tended stomach. See him forever yawning on the play

ground, only intermitting to filch—on the sly—a bit- of plum

cake or an apple from his pocket. Your gluttons are always

stingy, mean and contemptible.

Parents—do you not know that an improper indulgence

in rich and highly seasoned food has an effect not only upon

the body, but the imagination, and the whole moral being?

To a child, especially to one possessed of a nervous tem

perament, and fine organization, with a mind so liable to be

overwrought as of itself to feed upon life and wear it away,

gluttony is a formidable enemy. It stimulates the passions

and brings them prematurely into action. It weakens the

people, and yet there is a kind of pleasure in noting how

vII’l’l/I’lllrJ/I/Ir/‘II/f/‘m’l/I/’I/I‘II/N/N/f/.'IfMIIMNIMMW

s power to resist temptation in more ways than one. It ren

thoroughly the little monkeys enjoy themselves. No screams
f. ders the blood, which should flow steadily onward, like the

of “Don‘t touch that!"—“ Don’t do this!"—“Don’t do the

other i” No costly Honiton laces, for pulling which many

an embryo lover of the fine arts gets a hearty slapping, and

the heart-ache beside—for slaps don’t always stay on the

outside, mind you! They penetrate and remain printed on

the moral nerves, long after the red impression of the hand

has faded.

Poor little chicks! it requires a gigantic amount of faith

to see school-teachers, and ministers, and senators, and presi

dents, and all sorts of good things, emanating from those

questionable pug-nosed babies, and yet they have a better

chance than the silken scions of wealth and leisure,

them, many of them, admirably developed villains in time.

And yet, it strikes us that there are very few real, living

babies. What with the pinning and the bandaging, the

mint-teas, the tossing, the irregular feeding, the rocking, the

bare legs, arms and bosom, the overwrapped spine, and

other known persecutions, the babies don‘t thrive. They

are said often to be brought up by hand. We think in some

cases it would be better if they could be brought up by

machinery. So much pressing and worrying seldom result

in the turn out of a healthy, happy, red-checked, energetic \

boy, who smashes almost everything he touches; but if

trained right, smashes to good purpose when his hand ae

quircs its man’s strength and cunning. Who adds some

thing to the world‘s Wealth and thought and happiness, and

makes the mother and the father exult with an honest pride

that they have given character, as well as bone and sinew

to the being they have trained.
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Who 2 Jobs all compressed in one.

study the first principles of evil on a refined plan, that makes 3
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pure river from its exhaustless fountain, thick and turbid in

its swollen veins. It makes the drunkard. the debascd and

ruined dobauchee. More vile animal natures in mature life

are caused by this sinful selfishness, fostered by parents,

than the world is aware of. More criminals fill the lonely

cell, and sleep upon the damp flags of prison floors, brought

there directly through the indulgence of the vice of gluttony,

than can be estimated.

80 please don’t let Georgy eat till his eyes stand out.

Please don’t send him to school overfed to worry some poor

teacher. who ought to have the patience of four-aud-twenty

Don‘t say that you like to eat

all you want, and, therefore, Georgy shall do likewise—4w

cause you may like the man who could digest ten-penny

nails, and children seldom have such a faculty.

bio—teach Georgy to GXPI‘ClSO self-denial. Let him see

that you value some things more than victuals and drink—

his future welfare—his immortal soul. Don't make him a

walking batch of doughnuts, a holocaust of mince-pies, a

hecatomb of meats and gravies.

Remember Georgy is among those who sing so sweetly

sometimes,

“ I want to be an angel."

OUR Comasn EIBEILIBHXBHT.—Thi8 beautiful affair excels

even the one in the January number. It consists ofa purse,

and a traveling bag, both designed expressly for “ Peterson,”

by Mrs. Jane Weaver. Being colored, they can be worked

from the pattern.
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"Hosea to “non Hosea is Deaf—We hardly ever look

over a file of exchanges, without finding some story or poem,

originally written for this Magazine, copied without credit.

Gem-rally. we suppose, this omission of an acknowledgment

is unintentional: but it is to be regretted; for it deprives us

of a merited due. We try to publish the very best stories,

and the fact that so many are copied is some proof that we

do—is it not annoying, therefore, to find that we get credit

for those very stories only about once in half a dozen times?

Very frequently, the tales have been copied from English

journals. which have pirated them from “Peterson.” Lately,

a leading Boston journal printed a sketch. which it heralded '

as translated from the German, but which we found to be -

one of our own bantlings, that had been kidnapped by a

Berlin periodical. and from that translated back into its

original mother-tongue. Will our exchanges oblige us, when

they copy stories from “Peterson,” by giving this Magazine

the proper credit?

“ Pam‘s Bamxras'r.”-The mezzotint of “Miranda,” in

our January number. was universally praised. So also was

“In the Bitter Cold." But we think “Papa’s Breakfast,"

and “A Winter Night,” will be equally popular. Neither

of them require a description at our hands. “Papa‘s Break

fast.” esprrially. is very beautiful. What a charming little

dear it is! How carefully she carries the precious treasure

that has been entrusted to her, and how proud she will be.

when she reaches the field where her father is at work, and

when he praises her, as he is sure to do, for having brought

his meal so deftly! The “ Winter Night” is hardly less bean

tifnl, some may even think it more so. Certainly, nothing

can excel the fidelity, with which the artist has reproduced

the effect of moonlight, as seen on a still and frosty night.

Trrz Gorarsmr or Muss Susana—A charming photo

graph, representing the bride conducted home, has been

published by J. P7. Tiltou 8: Co., of Boston, after a design by

F. (J. Dnrley. The picture is for sale, in Philadelphia, by W.

G. Hazard. The precise lines in the poem, which the artist

illustrates, are the following:

“ Pleasantly murmured the brook, as they

trims-ed the ford in the forest,

Pleased with the image that passed, like a

dream of love through its bosom.”

A Warm 10 Km Comiauroas.—It is useless to send

stories to Us for publication unless they are of first-rate

merit. Indeed, we have so much manuscript on hand, and

so many contributors regularly engaged, that we shall be

able to accept nothing. even if meritorious, unless it is short

and to the point. Stories, from two to four printed pages

long, are the only ones we want at present; but they must

be racy and terse, or they have no chance of being pub

lisbed.

Aver» llss'rr Worms—Be careful how and what you say,

especially if you are angry or worried. A harsh word is

easier spoken than recalled. A little monosyllable, hastily -

uttered. may pain a father, mother, husband, sister, or child

for hours, perhaps for days. The Bible has said, “a soft an~

swer turneth away wrath." Remember that, when your

patience is tried. and speak gently, instead of angrily.

Nothing is more lovely in woman than amiabillty.

New Music—Oliver Ditson & Co., Boston, have just

published “Lillian Lee," written and composed by J.

McNaughton. 8. T. Gordon, New York, has published.

“('nme Meet Me TwNight,” a serenade, the words by J.

Mrh'rmghton, the music by Francis 11. Brown. Firth, Pond

& Co, New York, have. published “The Good Time Has

C-rne." sing and chorus, Written and composed by J.

HCXaughtnm
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A FINE POEM—Professor Lowell. of Harvard University,

is the author of the following beautiful poem

Godminster! is it Fancy’s play?

I know not, but the word

Sings in my heart, nor can I say

I dreamed the name, or heard;

Yet fragrant in my mind it clings

As blossom after rain,

And builds of half-remembered things

This vision in my brain.

Through aisles of long-drawn centuries

My spirit walks in thought,

And to that symbol lifts its eyes

Which iiod‘s own pity wrought;

From Calvary shines the altar‘s gleam,

The Church's East is there,

The ages one great minster seem

That throbs with praise and prayer.

And all the way from Calvary down,

The curven pavement shows

Their graves. who won the martyrs' crown,

And safe in God‘s repose;

The saints of many a warring creed,

Who now in lleaven have learned

That all paths to the Father lead

Where Self the feet have spurned.

And as the mystic aisles I pace,

By aureoled workmen built,

Lives ending at the Cross I trace

Alike through grace and guilt;

One Mary bathes the blessed feet

With ointment from her eyes;

With spikenard one; and both are sweet,

For both are sacrifice.

Moravian hymn and Roman chant

In one devotion blend,

To speak the soul’s eternal want

Of Him. the inmost friend;

One prayer soars cleansed with martyr-fire,

One hoarse with sinner‘s tears,

In Heaven both plain with one desire,

And God one music hears.

While thus I dream. the bells clash out

Upon the Sabbath air.

Each seems a selfish faith to shout—

A hostile form of prayer.

My dream is shortened. yet who knows

But in that lleaven so near,

This discord into music flows

In God's atoning ear.

0h. chime oh? of blessed Charity!

Peal soon that Easter morn,

“'heu (Tlirist for all shall risen be,

And in all hearts new-horn!

That Pentecost, when utterance clear

To all men shall be given,

When all can say, My brother here,

And hear My son in Heaven.

A Hospital) Tnoussxn -—The Bloomington (Mo) Messen

ger sayst—“If there is one Magazine we receive with more

pleasure than another. it is ‘Pcterson.’ It is the best and

cheapest work of the kind published.” This is a sentiment

which not less than a hundred thousand fair ladies also echo

this year.‘

  

REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS.

Wild Flowers. Drawn and Coloredfrom Nature. By Mrs.

Badger. With an Introduction by Mrs. L. H. Sigoumry. Large

Ihlio. With twcnty-twopage (blond Illustrations. New York:

Charles Seribncr.—This volume, superb in its mechanical

execution, has never had its equal in America among

works devoted to illustrations of natural products. It con

tains the finest specimens of our field and forest flowers,

those beautiful strangers that, in the recesses of our woods,

or by our mountain streams, so often call forth the traveler‘s

exclamation! of delight, and which are here preserved in

their exquisite perfection; not a tint faded, not an atom of
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brilliant down brushed from their petals; fresh and bright

as when first gathered from their native wild soil. The

volume has, indeed. “ the voice of bird and the breath of

spring." Mrs. Sigourney’s poem is a fitting tribute to the

beauty of these flmvers.

appropriate accompaniment-i in other plants of their season.

Here we have the dogwood flinging its snowy sheen over the

spring womls; the wild geranium, with downy leaves and

purple head, bending its slender stalk lifted amidst the May

grass; the modest ground pink and the trailing arbutus; the

mayflowcr of the Pilgrims; the hood-leavcd violet; the wild

columbine, gleaming in scarlet and gold on the barren hill.

side; the spring beauty, half seen in the grass bordering the

tangled wood; the delicious wild apple blossom and the pink

and crimson honeysuckle clinging to the arms of the forest.

Among summer visitors we have here the gorgeous yellow

lily, with the harebell from its rock-shaded nook; the sweet

brier, loading the air with fragrance; the tulip tree, the belle

of the forest; the kalmia, making gay the mountain woods

with delicate bloom; the lovely wild rose. the daisy, butter

cup and red clover; the evergreen rhododendron; the butter

fly Weed, with its bright orange clusters veiled by the luxuri

ant meadow grass; the wood lily, and the delicate purple

fringed orchis; the cardinal flower. or Indian feather; the

purple wild aster and fringed gentian, late woodland visitors,

when “the melancholy days are come." A brilliant cluster

of red maple leaves is given. touched with the warm tints of

early frost. The indefatigable authoress has not only drawn

all these groups from nature, but has colored over ten thou

sand impressions with her own hand. to secure absol e

fidelity to the models. The delicate fringe and colored down,

and the fine shading, are wonderfully true to nature, and

creditable to the perfection of art. The volume should be

on the centre-table of every lady of taste.

A History of Philip the Second, King of Spain. By W'il

liam II. Prescott. Vol. III. Boston : I’hillips. Sampson 19 G).—

We think this volume even more interesting than those

which have preceded it, for, with the exception of two chap

ters, which are devoted to Philip’s personal character and

habits, it is occupied by a narrative of the great Morisco re

bellion, that last desperate effort of the Spanish Arabs to

recover their lost Granada. It is in such narratives that

Prescott excels. His rapid, graphic style; the masterly

manner in which he groups events; the vivid pictures of the

scenery amid which the action of the story is carried on; the

dramatic force with which he often brings out his characters;

all these render Prescott without an equal in this depart

ment of history. Our author, also, is as thorough a student

as he is a successful dclineator. He never sits down to write

till he has mastered every detail,and become, not only accu

rately informed of the minutest facts, but infused with the

very spirit of the times which he is about to describe. More

over, he is always charitable, though he does not hesitate to

censure, when the censure is deserved. Motley, who has

written upon some of the same events, is more minute, more

declamatory, and more eloquent, as many may think. But

his heat sometimes suggests the possibility of partizanship.

The calmer mood of Prescott preserves the latter historian

from every such imputation. We rise from the perusal of

this volume. feeling our incompctency to praise it as it de

serves, and regretting that there are not more of such books

of history in the language.

Sunshine; or. Hate l’inton. By Harriet B. lil’Ketrer. 1

1:01., 12 mo. I’hiloda: Lindsay d5 Blackiston.—The aim of

the writer of this book. has been, as she says in her preface,

to present a youthful Christian, in the midst of much in

firmity, still adorning the doctrine of God, her Saviour. in

all things. This aim Mrs. M'Keever has successfully carried

out. It is just the book for mothers to put into the hands

Several specimens are given with \
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The Tenant-House ; or, Embersfrom Hwerty’: Hearthstone.

1 ML, 12 mo. New York: R. III. Dewitt.-The author of this

book was appointed by the Legislature of the State of New

York. to inquire into the tenant system of New York city

We have no doubt that this fiction grew out of the startling

facts he became acquainted with in the discharge of this

duty. Mr. Duganne always writes well. but has never done

more credit to either his heart or his intellect, than in the

volume before us. The philanthropist, who reads for high

and noble purposes, as Well as the mere novel reader who

seeks only for amusement, will find the work of the greatest

value and interest. Some excellent illustrations adorn the

volume.

Wild 512011.: in the Far West. By Frederic Gerstaccker.

Translated from the German. With eight Crayon draw

ings, executed in oil colors. from designs by Harrison Weir.

l roI., 12 mo. Boston: Crosby. . 'ichols (£- G).—The author

of this volume is a German, who spent some time in the

western part of this country, and, when he returned to

Europe. wrote the spirited account of his travels now before

us. The book is one of the most interesting we have read

for a long while. Allowances, of course. must he made for

the author’s prejudices of education, and for a love of exag

geration that seems to be natural to the man. The embel

lishments are very showy, and in a new style.

.Ni'ght alps. By the author of “Aunt Fanny‘s Christmas

Stories." New York: Appleton it (‘0.—A book of stories for

little children, with eight illustrations. ‘- Aunt Fanny”

writes charmingly for the little ones. “The Doctor,” and

" Dame 'l‘rot and her Cat,” are two sidesplitting stories; while

“Little Alice. and “Good Little Henry,” fully bear out the

author's intention, when she says in her preface, “ Especially

have I tried to exhibit the beauty and goodness of virtue, so

entwined in the thread of every story. as to render unneces»

sary a dry moral at the end for the children to skip, as they

invariably do.”

Buds from the Christmas Bought, and other Tales. By

Virginia F. Townsend. New York: Stanford d.“ Delis-321'.—

A most seasonable book by one of our favorite contributors.

Miss Townsend's stories are always charmingly written, and

they are uncxceptionable in their high religious tone. Old

and young will pick up the little volume before us, and but

few will put it dowa till they have read it to the last page.

“ Right Across the Street,” is one of the most beautiful storiel

we have ever read.

lllcta. Gray; or, What Make: Home Happy. By M. J.

McIntosh, author of “Aunt Kitty’s Thin,” dc. (it. New

York: D. Appleton & (ix—The announcement of a book by

Miss McIntosh. is sufficient to insure its sale. The volume

before us is adapted to young ladies particularly, and is

written in the author’s usual happy style. No mother need

be afraid to place this volume in the hands of her daugh

tors.

The Fair llfaid of Perth. By the author of “ Waverley."

2 rols., 12 mo. Boston: Ticknor .r- F.'¢1.i.;._w0 have here

the fortydhird and forty-fourth volumes of the now famous

“Household Edition of Scott's Novels.” Every lady of taste

ought to have this edition of tho romances of the great

Wizard of the North; and as the series is now nearly at its

close, the present is a fitting occasion for purchasing.

The I'ulc Log. A series of Stories for the Young. A'cw

fork: Stanford at Dclisscr.--This little volume will be a

prize for children who love fairy stories: and what child

does not! The volume is' issued by Stanford it Delisser,

in their usual superior style.

The Mustce. By B. F. Presbury. 1 12 mo. Boston:

Shepard. Clark é Brown.—-A new novel, intended to depict

of their daughters. The publishers have issued it in a very American life, but whose merits we cannot speak of, as we

1 have not yet had time to peruse it.neat style.
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Mount Vernon: A Letter to the Children of America. By

New York: I).

Appleton c!- Cb.—The writer of this interesting little volume

is the daughter of the late J. Peuimore Cooper. the novelist.

She is already known in literary circles as the author of

“llural Hours,” a book of unusual merit. In the present

vrork she endeavors to interest the children of our country

in the purchase of Mount Vernon, and for this purpose

gives an admirable sketch of the life and services of Wash

ington. bringing out. in bold relief, those portions of the

great ht-to's character and services which will particularly

strike youthful minds. Two excellent illustrations adorn

the volume. one of them being a portrait of Washington at

twenty-five. copied from a miniature presented by tho gene

ral to his niece, and never before engraved. T. B. Peterson

3 Brothers have the volume for sale in Philadelphia.

Lectarrs and Addresses on Literary and Social Tqn‘cs.

R'r. F. ii'. Robertson, M. A.. 1 col., 12 m0. Boston:

By

Tic?

n-.~r it Fields—By this time the name of Robertson is~

familiar to thousands of earnest, reverential minds in this

country. His sermons, republished by Ticknor &. Fields,

have found their way into numerous households, where they

have created a warm admiration for their author, have in

cited the readers to live a truer life, and haVe awakened deep

regret that a preacher so pure in heart and charitable in

umtimeut should have been called prematurely from earth.

Most of the addresses, in the present volume, were prepared

for the workmgmien of Brighton, but they can be read with

profit by all persons. and will, by some, be preferred to the

sermons. The book is printed and bound to match the

former volumes of the series.

From Poor-Hoax to Pulpit. A Book for Youth. By Wm.

M. Thayer. 1 ooh, 18 mo. Boston: E. 0. Libby it (b.—This

is a narrative of the life of Dr. John Kitto, who, though origi

nally a deaf pauper, rose, by his own personal exertions, to

eminence among Biblical and theological scholars. Such an

achievement, Mr. Thayer well says, naturally suggests the

inquiry, “how was it done?” This question, accordingly.

Mr.'l'ha_ver answers; and he answers it in a way to stimulate

youth to similar exertions with those for which Dr. Kitto

became celebrated. We commend the book heartily to

parents. 1‘. B. Peterson .1 Brothers are the Philadelphia

agents for the publishers.

Willi: lVinL-ic's A'ursrry Songs of Scotland. Edited by

Hrs. Silzbos. Boston: Tick-nor é Fidds.—This is a collection

of nursery songs, written by some of the best posts of Scot

land, with the laudable design of elevating the tone of this

species of literature. Mrs. Silsbeo has changed the Scotti

cisms into English words, and made a few other Judicious

alterations, so that the work is now admirably adapted ful‘

circulation in the United States. The publishers issue the

volume in a style of great taste. Hereafter no other nur

sery songs ought to find admission into families.

Trying to be Usqful. By Mrs. Madalins Leslie, author of

“ Cara and the Doctor,” “ (burtuirs of lVeddal Life," “ House

hold Angel,” tfic. Boston: Shrpard, Clark di Brown—This

is another of Mrs. Leslie's fine series of stories; books dedi

cated to the children of the New England Sabbath schools.

They are noble books, with a noble aim. We think no girl

can rise from the perusal of the volume before us without

new impulses for good, and fully realizing the “beauty of

unselfishness." ‘

The Age of Chivalry. By Thomas Buljinch, author of

“ 1"he Age of Fixblc." 1 rol., 12 mo. Boston: Crosby, A'ichols

é (la—This is a well executed abridgomcnt of the romances

of chivalry, put into a shape adapted to modern tastes. The

book is divided into two parts. The first contains the legends

of King Arthur and his knights, while the second is devoted

to the Welsh popular tales. Several spirited embellishments,

printed in colors, adorn the volume.

4
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Thc Land and the Book. By IV. M. Thomson, D. D. 2

cola. 1'3 mo. New York: Harper d.‘Br0thrrs.—The author

of these two volumes was a missionary in Syria and Pales

tine for tivc-and-twenty years, and is, therefore, peculiarly

competent to write about the Holy Land and its Biblical aa

sociations. We have perused his work with the greatest

interest, and can recommend it as excellent in every way.

The publishers have illustrated it profusely with engravings.

NE‘V BOOKS.

 

Howard and his Trachrr, The Sister's Influence, and other

Stories. By JIrs. Mtdalinc Leslie, author of“ (bra and the

Doctor,” “ (burlssics of "Ethical Life,” “ [leasehold Ange-l," dc.

Boston: Shepard, Clark if Brown.—'l‘his is a series of most

pleasant and instructive stories for young people, though

many of them can be read with much profit by persons of

any age. “Howard and his Teacher" we can particularly

recommends

Poems. By Frances Anna Kemble. 1 ooh, 12 mo. Bos

ton: Ticknor d5 Fields—We have only time, this month. to

announce these poems. In our next number, we hope, how

ever, to speak of them at Jength. Meantime, we advise all

who like good poetry, especially poetry written by a woman,

to add the volume to their library. T. B. Peterson 6: Brothers

have it for sale in Philadelphia.

The Queen‘s Domain; and other Poems. By William

Winter. 1 1:01., 12 mo. Boston: E. O. Libby it (la—These

poems are by a writer who is new to us, but who has, if we

mistake not, the true metal in him. Thcy are gracefully

written, in a simple, earnest manner, and are, altogether,

worthy of the superior type and paper which the publishers

have bestowed on them.

Byc-and-Byc. By Virginia F. Townsend. .Nrw York:

Stunford it Damien—We are glad to see another volume on

our table by Miss Townsend. Sho cannot give us too many

such. The stories in the one before us are of a very high

character. The volume is printed in good, large type, on

excellent paper, and has an excellent illustration. We cor

dially commend it.

Life Among the Children. By the author af“Aunt Fanny's

Slon'cs,” die, (it. New York: Stanford di- DeIisser.—A book

suited to little folks, as any one of them who will read the

stories of “The Doll‘s Wedding,” and “Little Peter,” will

soon be convinced. It has three pretty illustrations, and is

in uniform size with the other books noticed, issued by this

house.

Thorndale; or, The Cbnjlict of Opinions. By William

Smith. 1 rol., 12 m0. Boston: Ticknor ct- Fields—The best

English Reviews praised this volume, when it was first pub

lished in London. Now, that it has been reprinted here, we

recognim the justice of their culogies. It is a volume that

commends itself particularly to reflective and inquiring

minds. The publishers have issued it in a neat style.

Oriental This: of Fairy Land. New York: Stanford d!

Artisan—These oriental tales seem to be remarkably well

translated, and contain information of Eastern life, which

children of much larger growth, than those for whom they

purport to have been written, will be interested in. The

book has three beautiful illustrations.

The Banks of Ncw York, Their Dealers, The Clearing

House, and The Panic of185‘i’, with a Financial Chart. By

J. S. Gibbons. Thirty Illustrations, by Ila-rick. 1 vol,

12 mo. New York: D. Appleton if (h—A capital book, full

of curious information, and exhibiting not a little humor.

The embellishments are very spitited.

Fred Freeland,- m', The Chain of Circumstances. By

Willis Loveyouth. 1 ML, 12 mo. Boston: E. O. Libby d? Cb.

—This is a story for boys and girls, written in a pleasant

style, and inculcating an excellent moral. The volume is

neatly printed and bound, and embellished with a good illus

tration.
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OUR COOK—BOOK.
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[F.ntemd, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1859. by

Charles J. Peterson. in the Clerk’s Office of the District

Court of the United States, in and for the Eastern District

of Pcnnsylvania.]

K3“ These receipts have all been tested, either by the author

herself, or by some of her-friends. Every month, we shall give

several receipts, in rarious departments ,' and the whole, at the

end of the year, will be found to make the most oompiete cook

book ever published.

B I L L O F F A R E

roa A mass syn ELEGANTLY neorsm muses.

Upon the table should be placed a soup, and large sized

dinner-plate for each guest, together with knife and fork.

napkin, (handsomely folded,) a wine, champaign, hock, and

finger-glass. and a goblet for water. A pyramid of flowers

should occupy the centre of the table. Extra plates,glasses.

dishes of ice, broken in pieces, &c., &c., should be placed upon

a side-table, ready for use. The courses are to be served in

order.

First Course.

Green Turtle Soup.

Sherry. Madeira.

Second (burse.

Salmon, boiled. Holland Sauce.

IIaut Sauterne Chateau T.

New Potatoes.

Third Cburse.

Sweetbreads.—-Fillet of Beef with Mushrooms.

Lamb Cutlets. Green Peas. Tomatoes.

Mashed Potatoes.

Liebfraumilch.

Rmrth (burse.

Soft Shell Crabs. Turtle Steak with Olives.

Fried Potatoes. Roast Potatoes.

Moet.—Fleur do Sillery.

Fifth (burse.

Lobster Salad. Broiled Chickens.

Chateau la Rose

Wood-cock.

Chicken Salad.

Patisserie.

Wafers. Macaroons.

Cream.

Harliquin Ice Cream. Strawberries and Cream.

Strawberries with Wine and Sugar. Cream Cakes.

Biscuit Glace. Roman Punch. Charlotte Russe.

Old Burgundy. Port.

Dessert.

Oranges. Bananas. Pine Apple. Cherries.

Almonds. Raisins. English Walnuts.

Strong Chflke.

Old Nectar Cognac. Maraschino.

Annisette. Curacao.

Meruigues, with Cream. Vanilla Ice

SOUPS.

Pepperpot.—Take four pounds of tripe, and a small knuckle

of veal, and put them into a large pot, with as much water

As will cover them—some whole pepper, and a little salt. Let

them boil slowly, keeping the pot covered closely. When

the tripe is quite tender. and the veal well boiled, skim the

liquor, and strain it; cut the tripe into small pieces, and put

them hack into the pot, with the soup. Have ready some

sweet herbs, chopped, or rubbed fine—some sliced onions.

and sliced potatoes; make some small dumplings with flour
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and butter; season the vegetables with pepper and salt, and

put them into the pot. liave ready a kettle of boiling

water. and pour on as much as will keep the ingredients

covered while boiling, but take care not to weaken it too

much. Add a large lump of butter rolled in flour: put in

the dumplings, and let all boil together till thoroughly

done. The tripe must be boiled the day previous, and be

set away in the liquor.

(litres Head Soup—Boil the calf’8 head in water. adding

as much salt as you desire, and a few cloves. When well

done, that is. so that the meat readily leaves the bone, cut

it up in small pieces, seasoning it with salt. pepper, and

sweet basil, also a small quantity of parsley—over which

dredge some flour. Then throw the meat, &c., into the pot

again, adding some dumplings and force-meat balls. The

tongue should be scaldcd and skinned before it is boiled with

the head, and afterward be cut in slices, and seasoned with

the meat taken from off the head.

Vegetable Soup—Put on four or five pounds of lean reef to

boil in six quarts of water, with a little salt in it. About

an hour before you serve the soup, add in (according to the

time they require to boil) two roots of celery cut into slips—

some cabbage, turnips, potatoes (all cut into small pieces.)

and carrots. Seascn with pepper, salt, and potherbs; if you

please, you can add a handful of barley.

FISH.

Fish—C'neeached.—Cut your fish into pieces the thickness

of your hand; season it with pepper and salt: let it lie an

hour: dry it well with a cloth: flour it, and then fry it a fine

brown—in oil. Boil a sufficient quantity of vinegar to cover

the fish, adding to it a little garlic, mace, and whole pepper,

as much oil as vinegar, and salt to your liking. Mix the

oil and vinegar well together. and when the fish and liquor

are quite cold, slice some onion. lay it in the bottom of a

pot, then add a layer of fish. another of onion. and so on till

the fish is all used; the liquor must not be put in till it is

quite cold.

Fish—Stnced.—A good way to stew fish is to mix half a.

tumbler of wine with as much water as will cover the fish

' in the stew-pan, and put in a little pepper and salt, three or

four onions. a crust of bread toasted very brown, one anchovy,

and a good lump of butter, and set them over a gentle tire,

shaking the stew-pan now and then. that it may not burn.

Just before you serve it, pour your gravy into a saucepan,

and thicken it with a little butter rolled in flour, some

catchup and walnut pickle; beat all well together till it

becomes quite smooth, then pour it on your fish. and set it

over the fire to heat. Serve it up hot.

7errapins.—llave ready two pots of boiling water; put the

terrapins in one, and boil them until you can skin them;

then throw them into the other pot, with salt to your liking,

and boil them until the shell will open with case. When

you open your terrapin be careful not to break the gall bag;

take that, and the sand bag out, (with care) cut up the flesh,

and warm it in a gravy made with a quarter of a pound of

butter, pepper, salt, flour and nutmeg. Just before you dish

your terrapin, add wine to your liking. The above propor

tion of ingredients are enough for a vegetable dishful of ten

rapiu.

White Fish Share—Wash two anchovies, and put them

into a saucepan, with one glassful of white wine, and two

glassfuls of water. halfa nutmeg, grated. and a little lemon

peel. When it has boiled five or six minutes, strain it

through a sieve. add to it a spoonful of white wine vinegar,

thicken it a little, and then add nearly a pound of butter

rolled in flour; boil it well, and pour it hot upon the fish.

HEATS.

Turkey—RoasterI.—When your turkey is well cleaned,

and properly prepared for roasting; stutl' the cmw with
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‘mad stuffing, or a fimcemeat made of the crumbs of u very

small loaf. a quarter of a pound of snet, shred fine; a little

mange meat, or Veal chopped very fine; nutmeg, pepper,

Mal salt to your liking. mixed up lightly with eggs. When

you have stuffed your turkey, spit it, set it at a proper dis‘

lance from the fire, dust it with flour, and haste it several '

times with cold butter; this makes the turkey look better

than when it is busted with butter out of the dripping-pan.

Make a good gravy, adding the gizzard and liver chopped

fines

Pig's Fat—Boil the heart and liver of your pig for about

ten minutes. and then cut them up very small. Let the

feel. boil till they are pretty tender, then take them out, and

split them. Thicken your gravy with flour and butter; put

in the liver and heart, a slice of lemon, a spoonful of white

wine. and a little salt, and boil it a short time. Beat the

yolk of an egg, add to it two spoonfuls of good cream, and a

little grated nutmeg; put in your pig's feet, and shake the

pan over the fire—but do not let it boil. Pour the gravy,

&c-, into a dish. and lay the feet in it, with the skin side up.

Guns; (iiblds—Stcwrd.—Cut the pinions of the goose in taro

parts, and the neck in four pieces; slice the gizmrd, clean it

well, and then stew them in two quarts of water—or. mutton

broth—with a quantity of sweet herbs, one anchovy, a few

whole peppers. three or four cloves, a spoonful of catchnp,

and an onion. When the giblcts are tender, put in a spoon

ful of good cream, thicken it with flour and butter, and serve

them in a deep dish.

Gmx—Roaded.—Make a stufling of bread crumbs, a few

sage leaves. and two or three onions, (chopped fine) together

with a good lump of butter, a teaspoonful of pepper, and two

teaspo-mfuls of salt. When your goose is Well prepared, put

in the stuffing, spit it, dust it with flour, and set it before

the fire. When it is thoroughly hot. buste it with fresh

better. If it be a large goose, it will require an hour and a

half to must. When cooked enough, dredge and haste it.

Haum-h ry' Vmison—RwrL—When you have spitted your

venison, lay over it a large sheet of paper, then a thin, com

mon paste with another paper over it; tie it well to keep the

paste from falling. If the hsnnch be a large one, it will re

quire four hours roasting. When done enough, take otl‘ the

paper and paste, dust it well with flour, and baste it with

butter; when it is a light brown, dish it up with brown

gravy.

Fmimn—Hashod.—Cut your venison in thin slices. Then

put a large glassful of red wine into a pan, with a spoonful

of mushroom catchup, the mine quantity of browning, an

onion stuck with cloves, and half an anchovy, chopped fine;

when it boils put in your venison, and let it boil three or

flour minutes; pour it into a deep dish, and lay cnrrant jelly

round it.

Onion Sums for Daria—Boil eight or ten large onions,

changing the water two or three times while they are boil

ing. When cool-ted enough, chop them on a board, (to keep

them from growing a bad color,) and then put them in a

saucepan with a quarter of a pound of butter, and two

spoonfuls of thick cream; boil it a little, and pour it over

the ducks.

XLDE DISHES.

A (111)": B'md—Drascd.—Procure a calf 's head—scald off

the hair and clean it thoroughly. Cut it in two, take out

the brains. and boil the head very white and tender; take

one part quite off the bone. and cut in it nice pieces with the

tongue, dredge it with flour, and let it stew over a slow fire

for about half an hour in rich gravy. made of veal, mutton,

and a piece of bacon, seasoned with popper, salt, onion, and

a very little mace; it must be strained before the last is put

in. The other part of the head must be taken off in one

whole pime: stufl it with nice forcenicat, roll it together

tightly. and stew it tender in gravy; then place it in the

middle of: dish, laying the hash round it. Garnish it with

for-cement balls, fried oysters. and the brains made into little

cakes dipped in butter and fried. You may add wine, or

whatever you please.

Croquets.—'l‘ake sweetbreads. Cold veal, or fowl, with a

small portion of the lean and fat ofham chopped together—

. add of stale bread half the quantity of the meat, with salt,

pepper, mustard, two tablespoonfuls of ketchup. and a good

sized lump of butter. Knead the ingredients well together,

until the mixture resembles sausage meat, then roll it into

small balls, and dip the balls into the yolks of eggs, well

beaten, cover them with bread crumbs, and fry them a

pretty light brown.

Chicken .Shlad.——-Boil a chicken that does not exceed in

weight a pound and a half. When quite tender, take it up,

cut the meat in small strips. and prepare the following sauce:

Boil four eggs three minutes, take them out of the shells,

wash and mix them with two spoonfuls of drawn butter,

twelve spoonfuls of vinegar, one tcnspoonful of mixed mus

tard, the same of salt, a little pepper and essence of celery.

Curried Chickens.-After your chickens are properly

cleaned and cut up, let them stew in as much water as will

cover them. for half an hour, or until they are nearly done;

add a small quantity of salt to the water. Then put into

the pan one or two onions, cut fine, and stow the chickens

five minutes longer; then add as much butter and flour.

Cheesc—Stcwed.—Cut some cheese very thin, lay it in a

toaster and set it before the fire; pour a glass of ale over it,

let it stand till it is all like a light custard, then pour it over

some toast and serve it hot.

PASTRIII.

Apple Dumplings—Bot'led.—Havo ready the quantity of

flour you may require, (according to the number of npples,)

put into it a little salt. and sufficient boiling water to make

it the proper consistency; beat it well, roll it out, and put

in the apples—separately. Tie them in cloths, and boil

three-quarters of an hour. They may also be made of rice,

' previously boiled in salt and water—the apples surrounded

with the rice, and put in cloths as above.

Beef-steak Pia—Take cold roast beef. cut it into thin slices

about an inch and a half long. Take raw potatoes, peel

them, and cut them into thin _slices. Have ready a deep

dish, lay some of the potatoes at the bottom, then a layer of

beef, and so on till the dish is filled. Season it as you would

chicken pie, fill it with boiling water, cover it with a crust,

and bake it.

Ibtatoe Fri'ftrrs.—Ingredients—Two pounds of mashed

boiled potatoes. half a pound of butter, one pint of milk,

half a pint of wheat flour, two eggs well beaten, and one

glass of good wine. Mix the whole well together, and make

it into astiff batter; drop the batter into lard or butter; only

fry it until it becomes ofa brown color. Serve the fritters

with wine sauce.

I‘bfafoe Pica—Rub together three quarters of a pound of

sugar and half a pound of butter—well beaten; add one

pound of grated potatoes. (previously boiled and allowed to

become cold,) and a wlueglassfnl of brandy-wine and rose

watcr, mixed. Make the usual pie paste, and fill it with the

mixture.

Rice Frillers.—Boil half a pound of rice in water till it

becomes soft; pour it out to cool, and add to it one pint of

milk, half a pound of flour, and a teaspoonful of powdered

cinnamon. Fry them in butter or lard, and serve them with

wine sauce.

Pumpkin Pia—Ingredicnts.—-llalf a pound of stewed

pumpkin, three eggs. quut'tcr of a pound of butter, one pint

of milk, half a pound of sugar. a wincglussful of wine and

brandy, mixed; spice to your taste, and rosewnter, if you

like it. Duke it in a crust.

Butler Pancakes—Beat three eggs with one pound of flour,

\ add one pint of milk, and a little salt; fry them in lard or

i butter, and grate sugar over them.
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Ihstcfor Canada—Put half a pound of butter in a pan

of water; take two pounds of flour, and when your butter

boils, pour in your flour, with as much water as will make

it into a good paste, and work it well.

Pu] Paste for Fbur l’i'c Piston—Take half a pound and

two ounces of flour, and one pound of butter; mix it with

half a pint of water; roll it out with the addition of half a

pound of flour.

PUDDINGL

Il'amdcss Pudding.—The ingredients are, one cupful of

butter, three cupfuls of sugar, five cupfuls of floor, one

cupful of milk, five eggs, one wineglassful of rose brandy,

half a nutmeg grated, two teaspoonfnls of cream of tartar,

and one tcaspoonful of carbonate of soda. Rub the butter,

sugar, flour, and cream of tartar well together, then add the

milk and yolks of eggs; beat it ten minutes, and then add the

soda, dissolved in boiling water, and the whites of the eggs.

Bake this pudding one hour in a moderate oven.

Pumpkin Pudding.—Add together three pints of pumpkin,

well stewed and squeezed, one quarter of a pound of butter,

eight eggs, well beaten, halfa pint of cream and half a pint

of milk, one glass of brandy, one glass of wine, cinnamon.

and nutmeg, and sugar to your taste. Bake the whole three

quarters of an hour.

Indian Pudding, No. l.—Ingredients.—One quart of milk,

three or four eggs, half pound of currants, half pound of

raisins, and half a pound of suct. Make a tolerably stifl'

batter with some Indian meal, and add a little salt; sweeten,

and add lemon or spice to your taste. Bake it about one

hour in a moderate oven.

Gipxy Pudding.—-Cut stale sponge cake into thin slices,

pread them with currant jelly, or preserves, put two pieces

together, like sandwiches, and lay them in a dish. Make a

soft custard, pour it over the cake, while hot; then let it cool

before serving it. '

ICICRBAIB.

Observations upon Creams, Custards, etc—When you make

any kind of creams and custards, take great care that your

pans be well tinned; put a spoonful of water into your pan,

in order to prevent the cream from sticking to the bottom

of it; then beat your yolks of eggs. strain them, and follow

the directions of your receipt. As to cheese cakes, they

should not be made long before you bake them—for standing

makes them oil and grow sad; a moderate oven bakes them

best; if it is too hot it burns them and takes off the beauty;

and a very slow oven makes them sad and look black.

La Ibmpadour Cream—Boat the white of five eggs to a

strong froth; put them into a pan, with two spoonfuls of

orange flour water, and two ounces of sugar; stir it gently

for three or four minutes, then pour it into your dish, pour

good melted butter over it, and serve it hot.
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OUR GARDEN FOR FEBRUARY.

Out-of-Donrs iVorkF-If the weather is mild and dry, the

latter part of this month many hardy annual flower seeds

may be sown, particularly the sweet and Tanger peas, lurk

spur and flea Adonis, which will do much better than if left

later in the season. The annual sunflowers, dwarf poppy,

catch-fly, candy tuft, nigella, scarlet pea, dwarf lychnis,

mallow, Venus looking-glass, and some others may also be

sown with propriety. These flowers should not be trans

planted, but after digging the borders, make in them with

a trowel small patches, about six inches in width, at moder

ate distances, making the surface even. Sow the seeds in

these patches, covering the smaller seed about a quarter of

an inch. and the larger deeper in proportion to their sizns.

The different kinds of peas must be covered an inch deep at

least. After the plants have. been up some time, they may

be thinned where they stand too thick: for instance, the
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sunflower should stand but one in a place, the oriental

mallow two or three in a place, and the smaller kinds of

flowers thicker.

If, at the latter part of the month, the ground is dry and

the weather mild and open, most sorts of hardy fibrous

rooted flowering plants may be put in the earth, both peren

nials and biennials, such as gcntianeila, lobelias, thrift,

phlox, violets, polyanthus, double camomile, London pride,

rose campion, French honeysuckles, rockets, hoiyhocks,

double fever-few, perennial asters, carnations, golden-rod,

pinks, foxglove, sWcet-williams, monksbood, columbine,

Canterbury bells, and many others. In planting your

flowers, arrange them regularly, and intermix the various

kinds in such a way, as to have a variety of colors as well

as a regular succession of flowers during the flowering

season.

Hyacinths, Tulips, Ranunculuses, dc, of the more valu

able kinds, shonld still be defended from excessive rain,

frost. snow and cold, as described in the January number.

By doing this the flowers will bloom in much greater per

fection than if left fully exposed to the weather, though the

more common kinds do not need this care. A free circula

tion of air should be maintained, if possible, except when it

is actually cold enough to freeze the earth, or during cold,

hard rains.

Borders, finds. etc, should be dressed and digged if the

weather will permit, and thoroughly cleared of weeds and

litter. Let the surface of the borders and beds be lightly

and carefully loosened on a dry day with a hoe, and then

they should be neatly raked. All beds, &c., not dug and

prepared before, should now be done, ready for the reception

of seeds, 8c.

Flowering Shrubs should now be trimmed, if necessary,

and the earth dug around them.

Flowers in the Home should have particular attention

paid to occasional waterings and fresh air. All kinds of

plants require an equal amount of fresh air, though they do

not all need the same quantity or frequency of watering.

Immons. oranges, and myrtles, and many other plants of a

woody nature, need water frequently, but never much at a

time, and give them none at all unless absolutely necessary.

The bulbous kinds will require water less frequently, and

in less quantities than the woody kinds. Aloes, cactuses,

&c., must be watered very sparingly, and only when the

earth in the pots is very dry. In fact, all tubs and pots

should be examined very carefully, and no water should be

given except when needed, as a little will be serviceable,

but too much very injurious at this season. Plenty of fresh

air on the contrary is absolutely indispensable to the health

of plants. Every day that the weather is mild the windows

should be opened for a short time, but be very careful not

to admit sharp winds or frosty air. The safest method (if

practicable) is to lower the sashes from the top, thus allow

ing the foul air to escape, and the fresh to come in. Be also

particular not to keep your room too hot.

MIN”IM"~fl/I-WW.’N/If

GAMES FOR EVENING PARTIES.

Tm: AM or Ct..uavor.\xcs.-'l‘his trick is performed by

two persons; one of them generally a lady, is seated on a

chair with her eyes securely blindfolded—the other. either a

lady or gentleman. goes round among the company, collect

ing various articles, such as gloves, watches. handkerchicfa,

&c.. all of which are correctly described by his confederate,

although she is. of course, unable to see them. This trick is

effected by means of the subjoined system of questions and

answers.

PMIOLEGN.

\Vhat is this?--A watch.

What have I got in my handl—A knife.

Tell me what this isl—A ribbon.
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‘lelime what I have here.’—A purse. Q as nine, the middle-finger as eight, the next as seven, and

Describe what I hold.—A ring. the little fingers as six. Then you can hold up the other

Name this article.—A handkerchief. hand and say, “and five makes eleven.”

fin you tell what this ill—A glove.

The above questions are sufficient to show the principle

on which the performance is conducted—a copious list may \ A R T R]; C R E A T I O N s_

easily be made out and varied at pleasure during the prac

tice necessary. For colors and materials, the confederate Q

among the company names in his questions several at a \

time, but arranging them in such an order that the muflled §

’M/r‘l-r/J-INIINIMNV‘NIIIIla
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Fen Garcus PAlN'i‘ING.—J. E. Tilton & Co. Boston and

Salem, Mass., publish the following fine and desirable cu

gravings, which they send by mail, post-paid, on receipt of
I,

lady would know which she should answer. For instance, 3 price' Six of Plait pnun

we will suppose that the inquirer holds a blue ribbon—he E Hiawatha», wooing, 14 by 13 9,50

asks, “Is the color blue, red, or yellow?” ii is confederate g The Farm Yard. 13 by 19 1,50

knows that the first color is the right one, supposing that 3 Age and Infancy, 16 by 22 200

this is the first question relating to color that has beeni The Happy Family, 13 by 17 1,25

asked; if otherwise, it would have been second, third, &c., 2 Les orphelines’ 9 by 11 1,00

according to the number of the question. All questions ro- § The Jowsharp Lesson, 9 by 11 60

lating to shape, size, or material, may be answered in this 2 The Little Bird, 9 by 11 60

manner—those relating to number are known by the ques- a Evangeline' (Longfellow?) 16 by 22 1,00

tion being begun by the corresponding letter of the alphabet, g Beatrice Cami, 16 by 22 100

A Standing {0" °nei B for "'0’ and 5° 0'1— For instance, “‘9 3 These are intended for Grecian and Antique Painting, and

inquire? hm'in8 couecmd '\ number 0f Piece. or money "1d \ have full and separate rules how to paint each object, how

“be? small "561", “)1, “Wm 1°" to" me how many " to mix each color. They also continue to publish new and

articles I have so! here?" The mum is “Twenty-three” i desirable things in this line, of which they send notice to

W being the twenty—third letter of the alphabet. The exhi- 3 their customers_

him?" ml! comm“ by the inqlfil'l’r’s PMU‘TB “ Wk 0‘ ‘ Seminaries, Dealers and Teachers furnished with the

“1115, "Id “3" “burning “mm we", Putting 91" mm “1° ; above, and all Artists’ Goods at a liberal discount.

hand“ 0f "1" dain'oy‘ntai “ho mm!“ each card in niece" 2 Setts of the best English Oil Colors in tubes, varnish, oils,

sion as she lays them down, after showing them to the com- brush“, and the other needful “muffins for Grecian and

W!- This is mung“! by the imlml'er'a not Bhuming "1° § Antique Painting, furnished for three dollars. Small trial

cards, but only cutting and then shifting them quickly into 3 picture, for use a; mil-Men cent, each

M“ farmer Puma—the! ""3: "101'WV", 3“ arranged “1 a i Improvements made from time to time in these and other

“"33" “‘1” known t° “1° °lairmyamev who is with" 3 styles, will be communicated to our customers, without extra

assisted by the cards being marked with pin pricks, by the s Marga

nub" and “mngement or “web “he can to“ we "mas Directions to our new style Antique Painting, Grecian

new" he‘d" dub" 'p‘d“ 0" diamonds' Q Painting, Oriental and Potichomanie, furnished full and com

The who“ performance “quit” “fmmer‘bm practice, hm 3 plete, (so that any child may learn without other lnstructi0n,)

if we" mmged’ “at” mud] “rpm” and musemem' Tho i for one dollar, post-paid, with rules for varnish, &c.

ciairroyante should always have her eyes covered during the s

time of practicing it, as otherwise the unusual sensation of

being blindfolded is very apt to confuse her and cause mis

takes.

I/IJ'

Purchasers to the amount of five dollars, are entitled to

1 all our directions free. Persons ordering the directions for

.ne dollar, and after buying materials to the amount of five

ollars, may deduct the one dollar paid for directions.

Address, J. E. TILTON J: 00.,

Publishers and Dealers in Artists' Goods, Boston, where

they have established their principal house, for the better

accommodation of a large and increasing business.
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PARLOR AMUSEMENTS.

Fan-mm MIXTt‘aL—Dissolve five drachms of muriate of

ammonia, and five drschms of nitre, both finely powdered,

in two ounces of water. A thermometer immersed in the

solution, will show that the temperature is reduced below

82°. If a thermometer tube filled with water be now sus

pended within, the water will be frozen.

Wm urox Warsaw—Half fill a glass with water, throw a

bit of crumb of a loaf into it, about the size of a nut, pour

some wine lightly on the bread, and you will see the water

at the bottom of the glass, and the wine floating at the top

of it.

Tn: Azmurrn Burritos—To make a slxpence leap out of

a pot. This is done by means of a long, black horsehair,

fastened to the rim of a sixpence, by a small hole driven

through it. This feat should be done by night, with a candle back and front, and is confined at the waist by a cord and

placed between the spectators and the operator, their eyes The trimming of the dress is a cherry-colored and

being thereby hindred from discerning the deception. 3 black plaid ribbon. The pagoda sleeves are lined with cherry

To Mar Srnn. as EASXLY as Lmn.-Make a piece of steel color, and the medallion trimming is cherry-color and black,

Nd hot in the fire, then hold it with a pair of pinchcrs or with a narrow black lace around each medallion. Collar,

tongs: take in the other bands stick of brimstone. and touch cap and under-sleeves of fine jaconct.

the piece of steel with it. Immediately after their contact, F10. iiI.—DRESS or (‘iszusms coma mm a menu: Sxmr.

you will see the steel melt and droplike a liquid. -—I~‘uli circular cloak of black velvet, trimmed only with

How 1'0 Coun- Eccvrx FINGERS.—B(‘gln from the left hand. three rows of rich braid. White bonnet, with a blonde band

and count all the digits of both hands, which will be. of ticd under the chin.

conm, ten. Then begin from the right hand and count \ Flo. rv.-\\'uirs Mcsux Bunxocsc. lined with wedding

backward, beginning with the thumb as ten, the fore-finger Z enclosed in pink silk, and having a small wadded hood; the

W’I/IIMI’I/Mmm”

FASHIONS FOR FEBRUARY.

Fro. r.—Dis1\'rn Dares or Sroxs cownnn SILK, trimmed

with six flounces, each of which is bordered with a blue and

black plaided silk. Short Venitian sleeves, with a plaided

cap, with a white cambric under-sleeve puffed lengthwise

and trimmed with narrow bands of blue silk. A low silk

body, over which is worn a white cambric spencer, to corres

pond with the under-sleeves.

Flo. n.-Moasxxo Dasss or DEAD Casumrns.7-The skirt

is rounded ed at the front. and worn over a white flounced

under skirt. The body of the dress has a slight fullness

IIIIJ‘IIINIIIJ-fl/Jlf
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whole trimmed with puthngs, through which is run pink

ribbons.

Fro. v.-—Bo.vss'r, from R. S. Wilde’s, 31 Broadway, New

York. it is composed of black silk and black velvet; the

front is of silk, with a drooping crown of black velvet, ter

minated by a rich fall of black lace. and ornamented by

bows of grouz'llc. velvet. The sides are enriched by clusters

of black ostrich plumes. The face trimmings are composed

of blonde and bows of groseille color velvet, edged with lace,

and mingled with velvet leaves of the same color; a band of

groscl'llc velvet, edged with black lace, passes over the head.

Flo. vr.—Boxxrr of emerald green fancy velvet, also from

Wildes. The material is laid on the foundation plain; the

front is edged with a narrow fold of black velvet: three

similar folds extend over the crown, and are formed into

knots on the left side, while the right is adorned by black

ostrich plumes. The face trimming consists of a full cap

of blends, intermingled with a wreath of stock-gillitlowers.

Flo. vn.—-A Boast-21', also from Wilde's, of maroon—color

velvet laid on the foundation plain: the left side of the front

is enriched by a wide plaiting of the velvet placed on the

extreme edge, and terminated on the right side in loops, and

ends of black thread lace, drooping among clusters of rich

.marabout feathers of the same color as the velvet. The

inside is adorned with blonde, interspersed with blue and

maroon velvet flowers, and bows of black lace.

l-‘io. vut.—lls.u>Daxss from the same establishment. A

graceful and pretty design, composed of black and gay

colored plaid ribbon, formed into a succession of loops on

the left side, terminating in two long streamers, and sur

mounted by a scarlet ostrich plume. The decorations on

the right side consist of scarlet velvet flowers, black lace,

and clusters of black jet fruit, mingled with drooping pen

dents of the same color.

F10. 1x.-A Scrum Vsu's'r CLOAK, from Bulpin, 361 Broad

vvay, New York. It is exquisitely embroidered, and orna

mented with the magnificent tassels and heavy medallion

fringe. which is extensively worn this season, by those who

can afford to be luxurious. The shape is distinguished by

its graceful simplicity; the sleeves resemble the Raglan in

form.
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Fm. X.—OPERA Bosarr or Pin Sm, trimmed with

flowers, and a blonde barb which ties under the chin.

Flo. Xl.—SX.\LL Car roa flour, trimmed with narrow vel

vets and blonde. Bouquet of violets on one side; barb trim

med with velvet on a violet ground.

l-‘io. nl.—Mcsua Stssvx with a pointed cuff, richly em

broidered.

Gasman REXARKS.——Th0 rumor which was current some

time back has gained ground, that dresses of bright colors,

short skirts and short waists, and without crinoline, were to

be worn. Slippers are to snperecde boots, and quilted hoods

are to take the place of the small bonnet, or at least so it is

whispered. Plain satin, which has been so little worn for

several years, is again becoming fashionable. The round

corsage, to be worn with a broad sash, or belt and buckle,

is decidedly the most fashionable for ordinary dress, though

the corsage pointed back and front is the most elegant for a

superior style of costume. For ordinary Wear the close

sleeve, fastened at the wrist. is popular, but a rather short,

open sleeve, displaying the lace under-sleeve, is more

“dressy.”

Waznas, which have been prepared for the winter balls,

comprise some mounted in the circular form with pendent

sprays. Others have very full tufts or bouquets of flowers

on each side. A few wreaths have either on the right or on

the left side,' single flower, or a small tuft of flowers dif

fering from those which compose the wreath. For instance,

we have seen a large rose placed on the left side of a wreath

of violets.

One of the prettiest wraps for the opera or evening party

that can be worn this winter, is a shawl of scarlet French

merino. having on its lower half two rows of broad Maltese

lace, headed by a broad black velvet. Some sclarlet cloaks

am also being worn ont-of-doors by very young ladies. and

it is probable that the color in this style will become general

for walking costume.

One of the prettiest evening dresses for a young lady is

of white spotted muslin made with a full front. having a

band at the top, a wide sash of its own material, the sleeve

rather hanging, worn without an under one, but relieved by

broad, black velvet bracelets having long ends.

WM,ANN-r”r1JMIIIINMM’IMMINI

PUBLISHER’S CORNER.

Exoaxous INCBEASB.—Ther0 never has been a time that

“Peterson” declined in circulation, not even the year 1857,

which proved so disastrous to many publications. But our

increase, this year, has surpassed all precedent. There is

every reason to believe, from the indications, that the day

is not far distant when “ Peterson" will print as many copies

monthly as all the other Magazines put together. We do

not think there- is another periodical, here or abroad, which

can say, that, during an existence of nearly eighteen years,

it has never seen the time when its circulation retrograded.

even temporarily. Our motto—and have we not earned a

right to itP—“is forward, always forward.”

How to RitMl'l'.-Ill remitting. write legibly, at the top of

the letter, the name of your post-office, county and state. If

gold is sent. fasten it to a bit of thin paste-board, of the size

of the letter when folded: for otherwise it may slip out. Tell

nobody your letter contains money. Do not rrgi'slcr it. If

you take these precautions, the remittance may be at our

risk.

Dtrrznzxr Posr-rowss ron Ci.UiiS.—Sllb80tlb0fl. in a club.

can have. the Magazine. sent wherever they reside. If de

sired. it will be sent to as many different post-offices as there

are members of the club.
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Ova Panama Annexe—Our premium to persons getting

up' clubs for 1859 will be a lady’s album, in beautifully em

boased gilt binding, with gilt edges, and with variously

colored writing paper. It will also be embellished with

several elegant and choice steel engravings. Altogether, it

will be the most superb affair, we, or any other magazine

publisher, has ever offered to the public. It will be sent

gratis, post-paid, to every person getting up a club of three,

and remitting $590; or to any person getting up a club of

five, and remitting $7,50; or to any person getting up a club

of eight, and remitting $10,00; and also to persons getting

up larger clubs, if preferred instead of the extra copy of the

Magazine.

Posrms ox “Psrrasos.”—This, when prepaid quarterly,

at the office of delivery, is one and a half cents a number,

per month, or four cents and a half for the three months: if

not pro-paid it is double this.

 

“Ps'rrasos” asn “IIARPER."—F0r $3,130 we will send a

copy of "' Peterson“ and “Harper's Magazine," for one year.

 

PREMfCMS.—-Al\\'ttys say, in remitting for a club, who is

the person entitled to the premium.
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NEWEST FASHION FOR CLOAK.
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l NEWEST STYLE OP DINNER DRESS.
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DOMESTIC ARCHITECTURE: ANTIQUE CHIMNEY—PIECES.

 

BY CHARLES J. PETERSON

 

nn pride of progress, which stance, we fall behind the middle ages. The old

characterizes this nineteenth cities of France, Germany, Italy, and even Eng

Oentury, frequently runs into land contain antique houses, to which nothing

hoastfulness. We claim to he ; now erected can be compared. Nor is it for

superior to the past in all \ their exteriors only that these dwellings are so

things, when, in many things 'remarkable. Their paneled, or vaulted cham

we have really retrograded. \ here, are not less picturesque than their quaint

In the picturesqueness of our 3 gables, or quainter windows. But in nothing is

domestic architecture, for in- i the decline of" domestic architecture more striking

than in the chimney-pieces of modern

times. Formerly, this portion of an

apartment was always more or less

imposing. Now, especially where hot

air fines are used, it. is wholly ne

glected. To show how picturesque

many of these old chimney—pieces are,

we have caused several to be engraved

from drawings made on the spot. The

first is particularly rich and elaborate.

It occupies the head of a paneled

apartment, and reaches, as will be

seen, to the ceiling. It violates, it is

true, the classical canons of archi

tecture, but it is not the less pic

turesque on that account; for there

is a freedom and originality about it

often wanting in designs that are

more slavishly correct. The carvings

of this chimney-piece are particularly

rich. Its age is not less than two

centuries. What jests have been told,

-what songs sung, what flirtatious car

ried on, in front of this antique fire

, .place! How, at Christmas time, the

great logs must have roared ,and

crackled up the chimney! It is one

merit of these old firesides, that, to

an imaginative mind, they are full of

the poetry of the past, full of hallow

ow nwusn "senses. ing associations.

Von. xxxv._12 187
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Another chimncy~pieoe is from Cobham Iiall,

in Kent, an edifice of such antiquity, that it was;

repaired, two centuries ago, by the famous Inigo i

i

i
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IIBE-I‘LACI—COBIJAX HALL, KENT.

Jones. The chimney-piece is in the dining-room,

and is of elaborately carved black and white»

marble, with quaint and curious figures. Still

another ancient chimney-piece is from Charlton

Ilall, also in Kent, erected about A. D. 1610. _

This chimney-piece is on the upper floor, he

¢/,//’~-.”¢1v111,/,1~v//.",.-.-..

  

 

"KE-PLACE—C II ARIJ’UX ll \LL.

tween the gallery and saloon, and is carved with

the story of Medusa, underneath which are two

allegorical basso-relievos. Another of our illus

trations represents a chimney-piece at the Duke’s

House, in Wiltshire, so called from the Duke of

Kingston, to whom it formerly belonged. This

imposing two-storied fire-place is in the entrance

hall, and was carved during the reign of James

t‘lllll *
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mu-ruco—nun's HOUSE WILTSHIIR.

the First. Another chimney-piece, of an earlier

date, and which closes our list, is even more pic

turesque.

The accumulation of wealth in this country is

gradually improving our domestic architecture.

The environs of our great cities are beginning

to be crowded with suburban mansions, on many

of which large sums have been expended and

which frequently exhibit excellent taste. Rural

cottages, in the Italian, Tudor, 0r Gothic style,

dot the landscape. especially in the older settled

portions of the United States. We have, from

time to time, in this periodical, given plans and

specifications, accompanied with engravings, £01

such dwellings. Dut the interior decorations

of these cottages and mansions are too often
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THE CHARMED BOUQUET.—-MORNING.
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neglected. Everything is sacrificed to a hand in which we live, even if we sacrificed something

some outside. Would it not be in better taste to f of that exterior show which principally benefits

devote more to the ornamentation of the rooms) only strangers?
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THE CHARMED BOUQUET.

BY MRS. ANNA BACHE

 

 

l-"xnwnsmr to Flora said, “In Anna's bower

Sits Sorrow, pining through the livelong day;

Give me, I pray, some herbs of magic power,

Whose woven spell may chase the fiend away.”

Bear the heart's War with Dignity of Mind,

Nor fear that Heaven will leave thee o'er forsaken."

So spake thy flowers—and when their leaves are dust,

When their sweet perfume lont in air shall be,

Will grateful Memory to thy kindnensjuat,

Recall the lesson, and give thanks to thee.

'l'he blooming Goddess heard the kindly prayers—

To grant the boon did graciously incline;

A charmed Banquet she gave to Priendship’a care,

And Priendehip’a hand conveyed the flowers to mine. Norm—In the Language of Flowers—Yellow Rose. nignl'

fies—Let us forget. Verbena, Sensihilitiee. White Rose.

Sadness. Red Rose, Prosperity and Bounty. Arbor Vitm,

Unchanging Friendship. Flowering Reed, Faith. Cnmpannla,

Gmtitnde. York and Lancaster Rose, War. Centifolia, Dig

nity of Mind. Willow, Forsaken.

Of these flowers was the Bouquet composed.

“ Let us ferget"—eo ran the mystic lay,

“Those sensibilities that foster sadness;

Prosperity and Beauty may decay,

Yet should unchanging Friendship bring thee gladneaa. -

In life’s most barren hour, firm Faith may find

Some mercy still, its gratitudes to woken;

‘/N//'w/\\lvIII/I”1WIIIJW
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MORNING.

BY JULIA A. BARBER.

 

 

Tim purple clouds are folded back,

And morning stars are shining there,

Bright as some flashing gleam of hope

0n the dark billowe of despair.

And to the poor and sad of earth,

Whose only birth-right is—the grave.

An angel messenger of light, '

To lowly cot, or marble hails,

With noiseless step it smiles alike

On palaces and cottage walls.

Nlght'l starry crown grows pale and dim,

’Neath the glad piniona of the morn,

Al heart-throbe of awaken'd life
Our hearts in praise ascend to Thee,

Prociaim, another day is born,
Bleas'd Giver of the morning light,

That Thou hast sent the golden day

To follow on the steps of night.

The bright-winged morning comes to all,

The earnesvhearted, and the brave,

full!IIII/IlJl-'A~'~fJII/III/II



4AGNES’ HERO.

 

BY ELEANOR OLAIB.

 

IT was early on a dull, September afternoon. t flowers, saying, “Now, pretty posies, which I

Now and then a few sunbeams strayed through l spent so long time in arranging, you shall have

the wildly scudding clouds, and found their way i cousin Martha to admire you."

into the pleasant little parlor. But as uneasy as i It was not many minutes before a sweet, smil

those flying clouds was the inmate herself, Agnes 3 ing face, that carried its welcome with it, made

Murray. A very demon of unrest seemed to g itself visible first through the window, and then

have entered the little form, that now paced the t at the door, whither Agnes had run. Then

room backward and forward, now rolled itself § cousin Martha took possession of the sewing

into a corner of the sofa, and now stood by the g chair, and admired the asters and balsams and

window, half concealed in the crimson curtains, Q pansies to Agnes' heart's content. “You have

with face to the pane, gazing down the streeticome like a good angel to a lonely mortal.

where the great maples had already begun to g Marnma has not yet returned from Lincoln. I

put on their autumn livery. Look into that facetdid not like to run the risk of being abroad

to see if perhaps you will wish to know Agnes g when she reaches home, and so shall remain

better. hThe charm of beanlty is not there, yetzin-doors all this dreary afternoon—not dreary

every t ought mirrors itse f, every breeze offinow that you have come. llow are all the

emotion leaves some unexpected trace upon it. ichildren?" “In need of manifold garments as

You read tender sensibilities, a warm, true na- % usual, little mendicants that they are," replied

ture, and alas! it waywardness that does notlMartha, as she drew from the recesses of her

brook control from without, nor know it fromgsatchel the material of sewing. “Of course I

within. A hundred moods a day broke llleishall help you, for it will be such a comfort to

otherwise still surface of her life, but under- 3 have something to do_ say, Martha, were you

neat-h that Changing surface lay a 119"" 9"“ i ever in such a deplorable state—with nothing,

full of generous impulse, and a mind of no ordi- g absolutely nothing to do?" UThe day is far

nary stamp. A correct curly training would have t distant," said she, with a sigh, as she thought

made that character a more noble and steadfast % of a thousand plans for profit or pleasure, which

one, but the fat-her, "110 died "6 Aglws' tenth she had long since foregone for the sake of the

Ye", 10"“ the Pretty, capricious ways 0f his a instruction and care of a little troop of brothers

only child 100 we" to attempt to Rf"!!! them' ‘ and sisters to which her mother’s death some
’ Q r r

and the invalid mother, accustomed to lean upon years before, had left her the heritage. uOh,

her daughter's strange will, left her to her own Martha," Mid Agnes, an" a lime pause. “I

guidance. Her energy and superior talentsslmve been thinking so much to-day," "And

gave her an ascendcncy in the little circle of i what, was the-cause of so rare an event?"

friends in which she moved, that no one ever; “Don’t laugh and I will tell you-I am tired

thought of questioning, even when her fearless ; of myself. Now I am of no manner of import

independence of sentiment led her sometimeslnnce or good to anybody, as you very well

beyond the ordinary rules of girlish propriety. know Even to poor momma, I believe I am

If she coquetted, as some called it, with one more of a trouble than a comfort." “Oh,

after another of her little company of admirers, Agnes, don’t you ltnow you are a dear blessing

it was not to break hearts, but to amuse a fancy S to all your friends?" “They are few enough,"

that knew not how to fix itself long upon any i said she, with a doleful face, “blind grand

object, and yet was pleased with each in its turn. 3 ma‘am Smith, to whom I read Pilgrim‘s Pro

As he stood by the window now, she caught i gress and Saint's Rest—yes, she's a saint her

sight of a slender, erect. figure coming up theiself—and old Mrs. Gruler, to whom I carry

street, and exclaimed aloud, “Oh! it is cousin " broth—yes, these, with you and uncle Stephen,

Martha, how glad I am!" Moving rapidly abouttare the best friends I have. Now, soberly,

the room, she wheeled the low, sewing-chairSMartha, it seems as if I might be something

close to the window, placed a footstool, andEnoble, better if I would. But there is no call

brought into plainer sight the vase oflate garden ; upon me. Now you have some object to work

’///”///’,,
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for, but I am like—- “A flower wasting t like Capt. Harvey. I want some one better and

its sweetness upon the desert air,” interrupted \ stronger than I am, with a soul large enough to

Martha. “Yes, I waste my genius upon the i contain twenty like mine. But let us give over

three kittens and the flowers, and alas! the I talking such tiresome things. I will not think

flowers are all withering, and the ungrateful any more to-day, but will bring in the kittens

kittens fast growing into big, lazy cats. I wish tfor you to pass judgment upon, and then you

there were Protestant convents—I would enter E shall tell me the news." So the maiden vanished

one.” “What would be the practical advan~ i for a moment, and returned with the objects of

tage of that movement? You would not content g her care scampering by her side. “Come, kit

yourself there two hours.” “Yes, I would like Q tens," said she, “and see your aunt Martha and

to be under discipline like that to see if it would s pull her tiresome old sewing straight, out of her

not sober me down into somebody-a good, pa-§fingers." “0h, Agnes, will you never be a

tient soul like you, that thinks of others more E woman '2" said Martha, in a half serious, half

than of itself. I have half a mind to becomescomic (one, “No, we will never be women,

Catholic, and choose some good father-confessor i will we, kittens? What should we be women

to rule my conscience and make me a saint in E for to plague our poor little brains about horrid

spite of myself ” “Rule yourself, my dearithings that we don't care for? No, we won't,"

girl," said Martha; “or better still, marry aland Agnes petted one after the other, till a

good husband and learn to love, honor and obey = spirited scratch made her desist. “Now—any

HERO.

 

him." "Oh, but how to get him!" “Firstly, ine'g?"

then, don’t flirt ” “Yes, I must, and I will

flirt—in my way, that is. What is there wrong

about it? Did anybody ever let concealment,

8m. prey on his check for love of me? Does

Capt. Harvey, or Wallace Hall, or good John

Alhly, car straw for me? They all have

reason to *nitely grateful to me for throw
ing away p Ious time in listening to their

conceited nothings; Last evening, Wallace en

tertained me at first with those stale college

jokes of his, which he evidently thinks to be

the essence of wit. At last I told him that I

was tired of them, and thought such boyish

tricks below the dignity of a gentleman, where

upon he got fairly beyond his depths in attempt

ing large displays of erudition ” “Why did you

waste your time in talking to him? You ought

to be above such men, Agnes." “Well, my

dear. I hope I am, infinitely," and she rose,

drawing her little figure to its utmost height,

saying, "don‘t you see how much above Capt.

Harvey I am?” Martha laughed at the con

“Yes, Frank is coming home next

week for a few days." “That is good; it is

long enough since we have seen Frank. We

must have rides and drives and rambles to cele

brate the occasion." “He wrote us,” con

tinued Martha, "that he had recently become

acquainted with a nephew of Dr. Henry’s, who

is soon coming to Winfield to become a partner

of his uncle’s.” "Ah, that is news—now what

of the man—is be old or young—good, bad or

indifl‘crent? A new-comer is too rare here not.

to be an object of the deepest interest.” “Frank

was greatly pleased with him. He must be

young, for it is only a year since he finished his

studies. He will probably come about the same

time with Frank." “Now, Martha, what an

addition to Winfield society, and what an oppor

tunity for a. flirtation!” “Be good for once,

Aggie. If you commence a flirtation, may it be

your last. Who knows, indeed, but he will

prove to be your hero?” “If it be he, he shall

have a warm welcome, but he has been so long

\ invisible that I regard him as a myth, a new

’11,

 

trast between the six feet of the captain, and i figment of the imagination, as Parson Lane

the slender form that now stood before her, i would say. Remember, my hero is gallant and

poised gracefully on tip toe. “But seriously, i handsome, good and true. So if it be my last

cousin Martha, what shall I do '2” “You must i flirtation, let it be a merry one." Cousin MarthaI

marry, that is the best advice I can give you. ihad gone, and the sober mood came over Agnes

With a husband to watch over you and keep i again. The deep, blue eyes were clouded with

your unruly feet in straight ways, you might i a shade of sadness. She sat on the low stool by

make a useful woman after all.” “Oh, if I g the window, holding her chin in her hand, won

could find my here, the good, true, noble one Q dering with child~like wonder what future lay

of my dreams. Yes, when he comes, I will give E before her, and whether in all the great world

over flirting, will say yes as soon as he offers, S there was a heart which would ever beat deep

and live in quietness and good-will all the rest 5 and true with love for her.

of my days like a perfect Griselda.” “Heroes§ A violent storm had kept Agnes within doors

are very rare," said Martha. “But it wouldSfor two days, during which she had been too

not make me better, you know, to marry a fop ' busy to be restless, or to think much of the past
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or the future. Her mother had returned from a 5 so prepared him to admire you immensely."

short journey, weary and nervous, and Agnes, E Agnes always had a horror of being talked

who could always tame her own unquiet. nature about, and now her cheek burned with the re

to glelntleness, had little time to care for herself g membranes of youthful follies which she had

in t 9 presence of the fretful invalid. Then i shared with cousin Frank, and would not, as

tltiere wrlis iloizethin‘g in the wild raging of the she thought, give to a stranger the most agree

s orm wnc uoye up er spirits, an gave aiable impression of her. “What did you tell

pleasant ltgense of life and energy through all her i him?" inquired she, earnestly. “Of our climb

rams. ut a sunny morning had arisen. bright 3 ing trees and running horseback races, or of

at: ;l::r,nn:d‘i;gi;eséia: saIuilteIred fortt: along ourthplayingi tIuant ‘t‘ofether and losing our way

0 a s o n w in iavoc e W111 Em e woo s.’ “ ' at a memory! Really I

had made with the flowers. She lifted the trail- l had forgotten those creditable facts in our his

ing branches, sighed at the broken stems and tory, or I should have embellished my narrative

blossoms bent down to the damp earth. “Sum- g therewith. But it is not too late now." "What

1111:]: has gone—summer has gone," said she, Q right had you to be talking about me at all?"

sa y, “w y cannot it last the whole year long? \ “Don't be vexed, you have no idea how good I

Dear blossoms, I cannot bear to have you die.” made you." “Then you told falsehoods, for

Abgnes Ilfldliflglflilltg apostropliizing inanimate you know I am not good at all." “Not as good

0 jects. a s e een a Greek maiden, she : as he is certainly—he is one of a thousand. I

wouldd hdave :elievgdf most degoutly in nymphs, know no woman worthy of him unless it be sister

naia s, rya s an nuns, an as it was, felt a Martha, and she is not to be spared from the

sort of kindred life with all that lives. She i ranks of spinster-hood. As for you, don’t get.

walked down the dismantled paths and stood atlyour demure eyes full of Dr. Reynolds, for I

the gate, feeling cheery in the bright sunshine 3 want you to wait a few years longer for me,"

and the pleasant air. She held up her head as i and Frank bowed laugliingly toward Agnes,

the maple dropped rain-drops down upon her whose brown hair, gilded by sunlight, and fall

spg s‘aid,h‘;]So you havenkept somelof heaven's 5 ing in waves around a face n’ow lit up with dim

g s o s e upon me. iat was a ovely morn- , pled smiles, made a sweet picture, that brought

ing.welcordne.';’h fidhebcast 11:? eyes doznward t hack forcibly to the young man's mind the re

sgatn, an e e , ut _a ew paces istant, \ membranes of early days. They had been as

calling a joyous welcome, her young cousin, é brother and sister from earliest childhood, and

Frank Haven, Martha’s younger brother. “You g in many respects they resembled each other in

are glad lsleo I know you are, cousinficharacter. But during the past two years they

ggie, sin e, vrit a brotherly salute. ‘Yes, 2 had been for the most part separated, and Agnes

that I am, Frank, but Martha told me that you E had left him behind in growing maturity. Now

were not coming till next week. When did you E at the age of nineteen. she could hardly recog

arrive?” “Last evening. in all the rain. I‘nize in the gay, light-hearted youth the most

made a descent upon the folks dripping like a Z confidential friend of her early life. It was with

water-fowl. .Reynolds thought he must come, a slight jar of feeling that they met, but this

and I expedited matters so as to have his com- S were away as his overflowing spirits made Agnes

any Iliad give you a surprise." “And who is i more buoyant, and they were soon full of schemes

eyno s?" “Don't you know? old Dr. Henry‘s § for the enjoyment of the week he was to spend

nephew and henceforth denizen of the respect- i in Winfield.

able town of Winfield. He is a fine fellow, too, § “First, an excursion to Prospect Hill," said

god a great friend of mine. You must know 5 Frank, "when you must ride Dobbin and wear

im, Aggie.” “Older than you, I take it, ortyour grey riding-suit." “Dobbin is dead, and

Dr. Henry would not deign to receive him into § the grey riding-suit unpresentable in good so

his staid bachelor domain.” “0b, a trifle of t ciety." “Dobbin dead! so has gone another old

five or ten years, or so. You are as particulargfriend. Peace to his ashes. And as for the

as ever about age, cousin Aggie. Remember g grey habit, you will never look so charming in

:nyrthree l-nomhsi seniority," “Fl am not likely s anytliilnglelse." “That is a mere boyish fancy;

o orget it. in your presence, rank. It was you s a see next week." “Of course." said

upon that, that all your boyish claim to tyran- i Frank, “I shall invite Dr. Reynolds to join the

nize oyer me was founded. Well, so Dr. Rey- party." “Not for this once, Frank, please; there

nolds is your great friend—I ought to like him are so few of us, and a stranger spoils such a

for that, I suppose." “Of course you ought, Q friendly company. You are to be my cavalier,

especially as I have told him all about you, and i you know." “Oh, I have promised Millie that
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she shall have Arthur Reynolds’ escort, and I t and his ear caught with an eagerness that almost

must show due regard to my sister and friend. i surprised himself the merry sounds of her voice.

But never mind! he as devoted to me as you g One evening, as a little party had been out for

please—l am glad you are becoming steady-la stroll upon one of the hills that. shut in the

minded." “I shall revenge myself upon you,” Q village, and were on their homeward way, Martha

retorted she, “by fascinating the stranger as g and Agnes took a pleasant shaded path along the

completely as possible.” lbank of a. stream that had hollowed for itself a

The next day was the Sabbath, and as the t deep bed and ran foaming along its stony way,

arrival of a new-comer was something of an i making music beneath the trees that struck their

event in the quiet town, not a few eyes in the s long roots into the soil above, and bent over their

church were turned upon him at his entrance. ibranches till they almost touched the water. The

Behind Dr. Henry, with his stalwart form, his 5 cousins had separated themselves from the rest

head covered with iron-grey locks and a slightly t of the company, and strolled quietly along, talk

tottering step, followed his nephew, quite unoon- s ing of little household matters, of old scenes and

scion: of the observation directed to himself. iabsent friends. As the shadows of the trees grow

Agnes saw him too from the gallery where she 5 longer and longer in the declining sunlight, they

sat among the singers. He was tall and slender, ifell into a dreamy silence. Suddenly Agnes

and his step was slow and deliberate. She saw a paused, while Martha walked slowly on. She '

his face at last, when he turned toward the gal- t had descried a branch glowing like fire with

lcry during the singing, as was the wont. in the S scarlet leaves, and bending over till it seemed

congregation. It was a calm, grave face, to within her reach. She was at once full of eager

which large, dark eyes lent a softness and sweet- ness to obtain the brilliant prize, which drooped

ness, when she had seen him oftener. But now just over the edge of the bank. So she stepped

these were cast downward, and the expression to the brink, and, standing on tiptoe, had just

was almost one of sternness, so that Agnes touched the branch when she felt the soil giving

laughed a little to herself, with a mingled sense way under her feet, and heard the branch by

of relief and disappointment, and said, “So my which she held cracking above her. Yet she

hero has not arrived yet.” had scarcely time to comprehend her danger, or

They met frequently while Frank Haven re- even to utter a cry of fear, ere a strong arm had

maiaed in Winfield. Agnes, at first repelled by grasped her tightly and drew her to firm ground.

a gravity of speech and demeanor quite unlike She looked around, laughing at the awkwardness

her own, found this repulsion slowly passing of her situation, and beheld Arthur Reynolds,

away as she saw the kind and genial feelings, who lrad strayed thither by a shorter path, and

the strong, good sense, and the fresh, earnest was unconscious of the proximity of any one, till

nature, undisgnised by outward show or vanity. he suddenly came upon Agnes. "Don’t laugh,"

She liked to listen to his clear, ringing tones, as said he, more sober than ever, “the danger was

he told of distant lands through which he had not trifling. Look,” and he led her nearer to

been a traveler, and when. as now and then the brink again, still retaining his firm hold

happened, he became aroused almost to enthu- upon her. Agnes looked and shuddercd. The

siasm, in speaking of some great question of bank, forashort space only sloping, became then

right and wrong, her cheek would grow warm, steep, and beneath, the stream which had deep

and her heart beat high in sympathy. Her i ened and widened, formed a basin of water, whirl

glowing face. thus lit up with animation, be- 3 ing and tossing over huge rocks. “I should have

came positively beautiful, and began to interest i fallen in an instant," said she, drawing back,

Arthur Reynolds. It was pleasant to watch its E “had it not been for you, and had I fallen there,

changes, and to listen to the words full of origi- s no human power could have saved me. How

naiity and spirit which fell from her lips. Yet i can I thank you?” “You owe no thanks to me,

it was vexatious to see her, just after she had s but to the kind power that led my steps hither

seemed almost inspired with noble enthusiasm, E at the dangerous moment. And now," continued

engaged in replying gayly to the wild sallies of E he, less gravely, “lest you get into mischief

Prank Haven, or vieing with the gayest in song 3 again, I shall assume the guardianship of you

and dance. So grave Dr. Reynolds, who doubt- Q for the rest of the way home!" How pleasant

less thought more of the outward appearance i was that sunset walk down the hillside, remem

than was wise, took refuge in the gentle soeiety ,bered by Agnes many and many a time in after

of Martha Haven, whose placid quietness was E life. At that hour, the hero of her dreams first

never so common-place as to he wearisome. Yet i became reality. With almost a pang, she sud

his eyes followed the graceful motions of Agnes, \ denly awoke to the consciousness that a deeper

Von. XXXV.-18
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interest than ever she had known before had ; for the moment, and dwelt in her memory for a

suddenly arisen in her heart. She felt strong in s long time afterward. Ah! said he to himself, as

the strength of the manly presence beside her, Q be turned away from her, she is indeed as frivo

\

and better in the goodness that shone from every s lens as I have sometimes feared. What rest could

word and look of his. For once his reserve gave i be found with such a nature as hers? And yet

way, though he used no more tender word than 5 I thought her capable of so much, and hoped to

friend would say to friend; and Agnes, touched E mould that character, so impulsive, so wayward,

by the scene through which she had just passed, l and yet so charming. And so she told me she

listened. and answered with an unwonted gentle- g was tired of such persons as myself and cousin

ness. For the first time, she heard of his early 5 Martha. If she could have loved me, I know it

life, of the death of parents, and of the care and > would have been with so deep and strong a love

love of an elder sister who had been to him as a < that she would have overcome her faults for my

mother. “Only a year ago," said he, “I stood g sake; but now sho is unworthy and I will think

beside my sister‘s death~bed, and it seemed as § no more of her.

if a glory passed away from earth, as she became i Agnes entered the house, her eyes filling with

ahsaint in ‘h\e}a\;en.h Ilcanpotl tell you how goold g iears :ndl‘ahbourdcndupln licrllisast. H Why was

s e was. ' ll e s e ivet , ier sweet examp e § so 00 is ." sai s o, " l not mean it.

-was a constant incentive to me. and now, that l g Why do I so trifle away his regard, if he has

walk lonely among men, I seem to feel her beside i any for me, when I can’t help knowing that I

me day and night like a guardian presence." icherish it as the apple of my eye? Now, he

What a high standard of excellence is his, mnst perfectly despise me; but I must love him

thought Agnes, and l—I never can seem to him i still, though I must hate myself for loving thus

more than a frivolous girl. Yes, as Frank said, § unsolicited, uncared for. How weak I am. I

I am not good enough to be even his friend. lie i wish I had never, never known him. I wish he

will seek another saint like his sister, and leave i would marry cousin Martha, and then I could at.

me to be as wicked as I will. But the bitter g least see him every day, and prove to him that I

mood did not come upon her to-day, nor for ; am not altogether so vain and trifling as he has

many days. But when she next saw him after- taken me to be." Poor Agnes! a heavier cloud

ward, her mocking genius arose within her, and seemed to have settled itself upon her life than

she found a sort of pleasure in seeing that her t ever before, and she lifted her eyes itnploringly

lightness, assumed though it was, had the power t upward, and said in the depth of her girlish

to pain him. She was at her cousin Martha’s, trouble, 0h! shall Iever be happy again! But

as Frank was leaving, to bid him farewell, and she grew stronger, and resolved in that quiet

after he had left them Arthur Reynolds and she hour that henceforth she would be more stead
! n

walked to her home together. “I am so sorry i fast, more worthy the love of a strong and good

Frank has gone,” said she, “it is so agreeable to man, even though that love were denied her, and

be in contact with right merry spirits. For my I that her future life should be more fruitful in

part, I am heartily tired of good people." “You t good to herself and others. That row, like all

are more fortunate than the rest of the world, i made with an honest and resolute purpose, was

Miss Murray, if you have the opportunity of be- § not made in vain. Days and months rolled by,

coming weary of goodness.” "Ah! when one’s i and the struggle still continued, while Agnes,

lot happens to be cast among such grave per- i patient and earnest, knew not the depth of the

sonages as you and cousin Martha, there is no life into which 5118 WM! growing, 1101‘ guessed, in

luck. Say, don‘t you yourself sometimes grow \ the midst of discouragements, how fast she was

tired of being so staid and wise?" Though he Q pressing toward the greatness of her standard.

laughed, it was in so constrained a manner that s As the winter came on, her mother had become

Agnes noticed the impression that her careless more and more feeble, and the daughter was

words had made: but she simply said, as they seldom absent from her side. Her tenderness

parted, “Excuse me, if I was rude. I did not Q and watchful love made her indispensable to the

13:31“; bl‘lifciii‘li fliitelllwjill ‘i'."..i?.il Effigy: iii-1383.1? wsifnifii’fild' .1112”;

you referred, Miss Murray. Yet, tire of me if g rarely in the absence of his uncle, Arthur Rey

you must; but God grant that you may never ; nolds had come to the sick chamber; but, gentle

tire of what is truly excellent and right," and i and sympathizing as he always was, Agnes felt

he looked at her with an expression of suchgthat he scarcely entertained even a friendly

earnestness. with a faint mingling of reproach, i regard for her, and since that well-remembered

that it made Agnes’ cheek take a deeper glow, evening which new seemed so long. long ago,
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what an impassable barrier had arisen between § eyes of Arthur Reynolds. She still said nothing,

them, one which neither of them, by act or word, but turned her eyes once more out upon the

showed any disposition to pass over. gwintry landscape, jealous of the intrusion upon

The short, sad days of the winter time had her sacred sorrow. "I hope I do not intrude,"

come, and the snow lay deep and still upon the 5 said he, at length, “I too have borne the yoke

buried earth. The light of the unset had long i of sorrow in my youth, and know how hard it is

since grown pale, and tho night-shades hadito bear. Yet that yoke makes us strong and

gathered in the chamber where Agnes and hergpatient.” "But I have no strength," replied

cousin Martha stood beside the dying bed of tshe, “to bear the burden—it seems to crush

Mrs. Murray Dr. Reynolds, who had been 3 me.” “No strength in yourselfindeed, but look

summoned in the absence of his uncle, was i upward—there is strength there." Agnes in

there also, and proposed to remain through the t voluntarily lifted her eyes heavenward, almost

night. This was a support to poor Agnes, who § as if she expected to see an angel descending

could hardly believe that the blow, so long de- g with the blessing; and though the stars looked

layed, had thus suddenly fallen upon her. There down still as ever, their smiling now brought

was no thought now of other love in her mind :- peace and inward consolation. "Agnes," said

than that which had always burned warmly to- g he again, after another pause, during which he

ward the mother, who, in spite of all weakness l stood regarding her with looks of longing sad

:nd sickness, hsa: loved her daughter wiith tcn- g ness, “I ought not to speak of myself now, but

er affection. c sank away gently, an Agnes, : I wish I could help you." “You have been a

overwhelmed by the awful shadow of death 3 great help to us,” said she, mechanically. “If

hovering over them, and by the burdens of sor- SI might think that I could give you such aid

row that filled her young heart, knew not that E and comfort as one whom you loved would have

the soul had taken its flight till Martha, whis-la right to do." Agnes now turned with won

pering softly, said, “Agnes, she has left us." i dering eyes, and said simply, “I do not know

Then the long-suppressed torrent of grief burst § what you mean." “I mean,” he answered, enr

forth—she sank upon her knees by the bedside g nestly, “that I love you, and would gladly make

and sobbed like a child. Gradually she became i you my wife, that you might no longer be alone

calmer. and with a strong impulse to be alone, i as you just said, but lean upon one whose whole

she left the chamber and stole to the parlor 3 soul and strength belongs to you next to God,

below. Oh, how sad and desolate it seemed. Sdear Agnes." Agnes felt as if she were dream

The tire burned low upon the hearth, the pale g ing, and clasped her hands together tightly to

moonlight cast the long shadows of the windows i make sure that she were really awake. First 0.

upon the carpet, making Agnes shudder as they 3 full lltltl of joy rushed over her, then sadly the

looked to her excited fancy like the broad, white é shadow of a deep humility gathered, and she

tablets in the church-yard. She sat down by l felt herself again far removed from the comfort

the window, and pressing her burning cheek to l that had a moment before flooded her soul.

the cold pan‘e, gazed out upon the dreary mid-i "Speak," said he, at last, entreatingly, fearing

night landscape. How still and cold lay thelshe was offended and alarmed by her silence,

earth in its snowy mantle, even as the dead lay “just one word.” Agnes rose, and standing

above beneath the white coverings. She looked face to face with him, said slowly as if speaking

upward, and the stars, smiling as they used in 5 her doom, “No—no, it cannot be; I am not

her happier hours, seemed now mocking her 3 worthy to become the wife of so good a man.”

desolation. “I am all alone," said she, "alone i He drew her eagerly, almost violently to him.

in the wide world," and in her earnestness she 5; “Agnes,” said he, “if that be the only bar be

exclaimed unconsciously, “Alone! alone!" in g tween you and me, I claim you as my own from

tones that mocked the bitterness of her spirit, tthis very hour. You are all that I want you."

and touched a most sympathizing chord in thei “Then you do not know me,” she replied, while

heart of him who had entered, all unperceived Q she rested, soothed and comforted by the strong

by the weeping girl. A light touch was upon 3 hold which he kept, as if he would never again

her shoulder, but though she felt it in the thrill let her part fromhim. "Yes, I know you better

which ran through her frame, she did not move 5 than you know yourself. Once I thought you

not speak. That touch lingered a moment, and 3 frivolous and heartless, but I have learned you

then a voice, so musical in its low tenderness, Shelter. I understand the worth of my treasure,

said, "Agnes!" She raised herself at the sound, 5 and shall know how to value it." “Then what I

unfamiliar from those lips, and met the sym- g am not, you must help me to become." “We will

pithy that looked down from the deep, mildihelp each other in all that is right," and the
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young man impressed a tender kiss on the fair, , times in the midst of outward blessings, found

pale forehead, upon which the moonbeams rested 3 her old waywarduess returning, the steadfast

like a halo, giving a saintly glory to the face yet i ness of her husband brought her back to serenity

suifused with tears. again, while she lit up with beauty the gravity

The years that followed that betrothal were of his nature, as the sunbeams do the strength

years of quiet joy and peace. If Agnes, some- > and sternness of the hills.
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CURSE HIM NOT.

 

BY JINIY A. STONE.

 

Yrs, I know this world of beauty

Is a weary world to me;

Life has lost its early brightness,

Only gloom mine eyes can see;

Joy has tied our humble cot.

He is false—yet curse him not.

I have worshiped him so wildly,

Oh, I cannot waken now;

Love and hope are still entwining

Garlands for my 'wiidercd brow;

Music notes are sounding free

O’er the land and o'er the sea.

That strong arm is round me thrown;

Then I weep to think no more

Love hall glad me as of yore

Had I been of haughtier nature,

I might still have kept his heart,

For he said I was too wayward

In his life to bear a part;

And I know while weeping wild

That he always called me “child.”

Yes, I know that I am dying:

Ere the Spring tide’s balmy breath

Comes to bless the world with beauty,

I was but a child in feeling, Cold will be my heart in death;

And I gave him all my heart; Shadows hover o‘er my brow,

Oh, I thought that I wfi dreaming What has earth to tempt me now?

When he told me we must part. cum him not, for oh! ,6, but"

Time has Mod—too “on I “'0' That this form should pass away,

Dream. and mo “gather "0" That my memory should be blotted

From the world so bright and gay;

I have loved—my heart is broken,

Fatal words those lips have spoken.
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I was wont to bend above him

Till my ringlets swept his brow,

He was proud, and I was child-like,

Oh, I cannot blame him now;

More than human, half divine,

How could love like his be mine?

Lay me where the fragrant blossoms

Will be scattered o'er my bed,

Where the lilies and the roses

Once I dreamed he was an angel Will be clustered round my head;

From the beware of light above, 0h, ’twas there I used to meet him,

And I trembled as he told me Springing o'er the flowers to greet him.

Of his deep and changoless love.

Ah! how strangely visions fade,

Now in dust my hopes are laid.
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Now my dream has surely faded,

And a weight is in my breast,

Lay me ’m-ath the mossy covering,

For my weary heart must rest;

Let him come to that sweet spot,

Let him come, but curse him not.

Often in the early twilight,

As I sit and muse alone,

With fond memory's gentle magic,
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“HOPE LAUGHS FORTH TO—NIGHT."

 

BY HELIX AUGUSTA BROWNS.

0!!! Hope laughs forth to-nlght, mother,

And gleefulness is here

With eyes so sparkling. bright, mother,

To drive away old Care.

There's no more grief within our hearts.

Our songs are light and gay,

And full of gushing melody,

Now Sorrow’s gone away.

Ohl wherefore should earth‘s sorrows move,

Or why should shadows full,

Since lieaven hangs so bright above,

And God is utter all?

Then let our hearts be light, mother,

Let lfope our bosoms cheer,

We'll all be glad to-night. mother,

, And wipe away the tear.

The earth around looks glad, mother, We'll chant in gushing melodies

And clear and bright the sky; The songs we used to love,

Ohl why should we be sad, mother, And tune our harps to sing the praise

0r wherefore should we sight ' Of Him who rules above.
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MY MO THER;

OR, EXTRACTS FROM A FASHIONABE WOMAN’S DIARY._

 

BY Hill. I. A. DINIBON.

 

July 10th.

It is in my

She

Hsxar handed me a letter.

mother‘s cramped, old-fashioned hand.

will be here the first of next week.

’Tis very foolish to think so, I know—but

then those fashionable Hamiltons will be here.

Mrs. Hamilton dresses with such taste, and

mother will wear that old, old silk. I almost

wish she had decided to come the week after—

I’ll write and ask her if she can put it off as

well as not.

My wretchedness is unspeakable—a world of

misery has fallen upon me like a cloud. I amz

steeped in sorrow to the very lips.

Oh! my mother! my mother!

Life is alternately light and shade, they tell

On the 11th.

I have seen my mother. Not soon shall I

forget that meek, white face, and the lips, so

mutel—the gentle lips, always ready to bless

me. The eyes were dim that saw nought. but

perfection in me.

I have been to the little cottage where I was

born. Doubly dear seemed every part of that

old house. The floor in the wide kitchen was

white and sanded just the same as when I was

last there. But over opposite in the pleasant

parlor she lies placidly.

Dreary sight! They wonder at my excess of

grief. They would not, knew they my self-rm

proaches, the crushing weight upon my spirit.

As I stood by that coflin, I heard again the

me. Alas! my life is all shadow, and I seem g “Gitd mess my daughter}, It "as murmured

creeping slowly down its long vista, :1. reproach a through Emu“ and 160113 011 the morning Of my

to myself and a trouble to those I 1°ve_ wedding day. I remember the sad forebodings

My mother is dead_ And 1__0),! hem-fie"! which sometimes sank in whispers in my heart.

sent her such n letter! Everything is black, \ when the rich stranger sought. the favorite child,

blank around me. My heart sinks—oh! that I 5 my weyvmd Helf- Ho" she implored me to be

:00 could die! humble! to hear my exaltation meekly. Can it

The gplendors by which I "m surrounded be that she will never speak to me again? So

mock me cruelly. The burden on my conscience “him that hm", 5° “011% 5° 0°“!

tells me I have neglected her—that I have been i 0" "I! 13M

ashamed of her dear, hard-working hands, her: They ha" laid h" M"?- The)’ have buried

homeliness, her want of knowledge pertaining my 1i'in8 he"!- With her- It "118 in 8- Storm

to this heartless world_ The rain dripped from the windows, the turf

How carefully she brought me up, my widowed \ was soaked with water. The little, white church,

mother, with her slender means! How she de- 3 “here She has led 111° 5° “ten by the bud,

nied herself comforts that she might minister to i l°°ked grey through the mis'" TM "'3’ birds

my link wants! How proud she was of what ; chirped mournfully under their wet roof leaves.

they called my beauty! It is faded now. And é Black, and oh! so fearful, the grave yawned at

l—to think of her slender wardrobe, her close S my feet- Terrible! I thought She might "0'- be

Quaker caps, hcr unpolished language, her old- \ dead, and I hid my band "Kain upon her fm'e‘

fashioned ways! my God forgive me! ’Tis i held- Cold! icy cold- I shrieked aloud—I

the only heartfelt prayer I have breathed since mum 11°" restrain my feeling!

 

tbe days of my childhood. i That dear, grey-haired minister! Servant of

tomb. Its splendor wearies me. Oh! could Ii

but fall on my mother’s bosom once more, and?

arms about her neck, feel her warm embrace. 3

Mother! word that I have abused, maternal;

All is blank. The house seems like a vast

breathe out my sorrow and my penitence there! i

Oh! that I could see her smile again—wind my

heart that I have forsaken, wounded, now for-g

ever at rest in the grave.

Jesus for nearly fourscore and ten years, he

pitied me.

Touchingly he spoke of her sweet resignation,

adding that as she died as she sang,

“Jesus can make a dying hcd

Feel soft as downy pillows are."

He told, with unsteady voice, how tenderly she

had spoken of her children—of inc—far away,

drowned in the pleasures of wealth.
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I sobbed aloud. 5 sunshine bathed the little cottage. The wetjes

Nor could I look as they lowered the coflin. I 5 samine loaded the air with its perfume. It

shut my eyes, and for a moment felt as if I never 3 seemed, for the moment, as if everything around

cared to open them again. sthe house looked doubly beautiful. The dark

When I looked up, ten thousand prismatic i back-ground of clouds, not yet broken, was the

hues flashed upon my sight. The sun had burst i only thing in unison with the sadness of our

from the thick clouds; and every round jewel of s spirits.

the rain caught a tint of beauty from his glowing 3 She was not therei We saw the top of the old

rays. 3 chair in which she always sat at the west win—

“And there shall be no night there; and they i dew.

need no candle, neither the light of the sun; for} Within—oh! how desolate! There was the

the Lord God giveth them light; and they shall g little, low, rocking-chair by the corner; a stand

reign forever and ever." by its side, on which lay the family Bible; and

Thus said the grey-haired man. Every word 3 there too, lying sadly, as if conscious that their

sank into my soul, and I drank in their inspira- % work was done, my mother’s old spectacles were

tion. My mother was then an angel in heaven, 3 folded on the green-baize cover. I bent over

  

glorious! radiant! Eand lifted her little work-basket. Everything

Heaven never seemed so near to me before. i was in order—the work all arranged—her little

It was but for a moment. book of "Daily Food” in its accustomed nook.

The earth rattled upon her grave. The clouds 5 I took it from thence and laid it in my bosom.

grew gloomy and drifted together. A quick, God helping me, I will read it as she did.

heavy shower set. the leaves to trembling. The We sat down to supper, but could not talk.

branches swung and sighed. My heart grew E At every turn our eyes met something that called

sick again. tup tears and sighs afresh. Here, her choice

Must we all come to this? E flowers, her favorite geranium just bursting into

We walked slowly on through the gravelediblossom. There a little porcelain vase, in which

walks. Somebody had dropped flowers along. i she had kept her pennies for the church collec

red and white, and sprays of mignionette, and \ tion.

they had faded there. Hard indeed it seemed to realize how far she

The old sexton stood at the gate with his hat i slept beneath our feet.

ofl’. As I passed him, I caught the words, spoken \ Can I forget this sorrow? Shall I plunge into

softly, "God bless her." ‘ the follies of fashion again?

The Return. God forbid!

The rain had ceased again. A flood of red
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TIME’S HOUR—GLASS.

 

BY LILIAS MAY.

 

Roar youth, in morn‘s glad prime,

Hears ajoyons, sweet-toned chime,

As, through Time‘s clear, crystal glass,

Golden graina, bright-gleaming, pass;

Bands of gold mark all the hours,

Tho‘ they fall, unheard, on flowers;

Dark-blue violets sweetly bloom,

Crimson roses shed perfume;

Gorgeous winged the moments fly,

Tints of gold bedeck life's sky;

Dazzied youth, amid the glow

Heeds not tho’ the life-sands flow.

Clouds of grey trail overhead;

Working with o'er-wrariad brain.

Struggling on life‘s battle-plain,

Care-worn man doth scarce]y know

Lii’o’s dark sands unceasing flow.

lloary age, at even-time,

llcaieth memory‘s unvoiced rhyme

Chanting o‘er the Past again

As a sweet, remembered strain:

Through Time‘s scarred and dark-stained glass

Slowly now the iifeaands pass;

Yet uuhcnld their measured fail

On Death‘s waiting, velvet pail:

Tear-dimmed eyes, 'mid dust and gloom,

Scarce can see the open tomb:

Dreamy hours glide softly by,

Twilight shadows veil the sky;

Feeble age doth scarcely know

Soon the last life-sands will flow.

Man, amid noon's busy life,

Hears the din of worldly strife

As through Time's dim, half-blurred glass,

Pebbles, mixed with iron, pass;

Pebbles, sounding harsh and loud,

Fall, unheard, amid noon‘s crowd;

Iron-shod the moments trend,
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JENNY AND MR. CLEAVES.

 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “susv L—’s nxaav."

 

Rozbury, Dec. 2, 1857.

Coasts George came out this morning from

Boston with his easy-going carriage, to takei

me in to see some of the beautiful streets and

picture rooms and galleries. While we were

yet fresh, having only driven awhile on the

Common and along a principal street, I chanced \

to look up and saw the letters, “Saturday Morn- i

ing Chronicle office." i

“Stop 1” said I, dropping my hand on George’s t

arm. “Here’s Mr. Cleaves' otlice; I want to see i

him just a minute. Do you know him?” 1

"Not from Adam. Who is he?" l

“Editor and publisher of the ‘Saturday Morn- ?

ing Chronicle;' a good man as ever lived, I am

sure. I want to see him. You just stop and let;

we run up and find him. I can find his oflice, §

after the experience I had in New York, lasti

fall." i

80 out I sprang; up the dusty, paper-littered i

stairs I went, guided by letterings along thei

way, up to the second landing; and there 1%

again found Mr. Cleaves’ sign—this time on a?

ground-glass panel—“ Saturday Morning Chroni- i

cle ofl'ice." I tapped, and immediately the door

was opened by a bright-eyed little fellow with;

budgets of papers under his arms and on hisi

arms. Upon my inquiries for Mr. Cleaves, he

opened the door wide by setting his shoulder

against it, and said in a pleasant voice, “Mr.

Cleaves, a lady.”

Mr. Cleaves looked up from his writing, rose

slowly, advanced slowly, looking inquiringly

into my face. We met in the middle of the

room,

“Is it Mr. Cleaves?" I asked. For one of our

neighbors, who used to see the “Chronicle” ten

or fifteen years ago. had told me that Mr. Cleaves

was then the publisher, and I expected, on this

account, as well as on account of the ripe, ele

gant and manly conservatism which give smooth

ings and dignity to all his complaints of abuses,

all his pleas for reform, to see a man away along

in the years, a man with a pale face and many

white hairs, whereas the man before me could

' not be more than twenty-eight or thirty. But

he was old enough to be snugly married, I in

stantaneously reflected, and if a man is snugly

married before I present myself to him, this is

all I ask of him.

 

“Mr. Cleaves," he had answered, bowing

slightly, waiting.

Now, when Iwas running up stairs, in fact,

when I began to open my lips to speak again, I

expected to say, “’Tis Miss Cabot, author of so

and so, published in the ‘Chronicle,’ as you re

member." On the contrary, a merry whim seis

ing me, I said, “And guess who I am. I’m a

writer. I’ve written for you—within the last

year—within the last month—guess." I was

laughing at his puzzled looks. I saw that he

could not bring himself to guessing clearly who

I was, because there I was before him with my

queer proceeding and my laughter. It was quite

enough for him to get along with these. 80 I

said, with demureness suddenly gathered, “"I‘ie

Miss Cabot, of F—."

“Ah? Miss Cabot? how do you do?" shaking

my hand heartily, laughing. “Come and sit

down;” and, on one side of the green-covered

table he sat down in the arm-chair from which

he had risen, on the other side I sat down in

another arm-chair like it. We fell at once into

easy conversation: the new book by Curtis lying

on the table between us, helping to start us.

By-and-bye, his face brightening, he said, “l

wonder I didn’t guess it was you; for you are

exactly like your writings. I might have ex

pected you to look just so, and appear just so.

But I thought of Mrs. Fales, a friend of yours,

as she wrote me one time. She has written for

my paper; I thought of her."

“Oh, no,” replied I, gravely, “Mrs. Falea

is handsome. She’s a very handsome woman;

we’re not in the least alike in our persons or

appearance.” I said it with the painful eon

sciousness of ugliness, the painful longing for

beauty I have felt now and then in my life, but

not often; I am generally content—content, that

is, with the face God has given me, but filled

with craving for a beautiful spirit within that

shall beautify and sanctify, all my inward and

outward life, making me even lovely to look

upon.

“I must go,” said I, rising.

at the door waiting.”

“I am sorry to have you go," replied he.

accompanying me with slow steps toward the

door of the room, pausing at the door with his

hand on the knob. “I am pleased tolgsve met

“ My cousin is
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you: I wish you weren’t obliged to be in such t after a pause. “I’ve thought a hundred times

haste; you are staying " 5a hundred! I've thought ten thousand times,

“Out in Roxbury, on B :that it's the only disagreeable thing, perhaps,

“On B— street? at about being unmarried, this forever recurring

“At my cousin, Robert Hall’s." 5 bother about marketable women. If these women

uThat is lucky! my own immediate neighbor- g only knew how ridiculous they make themselves.

 

street."
 

n 

hood! I know Mr. Hall and his wife intimately.

How long, let me ask, will you remain '2”

“A few days; perhaps a week.”

“That is pleasant! I’ll see you again then! ‘

We‘ll be in at once.” ‘

He went down with me and helped me into

the carriage. I asked cousin George if I had

made him cross, staying; his answer was his

ever pleasant-sounding laugh, as he bowed tot

Mr Cleaves and started his horse up.

“So that was Mr. Cleaves?" he said, playing

his whip about his horse’s side.

“Yes; isn’t he a fine-looking man?

ever see him before?”

“ No; he lives out in Roxbury close by Robert’s

though. He has one of the finest places out there;

one of the best graperies. They had some of his

grapes at Robert's one Sunday when Iwas out

there in the fall. His wife sent them in to Har

riet."

“He is married than?"

“Yes; he's got children; a girl of Het's age, I

should think."

“That is good! I'm glad he is married! I;

have always supposed he was, he has been ini

the ‘Chronicle’ so long. But he isn't so old as 3

§
\

NI,r'.u''

\

t

t
\

Did you

 

with never one natural look or action! I tell

you, Jen, it makes me mad enough to swear!"

“Oh, now, cousin George, you distress me!"

I cried out.

“You? why should I? it is nothing to you!"

“But I’m always worried for fear some old

bachelor, or some widower will suspect me of

manmuvring, of trying to get him, ifI make one

single friendly advance toward him, in the way

of conversation, or in the way of anything, as I

would do so composedly, and with so much real

pleasure, both to myself and him, if he were

married, or irrevocably engaged, or were monk

of some anti—Benedictine order."

“Oho! don't you be troubled! ‘ You haven't

the air, or look, or make of the husband-hun

ters.”

“So you think. You don’t suspect me because

you know all about me; but you suspect others

whose sentiments you don’t know as well Per

haps others who don’t know my sentiments sus

pect me; and, as true as I live, cousin George,

I'd rather they would.”

“Come! here you are at the square, with tears

in your eyes blinding them to all the beauty."

“I don’t care for beauty or anything when

I expected; and something in his appearance—tit comes to this!" I replied, wiping my eyes

I don’t know what it was—made me afraid before 3 stoutly, making, however, stout exertions to

I came away that he wasn’t. I'm glad!" ibring myself up out of my trouble. “I am as

“Ha!” laughed George, in his quick, explo- g glad as I can be, at any rate, that Mr. Cleaves

sive way. George is an “old bach,” or, this is S is married. Now I can let him see that I like

what we all call him. He is thirty-seven. IRhim, like to talk with him, and still feel easy

know,” he added, “all about how you feel. gabout it."

You’re my cousin; perhaps we’re alike in somei' “Yes, that. you can.

things. At any rate, you’ve turned the firsttpretty place."

corner; and of course, you know as well as Lt We had a delightful day. Going about at

that some women at that age manage and work a sight-seeing with a heavy-spirited man or woman,

so—so outrageously hard to get married, as to E or a super~energetic man or woman, drags me

put a sort of disgrace on all the rest. We who g down. But good, large, genial cousin George! if

are out of the noose and so supposed to be in 3 my hand lay on his arm, or my arm but touched

the market, as the women say of each other, are i his, or I looked into his face, or heard his voice,

shy of them, of most of them. Oh! these dressed Q all my soul rested as if upon down. I—perhsps

out, minced up, self-conscious, vain, proud, hus- I would be saved half the wear and tear I get,

band-catchers, with their eyes on every old bach i and shall get in life, wedded to a man like my

and widower that comes near, how I hate ’em! 3 cousin George. ()nly cousin George isn’t always

I won’t go near enough, ifI can help it, to touch 5 downy. This morning, for instance, before start

cne of ’em with a pitchJork!" i ing, when Robert and a neighbor were standing

(In passing, uncle Wingate, George's father, i by to see how he would adjust a troublesome

is a farmer, close by the old homestead up on \ joint in the harness, he gave his thumb a hurt,

the hills at F land thcn, snapping it, he said with roundest

"I know exactly how you feel," he added, vexation, “Deuce take it!" My chamber window

Now see if this isn’t a

 

i
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was let down a little. I saw and heard through 2 and longed so to walk in them! I believe that

the thin muslin curtain. A quick flash it was; \ I will walk in them some day, when I am fit to

itwas over, he was laughing in a minute; but enter, and that then I will know howldivinely

if I had a husband who would always be angry t fair and serviceable an author’s, anybody's days

like that, whenever harness, or horse, or child, imay be here on earth, if, here on earth, in the

or anything went wrong on his hands, I fear I \ midst of the din and the dust, one will diligently

would often look back on these calm days of my and with a religious, resolute conscience, take

single blessedness, which, if they are sultry oneself away from what is sordid and low, and

sometimes, have no quick, uncertain lighting in keep oneself close by what is ennobling and high.

them, or rumbling, or explosive thunder. Wella- s The 8th.

day! I remember what poor Southey said, “My i The next morning, while I sat writing in my

lotions about life are much the same as they are i chamber, I saw him coming up the walk with a

about traveling-there is a good deal of amuse- E basket in his hand. Ifit had been any other in

meat on the road; but, after all, one wants to be i the world whom I had met twice only, I should

at rest." Perhaps the poorest creature feels this i have sat silently behind my curtain to see with

that no oftener, or more deeply, than the pros- gwhat energy and grace he approached. As it

perous, so-called, the famous, so-called. \ was, the old mirth of the day before, caught me,

Thursday, the 8rd. iand I said, just loud enough to be heard through

I ran up stairs the moment we reached home, 5 the slightly raised window, “Ban four!”

to lay off “the dust of travel.” When I went: “Ha!” starting, lifting his head; “boa jour!

down. George was standing close to Robert and g come down."

Harriet, and they were all talking eagerly. s He brought books, one from Mrs. Cleaves for

"Mum!" said George, to the others, the mo- i Harriet, one from himself for me; brought hot

ment he saw me at the foot of the stairs. “Re- ghouse flowers, a big bunch for Harriet, “from

member, Harriet, mum is the word! remember i Mrs. Cleaves,” said he, presenting them; “and

now!" ihere are some for you," presenting me a little

They assented with quick nods, and then we 5 bunch, very beautiful, very beautifully arranged.

went in to dinner. When we spoke of Mr. 5 “Keep them,” said he, as I held them. “Carry

Cleaves, Robert praised him, saying, “He’s one i them away with you when you go, and keep them

of your whole men. He sees all sides and knows i till they are all dried up, and afterward. Re~

what he is doing." § member.”

“And his wife?" inquired I. I laughingly promised; and, breaking a little

“Mrs. Cleaves is a fine woman. Have some 3 flowering spray out of a bouquet on the mantle

butter, Harriet! You’ll like her. We see them 3 piece, I bade him keep that after it had all dried

very often; oftener than we do any other neigh- Eup.

here. I‘ll go and bring them in this very even- “Yes,” he said.

ing." g He came with plans from Mrs. Cleaves, be

But they came before we left the table. Robert 5 said, speaking to Harriet and Robert. He comes

and Harriet both went to meet them, and brought every day with plans, or to hear what our plans

them in to sit with us “at the walnuts and the g are; and so every day.

wine.” g Wednesday, the 9th.

Mr. Cleaves sat by me. I believe he sat by i "Jen," I heard George calling out at the foot

me nearly all the evening; for Mrs. Cleaves and i of the stairs. “Jenny, come down here, I want

Harriet hunted up the magazines in quest of to tell you something."

certain fashion-plates, that they might know§ He turned into the parlor when he saw me

better how to make a sack for one of the chil- teeming. When he saw me at the door, he met

dren, an apron for another, a bib for another; Sine with his large, friendly hand outstretched.

and George and Robert, both of whom are con- i He was alone. “I thought I would ride out

nected with the railroads, Robert as presidentithis morning. I want to tell you something.

of one, George as agent of another, talked over 3 Harriet and I both think you ought to know.

“managements,” as they always are interested i I’m almost afraid to tell you. We’ve been as

in doing; and Robert got out some of his papers 5 wicked as possible; we’re afraid you won’t like

and accounts. I think we all had a comfortable, i it."

contented evening. As for me, it seemed to moi “Perhaps I shall. I fear I am not a little

as Mr. Cleaves talked, that he opened new and Zwicked myself. What is it?"

pleasant paths for me into life, on all sides. I 3 “Mr. Cleaves isn't married; he's no more man

ner what beauties and delights were in them, iried than I am."
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“Then I am angry! I am as angry as I can i “It was too bad, darling and took me into her

be! for I have told him that I like him! I have § long, beautiful arms. “It was too bad! and I,

told Mrs. Cleaves—who, pray, is this Mrs. E as a woman, knew it was all the time. But

Cleaves then?” E George wouldn't listen to me. He always made

“11's br tl e ’s wife. That i h's br th r’s ‘ me do 'ust as he leased athome, 'on remember;place;xhe id’s: s‘pends his summejs, alnd n:w :nd i and I,Jsome way?couldn’t resist liiin now, espe

then a week, or a few weeks, as he is doing now, i cially as Robert thought it well enough, under

out here at their house." i the circumstances. George said there was nothing

“Well, I told Mrs. Cleaves that I like him! aelse that would make things go on right between

that I like him very much indeed! Mercy oniyou and—and Mr. Cleaves, whom we all like so

us!" for I was horrified as one recollection came g much, and wanted you to like. He said you

crowding alter another. “I told him no longer E would be flying otf, or you wouldjust be an odd,

ago than last evening, when we three-he, Mrs. gsilent thing—this is what he said, dear—every

Cleaves and I—were sitting here together, that 5 time Mr. Cleaves came in, if we didn‘t do some

his conservatism, humane and just toward all § such (thing to deceive you, and this is why we

sides, collected, reasonable, philosophical and i did it. I am sorry; I have liken sorry all along

clear, at all times, upon all questions, quieted g that I consented; but you will forgive us?"

me—only think, Gcorgel—soothed me—think i Yes, I said, but I must go, that day, with

of thatl—wheaevcr I met it upon a disturbing g George, in to Miss I’erkins’. And then her tears,

topic; wnls what I, who anlzpronedto plver-fear- g ahtldrellizn alliiltlée :Eilftiqfflilpfé (:02:

ing, over- ioping, over-war ing, an a manners - , '

of tension, and many others like me, here on the E Struggling, came; and we wept like two children.

wrong-headed earth, where there is so much to 3 Then we kissed each other with hot kisses. as

disturb one, need. I told him that I had a long i Harriet said, “Now all was spoiled—now I

time seen and felt this in his writings; that. now would never forgive them; she saw plainly that

I knew him personally, and had him for my I never would. If she had only held out, in the

friend, I was glad of the quality, as proud of it 3 first place, in what he knew to be right; but.

as if he were my own brother! It was very§now all was spoiled!"

much like this, what Itold him—for I felt how; In vain I assured her that I loved them as

good he is, and what good he does me—and I s much as ever, more than ever; the Assurance was

am ashamed! He will know some time that I i in vain, because, after I had made and repeated it,

thought he was married; but I am ashamed! g I adhered still to my determination about going.

and I will not see him once more! In every g I got my release, at last, only by showing her that

note Miss Perkins has sent out to me, she has : it could not fail of being a thousand times worse

begged me to come in and go to Salem with her. 2 for all concerned, ifI remained; for ifI remained,

I will go in with you this very day; I ought to and again met Mr. Cleaves there, I should appall

have gone before}: I t him and them all by my counter-impudence and

George—bless his calm, sincere face and voice! I fiercencss. We laughed at this, then we sighed.

-sa.id quietly, without minding my storm, “I’ve Harriet called it “a bad business,” but acqui

been thinking I should like to marry Miss Per- i esced. She would rather I would go than stay

kins, if she's any like you, if this is what makes i and give myself and him that pain, she said; for

you like her so well, if she’ll have me. Will she, S I, as well as he, would feel better if I went, leav

think, ifI offer?" \ in the eace of those few leasent do a un
“Likely as not," I told him, instantaneously \ briken. p p y

pleased, ilnlséalntaneouslyi losinglgighgpf my vexa- Yes, I said, begging her pardon for the pain I

tion. “ i e y as not s is won . e’s a little, was giving her. Iwould come again, I told her,

blue, shivering, cold thing; she needs just such i whenever she could write to me that Mr. Cleaves

a husband as you are to make her life warmer. 3 was traveling up the Nile, or the Senegal, or any

Oh! but forget! I must go and find Harriet." gof their branches. Again she laughed, then

Whistling softly, oomposedly—although I 5 again she sighed, and her tears rose. When the

believe he made the composure this time—he t time came, and I was about to enter the carriage,

opened the door for me, and saw me go. 3 she held me, with streaming tears, and said, "1

Harriet had hid herself in the nursery. When g shall never forgive myself! It was a wicked,

I lookedtin, shle crowdcdlherself back into a cor cruel lie, and I shall never forgive myself!

ner, wai ing tierc, wate iing me, with air halt" ;George, I don’t see how you can be so comfort

laughing, half depreeating; but, at last, with air able about it;" he was cemposedly buckling a

wholly dcprccating, she came forward, saying, \‘rein, “for it was a false, cruel thing. If Jenny

|n

¢,/,///”NN



 

JENNY AND MR. cnsavns. 203

hadn‘t the kindest disposition in the world, she; “Ho! and was that sure to he an excellent

would despise us always after this. I shall i quality?" he asked.

despise myself, dear," turning again to me,§ “Yes,” I replied, “with a husband like him;

“whenever I think of it. Whenever you think i one who would not try to rule her, but would

of me, you may know that I despise myself for ‘ simply love, protect, provide; for the rest, leav

it." 5 ing her to be a law unto herself."

“Never mind," said I, as George was help-g “Yes, perhaps." Then, after having thought

ing me in; “only, never—that is, never cheat me 2 a long time, be tightened his reins, sighed aloud,

again, or let George. I shall come again. It \ long sigh, told his President to mend his pace,

won‘t be long, perhaps, before he’ll be off some- i and added, “After all, ’tis risky business. I’m

where; and then you can see how I love you, gcomfortable as I am. If I'm sick there’ll be

how glad I am to come. Adieu, darling,” and E somebody to give me my doses and keep my fire

George and I rode away. ,from going out, for money. There’ll be some

“I don‘t blame you a bit!" said George, after i body to do it for money, I guess." The mois

we had rode on awhile in silence. “I like what t ture on his lids made it a difficult thing for him

you are doing. There are so many women and g to see his horse‘s head. I told him he was a

girls"—he always says “girls” with a slight toss i blessed cousin George, and that if he was ever

of his head, a slight curl of his lip, he did then— 3 taken sick, even if it was at Timbuctoo, I'd go and

“so many who are dilferent. I like you for it. l take care of him. His tears rolled the higher at.

If I ever get married, I hope she will have an E sight of mine.

equal delicacy. But, as to cheating you, I don’t i “Did I believe I would not have a husband to

know as I’m much sorry." He looked at me 2 keep me, in less than a year?"

good~naturedly and went on, “I believe I’ms "Never! my mind was made up there."

glad. You have had a few pleasant days andg Talking of the liberty, the independence, the

evenings, so has he. You’ve seen him,just as he ‘5 freedom, the—the—the—we hardly knew what

is, for you have sat quietly to look and listen, Eclse, of single life, we came into the town to Miss

scvmething you couldn't have done if you had 5 Perkins’, door, where he dropped me and rode

known the truth. So has he seen you, just as g hastily away, before my friend had time to follow

you are, something you would never have given S the servant to the door. He didn't even stop

him a chance to do, if you had known. Now you § for adieus. But he sent them, and a big box of

are going. Perhaps you will never see him fruit and nuts, of various and rare kinds, by

again; perhaps you never will, or he you; butERobcrt, when he came round, on his way out,

you up there, and be down here, will remember i that evening. Robert’s penitence was equal to

this time as a pleasant one, and, perhaps, be 5 Harriet’s; ought. to be greater, he said, for he

gindyou’ve had it, both of you. I am not a bit i had his own ofi‘ence and hers, into which he

sorry. Go, President Pierce!” he meant, that his i helped to lead her, to be sorry for.

horse, whose name is Frank Pierce, was to gol We shall go to Salem this afternoon.

out of his indolent pace into a swifter. “You'll E The 18th.

like after this to see his ‘Chronicle’ brought ing Now my father reads his newspapers; my

every Saturday morning; you’ll have a good time E mother “does her mending;" Pete is at his never

reading what he says in it.” gending song-singing, bless him! (or if he ends

I did not. deny. Icould afi'ord to let that go as his song at any time, and we look up to know

conceded, since I was so luckily escaping. If I what he is about, we see the top of his little busy

had been held where I must, in all likelihood 2 head at the seed-flask, or the water-flask, where

meet him again, I should have threatened tem— Q he eats and drinks his simple, contented meal;)

pestuously to burn every number of his paper i the old cat sleeps, and yawns, and stretches out

that came into 001' house, and that the minute it t her graceful, velvfly paws, in consummate enjoy

came in. ‘ ment on the green-covered lounge. Roses, chry

Thinking it silently over, afterward, as we ; santhemums, and sweet Southern violets blossom

rode along. I was thankful 'tO have escaped that g in the south window; I sit. in my old corner n91“

additional folly. It was weak, eccentric perhaps, “hem—nem- Pete, and write, now and then stay

to run away; but it would have been foolishness 5 ing my pen to think of one and another incident

to stay where I would be sure to feel forced to i in my late visit at Roxhnry. I accuse myself.

protest and defy- 50. filler that, I rode 011 § I call myself a weak thing. I have just been

pmeably, recounting Miss Perkins' excellences, §silting, I know nothing about. how long, saying

naming, among the rest, her strong, energetictto myself, with severity, that if I cannot find,

I“, _ l at whatever times, and with whatever persons, a
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sntficient composure and dignity in a clear, self- Q pleasure, is daily and nightly subjected, and

consciousness of being no husband-hunter, so i about which, when it brings him to hot despera

that I can meet the single, the seeking and the 3 tion, he scolds to Josephine and to no one else,

sought~after, with a court-eousness open-brewed about which she in her turn scolds to me and to

and friendly, then I am certainly a poor, weak, i no one else. There are enough olhers who suffer

foolish thing, and deserve to be scolded like any i the same. I dare say Mr. Cleaves is one of these,

shy, awkward school-girl who “forgets her man- i and I am glad I ran away.

ners,” and i § Hominy, the 21“.

Later. 3 Not one word from Harriet or George; not 0116

Josey Fletcher came in without ringing, pillled i outward thing to denote that I have ever been to

a chair up closely to mine, throw back her hoods Roxbury. The “Chronicle” comes, but not one

and tippet, drew oif her gauntlets, took my pen i unwnnted ripple in the editorials. It. is clear no

out of my fingers, wiped it and laid it down on ; pebble has fallen, any time along; no projecting

the wiper, planted her feet close to mine on the g snag, or rock, or sand-clifl‘ anywhere frets the

cushion, and then said, “Andrew is as vexed as waters. I fear they all, alike, now they have

he can be! He says he wishes he could be mnr had time to look it over, think me egotistical

Tied m'morl‘owi he 4°11"- cal‘e much '-° Wh°mi if 1 and foolish, and throw me away. There wasn’t

he can only be rid of this everlasting bother he 5 much dignity in it; that I perceive now as plainly

has with the girls. He is plagued to death! lie 3 as they can. I might have been calm and noble

likes to see young ladies collected. sincere and E enough to stay, to meet him when he came the

womanly; he likes them—or would if 116 couldgnen time with serious, ginoefe face; to may,

find one who wouldn’t the moment he speaks to “Well, if I am shy, and self-conscious, and

her, simper and lay all her sweet. naturalness by. afraid, I haven't come to it without enough

For, Jenny, you and Iboth know that there are to make me so. I like sensible men! like to

sweet girls have in this place; but, somehow, they talk with them, but. I am more afraid to show

aren’t like the some persons, they are changed it than I would be to face a lion, if they are

in one molment, if Andil'ew clonges along wLiere Q single men, and along in years, because I have

t o ' t . t ' a ‘ t ' . ‘ ' =Eve-are inD s; q_uie y ppom 2;] mi g known single men to be so harassed and pligued,

is woise now, e is a young wi ower, t an it = and because I m afraid they will misunderstand

Wltltskwllell lilo wnls frlee bet-01:8 his magrialge. hThey E both me and my liking." I suppose this would

a now tiat. ie as a ome, an t at c. 0 {have been more dignified than running away.

course, needs a wife, and will have one as soon as 3 They can, none of them, help thinking so. But

he can suit himself, and this is what does it, I sup it's done now. It’s too late now to——

pose; but isn‘t it. too bad. The Pearlee girls and The 28th.

Nanny Wflitemspeoially,vexhim. They are about; “A gentleman, Miss Jane,” said Irish Mary,

the right age for him, I suppose they think, and i that afternoon as I wrote, opening wide the

so, wherever he plants himself in a company, if it i sitting-room door, where Pete, the old cat and

is ever so far from them, if he takes pains to make i I were alone. On looking round, I saw the one

it a long way from them, pretty soon he hears l I expected to see, Mr. Cleaves. I was glad and

the Pearlee girls’ loud laughter, or sees Nanny g ashamed. I had for many days been ashamed,

Waite blushing and looking at him through her and the shame by no means fled at sight of him.

eyebrows, close by his elbow; if he shows a girl Q His face was manly and deprecstory. I think

the commonest attentions, she seems to think he i we, neither of us, spoke at. first. We met half

a I | l I \

is in love Wltll her, and is going to propose the E way across the room, held each other’s hand,

first good chance she will give him. It makes looked in each other’s face. I was ashamed

him angry enough to pull his hair, and I don't i enough to cry. I am sure that tears of shame

Ionder; for what comfort is there for him 1’” t rose in my eyes. But by-and-bye we laughed;

Now Andrew Fletcher is by no means a vain, glaughed with all our hearts, as I said, “Was

conceited fellow, or a trifler. His sister is no 5 there ever such a foolish thing as running ofl"

silly creature to get unreasonable notions into in that manner? twenty-eight, (or I shall be

her head, run about and talk them over, making twenty-eight to<morrow,) and at that ago one

great ado over them. This is a real harassing, Zmight be expected to save oneself such absurdi

stinging ordeal, to which he, without vanity or i ties by a little quiet, womanly sincerity.”

coquetry of his own, but with marriageable agel "Supposing you had tried the womanly sin

and conditions of his own, with a simple intelli- S cerity," he inquired, with ingenuous face and

I - I - . o \ n

gence and sociability of his own, a simple desire 5 voice, “what, may I ask, would it have led you

to mingle freely with people and get and give i to do, to say?"
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“I don’t know. It would have led me to ; was under the trellis, in the hall! llowlbrushed

speak, to look and act in a manner so—so be- 3 him! with what blows and laughter!

coming and so suitable that you could not have 3 “Yes! he saw!" he said. “He saw that if I

suspected me of being a husband-hunter, if Iicould run away, I could also stand and tight.

had shown ever so much pleasure in meetingiYes!"

you and in talking with you." i The cars could not go through, that day.

“You wrong yourself, Miss Cabot,” he replied, 3 North, they did not stir. South, they came to

speaking with earnestness and very great serious- i Concord, but came no farther. The snow came

ness. idown all day, save a little while at noon, as if

“Perhaps so; I presume so. But I have heard 2 the clouds themselves were falling. There was

so much! If I were beautiful, I would be less i not a breath of air stirring; 'and so, all day,

sensitive perhaps. But I heard a gentleman , every tree and shrubs along the river, on the

once, when he was ridiculing a lady’s obtrusive- 2 little round island, on the hill-sides, the hill-tops,

ness in dress and manners, say, ‘And she's as “Wow erminetoodear for an earl."

ugly as Timel’ If she had been beautiful, therei The solemn arms of the pines were weighed

would have been gentle indulgence for her. I 3 down with it into a grand resemblance of the

have gathered it from the writings of gentlemen, S mountain pines, forever bent by wind and storm.

and from what I have heard them say, that aiChiekadees came to be happy with the storm.

beautiful woman has many immunities which an s Solitary men went by with their burdens and

ugly one has not. She may set 03' her charms i their looks of care, heavily wading. But the

with all the accessories of ornament, for in- § villagers halloed cheerfully one to another, snow

stance, and it is sweet and pretty in her; but if g bailed one another, shoveling the paths to their

an ugly woman does it, or tries to do it, she 5 doors, going by with light scrapers for the side

draws the more eyes to the ugliness which is walks, and a wide scraper drawn by Col. P ’s

thus the more obvious and repulsive, so theselsix slow, mammoth oxen, for the street. Mr.

men say; and they say—yon know what they 3 Cleaves was on his feet all day, to stand before

any; you have heard it more than once. Now, I 3 one window or another window, in the porch or

know as well its any lady can, that I am ugly, Q in the piazza. He had never seen such a storm

I am twenty-eight; and I am as sensitive as I E with the hills and pines and graceful river banks

can be 1“ g surrounding him. He had never anywhere seen

“More so, probably, in all cases than youithe big, feathery flakes falling with such still

would be if you know yourself better, know g ness, so veiling the landscape. He was at times

better what your air and manners are; more so 2 quite wrought up with it. He was sure he would

in this case certainly, than if you had known me 2 remember that day while he remembered any

 

better_" gthing. One might go a long way seeking for

Again tears of regret and shame welled up 5 the lovely, the grand, the solemn, and come back

into my eyes. swithout having found anything to equal that

"I presume so," replied I, “and I beg your g winter day here at. F—-.

pardon. I was very weak; I shall not soon for- S The next day was as fair as Eden. He was

get it. I shall turn the memory and the regret g obliged to go that day, but he has written that

to a wholesome penance." \ they were all day getting through. He wrote

He was willing; he would like to have me ‘leaders all day, he says, leader upon leader, he—

make that use of it. I could have no clearer \ cause he felt it; because he was strong of heart,

sense of the need and the deserving than he had i clear of purpose, and life was filled with bright

of it. ‘ ness and with new hints and glorious meanings

“Would he have refreshment? tea?” I asked. 3 to him.

"No," he thanked me, “he had something at \ He is happyl He has me there now in spirit,

the hotel before being brought over.” So we i he says; and by the joy this gives him, he

sat and talked until a late hour, when he wenti knows what it will be when he has me in body

back to the hotel for the night. §also. All hope, all desire, all life turns now

The next morning it snowed, a regular block- 5 toward me.

ode. He came over though; walked ever; would} Bless me! he writes. He blesses God for

walk. for the sake of wading once knee-deep in i having kept him and me, and so made it pos

the snow; for the sake of getting his borrowed i sible for this great blessing to come to us. He

[m- over-coat so filled and covered with snow, ass will be up again in two weeks, he wrote. He

go make a polar hear of him. What a stamping, é will write so often that—yes, I see how often he

"d brushing, and shaking of coat and cap there > will write.
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And now every day, when the mail comes, schair—so, au revoir, but, dearest reader, on

comes Frank and lays a letter inside our sitting- Snvoir.

room door, looks up and says, “From Boston, Yes! my dearest and ,best reader must ex

Miss Jane.” pect me to hurry with my on "not" as I do

One, so brought, is here now. He is in the .i now, when—an revoir, best reader.
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MOONLIGHT.

 

BY MARCILLA ll. BIKES.

 

Wuo can gather up the brightness

Of the moonlight, as it plays

With such living, airy lightness,

Like the dancing,' of the fays?

Now, with witching grace, coquetting

With the pure white clouds above,

Till they, almost half regretting,

Sweetly blush with timid love.

Beautiful in midnight splendor,

Bringing visions dreamy, tender,

Is the moonlight on the clouds.

80ft its touch, full of caressing,

On the leaves that tremble much—

Tremble with excess of blessing

At that gentle, thrilling touch.

Is it strange that lovers listen

With wild joy to ardent vows,

When the softening lore-rays glistsl

On the overhanging bought-I?

Rare lovoteaeher, from time olden,

Teaching young hearts lessons golden,

Is the moonlight ’mong the leaves.

Now upon the waters, glancing

Where the swiftest ripples whirl,

And the Naiads, lightly dancing,

Wear their richest robes of pearl—

Jeweled robes, whose varied sparkling,

Shames earth’s high wrought diadems,

While the eddies' shadowy darkling

Add new lustre to the gems.

Minstrel winds make soft, entrancing

Music. for the sweet nymphs dancing

With the moonlight on the wares.

Gentle fairies from their bowers

Slyly creep, cheered by its smile,

Giving their protegee flowers

Purest gems of dew the while;

Till the forest, upland, meadow,

Show rich traces of their care,

E'en the leaves the trees o'ershadow

Gleam with jewels, quaint and rare.

While our souls such beauties gather,

Bless the loving, watchful Father

For the moonlight pencilings.
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TIIE ROSE AND THE BEE.

 

BY EDWARD A. DARBY.

 

BESIDE the southern garden wall,

Where shone the sun the whole day long,

And where the birds of Spring were wont

To sing their first glad vernal song,

A rose‘bud, op'ning modestly,

Its damask petals half revealed.

And coyly wooed the wanton breeze

To taste the charms that were concealed.

Behold the queeniy rose that grew

Beside the wall in regal pride,

And whispered, “She is fairer far

Than aught for which bee erer sighed.

“Such royal grandeur in her mien!

Such grace in every flowing line!

A gem that‘s worthy of a king—3

God help me, but she shall be mine.”

With courtly flattery and praise

Her half reluctant ear he plied,

And talked of happiness and love

Until she closed her eyes and sighed.

More beautiful and yet more bold

The rose grew in the sun's warm rays;

The garden flowers proclaimed her queen,

And offered fealty and praise.

Right regal was their chosen queen—

A fairer you may ne'er behold,

Though decked with cost]y disdem, i,

And garnished o‘er with virgin gold. "'

80 well his ready tongue portrayed

Lowe's more than sublunary bliss,

She yielded, half afraid, and gave

.The wanton bee Love‘s nectar kiss.

A knightly bee on golden wing Then with a mighty gush that threw

Disporting free from flower to flower— \ - It'éierre and haughtineas aside

Now daunting gayiy in the sun, ' . '. ‘ Bhc clasped him to her heart—but he,

Now rereiing in honeyed bower— ' b The tugratsi stung her till she diedl
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THE POOR COUSIN.

 

BY A NEW CONTRIBUTOR.

 

“WELL, this is comfortable!” exclaimed Harry § used to be a fine musician. It. would have been

Wyndham, throwing himself into the large, easy- g better "

chair before the glowing grate. “Ihaven't seens “Yes, Harry,” she answered, interrupting

such a fire for three years. It does a. man good 3 him, “I should have gone long ago but for little

to go from home once in awhile, to know how he 9 EtIie. She clung to me and seems to depend on

is appreciated. You feel quite proud of your me more than any one else.”

handsome brother, eh, sis?" . E “Bless you, Jenny, for your kindness to her,"

“Pshaw, IIerry. Going abroad has not cured g said the really affectionate brother, “the poor

you of your vanity. But Jane,” she added, tchild has not had too much sympathy since I

turning to a young woman who sat sewing inilefl."

the corner, "bring some more cool: and, Jane, g Here the ringing of the door bell announced

do get my work-box as you come down stairs. Qthe entrance of visitors, and Jane hastily re—

It is awfully stupid here with nothing to do." i treated. '

“'I'hank you, Carrie, for the compliment: buti When Harry next saw her she was patiently

who is June? I have surely seen her before.” 3stnnding by the table, ironing a delicate ruflie

“Don't you know Jane Weston 1" of his own. He had often wondered who fluted

“What! cousin Jenny! Is it possible! So S these so beautifully, but he had yet to learn how

she is exalted to the rank of an upper servant i necessary Jane was in household affairs.

in her uncle’s family. A sort of maid of all 2 “You shall not do this for me,A said he,

work." i attempting to withdraw it from her hand.

“ Harry! I don’t ask June to do what I would 3 “Suppose I say it gives me pleasure to work

not do myself." i for you,” she answered, with a gentle smile.

3
t

 

"Ah, let. me see, coal is apt to soil delicate “In that case, I shall say I do not deserve

fingers. I suppose Jenny does not play on the such kindness. But, Jenny, it provokes me to

piano, and is not invited into the parlor. Per- i see you take everything so meekly. If you

haps my memory is at fault, but I believe her E would just speak out boldly, and tell them you

father was a wealthy lawyer, while ours was a 3 would not bear it, they would not dare to treat

poor cabin boy, who made his fortune by " gyou so. I am astonished that my father can

Carrie's fare crimsoned, and she was about i sufi'cr his sister’s child to become a menial in

leaving the room in indignant astonishment, § his house."

when Jane returned with the coal and box. t Jane laid her hand on his arm, and replied,

“Excuse me, Jenny," said Barry, taking them i very gently, “Come with me, Ilarry; I have

from her. “Excuse me for not knowing you, i something to show you."

but three years make great. changes. I am§ He followed her up stairs, and she stopped at

sorry, however, that you still think me such a Q the door of a small room which she softly opened.

scape-grace, that you have not spoken to me 5 On a low bod near the fire, lay a feeble, sickly

since I came." Here Harry playfully put his 5 child, whose wan face was even more pale and

arm around her, and kissed her cheek. s worn than he had ever seen it. One thin hand

The tears rose to her eyes, and her voice trem- 5 was under her cheek, while the other was thrown

bled as she endeavored to answer, but Harry \ over the pillow. She was asleep.

continued. “Harry, I think Efiie is sinking, no one seems

“I am very sorry to see this, Jenny. I heard § to notice it beimyself. She has seemed to care

of your father’s misfortunes and death, but Idid Efor nothing for several days, and has hardly

not imagine that you would be treated thus in s tasted food." ' ‘ -

this family." 2 “Dr. Gordon must come and see her He is

“Don-t a” ,mything, please, Harry; you can i to be here to-night, and I will ask him to come

do nothing to help "'9'" it'll"

“Why have you remained here! Jenny, you i Harry watched Jane as she moved noiselessly

you must. have borne in great deal. You * about the room, putting everything in2(i)t75 place,

 

have-
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and preparing something to tempt the child‘stwho leaned over her chair, and looked down

delicate appetite, and thought how little theslanguidly into her face.

world knew of the beautiful life of patient good- i A shaded lamp was burning in Efiie's room,

ness in that upper room, of the scenes of gentle g and Jane was holding the child in her arms.

kindness and unwenrying derotedness daily ‘ llarry held one of the little cold hands, so sadly

enacted around the bedside of that little suf- (attenuated, and she looked afl'ectionatcly up into

ferer. Eflie had long been hopelessly deformed, ghis face, while a faint smile lighted up all her

and her lower limbs were shrunken and wasted. 2 features.

Acute pain often kept her moaning hour after "Jane," said the child, softly, pressing the

hour. Jane was for days the only one near her. hand that was round her, "you have been very

in fact the child would seldom let Jane leave \ good to me, and God will bless you. I am going

her, and no one seemed to think that anything i home, and I will ask Him."

could be done for her; so, in time, all hecamei The thin fingers relaxed their hold, they were

accustomed to her illness, and it was deemed growing weaker.

hardly worth while to inquire about her. Heri The doctor looked on silently, he felt that a

mother was dead, and her father believed that g greater physician than he was relieving Eflio’s

in asking Dr. Gordon to come round sometimes i sufferings.

and see her, he was performing all a parent’si When the morning light stole into that little

duty, and could do no more. Carrie complainedichamber, it fell on the face of a still, white

that a sick-room made her headache, and in con- i figure, with hands crossed upon its breast, and

sequence seldom honored it by her presence. i whose better part “had gone to be an angel."

Harry was really affectionate and kind, and A month after this, Dr. Gordon was shown

had often brought a smile to the pale, little face, 3 into the sitting-room at Mr. Wyndham’s. Carrie

that nothing else could. But with Jane‘s arrival, E was very beautiful in her mourning silk, for it

there had come peace and happiness to the i set off her fair complexion to great advantage;

child's heart, that had never before found place 3 Jane was quietly working, in her usual dress,

there. Jane felt that her mission on earth, E for it had been thought too expensive for her to

though through sorrow and tears, was one of g have black. “She was only Efiie’s nurse," said

the deepest and purest joy. 3 Harry, sarcastically.

That evening, the parlors resounded withE “You ought to be ashamed, llarry, you care

laughter and song. Harry came up once orgmore now for Jane than for your own sister."

twice to see Eflie, and, finding her quiet, went replied Carrie, with tears of anger and mortifi

back again to the parlor. In the course of the s cation.

evening, Dr. Gordon asked Carrie for a song, “It is well that some one does care for Jane,"

which she told him she had forgotten. he answered, taking his seat by the latter as he

“Why, Jenny can sing that," exclaimed spoke.

Harry. “You know, Harry," she said, looking up

“Who is Jenny, if Imay ask?" inquired theyquietly, as she always did, “that the dress

doctor. 3 makes no difference to me. Nothing could

“Oh! a cousin of ours, who nurses Edie." t make her memory dearer."

“A cousin! I did not know " A smile of peace rested on her sallow features

“Certainly not," interrupted Carrie, “few g as she spoke, a gentle, patient smile, that seemed

know Jane, because she will never come into to light up the soul within, and made her almost

the parlor.” i beautiful. She looked a moment at Harry. and

I'She is very retiring indeed,” said Harry, , then her eyes went back quietly to her work.

significantly. “1 will go and see if I cannotz “lf Miss Weston will oblige me," said the

persuade her, for one night, to overcome this doctor, "I called to see if she would go with me

reluctance to society." 3 to visit a sick woman near by. She is sadly in

Carrie hit her lip with mortificntion, and i need of some cheering words, such as only one

rapidly passed her fingers over the keys of the t of her own sex can give her. She has every

instrument, to preclude any further conversa- Q necessary comfort for the body, but is extremely

tion. Edcpressed and nervous. My horse is waiting

In a few moments, a servant came in with a i for me, and if you will get in the carriage and

message from Harry, that the doctor would 3 go with me, I will he greally obliged."

please walk up stairs. i Jane was quickly ready for ‘the ride. The

“ Harry was always so ridiculous about some g doctor handed her in, and stepping in after her,

things," said Carrie, turning to a young man i they were soon far from Carrie and all those little
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petty cares, from which Jane had known no my house is sadly in need of its mistress, and

respite for many a weary week. t you will not make me wait long.”

The fresh air seemed to impart a glow to her i “Carrie,” said Harry, about a year after this,

cheek, and a light sparkled in her eye that made “guess where I dined today. But you never

her seem another creature. will. With Dr. Gordon and his wife; and Jenny

When they returned home, before getting out is actually beautiful. Happiness, and foreign

of the carriage, the doctor said, travel, have so much improved her, and their

“I wanted to tell you this a long time ago, ; home is so charming, that I have made up my

Jane, but I knew she could not spare you; but 9 mind to go and get married myself."
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BELL SMITH AND I!

 

BY W. 8. GAFPNEY.

How oft. in cbildhood’s halcyon days.

Ere reason broke life's fairy spell,

But ah! the halcyOn days of youth

Nor time nor wishes can recall;

(for sloping mcads. by babbling brooks,

Or in the flower-laden dell—

We sauntercd forth, in merry glee,

'Neath Summer’s sun or twilight’s sky,

With tiny feet and cheerful hearts

In confidence—Bell Smith and I!

I seem to see the willow tree

Where oft our weary feet did rest;

The orchard and the apple stump,

Where erst I found the blue-bird’s nest:

And there, beyond the grassy lawn,

Where waved the tall and graceful rye,

And bushes cast a shade at noon,

We gathered berries—Bell and I

She was a sweet and charming lass!

The loveliest at home or school;

And for her dear and precious sake

I know I’ve often played the fool!

Yet ohl the bright ecstatic bliss

01’ days which manhood ne‘er can buy:

Their memories rise up to view

But for a moment—that is all!

Full many a harvest moon hath passed

Full many a Winter’s blast gone by—

Since hand-in-hand, and young in heart,

We tripped the groves—Bell Smith and I.

The village grounds, so lovely once,

Now boast the name of Prospect-Head:

And all their sweet simplicity

Is shadowed o’er with Mammon's tread:

The red school-house now stands no more

The little rivulet hard by;

Nor doth the tutor’s voice resound

Where wisdom smiled on Bell and I!

Young loves have grown estranged since then,

And fate hath woven many a spell;

The fresh, the buoyant hearts of yore,

Where are they now—ah! who can tell?

Some tread, perhaps, a foreign soil.

While others in the church-yard lie;

Would we might live them o’er again,

As once we did—Bell Smith and I!

And two I hope, though parted here,

Will meet above—Bell Smith and 1!
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ECEEGUFDED by pride, by false glitter and show,

How oft in the city I silently pine

For the haunts of my youth, that I left long ago

When a careless content, with its pleasures were mine.

Untrammeled by wealth, nuacquainted with fear,

My heart it beat light, for I worshiped alone,

The sweet, winning smile of my lassie so dear,

When I wooed Maggie Dawson, and thought her my own.

We talked net of love—yet the sensitive glow

Often told of the truth we half trembled to speak :—

In the volume of life, every thought that we know

Is writ on the page of the soul-telling cheek.

And when. my dear Maggie, I bade you adieu,

If the big swelling tear ’neath thine eyelid was shown;

Shall I slight the ai'fection displayed then by you?

No! fain would I make you forever my own.

At eve, my dear Maggie, how often have I

Wsadered out through the vine-tangled forest with thee,

While the loud, merry laugh that resoundcd on high,

Bespoke of two hearts that were happy and free.

We talked not of love—but our love was revealed

B! a mystical something unconsciously shown.

What are words? “’Tis by those that our thoughts are

concealed,”

And without them I felt as if Maggie‘s my own.

I'ot. XXXV.--14

Ye jades of the city, though comely and fair,

Who sport in your silks and your jewels so fine,

Let you put on each grace, and each gay daunting slr,

Yet in spite of your arts Maggie Dawson is mine.

When once from this scene of dull plodding and strife,

I seek the old haunts which my childhood has known,

Then, Mflggivl dear Maggie! I'll make thee my wife,

And the girl of my heart be forever my own.
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[Entered according to Art of Congress, in the year 1R59, by Charles J. Peterson, in the Clerk’s Office of the District Uoux‘t

of the United States, in and for the Eastern District of Pennsylvania.)

cormsusn m0! no: 122.

C H A P T E R I X. 5 but I have never yet lost my footing. The knack

In this unhappy mood I remained for several g comes by nature, perhaps.”

days. Mr. Talbot had left, the evening after the 5 “You bathe, certainly, as if you were born to

dance, to be absent, as I heard Georgiana say, 3 it. I can recognize you among a hundred. Mr

for nearly a week. % Talbot was saying the same, only the other morn~

One day, I was sitting in my favorite alcove, l ing, when he and I stood looking at you. It was

above the sea, when Senator Clare approached. gthe very day he left. The waves came racing

He and I had lately become quite friendly: at g in, like greyhounds coursing. You stood, your

least, he often stopped to talk to me.. He began l shoulder slightly inclined to the rollers, your hat

now gayly, gdisappearing and reappearing, as they rushed

“Poetizing beside the ocean- again, eh! Miss ‘ over you; ‘that famous hat,’ he cried, ‘it is like

Gray?" For the Senator would insist I was 3 the plume of Henry of Navarre, always in front

literary, and wrote poetry, in spite of my de- g of the battle.’ It was wonderful how you kept

nials. ‘ your ground. I said as much, but he told me

“It is unwritten poetry, then," I replied. of a certain sailing party," and the Senator

“I‘erverse as ever," was his rejoinder. “Now i looked archly at me, “and answered that your

if I was only the favored one, who was allowed R courage was never temerity, though you had the

a peep into that portfolio. At any rate," he ‘mettle of a thorough-bred. The metaphor is

continued, observing I was annoyed at his perti- -‘ mine, not his, and I beg your pardon: we old

nacity, "if you do not write poetry, I am sure lovers of the turf are often jockeys even in our

you feel it. Your love for the sea is unaffected. g talk."

Others talk of it twice as much as you do, but \ It was not, however, at the comparison that I

one sees they are not in earnest." l colored. My emotion arose from anything but

“Yes! I love the ocean,” I answered, abstract- , anger. I remembered that all this had been

edly. “It seems to me like some great, heauti‘ g said, by Mr. Talbot, after I had supposed I had

fnl monster, that fascinates me beyond words." 3 offended him hopelessly. It was happiness that

"Mrs. Clare and I were watching you, yester- 3 called the crimson to my cheek.

day, when you were bathing. You entered into l “But I declare,” said the Senator, rising, "if

the sprit of it as no one else does. Are you not 3 here isn‘t Mr. Talbot himself. Talk of a certain

afraid to go out so far alone?" i personage, eh! Miss Gray. He is coming. just

It was the custom at this watering-place, as at 3 in time, for I know you have been dreadfully

most American ones, for ladies to be attended i bored by an old fellow like me.”

by a husband, brother, or male acquaintance, l I recognized the footstep, though still distant.

when in the breakers. As _I had neither hus- But I did not dare to look up. I heard it

band, nor brother, and knew my uncle‘s selfish- t approach and stop beside me. Still I gaaed im~

ness, I always bathed by myself, for I would not movably before me. My heart was beating

permit any other gentleman to assist me. fast,

“Oh! no,” I replied. “Why should I fearQE "And Miss Grey too,” said that rich, manly

I am always careful to keep on safe ground. g voice, thrilling through and through me, “I

BeBideB, I swim" 3 hope she, also, is glad to see an old friend."

“We were observing you floating. I wish i I raised my eyes, and took his profl‘ered hand,

every lady had your courage. When I wasgwith what composure I could, stammering out

younger I would sport, for hours, in the breakers; g something in reply. Every trace of resentment,

but I am getting too old now." if there ever had been any, had vanished from

"I think it is less strength than skill that is g those frank eyes.

reqnireélio The surf is sometimes very heavy, i For a few minutes, during which Senator Clare
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lingered, the conversation was desultory, event “And it was you!" I murmured. “I see it

gay. If I had wished to be reserved to Mr. Tal- E all now. How could I have——"

hot, I could not, in the presence of the Senator, E I stopped. I blushed more guiltily than be

for one so shrewd would have noticed it and Q fore. Yet ohl how happy I was to recognise,

read my secret; but I did not wish to be. I felt in him, my boyish defender.

I had been miserable without cause, and was i “I wonder I was so long in discovering you,”

only too happy to forget the past, if Mr. Talbot \ he said. “From the first hour I saw you here,

had forgotten it. I felt there was something about you, I could

When Senator Clare left, Mr. Talbot took a‘ not tell what, which seemed to me strangely

seat beside me, and looking archly at me, said, familiar. Looks would come back to me, from

“I have found out something, since I was the far, far past, like those I saw daily in your

away." eyes."

"Ah!" I said, inquiringly, not knowing what “But how did you know, at last, that it was

else to say, for his manner strangely embar- I?”

“Haven't you just admitted it?” he said,

archly. “I felt sure I was right," he added,

in a deeper tone, “and was curious to know if

you would recollect it.”

Ah! little did he know, I said to myself, how

“Indeed ‘3" I said. “Are you sure?” well I had reoollected it; how, for years, that

My hand lay on my lap. He took it up in his § brave lad had been my childish idea of a hero.

own broad palm, as if he had a right to it. I i There was a silence, which he was the first to

did not resist him, though no other man hadibreak.

ever been allowed to retain it even for an in-i “I had other reasons, too, for my belief. I

stant. used often to think of that little girl, and wonder

“I am sure as that I hold this now,” he an- t what became of her: so much so, that, at last, I

swered: and he lifted my hand to his lips and g went to the house, which I had seen her enter,

iii;find;iiiJ‘Z§’.§Z‘ZT'.ZSS§QZLHILZ $131233 iii; .iifyyi‘iidlfl'i fell" iffll‘.

low, tender voice, “are not more delicate than 5 away by an uncle. Both his name and yours I

she was then.” g had forgot, in the course of time; but they came

His tone, his whole manner, revealed to me 3 back, all at once, as I stood in the narrow street

ihst eIdwas loved.h I was diuy witth blis: dBut g again: and I remembered that they coincided

tri to turn t e conversation rorn t e an- a with yours and Mr. Elliott’s.”

gerous point, as women will, stammering some- § He paused a moment: then went on, his voice

thing about not understanding where we could i taking a tenderer tone.

nosed me.

“We are old acquaintances."

I looked my surprise. He evidently meant

we had met before this summer; and I was not

conscious of it.

'/¢',1~v-,r11//~MQW',/MWM¢NM!

have met. 3 “I had the good fortune to defend you once,

He looked at me full of infinite love; paused, s dear Margaret: will you not permit me to be

and vrcnt on. 3 your defender all your life? Heaven surely has

“It all came back to me, like a flash,” he said, g intended us for each other. I feel, that, between

still retaining my hand, and smiling at my per- 3 our souls, now that we are adults, there is a

plexed look. “I was walking in a certain street, i sympathy that can never die. Is it not so i"

the other day, when I recollected, suddenly, that i What could I say? What I did say, the reader

I had been there, years and years ago. How i will imagine, from what I have told of myself

vividly the scene returned to me! The snow- i before.

covered ground; the big bully of a boy; the i The engagement made a great talk. I had

broken pitcher; and two eyes, that looked up at \ wished to keep it secret, but Georgiana, in a. fit of

me so sppealingly, that I have never forgotten 3 spleen, proclaimed it, knowingit would annoy me.

them. And they are the very same eyes in the Z Impertinent young ladies told me how all the rest

woman that they were in the child.” envied me, and as the mothers, generally, looked

He pressed my hand as he finished. It came 5 coldly on me, I suppose I was told the truth. I

back to me also like a flash. The same hold, 3 was quite ready, for my part, to believe thatI

frank eyes were looking into mine now. that had i, was legitimately a subject of envy, for no nobler

cheered and encouraged me, on that dreadful 5 man lived, or had ever lived, I said to myself,

dly. S than Mr. Talbot.

I felt myself blush to the very forehead. Then i “Ah! sly fox," said Senator Clare, to me, “I

my glance sunk beneath hiB- ’ knew how it would be. I told Mrs. Clare, long
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ago, that if two people were ever made for each ‘ have imagined it was disappointed afi‘ection.

other, you and Talbot were. No ordinary woman § More than once I was on the point of soliciting

would have been able to win him. He needed a g her confidence. But she always repelled even

strong, original character like yours, feminine, lthe slightest approaches of this description,

but still heroic. It is not mere compliment, my i coldly and haughtily. If her mother noticed

d‘ear child,” he added, in a serious tone, “when 2 her abstracted air, or unconscious sighs, she

I say this. God bless you. It is an old man’s 2 would break into a laugh, declare it. was all

hearty benediction; but it is sincere.” Eimagination, and say she never felt better or

g happier in her life.

i The ball went 0!? brilliantly. Georgiana had

0 H A P T E R X. 5 never looked more beautiful, or seemed in higher

wg regumed to the city in sepmmben My s spirits. Her parents, proud of the admiration

Itarriage was to take place in the beginning of a she created, followed her with their eyes wher

the year. i ever she went.

My uncle and aunt, though studiously polite; “1 deflate," Bald MT- T“lb°lo Kaylyr “You!

'4, m9, cculd not forgive me for having, a; they l cousin is almost as benutifuLas yourself."

thought, supplanted Georgiana. Their secrets “Almost!” 1 Tel/0P1“, in 1119 same spirit- “1!

“version was such, that I often thought, if 1 E is well there is that saving clause. Idon’t think

had not been about to become the wife of the E I should ever forgive you otherwise.”

rich and celebrated Mr. Talbot, they would have s “It is more 0f I- trlumph to her parents than

broken with me openly. I even to herself. How your uncle and aunt seem

Mr. Talbot spent more than half of his time in to worship her. What a strange thing parental

our city. When he was with me, I was happy, g 10% it"

  

 

but during his absences I had many and hours; I read his thoughts He was wondering how

and I counted, with impatience, the days yet to Georgiana, whom he thought so silly, could have

elapse before I should have a right to be always ‘ inspired such attachment. But be solved the

with him. i riddle immediately.

Of Georgiana I saw very little. Her evenings g “In fact, however,” he continued, as if speak

were consumed by a round of parties, and her i ing to himself, “it is themselves, in such cases,

mornings were generally spent abroad. Ilearned, \ that parents love. Georgiana is showy, full of

accidentally, from her maid, that she had become l tact, and fashionably accomplished; they expect

an early riser, and often took long walks before i her to make a great match; and that hope, as

breakfast. She seemed to avoid my society; and g well as the admiration sho excites, gratifies their

when we met was reserved. On more than one 3 vanity."

occasion, when I saw her in society, I was struck i “You modern Rochafaucault,” I said, play

with her unnaturally gay spirits. What littleifully, dropping his arm on which I had been

confidence had grown up between us, since we i leaning, “Avaunt!”

had become women, had ceased from the day 3 “Why not Mephistophles at once 2” he an

Mr. Talbot had asked my hand. Thus alienated E swcred, laughing.

from nearly all the household, I devoted much 5 “Well then Mephistophles,” Icried. "I have

of my time to Rosalie. We were together more i no patience with you. You are alway looking

than ever. Often, I said to myself, that my only 5 out for bad motives.”

regret, in leaving my uncle's family, would beg “Not always,” be said. “I don't think there's

my separation from her. g anything selfish in your love for Rosalie, for ex

Wo had been in town about two months, when E ample. But, perhaps, we lawyers do look too

Georgiana’s birth-day came around. It was to 3 much at the worse side of humanity. However,

be celebrated by a great hall. The preparations be it vanity or not, which makes your uncle and

for this event throw my cousin and myself fre- E aunt adore Georgy, her death would be a blow

Quently together, for there was much to consult g none the less terrible."

about; and the great inequality of her spirits: “I believe it would nearly kill them."

now struck me more than ever. I could not i I have recorded this conversation, because,

avoid the conclusion that she had some secret 3, often afterward, it recurred to me as having

cause of unhappiness. Had I not known that i been almost prophetic.

she had never loved Mr. Talbot, but only in-E Early the next morning, I went down to the

trigued to get him through sheer vanity, and E deserted apartments, in order to see that the ser

perhaps a little pique at tho unexplained de- vants were prompt at rearranging them. Every

parture of her supposed noble admirer, I might < one knowa what a sad spectacle a ball-room pre



THE OLD STONE MANSION.tents the following day. As I looked around, a My conscience smote me as I read. Georgiana

feeling of melancholy, almost indescribable, stole i had eloped, the letter said, with one whom she

our me. To have sat down and cried would knew her parents were prejudiced against, but

have been a relief. I had never felt so, without who was all nobleness and virtue, as they would

suficient cause, before; and I was ashamed of yet discover. He had loved her, she wrote, ever

myself for being, as Ithought, hysterical. Alas! Esince he first saw her, at the sea-shore, in the

it was a presentiment of evil. i summer; but had not dared then to breathe his

The breakfast bell rang, an hour later than i hopes, because an old enemy of his, Mr. Talbot,

usual, and though every one looked haggard, i had, he knew, prejudiced her parents against

all obeyed it, except Georgiana. After waiting him. Since then however, he had followed

for a quarter of an hour, her father, who was a t Georgiana home; they had met frequently; and

martinet in punctuality, testily ordered her to i she had finally consented to be his; indeed, she

be summoned. i had loved him, she said, from their first meeting.

“Poor thing," said her mother, apologetically, i The missive ended with what is, I suppose, the

"let her sleep. We can breakfast for once with- < usual conclusion in such cases, an entreaty for

out her, father. She must be quite worn out.” ( forgiveness.

“Not more thanwe are,” answered Mr. Elliott,§ I had no difficulty in solving parts of this

who was always out of humor if he had to wait 5 riddle. Georgiana had eloped with Mr. Deepen

for a meal. “Let her get up, like the rest of g cer, the adventurer who had disappeared so sud

us. It was for her pleasure the house has been i dcnly, the day after Mr. Talbot’s arrival. But

turned topsy-turvy; and the least she can do is g other parts of it were still enigmatical. I had

not to keep breakfast standing.” galways intended to tell Georgiana this man’s

When my uncle spoke in this way there was 5 true character; but had forgotten to do it; and

no appeal. A servant, therefore, was despatched I had never since even heard his name men~

to Georgiana’s door; but the poor creature re- , tioned in the family. From my aunt I could

turned immediately, followed by my cousin’stextract no information. She had never known,

maid, consternation on both their faces. 3 she said, that he had visited at the house—.how

My uncle and aunt rose at once, divining then could it be supposed that she or her husband

something terrible. But neither could form 3 was prejudiced against him? My poor aunt, on

words to speak. It devolved on me to intcrro- s saying this, began to reproach her child, and

gate the maids. went into violent hysterics.

Both spoke at once. Georgiana’s room was \ The problem was not unriddled till later in

empty, they said, and her bed had not been dis- E the day, when my uncle, having returned from

tnrhed. g an unsuccessful pursuit of the fugitives, and my

Simultaneously we three, uncle, aunt and g aunt having partially recovered, I mentioned my

myself, rushed up stairs; my uncle with an ; suspicion that Georgiana’s maid knew more of

oath, my aunt shrieking, myself with a dread- the afl‘air than any of us. My uncle had her

ful suspicion at my heart. The servants fol- \ immediately summoned, and by locking the door,

loweel after. I looked back at Georgiana’s maid, i threatening her with a prison, and promising

and read in her face, though she strove to ap- 5 her a large reward, he so worked on her alter

pear frightened, that she knew more about the nate fears and cupidity, that she-finally betrayed

afl'air than she chose to tell; and my suspicions ;‘ her mistress. By putting together what she re

“it1°31.§ff?.‘l.“1$i'l§l°$h.'lli'hu. h b i'mielil 1"“: i 3.1“?if .knffi' ; “d "1"“ I m
. ecnmer.pece,goa en to.

His eye instantly detected a note, left conspicu- It. seems, that, within a few days after our

ously on the dressing-table, which he read ra- i return, Mr. Despencer had waylaid the maid,

pidly through, threw with an oath at his wife, l and by a liberal reward had induced her to send

and then rushed down stairs, exclaiming thatihim word the next time Georgiana went out

Georgiana had disgraced them forever, and g alone. Thus informed, he had met my cousin,

shouting for a carriage and policemen. 5 as if accidentally, and renewed their acquaint

My aunt took up the letter, but her hand ancc. Georgiana, mortified by the loss of Mr.

shook so that she could not see, and I was com Talbot, and having always secretly liked Mr.

pelled I offer to assist her. Leading her to the E Despencer, consented, after one or two of these

bed. to ordered the servants from the room, and g apparently chance interviews, to meet him clan

then read the note aloud, the poor mother rock- t destiucly. Hence her walks before breakfast.

ing to and fro, and wringing her hands, except} “Miss Elliott," continued the maid, "used to

when she broke into audible sobbings. i tell me all. How that Mr. Despcncer was :1 lord
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in disguise, but that Mr. Talbot, he knew, had s country mansion, which her husband had hired,~

set you, sir, against him, so that it was of no i a few miles out of town.

use for him to visit here openly. How thatg

there was no way but to slope and trust to for- §

giveness afterward. flow that she was as good t C II AP T E R XI.

as an only daughter and you couldn't help for- S I am not hesitate a moment. I had long for

giving ht"- And 11°" he wanted Mi“ to "I" i got all her unkindness, I remembered only my

away long ago, but she wouldn’t, hoping 50me- y remorse. “If I can do anything for her, if I

thing would turn up, and when she gave up this i can help to reconcile her to her parents, I will

hope, she told him she must wait, anyhow, till do it, at. any cost," I said.

 

after her ball " I had scarcely uttered this sentiment, and was

“So,” cried my uncle, choking with rage, hurriedly tying on my bonnet before the draw

“you knew all this, and didn’t tell me." ing-room mirror, for I was in such haste to go

> The girl began to whimper. I feared, that, if that I had sent. a servant up stairs for my things,

the scene was protracted, Mr. Elliott might do when there was a ring at. the door that I recog

what he would afterward regret, so I took the nized, and which made my heart leap into my

responsibility of unlocking the door, and signing throat. I rushed to the hall, just in time to

for the maid to depart. He scowled at. me, but welcome Mr. Talbot.

said nothing; and I also left in order to see my t "I have traveled all night," he said, in answer

aunt and give her the solution to the mystery. 2 to my exclamation at hisjaded appearance. "But.

- I will not dwell on the week that followed. I can’t look half as worn as you do. My dear

bLy uncle raved and stormed, vowing, fifty times Margaret,” and he drew'me to him, “you take

a day, that he would kill Georgiana’s husband, i this afl'air too much to heart.”

“if he ever caught the villain," and that he; I burst into tears. These were the first words

would never forgive her, “if she crawled on her i of kindness I had heard for a week.

knees, the length of a continent, to ask portion." 5 “Oh! no,” I said, shaking my head, “I have

My aunt kept her bed, where she moaned andicaused it all. If I had only told Georgiana.

moaned, as if her heart was breaking. But indeed, indeed, it seemed so trivial, it looked

I soon found that my presence was irksome to so much like gossip, that I quite forgot it."

both of them. I had told them, frankly, what I He kissed me, and soothed me, saying, again

had overheard about Mr. Despencer, and they \ and again, that my nervous system was broken

could not forgive my not having repeated it to Q down, and that. I was consequently morbid, or I

Georgiana. My own remorse for this thonght- would not talk so.

lessness, meantime, was great. Sometimes I “But you are going out," he said, at last. “I

fancied that Georgiana would have been saved, Eremember seeing a carriage at the door. Per

if she had known all. Once or twice I saw my S hope it is something important. If so, we will

uncle scowl at me, in a way that would have led g talk of all this when you get back."

to an explosion, I am sure, ifI had not been the § "Oh! yes, I had forgot,” I answered, rising.

atfianced bride of Mr. Talbot; but even in his § “I am going out, and there is no time to lose.

misery, he was true to his character, and stood 5 Won't you come too?” I cried, eagerly, l‘I am

in awe of superior position. That I was not 5 going to see Georgiana."

wrong in my surmise, events soon disclosed. g “Going to see Georgiana!"

I have forgot to say, that Mr. Talbot had leftt The look and tone that accompanied these

the city, by the midnight train, the evening of y words threw a sudden chill over my enthusiasm.

the ball, on a business visit to Washington. I I had supposed that there could be no doubt of

wrote to him, at once, telling him what a miser- g the propriety, nay! of the positive duty of my

able house ours was; asking him if anything i going; but somehow I felt now as if this was not.

could be done; reproaching myself; and beg- i so certain. It was evident, at least, that Mr.

ging him, as soon as he could, to return. A 5 Talbot disapproved of the proceeding.

hurried line reached me, on the fourth day, “Georgiana has written to me," I said, re

saying he would be back at the end of a week; {covering myself, after a moment, “begging me

and I was anxiously expecting him, when, one to come, in order to advise her what to do." I

morning, a letter came from Georgiana, an hesitated, then added. "And I feel that I ought.

nouncing her return from her bridal tour, and g to go."

asking me to come and see her. The messen-§ My heart beat fast as I spoke, for there had

ger, she said, would wait for me, in a carriage, {never been since our engagement, the slightest

as they were located, for the present, in a i approach to any difl‘erence of opinion between
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us. Yet I knew, that. if Mr. Talbot had a fault, tcircles whence otherwise he would be excluded.

it was in being inflexible to obstinacy, in regard ‘ He is full of tact. If you notice them at all, he

to what he thought the right, and especially in s will obtain character and credit in consequence

regard to the conduct of women. On some points t of it. This I cannot consent to. I must insist,

also I suspected that he was the victim of what, i therefore, that you do not go, unless," he paused,

in any other, I should have called prejudice. I 2 “unless you promise, at the same time, never to

felt, instinctively, that this was one of those repeat the visit.”

l I believe I would have yielded to this compro

mise, if it had not been for that one word “in

sist;” for I felt the force of his argument. For

a moment, indeed, I was on the point of giving

points. i

Mr. Talbot was silent for a moment. He hit.i

his lip, looking on the ground, evidently bothi

annoyed and hurt. At last he spoke. %

“You really must give up this visit, Marga-z

ret,” he said. “I cannot consent to let you go.”

Had he spoken differently, had his tone been

less authoritative, I might have yielded. But

alas! for both of us, he roused all the woman in i

in reasoning creature as well as yourself.me by these words.

way. But a something within me whispered

that I was weak; that I was surrendering to

love and not to conviction; and this made me as

firm as a rock.

“Mr. Talbot," I said, coldly, "I believe I am

And

The blood mounted to my forehead. Consent! g I have a duty to perform to others as Well as to

Was he, then, my master? No! I was not mar- i you. Through my neglect, Georgiana has be

ried yet: and Icould, and would, do as I pleased. iconic the wife of this man; I owe her some re

Besides, ought not husband and wife to beg paration; and as long as she wishes me to stand

alike as to rights? Was not each entitled to his E by her, I will not be so cowardly as to cast her

or her conscientious opinion? Was not any at- E 08'."

tempt, on the part of the man, to claim authority g

to control the woman, tyrannical?

It is true I loved Mr. Talbot. But was I, like i button up his cost.

We looked at each other. Neither flinched.

“So be it,” replied Mr. Talbot, beginning to

He was greatly agitated.

so many other women, those reereants to their g “So be it." He took a step or two as if depart

sex as I had been accustomed to call them, toting.

abandon my principles at the first temptationls But suddenly he turned, walked up to me, and

Was I also to become a slave, because I loved? l seized my hand.

My eye kindled, as these thoughts passed through

me

Mr. Talbot read my sentiments.

as resolute, as unflinching as myself.

"Margaret," he said, at last, solemnly, "think

well what you are about to do. It is no mere

whim that makes me object to your seeing Geor

giana. If you could visit her without involving

me, I would stop with an expostulntion "

“But now you command "

I spoke in some heat. God forgive me! But

I was irritable from that week’s anxiety, and his

tone, whether he meant it or not, was even more

exasperating than his words.

He looked at me in surprise.

began to contract.

“I will be frank with you, Margaret,” he said.

“We are to he married so soon, that I think I

have a right, equitably at least, to exercise some

But he was

 

 

Then his brow

‘ will you yield.

 

control over you even now. As my wife I can

“Margaret,” he cried, in a voice husky with

emotion. “For God’s sake think what you do!

Be just to yourself ns well as to me. Let us not

be separated on so trivial a matter. If you love

me, you will make this sacrifice.”

His first words had melted me.

me as rigid as ever.

“If I do not love you,” I said, “because I

will not yield, neither do you love me, for neither

But since you say I don’t love,

the sooner this bauble," and I took my engage

ment ring from my finger, "is returned to you,

the better.”

He did not, at first, take the ring. He was

more forbcaring than myself. He looked at me

steadily. If there had been any relenting on

his part, I might have relented also. But I saw

that he was waiting, not because there was any

chance of his opinion changing, but because he

hoped mine would, and that I would yield. IIe

His last made

not consent to your associating with your cousin. t evidently thought, that, in the relations that

Her husband is a mere adventurer.

you know, I had almost sent him to the peni- \

tentiary.

my wife, conntenacing him; and to that extentt

Once, as t existed between us, it was as much my duty to

obey as if I had been his wife; and he as evi

You cannot visit his wife, without, as t dently held to the belief that the husband was

the head of the household. Something of this

embarrassing me. He will boast of an acquaint- S found expression.

once, nay! connection, and so secure mm: into i “I was too hasty," he said, still hesitating.
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"I am satisfied you love me, Margaret. Forgive with myself, but feeling more utterly desolate

me i” I was relenting fast. But his next words i every moment, till at last my fortitude gave way,

destroyed all. “Yet more than love is necessary. g I burst into a passion of tears, and throwing my

 ~Nvflflm
  

Where there is an irreconcilable difference of self on the sofa, wept as if my heart would break.

opinion, as there seems to be on this point, either ‘

the man or the women must yield; and it is the i C H A P T E B. X I I.

wife’s duty, in such cases, to surrender to the; My passion of tears had not yet spent itself,

husband, else there would be no unity of action. i when there was a tap at the parlor door. I com

A house divided against itself cannot stand. lmanded myself sufficiently to ask, in a composed

Society holds the husband responsible for the ivoice, who was there?

wife's behavior; he ought, therefore, to control Q “It is me," answered my uncle's waiter.

it; and I shall expect you, in matters of this i, “The cabman, at the door, has rung twice to

kind, to give up to me." iknow if you are going, or whether he shall

I believe no man yet ever understood a woman. idrive 05."

These words exasperated me to such a degree, g I had utterly forgotten my visit to Georgiana.

that, for the time, all love for the speaker went I I now rose feebly.

out from me. They seemed so logically correct-A “Tell the man I will be there presently,” I

however, in Mr. Tolbot’s eyes, that ho was ap- 3 said. I waited till I heard the waiter pass down

parently surprised at their efiect. Ah! why did i the hell, for I did not wish to be seen, and then

he not know, that, after marriage, a wife in- g slipped up stairs, in order to wash my inflamed

sensibly yields all? Why did he thrust before i eyes, and bathe my aching temples.

me, so obtrusively, the chain I was to wear? 5 During the drive to Georgians/s, my thoughts

“Sir,” I said, removing my hand and drawing 3 were of my late interview, not of her. In vain

myself up with dignity, “I see, now, it is you i I tried to dismiss it; the parting looks and words

who does not love. You are not my conscience- 9 of Mr. Talbot would come back; and I was on

keeper. Thank God! that I find out, before it is the point. several times, of giving way to tears

too late, what degradation is eXpected of me." gnga'm- F01‘ the more I l‘eflwtedi the 1858 I was

This time he took the ring, which I again ex- 381115815911 With myself. I felt I had been too

tended to him. One long, sad look he cast on i hasty. too passionate, too proud- 0h! I would

me, a look, oh! how reproachful, and then, with- i have given anything to have had the last few

out a word, bowed and retired. A moment after, i hours to not over again. Yet though I knew I

I heard the front door close and knew that all had but to order the carriage back to town, and

"s over between us, gdespatch a note.to ltIr. Talbot, that very pride

Yes! all was over. But alas! I had not that E kept me from doing it. .

assured consciousness, which I ought to have i we left the City, by one Of Its "Mule"! Wile“,

had, that I was wholly in the right, and he and found ourselves driving amid abandoned

wholly in the wrong. The instant he passed \ fields. On the dusty herbage of some of these,

from my sight doubt made me its prey. Had] ssheep were grazing; others were dug up for

not been too hasty? Had I not again lost my g brick-yards; on still others straggling rows of

temper? Was he not right, after all? I rushed 5 houses were being put up. Suddenly we turned

to the window to summon him back. But pride i into a shady lane, one side of which was bounded

checked me just as my hand was on the case- g by a spacious park, over whose velvety turf great

ment. No! the deed was done: I would abide 3 trees were scattered singly or in clumps, letting

by it. i the yellow sunshine drop down silently between

Then I went over the old arguments to prove i them, like gold filtered from the sky. A noble

that I was right. I said to myself that he was i mansion, half concealed by foliage, stood at the

imperious; that I never could have been happy ; further extremity of the park.

with him; that, if I had yielded in this matter, g “It is here, I suppose, that Georgiana lives,"

he would have expected me to yield always, even 3 I Bald to myself. “What a poetical home! It in

when he was indisputably in the wrong. iquite the place to take a bride to." And I

I thought also of my sex. If all would do as i thought better of her husband already.

I had done, the tyranny of man would soon bei But the driver, instead of turning in at the

over. I congratulated myself on being a martyr. Smassive gates, kept on, and when I pulled the

I felt a heroic exnltation which buoyed me up, gcheck-string, and asked him if he had not made

for awhile, indescribably. in mistake, he answered in the negative, with 5

.But it would not. do. In spite of all, I wasgshrug of the shoulders, that destroyed all my

miserably unhappy. I stood, reasoning thus I romantic illusions.
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After proceeding a couple of miles further, we t made the atmosphere feel very difl'erent from the

entered a lonely cross-road, and descending a chill, damp one of the hall. “We have this for

bill, alongside of asombrc wood. found ourselves a parlor, and a couple of nice rooms up stairs,

in a narrow, gloomy valley, through which ran a one of which shall be yours, when you come to

small, sullen stream, which, where we crossed it, stay over night, which I hope you’ll do often, at

on a rickety bridge, ran black as death below. ileast till you’re married. Arthur,” she added,

A little to the right, in the midst of a grove of g with a sigh, “has to be away, he says, a great

ancient white pines, stood an old stone house, ideal."

which had evidently been the country seat of§ The sigh and the tone told how lonelyr she was,

some rich citizen, fifty years before, but which 5 at such times; but she did not say so. She was,

had long been in decay. The roof was covered 5 in this respect, improved already.

with moss, and damp with the drippings of theg By this time, she had taken my bonnet ofl',

overhanging pines, and in more than one place Q when I heard the rumbling of the coach, as if it

the shingles had rotted otf. The shutters were 3 was going away; and I started up from the chair

gone from most of the upper windows. One side i into which she had pressed me.

ofthe house, indeed, appeared to be untenantable. l "Oh!" she said, “it is all right. Arthur om

Weeds grew rank and high before the door, and E played the man, and told him not to come for

across what had once been a. graveled walk. An 5 you till night: for I was determined to have you

octagonal pavilion, on a mound, had been turned 5 for the whole day. Sit down while I stir the

into a hay-rick, and the conical roof of an cld- i fire ”

fashioned ice-house had tumbled in, revealing All this was so unlike the Georgiana of a few

o yawning pit, full of broken timbers and stones. months ago, that I could not help looking at her

Most of the palings were down, that had shut in wonderingly. She had changed, even in the

the little lawn, once, doubtless, as trim as flowers l week she had been gone. There was a sad, worn

and grass could make it, but now retaining no i look in her face, painful to see. Anxiety to re

veslige of its aristocratic days, except a gigantic cover her parents’ favor could not account for

box-tree, that had been formerly clipped, but that expression.

had since nearly grown out of shape, and was \ “You have no good news to tell me,” she said,

half dead. after a pause, and speaking with an effort. “Is

My heart sank as I saw the driver turn into i father very angry ?" '

this ruinous pllwe- It looked as ’if it lmdl It was characteristic of her that she did not

been the scene of a murder, years find years i speak of her mother. She had always loved, as

58% "id had been 1°“ l-° "1‘3, 11nd Owls, “id a well as feared, her father most. She had been

ghosts ever since. When the man got down, to i his pet and she knew it,

open the rickety 3M0, my bIOOd "11 00m, "orl “I am afraid it will be a long time before he

had I recovered myself, when the coach, rumb- t forgives you," was my hesitating answer.

ling and jostling over the stony lane, which the 2 She did not reply for some time. But I saw

mine had washed into huge gullies, stopped be- i that her lip quivered and that she leaned against

fore the dilapidated door. I; the mantle-piece for support.

Georgiana was waiting to receive me. I ' “What did he say?” she asked, at last, with a

thought she looked disappointed when she saw l trembling voice, looking at the fire.

I came alone. There was, at first, therefore, i I told her, as delicately as I could, all that had

some constraint between us. She led the way, a happened, softening her father-'9 harsh expres

however, in shaking it off. 3 sions, wherever it was possible to do so without

“I‘m so glad you've come,” she said, kissing 3 infringing on the substantial truth of my story.

no. and conducting me into the house- “I know 3 Once or twice she interrupted me to ask a ques

I could (“Pend on 7°", M least-1 and 50 1 tom i tion. But for most of the time, she stood lean

Arthur. Poor Arthur! he is so worried, because, g ing against the chimney-piece, with her face

as he says, if it hadn't been for him, I'd never g averted, crying to herself.

have came to this old, ruinous place; and he’s ; “But let us hope for the best," I said, when I

no better one, till his difficulties are over, to take g had finished. “Men of your father’s nature are

me to. It’s not so bad, though, as it looks from E passionate and unrelenting at first, but more apt.

the outside,” she continued, opening a door on i to forgive, after awhile. than characters which

the left, and showing me into what had been a i are less demonstrative."

handsome room, and was still a comfortable one, “That is true," she answered, reflecting for

for it was comparatively well furnished withsawhilez and she sighed. “I wouldn’t care so

modern furniture, and had a cheerful fire that 3 much, if it wasn‘t for Arthur. But pa will come

,1,»
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round yet. lie can't be so cruel." Andaforced t opened it, and began to read. I tore up the

smile shone wanly across her face, as she added. g missive, to prevent Georgiana from asking to

“This is not very hospitable, however: you've i see it, as soon as I had finished perusing it; and

been here an hour, and I've offered you no re— i threw the fragments into the fire; or I would

freshments; what will you have? A glass of S transcribe it here. But its purport, and even

wine and a bit of cake for luncheon? 0r shall 3 many of its phrases, I shall never forget,

we have an early dinner? Arthur won’t bei It seems that my aunt had been in the back

home till dark, and told me not to wait for him." parlor, which was separated, by folding-doors,

There was something in her manner, rather i as is still the case in many old mansions, from

than in her words, when she spoke of her hus- * the front one, during my interview with Mr.

band, that convinced me she was not entirely ‘ Talbot. While I was up stairs, as I afterward

happy with him. She evidently loved him, but % discovered, my uncle had come in; and she had

seemed to fear him. Already she was beginning, told him what she had overheard. He had im

I said to myself, to drink the fruits of her way- i mediately ascertained the number of the coach,

wardness and disobedience. Yet I pitied her, ‘ in which I had left the house, and, when it re

with all her errors, the more that I felt, that, gturned to its stand, had sent for it. Meantime,

but for me, she might have been saved. 3 my wardrobe had been collected, and packed

I did my best to cheer her, though I was far i into a cart, ready to be despatched to me. The

from cheerful myself. She innocently made me i cabman, when he came, was given a letter, with

wince, more than once, when she referred to my t instructions to deliver my baggage on the spot,

approaching marriage. i: or drive me elsewhere, if I Wished.

We (lined in a back apartment, similar to the ‘ The letter itself reproached me, not very con

one We had been sitting in; and were waited on ; sistently, considering for whose cause I had

by an old woman, who seemed to be cook and i quarrcled with Mr. Talbot, with having under

maid-of-all-work in one. After dinner we re mined Georgiana, with having trapped her into

turned to the parlor, where I began to wonder her marriage, and with still abetting her in her

why the carriage did not return, for night was i disobedience. I was, it said, ungrateful, artful,

approaching. The autumn wind wailed dis-sinsolent and treacherous. But I was, at last,

mally among the pines, and directly the rainEfound out. My very victim, Mr. Talbot, had

began to dash against the windows. At last, i discovered my true character, and cast me off;

the jolting of wheels was heard. Georgiana, 5 and the writer hastened to follow his example.

who had been uneasy, on my account, for some 3 I should no longer insult him, or my aunt, with

'time, ran to the window and said it was the g my presence. They utterly disowned me, and.

cabman. forever. They had sent me such things as were

“But-there is a cart with him," she added, mine, though I did not deserve it, and they

immediately, and in a tone of some surprise. Wished never again to hear my name. As to

“And stay, surely I know those things; they applying to them, by letter, or seeking an inter~

are your trunks. Ah! I see it all,” and she View, it would be useless

turned and kissed me joyfully, “you have done My uncle was neither a coherent talker, nor

this to surprise me. You have sent s’iyly, for writer, and this letter was one of his most in

your wardrobe and are going to make me a visit. volred productions. The very handwriting

You don't know how I thank you." trembled with passion. In every sentence was

I realized, from her unaffected delight, how revealed the hatred and revenge, which only

lonely she had felt. But I was so much asto— the wealth and position of Mr. Talbot had ro

nished, at what she said, that I hurried to the ‘ strained, and which now had full sway.

window, believing that there must be some mis- ; Pride and indignation were my first emotions,

take. There was none, however. The cart, by ‘ when I had finished perusing the epistle. I

this time, had drawn up to the door, and the i looked up. The eyes of Georgiana were fixed

enrman was throwing my trunks on the decayed on me inquiringly. Calmly I walked to the fire,

doorsteps, in the rain and wet. t as I have said, tore the letter up, and threw the

At the same moment, the woman, who had i pieces deliberately into the flames. Then, as

waited on us at dinner, entered the room with a i

li/NMNII’I/I/r’ld/Mti'lI,

concealment was no longer possible, I told my

letter, which she handed to me. acousin of the breach between Mr. Talbot and

“What can it all mean?" I said. “This is § myself, and that her father had turned me out

your father’s writing. Ah! I understand." i of doors.

These exelamationa had followed each other, i She was at my side in a moment. The many

as I received the letter, glanced at the direction, 1 slights she had put upon me, in her rich and
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that I was to live with them.” But Iwas not

 

iasoleut. days, were forgiven and forgotten from

that hour. She was one of those, whom sorrow so certain of this. Even my temporary sojourn

improves. Had I been a sister she could not with them, till I could find some means of em

have been kinder. \ ployment, I began to think might be distasteful

"You shall stay with us," she said, kissing g to him; for it was plain his pecuniary resources

me. “Arthur will be so glad, for he is com- a were small; and it was probable he would dis

pelled to leave me a great deal alone, and Iilike me on Mr. Talbot's account. The events of

know it gives him pain. You have come to all § the day had left me nervous, so that, as the

this, too, because you took my part. Ah! Maggy, hour for his return approached, I began to wish

it is just like you, always thinking (1 others be- i almost that I had rejected Georgiana‘s invita

fore yourself." tion, and gone elsewhere. But where could I

I was really grateful for so liearl'y a welcome. go? This continually returning question, and

For I felt that I had no other place to go to, at the ever repeated answer, that I had nowhere to

least that night, and that I should have been i go, humiliated me beyond words. If Mr. Talbot

compelled to ask for a temporary home with E had wished for revenge, he was having it already.

her. even if she had not ofl‘ered it. This much 3 At last Mr. Dcspencer arrived. We heard him

I saw, though I was yet too stunned by the in the hall below, stamping the water from his

events of the day, to reflect clearly, either on boots; and Georgiana hurried down to meet him;

my real position, or on my future plans. Q while I remained, sitting in the twilight, listen

IL was now Georgiana's turn to try to be‘ ing to the rain beating against the casements,

cheerful. Sho led the way gayly to my room, and feeling as if Ihad nothing now to live for,

superintended the bringing up of my things, nothing to hope for, hereafter.

and kept assuring me “Arthur would be so glad \ (ro as continua.)
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Nrvn. of dust beneath, did sculptured stone Redeemed the promise of our Christ, and called

So eloquently speak, as this grey spire Thee homo to glories of thy heritage!

Of thee. 0h, laborer without him, whose day ' ' ' l ' ' ' ' " .

Cloud with the noon—thy Master calling thee

Straight from the field, before thy work was done,

To rent with Him above. Before thy work

Was done? We dare not any of thee—whole lilo

Was filled to overflowing with good deeds,

Who crowded labors, in the noon-tide hour,

30 van! as this—that ought was left uudonol

No! blessed be He who set thee to thy talk,

And when the hours of servitude were o'er,

These massive walls defy the hand of Timei

Ages shall pass, and find them still secure:

Green creeping vines shall slumber up their sides,

And intorlace their sprays. The pasaers by

Shall feel their hearts throb fast, at thoughts of thee,

Gazing upon its beauty and its strength;

And so, to childrsn'l children. will thy name

Go down, kindling to noble deeds. some yet

Unborn, and uatt’ring seeds for harveutime.
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DAHLIAS.

 

BY L‘LARA AUGUSTA

 

Torcnzn with the roval crimson fine

Which gleam! blood red in prlncel‘ wine;

The regal blossoms of the South,

Ripe as some syren’s luring mouth;

Fragrance ye have not! Where's the need?
Such courtly graze is ample meed I

'lio win kings’ hearts, and claim the praise

0f danntleas heroes wearing boys]

The rose is lovely, modest, meek;

I like its dainty, blushing cheek—

But qneenlier is the dahlia flower.

A typo of beauty, fame, and power!

My love must be a stately girl,

With elegance in each lot! curl;

I'd have her heart a high, proud shrine,

Where I might lay this love of mine!

Filled to the brim with gorgeous light, And on the passion of her lips

Alone in proud imperial migbt— Bo lost, like bees in red cofllipel

To sway the passions, charm the sense, Content with this sweet Heaven helm,

And 11"] pMA‘I'OVIDBd innocence! Which makes of life one raptureflowl
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MY NEW YEAR’S DREAM.

 

BY MARY B. CLARKE.

 

Ir was midnight, and the last of the old year. < there on the pillow, where my head hac pressed,

All alone in my little room, I listened to the ,I saw an artificial flower which had fallen from

heavy clang of the bells that bade farewell to l my bonnet, which hung above it. In the centre

1866, to welcome in his new-born brother. t of the flower stood a tiny figure, not higher than

Alone! One year before I had been the centre my finger, and it spoke to me again.

of a brilliant party, each and all of whom were ‘5 “Murmursr,” it said, “be still. Our Father

drinking a welcome to the New Year. I was on Q commands all things for the best. Think you

orphan then, but an heiress and a belle: and E that you are the most miserable being on earth?

having lost my parents in infancy, my orphan- l Have you not kind friends, a pleasant home, and

hood did not weigh heavily upon me. One i a salary that covers your expenses? I have the

month later, my guardian absoonded, and it was 5 power to show you how the New Year opens for

found that all my money was gone with him. $my Maker."

Where he went I know not to this day. I only Q “Your Maker?"

know he never returned. One by one the gay; “Yes. I am the spirit enclosed in your new

butterflies of fashion, who had made me their bonnet; come with me!"

idol, fell away, and I was alone. There was Darkness closed around me again, andlfound

one, one in whose eyes I had fancied I read deep t myself in the open air. Literally in the air, for

devotion; one whose hand clasped mine with l I was sailing along high above the houses. We

a long, lingering pressure; one whose image passed out of the fashionable quarters where Mr.

nestled close against my heart; one whose large, g Morton resided, and alighted in a narrow court,

soft eyes haunted me; one on whose faith Iiwhere dirt and misery reigned supreme.

would have staked my life: he' too was gone. 5 My conductor flitted before me, and I followed.

He was away when the news came to me; 1 Up, up, many flights of stairs we passed, until

hoped for a letter, a line to say he was the same % we reached the attic of a high, narrow house.

as ever. It never came. Crushed, worn out, I § Here we found two young girls, sewing, while a

left my own home, to be a governess here to 3 third counted the contents ofalittle green purse.

Mrs. Morton’s lovely daughter. She was as old 3 “How much is there, Carrie ?" asked one of

as myself, but my music and languages were 5 them, laying down a wreath of tiny flowers she

farther advanced, and I came to teach her what t had just twisted into shape.

I knew of these. “Sixteen cents."

The last stroke of the bells died away, and all “Fivc cents a piece, and one over," said the

was silent. Mr. and Mrs. Morton, Lucy and her other, bitterly. "We begin our New Year with

brother, were all at a gay party, such a one as brilliant prospects.”

welcomed me one year before. Even the ser- “Hush, sister!” and the one named Carrie

vants were out, and I was entirely alone. pointed to a mattress, upon which lay a woman

A heavy weight seemed crushing me to the sleeping.

earth, and I longed with bitter, intense longing “What can we do? It is impossible to live in

for one voice to wish me joy on the New Year, this way.”

one hand to press mine in love and sympathy. A gloomy silence fell on the party.

There was none! Sadly I looked forward through t “Carrie,” said the first speaker, “how much

years to come. Nothing could I see but toil and did Mrs. Gray give you for Miss Morton's bon

loneliness. “Oh!” I cried, “that I could dieinet!”

with the old year!" “Twenty-five cents."

“Peace!” said a low voice beside me, “rather I started: Miss Morton's bonnet was war

wish to begin a new life with the New Year." ranted French, and had cost thirty dollars.

I started up and looked about me. All was “Did you find anything?”

dark. “The materials? No, only the Work. It took

“Who is there ‘l" I cried. t me two days, the lace required dainty handling.

A mg?) of light answered my question, and l I was paid ten cents for the work in the other,
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for her companion.

be thankful for any work."

“God help us!” sobbed the other.

,Mw

Mrs. Gray says we should g said she could never forget your kindness to

i Laura when she was sick here. I am fairly tired

“Death is g out with dancing. We had a new lion!"

"Who?"better than this." a

“Come,” said my guide, “we have one more E “The author of Poems by the Road-Side. You

visit.” Flitting before me, he led me to another E remember them? You know brother Fred in

house, as poor as the one we had left. Here, as i sisted that you sat for Joanna. It has always

before, we found the occupants busy. It was a 5 been a mystery who wrote them. He preserved

small room, and the fire made it close and 0p- E his incognito until to-night, but now stands con

pressive, even on the cold January morning. fessed. lie is a resident of your city, but in

Bound a small table, by the light of a tallow tends to pass some months in New York. Going

candle, a woman and two children were making 3 to Publish a new book, I believe.”

artificial flowers. The little boy twisted theE “Who is he?”

vines, the little girl out the leaves, and thei “His name is Walter Haven. You will see

mother put them together. All were sad faces, ihim to-morrow, he asked permission to call.

and_the mother's tears fell on the bright leaves. EOne, two, three! Three o’clock, it is bed time.

Suddenly throwing down the flowers, she rose 3 Good night," and kissing me warmly, she fiitted

and left the room. The children followed, and \ away.

we too. Up again to a high attic. No fire was Walter Haven! The name fell upon my heart,

in this room, no furniture, except a rude cofiin, causing an acute pain. I had long thought that

in which lay a baby form. Here the mother I could bear to hear it, the pain there was so

knelt, moaning, weeping, and calling upon her dead and sullen; but. Ifound the old memories

child to answer her. The children’s caresses called up the old feelings. Walter Haven, who

were all in vain. Nature must have her way, had never spoken of his love, yet left its impress

and the mother, the widow, wept for her baby. sealed upon my heart. Ah! lips are not needed

My heart grew cold and chill, and I turned from to win a maiden's heart. There are looks, there

the scene. A voice cried in my ears, are delicate attentions, kind actions, that will

“Asleep, Lizzie? Wake up, and wish me a i prison it without one word of love passing to

hlppy New Year!" her ear. I loved him. Until Iwas poor I be

I started up in bed, to see Lucy Morton, in her lieved he had loved me. “I will not see him,"

exquisite ball dress, leaning over me for a kiss. i I thought. Then pride whispered, “Let him

“Careless girl," she cried, “your head has E see you can meet him calmly, without betraying

been crushing one of the flowers which had

dropped from your new bonnet. Happy New

Year! Why don't you say so? You are half

asleep yet, and your eyes are red. You cried

lany more interest than a friend might ask."

There was no more sleep for me. The first

morning of the year found me watching its

dawning.

yourself to sleep, Lizzie,” and the round, white

arms embraced me; “why will you mourn for

the past! We all love you; I am sure I do, and usually lovely. A light silk cut so as to leave the

really you are better 08' than some people." i snowy shoulders and arms bare, and a cluster 0!

"Indeed I am!” I said, “and I will begin my E blue ribbons in her fair curls, made a simple but

New Year with a thankful spirit. My bonnet, I s most becoming toilet. Our aisitors came in one

than]! you." ,, after another. The parlor was filled with callers,

" Why! are you crazy?" 3 and I stood half concealed by the curtains behind

“No; but I have had a dream. Now tell me t Lucy, watching the animated scene, when

all about the party.” “Good morning, Mr. Haven," fell upon my

"Oh, we had a famous time. Lizzie, there 'ear. I looked. He was bending over her hand,

were many inquiries for you. Naughty recluse! just as one year before he had bent over mine.

Will you help me to receive my calls to-morrow Meet him calmly! Ah, my traitor heart beat as

morning?" if it would burst, my whole frame trembled, and

It was an effort to promise to see her gay i I knew my face was pale. He sat beside her on

visitors as the governess, but I made it. I re- Q the sofa. Mrs. Morton was occupied receiving

flected that I was in a strange city, and would 3 other calls.

meet only those whom I had seen at Mr. Mor- l “Miss Morton, are you tired of hearing happy

ton's before, and I promised to go down. i New Year yet?"

“Mrs. Bates inquired for you. Said she no-i "Not at all.

tied your face at my charade party. Mrs. Ermes Those I prize."

The calling hour came. Dressed with care, I

was beside Lucy in the parlor. She looked un
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"Will you class mine amongst them? This is g securely hidden in a corner behind the grand

my last call to-day, for I have not many lady piano. They whirled round and round, and I

friends in New York, and I will say happy New i played» No one missed me; no one thought that

Year to no one again to-day. I will give you the 1 I could tire. Fortunately the music was almost

last best wish.” i mechanical. My thoughts were free. Two figures

“ Mr. Haven, you will dine with us to-day‘!” i came to the corner of the piano to rest after the

said Mrs. Morton, joining them. i waltz. They were Lucy and Mr. Haven. I turned

“With pleasure, madam,” and he rose to take i my head aside and shook down my curls. Wal

his leave, having first ascertained their dinner ; ter’s back was toward me, but I could see Lucy’s

%
E

 

 

hour. lovely face.

Oh, that long, long day! Compliments, greet- “What a beautiful bracelet,” said Mr. Haven,

ings fell upon my ear: nothing interested me. bending over Lucy’s arm.

At last, wearied and sick, I sought my own room, “You have only seen half its beauty,” was the

and throw myself upon the bed. Lucy missed reply. “See, when I touch this spring, it shows

me, but pleading a headache, I escaped the din- ; the face of the giver, Mr. Haven!"

ner, promising to join her guests in the evening. g He had grasped her arm tightly, and I trem

I stood before my little glass dressing, and a§ bled violently.

thrill of vanity passed through me. I saw large, 5 “Forgive me,” he said; “but the giver, the-

dark eyes, soft brown hair falling in a profusion l oh, Miss Lucy, I have sought her for months. I

of curls, a fair, round neck and arms. My dress 3 left home to attend to the publication of my book,

was simple, a dark-blue silk, but it was becom- S and was gone some months. When I returned,

ing. I wore no ornaments, no head-dress. As I I heard that her guardian had stolen her fortune,

looked, Lucy‘s bright face, the fair curls crowned ; and she was gone away to earn her living. She,

with forget-me-nots, appeared beside mine. It i so delicate and tender. Where can I find her?”

was like an angel’s face. The vanity fled, andé My hands fell upon the piano with a grand

feeling that Mr. Haven had shown good taste at i crash, and he turned. In an instant he stood

least, I wreathed her waist with my arm, and we i beside me, while Lucy, dear Lucy, kept away

went down stairs. The rooms were filled with \ the guests interrupted in their dance.

guests, and Lucy was soon surrounded by friends. ‘ I left the corner, leaning on his arm, and we

I stole into a corner and watched them. Walter waltzed to dear Lucy’s music, and nobody no

Haven was the favored one. ticed us.

“Lizzie, dear, will you play a polka?" said§ Next day he called, and the New Year that

Mrs. Morton. “I did not expect so many guests, 3 had opened so darkly, now beamed with bright

and I have not ordered any music." ; hopes, and I in a few weeks was Walter Iiaveu’s

“ Certainly,” and in a few moments I was wife.
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THE RESCUE.

BY ELIZABETH BOUTON.

 

Tue old castle is lonely,

Dark and gloomy its halls,

Thou‘rt a prisoner only

Within its proud walls;

Then fly, ludyi fly, o‘er the blue rolling sea,

There is freedom beyond its dark billows for thee.

Thou knowest I have loved thee,

How long and how well,

So oft thou hast proved me

’Tvrere needless to tell;

Then fly, ladyl fly, o'er the blue rolling son,

And be happy beyond its dark billows with me.

'I‘hy stern father thou knowest

Hath sworn by his sword

To a cloister than gocst.

0r weddelt his word;

Then fly, ladyl fly, o‘er the blue rolling sea,

There is freedom beyond its dark billowe for thee.

Bee yonder my vessel

Spreads her canvas so white,

Within sound of the vessel

That frees the to-nlght;

Then fly, lady! fly, o‘er the blue rolllng non,

0r thou‘rt lost and forever to freedom and me.

Then ere ’til as: late,

Down the staircase of stone,

Where my bold rowers wait,

Let us haste to be gone;

And we’ll fly, lady! fly, o’er the blue rolling sop,

No cloilter beyond it shall hide thee from me.

Unworthy young Harry,

To call thee his bride,

Thou'lt a broken heart carry

If chained to his side;

Then fly, ladyl fly, o’er the blue rolling sea,

Where freedom awaits thee beyond it with me.
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BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT.

 

It was the night before Lydia Jameson’s wed- Yet, with all, Lydia Jameson was a wild, en

ding day, and she sat alone in the little chamber 3 thusiastic dreamer, but hers were not the aim

which had so long been the sanctuary of her girl- E less reveries of youthful folly—they had taken a

ish dreams and fancies. She was leaning one i high and noble aim—she was an author. Even

hand upon the window-sill, looking out into the E to her dearest relative Lydia had never confided

summer night, very calm and still, though the i her secret; and no one about her for an instant

moonlight showed her cheek pale with the vary- 5 suspected it, or thought of attributing to her an

ing emotions which troubled her heart, and her 3 anonymous novel, which, only a few months be

eyes had caught a tremulous glitter unlike their i fore, had attracted the attention of the whole

usual repose. literary world.

Lydia was not beautiful—I am sorry for it, : Now Lydia was to be married, and love, with

but she was not—still, no one could have called 5 her, had not been a passion that must inevitably

her plain, and to those who knew her well she i be consumed from its own intensity, but a deep

was always lovely. Her gentle, reserved man- i and lasting sentiment which had so blended

ner betokened a quiet, methodical mind, and

Lydia's nearest friends seldom caught sight of

the rapid tide of feelings which flowed beneath

that calm exterior. Her schoolmates had com

plained that she was “unromantic:” and when,

afterward, they met her in society, quiet as

ever, while they had exchanged the harmless

folly of school-girl romance for the sentimental

ism taught during a course of French novels and

a foreign tour, they shook their heads sadly and

decided that “she had no soul."

Lydia had not been abroad. She had never

read George Sand, nor been introduced to

Alphonse Karr. While her former companions

had enjoyed the charms of such delightful so

ciety and literature, been embraced in the polka

with her life that it had become a portion of

existence itself.

Every one marveled that Guy Havens, an

i enthusiastic, impulsive young artist, should have

lchosen a woman seemingly so unlike himself.

Perhaps it was that very difi'erence which first

attracted him to Lydia, and he unconsciously felt

a want of some strong, self-reliant nature upon

which to lean; for, with all his talent and enthu

siasm, Guy needed to outlive a thousand fickle

nesses and fancies before he would make a

proper use of the gifts heaven had given him,

or the full powers of his nature would develop

themselves. He was as ignorant of all the prac

tical afl’airs of life as even a man of genius can

well be, and, like the rest of Lydia's friends, was

 

by half the ruined roues of Florence, and acquired E occasionally slightly horrified by her plain, com~

“manner” from the titled ladies who frequent i mon-sense view of duty to oneself and the world.

the same haunts, poor Lydia had been quietly g Of all these things was Lydia thinking, as she

watching over an invalid aunt, and pursuinggsat at her open window; and if a fear of Guy's

a course of study which the aforesaid younglstability and strength of purpose came across

females would have pronounced shockingly slow. lher, she felt in her own firm, self-centred cha

No, Lydia Jameson was not romantic; she was racter the power to aid and strengthen him in

perfectly unconscious of possessing an inner , his faltering course.

nature, and never for a moment dreamed that 5 The night passed, and Lydia's bridal day

she was unappreciated. If there were times 5 came on, the fairest June morning that one

when those vague yearnings, which every intel- g could desire, and amid its brightness those two

lecrusl nature must feel, stole over her, she i young beings took the solemn vows which neither

strove to forget them in useful occupation rather Q estrangement, hate, nor the wicked mockery of

than to render herself wretched by indulging t human law can ever annnl.

feelings, which, when restrained, form no unplea- A week after, they settled down in the little

sent undercurrent to the human mind, but once i cottage where they had decided to pass the sum

allowed 3 mgstery, secure the unhappiness of § mer months. It was a bird’s-nest of a spot—a

their possessor and all within the sphere of her 3 tiny house nestled in among the curvings of the

influence, i East river, surrounded by trees and so ggesrgrown
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with fragrant honeysuckles and sweet-briar, Qhis tea-cup. “What on earth is in my hair?”

that it looked more like a bower than a sub- S he continued, giving it a nervous twist.

stantial dwelling-place. But within everything g “Only a bug, Guy,” returned Lydia, laughing.

was comfort itself, for Lydia’s own taste had§ “Perhaps you would rather finish your tea in

selected the decorations, and the house was aidoors."

perfect poem. 7; “liorrid place!” muttered Guy, as he rang for

“Well, Lydia,” exclaimed Guy, as they sat at ,4 the servant to wheel the table into the library.

breakfast in the little library, the morning after E “I hate vines; pah! they smell like caterpillars;

their arrival, “I never will dispute you again— Q and as for tea, pray don't ever have another cup

I declare the cottage is a miniature paradise." l in the house. I abhor it."

“I should answer much better for Eve than i Every day showed Guy the fallacy of some of

you should for Adam,” she replied, gayly, “for 3 his poetical illusions, and proved to him also,

I am a good housewife, and if this garden was 2 that in spite of his enthusiasm, Lydia possessed

left to your care I am afraid you would prove a i a much deeper love for nature than he with all

sorry husbandman.” g his artistic genius.

“Oh! I hate weeding and mussing round, buti So the summer wore on—the long, golden

I dots on flowers—always wear them in your days, each one of which brought added happi

hairl I don’t know that you care as much for nose to those young hearts. Yet Guy worked

them as I, but do learn to please me " more than he had done for months. How he

“Certainly,” she said, with a pleasant mock accomplished it he could not tell, but some way

humility, “But why do you think I don‘t care the hours flew so swiftly while he sat painting

for them?" i and listening to Lydia's voice, as she read some

“Oh! I don’t know, You never seem " \ pleasant romance, or favorite poem, that his task

“Master Impudence! Come out here on the Q was ended before he was aware.

porch. Look down there—with all your love for g He ceased even to think that she was matter

flowers, can you tell the name of a single one p of-fact, quite forgot his fears of not being appre

you see?” sciated: and, from the most incorrigible sloven,

“Of course! These are tiger-lilies—tliose are i grew so particular in regard to the set of his

clematis vines—” E shirts, that Lydia might have had good reason to

“Don’t go any farther, Guyl Your tiger-lily i regret his amendment in that particular.

happens to be an iris; and I never before saw a i It was late in autumn before they returned to

red clematis, 0h! Guy, Guy !" t the city, and they left that quiet haunt with deep

“I confess my error," he said, somewhat dis- ‘ regret.

comfited, though laughing at his failure. “How i “How happy we have been!" sighed Lydia, as

pretty this porch is! Lydia, we must take teatthey stood on the deck of the steamboat and

here: it is so delightful under these vines.” t saw their home disappear; “how happy we have

“I think you will find the library more agree- i been!”

able." g “Darling,” whispered Guy, “you would make

“Now, don’t be prosaic—do order tea here— E any spot happy, angel that you are!"

it will be like drinking dew. Come and walk, g Lydia smiled, though a little sadly; she would

Lydia—for heaven’s sake don’t wear a bonnet, a ‘ not tell why, but Guy’s transports always filled

woman never ought to wear anything on her her with a vague fear, which was almost like a

head but a veil.” foreboding of evil.

They went for a walk, and Lydia wore the§ Once established in their city home, Lydia.

lace drapery, which the artist arranged about 3 found many opportunities to pursue her literary

her head in classic folds. The consequence was, g labors without exciting her husband’s suspicions:

she burned her nose, and returned with a head- t and those wise people who do not believe in the

ache, which forced her to spend the afternoon in i practical usefulness of a woman who writes,

bed. When evening came, the tea-table was set i should have seen the young wife’s house and

in the porch, as Guy desired; and Lydia came Q retracted their heretical opinion.

down stairs feeling better, though her nose looked i As winter came on, Guy drew her more into

a reproach at Guy for days afterward. i the society which he had frequented before their

“Now, isn’t this charming, Lydia? so much E marriage, for he was fond of excitement: and
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more poetical than being shut up in-doors. Ugh! though Lydia sometimes sighed for the quiet of

what the deuce is that?" her home and the seclusion of the past summer,

He sprang from his seat in disgust, for a green g she offered no opposition to that which seemed

caterpillar had just dropped from the vines into to afford her husband so much pleasure.
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One night, at a sort of literary and artistic 5 Lydia’s feet, and sat looking up into her face

reunion, she was sitting with resigned patience i with a tender admiration, while several of the

beneath the flood of raptures poured upon her i other guests, who were also worshipers at the

by one of her husband's admirers, trying hard shrine of transcendentalism, gathered round to

not to look bored, and to smile in the proper watch the movements of their high priestess

place, when she was startled by a slight bustle % “You have been out of town for some time, I

in the adjoining r00m5- ‘ believe, Mrs. Warner?" said Lydia, desirous of

“Mrs. Warner must have come," said her com- breaking the silence.

panion; “I heard that she was to be here to-i “Don’t call me by that cold name!" pleaded

night. Have you met her, Mrs. Havens?” E the lady, clasping her hands pathetically; “pray

' Lydia had not. Who was she? S do not put me so far away from your heart; call

-‘ Surely you know. She writes under the i me Stella, as all do who love me."

signature of ‘Stella’--such genius, so much; “Is that your name?" Lydia asked.

soul!" i Mrs. Warner hesitated; in truth, her parents

Lydia remembered having taken up, a few i had christened her Jerusha, softened by her into

days before, a volume of poems, entitled “Soul§Jane, and finally dropped for the euphonious

Pinings,” in which transcendentalism and second» title of Stella.

hand French morality struggled for supremacys “It is the name by which my partial friends

with much that was even graceful and beautiful: call me," she said, “Come here, Mr_ Havens,

and she looked round with some curiosity for the and bid your wife take me to her heart."

approach 01' MPS- “'M'MY- This was intended metaphorically, but Guy

Before long she heard her husband’s voice, looked puzzled, and unable to decide whether the

and then 3 little female shriek of delight by Wily woman was the most fascinating, or the most

of response. ridiculous creature he had ever met.

“Here—your wife here, Mr. Havens? Take “How happy I am to see you two together!"

me to hef- HOW I 10113 to know her! What 11 continued Stella; “how I have dreamed of this

soul she must have for you to have chosen her! hour

I should like to sit at her feet and drink in the ‘Two souls with but a single thought,

. . . . Two hearts that beat as one?"

inspiration which I know must beam from her .

eyesj’ \ If Lydia had spoken her thought, it would

Before Lydia could recover from her astonish- 3 have been far from complimentary, and 5119 Won

ment, Guy appeared, looking a little embar- t dered what Guy’s might be. He was seated by

rassed, yet delighted, and upon his arm leaned : Mrs. Warner, and she was talking to him of art,

the poetess. She was a. woman above the me- 3 really conversing well: even Lydia was forced

dium height, thin, with long curls banging about 5 to acknowledge that, though she had already

her face, and shading a pair of beautiful eyes taken an unaccountable dislike to the woman.

better tutored than ever eyes were before. In; “Your wife’s portrait—you are painting it

spite of her afl'ectation, her little cries of rupture, Lydia heard her excloim. in answer to some re

there was an inexpressible charm about her, and mark of Guy’s, and she was seized with another

even the nonsense she talked was rendered so i spasm of delight; “I shall never rest until I

unintelligible by the beautiful language in which i have seen it—Raphael painting the angel of his

she clothed it, that, with most people, it passed g life-journey! Willi?- Shflll I can FOR?” 5116 criea,

for brilliant conversation; men always admire rushing up to Lydia and seizing both her hands.

what they don’t understand. g “I can find no name sweet enough!”

“This is happiness, indeed.” murmured the§ “You are very kind," replied Lydia, very

poetess. “Ah! Mrs. Havens, this is too much quietly, “but I am quite satisfied to be called

bliss to meet in the same evening, your gifted Mrs. Havens." _

husband and his household angel. Do you i The poetess appeared slightly confused; and

know what I called him long before I ever saw i the group of worshipers seemed shocked by such

his face '!—-‘ Raphael.‘ And you, oh! I can find worldly reserve; even Guy looked as if he thought

no name sweet enough. How you must dote on i such enthusiasm deserved a difl'erent reception.

that inspired creature! How the genius flashes i In a moment, the lady had returned to Guy’s

from his eyes!" gsidc, with one of her little bird-like hops, and

She paused, at last, for breath; and Lydia ; was discoursing volubly of life abroad.

sank back, completely overpowered, staring at; “There one truly lives," she cried; “the soul

Guy in a sort of bewildered amazement. The is free to speak, like summons like, and souls

poetess seated herself upon a low ottoman at; which have a true aflinity for one another, are
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not divided by the cold loaven of worldly preju

dices; here we are so stern, so real, so matter

of-faot. Oh! it is so terrible, unnatural!”

Unnatural enough, Lydia. thought, she was in

all conscience; but, wisely repressing her con~

victions, she moved into another room, and saw

no more of the poetess until the party was break

ing up.

“You see I have taken possession of your

Raphael,” Mrs. Warner said, as they approached

2 made notes for an article which she promised to

g write, till between her praises and her beautiful

2 eyes, poor Havens’ head was quite turned.

“And here you live like a nightingale and his _

s mate," she said. “I am sure you never stir 1

i from this enchanted room, Mrs. Havens."

Q “Indeed, I am here very little,” Lydia replied;

\ “during the day my household duties occupy me

3 a great dea .”

i “Oh, no, no!” cried Mrs. Warner. "Don‘t

her; “he is to see me to my carriage, and then g tell me you ever descend to such prosaic details;

I will resign him to you. Do you know what he i the companion of a child of genius should know

has promised ?—to show me his pictures: and as E nothing of that petty drudgery which occupies

his studio is in your dwelling, shall I not see you g the common herd."

too ‘1” Q “ You will find me sadly common-place," Lydia

Of course Lydia could only reply that she E said, coldly. “I assure you I quite pride myself

should be at home, and pleased to see Mrs. S on my puddings."

Warner. The poetcss looked “unutterable things," and

“Thanks—a thousand thanks! I could love i. that moment Lydia was called away by the

you so much! I feel it already,” she whispered, nnouncement of visitors whom Mrs. Warner

and after insisting on an embrace, skipped 011' would on no account see; she would look once

like an excited canary. more at those gems and steal quietly away.

“Your wife is lovely," she said, as Guy led “Strange that genius never weds with its

her down stairs, “not beautiful, but charming: like," she said, with a sigh. “Ah, Raphael,

only so cold—I am quite afraid of her." Eyour wife is an angel, and may you never learn

“Oh! that is impossible," Guy said; “we shall what too many do, the horror of awakening to

hope to see a great deal of you.” E the consciousness that you are bound for life to

“Thanks, Raphael! And will she love me? lone who cannot appreciate you."

I cannot exist without. afi'ection—will she love “I assure you, Lydia has a very true percep

me? Don’t let her be cold—your wife should be tion of the beautiful,” Guy said; “she seems

perfectly etherial—a sunbeam—a dream! For- cold "

give me: you will think me a wild, giddy crea- “0b, n0, no! I was not thinking of her—you
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ture, but I worship genius, and I do not know are very happy! Would that it werein my power

how to feign," to render your bliss eternal. Ah, we have but

“Then you must make one of your own a sorry lot here, we poor song birds, and you

adorers,” he replied, laughingly. creators of ideals like only to heaven! How

“Naughty man! But I cannot jest, to-night; little we are understood even by those dearest

I have been very sad all day; only one thing to us, how little they know of our real feel

ings!”

She paused abruptly, and threw herself into

an attitude so full of grace, that Guy went into

raptures; and before she left it was decided that

he should paint her portrait.

“Bring your wife to see me," she said, as she

entered her carriage; “I want to love her a?

cold to me—good night." your—for the sake of your genius. Sunday

She drove away, leaving Havens completely 2 evenings my friends often drop in—I never see

bewildered by her fascinations, and he returned g ladies that night, and as you are married, I sup~

to Lydia more restless and impatient than she Eposc I must lose you too. Ah, well, you will

had ever seen him. He was loud in praise of §not regret it,” and with another flashing glance

Mrs. Warner, and his wife made no remark, Sshe drove away.

confident that a very little time would servo to; 4 The acquaintance which Lydia had hoped

weary him of her society. 3 would be transitory, grew into an intimacy that.

The next day Mrs. Warner called, and Lydia E pained and displeased her. Under pretence of

was mnrtyrized for several hours, and in truth, E sitting for her picture. Mrs. Warner spent hours

a little ashamed of Guy’s weakness. Mrs. War- g and hours in the studio, certainly much retard

ner went into ecstasies over his paintings, andling Guy’s labors thereby, although he never

brought me out this evening."

“And that?" Guy said, as he placed her in

the carriage.

Mrs. Warner leaned forward and raised her

dangerous eyes to his face,

“Cannot you guess?” she almost whispered.

"But good night; don’t let your angel wife he

I/III,’11—»,//-,///-,W/~v/NAwr,”-/l//.nIIIIINA’IIN



~ ~~

\

LYnIA’s HUSBAND. 227

   

complained, notwithstanding his dislike to visi- < and many a household could have dated its first

tors in general. l misery from her entrance into its precincts.

Lydia was much occupied in her house, andi This was the woman who was so rapidly in

indeed Mrs. Warner's presence had become ex- g sinuating herself into the confidence of Guy

ceedingly distasteful to her. She never re-i Havens, whose impulsive temperament rendered

preached Guy, never hinted at the fears which him, for a season, a fit subject for her wiles.

had begun to take a name and haunted heri Toward spring an anonymous romance made

lonely hours. At places of amusement Mrs. its appearance, which attracted much attention

Warner was their frequent companion, and her 5 in literary circles, and rumor was busy in attri~

opinions had become so powerful that Lydia i buting it to a dozen difl'erent sources. The ad

might reasonably have doubted whether she was § mirers of Mrs. Warner were inclined to believe

mistrehs in her own house, but still she did not i her the author, although the style of the work

complain, certain that harsh words would only i was totally at variance with her former produc

augment the evil, for she knew that Guy yet E tions. Guy thought it hers, and expressed his

loved her fondly, and beyond the gratification E belief to Lydia, who only smiled.

of his pampered vanity mcditated no wrong; One evening, at a party, the subject was dis

toward her. i cussed before Mrs. Warner's arrival, and several

But Mrs. Warner had acquired an influencegof her adherents grew quite earnest in their

over him of which he did not dream. She in- 5 arguments to prove that she was indeed the

sisted upon making herself his confident—genius author of the work. While the discussion was

had its hours of loneliness and discouragement— 3 going on the lady entered, and a little group

who could understand such feelings as she could? E gathered arouud her with a thousand nonsensi

50 Guy became a frequent visitor at her house, g cal compliments.

and though I am sorry to confess it, sometimes E “It is useless to attempt any deception," they

of a Sunday evening took his wife to visit a pious i said, “you may as well acknowledge yourself

old aunt, and went himself to Mrs. Warner’s after- g the author.”

“nu-(L 5 Guy took a wreath from a basket of flowers

His afi'ection for Lydia was undiminished, but E and placed it- pluyfully upon her forehead.

eight months of married life had slightly worn g “Let us crown the new Corinne,” he said.

away the romance, and Guy liked novelty. Hos Mrs. Warner stood for a moment, as if trying

grew restless and uneasy, but why he could not E to summon sufficient courage to deny her right

have told; the quiet of his home at times seemed g to the honor; but her excessive vanity mastered

almost irksome, and he was vexed with Lydia the good impulse, and she raised her eyes to

for appearing so content with what he termed Guy‘s face with her most winning look, saying

monotony. Mrs. Warner saw this; beneath her 3 only,

afl'ectation of innocence she was a keen, scruti- 5 “Well, if you insist upon forcing the author

nizing observer. Adoration was her existence, g ship on me, I cannot help it.”

and she was too thoroughly selfish ever to think l Lydia watched her with feelings of utter con

of the pain which she might cause others. She tempt; at that moment she despised the woman

had decided that Lydia was no fit wife for her 3 too heartily even too feel pain at Haven’s undis

“Raphael,” and there was every fear if her in- E guiscd admiration. Mrs. Warner remarked her

flucncc over him continued, that she might suc- g silence; and her concealed dislike for Lydia

eeed in making him believe the same. 5 could not longer be wholly restrained.

Mrs. Warner was a thorough “new light,” i Later in the evening, Mrs. Havens was stand

though too wise even to make herself conspicu- g ing in a window recess, concealed from view by

ous. She confessed to a belief in the doctrine Sthe draperies, when, before she was aware of it,

of aflinity—as far as souls went—clairvoyance g her husband and Mrs. Warner approached the

was to her a beautiful and intelligible theory, Espot in earnest conversation.

she avowed, and she had once been almost as “I believe our friendship must be given up,

convert to spiritualism. Years before she had i your wife does not like it,” were the first words

separated from her husband, because his rather which reached her.

antiquated ideas concerning a wife’s duties were “That is your fancy," Guy said, “she must

not in unison with her refined sensibilities; and appreciate your genius too highly for such feel

even when tidings of his death reached her, she t ings.”

felt no remorse for conduct which had hurrietli “Ah! my friend, you men know so little of

him to his grave. Since then she had had no E women! I would not for the world make dear

desire to relinquish her dearly prized freedom, {Lydia jcalous.’
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The wife’s first impulse was to start forward ; me as you do? No, Stella, you must not forsake

and overwhelm the woman with her indignant '3‘ me now! In your presence every better feeling

contempt, then the whole affair seemed so paltry E in my nature finds utterance! I never really

and disgusting that she stood still, hoping the i knew you until I read that beautiful romance.

pair would pass on in ignorance that she had '5 Much as I love my wife, Ican but feel that my

overheard their sentimental common-places. i fate would have been very different had it been

“Yes, Raphael, sooner or later this sweetgunited with genius such as glows and brightens

friendship must be broken off! Perhaps I was 1 there."

wrong to encourage it, but it is so seldom that I 3 “Dear Raphael, do you think I do not under

meet a man who can thoroughly understand me, stand your feelings? I saw at first what your

that I could not deprive myself of the pleasure fnte must be, but I could not bear to undeceive

of your society.” :fiyou. Ah, why should this ever be the hestiny

It Was now £00 late for the wife to leave 1161' E of the children of genius! Do not look back—it

place of concealment, she could only stand there 3 is now too late! No, I will not forsake you;

and listen. your soul has spoken to mine, and the most nar

“Do not take your friendship from me," Guy 3 row-minded could find no wrong in such com

sait , “you would snatch away half the sunshine g munion. Come, Raphael, they will miss us!

of Uli‘yhilf:”r h d ' Oh I g Trust me always—your own Stella~your friend

“ an s or t ose wor s. , am so weary _your sister.”

. , _ l

of this heartless world, so tired of concealing my 5 They moved away and left Lydia alone. A

real sentiments! How I should like to fly far ‘ thousand conflicting emotions agitated her, but

avvay with one congenial soul, and revel in an 2 she felt that Guy's heart was her own, in spite

ecstasy of spiritual bliss, well as these 87058 g of the fascination that artful woman had flung

mortgls around us cannot ewen'pict’ure." gover his fancy. Still she felt deep pain—her

oyou remember Moore shoes. Guy almost l trust in her husband was weakened—she could

whispered. . i no longer respect him as she had done, and she

“Repeat them to me; your VOIce always glveS 2 saw too that unless he was separated from Mrs.

an added “teeth”! to poetry." 2 Warner her own happiness was in danger.

Guy repented the "‘l‘sesi and Lydia leaned2 But. there should be no harsh words, they

back against the window seat faint with indig-' would only widen the breach; how to not she

nutitm and grief. Before their marriage, he hlul i hardly knew, and in spite of her firmness the

thus whispered the hnes in her ear, and drown é hot tears would come to her eyes, and her warm,

:- glowmg description of what life would be to a sensitive heart ached with its first real pain.

illem “POI! “111-l- “bl‘lgllt llllle l8l9-" 3 Then the ludicrousness of the thing struck her

“Ah,” si hed Mrs. Warner, “lere below w ‘ ‘ - _ ’shall find If) happiness like that: 1but there is Z i fgry'iufilymil-fiZOZOSuaT, :Kliilgzxinlgmt

hereafter, Raphael! It is that thought which g ing glances and whispered tones, all presented

consoles me in this dreary desert; there kindred E themselves so vividly that he laughed outright

souls shall be joined, no petty human laws can E in spite of her suffering.

separate them! Like will Heel! like and meltg But she was forced to consider the affair more

into a beautiful ODQHBBB." seriously before long. On their way home, Guy

Guy’s answer was low, but it reached Lydia. g commenced talking of Mrs. Warner.

“Would that all were over, that the hereafters “Your coldness pains her," he said, “such

hatl‘some!" b 1. th t h b d §women as she are always more sensitive than

an you eleve a t ese eings aroun us q others."

have souls like yours and mine, Raphael? 1% “Has she been making you her confident?"

cannot think that they will each have a separate 3 Lydia asked.

and perfect existence in the beyond; perhaps é "There was no need; I can see for myself that.

they will blend in a sort of nebula dense vapor l the reserve with which you treat her makes her

without any real life. But talk of something i unhappy."

else, Iam too sad for such abstruse things." g "I certainly cannot treat her as my bosom

““V‘You lrive paineddmenso much," he said. Efriend; you forget how little time I have known

on wi e my rien sti —-you will not leave ; her.”

me alone?" “Friendship is not a thing of time! Oh,

“Have you not Lydia?" Lydia, do free yourself from the shackles of

.“But what would life be without. your friend- g worldly scruplcs which fetter you, and let your

ship? Who can counsel and sympathize with > soul speak.”

'//-'.,~
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“My tongue has always served me very well.§ “Guy, this is downright folly! Beware of

Excuse me, Guy, I don't understand transceu- i infecting me with your malady; I may become

dentalism, and it is a thing you have only lately t transcendental yet, and find that I too have a.

taken up. I cannot like the society into which Q mission and an inner nature, and an affinity for

we have been led, nor do you in your heart. 550mg handsome genius,”

Come, Guy, you are more sensible than you be-t “You seem to have none for your husband,

lieve; do leave romance to school girls." i madam,” exclaimed he, passionately, and dashed

“You always sneer at feelings which to me i out of the room.

are beautiful and holy!" he exclaimed, bitterly. i Lydia wept bitter tears that night, but she

“We seem to have no sentiments in common; itioould see no way of remedying the evil, and

is a pity you did not make the discovery before i even her fortitude gave way.

it was too late." $ From that hour a coldness sprung up between

“I have not made it now, Guy; I believe I can \ the husband and wife. Lydia strove against it

sympathize with every good and high-souled g in vain: Guy persisted in being wretched. She

aspiration in your nature, but I have no respect t withdrew herself more and more from the society

for mock sentiment; to me trash is trash, how- in which they moved, but her husband went

ever fine a dress you put on it." g without her. Several times she begged him to

“Are beautiful theories of life trash, Lydia! E remain at home with her, but without effect.

Is it nonsense to join in doctrines which will free i “Do not grudge me an hour with congenial

us from the fetters that weigh us down?” i souls," he would say; “I will work enough to

“ No isms, Guy, I beg! We were happy enough Q morrow to make amends—you shall be no poorer

in our way last summer. I never heard you talk S for it."

of your ‘inner nature’ then. Seriously, Guy, thist Lydia suffered greatly during those weeks;

society is bad for us! You don’t work with the s how much Guy never knew, for she hid it

spirit you did—your improvement is less rapid.” § bravely. She felt certain that he was becoming

"Why, Lydia, only to-night a dozen people‘smore and more infatuated with Mrs. Warner,

told me that my last picture was wonderful.” gand she could see no way of breaking off the

“Will you be blinded in this way? You know 3 intimacy. Sometimes she asked herself if it was

yourself how little pleased you were Wit-h it at 3 right thus patiently to submit, then she thought

first. I know you have true genius—no one can i what Guy’s life would be if things came to the

appreciate it more than l—but you are not yet- : worst and she were to leave him—he would be

a great artist. Oh, my dear husband, be your g a ruined, lost man. No, she would bear all!

own noble self, forsake this atmosphere of fiat- Q Time would remedy the evil; she would be a

tery, this influence of loose morality, for veil it s faithful, loving wife still, perhaps kindness would

under what beautiful names you will it is only ikeep aloof more wrong.

that. See, we are home now, let us go to those Guy visited Mrs. Warner almost daily, and his

places no more!” tdevotion had reached a pitch which was tire

Guy entered the house and flung himself into 3 some, for the poetess not only dreaded the

an arm-chair. S opinion of the world, but she was in truth cold~

“I knew this would come,” he said; “you i hearted as a stone, owing her good reputation

wish to deprive me of my friends, to crush every 5 more to her intense selfishness than to her code

spark of enthusiasm in my nature, to make my E of morality. She liked a flirtation, but Guy had

art a thing of dollars and cents !" _ i begun to persuade himself that it was his destiny

“Guy, it is not your heart that speaks now! to adore her, and he left her little time to bestow

1 only ask you to forsake a circle whose influence § upon any one else.

over both of us is injurious. Bring it home; 2 He was in the habit of entering her boudoir

how would you feel to hear me praising immoral ‘ unannounced; and one day, through the stupidity

books, attending reform lectures, going mad over i of a new servant, he was admitted into the house

every new ism?” when the poetess least desired to see him.

“None of my friends do any of those things; i The boudoir was back of the parlors, separated

we haven’t a single strong-minded woman among i only by an arch, and a large mirror between the

our acquaintances." § windows of the apartment showed any person in

“Beaver! knows you are right there, Guy—I Z the drawing-room all that was passing in the

wish we had i" i apartment beyond.

“You are sneer-ing again! In this world, thei Guy saw that which made him pause as if

few who really have souls must expect to he i suddenly turned to stone. The poetess was re

misunderstood." Lclining in an easy-chair, and at her feet in his
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place—in the very attitude she always forced 3 much money do you require to put you at

him to assume—was kneeling a tall man, while ease?"

the lady’s white fingers played negligently with g “If I had five thousand dollars I should lose

his hair. nothing at all: but as it is I fear we are almost

It was a person of whom Mrs. Warner had ruined.”

often expressed the most unbounded contempt, Lydia rose, went to her writing-desk, took out

but he had influence in the literary world, and a little book and placed it in her husband's

“the new Corinne” was about publishing an- hands.

other book, so that his favor was desirable. “A banker’s account—what on earth! Why,

Guy stood for a moment overcome with rage; E Lydia, you must be mad or I am. How came

his first impulse was to rush upon the intrudergyou to have five thousand dollars deposited at

and annihilate him on the spot, but his good 5 Sherwood} & Field‘s?"

sense interposed. He turned and walked quietlyi Lydia knelt down by his side, and took his

out of the house with a dizzy whirling in his 5 hands in hers with a happy smile.

brain, and fully awakened to the pleasant assur- Q “Shall I tell you, Guy! What. will you say on

anco that he had been a most consummate dunce. E finding that I am spiritual, transcendental "

He made no explanation to Lydia at the time, S “No, no!"

he was too thorough a man to admit his owns “At least I am an author! Guy, when you

stupidity, but he put his arms about her neck g felt that you needed the love of a woman who

and kissed her till her whole heart thrilled with could write a novel like ‘Sybil,’ your heart did

happiness. ’ E not go astray—I wrote that book.”

“I have been dreaming a little,” he said, “leti Guy raised himself upon his cushions, and sat

us forget all about it and go back to our old § gazing at her in speechless astonishment.

life." “Are you shocked “I” Lydia asked, laughing.

But there was discipline and suffering, of “Are you serious?—is it really true ?"

which he had not dreamed, in store for the: “It really is, and I have written a book before

young artist. He was seized only the day after i too. Here is proof—this letter from my pub

with typhus fever, and for weeks death was very l lisher.”

near him. Only Lydia’s constant watchfulness 3' Guy read and re-read the lines, as if he could

preserved his life; and when at last he lay upon 3 not believe his own eyes, then he sank back in

his couch convalescent, but very weak still, she E his chair,

was ever present with her sweet smile and intui- “What an idiot I am," he exclaimed; “what

tive perception of his slightest need. §a blind fool you must have thought me! And

While Guy was still confined to his room, he g you have borne with. my follies, my injustice,

received tidings which informed him of the loss 3 you have never reproached me for my unkind

of several thousand dollars, which, with his 3 ness. Oh, Lydia, can you forgive me?"

moderate income, was of great importance. Hei “There is nothing to forgive, my dear hus

had many debts, for he was inclined to extrava- i hand," she said, pressing her lips upon his fore

gance, he had worked but little during the win- i head. “These first months of our married life

ter, and bills were pouring in upon him from t have disciplined us to bear future trials, should

every quarter. we encounter them. I knew, darling, that your

“I have ruined us by my cursed folly," he i heart was all right; I had grown old a little

said, in the bitterness of self-reproach. “O'n, ifaster than you, that was all.”

Lydia, if I had only listened to your advice! I “In truth, you are a great woman—a genius—

must see you suffer from poverty, and know that while I am only a poor, daubing painter, who

it is my own fault that we are thus situated." has hardly learned the first principles of his

“Never mind, Guy," she said, cheerfully, “we S art.”

can bear it together, and I think,” she added,§ “Hush—Raphael!” exclaimed Lydia: and

playfully, “you are cured of your idea that a Guy laughed in spite of himself, although be

women shouldn’t be useful." i made no explanation even then.

“Oh, Lydia, forgive my past nonsense, andl “But you shall see," he continued, “what I

if I ever run after an ism again send me to a 5 can do! Now I have an object in view—I want

lunatic asylum at once. But these doubts— i‘ to make myself worthy of my wife.”

MWNJ‘IINIMIII

 

v'IJIII/I

~11,

‘\

what to do I cannot tell! Money I must raise g “Worthy of the gifts God has given you," re

at any sacrifice, not a picture is finished, and 2 turned Lydia, seriously. "Oh, Guy, remember

here I am confined to this room." ihow much there is for us to do, and waste no

a S

“It Will all end well, Guy, never fear! How > more time over fancied grievances; a little hard
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work will be good for both body and soul, and

you will find yourself a much less ill-treated was a matter of doubt.

man than you thought.” Then it was that Guy made his full confession,

“I believe I am cured of my follies—a few of and gave Lydia an account of his last visit to

them, at least, and 'you shall complete the good E the poetess. Lydia was seated in her easy-chair

work.” in becoming invalid costume, and upon her lap

“Ah, Raphael!” she repeated, with an affec- slept the tiniest and prettiest baby that ever

tation of Mrs. Warner’s manner, which was irre~ gladdened a young father‘s heart.

sistible. When Guy finished, the wife looked up with

But Lydia was far too wise to allow that afi‘ectcd commiseration, saying only,

name to become a ubjeet of irritation, and she “Oh, Raphael!”

never again alluded to the past unless her hus~ The tone and glance were enough; they both

band invited the conversation. ~. laughed until the babe awoke, and lay staring at

Fortunately Mrs. Warner soon after left the them with her serious, blue eyes, as if she could

city, and the husband and wife saw nothing not understand the matter at all, and was some

more of their transcendental acquaintances; lwhat inclined to think their conduct rather

although they learned about a. year after that undignified, considering their position and her

the poetess had married again, whether from‘presence. '

an appreciation of the man or his money-bags
WJ/VI/J
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BY MARGARET LEE BUTENBUB.

 

It tells me. in beautiful story, By the cross of the crucified Saviour,

Of the streams by that unbounded shore, And the thorns that they placed on his head.

Where the saints in their white robes of glory, It tells of the tear-moving prayer

Are haunted by sorrow no more. He breathed in his agonized love,

It tells of that land where no shadow That, if might be, the cup could pass from him,

Of sin ever darkens the way, And “forgive” to the Father above!

That \vindeth for spirits in rapture, It tells how he wont unto Ileawn.

No night—but a limitless day. 0 From the tomb-way with death that was pared,

It tells that the pilgrim is weary And hm those who are holy in spirit

No more in that Heavenly scene, Will with Him in Eden be saved.

Where the Shepherd will lead him by waters Then who would not yearn for the waters

Ettgirdled with pastures of green. Of life on that beautiful shore,

It tells of a friendship unbroken, Enwrenthed with a verdure unfading,

0f love, that can never grow dim: And blossoms that bloom evermoret

That God will wipe tears from the faces 0 For the wings of the seraph to wander

Of all that He calls unto Him. With its countless and angelic band,

It tells that no sickness can enter, As they sing with a crown on each forehead.

No woes that on earth are e’er known, And harp of bright gold in the hand.

Can disturb the repose of the dwellers Ohl teach us, thou “Holy of Ilolies,"

That stand in delight by his throne. To find, by the “Book” thou hast given,

It tells of the undefiled martyr, That pathway, though narrow and lowly,

And that taunts and rerilinge were shed Which leadeth to Thee and to Heaven.
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MINNIE SCOTT.

BY FRANCES HENRIETTA SHEFFIELD.

 

A step too far In love’s sweet. war.

And for her mshnees win just censure.

Nov, Minnie Scott, I tell you what,

I’m not the slave of your eapricee,

To come and go, to wait and do Now, Minnie dear, will you please hear

As your capricious highness pleases. With patient ear the terms 1 tender,

And Minnie Scott, you’ve quite forgot Since you won't yield, nor quit the field,

’Tis woman’s lot too oft to venture - Lay down your arms and I‘ll surrender.
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C II AP TE R \III. Sskull was crushed in, only in one spot, but it

“YOUR grandfather and I brought out the E was enough to send him into eternity, and, God

horses and drove like lightning to the spot. We 5' have mercy upon him, he was gone to his last

turned down a cross-road and rode along the E account.

foot of the precipice, knowing well enough thati “We lifted the dead body from your father’s

it was of no use looking for them at the top, for, 5 arms and carried it down the hill. While father

a long way off, we could see one wheel of the E and I were weaving some hemlock boughs to—

carriage where it was wedged in between two i gether for a kind of bier to carry him on, your

rocks, and that most awful of all sounds, theifnther came slowly down, looking pale as ever,

groans of a horse, reached us, long before we i: and with one arm hanging loose and limp by his

came in sight of the poor critter, where it lay 3 side. It was easy enough to see that it was

among the loose stones at the foot of the ledge, S broke, though he said nothing, only pressing his

with a part of the broken carriage a lying across 3 lips that grew white with pain, and giving out a

his back. He began to whinny as pitiful as a i sharp breath now and then. We helped him on

hurt baby when we came in sight, and, anxious to father's horse, and, laying the dead body

as we were about the human souls, I hadn’t the E carefully on the rough bier, turned toward

heart to go by without cutting him loose from a home.

his mate, which had broken his neck, and was 't “We hadn’t butjust got to the cross-road when

dead as a door nail. ' sister Sarah came up, without a sign of a bon

“A little higher up the hill, where the earth fi net on, and her hair all afloat. There wasn‘t a

s‘lopcd down from the foot of the rocks, we saw ; bit of color in her face, and I hardly knew her

your father sitting on a piece of rock, and hold- i at first, for her eyes seemed as large again as

ing his cousin’s head in his lap. We hollered 2 natural, and, though blue enough when she was

out to know if all was right; but he didn'tacheerful, they shone out deep and black as :1.

answer: there wasn’t breath enough in his body i thunder cloud now.

to force out a word, but. his look was awful. I 3 “She gave one sharp look, first at the man on

never set my eyes on so white a face in all my 3 horseback; then at the poor fellow my father and

life. S I carried on our shoulders. Then she flung up

“We held on by the brushwood, and climbed i her arms, and sent out a cry so sharp and full of

up to where he sat with the dead man across his i pain, that we stood stock still frightened to the

knees. I don't know which was the palest, his 5 hem-t by it.

or the cold face turned upward, as he searched 2 “She seemed to be afraid of coming near us,

for 11 breath 0f “53- ibut went close up to the horse on which your

“I had never Been your fillhel‘ before. but father rode, and, laying her hand on the mane,

should have known him by the look of his 3 asked something in a hoarse whisper.

cousin; for, one in his cold death, and the other 5 “He answered her in a low voice, for he was

so still and panic-struck, looked so much alike S mo faint, for loud words; but, I knew that he was

that I could hardly tell which was killed or which 3 telling her the man we carried was dead.

saved. At first. I thought it really was our young 5 “She let her hand fall from the neck of his

Bentley that asked us, in a faint voice, to try if ghorse, and stood still, as if his words had frozen

we could do nothing toward bringing the form 3 her. I was loaded down with the dead, and could

across his knee to life. But a glimpse of the not go to comfort her: so, when we moved on, she

dead face put me right: so I and the old man g followed after, with great, heavy tears rolling

knelt down and tried our best to bring the poor 3 down her face, and raising a sob now and then

fellow to, but it was of no use: his temple had i that it would have broken your heart to hear.

struck against a sharp point of rock, and thei “As we went on, moving slowly up the road,
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I saw sister IIetty coming toward us: she looked > the gals went about like ghosts, scarcely speak

like one carrying a heavy load that she couldn’t R ing a word, and looking at each other woefully

keep from staggering under. She saw us wind- 3 whenever they met.

ing round a turn of the road, and her limbsi “After awhile we found out that Mr. Bentley,

seemed to wilt under her, for she sunk down to 5 your father, was heir to his cousin, and in some

the grass and covered her face with both hands, 3 sort owner of the farm. He was a splendid

as if the sight of us had struck her blind. Sarah 5 young fellow, too: with that face and voice of

ran forward, sending back a cry that almost made i his he might have made any girl fall in love

us tremble. § with him except our Hetty. I really don’t think

“She came up to Betty and sunk down by her g she ever cared for anybody in the world, she

side, winding both arms around her neck, and 2 always was a quiet, old maidish thing.

sobbed dreadfully: we could hear her rods ofl‘, ;] “After the funeral she grew more shy and

it really seemed as if her heart was breaking. E still than ever.

Hetty did not look up, or move; but when sheg “But Sarah spent half her time in the sick

heard our tramp on the road she sort of stretched E man's room, and though she seemed troubled,

out her limbs with a quivering motion, and fell g yet I could see with half an eye that she was

sideways on the grass, bringing Sarah, whoEgetting over the shock of her lover’s death. I

clung around her, to the ground, and turningisaid lover, for after what I had seen nothing

her sobs into screams. iwould have convinced me that our Sarah had

“We stopped a minute, sat the bier down, and not been heart and soul engaged to the young

tried to comfort the gals; but they clung together, E man who was gone; but if she could forget him

and I thought Sarah tried to bury Hetty’s face i and fancy the other, what business had any of

in her lap till we took up the bier again. I feltE us to interfere? For my part, I was glad to see

very sorry for poor Sarah, for after that sleigh- S her color coming back, and her eyes growing

ride, the letter and all the rest, it was easy 5 bright again.

guessing why her sobs were so quick and deep. 5 “I don’t know what passed between the young

As for Hetty, she always was a timersome, soft- Q people during the six weeks that he lay sick at

hearted creature, and the sight of a dead man i our house. But though she seemed wildly cheer

was enough to make her faint away any time. i ful at times, the trouble never entirely left her

"We went home and the gals followed, creep- ‘ eyes; and more than once I caught hqr crying

ing heavily along after us with the stillness of E away by herself, which was natural enough

two ghosts. We laid young Bentley out in the 3 under the circumstances, you know.

spare room yonder; and, after helping the “As Mr. Bentley grew better, and was able to

wounded young man up stairs, I got him to bed, t carry his arm in a sling, Sarah’s trouble seemed

while your grandfather went after a doctor. ito increase, and she staid with Betty in their

“The poor young fellow was in dreadful pain, own room a great deal more than I ever remem

but he choked back his groans and bore up like / bered to have seen her before. It seemed as if

a hero. I was obliged to call Sarah to help to r she wanted to keep out of our visitors way some

take care of him; but IIetty staid below with the S how.

corpse, half scared to death I could see, for when i "He did not seem to like this, and one morn

1 went down stairs, once or twice in the night, i ing. when I rode over to the homestead, and

she was sitting by the bed, as white as the wind- i found him sitting lonesomely in the front stoop,

ing-sheet, and as still as the form it covered. i he asked me in a quiet way if I could tell him

Her eyes fairly frightened me when she looked Q what particular business his cousin had come to

toward the door, they darkened like a thunder- i the country about, and why he himself had been

cloud before it bursts. I tried to make her go g 50 urgently invited to share the journey.

up stairs, but she only shook her head, and so I i “I told him truly enough that I did not know:

left her all night alone with the dead man, and when he said with a strange smile,

a terrible night it was to us all 5 “ ‘I almost supposed it might be a wedding

“We buried young Bentley in the grave-yardE that brought him here, from some words that be

down yonder. It was a sorrowful business to us i used in pressing the invitation; but as no one

all, for we were uncertain who the heir mightsof your family has said anything about it, the

be, and, for anything we knew, he might notsobject of his coming puzzles me exceedingly.

prove exactly the person we should want to have 5 Tell me, was our visit expected?’

power over the farm' So, with the sick man up s "I was troubled how to answer this question,

stairs, and a funeral winding from the house, i and felt the blood grow warm in my face. I re

"erything seemed gloomy enough, especially as 5 membered how anxious and restless my sister
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Sarah had been; those private letters, and thez "A single movement. brought her face to face

wild anguish with which she met as near the E with me. Uttering a faint scream, she drew back

precipice, as we were bringing young Bentley 3 and sat down on the trunk shaking all over, and

away, things which our guest had doubtless E the teeth fairly chattertng between her lips.

been in too much pain to observe; but in reality g “She saw me looking at the letters, and

I knew nothing, and what business had I to ex clutched them tightly between both hands.

pose my sister’s secret, if she had one? 5 “ ‘They are mine—my own letters,’ she said,

“ ‘No,’ I said, angry with the redness of my 3 so frightened that her words come out in gasps.

face, ‘I do not think our folks knew anything E ‘I have not touched a thing that was not my

about your coming; and as for a wedding, there i own.’

has not been a sign of one, except my own, in § “‘Sarah, let me read those letters, I ought to

 

the neighborhood this year.’ lknow what they are about,’ I said, resolutely,

"Mr. Bentley eyed me keenly, as I said this, E reaching out my hand,

but did not seem quite satisfied. § "She crushed the letters together and held

“ ‘It is strange,’ he said, at last, 'but I am i them behind her.

quite certain that my cousin told me his visit,i “‘Never! How dare you? What right, I say?

might end in a wedding: and he hinted that my No, the letters are mine—mine—mino, I tell.

services might be necessary to reconcile sometyou.’

difficulties that might arise with the family.’ ; “She shook from head to foot. Her eyes grew

“ ‘But he mentioned no names?’ I inquired, g fierce and black. I know that ifI had strangled

anxious to learn more. i her, there and then, she would have clutched the

“ ‘No; he told me nothing more than I have i parcel with her last gasp.

already related. Itisasingular atfair altogether» “‘Sarah, I am your brother, and the very

perhaps my cousin's papers may give some clue.’ 2 best friend you have in the world,’ I said, for

“I thought of my sister’s letter, and felt myself l she was so frightened I pitied her from the bot

coloring again, for anything like secrecy made y tom of my heart. ‘Tell me what all this means.

me restless. Your father looked at me suspi- i What is there that you should be afraid to tell?’

ciously, so I turned away determined to speaks “ ‘Afraid,’ she said, ‘yes, I am afraid. Let

with Sarah, and if there rally was anything be- g me go then.’

tween her and the dead to say so frankly. E “ 'Are you ashamed as well as frightened 1’

“Sarah was up stairs in her room, I was told. g said I, almost sternly, for her terror seemed too

I went up the back way which leads to the upper 3 great for that of an innocent person.

chambers. Sarah's room was open, but she wasi “ ‘Ashamed!’ she repeated my question over

not there; so hearing a noise in the garret above, \ with her old scornful pride, ‘ashamed! brother;

I mounted another flight of stairs which landed g how dare you ?’

me in the open garret, where the trunk bclong- E “Her eyes fairly blazed, her cheeks were like

ing to the dead man had been stored away. E ashes. Then, all at once, her face changed, and

“It was a common traveling trunk, strong, § drooping downward as if my question that mo

and of ordinary size, but the lock had been 3 meat had reached her in full force, she said in

wrenched in the overthrow, and its hasp was Q the most heart-broken voice I ever heard,

twisted from its fastening, so that no key wasl " ‘Yes, brother, I am ashamed. God help us

necessary to open it. I all! and afraid too.’

“I saw this at a glance, and also saw my; “‘Sarah, tell me all.’

sister Sarah kneeling before the trunk, holdings " 'Brothcr, I charge you. let me pass; do not

up the lid with one hand, while she searched E make me more unhappy than I am," she cried,

among the papers it contained with the other. gpassionately. ‘Questions can do no good, for I

She was trembling from head to foot, and her i will not answer them.’

face was pale as death. § I seized her by both hands. She looked me

“I stopped on the upper stair astonished by E steadily in the eyes brave as a she lion. I knew

what I saw. Sarah was so eager and agitated E that it would be easier to rob a wild beast of its

that she did not hear me, but continued her 5 cubs than that girl of her secret. She stood

search. I heard letters rustle against each other i still without a word. What right had I to treat

under her hand for a minute longer; then with her in that rough way? She was my sister, and

a faint cry, she snatched at something and I was treating her like a thief: yet the letters

started up from the floor, dropping the trunk s were her own, I knew it by the address, part of

lid, and holding two or three letters tied by a i which lay before my eyes. Idropped her hands.

ribbon in her shaking hand. i “‘Sarah,’ I said, 'Mr. Bentley, the young
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man below, has some suspicion of this, and he easy matter; the lock is torn open, and he will

has questioned me.’ 3 find but few papers.’

“ ‘And what did you tell him? What did you “ ‘But those in your hand, Sarah !’

knowi’ E “She took my hand in hers, and with one of

“ 'Nothing, sister—nothing.’ § the winning gestures which no one could resist,

“ ‘But he-he said something. You began to Q lifted it to her lips, hard and brown as it was.

suspect me, and came prying up here. Brother! 3 “ lDon’t, please don’t ask me any more ques

broiher!’ § tions!’ she said; “it can do no earthly good,

“There was scorn and grief in her words that 3 when a thing is over. Why give me so much

would have made me sink into the earth if I had 2 pain? Can’t you see how I sutfer?’

really done the thing she charged me with. As i “I took her close to my bosom, and kissed her

it was, my temper rose. ,3 cheek, ready to cry: for she could make a child

" ‘No, Sarah,’ I said, ashamed that my voice 5 of me any time. She kissed me back two or

would shake so. ‘No, Sarah, Mr. Bentley, our 5 three times, then, leaning her head on my shoul

visitor, said nothing that you have a right to be E der, began to sob.

angry about.’ E “ ‘Did you love him so much, darling?’ I

“ ‘But he said something. Tell me what it g whispered, folding her close again.

was.’ 3 “‘Don’t ask; but this other man, do not let

“ ‘He only asked what wedding it was that g him question you more: and, above all, keep my

his poor cousin came to attend, Sarah.” i secret about the letters.’

~‘ ‘Whut wedding!’ she cried, catching hold of i “I started, and put her away from my bosom.

my arm, and almost shaking me. ‘What wcd- g Thisepersistence in keeping a secret which was

ding! Did he say that? Did he in solemn E really no' discredit offended me.

truth mention a wedding?’ i “ ‘Sarah,’ I said, 'this is worse than I would

“ ‘Yee, Sarah,’ I answered, looking hard at i have believed of you. Why are you ashamed of

her, ‘and I thought, from his way of wording it, this engagement?’

that he had an idea that the cousin himself wasi “‘Think no ill of me, I charge you,’ she

coming to be married to some one in these z said, starting back with a haughty throw of the

parts.‘ 2 head, “I have done right—will do right, but

“I stopped short, for the sight of her face i must be left alone!’ ‘

fairly made me hold my breath. Her cheeks, ‘ “ ‘Very well,’ I said, hurt by her want of con

which had been pale as death before, kindled i fidence, ‘you throw away my advice, and do not.

up; her lips parted with an eager expression, as want my help. Good morning, Sarah; you have

if some iron spring had unlocked in them; and given me the heart-ache, that’s alll’

her eyes—Sarah had handsome eyes when she , “ ‘No, no!’ she said, drawing close to me

was pleased or angry—shone like stars. again. ‘I want your help just now. Only give

“ 'And you believed this? You thonght, per- it frankly, and without these terrible questions.

haps, that it was—was—’ t I am not well. You can see that watching and

" She stopped short, and the anxious paleness i crying has made me nervous and half sick. I was

begun to creep over her again. i about to ask you about some way of strengthen

“I understood her, and answered as if she had , ing myself up a little. Hetty, too, is worn out.

spoken out. i In short, we want to get away from home: you

“ ‘Yes, I did think that, Sarah. Those letters, \ know father promised us music lessons in the

your strange ways, all came back to my mind; g city. I am sure the sea air will be good for us

and why not? He was a smart young fellow, s both. What do you think of it, Dan?’

handsome and rich: the neighbors might havefl “She spoke rapidly and half out of breath,

said it was a good match for you; but I think i darting quick glances at me from under her eye

you were the mate for his batters any day—for 5 lashes, as if afraid that I would oppose her. In

the king on his throne, if such things could grow fact, I did feel like it at first: and was about to

in a free country like ours, Sarah—so, if it was 5 say so, but she caught the words from my lips,

the truth, out with it. The fellow down stairs S and broke out in a wild, pleading way that

seems mighty anxious to know all about his 5 changed my feelings at once.

cousin’s afi‘airs. He spoke about searching the 5 “ ‘Don’t, oh! don’t say that, Dan! Iam sick—

papers in that trnnk.’ ; sufi'ering. If you won‘t send me away [shall go

“Sarah clutched the letters in her hand, and i into a decline and die on your hands. Can’t you

llughed. § see how I pine—how thin I grow?’

'. ‘Well, let him search,’ she said. ‘It is an “She pulled up her sleeve and showed me her
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arm, which was slender enough to frighten one 3 then, to get and return. It was fall before they

with the idea that she was really going into a 5 came home. The sea air might have done them

consumption. So I asked where she wished to good, but they both looked thin and pale, as if

go, and how long she wanted to be away. 2' overworked: and I rcproached myself for letting

“She thought that the best music teachersg' them toil for their own board so long, though,

OOllld be f0tllltl in New York, and they could g as I have told you, the old folks were in debt,

either put up with our aunt, or find some nice, Sand could not help it.

quiet place for boarding in a private family, if 5 “Well, my sisters went to work again in the

their stay proved too long for a visit. She had 3 homestead, and the old place began to brighten

thought the matter over very thoroughly, I could 5 up, for Sarah grew more easy and cheerful, say

see that, and seemed to have set her heart on it 3 ing that hard work was just what she wanted;

So I promised to persuade the old people into g while Hetty took up her oll'ways, only it seemed

letting her go, and promised that my wife, so far 2 to us that she was more still and sad than ever,

as possible, should come over and supply the Q spending a great deal of time in her own room,

gals‘ place while they were gone. 3 where I sometimes saw a candle burning after

“Sarah was full of gratitude. She kissed me i eleven o’clock at night.

again and again, and called me her kind, reason-S “Not long after they got back, I found out

able brother, and we parted excellent friends,§two secrets: one was, that Mr. Bentley had

but, so far as any information was concerned, K often visited the gals while with their aunt;

just where we had met. But so it always was g and the other, that they brought needlework

with your mother. She always ended in having ‘ from New York, which they sat up nights to

her own way, and in making everybody think it i finish.

was best too. \ “Sarah was obliged to make me her confident

“After this conversation, Sarah grew shy of t in this, for every month she wanted me to take

young Mr. Bentley, and left him so much alone ~ her down to the river on her way to York, where

that he seemed to grow homesick, and began to i she would be gone a day or two on a visit to her

talk about returning to the city. But the doctor, g aunt. When I wanted to know why she too]:

who did not get a patient of that stamp every i this extra work, and what she did with the

day, would not hear of it, and so he stayed, day 3 money, she reminded me of her music lessons

after day, till the girls were ready for their trip i that were to be paid for, and of a hundred pretty

to the sea-shore. I saw them when they set? out, 5 things which she and Betty were always want

in fact I drove thorn down to the river in my g ing: but, to my knowledge, never got. I think

own team, and, of course, sat waiting while they 3 Sarah saw Mr. Bentley in some of these visits to

took leave of Mr. Bentley in the front stoop. He 3 the city, for she came back more and more

was a good bit flurried and nervous; but Sarah g cheerful each month, but kept on working day

took her leave with a quiet, proud air, that a and night all the same.

seemed to chill him, for he went into the houses “On her third trip down the river, she came

and did not wait to see us drive off- But the 01d 5 back full of excitement, and told me, as a great.

people stood there so long as we were in sight, E secret, which I was to reveal to no one, that she

following us with old-fashioned blessings: such had given up needlework now, and found a better

blessings, Gillian, as no one has time to give in g way of earning money. When I questioned her,

these fast days. Eshe told me with blushes and half crying, for

“It was six months before I Saw the gels 5 when a pleasant thing came to Sarah her eyes

again. They stayed some time with aunt Mary, §always would fill, though she bore trouble like

and, after that, Sarah wrote us word that they 3 a, hero;__well, she told me 1.1m somehow shg

had gone to the shore on Long Island, where 3 had got acquainted with the editor of a mnga~

board was cheap and sea-bathing capital. Sarah g zine, who had seen some scraps of her writing

complained a great deal of her feeble health, but 3 in an old place book, and engaged her to contri

thought the coast air did her a world of good. \ hate for him now and then.

She said very little about Hetty, only that shes “All this was, of course, a profound secret

could not get along without her for a day. Her s between us, for Sarah would as soon have con

letters were short, but punctual. She seemed S fessed her first love as the talent that appeared

anxious to keep the old people satisfied with her i in every word she wrote or spoke. She was

long stay from home: and seldom wrote for 2 very frank and happy during our drive home,

money, as she and Hetty supplied themselves, ifor I met her at the boat as usual; and at last

she said, by doing fine needlework for a store in i told me that she had seen Mr. Bentley in New

Broadway, which she went to the city, now and l York, and that he was coming up to the home

i
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stead in a week or two if—it‘ I thought father< “It was pleasant to hear her talk so gently

would have no objection. 3 of her love, and to see the color come and go in

“ ‘Objections! What objection could my father 5 her face with every look I gave it. I do believe

have to Mr. Bentley, whose conduct toward him 3 that day she was the happiest creature on earth.

and his had been more than kind? Surely he g She exclaimed at the beauty of everything, the

might expect to be made welcome in a house a old apple trees with their scraggy branches, the

that was almost. his own.’ " patches of mess on the wayside and the sunset.

“‘Yes,’ said Sarah, turning her face toward 'It certainly was,’ she said, ‘the most heavenly

the sunset, though I could see a smile quivering a sunset that ever she saw in her life.’ To me it

on her lip, ‘but—but Mr. Bentley wants to take 3 was a bank of yellow and red clouds piled up

me away with him; he thinks now that he loves i and heaped against each other, with streaks of

me well enough for that!’ gpurple and flame-color breaking through; but

“I was rejoiced, and gave my —liorses a 3 she saw a thousand other bright things, as

triumphant crack of the whip, that sent them i people who write poetry and love dreams are

off on a run. I knew well enough that Sarah i sure to do.

was no fit wife for any of the young follows in § “I told the old folks of the news, and Sarah

our neighborhood. Iier high spirits, her wit, gtold Hetty, who chirped up like a bird for two

and the bright thoughts that made every one E or three days, and hovered around her sister in

admire her, were not gifts to be buried on a g a quiet flutter of happiness, like a robin when

farm, nor drudged into tameness by hard work. i its mate is on the nest.

I had knowledge of the world and sense enough 5 “The old gentleman took everything that

to know that, if I had been brought up in the i came in his way as a matter of course. Nothing

country; (It wguldfhave fbeeinl ll‘ike fifoQcIiIng ka g could Tlrouse :is pride, for he held things that

canary ir to ive or its 00 i e a s aw . \ turn t e hea s of most people at their due

But this was another affair. Your father was § worth.

the man of all I had ever seen for the husbandE “‘Bentley is an honest man,’ he said, ‘and

of a gal like our Sarah, with a college educa- E Sarah is a good, bright gal, they’ll make a

tion, an honest, strong mind, as handsome a E couple that we needn't be ashamed of, Dan, you

figure as you see in a day’s walk, and anystuay be sure of that.’

amount of property—where could another man E “I was satisfied. When my father pronounced

be found like him? Yet I felt that Sarah was 5 any one an honest man, praise had no higher

his match every inch of it: her virtues were term for him. His pride of integrity was won

homc virtues, and her studies home studies, but. derful, he acknowledged no superiority but that

genuine for all that; even he could talk on but 2' of goodness and industry, but there he was un

few subjects that Sarah did not know something g yielding: a want of integrity the old man never

about: and as for manners, if ever there was a 3 could forgive. I think that an absolutely wrong

born lady it was my sister Sarah, if I do say it. E act in one of his family would have broken his

“Sarah was delighted to see how I took her g heart. He was the proudest man I ever saw,

news, and told me in her old, frank way how gand the meekest too.

she had loved Mr. Bentley long before she wasg “His children all knew this. find respected

quite certain that he cared for her—how he had g him accordingly. My sisters above all had great

almost proposed while she was with her aunt, sreverence for this trait of character, and dreaded

but had been checked ofi‘ when they went to the ;_ his disapprobation above all things. Observe

Long Island shore, without telling him a word 3 me, father was not a cross nor severe men, only

about it, and seemed to have given her up with- i a downright honest one, whose good character

out a struggle; but in her late visit she had met g was the life of his life.

him by accident in the street, they had walked \ “Of course a man like this could rejoice in

a long way together, she could not tell how or a his daughter’s prosperity in marrying a man

where, for it seemed like heaven to her, for he llike your father, for he knew the full value of

was telling her of his love—his disappointment property, and was glad to get it in the family;

at her sudden departure, which he looked upon ‘ but it was the intelligence and sterling goodness

as a rebuff, and of the bright hopes that he g of Mr. Bentley that touched the old man nearest.

could scarcely believe real, though she had lis Had these been wanting, property and position

tened to him with so much patience. ‘It was s would have gone for nothing with a man of your

all like a dream, a sweet, bright dream,’ she grandfather’s stamp.

said, ‘but real, beautifully real, though she g “Well, the time came. Bentley asked the old

never could believe it, never.’ tman’s consent in person, and with a few kind,
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hearty words was taken into the family. Sarah laround her head. She was handsome—yes, Gil

was very happy then; for days and days she Q lian, I think she was almost as handsome as you

was beautiful, so beautiful that I would stop to l are now on the day of her wedding. It's one of

look at her. With a creature so smart and fulllthe pleasantest things in life to see a bright,

of feeling, happiness was beauty, and it shone 3 wholesome girl like her, brimming over with

through her face like light through a lamp. In g life, and with a will that no force could control,

truth, I have seen a great many prettier women Q tamed down by love, with those soft shadows

than our Sarah, but never one whose look would i under eyes, and the eyes themselves full of mist.

bring the heart into your mouth with such a l I never loved my sister half so much as Idid

throb of warm feeling. So she was happy as \ on that day. When she turned away from the

the day is long till after the wedding day was § minister, and looked up to him with those eyes

set: then I saw that she began to pine a little; lso mournt‘ul and tender the bridegroom kissed

once I found her in Hetty’s room, and they were ~ her forehead. I did not not wonder at it, for it.

both crying. But this was natural enough, you i seemed as if she had just risen from a sacrament

know: the twogals had never been separated in 5 table, with the holy wine on her lips, which it

their lives, and it was hard to give each other E would be wicked to touch, I think Iletty felt

up. 3 like this, for when the bride went up to her and

“Well, they were married at last in the spring 5 reached out her arms with a smile, I shall never

time, when the apple trees were all in bloom, Eforgct how the poor gal clung around her with

and the young leaves coming out in the woods, iboth arms, and kissed her neck. her dress, and

There was no wedding to speak of, for Sarah, l her hands with a deep burst of crying; but when

who was always so full of life and loved com Sarah would have kissed her sister‘s lips she

pany more than anything. insisted on being mar shrunk away trembling all over, and sobbing out

ried almost alone, with no one but the family by. g blessings on her dear, dear sister, to which the

This surprised us all and made a good deal of 3 old man answered amen, as if he had been in

hard talk in the neighborhood, for all her oldEmeeting.

mates insisted on it that Sarah was putting on “After this, Betty and the bride went up

airs, because her lever was a city gentleman and 3 stairs together, and staid a long time. When

rich There was no truth in this, for instead of Sarah came down in her traveling dress, really

this the dear gal appeared to grow more and to leave us forever, Hetty staid behind, and we

more humble as the day came on, and it seemed did not see her again that day.

as if the saddest part of her life was just before "As Mr. Bentley’s carriage was driving away,

she married a 'tnau that I am sure she loved Sarah looked back so longingly to the old house,

better than all the world beside. that I beckoned the driver to stop, and went up

i

\

/»///

“Hetty, too, did nothing but cry—not that to say good-bye once more.

this was done before folks, but you could see it " ‘Dun,’ says she, as I came up, ‘Dan, that's

in her heavy eyes and heavy step too. Poor gal, i a good brother, bring me a handful of lilacs and

she really seemed afraid of Mr. Bentley, and § some snow-balls, from the old bushes, under

would turn away from him sometimes with as Iietty’s window, they will be something to re

seared look that no one could account for, for s mind me of home.’

he was gentle and pleasant as a spring morningl “Mr. Bentley was ready to spring out and

to us all. gather them for her. But she said with one of

“Well, as I said before, they were married 3 her smiles that was worth a sermon any day,

one spring morning, with the sunshine all around i ‘NQ—no, let Dan bring them now: and you

them, and the breath of the apple blossoms com- 5 shall gather flowers for me all the rest of our

ing in at the window. There was no bridesmaid, 5 two lives.’

for IIett-y would not stand up in spite of all we i “I brought the lilacs and the snow—balls, and

could say: and except my little wife, she was the 5 she gathered them up so lovingly in her hands,

only young person therev i it made my heart swell, I can tell you. I

“That was one of Sarah’s beautiful mornings,§ “He drove away slowly at first, for Sarah

.I mean as regards herself. She had thrown at? Q kept looking back toward the house, and we all

all down-heartedness, and came down stairs in stood in the porch sending blessings after her—

her white muslin dress, that floated around her ,3 old-fashioned, honest blessings that followed her

like a cloud, looking more like the angels we see to the grave, I am certain. But as they came

in pictures than anything else. She had a little g near the hill, where the bridegroom had almost

cluster of crab-apple blossoms in her bosom, and 3 lost his life, and his poor cousin was brought

a wreath of elder flowers and cherry blossoms i away a corpse, the driver whipped up his horses,
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and they swept over the precipice like lightning, Q “Are you sure of this? Have you seen her

and in that spot we lost sight of them. \ grave with your own eyes, niece Gillian?" in

“After this we were very lonesome at theiquired the farmer, suddenly remembering Mr.

homestead. Sarah wrote long letters to us from E Bentley‘s strange exclamations as he left the

her grand house in the city; but we missed her i room that night, and inspired by a vague hope

dreadfully. Sometimes a little private letter to 4 that his sister_rnight be living.

Hetty came in the larger one, but we never knew “Yes, my Italian servant, one who had been

what was in it: some secret always rested be- t hired in the family when we first went to Italy,

tween the two. often took me to one of those heavenly flower

“Once, in the first year, Hettyv went down to i nooks in which the people of Naples lay their

York, but she staid at aunt Mary's, only going i dead to sleep, and told me that my mother was

new and then to see her sister. l buried beneath the roses there."

"When we asked the reason of this, Ilettyg “But was there a tombstone?"

said that Sarah had so much company, and lived “A cross of marble—nothing more; but that

in such a grand way, that she felt out of place Q was so like my father: you know he never could

there. Sarah was just the same kind-hearted, iendure to register his joy or grief before the

noble creature, but Hetty was more comfortable world. This is all I know of my mother’s

with aunt Mary. g death.”

“I have little more to tell you, Gillian, aboutg “It is strange,” said uncle Daniel, thought

your mother; for, with the exception ofone or two i fully, “but, to-night, your father said to me dis

visits to New York, when I put up at her house, i tinctly that my sister was not dead."

and found myself as welcome as a robin in the 5 Gillian started, and a look of wild joy came to

spring, we saw little of each other. The old E her face; but it faded in a moment, and she said

gentleman went to see her, and that was after With tender sadness,

you were born, and came home delighted. “Oh! that is like him too, dear, sensitive

"At last, when you were a little more than E papal I have often heard him say that a human

two years old, Sarah and her husband came to S soul never dies, and should only be spoken of as

the homestead again.” gsomething that sleeps, or has gone a pleasant

"Yes," said Gillian, who had listened to this 3 journey; so we must build no hope on an ex

long story with deep attention, "yes, I remem- i pression like that.”

her that, and I remember how she looked. It Daniel Hart sunk down in his chair and

seems like a picture, the old place and all. But heaved a deep sigh. Up to this time a vague

where did my parents go after that?" hope that his sister might be living had uncon

"They went to Europe not three months from $sciously floated through his mind, but Gillian‘s

that time. It was a sudden thing, I am sure, Sexplanntion destroyed it utterly.

for the mail that brought us this letter brougntg HStill," said the good man, “still I will ask

also a paper, in "Hell we found [but they had 3 him, in the morning, if his words had this mean

sailod. The old man felt a little hurt at this, I i ing, or not."

think, for he was getting so infirm and childish 5 Gillian shook her head. “I think if it had

that anything like neglect from those he loved E the meaning you wish he will speak of his own

wounded him. Not long after this he died, and i accord," she said; “if not, the idea that he has

mother followed him in three days, as old folks ginspired such a. hope will give him pain. Let

are apt. to do. So they never lived to be disap- E us wait, dear uncle."

pointed by not receiving but one letter fromi Uncle Daniel gave up his hope with another

sister Sarah, after she sailed for foreign parts; % profound sigh; and Gillian arose from her steel

or to grieve over the news of her death, when it at his feet, saddened, as if she too had parlaken

came to us, as it did to strangers, in an open g ofa hope-that was destroyed.

newspupcr-" ‘ Gillian stole softly up to her room, for, in it

“And this is all you know about my poor \ strange house, and with darkness all around she

mother?” said Gillian, painfully disappointed. ggrew timid, and was glad to cover herself up in

“It is a great deal, I know, but not all I ex- 5 bed. But she could not sleep. This conversation

p6cted. Papa so seldom speaks of her: and g about her mother—~the strangeness of everything

after that one evening, in this same old home- t around, kept her wakeful and restless.

stead, I remember nothing, for it seems they put g Her bed stood opposite a window which looked

me in a convent school directly after we reached i into the orchard where her mother had played

Italy, and when I came out my mother lay in Ewhen a child. The mellow autumn moon had

the Campo Saute at Naples.” irisen, and she could almost discern the applel

llrJ-In'wcxv
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as they fell in over-ripeness from the boughs,3 I-Ier little hand stole out of the bed-clothes

disturbing a stillness otherwise profound. tand touched that which lay helplessly on her

As she lay thus, dreamy and sad, a noise atspillow. There was something in that gentle

the door startled her. At/first she rose from 5 voice, and the clasp of those fingers, that soothed

the illow and looked keenl that we ' buttthe timid woman. Her hard fin ers closed over
sankpdown on the instant, asyalmost agy girlgGillian's, and though she tremIiled, it seemed

would have done, huddling the clothes abontiwith kindly feeling.

heahead. “Aunt Betty," repeated the young girl, “did

h . .e door. opened very softly, and a small \ not my mother come in this way to my bed one

figure, clad in white, stole across the floor, with 3 night, and you with her, when I was a little

her head bent forward, as if listening at each 3 child?" ‘

step. As the figure came opposite the window,$ “And you remember her? You remember

Gillian, who, fascinated even in her terror, had g that noble, noble mother, child; and that night

drawn the sheet from over her eyes, saw the 2 when we two prayed over you for the last time

features of aunt Hetty, who came toward her like E on earth ‘2” she answered, in a whisper full of

a shadow, evidently afraid of her own breath. i tender regrets.

Curiosity overcame all fear in Gillian, who lay “As I remember dreams—dreams of angels

still, with her eyes half closed, watching her ; hovering near me," said Gillian. “Your coming \

strange visitor. Aunt Hetty came close up to E to-night made it a reality."

the bed, sunk on her knees, and seemed to be; “And she is dead—gone from us without a

searching for a clear view of Gillian’s face, i word of farewell—4; word of—ah! my child, if

which was a little in shadow even if it had been i you could but remember any word, any little

uncovered. y thing by which I might know she thought of us

At last she put her hand softly down, drew E with the old kindness!"

away the connterpane, and a kiss fell on Gillian’s E “How I wish so, too, dear aunt; but it is im

forehead, so light and tremulous that it seemed g possible. They took me from her so early: and,

but a shadow passing over her. g in the convent, 1 had so much kindness, that it

hGillian closed her eyes, for there was some- i made me forget easily. I remember there was

t ing in this act that brought dew into them, ; one lady there, a boarder, who came to my cell.

and with great difliculty she suppressed an un- g every night, as you are here now, with a thou

gqiml breath Then, emboldened by her first 3 sand gentle words and sweet kindnesses: that.

effort, aunt Hetty bent down and pored over that g was when I was about SM‘en years old. She did

yonng face till a heavy tear fell upon it. 3 not stay at the convent altogether; but came and

UnlconsciouslylGigizan started, and shrinking 3 rent mlkl was taken away; sometimes staying fl

toget ier as if s ie a committed some crime,§_ ew wee s; sometimes three or four months."

aunt Hetty slid down to her knees, and burying “And this lady was kind to you? God bless

her face in the bed-clothes, waited. 3 her for that!” said aunt Hetty, quietly. “If it

But Gillian controlled herself, and directly E would benefit her, I would give an hour of my

sobs came at slow intervals from the bed; then S life for every consoling word she said to you."

the whispered words of a prayer; and after that é “Oh! yes,” said Gillian, reflectively, “it was

w'ild, uncontrolled bursts ’of anguish, in which E a sweet veice, motherly and soft—sweeter than

Gillian heard her mothers name repeated overtany I ever heard in the convent. I wonder

and over again. 2 what became of her?"

At last this sorrow seemed to wear itself out, g The young girl sighed as she spoke; while aunt

and exhausted its force in faint sobs, ending in 3 Ilctty tightened her clasp on the little hand.

profound silence. After a little, Gillian felt that i "I have heard of Sisters of Charity: they must

her aunt was sitting on the bed again, striving i be happy women, and good ones too, let them

to search out the lineaments of her face in the t belong to what church they will," said aunt

shadows. The restraint became painful, and at g Hetty. “Perhaps this lady was one of them:

last the young girl opened her eyes, meeting the g for they travel about, I am told. I am not sweet

mournful gaze of her aunt, upon which the moon 5 toned as you say she was; but, if you will not

shone brightly. ‘ think it strange for me to come into your room

Aunt IIetty did not move; but her eyes now and then, I should be very thankful. Your

wavered like those of a person suddenly de- % mother and I slept in each other’s arms till she

tected in a crime. 3 was more than your age. I have grown old and

“Aunt Hetty!" said Gillian, very softly, “aunt ; lonely since then—no one cares much for my

Hetty!” love; but, if you would not feel it a burden,
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there are some things that I might do in a Before Gillian could answer as her warm heart

quiet way. Don’t you think so?" g dictated, the arms that had so closely embraced

She looked down into Gillian’s face with wist- ‘4 her fell away, and her aunt glided from the

ful earnestness as she spoke; and the young girl, \‘ chamber, shadow-like, as she had entered.

lonely in her half orphanage, and searching for And this was Gillian's first night under the

reflection everywhere, rose up, and threw her § maternal roof. Perhaps the first deep feelings

arms around that drooping neck with a fervor k that she had ever experienced sprang into exist

thst brought fresh tears into aunt Hetty’s voice. i ence during those few hours. It seemed as if

“Don’t mind if I seem silent and stitf before i her father, too, was haunted with unrest; for,

folks," she said, folding the young girl close in i all night long, his step was heard by the master

her arms, “it is my way; but if I can save you i of the house, who slept beneath his room, walk

one pain by laying down my life, speak, and I’ll 2 ing to and fro.

do it!" t
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NIGHT—CAP: CHILD’S SAGQUE.

 

BY EMILY H. llAY.

 

{situated so that a mantua-maker is difficult to

ibe had. Nor is our purpose confined to in

S structing the fair readers of “Peterson” to make

\ only their more expensive and showy garments.

3 We are well aware that it is often more difiicult

§to get patterns for articles of under-clothing,

“Ethan for cloaks, party dresses, or fashionable

.Swraps. Accordingly we give, in this number,

Ethe pattern for a night-cap, accompanied with

Bthe usual diagram. With the aid of these, any

E lady can cut out and make up this indispensable

éarticle, trimming it afterward as in the pattern,

4 or difl‘erently if her taste prefers a ditferent style

20f trimming.

We also give, in this number, a diagram for a

child’s sacque. The diagram will be found on

the next page.

No. l. Faon'r.

No. 2. Bscx.

No. 3. Smwvs.

The material is cloth, or velvet, the first being

OUR object, in this department, is to teach E the best. The net—work over the surface is done

every lady how to make her own and her chil- 3 in braid. and so also is the leaf-pattern around

dren’s dresses, if she desires to do so, or is the edges.
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POLISH BOOT—LADIES’ SIZE.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER

 

 

  

WI have designed this expressly for the pa

trons of “Peterson.”

MArnn1A1.s.-1 oz. white single zephyr, 1 oz. \

colored single zcpbyr, pair of small bone needles.

With the colored wool cast on 34 stitches.

Knit 3 rows plain. 4th row—Join the white

I001, knit 3 stitches, purl, tnke otf the next 2, *

pass the wool, knit 8. purl, take off the next 2

*. Repeat to the end of the needle. 5th row-—

2 Knit plain, omitting to knit the two colored

i stitches, merely taking them otf upon the needle.

5 6th row purl—7th, join the colored wool, knit 3

5 rows plain; knitting the two colored stitches

l whenever they occur, very loosely. Knit in all

i 150 rows.

é Fos- rns Bonnnn.—Csst on 6 stitches. Knit

5 lst row plain: 2nd row put the needle into the

S lst stitch, then wrap the thread four times round

gthe first and second fingers of left hand and the

S right hand needle, knit these loops into the stitch.

i Repent to the end of the needle. 3rd row plain.

/.’,/¢/,

‘ Every alternate row knit the loops. Make ncord

land tassel of the colored wool, to lace the boot

int the side as you would a gaiter. The border

\’

E may be all colored, or in stripes of 8 rows cud:

l



DIRECTIONS HOW TO MAKE A JESSAMINE.*

 

BY M38. A. H. HOLLINOSWOBTH

 

  

Marianna—White or yellow, smooth, thick 5 *MA'rsnIALs FOB Manso Parse FLOWERS.—

paper, yellow pips, small green calyx, leaves, 3 Tissue paper of various colors, carmine paper

8m. E for Pinks, Dahlias, and red Roses, variegated for

Cut as many as desired of No. 1 and 2: gum i Japonicas, Pinks, &c., wire, wax, gum arabic,

up No. 2 in form of a tube, fasten the petal to it E stamens, pipes, green leaves, calyx, sprays, cups

with thick gum arabic: fasten a piece of thin E for roses and buds, all the small flowers being of

wire to a large, yellow pip, cover the stem with g sixty varieties, can be obtained ready stamped

light green tissue paper, run it through the tube 2 of Mrs. A. M. Hollingsworth’s Fancy Store, No.

for a stamen: finish with a small green calyx. i 32 North Ninth Street, Philadelphia. Orders by

To mount it, put three or four buds and as many E mail punclually attended to. A box, with mate

flowers, and make branches with the leaves, like i rials for a large bouquet or basket, sent, by mail,

No. 3. i on receipt of one dollar, post-paid.
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PURSE IN CROCHET.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER

 

Punsxs are always suitable for presents. We note diamonds. The star at the bottom is black,

give, this month, a new pattern for one in the first row of diamonds is scarlet, the second

crochet. Scarlet, black and yellow will look row yellow, the third black. The purse is com

we'll, fog4t4hey contrast to advantage in the alter- i menced in the centre of the black star at tho
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Louom, and is worked in a solid crochet; the a peculiar and striking effect when completed. A

silks, when not required, being worked in at the k 1|:u\-l-_~:..s Steel clasp and tassel of the some

back in the usual manner. Although an cx-E‘metal at the end are required to furnish this

"finely simple pattern, it is one which has a ‘ very useful and ornamental little article.

VIM ’,,,,»,,¢/,A ,Il/IA ~,-~,,,/»~~v'w,~,,~_

BERLIN PINCUSHION.

BY MR}!- _'_l_NIi WEAVER.

 

 

W1: give among our illustrations, in front of <ncxt to wrap over. These small circles are ah

the number, a very ornamental as well as new E arranged round a larger circle cut in a firmer

kind of pincushion, just come out abroad. It is card-board, in the form of a wreath, each pro

composed of scarlet cloth or satin and chalk S jecting slightly over the last, leaving a space

white beads. A number of small circles are cut § for the cushion in the centre. A round cushion

‘ccuragely in card-board, and covered neatly gin then made suficiently large to fill the centre,

with the cloth or satin. On these circles in small Ecovered with the same material. It. is drawn

pattern is worked in the white beads according g down either with a scarlet cord, strings of white

to the engraving, with a small loop of beads 3 beads or gold thread, so as to form four quarters

round the edge, leaving a space suificient for the ? from the centre, and is attached by means of this
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TO KNIT A PAIR OF M_ITTENS.

 

 

cord to the card-board foundation. This cushion < red contrasting Well with the white drapery of

should be sufficiently full to look well-raised and

handsome. The foundation circle should be

The Berlin watch-pocket and

The

the toilet-table.

this pincushiun are arranged to match.

covered with a slight material previous to the 2 heads should be worked on with No. 20 crochet

ornamented circles being placed upon it. It has

a very pretty effect when completed, the bright

cotton.

l
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TO KNIT A PAIR OF MITTENS.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

  

hIATERIALS.—-l oz. dark single zephyr, pair

large steel knitting needles, bone crochet hook.

Cast on 40 stitches

Knit plain 16 rows

VMIWIIIW'IWII,””MN

PICCOLOMINI

17th Rom—Knit 15 stitches, bind 05 15; knit

to the end of the needle.

18th Rom—Knit 10. Cast on 15. Knit to the

g end of the needle. Knit 42 rows plain, making

2in all 60 rows. Bind 011’ and sew the ends to

; gether. This forms the hand. The number of

a rows knit must depend somewhat upon the site

3 of the needles and size of hand. With the crochet

; hook work a single crochet stitch into every stitch

E around the wrist. Work 16 rows. Double this

g under to meet the wrist, making the calf double

Eand very warm. Take up the stitches at the

§ thumb and knit from 10 to 12 rows. This thumb

Eis scarcely needed, as these mittens are only

\ intended to be worn over gloves, in very cold

iweather, for riding, &c. On the back of the

5 hand work the three seams in cross-stitch. We

Ehave designed this expressly for the readers of

‘ “Pcterson.’I ;

{Ital/44.
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OPERA HOOD.

 

BY MRS. JANE WIAVER.

 

  

HOOD wm WORN.

hIATERIALS.—-1 oz. colored single zephyr, Q

oz. white split Zephyr, medium bone needles.

With the colored wool cast on 1 stitch. Knit

plain garter stitch, knitting 60 rows. Widening

one stitch at the beginning of every row, which

is done by throwing the thread forward before

2knitting the first stitch. Be sure to knit this

loop on the next row.

52nd Rom—Widen and narrow to the end of

the needle.

53rd How—Plain.

54th Rom—Widen and narrow as before.

55th Rom—Plain.

56th Rom—Widen and narrow.

57th Rom—Plain.

58th Rom—Plain, knitting 72 stitches, leaving

i the remainder of stitches upon the needle with

out knitting. Turn the work round and knit

gback on the next row 37 stitches: omitting to

3 knit the rest of the stitches on the needle. These

1’11»

\
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NECKLACE IN IMITATION OF PEARL
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ltitches on either side of the 37 stitches just knit, ; all around the work. Knit in herring-bone stitch.

no to be left until this second point is com which is simple; widen and narrow every row

pleted. Knit 20 rows to form the second point, 3 Knit 10 rows. Bind of and finish with cord and

narrowing 1 stitch at the beginning of every 5 tnssels. This hood we have designed expressly

row. Join the white wool, taking up every stitch i for the patrons of “Peterson.”

  

1100!) WHEN OPLY.

NECKLACE IN IMITATION PEARL.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

Tnn materials of this pretty affair, the pattern 5 are large, small, medium size, and a row of those

for which we give in the front of the number, i known as the cat head. A soft cotton is required

are imitation pearl, which not only deserves to § for stringing them. The mode of threading is

be favored for its own sake, but. suits everygso extremely simple as to be quite plain in our

dress. black. white, or any color. The beedsiengraving.

WOOD—BOOK IN EMBROIDERY AND LEATHER.

 

BY MR8. JANE WEAVER.
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248 WATCH-POCKET 1N nsans.
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Win-ms open fires are used, a box to hold the

éwood is often necessary, and this is not always

Ein keeping with the rest of the room. We ac

gcordingly other a design for a wood-box, which

iis to be covered with alternate stripes of em

.ibroidery and Russian leather. The stripes of

lleather are crossed by gold braid, as seen in

Q the out on the preceding page.

E The embroidered part of the box is worked in

\ red and black, as seen in cut (No. 2,) the block

Qbeing the white spaces, and the red the small

ésquures marked thus . The box may be

‘ made of any size, as these stripes can be in

screased in number, or diminished in length, to

Esuit the wishes of the maker. Every other

i stripe of embroidery may be green and black if

i variety is preferred.

\
\
\

 

    

PATTERN FOE BID! 0! WOODHOX.

v~//”M,,~.a N. ,e 4/. W, h _ fl . Avmm,”~

WATCH—POCKET IN BEADS.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

In the front of the number, printed in blue, is and strong. No. 20 crochet cotton should be

a new pattern for a watch-pocket, which has 2 selected. The front, with its circular opening

just come out in London. The shape is first to i for displaying the face of the watch, is a septi

he cut out in the coarsest of the sorts of per- i rate piece, prepared exactly in the same way,

t‘ornted card-board. This shape is next to be ? fastened on with a small gusset at each side.

covered with scarlet cloth or satin, carefully ; The reason why perforated card-board is to be

stretched and well fastened down at the edge, 3 used, is simply that, in working on the orna

and. after having been accurately cut to the 5 mental pattern in heads, the needle may pass

shape all round, is to be neatly bound with nar~ i easily through without either blemish or difli

row ribbon to match the color of the matcrial.icu1ty. A hook is to be fastened on the spot

This being completed, the bead-work follows, i shown in our illustration, and a lining laid on

the small beads being in chalk white and theithe back. It is suspended by a bow of ribbon,

larger ones in either gold or steel. The cotton 3 which is all the more handsome if enriched with

used for this purpose ought to be both smooth it a few beads.
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EMBROIDERY FOR FLANNEL OR MUSLIN.

  



 

ORIGINAL DESIGNS IN EMBROIDERY.
 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

I

 

WWWuail"
‘Illli0"mm

  

ANOTHER DESIGN FOR EMBROIDERY ON FLANNEL.

QOOOO
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EDITOR’S TABLE.

EDITORIA L CIIlT—CHAT.

Smu'r PlCTUREB.—“GOO(I morning, grandmam!”

A dame ot' eighty, wrinkled almost out of all semblance to

humanity. bent, withered, with a great bundle of oakum

strapped to her stooping shoulders. Hard work, from the

cradle to the grave, had been her lot. Look at her shoes—

patched. and mended, and cluttering. Look at her bonnet—

broken, rugged and ribbonless. Look at her scanty gown!

Ohl ye servilo slaves of fashion passing by, hooped, and

jeweled, and perfumed, shrink not from the poor child of

poverty: there is room enough between the wall and her

mean attire, and while you listen to the lips you despise,

blush for your inferiority.

“Well, grandmam, this is a pretty cold day!”

“Puty cold day, yes, dear, puty cold day, and hard work

picking oakum."

“You’re too old to work hard, grandmam.”

“Yes, that‘s true, dear, but then, bless the Lord. I’m

a'most done. They’ll put the old woman in a box, by-and

bye, and then, I reckon, I'm going up to glory.”

“Don’t you sometimes get tired of living?"

“Well, if I does, dear, I feels in a minute it isn’t right,

and then I‘m hearing [lis yoke, dear, and it’s so light and

easy that I can wear it as long as He sees fit. for His yoke is

easy and His burden is light. ‘dBut I must hurry, for I’ve

got to get through this job this morning. Good-bye, dear,"

and, with a placid smile, she leaves us, more thankful that

God has strengthened our faith through one of the humblest

of his servants.

How much beauty there may be in the little flower we

recklessly trample under our feet! how much more in the

lowly hearts that the great and the proud tread upon! Oh!

could we but for a moment penetrate the omniscient mind

of deity; it‘s verdicts upon the throngs that daily pass—could

we bear the sight?

I think of that when I 100k at the little apple-girl yonder.

It seems to me that every one who sees her ought to give

her a passing smile, or something to reward her patience.

This bitter Weather she sits by her fruit, her pale face never

once losing its touching expression, of, I cannot rightly in

terpret what. Whether she has been subject to domestic

despotism—whether she is toiling for some one loved object

—whether at home lies a helpless mother, or father—or

whether she is driven to this cold resort by the machina

tions of that terrible hearth-fiend, rum! who knowethl

I often look at her—she has a sweet face—and wonder how

it would seem to her to be wrapped in some of the plaids

and furs that cross her vision so often.

If I had wealth—if I only had wealth—I would go over

there and say. “ My child. here is this for shoes and stockings,

better than the things you wear; here is this for a comfort.

able shawl—a thick pair of Woolen mittens for those red

hands-go buy a hood and be happy.” llow she would look

at me! What would the poor child think? I wonder if she

would believe me after the money lay in her hands. I

wonder if the lockers on would not call me a demented

body. Of one thing I am certain, I know it would make my

heart warm.

On Wears—Look upon your children and shudder ifyou

have smitten the homeless, and denied the friendless; for, its

sure as the heavens spread above your head, and the earth

beneath your feet, the curse of the stranger shall rest on you

and yours.

There are no denunciations in holy writ stronger than

Jv'f/IIN-IIJ'NIII'INNIINIIIIIIJlM~mlrrlrNlNwrlrlxIJJ‘hxxmlu
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those upon that wicked on; who grieves the throbbing

heart of want, “'aut! that should be so sacred! and toward

which the band should be outstretched before the mite is

asked.

And if neither hand is outstretched, nor mite given, can

you not bestow that costless coin. one kind word? Believe

us, in heaven that gentle breath shall weigh down treasuries

with their ingots and safes of gold.

For, with it shall be thrown the sweet emotions that

leaped up like living waters from the arid soil under which

they have lain prisoned in tho friendless bosom. All the

little grief-i it changed to momentary blessings. All the

dear sunshine that came in through the delta of long re

membered harshness and cold-world-deeils. All the better

impulses that gathered like angels about the vengeful

thoughts that harsh words had marshaied to fight against

heaven. All the tears that had been scaled and driven back

with an almost stony despair into their sacred depths.

Oh! will not the kind word, sown in pity, bring forth a

rich harvest in heaven? At such a time will the angel of

the record say, “You made my poor, wandering, wretched

child happy. You gave, not gold; but from your very soul

took one precious thought and fastened her real faith to

gether."

“1 Sn BESIDB You Wmns You SLEPT."—-Thero is much

deep feeling, as well as skillful expression, in the following,

which we copy from Aldrich's new volume of poems.

“I sat beside you while you slept,

And oh! but it was “'00

To see the long, dark lashes rest

Upon your cheeks of snow,

To see you lie so happily,

And to think you did not know

What a weary, weary world is this,

While you were sleeping so!

You are dearer than my soul, love,

But in that hour of pain,

I wished that you might never lift

Those eyes to mine again,

Might never weep, but lie in sleep

While the long seasons roll—

I wished this, I who love you, love,

Better than my soul!

And then—l cannot tell what then,

But that I might not weep

I caught you in my arms, love,

And kissed you from your sleep.”

Peisoxors OOXYECTIONARYw—TllO London Lancet again

warns the public against the great quantity of poisonous

confectionary manufactured and sold. It gives the result

of an analysis of the various coloring matters used to color

these articles. Out of forty-four articles examined. chromato

of lead, or yellow pigment, was detected in twenty-four sam

ples; Brunswick green, which contains chromate of lead, in

seven samples; artificial ultramarine in ten samples; red

lead in one; cinnabar, or bisulphnret of mercury, in one;

and arsenite of copper in one. In some instances two. and

even three or four, of these injurious or poisonous substances

occurred in the same parcel of confectionary. The cheaper

articles of confectionary, especially lozenges and comflts, are

the worst; also those made with liquors and essences which

are for the most part injurious; and. finally, especially all

sugar-like ornaments, colored either yellow or green.

Tun Ross-Bun.—It is unnecessary for us to say a word

about the exquisite mezzotint in this number: it tells its

own story.
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To Tans Inpaxsstoxs or Lawns—A subscriber wishes to <

know the best way of taking impressions of leaves, plants, 2

it. We gave directions for the process. a year or two ago, 3

but Will repeat it. Take half a sheet of fine wove paper, and ‘

oil it well with sweet oil; after it has stood a minute or two g

to let it soak through, rub oi the superfluous oil with a i

piece of paper, and let it hang in the air to dry. After the a

oil is pretty well dried in, take a lighted candle or lamp and §

move the paper over it in a horizontal direction, so as to 3.

touch the flame. till it is perfectly black; when you wish to

take of! impressions of plants, lay your plant carefully on

the oiled paper, and lay a piece of clean paper over it, and

rub it with your finger equally in all parts for about half a

minute; then take up your plant, and be careful not to dis

turb the order of the leaves, and place it on the book or

paper. on which you wish to have the impression; then

cover it with a piece of blotting paper, and rub it with your

finger for a short time, and you will have an impression

superior to the finest engraving. The same piece of black

paper will serve to take of! a great number of impressions,

so that, when you have once gone through the process of

blanking it, you may make several impressions in a very

short time. The principal excellence of this method is, that

the paper receives the impression of the most minute veins

and hairs, so that you may obtain the general character of

most flowers much superior to any engraving. The impres

sions may afterward be colored according to nature.

Wnmow Comma—A subscriber wishes to know the

price of window curtains. The answer to this question must

depend on the material. The very expensive satin curtains,

with gold borders, may be had for about one hundred dol

lsrs a window: the terry velvet for much less; and less

costly, yet very beautiful ones, for half that price. The

most fashionable establishment for curtains, in Philadelphia,

is Shepherd, Van Harlingen is Arrison where lace, broca

wlle, or satin curtains may be had, at the most moderate

pines, and of the latest style. The gentleman, who presides

over this department, is a man of unusual taste, which ne

oounts for the superior elegance of the goods of this house.

It would be well for our friends, in the South and elsewhere,

who write to us so often on this subject, to remember Messrs.

Shepherd, Van Hsrlingen & Arrisou.
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Blo-Qmr Putnam—The design for a watch-pocket will be

followed. in the April number, by a bed-quilt pattern, printed

in several colors, and which was originally intended for the

present number, but could not be got out in time, in conse

quence of the enormous increase in our circulation, this

year. Like the purse and traveling-bag in the last number,

and like most of the patterns which are to follow it. the bed

quilt pattern has been designed expressly for “Peterson,”

by Mrs. Jane Weaver, who, it will be seen, has furnished

various original designs for the present number. in addition

to those which she has selected from into English and French

mores.

\
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New Wrnnruo Framers—At several fashionable marriages

which have lately taken place in Paris, the old French cus

tom of presenting fans to the ladies has been revived. These

fans are regarded as wedding souvenirs from the bride to her

lady friends. At a recent marriage. the fans thus distributed

were all after one pattern. The mountings were of carved Q

mothcr-o'-pearl, and the fans were of white silk, figured with §

silver.
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A! Imorn Purim—Not only the puppy, who peeps into

the [mks-t, but that other puppy, on horseback, who is peep

in: into the grounds of the young lady‘s seminary in the

CQmor of the picture. See him, eye-glass on nose, as he§

matches over the fence. A veritable human puppyl

.‘-“.‘lt‘f/J'll/J'I

 
>\VIINIIJ'IJJ‘NIIMIIM'IIIWINNWWIIIIMIINWN

NEW BOOKS. 251

NJmmNNJNA‘A'4‘4’Jar/JllIII-INI’m-III”II[J.rIIMlv'_ ~I‘W{NI/III!

“Bison MULL£n."—N. 0. Hall, Newburyport, Mesa, has

published a very beautiful lithograph of Whittior‘s "Maud

Muller.”
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REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS.

The Scour-ing of the White Horse. By the author of “ Tom

Brown's School Days at Rugby.” 1 vol., 12 mo. Bostmi:

Ticlmor 113 Fislets. Pht'lada: T. E. Peterson ti-Brothers.—

In the Western part of Berkshire, in England, is the huge

outline of a horse, rudely cut in the side of a chalk hill.

Tradition says this was originally the work of Alfred the

Great, to commemorate a great victory, which he Won there

over the Danes. From time to time, as the rains and frost

obliterate this singular monument, the neighboring inhabi

tants assemble and repair it, after which they have a hell

day, in which athletic sports and games are exhibited and

prises are contested for. Sometimes as many as twenty

thousand persons convene at these celebrations. The pro

sent volume is a description of one of those events. The

book has all the raciness of its predecessor by the same

author. We could have wished, however, and so will every

lady wish who reads the work, that the writer had given

us, at large, the result of his love adventure and not merely

suggested its happy termination.

Hymns of the Ages. Being Szlections from Lyra (hthoh'oa,

Germanica Aspdoh'ca, and other sources. With an Introduc

tion. By Rev. F. D. Huntington, D. D. 1 ooh, 12 mo.

Boston: Phillips, Sampson d- (b. Philada: T. B. Peterson ¢fi

Brothern—This is a selection of the best Christian hymns

extant, no matter in what age they were written, nor

what the sectarian bias of the lyrist. Many have been

translated from the Latin, and some from the German, the

rest being of English authorship. The translations are not

always successful; but the task of translating hymns is

nearly impossible; and the result, on the whole, is praise

worthy. We commend the volume, not only as a valuable

aid to religious devotion, but as a suggestive study in a

literary point of view.

European Life, Legend, and Landscape. By an Artist. 1

1:01., 12 mo. Philada: James Chnllm <6 Sort—The pub

lishcm of this volume, though comparatively new in the

business, are rapidly taking rank among the most enter

prising, sagaclous and tasteful of their profession. In addi

tion to the present work, they announce a new book on the

history of ancient Mexico, which is destined to make a great

sensation, if not to overthrow entirely all received opinions

respecting the Aztec empire.

The Ballad of Babic Bell and Other Poems. By Thomas

Bailey Aldrich. 1 ML, 12 mo. New York: RulLd (£- Curle

lon.-—We have quoted, in another place, one of the poems in

this volume; and it is by no means the best of them. “Bahia

Bell." " Little Maud,” and various others, surpass it even in

tenderness and grace. In a different vein is “When the Sul

tan goes to Ispahan,” a poem which fairly intoxicates with

its voluptuous Eastern imagery.

Sylvan Hell’s Daughter. By Holmc Lee. 1 vol" 12 me.

New York: Harper (9 Brothcrs.—The author of this admin

able novel is an Englishwoman, favorably known already for

her “Kathie Brande,” an excellent novel, which was re

printed, in this country, a year or two ago. " Sylvan llolt’s

Daughter" is even better, however, than its predecessor. We

recommend it, next after "‘ What Will He Do With It," as

the best novel of the month.

Anne of Geiersta'n. By the author of “ Waverley.” 2 vols,

12 mo. Boat/m.- TieIm/rr (E Fields—The forty-fifth and

forty-sixth volumes of the “Household Edition of Scott‘s

Novels," which we have so often described as the hand

} aomest American one extant.
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Father and Daughter. A Portraiture from Life. By

Frederik-a Bremer. Translated by Mary Hewitt. 1 vol., 12

"no. Philada: T. B. Peterson (£- Brothers.-This is a new

novel, by the author of ‘* The Neighbors,” just published in

London and reprinted from an early copy. To show what

energy and enterprise can do, we may mention that within

forty-eight hours after the London copy was received, by

Messrs. T. B. Peterson & Brothers, the book was stereotyped,

three tons of paper made, a large edition printed off, and 2 0’5"- Thcse receipts have all been tested, either by the author

copies bound and for sale. As the volume contains nearly 2 herself, or by some of herfriends. Every month, we shallgive

four hundred pages, and is really an elegant specimen of 2 several recefptsfin various departments; and the whole, at the

typography, this is an achievement never before rivaled in end of the year, will be found to make the most complete cool:

this country. book ever published.

What Will He Do With It! By Sir E. Bulwer Lytton. BILL OF FARE

1 1:01., 8 no. Ncw l'urk: Harper é Brothers.-—Bu1wer’s last r011. A socumu: mxxsa COMPANY is warm.

novel is now completed, and lies before us, a thick, neat

octave. For two years, thousands of readers have been held

spell-bound from mouth to month, by the fortunes of Guy

Darrell, Lionel and the other characters of this serial story.

The present is a cheap edition, but handsomely bound in

cloth.

Biographies of Distinguished Scientific Men. By R Arago.

 
r.’

 

 

[Entered, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1859, by

Charles J. Peterson, in the Clerk‘s Office of the District

Court of the United States, in and for the Eastern District

of Pennsylvania]
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Vermicelli Soup.

Roast Turkey. A la Mode Beef.

Beef Tongue. Roast 11am.

Tomatoes. Roast Potatoes. Macaroni with Cheese.

Mashed Potatoes. Cranberries. Pickles.

Celery.

Fried Oysters. Boiled Oysters.

First Series. 1 1:01., 12 mo. Boston: Ticknor 4! Fields.-— Damp

These biographies are too well known to need comment. Lemon Pudding .Cmoanut Pudding_

The subjects of the present volume are Bailly, Herschel, Ice Cream

Laplace and Fourier. There is also an autobiography of Raisins. Almonds' Omngcm

Arsgo himself. The translations are very good. Come

The Afternoon of Unmarried Life. 1 col., 12 me. New

York: Rudd (£- Carleton. Pln'lada: T. P. Peterson d! Bro

thers—A reprint of an excellent work, especially suitable

for ladies, and announced as a companion to Miss Muloch’s

“Thoughts About Women.” It is very neatly published.

The Laird of Norlaw. By the author of “Margaret Mait

tand.” 1 not, 12 m0. JVcw York: Harper ¢£-Brothers.—We

need not advise our readers of the merit of this new novel.

Whatever this author writes is always excellent, excellent

morally as well as intellectually.

Madeira, Sherry and Champagne wines may be used dur

ing the course of the dinner.

SOUPB

Han'eo Soup—Get a large neck of mutton, cut in two parts

and put the scrag end into a stewpan with four large turnips

and four carrots, together with one gallon of water. Let it

boil gently till all the essence is extracted from the meat.

Then wash the turnips and two of the carrots in the broth.

\ cut and fry six onions in butter, and put them in; then cat

s the remainder of your mutton into very nice chops—not too

Miriam Elwood; or, How Girls Live. By one of Them- k large—and add them to the soup, and let it stew very slowly

selves. 1 vol, 12 mo- Ncw York: E- Dunigan <fiBr0£h6f8-— 5 till the chops are quite tender. Cut the other two carrots

A well~written story, inculcating an excellent moral, and 3 that were boiled into slices, and put them in the soup just

printed in a very handsome style. The book ought to have 2 before you take it off the am; season it with pepper and 5311,

a large sale among women- and serve it up very hot.

The a l 3“, d“ M, or, Recrcatim Reading, arranged Sago Soup—Boil one pound of beefin two quarts of water,

for the express an OfSt , “in French By G. ’Gcmrd A until the essence is completely extracted from the meat.

M 1 ml. 12 mo. New York: D App, , é Cb___A voltlmt; Strain the beef from the broth, and add to the broth one

I e \

which may be advantageously p“, into the hands of students teacupful of sago; bOll it gently for one hour, but do not let

of the French magma the sage become too soft. Beat the yolks of two eggs With

about halfa cnpful of cream, pour them into your soup tur

Thc Manual of Chim- B?! Charla Km"!!- 1 vol') 18 "w- reen, and then by degrees pour in the soup. stirring it

New York: D. Appleton (t Cb.-—The elementary principles
gently.

of chess are given in this volume, which is also illustrated
Mock Turtle Soup—Take one quart brown beans, boil

with numerous diagrams, recent game! and original Pmb' them soft, and strain them through a cullender. Boil three

.ems. pounds of the blue tripe, very tender; season with pepper

mam and Phmdrus, mcmuy "amlatci 1 vol" 12 mm and salt, and add a lemon cut into slices. Let the whole

New York: Harper dl Brothers—This translation is by
boil about five hours.

Henry Thomas Riley, of Cambridge, England. There is P‘1’?”'P°t'_Pr°c“r" a “indent quantity or fs'Pev “id

added to it a blank verso translation by George Coleman. boil it until it is tender. Cut it up small, add to it some

The Poetical Works of Fitz-Greene Halleck. New Edition.

tparsley, thyme, mnrjoram, a couple of leeks, and a few

1 vol“ 18 m0. New York: D. Appleton d? Cbrd beautifully dumplings, and potatoes. Season it to your taste With salt

printed edition, in the miniature style, bound in blue and

and red pepper.

gold. It is the very edition for a lady’s library.

The American Almanac for 1859. 1 eol., 12 mo. Boston:

C'rosbyl, Nichols d! Co.-This work has long enjoyed a

standard reputation. The volume for 1859 ought to be in
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FISH.

Oysters—Fried.—Wash your oysters in their own liquor,

and then dry them thoroughly. Iiave ready some rolled

cracker. seasoned with pepper and salt; also, the yolk of one

“"37 libmry- ‘ or more eggs. (l-‘our eggs to a hundred of oysters.) Dip

R086 Warriflfllon- By A. J. H. Duganne. 1 101., 8 no. your oysters into the egg, and then roll them into the

Philada: T. B. Peterson é Brothers.—-A cheap edition of a § cracker. Have a pan ready with some boiling hot butter in

well-written novel, by an American author of ability. ? it, into which drop the oysters and fry them a light brown.
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Oysters—Pickled.—Take the oysters out of their own liquor 2

and wash them in clean water, and drain them well. Make a

tpickle of salt and water that will hear an egg; boil it and g

scum it till it becomes clear, then throw your oysters into it, 2,

and let them simmer. As fast as they rise, take them out, 3

sad lay them one by one in a clean cloth till they become cold.

Strain the oyster liquor, put some ullspice, cloves, mace,

pepper and vinegar to it, and boil it a few minutes. Put

your oysters in jars, and pour this liquor over them. Close

the jars, and set them away for use.

Oystcrs—Stcwcd.—Straln the liquor of the oysters, put it

on to boil with s. few blades of mace, some whole peppers

sud allspico; skim it well. When thoroughly boiled, put in

your oysters, and give them a good boil up. Mix a good

sized lump of butter with some flour, smoothly, stir it in the

boiling liquor, and add cream according to the quantity of 2

oysters you cook. It is a very great improvement to put a

\rineglassful of Madeira wine into your dish, and pour the

liquor and oysters over it.

\

Oyster Locum—Take some small French rolls, make a ‘

round hole in the top, and scrape out all the crumbs. Then

put your oysters into a pan, with their liquor, and the

crumbs that come out of the rolls; add a good lump of but

ter, and stew them together five or six minutes; then put in

a spoonful of good cream. Fill your rolls with the oysters, l

80., lay the piece of crust carefully on again, and set the

rolls in the oven to crisp. These leaves may be used at an cn- a

tertninment.

i
Oystm—Scawpai.—Wmh your oysters well in their own ~

liquor, then put some of them into scallop shells, or a deep 2

dish, arrow over them a few bread crumbs, with some season

ing. such as you prefer, and spread some butter over them;

then add another layer of oysters; then of bread-crumbs, &c.,

and when the dish or shells are full enough, spread some

butter over the top, and put them into an oven to brown.

Oystcrs—Picl-Icd.—Boil the oysters in theirown liquor until

they lO-f-k plump, then take them out, and strain the liquor;

odd to it wine,.vincgar and pepper to your taste, and pour

it over the oysters.

IIIIJJ‘I‘IJ‘J'IIIIII/IJI’{4VJ/I

I/MNM

’lfflllffmmflllvflrv

s

W

INIAKEATS.

Beef (1 la Mode—Take a round of beef, lard it with bacon;

then make a dressing of bread, butter, sweet herbs, onion,

parsley. salt and pepper, and stuff around the bone, and in

several places in the lean part—skewer it and bind it close

with tape. Have ready 3 deep pot. put the beef into it, and

half cover it with water; stew it four or five hours—haste it E,

constantly with the gravy and turn it in the pot. Whcni

done, place it upon a. dish, and garnish it with forcemcat?

balls, parsley and carrots. Pour the gravy over it, having

been previously flavored with Madeira wine.

Geese—Boiled, with Onion Sauce—When your goose is

nicely prepared, singe it, and pour over it a quart of boiling \

milk; on i: stand in the milk all night, then um it out and 5

dry it exceedingly well with a cloth. season it with pepper 3

and salt, chop an onion and a handful of sage leaves, put 2

them into your goose, sew it up at the neck and vent, and

hang it up by the neck till the next day; then put it into a

pan of cold water, cover it close, and let it boil slowly one

hour. Servo it with onion sauce.

FcaI—Jfinced.—Cut your real into slices, and then into

little square bits—but do not chop it. Put it into a sauce

pan, with two or three spoonfuls of gravy, a slice of lemon,

s little pepper and salt, a good lump of butter rolled in flour,

a teaspr-onful of lemon pickle, and a large spoonful of cream.

Keep shaking it over the fire till it boils, but do not let it

boil above a minute. Serve it hot.

Venizon—Roasted.——Wash your venison clean, buttcr it

well, and tie paper around it to prevent the juice from run

ning out. It will take an hour and a half to roast a large

hsunch—or an hour for a snmll one.

\
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Hodgc-Podge of Mallow—Cut a. neck of mutton into steaks,

take off all the fat, and then put the steaks into a deep dish,

with lettuce, turnips, carrots, four or five onions, and pepper

and salt. You must not add any water, and must cover the

dish very close; place it in a pan of boiling water, and let it

boil four hours. Keep the pan supplied with fresh boiling

water as it wastes. ,

IADE-DXBHZS.

Chicken Midi—To two pair of chickens, (the most sepa

rated from the bones and cut into very small pieces;) take

one dozen hard boiled eggs. Mash the yolks well, and add

salt according to your liking; after this put in four large

tablespoonfuls of prepared mustard. Mix these articles well

together, adding by degrees a bottle full of oil. Then add

the vinegar—the taste of which must be perceptible. The

ingredients must be beaten well together for a long time.

Just before mixing in the chicken and celery, (whlch must

be cut into small pieces) take four fresh eggs—raw—snd

beat them in well with the dressing. Slit up some green

pieces of celery, and curl them by immersing them for some

time in cold water. Use these pieces for garuishing the dish

of salad, mixed in with some of the green leaves of the

celery.

011d Foul—A nice way to dress cold fowl is to peel off the

skin, cut the skin 06 the bones in as large pieces as you can,

then dredge it with a little flour, and fry it a nice brown in

some butter; pour over it a rich gravy, well seasoned, and

thicken it with a piece of butter rolled in flour. Just before

you serve it, you may add the Juice of a lemon.

Egg Sauce, for Ruck—Boil two eggs hard; half chop the

whites, then add the yolks and chop both together—but not

very tine—put them into a quarter of a pound of good melted

butter, and serve it in a sauce-boat.

PASTRY.

German Fuji—Put half a pint of good milk into a pan,

and dredge it with flour till it becomes as thick as hasty

pudding; stir it over a slow fire till it is all of a lump, then

pour it into a marble mortar. When it is cold, add to it the

yolks of eight eggs, four ounces of sugar, a spoonful of rose

water, a little grated nutmeg, and the rind of half a lemon.

Beat them together an hour or more; when the mixture

looks bright and light, drop it by the tcaspoonl'ul into a pan

of boiling lard. They will rise and look like yellow plums.

As you fry them, lay them on a sieve to drain—grate sugar

round a dish. and serve them on it. Wine sauce may be

served with them.

Ground Rice Pics—Put one quart of milk on the fire to

boil; mix one tcacupful of rice flour in cold milk. When

the milk. which is upon the fire, comes to a boil, pour the

rice flour into it, and let it boil five or ten minutes; when

cold, add the yolks of eight eggs, and the grated rind of one

lemon, with sugar to your liking; then pour it into some

paste, and bake it until almost done. IInvc rcady the whites

of your eggs—well beaten—mixed with a quarter of a pound

of sifted sugar and the juice of the leniou. Take the pie

out of your oven, and spread the egg over the top of it—

hcaping it up; then put the pie back into the oven, and

brown it.

Wufcr Pancakes—Boat four eggs well with two spoonfuls

of fine flour, two of cream, one ounce of loaf sugar—beat and

sifted—and half a nutmeg, grated. Butter your pan well,

pour in your butter, and make it as thin as a wafer; fry it

only on one side. Put the pancakes on a (limb, sift sugar be

tween each one, and send them hot to table.

German Paste—for Chicken, Oyxtcr, or Meat Pics—To

every pound and a quarter of flour, take three quarters ofa

pound of butter. Rub it in the flour, and mix it us With

gin and water to a paste. Take care not to handle the dough

much.
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Almond Pudding.—Blanch and pound a couple dozen of

'Iweet, and the same of bitter almonds; have ready a piece

of butter the size of a large egg—one quart and one pint of

milk—half a paper of rice flour, and sugar to your taste.

Boil the milk, while boiling add the ingredients and stir as

for custard; pour it into a pudding dish. Beat the whites

of two eggs with six or eight tablespoonfuls of white sugar,

as for icing—pour it over the surface of the pudding, then

put the dish into the oven long enough to brown the top.

Let it get cold, and serve it with cream.

Bird‘s-Nut Pudding.—-Pare and core six or eight nice tart

apples,and put them in apnddiug dish. Take aquart of milk.

six eggs. and suflicient flour to make a thin batter—pour it

over the apples until the dish is nearly full. Bake it until

the apples are clear, or you think it is done. Eat it with \

wine sauce—or, cold sauce made of butter, sugar and nut

meg beat well together.

Bofllrd Bread Padding—Take a loaf of stale bread, and

cut it up; pour one quart of cold milk over the bread,

and let it stand awhile; then mash it smooth with a spoon,

and add six eggs, beaten light. Flour a pudding bag Well,

put the batter into it, and let it boil one hour and a half.

To be served with wine sauce.
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Flummcry.—Put one ounce of bitter, and one ounce of

sweet almonds into a dish, pour some boiling water over

them—strip oi! the skins, and throw the kernels into cold

water; then take them out, beat them in a marble mortar

with a little rose water, then put them into a pint of calf's

foot stock, set it over the fire, and sweeten it to your taste Q

with leaf sugar. As soon'as it boils strain it through at,

piece of muslin or gauze, and when a little cold put it into 1'

a pint of thick cream, and keep stirring it frequently till Q

it grows thick and cold. Have ready some moulds—wet Q

them in cold water, and pour in the tiummery. Let them

stand five or six hours at least before you turn them out.

Bavarian Cream.-—-Pr0cure one quart of cream. Take one

pint of it, whip it, and lay it on a sieve; take the other pint

and boil it, adding the yolks of four eggs, well beat—make

it into a custard, seasoning it to your taste; then put into it a

half an ounce of isinglass, and set it on some ice. When it 2

begins to thicken, stir in the whip cream, a spoonful at a

time, and beat it until it becomes the consistency of sponge

cake; then pour it In your moulds, and put it on ice.

Cold Custard.-—Ingredients—-one quart of new milk—half

a pint of cream—quarter of a pound of powdered white

sugar—a large glassful of wine, and a nutmeg. grated. Mix

the milk, cream, and sugar together—stir the wine into it,

and pour the mixture into cups; set them in a warm place

near a fire until they become a curd. Then set them in a

very cold place, and grate nutmeg over them.

Fro:en Custard—Boil one quart of milk with some lemon Q

peel and cinnamon—the yolks of six eggs, well beaten, and

mixed with a pint of cream. When the milk is sufficiently

flavored. sweeten it, pour it into an iron pot, and stir it well

one way; then give the custard a simmer until it is ofa pro- 1

per thickness—but do not let it boil. You must stir it one ‘

way whilst it is simmering.

Lemon Cream.—Take four lemons, and pars them very

thin; then squeeze in the juice, adding to the peel andjuice

a pint of water, the yolks of eight eggs, four whites of egg,

a half pound of loaf sugar, and some rose water. Put the

ingredients on the fire, stirring the mixture until it thickens;

then strain it through a love, and pour it into glasses.
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same quantity of mace, and powder four nutmegs; sift

these spices and mix them together in a cup. Then mix

together two large glasses of white wine, one glass of

brandy, and some rose water. Cut one pound of citron into

long strips. Sift one pound of flour into one pan, and one

pound of powdered loaf sugar into another pan. Cut up

among the sugar one pound of the best fresh butter, and

stir them to a cream. Beat twelve eggs perfectly smooth

and thick. and stir them gradually into the butter and sugar

alternately with the flour, then add, by degrees, the fruit,

spice, and liquor, and stir the whole very hard at the last.

Put it immediately into a moderate oven, and bake it at least

four hours. When done, let it remain in the oven to become

cold: all night is best. Ice it in the morning, first dredging

the outside with flour, and then wiping it with a towel.

This will make the icing adhere better.

Indian Meal Slwrt-Cakcs.—-Stir into a pint of milk three

eggs, beaten light; add a small portion of salt, and half a

cupful of butter, with enough sifted meal to make a thick

batter. Drop the batter from a huge spoon upon buttered

tins, and bake the cakes in a quick oven. When they are of

a light brown color they are done enough.

Almond Icing.—Beat the whites of three eggs to a strong

froth, beat a pound of almonds, very fine, with rose water;

mix the almonds lightly together with the eggs, and put in

by degrees a pound of common loaf sugar, beat fine; when

your cake is done enough take it out of the oven, lay your

icing on, and put it in to brown.

Light Biscuit—To two pounds of flour add one tablespoon

ful of butter, one teacupful of cream, (slightly sour,) and one

small teaspoonful of pearlash. Make the dough as soft as

possible, roll it out very thin, out out the cakes, and let them

bake five minutes. These cakes are very superior to the

ordinary kind of light biscuit.

Soda Biscuit—Have ready one teaspoonful of soda dis

solved in a pint of sweet milk; rub two teaspoonfuls of cream

of tartar in the flour you use, and also a lump of butter the

size of an egg. Make the batter about as stiff as for other

biscuits. '

Rusk—Ingredients: Three bowlfuls of flour, one bowlfni

of sugar, one quarter and half a quarter of a pound of butter,

(rubbed in the flour,) two teacupfuls of home-made yeasg

and one pint of warm milk; mix all in, and set a sponge.

Cbcoanut (like—Grate the nut, and let it dry before the

fire; mix with it an equal quantity of sugar, and as many

whites of eggs as will make a paste. Bake the cakes on

white paper, in a slow oven.

Breakfast China—Ingredients: One quart of sifted floor,

one pint of milk, three eggs, a lump of butter the size of a

walnut, and one gill of yeast. Let it rise over night. Bake

it in a pan.

Rice (Ilka—Mix together half a pound of soft boiled rice,

one quarter ofa pound of butter, one quart of milk. six egg;

and flour enough to make a thin batter. Bake them on a

griddle.
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MISCELLANEOUS RECEIPTS.

Commas rm: Ham—A lady, in Iowa, asks us if there is

anything, by which, without injury, the hair can be dyed

black. We believe the following will answer the purpose.

(if bruised gull-nuts take one pound; boil them in olive oil.

till they become soft: then dry them, and reduce them to a

fine powder. Mix with an equal quantity of willow charcoal

and common salt. prepared and palverized. Add a small

quantity of lemon and orange peel in powder. Boil the

,\ whole in twelve pounds of water, till the sediment assumes

Black Chke.-—-Ilave ready two pounds of currents, and g the consistency of a salve. The hair is to be anointed with

two pounds of raisins; drudge them with flour to pre- ‘ this preparation, covering it with a cap till dry, and then

vent them from sinking in the cake. Powder as much i combing it. It ought to be obserred that in all preparations

cinnamon as will make a large tablespoonful, prepare the ‘- of this kind, it is esscntal that the operation be frequently

fififiqhi
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repeated. because as fast as the hair grows it appears of the

original color at the roots. Nitrate of silver, which forms

the basis of most fashionable hair-dyes, is very injurious. So

are the extracts of poisonon plants, such as benbane, &c.

We would, therefore, not advise the purchase of any ready

made dye. '

Yunnan—Flannel, if worn during the day, should be

taken off at night. In summer it allows the perspiration to

pass 06 without condensing upon the skin, and prevents the

evil effects of the rapid changes of temperature to which we

are liable in our changeable climate when out-of-doors. In

winter as a non-conductor of heat it is a protection against

cold. At night the flannel jacket orjersey should be exposed

to a frm current of air, and allowed thoroughly to dry:

should never be put in a heap of clothes by the bedside.

Ihs'rxa Hoes. ac.—As Easter is approaching, we give a

apitai receipt for coloring eggs, which will please the little

(men. Get some narrow colored ribbons and with them bind

the eggs completely and tastefully round, then. after having

properly secured the ends of the ribbons to prevent their

getting loose, boil the same for about ten minutes, and the

object will be effected. If the eggs were afterward varnished

it would add much to the beauty of their appearance.

A SIMPLE Rsxrnr roa Foor SPRAINS.—Siido the fingers

under the foot, and, having greased both thumbs, press

them successively with increasing force over the painful

parts for about a quarter of an hour. The application should

be repeated several times. or until the patient is able to

walk. This is a simple remedy for a very frequent accident,

and can be performed by the most inexperienced.
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OUR GARDEN FOR MARCH.

Outofiboors Work—All bulbous roots, which are yet out

of the ground, must be planted as early as possible in this

month, such as jouquiis, hyacinths, tulips, kc. &c.,nlways

observing the rule laid down in the January number, viz:

that the later they are planted the lighter their covering of

earth must be. Campanuius. double wall flowers, sweet

wiiliams, stock July-flowers, rockets, &c. &c., which were

potted in the autumn, or earlier, must now have some fresh

earth. First clear away all the decayed leaves, and take

some of the earth out of the tops of the pots, but not anili

oient to disturb the roots of the plants; then fill up the pots

with new earth, and give some water. This will strengthen

the roots. and the plants will grow freely and produce tine

flowers.

Hardy Annuals maybe sown at any time this month that

the ground is in good condition, and will flower better if

sown early, than in the latter part of the month, though

they will succeed if not sown till April. Ten weeks stock,

dwarf sun-flowers, china pink, all the varieties of sweet pea,

ringed pezu larkspnr, candy-tuft, china-aster, mignionette,

&c., are some of the very few hardy annuals which make

our gardens so gay.

Borders and Flower Beds should be dug and raked

smoothly, that they may be ready to receive the seeds of

various kinds.

Perennial and Biennial plants may now be put in the

various borders, &c., where there are vacancies, and they

will blow the same year. Some of these are campanulas,

pink, carnations, double ferer~few, golden rod, asters. French

honeysuckle, Canterbury bells, columbines, snap-dragon, fox

giove, monkehood, &c. &c. Small fibrous-rooted flowers,

such as the lily of the valley, violets, thrift, London-pride,

be. to, may also be planted now, and in a short time they

will take root freely. When first planted, they should be

watered. and afterward, in dry weather, occasionally, till

they are firmly rooted. By this mode they will grow freely

and flower in the same year.

Loam the Surface of those beds, with a hoe or a small
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spade, which were dug or planted with flowers, in the

autumn. This should be done on a dry day, lightly dig

ging and stirring the earth between the plants, being care

ful of the shoots of bulbous roots. Arc. Clear away all

decayed leaves, rubbish, &c., then rake the bed evenly and

smooth.

Roses may be planted any time this month that the

weather will permit; in fact, if some roses are planted

every ten days till the middle of May, there will be an

almost constant succession of bloom gained. as in this way

‘ the bloom of those planted later is retarded somewhat,

5,) though the earlier planting will be the most successful, and

fl flower in greater perfection.

‘4 Flowers in the House should have plenty of air at all

favorable opportunities. particularly about the latter part

of the month. if the weather gets warm. but they must be

carefully guarded from all sudden changes. and from cold,

cutting winds. Pots should all be well looked over, and re

ccive water where it is necessary, taking care to give it in

moderation. All woody kinds of plants will begin to require

more frequent, though not copious waterings. All decayed

leaves must be picked off, and any mouldy shoots must be

cut from the firm, good wood. If dust, &c._. appears on the

leaves, they must be immediately cleared. This should be

\ done with a sponge and water if the leaves are large, such

as the orange, &c., washing each leaf one by one; or if the

plants are small, they should be watered out of a watering'

pot, all over their heads.
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ART RECREATIONS.

Pea Gasman Puma—J. E. Tilton & 00. Boston and

Salem, Mass, publish the following line and desirable en—

gravings, which they send by mail, post-paid, on receipt of

price.

lfllllfluINIJ‘I/f/IM/IAfN/I/l/MWI

Size of Flak. Price.

Iliawatha’s Wooing, 14 by 18 $1,50

The Farm Yard, 13 by 19 1,50

Age and Infancy, 16 by 22 2,00

1 The Happy Family, 13 by 17 1,25

\ Les Orphelines, 9 by 11 1,00

The Jewsharp Lesson, 9 by 11 60 .

The Little Bird, 9 by 11 60

Evangeline, (Lough-How.) 16 by 22 1,00

Beatrice Cenci, 16 by 22 1,00

These are intended for Grecian and Antique Painting, and

have full and separate rules how to paint each object, how

to mix each color. They also continue to publish new and

desirable things in this line, of which they send notice to

their customers.

Sominaries, Dealers and Teachers furnished with the

above, and all Artists‘ Goods at a liberal discount.

Setts of the best English Oil Colors in tubes, varnish, oils,

3 brushes, and the other needful materials for Grecian and

'q Antique Painting, furnished for three dollars. Small trial

pictures for use at thirteen cents each.

Improvements made from time to time in these and other

styles, will be communicated to our customers, without aura

chargr.

Directions to our new style Antique Painting. Grecian

Painting. Oriental and Potichomauie, furnished full and com

} plete, (so that any child may learn without other instruction.)

for One dollar, post-paid, with rules for varnish, A'c.

Purchasers to the amount of five dollars. are entitled to

all our directions free. Persons ordering the directions for

one dollar, and after buying materials to the amount of five

dollars, may deduct the one dollar paid for directions.

Address, J. E. TILTON & CO.

Publishers and Dealers in Artists’ Goods. Boston, where

they have established their principal house. for the better

accommodation of a large and increasing business.
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FASHIONS FOR MARCH.

Fro. i.—Moa.vr.vo Darss or rmx wum: Mcsux ovta rm:

SILL—The basque is long. and finished like the skirt with a

deep fluted rnflie. White lace cap fastened under the chin

with ribbon and flowers.

Fro. II.—-“'ALKL\'G Brass or PLAID Sum—Tho skirt is

trimmed with six flounces, each flounce edged with a quill

ing of ribbon. The corsage is round, with a slight fullness

back and front, and confined at the wrist by a sash of the

same material as the dress. Wide sleeves with two full

pufi's at the top. Leghorn bonnet trimmed with field daisies S

and red berries. Q

Fm. im.—“lunar; Darss or Baows SILL—Deep basque 3

of black velvet trimmed with fur; fur berths, and wide

-pagoda sleeves edged with fur. Black velvet bonnet.

Fm. rv.—Diz~mra Dasss or Gasser SILK, trimmed with

narrow puflings, the puflings divided by bands of black

velvet. Raphael waist, edged with narrow lace, and trim

med to correspond with the skirt. Sleeves formed of three

puffs. Head-dress of flame-colored velvet, plaited in the

form of a crown, with an end formed of velvet and edged

with fringe on one side.

F10. v.—L1xr:.v Sacqus, trimmed on the collar and sleeves

with a double frill.

F10. vi.—C.\Ps, is Musux, with trimmings of pink or

blue ribbon, as the taste of the wearer may determine.

GENERAL Kaunas—At the present moment, the dresses

which are most frequently seen, are made of black silk;

these are standing articles in every lady's wardrobe, and ap

propriate for so many occasions that they must always be

replaced as soon as their beauty has begun to fade. These

dresses are generally made with two deep flonnccs, or with

a single tiounce, very deep and surmounted by a number of

extremely. narrow ones. This style of trimming is a remi

niscence of the first empire, and harmonizes well with the

short waists and the sleeves having large path; or slashes,

which have now been some time in wear; but the full skirts,

which remain as voluminous as ever, no way resemble the

umbrella cases the ladies of that day thought so becoming. §

Dresses are still made occasionally with two or four rounded

points, and the Zouave jackets are more and more adopted

by our fashionable ladies for in-doors wear. They are always

. cut wide in the back, open or closed in front, and are worn

over the body of the dress. For the wide. open sleeves of

dresses for full toilet, pulled under-sleeves are made with

deep lace trimming, bows of ribbon or velvet, or large bal

loons of muslin decorated all round with ends of muslin or

lace, and having openings through which narrow vol vets or

ribbons are run. Sometimes black lace trimmings are put

to white sleeves. With closed sleeves, the under-sleeves

have cuffs finely worked in white or colors, with checkers

of muslin and velvet, or with large points formed by rather

wide velvctq mixed with lace. ,

Iissn-Darssrs are made in the greatest variety of styles.

Those which please as most are composed of several cross

bands of ribbon or velvet coming well forward on the fore- ~.
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head; of several rows of flat bows fastened down by steel or

oxidized silver buckles, of large tasscls or bows with very

long ends. _

For coiti‘ure in half dress, we see a good many tufts of

pinked silk of two colors or black lace and white blonde,

placed very far back, and fastened in front by a row on one

side, a plat or a torsade.

Burs 0a “'ars'r-Barms with very wide buckles are a good

deal worn. Oxidized silver is now to be found not only in

waistband and fancy buckles, but in all sorts of jewelery.

This style, after being neglected for some years, is now in

high vogue again. The same may be said of large stones,

such as topazes, amethysts, garnets, and fretted in jewelery

in colored gold.

For walking-dress plain bracelets with enamel incrustn

tions of several colors seem likely to replace the bracelets

with devices.

But the most important innovation recently made with

respcct to jewels consists in the new style of watch-chain;

These chains, tightened round the neck by means of slides

set with precious stones or enameled, separate into two

parts, one of which ends in a swivel to receive the watch,

the other in a tassel or seal.

M/I‘J‘a m/r// .’Nil(‘-'/l‘”/M-l\

CHILDREN’S FASHIONS.

Fm. 1.—Na.\'socx Dares, trimmed with two narrow

flounces embroidered in satin stitch and with insertions in

which ribbons are run. Above the frills of the sleeve, on

the wristband, and round the top of the neck are insertions

with a ribbon under them.

Fro. 11.—T0itzr FOR A LITTLE (hat or stem or. mar..—

This model is made of poplin and trimmed with a deep

plaiting of silk. The jacket is ample. so as to give the ap

pearance ofa double skirt; it has a pelerine and wide sleeve.

Fro. lII.—RUSSIAX GOSTUME.—Black velvet par-dessns,

trimmed with fur. Velvet cap with fur also. Sleeves and

trousers very wide. The trousers are puffed on the knee

and confined by a tight band.

Fro. rv.—-C.\xnmo Danes with a double skirt. The upper

skirt is ornamented with a puffing. edged with it worked

trimming. The body, sleeves, and bretidles are trimmed to

correspond with the skirt.

Children's dresses are always matters of deep interest to

mothers. 0n the adornment of little girls fancy and taste

seem to have well nigh exhausted every variety of style;

and now the love of change is no less manifest in the habi

limcnts of little boys. The long gaiters and the Spanish

sombrero were superseded by the Highland kilt and Glen~

garry bonnet, and these in their turn are giving place to the

long India and the wide pantaloons of the Russian mmg't'k.

All these national varieties will probably, in their turn, dis

appear as soon as we obtain authentic models of thejuvenilie

costume worn in China and Japan.
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How we Klimt—In remitting. write lcgibly, at the top of ,

the letter, the name of your post-office. county and state. If a

gold is sent, fasten it to a bit of thin pasteboard, of the size 2

of the letter when folded: for otherwise it may slip out. Tell 3

nobody your letter contains money. Do not register it. If 3

you take these precautions, the remittance may be at our g

risk. \

3
Drrrrasa'r I‘osr-rowxs roa Gauss—Subscribers, in a club.

’8 CORJJER.

can have the Magazine sent wherever they reside. If de

sired, it will be sent to as many different post-offices as there

are members of the club.

 

“Psrrmsox” as» "iIsaPna.”—For 53,50 we will send a

copy of "Peterson" and “ Harper's Magazine,” for one year.

Parzsntms.—Always say, in remitting for a club, who is

" the person entitled to the premium.
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OUR LITTLE FLORENCE.

 

 

HY ABBII’. K. HUNT.

 

Was there ever such a witch as our little,;and away she would fly to the coal-house as

curly-headed, two-ycar-old Florence? At sixsfast as the wet garments clinging to her limbs

months of age she was a model baby, lying in i would permit. Presently some one would call

her crib by the hour and studying the anatomy 5 Florence, and n sooty little image would appear

of her chubby hands, or kicking her little, fat, l at the door, her ludicrous appearance causing

pin-cushion feet from under her long, baby 5 us all to scream with laughter, instead of re

clothes. 5 proving her as we had at first intended.

Nobody ever dreamed of the wild pranks shei‘ But the house and yard soon ceased to con

would one day cut, up, or the commotion she E, tent her investigating nature. Was a gate left

would cause in ottr quiet household. Open? A Pair Of sharp eyes were sure to dis

But baby found out, at last, that hands andicovcr it, and a pair-of little feet, and a bunch

feet were made for something, and forthwith set ‘ of finxen curls would be seen flying down street.

about making up for lost time. ' How delighted l Were they fastened up? Some hole in the fence,

we all were at her first successful effort in walk- g nobody else would ever have noticed, afforded a

ing. The little limbs soon became strong, and 2 place of egress for the adventurous little maiden.

then Miss Baby determined to show what shei But the afternoon nap gave some rest to the

could do. Unlike many grown up young ladiesiqhousehold, which her wild frolics kept in a

the kitchen to her was the most delightful of S ferment. Long neglected correspondence was

places. She seemed to know by instinct if aiattcnded to, without fear of-having the table

door of the forbidden place was open. Was a. upset, or ink turned over. Bits of dainty work,

bowl of dough placed under the stove to rise? that would not bear rough handling, were

She was sure to find it; and the prints of those ; brought from their hiding-places, and busy

chubby fingers quite certain to be left in it. t fingers worked fast during the brief hour Miss

Was a pan of milk left carelessly on the edge E Mischief rested from her labors. At the end of

of the table? A dash and a scream would soon i that time, curly-head standing in the door, rub

mnonnee what had happened, and Florence \ bing her saucy nose, and taking a survey of the

would be found dripping like another Undine. t apartment to see what she should dive into next,

Was she unusually quiet? Some mischief was was the signal to put away writing and fancy

certainly brewing; and a search would perhaps i work, and prepare for another campaign.

find her ladyship seated on the floor, with the} But with the approach of twilight, the weary

molasses~cup or sugar-bowl in her lap, busily Q eyelids would droop; the soiled garments were

engaged in stewing away into her mouth what 5 removed and replaced by the snowy night-dress;

she did not spill on her face and dress. After i and little Florence was soon in the land of baby

a thorough washing of face and hands, and a l dreams.

change of garments, if our vigilance was fort When we listened to her gentle breathing, as

one moment relaxed, the young lady would be i she nestled in our arms, and watched the sweet.

doing some washing on her own account. As \ smile that played around the rose-bud mouth,

much of her dress as she could get in the tub 5 we sombtimes thought the angels were holding

of water underwent a vigorous rubbing, but 7' communion with the little sleeper, and all the

lome new idea would usually cuter her head as ; trouble she had caused us was forgotten.

Boon as her clothes were thoroughly saturated, 5 But the morning light usually dispelled these

V01. XXXV.—17 266
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sweet illusions; for with the rising sun, there

would stand curly-head again in the door, her

little pink toes peeping out from under her

night-dress, and the fiaxen curls hanging about

cheeks, that in color rivaled the interior of the One year ago to-day, I kissed, for the last

delicate sea-shell. “Looking like an angel did time, the rosy mouth and dimpled shoulders of

you say?” Do the angels have that wickedgour little two-year-old Florence—I may kiss

twinkle in their eyes? No, no, with the first 5 again a tailor, perhaps a fairer Florence, but

opening of those blue orbs the angels took their 3 not our little two-year-old Florence, she has

flight, and mischief reigned supreme. i gone forever.

Father, mother, aunts and cousins, all won

dered what that child was coming to. Grandma,

in her gentle way, said she never saw the beat

of that child for mischief, no, never.
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IN THE DOORWAY.

 

BY EDWARD A. DARBY.

 

Tm: beautiful month of June had come,

And the crimson roses were all a-bloom,

As we sat in the door one Sabbath eve,

Where the air was sweet with their rich perfume.

Love in the holy hush of eve,

Love in that sweet, unbroken repose:

Love in the beauty that clothed the fields,

The pleasant vaies, and the mountains tall,

Love in the beautiful spirit of night,

But the love in our hearts exceeded it all!

Oh. what Were a world like this to us

If the spirit of love were never near

To illumine the shadowy vaies of life,

And to soften the sorrows that wait on us here?

’Twere dark as the raylcss caves of earth,

’Twcre cold as the damp and dismal tomb,

’Twere bleak as a barren desert land,

Where the rain ne’er falls. nor the flow’rets bloom.

Loving alone is the spirit of God,

Our loving of His is a picture dim,

And if this be so. is it wrong to say

Who ioveth the most is most like Him?

Quietude slept on the Summer air,

All Nature was hushed in a deep repose;

The song of the bird was heard no more,

And the bee was asleep in the leaves of the rose.

The mystical stars like censers of gold

In the vaulted dome swung to and fro,

And they chanted the glorious hymn that rolled

Through the Heavens six thousand years ago.

As we sat in the doorway and scented the air

So sweet with the breath of the queenly rose,

Forgotten was each recollection of care,

And the Lethe of loving had banished our woes.

I remember thejoy that thrilled my heart

As your head lay Close to my swelling breast,

For I knew that your heart was mine, although

The tale of its love was nnconfessed.

We sat and gazed on the golden stars,

Hand locked in hand, cheek pressed to cheek,

But our lips were as dumb as the stars we saw,

For who that is biest as were we, can speak?

There was love in the brilliant vault on high,

Love in the breath of the stately rose;

All of this and more came into our hearts

As we sat in the door—I mind it well—

And a thousand other things bright with love,

Too happy for speech, and too many to tell.

Our hearts have been better and purer. I ween,

Since then than they ever had been before, ;

And unto our dying day we will bless

The sweet June eve when we sat in the door.

NMINW-fllfilll‘li-INIIJIIIIIllJWJ/II/JJIJ/lI‘lllflfifllffl‘ll
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DEAD.

 

BY MARY E. WILCOX.

 

Want evening lights her silver spheres, My fair ideal is discrowned,

And slowly pales the Western red, I think of thee as of the dead.

I think of thee with painless tears,

As of the dead—the quiet dead.

xxx/v"

Rainbows and moonbeams lavishly

I wreathed about my idol’s head,

Its worthiessness I would not see—

But now it lies dethroned and dead.

Sometimes in dreams I see thy grave,

With forest-mosses o'er it spread,

Where snow-bloomed hlackberry~bushes wave,
‘ h l bI dream of thee as of the dead. I wow a alo for t ‘y row,

I deemed thee from all faults exempt-—

I think upon my weakness now,

With a calm smile of self-contempt.

Thou livest; somewhere the green earth

Still hears thy voice and feels thy tread;

But since I know thee void of worth,
Ailki bk, u k iIthink of theeasof the dead. n" "0 “g “C I 1“" "gun

The God who tints my heart has led,

(Albeit through passages of pain,)

To think of thee as of the dead.

Ahl once my listening heart would bound

And thrill if but thy name was said!

W’hwrxxv"I!I:{Iv‘ld



THE MINISTER OF HAWTHORNWOLD.

 

BY MARY W. JANVRIN, AUTHOR OF “PEAGE.”

 

C H A P T E It I. Q much stronger now the summer’s heat is over.

“PAUL, my son, be careful of your health.” i Besides, you know I have studied hard of late—

“I will, mother!" ibut I shall get rest in Hawthornwold," replied

The speakers were a care-worn, plcasant- i Paul Ilenderson, hopefully. “I anticipate a

voiced, elderl vvoman and a oun man of 3 bus life there it is true—but not a laborious
slight, elegani.’ form, whose pal: facge with its i one? for, settled among a warm-hearted, sympa

intellectual cast of features betrayed the scholar. i thizing people, who will co-operate with me in

They stood in the low entry of an old brown i doing my Master's work, I shall grow refreshed

farm house among the country hills; and the in body and soul. I go from you very strong in

. yellow sunlight of a September morning flooded § hope, mother.”

the fields around the little garden in the fr0nt§ “God grant it may prove so, my son, for I

yard where gay fall flowers bloomed, gilded the 1 shall be very anxious till I hear that you are

small window-panes of the old farm house, and ; stronger," said the fond mother.

streamed broadly into the low entry, where the; “Oh, I hope to return to you next spring

mother and son stood in a parting embrace. l famously improved in the outward man!” smiled

Giles Henderson had hidden his son good-bye i the young man. “But I see the stage is waitiu .
early in the morning and hastened to his daily l Good-bye, dear mother! Don’t be anxious—SI

toil, for he was a rough, hard-working, almost 2 Will write often,” and with a farewell kiss on a

a hard-hearted man, who never had “time to g pale, fur-rowed cheek, while his mother’s head

waste in idle talkin';” but Mrs. IIenderSQn’sSIay a moment on his shoulder, he passed out

dark eyes brimmed anew with tears—and it E from the old brown farm house.

seemed, as she stood there, that she could never g Margaret Henderson re-entercd her little sit

release the son whom she folded tenderly ip her 3 ting-room, from which all the sunshine seemed

arms. g departed, and sank down with a heavy sigh into

And yet, why had she cause for sorrow in a a seat at. the window, burying her face in her

bidding him farewell that morning? Was not hands.

his toiling period of scholastic life at an end?- The one wish of her heart was at last realized

his genius recognized, and the long-cherished , —-Paul was to be settled over his own parish, a

wish of her heart, that she might see him a‘ minister of the gospel. The fruit of long years

minister of the Cross, fulfilled? And why, when of self-denial was reaped—self-denial and rigid

the prosperous church of Hawthornwold lay 2 economy on her part, for Giles Henderson was a

within a day’s ride of his native home, and the S stern, avaricions man to his youngest son, allow

young minister stood ready to depart for the z ing him no time or money “to waste in books or

field of his future labors, did the mother’s heart book larnin',” because, forsooth, “he had got

so cling to her child’s? through the world without privileges of school

As the two stood there, side by side, while the ing or eddication~and if folks wanted ’em now,

driver fastened the trunks upon the stage-coach they’d got to put their own shoulders to the

at the gate, the young man coughed slightly—a wheel and make their own way.”

quick, nervous cough, which brought a sudden Giles, his father’s namesake, and his favorite

flush to his thin check and a perspiration to his eldest son, “took” to “farming,” cattle, horses,

forehead, delicate and bluc~veined as awoman’s. and the rough village company—the life that

The mother staiztcd, and looked scnrchingly into 3 best pleased Giles Henderson, senior; but Paul

his face. That anxious gaze betrayed why she E was "puny" and “tied to his mother's apron

was so loath at parting, for the mother's eye string,” “and if he wanted to study metaphysics

never deccives her. %and algebra and Greek, he must do it by the

“You are not strong yet, Paul. That cold g sweat of his own forehead, as he had always got

has not left you. You cough still. I shall feel 5 along through the world!"

anxious about you." t This, alas! was poor encouragement to the

“Oh, I am gaining fast, mother! and I feel .3 ambitious boy who early began to look forward

IIII”IIIIII(I/IJII/Il
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to the congenial life of a scholar; but opposition 5 “Yes, indeed !" replied Miss Harriet Gill, a

and ridicule sometimes serve as auxiliaries to E maiden lady of “uncertain age," much given to

success, in lieu of a hindrance, so the energetic i admiration of the pulpit oratory of young (un

mother, who saw a vision of her own faded youth 3 married) clergymen—“I think he improves every

aspirations reproduced in her youngest son, 3 Sabbath. What do you think, Mrs. Morrison ?—

worked beyond her strength early and late in g and don't the deacon like him better every time

the old farm house, in dairy and kitchen—and i he hears him?" turning to the worthy lady who

the proceeds of many a golden store of butteréfilled the responsible oflice of President of the

and web from her loom, was carefully hoarded 3 Circle, and who was just then in the act of

toward the education of her boy. Nor must it 5 giving out work to the ladies gathered in her

be supposed that the youth idly gathered up the E best parlor.

fruits of his self-denying mother‘s labor, making E "I certainly agree with you, Miss Gill—and

no effort to add his own mite to the store. Many i think we have reason to regard ourselves as

a summer’s vacation he “hired out" on the sur- peculiarly fortunate in our pastor," returned the

rounding farms, often working beyond his boyish Q lady, with a benevolent smile, “and, as for the

strength; and later, the long collegiate vacations i deacon, he goes home every Sabbath declaring

found him filling the teacher’s chair to eke out i that day’s sermon better than the last one’s! I

the funds requisite for the coming tcrm’s cx- ‘ believe Mr. Henderson’s piety unexccptionable—

penditures. and regard his talents for superior to the ordi~

But all that was past now; he had graduated nary line of preachers. What do you think, Miss

with honors, passed through the course prcpara~ Longhurst? for I have noticed you at church

tory for the ministry, “supplied” various pulpits, pretty often of late. Won’t our new minister

accepted the invitation to become “candidate” i compare favorably with your city ones?”

at the church of Hawthornwold, which had been E The young lady addressed—a haughty-look

followed by a speedy and unanimous invitation 3 ing, but handsome and richly apparelcd girl of

to become their pastor. twenty-two summers—was Alice Longhurst, the

And now he had departed to the arena of busy E only daughter of Squire Longhurst, the great

life—the goal was gained. Whether dreams of i man, par excellence, of Hawthornwold—fresh

preferment mingled with the mother’s wishes for from her winter in the city, where she had been

her son, we know not—though such well mayEthe admired and flattered of a gay circle of

be pardoned the maternal heart; but when she g fashionable society.

turned to the loneliness of her own home, which 2 Anti that the elegant, stately Miss Longhurst,

had been filled awhile by his dear presence, 9. ,- who had always heretofore held her head above

sad presentiment knocked at- the door of that g all the village gatherings, should have signified

heart. fiber approval of the Sewing Circle by her pre—

“If he should return to me ill, feeble, dying! E sence, was of itself sufiicient warranty for Mrs.

Oh, I could not bear that! Father, spare him i Deacon Morrison’s appeal for her approval of

for a long life of usefulness and honor!" prayed E the new minister.

the tender mother, ere she raised her head tog “I certainly think Mr. Henderson’s talents are

watch the coach rolling down the dusty turn- 3 very superior," replied the girl, a sudden color

pike, till it disappeared beyond a bend in the i on her cheek more than confirming her carefully

country road. g worded praise. “And I wonder that he should

“For my mother's sake," prayed the young i content himself in this obscure country village!”

minister, as his heart went out to the scene of E she added, busying her fairjcweled fingers with

his future labors—“for her sake give me strength i a bit of dainty silk netting.

adequate to my work!” i “Hum—city people always know where to

And hope piloted the voyager onward over the i come for a good, popular minister,” tartly re

sea, whereon the young minister's barque was 3 plied Miss Gill—“but I hope Hawthornwold

launched; heaven grant favoring breezes and g folks will show ’em that we appreciate our own 1"

sunny skies, and a safe harborage, whether, 2 “Oh, never fear that, Miss Harriet!” said Mrs.

sooner or later, he anchor in the haven of Rest! g Morrison. “It was but the other day, when

EMr. Henderson took tea at our house, that the

C H A P T E R I I. i deacon and he were talking about the respective

“Wasa’r Mr. Henderson's sermon splendid i duties of city and country ministers, and Mr.

last Sabbath?” exclaimed sweet-faced. little Jes- i Henderson said he was born in the country, and

sie Moore, at the Hnwthornwold village Sewing 3 hoped to live and die a country minister. And I

Circle. sincerely hope he may spend his days with us__
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though. dear me, I don’t. know as we shall keep 5 asked her laughingly to recommend him a suit

him long here!" and Mrs. Morrison sighed. able minister’s wife—and don’t you think, Mrs.

“Why, dear Mrsl Morrison—we’re not going 3 Deacon Dudley told me she said, “There’s little

to lose him, are we?" and little Jessie Moore's i Jessie Moore, Mr. Henderson?"

blue eyes opened wide with astonishment. “1 “Me? Oh, how could Mrs. Dudley say so!"

declare, how sorry I should be!" 3 and the sweet face bent over her work flushed

“Oh, I don't mean exactly that!” replied the i like the heart of a June rose, then she looked

good deacon’s wife, smiling at the girl’s carnest- 3 up with sudden seriousness and said, “ Miss Gill,

[less—“but. when I think that our minister isgl wish she. hadn’t .said that—for I'shall never

not strong-so much like my own poor dear and 3 dare look In the minister s face again. I never

your Albert—I cant’t help fearing he won’t be 3 should be good enough for a minister's wife,

spared to any people long.” Miss Gill."

uWhy, I never thought of that! Only lasta “Oh, don’t be so modest, little daisy!” and

Sunday, how red his checks were! I declare, Iithero was no envy or uncharitableness in the

could hardly keep my eyes off his face, he looked g spinster's eyes as she looked smilingly on the

so—so—hnndsome!” and a very becoming color 3 girl. “But I wonder if Mr. Henderson is coming

deepened little Jessie's checks at the confession. g to tea? I must ask Mrs. Dudley.”

“He studies too closely, I’m afraid!” ventured 5 But just then the matron forestalled this in

Miss Gill. tention by addressing the company with,

“Perhaps so—at. any rate, he seems languid “Ladies, prepare yourselves for a disappoint

and feeble,” replied the deacon’s wife. “He’s 3 went. this afternoon. Mr. Henderson received a

too ambitions for his strength, I fear, Good E letter this morning stating that his father lies

afternoon, Mrs, Dudley." i very low of a fever—and he left Hawthornwold

This latter remark was addressed to a, cheery- Eby the noon train. Ho laid that if his father

faced matron whojust then entered the parlor— i ShOUld be taken away, he BhOllld PPObhl-Ily be

Mr!- Deacon Dudley, with whom the young minis- ‘ absent over the Sabbath, and would send a friend

ter had boarded since his ordination at Haw- 3 to supply the pulpit."

thornwold; and while that lady was busy with i “011, I’m 50 sorry!" “Did he think his father

her salutations, little Jessie Moore found oppor- z WWhltl’l» recover?” “It will he 8- Bad 8tr0ke for

tunity to whisper to Miss Gill, “They any Mn 3 Mr. licnderson!"were the various comments that

Henderson goes to Squire Longhurst‘s a great i passed round the company.

deal. I suppose Alice pleases him—she’s go§ " Mrs. Allen told me she had heard our minis

handsome and sparkling.” g ter’s father was quite a wealthy farmer—but that

“Hum-hum,” whispered back the lime spin- g he struggled through his studies by his own ex

ster, glancing where the girl sat a. little apart t "tions," Stfitl one of the ladies. “But he'll come

from the others, looking haughty and cold as in for his Share 0f the Property, ihOUBh—he has

fair—“ ‘handsome?’ fine feathers make fine i only We bmih", I believe'”

birds, Jessie! A pretty minister’s wife she’dg And still. Bilentund haushty,mtA1i¢e Long

make! 1%, no! depend upon it, Jessie, Mn } hurst at her work, seemingly hearing not the

Henderson never would think of such a thing! gmnvershfion, 'md yet “in! every word 5mm,“

Besides. I’ve heard she was engaged to a city typed in“) h" "‘em"?- F°P the "0mg, “He’ll

gcntleman~though I don’t doubt but she’d like , come in for MB Share 0f the property." had "0"

to bring him to her feet, for they say she's abeen1°5t“l?°na"!hwghtyiW°fld1Tmihded8irl~

desperatc flirt.”

“But don’t you think her handsome? I do,

Miss Harriet!" said the envy‘free Jessie.

“Hum-—_tolcrable looking, but not to my “Amos!”

taste!" said the spinster, pursing up her lips. There was a little silence in Squire Long

“Now, to my mind, there isn’t a young girl in s hurst’s elegant parlor after that name was

all his congregation—you and I excepted, of spoken, then the young minister of Hawthorn

eonrse," said Miss Harriet, with a toss of her t wold released the little jeweled hand which had

head and a withered smile, Miss Gill had been‘been surrendered to his there in the flower

twentwsix these ten years} and artless little 2 scented meonlight hour; for a tale of love—

Jessie Moore was eighteen!) “but I’d sooner tender as a woman’s, yet. strong and manly as a

our minister would choose; for by-and—byc he’ll i Christian gentleman’s can be—had been spoken

marry somebody, I suppose. He isn’t engaged— i there, and Squire Longhurst’s daughter had not

Mrs. Dudley says he told her so one day, and t refused to listen.
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“Alice, before I speak farther of this senti- 5 stretching away before him. And yet, he was

ment which my heart holds for you—before I i the possessor of no ordinary talents—they might

ask you to leave your elegant home to share the i win him a position; her father had wealth enough

fortunes of an humble minister, I must lay that g for all. They would go away to the city—they

future before you. I must speak plainly—I E two, but not his plain, country mother.

shall not deceive you—and, for this, Iask youl “Your mother—I’m sure I should love her

to listen to the history of my life. My father, Svery much, Mr. Henderson—Paul,” she said, at

Alice, was a hard man to his youngest son—ilength, “but I should think she would prefer

hard as iron; though I wish not to speak harshly g staying there on the farm—it would seem more

or unchristianly of the dead. Why my mother S natural, you know."

ever loved him I used to wonder in my boyish “The farm is to be sold," replied the minister,

days; sitting with my books on my knee in the quietly.

chimney-place, while pale, sad, but always pa-E “But you could hire it for her—I could—for

tient, she went about her daily tasks. But she E papa, I’m sure, would give me an ample dowry.

shed tears, Alice, on his coflin—I think he was i Besides," she went on, mistaking his quiet for

dear to her. Alice, as I have said, I was never 3 aequiesence, “by-and-bye I should want you to

a favorite with my father; my brother Giles was g go away from this stupid country town—you’ll

his idol. There were but us two; and while 3 have calls from the city fast enough, and there

Giles’ tastes were for active, out-door life, mine 3 they would appreciate your talents, Paul."

were for books. This did not please my father—g “But I am perfectly satisfied with Hawthorn

but small need to repeat all this here. Enough, i wold, and have no reason to complain of lack of

that my mother led a life of self-denial, toil, and 5 sympathy or appreciation,” he replied, still very

privation, that I might be clothed and schooled, S quietly.

and her exertions made me what I am. Myg “Oh, how can you content yourself among

father was a rich man, Alice—was, I say—forithese ignorant country people? You are so

on his death-bed he made a confession which Syoung and talented," and she laid her jeweled

showed how far his blind indulgence to Giles 5 hand on his pale forehead, “and could get to be

had led him almost to beggary, and left. my 3 so famous!"

mother nothing—not even the old homesteadi “He who professes to be an humble servant

over her head. He had signed notes for Giles, lof the meek and lowly Jesus, who was born in

who had played the prodigal son and become 3 a. manger, and had not where to lay his head,

involved in wild, profitless speculations; andgshould not look for earthly honors or emolu

there was barely a pittance left of his estate. § ments,” he said, still in that impassioned voice,

i

 ,m,”w,,/M~vm

For myself I do not care, Alice; but for my though be slightly started away from the soft

motheri—it is hard for her to be left thus in \ caressing touch of that hand.

her old age. “Dear me! then you will throw yourself away

“And yet she will not be left alone," he con- l on the stupid country people, who don’t know

tinned, “for it is on this point I desire to speak ; how to distinguish a splendid sermon from a com

with you, Alice. I love my mother—l owe her i men-place afl‘air'!” said the rich man’s daughter,

more than ordinary duty—and, next to my wife, i pettishly.

she will always share my heart and home. Wes “Miss Longhurst—Alice," and there was a

shall never be parted; and I could not be happy 5 strange whiteness about the young minister's

if the woman I married looked upon my mother a mouth, though he spoke very calmly, “I shall

as an intruder there in that home. Now, Alice, 3 probably spend my life away from ambitious

you know fully my position—I do not wish to i scenes—among this, or a similar country people.

presume on the affection which I think you E Will you decide here, and now—for I came to

entertain for me—think well before you decide you with your father‘s sanction—if you love me

whether you can lay your hand in mine, and 2 sufliciently to become my wife? And, remem~

say, ‘Thy people shall be my people’—thy home 5 her, the love I ask is not for a month, or a year,

mine." [Shut for a life-time, Alice!”

There was a little silence after Paul IIender- The young minister leaned his thin cheek on.

son paused; and varying emotions played overfihis hand. What meant that attitude, half de

tho moonlit face of Alice Longhurst, then she E jection, half despair? Was his heart prophetic

drew back into the deep shadows of the heavy 5: then?

window hangings. E And Alice Longhurst? Despite his decision,

The test had come; the illusion of wealth was i which dispelled the fabric she had reared of g

dispelled: she saw the minister's probable future 3 splendid city home, where she should live the

*II/
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courted, popular, flattered minister’s wife—did € “Oh, I must see him!” interrupted the visitor.

not every pulse of her being send forth a plead~ s "Tell him an old friend» no, tell him nothing—

ing cry for her to alter the “yen." and “amen” i let me go in, madam! You are his mother! You

to his appeal? gwill not refuse her who once loved your son?

It might have been; yet pride and ambition 3 There is no one there?” and she moved toward

are harder than iron or the flinty rock, and very S the door of the adjoining bed-chamber where the

coldly and impassively she spoke the words that g sick man lay.

betrayed her a cruel, heartless woman, 2 “Jessie is with him. But you may see him.

“No, I don't think I love you sufficient for % Hadn’t I better take in your name first?” said

that, Mr. Henderson!" g the widow Henderson.

A fine scorn quivered in the young man’s tones s "No—oh, no! He might refuse—that is, per

“ he rose and stood before her. “It is enough! i hope he would not recognize me. I may go in 1"

Forgive me, Miss Longhurst, that I committed an i and she laid a. hand, white as ivory, on the door

error when I thought you the embodiment of my g latch of that humble chamber, her costly robes

ideal of a true woman!” Then his voice softened i trailing along the homespun carpet.

and quiver-ed slightly as he laid his hand a mo- g “You may. Paul, my son,” and the mother

ment on her head, saying, “God keep you from g passed in, “an old friend wishes to see you.”

the world, its snares, its hollowness, and the ._ The sick man reclined in an easy-chair at the

deceitfulness of riches! And may He bring you g south window, his thin, hollow cheeks crimson

into His fold!” swith consumption’s roses, and her fires blazing

Then Paul Henderson passed out, and she was i in his dark hazel eyes. He turned—gazed

alone. gsteadily upon the new comer for a moment—

A bitter cry broke from the girl’s lips—the \ then a flush mounted to his forehead and died

hungry cry of a heart that claimed its own, spite g away among the damp masses of luxuriant ches

of pride and stern resolve—but it was strangled g nut hair. Then he grew pallid as before; but

in its birth, and the good and generous of Alice 3 smiled, and put out his hand.

Lenghurst’s nature were tainted evermore withi “Alice—Mrs. Rossiter!”

the blight and mildew of shame. 3 "Can’t I see him alone, ma’am? Can’t I talk

“Alice, my daughter, has Mr. Henderson been with him? Jessie Moore, why are you here ?"

with you to-night? I gave him my consent to q she said, almost fiercely, turning to the sweet

speak with you on a. subject near his heart,” Efnced girl who sat beside his chair gently fan

said Squire Longhurst, entering the apartment % ning him.

an hour after where the girl sat. “Jessie is my betrothed wife, Mrs. Bossiter,"

"Nearer his heart than mine, I imagine, 2 said the sick man, quietly—then, turning to her,

papa!" said the girl, with curling lips and he said gently, “leave me a moment, Jessie!”

haughty air. “Yes, he has been here—but I The girl obeyed. Mrs Rossiter paced the

have no fancy for enacting the role of the poor floor hurriedly; then, as if for the first time

minister's wife, being the recipient of donation E noting the weakness of the sick man, she went

visits, and playing Lady Bountiful to all the i and knelt softly at his feet.

dirty children in the parish!” g "They told me you were dying, Paul—they

"But, my daughter, I thought—I supposed—" i said I should never see you again—but I thank

“Supposed very wrongly, papa,” gayly inter- g God I am here in time to ask your forgiveness!

rnpted Alice. “And, dear papa, I must coax a Paul, Paul, do not. withhold that from me! tell

you into good-nature, and get you to promise ‘ me you pardon all my wickedness, my deceit,

that I may go back to aunt Carolina’s, for I am 3 my sin—for, Paul Henderson, I loved you when

wearied to death of this stupid Hawthornwold!” Q I said those cruel, heartless words of denial! I

i lied to you—I lied to my own heart then, Paul—

Efor, as God hears me, I have never loved any

C H A P T E R I V- Set-her! But my proud heart tempted me—I de

“MADAX, can I see him—Mr. Henderson?” 5 ceived you—though alas! alas! I couldn’t deceive

The pale, sorrow-stricken mother paused a g myself in the weary time that followed!

moment ere she replied to the rapid question of a “I left Hawthornwold,” she went on—“I met

the elegant, stately woman in rich mourningéJohn Rossiter—I married him for his gold—he

robes who stood in her little parlor, and whose i is dead now, and it is all mine~but I wish I

span of splendid greys champed their silver bitsiwere dead too! I do—before I had lived to

and pawed the earth at the farm house gate. : see this day! Oh, you must not die, Pauli you

“He is very yeah this morning, ma’am—" \ shall not! You shall live to see how true is my
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penitence-you shall not despise me! But ah,; Too late the earnest “call” which came from

what am I saying? You love another now—you g the wealthy city church for the talented, genius

would love her if you lived—you will claim her § dowried, yet humble and child-hearted servant

for your wife in heaven. Oh, Paul!” and, sob~ i of the cross, for he had passed to the mansions

hing bitterly, she bent her face upon his knee. i prepared for him in the city of the Great King;

“Alice,” and the sick man’s hand was laid i too late the soft, lilac-scented airs which played

tenderly on her bowed head, “this unnerves me, §round his native farm house home, where they

I cannot hear it! Oh, Alice, I have loved you— i bore him with the fatal splondors of consumption

I love Jessie now much as I dare love in this 5 on his cheek; but not too late the gentle love of

hour when the earthly grows dim and the eyesfjsweet Jessie Moore, who kissed his pale fore

of man look beyond the portals of Immortality. head as she closed his eyes, saying softly to the

But oh, Alice, in the land where I am going we Q weeping mother, “We shall meet him again in

read, ‘They marry not, neither are given in mar- l heaven 1"

riage.’ Strive to meet me there. Promise me: But oh! the anguish—the shrinking from a

this, Alice Rossiter!” g dreary, rayless future that stretched away bleak

“I promise! I will try!” sobbed the hlmi- E and bare before her—which came to Alice Ros

liated woman, snatching his hand and covering E siter when they told her,

it with kisses. “Now, Paul, I am going—for I S “The minister of Hawthornwold is dead!”

cannot stay to see you die!" and gathering up Oh, whoever, reading this, dares to thrust

her sweeping sable robes, she passed out. i away from his heart a pure and dcathless love

And while the carriage which held Mrs. Rossi- i for the lure of station, wealth, or any other

ter rolled down the green, fern-bordered country i blandishment, let him bethink—ere it be forever

road, little Jessie Moore, with tear-filled eyes, i too late—of the ghosts that nor will nor pride

but a smile of resignation on her face, gently E have power to lay—the ghosts of remorse, that,

held her lover’s hand, looked into his triumphant i so sure as love is of the soul and the soul is of

eyes, and caught the last breath which passed 2 God, will walk with him, hand-in-hand, through

his lips as his earthy life lapsed into the better. ‘ all his future!
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IN THE SUGAR CAMP.

 

BY P. H. BTAUI-‘PER.

 

How it snows! How it blows!

Quite enough to freeze one's toes,

Or make one mutter as he goes,

“How confoundedly it blows!"

It is March, and the larch

Means such dreary moans!

And the trembling poplar tremblel

As the white pine dings her cones

On the rocks and scrnggy stones!

Thrust the blazing wood!

Oh, it does one good

Just to catch the flavor,

And the savor

That comes from the scum,

And the diliquosccnt gum

That may drip upon the wood,

If through carelessness it should!

IIIIIIAMIIIIIIIIII

Iiow the girls, with eyes like pearls

It angers little good Shining through their curls,

When through the maple wood , Pour the sugar into moulds

Tho borers wend their noisy way! With the dipper each one holds!

To be rapping, to be sapping Verses improvising as they watch it cryltaliflng

With a sort of syrup-titious tapping “In the icy air of night;"

Where the juicy veins may lay! What a sight!

Through tubes of older or lumnch In itself a crystalline delight,

Flows the dripping sap; A saccharine delight!

And such nectar! even Hector

Would have stood protector

By those vessels filling to the rim,

Running over at the brim!

There are foot-prints in the snow

By the maples far below,

And penis of laughter ring upon the air,

Startling the drowsy hare,

How the smoke is curling And waking echoes here and there!

And unfuriing Iinvn a euro, and beware!

Upward from the low-roofed lhed; _ Such kisses, pretty Misses

While the men with faces red May steal your hearts away

Under the kettles and the boilers, Sonia Winter day,

 

Eighteen and twenty gallon boilers, So they may!
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“Waua if it don't seem good to git sot down 2 climbin’ rocks, and doin’ all manner of shaller

once more! Here I’ve been upon the trot ever 5 things; and them white gowns trailin' arter her

since four o’clock this mornin‘—up stairs and E jest like a peacock’s tail in a rainy day! Set I

down stairs, and in the sullur; it’s the way of i to her one mornin’,

woman, they must work hard all the time, and S “ ‘Seeryphcen, why don’t you wear a caliker

git precious little thanks for it! S gown out in the woods?’

“Yer uncle’s allers for everlastingly dreadin’i “‘Lal auntyl' sez she, rollin’ up her eyes

rushing day; says it’s wurs’n Bedlam, and a 3 clean out of their ribbets, ‘what if any destiny

complete panorama—equal to town meotin’, or should meet me?’ 7

tninin’ day! That’s all a man knows! Jest as “ ‘Destiny?’ sez I, ‘who’s yer destiny? Iguess

if anybody could wash, and scrub, and bile, and ; they ain’t much if they wouldn’t be perlite to ye

slush from sunrise till sunset without makin’ a i in a ealiker gown! Besides, they wouldn’t be at

noise! I’d like to see him try it! I’ve'never all likely to be out a strolin’ in them woods!’

[moved him, in the course of all our marriage-E “ ‘Ahl’ sez she, “aunt Keziah, you’ve no re

able life, to miss gittin’ mad wnshin’ days—he i ceptive of the rhumetic visions that. float athwart

onvariably does—and he allers swears when he’s i the gold of my metal horizontal!’

mad! Yer uncle Joshua ain’t a pertain mani “ ‘I wonder if I hain’t?’ so: I, ‘I’ve had the

naturally, but the minit the steam begins to rise i rhumatiz nigh onto ten year, and if I don’t know

Monday mornin’, it runs the chronometer of his l what it is by this time, it’s a pity! It‘s a ter’ble

temper clean up to Nero, and he'll blow off like ; complaint, and I’m sorry you‘ve got io—did you

a, railroad whistle! i ever try mustard poultiees?’

“As for yer cuzzin, Ichabod Jefl‘erson, he 8 “Seraphina kinder looked at me as if she’d

allers goes off in the mornin’ to, get rid of lug- seen a sperit, or somethin’, but she didn’t say

gin‘ water, and he’ll stay till jest the minit I nothin’—only took a book and went off out inter

begin to wash the floor; then in he’ll come, and the sheep’s pasture.

begin to tramp, tramp, and gallop across thei “Ichabod scolded to me for sayin’ anything to

room; trackin’ the floor, and eatin’ cako andlher. He said she was too fine bred to under

butter. Ichabod is a ter’ble case for eatiu'; i stand my common talk, and I'd better keep still.

there ain’t no end to his appetite. He’d devour Ye see, Ichabod took a shine to her, and couldn’t

the whole airth, and then think nothin’ of cram~ t bear to have anybody speak a word ngin her no

min' down a doughnut on top of it! I never 3 how. She hadn’t been to our house a fortnight

knowed him to eat less’n fifteen putaters to a i afore he took to ilin’ his chin and wearin’ stand

meal, afore last summer. Along the fust of t ing collars. He kept one hand a pullin’ up his

June, my niece, Seraphina Ricanny, came up i dicky, and ’tother feeling of his chin, the whole

here to churalize and smell the country air. As i of the time, till I got wore out with him.

soon as she arriv', Ichabod sot his cap for her, “ ‘Don’t, Ichabod,’ sez I, one day at dinner-—

and of course he had to leave 08' eatin’ so many don’t be a borrying trouble so much; it’ll be

putatcrs, because Seraphina said only Irishers 3 time enulf to worry about yer beard when it

sat ’taters. We made a powerful savin’ in that 3 comes! You’ll drive it all back if you keep rub

wsy. E bin’ it sol’

“Seraphina was about as romantic a bunch of g “Ichabod was mad, and Seraphina pulled out

plurality as ever you cum across. Allers drest 5 her smelling-bottle, her vinegar grater, she calls

in white, and were her hair in dangles, because E it, and clapped it to her nose. Yer uncle sez I’m

she said it was poetical; but her gowns made the S allcrs a shockin’ somebody’s modesty, but I can't

awfnllest sight of washin' and ironin’! Theyghelp it! I’m an honest woman, and bound to

I“ more (,0 wash than yer uncle’s shirts when speak the truth—shock or no shock! Seraphina

he's to work in the loggin' swamp—for she had 5 got over it though; folks ginernlly revive sich

’em clean dowa to the ground, and was allers a \ things—and along toward night, she started of

gain! out in the dewy bushes draggling round, 5 for the woods agin. Ichabod he went down in
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the medder hoeing corn. He was allers sneakin’ 5 myself n-laflin’! The ter’ble scene of the per~

out to git nigh her somehow. Didn’t seem to be formanco was the frog-pond in our pastur', and

contented if he won’t putty close. irite in the middle of the pond was Seraphina,

“I was a-spinnin’ stocking yarn to foot yer Q perched up on a rock, as peart as Nathan's pig!

uncle Joshua’s mixed stockings—they was all t She'd hollered till she was putty nigh used up,

good but the heels, and them was kinder were 3 and looked more like a willed cabbage-plant

through, and I thought it was best to foot ’em. 3 than anything I ever seed. Rite on the edge

Some folks would a heeled ’em, I ’spose, but I i of the pond was Squire Dobb's big, grey gobbler,

don’t think much of heeled stockings; they’re s a-gabblin’ and stretchin’ out his neck like all

kinder hard to yer feet, especially if you’re trou- i possesti Seraphina had on a wide, red scarf,

bled with corns. g and turkeys can’t bear red, ye know; and so the

“Wall, I was spinnin' away, and hummin' a i gobbler had run after her and her sash, till he'd

tune at the same time. I’m a master hand to skaired her nigh about out of her witsl She'd

hum tunes, it helps my work along 'mazingly to scamperod till she’d pretty well killed herself,

have it sot to music, so. All to once, right in the § and when she cum to the frog~pond, she never

middle of the tune—Cornation, I believe it was; g minded, she said, but put rite ahead, thinkin'

no, I won’t be certain but what it was Lennox—S Satan hisself was after her! The gobbler dos—

or it might have been Bileston—I ain‘t railly i sent trust hisself in the water, but he wouldn‘t

deeiwd which 'twas—I hurd a scream! It made 5 give up the chase, and there he stood bristling

my hair stan’ rite up. Then there was another, Q his feathers and scoldin’ away, jest for all the

and another—every one, as Ichabod sez, ‘nearer, i worldlike Squire Dobb’s wife! She's the awful

clearer, awfulier than before!‘ I knowed well lest scolder that ever lived! It‘s well the squire

enufi' it was somebody somewhere! In a minnit § is deaf—I should be glad and thankful for it if

I thought of Seraphina. She was etarnally git- § I was in his place!

tin’ into difliculty of some kind, and Ithoughtt “I took a stick and lambed that gobbler out

’twas jest as likely as not she’d been and done it E of sight, and then I cum back to Seraphina.

wuss than ever! I dropt my yarn and run as g Ichabod got there jest as I did, and he made no

fast as I could in the direction of the sound. On, 3 fuss at all, but took off his coat, rolled up his

on, I went like an ofl'ended comic, a-streamin' \ trousis, and waded rite in after her! He lagged

of it for dear life, for the critter hollered so her out as keerful as could be, and sot her down

heart-broken like, that I knowed she must be in on the grass to dry.

an awful perdicament somewheres! “I do believe that kind a skeered Ichabod.

“ ‘Hold on aminnit! Seraphina!’ sea I, ‘don’t After that he sod little to Seraphina. So she

die jest yet! I'm a most there! and on I went!’ fell in love with Jim Grannis, and ’sloped with

“Cum to git there, I thought I should a’ killed him.”
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DO YOU THINK I HAVE FORGOTTEN THEE?

 

BY IRS. HARB‘ET BOOKSH- BARBER.

 

Oh! thy roses and thy glories bright,

I have watched with ardent eye

To see them up thy dear, old walls

Creep lovingly and high;

They sleep forgotten and alone

Within a scentless bed,

Like the sweet, youngI human blossoms

That dear old home has shed.

Those pictured forms and faces dear,

All radiant with mirth,

Just as in life‘s dissolving view

They faded from the earth.

How often in the quiet hush

Thoy steal upon my sight,

With a sweet and trembling hrightnen,

Like the stars upon the night;

Then my spirit eyes look upward,

Though the foolish heart will stray

To a dear, old, silent mansion,

I remember far away.

Do you think I have forgotten thee,

Old mansion, far away?

Where thou stnndest in brooding stillness

Looking sadly on the day—

Looking darkly on its sunlight,

Till the gladdt-st ray that falls

Flits wnnly as some spirit

Within thy echoing halls—

Thy halls, that once with music rang,

And voices young and free,

Ohl their melody comes back to me

Across the sounding see.

In my dreumings oft I see then now,

As in the days gone by,

When I looked upon thee proud and fond,

With cliildhood’s reverent eye;

When I thought no world without could be

Like the bright world lived within,

Where my young life blossomed like thy flowers,

And my heart know little sin;
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C H A P T E R XII I. g sight of asnake. He seemed to me a something

Ls a few minutes, my cousin came running § between a jockey and a black-leg, dressed up in

eagerly up, saying, “Arthur is so glad you are i Sunday clothes and practicing manners learned

here." 50f a dancing-master. The elaborate politeness

Mr. Despencer followed her, and taking my i with which he received his introduction to me

band in both of his, as if we had been old i increased my aversion to him, as elaborate

friends, greeted me cordially, and concluded by politeness always does, when I dislike people;

saying, besides, elaborate politeness is never honest.

“It lifts quite a load from my mind to knows The next day rose clear and crisp. After break

you will be with Georgiana, for business will ‘ fast, Mr. Despencer and his friend departed for

call me much away, and this is a lonely place at the city. The former was so much out of humor

best.” that he could barely restrain himself sufficiently

I will not deny that I felt relieved at these to be civil. Georgiana looked as if she had been

words. Mr. Despencer had not forgotten his crying. I surmised that she had told him how

old grace of manner. If his welcome had been unrelenting her father was: and my surmise

that of a Paladin to some wondering and wronged § proved correct, as she informed me, after the

princess, it could not have been accompanied by i meal was over, by way of apology for her has

more delicacy in look and manner. I began to band’s ill-temper. She did not tell me how

think better of him. I wondered less at what I harsh he had been to her, however, and that this

thought Georgiana’s infatuation. My answer, was the cause of her swollen eyes.

doubtless, revealed something of this change in Mr. Bentley, however, was still offensively

opinion, for my cousin brightened up and gave polite. He seemed to think that he could make

me a glance full of grateful thanks. Mr. De- up for his friend’s incivility, by excessive atten

spencer noticed it also, and continued quite gal- tions to Georgiana and myself, when he only

lastly, g annoyed the first, and exasperated me. For

“You might find it dull, for young married 2 already I was beginning to hate the man. “Has

people are apt to forget everybody but them- i he the impertinence,” I said to myself, as I con~

selves,” and he looked, half laughingly at Geor- E treated him with Mr. Talbot, “to think he can

giana, who was blushing happily—I had notimake himself agreeable to me?”

seen her look so happy before, “but fortunately I i When we were left alone, Georgiana excused

brought a friend home with me. Mr. Bentley is z herself for an hour or two, on the plea of house

quite a beau. I should not wonder if he and i hold affairs, but really, I suspect, to have her

you got up a flirtation.” i cry out unobserved. Left to myself, I set forth

I caught an appealing look from Georgiana to to examine the mansion. I had been curious,

her husband. She had not, I saw, informed Mr. i from what I saw of it the night before, to know

Despencer of the reason for my visit. But he g where Mr. Bentley had slept, for, except the two

comprehended, with ready tact, that he had ‘ chambers occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Dcspencsr

made a blunder of some kind, and offering me § and myself, and the loft, which the servant had

his arm, conducted me down stairs in silence. i for a dormitory, I was not aware of any apart

Oh! how that chance allusion wrung my heart. 3 ments in sufficient repair to be used as sleeping

It brought back, in full force, the memory of my E rooms. I found my anticipations correct. The

happiness, now gone forever, and which, for the entire half of the house, on the right of the hall,

last half hour, I had temporarily forgot. was in a tenantless condition: the shutters rot

Mr. Bentley was handsome and well dressed. i ted oil", or hanging loose; the plaster broke; the

But he had a sinister expression, which made 3 ceilings fallen in; the floors decayed. I opened

no shudder instinctively, as one shudders at l the doors, that led into them from thg7lgall, but

i

't
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did not enter, for they looked dangerous, and ; Georgiana was not coming down, I resolved to

smelt damp and fetid. None had any furniture g go into the city, and inquire where, or how, I

in. I was forced to conclude that Mr. Bentley 3 could get work. It had to be done at some time;

slept in an out-house. E for I was determined not to be dependent. Why

In my walks I met the old woman, who had 3 not at once?

waited on us the day before. It seemed as if) I hesitated, at first, thinking that Mr. Talbot

the advent of Mr. Bentley, with his sinisterlook, \ might, possibly, relent, and that a note might

had cast a glamour over the place which affected 2 come from him in my absence. But my pride

everything; for this servant, who, had seemed, \ whispered, that, in such an event, my triumph

when I first saw her, only a vulgar-looking cook \ would be the greater if I was away. "Triumph!"

and maid-of-all-work, now wore a hag-like ‘ex- g I said to myself, immediately after, “ah! he will

pression, which made my blood run cold. Tooth- 3 never write: there will he no triumph for me;

less, blear-eyed, withered, with long, skinny She is inflexible.” And saying this, I went up

fingers, and already bent by age, she came upon ‘ stairs for my bonnet. I was torn by conflicting

me so suddenly, as I turned the angle of the § emotions: now angry at him for what I called

house, that I started with a slight, involuntary g his tyranny and obstinaey, now more than half

scream, as if I had seen a Witch. 3 convinced that it was I who had been exacting.

In the course of my further researches, I de- 3 I had talked, often and bravely, of what a true

tected, at the rear of the hall, a massive door g woman could do, in spite of the social injustice

leading to the right, and saw that it conducted 3 that beset her path, if left to provide for herself.

to a large apartment, the only room, on that side i I tried, as I walked toward the city, to recall all

of the house, not plainly a prey to bats and owls. ‘ this and to assure myself that the task before me

But whether it was in decay or not I failed to t was an easy one. I had only to will it, I said,

discover, for I could not get admittance into it § and all difliculties would disappear. There was

from any point, as it was protected outside bygnothing menial in working for one's bread:

WOOden shutters, firmly bolted within, and though 2 nothing in the mere act of asking for employ

a door led into it from the front room, which had E ment, that should call a blush to the face. But

been used as a dining hall in the palmy days of 5 when I reached the place where I llt‘ltl determined

the mansion, that, also, was now tightly locked. S to make my first application, my heart failed me.

As I was trying the fastenings of this door, the i It was a. picture dealer’s, where I hoped to dis

old servant who seemed to be prowling about ; pose of a few water-color sketches, which I in

watehing me, came up and told me the room'itended to paint. But Iwalkcd past the store,

was nailed up, and had not been used for twenty g two or three times, before I could muster courage

years. lto go in. When, at last, I did enter, and ner

When I had exhausted the mansion, I went to 3 vously told my errand, the rough, curt way in

the out-houses, but still found no place, except i which I was told that “there was no demand for

a hay-loft, where Mr. Bentley could have slept. lsuch things now," made every vein tingle with

The out»houses were as ruinous as the mansion Q alternate shame and indignation. I had to

itself, being mostly covered with moss, or over- S school myself, for more than an hour, before I

grown with briars or poison vines, while between i could venture on a second attempt elsewhere:

the cracks in their gaping walls, green, slimy § and here the answer was the same.

lizards ran in and out. I I do not, in writing this autobiography, seek

Georgiana still kept her room, when I had \ to extenuate myself. I ought not, I know, to

finished these explorations, and I knocked in i have been either angry or ashamed. My reason

vain for admittance. She had a violent sick r told me so, even then. But we are flesh and

head-ache, she said, “wouldn’t I excuse her till l blood, not mathematical machines. We feel the

dinner-time?” The dinner would be at five \stings of pride, we resent insult, and this the

o'clock, “a late dinner to be sure, but Arthur 3 more readily, the more unhappy and friendlesa

had promised to return by that hour.” She \ we are. To be poor is no crime, but, in the

thought if she could get a little sleep she would E world’s eye at least, it is a stigma. To go about,

be quite well again. Poor thing! I read it all. \. morning after morning, week after week, solicit

She was exhausted by weeping, and fancied that 5 ing em] loyment, when all avenues are filled, often

by secluding herself and courting sleep, she 5 meeting rudeness and nearly always coldness, is

could come out at dinner-time, looking freshly, g no small cross for a woman to bear.. Thosc who

and so deceive me and her husband. Qhave been accustomed to it, all their lives, feel

My only chance of avoiding thought was to i it to be such. It was worse for me. It was the

keep myself occupied. 80, when I found that l worse for one proud like I was; for pride was
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my beset-ting sin. I do not wonder that im- § snfl'ered, especially as I saw, day by day, her

poverished gentlewomen sometimesstarve, rather i own increasing unhappiness.

than run this gauntlet. Oh! how I hated thei I could have endured all, I repeat, if I had

world for its injustice. For, at that period, Itbeen certain, beyond controversy, that I was

charged all my sufl‘erings to its social code. Sright. More than once. I saw Mr. Talbot’s

I hurry over this part of my story. Theiname mentioned in the newspapers, as having

public has had a surfeit of such sorrows, and is g won some important case, or made some eloquent

sick of the wrongs of distressed women. And g speech. I felt then how I loved him yet! Loved

in fact, terrible as this physical suffering is, it i him, I said to myself, in spite of his injustice.

is nothing when compared with the mental ones 2 But had he, I always added, been unjust? Alas!

I had to endure. Poverty, even starvation, can \ this doubt was hardest of all to bear. I could

be borne better than the loss of love, infinitely \ have suffered everything, if certain I was a

better than the sense of one’s having done wrong. i martyr for the truth; but I grew daily less sure

The pain of the body is nothing to the agony of E of this, and daily, yes, hourly, more miserable.

the soul. Yes! I could have borne all, if I had \ -

had within me, an assured consciousness of .

right-doing. But the more I reflected on my§ CHAPTER XIV” _

behavior, the more doubtful I felt of its correct-i BUT I am anticipating. That night, Mr.

ness. gDespencer returned home, in a comparatively

To dismiss this part of my story, once for all. S good-humor; and poor Georgiana’s spirits rose

After trying various more lucrative avenues to iaccordingly- From this time out, her smiles or

employment, and finding that all were over- i tears fluctuated with her husband’s temper; and

crowded, I was compelled to take up with alas! for her, he was oftencr angry than other

plain needle-work, which I obtained at a House g wise. The mild, thorough-bred manner, which

of Industry, an institution established, to pro had been his only recommendation to me at the

vide employment for persons situated like my- 5 sea-shore, was accompanied by a passionate dis

self. I had put ofl' applying at this place as long position, which he gave full vent to at his own

as I could, for I knew many of the ladies who E fireside. My blood often boiled at his treatment

managed it; and my pride revolted at being seen E of my cousin. Why is it that so many men,

soliciting work, by those, who, a month ago, ifnmed in society for their courtesy, and even

would have been glad to have been my rivals. §chivalry to women, are little better than brutes

More than once, when I took back the tasks I g to their wives?

had finished, I had to draw down my veilg Mr. Bentley did not visit us again for several

quickly, to prevent being recognized, by former 5 days. I was not more pleased with him, at his

acquaintances, on their way from the managers‘ g second appearance, than at his first. There was

room to their carriages. My conduct was foolish, 3a coarse, animal look about the month, which

perhaps; but I was human. Emade you forget even his fine eyes; and they

It was no perverse wish to be independent that g were fine, of that purplish black which is at

drove me to this sacrifice of pride. I soon recon- i once so rare and beautiful. He had glittering

oiled myself to accepting a home from Georgiana, 3 white teeth, which a perpetual smile constantly

for I saw that I could be useful to her in many 3 exhibited, and which, to me at least, were sug~

ways. But when I had left my uncle’s, I had i gestive of a latent snarl, as if he was a human

been so completely unprovided with money, that I 3 hycna. Yet he was handsome and well-bred, in

had not now enough even to renew my wardrobe, the ordinary sense of the term. In a promiscu

though the winter was approaching, when such ; ous assembly of young ladies, at least half would

a renewal would he indispensable. It was ne- 5 have pronounced him a “love of a man."

cessary, therefore, that I should replenish my “You don’t seem to like Mr. Bentley,” said

purse, however scantily. What I did earn suf- t Georgiana, the next day when we were alone.

ticed for my clothing. But it would not have “Yet he is said to be very successful with

paid my board. women.”

How weary I often was. Sewing, which is “Who is he?” was my reply.

such a sedative to many of my sex, was never “Mr. Bentley,” said Georgiana.

such to me. It had always, on the contrary, “I want to know what he is."

been a. task.’ My eyes ached, my chest. pained “Don’t you know?”

me, my spirits sank, as I sat, hour after hour, “No.”

plying my needle. But I never complained, for \- “Arthur says he is a gentleman, who has been

i did not wish Georgiana to know how much I i unfortunate."
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' “Do you believe it?" and I looked at her g niture, had been arranged there; and asIrecog

keenly. l nized one or two of the chairs, which I had seen

“I sometimes think he may be a gambler, or in Georgiana’s room, I knew that Mr. Despencer,

some such thing,” she answered, a little embar- i to blind me, had caused the apartment to be

rassed. "He don't act the real gentleman, now i fitted up. -

does he, Maggy?" g But why should be blind me"? Why was there

“I don’t think he does.” 2 any necessity for a mystery? My thoughts re

“Ile hasn't the manner of Arthur. Few E verted to the closed chamber. But even if that

have." x was where Mr. Bentley slept, why should there

“No. He hasn’t Mr. Despencer‘s manner." i be any attempt to conceal it? What was the tie

“I sometimes wish Arthur was not so inti- g between him and Georgiana’s husband? It was

mate with him. I wonder if they ever play.” E more than mere friendship, I felt. assured. Did

“I hope not,” I said, for I saw how distressed § they share some dark and terrible secret to

the idea made her; and to divert her thoughts, I ‘ gether, with which, in some way, the closed

added, “By-the-bye, where does Mr. Bentley q chamber was connected?

sleep, when he comes here?” i I had resided with Georgiana about f0ur

Georgiana. laughed. I had not heard her laugh months, when Mr. Despeneer said, one evening.

so gleefully since she was a child. ithat he had to visit a neighboring city, and

“I’m sure I don't know. I'm keeping house, i would be gone for a week.

and don’t know where my guests sleep—isn’t it Q “I would like to take you, Georgy,” he said.

Many? Arthur told me, I remember now, not i addressing his wife, “if Miss Gray will keep

to trouble myself about it, for that old Jane \ house while we’re gone,”

would settle it all: and I never did troubles “Oh! I should be delighted," said my cousin,

myself.” And she laughed again. Efor, poor child! any kindness from her husband

The conversation ceased here, but as we sat at almost set her wild.

the tea-table, that night, Georgiana suddenly I thought immediately of Mr. Bentley, for he

\
x
x
\
\
\
\

looked up, and said to Mr. Despencer, E had been so marked in his attentions lately, and

\

“Arthur, Where does Mr. Bentley sleep, when E was so deficient, I believed, in a nice sense of

he comes here?” 3 propriety, that I feared he would take advantage

Her husband had his cup raised to his lips, in E of this absence to annoy me more than ever.

the very act of drinking. He paused, and looked 3 But I hesitated to mention this, my only objec

keenly at me, as if divining where the question tion to the proposed arrangement, for I saw how

originated. 3 disappointed Georgiana would be.

“You don’t answer me,” said Georgiana. “ May we count on your keeping house, then?"

“And why do you stare so at Maggy ?" said Mr. Despeneer. l

“Excuse me. I had not heard you. I wasn't I still hesitated, but an appealing look from

aware I was staring [It IIDybOdy. ‘Vhlll. W11.“ it Georgiana, decided mo, and I unswcred in ll!!!

you asked?“ k afiirmative. I never saw a happier being than

I knew "011 911011811 that he had heard hfir- imy cousin was, for the rest of that evening.

But Georgiana, completely deceived, repeatodi The next day, when Mr. Despencer had ties

the question. parted to the city, I frankly told Georgiana, she

“Oh! in the front garret to be sure,” he an- would oblige me, if Mr. Despencer would hint to

swered, promptly. “Old Jane has the back one, i his friend, that, during their absence, he Bliould

you know.” i dispense with his visits to the mansion.

i
\

IIIIIIIIIIMI‘I1

But I had been in the front garret, the morn- “ Your husband can do it in a. way to avoid

ing after Mr. Bentley’s first visit, and there was ofi'ence," I said, in conclusion, “and I don‘t

not an article of furniture in it, nor did it look 5 want to offend any of his friends.”

as if anybody had slept on the floor. A tempo- 2 Georgiana promised, but added,

rary couch, however, might have been arranged. ; “You don’t seem to like Mr. Bentley any

and removed before I saw the room. Yet I half i better, I’m sorry to see.”

believed that the whole was an invention of Mr. y “Do you like him better?"

Deapencer’s, and that he had paused to get time 3 She looked confused. I saw her husband had

to think what to say. I was entirely convinced gbeen talking her over.

of this, the day after this conversation, for, when “Oh! yes. Arthur assures me, ori his honor.

I stole up to the garret, drawn thither by noises i that they never play; and Mr. Bentley is really

I had heard after I retired, I found that a bed~ i very handsome and very polite.”

stead, and a few other articles of chamber fur- i I made no apswer. Georgiana went on.
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“I wish, Maggy, you wouldn‘t be so pre- the tumult without, as I hurried from side to

judiced. Arthur says Mr. Bentley is desper- side of the room.

alely in love with you, and that you really treat \ My fire had died low. Its dim light left deep

him cruelly sometimes." shadows in the corners of the room, from which

My first impulse was to resent these words‘i I almost expected to see weird faces and forms

What right had Mr. Despencer to say I treate emerge. I did not dare to stop walking. Once

his visitor cruelly? What right had he to per- g I tried to do it, but my flesh began to creep, and

mit me to be annoyed by attentions I disliked? 3 my knees to tremble, as if an invisible presence

What right had he to talk over Georgiana? But § only waited my stopping to clutch me with its

I reflected how foolish it would be to get angry i spectral hands. Some of my readers, perhaps,

at my cousin, for it was in her nature to be con- E may have felt, at times, like I did. If so, they

trolled by her husband. Poor thing! she needed 3 know the horror of such sensations. To others

pity more than she deserved anger. it would be in vain to describe them. They be

"We will not talk of this, to-day, my dear. goame so intolerable, at last, that I seized my

But promise to speak to Mr. Despencer about 2 candle, and sought the company of old Jane, in

his friend‘s visits while you are away.” i the kitchen, under the pretence of gettinga light.

Georgiana saw I had been hurt. She came She was sitting crouching over the fire, with
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up and kissed me affectionately. ‘ crooked, skinny fingers, occasionally rubbing her

“Forgive me, Maggy," she said, “Mr. Bent- y hands feebly together. She also had neglected

ley shan’t trouble you." ito light her candle, and the lurid glare of the

The next day they left. I watched the car- \ smouldering coals, reflected on her brown and

risge, that bore away Georgiana, till it was out 2 withered face, gave her an aspect more witch

of sight: and then re-entered the house, sadly. Slike than ever. I told my errand, half apolo

For my cousin was now the only one left to love 5 getically. She did not rise to get the matches,

me; in all the world I had no other friend; and i but pointed silently to where they were. I lit

her departure made me inexpressibly lonely. my candle, but still lingered.

The old stone mansion, with its decaying out- “My fire is almost out," I said, at last, put

h-Juses, looked drcarier and more desolate than ting down my candle, and drawing a stool to the

ever. hearth, “and it’s not worth while to make it up

again to—night, so I will sit here till bed time.”

C II A P T E R X V, She moved slightly to give me more room, and

Wann- I rose, the next morning, the sky was 3 said something about its being a rainy night.

overcast. The bare, wintry landscape, with There was a long silence, which I broke, at last,

low, leaden-colored clouds massed above it; the i by saying,

rising wind that moaned and wailed through i “You’ll think 1 am going to ask an odd ques

Lha pines; the gusts of rain that, began to sweep E tlOfl. But where did Mr. Bentley sleep, the first

i
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past: all these increased my depression of spirits. night- I came here?”

There are times, when the aspects of Nature; 5110 did 110$ Pause Ell instant, nor even look

affect us, as if they were a pan, of ourselves; gup, but answered, as she held her fingers to the

and this was one of them. Besides, I had always 5",

been peculiarly sensitive to such impressions. g “At the tavern, below here: a quarter of a

A mountain stirred my soul with solemn and 3 mile, or 80, 05-”

grand emotions. A quiet Sabbath in the country g The explanation was so natural, that I gave

soothed me with a peg“ inexpresgible_ Often, 5 credit to it immediately, wondering I had never

in childhood, as I heard the midnight rain dash— Q thought 0f lllifl simple explanation before. Yet

ing against the easements, I had drawn the bed- i I asked myself, at the same time, why Mr. De

dothes over my face, with a shudder, fancying g spencer had attempted to deceive me.

that skeleton fingers were tapping on the win- 5 Old Jane looked up at my silence, and seeing

dew-panes, without, for admittance. E surprise in my face, continued,

As the. day were on, the storm increased, and g “The master don‘t want mistress to know it,

my depression of spirits with it. I tried to forget E and that’s why you never heard of it. You see,

myself with my needle. But this only jaded my Q he didn’t expect you, the night he brought Mr.

nervous system and made me more depressed é Bentley here for the first time, and Mr. Bentley

than ever. I rose and walked the room. Theiwas to have had your room. But when the

evening was new setting in; the rain rushed 3 master saw how it was, he came and told me to

down in torrents; the wind had increased to a 3 tell the mistress, if she asked, that Mr. Bentley

gale. My footsteps quickened, in sympathy with i had slept in the garret."
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“Which was afterward fitted up for him.” 5 stopped at a little farm house, a few miles farther

“Yes! But,” and she looked at me search— i in the country, to ask for a glass of milk. The

ingly, “you seem curious about this matter." 3 farmer’s wife was a pleasant spoken woman, and

“Somehow I had got the idea that Mr. Bent- knew who he was; and she asked him into her

ley slept in the room next to the old dining-hall." company parlor, and sent her daughter for the

"I‘d like to see the man who’d sleep there.” milk. The daughter, they all say, was the pret

She said this in such a low, horror-struck tone, tiest girl about. She came in blushing, and

looking around fearfully, that my blood suddenly 3 looking down; her lashes were the longest and

IIIIII/IdNv»

ran cold. 3 blackest ever seen; but after she had given him

“Why?” I asked, after a moment, in a voice the glass, and while he was drinking, she stole

as hushed. a glance at him, which he caught; and this made

“Have you never heard?” § her blush more than ever. He used to tell, after

“I have heard nothing." 3 ward, that such eyes he had never even dreamed

“I knew the mistress had never been told, but a of; and he fell in love at first sight.

I supposed the master might have told you, for; “When a young man, only nineteen, is un

you don't seem afeard of anything. But the 2 happy at home, and finds a house where he is

mistress, she wouldn't live in the house a day, Q always welcome, and where there is a handsome

if she knew it—that she wouldn’t.” 2 girl he is in love with, he don’t stay away from

These words, but the manner of the speaker 3 that house many days in the week. So young

still more, convinced me that some fearful i Mr. Lyttleton kept a going and going, till the

tragedy was associated with this old mansion. gneighborhood began to talk about it, and at last

I remembered what my instinctive feeling, on E it came to the ears of his father. There was a

first seeing it, had been. With some difficulty E bigger quarrel than ever, you may be sure. The

I drew from the servant the following recital. 5 old man had always meant his son to marry rich,

“Thirty years ago, long before you were born, g and was furious to hear he had promised him

Miss, this house, with acres and acres of land E self to a girl, whose father hired the farm he

hereabouts, belonged to a family by the name worked. But‘ the son wouldn‘t give in, no! not

of Lyttleton. The master was a widower, a§an inch. The Lyttletons had always liked to

bin—sh, miserly man, who saw no c'ompnny, kept ‘ have their own way, father and son, ever since

but two servants, and never forgave a debt. t they’d been a family. They were a cruel, des

His sole delight was to add farm after farm to ; perate set. in the old times, it was said, and had

his property. His father had been a spend- i made their money by going a pirating, bueca

thrift, and nearly ruined the family: and this ‘ neering it was called, I believe. The first one,

was why the son was so greedy after money, it that came to this country, had been captain of

was said. a a ship that plundered and burned a town, away

“This miser had also a son, but the boy had ‘ down in the Indies somewhere, and brought away

been away from home, for ten years or more, ithousands and thousands ofdollars, besides silver

first at school and then at college. He waszttnd gold vessels from churches; and for doing

about nineteen when he came back to live here. E this but some people said there’d been a curse

His extravagance was an almost daily cause of i on the family ever since. He had brought away,

quarreling between the old man and himself. g t00, 8 Spanish girl, a great heiress in her own

Yet he wasn’t extravagant for one as rich as he 3 country, whom he forced to marry him, thinking

was, if what the neighbors said was true. He 5 to get her money. But her father and mother

wanted to keep a horse; but his father wouldn’t had been killed, some said by him, when the

let him; and many and many a time high words town was taken; and her relations wouldn't part.

were heard between them about it. So the E with a penny to a heretic, as they called him;

young man, as he couldn’t, be happy at, home, and the king and Pope both took their parts;

took to spending his days away, sometimes in Q and so, though he sent agent after agent, for he

the city, sometimes in places about the country. gdidn’t dare to go himself, he never got a dollar.

The town wasn’t more than a quarter as big, E This is what people say, but I don’t know if its

then, as it is now, and when you got out here, iall true, though nobody denies, I believe, that

you’d think it was fifty miles away. There was 5 he treated his wife cruelly, and that she died of

gunning, them times in the woods, and fish to § a broken-heart. This brought another curse on

be caught in the creeks; and young Mr. Lyttle- i the family, so the story goes.

ton was fond of gunning and fishing both. i “At any rate, they were a had set enough,

“That happened, which often happens. One i gamblers, horse-jockeys, wicked husbands and

day, in the spring of the year, while fishing, he i unnatural fathers, stern, harsh, passionate men,
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whom nobody loved. but everybody feared. They

always would, as I‘ve said, have their own way.

to when the father and son quarreled about this ‘

sarriage it was terrible. Nobody, for awhile,

could be got to live with them, as servants; for

each made them the victims of his anger. The

oaths, which that parlor heard, where you’ve

been sitting all day, were enough, I've been told,

to make devils haunt it till the Day of Judg

meat.”

As she spoke, she glanced fearfully over her

shoulder, in the direction of the parlor; and a

shiver ran through all my veins. No wonder

such an awe and dread had come over me in the

gathering twilight in that room.

“How it came to he settled at last, in the way

it was, nobody, at first, could tell. But they

supposed that father and son had worn each

other out, and that so they came to patch up a

peace between them. It was agreed that the

son should go abroad for two years; that the

girl should he sent to school and educated; and

that, when he was twenty-one, the son should

some back and marry her. One reason, it was

thought, why the father gave in, was that this

house, and all the original property, was entailed,

as they call it, so that the son would get it, at

his death, whether or no: and this fact made the

son more stubborn too, for he laughed when his

father said he’d leave him penniless, and boasted

he could live, till then, on the Jews. But the

real reason, I reckon, why the father made this

bargain, was to get the son out of the way,

thinking, that, before two years, he’d forget the

girl.

“ He did not forget her, however. The Lyttle

tons always stuck to whatever they undertook.

a match between the father and her, and suc

kceeded. The old man was not too old to be blind

to beauty: no Lyttleton, they say, ever was.

Besides, he saw the girl actually courting him,

gand thought what a revenge he might have on

5 his son. So they were married. It was all done

so quick, during one of the girl’s vacations, that

the friend of young Mr. Lyttleton had no time to

warn him.

“The young man came home by the next

packet. He was crazy with rage, they say, in

Europe, and for most of the way back. Then

he settled down into a gloomy silence, which was

even more terrible to see. Voyages were longer

then than they are now, and for the last half of

the voyage he walked the deck, his hands behind

him, darkly looking down, and never hearing a

word if one spoke to him. The captain, who had

\heard something of the story, said there was

danger in his eye, and was going to warn old

Mr. Lyttleton, but was prevented, and so the

dreadful tragedy came about."

This long prelude to the denouement, these

pictures of the passionate, self-willed, desperate

race of Lyttletons, had prepared me for some

thing awful; but when the narrator hinted at

t parricide, the crime exceeded even my expecta

tions, and I felt my flesh creep with horror,

especially as I remembered the room, which had

been closed for twenty years, and which I fore

saw must have been the scene of the bloody deed,

and reflected how near it was. Old Jane seemed

Sto have something of the same feeling, for her

3 voice, which had gradually become raised, in the

3 excitement of the story, sank again to a whisper;

l and more than once she glanced suspiciously

i around.

 

If they hated you, they never let you up If; “He was prevented, because, when the ship

they went into politics, or took to horse—racing, 5 got to the wharf, it was almost night and raining

they held on forever. It had been part of the fast. Young Lyttleton did not wait for the vessel

bargain, that the young man, for the whole of g to he made fast, but slipped down the sides by a

these two years, shouldn’t write to the girl. Nor s rope, and was off before he was missed. The

did he. But he heard about her, from time to Q captain, as soon as he found himself at leisure,

time, from a friend, and was waiting eagerly for g looked around for his passenger, but seeing he

the two years to be up, that he might come back i was gone, and that the night was stormy, gave

and marry her, when this friend suddenly wrote 5 himself no more trouble about it, though he

to him that his father had got the start of him would have been too late, even if he had started.

and married the girl himself. 3 at once.

"It seemed, for all this afterward came out, 5 “For the young man, the moment he set foot»

that the girl had never really cared for the young g on shore, had hired a coach. He got out to the

man. She was one of those vain, empty crea- Q house about nine o’clock. This is about the time

lures, who can marry anybody, provided they g of the night, I suppose, and the storm was just

get plenty of fiuery. Her father and mother Q such another. The windows rattled; the rain

thought of nothing but money. They had done S rushed down on the roof; the pine trees tossed

all they could to get up a match between her and groaned; and the gale went shrieking, away

and young Mr. Lyttleton, but when they found l over the fields, I’ve been told, as if the grave—

he had gone away. they tried as hard to make ‘ yard, by the old church above here, had been

Vol. XXXV.—18
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emptied, and the ghosts were howling by. Ingby old Jane’s story, had played me false. But

the middle of this storm, the son, who had left the servant also had heard them. That two per

the carriage at the turn of the read below, i sons should be deceived, in the same manner,

reached the door and knocked " {was hardly possible. Yet my courage did not

She stopped suddenly, for distinct and loud, g give way. I felt cold as ice; my knees and

above the tempest, came three or four knocks i hands trembled; but I stood my ground never

on the front door. Her brown cheek changed i theless, and carefully shut and barred the door,

to livid, and, as the knocks were repeated, one, though it was too dark to see. 1 next recovered

two, three, four, she clutched at my arm, holding g my candle. Then, but not till then, I turned to

it as if in the grip of a vice, and trembling all go. Up to this point, in spite of all, I had been

 

over. i calm, and comparatively slow in my movements;

"Hark!" she said, in a whisper scarcely audi- i for I had been facing the danger. But now I

bla. i could scarcely restrain myself from running. I

The antecedents of her story, the story itself, i felt as if spectral arms might be thrown around

the breathless crisis at which she had arrived, \ me at any moment I breathed hard and quick

these had all conspired to make me, at this in- ‘ And yet I would not increase my speed, but

terruption, start also with a feeling as if super- walked steadily on, groping my way, for what

natural presences were about to enter on the i seemed an age, till I reached the welcome door

scene. But a moment‘s reflection brought my i of the kitchen, opened it, and stood within its

courage back to me. Though my blood ran chill 3 “firm and cheery light

with a nameless horror, my reasoning faculties

did not desert me. Iutellectually, I had always

been skeptical as to such visitations. I rose, 0 H A P T E R X V I

therefore, resolute to go to the door. I success!) to my seat, with a face as white

“Don't,” gasped old Jane. It was all she i as ashes. Old Jane rose up and stood over me,

could say. But she held me back, with the i more moved even than myself.

clutch of a giantess. g “God help us, she would go," she said, speak

But the blood of the old Norsemen, which ran 3 ing as if, to herself, “she has seen a ghost."

so blue in my veins, and to which something efi “No, I have seen no ghost," I replied, re

rny awe of the invisible world may have been i covering myself. “We deceived ourselves. that

attributable, was mounting higher and hotter, gig all."

with every moment, to face down this peril: Q "Do you mean to say there was nobody at the

mounting higher and hotter because the peril 5 door?"

was one, which, at first, my nerves shrank from. “There was nobody. You were telling of

“No,” I said, wrenching myself loose, with a 5 young Lyttlcton’s return, and how he knocked,

sudden exertion of strength, of which I had not E and our imaginations carried us away. The

supposed myself capable. “Man, or fiend, I will t wind put out my candle. Go on with the story.”

see what it is.” My composure reassured her, and after awhile

I snatched the ("Indies a! I BPOke, and “Shed she resumed her tale, though apparently not

cut of the kitchen, not giving myself time to re- 5 without misgivings that we Would he again in

flect. In a. moment, I was at the door, had set 5 terruptnd, for she often glanced fcarfully around.

the candle on a chair, and was unfastening thei “The room, which has been shut up so long,

huge bar which defended the entrance. In an- i was the library, and here the father was sit

other moment, I had flung the door wide open. 5 ting, poring over some title-deeds, when the son

What was it, a sheeted form, or the flash of g knocked at the door. The bride had gone to

the candle into the gloom, the gibbering of afibed, wearied out with the loneliness of this old

frightened ghost, or the unearthly cry of the S house, on a rainy day in winter. A servant, let,

wind, that met my eye, that startled my ears, gin her young master, but was so frightened at

as the heavy hinges rolled back? Whatever it 2 his sudden return, and at his ghastly look, that.

was, it was gone in an instant. A gust had put g she dropped her candle and did not see which

out my candle, and I was in the dark, with the 3 way he went. Loud, angry voices in the library

rain drifting against my face. Nothing was to i seen told, however, where the son had sought

be seen, nothing heard without, but the tempest. i and found his father. What passed between

I will not pretend to analyze my feelings at 5 them, at first, no one knows. Their voices were

this juncture. I felt that no mortal being had i heard in furious strife, every other word an

knocked. Had I alone heard the sounds, I should i oath, and the servants, terror-struck, gathered

have thought that my imagination, worked upon ’ in the hall; but no one dared to interfere. Then
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followed a scuffling, as if a deadly struggle had 5 up by this awful tale, had, in some measure,

been joined, and, at this juncture, when the ser- 3 subsided. At last the narrator resumed, but

vants were urging each other to enter the room, 3 without removing her eyes from the new fast

but no one venturned to take the lead. there was 3 smouldering coals.

s quick gasp and a heavy fall on the floor, fol- 3 “After the funeral, the library was locked up.

lowed, the moment after, by the appearance of g The property went to distant heirs, who sold off

the bride, who, frightened by the tumult, and s the farms one by one, and would have sold the

recognizing her first lover’s voice in it, had lost i mansion also, but nobody would buy it. For,

all presence of mind and rushed into the very i from that hour, people said the house was

scene she should have avoided. She passed the ‘ haunted. On stormy nights in winter, like that

servants, huddled together at the foot of the when the parricide was committed, noises as of

stairs, like aflash of suddenlightning, her uight- two men engaged in a deadly scuflie, it was

dress streaming wildly, her hair disheveled, her whispered about, were heard in the library;

feet unslippercd. One of the servants plucked lights shone from the tightly shut windows; the

courage and followed her in, foreboding that shriek of a woman was heard; a white form was

something awful had taken place, and that worse seen flitting about; groans and death screams

might happen in consequence of her presence. filled the air. 80 everybody avoided the place.

“The library door had been open, during all None of the servants would stay, except the one

this time, and the light streaming out across the who had followed her mistress into the room,

hall. The servant, who followed her, saw her \ and she was left, at last, in charge of the house.

flit past into this gush of light, and then losti'l‘hings went fast to decay. I believe it was

sight of her for a moment. When she next be- never let, though that was often tried, till Mr.

held her, she had reached the middle of the Despencer hired it, about six months ago."

room, where the library table stood, and was As she concluded, she rose and began to cover

standing, as if frolen to stone by horror. What , up the fire. Then she replaced my candle, which

she saw told its dwn tale. The father and son, i had been nearly consumed; lit another for her

in their rage, had grappled, and the latter, tind- 3 self, and led the way up stairs. I followed her,

ing the old man too strong for him, had snatched casting a furtive glance, as we entered the hall,

a Turkish dagger, which lay on the table, and i in the direction of the library door; for I halt'

which had been used for a paper cutter, and i expected to see the portal fly open and sheetcd

plunged it into his enemy’s heart. He had just g ghosts appear. When I reached my chamber, I

drawn out the blade, and was holding it up to laid my hand on her arm, to detain her for a

the, light, dripping with blood, a wild, maniacal - moment.

glare of exultation in his eyes, when his step- “How did you know all this?” I said.

mother, once his promised wife, entered. Her \ She paused a second, the light of both candles

sudden cry of horror, as she stopped at the end i shining on her withered face, and answered, with

of the table, aroused his attention; he recognized i a look I shall never forget,

her, uttered a cry like a wild beast, and sprang: “Forty years and more I have lived in this

upon her. It was all over in a second. Before i house. Young Mr. Lyttleton was my foster

the servant had got three steps into the room, ;child. I was the friend who sent him word that

the body of his victim fell heavily to the floor, i his father had married his bride. It was I that

and he was standing over it, laughing savagely, gfollowed his step-mother into the library. Do

and shaking the dagger on high. 5 you think that anything else could tempt me to

“The servant turned and fled, shutting theglive here? Or that, being all this, I could go

door behind her, nor was it till aid was had, and s away ‘I"

the men were all armed, that the library wast Iretired, but not to sleep. My brain was too

entered again. For a long time all had been i excited. I lay, listening to the wind Mid rain.

still inside of it. When the door was opened, g and fancying'. at times, that I heard scufliings.

the two murdered bodies were seen lying where i death-falls, shrieks, unearthly laughter, every

they had fallen. On the other side of the table, % accompaniment of the tragedy of which I had

with the dagger still sticking in his breast, was 3 just been told. The delusion frequently was so

the lifeless form of the maniacal son.” istroug that I sat up in bed to listen more in

Old Jane, at these words, sank into silence, i tently. But at last nature gave way. and I sank

and for some time looked steadily in the fire. I exhausted into sleep.

did the same. To have uttered a syllable, to? I cannot tell how long I was unconscious. l

have glanced around the room, would have been ‘ was awoke, suddenly, by a loud sound, like the

impossible, till the feeling of horror, conjured i fall of a heavy body, that seemed to come from
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the direction of the library. I listened, half in- There was a broad landing, as usual in man

oredulous. I even pinched myself to be sure E sions of a similar character, about one-third of

that I was not dreaming. But there was nozthe way down. I had gained this, had turned

mistaking the fact of the noise, or rather of a E to descend the last flight, and had gone a few

succession of noises, such as angry voices, scutf- E stops, when suddenly the library door swung

lings, with a heavy, dead fall at the last. A i open on its hinges, and a gush oflight streamed

chill of horror, similar to that which had come g out, filling all around with a radiance as vivid

over me at the front door, ran through my veins. ; as that of noon-day. Looking over my left

I recalled the stra_nge knocking, and said to \ shoulder, I could see, for a little way, into the

myself, with a sensation of almost mortal terror, 3 library; and I stopped and gazed, for a full

that modern science was wrong, and that disem- \ minute, as if compelled to do so by some weird

bodied spirits were permitted, as our forefathers a power, yet so appalled that the perspiration

had believed, to haunt the scenes of their earthly g started out on my forehead in great drops.

misdeeds. But these feelings did not continue i There was nothing visible, however, except the

long. My natural courage again rallied to my g dazzling efl'ulgcnce which flooded the room,

aid, and I resolved trylng, as I had earlier in % penetrating into every nook and corner which

the evening, to solve the mystery. Perhaps, I was visible to my sight. Directly a cold wind

reflected, I might be able to discover a rational i began to blow across me, from the haunted

solution for the strange event that happened 5 room; a wind like that which comes out of a

then, as also for the noises I now heard. If not; 5 vast charnel-house, that has long been shut up;

if beings of another world really were abroad: iand it went like an ice~bolt to my heart. My

how could I come to harm; for I was innocent? i candle was extinguished by it, in an instant.

I would trust in God: I would go forward. \ Then followed a low, prolonged wail, that was

Thus reassured, I rose and began to dress, isucceeded by scufliings, angry voices, sounds of

first having lit my candle. But my fingers trem- g blows, and the fall of a human body. I felt as

bled in spite of my reasonings. My heart beatfiif, the next moment, shceted spectres would

fast, when, having finished my hasty toilet, Iicomc rushing out. 1n imagination their death

took up the candle-stick and approached the 3 cold fingers were already upon me. I tried to

door. Just as I turned the key, the strange shriek, but could not. Terror had froze my

sounds were heard again, now more distinctfiongue. In the consciousness of my inability

than ever. I felt certain I detected two dif~ to give the alarm, my senses began to desert mo;

ferent voices, rising, every now and then, over I knew I was reeling, and clutching mechani

tho noise of the scufiiing. I began to be sud- oally at the balustrade to prevent myself from

denly faint, and was compelled to sit down, for i falling, I made a last desperate effort to scream.

a space, on a chair by the door. Only a stifled. mumbling came forth, but it was

But I soon grew ashamed of my weakness. In 2 one pregnant with horror. Instantly the library

spite of the evidence of my senses, the intellec- E door banged to, and I was left in darkness,

tual part of me kept reasserting that there must S cowering on the steps, and holding fast to the

be a natural solution for this mystery, and that I ibanisters, while I shook as if in a fit.

had only to be bold in order to see these chimeras g I can hardly tell how I regained my chamber.

of my imagination fly away, as the ghost in the E Nor do I remember what I did there for the next

grave-yard fades into awhile monument on being § five or ten minutes. I believe I remained on the

resolutely approached. So, when I had recovered l bed, where I had sunk, lying in a sort of half

breath, I rose again, unlocked the door and step- ‘ doze. Gradually I began to recover my facul

ped out. :lies. I sat up and listened: at first fem-fully,

All was dark and silent in the hall. The rain i then with more courage. At last I summoned

beat against the easement at the end of the pas- g resolution sufiicient to light my other candle, for

sage, the wind wailed and sobbed around the E the one I taken with me had dropped from my

house, the great pines moaned; but everything, E hands when I fell and was left on the stairs.

in the direction of the library, was hushed and E The thought now suggested itself to descend to

quiet. I began now to realize how foolish I had i the library door and knock for admittance. But

been. I must have become so excited, I said to E a cold shuddering ran over me, at the idea, and I

myself, by the narrative of old Jane, that my 3 glanced around half expecting to see spectre:

imagination had persuaded me its fancies were -. advance from out of the shadows of the furni

actual sounds.’ My spirits rose, with this con- g ture. So I began, noiselessly, to divest myself

viction, and I advanced boldly down the stair- : of my clothing, and leaving my candle burning,

case. i I crept silently into bed.

a
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There I lay listening, for more than an hour. ‘ of four or five, I could not tell which. I only

Weii'd sounds of wind and rain came to my \remember the silvery sound, ringing through

straining ears continually; but no unearthly E the hushed house, and that, as I tried to count

ones, such as I had heard before. At last I E the strokes, I dropped off again into sleep, com

fell into a doze, from which I was partially§pletely exhausted.

aroused by the parlor clock striking the hourt (To as common.)
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WHEN CHILDHOOD DIES.

 

BY ELIZABETH BOUTON'.

 

For though Time his signet grave has set

On manhood's earnest brow,

The heart may feel as light a throb

As e’er childish pulses know.

But when that heart has learned how much

0f suffering it can bear,

And learned, the worst that life can bring,

Unshrinkingly to dare;

'Tis then that ripened feelings come,

0111 not when the seal of death is set

On childhood‘s laughing eye,

And the sunny head is laid to rest

Does the heart of childhood die;

For the smiling eyes shall beam again

’Neath skies forever bright,

And the golden hair be wreathed about

With a crown of Heavenly light.

Xor even in manhood‘s graver years,

“'hen life is fleeting fast, And gleeful childhood dies,

Is the heart of childhood always dead, And oh! how many hearts are graves

And all its feeling past; ' Where buried childhood lies.
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£INK NOT THY LIFE AND FATE TO HIS. -

 

BY J. A. TURNER.

 

The chains of beauty soon will rust,

And loose the demon from his den,

For fade thy youthful beauty must,

And where will be the charmer then?

His soul is shorn of every good,

There’s crime within his blasted heart, .

Upon his crimson hand there’s blood.

Gaze at the picture, now, and start!

But link thy being once to his,

And death along thy veins will steal,

For dark remorse his portion is,

And fate has stammd him with her soul.

Lm not thy life and fate to his,

For obi could’st thou behold

The pain of dark remorse there is

Within his bosom cold,

Then thou with cowering gaze would’st start.

To see the monster there,

The demon sleeping in that heart,

The shrine of dark despair.

Think not, because thy charms may hold

The monster in his lair to-day,

That magic ever thus may fold

The sleeper from thy sight away.
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LEAVE ME, FLATTERING LIPS.

 

nr .1. n. n’xauon'ros.

 

Sighing, weeping,

Wailing sad and lone-—

Take me to Thy keeping,

Thou who grief hast known.

Go, deceiver, go thy way—

I’m unworthy e’en a sigh;

Teach another how to pray,

Teach another how to—diei

Leave me. Leave me.

Leave me. flattering lipsi

Wouldst thou yet deceive me?

Leave me now to weep.

Luvs me. Leave me.

Leave me. fluttering iipsi

Why wouldst thou deceive me?

Leave me here to weep.

Thou wast here in days agone,

Ere I grief did know,

Thou didst spurn me—I’m alone,

Weeping o’er my woe.

Leave me. Leave me.

Leave me. flattering lips!

Wonldst thou yet deceive me!

Leave me now to weep.

wzmIIIJJ'IIIINMNJMNIIJI



A. CHAT IN AN OPERA BOX.

 

BY A. L. OTIS

 

I AM a constant frequenter of the Academy of g “Poor thing! you did not enjoy yourself at all,

Music, but I have always had some scruples l I am afraid."

as to the compatibility of the opera with good§ “Oh! yes. I had an elegant time. I wore a

morals. Having the right of taking any unoccu- 3 new dress, an exquisite thing; but oh! such a

pied seat in the whole house, I amuse myself by 3 time as I had to get it. It was a superb moire

choosing different situations and neighborhoods, S antique, light ash-colored, ashes of rose, so suit

in order to hear the conversation of all sorts of able, you see, to Ash Wednesday. And I had a

people, and draw deductions from it. new pair of enameled ear-rings. Then I wore

The other night I was sitting in the balcony, 2 white feathers, tipped with ash-color, which

near the fashionable Mrs. Puseyton, and ltliss g were quite dove-like. But I must tell you what

Primrose, when the latter spoke, i a fuss I had to get the dress. When I mentioned

uWhat do you think of Traviata, Mrs. Pusey- E that I wanted a new moire antique, ear-rings

ton?” §and opera cloak, my husband said, ‘My dear

“Oh! it is very nice, I believe, cousin Anne. E Lavinia, try to do without the ear-rings and

What a lovely dress Mrs. S-- has on! Did i dress, I really cannot afi’ord them.’ ‘Don’t talk

you notice it?" Eabout afl‘ording,‘ I replied, with proper spirit,

“No, I was listening, and looking upon thel ‘until you give up your expensive habits—your

stage." \ cigars, for instance, at half a dolly- a piece!’ ‘1

“Observe it when she comes back. She has i have given up smoking entirely,’ said he. ‘Well

gone to flirt in the Foyer. She has worn a new S then yonr oyster suppers and hotel dinners.’ ‘I

dress every night, and the season is almost over. i have given them up.’ ‘Well then your wines

She must find her husband easier to manage tlians and fast horse.’ ‘They are given up—sold.’

I do mine. I have such difl'iculty with him about Now was not he provoking, trying to make me

the dresses. This is only my sixth!" é nervous by this repetition, and to prove himself

“Ah! well. This is Lent, you know." i a saint, when of course he had only relinquished

“Yes, but everybody is here this year. Only g those hobbies because he was tired of them? So

think of Marshall’s audacity in opening the new I answered, with dignity, I can tell you, and

opera house on Ash Wednesday. It was an out- i said, ‘Well, I don’t care if you have. I will have

rage upon the feelings of society. All the people i that dress.’ ‘But you cannot ’ said he, decidedly,

whose scruples wouldn't allow them to go, were' with such a tragical sigh. I knew it was all

so angry, and wanted to know what he meant acting, so I made up my mind what to do. I

by it." a would not say one word to him until he yielded.

“Why shouldn’t he open it any night he i Presently he asked me it‘ any one was going to

pleased?" the opera with us that night. He got no answer.

“Oh! everybody wanted to be here the open- \ He looked at me in amazement for a minute, and

ing night, of course. And yet, now-a~days, it is S then Went. on reading the paper. Pretty soon he

so vulgar not to go to church on the proper i asked if dinner was ready. No answer. Then

occasions. Oh! it was too bad of him. Every- 5 he wanted to know if Charley had got home from

body said there would not be half a house. But 3 school. No answer. I kept it up all day.

there was, my dear, it was crowded. New isn’ti “When he came home to tea he had forgotten

it sad to think how many people there are in the E about it, and asked for the children, whom I had

city who don’t care what night it is, if they want i sent away on purpose. I said nothing; and

to go anywhere?" ghe looked so disgusted, absolutely sick. ‘Ah!’

"Did you not go the first night?” § thought I, ‘you will come round, sir.’ Oh!

“Yes, I did; but it was an act of pure self- 5 Annie Primrose, you don't. know what use my

denial. You see Miss Roseberry was so anxious 3 children are to me. I couldn’t manage Albert

for me to chaperon her that I could not bear to E at all without them. You see, my dear, that a

disappoint her, and I sacrificed my feelings to l, man without children wouldn’t have cared a pin

hers." ;for this silence, unless he cared for me a great

286



key/fl,“ v,  

A CHAT IN AN OPERA BOX. 287

 

deal more than Albert does. I know where myzan idea occurred to me, and I spoke it out.

power lies. That night, he woke me, and said f ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘you are just crying for spite, be

he heard the baby in the nursery crying, as if it 3 cause I would not submit to your domineering,

had the croup. I was startled, at first, of course, land stay at home to let you go to the opera.

but had the presence of mind not to say a word. § Besides you are provoked because I look so well

Now wasn‘t that clever? I heard the nurse up ' in this new dress that you did not want me to

with the child, and I knew she would call me if g have.

anything was the matter. Albert said aguin,i “My dear- Annie, I was quite frightened by

'There, does not that sound croupy?’ and I did the effect of my words. He sprang up, and

enjoy just letting him fret while I pretended \ stood looking at me so pale and excited, thntl

to go to sleep again. Albert then said, very , could not help noticing particularly every word

theatrically, ‘I-Ieaven forgive you!’ and got up i that he said. He went on in this fashion. ‘I

and went to the child. Now did you ever hour 2 will tell you what overcame me! I had lost the

such a provoking and atfected exclamation from remembrance of what a noble woman is. I said

a human being? The next morning, I began 2 they are all rnpncious, vain, frivolous! There

with my silence again, at the breakfast-table, lis no more woman's love, or wife‘s faith, or

when he asked whether Charley was to go to E mother‘s instinct in the world! The whole sex

school, or to ride; and he just showed what his g is corrupt, false, empty. Then I took up Shaka

temper really is. He usually carefully conceals E pear-e and read of Miranda, and Cordelia, and

that. He broke Out Willi, ‘GO and get your 3 Desdemona, the gentle, loving, murdered woman,

dress! I had rather be ruined in worldly pros- iand a, sense of the true beauty of womanhood

pects than so harassed in soul.’ Now would any E came rushing over me until it unmanned me!

man, who had a proper consideration for his } It, was joy—bitter joy, to know that there ever

wife, have spoken in that manner to her?” ihnd been such women. A little happiness in

“He wonld not do it, certainly, if he esteemed toxicates me now, Lavinia—as a thimble full of

you highly.” E wine does a fasting man.’

“Well, I went and got the dress, and had it§ "I was quite confused for a. little while, but I

expensively trimmed, since I had had so much 3 recovered myself. Now did you ever hear such

trouble about it. When the bills came home, I E an insulting harnngue 't"

put them upon Albert’s plate at tea-time. Miss “ What did you reply, Mrs Puseyton?"

Boscberry was there, you know, and I thought “I thought it best not take much notice of his

her presence would prevent all words about them. remarks, so I just said he had better come out

But just 'to annoy me, he started when he saw t of his heroics and prepare for bed, for I was half

the amount, and actually did his part as well as Q undressed, and did not want to be disturbed after

to turn pate. Miss Roseberry saw it all, and i I had composed myself for sleep. But he was

knew the cause of it—Miss Roseberry, who is so 3 obstinate, by that time, and preferred sitting up

fashionable! My dear, such a bill is a meregall night in the nursery." .

bsgatelle in her eyes, Oh! I was so ashamedg "Thinking I should not wonder upon the de

of Albert. I can’t help saying it, my dearest t light it would give him to smother his Desde—

Annie, though he is your cousin. I must let my S mona!”

family, at least, know what an injured wife I§ “I dare say, he is so malicious. I see that

am. I have not told you all yet. There is more i you are beginning to understand his feelings."

to come. You don’t know the depths of his ill- \ “Yes, you described them so well that I could

nature. I only wish everybody knew it, that E exactly feel with him. I was almost ready to

they might appreciate what I go through with i cry myself."

every day of my life. “You sympathetic dear, you! Now do you

“Now, on this very evening of all evenings, =know what a provoking thing Albert said this

he must pretend that the little touch of croup E evening, when Mr. Smith asked him if he would

that the baby had had made it unsafe for us both i support the opera? ‘Certainly,’ said he. ‘It is

to leave her. So he let me go alone with the mount for just such as I am, and it is my salva

Boseberrys, which was certainly a want of atten- p tion from wretchedness. I am too apt to brood

tion to me; and then, when I got home, I sur- 2 over things if I stay at home. My heart would

prised him sitting over a book with eyes red i either have been hardened into stone, or softened

enough to betray what he had been doing. I i into melancholy, if I had not had this distrac

never knew him to cry before in my whole life. Etion from care. Here I am soothed, diverted,

I confess I was astonished. I think I could even i touched, elevated—yes, elevated, Smith. I go

have forgiven him, and potted him a little, but i home every night a calmer, better man.’ I saw
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Mr. Smith’s eyes turn to me, and Albert saw \. vagance—but it would go hard with me to re

them too. He looked guilty. He knew he had 3 fuse its solace to Albert, who, having no peace

no right to even hint a word against his wife: so g at home, must either go there for amusement,

he added, to save his credit, ‘My business is so 3 or to places less innocent, clubs and billiard

harassing and so confining, that it would cramp 3 rooms, where there is not the holy influence of

my brain into a commercial frenzy if it were not i music and “the ghoul sensuality” is hostess.

for this blessed relief of the opera.’ ” He can stay at home and become a martyr killed

What shall I conclude as to the utility of the by inches if he retain his sense and sensibility,

opera from this conversation? I don’t know. or an automaton calculating machine, heartless

“It is all a muddle.” I want to banish the and soulless, if he lose them. But I would not

whole institution, academy and all, so that Mrs. like to be the one to condemn him to “evenings

Lavinia may have one less excuse for her extra- 3 at home,” which would have either result.
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I know thou‘rt coming back, love;

For yestreen, as I came,

The sighing leaves of the rowan tree

Were whispering o’er thy name;

And I’ve built of them a shadowy bower

Beneath the cliffs for thee;

And strewn with flowers the lonely path

That leads down to the sea.

I us waiting for thee, darling,

I am waiting for thee, love;

And the night. starlit and lonely,

Darkeneth through the deep above;

And the hours have driven the sunlight

From the laughing West away;

And hath crowned her with a coronal

Of pale stars—yet I stay.

I‘ve watched here for thee, darling,

At many a setting sun;

I’ve waited on this cliti' for thee

Till the night was almost done:

Yet through the golden-pillared gates

No sail e'er came to me;

No boat came bounding ileetly o'er

The meaning, moonlit sea.

And then wilt come to-night, love;

Then can'st not stay away;

For I have called unto the waves

Thy name, love, all the day;

And they have hymned a solemn chant

For thy safe coming, sweet;

And surging o’er' the sands, have cast

Their white crowns at my feet.

They told me. darling, long ago,

That the demon winds and wave,

Chaated a low and solemn dirge

Above thy nameless grave;

And they said my heart was breaking,

And that reason‘s light had fled;

When I smiled, and said that it was false,

That my darling was not dead.

And I have bound my brow with flowers

Like these then gavest to me

Upon that morn of agony

When thou wast called to sea.

But sing, oh, weary-waiting heart!

Oh, tearful eyes, be light!

And, oh, my shrinking faith, be true,

For he will come to-nightl
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BY FRANCES HENRIETTA SHEFFIELD.

 

 

Ah! yes, I really was in love,

I know it sounds romantic, silly,

Bnt sure no stoic could resist

Such flounces as encircled Lilly!

She was a witching sprite indeed,

With crinoline and rings uncommon,

The beau ideal of a belle,

Tho‘ not so much perhaps of woman.

I conrtml her a year or so,

And then my angel grew quite chilly;

Mad jealousy my breast enilamed,

What new Adolph had charmed my Lilly?

I sighed and smiled. and lisped in vain,

By-gone oaths were nnavailing,

’Twas plain, on conrtshlp’s open sea,

Some faster craft was mine entailing.

UNIIINI'J/I.'J‘NWJIIJI¢’IIIIX{J-'-IJuVJ/f/lll Just then what patron saint of mine

Took me beneath his blessed guidance,

Without stiletto, rope, or flood,

Of my dread rival I had riddance.

A worthy uncle journeyed East,

Got rich and died, (event propitious)

Oh! what were uncles born for, but

At happy moments to enrich us?

And poor Adolph had lately failed,

To faithless banker weakly trusting,

And banished from his lady’s smile

In sad obscurity was rusting.

I took my hat, and took my purse,

Each bill a billddoua: to Lilly;

She saw prospective city lots

And whispered, “I do love you, Billy."



CHARLES.

 

BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT.

 

C H A P T E R I.

Tn brightness of a spring sunset bathed the

turrets of the grim old chateau of Vineennes,

and waved banner-like over the broad forest be

yond.

There was a chamber overlooking the wide

expanse of woodland, and situated at the side of

the castle, where it was entirely hidden from the

court-yard with its restless throng of servitors

and armed men. Heavy purple draperies hung

before the easements, through which the sunlight

faintly streamed, making a gloom in the apart

ment more oppressive than the grey of evening.

Gorgeous tapestry lined the walls, and in that

strange light the figures stood boldly out, as

if endowed with vitality and holding communion

amid the silence.

At the farther end of the room was a couch,

upon which lay a young man buried in slumber.

He seemed to have flung himself carelessly down

and fallen into that restless sleep which was not

repose, for his features worked convulsively, and

his hands knotted themselves together, like one

beseeching forgiveness for some mortal sin.

The face was that of a mere youth, but so

worn and pallid by illness and evil passions,

that it appeared never to have been young. The

thin lips were bloodless, and the temples throb

becl with feverish violence. At intervals the

tread of heavy feet came up from the court-yard

below, but the martial sounds, instead of arous

ing him, blended with his dreams, and brought

new images of terror; for, at every repetition,

he would start wildly, sometimes uttering‘a faint

moan. while a cold dew broke out upon his fore

head, and stood there like drops of rain.

While he slept, the hangings before a secret

door were flung aside, and a young girl entered

the apartment with cautious steps, shading her

eyes with her hand to accustom them to the

gloom. When she saw that restless form upon

the couch, she stole toward it, and sat down \

upon a low seat, bending over the sleeper with

painful solicitude. For a time her presence ap~

peared to have produced a tranquilizing effect,

for the youth’s arms folded themselves upon his

breast, the heavy breathing ceased, and once a

smile stole over the whiteness of his lips. He

murmured a name in his dream, as one might

utter a blessing, and, at the sound, a rich color

shot over the face of the watcher, and her large

eyes filled with tears.

But the peaceful vision gave place again to

those terrible reflections, and he threw up his

hands with a wild gesture, while his teeth ground

themselves together in renewed suffering. The

girl drew back in afl'right, for the face was fear

ful to look upon; then she laid her hand upon

his forehead, saying softly,

“Waken, Charles. It is I!”

He sprang from the couch, glaring round the

room, but unable to fasten his eyes upon any

object.

“Who is there?" he gasped.

be at peace i"

“It is I—Clemence,” she replied, in the same

low whisper, twining one arm about his neck,

and trying to draw him back upon the cushions.

After an instant he recognized her, and the

wildness of his look gave place to a smile of

Qtenderness, which, a moment before, his face

i seemed incapable of expressing.

“Clemence,” he said, straining her to him,

“is it you, my bird? Oh! I was seeing such

horrible things!"

“They are gone now, Charles; lie down again

and I will sit by you.”

Q “Don’t leave me,” he said, grasping her hand

g in his trembling fingers, “don’t leave me alone."

i “I will sit here and talk to you, Charles, only

ibe calm. It was nothing but a dream.”

Charles IX. flung himself heavily back upon

the cushions with a shudder of relief.

“It was fearful," he muttered, “ fearful! See,

my face is wet as if I had been out in a tem

pest."

The girl smoothed the matted hair back from

{his forehead, and pressed her hand upon the

‘ fevered pulses.

“You will be better in a moment, Charles.

Do not think of it."

“But it was so real, Clemence! I saw a sea

of blood, its crimson billows were rushing over

me, and dead men‘ floated by, brushing me with

, their icy arms, and cursing me with their glar

\ ing eyes as they passed.”

“But it is over now. Do not tremble so,

Charles, it is past."

“Am I never to
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“They haunt me continually,” he groaned; 5 “Do you think that woman will allow us to

“your presence will dispel them for a time, but be happy? Clemence, she will never rest till

they return, and, sleeping or waking, I see she has hunted me to my grave, and placed my

always those mangled bodies and hideous faces 3 crown on d'Anjou's forehead."

covered with blood.” g “No, no, Charles, it is impossible! Even

“You sit in this dark room too much. You Q Catharine must have something human about

are ill and fanciful.” Eher, she could not wish the death of her own

“No, Clemence, it is the curse that has fol- l son."

lowed my wickedness! It. was not my fault.§ “Do you not know her yet? I tell you if she

That terrible woman did it all: yet she sleeps 5 dreamed of our love, she would tear your heart

well and is happy. Curses on her, she has made i out in my presence. She would have Henry

me what I am: and it is not for this age only, 3 king, but sang de dieu, that he shall never be.”

but my memory must go down to all time a thing "Do not talk of these things, Charles; you are

of infamy and horror.” so young, yet why should you always think of

“Hush! Charles, do not talk of these things. §death?"

Let us speak of something else, of the pleasant ‘ “Have I not murdered enough of my subjects

summer before us, and the happiness we shall to make me reflect, Clemence ?”

 

yet have.” “No, no, it was not you; I cannot bear it!"

“Happiness!” he repeated. “Can I be “Look at this hand, Clemence, so slender and

happy 1'" pale; you cannot see the blood on it, but the red

¢M'»’MM/w

“Do you not love me, Charles?” drops sear into my heart, and turn where I will

He snatched her to his heart with passionate they haunt my gaze.”

kisses which fairly burned upon her lips. l The frightened glare came back to his eyes,

“And you are all Ihave to love. I have no 3 and he hid his face upon her shoulder to shut

friends—no kindred. The wolf cub has more 5 out the terrible objects which rose before his

instinct of affection than I. What should I have 5 sight.

 

done without you, Clemence? And yet I marvel E “Charles!” she exclaimed, in fear, "look up,

that you, so pure and good, can love a blood- g speak to me, I cannot endure this.”

stained, guilty wretch like me.” l He raised his head, and when he saw how she

“It is not you who are guilty, Charles. Pos- \ trembled, gathered his arms about her, and the

terity itself will clear your name, and cast added 3 old smile of tenderness softened his face.

darkness upon the memory of Catharine de \ " We will talk of it no more, darling; I am but

)ledici-" :a poor companion at best. and if I terrify you

“How could I have endured life without you, 5 thus, you will learn to dread my presence.”

-ove? You came, like an angel of light, afteri “Never, Charles; you know that is impossible.

that horrible day. Oh! Clemence, Clemence!” E But it saddens me to see you so gloomy.”

She drew his head upon her bosom, and g “Look now, I will be gay! Take your lute,

soothed him with tender words, until he grew l child, and sing to me one of those romances that

calm beneath her voice and the pressure of her ,I love so well. Ah, Clemence, you possess a

hand. gcharm that none other ever had over me, that

“It. is growing too dark here,” she said, at i no one will ever have again.”

length. “Come to the window, Charles, the air ‘ “You speak always as if we were to be sepa

will do you good.” Qrated, Charles. Can you not be hopeful and at

She pushed back the sombre curtains, and the i rest?”

evening light streamed full into the chamber,$ “Child, the king of France has no castle so

giving it a cheerful glow. They sat down upon E strong that it does not swarm with traitors; no

a low seat, beneath the easement, and looked out E retreat so secure that villainy and murder cannot

upon the cloudless sky. l creep in hand-in-hand.”

“Here I can be tranquil," he said. “Oh, “But there is no one who would dare—"

Clemence, if we were only far away from these “Does not Catharine do Medici dwell within

gloomy walls, out of France, and beyond the ‘ these walls?—and can you speak thus '1”

reach of Catharine, we might yet be happy." “Hush, Charles, if she should be near."

“We shall be here, Charles! When the long “It is very possible; when you least expect it

summer days come on we will sit in the green- 3 look to see her at your side, spying into your

wood, and I shall sing your heart to rest till it E very thoughts, and wringing forth your heart’s

forgets all its troubles, and remembers nothing i most cherished secrets by a single glance."

but the happiness of the present." There was a rustling of the hangings at the
~14
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farther end of the room, and before the girl t courier which you sent to my brother d’Aujou—

could spring to her feet, a tall woman in sable S I crave his pardon, the king of Poland—yester—

garments entered the apartment and stood look- Q day morning, had met with an accident."

ing at the pair. A muttered curse hissed from i “I grieve to hear it,” Catharine replied, com

the lips of Charles, and Clemence cowered back i posedly, though her Italian blood shot seething

in her seat trembling with fear. 3 to her heart, for the letters had contained tidings

“My son," said the intruder, in a voice of i for her favorite son, which Would be useless un

lingular sweetness, “an invalid should be more less he received them by a certain day.

cautious, this night air is dangerous to you." \ “Fortunately,” continued Charles, in the same

“Any air that I breathe is dangerous to me, S light tone, “the papers which he lost were found

madam," he replied, in a sharp, quick tone; Sand confided to my keeping—permit me to re

“but this spot has proved less prejudicial than i store them to your majesty."

elsewhere." s He took from his breast a sealed packet and

Catharine paid no attention to his words, and E placed it in Catharine’s hand. For an instant a

crossing the room, laid her hand carcssinglygchange passed ever even her well-tutored face,

upon his shoulder. i then it grew calm as before.

Charles shrunk from the touch of those slen- y “I thank you for your care," she said, “and

der fingers with a gesture of repulsion, but the 2 must remain your debtor.”

woman appeared unconscious of the abliorrence E “Not long, I warrant me," retorted the king,

in every look and movement, and turning toward t “those of your house are faithful in discharging

the girl with her softest smile, said gently. s such debts. But I would advise-you to send off

"Had I known that you were beguiling his 3 another courier at once, and bid him take better

majesty's loneliness, I should have been at no E heed.”

loss to understand why he has grown so fond of i He laughed again, but. Catharine only bowed

solitude.” her head in token of assent. This was the third

Clemence trembled so violently that she eould 3 time of late that he had thwarted her plans, in

not speak. Q spite of the secrecy in which they had been car

“Madam,” she began, but her voice failed, E ried out.

and she shrunk toward the king as if seeking g “Shall I see you in my apartments to-night?’

protection. 3 she asked.

“Nay, sweet one," continued Catharine, “I i “Perhaps; but your circle is too gay for me."

am not chiding you; I cannot sufficiently thanks “Nay, your majesty knows that it is never

you for your kindness to this wayward invalid." i complete without you."

“I hear nothing from your lips but that hor- "I know, I know; but, mart dc dicu, I should

riblc word!" exclaimed Charles. “Are you ‘ add more to the gaycty were I there shrouded in

anxious to make me believe I must die ‘2” _a coflin.”

“Oh, my son!" sighed Catharine, “will you “Another of your distcmpered fancies, my

never understand your mother’s heart?” son; I warn you to banish them before they

“Believe me, madam, 1 do you entirejustice," produce ill cfi‘ects upon your health."

he replied, with a bitter laugh, “and fully up- “Perhaps your favorite Rene could give me a

preciate your maternal anxiety.” care '3” he said, with a sneer.

“You see, Clemence," said the queen, with a2 “Heaven forbid that I should meddle with

pained smile, “how all my afl'ection is rewarded; \ your illness,“ Catharine answered, coldly; "you

I shall look to you for justice.” suspect the whole world already. But now good

“Have you tidings from Poland?" asked \ night; dear Clemence, I must thank you again ”

Charles, abruptly, without giving the girl times She bent down, pressed her lips to the girl’s

to reply. 3 forehead, and glided from the room noiseless as

"Surely you know that I have not, my son; lshe entered.

your own courier brought me the last letters." 3 When she had disappeared, Clemence threw

The king laughed pleasantly; asure sign with s herself into the king's arms with a burst of

the Medici that successful treachery had been i weeping.

practiced. Catharine comprehended that she t "We are lost!" she exclaimed. “Sho'will

had been foiled in some of her deep laid schemes, 3 never rest until we are separated."

but evinced no emotion. E “Nay, migmmne, she dare not—she begins to

“You are merry, my son,” she said; “it is i fear me. Wipe off her kiss, I feel as if a viper

long since I have heard you laugh so gayly." Qhad crawled over your forehead."

“I heard with much regret that the private 3 He brushed the spot where her lips had rested,

It’ll¢

w

ml/N/wmlrz



 

9
A29 cnaanss.

 

as if their touch had been contamination, sooth- 5 heart filled with a gentle pity, which ripened

ing the frightened creature with assurance of his i into love such as only a dreaming girl can feel.

affection, and his power to protect himself and i She possessed a beautiful voice, and during

her from harm. 5 Charles’ illness, Marguerite forced her daily

Catharine de Medici stole through the long i into his chamber to charm away his melancholy

galleries back to her own chamber, the packet l by her cheerful songs. Ere long she grew in

grasped tightly in her hand, and her pale lips l dispensable to the king. For the first time his

moving, though they emitted no sound. Once é fevered heart opened to a dream of affection,

within the seclusion of her apartment, that forced \ and he loved that girl with all the fervor of his

composure gave way to a storm of passion, all i passionate nature. His whole soul was subdued

the more terrible from its contrast with her usual 2 by her influence, and had he met her earlier, the

demeanor. gevents which have rendered his name a terror

“How long must this continue?" she mut- Q might never have occurred.

tiered, “and I sit down in passive submission! g They came to meet daily, and though few be

Does he dare to brave me? Oh, boy, has not \ side Marguerite suspected their mutual love,

the past taught you prudence? Catharine’s wit they held a life apart from the cheerful gayeties

has not grown so dull, or her hand so nerveless, § of the court. Charles seldom mingled with his

that she is without power to avenge." S courtiers, and Paris had grown so hateful to him

She walked up and down the room with im- 3 that he took up his abode entirely at Vincenncs,

patient steps, her eyes glaring in the dim light g where Ilenry of Navarre dragged out his joyless

like those of some wild animal, while her every E Eli-stemm

movement increased the resemblance. g Clemence had thrown off the fears which had

For months she had desired the death of i oppressed her since the evening when Catharine

Charles, that she might place upon the throne E de Medici had broken so abruptly in upon their

her favorite Henry, who had been forced against S retirement, and there she sat lost in the sunny

his will to accept the crown of Poland. Since g dream of the present without a thought of the

the massacre of St. Bartholomew, Charles had 5 future, which hung like a pail above the hopes

loathed her very presence, nor had he taken the 3 her heart had nurtured into such surpassing

slightest precaution to conceal his abhorrencel

The sound of her voice would cause him to shud

der and turn pale; and for weeks after that ter

rible night, she never forced herself into his

room without bringing upon him one of those

paroxysms of pain, which were rapidly wearing

away his life.

The evening deepened into night, but still

Catharine continued her solitary vigil, and every

moment her face grew more terrible, and her

lips muttered imprecations which would have

struck a chill to the hearts of those young beings,

who had forgotten even her existence in the en

grossing dreams of a first afl'ection.

 

C H A P T E R I 1.

Tuna days after, Clemence d’Arville sat alone

in her chamber, reviewing the events of the past

months which had opened to her a new existence.

She had come to the court, for the first time,

only a few weeks after the massacre, and been

chosen one of the maids of honor of Marguerite

de Valois, wife of Henry of Navarre, who re

mained there with her husband little better than

state prisoners, although treated by Charles with

the most unvarying afl'ection.

To Clemence the name of the king had been a

word of terror, but when she saw him so young

and frail, wasted by remorse and illness, her

beauty.

As she sat in the silence there was a rustle

of the hangings, a door opened noiselessly, and

Catharine stood before her again, wearing the

treacherous smile which was a presager of ill to

all upon whom it fell.

Clemence arose, though the blood seemed curd

ling about her heart, and her face blanched to

the dead whiteness of marble.

“You were dreaming,” Catharine said, ap

proaching her with the same dangerous smile.

“Have 1 broken in too rudely upon you?"

“The honor of a visit from your majesty was

so unexpected, that I feared some mischance had

befallen ”

“Nay, nay," interrupted the queen, “all is

well; but the gloom of my apartments and the

clatter of my maidens had wearied me, and I

stole in here to see how our dove was wiling

away the hours.”

She sat down in an arm-chair, and motioned

\ Clemence to a footstool by her side.

“I like to look at your bright, young face,”

she continued, "it cheers my loneliness as much

gas it. does the king‘s spleen. Will you sing to

me, child?"

Clemence took her late and began to sing,

$ though her voice still trembled, and her fingers

tswcpt the chords with an uncertain touch.
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“Blithely sung,” said Catharine, when she

ceased. “Give me the lute, I will teach you an

ltalian melody that I loved in my young days,

for I too was once a girl, and have not. forgotten

the dreams and afiections of youth."

Her voice grew so sad that Clemence was

touched and forget her fears, for when Catha

rine chose there was a spell in her manner which

none could resist, stilling even thoughts of peril

and treachery. She bent over the girl as she

assayed the simple air, directing her touch, and

even resting her hand upon the fair young head

with a light caress.

“Are you happy here, child ‘2” she asked,

when the lesson was over.

"Very happy, madam," murmured Clemence.

“And you will not leave us? The queen of

Navarre speaks of quitting our court, but we

cannot permit her to rob us of all our fairest

flowers.” .

“If your majesty desire it, my'chief happiness

will be to remain.”

"' Then we shall have you near our person, and

perhaps your presence may win Charles to cheer

oftener the solitude which his mother finds so

irksome. Will you promise this, child?”

“Anything by which I can pleasure your

majesty it will be my study to perform.”

“I am certain of it! Ah, in you I shall find

one to whom I can speak freely and appear my

real self. You cannot think, Clemence, how

lonely is the life of one who wears a crown;

how wholly he is separated from human sympa

thies and afi'cction."

She paused and leaned her head upon her

hand. Clemence was touched by her sadness,

and the tears rose to her eyes. The queen was

watching her with the eyes of a basilisk, and

saw how completely her suspicions had been laid

to rest.

“You have a kind heart, child,” she said, “I

must have you oftcner by my side. Will you not

sometimes cheer me by your pleasant songs '2”

"Your majesty has but. to command."

“Pie, child, not that harsh word; I ask it as \

a favor. But I have tarried here too long; the

ambassador from Spain awaits an audience with

us for this evening, and it is now past the time.

But I must leave something to remind you of the

promise you have made me to-night."

Over the long, close sleeves of her velvet robe

$lowed Catharine’s gifts had become a by-word

i at the court, and Clemence felt that. her fate was

ssealed. She comprehended now the winning

ismiles, the caressing manner: they had been

i assumed to lull her fear and leave her an easy

prey to this murderous design.

“Hold out your arm, sweet one, and let me

clasp this toy upon it, which shall be a pledge

3 of your constancy.”

“Oh, madam," faltered Clemence, “a jewel

so rich—the gift will make me hated by every

lady at the court."

“Never fear, child.“ replied Catharine, with

a terrible smile, “they will be forced to acknow

ledge that your loveliness merits our highest

favor. l warrant me this bauble will make you

an object of envy to none.”

\ She extended her hand, and the bracelet,

i catching the sunset rays, flashed dazzlingly be

fore the eyes of Clemence.

“Let me clasp it on your arm," repeated

Catharine.

The girl shrunk back, her eyes, wild with

terror, lifted to the face of the queen, and her

g lips working in a vain effort to speak.

g “What ails you, child?” exclaimed Catharine,

i impatiently; “you are going mad, I think.”

“Oh, madam, have pity,” murmured Clemence,

in a voice inartioulate with fear; “I cannot, in

deed I cannot!"

She sank into the chair from which the queen

had risen, paralyzed with horror. Catharine

grasped her arm, and would have fastened the

bracelet upon it; but before she could move, it

was dashed from her hand, and Charles 1X.

stood before her, his face livid with passion.

For an instant the woman yielded under his

y glance, then the craft and dissimulation of years

i restored her composure, and she remained look~

ling calmly in his face: while with a low sigh

Clemence sank back insensible.

“What means this violence, Charles! Have

you forgotten that I am your mother and queen

of France?"

"Would that I could forget it, womanl How

5 dared you come to this girl with such gifts? I

i-have seen all, but remember I am still able to

protect her."

§ “You rave, my son; this long illness has quite

g turned your brain.”

a “Do not hope it, madam, I am still sons!

1”,

 

were clasped several bracelets of great richness; i You have done all in your power to drive me to

from the number she selected one of peculiar t madness, but your arts have not succeeded.

shape and brilliancy, and, taking it 08', held it i Have you no human feeling left in your nature?

up before the girl. 5 Can you not. leave me anything to love 1"

At the sight all Clemence’s suspicions returned l " What have I done, Charles, that you should

with double force. The ill chance which {01- address me thus?"
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“You have made me a murderer and a terror > “I am here, dearest,” cried Charles; “look

to my people! You allowed me no childhood, p up, you are safe. G0," he continued to Catha

and you have blighted my youth. You neversrine, “this is not your placel The same walls

loved me, and now you desire my death—murder g shall no longer shelter us, 'the life that is left me

me if you choose—the assassination of s sonishall be passed in quiet. Bad mother—false

would be a fit close to a career like yours; butl queen—murderessl”

do not harm that girl!" His eyes were blazing more wildly, his voice

“Charles ” \ grew more terrible. Suddenly the blood rushed

"I warn you that I am more powerful than 3 to his lips, a spasm contracted his chest, and he

you think! Dare to approach her again, and i fell forward upon the floor with his head resting

your cub, that you have placed on the throne of upon the lap of Clemence.

Poland, shall die. You may smile, but I tell'< Catharine heeded neither his agony nor the

you, day and night he is watched by spies whom 5 girl’s frenzied cries for help. She stood for an

even your craft could not baflle, and the hour in 3 instant looking down at the prostrate form, then

which you destroy this poor flower his fate is E a paroxysm of rage swept over her. She spurned

sealed.” g him with her foot, hissing out from between her

Catharine trembled. There was something in 5 teeth,

Charles’ face which appalled even her. 5 “You have thwarted my hatred for once, but

“You are mistaken,” she said, “I love thisgCatharine lives only to avenge.”

girl. Why should I wish to work her ill?” l Before the attendants without could be aroused

“Why have you murdered all those who were the woman had disappeared from the room, leav

dear to me? Oh, madam, do not think to de ing that blood-stained form upon the floor, and

ceive me; I have known you too long, I under- s Clemence bending over it in mad despair.

stand your arts too well."

Catharine murmured some indistinct reply,

and moved forward to pick up the bracelet, but i C H A P T E R U L

Charles’ quick eye caught the movement, ands Two weeks had passed, and Charles IX. still

pushing her roughly aside he seized the bauble. i lay upon his bed, prostrated by the illness which
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“Look here,” he hissed, pressing a secret had succeeded that scene of wild excitement.

spring—“look here!” In the solitude of her chamber, Catharine do

A single drop of colorless liquid glittered upon t Medici was walking to and fro with her noise

the lining of the bracelet like an added jewel, Elcss tread, her hands crossed upon her breast,

but in its lustre there was a quick and terrible l and her face pale with the sinister plots that

death. i wove themselves together in her active brain.

A temporary madness came over the king; his i “If Henry d’Anjou Were but here,” she mut

eyes were blood-shot, the foam flew from his .\ tered; “1 recognize my (""1 spirit- mere—be ii

lips, and his voice was like the cry of some5worthy to be my son.”

animal. 5 She seated herself at a table and began sealing

“You shall wear it, woman! It is a royal E up a closely-written packet, stamping the wax

present and shall be set upon the queen’s brow— g upon the silk cords with an energy correspond

do not struggle—I say it will become you well.” ‘ ing with her thoughts. She touched a hand bell,

He caught Catharine‘s arm in his iron grasp l and one of her confidential attendants entered at

and drew her toward him. \ the summons.

“Mercy, Charles,” she shrieked, “you would § “Is the courier prepared ‘2" she asked.

not murder your own mother." “He waits without, your majesty."

The words restored him to himself. He flungt “Bid him enter,” she almost whispered, sink

her violently from him and dashed the bracelet ing back in her chair, and losing herself in the

upon the marble floor. 2 stern revery of the past hour.

“You acknowledge it then ‘3" he said “Go When the man’s steps aroused her, she looked

hence, but remember my warning! The life of up and glanced searchingly into his face.

Henry d’Anjou depends upon the fate of this “l’ierre Godot," she said, “you will bear this

girl—if she dies they shall wrap him in his packet to the king of Poland; a band of armed

winding-sheet before her corse is cold." men will accompany you beyond the spot where

He turned toward Clemence, who began to re- g you were last assaulted. Pause neither for rest

vive and look wildly around. k her sleep till this paper is in his mnjesty’s hand

ult was a dream," she moaned, “a horrid l and your fortune is made.”

dream.” “The queen knows that she can trust me—

\
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"I know, I know! But be watchful and ride ;the_ listener crept away with the some stealthy

like the wind-not an instant is to be lost.” > tread.

The man took the packet, and with a low ro- {- “To-morrow,” she muttered, “tomorrow! Do

vmce disappeared from the chamber, Catha- i they count 011 that, and Catharine de Medici

rine rose from her seat and resumed the slow ‘ within these walls? 0h, now there is no time to

march, which gave something so spectre-like to i wait—boy you have Sealed your doom! D’Anjon

her noiseless form. can arrive in time, and these bands shall wrench

Late that night, when the castle was at rest, l the crown from the brow of yonder (kinder, to

the woman crept out of her apartments and § set it on the head of one worthy to be a king.”

glided through the galleries toward the king’s l She returned to her room, and opened a secret

chamber. A secret door gave her admittance, \ cabinet set in the wainscoted wall. The flame

and she stood concealed by the tapestry looking i of her night lamp revealed a score of jeweled

into the room, l flasks and carved boxes, from among which she

Charles was lying upon the couch, and Clem- § selected a small phial containing a few drops of

ence sat watching by his side. The shaded lnmps g colorless liquid.

cast a dim light through the apartment, reveal-E The woman took from the table a square of

ing the faces of the two, and lending a glow to 3 fine linen bearing no cipher, and poured the

the sombre draperies of the couch, which only g contents of the phial upon its folds. Then she

heightened the pallor of the sick man's fea- t stole back to the room she had left and stood

lures. l shrouded by the draperies as before The king

He had been sleeping more quietly than his S had dropped again to sleep for a few moments,

wont, and the girl sat with hushed breath, lest E and even Clemence slumbered overcome by the

the slightest sound should rouse him from that 3 long watch.

tranquil rest. While that unseen watcher stood g A tall figure crossed the floor and dropped the

regarding them, he opened his eyes and looked E kerchief upon a table near the couch, then dis

into Clcmence’s face with a smile. Sappeared again behind the tapestry. After a

“I have not slept so quietly in months," he g little the king awoke, complaining of thirst, and

said, “and I am free from pain. Ah, Clemence, E Clemence held to his lips a cooling draught which

you are a gentle nurse.” l he drank eagerly.

“Are you indeed better, Charles '3” “Bathe my forehead. Clemence,” he said, "it

“Much better. To-morrow I shall rise, and is heated and feverish; I have had a strange

you will see me well again." i dream, I thought something of evil was near us.”

“These have been sad weeks,” said the girl, g The girl went to the table, and taking up a

with a shudder; “but all is over now—you will t napkin which lay there, deluged it with water

be well again.” Sand placed it upon his brow, pressing it down

“And we happy, Clemence,” he replied, clasp— l with her slender hand. At the sight those ter

ing her hand in his wasted fingers. "Your peace § rible eyes shone more fiercely in the gloom, but

shall no longer be troubled, my bird. When I Q there was no other sign!

leave this bed, Catharine do Medici will quit? “It is cool and pleasant,” murmured the sick

this palace and my presence forever. Hence- 3 man; “it feels like dew, Clemence.”

forth I will be king of France indeed, and in a; He slept again, but it was only for a moment,

foreign land that bad woman may have leisure waking with a start and a wild cry for help.

to repent the past, which lies like fire upon my E “Take it off, Clemence, it burns like fire!"

heart." % He snatched off the napkin and flung it upon

Not a fold of the tapestry trembled; that the floor, pressing his hands upon his forehead

woman listened in the same stony attitude, her \ to still the pain.

eyes fastened upon the speaker with a deadly : “It is gone now,” he said; “it felt as if a hot

venom in their depths. Siren were searing into my brain! I can sleep,

"You will teach me to forget, Clemence,” he g Clemence; come closer to me, I can sleep."

continued, in the same gentle tone, so unlike the 5 Again the woman stole forth amid the shadows,

harsh voice habitual to him of old. “This good g and this time a fiendish exultntion lit up the

realm must possess some spot where even itsiwhiteness of her face.

king can find rest—we will seek itout, little one, E “Ay, sleep," she muttered, “sleep, but you

is it not so ?" S will find a deeper rest. ere long.”

“I breathe again," the girl murmured. “You i The morrow brought no healing change. The

will be well to-morrow, Charles, to-morrow!” iking was consumed by a burning fever, and

The hangings dropped noiselessly down, and 1 every vein in his body looked purple and swollen.
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Through the frame of Clemence too crept a heavy from the bed, and consciousness seemed to re

languor, which she deemed the result of long turn.

watching, and soon forgot in her anxiety. “Away with her!" he groaned; “murderess—

The day passed on, but still that strange fever fiendl Quit my sight—it is your work—begonel"

increased, baffling the skill of the_ physicians, The woman covered her face like one in ex

who were at a loss even to give it a name. At treme grief, and sufi'ered herself to be led away.

times the king’s mind wandered, and he would "He will die without recognizing me," she

shriek wildly for aid from the demons that beset murmured; "alas! my poor son."

him. Terrible objects presented themselves to The horrors of that death-bed increased, and

his sight; murdered men glared upon him with added to her mental anguish, Clemence felt a

their sightless eyes; seas of blood rushed foam- strange torture clasping every nerve in its fiery

ing by him, and every billow broke with a human grasp until her brain grew dizzy.

groan; battles and stern contention waged round “Answer me, my son,” pleaded the confessor;

his bed; terrors more like a premonition of the “rouse yourself to receive the last rites."

Judgment than fever dreams tortured him. But “Clemence, Clemence," moaned the king.

Clemence kept her post, faithful and tireless, “Lost, lost forever—that sea of blood! Hark!

bushing the agony in her heart. those shouts—they are upon them—the Hugue

On the morrow of the sixth day, a cry sounded nots fall on every side! Take them away—dead

through that old castle which froze the blood of \ bodies crush me down—take them ofi—the air

all who heard it. Around the king’s door gath- g is fire!"

ered a frightened crowd, but none but the phy- i He fell back upon the bed exhausted, abloody

sicians and Clemence were allowed within. ; sweat deluging his body and streaming down

He lay tossing upon his bed, tearing his flesh, upon the linen. Still the priest pleaded, but his

and shrieking in agony. The linen of the couch \ voice was unheard—that wild cry for help went

was dyed crimson, for the veins about his chest 3 up at intervals, then for a season all was still.

and forehead had burst, and streams of darkl The burning pain crept closer to Clemeace’s

blood oozed slowly out upon the bed. His eyes Q heart, the air seemed liquid fire, and the words

were starting from their sockets, and the face 5 of the dying man roused images of horror even

was contracted until it seemed scarcely human. g to her sight.

in vein the priest spoke words of consolation: Suddenly the king sprang up—a hoarse rattle

and hope, they fell unheeded upon the car into i sounded in his throat—his outstretched hands

which fiendish tongues were gibing, while sights g knotted and worked like tortured serpents.

of increased horror dilated through the glooml “It overwhelms me, the waves—thered waves!

and about every object. \ No help—no aid—I am sinking—down-down!”

"Clemence," he shrieked, “they have torni With another shriek, which penetrated to the

her away—she is drowned in that sea of blood— i farthest chamber of the castle, the soul of Charles

how it swells and rolls—no help—nearer and IX. rushed unshriven into eternity. The blood

 

nearer it comes” stained corse fell back stifi‘ upon the pillows.

“Charles!” cried the girl: “I am here—it is; With a low moan, Clemence sank upon the

l dream—011, I 111" here!" g motionless form—a prayer broke from her lips—

There was a step, and when the watchers

turned, Catharine de Medici stood looking down

upon the couch. The sutferer sprang almost

a convulsion passed over her limbs—then all was

still. They bent over her—spoke to her—but in

vain—she lay dead upon the bosom of her lover.
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“THEIR’S WAS THE CHRISTIAN’S HOPE.”

BY I. S. CHADWICK.

 

 

how our home we miss them sadly,

When the eVening hour draws nigh,

And unhidden tears are gushing

As We think of days gone by;

For the Reaper claimed our treasures,

And we dare not question why.

Called them early to the skies.

They have come oi! more than couqnerom,

They have won, we trust, the prize.

And we would not, though we mourn them.

Call them from that radiant shore,

Hoping repturously to greet them

Brightiy beamed life's morn before them. When these parting scenes are o‘er-—

Sweet and holy were earth’s tiel— Weary pilgrims, may we enter,

But our Father in his wisdom Glad to learn the angel’s love.
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JENNY MANNING IN THE COUNTRY.

 

BY SARAH HAMILTON.

 

“Tunas! I do declare I can’t and I won’t 'ness was of a negative sort, amounting to

live here," said a pretty woman, marring her § nothing but what would cause irritation to a

face with lines of discontent, while a contemptu- g sensitive companion, who needed and longed for

ous expression robbed the ripe, pouting lips of En. support to which she in her weakness might

all their usual beauty. “N0, Thomas, I tell you é cling. I might. say all this, and it would be true.

again, it is unendurable,” and she glanced abouts I might say, too, that she had no right to be

the room, at the low ceiling, and impatiently E constantlyirritated by the circumstances around

down upon the oil-cloth carpet, “it is cold here, iher—that she had no right to be constantly

the atmosphere chills me to death. Do yougbringing unhappiness to others, because of the

hear?" _ ‘ few real clouds, and the many imaginary ones

“Yes, dear,” said the gentleman addressed,3that clouded her domestic sky. I might say

smiling upon the baby boy seated upon his knee, Smuch more, telling the many why and where

pulling his fair ringlcts about his fair, little face, Sfores of the misery and darkness that had settled

and laughing when his child laughed. gupon their roof, and weighed heavily, at least,

“But you don't care, Thomas, that is certain. 3 upon the heart of one; but what would it avail?

You don’t care, you never do. Why don’t youi He, the husband, was kindly affectionate.

plan something better for the future?” §She, the wife, had loved him above all others,

“What shall I (10, Jenny?” S was still loving him, would be content, spite of

“Go to the city and work. There‘s enough i all his short-comings, had he wealth to pave the

to do. Rent a house—hire girls—take boarders ‘ way.

—anything to relieve me of this ennui." Was there, then, any real reason that love

“If I only could, Jenny," said the husband, ishould dwell in their midst a silent song bird——

putting his boy softly down; “but this is not a ‘ that the sunshine should live only in the outer

bad place. I love the good country air—itiporch of their hearts, and gladness thrive only

braces me up. The farm is mine—all that I \ out of their dwelling?

own in the world—one from which I can earn ‘ “Poor Jenny is to be pitied!" remarked I to

an honorable and a good living. In the city I E aunt liannah, the other day. l‘I’m sure my

was continually meeting with losses. Why not i heart aches for her."

stay here ?" l “Did you tell her so?" inquired aunt Hannah,

“Stay here! Thomas Manning, look about tlooking keenly over her spectacles.

you at the coarse plastering—the cheap, vulgarg “Yes, I could not help it. I go often to see

paper—the rough wainseotting. Does this look i her. She so needs sympathy.”

like a home?" Tears flooded her face, and the i “Ilumph !" She couldn’t help saying it, aunt

poor woman sought her mean little chamber g Hannah, who, when she deigns to speak, selects

overhead. Ethe most expressive words. She went on, “A

Mr. Manning got leisurely up—walked across S hundred and fifty dear friends pitying and sym

the floor, once or twice, with his hands behind E pathizing with her, Jenny Manning, who might

him—looked out of the high, narrow windows 3 be happier than a queen—friends who care not

on the broad landscape, and forgot his momen- E two coppers for all her sorrows—who would

Iary trouble, for such showers were common, and i scarcely give that amount to relieve them, but

it would be a severe squall to mar, for any great 3 who pity from a momentary impulsiveness, and,

length of time, his usual undisturbed mind. Eout of sight, either forget entirely, or prate of

New, I might go back years, and spin a long t the inconsistency of her conduct."

yarn out of this. I might say that, between the 3 “But, aunt Hannah "

husband and wife, there had been, from the first, i “Don‘t aunt Hannah me. I have lost all

a lack of congeniality in tastes and dispositions. gpatience with the world. People seem deter

I might say neither possessed sufficient force mined to be miserable, many of them. Iwon

of character to raise and sustain the other. I g der if' anything but misery would console them

Inight say that he was too easy, that his good- 3 in another world. They would then find no use
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for all the fine phrases ahoutuncongenialities, im- t I glanced about the rough-looking apartment,

pressibilities, distressing emotions and sad spent g at the stifl' dining chairs, the bare table. There

days. Their eyes would tire with the constant 3 were no ornaments, no pictures, none of those

glory of heaven. There would be no rainy tears i pretty little things that so brighten up and ren

to wipe away, and cheerfulness would be of noéder beautiful our homes. The prospect was a

moment, if it went unrelieved by the heaving dreary one. For a moment I thought it was

sigh. I tell you, Anna Iloward, I have no 3 enough to make any one miserable. Then I

patience; here you are, a great girl of twentytthought of the pretty nick-necks that I had

summers, lending all the aid in your power \ admired in her city home—I remembered certain

helping your friend to be miserable. If you i well—bound volumes, that might be precious com

only tried half so hard to make her happy, I g panions would she but let them talk to her.

would be proud of you." i I felt it was of but little use for me to lay my

I did love Jenny Manning very much, and I 5 plans before her then, or to give her any advice,

felt hurt at aunt Hannah's remarks. I thought 80 I told her to go on with her task and I would

them over and over on my way home, and the ; amuse myself. I went out in the orchard and

more I thought of them the more I thought she i found Mr- Manning hard at Work. He greeted

was right, and what she said I felt was true. i me with a good-natured smile, saying, “He was

I went up stairs to my own handsomely fur- 3 not only glad to see me on Jenny’s account, but

nished chamber, excusing myself, that evening, 5 really on his OWH- He liked company, but it was

to the gay company below, trying to think how, 5 not quite so necessary for him as for his wife."

in what way, I could do anything to make Jenny i I asked him what he thought about fixing the

happy—so happy, that aunt Hannah would be 2 old house up? “If he didn’t think it- would have

proud of me. One, two, three, merrily sang out E a tendency to make Jenny better contented ‘2"

a little French clock, and then I dreamed a glad, “He didn’t know as it would—he thought

pleasant dream. I woke in the morning with g likely she would insist upon his selling out, and

the resolve to do something worthy my woman- 3 then the repairs would bring in nothing." Mr.

hood, to manufacture, if possible, a bit of blue E Manning was one of those persons who could

overhead for my friend. Sees a thing in its own proper light, as long as

I called on her at an early hour, She seemed 3 another held the veil aside that blinded him,

surprised, and a little embarrassed, to see me at 3, when he W118 Ohiigfld lo do his own thinking.

such an unseasonablo time. But I quietly took “It is such a trouble, Anna. What would you

off my cape-bonnet, using it for a fan, and asked (10 first?”

her to sit down a little while and hear me talk. E “Procure white-wash, and make every dark,

I told her “I felt as if I had been wasting too E smoky corner pure.”

much sympathy upon her; or, rather, something Q “And then what?"

very foolish, that went by that name. I hadi “Lighten up your paint. So much wood work

now come to ofl‘er something better—something 3 need! 10 Wear a pleasant 00101‘ to the eyes."

that the most of people were too proud, too self- 5 “And then?"

confident to accept. My only excuse was a g “Paper your rooms with some pretty, not

real heartfelt interest in her welfare. Would t gaudy or expensive hangings.” So it was set~

she suffer me to go on?" , tled, and in our cheerful talk about it at the

“Yes, she supposed I had been hearing some i dinner-table, I could see that even the wife was

new tale of scandal regarding her extravagance, i beginning to feel interested, though she had but

her unhappy disposition, her dislike of the i little to say.

country. I might speak as long as I liked, she \ I helped her put away the dinner things, and

was getting hardened, it made but very little \ prevailed upon her to take the baby—the other

difference to her what people thought or said t children were at school—for a ramble; pure air

regarding her affairs." ‘ and forest shade, I knew, would bring back my

This was said in a stoical sort of a way, and s old friend to her own natural self—and it did.

her face wore not so much of its usual discon- Instead of shedding tears and saying, “Poor

tent, as it did of something not so good even— t Jenny!" as I had so many times before, when

a fixed, determined look of going on in the old E patiently listcning_to the recital of her sorrows,

way till it ended in a sour indifference, a misan~ i I said, “Happy Jenny!" and drew a picture for

thropieal hate for everything that lived in the E her to look upon, colored with brightest tints of

sunshine: however I persevered. I had come to i imagination—I praised the husband.

spend the day, and Jenny Manning should beg She was beginning to slightly look down upon

the happier for it. i him as she saw him, day after day, come in with
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hardening hands and embrowned brow. I toldg I did not find it difficult, after having fully

her all the clever things I had ever heard said i awakened in my friend an interest—an interest,

of him—I interested her in him-the blue eyes i to be sure, coming and going meteor-like, but

were even smiling. Then I warmed the mother’s , which was every way better than a continual

heart up, as I spoke of her children, and of g apathy—for us to agree in beautifying the place.

the necessity of rendering their home attrac- 3 Her piano, a marriage gift, I especially wanted;

live, that they might not long for the time to i for a whole year it had remained boxed up, and

come when they might leave it, and all its un- 2 Jenny had emphatically declared it should never

pleasant associations, unfitted for the tempta- g be brought there. I wanted it not only for her

tio'ns and trials beyond. Oh, a true mother was sake, but for her children’s. Music that so har

a divine artist—would she send defaced images monizes and blends together the family, soften

abroad over the world ?-—deformity from one ing, elevating, enriching, making better, and,

generation to another? Could she bear un- therefore, happier all who listen, can be out of

shrinking the curse of so many? place no where.

“God made the country-man the town." “Silver forks—will you have me sell these,

Luxuries were not to be despised—riches were Anna? Damask table-cloths because of their

not to be despised—but neither could alone be- E fineness?" interrogated Mrs. Manning of me, in

new happiness—refinement, beauty, could dwell tones a bit ironical. "My cake-baskets, too,

in the humblest cot, and these were far better, being unnecessary articles."

for more to be desired. She had children more “Not unless it is necessary, Jenny—not un

beauliful than thcfiuest statuary; tiowerssWeetcr less you are lacking some common article—

than all the tinsel of a millionairc’s parlor; and something which you or yours need for your

a landscape from each window of such exquisite present well being and comfort, which cannot

light and shade, such rare blending of color and S be otherwise procured. I would not advise the

diversity of scenery as never shone upon canvas. 5 purchase of those things were they not already

Each year attractions could be added to the E in your possession, but use them, enjoy them

place. Roses should learn to claniber, and vines 3 not for company, but for yourselves. Fill your

to creep and beautify the outside homeliness. \ baskets with mosses, flowers, you will find they

By steady perseverance all the alterations \ produce a pretty effect smiling through the white

mentioned were made in her home. Still thelnet-work. You have as good a right. to take

place wore an uncomfortable, bare look. lyour draught at the fountain of beauty as the

Aunt Hannah was becoming interested in the l best—bathe in its pelucid waves, and let it en

progress of afl'airs. She sometimes stroked my * fold you in its sweet garments, it will rain pearls

hair, it was better than word commendation, and in your pathway.”

steady, severe aunt Hannah was willing too to \ It was a very long time before Jenny could

add her mite. Jenny was taken by surprise to feel that she ennobled her home instead of her

find, on entering her “fore-room” one bright : home degrading her—a long time before she

July morning, aunt Hannah’s only favorite house ,i could honor herself, and not feel hurt and de

plzmt loaded with blossoms, filling the whole 5 graded when called upon by some old associate.

apartment with a rare fragrance. It was not so \ But it is all past now. Beautiful, lovely, com

much the value or beauty of the gift that stirred fortablc, that is the word, comfortable—can you

the deep fountains of Jenny’s heart—it was the i understand all it menns?-—is Jenny Manning in

love, the interest manifested in its bestowal. A g the new life whose dawn is brightening to-day.

delicate ofl'ering, much prized by the giver, sent i Fair are the children that grace her tire-side—

there to whisper gentle, sweet things that aunt l fair would they shine in a palace; and friends,

Hannah could, did feel, but which her lips never 5 she now gives them the “fore-room" in her

uttered. Haven’t we all seen and loved an aunt i heart, and it is blessed and 'gladdencd by their

ll aunsh Y 5 presence.
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WHAT IS HOPE?

A ray of light in sorrow‘s hour—

'Ncath Wintry skles a bud, a (lower—

Au oliro hmnrh upon the wave,

That bears no onward to the grave—

A priculoss gem of worth untold

Enshrin’d within the heart’s dot-p fold. :

A nncos beaming from star—

The weary wand'rcr‘s guiding star—

'I'hc poet's lay—the lover‘s dream—

A sunbeam sparkling on the stream—

A l-nlm to soothe the heart‘s unrest—

A rainbow on the SWrnwloud‘u crest—
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[Enterod, according to Act of Congress, in the year 18.59. hy Mrs. Ann St Stephens. in the Clerk‘s 0tfice of the District Court

of the United States, for the Southern District of New York.]
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C H A P T E R I V . 5 appearance of confusion—the excitement was too

A sun of rooms, forming a gorgeous vista of a intense for that. But the hush of restrained

subdued carpet, frescoed walls, ceilings from passions is sometimes more striking than their

which the glowing flowers seemed ready to drop 5 outbreak. An abrupt exclamation now and then,

in masses, and tall windows mutlied with dra the hiss of a breath suddenly drawn in, and the

peries, upon which floods of light that fell from sharp glitter of an eye fiercely uplifted from the

brackets and chandeliers turned wine-colored, cards, alone gave evidence of the contest in

and seenied to eddy and flow and ripple down- reality raging through these rooms.

ward through the silken folds. Upon the walls In the most distant apartment from the en

great mirrors gleamed, like lakes margincd with trance a table was laid, glittering with silver

gold and buried in foliage, some in shadow giv- engraved to the delicacy of ice jewelry. and glass

ing out cool reflections, others throwing back that seemed cut from the ice itself.

light like a crystal pool in the sunshine. Those Forced fruits gleamed richly through this

panels which were not occupied by mirrorsEfrost-work of silver; and the glass, amber-lined

glowed with pictures, through which Bacchus and ruby-tinted by rare wines that filled it,

reeled under his coronal of grape leaves; and ;‘ mingled in one luxurious picture. But the

Venus appeared, over and over again, smiling whole was tamed down by the chandelier above,

at his feet, or, with her white hands, crushing g whose shades absorbed the light like great pearls

the blood-purple clusters into his reeking wine»: and gave it forth in moonbeams.

cup. Such gods and godesses as Bacchus loved i It was beyond the usual hour for supper, but.

to humanize into coarse beauty, laughed and i the games went on, and even those who were

reeled through these pictures; and though i evidently but lockers on, became so interested

women never entered those apartments day or § in the play, that a furtive glance was all they

night, you could not turn without meeting some é could bestow on the dimly lighted table beyond.

bewitching glance, or beckoning attitude, whichi Down one side of these rooms ran what ap

disturbed you with an idea of their actual pre< g peared to be rows of windows, all closely cur

sence. Indeed this luxurious mockery of life fell 3 tained with crimson damask which swept the

upon you like enchantment. It was like living carpet. But these draperies concealed the en

over the most splendid scene of aclassic romance; trance to a series of lateral apartments, where

but. to the true man there was something repul- E the more respectable frequenters of the house

sive in it. all, a feeling that the moral atmosphere 5 made up select parties, and trod for themselves a

was unwholesome, as if sighs and unheard curses g more aristocratic road-to-ruin than those who

floated still among the rich draperies and sen- S appeared_openly in the outer room.

suous pictures. '4 Among the group that surrounded the fare

That keen intuition, which is the essence of 5 table, was a young man who had been quietly

our natural senses, till they become demornlized but desperately betting for the last hour. He was

and coarse like an overripe flower, was suflicient i a tall, handsome fellow, whose presence struck

to warn any good man that evil associations 5 you, at first sight, with a resistless idea not only

lurked everywhere around him. But few g00d s of great personal beauty, but of corresponding

men over entered that. building. The clink of E intellect. Dark-brownhair,withawavc running

gold, the rustle of bank notes, and the low hum i through it; large, grey eyes, black under excite

of conversation which filled those rooms through 5 meat, and a fresh, pure complexion were by no

the night hours, had little in them calculated to 5 means the first things that struck you in his ap

draw the honorable and true into that haunt. spearance, for these are common advantages that

The rooms were full of company. for play ran § we meet almost without notice; but. his figure,

high‘thargonight. There was little noise and no 5 tall and lithe, the repose almost sullen of hil
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manner, conspired to excite almost as much dis‘ y

trust as admiration. The expression of his face, i

and the almost insolent repose of his hearings

were points that riveted the attention which his

line person invited.

He had lost heavily, rninously perhaps, but§

the wild anguish which might have been looked t

for in a face so youthful failed to excite sym

pathy; a dead, sullen cloud settled on his face,

and, with his eyes bent to the floor, he turned

like a novice. His courage ought to have pro

voked better luck. What is his name? and who

are his parents?"

“ His name is Hurst, John, Richard or William,

I have no idea which it is; as for his family, if

he ever had any, I am ignorant of the fact. He

lives with an old lndy, some aunt, or cousin,

across town, whom his salary ought to support,

for she has been more than a mother to him,

and her means of support are scanty enough."

“But he seems well educated."

“Like a prince. The poor old soul did more

than educate him for his present calling; he

graduated with first-class honors, not a year

ago.”

from the table, moving slowly down the room. \

All at once a stinging sense of his position

seemed to seize upon him; for, putting oho hand

into his bosom where some weapon was evidently

concealed, he turned abruptly aside, lifted one

of the crimson curtains, and stood panting in “He does not seem more than one-and-twenty

the recess separated from the large gambling\ now.”

hall by the silken drapery and a smaller room,§ “Not so old. Late hours, and this sort of

by a double door, through which faint soundsgthing has dashed all the freshness from his

reached his ear, though at. the. moment they did 3 youth; but he is only a boy yet.”

not arrest his attention. After a moment the'$ The group passed on, and, strange to say, the

young man subdued his agitation, and drew his g last words affected the young man behind the

hand slowly from his bosom, muttering dog- 3 curtains more than any that had gone before.

“Only a boy!” be repeated, bitterly, “I‘ll let

Fools, is this night’s work that of a

 

godly, Q

“What a fool! Kill myself here—disgrace! 5 them see!

Well, what of it? My name dishonored—who E boy?”

cares? Where did it come from? Who would? After this he listened keenly, hoping to dis

feel the shame! Arrest—oh! there lies the , cover that the inmates of the hall had been

danger.” Etempted 05 to the supper room, when he could

lie lifted a hand distractedly to his forehead, § withdraw unseen; but, as be bent his head in

as the last unpleasant idea forced itself on his the stillness, voices reached him, not from the

conviction, and his limbs began to tremble. The 3 ball, but through the doors opening from the

gloom of 0. States prison hovered over him. As 5 recess.

he stood thus, a voice reached him from the hall; 2 He started, drew himself up with a quick

for some of the tables had broken up and their movement, and, slowly bending his head again,

occupants were passing toward the supper-room. g listened without a gesture, or a breath.

A group of two or three persons halted near thei No words were discernible through the thick

recess, and, supposing that he had left the estab- i doors, but the tones of a. voice reached him, and

lishmont, were discussing his misfortunes. i the possibility of it belonging to one person in

"Thc son of a millionaire!” said one. “No— i Spired him with a desperate joy. Slowly and

thing of the sort-confidential clerk in the house g softly he uncloscd the outer (1001', and left nothing

of N. L. 8: Co., with a salary which his lossesgbtlt a frame covered with green baize between

to-night will more than cover, if the money was g him and the room beyond; a very faint glim

really his own.” lmer of light flickered through the baize, but it

“A splendid young rascal, any way,” answered g was impossible to see more than that, though

another careless voice, “and sure to come up 2 the voices were now distinct.

with a sharp turn if the heads of his firm get ‘ The young man trembled with impatience.

hold of this night’s business." g Quick as lightning his intellect grasped the

"Which they will, sooner or later, even if it 2 means of safety that lay in that voice, should it

is not their cash he has been hnzarding," l prove the one he hoped. He dared not open the

“Then heaven help him, for the old fellows door, but softly drawing a sharp knife from his

will have no mercy. They belong to the benevo- ,i bosom, he held the sheath between his teeth, as

lent evangelical order, and believe in capital i if to prevent his breath escaping with the

punishment, strict justice and all that-never : slightest sound, and cut a small slit in the bnize,

saw the inside of a place like this, and would be a through which it was possible to see all that

shocked to look upon the outer walls. But who i passed in the chamber beyond. An exclamation

is the young fellow? He didn’t plank his money . almost escaped him, for there, at a table, earnest
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at play, sat the respectable head of his firm, the § losses a subject of conversation near the recess.

man in whose power his destiny was placed. g “This is recklessness—not philosophy."

For half an hour he crouched in that recess, \ “I think not," was the reply. “See how

watching the grey-haired gamblers at their mid- i steady his hand is, how cheerfully his lip

night work; every word that fell from their lips g curves. 1 tell you the fellow takes it coolly:

was treasured, every gesture recorded in his i an old stager of sixty could not carry off his

memory. _1 losses more bravely. Look at him now."

At last the party broke up, and the four men§ “A splendid animal, isn’t he? By Jove, if l

prepared to depart after appointing alike mcet- i had that figure, it should command an heiress

ing two nights from that, in which the losers i with any amount of rocks."

were to claim revenge for their losses. \ “But that sort of speculation has so many un

The party disappeared through some private \ pleasant incumbranccs,” was the reply, “espe

door, which did not lead to the hall, and thustcinlly in a state where women hold their own

young Hurst obtained a secret of the establish- 3 property, and divorces are almost impossible;

ment, which he felt sure of making available. i the laws have almost ruined that sort of thing.

Now he was really excited, despair had made Q But if you have finished that bird, let’s follow

him sullen, but the hope born of this discovery, Sthe youngster, he interests me.”

which promised him both safety and revenge,§ The two men arose, and followed Hurst down

brought a sparkling light to his eyes, and i the room; he knew them slightly, and paused as

changed his entire face. He waited awhile, re- ~\ they came up. One was an elderly man, bald,

solving\ this new state of things over in his 3 and sleek of face, with a shrewd eye, and gentle

mind, and at length smiling with satisfaction, imanner. The other appeared somewhat under

parted the curtains and stepped into the hall 3 thirty, and prided himself on being not only it

again. gmnn-of-the-world, but a. man of the peculiar

As he had conjectured, the visitors were in t world assembled in those rooms.

tho supper-room, and with his usual saunterings “Do you make an effort to retrieve?" said the

composure he turned that Way. elder, pointing to the faro-table.

“Give me wine,” he said, reaching forth as “Not to-night," answered Hurst, smiling.

glass, “I wish to drink a toast to a young lady E “You remember my toast. One does not get

who persccutes me with unpleasant attentions, grid of a lady-love so easily: besides, I am sleepy.

especially to-niglit." Q Good evening, gentlemen.”

A gentleman filled his glass, saying carelessly With a bow and slight. wave of the hand, Ilnrst

to those around him, ff passed on down the room and away, leaving the

“Be quiet, will you, while Hurst toasts his two gamblers looking at each other, half amused,

Indy love?" 3 disdninful.

“Oh, ha! Hurst back again: pluck in that,” “He's a trump!” said the younger.

cried half a dozen voices. “New for the lady.” “Young America!" sneered the elder, in his

llurst held up his glass to the light, smiling silky way. “The boys are crowding us out

with supercilions foppery on the wine, as one QVGTYWhel'e-n o

might be expected to smile who could alter a

lady’s name in such company.

“Come—come.” A LITTLE out from New York, on that side

“I drink,” he said. lifting his glass With a of tho Bloomingdale road which forms a pic

mischievous twinkle of the eye, “to Miss For- 3 turesque look to the Hudson, within sound of the

tune, the etiquette, and shall be very glad to 3 city, and yet not exactly in it, stood a pretty cot

turn her over to any of you gentlemen at a mo- g tage. It was back from the road, and so near

ment’s warning. One flirtation is enough for ‘to the river, that, in the morning, a portion of

me.” iits shadow fell upon the water. It was almost

A laugh went' round the table, for there was i concealed from the road by a growth of old

a racincss and dash about the young follow that “t forest trees. The river bank was broken and

made even second-hand wit acceptable. Indeed '3 rocky, affording pretty hollows, where the ferns

the whole company were lost in admiration of < grew thriftily; and flat ledges, on which the moss

the wonderful self-possession that marked his lay like a carpet. The cottage had once been a

behavior. Among all that company he seemed if farm house, but judicious improvements had

the most free from care or self-reproach. i recently transfigurcd it into a picturesque home.

“The boy will shoot himself before morning," Q remarkable for being unlike any dwelling within

whispered one of the 'men who had made his 3 view. A porch thrown out in one direction; a
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bay window here; a balcony there; and clinging \ she narrated, or the pictures that she drew.

roses and vines wrcathing all into harmony, Had you spoken to her, at such times, she pro

made the house neither cottage, farm house norgbably would not have heard you, save to be

villa,but a most desirable residence, for all that. lslightly annoyed by the sound. Had she an

The house was a type of nothing but itself; or, it 3 swered you, the words would have escaped her

masyhbe, of the person who inhabited it. glips unconsciously, and she might have given

e was a woman of middle-age, an earnest, \ you all she possessed on earth without knowing

active woman, full of energy, rich in feeling, and i it. Once fastened upon a train of thought, and it.

endowed with a rare intellect, which had, at the i seemed impossible to wrench her mind away, and

time she presents herself in this narrative, won i from this arose the vigor and intensity which

for her commanding influence, and a wide reputn- i marked all that she wrote.

tion: an influence which sometimes bore heavily 5 Yet Julia Ransom never seemed alone, for tho

upon herself, from the duties of charity, or social 3 old man over the mantle-piece was like a guar

kindness, which it imposed; and a reputation, Sdian to her always. She would sometimes lift

which she scarcely felt, so gradual had been its Q her face from the half-written sheet, and look

growth, and so little had she sought for it as a i upon the old man with smiling lips and an ear

result. of her labors. t nest expression of the eyes, which it seemed as

This woman was an authoress. Notaliterary E if the very canvas must recognize and answer

lady capable of little snatches of song and pretty g back with sympathy. Then she would dash into

trifles, that live and die in the world of letters her subject again, and sheet after sheet left her

like wild flowers in a wood; but a maker ofE hands, till she grew pale with exhaustion, and

books, a worker out of thought in its most beau- g drooped forward, with her arms folded on tho

tiful form. She was, at once, a poet, a prose 3 table, gazing upon the river, too weary for ex

writer, an artist in soul, and a woman of society 5 ertion, yet unable to withdraw her mind from

at the same time. 5. the drama it was creating.

The room in which she sat opened upon thei She was sitting thus, with blank paper under

river, which flowed pleasantly on in full view of 5 her folded arms, and scattered manuscript lying

the broad window before which her writing- 5 at her feet, when the door softly opened, and a

table was placed. Book cases, crowded with S Madras kerchief, crowning a handsome, copper

volumes, covered every available part of the colored face, was thrust through the opening

room. A marble head or two looked calmlyt Mrs. Ransom did not look up, so the hand

down upon her as she wrote; and the picture of 5 some mulatto, to whom the kcrchief and face be—

an old man, that hung over the mantle-piece, g longed, stole softly across the room, and stood so

seemed to watch her with grave interest, as he E as to throw her shadow across the paper on

alone knew the history of her life and intended 2 which her mistress was writing.

to guard the secret. Mrs. Ransom looked up, impatiently.

There was none of the frippery, with which 5 “Well, Ruby, what- is it?” she said, beginning

female writers in these callous days love to sur~ 3 to write again.

round themselves, in that room Julia Ransomi “A lady—a young lady—came in an open

had got far beyond all that in her ascent up the , carriage, white horses; boy behind with a cock

hill of life. Two or three substantial easy-chairs, g ads and band; colored driver, looks like a prince

cushioned with embroidery wrought by the i right from Africa.”

female friends who loved her, stood about; a , “Who is the lady, Ruby?"

footstool to match, from which the roses were i “Here’s the card, Miss."

worn out by the constant pressure of her slipper; Mrs, Ransom leaned back in her chair, drew

a table covered with crimson, and littered with a hand across her forehead, and languidly re

pens, paper, books and pencils, with a bronze ceived the card.

ink-stand after the model which Ariosto left; “Miss Gillian Bentley!"

with a crimson couch, on which she sometimes She read the name over two or three times,

rested after the excitement. of hard writing, E drew her hand again and again across her eyes,

were sufl'iciently feminine in their appointments, then arose and went to the door.

. - . \ _ . .

without. misbodtng you as to the character oft “No,” she said, hesaating With her hand on

their owner. Sthe knob. “Let the young lady come to me
Julia Ransom was alone and writing, for it E here." v

was the morning hour, and she usually com-E The girl went out, while Mrs. Ransom paced

menced early and wrote late till her task was 3 up and down the room two or three times, ap

done, throwing her whole being into the event i parcntly annoyed by the intrusion of a stranger

,1/:'-v’,,/,,h
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upon her occupation. She was in the middle of twith a slight tremor of the lip, and some un

the room, and stood, with her eyes on the door, 8 natural restraint, inquire-.1 if Gillian‘s parents

when it opened to admit Gillian. i also approvad the books she had written.

The young girl was a good deal embarrassed; The face of the young girl clouded painfully,

for, the reputation of Mrs. Ransom, with a cer- and she answered, that she had but one parent.

tnin reserved shyness, which was neither pride living, her father, and it was from him she

nor bashfulness, had its effect on her frank had, at first, learned to love those books.

nature: besides this, the lady did not advance, “He reads them—did you say that?" asked

or smile, but stood, gazing on her with along, Mrs. Ransom, in a low voice.

wistful look, as if she had been the picture of “Indeed he does. My father is a learned

some old friend. . man, you must know, and his mind is given to

At last Gillian stepped forward, blushing to research and science rather than what is called

the temples, and said, in a frank, child-like light reading; but he is fond of the classics, and

 MIMW”N,,,,M~M”M
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way, , sometimes takes up a modern novel for an hour.

“You were bus to-da , and I am intrudin : E It was in this wa he became interested in 'our
3' y g y 3

ra let me retire.” ‘ writin s. We were in Euro 0, and a translation
P y t S P

“No, no! Intrusion? not" was the confused E fell in his way. The translation of an American

reply. “Be seated, here by the window. I am 5 book was a rare thing till lately, you know, and

not busy—far from it.” ;.this fact drew his attention. I think I never

Gillian sat down in a chair near the window. isaw him so much interested in anything as he

Mrs. Ransom took her old seat, and, for a little 3 was in those books. I never saw him cry but

time, there was profound silence between them. gtwice in my life, and once was while he was

The young girl looked out upon the river; theireading them. Indeed his eyes were dim with

lady sat gazing on her. gtears half the time. It was a strange thing to

“Indeed, I fear the visit is unpardonable,” S see him feel so deeply, especially where the sub

she said, at last, glancing at the lady. ject was a fiction."

“Did you speak? Ibeg your pardon; but— i “The book which makes you feel deeply is

but really I am a little wrong this morning. You never a fiction. It is the truth which appeals to

wished to see me-to ask some questions, perhaps. Q any heart successfully, no matter in what form

Have no reluctance: it is not. an uncommon thing 3 you disguise it," said Julia Ransom, with emo

for me to have strangers, especially those who tion.

have real or fancied sufferings. You do not seem “I am sure of that,“ answered Gillian, who

of that class.” was becoming more and more interested in the

“No, no,” said Gillian, “I have no sorrows to i lady. "It SCt'HIS to me impossible that there

speak of, and, if I had, I should not bring them i should be no deep emotion in the heart. of a writer

here, or anywhere else. It. seems to me‘that i who can draw tears from the souls of those who

griefs are sometimes divine gifts, and should only \ read. I should have no respect for the author

be shared with divinity.” gwho could excite feelings she did not herself

Julia Ransom's face kindled up, and the color know."

broke into her face, that had, up to this time, “No author can excite feelings which she

been singularly palo. does not herself know, either through her expe

(

t

S

In”,

MW~VIII-f

“But would you withhold joys as well as rience or the imagination," answered Mrs. Ran

griefs from friendly sympathy?” she said, with 50m, earnestly.

a smile that brought a glow int-o Gillian’s face. “This was exactly what my father said!”

“No, indeed. Joy should be shared witha Mrs. Ransom did not answer, but arose and

every one, like the sunshine and other bright i walked to the window. Then she turned with

things. I wish it were in my power to fill your i one of her bright smiles, and laid her hand on

world with it, lady, for your writings have made E }illian’s head. It was a beautiful picture—that

half the happiness I ever knew." Bnoble woman, with her face eloquent of some

Julia smiled, oh! such a bright, glorious 5 grand but unexplained feeling; and the blushing

smile. Words like these, full of sincerity and girl, who lifted her eyes, with an expression so

truth, were a beautiful reward for her toil of E gentle and pleased, to meet the glance which fell

thought. E lovingly upon her.

‘You like my books, then ‘2" she said, gently. E “You do not seem like a stranger to me, dear

‘Like them? Oh! lady, if I had but wordsilady," said Gillian, as the hand glided softly

to tell you how much.” iadown her tresscs; “but then, to whom could

Mrs. Ransom hesitated, grew pale, and then, iyon be a stranger? I was afraid of being



Wm-~n,”””fl”awfl,,”,,,,,,”,,”W,MN,WWWM””-M

o I L L I A n. 305 .

“You, lady? oh!"

Mrs. Ransom smiled a sweet, piteous smile,

She stopped suddenly, and her eyes filled; for that brought the tears into Gillian's eyes.

the lady stooped down and kissed her on the \ “Except from the poor that I can serve, and

forehead, so fervently that it left. a crimson flush i the friends who never thoroughly know one.”

behind Gillian started u with a quick im ulse, “But lady you have so many friends. It

attempted to throw her tii‘ms around the lady’s Q seems oh if you must he so happy. Success,

neck, but dropped them again, blushing, and greputation, the greatest of all blessings, a free

frightened at her own familiarity. But the lady expression of thought."

reached forth her arms and drew the fair girl to g “You misunderstand," answered the lady,

her bosom, murmuring soft words over her which g with a grave smile. “I did not speak of myself

Gillian could never remember afterward without E as absolutely unhappy, but childless, or worse

a swell of the heart, though their exact import S than that, and very lonely at times. But even

never reached her. g outside the affections life has a great many plea

“I have written to you so often, dreamed of s sures, which no one is warranted in casting

you,thonght of you. Oh! [wonder if every one 5 away because he or she cannot grasp every

worships genius as I worship it in you!" Sthxng. It is something to give happiness, to

Gillian laid her hand tenderly down on the i have earned the power of conferring it. There

lady's shoulder as she spoke; and Mrs. Ransom § is absolute pleasure in labor, be it of thought

smoothed her- hair while she smiled upon her. gor action. Do not think, young lady, that I

"Then you have written to me?” Ecomplain or imagine misery poetical, far from

“Yes, so often and you have answered meiit' grief is frequently more selfish than joy.

too. It is now si’x months since I first ventured g When I say that one blessing is denied to me,

on a letter. I was sad, very sad then; for we had that of kindred and household afieetions, it. is

just. come to the country. and some things that but to share the fate of hundreds more worthy

Feregzlddme ilzbout piylfapiilyflrga‘de me thondght than myselff,hwho, perhapls, have notI so margy

u ; si es, am u o w ancies, an so 3 resources 0 appiness as possess. t must 9

must put them into poetry. I dared not show 3 a gloomy nature, indeed, which cannot find in

them to my father, or any one, but sent them to i this beautiful world more sunshine than storm.”

you under a feigned name. You liked the poetry g “But you, so affectionate, so warm-hearted, to

and the letters a little, I suppose, for your an- Q exist without a return of that affection, that

swers were very kind, and so I came." 3 seems to me impossible; it is starring the heart!"

" Thank you, love! a thousand times thanki “No, it is only withholding its most exquisite

you! So it was you sent those letters, and the Q nutriment. There is enough that is wholesome

poetry. It was a pleasant introduction,” said 2 and good left, on which an earnest nature can

Mrs. Ransom. “I have little time for letter- g live and thrive too," said Mrs. Ransom, with one

writing, but yours were so natural, and frank, k of those noble expressions that bespoke so much

that. I could not help answering them.” 2 earnestness. “Duties have their value as well

“I was determined to know you in some way,” as feelings; thought is rich with pleasure when

said Gillian, with a child-like laugh. “With no gproperly exercised. Believe me, child, it is for

mother, or sister, I sometimes feel very lonely. i better to be useful and good than to be happy.”

The society here seems strange, and I long fori “But I so hoped and wished to find you

some one to love: not a young girl like myself, ghappyl"

but a woman, older, wiser and more kindly than i “And so I am, answered the lady, with a

girls are to each other. 0h! lady, you wouldglow sigh. “Remember this is but the begin

pity me if you knew how I sometimes want a l ning of eternity with us: the first rudiments of

mother!" \ anything are sure to be acquired with mistakes

Mrs- Ransom’s face changed. A spasm of land difficulties; but time and effort conquers all

sharp pain seemed to force all the cheerfulness l things. If our first lessons in life are full of

out of it. She held Gillian close to her bosom, idisnppointments, the future is before us in which

which scarcely appeared to throb with a 3 they can he turned into blessings, if not in this

breath. t life, in that. to which we go.”

“Oh! if I only had a child like you; but its The solemnity and gentleness with which all

can never be. I am a lonely woman, christened, E this was said touched Gillian profoundly. It

irritable at times: a daughter’s love would be§reminded her of many conversations she had

[WM-en to me; but I am used to living without 3 held with her father: the same sweet pathos was

\

nfecfiony t there, the same proof of deep thought.

 

disappointed—everybody said it must be so, but

--but—"
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“This is so like my father’s,” she said, lifting g and a strange excitement shook the hand she

 
m

 

her earnest eyes to the noble face bending over still clasped in her own.

her. "Oh, how I wish you knew my father!" Hurst smiled and drew near, his audacity was

The features on which she gazed began to l graceful, but. not the less ofi‘ensive to Mrs. Ran

quiver, and at last broke into a smile of un- sum for that.

speakable tenderness: but the lady made no an-i "I shall never forgive myself, if i drive so

lwer. She sat gazing into Gillian's face with a much beauty away by this rude intrusion," he

look so wistful and sad, that the young girl i said, cowiug Gillian with his bold glance of

bowed her head and began to weep. admiration.

“Forgive me," she said, shaking the tearsg Mrs. Ransom started, her eyes flushed, and a

away, and laughing like an April morning. “I S frown swept her brows downward. Gillian was

am always for crying—strange things—and that é terrified by the haughty anger of that look; and

moment it seemed as if we had been acquainted i Hurst drew a step back, evidently surprised by it

thousands of years.” ' i Still grasping Gillian’s hand, the lady led her

"Be careful how you indulge in wild thoughts ‘ from the room, sweeping by Hurst with the same

like these," said the lady, with a gentle shake y angry look, and closing the door after them.

of the head. fBut the moment they stood in the tiled pave

Gillian colored and looked distressed. It was i ment of the hall, her face changed suddenly as

seldom that even the most gentle rebuke was 2 you see a storm go off in summer.

extended to her, and she scarcely knew how to “May I come and see you again?" whispered

receive even this delicate caution. But when 5 Gillian, rendered timid by the anger which had

Mrs. Ransom smiled again it was apology enough. 3 passed away.

Gillian arose to go, but as she stood with hers “Does—does your father know of this visit?"

hand in the lady’s clasp, the door was agains “Yes, I told him of my great wish to see you,

opened, and the mulatto glided in. ;and he consented." -

“Mr. Hurst,” she began to say; but that in- S “Then come again when you desire it. Often.

stant the young man, whom we saw last in the g very often, if you can learn to love me a little."

gambling saloon, came hurriedly in, pushing the E “I love you already,” was the reply.

girl aside as he entered. 2 They parted in the ball, but instead of re

“My dear madam, what has come over Ruby? \ turning to the room where young Hurst was

She insists on announcing me as if I were an E wailing, Mrs. Ransom stood by the door motion

ambassador.” i less as a statue, and gazed into the distance long

Here he saw Gillian, gave a little start, and 3 after the carriage, which conveyed Gillian, dis

bowed profoundly. ;appearcd in the winding road that led from her

“I beg pardon,” he continued. “I see now 3 house. At last she was disturbed by a hand

what my impatience prevented her telling me. i laid on her arm. Young Hurst had come from

You are engaged." the study, impatient of her absence, and with

“No, no," said Gillian, in her prompt way, his usual daring broke in upon her reverie.

“I was just going. Mrs. Ransom will forgive She drew a deep breath, and turned toward

me for having stayed too long already." \ him with a smile of inetlable happiness. lint

The young girl turned her eyes on Mrs. Ilan- the moment her eyes met his the smile was gone,

som, as she spoke, and saw that the lady had and she returned with him to the study with

become suddenly pale, that her eyes sparkled, evident reluctance. (To us. CONTINUED.)
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PATTERNS IN PATCH—WORK.

BY MRS. JANE WIAVEB. '

 

 

We give, this month, two patterns in pateh- \

work, one of a bod-quilt, printed in colors, in

the front of the number, which needs no de~

scription, and which we have designed ourself;

and the other, a pattern lately brought out in

London, which is called the Chinese Pattern.

In this latter, the shape of every piece is the

same, that of half a square; two of these, sewn

together, form the shape represented in the small DIAGRAX or Canvass mun-won.
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alternating

y of colors is a great pcculim-il

The centre star is composed of black and one

color; each row after increases one point of both

heightens the efiect, and this

The < with a. varict

\

\

8

\

\

\

- ‘0

\

CHLYBSI PATTZBN PATCH-WORK CENTRS.

pattern makes a. striking§duced,The

centre for a table—cover, or counterpune.

cu: annexed

There being a. great yroporlion of black intro

disposiu'gng of the colors are new and curious.
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black and colored at the four sides. We hope s mntical precision is indispensable in cutting out

the arrangement will be perfectly understood by s the paper patterns, or the beauty of the work

the illustration. The colors must be regulated ‘ will be entirely destroyed. The silks ought to

either by taste or convenience, as the larger the E be sewn with their own colors. The following

tlesign is worked the more of each color will he 3 colors have a. very handsome efl'ectz—Crintsou

required. For chair-cushions to match the table- 5 and black for the centre, next green and black,

cover, this star is particularly handsome andgviolet and black, orange and black, blue and

appropriate. We need scarcely add that ninthe- \‘ black, and a light claret and black.

 >rm v‘d 7~1 v

ALPHABET FOR MARKING: FOR BEGINNERS.

 

BY MISS EMILY L. I‘OSTON.
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THE RAPHAEL DRESS.

 

BY EMILY ll. MAY.

 

  

Ox: of the latest novelties, which has appeared 5 shows oi? the lace or embroidery to great advan

in Paris, is the Raphael dress, which we give loge, and contrasts well with the dress, which

above, accompanied by a diagram on the follow- E may be of either light or dark silk according to

ing page. It combines the fashionable Raphael the taste of the wearer. A rich brown, or royal

body withthe double skirt, which latteris rapidly blue, are the favorite colors abroad. But in

superseding all other styles of skirt. It will be selecting the color, ladies must be guided, of

seen that the upper part of the skirt is looped 3 course, by complexion, &'c. The harmony and

up, at regular intervals, with pliase, passing from g fitness of colors has more to do in making a

the hem of the upper skirt to the waist. An lady look well than the quality of the material,

under body of fullings and insertion, either of Always buy that which suits your style: it gives

lace or muslin, with a plain silk lining, which lyou individuality. 80‘

J
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TO CROCHET A TOILET SLIPPER.

 

BY MR8. JANE WEAVER.

 

WE have designed this slipper expressly fortS stitches every row, placing the 3 stitches in

the readers of “Peterson.” ; the centre stitch of every row. Work 24 rows,

Minimum—i oz. grey single zephyr, } oz. ialternate grey and blue 4 rows each. This com

blne single zephyr, small bone crochet hook. t pletes the toe. For the heel. 25th row.—Work

Begin at the too. With the grey wool make a E-in s o 18 stitches. Be careful not. to widen.

chain of 13 stitches. Crochet. 11 piece long enough to fit the sole. Join

1st Rom—Work in single crochet. Widen by i it. to the other side of toe. Use a cork sole, sew

working 3 stitches in seventh stitch. - the slipper to it: with strong patent thread. Work

2nd Rom—Turn the work-crochet buck, oh- 1 row double crochet. around the upper part of

serving to make the stitch in the under loop of the slipper. Edge with 1 row of shell stitch.

chain formed by last row of work. This is done which is done by working 5 d c stitches in every

to throw the ridge up on the right side. Widen alternate loop of last row with 1 s c stitch he
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tween each shell. Finish with cord and tasscls Run the cord in the row of d c at top of slipperw

made of Zephyr, or with elastic cord. If elastic make it tight enough to confine the slipper closely

cord is used, trim the slipper with a bow of ribs : to the foot. The colors may be varied to suit the

hon. ‘ taste.

111/'11:
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THE SKIRT—HOLDER.

 

BY EMILY II. MAY.

 

  

Tins new article of the toilet, which has just ' to another ribbon or velvet, the pointed end of

appeared in London, is us elegant and graceful which is fixed to the waist by a large hook placed

as it is convenient. It is made in various 5 underneath; under the rose or how is placed a

styles, either extremely simple, as represented buckle, by which the ribbons may be made lon—

in our engraving, or to become a decided orna- t ger or shorter according as the dress is required

ment to the dress. The one preferred for general E to be more or less raised. One of the folds of

use consists of a narrow, circular-shaped sup- t the dress is pa=scd into the circular part, falls

port; ribbons are fixed to the extremities of the g down over the support, and forms a natural dra

circle, and are joined by a knot, or velvet rose i pcry which does not crease the dress in the least
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The skirt-holder, when worn in evening 005— ; joined by a full-blown rose. With another even

tnnie, is really ornamental: we have seen a white é ing dress was worn a skirt-holder of sky blue,

dress with double skirt, the first skirt. having a g gnrlnnded with roses.

skirt-holder ot' rose-colored tafl'ctaa, the ribbons 3'

VM»/,/NMWA.Q,.»~,,,,,”,».  

DUCK IN WHITE CANTON FLANNEL.

 

13" MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

  

THIS is made in white cotton flannel. _Cut 5 and covered with a narrow rim of yellow-tinted

two pieces of the size of the pattern below; sew 3 paper: the two marks, in the pattern, represent

them together strongly; and turn the work, i the nostrils. The duck is next. sewed to a bit of

leaving an opening. near the hillI by which to § oval pnstobonrd, to represent the earth, which

stuff it, which is to be done with saw-dust or is to be covered with brown mousselnine: the

brlm- After this 01036 it securely. The bill is 3 whole to be surrounded with 11. fringe of crimped

to be made of pastebonrd, after this pattern, Zephyr, which is to be done by knitting a strip.

\ two inches wide, in plain garter-stitch: after

——- 3knitting to be pressed with it warm iron, one

' gedge cut off, and the whole rnveled.

 

  



TOILET—BOTTLE MAT.

 

BY HRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

   

W3 have selected this design from a. London Q 4 times; 5 ch do u 7; 7 ch do u some; now 6 ch,

journal, our object being to give the readers of Sand work the other side the some; at the end

"Peterson," not. only original patterns, but also i make 13 ch do on 1st do on other side of leaf

the best of these published in London, Paris, or g without turning; now work do on all the do; 3

Berlin. \dcu3ch; Sehdcufiforbtimes; Bcl1dcu7;

MATEBXALS.——1 reel cotton, No. 10. No. 3 s 7 ch do 14 same; 6 ch; work the other side the

Penelope hook. Ssame; at the end make 9 ch do in 7th loop of

Make 30 ch, (turn back) 29 do '1‘, (or turn on E the 13 ch; 11 ch do in some loop; 9 ch do on let

reverse side,) 3 ch 1 do in every 3rd loop for 4 i do on other side of leaf, and fasten otf. Make

times; 5 ch do in every 3rd loop for 6 times; 6 E another leaf but not fasten off, imd proceed to

Cl do on point; 5 ch dc in some loop at point; 6 g join thus:-—-Plsce the let leaf at the back of the

0h, and work the other side the leaf the same, 3 one just completed; dc into 1st do in back piece:

observing to reckon the some number of chs on E 1 ch do in 3rd do in front; 1 ch do in 3rd do in

nth side; 1 ch '1‘; 3 do 1 ch u every 3 ch for 4 back; 1 ch do in 3rd do in front; 2 ch do in 8rd

times: 3 ch do u 5: 5 ch do u 5 for 5 times; 5 do at back; 2 ch dc in 3rd do in front: 8 ch dc

fill do u 7; 7 ch do u 7; then 6 oh, and work the E in 3rd do at back: 3 ch do in 3rd do in front; 4

other side the leaf the some; 1 ch ’1‘, work do on ch do in last of do at back; 4 ch do in last of the

the dc; 3 do u 8 ch: 8 ch do I! 5; 5 ch do u 5 for idc in front. Fasten 05. Continue to make and

m. xxxv._20 818



314 PATTERN FOR PIN-CUSHION.

join these leaves till there are 11 made and § (this is like a loop;) 9 ch dc u 5 ch of centre.

joined together; the centre is put in afterward, gRepent from *. At the end of round fasten (id.

thus—Make 11 ch, unite in a circle; 3 ch do in ’ Round the edge of the leaves work thus—Dc

every loop (11 chs of 8.) Eu 7 ch at point of leaf; * 7 ch do u name; 7 ch

2nd.—-l L 6 ch u each 8 ch. :do u 5; 11 ch do u 2nd 5 for twice; 7 ch do u

Bid—2 L u each 5 ch 6 ch. Repeat. 2nd 5 in next leaf; 11 ch do 14 2nd 6 for twice;

4th.-4 do u 5 ch; * do u 11 ch of border 7 ch do u 7 ch at point. Repeat from *. ’
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PATTERN FOR PIN—CUSHION.

BY MR8. JANE WEAVER.

 

 

 

  

WE have selected this from a Paris periodical, fl published abroad. It is to be worked in satin~

as one of the prettiest affairs of its kind lately l stitch.
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TO KNIT A CHILD’S BASQUE.

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

 

Wn have designed this expressly for the rea- t row—Knit 2, plain thread forward, knit 11, "

ders of “Peterson.” ztake off the 12th. Knit 18th and 14th together,

Murmurs—8 oz. colored zephyr, 2 01. white bind this over the l‘lth. ll plain. Thread for

zepllyr, pair small wooden needles. g ward knit 1--thread forward knit 11 *. Repeat

With the colored wool cast on 260 stitches. to the end of the needle. 6th row purl, 7th row

Knit 4 rows, alternate plain and purl. 5th S pattern like 5th row, 8th purl, 8w. Knit 11 pet
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tern rows to the point; then 4 rows plain and $05 the stitches for the fronts on a thread until

purl as at first, observing in the let row to nar~ Syou have knitted the back. Knit 20 rows to the

mm by knitting 3 stitches together at the point, 3 shoulder, 20 rows to the neck, narrowing the

which stitches will be the 12th, 13th and 14th of Slast 20 rows 1 stitch at the beginning of every

every point. Knit 3 rows of points for the skirt g row. Do the fronts in the same manner, observ

with the ridge between, not forgetting to narrow 5 ing to narrow only on the shoulder side of the

on the 1st row of every ridge. This must be 3 needle.

Observed 0r 6158 the Waist will be too lorge- g Fen. THE SLEEVE —Cast on 108 stitches. Knit

After knitting the 3 rows of points, knit 2 rows i to correspond with the waist, narrowing toward

plain—l row widen and narrow, making a place r the top to fit the arm. It may he made any

for the cord at. the waist. Knit the waist either length to suit the taste. Crochet some little

plain or in blocks, knitting 40 rows to the arm. t circles in single crochet, and cover some wooden

Then divide the number of stitches in 4 equal 5 moulds with the pieces for buttons. Cord and

parts, reserving two parts for the back. Take ltassels for the waist.

VM,~'»,MW’¢WMW
 "MN

HEAD—DRESSES FOR SPRING.

  



TO KNIT A CHILD’S HOOD.

 

BY Mns. JANE wasvzn.

colored single zephyr, pair small bone needles,

pair large wooden needles.

On the small needles, and with the white wool,

Cast on 126 stitches. Knit 10 rows plain. Join

i the colored wool, knit 11th row plain, 12th purl,

i 13th plain, 14th purl, observing to narrow once

lat the beginning of every row. Join the white

g wool. Knit same as colored stripe just described.

, 100 rows completes the head piece. Narrowing

once at the beginning of every row will make it

  

  

4:
 

 

"

'

=

-

fin.

§~_1 \\
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U] the perfect shape.

FOR 'rns BORDER.—CIISL on 6 stitches. Knit

'kflifmufis 1st row plain.
  \

E 2nd Rom—Put the right hand needle into the

‘ 1st stitch, then work the thread four times around

i the first and second fingers of left hand and right

i needle. Knit these loops into the 1st stitch. Re

gpeat to the end of the row. 3rd row plain, 4th

3 same as 2nd. Knit a. piece long enough for the

S face of hood, making 4 rows of loops colored, 4

1 rows white.

Fon rm: Came—Use the large needles, and

§ with the colored wool cast on 164 stitches. Knit

\ 1st row plain. 2nd row, 1st stitch off without

S knitting. Narrow 5 times, * thread forward knit

E l—thread forward knit l—thread forward knit

g l—thread forward knit 1—-thrcad forward nar

5 row 5 times *. Repeat to the end of needle.

53rd row plain. Knit 10 pattern rows—bind ofl".

i A second cape is to be knit some as the let one,

W! have designed this expressly for the rea- ? to be sewed a little above the other as seen in

den of "Peterson." the drawing. Finish with ribbon strings. Cord

MATIBIALI.—1 01.. white single zephyr, 2 oz. and tasscls to draw at the back of hood.
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HINTS ON BONNET MAKING.

 

BY NBS. JANE WEAVER.

 

MarsnrALs.—Bonnet frame, 1 yard of silk, place, cover the tip of the crown, then the head

velvet, craps, or any other material, 12 yards 1 piece from the crown to the wire where the face

of blonde footing edged with blonde edging. i of bonnet begins, letting the silk extend over

Strings 1 yard each, 1» yard black or white mil this wire half inch Now cut the silk bias § of

linette, lace, feathers, flowers, or whatever the ‘ a‘yard in depth, sew one edge of this bias piece

fancy may suggest, for trimming. on the inside of the face of bonnet; turn it. over

Select the frame rather small, as the bonnet 5 upon the outside, lay it in plaits to fit the frame;

always is much larger when made. In the first’ turn in the edge and pin carefully along the
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second wire running round the face. After fit- § The bonnet is now ready for trimming, which

ting this shield, (n! the covering for the face is é the taste of the maker must suggest. Flowers

celled) sew it neatly, using a. slip-stitch, that the t and lace for summer, feathers and ribbon for

stitches may not be seen. To bind the neck is i winter trimming.

the next thing to be done. Cut out the cape; g Quill the 12 yards of blonde for the cape-—

line it with the millinette, which must first have 3 divide it into three equal parts, and bind the

s very fine wire run in the outer edge. Bind E three rows together with anarrovv ribbon. Some

the cope with a narrow bins fold of the silk; t flower, or knots of ribbon, place across the top

turn in the upper edge, lay in box plaiting, or g or at the sides, as may best suit the taste. Sew

gather it half inch from the edge. Set it upon E on the strings and the bonnet is complete.

the bonnet 1 inch above the binding of the neck. g '
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ORIGINAL PATTERNS IN EMBROIDERY.

 

BY H88. JANE WEAVER.

 
 

TRIMDIING FOR CHILD'S PANTALETTKS.

 
 

EDGING.
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Whattho’onhamclyfarewedine,

Wearhodden'groy,an'a'that?

Gi'efoolstheirsilks,an’knavcstheirwine;

Aman’saman,fora'that;

Fora'that,an’a'that,

Theirtinselshow,an’a'that,

Thehonestman,tho’o’ersaepair,$

Isking0’men,fora'that.
Yeseeyoubirkie,ca‘da.lord,

Whastrutsan'stares,an’a’that:
Tho'hundreds\vorshipathisword,

He'sbutacuit',fora’that.

Fora'that,an'a’that,

Hisribbon,star,an’a’that,
Themanofindependentmind,

Helooksan'laughsata'that.

 

  

Akingcanmak’abeltedknight,

Amarquis,duke,an'a’that;

Butanhonestman'sabunohismight—

Gudefaith,hemaunnafa'that!

Fora’that,an'a'that,

Theirdignities,an’a’that,

Thepith0’sense,thepride0‘worth,

Arehigherranksthanu.’that.

Thenletuspray,thatcomeitmay,

Ascomeitwill,fora’that,

Thatsensean'wortho‘era’theearth,

Maybearthegrec,an’a’that;

Fora'that,an’a’that,

It‘scomin'yet,fora’that,

Thatmantoman,theworldo’er,

Shallbrothersbe,fora'that.



EDITOR’S TABLE.

EDITORIA L CIIlT-CHAT.

Hms on Houss-Cusmao.--Cleaning should be done by

rule. Walls in general may be kept clean by sweeping with

a clean broom kept for the purpose. or aTurk‘s head. Paper

of course cannot be scrubbed. but it may be wiped with a

soft duster, or rubbed with slices of stale bread, which will

take ofl' the dingy coat that forms upon it, cspccialiy in

smoky houses. Paint should be more often swept than

scrubbed, for too frequent scrubbing causes it to decay.

Use as little soap as possible, and wash it off with plenty of tains should be tucked up above the floor while the sweeping

clean water to prevent discoloration. Rubbing off the dirty is going on, and it is a good plan to cover the best articles of

patches from paint with a soapy flannel as soon as they ap- 3 furniture with old sheets kept for the purpose. By observ

pear, will, in most cases, save the necessity of ton frequent y ing these precautions, the fresh appearance of a roomand

scrubbing. “ the things in it may be preserved for a long time. For

The same caution is to he observed with regard to floors; dusting. various kinds of brushcs are rcquircd. and wash

if too much soap is used the boards are apt to turn black, leather, linen, or silk dusters; and it is important to remem

for which reason many persons scrub with sand and clean her that the dnstcrs should always be as cican tut possible.

water only. In bed-rooms, those parts should be first scrub— In dusting lllllnilP-pit‘Cf'S or furniture standing against a

bed, early in the morning. which are under the bed and most wall, great pains must be taken not to touch the wall with

hidden, so that they may have full time to dry before uight. the dustcr. or there will be a dirty stripe made on the paper,

if the floor remain at all damp, the room should not be slept growing blackt-r every day, and quite spoiling the appear

in. In frosty weather two days will be needed for the dry- ance of the room. There is a right and wrong way of doing

ing, unless there be a brisk fire in the room; because the evcrything. and the wrong one is never to be chosen.

ntface freezes before the damp has had time to evaporate. inciting-glasses. gilt frames, and most ornamental article!

and it will look dry though it is not so in reality; a fact to should be dusted with a leather brush. or with a soft silk

be remembered by people who are liable to take cold. Ir. duster. Gilt will not bcar much rubbing; but ifthe gliding

very moist or rainy weather it is best to defer the scrubbing be really good it may be washed about once a year with 8""?

until favorable weather comes again, especially in nurseries and water and a sponge. being wipt-d dry immcdiatrly ni'lcr

or rooms where a number of children sleep. ward. Strips of yellow gauze ent-cum", prt-aervo pietun

Spots of grease can be takcn out of floors by a paste made frann-s from the attacks of flies and other insects. Looking

ot’ fullcr’s earth and pcarlash—say n quarter-pound of each. glasses or mirrors should be seldom wcttt-d. as the nppliav

stirred into a quart of boiling water. A thick coat of this is tion of water, by altering the temperature, injures tbl

to be laid o'er the min. and MI for ten or twelve hours, silvering, making it look spotted and dim. Tn.- slightest

and then washed oil“~ with clean water, using sand also if possible damping should be given, and not more than can

necessary. Or if the spots be well soaked and rubbed with be at once wiped off. A little whiting dllh‘it'ti on from a

turpentine, and afterward washed with soap or pearlash. muslin bag gives a bright polish at finishing. Very large

they will disappear. Should the stains be numerous, the glasses are sonictimcs cleaned byasponge slightlynmistencd

coat of paste should be spread all over the floor and left till with spirits of wine. doing a small patch at n time. The

next day. Ox-gall and fnllcr's earth boiled together is capi- best possible method. however, of cleaning mirrors is by

to] stuff for cleaning floors and carpets; it makes the colors rubbing them with burnt cnndlo-snuffs. Some pcrsons use

of woollen goods come out quite bright and lively. Old ink- the same for windows; but whatever be the method adopted,

stains are not easily got rid of: tho bcst things for the pur- windows should be cleaned so frequently as ncvcr to lock

pose are salts of lemon. or diluted spirit of salt, or strong dirty,

vinegar. Water in which soda is dissolved will sometimes Carpets should be taken up and beatcn at lcast once I

remove wine stains, and if this fails chloride of lime may be year. If instead of being nailed down all round tb’! 7001".

"1°4— , the cdgcs were left so that the dust could be swept ire

Of late years the use of marble for household purposes ‘ quently from underneath, the accumulation of dust would

has greatly increased, but its handsome appearance cannot \ be greatly diminished. When the floor is 01¢ 01- m.- boards

be preserved without painstaking. Marble mantlc-picccs, 2 have wide cracks between them, it is a good plan to cover it

bcarths, tops of sidcboards, tables, wmdistands, &c., should l entirely with paper. before laying down the carpet. Old

be kept clean with as little Wetting as possible. When wash- : newspapers pasted together are very suitable: the p89"

ing is really necessary, soap and water only should be uscd. .

It seems an easy task to sweep and dust a room; some

people, however, get through it with less difficulty than

others. The best way is always to have a good supply of

tea-leaves when swooping a carpet. then draw the dust from

under the furniture on all sides toward the centre, where it0

may be swept up into one heap. and without raising great

clouds of dust if the broom be kept low and moved slowly.

Some people swccp a drawing-room or parlor with as much

violence as they would a turnpike road. The window can

fIN-INf”/MM’I/lf/I’WIN
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g makes a smooth surface. and prevents the air rising through

with a sponge and flannel, after which the surface is to be i the cracks, and thereby preserves the carpet. It is only by

Wiped thoroughly dry with soft linen cloths. Washstand i regular cleaning that carpets, as well as other woollen arti

tops are Orton spoiled by the water which is left to lit! on clog, can be preserved from moth,

them every day. Stains of grease, oil, or smoke are removed —

by covering the spot with a paste made of powdered pipe- i nowg‘s Dnitwigm-Roou Diana-This is the title of l

clay and fullcr’s earth mixed with strong soap-lye. A thick 2 quarto volume, containing about one hundred peg"! 6‘

coat is to be laid on. and a moderately warm flat-iron placed music, especially designed for social cvcning parties. “'0

over it until it dries, after which it should be washed ofl', observe all the popular and fashionable qundrillcs or will

and the operation must be repeated until the stain has on lions. fancy dances, &c., &c., with every variety of the latest

tirely disappeared. The stone-work about a house should and most approved figures and calls for the different chaugut

be cleaned once a week. or oftener, according to its situm The music is arranged for the piano-forte. Price $1.00. T

tion and the use made of it. The practice is to whiten it B. Peterson 8: Brothers have it for sale in Philadelphia;

with hearth-stone after the scrubbing, or with a wash made , Hubbard W. Sweet, in Boston; and Firth, Pond & 00" in

of whlting)8nd pipe-clay laid on with a flannel. New York.

w‘IIIJ‘M.\rvMJ/c"All



I”’1‘,”

   

EDITORIAL GRIT-CHAT.

MAI/IIIIIIN’MNrrIIII’INMI-rrrIrJ-rJIINI’MIMWN

Miss Summer on Ilousswxrsar.—We have rarely read Q

more goal sense than in the following, by Catharine M.

Svdgwick, on “The Qualified Housewife.” She begins:—

“Many parents expect their daughters to many, and thus

be provided for; the daughters themselves expect it. But

it may be well for both parent and child to consider the

chances against the provision. Marriage may come, and a

life of pecuniary adversity, or a widowhood of penury may

follow; or marriage may not come at all. As civilization

'(so called} goes on, multiplying wants, and converting luxu

ties into necessities, the number of single women fearfully

increases, and is in greatest proportion where there is most

refinement, whereby women are least qualified to take care

of themselves. In the simple lives of our ancestors, men

were not deterred from marriage by the difficulty of meeting

the expenses of their families. Their win-s were helpmates.

If they could not earn bread they could make it. If they

did not comprehend the ‘rights of women,’ they practised .,

her duties. If they did not study political economy and

algebra. they knew the calculation by which ‘the penny

nved is the penny gained.’ Instead of waiting to be stifled

by costly and wasteful Milcsians, they ‘looked Well to the

ways of their household, and ate not the bread of idleness.’

The Puritan wife did not ask her husband to be decked in

French gauds, but was truly

WINI‘I'IIIJJNIIJJI""-'/////ff'ff/I/IIIIII

‘The gentle wife who decks his board,

And makes the day to have no night.’

“In giving the reasons that restrain men from marrying

d the present day, and thereby diminish the chances of this

absolute provision for women, we beg not to be misunder

stood. We would not restrict women to the humble offices

of maternal existence. The btflt instructed and most

thoroughly accomplished women we have ever known. have

best understood and practised the saving arts of domestic

life. If parents, from pride, or prejudice. or honest judg

ment. refuse to provide their daughters with a profession or

trade, by which their independence may be secured; if they

persist in throwing them on one chance; if daughters them

selves Wrnevere in trusting to this ‘neck-or-nothing’ fate,

then let them be qualified in that act and craft in which

their grandmothers, and which is now, more than at any \

preceding time. the necessary and boundeu duty of every i

American wife, whatever be her condition. Never by women

in any civilization was this art so needed, for never, we be

lieve, were there such obstructions to prosperity and com

fort as exist in our domestic service. And how are the

young women of the luxurious classes prepared to meet

them? How are the women of the middle classes fitted to

overcome them? And how are the poorer class trained to

rejoice in their exemption from them?

“If a parent look forward to provision by marriage for

his daughter, he should, at least qualify her for that condi

tion, and be ashamed to give her to her husband unless she

is able to manage her house, to educate her children. to

nurse her sick, and to train her servants—the inevitable

destiny of American housewives. If she can do all this well,

she is a productive partner, and, as Madame Bodichon says,

does much for the support of her household as her husband.

It may. or may not be the duty of a mother to educate her

dlildren in the technical sense. b'nt if her husband is

straining~ every nerve to support his family, it would be

both relief and help if she could save him the immense ex

pense of our first rate schools, or the cost of governess. If

she be skilled in the art of nursing, she may stave off the

fearful bill of the physician. If she know the cost and

necoi-sary consumption of provision, the keeping of accounts.

and, in short, the whole art and mystery of domestic eco

nomy. she will not only preserve her husband from an im

meme amount of hamsinglcare, but secure to him the

safety, bleesing and honor of living within his means. If

aha be a qualified housewife, the great burden, perplexity,
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.nrticle that did not contain some great moral lesson.
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and misery of house-keeping, from the rising to the setting

sun, from our Canadian frontier to far south of Mason 8

Dixon‘s line, will lie—“'8 will not say overcome, but most

certainly greatly diminished.” To all of which we say

Amen!

A BEAUTIFUL Posse—Where, in the whole range of Eng

lish poetry, can be found a better description of an infant

than in the following lines?

RUTH,

xxzsuxo AND aocxnvo 'rnz cunts.

What is the little one thinking about?

Very wonderful things, no doubt,

Unwritten history!

Uufuthomable mystery!

Yet he laughs and cries. and cats and drinks,

And chuckles and crows, and nods and winks,

As if his hand were as full of kinks,

And curious riddles as any sphinxl

Warped by colic, and wet by tears.

Punctured by pins, and tortured by than,

Our little nephew will lose twa years;

And he'll never know

~Where the Summers go—

Ile need not laugh, for he‘ll find it 80!

Who can tell what a baby thinks?

Who can follow the gosszuuer links

By which the mnnnikin feels his way

Out from the rllOl't‘ of the great unknown,

Blind. and wailing, and alone,

Into the light of day?—

Out from the shore of the unknown sea,

Tossing in pitiful agony—

Of the. unknown sea that reels and rolls,

Spccked with the barks of little souls

Barks that were launched on the other side,

And slipped from Heaven on an ebbing tide!

What does he think of his mother's eyes?

What does he think of his mother’s hair?

What of the cradle roof that flies

Forward and backward through the air!

What (1008 he think of his mothtrs breast—

Bare and beautiful. smooth and white,

Seeking it ever with fresh deli lit—

Cup of his life and couch of giis rest!

What does he think when her quick embrace

Pres<cs his hand and buries his face,

Deep where the heart-throhs sink and swell

With a tenderness she can never tell,

Though sho murmur the words

or all [he lJh'ilF—

Words she has learned to murmur well?

‘ Now he thinks he’ll go to sleepl

I can see the shadow creep

Over his eyes, in soft eclipse,

Over his brow, and over his lips,

Out to his little flnger-tlpsl

Softly sinking, down he goes!

Down he goes! Down he goes!

(Rising and carefully retreating to her 5003,)

See! 110 is hushed in sweet repose!

Wns'r THOUSANDS SAY.——Tl10 Ztlarrietta (0.) Republican

sayez—“We have read nearly all the articles that have ap

peared in ‘ Peterson‘s Magazine,’ and yet have never seen in

one of them, one word that was morally improper, or one

Pro

bably no book designed exclusively for the ladies, possesses

higher claims to their patronage than this, and it is equally

certain that its editors bring to their labor a greater amount

of ability, than is employed upon any similar work in Ame

rica. It“ you want a pleasant companion, send for this

Magazine." We quote this, because it embodies, in few

words, what scores of other editors have said during the

past three months, as well as thousands of private indivi

duals, and because it is due to ourselves as editors, to show

what impartial persons think of this Magazine.

-—

" Poa A’ Ten. an’ A’ Turf—The air of this ballad is so

old that the authorship is unknown. Burns wroti- for it the

noble lyric which we give. Some of the words require de

finitions? For iiistant‘e, “birkie” means “a young fellow;”

"coil" means “a simpleton;" “fa’” means “to try,” and

“gree” means “superiority.”
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Gaoss’s NEW Msrnon roa run Puzvo-l-‘oa'rs—Those popu

lar music publishers, Lee 6: Walker, propose to publish, early

in April, “A New Method for the Piano,” by Charles Grobe,

which will be incontestibly the best work of its kind ever

printed. A good instruction book for the piano has long

been wanting, and nobody is more competent to prepare

such a book than the well known teacher, who has taken

this in hand. We understand that Mr. Grobc has adopted

substantially, in his “New 1Method,” the plan employed by

Ollendorf in teaching langdagcs. He begins with the sim

plest elements, and by passing gradually to what is more

difficult, makes every step perfectly intelligible. Teachers,

we think, will find in this new work a well-digested, pro

gressive and entertaining plan, by which the art of playing

the piano may be imparted, and in comparatively little time.

The volume will contain ten engraved figures, illustrating

the ditferent positions ofthe hands and fingers. A copy will

be sent, post-paid, for $2.50, bound in paper, or for $3.00,

bound in cloth. Address Lee 8: Walker, No.722 Chesnut

street, Philadelphia.

 

New Music—We have received, from Lee 6: Walker, a

number of new pieces of music, all of them more or less

meritorious. and many of them particularly so. Among the

best are " The Mother and her Child,” as sung by Madame

Gazzan'rga; "Del Conte," from Norma; “Buds and Blos~

soms," a sacred melody, by (irobe; “Revs do Gloire,” a

triumphal march for the piano; and a “Piccolomini Schot

tish,” with a capital portrait of Piccolomini. But “Tho

Duke of Malakotl‘s March ;” “The Syrcn Polkaf’ “Sweet

heart, Thinkest Thou of Me,” “I Love the Little Laughing

Rill;” “Oh! Come Let Us Celebrate," and “Empire Quad

rilles,” are deserving of only less commendation.

 

NEW ORNAMENT roa 'rns HAUL—Tho prettiest and most

novel ornament for the hair is formed by taking ten large

gold Eugenie beads. Thread them on fine wire, bend them

slightly into the form of a bow; suspend from each end a

string of eleven of the same beads; within that, another of

nine; and within that, a third of seven. The two last each

. a bead apart on the foundation row. Any lady may make

this ornament with little trouble, and it is very elegant.

Tar. Saul Wircncasrr.—Wo return our thanks to a bor

respondent in Salem, Mass, for a Wooden cup made out of

the sill of the house in which the alleged witches were tried

and condemned, nearly tw'o centuries ago. We shall never

look on this goblet without thinking of the unhappy beings,

whose feet tottercd over the now worm-eaten oak, as they

were led forth to an unjust and ignominious death.

 

“TARA’S H.iar."—A collection of songs and giees, exceed

ingly meritorious. intended principally for the young. An

excellent series of elementary instructions adds to the value

of the volume. We know nothing, similar in character,

which is as good as this little volume. Lee & Walker,

Philadelphia. have published it.

 

Ans W1: A Bicurma.—A lady subscriber writes to us:—

“Mr. Peterson, are you a bachelor? I say you are not, be

oause you are always so pleasant and good'humored.” Think

of that, oh! miserable, unloved bachelors, a lady of taste

pronounces that you cannot be amiable. And in our humble

opinion she is right.

UM
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REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS.‘

La Plata: The Argentine. Cbnfaleration, and Paraguay.

By Thomas J. Page. U. S. N. 1 vol., 8 220. New York.

Harper (£- Brothcrs.-This is a narrative of the exploration

of the tributaries of the river La Plato and adjacent countries,
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‘ during the years 1853, ’54, ’55 and ’56, under the orders of

the United States government. As the author commanded

the expedition. the work may be considered, in one sense,

oflicial. For centuries, the regions explored were closed to

the world, by the jealousy of b‘paiu. But the Argentine

Confederation, in 1852, having declared the waters of the

confederation free to the flags of all nations, the United

States authorities immediately hastened to send out this

government expedition. The exploraticms, described by

Lieutenant Page, embrace an extent of thirty—six hundred.

miles of river navigation, and forty-four hundred miles

of land journey in Paraguay and the Argentine Con

federation. The La I’lata river alone has a basin nearly

equal to that of the Mississippi, and not inferior in fertility

of soil or salubrity of climate. In time, and when peopled

by a more energetic population, these vast regions must

contribute greatly to the extension of commerce and manu

factures. The civilized world owes our government a debt

of gratitude for having set this expedition on foot, as the

reading public own one, hardly less heavy, to Lieutenant

Page, for the agreeable manner in which he has narrated

his explorations. The volume is handsomely printed, and

contains numerous maps and illustrations, as well as engrav

ings of scenery, public characters, incidents, &c.

Travels and Discmicrirs in North and Gmtral Afn'ca. By

Henry Burt-h. Ibis. IV. and V., 8 en. New York: Harper

(9 Brothcrs.-—What Livingston has done for Southern Africa,

Berth has achieved for the Northern and Central portions

of that hitherto “term incognito.” The earlier volumes

of this work We noticed at the time of their publication.

The present and concluding volumes describe the author’s

journey to Timbnctoo and his researches in the neighbor

ing regions. Every chapter abounds with valuable informa.

tion. Frequent narrative episodes of personal adventure

diversify the theme. The portraitures of scenery, tho

sketches of the various tribes, and the scientific knowledge

imparted. render this work one of the most interesting and

valuable in the whole range of the literature of travel. The

American publishers have brought out the volumes with

\ great neatuess. No library, that pretends to completeness,

can afford to do without Barth.

The Life and Remains of Douglas Jerrold. By his son

Blanchard Jcrrold. 1 1:01., 12 m0. Boston: fl'chsor é

Fields.—-To us this is the most interesting book of the

month. Blanchard Jerrold has executed the diflicult task

of writing his father’s biography in a manner that must

elevate his own character in the opinion of all right think

ing minds: for while he has piously screened the memory

of that father, he has yet not left a substantially erroneous

impression of the man and his wit. The volume is full of

anecdote. A graceful, yet characteristic portrait of Douglas

Jerrold embcllishes the title-page.
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Symbol: of the Capitol; or, Civilization in New York.

By A. D. Mayo. 1 1:01., 12 me. New York: Thatcher 4E

HutcIu'nson.—In his preface, the writer says that his pur

pose in writing this work was to “aid the young men and

women of our land in the attempt to realize a character that

shall justify our expressions of republicanism, and to estab

lish a civilization, which, in becoming national, shall illus

trate every principle of a pure Christianity.” In many

respects this purpose has been accomplished. The principal

defect of the book is its local prejudices.

Bouvier’s Famfliar Astronomy. Ibr the Use of Schools,

Families and Privale Students. By Hannah ill.1 1:01., small 8 e0. Philada: Child: 6 Petersvm.—We be

lieve it is generally acknowledged, by those conversant with

astronomy. that this is the best book of its kind ever writ

; ten. The present is a new edition. More than two hundred

< wood-cuts illustrate and expain the text.

IIIIIII‘IIIllllflffflllllv‘ffllqI.””"’N

IIIJ‘IIIIIIIIINIINIIIll/l/IJ/v'u’iv'LVe/N



  

WWIW~”IMINWVMWNW
 

vwvr~Nraw-~WMW¢vwrrrvwNmmm{m

oua cook-Book. 323

 
mmm—mmNI

 
MWJINrN-IVrfrwv‘r/NI-f/(IIJf/fl1Nr/II4'IIIIIINMM

The 05d Piuntotiou, and What I Gathered There in an O U G 0 0 K_B O K.

Autumn Mmth. By James Hunger/ant, of Maryland. 1

Pauline mazes“ roa “rs'rxasou’s mourn.”vol, 12 mo. A'ew York: Harper d3 Brothcrs.—There is an

inexpressiblo charm in the local color of this volume, a [6&- ——

ture to which it would be Well if authors would pay more

attention. In plan, the book is like one of those ivory toys,

which the Chinese delight in carving, where ball lies within

ball; for while it is a novel, complete in itself, it yet has

numerous sketches woven into the plot, which diversify,

and perhaps increase, the interest. Altogether the work

ought to be a favorite. Its very title will ensure it a wel

come among thousands of the sons and daughters of Mary

land and Virginia, whom marriage or the pursuit of fortune

has scattered over these United States.

rm'oum of Scotland. By Agnes Strickland. m. r11,

12 mo. New York: Harper 12 Brothcrs.—This volume con

eludes the mournful story of the life of Mary Queen of

Scots. It is written in the highest strain of enthusiastic

admiration for that unfortunate lady, and is sustained by

an array of documents and a plausible reasoning, which

it is difficult to simmer. The publishers have issued tho

volume in a style to match exactly the preceding ones. ex

cept in the paper on which it is printed, which seems to us

inferior.

Life of John H. 7V. Hawkins. Compiled by his son, Rev.

W G. Hawkins, A. M. 1 1:01., 12 mo. Boston: John P.

Jmtt it Co.—A labor of filial love, executed with taste,

and yet enthusiastically. The labors of Mr. Hawkins in

behalf of the incbriate will long be remembered, and fully

deserved this testimonial to his heroism and self-devotion.

Biographies of Distinguished Scientific Men. By Francois

Arago. 1 vol, 12 mo. Second Scria. Boston: Ticknor d

Fr'dds.—This is a continuation of a work noticed in our last

number. The subjects of the present biographies are Car- ‘

not, Males, Fresnel, Thomas Young and James Watt. It is

an extremely interesting book.

£1111”: Lore-Life: A h'orcl. By Margaret J. DI. Sweat.

 

[Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1859, by

Charles J. Peterson. in the Clerk’s Ofiico of the District

Court of the United States, in and for the Eastern District

of Pennsylvania] -

39‘ These TGCGPCS have all been tested, either by the author

herself, or by some of herfriends. Every month, wc shall gins

several receipts, in various departments; and the whole, at the

end of the year, will be found to make the most complex cook—

book ever published.

SOUPS.

Portable Soup—For Travelers. (Ea—Take three large legs

of veal, and one of beef, with the lean part of half a ham;

cut them in small pieces, put a quarter of a pound of butter

at the bottom of a large cauldron, then lay in the meat and

bones. with four ounces of anchovies, and two ounces of

mace. Cut off the green leaves of five or six heads of celery,

wash the heads quite clean, cut them small, put them in the

cauldron, adding three large carrots, out small; cover the

cauldron close, and set it over a moderate fire. When you

find the gravy begins to draw, keep taking it up till you

have got it all out; then put water in to cover the meat. set

it on the fire again, and let it boil slowly for four hours; then

strain it through a hair sieve into a clean pan and let it boil

three parts away; then strain the gravy that you drew from

the meat into the pan, let it boil gently (and keep skim

ming the fat off, very clean, as it rises,) till it looks like

thick glue; you must take care that it does not burn. Put in

pepper to your taste: then pour the mixture on flat earthen

dishes a quarter of an inch thick; let it stand till the next

day, and then cut it out into small cakes. Lay the cakes on

dishes. and set them in the sun to dry. When the cakes are

dry, put them in a tin box, with writing paper between

every cake, and keep them in a dry place. This is a very

1 ml, 12 mo. .Ncw York: Rudd if CarZcton.—A pleasant useful soup to be kept in families, for, by pouring a pint of

romance, on a theme that will never lose its interest, We boiling water on one cake, (the cakes ought to be only a little

recommend it to our female readers especially. The volumo :; larger than a quarter of a dollar,) with the addition of a

is published in the neat style which distinguishes all of the i 8111"“ (Dummy Of till-ll; it Will make 1‘ 800d bad" or broth

publications of this house. The longer it is kept the betttcr. Be careful to turn the

southward: A Novel. By 1mm UmsmL 1 vol" 12 m. callus as they dry. This soup will answer better to be made

New York: Rudd é Carlcton.—'l‘his is an agreeable fiction, in rm“, weather‘

which ought to have an extensive sale, especially in the Fm'ma soup—Ham ready some lflrd’ boning hOt‘ pour

present dearth of first-rate novels. The publishers issue the into it 3 lug“ cum—"l 0f faring! and let u becom‘) Of “ “Km

'o'k in a very neat style' yellow color. Previously, chop together—very fine—some

Q parsley and a few potherbs, add these to the farina, and pour

over it one quart of water, and let it simmer slowly for about

three-quarters of an hour: whilst simmering add some water

to it occasionally, until it becomes as thin as you desire to

have it. Boat two eggs quite light, and pour the soup upon

them—by degrees—stirring it constantly.

Cmnmon Pea: Soup—To one quart of split peas put four

\ quarts of water, and a small piece of lean bacon; wash a

[it round ll- littlfi table. The leader then puts his finger 2 head of celery, and cut it in with a turnip; boil a“ together

down upon it. and the others place all their fingers round till it is reduced to two quarts, then work it through a cul

his. “' Fly away, pigeonl” cries he, suddenly, and up all the ]ender__s|ice in another head of celery, cayenne pepper And

fingers start. Then they all settle down again. “Fly away, 8,,“ to yum. mm. Bo“ the soup we“ Before serving it,

eagle!" cries he, again, and off they all go once more. “Fly place some pieces of was; on the bottom of your soup mm”,

away, bnlll" is now the cry, and army most of the fingers and pm"- the broth over mom.

fly as before, not remembering that bulls have no wings. 0km Soup__'rake quarto,- of Q peck of Okra, slice them

Those who make the mistake pay a forfeit amidst the langh- round, and put them on the are, with a moo of ham, and a

u" “f the omen “my Mm)" “when” cries the leader gallon of water; boil the whole about five hours. Half an

again; but the others, taught by the last experience, keep hour befom serving the map, add quarter of a peck of toma

all their fingers fixed to the table, and the leader's files up z to“, skimmy

\alone. \

“Why don‘t you fly ?” says he. S no 8.

“Why. feathers don‘t fly, do they? They have no wings!” g Herring—Potted.—Clean your fish. cut off the heads and

2
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PARLOR AMUSEMENTS.

Fer AWAY, Fromm—This is a quick, lively, little game,

very different from many. The leader sits with his feet

on a stool, so as to make a large lap; or, which is better, all

IMIIIIIN‘IIIIJ
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“No, but they fly for all that!” So the leader, like an tails. and sprinkle salt over them to draw out the blood.

Eastern king, settles all disputes by his own decision. Then wash them, and lay a layer of fish in an earthen pot,
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with the backs downward; strew over them some whole all~

spice, cloves, whole peppers, salt, a bay leaf or two, some

slices of onion—also a red pepper, and alternate the layers

5 lemon peel—cut exceedingly fine—and a tablespoonful of

§ lemon pickle; put it over the fire and thicken it with flour

3‘ and butter. When it boils put in your veal, and just before

of fish and spice till the pot is filled, pouring between thea

layers a little sweet oil. Then mix vinegar and water, and

fill the pot with it. Make a paste of flour and water to cover

the outside of the pot ; over that tie a piece of muslin, and

send it to a bake-house. Charge them not to burn it.

Shad-—Bai.-ed.—Procure a fine, large shad—clean it

thoroughly, then fill it with the same sort of stufi‘lng used

for fowles. Tie a string round it in order to keep it to

gether, put it into your bake-pan, and haste it with butter,

pepper and salt. When well cooked, (it will require about

twenty minutes to bake,) untie the string, and serve it upon

a fish dish, with melted butter poured over it.

Lobster Sauce.—Boil half a pint of water—with a small

portion of mace and whole pepper in it—long enough to

take out the strong taste of the spice, then strain it ofi‘, melt

three-quarters of a pound of butter smooth in the water, outin a lobster in very small pieces; stew it all together gently

with anchovy, and serve it hot.

Pearch, or Trout—Fried.—When you have scaled, cleaned

and washed the fish, dry them well, and lay them separately

on a board before the fire; two minutes before you fry them

dust them well with flour, and fry them in drippings or lard.

Servo them up with melted butter and crisped parsley—or

drawn butter.

Herring—Fried.—Scale, wash, and dry your hcrrings

well; lay them separately on a board, and set them to the

fire two or three minutes before you want to use them;

dust the fish with flour, and when your lard is boiling hot.

put in the fish, a few at a time, and fry them over a brisk

fire.

L0bstcr—BoiZcd.—Put a lobster into a kettle of boiling

water, with some salt added to it. if it be a large one, it

will require to be boiled half an hour.

Lobstcr—Roasted.~—lialf boil your lobster, rub it over

with butter. set it before the fire, basto it till the shell be

comes dark brown; then serve it up with rich drawn butter.

IINVsVv'I/I/J/laliJ/I/I/III/III/II''oJ‘
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Turkey—Boiled.—After your turkey is properly prepared,

out ed the legs, put the ends of the thighs into the body,

skewer them down, and tie them with a string. Then gnte

u very small loaf of bread, chop a number of oysters fine,

add a little lemon peel, shred finely, nutmeg, pepper, and

salt to your liking: mix all up into a light forcemeat with a

quarter of a pound of butter, a spoonful or two of cream,

and three eggs. Stufi“ the turkey with this forccmeat, sew

it up, dredge it well with flour, put it into a kettle of cold

water, cover it, and set it on the fire. When the scum

begins to rise take it ofl‘, put on the cover again, let it boil

very slowly for half an hour, then take the kettle off the

fire, keep it close covered, and let the turkey remain about

half an hour in the hot water. Serve it with oyster sauce,

made as follows :-Wash the oysters in their own liquor, and

when the liquor is settled pour it clean off .into a saucepan,

with a little white gravy, and a teaspoonful of lemon pickle;

thicken it with flour and a good lump of butter, boil it three

or four minutes, add a spoonful of nice cream, and then put 3

in your oysters. Keep shaking them over the the till they ‘

become quite hot—but do not let them boil.

Tongue—Bot'led.-—If your tongue be a dry one, steep it in

water all night, and then boil it three hours. If you serve

it hot. stick it with cloves, rub it over with the yolk of an

egg. strew bread crumbs over it, haste it with butter. and

set it before the fire till it becomes of a light brown color.

“'hcn you dish it up, pour over it a little brown gravy, or

red wine sauce, mixed the same way as for venison. N. B.—

If it be a pickled tongue, only wash it out of water. §

VmI—Hashrd.——Cut your veal in thin, round slices, thes

line of half a crown. Put into a saucepan some gravy, some >
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you dish it up add a spoonful of cream.

[ADE-DISHES.

Browningfor Madc-Dt'shrs.—Take four ounces of very fine

white sugar, put it in a clean iron frying-pan, with one

ounce of butter—set it over a clear fire, and mix it very well

together all the time; when it begins to be frothy and the

sugar is dissolving, hold it higher over the fire, and have

ready one pint of red wine. When the sugar and butter is

of a deep brown. pour in a portion of the wine, stir it well

together, add more wine, and keep stirring it constantly;

then add half an ounce of Jamaica pepper, six cloves. four

small onions, peeled, two or three blades of mace, three

spoonfuls of mushroom catchup. a little salt, and the rind

of one lemon. Boil the whole mixture slowly for ten

minutes—pour it into a dish, when cold scum it carefully,

and bottle it for use.

Berf Olives—Cut slices ofi' a rump of beef about six inches

long and half an inch thick. beat them well. and rub them

over with the yolk of an egg. some pepper, salt, ground

mace, some crumbs of bread, two ounces of marrow sliced

fine, a handful of chopped parsley, and the rind of half a

lemon. grated. Strew them all over your steaks, roll them

up, skewer them close, and set them before the fire to brown;

then put them into a pan with a pint of gravy, a spOonful

of catchup, the same of browning, and a teaspoonful of

lemon juice: thicken the mixture with a little butter rolled

in flour. Lay round the dish hard boiled eggs, cut in half.

ChicIrms—BoiIal.—When you have drawn your chickens,

lay them in skimmed milk for two hours; then truss them,

singe, and dust them well with flour. put them in a pan with

Cold water, cover them close, set them over a slow fire, take

OK the cum, and let them boil slowly five or six minutes;

then take them off the fire, but keep them close covered in

the water for half an hour. When about to dish them, set

them over the fire to make them hot, drain them, and pour

over them white sauce.

Sauce for Boiled Chickens—Take two eggs and boil them

hard, with the livers of the chickens. Chop them fiue,

adding thyme, lemon peel, anchovies. salt, (a small quantity

of each) and lemon juice. if you prefer it. Mix all well to

gether. lliclt half a pound of butter, keeping it as thick ll

possible, and stir it in.

our r03 INVALIDS. ’

Food for Delicate Infants.—Take a piece of gelatin. (or

American isinglass) about one inch square, dissolve it in

half a gill of water over the fire—then add a gill of milk.

When it comes to a boil, stir in a good half teaspoonful of

arrow~root. When taken off the fire stir in two tablespoon

fuls of cream. This food is suitable for a child four or five

months old. As the child becomes older, increase the

strength of the food.

C'hocoIate.—Scmpe four ounces of chocolate, and pour one

quart of boiling water upon it. Mill it well with a choco

late mill, and sweeten it to your liking; give it a boil and

let it stand for some length of time. Then will it again very

well, boil it two minutes. and finally mill it till it will leave

a froth upon the top of your cups.

Bariry Gruel.—Take four ounces of pearl barley; boil it in

two quarts of water with a stick of cinnamon in it till it is

reduced to one quart. Add to it a little more than one pint

of red wine, and sugar to your liking. Two or three ounces

of currnnts (well picked and washed clean) may be added.

Chicken Broth.-—Skin a small chicken.and split it in two;

boil one half in three half pints of water, with a blade or

two of mace. and a small crust of broad; boil it over a slow

fire till it is reduced one half.
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Pastry Crust—Germam—Stir the yolks of four eggs in a

dish, adding half a pint of sweet milk, and salt in propor

tion; mix in as much flour as will resist the stirring spoon;

then place the dough on your rolling board, and knead it

until the dough will spring up under the pressure of the

finger. It is then to be rolled out half of its size. and a

pound of butter to be cut over half of the dough; the re

maining half must then be folded over the butter, be well

beaten and rolled out thin. Then fold the dough like a nap

kin, and care must be taken that it does not wrinkle; it

must then be rolled out a second time as thin as at first,

and again be beaten on the same side.

Raspberry Fritters —Grate two Naples biscuits. or some

sponge-cake, and pour over it a gill of boiling cream. When

it is almost cold. beat the yolks of four eggs to a strong

froth—beat the biscuits a little, and then beat both together

exceedingly well, and put to it two ounces of sugar, and as

much raspberry juice as will make it a nice pink color; drop

the batter by the spoonful into a pan of boiling lard. When

you dish up the fritters, stick bits of citron in some of them,

and in others blanched almonds, cut lengthwise.

Cream for Pies—Take two eggs and break them into a

saucepan; mix in with the eggs two ounces of fine flour—

then pour in three half pints of milk. You must stir it with

a silver spoon. Then add two ounces of white sugar and

one ounce of butter; put the mixture on the tire, and keep

stirring it until it begins to boil; then take it off and let it

cool, when it will be ready for use.

Grtm Apple Pie—Without .4ppZ(8.—Breilk up into small

pieces six soda biscuits, and pour over it two teacupfuls of

cold water. Grate in two whole lemons. adding three cup

tale of fine white sugar, and halfa nutmeg. Beat the whole

well together. Bake the pie in a quick even without any

upper crust.

Raspberry Dumplings.--Make a puff paste and roll it out.

Spread raspberry jam upon it and make it into dumplings.

Boil them an hour. Serve them with wine sauce, or sugar

and butter well mixed together.

PUDDINGS.

Par-tam Apple Pudding.—Pare and core some tender

apples. stew them in a little water, add a good sized piece

of butter, and sweeten to your taste, (after the apple is

stewed.) When it is cold beat four eggs and stir in. Grate

nutmeg over the top, and eat it with cream. Or, butter a

pudding dish, strew it very thickly with bread crumbs. then

add the mixture, and straw bread plentifully over the top.

Set it in a tolerably hot oven, and when baked sift sugar

over it.

Gooseberry Pudding.—Scald half a pint of green goose

bsrries in water till they are soft, then put them into a sieve

to drain. When cold, work them through an hair sieve with

the hack of a clean wooden spoon; add to them half a. pound

I sugar. and the same of butter, with four ounces of Naples

biscuits; beat six eggs very well, then mix all together: and

beat them a quarter of an hour. Pour it into an earthen

dish, without paste: half an hour will bake it.

Orange I‘udding.—Boil the rind of an orange very soft,

and heat in a marble mortar with the juice of the orange;

put to it two Naples biscuits grated Very tine, half a pound

of butter. quarter of a pound of sugar, and the yolks of six

eggs; mix all well together. Put put'f paste round your pic

dish, pour in the mixture, and bake it for about half an

hour.

Imiihn Pudding—Sweden one pint of milk to your liking,

add to it two tablespooufuls of molasses, a small piece of

butter. (about the size of a walnut) three-quarters of a tea

spoonful of salinratus. a small portion of salt, three eggs, and

raisins, or currants. Mix with the ingredients one quart of

good Indian meal. Boil it in a bug about an hour and a half.
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5 Four Hour Pudding.—Ingredients: One pound of beef

k suet, ten eggs, one pound of sugar, one glass of brandy, one

nutmeg, and a little cinnamon. Take a stale loaf, cut 08

all the crust, and rub it fine; mix with it all the other in

gredients and boil it four hours. For sauce, mix together

butter, wine, nutmeg, and the juice of one lemon.

Lemon Pudding—Take one pound of flour well dried and

sifted, one pound of fine sugar, the rind of a lemon, grated,

twelve eggs, the yolks beaten awhile by themselves, and the

whites beaten to a froth; then gently mix all together, pm

it into a pan, and bake it half an hour.

JBLLIEB

Calf's-Foet Jelly—Made of Gdatine.--.No. 1.—To one quart

of cold water take one ounce and a quarter of gelatine, and

set it over the fire until dissolved. To this quantity take

four lemons, juice and rinds, two sticks of cinnamon, three

gills of wine, four eggs, whites and shells. (whip the whites

of the eggs to a fill" froth.) and fourteen ounces of sugar.

Mix all well together, and place it over the fire until it boils

up once; then pour it through a fin nel bag, several times,

.i if necessary. until it runs clear. llace the bag near the

fire, to prevent the liquid from congealing before running

through it.

CaIf’s-Fcct JcIly.—.No. 2.—Clean one sett of feet well, put

5 them in as much cold water as will cover them; boil them

until the meat falls from the bones,then strain them through

a cullender; let the jelly stand until it becomes cold, skim

off the fat, and put it on the tire to melt. Add to it half a

pound of white sugar, one pint of wine, the whites of four

eggs, beaten light, and the shells, and the juice of two

5 lemons. Let it boil. and skim it while boiling; then strain

Q it through a flannel bag until it becomes clear. Let it cool

\ in forms.

Gzlf’s-Fcet Jelly—No. 3.—Take two quarts of water to

two setts of feet, boil it down to one quart, strain it; when

cold, skim off all the fat, and let it melt over a slow fire;

then add half a pint of wine, thejuice of a lemon, the peel

of a lemon, and the whites of three eggs, to clarify it, also

sugar to your taste; let it all boil together for a few minutes,

then strain it through a flannel bag. Be careful not to press

the bag, or your jelly will not be clear.

CaJf‘s-Fezt Jelly—Made of American Is1'nglass.-—No. 4.—

Procuro two ounces of isinglass, soak it in cold water for

half an hour, then take it out and pour on it two quarts of

boiling water. When it is cold, add to it the whites of four

eggs, well beaten, one pound of sugar, thejuice and rind of

three lemons, and one pint of wine. Mix all well together,

boil it three minutes, strain it through a flannel bag, and

set it to cool.
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CREAMS,CUSTARD8,IC

Oat-Meal Flummcry.—Take a pint of bruised greats, and

put three pints of water to them, early in the morning, and

' let it stand till noon; then add the same quantity of water

as before, stir it well, and let it stand till four o‘clock: then

run it through a sieve; boil it; keep stirring it all the while,

and put in a spoonful of water now and then as it boils.

When it begins to thicken, drop a little on a plate; when it

leaves the plate it is complete. Put it in glasses, and when

cold turn it out.

Chocolate Cream.—-Ingredients: One quart of milk. four

eggs, and three tablespoonfuls of grated chocolate. Boil the

chocolate first in a little water, then add the milk and sugar

to your liking; also flavor it with Vanilla, or whatever you

most prefer. Add the eggs as for boiled custard; stir it till

it thickens, and then pour it into cups.

8190 Cream.--Tuke a dessert spoonful of sago, and boil it

in one pint of water to a jelly. Add a teacupful of cream,

Q let it boil again; beat up an egg Vt'l')’ light, and pour the

t boiling sago on it. Add sugar and nutmeg to your taste.
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Tea Cream—To half a pint of milk put a quarter of an

ounce of fine Ilyson tea; boil them together, strain the

leaves out, and add to the milk half a pint of cream, and

tire spoonfuls of runnet. Place it in the dish you intend to

send it to table in, cover it with a tin plate, and set it over

some hot embers until it thickens. Serve it garnished with

swcetmeats.

Rice Flummcry.—-Have ready one pint of milk sweetened

to your taste, and four spoonfuls of ground rice, mixed with

milk about as thick as good cream. Stir the rice- into tho

pint of milk while it is boiling; let it boil till it becomes

thick. You may add rose-water or spice, as you may prefer.

Put the flnmmery into cups, and let it stand until it becomes

cold.

Spanish Guam—Boil one ounce of gelatin in one pint of

new milk until dissolved; add four eggs, well beaten, and

half pound of sugar. Stir it. over the fire, until the eggs

thicken; take it off the fire, add a full wiueglass of peach

water, and when cool pour it into moulds. Servo it with

cream.

a

CAKES.

Crumpets.—-Ingredients: Two pounds of sifted flour, four

eggs, three tablespoonfuls of brewers yeast, and a pint of

milk. Mix a teaspoonful of salt with the flour, in a pan.

and set the pan before the fire. Then wartn the milk, and

stir into the flour so as to make a stiff dough. Beat the eggs

very light. and stir them into the yeast. and beat all Well

together; if it is too stiil‘ add a. little more warm milk, cover

the pan, and set the dough to rise near the tire. When

quite light bake. your crumpets. Have your baking iron

hot. grease it, and put on it a ladlel'ul of the dough. ' Let it

bake slowly. and when done on one side turn it on the other.

Cut the cakes crosswise, butter them, and send them to table

hot. .

Crwm qf Tartar Cake—Sill: dry, and rub well together

two tv-aspooufuls cream of tartar, with one quart of flour;

then dissolve three-quarters of a teaspoonful of super car

bonate of soda in a. sufficient quantity of sweet milk—about

half a pint—~mlding as much salt as you may deem proper.

Mix all the ingredients well together and work it hard. The

dough must not be too stifl'; it must be formed into cakes

and baked immediately. If you have a suil‘it-ient quantity

of milk with which to mix the compound, it will require

little or no shortening. If water is used instead of milk,

shortening will be required. If you have sweet, white lard,

it will answer instead of butter; or else take part butter and

part lard.

Galena—Always have your materials quite ready before

you begin to make your cke. Beat your eggs well. and do

not leave them till you have finished your cake. else they

will go back again, and the cake will not be light. Wine.

nose-water, and brandy must be put in cakes before thoeggs.

When you use butter. be sure to beat it to a fine cream

be fore you add your sugar. Bake all kinds of cake in a good

oven, according to the size of your caka and follow the

directions of your receipt. Noto.—An accomplished himse

keeper says. that, as a general rule, it is best, in making

cake. to stir in the flour lightly after all the other ingre

dienls are well mixed.

Buns.-—lngredients: One and a half pounds of flour. (a

quarter of a pound must be left out to sift in last.) half a

pound of butter, (cut up fine) four eggs. (beat to a light

froth) four teacupfuls of milk. half a wineglassful of brandy.

halfa wincglassful of wine. halfn wineglassful of rose-water.

and one wineglassful of yeast. Stir all together with aknife,

and add half a pound of sugar, stirring in also the reserved

quarter of a pound of flour. When the lumps are all beaten

line, set the cakes to rise in the pans they are. to be baked

in. If you prefer it, you may etrew a few currants over the

cakes.

OUR. GARDEN FOR
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Cqffic China—Into one pint of sweet milk put quarter of

a pound of good butter. and four ounces of sugar: stir it over

the tire When it boils, stir half a pound of flour into it,

and work it with a spoon until it becomes smooth; then let

it get cold, and when cold stir six eggs into it, one after am

other. Butter some tins. and drop the batter on them any

size you please. Beat the whites of three eggs, and wash

the cakes with it, strewiug loaf sugar over them. Bake

them in a moderately heated oven.

SIoIIen—A Famous German Cake—Ingredients: Four

pounds of flour, one and three-quarter pounds of butter, one

pound and a half of sifted loaf sugar, half pound of sweet,

and quarter of a pound of bitter almonds, six ounces of

citron, four eggs, well beaten, one pound of raisins, one

pound of currents, one quart. of milk, warmed; rosewater

and spices to your liking. To be set to rise with good yeast;

the butter and other ingredients to be worked in afterward.

Dutch Collin—Ingredients for four loaves: Two and a half

pounds of flour, three-quarters ofa pound of sugar. one pint

of milk, six ounces of butter, (the milk and butter must be

warmed together.) one tablcspoonful of yeast, four eggs. one

tablespoonful of cinnamon, one winsglasJ-rful of bra ndy, half

a pound each ot' currants and raisins. Work all together

into a good dough, and bake in earthen pans. To be eaten

(‘Oltl Willi t‘ollt‘t‘.

(‘hacI:nds.——To a pint of rich milk put about two ounces

of butter and a good spoonful of yeast. Make it just warm,

and mix into it as much fine flour as will make it a. light

dough; roll it out very thin, and cut it into long pieces two

inches broad. Prick them well, and bake them in a slow

oven upon tin plates.

VWINI_WIJIINNMII,M

OUR GARDEN FOR APRIL.

Out-of- Donrs Work—All the varieties of annual flower

seeds that are capable of bearing in the open air, and bloom

ing Well in our climate, may be sown in this month. In the

early part of April, annual and ten-weeks stock, winged,

sweet and Tangier peas, lupins, larkspurs, heart’s-ease, cy

press, candytuft, chinaoastcrs, &c., &c. About the middle,

sweet alyson, love-lies-blooding. prince‘s feathers. mignic»

nette, amaranthus, cock’s-comb, cape marigold. china holly

hock, and china pinks, marvel of Peru, &c.. &c., may be

sown. All the preceding sorts may be sown in small patches

in the borders, but they should be so interspersed as to form

a pleasing variety and long succession of bloom. If the

weather is dry. the beds should be frequently watered. both

before and after the plants appear, and when they have been

up a few weeks, the larger ones should be thinned where

they have grown too thick; and should it be desirable. you

may transplant into another place the finer kinds of those

you have pulled up.

Bimnal- and Perennial fibrous-rooted flowers of various

sorts may be sown with good success this month. The seeds

may be sown in borders. or in beds of rich earth. three. or

four feet wide. and covered evenly with fine. light earth.

The largest seeds should not be more than from half to

three-quarters of an inch deep. and the smallest from an

eighth to a quarter of an inch. In sowing these or any

other kinds of seeds, you must make shallow drills. propor

tioning the depth to the Filo of the seeds, and after the semis

are in. draw the earth lightly over them. always remember»

ing that it is better to cover too light than too deep; for if

covered lie-ht. they will come up when moist Weather ensues,

but if covered too deeply. you will probably never see them.

If the weather should be dry. it will be necessary to water

the beds lightly. frequently. both before and after the plants

appear: and remember to keep them free from weeds. Some

of the more delicate kinds of plants. when up, may not be

able to bear the heat of the mid-day sun at first. These
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sh uld be shaded and protected from its influence till they 2 Painting. Oriental and Potichomanie. furnished full and com

m stronger and more able to withstand its force. y plete.(so that any child maylearn without other instruction.)

Wedk'of every kind should be carefully eradicated this Q for one dollar, post-paid. with rules for varnish, &'c.

month. when they will make rapid progress. Much of the Purchasers to the amount of five dollars, are entitled to

success and beauty of your garden depends upon keeping all our directions free. Person's ordering the directions for

your beds and borders clean of them. one dollar, and after buying materials to the amount of five

Plants in the House will begin to shoot freely, in this dollars, may deduct the one dollar paid for directions.

month, it is therefore necessary to give them as much air as Address, J. E. Tl L'l‘llh' a (30.,

is possible, consist-en tv with their safety. The windows should Dealers in Artists‘ Goods, 141 Washington St., Boston.

be opened every morning if the day is moderately warm, and

left so till the cold of the afternoon begins to increase. Too

much confinement at this seasonmspecially toward the latter

and of the ntonth, will do great injury to nearly all plants,

but especially to the early shooting kinds; for if kept weakly

in the bmve, they would not he in good condition to re

move into the open air in the next month. Water must be

given frequently, but only a little at a time in this. month.

but especially to olennders, myrtles. lemons. oranges. jessa

mines, arbntrw. lauristinus, and most of the woody kinds.

1,; (111 th.‘ plant's be looked over often to see win-re water

is wanted. and let such as at all need it be. supplied. as it is

now an indiapl-nsihl‘: article. But moderation and discretion

mnqt be. nhsvrveul in giving it.especially while the plants are

in um house. and t0 the succulent kinds. The latter. aurh

” “ms. (“chum-L euphobian. &'c.. &c.. being naturally moist,

do not require much \vn ter, and to such plants itshould only

h, given when the earth in the pot-4 seems very day. as too

mm-h wage,- would rot. them. Such plants as require shift

iuz in“, hrgm- pots. illiquid be moved on a mild. warm day.

The! ball of earth about. their roots should be taken entire

ent of the pots, and then the decayed or matted roots out

side of the bail "111:! he cut away Having some good. new

mnh "may. put snnm in each new pot or tub, (having pre

viomdy p“, ,‘ pipe“ 0f broken flower-pot, oyster shell, or such

m“, "var 'h, “0“, in the, bottom of the pot.) then set each

plant in U“, put win; in ball of earth. then fill up the pot

“in, up. (no.1, mu-UL no that the new compost may cover the

crown (.f (hr roots an inch deeper than before. The plants

should then hv imnunliately watered. Fuch plants as do not

should also be refreshed with new earth.

A“ "waved “five”, “'ce-dil. mould, &c., should be kept from

the haw; an"! r,,(,tq_ Watering over the top of the leaves

'1'“ not]; mfr're‘h the flOvrers and help to keep them clean.
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TABLE RECEIPTS.

A Plum Pudding.-In making a plum pudding, it is

best to use grated brewd,instead of flour, as the pudding will

then be much lighter. Grate, into an earthen bowl or pan,

a half of a large loaf baked the day previously. Add to it

tho following ingredients :—One pound of Sultana or Va

lentin raisins, chopped. If Valentin raisins be used they

must first be stoned. One pound of currants, carefully

cleaned, and well dried. One pound of suct. chopped fine.

fine ounce of candied orange peel. and half an ounce of can

died lemon peel, cut into small chips. A large tensponful

of mixed spice. Of good moist sugar, two or three table

spoonfuls, according to taste. Stir the Whole Well together,

and then add to it twelve eggs beaten up, a wimglassful of

brandy. and as much milk as will make it of a proper con

sistence. If, after the eggs are beaten, some of the milk and

the brandy are put in and beaten up with them, the whole

will mix better through the pudding. Tie the bag so as to

leave good room for swelling. Be careful to scald the bag

W0". just III'PVlOIFIY to using it, and flour it before the pud

ding is put in. Let it boil nine or ten hours at least.

Haricot Mutton—Take off some of the fit, and cut the

middle or best end of the neck into rather tbin steaks; flour,

and fry them in their own fat of a tine light brown. but not

enough for eating. Then put them into a di~h “bile you

fry the carrots, turnips, and onions—the carrots and turnips

in dice, the onions sliced; but they must only be warmed,

not browned. or you need not try them. Then lay the

steaks at the bottom of ~stewpan. the vegetables over them,

and pour as much boiling Water as will just cover them.

Give one boil. skin well, and then set the pan on the side of

the fire to simmer gently till the meat is tender. In three

or four hours, skin them, and add pepper, salt, and a spoon

ful of ketchup.

Roman Punch—To make one gallon, take one pint and a

half of the best brandy, one pint and a half of the best rum,

three gills of good Madeira or sherry, one pound of leaf

sugar, and six lemons; rub four of the lemons on the sugar,

and then mix as you Would for punch, with two and a half

quarts of water; freeze it as ice-cream is front-n.

Quince Cordi'uI.—l‘u.re and core your quinces: then grate

require chiftinpg.
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Foe 119;" ,‘N p_u§'rt.\'n.—-J. l3. Tlllon & Co" Boston. pub

"..h fulllnvihg fine and tll.‘.'4ll'ilblt‘ engravings, which they

‘ ‘ ' " ‘ i" tof price.ltnd by Illttll pa-tqwrul, on I'm“ lp

- ' Six of Plats. Price.

' of Miles Standish, -

thing. by Barley. 14 by 1, smo

Hiaaatha‘s \YOOiDK, 14 by l8 1_50

_ Yard 1;; M 19 L50 them. Boil them, and also the cores and pru ings. To two

nr,"n,~'y_ 16 by ‘22 2.00 quarts of juice add one pound of sugar, one pint of brandy,

Th, nappy FarnilI, and such spices as you prefer.

)‘A re. _qlllfnfii'piwl i n e11. ‘ 9 by 11 1,00
.r// v.1 .’I/¢'//<’IIINMAI_IWI-'ff '//v

q. 9 IIY 60
Th - Jfl“'ri‘l.'\rf) Les. on. .1 ‘

Th:- Littlr- Bird. f I] W) 1050] MISCELLANEOUS RECEIPTS.

‘ ' l g e 0 . ~, ,_- __ ‘ I I
13""'lg'_“‘:‘,f:l!£_lii' n I") To A'rel) lqlllyc anti rPI‘vt.—S"k artlCl‘fil Fhunld nut be“£2136” D"! "‘ scam“ (mm 16 l'." '32 1.00 in white paper, as the chloride oflime used in bleaching the

11W“. am i"t|an(lml for Grecian and Antique Painting. and

have full and til-para to l'lllc-‘l how to paint each object, mix

each color. They Cflnliml" t" l’ml'liflll new and desirable

things in (lip line. of which they send notice to customers.

gfln5nar;,_-_¢_ Dealers and T'PM'hers furnished with the

above, and all Artists-1' Goods at a liberal discount.

Feta of the. best Fmi-ili'ih 0" (lfilors in tubes, varnish, oils,

' I" the other m‘l‘dflll materials for Grecian and

brushes. 8,! i ("g furnished for three dollars. Small trial if the nap of mi" whet ,3, mm down it is "M “Mime to

A'nuque f“m:-:~ at thirteen cents each. raise it up again. Ilard silk should never be wrinkled. be

p‘g‘sfcsli'ififl 0‘" new style Anuq‘m Painting, Grecian s cause the thread is easily broken in the Cl'f'flst‘, and it never

paper will probably impair the color of the silk. Brown or

blue paper is better, and the yellowish. Inn-mill lndia paper

is lie-ht of all. Silks intended for drcrsn should not be kept

long in the house before they are made up. as lying in the

folds will have a tendency to impair its durability, by caus

ing; it- to cut or split, particularly if the silk has been thick

cn-wl by gum. Thread lace veils are very ea~ily cut. Dresses

of velvet should not be laid by with any weight on them. for
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can be rectified. The way to take the wrinkles out of silk

scarfa and haudkerchiefs is to moisten the surface evenly

with a spoon and some wheat glue. and then pin the silk

with some toilet pins around the shelves or on a mattress or

Mather bed. taking pains to draw out the silk as soon as

possible. When dry, the wrinkles will have disappeared.

It is a nice job to dress light-colored silk, and few should try

it. Some silk articles should be moistened with Weak glue

or gum water, and the wrinkles ironed out with a hot flat

iron on the wrong side.

To Make Alum Baskets.-—Success in making these kind of

baskets depends somewhat upon chance; for the crystals will

sometimes form irregularly, even when the utmost care has

been taken. Dissolve alum in a little more than twice as

much water as will be necessary for the depth of the basket

(handle and all.) Put in as much alum as the water will

dissolve; when it will take no more. it is then called a satu

rated solution of alum. In this state, it should be poured

into a saucepan or earthen jar, (by no means put it in an iron

vessel,) and slowly boiled until it is nearly half evaix'irated.

The basket should then be suspended from a little stick laid

across the top of the jar, in such a manner that both basket

and handle will be covered with the solution. It must be

set away in a cool place where not the slightest motion will

disturb the formation of the crystals. The frame may be

made in any shape you please; it is usually made of small

wire woven in and out like basket; many prefer a common

willow basket; but whether it be wire or willow, a rough

surface should be produced by binding every part with

thread or worsted. Bright yellow crystals may be produced

by boiling gamboge. saffron. or turmeric in the solution;

and purple ones by a similar use of logwoml.

T0 Fasten on the Ilmulles of Knives and Hrrl-s.-The

handles of knives and forks that have come. off by being put

in hot water, maybe fastened in the following manner:—

Prociti- some powdered resin, and mix with it a small quan

tlty of chalk, whiting, or quick lime, let the handles be

about half filled with this mixture, heat the ends of the

knives or forks, and force them in. when cold they will be

found to be securely fastened. N. B.—Knives and forks that

are not fastened to the handles bf rivets, should never be

put into hot water. ()r—‘l‘ako a small portion of a quill

pen. and put into the handles of the knife, warm the blade,

and when it is but put it into the quill in the handle. and

press it in very firmly. Or—Brick-dust stirred into melted

resin makes a composition that will fix knives and forks in

their handles. The tang should be thrust in warm. Or—

liix a little chopped hair or tow, with powdered resin and .

fill with it, the hole in the handle of the knife. then heat

the spike of the blade. (i. c. the part which fits into th

handle.) and ram it down into its place, the heated steel will

melt the resin, which will then keep the blade of the knife

or fork in its place. N. B.—’l'he chopped hair (or tow) must

not be'omitted.
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EASIIIONS FOR APRIL.

Fm. 1.—~\Viuu!vo Daass or Lsvszvnsa comasn Stun—The ‘

skirt is trimmed with one deep flounce pinked at the edge.

Body high and plain. Mantle of the same silk with two

pinkcd ruffle. Bonnet of Leghorn, trimmed with black

lace and salmon-colored flowers and ribbon.

Fm. n.-C.\aauos Dasss or l-‘iocasn Sits, wrrn 'rwo

SKiR'l'S.—Thc body is made half high, and trimmed with a

frill of the same material as the dress. A scarf mantilla of

the. same silk. trimmed to correspond with the dress. Bon

net of white chip. trimmed with lace and flowers.

the. lll.-——Mt.\'Tll.l.l\ or BLACK Sun: or A Ctscuur. Suns,

made very deep. and trinnncd with black lace.

l-‘ie. l\'.—KlDl.\'G-".\D|'i' or BLACK Guerra—The basque is

very deep and trimmed With rich braid. Sleey'os rather

.an’/WWW
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close to the arm with a turned-up cufi. Round felt hat, with

a long plume.

Flo. V.—-NEAI‘OLITAN Comma, made of red velvet, with

long ends falling on the neck, and trimmed all round with

a snow border of blonde. In front. there are on one side

some pretty bows, and on the other a tuft of white mara

bou-feathers.

Gsssaar. REMARKB.—“'B give, this month, all the newest

varieties of sleeves, bonnets, head-dresses, kc. Double skirts

with two fiounces, and single skirts trimmed at the bottom

with velvet or ribbon, are all worn. As yet there is no re

duction in the width or length of skirts, and seine even pro

posing the introduction of trains for house dresses, and more

particularly for evening wear. In order to make the full

skirts set well about the waist, they are put on in large,

hollow plaits known as be: plaits. Some skirts have a

breadth on each side, gored. This throws the fullness 50m»

what behind and makes the skirt hang better. lligh oor~

sages will certainly retain their vogue in morning dress, but

those of a threealuarter. or even half high, will be more

adopted in half dress. Single skirts will be the only ones

adopted in morning dress; waisbbands and buckles will re

main in favor. For silk dresses, a point before and behind

is very elegant.

All Stssvss for neglige are now made close at the wrists;

and all those intended for evening costume are loose and

very wide at the ends, affording ample space for the foil

flow of the trailer-sleeves of rich lace. For ball-dresses, short

sleeves are. of course, indispensable.

\i'amrns AND (.‘liATELAiXF.8 of flowers for looping up the

tulle. skirts, are being made exquisitely beautiful, and use,

consequently, in great favor.

It is in contemplation to introduce the train for dinner

and stately evening parties: the materials for this style will,

of course, be very rich; moire antiques, splendid satins, both

plain and figured, and for matronly ladies, rich velvet; they

will. in some instances, be looped up at the sides, by pearls.

or gold cord and tassels, showing the jupc of silk or satin

worn underneath.

linsn-Darasss are of every variety. We describe some of

the most elegant. Fancy cm'fl‘ures are coming much into

favor in demi' lm'ldle, and are likely to be fashionable in dim

ner and evening dress: some are composed of white grena

dine gauze, arranged in puffs. by narrow colored velvet; it

forms a couple of rows on the head. and can be arranged in

a moment; others are composed of tufts of colored velvet.

mingled with steel beads: these head-dresses have a splendid

effect in a well lighted room.

TORSADF-S AND PLATB or \‘ttvrr in every variety of color,

with bunches of gold or silver wheat-ears, make very beau

tiful diadems for young and pretty heads.

The ROMAN Want-n is composed of scarlet fuchsia It

encircles the head, and in front the flowers are mounted in

the form of a diadem—thut is to say, rising slightly to a

point above the forehead.

A circular wreath of camelias, shaded pink and white.

On one side, sprays of grass and foliage fastened by a bow

of crimson velvet. This head-dress is tasteful and elegant

without being common-place.

An exquisite wreath of white aquatic flowers. The wreath

is intersected by a sort of bandeau of garnet-colored velvet.

Pendent sprays of foliage and buds, as if escaping from the

wreath, flow loosely over the. back of the neck.

lisan-Dasss of dark blue velvet, bcspangled with gold

stars; on the right side, a tuft of roses, in two shades of

pink; on the left, bows of blue velvet, fixed by pins. headed

by gold stars. and the ends of the bows are finished by gold

aiguilettes. This head-dices is the production of one of the

principal Parisian milliners, whohas given it the nppropl’iall

name of the (bifl'ure Stella,- it is at once showy and elegant

and has obtained much favor in Paris.
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“ COMING THROUGH THE EYE."
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ADVERTISING FOR A WIFE.

 

BY A. H. ANDREWS.

 

Tm: question is often asked, “Are the nutner- t we shall first see each other. You will recognize

ous matrimonial advertisements which uppcar so s me by my dress of deep mourning, with veil

frequently in the city papers ever answered?" g partly drawn from my face. I will be gazing

Having in my possession the written experience 2 at some work of art, and holding in my hand a

of a mischievous young girl who did reply, I pocket-handkerchief bordered with black

furnish an answer to the above question. Afteri Your loving MARIE.

reading this narrative, all single men will agree; I received this reply:

with me in the opinion, that we bachelors hadi BELOVED MARIE—Th0 Dusseldorfi‘ Gallery is

better never resort to this method of getting 11% just the place for kindred souls to recognize one

wife, lest some cruel girl should serve us in the a another. I appoint two o’clock, of Saturday

same way. i afternoon, for this happy event. You will know

A few months since there appeared in the 3 Johnson, and your future husband, when a per

Daily Tribune this advertisement. Eson forty years of age, with blue cont, brass

“A gentleman of handsome fortune wishes to \ buttons, and buff vest, height six feet, seats

form an alliance with a lady of genteel personal 3 himself by your side. Jonssos'.

appearance, about twenty-five years of age. As On the following Saturday, I dressed myself

good disposition indispensable; property of no i in colors, and was at the Dusseldortf Gallery at

sort of consideration. Address Johnson, Union , precisely two o‘clock, to witness any scenes

Square post-oflice, N. Y." 5' which might occur; to see if the person in blue

I read this, and resolving to have some sporti and but? appeared, or if, like his correspondent

out of it, addressed a note to Johnson, saying, Marie, he was only a myth.

that though I was not quite twenty-five, I was so Strange as it may seem, a gentlcmanly-looking

near it that I would enter the list as a claimAnt 3 person answering the description in every parti

for the prize. After describing my personal ap- : cular, soon walked in. After looking about car

pearancc as genteel, if not quite stylish, I closed 3 uostly at all the company there assembled, he

by saying that my disposition was good, and if t seemed convinced that his lady had not arrived,

poverty was any inducement, there would be no t as there was no one there dressed in mourning;

trouble on that account. Iadded, address Marie, so he walked from one painting to another, try

A”

No.14“), New York post-oflicc. $ing to beguile the time. Whenever the door

The next day the following note was received 1 opened, or closed, his restless eye turned, hoping

in reply: ito meet the expected fair one. Still she came

' Dmtn Manna—I was delighted with your not. The poor man finally took a catalogue, and

charming note. Your description of yourself g after looking through it, walked up before u.

is most satisfactory; I have no doubt but thatipainting of the Madonna, gazed awhile, and

we were made for one another, and this is the i then resumed his chair and his reading. After

way Providence sees fit to bring us together. I i being occupied in this way five minutes, he drew

leave it with you to appoint the place of meeting. a out his watch, looked at the opening door, and

Yours ever, Jouzvsos. ithen again at the timepiece. This was daci~

This was my reply: Qdedly tuntalizing. “Why did not Marie keep

Dun Jouxsox—l am as happy as yourself, 5 her appointment, she had promised to be punc

snd as anxious for a meeting. I therefore pro- 5 tool?"

pose the Dusscldortf Gallery as the spot where $ I had enjoyed this sport exceedingly, but now

v Von. XXXV.-—21 387
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I began to be almost sorry for the poor man.

Then it occurred to me that there was no need

of wasting sympathy on one who would thus

manage to get a wife, or amuse himself with a

silly woman without an idea of marrying. Just

at this moment, while looking at him with one

eye, and a “Winter Scene" by some old Dutch

artist with the other, I noticed him gazing ear

nestly toward the entrance. I turned my face in

that direction and discovered that three ladies

had entered, and one of them in deep mourning.

They began to look about, and finally stopped

before a painting of the Last Judgment. The

lady in black had a face really angelic, and her

every movement was easy and graceful, although

she was very tall. Johnson was evidently en

chanted, for he did not take his eyes oil" of her

face. How much must he have congratulated

himself on having found such ajewel! She and

her friends now took seats. Imagine my sur

prise, when, leaving her veil partly drawn from

her face, I saw in her hand a pocket-handker

chief bordered with black. My correspondent

’1

MIDWAY.
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also. It was not long before he was at the ide

of the one in black, offering the use of a mag

nifying glass. The lady, evidently much an

noyed, walked to another painting. lIer admirer

followed, apparently annoyed at the difficulty he

was having in getting acquainted with the sup

posed Marie; who, he doubtless thought, was

coquetting with him. At last the lady grew

alarmed. She was pale as death. Her com

panions were also disturbed, and after a whise

\ pered consultation, they moved toward the door.

\ The countenance of my hero darkened. What

did this mean? Evidently he was not to be

cheated out of his prize: so he followed, and

stepping up to the supposed Marie, offered his

arm. This was too much to be endured, and

i the three, hurrying away, reached the door, and

g were out. of sight. The gentleman followed, and

§I was left to'my own reflections.

g The excitement had been intense, and I was

idetermined to see the end of it, so I immediately

3
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left the gallery, walking with great rapidity

until I reached the street, where I caught sight

saw this too, rose, walked up to the ladies, and l of Johnson trying to stop a stage, which the"

seated himself next to the fair one. The lady ‘ ladies had evidently just entered.

gave him a chilling glance and turned her face. i How he succeeded I cannot say, for at that

Attributing this to timidity, he offered her his 5 instant so many objects came between us, that

catalogue, which she coolly declined, but blushed i he was lost in the crowd, and I sought in vain

so deeply that he did not seem at all discomtited. : for the stage with its fair occupants.

In an instant the three ladies rose and went toE This was the termination of my exciting ad

another part of the room. I then changed my Sventure, and the last of my answering advertise

position, and soon the gentleman was stirringiments matrimonial.

Wit/n'r//’~//I’/I///II”WIIMNWWWWM
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M I D W A Y .

BY CLARA IORETON.

Mmwn' upon Life’s son, my barqne speeds on, s Rolls thick between, which. when the storms come on,

Bathod with the uonntide’n gold, the cradled crostl \ Lifts for a space, quick drive‘n before the wind,

I turn to glance upon, the still as babes Revealing glimpses of a glorious haven.

Upon their mother's breast. Ah, once it was i ' ' ' * ’ * ‘ ' ' ‘ 0

Not thus! I know a time when storms did rage, I fear not tempests, nor the blasts of cold

And thick clouds swept athwart the sky. until

The waves that bore me on were robbed of their

Rich gold, and tossed themselves in midnight blackness,

Borne treasure from my hold I lost, o’er those

Rough waves grow calm. Some garnered hopes, some thlth,

Some trust went down; and for my lose, my soul

Sent up a cry which might have pierced the Heavens,

So sharp its agony. But now, the sea

Doth hold no trace of all that wild turmoil.

I stand and gaze upon its vast expanse,

And strive to keep in view the far-off share,

Which from my sight recodeth hour by hour—

'I'bo shore wheroon I played, or e’er my sails

Were set; gathering for pastime pebble stones,

Which Midas touched, have turned since then to gold.

What of the land beyond? A dim grey haze

That swoop from frozen zones: these have no power.

3 But when I slowly drill. through odorous groves

2 0f spice, soft shadows wooing me to stay,

l ’Tis then I fear. For if I quit my helm

i For dallinnce in these bowers, against a rock

y It straight may strike, and leave a soothing wreck;

l Which if I trust, may founder on the deep;

5 Or if at most. it hear me into port.

2 How should I blush to render my account

2 To Him who trusted to my hands the barqne

Q lIe fashioned with such mm, for purpose wise

E And klndl Oh, Father! grant through storm and calm,

ii O'er threatening waves or through the spicy groves,

Q I still may near those shores, where evermore

a The angels stand to lead us up to Thee!

l



LOVE—OLD STYLE AND NEW.

 

BY IIBITABLB HOLYOKE.

 

“A rnassm- smell this sweet briar has. 2 able now, made room on the sofa beside her, as

Look what a long spray! I have picked the S a handsome youth entered the room.

thorns off—made a garland—if any one wouldE “What’s the matter? Are you lonely, mother?

wear it for my sake!" gWhere are the girls? Talk with you myself?

“Would any one refuse it?" Oh! certainly, certainly, should be glad to enjoy

“Then you don’t. Oh! Kitty, I would keepiit; but so hurried—engagements. Won’t this

you always crowned with the freshness of l evening do? Stay, I’m engaged this evening.”

May!” s “Dear boy, I do not wish to be importunate,

They were walking in a shaded canntry road. g to abridge your pleasures; but your old mother

He turned her face to the moonlight, gently, as 3 has an engagement, Ambrose, when the impera

if to admire the wreath; their eyes met—young 5 tive summons shall come!”

eyes, full of love. In adjusting his work beg “I declare, for once I’ve caught you in the

broke one blossom that touched her cheek; the l dolet‘uls! Why, bless your heart, you're the

cheek was warm with blushes. The b10880m3youngest in the house! You are not pining for

was placed in his coffin long years afterward. g the old judge? Be candid now—wasn’t he, with

And so they were betrothed. his moralities and rheumntisms, rather fussy be

“How can you like me so much, Joseph? only i fore the end?” I

a country girl, and you all ambition and genius!" a “If I were sure his sons would reach an old

“Because you are sweet as these wild roses, 3 age as full of honors and virtues!”

dear! But that is not all—because you are a! “Kind fate will transfigure us after we die, at

good, sensible girl; and have learned to make least to the eyes of our friends!”

butter, and sweep the kitchen, and sew, and; “You talk too flippantly, my son. It pains

assist the poor; because you are healthy in body z me sometimes—I fear you will never be in ear

and mind, and heart: this, to be frank, is why I g nest. Oh! for a strong, gifted young man like

have chosen you for the dearest of all my bless- 3 you, to go down to the grave a mere butterfly,

ings." careless, useless, helpless!"

So they were betrothed. % “That I shall never do. I can be in earnest,

Forty years thereafter Judge Joseph Willard mother-4m at this moment on one point. I am

died—if it were not translation—passed, by a i in love."

sudden stroke of paralysis, from his happy home 1 She took his face in both her hands, as when

toahappy heaven. ihe was a little child at her knee lisping his

Yes, there were sons and daughters left, old g prayers; she looked into eyes that, alas! were

enough for the giving and taking of sweet-briar 3 no more the sweet eyes of childhood. “What

crowns: and there was a widow left—on her i kind of love, Ambrose? Tell rue—tell your

brow the white garland which time remorselessly g mother.”

twines for us all; but in her heart it was May. i l‘Oh! most fervent, impassioned love. She’s

All her life long, year by year, the sweet-briar lovely, mother, asadream; and I worship the dust

wreath had budded and blossomed there, filling 2 under her feet, and could kneel to her shadow,

her home with beauty, fragrance, and the dew i and envy the air that touches her cheek, and risk

of gentle afl'eetions. She had shared her hus my soul for a glance of her blessed eyes. Is not

band's honors, but helped him to win them first. ; this earnest enough i”

The good sense and good heart that had kept! “Dear boy !” she looked at him so tenderly-—

home orderly, and comforted the poor of anithe words were not cruel, “it seems to me thus

humble village, came at length to act in wider t far only wild and feverish. What qualities have

ranges of society, to devise and carry out great 5 attracted your regard? Why are you so in

plans of order and beneficence. i love?”

Races will degenerate; or, is it only the times? 3 “Is love a matter of what and why? It is a

Madam Willard—for no one called her Kitty, Sdivine instinct—a celestial flame that kindles

now the judge was dead—our heroine, so vener- i and never consumes!"

339
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“Yes, dear, poetry has no praise too strong or

too impassioned for the highest, truest love; but

I have lived many years, and learned that what

begins with sentiment and flowers leads on to

Very actual things: responsibilities, and duties,

and cares; to parlor, nursery and kitchen; to

butcher's bills, and millinery bills "

“And college bills'! Of a truth you bring my

sins home to me, mother. How I have added to

your cares instead of lightening them! But you

shall live with us now. Lura’s an angel. yes

indeed! She has most excellent qualities. She

can draw, and paint, and pour out tea; and you

should see her polk! and she plays enchant-ingly,

and dresses like a. queen. She has a fortune,

too."

He looked in his mother’s face for encourage~

ment, but saw none.

“You are not going now to be jealous, and

behave like a mother-in-law '3”

“Certainly not jealous, nor, I hope, un

kind.”

No, she was never a mother-in-law to Lura

Lee.
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< house; but the bride’s father did that.

3 wedding day was near.

“How beautiful you are to-night, divine angel!

Why do not other women smile like you; move,

dress like you? Can it be that the only one ab

solutely perfect falls to my share ‘3”

“Say some more. I like to hear you rave.”

“It. is not raving; but sober, sensible truth;

plain earnest; my sweet, rare flower!"

“Apropos, what a lovely basket of japonicas

you sent to day. I have enjoyed them, oh! so

much; and do you know Jane thinks she can

trim my skirt with them for the party to-morrow?

Won’t it be original, and gorgeous too?"

He did not tell her of another basket of

flowers—the same kind of flowers—he had pur

cured at the same time, and that stood now on

his mother's grave, all dewy in the starlight!

Again months passed, a year, two years.

E They occupied the large house, luxurious in all

g its appointments. The predictions of Madam

QWillard were accomplished: for sentiment and

i flowers there were cares and duties now; parlor,

inurscry, kitchen, butcher‘s bill, millinery hills;
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In a week from this conversation, in a yenrlthey had arrived and must be met. It needed

from the date of her husband’s death, the tomb E generalship like that which controls an army

was opened, and they placed, side by side with E unless you have tried it, reader, do not smile

the old judge, that one whom he had chosen for 3 it needed the patience and gentleness of saints,

the “dearest treasure of all his life.” S the dutifnlness of woman, it needed only a large,

At home and afar, at the distant borders of g true, loving heart, and this might all go well.

the land, where these had wandered whom shag “Pray speak of something, Ambrose, besides

loved and served—the papers of the month re- g your children. Am I not worn to a shadow with

corded her death and her virtues; so gentle and watching them? Have I touched the piano for

tender had been her life—so noble, and benefi- 3 two weeks? Did I give them scarlet fever?"

cent and true. E “You have watched too closely, my pet." He

“80 this dear old paragon of a matron is E had not called her pet, for long, till now. “You

' gone,” mused Lura Lee, as she glanced at. the S shall not be so enslaved, shall have more society.

morning, paper. “Ambrose will feel henrt- g We will take ajourney—"

broken for a week or two; but it's just as wells “And leave the house filled with turbulent

for us both. I shall never be a paragon, heaven

forbid! I shall sail gently through life, with all

the amusement I can reap, all the pleasure I can

afford. A ring at the door! Is it he?

“Only a note. Willl go up to the funeral?

Well, yes, if I must. Wear black? Now that is

presuming on my good nature. Why I look like a

fright in it!

N,//{.',v“w,,//,/,/,,’

servants? They’d melt our silver into bars, and

run away with the ceilings. Blessed be nothing,

is my motto! But, Ambrose, dear, since you

are good-natured, I did see the sweetest set of

pearls at Jones’ to-day.” _

“At. the sweetest price, I’ll be bound"

“Ah! I wonder if you inquired the price of

No, Mr. Ambrose, I will not wear l those baskets of japonicas you used to send! ‘Of

black! Bot stop—bring my desk, John. I may i a truth,’ says the proverb, ‘a man’s love lasts

as well have—scruples: don’t approve of mourn- i not long, a woman‘s forever.’ ”

ing, and so on. “ “Do not talk in that way, Lura.

“There, John, put a stamp on this note, and \ like earnest.”

take it at once to the oflice. I wear black! Let t “I never said it was not.”

us see. What was I reading? There was other-E “But, child, I would indulge every wish of

news, I suppose, than this old lady’s death.” 5 your soul, were it not that—-”

Weeks passed, the family of Madam Willard g "Now I know: a sermon on money!"

was scattered, her estate divided. The share of “I am a young man."

Ambrose hardly would suffice to furnish his city i “I might have married a rich man."

It sounds
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“I long for usefulness and distinction."

“Yes, you in your way; I in mine. You to

print old prosy speeches; I to wear beautiful

pearls.”

“You shall have the pearls. Lura.”

“May I? Now that is reasonable. You

know, Ambrose, it is not as if I came to you

penniless."

“Would to heaven you had!" was the mental

response of the husband.

Months passed again, and years. Ambrose

had failed, had rallied, forsaken his profession,

was now a prosperous merchant. Lura was

elegant still, but her beauty was gone; nervous,

restless. fitful, she aimed at a position which

she had not the genius to fill. They had fol

lowed children to the grave. Japonioas came on

the birthdays and death-days of those whose

little feet would come no more forever on this

earth. They had long ago learned to distrust

the world. Alas! they had at last learned to

distrust thejoys of home—to distrust each other.

“Come now, Lura, be a good child as you

were at first.”

“A silly child, you mean!”

“No, good. Let me speak, for once, seriously.

I do not like these flirtatious. If I have no per

sonal feeling—if I have none, Lara, the com

ments of others annoy me, mortify me con

stantly."

“I choose to be independent of others

opinions.”

“Of mine—your husband’s?"

“Oh! nonsense, Ambrose. I have had trouble

enough without concluding with ajealous spouse.

Let me but flutter through my days. I shall

wear out soon, of mere weariness. Then you

may find another wife, like, for instance, your

own inimitable mother.”

“Madam, I will not ask you again, but com

mand you to treat my mother‘s memory with

some respect! Do I mention heevirtues so very

often?”

“Nay, Sir Othello! But every time you look

—-as you’re always looking—perplexed. annoyed,

disappointed. I think now he compares me with

the paragon!"

“That is the voice of conscience, Mrs. Wil

lard!"

“Sweet Othello, why did you not think to

consult this good momma in choosing a wife?"

“I was a fool, and blind!”

“Ah! what was I?"

He left the house. They had never gone so

far before; but they had gone thus all the way,

little by little, losing ground, losing confidence,

losing hope.

i An hour later—in the interval Mrs. Willard

i had flown to her boudoir, to seek restoration in

l cosmetics and arearranged toilet—an hour later,

i Lnra Willard sat in the glow of the wine-colored

lshades to her chandelier, listened to persuasive

'4 words from lips long practiced in flatteries, but

i which her foolish heart believed to be new first

tinspired and eloquent. He spoke of joys all

g tranquil and foreordained, of celestial atfinities,

§ harmonies, possibilities; not a word of his friend

i betrayed, of a home disgraced, a child deserted,

Ea good name brought to scorn—not a word of

'1- forbearance, and patience, and duty.

i Frail because so weak. Weak, for she was an

i orphan, no mother had watched her growth, and

Sby prayer and patient effort made her strong;

frail and weak—let those who can condemn her!

She left that night a home which was no home;

sand after weakness came sin, and after sin de

gspair, the scorn of strangers, and then gentle

i death.

As Ambrose Willard walked at midnight

through his lonely rooms, the spirit of his

mother walked beside him, whispering comfort

amid his self-reproach—whispering courage in

his lonely woo.

Yes, he would live for his child; live to atone

for the past, to wipe aWay the stain, which,

n

through his name, had fallen on his father’s

ante. He might even entice the lost one back,

might

Servants called him to the bedside of his little

girl. She was delirious with fever. calling wildly

\
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for her mother. It was dreadful to hear this

vord echoing through the great. deserted house,

in the shrill, plaintive tones of that childish

voice,

“Father, father! You made her angry, you

have driven her away. Only bring back my

Qmother! No—not your hand, hers—hers!”

And thus, in a few days, the child died; and

g was buried.

t The father laid flowers on her grave—boughs

iof swect-briar, dewy and fragrant.

\ And then he went forth, it was said, to seek

l and reclaim his wife. There arose a wild storm,

lboats were wrecked in the Sound; and among

kthe bodies washed ashore was that of Ambrose

\ Willard.

i "Poor fellow!” his friends said, “just when

the horizon began to clear, just when he might

have hoped for peace, to be swept away by an

accident!”

They looked carefully in each other’s face, as

3 they spoke; but respected his sorrows, and were

i silent.

t In his private desk was found, duly signed

/¢’1/r(w-,”/¢,/¢///"1,11%.
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and sealed, a will— made freshly—bequeathing 3 It is a mournful story, reader! Would it were

his wealth to his sisters: and meekly asking i drawn from less fresh and copious materials in

them to bury him at his mother’s feet. ; actual life!
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CHARLOTTE BRONTE.

 

BY ELEANOR CLAIR.

 

0n the bleak bills the purple heather blows,

And the gorse yearlong glows;

So in the barren wastes of human life,

Meek flowers of patience and of faith grow rife,

And from the churlish soil,

Strength and endurance spring beneath the hand of toil.

011! shall we deem thy might beyond the human,

Most wondrous woman?

And think that we who suffer chastenings sore

Are therefore called to give our labor o’er!

Both crosses God decrees,

And our weak natures cry in vain for ease.

Amid the gloomy moors her days were past,

Her humble lot was cast

Where dull existence holds its tedious way,

And the same burden day hands o‘er to day.

Yet her true heart could see

The glory hidden in the meanest things that be.

But now at length thy rest is deep and sweet,

While years their round complete.

Nights such as once brought neither sleep nor calm,

Now on thy grave distill their dewy balm.

Through days once filled with care

Thy busy hand and brain are quiet there.

Death took the loved whose joys embraced her own,

And she was left alone;

Toiling while sorrow’s weight oppressed her ever,

Wise to conceive and steadfast to endeavor.

With eyes that tears made blind

Her life’s great import seeking long to find.

And by that grave, lightened with clearer vision

To comprehend life’s mission,

We learn that no success is born of fate,

But all true souls attain it soon or late,

That they who struggle, win,

And though the gate is strait, the brave may enter in.
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THE MAID WITH THE LAUGHING EYE.

 

nv rxnaiav JOHNSON.

 

Bwnr to my heart are the bright scenes of yore,

Where in childhood oft I have strayed;

And dear to memory is the retreat

In the shade by the old oak made;

But a holier calm, and a mightier thrill,

And charms far sweeter draw nigh,

As I think of my bonny, bonny Nell,

The maid with the laughing eye.

And as on memory’s wings I soar,

I know that no other can vie

With my bonny, bonny, fairy-like Nell,

The mid with the laughing eye.

I told my love on a Summer's eve,

And she fell on my throbbing breast;

And as the glance of her eye met mine,

Our lips together were pressed;

The silent stars were the witnesses,

As they stole from out the blue sky;

And thus I did woo and win my Nell,

The maid with the laughing eye.

She is as pure as a snow-flake fair,

And her checks are as pure and bright

As the rosy hues that are kissed away

From ofl‘ an Alpine height;
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SPIRIT—DREAMS.

 

BY N. F. CARTER.

 

Tunas are beautiful dreams that we sometimes know, And when we awake to the real again,

Which to life some gleains of their glories impart, In the soul sweet echoes are lingering still

For all gorgeously bright, as they come and go, ‘ And we join in the visions of the children of men,

Are the gladdening pictures they leave on the heart. 2 Which for them so blessed a mission fulfill!

For then is the spirit untrammeled and free E _ _

, , y And stronger in spirit We feel to breast

To roam at pleasure wherever it Wills, ,. A d b H u f I 1 if

And mirrors, as mirrors the beautiful sea, 5 H n h“, it i IQ Mfozms o a York or at; 6’

The rainbow-hued scenes of the Heavenly hills! ‘ ope w is?" “g 0 inure enjoyment an mt,

3 If the victory we Win in the battle of life!

And we sometimes are greeted with an angel's song, Q And then shall we know those beautiful dreams,

And the ravishing strains of an angel’s lyre, As their real we see with an angel‘s ken,

Till with spirit enraptured we ardcntly long And drink with delight from perennial streams,

For privilege of joining the Heavenly choir! \ No more to return to the earth again!
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C H AP T E R XV I I. ; see her now. I threw aside my veil, careless

A nniou'r, blue sky; :1 bracing, north-west g who recognized me now, and rushed up to her.

wind; a flood of brilliant sunshine streaming in, Q But the nurse drew her back, with a quick

as I threw open my window, welcomed me, when § gesture, interposing her fat, coarse person be

I awoke, the next day. The events of the night é tween me and my darling.

seemed to me incredible, in the presence of thisi “No, Miss! And I wonder you’ve the im

glnd, exhilirating morning; and I had half pcr- E per‘ance. My orders is positive not to let Rosy

suadcd myself that a dream had deceived me, g speak to you.”

till I looked for my candle-stick and found its I could not, for a moment, believe her words.

missing As it was yet early, and I had notSWas this the creature, who, for the last year,

heard old Jane stirring, I opened my door and g but especially after my engagement to Mr. Tal

descended to the first landing, to see if the light 2 bot, had been so fawning? I stood bewildered

was still where it had fallen. It was there: and i and incredulous, my arms half extended to clasp

I returned to my room, more bewildered than at Rosalie, in the attitude in which the nurse’s

ever. i words had arrested me. Rosalie, meantime.

I breakfasted in nervous silence, though old 5 looked first at the nurse, and then wistfully at

Jane, who waited at table, seemed, more than k me, from behind the creature’s back. She would

once, inclined to talk. For I did not care, that \ have run to me, if she had been able to break

my companion should know my feelings, or hear Q loose. At first, I was tempted to encourage her

how my rest had been disturbed. s in doing so; for oh! how I longed to take her in

After the meal was finished, I took some work, tmy arms, to feel her little cheeks once more

which I had completed, the day before, and set i resting against my own. But a second thought

forth for the city; for I felt I could not stay alone i changed this half formed rcsolution. My better

in the house, that day. My nervous system, after 3 nature came to my aid. I could not, I said to

the exhausting events of the night before, re- myself, teach her disobedience. If her parents

quired recuperation. In vain old Jane assured thad interdicted her speaking to me, I would

me that. the roads would boimpassible with mud, ‘ submit, for her sake, cruel as the decree was.

and that I would be chilled through; I put on But my eyes filled with tears.

overshoes, wrapped my shawl tighter around me, “Good-bye, darling," I said, “if papa and

and started. smamma say you mustn't speak to me, don’t do

The brisk walk, the sharp air, the gay sun- g it. Be a good girl, and wait for better times.

shine restored my spirits. By the time I had g God bless you!”

discharged my errand, I was almost ready tog I turned away, as I pronounced these last

mile at what I now half believed the illusions g words, for my voice was choking. Dropping

of the night before. As the day was still early, g my veil again, I walked on, for a block or two,

I resolved to prolong my walk. I turned into g the tears falling so fast 1 could hardly see my

the principal thoroughfare, which was now alive 5 way.

with pedestrians, for it was the fashionable hour 3 For nothing, since that fatal day, when I had

for promenading, and drawing my veil closelygleft my uncle’s house, had cut me to the heart

over my face, so as not to be recognized by those 2 so much as this. “To think,” I said to myself,

who had known me under happier auspices, I \ as I hurried on, “that they will set even Rosalie

followed the tide of human life. Eagainst me; that, in time, even she will learn to

I had not gone far. before, suddenly, I saw g hate me!" ‘

Rosalie approaching. with her nurse. E But the trials of the day were not yet over. I

Dear Rosalie! Since the day I left her father’s g had now reached the most fashionable part of

house, we had not met. How delighted 1 was to E the city, having unconsciously gone fartléer than

34
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I had intended. Wide, handsome mansions, built '5 I watched them also. A spell was on me that

of brown stone, lined either side of the stately SI could not resist, and it would have been im

street. Here and there, from amid damask and Q possible for me to do Otherwise, painful as the

lace curtains, looked out, through thick, plate-ispectacle was. What a contrast between the

glass, lovely faces. Rare,hot-house plants orna- 3 bold driver and his slightly timid companion!

mented many of the windows. Splendid equip- E She was all womanly grace, he all masculine

ages, with pawing horses and fat, stately-looking g strength. The bright colors of her bonnet and

negro coachmen, stood before the doors, or rolled 3 India shawl; the plume that streamed behind

up and down the wide thoroughfare. 2 her; the air of indescribable dependence, which

Suddenly, the massive portal of a house, just i pervaded her whole figure, as she nestled toward

before me, was thrown open, by the obscquious 3 him; the quick, resolute manner in which he

waiter, and a gentleman and lady emerged. My 5 pulled up one of the horses that shied from sheer

heart beat quick, for I recognized, in the gen- g excess of spirits; the idea of strength and self

tleman, Mr. Talbot. Spoised massireness of character, with which the

His face was slightly turned away, as he ad- E grave hue of his dress harmonized so well: all

dressed his companion, so that he did not observe : these made up a picture, which haunted me for

me, but I beheld enough of it to see that there months subsequently. I noticed also the beauty

were no traces of sutfering there. And why \ of the horses, with a sensation, half of admira

should there he? I said to myself bitterly. He t tion, half of envy. How satin-like their coats;

was rich, he was distinguished, he was still 3 how delicate their cars; how broad their fore

happy; and the separation, which, in spite of \ head; how intelligent their eyes; how full their

my pride, was thinning my cheek, had left no nostrils! In every detail, as well as in the ex

trace upon him. t quiz-'ite symmetry of their forms, I saw the un

Hc gave his hand to the lady. As he did so, stained lineage, that could go back to “the blood

she turned, smiling and blushing toward him, of the desert.” For I was born with a love for

and I caught sight, for an instant, of her coun- all animal life, and especially for beautiful horses,

tenance. It was very beautiful. A! I saw the the noblest of animals. So I followed the met

bright, blue, laughing eyes; the golden hair; Q tled steeds, with my eyes, for up the street, till

the brilliant complexion; the high-bred air, a a they were wheeled suddenly. Then I saw them,

sudden pang of jealousy shot through me. It 2 for an instant, tossing their heads and snapping

was a sensation I had never experienced before. i at each other: and the next moment, they van

In the worst hours of my loneliness and sorrow, ished, with their burden, down a cross street.

when I said to myself that. I should never see 2' Anger now came to my aid. Up to this mo

Mr. Talbot again, and when I had often thought 5 meat, I had been spell-bound. While that car

of the possibility of his marrying, I had never, P riage was in sight I could not think, Icould only

I now felt, realized what the reality would be, g, gaze, gaze in a sort of bewildered amazement.

when he came to love another. But I was de- 3 But now a sense of injustice stung me to almost

ceived no longer. I discovered, too, how much i madness. I said to myself that Mr. Talbot had

hope I had unconsciously entertained, and how 5 never loved me as I had loved him, or he could

much that hope had buoyed me up. Oh! if IEnot. have so utterly forgotten me so soon. My

could have sunk down, and died there, and so 3 woman’s pride rose in arms. My anger against

forgotten it all, how happy I would have been. ghim was only less hot than that which I felt

I trembled lest Mr. Talbot might see and re- 2 against his companion, for I looked on her—yes!

cognize me. Fortunately I was still several SI will confess it, morbid as it shows me to have

yards oil"; and I slackened my pace and drew g been—as even more culpable than himself.

the folds of my veil still tighter. With inex-s I found myself, late in that day, at the old

prcssible relief I saw him descend the steps, 3 stone mansion, but howl got there it would be

cross the pavement, and hand his companion into i impossible for me to recall. There was a blank

the light, trotting wagon, which stood awaiting Q through the long hours of that day, which has

them, without looking in my direction. In an- 5 left nothing to be remembered excepta sensation

other moment, he had taken the reins from the g of dull, hopeless pain. I must have returned

groom, had leaped to the seat, and drawn the s home mechanically; I am sure it was uncon

costly furs up over her lap and his. Then, with g scionsly. The first thing that woke me from my

a quick, sharp word to the horses, a span of i stupor was the sound of the wintry wind in the

beautiful blood-hays. away dashed the light car- ; pines before the door; for its melancholy seemed

rings. the groom and waiter standing mute and g to sympathize with inc, and the tears rushed to

admiring, to look after them. my eyes Ashamed lest old Jane should see me,
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lhurried up stairs, locked myself in my room, S was, perhaps, a benefit to me, because it kept

and, when she knocked to announce tea, declined § me from morbidly dwelling on my own sorrows.

to go down. And for two days, agonies of shame, 3 After this last vain effort at a reconciliation with

remorse and indignation racked me by turns, and g her father, Georgiana’s melancholy increased,

kept me nearly sleepless. g as did also the irritability and harshness of her

On the third day Georgiana returned. It hadthusband. Up to this time, I suppose, he had

been my intention to seek an opportunity, during nourished a hope that Mr. Elliott would forgive

old Jane‘s daily siesta, to force my way into the i them; and this had been some restraint upon

long-closed library, in order to solve the mystery 3 him. But when he saw there was no chance of

of the strange light and noise. But the events 3 his wife’s inheriting any portion of her father’s

of the day had driven this design, for the time, g wealth, he vented on her all his disappointment

from my recollection. It was too late now toEand rage.

make the attempt, for Georgiana would be con-Q No wonder her health gave way! It might

stantly at home. So I was forced to postponeghave been thought, by those who knew Geor

my determination. But I never, for a long while, Sgiana only as a willful girl, that she, at least,

passed the haunted apartment, in the dusk of the E would never break her heart for love. But such

evening, without a feeling of awe, and often with a E would have taken a very superficial view of her

shudder. Frequently, at night.,Ilistened again forlcharacter. Her failings had been, in a great

the unearthly sounds, and occasionally thought 5 degree, the result of her training. It is rare

I heard them, till opening my chamber door, I E that the only child of rich and selfish parents is

found my imagination had deceived me. Gra- i not potted till it is spoiled. She was still selfish,

dually the impression of that fearful night wore 3 and often taxed my forbearance severely. She

05, till, months after, it was revived again, as I 3 felt, also, acutely the loss of the position to

shall proceed to relate in due season. g which she had been accompanied, and the want

;of the luxuries which her father‘s wealth had

é given her. But if her husband had really loved

C H A P T E R x v II I- - E her, she might, in time, I believe, have learned

As the winter wore on, my cousin’s failingtto be contented. The conviction that she had

health aroused all my sympathies. She had too S sacrificed everything to ,one who had married

much pride to confess anything; but the traces i her only for her money, and who, now that she

of tears were almost continually on her cheek; twas penniless, maltreated her, was more than

and I frequently recognized her husband’s voice, sshe could bear. She had not the strength of

elevated in anger, after they had retired for the Q character to fight an adverse battle of life.

night. Twice I thought I heard what was even g I was not without my own troubles, in addi

worse, blows given and a woman's suppressed i tion to the one great sorrow of my life. Mr.

scream. 'Nor was I mistaken. For, a day or .; Bentley still continued to visit us, and was be

tWO after the last- event of this kind, Georgiana g coming more marked in his attentions than ever,

happening, inadvertently, to bare her arm, I soften, to escape him, I thought of seeking a

detected the marks of the blows. I think she i home elsewhere, but I knew that my presence

33" She had betrayed herself, for File l°0ked iwas all there was to reconcile Georgiana to her

confused and covered her arm up quickly- glut. Once, when irritated beyond endurance, I

Several times, during the winter, Georgiana 5 told her that i really could stay no longer in a

had written to he? fill-her; but her letters were iplace where I was subjected to such anngyances.

returned unopened. Once she had summoned \ “I don’t blame you, my dear,” I sai , seeing

courage to seek an interview with him. 1 110‘ S how distressed she looked. “But Mr. Bentley

companied her, in a hack, to the door. She had S will take no hints. The more I rehufl' him, the

chosen an hour when she knew Mr. Elliott would ‘3 more he persists: and I really can’t bear it any

be at home. But her father sternly refused to a longer.”

see her, and when she would have forced heri Georgiana burst into tears.

way in, the servant, acting no doubt according; "Oh! for my sake, don't go away, she sob

to instructions, shut the door in her face. Her t bed. “This old house is so lonely that I shall

look, as she turned to come down the steps, was E die. Sometimes, I hear such strange noises, at

that of hopeless anguish and despair. She stag night, that I almost think it’s haunted; and I’m

ered, as if she was about to faint, and would Elicginning to be afraid, indeed I am, to sleep

gave fallen, I believe, if I had not sprung from alone, when Arthur’s away. You Won’t go, will

the carriawe and supported her to her seat. 3,-0.1?"

This cozstant demand upon my sympathiess How could I resist such entrcaties, especially
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when, but for me, she would never, probably, 1._“y0u are laboring under a great delusion. Mr.

have been the husband of this man? But I said, i Talbot was married yesterday.”

"I will stay, then; for awhile, at least.” g It went through me like a knife. He was

“Oh! don’t say that," she continued, withlrevenged, ay! more than revenged, for any

more tears. “Promise to stay till fall. I won't g superciliousness in my manner. But I was

live longer than that. If it wasn’t for anothergdetermined he should not see it. I had be

3
N

  

life than mine, I‘d be willing to die now. I used trayed myself once: I would not betray myself

to think life was so happy; but now, now ” ; again. I took up my needle and held it to the

She could not go on. I took her to my bosom, 3 light: I think nobody but a woman could have

and soothed her, poor childl till she sobbed her- l done as I did; and deliberately began to thread

self into quiet. , it, saying, unconsciously,

But I had reason to repent my promise; and l uAh! You don’t say so."

that before long. It was one day, when Arthur, E If I am not mistaken, he muttered, not a fare

s rare thing with him, had hired a carriage to well, but an oath, as he seized his hat and left

take Georgians for a drive- ' Qtho house. I watched till I saw he was out of

I WM! Sitting sewing. thinking or the Past, and l sight, when I threw myself on the sofa and gave

the tears were dropping on my work, when Iiway to an agony of tears.

heard a footstep, and looking up, saw Mr. Bent- By-ond-byo, I bethought me to look at the

ley before me. He had opened the front door, Enowspoper, for one was brought to us daily. I

unannounced, and entered the parlor, without S sprang up, with 3 sudden hope, for I fell. con

my litWlng been aware of it- lvinced that Mr. Bentley would stop at no false

“What! crying, Miss Gray?” he said. %hood to gain his end. The marriage, if it had

I was vexed to 118-V8 been detected in this 3 really taken place, would probably be published.

weakness. I made no answer, therefore, butéll’ith trembling fingers I unfolded the journal

Went on with my sewing. N0 farther tears fell, Qand sought the column where marriage notices

however; I W118 too proud for that were inserted. As I hurriedly glanced down it,

My visitor, not having been asked, as yet, to § my spirits rose, but only to be dashed forever,

take ll Sfltt, strolled uneasily about. Once 01' E by an announcement near the bottom,

twice, I glanced up, o‘nd always caught his eyes

fixed on me. This, at last, embarrassed meal “On the tenth, by the Rev. Dr. Downs, at

He took courage now, and drew near to me. At 5 Christ church, Henry Talbot, of , to Miss

once I divined what his visit signified, and un Julia Beverly, only daughter of Charles Beverly,

derstood why Georgiana had been invited togEsq., of this city." '

drive. I rose to leave the room. But it wasi

too late. The paper fell from my grasp. I staggered

I will not repeat what Mr. Bentley said, nor 3 to my seat again. The room seemed suddenly

what I replied. It is enough that he tenderedsto darken. I gasped for breath. Oh! how

me his heart and hand, and that I refused him. E sweet oblivion would be, or how sweet we think

My manner was, perhaps, even more curt and g it would be, in those great crises of agony, which

decided than my words, for the color rushed S are the fruit life bears for the unhappy. For the

over his face as I spoke, and he looked, for an § dream, the wild, vain, mad dream, as I now felt

instant, as if he would have liked to annihilate 5 it to be, was over. Shall I confess it? In spite

me. But he recovered the mastery of his fea- § even of what I had seen, a hope had gradually

tures immediately. zcrept back to my heart—well! it is idle saying

“You are severe,” he said, affecting to be what that hope was. I escaped up stairs, as

calm “Perhaps,” and there was a malicious, \ soon as I could, and there, till dinner was nearly

snake-like gleam in his eye, “you still hope that g ready to be served, fought, despairingly, the

Mr. Talbot will return to you.” lgrim Appolyon in my heait. But I conquered

He paused, evidently to watch the efl‘ect of his ; at last, or, at least, I believed I did.

words. I felt the blood shoot to my temples. Ii I have said nothing, in all this time, of the

was angry, the instant after, to think I had be- s means by which we lived. In spite of my

trayed myself; that anger was heightened to see E cousin’s assertions, that her husband never

the exultation that sparkled in his look, as he g played, I had come to the conclusion that he

went on, Ssupported himself by gambling. Mr. Bentley

“Because, if that is your notion,” he con-lrmembled so much the keeper of a second»rate

tinned; and he now dropped the elaborate polite- l hell, such as I had heard them described, that.

uses, which, up to this point, he had observed, iI was confident he and Mr. Despeucer were
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partners in some enterprise of that description. p the extravagant, almost childish pleasure, which

This explained the hold which he had on Geor-‘E my purchases gave Georgiana. She held up the

ginna’s husband, which otherwise was inexplic- g little, delicate lace caps, blushing, and seemed

able. For the intimacy between the two men s happier than she had been for months.

had relation, it was plain, to transactions ins It was a beautiful evening, and so warm, that

which both were pecuniarily interested, as I saw 2 we sat with the windows up. Georgiana was

money frequently passing between them, accounts gayer than she had been all winter. The soft,

books produced, and receipts exchanged, g south wind, scented with far-ofl‘ flowers, and the

I was the more sure that, I was right, because Q silver moonlight, which fell around us like 8

the financial condition of hIr. Despencer 3p- 2 mantle of peace, assisLEd, doubtless, to work thil

peared to fluctuate, precisely as n gambler’s i change. Her husband seemed also to feel the

will. Sometimes he would produce whole rolls 3 influence of the hour. I thought what Geor

of notes, crisp and fresh from the bank, out of l giana had said, about his circumstances improv

which to give my cousin the funds necessary to ‘ ing, Was, perhaps, true; for not only now, but

discharge household bills. At other times, the l for several days, he had been less irritable and

bills would be allowed to accumulate for weeks; ihnrsh 'As I saw his wife leaning her head

and any mention of money would make him i fondly on his shoulder, a caress which he did

angry. not rudely reject, as he would have done, a week

All this while, Georgiana remained under the \ before, I said to myself, that better days, per

clelusion that her husband was an English gen- 3 hops, were in store for my cousin.

tleman of condition, whose purse was full, ori Nor did these hopes die with that evening.

empty, according as his remittances from home For the month and more, that followed, Mr. De

were punctual, or otherwise. I could less afl'ord p spencer was once more attentive, almost kind,

than ever to tell her the truth. It would have E to his wife: and she, poor thing! was only too

taken from her the only thing that was left to i grateful, as her every action and look showed.

cheer her spirits. a In the middle of summer she became a mother;

“Though I will be dead and gone,” she would i and though the child was a daughter, and not a

say, for she persisted in declaring she would not 5 son, she seemed to have forgotten, in the bliss

live, “my poor infant may yet be rich and happy. i of her new relation, all her former wishes that

I hope it will be a boy, for then he can inherit R the result might be different.

the title, if it falls in, as Arthur says it is almostti,

sure to do. A daughter might be no happier

than her mother.” CHAPTER XIX.

This was the nearest approach she ever made, i Ggonquiu had sunk into a 50ft slumber, one

in words, to betraying her husband’s cruelty. inight, and was altogether so well, that, leaving

She seemed to see, the moment she hlld spoken. g the nurse to watch over her and the infant, I

what she had done, for she become confused and S stole out of the chamber in order to seek some

hastily turned the conversation. irest, of which, for nearly a week, I had been

The spring was far advanced, when these 5 almoyt entirely deprived. I soon fell into a deep

events occurred. For nearly two months I had E sleep. My system had been completely exhausted

not been in the city. During most of that time, g by anxiety and the fatigue of watching; and I

the roads had been impassable, in consequence 3 did not even dream.

of the heavy rains. At last, late in the monthi I was awoke, after some hours, however, by

of May, I set forth, at Georgiana's request, to g the dash of rain across my face. The day had

m'ake some purchases, which could not well be i been sultry, even for the season, and, when I

put off longer, and which she had been anxious i retired, I had left all the windows open, includ

I should make for her, ever since her husband, 5 ing one at the head of my bed. Sitting up, I

a few days before, had placed in her hands a S felt that my pillow was quite wet, for a thunder

tempting roll of bank-bills. storm had arisen, and a cold wind was driving

“Buy things that are pretty as well as good, \ the rain, in huge drops, right across where I

lMaggy,” she said, “for Arthur tells me times i slept. I sprang out, as soon as I realized this,

are mending with him, and he’s been quite i to close the easement. But just as my hand was

generous, as you‘ll see when you count the g on the sash, a pen] of thunder broke overhead,

bills." iseeming to shake the house to its foundations,

I was gone all day, for there were many i and rattling down the sky, as if the pillars of

things to buy. I came home quite fagged out. Q that gigantic dome had been crashed, and the

But I was fully compensated for my fatigue, by i whole vast superstructure was tumbling back
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into chaos. Insluutaneously, there was adnzzling < I heard nothing, except the loud, tumultuous

flash, which, for one brief moment, revealed the § throbbing of my heart, and the steady pouring

landscape without, clothed in a ghastly radiance, i of the rain outside. Smiling at my momentary

like the spectral and blasted wastes seen in a i terror, 1 boldly threw the door open and stepped

dream of the lost: the tossing pines on the lawn, S forth.

every needle a point. of light; the swaying woods 5 But my footsteps were again arrested, for a

in the distance, sheeted with electricity; the E moment; for loud and distinct there came to my

sullen stream in the valley beneath, emitting a g ears the strange noises of that winter night: the

dull tblaze};t and‘ the pall-likle Cltlztlfl abpve, roll‘ siliufiling dotlieet, trite-voices;3 theMthu: oft; blow,

ing umu uousy over met 0 er, gowing nit e soun l e a ying so . y rea came

lurid black: and then all was darkness. It was E quick and fast. I was irresolute for a second.

a. darkness 0. thousand times more intense for g Then I rallied. My spirit was fully roused. I

that moment of vivid light. Ssaid to myself, that, if I went back, I should

My first idea was that the house had been E despise myself forever. Had I not wished, ever

struck, for I found myself, simultaneously with 3 since Georgiana’s return, for an opportunity to

all this, reeling backward against themed, nor 5 unravel this mystery, a wish which her presence

do I know to this day whether I was thrown é had prevented? And now that the opportunity

there by the shock, or whether, I instinctively Ii had come, should I, coward-like, fear to avail

retreated. The darkness was succeeded, almost 5 myself of it? No! I would go forward, come

immediately, by a wild, lurid glare, in which 3 what might. I would dare everything. Under
\

everything, for a moment or two, spun around: Stbe influence of these reflections, the very don

the bed, the room, the gloomy landscape without, 5 ger, which, but a little while before, had palsied

nay! the heavens themselves. Then followed g my limbs, now only stimulated me to proceed.

the sound of the rain rushing downward, like: Fortunately I had list slippers on. For I had

unseen Alpine torrents, when night and tempest S worn them, ‘in Georgiana’s room, ever since she

are on Mount Blane. glad been sick, and when I retired, I had put

When I recovered. my first thought was of t them at my bedside, to be ready in case I should

Georgiana, whom I knew that peal must have be summoned. They enabled me to glide down

awakened, and who, from a child, had been stairs noiselessly, and to reach the lower hall

afraid of thunder. So I hurried on my dress, 2undetected. A step or two carried me to the

as fast as ,I could, to go to her. 3 library door But there a sight presented itself,

My cousin’s room, as I have said, was next to which arrested my rapid pace and transfixed me,

mine, and on the same floor. But there was no breathless, on the threshold.

communication between the two apartments, ex

cept through the hall, and when I opened the C H AP TE R XX.

door leading into the latter, I was startled by? Tm: library was a spacious apartment, with

seeing the passage, which I had left in darkness, § book-cases ranged along either side, and a stately,

an hour or two before, now almost as light as g old-fashioned fire-place at the extreme end. The

day. - 3 cases were built into the wall, and consequently

At first I could not believe my eyes. I passed E had been left standing, when the room had been

my hand over them, and looked again. I nowgdismanlled. They had open doors of latticcd

became aware that the light was brighter below 3 wire-work, which had originally been lined with

than above, and another look satisfied me that S green silk, but this was now tarnished by dump

it came from the direction of the library, out of E and time; and in many places torn and rotten,

whose long closed door it seemed to stream forth, 3 revealing the empty shelves within. An antique

in a gush of brilliant, almost unearthly eflul- 5 glass chandelier, with crystal drops, depended

gence. I forgot, instantly, my errand. The E from the ceiling, in the middle of the room: the

remembrance of that winter night, when I had E centre-piece of this ceiling was a wreath, on a

heard the story of the parricide committed in g blue ground, on which were gilded stars, after a

that room, and seen afterward this same myste- i fashion much in vogue sixty years ago. It was

rious light, rushed back upon me, with all itsgfroin this chandelier that the brilliant light,

feelings of awe and terror. I staggered back i which now almost dazzled my eyes, seemed to

into my chamber, my knees trembling, my heart ‘5 proceed. Every pendent twinkled and scintil

beating wildly. lated, throwing out glittering prismatic hues, as

But I rallied almost immediately. I put my g the current of wind, that poured in at the open

hand on the lock to reopen the door, and while S door, stirred them, with a ghostly sound like the

one might have counted fifty, paused to listen. lruttling of skeleton bones.
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Directly under this chandelier, and in the full 5 Despencer, or Bentley, would have been more

blaze of its light, was a strange machine, unlike? liable to suspicion than a. woman. Georgiana,

anything I had ever seen before. My first idea, g though a. woman, would not, on more than one

with my heated imagination, was that it was some 5 account, have been a successful agent. It flashed

hideous instrument of torture. But a second 3 upon me, as I recalled all this that 1 also was

look suggested to me that it was a printing press criminal in the eyes of the law, 'Oh! at that mo

of some description, for on a small table, at its ment, how the warning of Mr. Talbot came back

side, was a pile of paper, out into tiny sheets, Q to me. It was the biuerest thought of the hour

and on another table, near by, was a. similar that he would hear of this. But whether he be

pile,‘only‘printed upon. As I entered, a man, s lieved me guilty, or not, my fair fame was equally

in his shirt sleeves, whom I recognized for De~ tainted, for in the eyes of the world, from this

spencer, was in the act of taking one of these ;- time Out, I would be the confederate of felons.

sheets from the press, and transferring it to this i It is said that, when a person is drowning, a

second pile; while another man, also without his é thousand thoughts, ten thousand recollections,

coat, and whom I saw was Bentley, had hold of : rushl upon them, and that they live, so to speak,

the spokes, by which the press was turned, as ‘ who e years in a moment of time. In that ter

if he had only that instant taken an impression. riblo hour, when 1 our hope closing over me for

Ag Dospencer lifted the paper, and the light fell i ever, without a_ plank to cling to, I also thought

full upon it, I detected a sheet of bank notes, pre- 5 and fell- l-hiS, find Oil!" things, Willi fl rapidity

cisely similar to those I had disbursed for Geor- i I could not have believed possible. Icven specu

giana, only a few weeks before. llatcd how far old Jane was a confederate with

I paused, as I have said, in dismay. For that; Despencer and Bentley, and whether the story

one, rapid glance had revealed to me, not only 10f the parricide was a pure invention, or other

the origin of the mysterious noises and lights, but 5 wise: and I remember that I concluded, from

the secret, of the connection between Deoponcor t the recollection of her manner, when telling the

and Bentley. I saw that, I had been living, for E tale, that the parricide had really happened; but

months, in a den of counterfeiters. I saw why that she had narrated the tragedy to me, doubt

this dreary old mansion, which the country folk lehss gt the instigation of the others, in order to

believed to be haunted, had been chosen for a t 0 so my curiosity regarding the long-closed

residence by Georgiana’s husband; for in this 5 room. Some mysterious bond, I supposed, con

room, which no stranger would dare to approach, 5 nccted her and Bentley, if’ not Despencer to

because of the tragedy which had been enacted E gelber- Whit W88 it?

there, he was secure from interruption at hiss Then I thought of Georgiana. Instead of

felonious work. I thought, too, I comprehended E being the bride of a nobleman, as, poor fool!

the strange knock I had heard, on that wintergshe fancied still, she was a felon's wife. More

night. It. must have been Bentley, I said to 3 than this, she was the mother of a felou’s child.

myself, who, not. gaining admittance promptly, §Olil was it to such degradation, I asked myself,

had gone around to some other entrance known 3 that my thoughtlessness had brought her? I

only to himself; for the strange light and noises, gpicturod. rapidly, her future. How, sooner or

which I had seen and heard afterward, had g later, the ministers ofjustice would discover the

doubtless been caused by his being at work, and s counterfcits afloat, ferret out the counterfeiter,

had ceased because he had heard me coming and S and consign him to the penitentiary. She would

closed the door. The shuflling of feet moving Q then be alone in the world, unless I stood her

about, to work the press; the rubbing in of the i friend. That friend I resolved to be, till she

ink on the steel plate; voices, in conversation, idied of the shame and horror of the discovery,
\

or of one talking to himself-f these were precisely E which I knew would not be long. But her in

such sounds as might be transmuted, by an active g fant? It would survive, it would have no one

fancy, into the spectral ones of old Jane‘s nar- l to take care of it; and I determined to be a

ratire. I realized it all now. And I further saw E mother to it, even though it was the child of a

that it was chiefly stormy nights that had been i felon. These reflections, in succession, rushed

chosen for printingthe notes, as on such nightsthe s thrOugh my mind, and I was only roused, by

counterfeiters would be less likely to be detected. 2 Obflet‘fing tlltlt Bentley had left the Press. Mid

I understood also why my presence, in this i was gliding swiftly and noisclessly toward me,

old mansion. had been courted by Despenccr, I r with the sinister look of a red Indian stealing

had been welcomed because I could be made a 3 through the woods on the war-path.

dupe. and, in that capacity, employed as a tool t For the first time, that evening, I lost my pre—

topnt in circulation the counterfeit notes. Either i sence of mind. My true course was to have
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fled, closing the door behind me. But I did not; Despencer seemed to know, as little as I did,

think of this. I was so startled, horrified and Q what the speaker was aiming at. He looked be

bewildered, so doubtful yet that what I saw was g wildered from Bentley to me.

not a dream, that I only stepped aside, instinct-Q A smile of contempt began to wreathe the

ively, to avoid him. In a moment he had slipped S coarse lips of Bentley.

between me and the door, which he closed and g “Will you keep an oath 2" he said, turning to

locked. The look of savage certainty, the cer- 3 me.

tainty that he had me in his power at last, which I answered promptly and decisively,

supplanted the one of cunning which had been‘i “I won’t take any oath, here: open the door

on his face before, gave me the first intimation Q and let me go.”

that a. real and tangible peril, a peril even of g A derisive laugh was the only reply Ireceived.

life, had taken the place of the vague and super- t In spite of my attempts to seem fearless, that

natural one which I had originally dreaded. E laugh smote me with secret terror, for I know,

He came up to me, with a hideous grin on his i let what would happen, that I could not depend

features, now looking more satyr~like than ever; t on Despencer for aid.

and I recoiled, trembling in all my limbs. For Q “You can and shall swear," said Bentley,

what was I in the hands of this brutal, revenge- 3 fixing his eyes on me. and speaking slowly and

ful and desperate man? He followed me up, and t between his teeth, as if to convince me how re

1 lost all courage. With a shriek, I turned and § lentlcss he was. “Look here, Miss; you are no

fled to Despencer. ifool. You have caught us at what, if known,

The latter had stood, hardly less spell-bound i would send us to the States Prison; and you

than myself, holding the sheet of paper in his ~ can’t suppose we’re going to let you ofi‘, so that

. . 2
hand all this while. As I now throw my arms Q we may be blown, to-morrow.”

about him, with a wild look of entreaty for pro-é “For God’s sake," interposed Despencer,

r'

  Ma~-m~¢¢mva

tection, he raised his eyes to his companion, “swear not to tell. You don’t know Bentley: I

with a sort of puzzled, alarmed expression, which 5 do. Swear."

showed me what a craven he was at heart, andi He caught my arm, as he spoke, and, in his

how he not only feared his confederate, but de- E energy, pinched it. till it was black and blue.

pended even on his counsel to extricate them- 3 His face was pale as ashes. This terror of his,

selves from this crisis. No word was spoken, i at what might happen if I persisted in my re

nor did I see Bentley’s face, but the eyes of De- S fusal, revealed to me, far more than words could

spenccr quailcd, and I was not surprised, there- i have done, the peril that surrounded me.

fore, when the latter began, nervously, tounlooses “Swearing, in that way, won't do," inter

my arms from about him. Erupted Bentley, coolly folding his arms and.

“No, my saucy Miss," said Bentley, following leaning against the table. “You don’t seem,

me up, “that won’t serve your turn. We meet Despencer, to realize the facts. What guarantee

now where I have the say all to myself.” , have we that she will keep such an oath? She

I knew, from this, how my rejection of him i may do it, at first, and afterward change her

had rankled, in his heart, all the while. I knew S mind: and then where are we? No, we must

also, from the hurried manner in which Despen- i make it her interest to hold her tongue, or rather

eer disengaged himself from me, that I had no i put her in a position, that, even if she wished

hope except in myself. In a moment all the E to tell, she couldn’t. She must swear to marry

pride of my character came to my aid. I flung 3 me: that’s the only way; for a wife can‘t be wit

myselt' loose from Despencer, with a quick, deci- S ness against her husband. You're compara

eive gesture of contempt, and faced Bentley, tively safe, for the girl has her own notions of

feeling as I suppose a stag feels. when, afterthonor, and, unless Ilam mistaken in her, won’t

being hunted all day, it turns at bay on its pur- i blah against her cousin's husband. But with

suers. His eye quailed before my defiant look. SIDE, you see, it's different. She‘d as lief hang

But it quailed only for a moment. Base as i me, Ibelieve, as look at me."

he was, Bentley was brave. He colored, as ifi The cool, logical way, in which he put all

with shame, at that momentary hesitation, and i this, fairly took my breath away. I realized,

said, stopping at a respectful distance, and with g at once, that entreaties or supplication would be

an oath, powerless, addressed to such a man. From his

“You’re a trump, and if we can come to an i point of view, indeed, there was no other safe

understanding, you need be afraid of nothing. 2course for him to take. The plan he proposed

Despencer," and he turned to his comrade, ‘ was necessary to self-preservation. But I could

“what do you say! Will this girl keep an oath ?” i detect, also, under this calm show of reason, a
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latent exultation lurking in his eye, that seemed E apartment was still dim with smoke, but I could

to say to me, “You once scorned me, you have E see that there was a great rent, for half the dis

been fool enough to come prying into the lion‘s \ tance down the wall, close by the doorway; and.

den, now see what you will make of it." That 3 I realized, at once, that the lightning had struck

diabolical look of revenge was for me; the rea- i the house, and passed down in this direction,

soning was for his comrade. g tearing the door 011' in its course. The next ob

Despencer gazed at Bentley and then at me. a ject I saw was Despencer, who stood. as if sud

Once more I appealed to him by a look. There i denly transformed to stone, his eyes distended

was still enough of common humanity in him to i with horror, gazing at some object on the floor

make him pity me. But he saw the justness of ibetween us. My glance following his, rested on

his confederate’s reasoning, and evidently knew 5 the prostrate form of Bentley, that lay directly

that there was no possibility of moving that con- 3 under the splintered wall, surrounded with bits

fedcrate from an opinion so emphatically ex-Eof broken plaster, and apparently lifeless. My

pressed. “I—I,” he stammered, turning finally g brain was still in a whirl, and, for an instant, I

to me, “can’tinterfere, you see. Bentley’s right. 5 could not realize it all. But a second look at

  

The only safe way is to marry him.” i Despencer, and then one at the motionless body,

"Never!" Isaid. \ told me that my late enemy had gone to his

“Never?” asked Bentley, in a mocking tone, Elast account. On his forehead was a small,

moving a step toward me. § round hole, as if seared into the brain by a red

“Never!” I retorted, looking him full in the s but iron; the side of the face was convulsed; and

face. Death, I felt, would be preferable to a i there was a smellas of burning garments. De

union with this ruffinn, for that would be worse 3 spencer stooped over him.

than mere physical death, it would be the death E “Good God! he is really dead,” he said, in a

of the soul. 5 husky voice, and he started back, his face more

He returned my look, for a full minute, it may E livid than ever.

have been longer- I had heard that the human 5 All this had occupied less than a minute, and

eye bad a strange power, and the vain hope 5 the echoes of the thunder were still rattling

came across me, that I might awe even this un- S faintly down the heavens, when I heard a shriek,

scrupulous and merciless man. But I felt, as i and almost simultaneously awhite, shcetcd figure,

second after second went past, while be con- g appeared at the entrance, the countenance wild

tinned 10 gaze at me with that hard, stony, iwith terror. At sight of it, Despencer, who was

resolute expression, that this hope was slipping 3 just rushing away, recoiled, believing it, I sup

by- i pose, for the instant, the apparition of the faith

The expression of his eye changed, indeed, atiless bride. But I knew better. I recognized

1!“; but what a change! That strange gleam, i Georgiana immediately. To explain her appear

which I had so often noticed there, that dull and < ance, and in this half crazed condition, I must,

sleepy gleam, which reminded me of a snake, g however, go back for a short interval.

began to blaze, as he advanced on me; till it was t As I had feared, the first of the two thunder

transmuted into the glare of an assassin. ipeals had woke my cousin, who, in a state of

igreat alarm, began calling for me. The nurse

swaited awhile, thinking I would make my ap

c H A P T E R X x I' lpearance, but as I failed to do this, she left the

I nnrana'ran rapidly to the door. To that § chamber to summon me. While she was absent,

movement, perhaps, I owed my life. For, iGeorgianu. had risen from bed, and hardly con

at this very moment, a peal of thunder, more 5 scious in her terror of what she was doing, had

awful even than the one which had awoke me, sslippcd on her dressing-gown. At this juncture

broke over the house, shaking it as if an earth- i the second clap of thunder broke over the house;

quake was about to topple it from its foundations. iand this deprived her of what little presence of

Simultaneously a blinding glare paled the light 5 mind there was left to her. Rushing from her

of the chandelier; the room was filled with asul- Echamber, she darted down the staircase, and

phurons smoke; and l was hurled still further i turning in the direction where she saw the light,

from Bentley, by a shock, sharp and quick as ‘ reached the library in the manner, and at the

that from a vast volcanic battery, and that de- § moment, I have described.

prived me, for awhile, of all sensation. i For an instant she looked around atl'rightedly.

When I began, at last, to recover recollection, s In her half-insane condition, she was not able to

I was amazed to behold the door wide open, as icomprehend all she saw; but she understood

ifit had been burst violently from its hinges. The 3 enough to have some glimpses of the truth. I
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shall never forget her horror-struck look, when i sible, more than ever. In her lonely life, at the

she beheld the corpse, or the shudder over her 3 deserted old mansion, he was continually in her

whole frame with which she averted her gaze. i thought-s. When his evil habits began to tell on

Her eyes now rested on me for the first time. I t his fortunes, and he not only slipped out of re

was hastening to support her, for 1 too well fore- Q putable society, but got into pecuniary difficul

bodcd what was to follow. She sprang toward i lies, she opened her store of hoardings and

me, as a child, chased by a terrible beast, darts i supplied him from her own purse. At last, even

into its mother’s arms; broke into a stifled shriek, 5 this resource was exhausted, and then Bentley

that was followed by a sob as if her heart had i became a sharper, a gambler, even worse. But

burst; and went ofl' into violent convulsions. gstill she loved him, as only a lonely, desolate

Fortunately the nurse arrived at this crisis. 'swoman can. Years passed. Her son grew to

She had found my chamber empty, and was re- t ward middle-age; she was becoming decrepit

turning to Georgiana’s, when she saw a white i herself; he associated now only with felons;

figure flitting down the staircase Together we i when he was with her he often struck her; and

bore the unhappy wife back to her bed. De- i yet she loved him still. Finally, he came to her

spencer had partially recovered from his stupor s and demanded the use of the long—closed library

of terror, but was still too unnerved to render us i to establish a press for counterfeiting; and

much assistance. The nurse, at first, had given g though it seemed to her almost sacrilcge, for

me the candlestick to hold, and motioned for § she was thoroughly superstitious, she consented.

the husband to take Georgiana up in his arms; \ Hence it was that Despencer, with whom Bentley

but seeing his condition, she had snatched the ¢ had now become associated, had rented the old

light from me, and handed it to him, with a l00k mansion. But a terror of some great calamity,

almost of contempt, telling him to follow us. In i which seemed to haunt her like a Fate in a~Greek

this way, the nurse supporting the head, and I i tragedy, kept her in continual apprehension.

the feet, we bore my cousin to her chamber, De- i Often she implored her son to forego his prac

spencer creeping after us, speechless, and shiver- g tices, or, at least, to carry them on somewhere

ing as if in an ague-fit, hardly able to hold theielse. But he answered only with a scornful

candle in his nerveless hand. Elaugh. All this we learned from her frantic

I have but a vague recollection of some of the ravings.

events of that terrible night and the two suo- \ The clap ofthundcr hadawolreherin common

ceeding days. But others are burned into my E with the rest of the household, and the shricks

memory indelibly. My ofiice was at the side of g of my cousin had brought her down stairs. When

my cousin, whom I did not. leave, except for‘ a 3 she saw the corpse of her sen, she broke into the

few minutes, for eight-and-forty hours. During 5 most piteous lamentations, mixed with insane

part of that. time she lay in violent convulsions, E reproaches of all in the dwelling. The danger

so that the nurse and I expected every hour to t ous condition of Georgiana did not restrain her.

be her last. Toward morning the strength of i Sho burst into the chamber, and assaulted De—

the attacks abated, and the physician, who g spencer to his face, declaring that if he had not

arrived soon after, gave us faint hopes of her 5 misled her son, she would not be childless. My

recovery. But though she had relief, from that i flesh crept at the frightful manner in which she

period out, she never looked up again; and we g cursed the cowering survivor, invoking on him

could see that her days were numbered. land his family every evil which her imagination

For it was impossible to conceal from hericould suggest. We could not, for some time,

entirely the true state of affairs, and this know- 5 leave Georgiana long enough to force the half

\

ledge broke her heart. If nothing else would 5 maniacal mother from the room. But when our

have betrayed to her the real character of her patient had partially recovered, the nurse and I,

husband, the passionate grief of old Jane would ,- with some help from Despencer, removed her,

have done it: for the mystery that connected sand double-locked the door. Ibelieve,afterthis,

the ancient servant with Bentley was solved, gher passion took a new turn and subsided into

new that he had met so fearful a death. Bent- E grief, and that she threw herself on the dead

ley, it came out, was old Jane’s son. He had i body of Bentley, and wept frantically there till

never, indeed, borne her name: and had beenialmost morning.

educated away from her. But her heart citing g It was daybreak before we could rally Despen

to him, in secret, as the only thing which was Q cer sufiiciently to induce him to go for a physi

left- to her to love. When he grew up, his hand- § cian. I have always thought that he was afraid

some person, his talents, and the fashionable ‘to go before. Even while he remained in his

company he kept, made her dote on him, if pos- < wife’s chamber, he would start and look for
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tively around, at the slightest noise, as if he I thought. over all this, as soon as the condition

expected another thunderbolt to fall, and that of Georgiana gave me leisure to think of any—

he was to be its victim. 2 thing but her peril. I had many doubts also as

to my own immunity from the law. I knew I

was innocent in intention; but I knew likewise

that this would avail me but little. However, it

was impossible for me to leave Georgiana. My

post of duty was at her side, and there I would

stay, I said to myself, even if it led me to the

Penitentiary.

[III/I

He never returned from that errand. I had

already determined, in my own mind, that he

would not. For it was liltPOSslllle to prevent a

coroner’s-jury on the body of Bentley, when the

fact of the felonious occupation in which the

dead man had been engaged would be dis

covered: and in such an event, the arrest and

trial of his confederate would inevitably follow.
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' BY MARGARET LEE RUTENBUR.

_—

And the pure and lovely forehead

Wore a more transparent hue.

On her cheek. where. ernt the health-tint!

Rested in rich. damask bloom,

Came the fatal hectic flower,

Like a signal from the tomb!

So I can but thus remember,

‘ While one white pond-lily lay

In its fragrance on her pillow,

My young playmate passed away!

Fair the petals of that flower,

But as pure and fair an them,

Were the cold and warren fingers

That had clasped its balmy ateml

Thus she passed the Shadowy valley,

And they laid her down to rest.

Where the birds of Summer caroled

Notes of beauty o'er her breast.

Other friends since then have cheered me,

With hind friendship‘s soothing power,

But my yearning heart turns backward

To that mournful. parting hour!

In those. days that long have vanished,

Hours l ne’er may know again,

Spirit-angels. told me softly.

.1“ They had come for Lettie Lane!
"a Lettie Lane and I had studied

Happy school girls side by side;

Or. percliance, together loitered

Where the brooklet's tiny tide

“'ashed the pebbles that we gathered,

Or, with low and tinkling song,

Bore the blossoms that we scattered,

On its ripples far along.

Skies of blue seemed then the purer,

Fresher grew the wild-wood green,

Clearer rang the robin’s numbers,

Brighter gleamed the river‘s sheen,

For our hearts were lit by fancy,

In those joyous times of old,

Like as Autumn sunbeama tincture

Crimson leaves with hues of gold.

80 we rambled, as I told you,

Two young. laughter-loving girls,

On my brow were plain brown tressec,

Hers was wreathed with golden curls.

But full soon a change came o'er her,

Other scenes have come. and vanished,

Yet will tears, like Summer rain,

Fall upon the ilowerets growing

O‘er the grave of Lottie Lane.
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Brighter grew her eyes of blue,
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THE WILD FLOWER OF THE MOUNTAIN.

 

BY JAMES M. THOMPSON.

 

And there, upon the moss-grown rock,

Beside the dimpling fountain,

I wooed and Won my only love.

The Wild Flower of the mountain.

And as I think of dangers past,

And joys between them shining,

I feel new cords of tender love

Around my soul entwining;

To that dear maid l w00ed beside

The purling crystal fountain,

And then I twine my arms around

The Wild Flower of the mountain.

ONCE roaming free o'er hill and Yale,

With heart uncaptivated,

I found within the forest's pale

The fairest form created,

She dwelt beneath a cottage roof,

Hard by a limpid fountain;

And bore the soul-enhancing name—

'I‘he Wild Flower of the mountain.

When first I saw this lovely maid,

The modest smile she gave me,

Placed me beneath the yoke of love,

So that no hand could save me;

Von. XXXV.-22

r1,1IINJJJ.’rN.1111/111111112I1



MY UNLUCKY COUNTENANCE.

 

BY A. L. OTIS.

 

I svrrsa under a singular misfortune. It will 3 of mine, if I “Was not that little lady who had

not seem much to you when you hear it stated. 3a fancy for taking things and not paying for

I dare say ifyou are sentimental you will fail to them?"

understand the hardships of my case. Oh, my counterparts! do conduct yourselves

It is simply this—everybody knows somebody with propriety, or a harmless sutferer will haunt

who looks like me. The words I am sure to 3 you, if she can!

hear, as soon after an introduction as etiquetteg I asked one of the trustees of some museum

will allow, are, “You so strongly resemble a for a permit to visit it. These permits are given

friend of mine," &c_; or “You remind me so to all applicants who are deemed respectable.

forcibly of my absent cousin, aunt, sister. or What was my dismay to receive in reply such

sweetheart," as the case may be: or “Pardon 5 words as these,

me, but your likeness to my old friend so andi “No, ma'am. To you we must refuse one,

so, leads me to treat you with the familiarity unusual as such a denial is."

due only to a longer acquaintance," 81c, 81c. “Why so?” I stammered.

If you are of the turn above said, you ask, “You were 80 careless, and did so much

“‘Vhere i3 the misfortune?” Very agreeable. E damage in handling the specimens the IILSI time

you think, for me to find mine always one of the i you were there, "I!" my duty to the society

“old, familiar faces"—charming! never to look i obliges "19 t0 "fuse "19 Permit"

the stranger to any one, to be “hail fellow well} I hfld never before Vigil“! "19 museum; bl"

met!" with every new-comer—to have a special l some r0ugh copy of me, dwbfle", had done IO

resemblance to everybody’s particular friend. i I have occasionally tried to prove the mistake

You think so? Well, I object to it for the fol- i Bbout my identity, but have generally been con

lowing reasons—or no—I will give no reasons. lsidered only unblushingly persistent in gaining

I will let you deduce them for yourself from my g my Object M the expense of truth. If I meet

experience. Put the case as yours, How would 3 with [10 contradiction 10 my I‘L‘PI‘QSOMMIOI‘IS find

you like to find the resemblance generally unflat- l gain my point, those I address generally let me

teriug? I have seen some of these fac-similes ; see that they are not “gulled,” but only indo

of myself. They were about as much like each ; lent or indulgent.

other as Laps are like Spaniards, or Turks likeg Is not such experience charming?—or what

Frenchmen. I don’t know how they can all be ‘ IOIIOWB?

me! I have not, generally, felt elated by the Walking quietly along Chesnut street, I see

comparison when confronted with my “very pie- 5 blustering old Dr. driving along in his ear

tures." They may possibly have experienced t riage. He pulls up, and calls out to me, a perfect

the same dissatisfaction—I hope not to the same ,\ stranger to him, though, as he is a distinguished

extent. , man, I know him by sight.

Or, how would you like to have no personality g “Go home—go home! I never saw such a

of your own; to be forever prejudged by the § perverse woman! Any person of sense, sick as

qualities of others; to be sucered at because Miss 5 you are, would be abed! Such a patient abroad

A is so vain; to he hated because Miss B— i speaks ill for her doctor. I won't have it. Go

is so malignant; to he laughed at because Miss home!"

C is so ridiculous; to say nothing of having g I—the picture of health—ordered home for a

miracles of industry required of you because of S sick and unreasonable patient! and that too

Miss D ’s “faculty,” and miracles of patience E when the old novelist , is just passing. and

on account of Miss E ’s amiability? fihears every word, as a perceptible sneer in his

This is to have no identity—to be perpetually face tells me! A month or two afterward, I see

swamped in others having stronger traits, like 3 some fling at womanki'nd in his latest work,

the sugar in a dose of caster-oil. g which I trace clearly to this incident. And all

I have had shop-keepers look sharply after me E the time, no doubt, the poor, sick lady is groan

as I M322 by the counter. One asked a friend i ing in-doors, and hoping to win golden opinions
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of her physician by her obedience. A stormy §began to feel flattered, as his attention seemed

meeting with her unbelieving dictator, my un- § delicate, almost reverential, and quite involun

lucky visage has procured for the clear, good 5 tarily prolonged. He scarcely left my side that

creature. Of course, he will maintain that be S evening: and when he took leave, asked permis

saw her out walking, and set an attempt to de- g sion to call upon me. I granted it readily, as I

ceive down against her, when she protests she E knew his family and antecedents.

has not left her room. g The very next day he came, and the next, and

Sometimes the mistake produces only laugh the next—I was fluttered a little. I had been

able results. At a pic-nic I wandered alone in 3 through such affairs before, and knew what this

a shady, cedar grove. I was dressed, as all the i devotion foreboded; besides did not every friend

ladies were, in white. I leaned over a little, I had congratulate me upon my conquest?

babbling brook, and became much interested ini At parties he scarcely left my side, for m;

some minnows. I heard a step behind me, but g coldness on my part could daunt him, At home

that imported nothing to me—I expected 110 fond i he sat as near me as circumstances and etiquette

surprises. Suddenly an arm 81010 about myipermitted, tormenting me with his long gaze.

waist. i He sent me bouquets anonymously, lent me

“I have watched 11 WhOIB hour for this!” said 3 books, sang with me, and 031119 daily_

a man's voice. I knew the gentleman well—i He was well‘educated, handsome, of suitable

supposed to be a stony, old bachelor. I looked i use, and good estate, I began to look upon him

up, met a prompt kiss, gave a prompt scream, E with favor, but yet. always felt that the whole

and saw my astonished strain take 8 prompt i atl'air was rather inexplicable, and probably

departure, after a close, hasty, frightened 100k g fbunded upon some mistake; though I knew it,

into my face. E could not be one of identity this time.

Walking along a country lane, I was overtaken 2 One morning he asked for a private audience,

by a young gentleman in a very stylish buggy. gand Iwas afraid the time had come when Imust

I never saw him before, yet he smiled, bowed, E give him a positive answer, yes or no. I was

and stopped his horse suddenly. “Come, jumpgnot prepared to do this, and concluded to be

in!" he cried out. “Miss Monroe sent me for 5 guided by circumstances whether to say “wait"

you. She is sick—you have not a minute tosor “no.” “Yes,” was decidedly not to be

lose." g uttered nor implied.

Very much flurried at being summoned by a§ He came, and I fluttered down to the parlor.

Miss Monroe I never heard of before, I hastily i He rose to meet me, took my hand, and led me

seized the extended hand and sprang into the I: to a chair remote from a window. He took an

wagon, without taking pains to look again at other, and sat facing me. It made me nervous,

the messenger, who meantime is carefully avert- 5 this ceremony, and no, no, no, was on the tip

ing his face. No sooner am I seated beside him, g of my tongue before he said a word.

than I perceive that he is shaking with laughter; l “I asked to see you alone,” he said, at last,
\

and suddenly he turns to me saying, while heiafter mastering some emotion, “that I might

 

starts 08‘ his horse with a brisk touch, Sopen my heart to you.” I smiled a willingness

“All a ruse, Lizzie! Miss Monroe don’t want S to preside at the uncovering of that casket; he

11 5 . 7

you—but I do! t continued, “I on must have seen—have you not,

I lift upon him a blank, amazed face. He i that for the last month you have been the delight

starts, stares, colors, stammers out an apology, 3 of my eyes?"

and something about expecting to meet Lizzie— i “Does he expect me to answer that?” I said,

says I am “not the lady,” stops the horse and 5 to myself, as he paused. I put up my fan to

lets me get out in violent confusion; and while hide lips quivering with amusement.

he drives of sheepishly reoovoring his counten-i l‘The delight of my eyes and of my heart!

ance, I walk all" lamenting mine, which plays me a For years I have not known such refreshment,

such tricks. Ssuch pure joy as you have given me.” I was

At an evening party, I was introduced to a Mr. S touched, moved. no laughing now, nearer crying.

K at his request. He gazed at me there-g “You have comforted my inmost soul; the

upon in a very confusing manner, grew pale and g world looks bright because of you. It has been

teary. I hastened to draw his attention from 3 dark and desolate enough, God knows: but all

myself to the music, the pictures, the dancing. Qclouds fly before your presence. I never ex

But though he was sufiiciently polite, I saw that pected to be so happy in this world as you have

his mind was fully occupied in dwelling upon 3 made me.” He was deeply in earnest, trembling

me. From being embarrassed and annoyed, I i with magnetic emotion. He paused again. If
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his next question had been whether I would? I ask a few questions? Iwill state particulars

marry him, I think "yes" would have been in- '1 of my own experience, and if hers was different,

evitable. please tell me."

“I have come now to beg you to make my “Most certainly." He was rather glad, I

happiness. I know you can. You are theimage thought, to learn a little of my history. Per

of my former wife, my angel Belinda in heaven, haps he already began to doubt me. Belinda, I

who is waiting for me there, after a most blissful fancy, did not. so bother him with questions.

union here, cut too short, alas! I know she will “Did she ever, being left penniless, earn her

not be jealous of you, for you are but her image bread by her own exertions? Fighting hard for

here below, and I am complimenting her in mnr- i it. with the men who denied her ll chance l0 get

rying you," i it only because she was a woman; and when she

As I listened to his fatuity, the angry spark i had won it, eating it with bitter tears, because

\

in my eyes burnt up the softness he had at first § she was hated by her brothers, and despised by

evoked. I had half a mind to marry him, so as E her sisters for having had to tight for it?"

to revenge myself upon his angel Belinda. Butl “Belinda was averse to strife, and would have

after all I could not. “Come!” I said, eheerily, died of starvation rather than contend for food.

“I wonder if I am really like your wife.” She was all meek submission to whatever good

“You are like her in every lovely feature—in or ill God sent to her; as woman should be."

glossy hair—dove-likc eyes—happy lips—sweet He was rather speaking tb himself in retro

dimpled chin, telling of gentleness. Then in ex- spective admiration of his meek, inert partner,

pression your face is like hers, all filled with the than to me, so I did not. try to defend myself

loving submission of woman, of her sweet help- from his implied charge of unwonmnliness. I

Iessness and graceful dependence upon man's only asked, “Was Belinda an authoress, or even

stronger mind.” a type-setter?”

“Ah,” said I, dryly. I know now that there “Belinda shunned notoriety," he said, freez

was glamour on his eyes, and he could not. see ingly. eyeing me asknnce.

me as I was. “Suppose we look alike—but are “I set types in a printing-ofiice once, and then

our characters similar, our turn of mind I" became 8 small authoress, tit which dignity I try

“Yes, I think so You are both the hnmhlest, to maintain myself now. Did Belinda study

meekest, most. refined of women, Belinda was a medicine? At the time that Florence Nightin

true woman. I believe she never had a positive gale made every woman’s heart beat with pride

opinion on any subject out of her household. She and emulation, I went through two or three

knew woman‘s sphere. She said, with woman’s courses of lectures at the Female Medical C01

instinctive delicacy, that she hated newspapers, loge. and would have pursued the calling, if I

and Would never read them." had not had other claims upon me which for

“IIumph! ahem!" I choked a little. “Then bade it.”

our circumstances, surroundings and experience? He rose suddenly, stared at me with glaring,

Such things have the making of all people but. ghastly eyes.

‘ geniuses—were ours similar?" “Is it possible ?” said he. “Have I nearly—

“That I cannot say. Iknew nothing of you yes, quite—asked a—a—a woman doctor to be

a month ago." Emy wife? I beg your pardon—I—I—I did not

“I should like much to know whether our know," 8:0. He shuddered, and with a fright.

lives have moulded us into the resemblance you ened look bowed himself out. He thought I was

find between us, or whether it. is inborn? May 3 like Belinda! What an escape!
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IN EACH HEART TWO BEINGS.

 

BY J. A. TURNER.

 

When the demon has the away,

Then the heart is dark and and;

When the angel has his way,

Then the heart. in light and glad.

In each heart two beings dwell,

One an angel bright and good,

And the other, mark it well,

Comes of Satan's sable brood.

And they struggle day and night,

Striving which shall wear the crown;

One for darkness, one for light,

One to smile, and one to frown.

Brother mortal, fellow man,

Watch the conflict every hour,

Aid the angel if you can,

In his deadly tight for power
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ONE MONTH AT CHESTNUT—WOOD.

 

BY LOUISE cuasutsa MOULTON.

Psnnars I ought to bring my dramntis per- gPoint. Uncle Phil had lived there, summer and

ran: regularly upon the stage—introduce them i winter, for ten years, but this was to be my first

in due form. The hour is a September twilight— visit. Indeed, I had not seen any of the family

the scene, a cosy, bachelor’s room. Handsome gfor at least twelve years. It was afternoon when

books are on the shelves; handsome pictures on k I arrived there. Uncle Phil had met me at the

the wall; and in one corner, standing on a marble \ boat-landing, and gi‘en me a welcome so hearty

pillar, is a bust of the Greek Clytie. The glow S that I already felt at home; my anticipations of

from the fire illumines the hushed, still face, in- gpleasure were vivid as I lay back at my ease in

formed with a. most tender sadness. You would the handsome carriage, which was conveying us

think she was the guardian spirit of the room. gthrough the most charming of winding drives to

At present two young gentlemen occupy the \ Chestnut—Wood,

apartment. One of them is stretched lazily upon \ “‘And how is little Madge?’ I asked, after

a lounge, watching the smoke from his cigar curl lhaving made minute inquiries with regard to the

upward in blue, fantastic rings, enjoying, to the lliealth of my aunt and my two older cousins,

utmost, the dolt‘efar nicnle of his idle youth, the Sylvia and Fanny. Uncle Phil smiled as he an

idle hour, the luxurious room. No matter about swercd me,

his name—his companion calls him “Hal,” but i “ ‘You forget, my boy, the changes that twelve

he is not our hero. The other deserves more \years make. Little, six-years-old Madge, every~

especial notice. Mr. Carlton New-bury, at your 3 body’s plaything, has grown into Miss Margaret

service, gentle reader—handsome, rich, dialingue E Newbury, a young lady of eighteen; the tallest

and twenty-six. He is our hero, and he shall of my three.’

tell his own story. He has just taken his cigar “I felt a little disappointed at first. When I

from his mouth, thumped off the ashes against 5 had spent a winter with my uncle, in New York,

the fender, and laid it on the table beside him, llittle Madge had been my especial pet and darl

lnd addresses his companion. ing, and now she was grown, it seemed, out of

“I have a confession to make to you, Hal, §all possibility of spoiling and petting—a digni

concerning an episode in my own life. Perhaps $fied Miss Margaret. Never mind, I would re

it carries a moral with it, and perhaps not. That E venge myself upon time and change by getting

is as you take it. At least it will explain to you up a flirtation. It would make the month I in

the reason of that indifierence to the women of S tended to stay pass pleasantly for me, and just

society, about which you have so often rallied g give her a. lesson in the ways of the world and

me. ‘ society; poor, unsophisticated, country-bred little

“I was twenty-two when I left college. I had tilting!

graduated with all due honors. Perhaps I wasi “By the time I had arrived at this mngnnni

a little conceited—Harvard is a good soil to grow ‘ mous resolve, the carriage had stopped in front

unity in. I felt myself irresistible, and was i of Chestnut-Wood. It was a large, rambling

quite ready to be fallen in love with. I shouldn’t i house; just the most comfortable-looking place

be a bad match for any young lady, I flattered lyou can imagine. A double piazza surrounded

myself. I had a snug, little fortune of fifty thou- lit on three sides, and a spacious flight of white

sand, which I had just stepped into, and then— 3 stone steps led up to the front entrance. A

my talents. To be sure these latter haven't done 5 charming young girl stood on the lower piazza,

much for me ,yet, but they were a perfect Eldo- filter dark straw hat hanging on her arm, and her

rado in prospective. I was pleased with myself, isoft, brown curls blown all about her fair, youth

and, therefore, with every one else, and, in this ful face. She was dressed in white, with a blue

amiable state of mind, I went to Chestnut-Wood. girdle about her waist She had bright, yet

“Chestnut-Wood is the handsome country~seat g dreamy, hazel eyes, which just matched her hair

of my uncle, Philip Newbury, my father’s half gin color, rosy cheeks, and face of the purest oval.

brother, a beautiful place on the west bank of l She came forward to meet me as I stepped from

the lludson, a few miles before you reach West i the carriage.
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“ ‘This is little Madge,’ said uncle Phil, with 5 building our Spanish castles in the clouds. And

a merry laugh. ‘Your cousin Carlton has been §yet I should have sworn 1 did not love her. I

inquiring after you. He remembers some ofShad dreamed of love as a wild, tumultuous pas

your mad-cap tricks, and he expected to findfision; taking the strong heart. by storm; filling

you the some little, teazing plague as ever.’ ‘2 the veins with fever; making nights turbulent

“She shook her head saucily. ‘IIe may find i with dreams, and days full of wild unrest. 1

me a teasing plague still, though no longer a experienced nothing of all this. My rest was

little one.’ - quiet. I don’t know that I ever once dreamed

“I took her hand and looked into her clear of Madge. My pulses beat regularly, and my

eyes till the roses on her cheeks deepened to q' enjoyment of her presence was tranquil.

crimson, as I whispered, with the gallantry of a g “Things went on thus for two long, delicious

newly fledged beau, ‘I find you all that I could weeks. I was thoroughly content—I desired no

have dreamed, and more than I should have 3 change, but Fate had ordained one, nevertheless.

dared to hope.’ E “I had sat, one evening, with Madge by my

“ lVery prettily said,’ laughed Miss Margaret, E side as usual, watching the sunset, as it kindled

more self-possessed than Iwas, and that was the 2 up with its weird fires the tranquil river, the

beginning of my first flirtation. iroeky heights, and the stately chesnut trees.

"Of all places in the world give me a well i For some time we had both been silent, but as

laid-out country-seat for making love. What i we rose to go I said, idly,

with walks and drives, summer-houses and‘g “‘How happy we are together, Madge, at

arbors, and little rustic seats under sheltering 2 least how happy I am with you.’

trees, he must be dull indeed who cannot findg “She smiled. 'Yes, but after to-night, you

an opportunity to air his vocabulary of pretty 3 know. we can’t be together quite so much. You

speeches. Eare at home here now, so you must help me to

“I found my aunt the same kind, motherly E entertain the new guests.’

soul as ever—only, perhaps, a trifle fatter, as “I had forgotten until that moment that a

trifle slower in her movements. Sylvia and 5 half dozen visitors were expected on the morrow.

Fanny were young ladies quite comm: it faut; §Now the recollection vexed me. I was in the

well-dressed, well-bred and well-looking; but, it i mood to quarrel with anything which should

seemed to me, no one could see them when their § make Madge less exclusively my companion. I

younger sister was in the room: I, at least, had gpresume my tone reflected my annoyance as I

only eyes for Margaret. It was not long before B said, '

I had established myself on terms of quiet fami'i “ ‘Well, they will be nothing to me, nothing

liarity with her. I called her Madge, as I used i but a vexation, anyway. Do you like any of

to when we were both children, and, walking, 5 them 7’

riding, reading or dreaming, we were togetherg “ ‘Yes,’ she answered, heartily, ‘I like them

all the day long. I had not thought of falling 3 all, and I love Virginie very much. Has she not

in love with her, or, indeed, of her loving me. 3a pretty name, Virginie St. Clair? She is of

God knows I was not cruel enough or reckless é French descent, and wonderfully fascinating.’

enough knowingly to have trifled with her—tog. “‘Is she handsome?’ I asked, somewhat in

have won that innocent young girl's heart only 3 terested in spite of myself. But on this point

to cast to the winds the treasure of her love—to i Madge would give me no satisfaction. She would

darken the merry life that was like a fair sum- 3 not. spoil my surprise, she said; I mustjudge for

mer morning, jubilant with birds. glad with roses 3 myself. The subject dropped there. We paced

and sunshine. I thought, at first, that it was E leisurely along, under the lofty trees, toward the

only a flirtation, and soon I ceased to think atghouse. As we drew near, moved by an irre

all, and contented myself with simply enjoying. isistihle impulse, I took her hand in mine, and,

She made me very happy. A purer creature, or t looking into her clear eyes, I whispered,

one more innocently, blithesomely glad heaveng “‘Madge, words are not enough to tell how

never created. I loved to read to her—to see 3 dear you are to me,’ and bending toward her I

how her tine taste appreciated and recognlledépressed a quick, silent kiss on her trembling

all that was true, and beautiful, and worthy—to Q lips. I think her first impulse was to turn away,

watch the quick thoughts rising in her clear but she did not, and I felt a faint, caressing

eyes. ‘ touch of those pure lips; my kiss was returned.

“Never had summer been to me so bright, so 3 I think it was the first one any man, save her

full of life and splendor and richness. Never i father, had ever pressed on that sweet, young

were sunsets like those we watched together, ; mouth, since she had grown to womanhood,
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and my heart thrilled with a strange sense of : snatches of old and melancholy ballads; some

sacredness. I did not mean that she should 3 times letting the music tell its own story of com

understand that I loved her as lovers love, and E plaiut, or passion, or triumph. Was it strange

yet, perhaps, I could hardly have said it more )cl was bewildered?

plainly. 5 “The next day, at sunset, I found her sitting

“The next afternoon, when I returned from a g alone in the very place where I had sat with

ramble in which Madge had excused herself from E Madge, two evenings before Apparently she

joining me, I found the company had already 5 did not see me as I approached. Nothing could

arrived, and were assembled in the drawing-room. 3 have been more picturesque than her attitude.

There were three young men, I think, and as 3 She leaned against the bole of an old tree, whose

many ladies, and with them were my three fair ; drooping boughs waved over her bared head.

cousins. I stood for a moment, watching them 5 The sunset had kindled her fair hair till itlooked

from the door, before any one had perceived me. Hike a halo of glory, and her large, blue eyes

With one exception the ladies were all attired in g were fixed steadily on the distant clouds. When

light summery dresses, white, or nearly so. But i I called her name, that same marvelous blush

one was standing with her back toward me, g transfigured her face, but she made room for mo

dressed in a robe fashioned of some thin, black 3 on the bench beside her.

material, through which her fine.arms and shoul- i “ ‘I am surprised to find you alone, Miss St.

ders gleamed like marble. Iler hair was very Q Clair,’ I began. I did not feel quite so much at

light, soft and silky, but heavy from its redund- Q my ease as I should with Madge.

once. It drooped low upon her neck, and among \ “ ‘Yes,’ she answered, indifl'erently. ‘I seemed

its shining coils she had twisted carelessly a to be Madame De Trop. Messieurs Elliott and

large, white water lily. Her head was small, Marsden brought theirlady-loves with them, Mr.

classically shaped, and haughtily set upon her i Holbrook is absorbed in his devotion to your

shoulders. cousin Sylvia, and you—but I haven’t learned

“This was all I could see from the position I t yet at whose shrine you do worship.’

occupied, but presently Madge turned toward 2 “ ‘At. yours, if you will allow me,’ I said, with

the door and saw me. I was at once introduced \ a halfboyish attempt at gallantry, but very much

to all the party, and I found my tall lady in in earnest, nevertheless. That was the com

black was no other than Miss Virginie St. Clair. g mencement of my second flirtation. From that.

Her face was very striking—a low, womanly a time I believed myself really in love. I had all

brow, large, ultra-marine blue eyes, Grecian fea- g the proper symptoms—throbbing pulses, dan

tures. thin, yet strangely expressive lips, and g gerous dreams, nights and days of unrest. I

complexion pure and perfectly colorless. She E can remember now how pale and quiet Madge

seemed to me the most magnificent creature Ilgrew in those days. She stole round the house

ever beheld. When she spoke, her tones, low, t noiselessly as a shadow. Her merry laugh was

dreamy, musical and sweetly pathetic, completed a hushed, and for the most part she seldom spoke.

the spell. I was her bond slave from that mo- E Sometimes, however, she would rouse herself,

meat. When I was presented to her she blushed, g and break forth into titful flashes of wild gayety.

and perhaps nothing about her was more peeu- 5‘ I must have noticed these things at the time—

liar than the change thus efl‘ected. Her brow 5 otherwise I could not have remembered them;

remained marble white, but there rose slowly to i but I did not at all realize them then. Virginie

each check a single crimson spot, which settled E St. Clair intoxicated me—she got into my head.

and burned there steadily. I do not know her 5 She was like continual drnughts of strong, old

age: I should think, now, she might have been 5 wine.

twenty-five. 3 “She certainly encouraged all my attentions.

“Neither of my cousins were musical, butEShe talked to me often of herself, of her own

among the other furniture of the drawing-room 5 tastes, and hopes, and dreams. I thought she

Were a fine harp and piano. That evening both i had revealed to me her inner nature. Sometimes

were in requisition. Miss St Clair performed :1 even believed that she loved me. She would

for some time on the former. It was well suited i tell me so, with her looks, her blushes, the low

to display her snowy arms and regal figure, but 5 intonations of her voice—every way but in words.

she appeared quite unconscious of this. Indeed, S Then again she would torture me with some un

after a time, she seemed to forget the presence é accountable freak of coldness. I believe she

of any one in the room, and went on improvising E tantnlized me as much as she charmed me into

one wild, fantastic strain after another; some- Q loving her.

times accompanying them with her voice, singing 3 “One day, just at twilight, I chanced to meet
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Madge in the grounds. It was the first time I g from the reality. She drew herself up like a

had seen her alone since Miss St. Clair came, gqueen, and haughtily she answered me,

and I noticed, with a real pang, that she hadz “‘I did not. anticipate this, Mr. Newbury.

grown thin and pale—that a look of settled sad- E Upon my word, I never thought of any danger

ness was on her young, wistful face. I think i in a pleasant friendship with one so young as

she was dearer to me than I knew, even then. Eyou Why, I am years older; my tastes are dif

I caught her hand, as' she was silently passing g ferent. I have seen more of life. I should make

me. 'you wretched. You need some cooing, little

“‘Madge,’ I cried, ‘you are looking wrelch- q dove—Madge, for instance—not a world-worn,

edly. All this company and excitement is too i world-wise woman like me. Besides, highly as

much for you. Come and take a quiet stroll 5 I estimate the honor you do me, I could, under

with me.’ no circumstances, accept it. My promised hus

“A perceptible sneer disfigured her sweet face z band is to come for me to-morrow. I do regret

for a moment, and she snatched her hand from E lhis—I do deeply regret it, it‘, as you say, your
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my clasp, as she answered, 5 whole life's happiness depends on me, but I hope

“‘Certainly not. Miss St. Clair could until-o hear, ere long, that you are happy in some

spare you.’ {other way.’

"She hurried away, but she turned once 353 “Mine is anature of quick intuitions. In that

she flitted on, and gave me a look so full of love 3 moment- lhe 808108 fell from my eyes- Before

and grief, blended, it seemed to me, with scorn, Q that woman had half finished speaking, I would

that l was confounded. Vanity enough I had, § not have made her my wife for the Universe. I

but the possibility that she loved me had never E saw her as she was: a finished coquette, whose

occurred to me. I was utterly at. a loss to com- 3 5016 principle ""8 worldly Prlldt-‘ncei t0 Whom

prehend the sudden change which less than two g 10" W88 8- myth, friendship Ml absurdity. P05

weeks had brought about. I did once think she sibly 1191‘ fine" it my YOU“! may have quickened

might have felt- that since Miss St. Clair’s oomingZmy perceptions M all events I was disen

I had slighted her; but then she, herself, hadgcmtmedi the" and Ihel‘e- I think 81": Bl"? it

asked me to help entertain her guests, and she S and it PiqMd he“ C°°nY '15 She had 5901*” I

had said that she loved Virginie. lreplied,

“I puppogze I had overrated my own coolness i “ 'Al. IEBBL ..‘IISS St. Cltlll‘, HIIOW me to thank

and courage. Certainly with Virginie St. Clair 3 F0“ for some very happy hours—i“ 511°", for the

1 “a; far from bold, When at, last, I told her g pleasantest flirtation in which I have ever taken

my love, I think nothing but my desperalion§PaTt-'

could have given me strength. You don't know, g “ ‘You know your experience hi"; been bnt

Hal, how I worshiped that woman, It, geems§short,' she retorted, with a bitter curl of her

strange to me, now. It was a brief, temporary g min lin

madness, but while it lasted I deemed her that “When I went into the house, I looked at

purest and most perfect being heaven ever chis- l Madge Will! 8 sharpened perception. Then, for

elod into faultless beauty. She had been there i the first time. it occurred to me that perhaps she

two weeks when she told me, one night, that she i loved meL-that it might he love of me which had

was to leave the next day. Then I must, speak gpaled her cheek and saddened her voice. IIow

Hope, life, heaven, it seemed to me were slipping E I blessed the thought. I don't know as you can

from me. I must make one wild, frenzied efi'ort i understand such sudden transitions, but, now

to hold them back. ithnt the fever fit. was over, I knew that I had

“I cast myself on my knees at her feet, my s loved Madge purely and truly before Miss St.

madness went even so far. I poured out my soul I Clair came to Chestnut~Wood, and that I had

before her. I could not if I would, I would not. never really loved any other. In one sole re

it' I could, recall the rhapsodies of my frantic 5 spect, I thought, Virginie St. Clair had under

idolatry. I do not know what I' said, or how E stood me; and that was when she said my nature

long I talked to her. Iknow shelistened quietly, Sneeded one like Madge. I looked at the dear

but that bewildering blush burned steadily on 3 girl again, as she sat opposite to me. I cannot

her cheek all the while, and her eyes gleamed gdescribe to you the expression of tender sorrow

like stars. In some fashion Iaslted her to marry E that her face wore. It was the same which

me, and then I paused. I had had some deli- ‘: makes that bust of Clytie, to me, the most beau

rious visions, in which, in answer to such words i tiful that sculptor ever chiseled. I bought the

of mine, I had felt. her arms around my neck, EClytie‘for the sake of its strange resemblance to

her kisses upon my lips; but they were very far 3 Madge, not in features, but in expression.
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“That night Miss St. Clair played, and song, 5 trees, she had thought I meant the kiss for my

and talked. She exerted every one of her rare 3 future wife. But when Miss St. Clair came she

and peculiar powers of fascination. So far as I i had seen her mistake—seen that what I had felt

was concerned she exerted them in vain. I was S for her had been only what I could feel for any

indiii'erent enough to be amused and entertained g pretty woman. I had made her blush for her

by her, but the hour was past when she could g own folly; for the ease with which she had been

touch my heart. a won, almost unsought. Now, I turned again to

“The next day her lover came. Jove! What 2 her, but she could never marry me. It was not

a man he was to chain that proud woman to his Q at all that Virginie had rejected me; not that

chariot wheels. A than worth, they said, half a § she did not love me; but she could not trust me.

million. It certainly was all he was worth. I§While there were so many beautiful women in

have never seen a more expressionless face—a E the world, so many far superior to her in every

man more utterly void of intellect, of enthusiasm, § way, she must. never, never run the risk of find

of all spirit. save a certain dogged and asinine a ing herself an unloved wife. In vain I entreated

obstinacy. He had chosen her without the shal- her. Gentle and loving as site was, she was firm.

lowest pretence to loving or understanding her; Oh, Hill, I knew then what a woman I had lost.

because she was recognized in the world as a "I left Chestnut-Wood. My mouth was over,

splendid woman; because even his dull eyes and so was the crisis of my destiny. It boots

could see that she was beautiful. not to speak of my sufferings. They were such

“I tell you, Hal, I saw that woman in society as the best friend could hardly sympathize with.

last winter, and it made my heart bleed. Despite I thought then I should never see Chestnut

her heartlessness and insincerity—for which 1 Wood again, but twelvemonths had not passed

doubt not. her thoroughly worldly mother is in a before l. had sought Madge and again striven

great degree responsible—despite these, I be- vainly to change her decision. I came back

lieve heaven gave her, had she not so outraged then with my life’s hope dead utterly.

it, a lofty nature. To see her—with her keen “I have not been misanthropio since. I have

intellect, her aesthetic tastes, her fine organiza- striven to give and receive happiness; but can

tion-chained to the dolt she married is a piteous you wonder at my indifference to the golden

sight. But the best part of her gifts had been winged butterflies of society, when I remem

perverted before I knew her: and in her best bered wltat a woman had loved me?"

days she could never have satisfied my heart. “So you will never be married?" cried Hal,

"She had been gone three days, when at halfsadly.

length I secured an interview with Madge. She “I hope I shall,” and as he spoke, Carlton

had resolutely avoided me; and it was only after ‘ Nowbury‘s smile glorified and transfigured his

a very urgent and positive request that I was face. “If I had not hoped so I could not have

allowed to see her alone. I made to her my borne to tell you this story. Isnw Madge again

humble confession; I unveiled to her all my \ this summer. My four years of lonely waiting

heart. I oti'ered her my love, my. hand, my i had touched her heart. I have at last succeeded

future life. She answered me with pale face 5 in convincing her that her empire over me is

and eyes streaming with tender tears. Sheiunchangeahlc and absolute; and I hope, next

would not wrong her own heart, she said, by 5 Christmas, to present her to you as my wife.”

denying her love for me. She did love me, 3 His friend grasped his hand in a fervent pres

deepiy, dearly. - When I, as it seemed, was but i sure. "May you make her as good a husband

playing with her she had loved me in passionate i as she deserves, and, if you'll promise that, I'll

earnest. When I had kissed her, under the‘ be groomsman at your wedding.”

 

"III

 

M~¢1,1,,,””,~W1~~W1,,4Mw

STANZAS.

BY RHV- GEORGE W. ROGERS.

 

 

 

Trina is a star ’mid henuty's train

Of mild and pleasing ray;

Berorc its light all others wane.

That this bright star may ever reign

Peerless through night. and day.

Like lunlight in its golden streams

'Tiu this fond heart of mine.

There is a power that rules this star,

"fin love within the breast;

It guides to joy. then points afar,

Beyond the dark and narrow but

0f time to sweeter rest.

Tin-re in a heart on which the- beams

(if this bright liar shall shine;

For this it lives; on this it gieama,
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C H A P T E R I. g that makes me a little stupid—you will excuse

Tun hazy softness of an Indian summer sun- it, I am sure."

set shone in through the open windows, filling; "Do not apologize; you were very kind and

the room with a mellow radiance seen at no ; considerate, but I am sorry you took so much

other season. A wood fire was burning on thei trouble,” Mr. Thirstan said, with a peculiar

hearth, which gave an air of luxurious comfort; smile, fully understanding that his sister had

to the apartment, although the evening was not-i spent the night in her easy-chair quite as com

chilly, for the day had been as warm and bright i fortably as she would have done in bed; still

as a return of midsummer. l her intention was afl'ectionnte, and if she had a

.1;he room pas spacizushand llofty, istrnizheg g tendency to dose certainly that could be forgiven.

Witt every e egance w ic wea th an re 116 \ "Do on know where she went?" he asked.

taste could gather around. Carved book-cases§ “Onl; for a little walk, John. Really your

lined the walls—rich crimson draperies were i sudden arrival has quite confused me; I am sure

swept back from the windows—easy-chairs and 3 dinner ought to be ready, Where can Mabel be!

coaches of every description were scattered about, E How tiresome of the child to be out?"

yet there was no confusion, no disorder, every- 1 “Did she say nothing at, all before going?"

thing showed that some hand had arranged the; “Deer me! I cannot remember. How stupid

apartment Will! artistic care- 3 of me, to be sure! You see the gentleman was

A middle-aged lady, comfortably common-place 5 here, and they were talking at the other end of

and placid, was seated in a low chair by thetthe room, or In in the iano"
hearth, her hands folded upon her lap, and a roll i “What genlledtarig?” p

of knitting half fallen upon the carpet with 2 “And I really believe I was Quite asleep when

which a pet kitten was making sad havoc. The 3 she left the room. Go away. Kitty, you have

lady had evidently lapsed into a gentle doze, quite spoiled my work, you naughty little

such as only a truly indolent and matter-of-fact 5 thing!"

person can enjoy in its full perfection. g “Who was here, Elizabeth?”

The other occupant of the room was a tall, 3 “Why Mr. Myers—lie comes very often—quite

sad-looking man, whose restlessness presented a S a pleasant young man he is too. I assure you,

singular contrast to the quiet around. He was i the other day, he took up some stitches in my

walkilrlig hurriedly up alpd dowln the floor, occa- S knitting as nicely as I could have done myself-—

Btona y pausing near t ewin ow to glance outimuch better than Mabel, I am sure, for she

upon the lawn, evidently in momentary expecta- 5 always manages to drop more."

tion of some arrival. Many times he looked im- E “Well, well," broke in Mr. Thirstan; “Myerl

patiently toward the sleeper; then walked rapidly g —Myers! What were you saying ?"

on again, as if hesitating to disturb her repose “About the knitting, of course. Mabel always

At last his impatience seemed to overpower his Q disarranges the whole thing.”

good nature, and he said, abruptly, "Confound the knitting!” muttered Mr. Thir

“It is very strange, Elizabeth, that Mabel E stan, crushing a letter envelope in his hand and

t101ti‘221n01tc‘0meinf:1 _ h h I gflinging it upon the floor. “I ask you, what

e my move in er 0 air—sic was evi- M ers? how came Mabel to know him? where

dently not one of those nervous persons who are g did you meet him?"

startled by any unexpected sound—opened her “ Indeed I don't think I met him at all. Mrs.

eyes Ianguidly, and said, in just the placid tone 5 Anderson brought him here, if I recollect.”

one could have sworn would issue from her lips, 3 “Do you know his other name, Elizabeth? Is

"Did you speak, John?” Sit Philip?"

“I said that it was very strange Mabel did not g “Really now I can’t tell,” returned the lady,

come in. She knew that I was expected!" 3 slowly, quite unmoved by her companion’s ex

“Oh! dear, yes, I should think so. She knew i citement, “I have such a bad memory for names;

that I52; up all night long looking for you— Q but it seems to me it was-—what was it now—
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James, Henry? Well, it might have been Philip, “Excuse me,” said a deep voice, that made

after all." Mr. Thirslan start and clench his hands; “I will

"Tell me all you know about that man !” ex- $ not intrude this evening—another time."

claimed Mr. Thirstan, in a tone which rousedg “Now, come in now!" exclaimed Mabel, evi

  

\
\

\
\
\
\
\

even the imperturbable Elizabeth. i dently leading him toward the door.

“What on earth, John," she began, but beg At that moment a servant entered from the

interrupted her without ceremony. ‘ inner room with lamps, illuminating the apart

“Answer me at once, Elizabeth. Ilow comes ment after the grey gloom; and at that moment

it that I find that man a visitor at this house ‘ the girl returned, accompanied by a young man,

during my absence?" ywho paused near the entrance as if uncertain

“Why I told you; Mrs. Anderson broughtghow to proceed.

him! Is there anything wong? Are you angry, g “Mr. Thirstarf,” said Mabel, “let me present

John?" ‘ g to you a new acquaintance of ours— Mr. Philip

‘-Has he been in the habit of coming here , Myers."

often ‘2” l The young man took a step forward, evidently

“0h! very often. I think they called the day 7 concealing his hesitation under an assumption

after you left—really I think he has been here \ of assurance; but Mr. Thirstan waved him back,

every day since, and that is six weeks ago. lie 3 and stood for a moment looking fixedly in his

rides and walks with Mabel—sings—oh! he isgface.

very accomplished! If you had only seen him Q “How happens it that I find Mr. Myers a

taking up those stitches." fivisitor in my house?" he said, in a cold, hard

“Elizabeth, you will drive me insane! Do, fori tone. “Leave this room, young gentleman, and

one moment, keep to the point of your story!” i never dare to look in my face again.”

“Now you are angry, John, and you know 3 “This is very singular,” said Myers, in a fal

how that always flurries me! Really it is hard, 5 tering voice.

when you have just come home, after my sittingE “No words, sir, but go! I warned you long

up all night too—never closed my eyes, and was since not to approach me; now I bid you leave

so anxious I could scarcely eat a morsel of the my house.”

chicken Margaret had prepared. It isn't right, 3 “If you will allow me to speak with you for a

John I” moment—I can explain "

There were symptoms of tears, so Mr. Thir- “Not a word. Go, or I will have you driven

stan endeavored to check them at once. out like a whipped hound.”

“I did not mesh 10 be harsh, Elizabeth—er “You know that in the presence of these ladies

case me! Only tell me about that man.” you are safe to insult me,” exclaimed Myers:

“Hark, they are coming; I will ask Mabel at “but another time-—-"

once." “I warn you to go!" said Mr. Thirstan, in a

“llush, not a word—here they are." low, terrible tone.

The sunlight had parted from the room, and The young man's eyes fell. He turned toward

the grey tints of evening had gathered round. the door. “Excuse me, Miss Jordan,” he said;

Mr. Thirstan stood upright in the twilight, look- “I regret this, but it is not my fault.”

ing pale and stern; and Elizabeth was quite Mabel and Miss Thirstan had remained amazed

startled out of her complacency by his appear- spectators of that strange scene. The latter was
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ance. - 3 quietly crying, her grand resource upon all occa

The door opened, and a tall, slender girl en- t sions; but the girl had recovered from her stupor

tered hurriedly, exclaiming, i of astonishment had stepped boldly forward,

“Oh, Mr. Thirstan, I am so glad you have 3 “Stop, Mr. Myers!” she exclaimed. “Mr.

come back! You naughty man to stay away so Thirstan, your conduct is ungentlemanly and

long !” ungenerous.”

She ran to him, clasped his hands and held up “Allow me to retire," Myers said, and as he

her lips to be kissedv He greeted her with grave E bowed over her hand he whispered, “you will

affection, but said only, “You are not alone, i hear from me to-morrow. Ican explain all."

Mabel?" l Mr. Thirstan paid no attention to her words;

"Oh, no, where is Mr. Myers? You see we 2 never moved, but stood watching Myers until he

had no idea you would come! Mr. Myers?" and i left the room. When the outer door closed, Mabel

with these disconnected words she hurried out i turned toward him, her cheeks crimson with pas

of the room: and her voice was heard in the hall s sion.

in eager expostulation. i “You have insulted my guest," she exclaimed;
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“how dared you do it, Mr. Thirstnn? It was

a miserable, contemptible act—I blush for you,

sir.”

Still he did not. move, but the harshness of

his face gave way to a strange sadness.

“Hush, Mabel," he said only; “you will be

sorry for this."

“Don't quarrel," sobbed Elizabeth; “pray

don’t!"

“That man, Mabel, is a villain, and I have

treated him as such.”

“I do not believe it!" she cried.

told you so has lied!”

“I speak from my actual knowledge

“I will not,believe it!”

“Mabel, do you think I would tell you a

lie?"

Her rage gave way to a passion of tears. She

threw herself upon a couch and wept aloud:

while Mr. Thirstan sat down pale and trem

bling; and Elizabeth went from one to another

wringing her hands, alternately blaming and

persuading until she grew quite frantic.

After a time, Mabel rushed out of the room

and locked herself in her own chamber, from

whence no persuasions of Elizabeth could induce

her to descend again that night. The dinner

was sent. away from the table untouched, and the

most wretched .night that old house had wit

nessed for years settled heavily down.

“ Whoever
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Mann. Joan/ts had been left while quite

young the ward of Miss Thirstan, who had been

a boyish love of the girl‘s father, and for whom

he had preserved all the illusion which is apt to

centre about the memory of an early affection.

John Thirstan was several years younger than

his sister, still she had been accustomed to look

up to him as a superior being; and when Mabel

Jordan came to reside with them, a wild, high

spiritcd school girl, the guardianship had, in

point of fact, devolved upon him, as Miss Thir

stan made no exercise of her power beyond

spoiling and petting the girl in every way pos—

sible. She had grown up almost to womanhood

under John Thirstan’s care. He had been her

teacher, her companion, and unconsciously to

himself deeper and stronger feelings had stolen

into his heart, which had found no utterance,

and which were perhaps scarcely acknowledged

to himself.

Six weeks before, important business had com

pelled him to leave home, and for almost the first

time Mabel had been left wholly to his sister’s

guidance. With the entrance of Philip Myers
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}into the house, a new revelation had dawned

Eupon the soul of that young girl. She was an

i excitable, impulsive creature, and itv needed not

ilong for that bad man to obtain an nscendency

5 over her, which, for a season, quite overpowered

tthe influence of the past, and the tender guid

once which had aided her hitherto.

Mr. Thirstan had known Philip Myers years

before in Europe—known him as a boy, not a

r

wild, reckless youth, whose errors sprang from

the thoughtlessness of early passion, but a hold,

unscrupulous man, who had never known the

innocence and purity which should belong to

boyhood. Since then circumstances had thrown

them together, and he knew Myers now for a

dastardly fortune-hunter and a heartless liber

tine, who could only have been attracted toward

rlabel by her reputed wealth, and the first blush

of youthful beauty which made her so irresis

tible. '

The next morning, Mr. Thirstan had an ear

nest conversation with Mabel, but he found her

unyielding and rebellious as on the previous

evening. Before he conversed with her along

letter from Myers had been placed in her hand,

gfull of beautiful sophistries and false explana

Etions, which rendered all Mr. Thirstan’s argu

gments of no avail. He made no denial of his

s past errors; but he assured Mabel that she was

E the angel who was to lead him into better paths:

i if she deserted him he was wholly lost. He nar

Erated a well told tale, which accounted for Mr.

iThirstau’s hatred; and as the latter would enter

ginto regular explanation, left Mabel with the

iimpressiou that her guardian had been the one

a most in fault.

A wretched, miserable week passed in the

house. Elizabeth was so completely overcome

by the state of affairs, that she was quite unfit

to leave her room; and Mabel was in a fit of

proud anger, from which no effort of Mr. Thir

stan’s could rouse her. He learned that Myers

had left. the neighborhood, so that there was no

fear of her meeting him, and Thirstan deter

mined to allow matters to rest for a time.

How much he sufl'ered no one dreamed.
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He

looked cold and grave, performing his daily

duties with unchanged serenity: but oh, the

nights of anguish and despair, when sleep stood

aloof, leaving him alone with his misery, seeing

no hope, no release!

When life ends, and in the broad morning of

zthe hereafter we all stand face to face, with

Eevery thought and feeling revealed, how will

Qthose who knew and loved as best start and

3 shudder at the unspoken pains which have been

i the daily companions of each of us, during this
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long pilgrimage, which seems to reach no goal, igate, but there was nothing visible—no sound

no fruition hcrc? 3 met his ear save the low moan of the wind, more

Mabel did not dream that. Mr. Thin-tan loved E sad and ominous than before.

her; had she know it she would not have beeni She could not have passed that way. He

in the least softened or touched! The young g rushed back to the house and entered her cham

are provcrbially hard-hearted: it is only timeEber—it was deserted. He clutched his hands

and long suffering which tench as real kindness 3 together until the nails sunk deep in the flesh,

of heart and sympathy for those who love in ‘3‘ but he was not a man to give way to impotent

vain. 2 grief.

Mabel received letters daily from Myer, and ’ Suddenly he remembered that she must have

was preparing for herself a terrible fate if no 3 gone out of the back entrance, and gained a side

good angel interfered to check her in her reck- 3road from the grove beyond. The carriage that

less courage. § drove up in front had been only to deceive the

I said that a week passed thus—a week in E cars of any watcher.

each day of which seemed concentrated the suf-t Again he dashed on in hot pursuit. It was

fering of a life time. iquite dark in the grove, and once he stumbled

One night Mabel and Elizabeth had retirediand fell, bruising his forehead till the blood

\ . -

early to their rooms, leaving Mr. Thirstan alone S streamed hotly over his face, but he did not feel

in the library. He sat there until late in the E the pain. He gained the road, and saw by the

evening, surrendering himself to the gloomy 2 waning moonlight a carriage driving 05' in the

thoughts which preyed upon his mind, and at ; distance. More time had to be lost. He re—

last he too went to his chamber, and throwing i turned to the stables, roused the wondering

himself still dressed upon the bed, strove to for- i keeper, and mounting his horse dashed off like

get in sleep the misery of the past hours. It i the Wind.

was in vain that he darkened the room andi The fugitives were so far in advance that it

buried his head in the pillow. There was a E took him more than an hour to overtake them.

strange oppression at his heart worse than the g As he rode into a little village, he saw the car~

anguish he had been enduring, a presentiment E riage drive up to the inn, and the coachmnn dis

of ill, not for himself, but the dear one, which i mount to water the heated horses.

nothing could quiet. g A little crowd of the hotel hangers on were

At last he rose, threw open the blinds and E awaiting the arrival of the stage: but there was

leaned out in the night. The moon was setting 3 no time to think of appearances. Mr. Thirstan

round and full, crimsoning the western sky with E flung himself off his horse and rushed to the

a solemn gorgeousness, through which the stars i carriage, threw open the door and called,

shone faint and dim. A low wind sighed amidg “Mabel! oh, Mabel!”

the shrubberies, and died with a mournful. wail t The frightened girl shrunk into the fartherest

in the grove beyond. 3 corner without a word; but Myers dashed him

Suddenly Mr. Thirstan’s quick ear detected a E back with a blow which staggered him for a

sound. He listened while every pulsation of his 5 moment, and shouted to the driver to go on.

heart seemed to cease; again he heard it distinctg Mr. Thirstan recovered himself, and with a

and loud through the stillness. A carriage had Esudden spring dragged the man out and tram

driven up near the gate and paused there. He§pled him upon the ground, while the crowd

rose to go out and held the door partially open. S gathered round in mute astonishment.

Light footsteps glided down an adjoining stair-'5‘ Myers gathered himself up, exclaiming with

case; he could see no one, but by the thrill at 2 a fearful oath,

his heart Mr. Thirstan knew that it was Mabel’s ii “John Thirstan, you have thwarted me for

tread. '4 the last. time!"

For a moment he stood completely paralyzedg Ile threw out his arm—something gleamed

by the blow! The truth flashed upon his mind; Ebrightly in the light of the carriage lamps

the wretched girl was about to dare the worst, ithere was a flash—a quick report—but Mr.

to leave behind the tried love of years, and, g Thirstan had thrown up his hand, and the bullet.

taking her fate in her own hands, go unshrink- E passed harmlessly over his head.

ingly forth and commit it to the guidance of that {E The group of lockers on rushed upon the des

bed man. ‘ perate man and held him down; but Mr. Thirstan

Another moment of reflection, and Mr. Thir- fi said,

stan was down the stairs and speeding through i “Let him go,” and turned to Mabel, who had

the shrubberies in hot pursuit. He reached the i attempted to leave the carriage, but had fallen
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back insensible upon the seat, and lay there s the girl raised her head lnnguidly from the

rigid as acorpse. Ecushions, then let it fall back as if even the

Myers broke away from the men, and when g slightest exertion was painful to her.

Mr. Thirstan removed Mabel from the vehicle, Q Mr. Thirstan had entered the room unobserved

entered it, and before they could interpose had 3 and was standing near her, looking down into

driven away. I gher white face with his mournful eyes, noting

They were forced to carry Mabel into the l the changes which grief and illness had wrought

hotel, and it was a full hour before she recovered i there, and keeping back only by a powerful

from that death-like swoon. , efi'ort the spasm of pain which shot across his

“He is killed," were her first words. “I have 3 heart as he gazed.

murdered him—oh! Philip, Philip, how could \ “Are you strong enough to talk?” he asked,

you do this!” gently.

“lam here, Mabel," said Mr. Thirstan; "here, She bowed her head, while a faint tinge of

and unhurt!” color dyed her cheek for a moment, making

Mabel raised herself and looked wildly around. \ the sickly pallor of her mouth still more appa

“Philip—where is Philip?" she moaned. 3 rent.

“Do not speak of this now, Mabel,” whispered “There is something I must say to you," be

Mr. Thirstan, "we are not alone.” i said, sitting down by her side, then pausing as

Mabel lay back upon the pillows, passive and i if he were in doubt how to proceed. ller hand

silent, like one completely stunned, until a car- 5 was lying over the edge of the couch, and when

riage was driven to the door to convey them i he laid his near it she drew hers quickly back,

home. She made no opposition when Mr. Thir- i but he took no notice, though slight as the

stan raised her in his arms and bore her down Q action was, it. pained him and rendered his task

stairs. She allowed him to place her in theistill more difficult.

carriage, and during that long drive she never§ “I am not going to talk of the past weeks,

once spoke or moved, save when an occasional S Mabel,” he continued, “it would only be painful

spasm shook her frame. E to us both: but events have sprung out of them

It was after daylight when they reached the 3 of which you must be informed.”

house, and they found a crowd of frightenedi She shuddered anew, and put her hand over

domestics and neighbors gathered there, and g her eyes to shut out the light.

Miss Elizabeth in strong hysterics within. Thel “Go on,” she whispered, “I can bear the

stable-keeper had gone to the house and raised ‘ worst. Is it about.~——"

an alarm; and when Miss Thirstan found that She could not utter the name that had been

both her brother and Mabel were gone, with her i trembling on her lips for days: but he under

usual discretion she summoned everybody who i stood and answered her as if she had spoken.

could possibly be roused, and then feeling that “Mr. Myers has gone, Mabel, and he will

she had done her duty, solaced herself with an \ never return."

hour’s fainting and hysterics i “It is better so," she murmured. after a pause.

Even then John Thirstan’s first pang was forl “Go on, Mr. Thirstan, nothing will make any

the suffering Mabel must endure. Her reputa- k difference now.”

tion was irretrievably injured, and there seemed i “I hardly know how to tell you, Mabel, but it

no remedy for the wrong. Smust be done, and better that it came from me

For two long weeks, Mabel lay upon her bed S than another. The scene of that unfortunate

delirious with fever: and when she recovered i night-was witnessed by a crowd of spectalorsi

from that severe illness, she was so weak and E both at the village and here, Mabel ”

wretched that death would have been a relief to E “I know. I lmOWI" she interrupted- “I all

her. Madly she prayed for it; she would atidisgraced, ruined—do you suppose I do not an

times refuse all remedies, beseeehing them togderstand all this? Tell me what to (lo—if I

kill her—anything that she might have release. icOuld only have died- God was very cruel l°

John Thirstan sat and heard it all—her mad E me to force me to live!”

cries for Philip—her execrations against himself. g “Hush, Mabel, do not be wicked and weak

He never once left her bedside, and when she rose 3 We must all live our appointed time, and itil

from it, he was there patient and kind as of old. ; useless to murmur."

“How can I live, Mr. Thirstan? Think what

C H A P T E R III. 5 life will be to me! If I were a Catholic I could

i bury my shame in a convent; but as it is there

It was Mr. Thirstan’s voice, and at the sound l is nothing left for me."
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"There is one way, Mabel, by which these

slanderous stories can be stopped—"

“And that? Only tell me—I will consent to

anything—I will change my name—go away.”

“Not. that, Mabel; something which, I fear,

will be even more painful.”

“Let me hear it—I am ready for any sacri

fice."

“Become my wife, Mabel. Once married to

me, these idle reports will die away of them

selves."

She raised herself on her arm and looked

wildly at him.

“Your wife!” she cried, “your wife—never!"

“I knew that the sacrifice would be too great,”

he said, mournfully; "poor Mabel!”

"Not that. You misunderstand me! Do you

think Iwould allow your good name to be tar

nished by marrying me?”

"I run no risk; if you can marry me I will

try to make you happy.”

"But we do not love one another.

Thirstan, I have no heart to ofl'er.”

“You are very young yet, Mabel, only seven

teen! I do not say that you can ever love me,

but I do not believe this youthful dream can be

lasting.”

“You do not know me,” she said; “I feel how

unworthy that man was, and yet—I love him!

After that can you ask me to become your

wife?”

“Yes, Mabel, without a fear!”

“But you do not love me—you will hate me.”

“Child, child!”

He seized her hands in a tight grasp, while

his strong frame quivered from head to foot.

“I have loved you for years. In taking you

for my wife I feel that I am honored. You are

a noble girl, Mabel, you will be a grand woman."

“You love me! you love me!” she repeated

incredulously. "It seems impossible.”

“I do love you, truly. fondly, as Inever thought

Oh! Mr.

!
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; She extended her hand, and a deep thankful;

ness mingled with the anguish in her face.

“If you will take me. I do dot love you—I

never can; but Iwill be obedient and faithful.

God bless you, John Thirstan!”

He prossed his lips upon her forehead, and

went away, leaving her to her agony and re

morse. They both suffered greatly, but the man

was most to be pitied; he was giving the entire

devotion of his great heart, lavishing it upon one

who disregarded it; and she mourned only over

Ethe wild dream of a few weeks which seemed

geternal, but would vanish in the clear light of

i the morning beyond.

Three days after, they were married: and Mr.

Thirstan sailed, with his wife, for Europe, at

once, leaving his sister behind. Tothe very last

it appeared to Mabel like a troubled vision from

3 which she must wake: and even when she stood

E on the deck of the steamer and saw her native

i shores receding from view, it seemed as if some

Svoice or touch must break the spell and bring

i her back to reality again.
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CHAPTER IV.

A YEAR had passed since their marriage—a

year of much suffering to both. New Mabel had

become more quiet and reconciled to her fate.

Mr. Thirstan’s uniform kindness could not have

failed to make its impression upon the most cold

hearted woman, and Mabel was generous and

affectionate.

Mr. Thirstan had kept his promise. He had

not troubled her with any protestation of love;

though he had watched over her with more than

a husband’s fondness, anticipating her slightest

wish, leaving her little time to brood over the

past, and seeking by constant change to give her

3 an interest in the present.

i Myers’ name had never been mentioned bet ween

them during the whole time, but the thought of
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to love any woman again. I ofl‘er you my hand, him had caused Mr. Thirstan much pain. When

my name. I will weary you with no protesta- 3 his wife looked sad he could but think that she

tions, I will exact no affection. Iwill be yourgwas grieving over that broken dream. Many

friend, your brother; but for your own sakeltttnes during her returns of illness she would

accept this ofl'er." i call for him in her sleep, and there the husband

“It is so selfish—marry you to save my repu- 3 sat and heard it all, giving no sign, betraying

' tation? Oh! Mr. Thirstan, you can never re- l no emotion, kind and self~possessed as before.

spect me." It was late in the fall, and they had gone to

"More if you do what you feel to be right§Naples to pass several months. The weather

than if you hesitate through weak scruples.” E was balmy and beautiful: and over Mabel there

She was weeping now: not passionately, but E came a feeling of con‘tlpntdsuch as she had not

out of the deep contrition of her heart. For 2 felt since her early gir oo .

a time he allowed her tears to fall in silence,§ One morning they were seated in her room

then he spoke again. i which looked out upon the bay. Through the

“Will you be my wife, Mabel?" > open windows the warm sunlight came streaming
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'in, tinging Mabel‘s hair, as she sat with her -‘- “Then I may speak now," he said. “ Mabel,

hands folded in her lap, and her eyes wandering if I did not tell you all at the time, it was be

over the lovely scene without. cause I felt that it would only increase your

Mr. Thristan was reclining upon a couch at a \\ \vretchedness."

little distance, and where he lay the shadowsl “Let me know all. I want to hear for how

had gathered: it seemed as if he had given all \ much I am to be grateful to you.”

his sunlight to brighten her way. He had beené uGratitude is a cold word, Mabel, I did but

reading, but the book had fallen from his hand, 2 my duty.”

and he lay sorrowfully meditating upon the past \ “And that is a still colder one!"

and all that was yet before him to endure. “Then it was because I loved you, Mabel!"

Suddenly Mabel turned and looked at him un- She tried to answer, but could not: and after

observed. A keen pang wrung her heart when E an instant. he went on,

she saw how he was changed. The templesl “I do not tell this to weary you. Mabel—do

were hollow, the eyes sunken, and his month i not turn away from me—I will not offend again.

had that worn, compressed expression which i Get your bonnet and come with me~you will

comes from long concealed suffering. For thegunderslnnd now my conduct better than be

first time she felt what he must have undergone, 3 fore."

and a strange tenderness, mingled with remorse, l They went out of the house, and passed through

wclled up in her heart. the narrow streets into a quarter of the city

With one of her quick impulses she rose from \ which Mabel had never seen. She shnddered

her seat and took a low footstool by his side. at the squalid poverty around, but Mr. Thirstan

It was the first time since their marriage that still drew her on.

she had shown afi'ection for him by any of they They entered a miserable dwelling. and as

thousand trifling acts which are so natural togcended many flights of stairs to an attic, at the

those who love. He turned and looked at her in 5 door of which Mr. Thirstan knocked. An elderly

surprise—for a moment a strange joy shone in S woman opened it at the summons, and Mabel

his eyes, then faded, leaving his face paler than g found herself in a room much more comfortable

before. l than the exterior promised.

“Do I disturb you?“ she asked, timidly. "The poor lady is much worse to-dny,” the

“Never, Mabel, you know it well-" l woman said to Mr. Thirstan; "I fear she cannot

She took his hand and pressed it to her lips. E last till night.”

“May I tell you something, Mr. Thirstan ?"

He looked at her still with the samc.strange,

bewildered expression.

“I want to tell you how deeply I feel all your

kindness—how much I despise myself for my

wicked folly.”

“Poor Mabel!” he said, tenderly. "You have

suffered enough—do not reproach yourself now.”

“I cannot help it—I ought not. Listen to me,

Mr. Thirstan—I want to speak of“ something to

which we have never alluded.”

He understood her, but motioned her to pro

ceed, though the hand she held grew cold in her

grasp. what terrible disgrace you had escaped."

“That man—I want to know where he is—I It was many moments before she could stand,

want something which would thoroughly con- 3 then she shed no tears, uttered no complaint,

rince me of his baseness, and then ” s but stood upright white and still as one who had

“What then, Mabel?” he cried, eagerly. seen an evil spirit.

A strange timidity restrained the words she A cry from the inner room roused them, and

longed to speak, and she answered almost coldly, they heard the attendant exclaim,

“I should be more content.” “She is dying.”

His hand fell to his side. For an instant he i Mr. Thirstan drew Mabel in, and she saw upon

had dared to hope; now the dazzling joy died l the bed awasted form evidently in the last strug

out like the flame of a torch. But his self~con- i gle for life. The dying woman turned her eyes

trol did not desert him, and in a moment he was \ toward Mr. Thirstan, and a wan smile stirred

calm again. her lips.
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“Where have you brought me?” whispered

Mabel. “What place is this?”

“Sit down,” he said. “ Mabel, I have brought

you to see Philip Myers’ dying wife.”

“My God!" She fell into a chair, almost

fainting, but the horror at her heart preserved

her consciousness. “Not then—he was not mar

ried when ”

“Yes, Mabel, he was that woman’s husband

when he sought to win you from your home. I

could not tell you that he was married, for you

loved him, and I wished in saving you from his

power, to spare you the shame of knowing from
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“I thought you would come again," she mur- t Believe me, Mabel, it is better thus! Perhaps

mured. “God bless you, Mr. Thirstan!” gduring this separation you will learn to regard

She strove to raise herself in bed, but she was Q many things very ditl'erently—"

too weak. She said feebly, “ Do not reproach me—do I not suffer enough?"

"That is your wife? Kiss me once, will you?” “I did not mean it unkindly; with my life I

Mabel stooped down and pressed her lips upon i would spare you every pain. But my task has

those of the sufferer. t been a hard one, dearest, my fortitude is giving

“1 can die now—I have seen you again! For- 5 way. I shall come back to you brave and strong.

give me, John Thirstan—pray for me, innocent Tell me that you will be glad to see me!”

irl—God bless-—" '1 “No, no, it. must not be! I will never con

8 The words died upon her lips—a slight con- i sent! I have killed you—I see it all."

vulsion distorted her features, but before the S “No, Mabel, no! You, too, will be better

nurse could reach her side she was dead. 2 alone for a season; you will feel me more your

All that day little conversation passed. Mabel 3 friend than ever.”

could not talk, and Mr. Thirstan was revolving g “I will not consent. I should die before you

in his mind a plan, which he felt it. would be 2 came back.”

\
\
\
\
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better for both to carry out. i “That is because you fear to have made me

Toward evening, she called to him from the 5 unhappy."

couch where she was lying. _ “Not that—it is because I love you. My hus—

“Tell me all." she said. band, oh! my husband, forgive me!”

“There is little to tell, Mabel. That poor~ She fell at his feet, clasping his knees, and

woman I knew when she was a lovely youngguttering words of passionate tenderness.

girl—the daughter of an Englishman who had It seemed to John Thirstan that the old world

married an Italian. I loved her, Mabel, and had passed away, and he stood transfigured amid

then came Philip Myers still a boy—he charmed l the glory of a new morning. He clasped his

her—they were secretly married, but he would 3 wife in his arms, weeping over her tears which

never acknowledge her, and there was some legal S were no stain to his manhood, praying for

informality which aided him in his plot. I lost 3 another word of love—another look.

sight of both for years, till I saw him standingg uMine,” she cried, “you are all mine now—

by your side, Mabel. Since we came, I dis-iyou accept my love-you forgive me!”

covered poor Lucy." g “Mabel—my darling—my wife!”

Mabel was silent still, covering her face with g The last crimson of sunset flooded the cham

her hands. Mr. Thirstan walked slowly up and 3 her, and amid its glory they sat there dazzled

down the room for a time: at length he returned 5 by that excess of happiness which no after time

to her side. i could dispel.

“I have something to say, Mabel. I think, Six months from that timethe oldhonse, where

that, for a time, it would be better for us to be i Mabel had spent so many happy years, was again

apart. I am going East for my health—yon \ made bright. and cheerful by her presence. But

shall select any place of residence you please, git is doubtful if Miss Elizabeth ever distinctly

and have everything to render you comfortable." ; understood the affair; for a long time she used

“How long shall you be absent?" she gasped. i to watch Mabel's every movement, as if she

l
2
\

“Six months, possibly a year." § feared they were in danger oflosing her, but, as

“And I am not. to go? You are ill and wish i the husband and wife seemed perfectly happy

to leave me!” Eand content, she at length returned to her knit

“The journey would be too tedious for you. ting and her cat, serene and placid as before.
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LITTLE ROBERT.

Axons my treasures there‘s a tress It was a weary time ago

Of shining golden hair, That little one was taken,

And in my heart a sweet, bright face, An idol ’mong a happy group

As angel beauty fair. befl, loving hearts forsaken;

The blue eye softly beams Then came the burning tt-srst

“‘ith a love-look in my drenml, Crushed hopes of future years,

As of yore; Weary hours:

And a holy spell comes o’er me, And baby Robert slept

As a white form floats before me Where the mass and myrtle crept,

Evcrmorel With the flowers. 1.. A. 3.
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EVELYN’S LOVE.

 

BY (KATHARINE PROCTOII.

 

CHAPTER I. Sworld would have been without the Arts! I

“Wmcu would you prefer, Evelyn, a wild, i doubt if ever "

daring, adventurous life at sea, or to go through: “But, Evelyn, there is thrice the beauty in

a plodding, hum-drum college course, and then i the sea, if you go for beauty alone, that there

to settle down to the monotony of law or medi- S is in the Iliad."

cine, or, worse still, the ministry?” and here the 5 “But it is not for beauty alone, Henry."

speaker laughed merrily at the absurdity of the§ "Well, tell me," be interrupted, impatient at

latter calling. gher reasoning, “what can you say against a

i

 

It was no difficult matter to detect his prefer- life at sea?”

once in his tone. Evelyn, the quiet, passive, “Much, Henry; you only think of the blue

and intellectual Evelyn, smiled quaintly at his waves, the foam and the salt air, as if you had

question. geontrol of the element, and were unlimited in

“You smile, Evelyn: but which would you? 3 your power to explore and enjoy it.”

Consider that the decision is a momentous one—S “I would be unlimited, Evelyn; there is no

a choice between stupid libraries and professors, necessity of being a fish either to be so, but on

an eternal quibbling and quarreling about Greek 3 such a steamship as your Mrs. Browning tells

roots, and whether Homer was one man or a S of, which

hundred; and after that the dry wading through

Blackstone, 820., and on the other hand the sea,

‘Crushos down the brine

Like a blind Jove who feels his way with thunder.’

I could defy anything."

“I perceive you annihilate all objections to a

sea life: why didn’t. you reason away the hin

drances to a college course 7”

“Because, ma bcllc, my sympathies were not

‘The sea, the open sea.

The blue, the fresh, the ever frcel’

endless waters, constant, wild, tumultuous life

in the fresh air, foreign countries, pirates, mer

maids, Davy Jones' Locker!”

w,,”,,”w'4.”.~,,1/,~/¢¢vv

Here hejumped up from his reclining posture there.”

on the sofa, and walked briskly to the window “Thisis arguing unnecessarily, Henry: neither

where Evelyn sat; the mere thought of sea life ‘ you nor I are interested. Look at this beauti

exhilirated him. i ful—"

“Which would you, little cousin?”

“Why, Henry, what shall I say! Do you fore me this morning; I decide before to-morrow

wish me to decide for you or for myself?" noon. He says he is tired of having me live

“For me, of course." such an useless life, and—l may as well tell the

“And give my individual preference?” whole truth—he fears I will marry Clara Browne,

He nodded. 8 his clerk’s daughter; you know his stubborn

“You summed up college life briefly, Iacknow- 3 family pride." ‘

ledge, but I hardly think justly. You look only Q “But, Henry!" said Evelyn, in amazement.

on the exaggerated darkness of one side, and i " He thinks absence will change me." He

upon the equally magnified brightness of the pressed his lips firmly for a moment, and then

other. You pass by all the ennobling influences} his usual cheerfulness breaking over his face, he

i

i

her. ibreakfast? He deliberately put the choice be~

\

of books, which are the greatest thoughts of the continued. "you have seen Clara; she is very

world’s wisest minds, and only glance at the beautiful and charming—not at all intellectual

obscurities and difliculties of a few. Whether like you, Evelyn, but still very charming. Beau

the ‘blind, old bard of Scio’s rocky isle’ was ~ tiful flowers are not always of the same hue, you

the author of the Iliad, or whether it be a col- know. Some prefer roses, some violets, and,

lection of the songs of many, can make no mate- Evelyn, enlrc nous, I prefer her to any being I

rial difi'erence in its beauty. Don’t always be i ever saw.”

dreadinagothe ‘Greek roots!’ Imagine what the; She grew very pale, and looked almost vaeantly

l
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at him as he ran on. He, careless body that he Q says, ‘30 and win fortune and fame.’ Pshaw l

was, did not notice her emotion, and as hei I thought Evelyn was more sensible."

turned to pace the room, she arose quietly andi Henry‘s decision pleased his uncle. A man

quickly and slipped out the door. g of his swerveless exactness and rigid upright

He missed her, and following her, caught heriness, had little sympathy for a nature whose

hand just as she reached the staircase. motive powers were enthusiasm and generosity;

“Let me go to my room a moment, Henry!" ‘ he had no charity for youthful extravagance of

“No, come back, Evelyn." He led her back. S thought or action, and a situation on board a

“You look so pale,” he looked fixedly at her, i trading vessel was shortly procured for Henry.

and she, unable to control herself, sank on the i Evelyn's thoughtfulness had been exercised to

sofa, and covering her face burst into tears. He i the utmost for his comfort, and, therefore, he

knew not what to do, and so for a moment sat s shed some tears of gratitude on saying good-bye.

gazing at her without doing anything. t “Don't get married,” he said, playfully, “for

“What have I done?” he said to himself, with i Clara and myself will want a maiden aunt to live

a man’s usual obtuseness; and the more he tried i with us,” and laughing in the midst of his tears,

to think the more he became bewildered; mean- i he waved his hand in adieu. He could not un

while Evelyn tried to control herself, and suc- i derstand the flush which painfully colored her

cceded in a measure. g palcness at his words, nor did he see the after

“Pardon me, Henry, it was so unexpected i apathy of pain which prostratcd her for days.

that it quite overcame me. Choose a college i ,

career and do not leave us!” She looked plead- g

i

 

ingly into his face. He called her bonny cousin, 0 H A P T E R I I

and told her how for Clara’s sake he woulds MANY years passed. Henry returned but

win fortune and then come back and have her, s once during the interval, and then spent but

Evelyn, live with them. He would bring her$little more than half an hour with Evelyn, who,

beautiful things from other lands, would write 5 in reply to his eager questioning, told him of

equally often to her and Clara: in short, mnn- Q Clara's marriage. During his long absence he

like, he did all he could—unconsciously of i had dwelt fondly on her constancy, and never

course—to agonize her. 2 failed to imagine her pining for his return. The

If there were no such things as ignorance and 3 shock was not stunning. It was a rude oblitera

misunderstandings, what a deal more of misery E tion of his life’s fairest dream; he saw the sweet

would fall to the lot of mortals! If all were tracery of his hopes melt away like the absorb

clear to the sight, we Would often be compelled ing of frost-work by heat, and yet he betrayed

to read painful but unavoidable truths. He was Q no pain.

happy in his innocence, whereas had he knowns He hardly gave Evelyn time to realize the

the actual state of things he would have been 3 many changes in him, or her greatjoy at seeing

made wretched without the means of remedying i him when he was gone again.

it. 2 Evelyn was frail; consumption was her heredi

After a lengthened statement of his plans, to i tary doom, and her sweet life wasted, as thou

which Evelyn quietly listened, she begged him 5 sands have done from the same disease. But

to hear her for a few moments. ‘ few have the secret heart-wound to accelerate

“Henry, you are almost like a brother to me: g disease which she had borne for years. The

do, I pray you, listen to and follow my adviceiwound was outwardly healed, but the poison

as that of a sister. Free your mind of this wild g lurked under the scar and ate its corroding way

scheme; let no visionary dreams of fortune out- 3 day by day, deeper and deeper into her life

weigh your common sense; there is peril in one a sources.

of your thoughtless nature going away froms It was a rainy October day. Wild clouds

home influences. Your uncle is not obdurate E careered darkly over the sky; letting fall tears

nor unreasonable, he is only hasty; allow me to % of dismay over the faded earth; they were im

plead with him for you!" \ polled by a resistless wind, which shook the

“Never! you little know my pride, Evelyn, if i tallest trees with a shrieking defiance, and scat~

you think I will have one word of his sentence 2 tered troops of faded leaves like flocks of storm

revoked. I have decided." stricken birds. Everything was wet, but the

She left him abruptly before he could attempt beating rain-tears still fell, and the day grew

to detain her. dark long before its close.

“Now she is angry too," said he to himself, Evelyn was at her window, reclining wearily

“Clara is the only one who cares for me; she in her large chair. There were fiery spots on

MWMIMIIM.,
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her cheeks, and a burning brillinncy in heribroke down. It was many minutes before he

eyes; her emaciated hands were locked in herirecovcred from his emotion and regained his

lap, and she looked out upon the dismal garden. 5 usual indiiference.

All the flowers, the hardy, autumn flowers, weres “Evelyn, if I had followed your advice I

prostrate in the wet; the far woods looked to her ‘ might have been a happy man; now I am a

like a rocking sea. gruined outcast, a wreck of my former self. I

The door opened, and a man entered. gum too old to reform, too hardened to repent.

“I knew the old house too well to need show— t Don't worry your pure soul with prayers for me.

ing. I don't intrude, Evelyn?” \ I am past redemption." He talked long in the

She turned at the voice; he hastened to her, g same bitter strain, and at last rose to go.

and, kneeling by her chair, took the two thin; “I shall live only a little longer, Henry, stay

hands in his, and without another word looked i with me." But he only shook her feeble hand,

long at her changed face. She looked only for i and said, “good-bye."

a moment at him, and then closed her eyes. It ‘ Outside the wind and rain grew stronger.

seemed as though she noted every change in him 1 Evelyn bowed her head upon the hard window

at a. glance; while he, stupefied with amazement, i 88M

seemed unable with the closest study to fathom “Not- Olle Word of love—not one kiss for this

the mystery of her strange alteration. It came life-long worship of mine! He might have given

at once, the knowledge of her dying state. He me that little! Oh! God!” The poor voice

drew a chair close to hers, and said, broke down in sobs.

“Evelyn, I can hardly think this is you. I The heart's last vital chord had snapped, and

should not have come bnck now, uncle is dead, the poor heart crumbled into ruin. She lived

but I wanted one more look at your kind face; I t until November. They buried her under frozen

wish it were not so pale." leaves when the air was whitened with the first

“ How haggard you are, Henry!” early snow.

He started at the name. He was indeed hag- “Evelyn, aged 32," is carved upon her simple

gard, not from disease, but dissipation. He was head-stone. There is no record of the bitter,

also older and harder-looking, worldly and cal- g unavailing struggle which ended with those

ions; his eyes had lost all their youthful oheer- t years. Placidly, at last, sleep the weary eyes,

fulness; his voice its manly enthusiasm, and his t tearless and sightless. “Bramble roses, faint

brow and cheek their purity. and pale," long grass and tiny flowers grew over

“Yes, I am changed, Evelyn, even more than 3 what was once all pain and disquiet, but is now

you: you are nearer heaven; and I " lie dust.

\
\
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BY CLARENCE HAY.

 

Srnis'o is waiting balmy odors And its music cannot cheer me

From the sunny Southern seas, With that souheuthralling spell,

And the maple buds are swelling Making earth far gayer, brighter,

0n the tall and waving trees; As it on my spirit fell.

Thorn is music in the streamlets

That are sparkling down the vale,

And a soft and gentle murmur

l-‘tils the dewy evening gale.

11,11

There are loved ones lowly sleeping

’Ncath the cold and grassy sod;

Tho” I know that they are happy,

For they‘ve wandered home to God:

There are fairies in the woodlands But the heart must ever sadden,

Singing all the sunny day, \ When the loved of earth are gone,

As they bring the bright-lined flowers And we miss the voice that gladdrned

From the Sonthland far away; With its fond, devoted tone.

And I know they linger near us,

As the gay hours speed along,

Breathing gladsome spirit music,

Filling every heart with song.

Aye! the Spring is still asjoyous

As it was in days of yore,

But I think of friends departed,

And its music-spell is o'er.

IIJW/

But the Spring brings not the visions There are whispers in each Zephyr,

That it did in days of yore. As it wanders lightly by,

Ero my heart knew aught of sorrow, Telling all the beauty round us

 

Ahl the “dear old time" is o‘er: Is now budding but to diol
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BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS.

 

[lintsred, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1859, by Mrs. Ann 3. Stephens. in the Clerk’s Office of the District Court

of the United States, for the Southern District of New York]

cos-risen raox nos 306.

C H A P T E R V I. t the displeasure in her countenance gave way to

As Mrs. Ransom entered the room with young 3 an expression of sad thoughtfulness. She mo

Hnrst, a faint shudder passed over her as if it i tioned the young man to be seated, and sank

was repulsive to find herself again in his pre- 5 back in her own easy-chair, leaning her head

sence. upon her hand, while her eyes fastened them

Then her face softened as she looked toward 3 selves on the picture over the mantle-piece, as

him; some tender memory was evidently strug- E earnestly as if she were asking counsel of the

gling at her heart, which, fora moment, asserted E face that looked so kindly down upon her. She

its supremacy over the displeasure which his ap- i seemed to have forgotten the young man’s pre

pearance had at first caused her.

“Michael,” she said, softly.

He turned toward her, and she made a move

ment to lay her hand caressingly upon his

shoulder; but, looking in his face, she met the

same smile which had so irritated her when she

saw the young girl blushing beneath it.

“Did you speak ?” he asked.

“It is nothing,” she replied, abruptly; “I had

forgotten that it was you."

“What a charming little dove that was I

frightened away,” he said. “I felt quite guilty

at having startled her so."

Again Mrs. Ransom’s face darkened with stern

displeasure, and she replied coldly,

"I had given strict orders not to be disturbed,

the young lady desired to see me alone."

“A thousand apologies for the intrusion, dear

madam," he returned, with easy assurance, “but

it never occurred to my mind that such a com

mand could apply to me."

"I should prefer to think that some urgent

business made you so unceremonious,” said Mrs.

Ransom, with severity. “Certainly the indul

gence and kindness which I have shown you,

would be a poor reason for presuming to dis

obey my wishes.”

Hurst hit his lip to keep back the angry retort

which her words suggested. He knew her vary

ing moods, and saw that she would permit neither

trifling nor impertinence: and as he had a favor

to ask, he could not venture to irritate her.

i sence, and when he ventured at last to break the

gsilence, looked wonderingly around as if sur

i prised to find that she was not alone.

“Pray where did that little fairy spring from,

Mrs. Ransom? I do not remember having seen

t her here before."

"It is the first time she has ever visited

me."

\ “I hope, at least, it will not be the last, for

certainly she is one of the loveliest creatures I

i ever saw."

E Mrs. Ransom looked annoyed; her foot began

i to tap the footstool impatiently, a habit she had

i when irritated or thoughtful.

“It is not probable that she will come again,”

she said.

“Then you do not know her?”

“I do not. She came, as many young girls

do, from a desire to see a literary woman.”

“But at least you know her name?"

“Really, Michael, your curiosity seems won

derfully excited. Might I be envious in turn,

and ask what brings you here, this morning?”

“I had some business, I believe," he replied,

with a gay laugh; “but to tell you the truth, the

\ sight of so much loveliness has quite driven it

out of my head.”

“Then you will not think me rude if I go on

writing, while you try to recall your errand 'P”

“I see you are determined not to gratify what

you are pleased to style my curiosity concerning

\ your visitor."

,w"NI/Is!

 

“Forgive me, dear lady," he said, taking hers “I am quite unable to imagine how you can

hand respectfully and pressing it to his lips. “I g be in the slightest degree interested in a perfect

believe I am a rather spoiled child, but you know S Stranger, MiChWV’

well that for the world I would not offend you." 5 “Do you think any man would not be bewil

Mrs. Ransom quietly withdrew her hand, and E dered by the sight of an angel?” 8

73
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“You are growing poetical, young gentleman, z “On the contrary, it seems to me that every

something I never remarked in you before." i year I write with more feeling, more earnestness

“Ah, now you are going to be satirical, and 3 of purpose, throwing my whole soul into the task

you know I never can answer your sarcasm." i much more completely than during my youth,

Mrs. Ransom frowned impatiently and took l when authorship was a passion and not a power."

up her pen. “Something more than mere fatigue seems to

“As I am somewhat hurried to-dny you must 2 trouble you,” he ventured to say.

permit me to work. Whenever you have ex-t "What else should?" she asked.

hausted your ruptures, and can recollect yourl “Nothing that I know of. I thought possibly

business, I will listen to you.” iyour visitor had brought you some unpleasant

“I have troubled you so much of late, dear E news."

madam, that I am almost afraid to annoy you i “I have told you that she was an entire stran

again." i ger to me; therefore such could not be the case."

“You know, Michael, that I am always glad “She might have resembled some one whom

to serve you, and I am never annoyed by listen- , you knew formerly. We can never account for

ing to anything in which you have really an in— t the fancies and reminiscences a stranger‘s face

terest.” i ofton arouse.”

“Then perhaps you will tell me the name of g Mrs. Ransom looked up quickly, but the young

your visitor?” said Hurst, laughingly, and with 3 man had averted his eyes. He was toying care

one of those quick changes of manner peculiar E lessly with one of the little ornaments upon her

to him. i table, and seemed to have uttered the words with

“Your jesting is ill-timed," Mrs. Ransom re- 2 no thought beyond the moment

Itlled» BlmOSl' lHIFShlY- “If you indeed deflll‘ei “Your remark is sufficiently true," shereplied,

my advice, you have only to ask it, but I have E drawing a deep breath, like one relieved from a

no leisure for such trifling.” E sudden fear. “Very often the sight of a picture

Hum m°v°d impatiently in bl! Glmll', bl" did i or a beautiful view will arouse the same feel

not venture a reply. Nothing eXcited him BO 3 ings; they seem places which we have seen be~

much as the least opposition to his wishes; and S fore, and remember like objects in a dream, or

in this sudden interest for the youthful stranger some memory from a previous life."

there was something beyond the momentary at- g “That young girl was lovely enough to have

traction of girlish loveliness. There was a vague been the reality of a poet's ideal. I have seldom

suspicion in his mind which he was burning to '5 seen such grace and beauty united with such a

have resolved into certainty; but he knew Mrs. ichildish simplicity of thought and manner."

Ransom's moods too well to venture upon farther i “She was indeed very lovely,” Mrs. Ransom

importunity for the moment. i murmured, as if thinking aloud, “very, very

She had fallen back in her former attitude of i lovely.”

mournful meditation. One saw at a glance that} Hurst had led the conversation back to the

it was no new grief which moved her, but some i visitor in the hope of discovering her name; but

great sorrow which came out of the past, and E at that moment his eye fell upon a card which

had been her constant companion for years, like 5 had fallen near his chair. He allowed his hand

some mournful ghost which no power could dis- i kerchief to drop, and in stooping forward to pick

pcl. git up, managed to secrete the card among its

Hurst looked curiously at her. She was a i folds. Quick as the action was he found an op

singular study during such moments; and heiportunity to read the name,

was a man of sufficiently vivid imagination toi “Miss Gillian Bentley."

weave in his mind innumerable wild fancies \ He felt singularly irritated with Mrs. Ransom,

while watching her protracted revery. lso much so that his fear of offending her was

At length Mrs. Ransom roused herself with an wholly gone.

effort and turned toward him again. “I have an engagement in an hour,” he said,

“You must excuse me this morning,” she “and must. soon go."

said, with a troubled smile, “I really am not; “You appear to find a great deal of leisure

quite myself; I have been writing steadily for 5 time. I think your employers must be very kind

hours, and the exertion has left me strangely 3 to you."

weary and absorbed." i Hurst’s lip curled with a sneer. Mrs. Ransom’s

"One would think that after so many years i remark had evidently called up a new train of

of continued labor, writing would have become i thought, but he said only,

almost a mechanical effort,” Hurst remarked. i “Business men are not given generally to such

Mm’m»
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weakness. I have nothing to complain of except 5 with reckless bitterness; “make me feel wholly

the smallness of my means." base and degraded—I am at your mercy."

“Certainly, Michael, you have had no lack of; “Indeed I did not mean that; were you my

money during the past year; Iwas quite startled own son I should say to you what I am now

yesterday at recalling the amount of your ex- E doing."

pendituros.” i “Can you procure me the money I need i" he

“You do not expect a young man to live like i asked, bluntly.

a hermit, I suppose,” Hurst said, impertinently. g “I shall give you none at present. If you

"Perhaps not; but I expect him to be just to t have wasted the sum I put in your hands, not a

himself and to those who feel an interest in Q month since, on condition that you would con

 

him.” 5 duct yourself very differently, I cannot help it—

“I know of no one who has any in me.” E I am powerless to aid you at present.”

uYou are angry, Michael, and therefore 1 3 “That means you will not!" he cried, angrily.

excuse your injustice.” “This is your boasted kindness; this is a proof

“I am not angry, Mrs. Ransom, but I do not i of the interest you profess for me."

choose to be treated like a child, to have every ‘ "You are rapidly wearing out all such feel

wish thwarted, to he told that I have no right to ings, Michael. Have a care! You, with no op

enjoy life like others of my age." E position, will listen to no counsel. Before long

i

 

“You have no right to allow yourself to be zI shall cease to offer any; but when that time

drawn into extravagances, the demands of which comes I shall have lost all interest in you."

it is out of your power to meet; no man has any ‘ “Let it come." he replied, defiantly, lifting

right to do that." ghis head and looking boldly in her face, while

"You have told me all this, madam, many 3 his eyes grew black and inflamed with anger.

times." l “Let it come! I want to feel that I am entirely

“Do not fear, Michael, that I shall repeat it, o alone in the world—no resource—no friend. Go

I have tried to be a good friend to you; I have i 0", MTB' Rflmwm‘”

had an interest in you for which you could never “Oh! boy. boy, how you wrong yourself and

account, and surely when I see you leading a "16! "MB I deserved this I"

life that I know to be wrong, I have at least a “MPB- Ranfiom, I have 11° lime to trifle; I

right to “postulate,” must have money, my honor depends on that.”

“I will allow no one to play the tyrant, over “You have been gambling again! No, Michael,

me—my actions shall be free.” § I will not aid you. Six months ago I told you

A withering retort trembled on Mrs. Ransom's E that I would never pay another gaming debt, and

lips, but she checked it, she could not find it in E I Will 110%"

her heart to reproach-any one with her bounty. “Then let "19 8°, I must find it Elsewhere!"

and she knew well that Hurst’s only hope was “Stop! Michael, you shall not ledve this house

in her, in a mood like that! You must listen to me—I

“ That is childish,” she said, after a moment’s have 8 right- to demand it."

pause; “a few years since such language could “What right, mfldflllll I admit 110 right- that

be tolerated, but you have grown too old now for g any one has over me”

it to be excusable.” E “I might reply very bitterly, young man; it

Hurst struggled for self-command, At that g is not for your sake that I refrain! Still I have a

moment he fairly hated the woman who had l right—my "50050" for 1‘0" has given ll- 10 me;

been his benefactress. He had that weak, false 3 no parent ever watched over a son more faith

pride which made him rebel against receiving a E fully than I have done over you.”

favor, although he never hesitated to accept it, 5 “Who were my Dawn's?" he “lied, abfuptlfl

nay, even to claim it as his right. 3 “where are they? why have I been left all my

“ Tell me what brought you here this morning, E life to the mercy of strangers?”

Michael?” Mrs. Ransom said, more kindly; “you; Mrs. Ransom made no answer. In her ex

came on business—what was its nature?" i citement she had risen from her seat, and was

“I want money,” he said, sullenly, “and Iistanding directly before him. A strange pallor,

must have it from some source." which in moments of intense feeling troubled her

“More money? Have you forgotten how few face, swept over it then; her large, grey eyes,

weeks have elapsed since your debts were paid, I not beautiful at ordinary times, grew bright and

and a large amount beyond placed in youridark, while her white lips parted in a vain nt

hands?" 2 tempt to speak. Hurst was startled by her ap

“Bemind me of all I owe you!" he exclaimed, l pearance; even through his reckless anger he

1—1”
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saw that some subtle chord in her soul had been z past, Michael? You are raking the ashes from

swept, and that her whole being vibrated to the 5 off a tomb. For your own sake leave the dead

rude touch. to rest in peace.”

"Mrs. Ransom!" he exclaimed. “Dead! Are they both dead?"

“Yes, yes," she repeated, like one who has “Dead to you! demand no more! Learn to

heard a voice from afar, and only sighs out a i live in the present—forget these haunting doubts

faint response from a vain effort to send an an- , which can never be gratified. I warn you,

swer in return; "I hear you-go on." \ Michael Hurst, that you are only preparing for

“My parents,” he said, “who were they?" =yourself misery in the future, by this reckless

Mrs. Ransom shivered down into her seat— determination to penetrate mysteries in which

that is the only word which could express the 5 you have no share.”

movement—she seemed literally like one struck E “No share, madam? Is it nothing that I have

by a mortal chill that. had slowly penetrated to 3 no family—no name? Must I sit quietly down

her heart, closing its pulses in an icy grasp. in this disgraceful ignorance, and be patient he

“Are they alive ?" he questioned “Why have i neath the ignominy which the sins of others

you never spoken of them? Why am I left in have forced upon me?"

the world fricndlcss, an outcast? If I died E “ Beware, young man!" exclaimed M11 Ran

to-morrow there would he no living soul to shed SQm, in a, hollow voice, 1‘ Do not dare to insult

a tear over my grave. I have lived unloved and g the memory of your parents!"

alone, I shall die unregretted and forgotten." E “What have they done for me that I should

The wily man knew well the nature with which 3 respect it? I owe them neither gratitude nor

be had to deal; he knew how every fibre of her i infection, and I will give none! were 1 stand.

.\
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being responded to the least call for sympathy: ing by my father’s grave I would say the same!

yet it W118 not wholly Ill‘l Wlllcll caused his ugh There must have been guilt somewhere, and I

mlitm; he was imPUlSiVQ Mltl excnflble like all am left to suffer the consequences of wrongs iu

imaginative temperaments, and the question 2 which I had no part,"

which he so eagerly demanded had often troubled g “Yes, Michael, there was wrong, deep wrong;

his passionate soul. He felt no tender regret S but it, was not meant—before heaven I assert

for those unknown parents; but the doubt and E that!"

implied disgrace» Which hung 0'" him, hldé “At least I am forced to endure the conse

preyed for years upon his proud spirit: and 3 quences ofthat sin "

perhaps a portion of his reckless conduct was to E “Who Spoke of sin?" broke in Mrs, Ransom,

be attributed to the bitter feeling toward thetwith a pnggionale excitement, strangely at vari

whole world which had sprung from that terrible i time with her usual calm demeanor.

suspicion. l‘Is not wrong sin?” cried IIurst, angrily; “is

“Answer the, Mrs. Ransom. Do not torture not error sin '2"

me by this silence. Is my father living? where “No, no, a thousand times no! Stop, boy,

is he? what is his name?" you have reached a limit beyond which you shall

Mrs. Ransom drew her hand slowly across not pass.”

her eyes, and again that agonized shudder i " Who shall prevent me? I fear nothing!
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passed over her frame. § Perhaps I am bold and unscrupulous: but with

“Your father is dead!" she gasped, “dead! whom rests the fault?—not with me—I refuse

Ask me no more." \ to accept it!”

"And my mother—is she living? Has she neg Mrs. Ransom rose from her seat and paced

kindly remembrance of the child upon whose i slowly up and down, her hands locked together,

unconscious lips she pressed it first tender kiss? g and her eyes cast upon the floor like one strir

Will he allow him to go through life without‘ ing to regain her self-command. Suddenly she

having once known a mother's fondness? Was t paused before the picture which hung above the

she not human? Had she no feeling in common 2 mantle, and raised her eyes to the face that

with the rest of her sex?” beamed so henignantly down upon her. She e:

“Hush! Michael, hush!” pleaded Mrs. Ran- g tended her arms in supplication, her lips moved

som, in a tone of deep anguish: “do not torture 5 in inaudible prayer. At length the anguish died

yourself and me by these wild questions.” 5 out of her face—her eyes cleared—her lips soft

“I have a right. to ask them, lady; I will no i ened into a faint smile that wandered over her

longer be surrounded by this impenetrable mys- g features like a waning sunbeam. She turned

t"! All-“"9" met I beg” 3 hack to the table and sat down, once more calm

“Of what avail to rouse memories of the 3 and self-possessed.
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“We have wandered from our subject, Michael, t he left in moments of anger: but the lady made

let us return to your affairs. Tell me now it hap- i no sign. She was leaning back in her chair with

pens that you are again in difficulty—I wish to Q a sort of stony composure, which at times came

 

know all.” over her, and did not even raise her eyes.

“I do not see why I should account to anyg Hurst muttered an oath and dashed out of the

human being for my actions.” Eroom, closing the door violently behind him.

“Then why have you come to me for counsel?" EWhen he had gained the street, he drew from

“Because you have told me that you were my his vest the card which he had secreted, and

friend, because you have taught me to consider 3 looked again at the name.

you as one to whom I could come with everyi “Gillian Bentley,” he said, almost aloud.

trouble, every pain ” “Yes, yes, I know the name, I see my way

“Then at least do not insult me!” = clearer now—it is a plot worthy of Machiavelli!

"It is I who am insulted by your doubts and 3 Many thanks for that little scene at the gamb

suspicions,” he replied, his passion again mas- g ling house last night; the money was well lost

tering his prudence. Qwhich was the means of my making the dis

"You certainly give me every reason for them i covery.”

by your reckless conduct. Stop, Michael!” she 2 He sauntered carelessly down the street, greet

continued, in a warning voice, as he was aboutging any chance acquaintance with a pleasant

to answer more insolently than before. “I will \ smile or word, seemingly unoccupied beyond the

not sufl'er you again to address me in such lan- i idle thoughts of the moment, so frank and happy

guage, more from the injury which this giving i looking, that it appeared impossible it could be

way to violent anger upon the slightest occasion the same face which an hour before had been

causes you, than from any effect your words can i dark with evil passions.

have upon my feelings.” 3 Mrs. Ransom remained sitting where Hurst

“I will leave you, madam, if my presence is § had left her. What a world of unquiet memo

so distasteful to you.” t ries surged over her face during that season of

“Do not go away with such feelings, Michael; g self-communion! One might have half under

I have faith enough in your goodness of heart to i stood her whole life by looking at her then; she

believe that you would repent having left me 3 usually so calm and gentle, full of tender sym

thus." ipathies for others, searching the bright side of

"It is useless for me to remain here—you i life and turning resolutely away from the gloom,

have lost all interest in me—there is nothing left g now so wan and spent beneath those harrowing

me now." i reflections, which started up before her like

“I have not lost it, Michael, but I confess that E mournful shapes that had, for a time, been hid

your conduct is rapidly wearing away my for den, but now forced themselves out of the mist

bearance. I have borne much from you for rea of the past and intruded themselves upon her.

sons of which you knew nothing; but even thatQ Once she raised her eyes to the portrait, mur

desire to keep faithfully a promise made longtmuring,

years since, will not induce me to compromisefi “This is hard, hard to bear—give me strength,

my own dignity and self-respect." E for I am without strength and without hope.”

“Mine are not to be considered; I am to sub- g So the (lay wore on in Julia Ransom’s solitude,

mit to disgrace, and bear it with calmness—I S and amid all the friends that her genius had

tell you I will not do it! I must have a certain E raised up for her, there was not one with power

sum of money before night, and by some means i to comfort her during that and hour; and she

have it I will.” whose beautiful creations had brought so much

“It is out of my power to assist you to-day, g happiness to others, was unable to find in her

even if I were so inclined; your needs cannot be E own grand soul a single gleam of consolation for

so urgent that a few days delay will be more that irretrievablo woe.

than a trifling inconvenience "

“Surely I must be the best judge of that!

Have the money to-day I will.” C H A P T E R v I I'

“Then you must seek assistance elsewhere, Tm: room seemed to have been fitted up as a

for l have none to offer.” library, for the walls were filled with book-cases,

“Good morning, madam !" he exclaimed, rising ‘ and the tables covered with richly bound volumes

and hastening toward the door. He paused with § and pamphlets; still it was evidently the common

his hand upon the knob, thinking that she would Q working room ofa business man, for near one of

call him back, as she had often done before when i the windows was along writing table surmounted
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by a cabinet, filled with large packages of paperss While he sat there, a low knock sounded at

and deeds. Sthe door, and in obedience to his summons a

Seated by the table was a tall, thin man, in E domestic entered the room, and paused before

whose face there was a singular mingling of the > him with grave respect.

lines and furrows, which long years of constantg “What is it, Peters?" Mr. Lawrence asked,

occupation will bring upon the face, with aserene t after a second’s silence, laying down his pen,

moral composure which would have deceived even i and seeming to rouse himself from some im

a keen observer. ' 3 portant calculation.

But now in that solitude the calmness whichfi “There is a gentleman below who wishes to

a long life of dissimulation had given the coun- E speak With you, sir?”

tenanee was gone, and the undercurrent of pas- ; “Did he give his name, Peters ‘2”

sion showed through like a turbid bottom seenE "Mr. Hurst, sir.”

beneath smooth waters. i “Hurst? What can he want? Did you tell

That man was Nathan Lawrence, the influen~ g him that I was extremely occupied?"

tial partner in the house in which Michael Hursts "Yes, it; but he said that he had just come

was employed, and the person whom the young g from the counting-house, and wished to see you

man had so unexpectedly seen at the gambling E on some business of importance."

house upon the previous night. 3 “Show him up, Peters, and remember I am at

He was sitting with paper before him and‘a , home to no one else."

pen in his hand, but he had not yet written at The servant left the room, and Mr. Lawrence

line, although it was full an hour before that he ‘ again took up his pen, but his hand shook so

had taken his seat there. that he could not frame a letter, although his

The events of the past evening had evidently face looked cold and stern as before. The past

left an impression upon him, which he could not g night had left him strangely nervous; and sim

readily shake oti', for his losses had been large, t ple as was the fact of his clerk calling upon him, ‘

even for one of his great wealth, and he might i he was startled at the sound of his name.

Well pause to reflect upon the consequences of; In a moment the servant again opened the

many nights of misfortune like that. ‘ door, and young Hurst entered with his usual

In the eyes of the world, Nathan Lawrence air of careless composure.

possessed the reputation of being a moral man—2 Mr. Lawrence turned slowly round with his

not religious perhaps in the strict sense of the i most dignified manner, and surveyed him from

word—but perfectly upright and conscientious; 3 head to foot.

to be seen every Sunday in his scat in church, “Good morning, Mr. Hurst," he said, with a

uttering the responses with the utmost fervor, proud blandness; “my servant said that you de

s
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always foremost in every public charity or phil- ired particularly to see me. Business from the

anthropic act which was sounded abroad. In flice, I suppose?"

short, he was a man who possessed the esteemi Hurst returned his glance without faltering,

of all who knew him; and when once or twice g and replied with the familiar ease of an equal,

strange reports had gone abroad concerning him, 3 “Partially so, Mr. Lawrence, partially so."

the source of which no one could explain, they “ The rich man looked at him in astonishment.

had been indignantly refuted by his large circle i It was the first time one of his clerks had ever

of acquaintance, and for a time he had risen s ventured to address him, except in atone of the

almost to the dignity of a martyr from that at- i utmost respect, and he could not comprehend the

tempted persecution. S singular assurance of this young man.

In the business world no man’s credit stood§ “I am very much occupied this morning," he

higher. He was the head of one of the most in- Q said, with pompous dignity; “let. me hear your

fiuential firms in the country, and his slightest 5 message at once."

word was considered equal to the bond of almost$ “I have none, sir,” replied Hurst, with the

any common man. 2 same unchanging assurance, “I always employ

This was the man whom young Hurst had : my servant in anything of that sort.”

encountered at. the gambling house, and had he 5 “Mr. Hurst!" exclaimed the man of respect

known by whom he had been watched, the des- 3 ability, “what is the meaning of such language?

perate condition and daring character of the Q and why have you intruded upon me this morn

youth, he would scarcely have sat at that table g ing?"

with so much composure, dwelling only upon the a “Ah, that is the bore of business; one never

sums which he had lost, for his reputation was s has a moment for himself or friends."

dearer far to him than wealth or life itself. i “Sir, I am not in the habit of classing my
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hired clerks [among my friends. If you have > into that insolently handsome face, pale and

any business state it at once: if not, I must re- k aghast. ,

quest you to withdraw." i “I hope it was not enough to inconvenience

“I met with a little misfortune last night, my 5 you! We must try fortune again to-night, she

dear sir,” said Hurst, coolly seat-ing himself near é may be more propitious."

the merchant, and leaning his arm upon the; Mr. Lawrence struggled for composure. His

writing-table. “I have come to you not only 3 dissimulatiou came to his aid, and except that

as the head of the tirm, but as a man of thelthe deathly pallor did not leave his face, he

world, to consult you.” looked calm.

“Really, sir, this is a strange proceeding. I “You must be mad, young man, I can account

know of nothing in which my advice can be of -‘ for your conduct in no other way.”

value to you; I believe you receive your salarys Hurst smiled again. He knew Well the man

regularly, beyond that I have nothing to do with 3 with whom he had to deal, that death itself

your affairs.” iwould be preferable, in his eyes, to the loss of

“Last night,” continued Hurst, as quietly as i one atom of the respectability which he made

if he were a millionaire, and speaking of some a his bulwark. The youth felt his advantage, and

insignificant loss, “I had the ill-luck to lose a E knew that when the man was convinced that he

thousand dollars at cards—” g had learned all, would cringe for mercy like the

“Enough, sir,” interrupted Mr. Lawrence; “I E poltrooa he was.

will not tolerate a gambler in my establishmenti “Did you stop for supper?” he asked. “I

for aRhoul__"y‘:;'1 are disslllaigdy I th h l §::::;:ieaway, for I had an engagement of im

" e mos 1sagreea e nag in e w oet .

affair," ursued Hurst, as calml as if the other l “Leave this room!” exclaimed Mr. Lawrence;
P .Y \

had not spoken, “is that the money was noti “I will not be insulted under my own roof."

mine.” i “My dear sir, how you misunderstand me!

“You have not dared " ,iThese little annoyances will occur to all the

“Yes; it belonged to the firm. It was very s votaries of the green table: I have no hesitation

careless on my part, but, after all, the sum is so \ in alluding to them."

trifling!" ‘ Once more the man endeavored to intimidate

“I will hear nothing farther, the law will deal i him, though his voice shook as he said,

with you. I am a just man—I thank heaven§ “If you remain here you will be arrested. I

that I can look back on my life without being i advise you to leave the city, or remember the

forced to blush for a single act—but I nevcriconsequences."

falter where my duty is concerned.” 3 “Nonsense!” returned Hurst, contemptuously.

l
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“I knew, of course, that we could arrange the “You forget we are both men of the world, not

little matter at once, and so I tore myself away § grey-bearded Puritans. We must assist each

from a very charming woman in order to call 5 other, Mr. Lawrence; these are but trifles.”

upon you.” i He laid his hand upon the merchant’s arm and

“A gambler and a swindler! Young man, Elooked full in his face, smiling still, but with a

what can your associations have been to leave 3 deadly glare in his eyes, which seemed to fasci

you at this age so utterly depraved? Had you 3 nate the other like the glance of a serpent. An

come to me in a spirit of repentance my feelings i ashen grey settled over his features, he trembled

would hll have been in your favor, but you enter i from head to foot, as if the young man had dealt

my house with insolent bravado, and acknow- \ him a heavy blow.

ledge your theft without a blush. ' Do you know s “You know—you saw!” he gasped. “Good

what is before you! Do you know the penalty of 5 God, my reputation!"

in not like this ‘2" g “My dear Mr. Lawrence," said Hurst, laugh

Hurst was leaning back in his chair, toying 2 ing gayly, “I am sure last night must have

with his watch‘chain, and upon his lips the same 2 shaken your nerves—let us change the subject."

smile of conscious superiority. “Mr. Hurst, I hope you will forgive my rude—

“Even if I were inclined to aid you my part- ness—I was very much hurried. Your afl'air is

hers would not permit me. Young man, you are extremely unpleaant, but I will endeavor to

ION!" conceal the loss from my partners, and will help

"The money you mean, my dear sir. Apropos E you away. What say you to New Orleans?—

of losses, I was sorry to see last night that you i charming place.”

were as unfortunate as myself.” i All this was uttered in a breathless haste, still

The merchant dropped his pen, and sat gazing i more apparent from the other's composure.
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“Thanks, but I have no desire to leave New

York—quite impossible to exist elsewhere."

“You cannot remain here! I am very willing

to help you; I have always felt an interest int

on; I assure you money will be no object, and i

am certain that my secret—"

“My dear Mr. Lawrence, how little you know

me! I have completely forgotten the events of

last. night, or shall have done so when we have

replaced that little check—we will not refer toi

it again. I am glad to have met you this morn- t

ing—in the confusion of business men have noi

time to become acquainted. I hope I shall have

the pleasure of seeing you thus agnin ?"

“Nothing would gratify me more," returned

the merchant, with trembling lips. “Mrs. Law

rence receives every Saturday—I shall be happy

to present you."

“And I to avail myself of the invitation. You i

know Mrs. Ransom?" Q

“The authoress? yes, very delightful woman.”

“A most intimate friend of mine; nothing

would gratify her so much as to know that you Q

considered me your friend." i

"Delighted to hear that; she so seldom goesi

out—~genius has its peculiarities." i

The wretched man was so ghastly and whitei

that his appearance might have softened his 3

deadliest enemy; but the youth in whose power i

he found himself knew no relenting, he liked to z

taste his revenge drop by drop, and would never 5

cease while there was still a chord in his victim's i

heart that could be wrung. g

“By-the-way, Mr. Lawrence, do you know Mr. 3

Bentley 2”

“Well, very well; an extremely rich man.

“I know that he has a charming daughter,” 3

replied Hurst, laughing again, “I met her atMrs. Ransom’s. Perhaps you would present mothere?” 5

The merchant paused for a moment, writhing l
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under that assumption of power; but Hurst’s

eyes were still fixed upon him, and he could only

falter out,

“With pleasure, of course."

“Indeed I must say good morning," Hurst

“On Saturday you say Mrs. Law

rence receives!”

“But this thing—you understand!" exclaimed

Lawrence, catching him by the arm. “Tell me

that my secret is safe—money—anything—namo

your terms.”

“Do not insult me," returned Hurst, coldly,

“between equals such ofiers are not endurable."

“Excuse me—I At least the check shall

be sent down.”

“Of course, of course!”

“May I mention one fact?”

“I shall listen with pleasure.”

"I shall be delighted to receive you at my

house; but it is quite possible that you might

prefer to give up your situation—I shall always

be willing to assist you in any way."

“I am infinitely obliged. If I decide to leave

your establishment, I will come and talk the

matter over with you. Good morning, Mr. Law~

rence! On Saturday? Till then, an revoir."

He passed out of the room with the same care

less ease and went down stairs.

The merchant fell back in his chair completely

exhausted by the excitement of the last hour.

He looked like a man just recovering from a ter

rible illness. When he strove to rise from his seat

he fell back, covering his face with his hands,

and murmuring broken words of despair.

Hurst left the house and returned to his home.

His face was lit up with fierce exultation, and

his eyes fairly blazed with light.

"This is the beginning,” he muttered, “and

it promises well! The fair Gillian is almost

reached—patience, patience, the end is not far

off." (To an cos-usurp.)
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BY MRS. PIDSLEY.

 

To feel that she is slighted

By one must dearly prized—

That all her self-devotion

Is nothing in hll eyes—

To hear the words of anger,

Tho’ she deserves them not;

To bear with harsh nnkindneu,

1| often woman’s lot.

To see her slightest error

Converted into crime,

Whilst even then she dares not

Weep, murmur, or repine;

~..~WM,,,,M

To know his vow is broken—

That he is falthless now—

And yet to be npbralded,

If grief is on her brow;

'1'0 soothe the hour of anguish,

And be repaid with scorn;

To hear severely chidden

The tours from sorrow drawn,

To feel her long enduring,

Her patience—all as naught,

Till hope itself is blighted,

I: often woman's lot.



TO CROCHET A MAT

WITH BORDER OF CROCHET ROSES.

 

BY BIB-S. JANE WEAVER.
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MATERIALs.—-One spool white crochet cotton, a loop made by last row of ch. Repeat until the

No. 16, one spool pink crochet cotton, crochet 3 row is complete. 4th rem—Make a ch of 5—

hook. This is an original pattern. 3 loop it in the stitch occurring between the leaves.

Foa 'rm: Mun—With the white cotton make a i Repeat until the row is complete. 6th rem—2

ch of 6. Join. Work in d c, widening enough 2 s c, 6 d c worked same as 3rd row. 6th row.—

to keep the work flat. Make the centre of mat ; Same as 4th row, only making the ch 6 stitches.

any size you may see fit. . g 7th row.-—-l s c, 7 d c, 1 s c worked into each loop,

FOR THE Banana—Use the pink cotton. 1st ? same as 5th row. 8th rem—Make a ch of 7

rem—Make a ch of 6. Join. 2nd row.—Make < stitches, loop in as before. 9th row.—1 s c, 8 d

as ch of 5, work it in the circle made by the first l c, 1 s c in each loop. Fasten off the thread

ch, then 13 ch of 4. Repeat until you make five z carefully, and the rose is complete. Make enough

holes. 3rd row.—Then begin to make leaves by of these roses to form the border, sew them upon

making 1 s a stitch, 5 d c, 1 s c worked in the the centre of mat already made.
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TO KNIT A SOFA—CUSHION.

 

DY HRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

Tnis cushion is to be knitted in stripes, each ‘ without knitting pass the thread back of these 4

stripe of a different color; the color to be selected i stitches, and knit to the end of the needle.

that they may contrast prettily. Materials re; 3rd Rom—Knit 9; thread forward, take ofl'

quired, 1 oz. of each color, (single zephyr) pair g next 4 without knitting; thread back, knit to

bone needles. This is an original pattern. t the end of the needle.

Cast on 18 stitches. Knit in garter stitch. t 4th Rom—Same as 2nd.

lst Rom—Knit plain. i 5th Rom—game as 8rd.

2nd Rom—Knit 5 stitches, take ofl‘ next 4— 6th Rom—Knit 5; now knit the 4 stitches
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382 TO CROCHET A TIDY OF ZEPIIYR.
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which have been taken of with knitting hereto- 5 up the four stitches forming the cord, upon the

fore; turn the work round and purl those 4ileft needle, again taking those fourstitchcs which

stitches; turn the work back again and knitiyou passed upon the right needle, back again

same 4 stitches plain. Repeat (knitting the four l upon the left one. The work is new properly

stitches only; one row plain, next pnrl,) until i arranged to knit the remaining stitches of the

you have knitted twelve rows; then throw the gneedlo. Repeat from the 1st row. This arrang

thread back and knit off the 5 stitches remaining i ing the cord from right to left, though rather

upon the left needle. Next row,.knit 6; now complicated, will be readily accomplished by

pass the right needle through the 6th, 6th, 7th strictly following the directions. Knit the stripes

and 8th stitches of those remaining upon the left i the length of the cushion you wish to cover. Sew

needle; let it remain in those four stitches; then 3 them together. Let the under side either be

slip otf ot' the left needle the four stitches which E knitted plain, all one color, or cover it with silk

form the cord. Do it carefully. Now the four i or satin some dark shade. Finish the corners

stitches (through which you passed the right i with tassels in groups of two’s or three’s. They

needle,) slip oil the left upon the right, and take 5 may be either of worsted or chenille.

 

- WWW..... ,twlvwfiv
.m . , ,""" ' ' " " ' '* “i 1' .. . III! Ml{4i(r0v‘4p‘
MF‘Zullllllrzmlmlh I n #334.”- 1 q,
M, r 3.} N'W' Mw”

"m
an"

“0'
m

  

’M/Av-N,N/,W¢,MW~w~/,W~,r,,’/Av

TO CROCHET A TIDY OF ZEPHYR.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

MA'rnm.\Ls.—Half oz. black single zephyr, i4 stitches in s 0 over the cotton. Take up the

four shades scarlet, half oz. each, 5th, or lightest % cotton, (holding down the zephyr as you did the

shade one oz., half oz. white tidy cotton, bone 3 cotton) and work 4 stitches in s 0 over the zephyr.

crochet hook. t Repeat this until the row is complete. Join the

With the black wool make a chain of 3 stitches. g next shade, work in the same way, observing to

Work 7 rows single crochet stitch, widening i work the first zephyr stitch over the last. cotton

enough to keep the work flat. 8th rem—Join i one, then do the 4 stitches as before. This makes

the cotton, work 8 rows in d 0, working the last the cord. Repeat until you have worked in all

3 rows very loosely—l row in s 0. Join the ~' the shades, (allowing 1 shade to every row.) 1

black wool, work 1 row s 0. Join the darkest row black in s c, 1 row black in d 0, doing it in

shade of zephyr and the cotton. Lay the cotton groups of 8 stitches with 2 chain between each

close down upon the last row worked, and crochet group. Join the darkest shade, work in d 0 same
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new

as black row. Repeat until you have worked in ‘ those 7 ch stitches in s c *. Complete the row

all the shades, (l shade to each row.) Edge the g in this manner. 91h rent—Join the darkest

whole with 1 row shell stitch, making 9 stitches E shade, work in d 0 round the points made by the

to the shell. This edge is to be of cotton. \ 7 ch stitches in 81h row, doing the intervening

F011 “run Css'rns Pmcn.-With the black wool s stitches in s c. Repeat until you have worked

make a chain of 3. Work 7 rows in a c, widen- g in all the shades. Sew this piece to the centre,

ing enough to keep the work flat. 8th row.—* E and the tidy is finished. This is an original de

Work 8 stitches s 0, make 7 ch. Work back on 3 Sign.

 
M”,’M¢,m,~-V/.v¢rr Mm

\

CROCHET LACE.
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NEW PATTERN FOR DRESS BODY.

 

BY EMILY H. "A!

 

 

‘Trns is one of the newest patterns which hasappeared in Paris. Its peculiarity, it will beE

seen, is in the shape of the point behind, nnd in E

the mode of trimming, which consists of bowsg

of ribbon put on in the butterfly style. *

s. ,,,’,,WM. . "v,a,

  

No. 1. HALF rm: Fnos'r.

No. 2. HALF 'rns BACK.

No. 8. ONE SIDE-BODY.

N0. 4. HALF 'rus SLEEVE.

Where the dotted line goes, a cufl‘ is to he put.

,¢’M~/”M~

FOR BOTTOM OF PETTICOAT.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.
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BAG IN VELVET AND SILK EMBROIDERY.
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Lsmns have long felt the necessity for some 5 for a contribution to a fancy fair, or for pre

eonvcnient receptacle for containing the purse, Esentotion to a friend. We have copied from a

the card-case, &c., as the pockets in the dresses i hate English journal, is design for one of these

have mnny drawbacks. They are very inse- i useful little articles, which is extremely pretty

cure, the white under-sleeve becomes speedily i when completed. It is intended to be worked

deranged. and the flow of the skirt is injured s on velvet in silk embroidery, and allows some

by the weight. Fashion has at last come to their 3 diversity in the arrangement of the color. The

lid, by giving her sanction, in London, to the g group in the centre they be worked either in

introduction of the Dog, the adoption of which i white silk or mnizc color, on a velvet of crimson,

will, no doubt, become very general. It. adds i green, violet, or blue. The scroll round is in

nnotbcr to the list of ornamental novelties, either I gold braid, a double row of very narrow, or one

Von. XXXV.—24 386
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386 A BEA!) BRACELET, WITH A GORDIAN KNOT.
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row of the width given in the illustration. The ; one for each side and one for the bottom. These

filling in round the medallion may be with either i ought to be formed of silk the color of the velvet,

silk or fine gold cord, and the spot worked in s with a mixture of gold in them. This bag, when

silk or a gold bead. Three tassels are required, 3 completed, is both elegant and useful.

A BEAD BRACELET, WITH A GORDIAN KNOT.

 

BY MRS. JANE wnavnn.

z explanation is as followsz—One end of the cord

i must be held in the left hand, and with the right

Shand the other end must be taken, to form n

iloop from left to right by passing underneath

the end of the chain held in the left hand. A

  

.//.-/w¢,4’rn—/h-I'”~n”.,,1,”,

This bracelet is pretty, and suitable for a

young girl. It is composed of small garnet

beads, (for mourning, of black beads,) and of

blue turquoise heads; the last named produce

a charming ctfect. The work is made like a 3 second loop must be formed, smaller in the mid

chain, and forms a double circle with a Gordian S dle, and larger at the side, passing underneath

Knot. Procure some very fine elastic cord, of i the first one. They must not be drawn tight;

the same color as the beads, cut-ting six pieces \ then you bring your cord to the left hand loop,

of equal length, and forming of these twelve i making it pass over, then under, then over, then

strands. To make the chain you must fasten i under, and join the chain in slipping the cords

the two extremities, passing one of the cords in l through the beads, and fastening them. In order

the side bead. The knot must be made before i to pass the beads on the cord, use a needle

closing it, and it is more readily done upon a \ threaded with double silk, which must be drawn

table. You will be successful by following ex~ through the cord. Small beads are generally

actly the form of the design, (out No. 2,) but the i passed on silk in this way.
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BABY'S SHOE.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

In the front of this number will be found a de- Q mere, only that between itself and its lining a

sign for a baby’s shoe, for which we are indebted l couple of thicknesses of flannel should be intro

to one of the late English journals received at this duced.

otfice. The pattern is the one at present adopted It is then neatly bound with a narrow ribbon.

in Paris. The material is cashmere worked in i The upper part being also lined with one thick

ingrain Berlin wool. We recommend that colors 2 ness of flannel instead of two, is also bound,

should be chosen that will bear the roughest being slightly drown in round the front part ot'

usage. Ladies can make up this little shoe with the shoe, and thus the two edges are neatly sewn

perfect ease, as the sole is formed of the oash- together.



SILK BASQUINE FOR A YOUNG MISS.

 

BY EMILY H. MAY

 

Tms is a very pretty and seasonable article,

and one which will be quite fashionable this

spring. The material is black silk. For a young

Miss, from ten to fourteen, this basquine is par

ticularly suitable. The following diagram will

show how the basqnine is to be cutout.

N0. 1. HALF or Fnos'r.

No. 2. HALF or BACK.

No. 8. Ham 0! Suanva.

N0. 4. SIDE-PIECE UNDER Ann.

It is this last piece, which forms the side of

the garment, and is inserted between the front

and back, which gives to the basquine that

graceful fullness, that is one of its principal

recommendations.

The sizes of the various pieces are marked, in

inches, on the diagram. It is best to cut the

pattern first in paper, according to the size here

given, and then enlarge, or reduce it, till it fits.

The size we give will fit most girls of twelve

years of age.

We give this, in answer to a request from a

subscriber. We are always ready, in this de

partment, to give patterns such as our friends

may desire. Our wish is to make this feature

of "Peterson" unrivaled.
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WINDOW GARDENING.—NO. I.

 

BY was “HORTICUI-TURAL EDITOR."

 

  

NOTHING is more cheering and beautiful at a 3 rooms may be made gay. By judicious prepa

drawing-room window, than a cluster of crocuses E ration, the sparkling Von Thai tulip, and the

mingling their petals of purple and gold, or a S delicate China primrose, and the elegant Persian

group of crimson hepatiese, or of the delicate 3 Iris, might be made to minister to the varieties

snow-drop. But much as we delight in such 5 of form and hue that should enrich our Buhl

glimpses of nature, we cannot say that we ad- 5 “j'ardr'nicrre,” or simple flower-stand, er simpler

mire these favorite flowers when seen issuingt window-sill.

from symmetrical apertures in a china hcdge~i The proper season to prepare asupply of these

hog or a delt' beehive. It is painful to con-iwindow flowers is October, and it would be

template them when they are reduced to such well for our fair readers to lay this article by.

artificial contortions. A far more agreeable \ to be ready for the suitable season, Near cities,

efl'eet is gained by a much simpler arrangement. i or even large towns, nurserymen can be found,

if the reader refers to the illustration it will be ‘ who will be able to supply hyacinth bulbs and

found that the flowers issue from a tuft of rich other suitable window flowers, just in a fit state

moss, confined within a slight, green basket- to remove to the drawing-room.

work, as from a natural bank. In selecting a stock of crocus corms for no“

But it is not with the crocus alone that our season, we would recommend the following kindle
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Ln Neige, (large snow wliile,) La Puritaine, {Dutch Yellow, (rich gold color.) and lastly, the

(cream, with purple tube,) Snlplinrions, (pale g Cloth of Gold, (yellow striped rich brown.)

yellow,) David Rizzio, (deep pnrple,) Ponrpre§ In our next article we shall describe several

superbe, (globe-formed, pm~ple,) Urnnia, (the g kinds of pendent baskets; these we shall accom

richest of the purples,) Sir W. Scott, (the largest 5 puny with illustrative designs, and n copious

of all the species, white striped lilac,) the Great ‘ list of beautiful plants of “pendent habit."

w””l/’IIINWI~II/N”IIII/Ilv‘wfl'm

LILY OF THE VALLEY.  

Tans is a'benntiful pattern for embroidery, q'chief, it looks extremely well. We have used

which may be used for a variety of purposes. ta succession of them also to work around the

Worked in colors, in the corner of a. handker- ‘ bottom of a white, evening dress.
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EMBROIDERY FOR BABY’S CAP.
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ALPIIAILu‘T FUR MARKlNG.
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ALPHABET FOR MARKING,
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Comebacktomewhenpleasuresthatnowwonthee Shallbringthepain.shallcausetheanguishwild;

I’llsharethygriefastrueaswhenIknowthee

Thebright,thebeautiful,thehappychild.

Oh!shouldonedreamofthesweetpastcolnoo'erthee,

Andwakeanechointhymemory,

IcalltotheebythatpureloveIborethee—

Thatloveunchang'd—Comeback,comebacktome!

  

_,.I

2.

Comebacktome,forsummerfriendswillleavethee

Alonetomeetthecomingwinter'sshower;

Thetrustedmostwillyetthemostdeceivethee—

Thou'ltfindathornwherethouhastsoughtaflower.

Comebacktorue—thyimagestillisbeaming,

Enshrin'dinnature’sinmostsanctuary,

Assomebrightstarthroughmidnightdarknessgleaming,

Tolightthewsy.—Comeback,comebacktome!
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calltotheebythatpureloveIborethee,Thatloveunchang’d,Comebacktome,comebucktome,comebacktome!

_
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collavoce.T-?
Comebacktomewhenjoysarefailingroundthee,

Andsir-builtcastlesfalllikeautumnleaves;

I'llweaveanewthetiesoflovewhichboundthee— Thebrightestwebwhichlovingmein'ryweaves.

Oh!cometome,noraughtofearthlysorrow

Shallwakeasighorcastashadeonthee;

ThelightofHopeshallcheerthedawningmorrow,

Andshinethroughlife—Comeback,comebacktome!



EDITQR’S TABLE.

EDITORIAL CHIT—CIIAT.

W110 .tar. YOU GOING TO Martini—Yes, who are you going

to marry? None of my business? Well, perhaps not. but

after a fashion I shall make it my business. I repeat, who

are you going to marry? That fop who sits opposite you

with the foot of an opera dancer in his month? That simper

ing fellow who takes you every other night to the theatre

or the ball-room, and treats you afterward to an expensive

supper? Heaven pity your future!

“ Men." say some, “conceal their real sentiments. habits

and opinions for years.” Don't believe- it. The truth is. most

womendwfiwo marriage, encourage looseness and familiarity

with rice by their foolish inconsistency. They treat the oc

casioual glass, the occasional cigar with elegant raillery:

smile as they protest, and end by saying that “men are so

different from women!" How can this be? Has God made

any promise—left any margin for the delinquency of men?

Has [to said, thou woman shalt not swear—thou woman

shalt not commit adultery? Is there any better reason

why a man should muddle his brains with cigar-smoke

than that a woman should indulge in her pipe of tobacco?

Is it really any worse for a man to get beastly drunk than

for a woman? Away with these excuses for sin! Stop

that everlasting twaddle that such and such persons are

excusable because they are men. It has ruled the world

too long. It has trained too many recruits for Satan’s

army.

But “bi-nit this matter of finding out who you are going to

marry. there seems to be a shrinking from all serious thought

upon the subject.

“I like him very much, and am determined to have him!

I have called to see if you knew anything against his cha

racter; but if you do you musn’t tell me, for I shau‘t believe

you. I’m going to be married because—well, because it"s

customary, and I don't want to be an old maid. Besides, I

shall have some one to pet me, to wait upon me, to stay at

home with me when I am sick, to be devoted to me alone.

and, in fact. I rather fancy being styled a married woman.”

"But you don't consider what a serious thing it is to unite.

your destiny with that of a. stranger. How do you know

what his habits have been—who his acquai ntanees are—where

are his haunts? If they are bad, after the uoVelry of the

marriage life is over—after he has presented you to the

world as his prize—after he has seen that your wants are

sufficiently or insufficiently attended to, he will return to his

old manner of life. No matter how lovely you may be, or

how accomplished, you are chained. A helpless babe lies in

your bosom; hands and heart are full: and if you have made

a mistake in your choice; or. if you blindly married him

when you knew, or had reason to fear, on the representations

of those who loved you, that his course had been a vicious

one, God help you! But- don‘t say, if you married him in

utter ignorance of his character. that you never dreamed of

this neglect—this loneliness—this suffering—these lt'tll‘ii—

his iuditl'erenee. perhaps brutality. Were you destitute of

common sense that you took ey'erything for granted? What!

it would not have been modest nor delicate to make such in

quiries? Are you too modest, too delicate new for his re

proaches, his taunts, his desertion?

Girls. for the sake of purity. be as modest, an sensitive, as

God intended you should be; but be sure that the man to

whom you are about committing yourself for life. has. to the

full, these indispensable qualificatimis for a happy and holy

wedlock. a belief in the word of inspiration, and a character

that will bear the strictest investigation.

“IIIflWVWWfNMW/NM-\JJJ‘.’4‘/.III'

WWNIIMMM‘WWNVIINVMWNIIJIJJJlN-rJ-IA'J-Ilw/ril{IllAWVWJ‘NIIINJIII-IJ‘I-wrrrlfrlr/MvWIIII/IJIIJMNI>

“A'r Sr..\.”—Under this head we find the following poem

floating through our exchanges. anonymously. Who is the

author? Surely no untried hand wrote it. How full it is

of pictures! We know not in what- way it may affect you,

fair reader, but parts of it brought the tears to our eyes,

though we pass for rather a stern specimen of manhood.

Midnight in droar New England;

’Tis a driving storm ofsuow—

How the casement clicks and rattles,

And the wind keeps on to blow!

For a thousand leagues of coast-line,

In litfnl flurries and starts,

The wild Ncu'tb-l-iaster is knocking

At lonely windows and hearts.

Of a uieht like this, how many

Must sit by the hearth, like me,

Hearing the stormy weather,

And thinking of those at sea!

Of the hearts chilled through with watching—

The eyes that wearily blink,

Through the blinding gale and snow~drift,

For the Lights of Navesinltl

How fares it, my friend. with you?

If I've kept your reckoning aright,

The brave old ship must be due

On our dreary coast to-uight.

The fireside fades before me.

The chamber quiet and warm-—

And I see the. gleam of her lanterns

In the wild Atlantic storm.

Like a dream ’tis all around me—

Tlie gale, with its steady boom,

And the crest of every roller

Torn into mist and spurne—

The Sights and the sound of Ocean,

On a night of peril and gloom.

The shroud of snow and of spume-drift,

Driving like mad a-lee—

And the huge black hulk that wallow:

Deep in the trough of the sea.

The creak of the cabin and bulkhead

The wail of rigging and mast—

Tho roar of tho shrouds, as she rises

From a deep lee-roll, to the blast.

The sullen throb of the engine,

Whose iron heart never tires-—

The swnrthy faces that redden

By the glare of his CttVt'l‘lmd fires.

The binnacle slowly swaying

And nursing the faithful steel—

And the grizzled old quarter-master,

lIis horny hands on the wheel.

I can see it—the little cabin—

Plainly as if I were there—

The chart on the old green table,

The book, and the empty chair.

On the deck we have trod together,

A patient and manly form,

To and fro. by the foremost,

Is pacing in sleet and storm.

Since her keel first struck cold water

By the stormy Cape‘s clear light,

’Tis little of sleep or slumber

Hath lain on that watchful sight

And a hundred lives are hanging

0n eye and on heart to-night.

Would that I walked beside him,

This hour, on her Wintry deck,

Recalling the Legends of Ocean,

0f ancient battle and wreck.

But the stout old craft is rolling

A hundred leagues a-lee—

Fifty 0f suow-wreathed hill-side,

And fifty of foaming lee.
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I cannot hail him, nor press him

By the hearty and true right hand——

I can but murmur—God bless him!

And bring him safe to the land,

And send him the best of weather,

That, ere many suns shall shine,

We may sit by the hearth together,

And talk about Auld Lang Syne.

Vuusnsn.—Thc old myths. that frightened children and

shook the nerves of sensitive people. are gradually dying

away. Old sayings still hold their own, hmvever, and many

a man of strong frame and good sense, chuckles with an in

ward delight as often as he sees the moon over his right

shoulder. If he should happen to greet the gentle goddess

with a left-handed glance, he says nothing to nobody.

The solemn preface of the ancient morning story—last

night I dreamed, when with spectacles atop her Roman nose,

and grey hair parted under her snowy cap-hill, the dame of

nearly a century prophesied of coming good or evil, is seldom

listened to with pleasure in this enlightened age. Mysterious

knocks heard in three distinct reverberations against the

top of some worm-tenanted, high-posted, long-curtained and

long-venerated bedstead, come no more as the. solemn ushers

of the slow-moving house, to warn the family that they must

so-on go weeping over their dead. The haunted room figures

only in traditions of broken-backed castles crumbling to de

cay. and dilapidated mansions long since. leveled to the dust.

Some clingers to musty chronicles still delight in arousing

the story of some fancied ghost, which, very strangely,

always appears in the costume of its age: though the clothes

it then wore. leather brooches, top-boots and all, have min

gled with the elements a century ago. Others delight in

pointing out strange dark stains, which, with an air of owl

like wisdom. they say can never be washed out. because it

is murdered blood. A carpenter‘s plane in such cases would

be of service. We suggest this for the benefit of those who

believe such spots indelible.

Tn: Wavsamv Novsts roa 'rnr. Musics—That enterpris

ing firm of book-publishers, T. B. Peterson 8: Brothers, has

just begun an undertaking, which cannot fail to be as pro

fitable to its projectors, as it will be beneficial to the reading

community. We allude to the edition of Sir Walter Scott’s

novels, which is advertised on our cover, and which is to be

completed in twenty-six volumes, at twenty-five cents a

piece. These volumes are printed in double column octavo,

and each will contain about one hundred and twenty-five

pages. The entire sett of twenty-six volumes will be mailed,

free of postage. to any person remitting five dollars to the

publishers. This is an opportunity, never before had, for

obtaining the Waverley Novels entire, at a price within the

means of ct'eryhcsiy; for those who remit five dollars, and

thus subscribe for the series, secure each volume for less

than twenty cents. The price of the Edinburgh edition,

from which this edition is reprinted. is seventy-two dollars.

Very propcrly have Peterson is Brothers called this the

“Edition for the Million," for they ought to get a million of

subscribers to it, in this reading nation, and doubtless will.

“WBOLLY Usmv.u.sn."—The Maumee Valley (Ohio) Stand

ard says :—-“ Peterson’s Magazine for April has arrived, and

in our estimation. is wholly unrivaled by any similar work

in this country. Each number contains original patterns in

embroidery, crochet. knitting, bead work, shell work, hair

work, &c.. &c. Latest and most reliable fashions are always

to be found in Peterson." We could quote hundreds of simi

lar notices. every month. but keep our brief space for what

is more interesting to our readers.

 

“HELP Mr. 0vns."—Another mczzotlnt, this month. and

from an original picture. We have, however, eren prettier

things coming.
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ORIGINAL Wears-Tsar: Puritans—Nearly all of our pat

terns. this month, were designed expressly for our readers.

This is the only Magazine, in America. which gives original

patterns in crochet, knitting, &c., 6:0. The handkerchief

corners, printed in colors, in the front of the number, are

original designs.

“COMING Tnnouqn rue Rrs.”—Tbis illustrates the old and

well known Scottish song. We quote the particular stanzas.

“If a. body meet a body

Coming through the rye;

If {I body kiSS a body,

Need a. body cry?"

   

REVIE‘V 0F NETV BOOKS.

Trcssz'lli'an. By R. Shell/m Jlfackenn'r, L. L. D. 1 vol., 12

mo. Pln'latla: J. B. Li'ppi'ncnlt (E (ix—This is the most

readable novel that has issued from the American press for

a. long time. It combines the keen. satirical ol.»-:crvations

of the man of the world, with the imaginative feeling of the

horn poet. Dr. Mackenzie is already known to the Ameri

can public for his racy notes on tho Noctes Ambrosiana‘,

Maginn’s Miscellanies and other works; but this is the first

time, we believe, that he has appeared as a novelist, a fact

which everybody will regret who reads “Trcsdllien.” A

writer, with such a knack tior story-telling, ought not to let

his talents lie idle. Readers have had a surfcit of tho

mawkish sentimentality, with which the Ann-rican press

has been overloaded for several years. and begin to desire

something more robust in the way of fiction, soon-thing

more true to life. “Tressillian” is planned, in some respects,

after Chaucer's Tales. and Boccaccio‘s Decarneron. for a party

of acquaintances, meeting at a watering-place, while away

the time with tales: a loveetory, like a weaving melody,

running through the whole, binding the several parts to

gether, and so keeping up a continuity of interest.

Adam Bade. By George Elliott. 1 rol., 1‘2 me. New York:

Harper (£- Brotlwrs.—The author of this novel is favorably

known for his “Scenes in Clerical Life.” a series of highly

meritorious tales, which lately appeared in “Blackwoml's

Magazine.” llis present fiction will even increase his repu

tation. Of all living novelists, he stands foremost, we think,

in the delineation of character. lletty, Miss l’oyser, Arthur.

Mrs. Bede, Totty, Adam Bede himself, and Mr. Irvine are

all capitally drawn. Mr. Elliott has a good deal of humor.

Ills tragic scenes are drawn with great power. Altogether

this fiction has sterling merit. A healthy, moral tone pcr

vades “Adam Bede." though the book is by no means didac

tic. It is the best English novel of the season.

Letters of a Traveler. Second Se-ri'rs. By ll'illiam Cullen

Bryant. 1 rol., 12 mo. New York: D. Appleton (£- (ix—A

principal part of this volume is occupied with Mr. Bryant’s

impressions of Spain and Algiers. The book is no crude

production of a young and superficial traveler, but the

observations of a man of ripe years and expansive intellect,

and as such is the most valuable and entertaining work of

its class which has appeared for years.

BL": and His Dwelling Place. An Essay toward the In

ter] relation of Nature. 1 vol., 12 mo. A'rw York: Ital/Edd.—

This is a book for thinkers. It is divided into four principal

parts. which treat severally of Science, Philosophy, Religion

and Ethics. To these are added four dialogues. We have

not had time yet to peruse the book, and so cannot speak

critically of its merits. Perhaps we may return to the

volume next month.

Matrimonial Brokerage in the Ilfctrnpolis. 1 vol, 12 mo.

blew )‘rrrk: Thatcher d? Jlutrln'nson.—A series of paprrs. ro

printed from a daily journal. but hardly having merit enough

to warrant this second publication.
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Three Visits to Madagascar, during thc year: 1853—1854—

1856. Including a journey to the Capital; with notices of the

bland History of the Country and of thc prrscnt civiliza

tion of the People. By the Rcr. William Ellis. F. H. S.,

author 0 “Polynesian Rcscarchcs.” Illustrated by wood cuts

from Photographs. 1 ooh, 18 no.

Brolhcrs.—So little is known about Madagascar, that this

is really a treasure. In its way it is hardly less interesting

than Dr. Livingstone’s late work on Southern Africa. Cus

toms and habits entirely ditfcrcnt from those of civilized

Europe and America meet us on almost every page, and

show us how various human nature bccomcs in its develop

mcnt, eve-n amid its radical sameness. An untravcrscd field

is a rare picco of good fortune for a traveler. It is now more

than twcnty years since any reliable accounts of Madagascar

were published, so that our author has tho advantage of a.

subject comparatively novel. Tho volume is profusely illus

trattd with engravings. most of them drawn from photo

graphs, and is printed in a style to match Barths, and

Livingstouc‘s travels, lately published by the llurpers.

Pictures of Country Life. By Alice Gary. 1 vol., 12 mo.

New York: Derby (£- JacI.-snn.—.\liss Gary has been, for many

years, an occasional contributor to this Magazine, and is,

therefore, well known to our subscribers generally. The

story to which she gives the precedence, in the volume be

fore us, is “Lem Lyons," originally published in “Peterson,”

and ccrtainly one of the best sketches of its kind in Ameri

can literature. Alice Cary, indeed, in one of tho fuw con

scientious artists we have. “or aim is always to do the very

best. of which she is capable. Thcro are thirteen diiicrcnt

stories in this volume, any one of which is better than nine

tenths of the new novels published, besides having the ad

vantage of being shorter. We commend this book especially

to persons of taste and culture. It is very handsomely

printed.
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Poems. By Rev. 7'. Hempslcad. 1 r01., 12 mo. A'ew York:

M. W. Dodd.-—Tho author of those poems is an old and

favorite contributor to this Magazine. The first poem in

the volume, “The Odo to Genius,” appeared lately in our

pages and was vcry generally admired for its spirit and

ideality. But there are other poi-ms, in the book, scarccly

loss meritorious. A strain of nnal‘fcctcd piety runs through

everything that Mr. llcmpstcad writes. Now and then in

dications of the influence of other poets, intellectually, may

in observed, as in the opening lines of “Emigravit,” which

suggost a wcll known poem by Poe. The publishers have

issued the volume in quite a handsome style.

The Mdhrxlist; or, Incirlcnts and Charactersfrom Life, in

the Baltimore Confrrrncc. By Miriam Fletcher. With an

Introduction by JV. 1’. Strickland, D. D. 2 vols., 12 m0. New

York: Derby (£- JacI.'son.—We have often wondered at the

neglect of the rich. yot hitherto unworkcd mine, which the

scenes and characteristics of Methodist life present. It is

with pleasure, therefore, that we hail this volume. The

story, indeed, is a fiction, but the incidents are drawn from

life. The work cannot be called a sectarian one, as its name

would seem to imply; for members of every denomination

may read it. with profit as Well as interest. The volumes

are neatly printed.

Onward; or, The Mountain Clamberers. A Talc of Pro

gress. By Jane Anne Wz'nscmn. 1 1:01., 12 mo. lVcw York:

I). Amfldon cfi (.b.—ln her preface, the author saysz—“This

volume- is iuthndcd for tho encouragement of those who are

cndcavoring to fulfill life‘s great end—to glorify their God

on earth, and to bo remicrcd meet for llis eternal kingdom."

A hasty glance, through the book, assures us that this

praiseworthy end has been attained.

The Laws and Practice of ll'hz'sl. By Ca'lebs. 1 vol” 18

mo. Ncw York: D. .4 ppleton d?- ('n.-—A manual to young

beginners, which is said to be orcollent.

Ncw York: Harper (2
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The American Home Garden. Being Principlm and Rule:

for the Culture of l'egdabla.Frm'tt, Flow”: and ."hrublm'y.

To which are added briqf notes on farm crops, with a table

of their average product and chemical constitnmls. By Air:

amlcr Watson. Illuslrated. 1 vol, 12 mo. New York: Har

per (i Brothers.—-We can recall no work, on the garden, of

equal merit with this. Whoever has a. garden, hO\\'€Vt.‘l'

small, should buy the book, for he or she will be compen

sated, a dozen times, in the course ofa single season, for the

cost of tho volume. Take what is said of drains, for an o!

amplol It occupies less than two pages, yet the information

it imparts, if followed out, will saw days, sometimes weeks,

of mis—spcnt labor. The smallest details. in rcfcrcnco to the

garden, are not beneath Mr. Watson’s notice; he even de

scribes the best tools suitable for the ditl'cn‘nt departments.

Ivory variety of vegetable and fruit suitable for this climate

is mentioned, with directions how to grow it. The illustra

tions are numerous and excellent.

Shakers and Shakerism. By I“. IV. Evans. 1 rol., 12 mo.

b'cw York: D. Applctmi it Cb.—-This is a compendium of tho

origin. history, principles, rules and regulations. govt-rnment

and doctrines of the people popularly called “Shakers,” but

who designate themselves, we bclicvo, as "Tho Utilicd Society

of Believers in Christ’s Second Ammal'ancc.” The volume

also contains biographies of Ann Lcc. William Lt'l', James

Whittaker, J. Hockncll, J. Mcacham and Lucy W1 ight.

The Surgcan‘x Daughter, tfic. By the author of ~- Warm

Icy." 2 vols, 12 m0. Boston: Tick-nor di- 1"a'clds.—-'1‘hcse two

volumes, which complcto the now famous "Household Edi

tion of Scott's Novels,” contain “'l‘ho Surgeons Daughter”

and “Castle Dangerous,” besides a glossary and index for the

entire series. No family of tasto should be without this edi

tion, and now in the time to purchase it.
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ART RECREATIONS.

Fon Gurcux Pummc.—-J. E. Tilton & 00.. Boston. pub

lish the following fine and desirable engravings, which thov

send by mail,post-paid, on receipt of prion.

Size of Plate. Price.

Courtship of Miles Standish,

splendid thing. by Darla-y, 14 by 17 $1.50

Iliawatha‘s Wooing, by 18 1.50

The Farm Yard, 13 by 19 1.50

Age and Infancy, 16 by ‘32 2.00

The Happy Family, 13 by 17 1.25

Jean D’Arc, 12 by 16 1.00

Los Orphelinea, 9 by 11 1,00

The Jewsbarp Lesson, 9 by 11 60

The Little Bird. 9 by 11 60

Evangeline, (Longfellow,) 16 by 22 1.00

Beatrice Ccuci, 16 by 22 1,00

Madonna Della Scale, (new) 16 by 2'2 1,00

These are intended for Grecian and Antique Painting, and

have full and separate rules how to paint ouch Ubjt'Ct, mix

each color. They continue to publish new and doairabl.

things in this line, of which tin-y scnd notice to customers.

Sominarics, Dealers and Teachers flli'lllahttd with tho

above, and all Artists’ Goods at a liberal discount.

Sctts of the best English Oil Colors in tubes, varnish. oils,

brushes, and the other ncedful materials for Grccian and

Antique Painting, furnished for three dollars. Small trifl

pictures for use at thirteen cents cnch.

Directions to our new style Antique Painting, Grecian

Painting. Oriental and Potichomanic, furnished full and com

plete. (so that any child may learn without other instruction,)

for one dollar, post-paid, with rules for varnish, &c.

Purchascrs to the amount of five dollars, are entitled to

all our directions free. Persons ordering the directions for

one dollar, and after buying materials to the amount of flvo

dollars, may deduct the one dollar paid for directions.

Address, J. E. TILTON & 00.,

Dealers in Artist’s Goods, 141 Washington t5t., Bootom _
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OUR COOK-BOOK.

nsmasn EXPRESSLY ron “Pn'rssson’s MAGAZINI."

 

 

[Entoreth according to Act of Qingrms. in the year 1859. by

Charles J. Peterson. in the C-h-rk’s Office of the District

Court of the United States, in and for the Eastern District

of Penusylvaniaj

a“ Thas rrcm'pts have all been tested, either by the author

herself, or by soon of Ira-friends. Every month, we shall give

several rern'pt'. in rat-ions departments; and the whole, at the

end of the year, will. be found to make the most complete cook

book ever published. -

SOUPB.

Gumbo Soup—Put on about four pounds of beef to a gallon

of water, let it boil five or six hours. About an hour before

serving the soup, put in a quarter of a peek of ockra‘s, cut

round, halfa peck of tomatos, and two down of corn cut off

the ear. Season with pepper, salt and pothcrbs to your

liking. If you have a ham bone, or slice of ham to boil in

the soup. it is a great improvement. The soup should be

boiled quite thick.

Gravy Soup—Put a shin of beef to six quarts of water,

with a pint. of peas, and six onions—set them over the tire,

and let them boil gently till all the juice is extracted from

the meat; then strain it through a sieve, add to the strained

liquor one quart of strong gravy to make it brown, put in

pepper and salt to your liking. add a little celery, and some

beet leaves, and boil till they are tender.

Green Pros Son.p.—-Boil four pounds of beef in one gallon

of water for about three hours. Have ready one peek of

Young peas. a few potatoes cut in slice, and a bunch of pot

herbs. Twenty minutes or half an hour before serving the

soup, add to the broth the potatoes, peas, £10., and season

with salt and pepper to your liking.

FISH.

Inbstcrs—Bs'ted.—-Take the meat out of the claws and

belly of a boiled lobster. put it in a marble mortar, with two

blades of mace. a little white pepper and salt, and a lump

of butter the size of half an egg; beat them all together till

they become a paste. Put one half of the paste in a pot.

take the meat out of the tail end of the lobster. lay it in the

middle of the pot. and then lay on it the other half of your

past-e; press it down close, and pour over it clarified butter.

a quarter of an inch thick. N. B.—To clarify butter, put

your dish into a clean saucepan. set it over a slow tire, and

when the butter is melted scum it, take it off the fire, and

let it stand a short time; then pour it over the lobster. Take _

care you do not pour in the milk, which settles to the bottom

of the saucepan.

Saucc for any Kind of Fish—Have ready some gravy

made of real or mutton, and add to it a little of the water

that drains from your fish. Boil it, and when done enough,

put it into a saucepan. adding a whole onion, (or anchovy) a

spoonful of some cntchup, and a glassful of white wine;

thicken it with a good lump of butter rolled in flour. and a

spoonful of flour. "convenient. add some oyster to it.

Lobster—Stewcd.—Pick your lobstcrs in as large pieces as

You can, and boil the shells in a pint of water with a blade

or two of mace. and a few whole peppers. When all the

strength is extracted from the shells and spice, strain it, and

put in your lobsters, thicken it with butter, and give them

a boil. Put in a glass of white wine, or two spoonfuls of

vinegar. and serve it up.

Shad—Srmced.—Cut the fish in half, and then in slices-—

crosswise: put them in a milk crock, with very sour cold

vinegar poured over them; then add cayenne pepper, fine

black pepper. salt and whole allspieo. Put a crust owr the

top of the crock and stand it in an oven. The

highly seasoned.

fNMrIr/mW
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Pig—Roaxted.—Procure a nicely dressed pig, (a small and

young one.) cut oil“ the legs at the first joint, and stuff". with

a stuffing made of bread. butter, pepper and salt, sage and

onion; then sew up the opening of the pig. (in order to keep

in the dressing) put it before a brisk fire to roast, and bats

it well with butter, pepper and salt. and browning. Serve

the pig whole. with a roastcd apple in its mouth. Season

the gravy with wine, and add to it the entrails and pcttitocs

niccly minced.

Ihm—lkn'Ied.—Stcep your ham all night in water, and

then boil it; if it lN.‘ of a middle size, it will rcquire three

hours boiling; a smaller ham will rcquirc two hours and a

half. When you take your hum out of the pot. pull off the

skin. and rub it all over with an egg; strew on bread crumbs,

haste it with butter, and set it to the fire until it becomes of

a light brown color.

Pork Steaks—Brm'led.—Do them as you would mutton

steaks, with this cxccption, that pork requires more broiling.

When cooked enough. pour over them a little good gravy,

adding a small quantity of sage. rubbed fino.

MADE DISHES.

.Mock Turtle, of Cal/"s Ilium—Take a fine, large calf‘s

head. split it open, and lay it for two or three hours in cold

water; then put it on to boil in as much water as will cover

it. When it is done enough to take the meat off the bones,

cut the meat into square pieces. and put them into a stow

pan with some mace. cloves, nutmeg. red pepper, some sweet ‘

herbs. and a large onion; salt it to your liking. put in as

much of the liquor as will‘covcr it, and let it stew gently

one hour. Then take one-quarter of a pound of butter rolled

in flour, and some browned butter, mix it with the stow and

lct it boil half an hour; when done, add a glass of wine.

Fry the liver and lay it round the dish with some nice force

meat halls.
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Swed-Brcmis—Brm'Ied.—Split open and skewer your sweet

breads—season them with pepper and salt, and powdered

mace. Broil then: on a gridiron till they are thoroughly

cooked. Mtlltv some toast. and prepare some mcltcd butter,

warmed, with mace and wine, or mushroom catchup. Place

the sweet-breads on the toast, and pour over them the drawn

butter, mixed with the other ingredients.

Brrfld Smcc, which may be eaten with Roast Pi'g.— Put

some grated crumbs of stale bread into a saucepan. and 1 our

over them some of the liquor in which poultry or fresh meat

has been boiled.- Add some plums or dried currants, (well

picked and washed.) Let the whole simmer until the broad

becomes quite soft, and the fruit quite plump, then add

melted butter. or cream.

Ducks .S'tnvcd with Grrcn Peas—Half roast your ducks

then put thcm into a stew-pan with a pint of good gravy. a

little mint. and three or four sage leaves choppi-d fine; con-r

them close and stew th-rm hull’sn hour; boil a pint of green

peas—as for eating—and put them in after you have thick

cncd the gravy; dish up your ducks, and pour the gravy and

pcas over thcm.

Sweet-Breads— Fricassesrl.—Scald three sweet~brcnris

When cold, cut them in slices the thickness ofa crown pirco

dip them in batter, and try them in fresh butter till they are

nicely browned. Make a gravy. and stew your weet-breads

slowly in the-gravy eight or ten minute": lay them on a dish,

and pour the gravy over thcm. Garnish the dish with a

lemon.

Omld of Asparumis.—Take six eggs. and beat them up

with cream: boil some large. fine asparagus; when boiled,

cut 08' all the green in small pieces and mix them with the

t eggs. adding pepper and salt. llave ready as hot pan, put In

; a slice of butter, thcn the eggs, &c., and serve it hot. You

may serve it on buttered tout. '
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Pig—Roasted in Imitation of Lamb.-Procure a young

pig—about a mouth or six weeks old—divide it down the

middle, take of the shoulder, and leave the rest to the hind

part; then take the skin off. Spit it and roast it before a

quick fire; dredge it and baste it well with fresh butter;

roast it a fine brown, and serve garnished with green parsley.

Leg of Lamb and Loin Fried—Cut the leg from the loin;

boil the leg three-quarters of an hour; cut the loin in steaks,

beat them well, and try them a good brown; then stew them

a little in strong gravy. Put your leg on the dish, lay ymll'

steaks round it, pour on your gravy, and garnish the dish

with parsley,

PUDDINGL

A Boiled Custard Pulllling.-—Boil a stick or two of cinna

mon in a quart of thin cream. with a quarter of a pound of

sugar; when it is cold put in the yolks of six eggs, well beat,

and mix them together; set it over a slow fire, and stir it

round one way, till it grows pretty thick. but do not let it

boil, take it off and let it stand till it is quite cold; butter a

cloth very well and dredge it with flour, put in your custard,

and tie it up very close—it will require three-quarters of an

hour for boiling; when you take it up, put it in a round pan

to cool a little, then uutie the cloth. and lay the dish on the

pan and turn it upside down; be careful how you take off

the cloth, for a very little will break the pudding. Grate

over it a little sugar. For sauce, white wine thickened with

flour and butter, sweetened.

Citron I’wldings.—Take half a pint of cream, one spoonful

of fine flour, two ounces of sugar, a little nutmeg. mix them

all well together with the yolks of three eggs; put it in cups,

and stick in it two ounces of citron cut into thin strips. Bake

them in a pretty quick oven, and turn them out upon a china

dish.

Cocoa-Nut Pudding.-—Ingredients for four puddings:

Eight eggs, two cocoa-nuts, one pint of milk. one quarter

and half a quarter of a pound of butter, two tablespoonfuls

of rose brandy, and one tablespoouful of rose-water. Add

sugar enough to sweeten them.

Blackberry Pudding.—.\Iake a good paste of butter well

mixed with flour, roll it out, fill it with blackberries, tie it

up and boil it. Serve it with cream, or butter and sugar.

PBESEBVBS,‘C.

Sh'awben'z'cs.—-Gather your berries before they become

too ripe, and lay them separately on a dish; beat and sifl

their weight of sugar, and strew it over them. When it is

dissolved, pour it off, clarify it, then put in the strawberries

and boil them slowly until done. Do not put all the straw

berries into the kettle at one time, as they are apt to mash.

Take them out as soon as they are done, and put them in

glasses. If you have any small berries, bruisemthem and

strain them; to a pint of juice take one pound of sugar, add

it to the liquor that was poured of! the strawberries, and it

will make the syrup much richer.

Red Currant JeIly.—To a pint of juice take one pound of

sugar; coddle your currants, then strain the juice through

a flannel bag and put it over the tire. First dissolve the

sugar in the juice, with the white of an egg, scum it well,

and let it boil gently till it is done. When you coddle your

currants, put them in an earthen pot, cover them close. and

stand them in a pot of boiling water for one hour. You may

strain yourjelly after it is cleared. .

Ozhsart Chem'a.—Take three-quarters of a pound of

white sugar to one pound of cherries. stemmed and stoned;

melt the sugar with a small quantity of water. When the

syrup boils, and is well skimmed, put in the cherries and let

them boil moderately until they look clear; take them out

of the syrup, and when cool, put them injars or glasses; let

the syrup boil 0. little more, and when cool pour it over the

cherries.
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Mnrcllo Chcrries.—Get your cherries when they are fully

ripe, take out the stalks and prick them with a pin; to every

two pounds of cherries put a pound and a half of leaf sugar;

beet part of your sugar and strew it oVer them; let them lay

all night; dissolve the rest of your sugar in halfa pint of the

juice of currants, set it over a slow tire. and put in the cher

ries with the sugar, and give them a gentle scald; let them

stand all night again, give them another scald. take them

carefully out, and boil your syrup till it is thick; then pour

it over your cherries. If you find it to be too thin boil it

again.

Red Goosebcrn'es.—To every quart of gooseberries add a

pound of loaf sugar; put-the sugar into a preserving-pan

with as much water as will dissolve it; boil and skim it well,

then put in your goose-berries. let them boil a little, and set

them by till next day; then boil them till they look clear

and the yrup becomes thick. Put them in glasses, cover

them with brandy papers. and keep them for use.

liforello Cherries.—To one pound of cherries take one

; pound of sugar, clarify it, and let it boil a short time; put

g in your cherries, and let them boil till they are clear.

\

\

\
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PICKLING.

Tomato Catchup.—Take a peek of large, ripe tomatoes.

Having cut a slit in each. put them in a large preserving»

kettle, and boil them half an hour. Then take them out,

and press and strain the pulp through a hair sieve. Put it

back into the kettle, and add an ounce of salt. an ounce of

powdered mace, half an ounce of ptiwdered cloves, a tear

spoonful of ground black pepper, the same of cayenne pep

per. aud eight tablespoonfuls of ground mustard. Mix the

\‘ seasoning with the tomato pnlps, and let it boil slowly

2 during four hours; then take it out of the kettle, and let it

stand until next day in an uncovered dish. When cold, stir

into it one pint of the best cider vinegar. Put it in clean

bottles, and seal the corks.

Gooseberry Human—Take the ripest gooseberries you can

-~ find, crush them with your hand in a tub; to every peck of

t gooseberries put two gallon of water, mix them well to

“ gether. and let them work for three weeks; stir them up

3' three or four times a day, then strain the liquor through a

i hair sieve, and to every gallon add a pound of brown sugar,

one quart of molasses, and a spoonful of fresh harm, and let

it work three or four days in the same tub well washed,

then run it into iron-hooped barrels. and let it stand twelve

months, after which draw it into bottles for use. This far

exceeds any white wine vinegar.

Chcrries—Spiced.—Take common pie cherries, and weigh

white sugar pound for pound. First melt the sugar by put

- ting a little water on it and setting it over the fire; when it

begins to hell put the cherries in—having previously stem

med and stoned them. Let them bell (not too fast) until

they look clear—then take them out of the syrup, and when

tolerably cool put them in jars. When the syrup has cooled

somewhat, add ground cinnamon to your liking, and a very

small quantity of vinegar, just enough to give it a pleasant

flavor. and pour it over the cherries. When cold, cover them.

Sugar “hogan—Put nine pounds of brown sugar to every

six gallons of water; boil it for a quarter of an hour, then

put. it in a tub, lukewarm, adding a pint of new barm. Let

it work for four or five days, stir it three or four times aday;

then turn it into a clean barrel, iron~hooped, and set it in the

sun. If you make it in February, it will be fit for usein

August. You may use it for most sorts of pickles, except

mushrooms and walnuts.
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Raspberry Guava—Take one pint of raspberries, or rasp

berry jam, rub it through a hair sieve to take out the seeds;

then mix it well with your cream, putting in as much loaf

sugar as will render it pleasant; then put it into a milk pot

to raise a froth with a chocolate mill; as soon as the froth

I
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rises take it oh“ with a spoon and lay it upon a hair sieve;

when you have got as much froth as you have occasion for,

put the remainder of your cream into a deep china dish; put

your frothed cream upon it, as high as it will lie on.

Blackberry M.—Put two quarts of good ripe blackberries

into a stewpan with about lmlfa pound of sugar; let them

simmer, or boil, until they become soft; if not sufficiently

jnioy, add a little water; stir them occasionally, and add it

stick of cinnamon; rub up one-quarter of a pound of butter

with four tablespoonfuis of fine flour, (rub it smooth as for

drawn butter,) mix this by degrees with the berries, and

biil them a little longer. To be eaten when cold.

Almond Custard—Put one quart of cream into a pan, with

a stick of cinnamon, and a blade or two of mace; boil it and

set it to cool; blanch two ounces of almonds, and beat them

fine in a marble mortar with rose water; if you choose you

can add a few apricot kernels, or bitter almonds; mix them

with your cream; sweeten it to your taste; set it on a slow

fire, and keep stirring it till it is pretty thick. If you let it

b-~il it will curdle. Pour it into cups.

(»'rcam.-( German Recipc.)-—Ono soup-ladleful of flour, or

rasped biscuit, is to be mixed smooth with a small portion

of cream, into which the yolks of four eggs must be beaten;

add to this the grated peel of a lemon; then take a pint of

cream and stir it Well in; place it upon a coal fire, and add

a little sugar, stirring it the whole time until it acquires the

consistence of rice pap; flavor it with a little ground cinna

men.

Chocolate Cream—Scrape fine a quarter of a pound of the

heat chocolate, put to it as much water as will dissolve it,

put it in a marble mortar and beat it half an hour; put in as

much fine sugar as will sweeten it, and a pint and a half of

cream; mill it, and, as the froth rises, lay it on a sieve; put

the remainder of your cream in glasses, and lay the frothed

cream upon them.

Whipa—Beat three or four whites of eggs to a froth; then

sweeten with fine white sugar one pint and a half of good

cream; beat all well together; flavor it with a portion of

wine and lemon juice, and serve it in glasses.

Whip .S'yllabub.—Ingredients: One pint of cream, the

whites of four eggs, a spoonful of rose-water, two spoonfuls

of lemon juice, wine and leaf sugar to your taste. Whip the

whole to a froth, and serve it in glasses.

0 A x 3 s .

C'remn Cake—Ingredients: One quart of cream, four eggs,

a small teaspoonful of pearlash, or saleratus dissolved in as

much vinegar as will cover it, and some sifted flour; beat

the eggs very light, and tir them by degrees into the cream;

add, gradually, as much of the flour as will make a stiff bat

ter; also, a spoonful of salt, and the pearlash or saleratus.

Bake the batter in muilln rings, and send the cakes to table

quite hot. Pull them open, and butter them. For these

cakes sour cream is better than sweet.

Tea CrumIxtL—Beat two eggs very well,and add to them

a quart of warm milk and water, and a large spoonful of

yeast. Beat in as much fine flour as will make it rather

thicker than an ordinary batter pudding; than make your

bake plate very hot, rub it with a little butter wrapped in a

nice linen cloth—then pour a. large spoonful of butter upon

your plate, and let it run to the size of a tea saucer; turn

the cakes, and when you want to use them toast them very

crisp and butter them.

Cream Crackers—Have ready one pint of cream, and six

eggs. Beat the whites to a froth. If the cream is sour, a

teaspoonful of soda must be mixed with it. Add to the

cream and eggs sufficient flour to make a very stiff dough,

and pound it half an hour.

English Buns—Ingredients for six tins: Two quarts of

milk, four pounds of flour, eight or nine eggs, half pound of

butter, one and a half pounds of sugar, half a gill of brandy,

a little rose-water, cinnamon, orange peel, and nutmeg.

WN/./'"/¢rrr/////1",}
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Bat/i Coma—Rub half a pound of butter into a pan of

flour, and one spoonful of good yeast; warm some cream,

add it to the butter and flour, and make it into a light paste;

set it to the fire to rise. When you make up the cake take

four ounces of cnrraway comfits, work part of them in, and

strew the rest on the top of the cakes, which must be made

round, and the size of a French roll. Bake them in sheet

tins, and send them in hot for breakfast.

Bread China—Ingredients: One pint of bread crumbs, four

eggs, half a teaspoonful of soda, one teaspoouful of cream of

tartar, and one quart of boiling milk. First pour the milk

over the bread crumbs, and when soft, add the soda, cream

of tartar and yolks of the eggs, well beaten: let it stand till

you are ready to bake, and then add the whites of the eggs,

also well beaten. Corn cakes may be made as above, using

meal instead of bread crumbs.

Emperor’s Bread—Beat two eggs and the yolks of two

others with half a pound of sifted sugar for half an hour.

Have ready half a pound of almonds, cut coarse and roasted

a light brown color. Mix half a pound of flour and the

almonds with the eggs and sugar—also add the rind of a

lemon, cut fine. When all the ingredients are well mixed,

roll the dough the thickness of a knife, cut it in pieces the

length ofa finger, and bake them in tins.

Sally Lunn. with Sagan—One quart of flour. two ounces

butter, two ounces brown sugar, two eggs, two tablespoon

fnls yeast, a mall quantity of carraway seed and cinnamon,

about half a pint of milk. Warm the milk with the butter

and sugar; mix as for bread, but much softer. Butter a pan

and let the dough rise in it without working over it. Allow

it three hours to rise. Bake it forty minutes To be served

hot, and buttered when eaten.

Currant Cake—Ingredients: One pound of flour, half a

pound of butter, half a pound of sugar, and five eggs, :1 very

small teaspoonful of salmratus dissolved in half a pint of

milk, three-quarters of a pound of currants and raisins

mixed, rosowater and cinnamon. If you prefer it, add a

little citron, cut into small pieces. Mix the whole into a

good dough, and bake it carefully.

Almond Cake—No. 1.—Break up one pound of blanched

almonds, and mix well with them one pound of good brown

sugar, and the yolks of two eggs. Place the cakes on a flat

greased pan, and bake them until they become crisp. The

fire must be a moderate one. Great care must be taken to

prevent the cakes from burning.

Almond Cake.—No. 2.—Ingredients: One pound of sugar,

i six ounces of butter, four eggs, (leaving out two'whitesQ

\ quarter of a pound of blanched almonds, and half a glass of

rose-water. Beat the batter very light, and bake it in a

mould, or pan. ,

A Very Good Cake—Ingredients: Four cups of flour, one

cup of butter, one cup of milk, one cup of sugar, one cup of

molasses, three eggs, well beaten, one teaspoonful of salmra

tus, three ounces of currents, and pure cinnamon to flavor

it. Work it together like pound-cake, and bake it one and

half hours.

Corn Bread—Ingredients: One pint of thick milk, (ro

serving one teacupful in which to dissolve the requisite soda,)

one pint of corn meal, two eggs, two tablespoonfuls of melted

butter, a little salt, and one teaspoonful of soda. Mix to

gether, and bake it in pans for about half an hour.

Small Pound China—To one pound of buttnr add one

pound of sugar, one pound of flour, and ten eggs, whites and

yolks beaten separately; also one gill of brandy, and as

much salteratns as will lay on a five cent piece, dissolved in

boiling water. Bake them in small tins size ofa cup.

Soda Biscm't.—-Dissolve one teaspoonful of soda in a pint

" of sweet milk. Rub two teaspoonfuls of cream of tartar in

2 the flour you use, also a lump of butter the size of an egg.

2 Make a dough about as stifl' as for other biscuits, and bake

i in the same way.
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OUR GARDEN FOR MAY.

Am the beginning of this month, dnhh'a roots should be

planted, and they will grow well in any common garden

soil. As the plant increases in height it should be well

secured to a stake, strong enough to protect it from being

blown about by a high wind. Hyacinths that are still in

bloom, should have the flowers screened from the heat of

the mid-day sun, if it is wished to PI‘C‘SCI‘VO them in full

beauty. When hyacinths are past bloom. they should be

fully exposed to the weather, except it be severe torrents of

rain, which injures them. The American Gardener gives

the following directions for the preservation of the bulbs :—

“It- is, the practice in Holland to take up the bulbs about a

month after the bloom is completely over, in the following

manner: as soon as the plants begin to put on a yellowish.

decayed appearance, they take up the roots and cut of! the

stem and foliage within an inch or half an inch of the bulb,

but leave the fibres, &'c., attached to it; they then place the

bulbs again on the same bed, with their points toward the

north, and cover them about an inch deep with dry earth or

sand in form of a ridge, or in little cones over each bulb: in

this state they remain about three weeks longer, and dry or

ripen gradually; during which period the bed is preserved

from heavy rains or too much sun, but at all other times

exposed to the full air; at the expiration of this period, the

bulbs are taken up, and their fibres, which are become dry

and withered, cut or gently rubbed oil“; they are then placed

in a dry room for two or three weeks, and are afterward

cleaned from any soil that adheres to them, their loose skins

taken oil", with such offsets as may be easily separated.

When this dressing is finished; the bulbs are wrapped up in

separate pieces of paper, or buried in sand, made effectually

dry for that purpose, where they remain till the return of

the season for planting."

Finn Tulips require some care also. As soon as the lloWers

fall, the seed vessels should be broken off. for the roots will

be very much weakened by allowing the seed to ripen.

About the latter part of the month, or rather when the

upper part of the stem looks dry, withered and purplish,

the roots which you particularly admire should be taken up.

They should then be laid in a dry, shady place, and slowly

dried. l'lach variety should be kept separate, so that when

they come to be planted, they can be disposed in such a

manner, as to present the most beautiful appearance with

regard to color, &c. The more common kinds of tulips need

not be taken out of the ground more than once in two or

three years, to divide the offsets, and replant the bulbs in

fresh earth.

Early Flowering Bulbs, such as ('rocuses. Snmodrops,

Crown-Impcri'ols, tic, dim, if intended to be taken out of the

ground, should be removed as soon as their leaves decay.

This should be done with those that have remained in the

ground for two or three years, for their offsets become too

numerous, and the flowers are very much diminished in size

and beauty. All these bulbs should be put in the shade to

dry, and then preserved in dry sand or saw dust, till the

time of planting again, which should not be later than ()cto

ber. ‘or even earlier, for if not taken good care of they do

not keep well out of the ground. particularly if exposed long

to the air. In another place, in this number, we have given

an illustrated article in reference to the use of crocuses, 820.,

as window plants.

Tube-roses and Scarlet Amaryllise: should be planted about

the first week in this month, in the middle states; but later,

of Course. where the season is more backward.

Annual Flower Seeds of the tender kinds may yet be sown,

the earlier part of this month, and those which you fire about

transplanting. should have shade and water till well rooted,

or else they should be transplanted in moist, cloudy weather.

Plants 111-door: should be most freely exposed to the air
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OUR GARDEN FOR l\IAY.'—FASHIONS FOR MAY.

 

in this month. in order to harden them for their removal to

the open air. Water should also be freely given, according

to the necessity of the plants. All plants that require shitt

ing to larger pots, should now be moved, taking care to fol

low our previous directions, and keeping them in the shade

till they grow freely. Loosen the earth in the top of the

tube and pots, and give new compost to such as had been

neglected in April.

All Borders and Beds should be kept clear of weeds, but

especially so those in which small seedlings are growing.

W/N/v-rJJ/(NJN/I/N/IMW

FASHIONS FOR MAY.

F10. t.—Evrmn'o Dnsss of light summer silk, with twelve

flounces, each trimmed with three rows of narrow ribbon.

A new style bishop under-sleeve.

FIG. n.-—C.iaauos Danes of striped silk, made with a

double skirt. We give this costume, however, principally

for the exquisite lace mantilla.

FIG. nI.-—W.u.mso Dnrss or Sitx, over which is worn a

shawl-mantilla. the shape of which, it will be seen, is at

once novel and elegant.

Fm. 1v.-l.rrru: Cnitn's Dares. a pretty style for the

spring and early summer months, suitable for a child of

four to six years old.

Bananas —Double skirts will be the most fashionably

for all plain materials; generally the first skirt is plain: the

second may be left open at the sides or not, both styles are

in favor; plziitings a rieille of the same material, or ribbon

to match. is a very favorite trimming for these shirts: side

trimmings cn qm'lle of rows of black velvet, which decrease

toward the waist, are also much worn: the Grecian border

in velvet will be introduced for plain silks, the border being

on both skirts; the velvet- will be ofa darker shade than the

silk. Plaid trimmings will be. extremely fashionable, both

for silks and poplins; we have seen one dress‘in prcparatiol'

for a lady of position, having the first skirt of plain pop

lin; the second of plaided poplin; the body and sleeves ti

correspond. .‘iloire antiques. and silks with very large plaids

are worn with one skirt only; they are made long, with a

slight train. and are very full. Bodies a la Bcnioise will

certainly be fashionable; they will not always be in velvet.

but will correspond with the trimming of the dress. Except

for evening dress. bodies are made high to the throat; many

are now made with round waists; others with five points,

and some with four short points. one in the front. at the

back. and on the hips: those bodies that have basqui'nu,

have them cut very deep.

Boss'srs.—In these there is but little. change. Mr. Wilde,

No. 251 Broadway, New York, has furnished us with the

two, given in the front of the number: and they will show

the manner of trimming as well as the shapes.

CAPB.—The Breakfast-Cup and Morning-(“zip exhibit the

latest novelties. They are from patterns just received from

Paris. The head-dress is from Wilde, No. 251 Broadway,

New York.

lllAN'rn.LA.=.-These are in every variety of style, and can

be purchased. ready-made. this spring, nearly as cheaply as

they can be fabricated at home. We engrave one, in addi~

tion to those already mentioned: a. summer article, quite

graceful.

Smcrvtzs—We have engraved two new shapes. Sleeves

are still worn wide, whether open or puffed: the favorite

style are those open in nearly their whole length. showing

the full under'sh-cve; these. generally close to the wrist. and

are ornamented with bows of ribbon or velvet. The full

bishop sleeve will be worn. not reaching quite to the wrist,

and the band at the bottom loose, either finished by a deep

lace ruffle, or having a full Ioui'llrm sleeve below it.

Cans—We give a very stylish pattern.
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BY MARY E. CLARKE.

 

“So he has actually laid a wager that he will g “May I tell your fortune ?" said a sweet, low

marry me before we start for Saratoga. One, , voice beside the couple, and they turned. One

two, nearly three months," said Mrs. Dayton, Zquick glance passed between the speaker and

leaning back on the sofa. and laughing merrily. g Mrs. Harrington, and then the hostess passed on

“Ah, me! he has mistaken me, I have had 5 to receive other guests.

enough of matrimony, and my present life 01' "Stay, lady, let me tell your fortune,” said

freedom suits me.” the gipsy.

“I admire the man’s impudence,” said her "No, tell my friend's. Mr. Cooke, I beg your

companion, Mrs. Grantley Harrington. “He pardon, Conrad, you will listen,” and she moved

has never even seen you yet, has he?" away. Mr. Cooke's eyes were riveted upon his

“No. Tell me exactly how it happened." companion, and he mechanically otfered his hand

“Certainly! Grantley invited his cousin, if“ her perusal,

Harry Vaughn, Mr. George Coates, and thisl she was 11 startling, beautiful figure, Her

irresistible Horace Cueke to dine with him yes- i scarlet skirt, short and full, was embroidered

terday. After presiding at dinner, I, of course, §iu gold with strange figures, and the tiny foot

left the table after dessert; about an hour later. 3 it left exposed was cased in scarlet boots em

I was passing through the hall, when I heard 3 brnidered in the same way. The body of the

Mr. Cooke say, Sdress was of white muslin made very full, but

“ ‘So this charming widow, Mrs. Dayton, has 3 cut. so as to leave the neck and arms hare. A

vowed never to marry again. I want a wife, brilliant scarf was bound from the right shout

and from your description I think she would der, to make a full bow at the left side. A tur

suit me. What will you bet I make her break 3 ban of white was on the hair, which fell beneath

her vow?’ git in rich black masses almost to the wearer’s

“ ‘A thousand dollars,’ said Harry. 5 feet. A graceful figure, medium height, large,

“ l-Done!’ said Mr. Cooke. ‘When our party 3 black eyes, with long. sweeping lashes, perfect

start for Saratoga in May, the charming widow g features, a rich, clear complexion with a high

will join the party as Mrs. Horace Cooke.’ color, completed the picture.

“I went up stairs, but I determined to put "Your fortune," she said, as she drcamily

you on your guard, for to-night, at our house, scanned the palm of his hand, “to woo where

you will meet him.” you can "

“Never fear for me. I'll have him at my feet 3 Two waltzers whirled in between the couple,

in a. week,” and again the silvery laugh rang g and when Mr. Cooke looked again the gipsy

through the parlor. lwas gone. It was a lopg time before he saw

Mrs. Harrington and Horace Cooke were ; her again: but at last he found her. She was

standing, a. few hours later, in the former‘s g standing alone, near a table. lazily turning the

brilliantly lighted parlors. There were beauti- 5 leaves of an annual. It was in a little sitting

ful women and handsome men all around them, room leading from the parlor, and she was its

but the star of the evening was not there. It § sole occupant.

was a fancy party, and Mrs. Harrington, a lovely 3 “Will you not finish telling me my fortune?"

little blonde, in a piquant flower girl's dress, isaid be, coming inv She started.

made quite a charming contrast to the talli “Oh!” she said, “I dare not. My spell was

brigand beside her, whose fine figure and dark, so violently broken I am afraid to renew it.”

handsome face suited well his dress. "Afraid! I read your face wrongly. I should
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have said the spirit‘ shining through your eyes

scorned fear.”

“So, while I studied your hand, you specu

lated about my face?”

“Could any one let such a face pass him and

not try to read it?"

A low, mocking courtesy was the answer to

the compliment. They stood an hour in the littlc‘

room, and when Horace at length offered his

arm to escort the charming gipsy to the parlor,

he wished devoutly the hour could have been

doubled, or multiplied indefinitely.

“Mrs. Harrington,” said Mr. Cooke, meeting

the hostess in the room, "when is the irresistible

Mrs. Dayton expected to honor us?"

“Why,” said Mrs. Harrington, “you have the

irresistible Mrs. Dayton hanging on your arm.

Has nobody introduced you yet? Let me do it.

Mrs. Dayton, this is Mr. Cooke, Mr. Cooke, Mrs.

Dayton. Now I hope you know each other.”

Mrs. Dayton's eyes were fixed upon the carpet,

but there was a world of mischief lurking in

them, if her partner could have seen it.

“So,” she said, at length, “I have, it seems,

the enviable reputation of being irresistible."

“A reputation so well deserved as scarcely to

merit repetition," was the reply.

A nutnher of other gentlemen were by this

time collected round Mrs. Dayton. Her skill

as a fortune-teller was new again called into

requisition, and many a hearty laugh rang

through the circle, at the witty turn she gave to

each one's cherished flirtation, or, they thought,

silent admiration.

"May I see you home?” said Horace, as the

rooms began to thin.

"Sorry, but I am already engaged.”

“May Icall to-morrow ‘1"

“Ah,” thought the widow, as she gave per

mission, “he intends to commence his siege in

good time."

The next morning, the beautiful and witty

widow looked even more lovely than on the

previous evening. She received her guest with

quiet, easy grace, and they chatted for some

minutes on inditi’erent subjects. Then some

thing called forth a remark upon the literature

t From books they passed to music, and it was

g an easy transition to the grand piano in the

E corner. Mr. Cooke took his seat at the instru

5 meat to recall to her memory a favorite air.

3- His voice was good, his accompaniment showed

3 skill and taste, and bent upon dazzling the

i widow, he sang with feeling and power.

“Do you remember this?” he asked, touching

in few chords of a duett from Martha, after finish

, ing his own song.

She replied by singing the first notes. A hold

chord supporting her occasionally, she gradually

ilet her voice out in all its rich beauty, and his

3 blended with it. He sang low, listening intently.

iAh! Mr. Cooke, who is dazzled now?

% At last he rose to take his leave, asking and

g receiving permission to call again; and Mrs.

2 Dayton took up a book, threw it aside, practised

t a few moments, and stopped when she found she

£was singing his song, walked out and returned

$h0nie, wondering why she could not get “that

tman” out of her mind.

To say that their future intercourse was plea

sant is a dull phrase to describe it. Each being

Sbent upon making a conquest of the other, their

E best powers were exert-ed, their richest treasure!

2of wit, accomplishment and thought displayed;

Sand somehow Mr Cooke began to feel ashamed

Eof his wager, and Mrs. Dayton wished she had

g never seen Horace Cooke.

g It was one lovely day in early spring, that ho

Qcalled to take her to ride, and found her sad and

gdispirited. Fortunes would not have made her

Econfess it. but the gay widow was in love.

5 They were out of town, driving through all

'k‘ avenue of large, splendid trees, when Mr. Cooke

S began to talk of love. It roused the widow from

§her depression, to ward the thrusts she felt he

i was making at her secret.

5

E

.rM

lilil-flvfl

lMI/Il,

"Love!" she said, scornfully. “Bah! A

school boy’s first passion before he leaves pina

t'ores is dignified with the name. An old man's

i doating is called love!”

i “Yet the holiest, highest feeling of the heart

tof man in his prime of power has no higher

Ename," said her companion.

g “Man!” she said, scornfully. “Man in his

of the day, and from that they passed on to§prime of power! I'll tell you how it is with

books. One author after another was discussed, g men. From the time they walk to school beside

quotations flew about thick as hail-stones, and l the hoydenish girl, until they are seventy, they

each was really trying to lead the other out of \ fancy they are in love. Every pretty face call!

their depth. Mrs. Dayton's thought was, forth the protestation of a passion you just tried

“This man is no fool, in spite of his impudent i to dignify. They love fifty times, and to the fifty

vanity." And Mr. Cooke was thinking, ifirst flame is offered the battered, worn-out heart

“ What a mind! Horace, that wager must be t as if it were bran new and fresh.”

won. It. is worth more than a thousand dollars, Q “You wrong as,” he said, roused in his turn

my boy" =by the keen satire in her tone and look. " Though



 

BUILD UP

~wm w MN,,M
 

THE WALL. 411

 

each admiration of boyhood and youth may call

forth a passing feeling, it is evanescent, and

passes like a ripple on deep water. But when

the depths of these waters are stirred by the

hurricane of real, earnest. true love, it. is no

subject for jcers: but if not calling for a return,

it at. least merits sympathy and comfort," and

he let his voice fall into a low, lender cadence.

Mrs. Dayton felt uncomfortable. The laughing

response which rose to her lips died there. She

longed to tell him her belief in his doctrine.

They were going slowly, quietly along, each oc~

cupicd with his own thoughts, when the scream

of a locomotive startled the horse, and he dashed

forward at a full gallop.

There was a rush, a crash, and they were on

the road side—the horse a mangled corpse, the

carriage thrown violently back several feet, Mr.

Cooke insensible on the grass, and Mrs. Dayton

on the other side of the road, uninjured.

Mrs. Dayton sat up,'and with a nervous, hys

terical laugh called her companion’s name.

did not. answer. She went to his side. He was

still white, iuscnsible, and she thought him dead.

With a wild cry she raised his head to her breast,

calling his name, “Horace, dear Horace,” and

begging him to look at her. Then she looked

round for help. There was no house in sight.

Mrs. Dayton was not a woman to spend many

moments in useless grief. She soon recovered

her presence of mind. Her vinaigrette full of

salts was hanging to her belt, and she drew out

the cork and tried its effect. Her companion

was only stunned, and in a few moments he was

able to feel her hand on his brow, hear her voice

in his car. He kept perfectly still, his eyes

closed, and his breathing low. The most deli

cious ecstasy was holding him quiet. The low,

sweet voice, but which would never before speak

one word of preference for him, was now saying,

“Horace, dear Horace, speak to me once “

more.” Then there fell upon his face a tear.

He faintly opened his eyes. The next instant he

regretted it, for he found his head on the grass,

and Mrs. Dayton at. least. five feet from him.

~Il”/tW/”N/M/flv1, '1’,,,M~¢,/,’
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5 “Are you hurt?” she said, quietly.

Q Had he been dreaming? Was this the voice

3 that said Horace, dear Horace?

He sat up. He was not hurt, only stunned,

and in a few moments he stood beside her. Her

veil was down, and he could not see her face.

“How are we to get home?” she asked, pointing

to the dead horse and broken carriage. Her

voice trembled now, and the wind blew aside her

veil. Her eyes bore traces of weeping.

Horace forgot his wager, forgot their awkward

predicament, forgot everything but his love, and

he poured it forth in broken, passionate words.

Her heart throbbed high with ecstasy, for she

was too great an adept in the art of flirtation

herself, not to be able to distinguish the voice

of real feeling. Yet as he went on, the scene

with Mrs. Harrington occurred to her, and she

stifled back the eager welcome her heart gave

his words, and said coldly,

“Enough, enough, Mr. Cooke. I am sorry to

cause you the loss of a thousand dollars, but

ghlrs. Dayton cannot accompany the Saratoga

% party as Mrs. Cooke.”

\ Stung to the quick, Horace stood silent for a

l moment. Then in a low voice he said,

5 “I was an impertinent fool. Can you ever

forgive me?"

“On one condition,” she said, smiling.

“Name it,” was the eager reply.

i “That you pay your wager, own yourself

beaten, and do not address one word of love to

me until we return from Saratoga.”

“The first two I agree to, but the last is very

hard," he replied, taking her hand.

“How are we to get. home?” she said, abruptly.

“We must walk to the nearest house, and then

hire a carriage.”

New I will not tell you, reader, what they said

in that long walk, but I know Horace paid his

wager, confessed himself beaten, and bore the

banter of his companions with great philosophy.

How the last clause was kept I know not, but

early in the following fall, Mrs. Dayton became

a Mrs. Horace Cooke.
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BY HRS. A!

Two friends there were, who ever shared

Each other’s care and pleasure,

For whom. when grief: no longer spared,

Love filled the sinking measure.

Their wishe/s. dreams, ambitions, one,

One prayer their spirits making,

That they might have, when night came on,

One sleep and one awaking.

T H E W A L L .

. ll . II I N E B .

- A foolish thing, that forth again

A look. a word had driven,

Made with-r distance and more pain

Than death each tie had riven;

What though their paths be gloomy all,

And each a weary rover?

Build higher still the angry wall,

Let neither one look over.
~{,-/~/»/



THE _OLD STONE MANSION.

 

BY CHARLES .i. PETERSON, soruou or “run VALLEY FARM," “manna,” “KATE aruzsroan," so.

 

(Entered, according to Act of Congress, in the year 1859. by Charles J. Peterson. in the fllerk’s Office of the District Uonrt

of the United States, in and for the Eastern District of Pennsylvania.)

eomnunn no! no: 858.

C H A P T E R X X I I. 5 inquest adjourned, was that I should acquaint

Nnsnn' a month had passed since the events 3 her father with the fact.

narrated in the last chapter. The coroner’s jury; Accordingly I started, the next day, for the

had met, as I had expected, the morning after 5 city, on a. double errand. The first was to call

the death of Bentley, and I had been summoned g at Mr. Elliott’s. I found the house, as I had

to give my testimony. I had kept back nothing. 3 feared, shut up, and in answer to my inquiries,

I had admitted my unconscious share in putting E was told that the family had gone to Newport for

the counterfeit notes in circulation. “I will tell the summer. To provide for this contingency, I

the truth, the whole truth," I had said to myself, 3 had written a letter, which I now directed, at the

as I descended the stairs, “and trust to God's g grocery store at the corner, and then carried to

mercy to rescue me from this great strait.” Nor ‘ the post-oflice myself. My other errand was to

had I trusted in vain. It is true, that, at. first, dispose of a few trinkets belonging to Georgiana.

I had cause to fear for the consequences of my i For neither she, nor I, now that we knew how

sincerity. More than one of the jurymeii looked 3 her husband’s money had been acquired, could

ominously at me: Severaliof the spectators whis- é use a penny even of what had been received in

pered aloud their belief in my guilt. But the \ change for the notes. There were fewertrinkets

coroner himself was a humane man, and what , than I had supposed, and those of less value;

was equally fortunate for me, an influential one. ‘ and I now learned that the others, many of them

He interposed promptly in my behalf. “I see i quite costly ones, had been taken by Despcncer,

no reason,” he said, “why we should detain this from time to time.

young lady. She has been unfortunate in her; ‘ For two or three days Georgiana was compa

associations, perhaps alittle imprudent; but that E ratively calm. But when the time came for a

is all. Truth is stamped on every word she has letter, in answer to the one I had written, she

said. Had she been a confederate of these felons, g grew restless and excited. Daily, at her request,

she would have suppressed much that she has i I walked into the city, in order to inquire for a

told. I think we may let her go." He looked 5 reply, personally, at the post~oiiice. I returned

around on the Jury, and seeing no dissent, bowed 3 from these long and exhausted journeys. so tired

me out, having first thanked me for my attcnd- that sometimes Ialinost fainted; forit was in the

ance. I am told, that, in these later days, otfi- worst days of summer, and my physical svstem

oial personage: are less courteous. I hcarit with was worn down by late events; but I forgot it all

regret, especially when I think of the innocent, in witnessing the disappointment of my cousin.

who may occasionally be brought before them, ‘ I had made up my mind, from the first, that no

as_I was‘ brought, and to whom the shame of 5 notice would be taken of her appeal. Nor, though

being baited on a witness-stand, in public, is I wrote, at. her solicitation, two other letters, was

enough, without the aggravation of brutality on any answer ever returned.

the part. of their questioners. g The anxiety of the mother soon began to afl'ect.

Old Jane, however, was less fortunate, A; 3 the health of the child. But why should Ilinger

tiger: was no dopbt tl;at:he had been cognizant S on the sad story? Together they wilted away;

0 t e purpose or w iic the library had been 3 together they sleep in one 0055!!

used, she was committed to prison, nominally as ; It was nearly a month, as I have said, since

an accessory before the fact, but really, I under the awful retribution of which the old mansion

stood, in order to secure her evidence against ? had been awitness. Night was falling fast. The

Despencer, in case the latter should be arrested. windows were up to admit the air, for the day

I have said that the events of that awful night 3 had been unusually sultry. Georgiana had failed

broke Gcorgiana’s heart. She knew that she was so fast, during the preceding twenty—four hours,

dying, one of her first requests, after the .\ that the nurse and I foresaw she could scarcely
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survive till morning. “About twelve o’clock, SGbd, in His wisdom, sees others are fitter to

Miss, she‘ll go," whispered this attendant, “they 5 bring it up than I am. Oh! what a wasted life

’most always do: it’s queer, but I've seen a great a mine has been. How many opportunities thrown

many die, and they drop of, either then, or just i away. I thought only of my own pleasure; and

before morning; leastways in the night, some-Show God has requited me.” She paused for

time: two die in the night, where one dies in g breath. “But He has made me to see the error

the day." E of my ways. His mercy has brought me here.

I rose, to escape this garrulous talk, and went i The idols I have worshiped have fallen at my

to the window. The cool air refreshed my heated i feet and been shivered into the clay they were.

brow indescribably. The moon was at the full E I am not fit, like you, Maggy, to fight the battle

Under the soft light the landscape wore a calm i of adverse life. His loving kindness calls me

as of heaven. The little brook, hidden in the g home. Oh! God is good, is good "

hollow, sung half murmuringly, as if chanting; She spoke these words with almost rapture.

a low, sweet hymn to the quiet trees. The great g Then, for a time, she was silent, and lay with

pines, in front of the house, stood dark andtcloscd eyes, but seemed to be praying. I fan

shrouded, like mighty mourners hushed in i cied, perhaps it was not all fancy, that a celes

solemn awe. “Oh! this great mystery of life ; trial glow gradually irradiated her countenance.

and death," I said to myself, “What is Eternity? 2 After awhile she looked up, smiling with ineli

IIow can we live forever and forever; we who Q Able SWEMHESS

can conceive nothing, which has not beginningg “Read to me, Maggy,” she said, speaking

and end? Yet how can man perish, while stars E slowly lmd With difficulty, “that part—of the

and space survive: the spiritual die, while the i Clmptf-‘r—in Revelllli0n8-"

material endures?” I looked up at the moon. A3 I knew now of what she had been thinking as

small, fleecy cloud was near it. How placidly t she prayed. The chapter was one, part of which

the great orb moved along, returning my lookgi hall Tend t0 her, daily, for more than "V0

with something of almost intelligence, but still 5 weeks; for above all other portions of the sacred

inscrutable! The cloud, for a moment, obscured i volume, it seemed to give her the most comfort.

the face- of the orb. A temporary darkness fell a I (00k the Bible Mid begun to read With 8- 60m~

on the landscape. The pines seemed to sob, the g posed voice, though the tears fell fast; for I felt

brook to chant a requiem, A cold shiver ran E that it was the last time I should ever read to

through all my veins, as if the King of Death, 1181'

in that instant, had cast its shadow over the “And I bEheid, Mid 10! 1! gl't'flt lmlltitude,

scene. Then the great moon emerged, bright which no man could number, of all nations, and

and calm, from its passing obscuration, and as i kindreds, and people, and tongues, stood before

it moved majestically along, all Nature seemed the throne, and before the Lamb, clothed with

to rejoice silently. “It is the life after death,” white robes, and palms in their hands; and cried

I said, involuntarily. “Thank God for immor- , with a. loud voice, saying, ‘Salvation to our God,

tality." l which sitteth upon the throne, and unto the

A whispered summons from the nurse recalled 5 Lamb.’ "

me to the bed-side. Georgiana had awoke, had i There was an audible response from the bed.

asked for her child, and had then wished me to g I read on to the end of the twelfth verse. As I

be summoned. She smiled faintly, as I drew s paused then, for an instant, the jubilant voice of

near. E the brook seemed to echo, through the heavenly

“You will be a mother to it, if it lives,” she g night, the concluding words, “forever and for

said, feebly, looking from the babe to me. “I i ever.”

almost wish it was going home too." She con- 1 resumed,

templated it for awhile, as only a mother can “And one of the elders answered, saying unto

regard her infant, and added, "poor little dear! me, ‘What are these which are arrayed in white

it does not know what it will have to sufi'er." robes, and whence come they?’ And I said unto

I knew, from the look of the wan, little face, him, ‘Sir, thou knowcst.’ And he said unto me,

that the daughter would not long survive the 5 ‘These are they which come out of great tribu

molher; but I promised, with tears and a chok- i lation, and have washed their robes, and made

ing voice, all that Georgiana wished. She faintly them white in the blood of the Lamb. Therefore

gathered the babe to her side, crooning over it are they before the throne of God, and serve Him

for awhile. Then she looked up. saying, g day and night in His temple; and He that sitteth

“I once feared death: I don‘t fear it now. Son the throne shall dwell among them. They

There is nothing left to live for, but baby; and i shall hunger no more, neither thirst any more,
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neither.shall the sun light on' them, nor any g morning I was in a violent fever. A serious fit

heat. For the Lamb, which is in the midst of i of illness, I foresaw, impended. My nervous

the throne, shall feed them, and shall lead them 5 and physical systems had both been over-taxed,

unto living fountains of waters; and God shall i and I had now to pay the penalty. Alone, amid

wi e awa all tears from their e 'es.’” tstran ers, m heart shrank within me. For
f)‘Shallywipe away all tears fgom their eyes,” 3 awhili, as I lay tossing on my bed, my temple!

was echoed softl from the bed; and then all was i throbbin to burstin . I Was on the point of re
.Y \ g g

quiet. lpining at my fortune: for I knew not but that

I waited five minutes, ten, half an hour, 5 my landlady, on discovering my condi|ion,might

watching while my cousin seemed to sleep. At 5 take advantage of a period of delirium to rob me

last I heard a deep sigh. I looked quickly at ‘ of my purse and turn me into the street. But I

the nurse; then at Georgiana. Her hands were g remembered, in that hour, the blessed words I

folded on her breast, her head lay back on the i had read to my dying cousin. “Through much

pillow; she was dead. But in the rapt exprcs’ s tribulation," I said. “Through much tribula

sion of the face, I was reminded of a picture I 3 tion," I kept saying, till I lost consciousness,

had once seen of St. Catharine translated to 5 sinking into the stupor of disease.

heaven by supporting angels; and as the trees i For weeks, as I was told afterward, I lay un

rustled without in a sudden breeze, I started, i conscious. Of all that dreary time I have only

\ . H I t s 0

half expecting to see the hushed figure floatga confused recollection. \hld visions ot happi—

away, upborne by similar celestial messengers. g ness, snatched from me at the very moment of

She was happy at last! She had gone from § fruition, tormented me day and night. Now I

much tribulation. While I looked down, rever- 3 stood waiting, a bride at the altar, and already

ently, on what had been so lately the home of S heard a well known footstep approaching, when

an immortal soul, and which was still radiant the earth opened and fiends rising up matched

with its departing sunset, other texts rose up to i me away. Now, furnished and athirst, l was

my memory, as if some unseen spirit audibly drifting about on a desolate sea, when an angel

repeated them. appeared above extending a hand to resoue me.

“And I heard the voice of harpers harping} But just as the fingers touched mine, a thunder

with their harps; and they sung, as it were, 11$ bolt separated as, thick darkness enveloped me,

new song before the throne. €the wild waves rose, spectres gibhered past.

“These are they which follow the LambENow I was falling, falling through illimitablo

whithersoever He goeth. Espace. Then the character of the illusionl

“And there shall be no night there; and they changed. I was dying in the public streets.

need no candle, neither light of the sun; for the 3. Thousands passed by, yet nobody took pity

Lord God giveth them light; and they shall 3 on me, till one familiar form approached and

reign forever and ever." stopped with instinctive humanity. But when he

i saw who it was, his lips curled with scorn and he

i turned away. Again: I lay, bound to a hungry

C H A P T E R x x I I I- l lioness, in an African desert, momently expecting

IN the same coffin, we laid mother and babe, to be devoured. The savage beast would look at

for the latter did not. survive quite twenty-four 3 me, licking her mouth, and then roar across the

hours. There was no mourner but myself. vast waste of sand, where her famished whelps

We had been warned to quit the old mansion 5 were hastening toward us. Ahunter approached.

long before, for the proprietor was scaudalized i Amid all his disguise I knew him. He did not,

by the purposes to which it had been put. But however, see me. I tried to call him, but I

I had begged his forbearance on Georginna's could not, for a spell chained my tongue. 0h!

account, and had, with difliculty, obtained it. the horror of those moments while he went

On returning from the funeral, I looked the slowly by, almost touching me. Then I was a

door, leaving the furniture as payment for the Q homeless wanderer, on a mighty plain. A whirl

rent, and taking my slender wardrobe and still g ing snow storm almost blinded me, yet I strug

alenderer purse, set forth to begin life anew. l gled on, for far ahead, dimly seen through the

I found lodgings, in a humble boarding-house, '5 tempest, shone a feeble light. At last I reached

in an obscure part of the city. That night, I i the doorway, and had just strength to knock,

lay long awake, revolving plans for the future, 5 when I sank exhausted on the threshold. The

the best of which were hopeless enough. Atiportal opened, and joy of joys! he it was that

last I fell asleep. But I soon woke with a chill, stooped to lift me. But before he could touch

though it was the heated term in August. Before i my person, a fair-haired lady, whom I recognized
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only too well, rushed between, and bade him

stand aside, in God's name, for that the mar

riage vow separated him from me forever.

door shut with a clang and I was alone and

perishing.

When I began to recover, I was feebler than

a child. Weeks went by, even after this, before

I cottld leave my room. At last, about the mid

dle of autumn, I found myself comparatively re

stored to health.

But what a prospect there was in the future!

_ I knew not, in all the world, a friend to whom I

could apply. ltly funds were exhausted. The

winter would soon be at hand, and it was a win

ter of which the most terrible forcbodings were

everywhere entertained; for commercial and

manufacturing distress were universal. Since

I had been struck down, by illness, one of those

financial crises which occasionally devastate the

nation had occurred: thousands of the rich had

become poor; starvation stared the multitude in

the face.

By chance, one day, when reduced to nearly

the la~t extremity of despair, I saw an adver

tisement, in a daily paper, which I had borrowed

to read. It ran as follows:

WA.\'TET).-—A governess to take charge of two

small children. Apply at IIemlock Farm, near

the Poplar Station, on the Ilidge railroad.

A sudden hope tilled me. I would expend

what little money I had, in going to this place;

for I reasoned that its distance would preclude

many applications; and so tny chance of success

would be increased. It was the first time, too,

the advertisement had been inserted; and if I

set out, at once, I might anticipate all others.

In five minutes I was on my way to the railroad

office, where I learned that. Poplar Station was

about. fifty miles distant, and that the afternoon

train would start in an hour.

go that day.

Before long, therefore, I was rushing along

the side of a beautiful river, the western sun

gliding its wooded heights and shimmering on

its placid waters. The towns and factories,

scattered at intervals on either shore, shot past

like white wreaths of smoke. Now we dashed

through a dark tunnel, now crossed the Stream

in a twinkling on a bridge. The rapid motion

was in unison with the stir and excitement. of

my mind. I looked through the barred windows

of the car and blessed the mile~posts as they flew

by. I was impatient to be at my journcy‘s end.

For I now began to fear that some one had

I determined to
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{that any one who had seen the advertisement

soun enough, might. have had the start of me by
I several hours. I knew there must be hundreds

P out of employment, who were quite as competent

for the situation. Then I tortured myself with

the idea that there might, be many in the train

on the satue errand. I saw more than one whose

air and dress gave color to this notion. How I

watched, at each station. to see if they got out!

When, at last, all had left but one, leaving no

other passengers of my sex, except ladies whose

dress showed them above the necessity of seek

ing such a situation, and coarse featured women

evidently belonging to the agricultural popula

tion of the German county we were traversing,

I sighed with incxpressiblo relief: a relief only

lto he understood by those, who have been in

fear for their daily bread, and have had those

fears quieted temporarily.

I now began to speculate, for the first time,

‘ as to the character of the place I was visiting;

for, up to this point, such had been my eager

ness to get the start of other applicants. Ihad

not thought of this. Its homely title showed

that it was an ordinary farm-house; and from

its location, in the heart of a region wholly rural,

I concluded the culture of its family was of the

rudest. But why ticed a governess at all? Why

not be content with the road-side school? Ipuz

zled myself, for a long while, endcavoting to

solve this problem, but to no purpose. I could

conjecture nothing. except that one of the chil

Edren, if not both of them, were half idiotic; that

this rendered their attendance at the district

school impossible; and hence the necessity of a

governess. I knew enough of that section of

the state to know that no other circumstance

could induce a farmer to resort to so compara

‘étively expensive a method of education. Iset

tied, therefore, that this was the state of the

ease. I was aware there were plenty of far

mers, in that vicinity, rich enough to employ a

governess, if compelled to; so there was no dim

culty on this account.

I now began to picture to myself the life I

should lead. In itnagination, I drew a picture

of the house and its surroundings. It was an

old stone dwelling, probably with a root' green

with moss, standing in some low bit of ground,

near the river, where the early German settlers

always located their habitatious, partly to secure

a more abundant supply of water, partly because

of the richer soil in the bottoms. It had, near

it, a stone barn, a huge edifice, more than four

2 times as large as itselt', bursting with abundant

i crops. Close by was a little, low, whitewashed
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anticipated me. There was a morning train, so ; springdiouse, with a solitary willow drooping
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over it. There might be a small garden in front 3 of a village. I thought, that, in less than a year,

of the house, with a few common flowers; but g I should be lying, in just such a place, alone and

this was all; and even this was doubtful. About E forgotten, without a head-stone to mark the spot,

the whole place there was an air of thrift; but a with no one even to come and lay a flower on the

nothing picturesque or refined. Everything was 3 sod. My words, “it is well,” were the response

reduced to the level of the tamest common-place. i to this thought. '

I felt, that, in such a household, my soul Would s Suddenly the train stopped, and the conductor

starve. Yet what else could I do? I must feed E threw open the (1001". crying,

my immortal part on these dry hnsks as well as i “Poplar Station.”

I could, or perish literally, and for want of more I rose mechanically. Faint and weak, I stag

physical food. \ gered along, catching by the seats as I went.

Then I began to think of the mother. Per- E The conductor politely assisted me to descend.

haps here there would be some alleviation. Per- i As soon as I touched the ground, he waived his

haps God, in afllicting her children, had done it i hand to the engineer, caught at the rail as the

to soften and refine her. Sorrow, with natures g train began to move; and I was left alone.

that have any latent good in them, does this. I l

was willing to believe it of her. I imagined her i _

a little, thin, worn, patient woman, grey before i C H A P T E R X X I v

her time, knitting all day long, when not other- i I w“ left, alone. There was a deep cutting

wise occupied, her eyes filling with quiet tears \j\15t before me, and not a honso in night, A

as she looked at her helpless innocents. I saw .; pm], led up the bank; and this 1 took 1; con

her start, with nervous terror, at the rude voice g ducted me to a traveled highway, from which I

and 101!!! step or her hllsbfllld- ID 811011 11 family, % could see, at a little distance, a road-side tavern.

 

I Mild to myself. I Will die by inches. For the It was one of those so common in Pennsylvania;

very tax on my sympathies, created by the poor 11 low, rambling stone inn, with a huge horse

children and their mother, Will wear me out all g trough in frontI where n, tenm of Conestoga, horses

the faster. There will be no relief from any i was, at this instant, leisurely drinking,

quarter. No book will ever reach me 1n this \ As no other house was in sight, and it was

out of the way ahode. The very name of the g necessary to get some directions, I put on a bold

place, Hemlock Farm, so full of sombre and \front and walked forward. The teamster stared

funereal associations, seemed to be a presenti- Q rudely as I came up, and the ostler winked to a

meat of my fate. I should live in an atmosphere i half drunken vagabond in rags, who stood, with

of slow poison, where every intellectual faculty, E his hands in his pocket, idly watching my ap

every fine perception, would wither and perish. lproach.

Surrounded by coarse associations, cut ofi‘ fromi I faltered out, as composedly as I could, my

all revivil‘ying sympathy, I would grow coarse i request, addressing myself to the teamster as

myself in time. Perhaps, too, there might be ‘ the least repulsive of the three.

other things, rude sons, vulgar farm hands, with § “Nein,” he said, shaking his head.

whom I would be compelled to associate, andg Irepeated the question. "Pray, sir, can you

whose brutalities or insolence I would be forced Edirect me to Hemlock Farm ?” For I did not

to endure; for in such households all alike ate, Sunderstand him.

at the same table, as I well knew, and lived ing “Nein!” he answered again, staring at. me

the common sitting-room, so that companionship E vacanlly, but with a good~humored look.

was inevitable. As this picture rose before me, Q I now turned to the ostler.

1 half resolved to abandon my expedition. But 3 “Is it Hemlock farrum yer asking after!” he

a thought of my empty purse, and of the terrible 5 said, scratching his head of shock hair: and

winter approaching, silenced my repugnance. s swearing a favorite Celtic oath, he told me “he’d

“It will not be for long," I said. “I am no t nivir heard of such a place."

more the gay, admired fiancee of a man of talent E The half drunken vagabond now approached.

and wealth; no more flushed with health, or in- i As I saw him come up, I looked imploringly to

toxicated with spirits. This shortness of breath; l ward the inn door, in hopes some female, or at

this little hacking cough; these pains in the Sleast the landlord, would make his appearance.

chest, are not merely the remnants of the fever. % But not a. soul was in sight. The whole place,

Do I not know their meaning? And it is well.” 2 with the exception of these three and the horses

We were, at that moment, passing one of those E drinking at the trough, seemed to have been

antique church edifices, standing in the midst of i asleep for ages. It was one of those warm, Octo

a neglected grave-yard, which tell of the vicinity < her days, which temporarily recall the summer,



 

THE OLD STONE MANSION. 417

when a drows'y haze veils the distant landscape, g thing about my not being a. lady after all, or I

and when, in silent afternoons in the country, Swould have given him something to drink: and

the voice may be heard for a mile. A hound lay Q at this I hurried on the faster.

asleep, in the sunshine, at the end of the porch, g The way proved longer than I had supposed.

his nose buried between his paws. The pigeons Between my fatigue, my weakness, and my

were ranged, like statues, along the eaves of the E anxiety, the miles lengthened out interminably.

barn. There was not a sound, except that of S The sun was low in the western heavens, when

the water running from the trough and the noise g I reached the bridge. Now, for the first time, I

of the horses as they drank. began to think what I should do, if my applica—

“P'raps I can directthe young lady,” said the tion failed. Where would I spend the night?

inebriate, speaking with a hiccup, but making a The nearest town was several miles distant,

not ungraceful bow; and I saw, at once, that he 5 so that, in my present exhausted condition, it

was that most pitiable of all objects, an educated § would be impossible for me to walk there, before

man who had become a common sot. “Hemlock 5 dark. But I shuddercd when I thought of being

Farm, did you say? Why, that’s it, yonder." iout, after nightfall, on these lonely mountain

He pointed, as he spoke, to a peculiarly shaped 3 roads.

hill, at the distance of two miles or more, as Before crossing the bridge, I sat down, for a

long, ridgy, precipitous hill, clothed with dark g moment, on a boulder, partly to rest, partly to

green hemlocks, and washed, at its base, by the 3 reflect on this new emergency. Just above, the

river. The mellow afternoon sun glittering on i river made a bold sweep, enclosing a wooded

the water at its foot, and reflected from a white island, the trees of which, large and shapely,

bridge that crossed at the hither end of the hill, and without undergrowth, threw their long,

brought the sombre evergreens out into bold re- g black shadows over the grcensward, as the set

lief, and transfigured the whole scene. No house, s ting sun struck slantwise between them. About

however, was visible. Perhaps it was concealed, iman’s horn filled the air with softened music.

I thought, by the shoulder of a mountain, in 3 On the opposite side, Hemlock Hill, rising pre

shape like a. crouching lion, which, soaring to l cipitous and picturesque, glowed in the golden

the height of a thousand feet or more, intruded \ radiance. The whole scene was typical of an

its rugged outline between me and the approach g indescribable peace. Oh! how I longed, at that

to the hill. lmoment, to lie down, where I sat, amid these

“Do you see that hill?" said my guide, stam- § calm surroundings, and sink to rest forever.

meringly, steadying himself by the pump. “The t I rose, at last, wearily. I began to feel a. pre

one just past the South Mountain—it’s the only i sentiment that I should not succeed. Yet I tried,

one of that shape in the county, and you can't E in defiance of this, to buoy myself up with hope.

miss it—well," drawling out the words slowly, SI said, again and again, they will at least ask

“that’s Hemlock Farm.” 3 me to stay all night. Then I remembered, that,

“Thank you, sir," said I. hurriedly, glad to E if they should not, I was wasting precious m0

escspe; and I moved on. But I was stopped, t merits. I dragged myself down the descent.

immediately, by the speaker, who laid his hand, E My fears increased, as I Went, so that I almost

familiarly, on my shoulder. i ran at last.

“You needn’t be so scared, Miss," he "id’s I arrived so exhausted and breathless at the

surlily, as I shrank away, while the ostler S toll-gate, that the keeper looked at me with sur

laughed outright, and the teamster stood with g prise, a surprise which was not diminished when

a grin on his face. “I’m a gentleman, I am, QI asked him if this was Hemlock Farm before

though you may see my coat‘s the worse forime. Observing he stared at me, dubiously, I

wear. I’ve studied at the University—sity—I I told him my errand.

have. You were going without knowing how to x “You are the school marm then," he said,

get to Hemlock Farm. ‘You must take the left i regarding me with uplifted eyebrows. “Humph!

hand road, at the red barn, a quarter of a mile § Well. that's the place."

further on, and so go down to the river: then): I had no doubt that my wearied look and

keep up stream, till you come to the bridge; g travel-soiled dress somewhat detracted from my

cross that and you’re at Hemlock Farm." tcharacter, and I explained, in this way, the

I hardly waited for him to finish. I had taken § questionable air with which he kept staring at

good care to keep out of the reach of his arm, Eme, while he pointed across the river. I colored

this time, and now walked away as fast as Igwith embarrassment, not unmixed with anger,

could. But I had not gone far, before I heard ‘ as I said, drawing down my veil again. which I

the speaker muttering, with many oaths, some- 5had throwu up for air as I walked,
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“What? That house ahead? Do you knowg

if anybody is at home ?” g

It was a small farm-house, with more preten- 2

lions to elegance than I had seen in this region;

and my heart bounded with delight; for theS

household, which could surround itself with

such a pretty flower-garden, must, I thought,

have some refinement.

“No,” he said, gruffly, and coolly turning on
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rock, framing in the landscape on that side.

Between these, stretching far away to the hori

zon, and widening as it went, the river meander

ing in the middle ground, was an undulating

country, covered with alternate farms and wood

lands, and diversified with villages. Away and

away, following the glittering water, my eye

traversed, as if fascinated, over the vast land

scape, till it lost itself in the purple haze, that

\
\
\

l
\
\

l

t

his heel to go in, offended, I suppose, by my E hung around a ridge of hills, miles and miles

putting down my veil, “that isn’t the place at i distant. The prospect burst on me so unex

all. You must pass that house, and taking the E pectedly, everything was so (life-rent from what

road up the river, go in at a gate, you’ll find S I had looked for, that I stopped, for some time,

there. about a hundred and fifty yards farther g breathless with surprise.

on. The place you’re after is up the hill.” Q Then I turned to look for the house, which, up

My heart fell. With a sigh I turned away. i to this time, I had not seen. It stood almost

As I passed the gate of the pretty farm-house, g directly in front, a little to the right, about five

a sweet voice was heard singing, within. It.“ hundred feet off, on a grassy terrace, below

was a mother warbling a lullaby over her child. s which swept the road. The dwelling itself was

The memory of my own happy infancy rushed comparatively small; but in no sense could it be

back to me. I recollected, as vividly as if itg

had happened but yesterday, my mother leaningover my cradle, while she rocked it and sangi

that very lullaby. It seemed to me a dream

of heaven, in some former state of existence,

from which endless ages now separated me: a

Paradise of peace and love gone forever. And

the tears gushed to my eyes as I thought this.

I staggered on. The road begun to ascend

slowly, terraced along the river-side. At the

and of what seemed the little farm, I came to a

dense wood of evergreens, the beginning of those

which covered the sides and top of the hill.

Suddenly, when I had almost pasaed it, I saw a

plain, unpretending gate. This, I know, must

be the one to which I had been directed; and I

turned in.

It was like passing into a cool cave out of a

hot noouday. The trees met overhead, so that

not a ray of sunshine penetrated to the avenue,

which was filled with a subdued light. Under

neath, the ground was carpet-ed with the brown

tassels of the pines, that crackled under the foot.

An aromatic fragrance filled the air. The road

began immediately to wind ,up the hill, disclos

ing dim woodland vistas at every turn.

After I had walked, perhaps, the eighth of a

mile, I suddenly emerged from the wood; and

lo! what a prospect. Before me, and separated

from me only by an intervening valley, was the

mountain, whose side profile had concealed IIem

lock Farm from me, when I had stopped at the

tavern; but now the front of the mountain rose

rounded and wooded, a perfect cone. This

formed the right hand setting of the picture.

To the left, on the Inhor side of the river, was

another mountain, a long, bleak, bare stretch of
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called a. farm-house. It was a quaint, pictur

esque mansion, with a deep bay window looking

down into the valley, and numerous high-pointed

gables. Vines gamboled over the balustrades,

ran up the grey walls, twined lovingly about the

dinm0nd~paned easements, and nestled under the

caves. The principal front seemed to look my

way, for there was a balcony before it, extend

ing its whole length; and this balcony led into a

spacious garden, not a stiff, formal one, such as

city horticnlturalists are so fond of, but with

evergreens scattered about, and grassy slopes,

and rose bushes here and there, giving it a wild,

half-'forcst grace, like a garden in the Arabian

Nights. .The side of the house, which looked

down toward the valley, commanded a gently

sloping lawn, many acres in extent, which swept

almost to the foot of the hill.

The whole place had a look of peace inde

scribable. Its quiet anti repose stole over my

senses like a subtle perfume. “Ah!” I said to

myself, “if I can only find a refuge here, dur

ing the few months I have to live."

But my emotions of hope and delight were

soon succeeded by others. What chance had I,

without asolitary recommendation, cominga-foot,

my travel~soiled appearance alone sufficient to

create prejudices against me, to obtain employ

ment here? For everything about the spot

betokcncd the most fastidious taste. The mis

tress of such :1 Paradise, I said to myself, will

have nothing about her which is not in uni—

son with the spot. She will not tolerate this

haggard face for a minute. One look at me will

be enough to fill her with disgust.

It was with a faint heart, therefore, that I re

sumed my way. For I determined to proceed
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in spite of all. Having come so far, I would 1 day ball, I had paused an instant in front of the

go through with it, even to enduring the startled g mirror, before I descended, and, intoxicated by

glance and supercilious dismissal of the fine lady, E the atmosphere of love and flattery in which I

who had never, perhaps, been so near a starving 3 had been living, had said to myself that I really

fellow-woman, nor ever would be again. But : believed I was beautiful. The contrast between

my hand trembled, nevertheless, as I lifted the > my face the“ as I remembered it, and now, was

k"°°ker- that of two lives, as wide asunder as eternity,

A "1"“ "Hunt, "can! dressed in black Opened R and which never, never could be reunited. I was

the do" lm'IIE‘IlMOIY- He had ll Pleasant, ruddy S no more the same being than if I had been born

face. Whose 800d hum" reassured me a little! 2in a different century. Vast gulfs, fathomless

and a. quiet and deferential manner, whose mag- i abyss“, lay between what I was now and had

 

netism influenced me unaccountably. \ been then.

“Will you say that a young woman has called Q My lip began to tremble. The thought of the

l0 509 about the KOVH‘MSS’ Place ?" I Blllll- § past was too much for me. I turned from the

“Yeti! mfl'llm, walk in!" was the answer, and, i mirror, and stepped hastily to the bay window,

with a reassuring smile, he ushered me into the i to shake ofl‘ these emotions by looking at the

PMI‘JY- unrivaled landscape, for Nature always soothed

The parlor was a large and elegant apartment, i me like a friend or a mother.

hung round with copiesz'in water-colors, of some; I}, had its efl‘r-ct. I grew composed again.

of Turner‘s best pictures; with choice engravings z And now I bethought me how I should get over

an" Lfllldseel'; and Willi “he? BPEClmGDs 0f i the awkwardness ot‘anintroduction. The strange

first-class modern art. A statuette, here and i manner in which 1 had come, my total want of

"WW, 011 '1 bI‘IICkQLi a I‘lCh Silver Sfllvel‘i With 3 recommendations, struck me now more than

pitcher and flflgon-q, 0" fl Oflflsole; lUXlll‘lous 2 they had even at the entrance. I half repented

chairs scattered about; a table covered with new i that I hm] entered, Instinctively I looked about

books and pamphlets; these were the other most ‘ to see if I could escape, But the opening and

"Hem °bjecm in the room- Ai 0"" 9nd W115 *1 \ shutting of a distant door, as if some one was

deep bay window. As I crossed the floor, I saw q approaching, told me I would be too late; and

there was a mirror, over the mantle-piece, reach- 2 nervous mid excited, my heart beating fast, I

ing to the ceiling; and before this I paused a S awaited this interview.

moment. 5 At that moment, it occurred to me that the

Idid it unconsciously. I suppose no woman, at t best way to open the conversation, Would be to

any time, much less when She is about to receive § present the paper, containing the advertisement,

a stranger, ever passes a mirror without. glanc- i as a sort 0f letter of introduction. Fortunately,

ing at her face. It is a habit we acquire early. 3 I had marked the advertisement around with ink,

and of which we never entirely get rid- 011 that and hastily fumbling for thejournal in my pocket,

day, certainly, not a particle of personal vanity g I folded it, with trembling hands, so as to bring

entered into the feeling, which caused me to stop S the advertisement outward, and holding it ready,

before that mirror. I had but one thought, E awaited the coming footsteps.

which was to provide for myself, if possible, a2 Awaited them, did I say? They were now

respectable home, where, for the little time which gnegr enough to be distinctly audible. Instead

remained to me, I might earn my livelihood in of being those of a woman, they were the foot

the humblest way. I had, consciously, but a t steps of a man, and something in them struck a

single emotion, which was an utter, utter despair, 1 cold chill to my heart and made my knees sink

with not a ray of hope to light it up. Once, and : under me. Iclutched, for support, at. the top of a

once only, as Icrossed the room, and its elegance i chair, by which I had been standing, or I should

lhd luxury affected me like a Ellblle Perfume, l g have fallen. For one breathless, agonizing second

said to myself again, l‘Oh! ifI could only find a 3 of time, I doubted; but at the next footfall I

haven here for the few short months I shall live." i prayed that the floor might_ open beneath me,

But. I laughed immediately, to myself, at the k and I sink forever from sight. in another mo

idea; it was too wild to entertain. Ement, the door opened, and, as I feared, Mr.

I started back at sight of myself. Haggard i Talbot stood before me.

and wan, I had felt that l was; but the reality Yes, Mr. Talbot stood before me. There was

far exceeded my expectations. If I had ever the same commanding form, the same majestic

had any beauty, as I had once been told, it was‘ brow, the same eagle eye. Time had passed

gone now. I recalled, by some strange associa- z differently with him from “but it bad with me.

tion. the fact that the night of Georgiana’s birth- i That proud, high air of manhood, defiant of all
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obstacle, as if the possessor exulted in having 1 best and noblest of his sex? Indignation gave

difiicultics to overcome, that union of physical, g me strength.

intellectual and moral power, which had always Q “Sir,” I said, “unhand me. I will call Mrs.

been so pro-eminently his, was still there, only i Talbot.” I rose, as I spoke, and stood before

more developed, more self-centred than ever. t him, my eyes flashing, my bosom heaving with

For an instant, he did not see, in the twilight g anger.

of the room, where his visitor was. But at last , “Mrs. Talbot!" he answered, in surprise.

his eye, that lightning eye, fell upon me. E “What do you mean?" Then a sudden light

I withered beneath it. I recalled how we had i broke over his countenance, and he cried, joy

last parted; how that he was now married; how fully, “You don’t think me married, do you 2”

that he would despise me, more than ever, for The tone in which he said this, as well as the

what would seem to him an unmaidenly visit. \ look, convinced me that I had been deceived for

It appeared to me, that, as he recognized his l months. How my heart leaped at the convic

visitor, scorn, anger and loathing succeeded each tion! Then the blood rushed to my very brow.

other in his face. The room swam around me. é I covered my face in confusion.

I reeled, clutched at the air, and fell headlong; His arm was around me again in an instant.

to the floor. $“Darling,” he whispered, “what a villain you

§mnst have thought me ” And he went on ra—

C II A P T E R X XV. ‘ idl l‘I am not married. I never could have
I no not know how long I was insensible. itphari'ied any one but my own Margaret. This

When, at last, I faintly opened my eyes, I was i is my sister’s present residence, and as she is

still comparatively unconscious, and neither rea< g out dining, I came to apologize for her tempo

lized immediately where I was, nor the indeli- S rary absence, little thinking that in the supposed

cacy of my situation. For I was dizzy with g governess I should find one I was going to seek

long-forgotten bliss, as, looking up, I saw Mr. F to-morrow. It is only three days since I re

Talbot’s face bending anxiously over me, felt his 3 turned from Europe, where I have been since

arms around me, and heard him whisper, "darl- 5 early in the spring. But tell me, how come you

ing, have I found you?" I had a dim recollec- a to suppose me married? What enemy has been

tion, also, that it was his eager kisses, which 3 at work defaming me?"

had woke me to life again. I was now weeping silently on his shoulder,

Do not censure me, that, for an instant, I gave E but the tears were those ofjoy and thanksgiving.

myself up to this delicious dream. That, as 2 “God had been good to me," I said to myself,

memo? rketifiirneg, I alngost wished it hatIi nevprg “more sled, a tlhotnsanitimesi, thafnII deservlcd."

come ac , ort en, in appy ignorance, migitg won on y iret erea eri was to inger

still have lain in those arms and forget the solemn i on this scene. The next half hour was spent in

vows that. separated us forever. But I castaway 3 mutual explanations. He listened to my story

the temptation the moment I fully realized where 5 often with a kindling eye. When I had finished,

I was. With burning blushes, I struggled away i he said,

from his embrace, and attempted to rise feebly E "I never heard, till yesterday, that my mar

to my feet; for I had been lying on the floor, Eriage had been published. My sister was the

with my head pillowed against his breast, while first to tell me. It occurred after I had sailed,

he knelt above me. and I have no doubt was inserted, by Despencer

“Oh! do not leave me,” he said, pleadingly, Q or Bentley, solely to deceive you. My friends,

holding me fast. “Surely you are not angry 2: it appears, caused it to be promptly contradicted;

with me still. Margaret, dear Margaret, we i but I suppose that the paper, in which the con

can yet be happy.” % tradiction appeared, was purposely kept out of

Was he mad? Or did he meditate toward me your sight. The lady, to whom the notice mar

the deepest insult which a man can inflict on a q ried me, has been, for more than a year, be
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helpless woman? - \ trothed to a very intimate friend of mine, and

I made a new effort to extricate myself, but he i has since been married. She and I have known

held me the tighter, the more I struggled. g each other from childhood. She is like a second

“You do not mean it,” he said. “Heaven 2 sister to me. Had she been in town, last year,

has not sent you here, that we should be parted 3 she would have called on you, and then this

again.” i miserable mistake could never have occurred.”

There was now no mistaking his words Was g I hid my face again on his broad chest, as he

this the man of whom I had made a hero to 3 drew me tenderly toward him. I thought ofmy

myself? Whom I had secretly worshiped as the i jealousy, when I had seen him driving her out,



mm'ww”rv~lff,flzt”rMah- '\_‘4\.VIIIIIN”” ..-M , v -.-.-,.»,,,M,~A.Wm,_,.MNMM~M,NM,A,NMw, aflu“

run OLD srons MANSION. 421

IW,NM~.WNHafl.‘I”,/»M,,N/’,/,,_»,_v.-N_M,////////I-'-‘//rr-'"//{/  

and was glad to conceal the blushes, which It In a very few minutes, the sister came running

felt burning in my cheek. > in, a gentle likeness of her brother, still pretty,

“I knew you were living with Georgiana,” he 2 though a widow. Taking me to her heart, as if

continued. “But I little suspected that your 51 had been a younger sister, she won my confi—

uncle had discarded you: for some reason orEdence and atfeetion at once.

other the Elliotts kept that. part of their conduct 5 "There now, Talbot, go away," she said,

secret. They have reaped as they have sown, E “we’ll see you, by-and-bye, at the tea-table;

however. Yesterday, I Yenrned that the present§but meanwhile Margaret must come with me,

crisis has carried your uncle down: he is a bank- 2 for I have the children to show her, little clears,

 rupt, if not. worse " }besides a thousand other things.”

I started. g Speaking thus, she carried me into a charming

“Not ruined?” I cried. gchamber, which was fragrant with flowers, and

“Yes! utterly.” 5 which overlooked the wide valley, that was now

The news stunned me for an instant. Then I darkening with the shades of twilight. Here,

thought of Rosalie. i after busying herself about for awhile, in order,

“We will seek her at once," he said, in answer , as she said, to make things more comfortable,

to my question. “I was going, as I have aready she left. me to myself, promising to summon me

said, to start to-mon-ow to visit you. I had sup in about an hour.

posed that you had returned to your nnele‘slongE The first thing I did, when the door closed

ago, and would have sought you, before coming t behind her, was to give way to a hearty fit of

here, ifit had not been for a letter from my sister, \ crying. Then I washed my eyes, smoothed my

which I could answer only in person. When I S hair, and had just finished rearranging my dress,

heard, from Bella, of your uncle’s failure, I was i when I heard a light tap at the door. It was

anxious to set ofi‘ by the next train, but was E my hostess with her two children, bright, demon

detained till to-night, by the same imperative g strative little girls, who made friends with me

business that brought me here. God knows Iiimmediately: and one of whom strikingly re

little thought, when I was loitering idly over S minded me of Rosalie. In five minutes I was

Europe, what you were sufi'ering." pas much at home with this darling as if I had

“I deserve it all," I murmured, again hiding 2 known her all my life.

my face. “You were right and I was wrong.” i “Don’tyou think Hemlock Farm picturesque?"

“We were both wrong, and both right, darl- g the mother said, directly, going to the window.

ing," was his answer. “I was too imperious, 3 “We consider the view, down the valley, very

and we were both too proud. We are older and E fine. The place is the old homestead, you

wiser now, I trust. But I have my confession i know; but Talbot lent it to me, when I and

to make also, and it is this, that the more I re- t these little ones were left alone." Here her

flected on your motive for standing by Geor—Svoice quivered for an instant. But directly she

giana, the nobler your character appeared. I i went on. “My affairs are now settled, however,

went to Europe, because I was too proud to seek g and, after this winter, we shall live in the city,

you, and yet could not forget. you: but I longiand Talbot will take the old homestead back.

since regretted my going; and though I too have 3 It. has always been his favorite summer resort.

had doubts whether I was loved any longer, I Q But there is the tea-bell.”

returned at last to put it to the test." s I could lengthen out my story, but why should

‘.‘ You shall be my guide, my master hence- t I? Mr. Talbot and I have now been married for

forth,” I whispered, looking up into his face. “I s several years. Our winters are spent in the city,

have never been happy since that fatal morning." 5 our summers at Hemlock Farm. My husband

He bent down and kissed me reverently. Elias been called, more than once, to take part

“God deal with me,” he said, with solemn E in the councils of his state and nation; but; he

accents, “as I deal by you." And thus were§always finds a few months of leisure for our

we, a second time, betrothed. ' mountain home.

A carriage was now heard driving up the road. g The children, who have grown around us, love

“That is my sister,” said Mr. Talbot, “I willi the old place as much as their parents do. We

bring her here directly," and he ran out. 2 are a happy family, especially when Mr Talbot’s

I was all confusion. But I appreciated the i sister, with her two girls. joins us, as she does,

tact which instinctively told Mr. Talbot to delay , for a few weeks, every summer.

the meeting till he had made the necessary ex-‘t For Rosalie lives with as. I have adopted

planations; and the respite gave me time to re- \ her as my own child. Mr. Talbot fulfilled his

cover myself in some measure. , i promise, sought out the Elliotts, and finding that
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they were reduced to the extremest poverty, had

little diiliculty in persuading them to surrender

their daughter. My uncle and aunt, indeed,

survived their loss of fortune less than a year.

They were unable to hear what they thought the

disgrace of indigenee, and died of what some

Would call broken hearts, in consequence.

Despencer never reappeared in the United

States. After the discovery of the gold mines .

in California, a man, answering to his descrip

tion, was lynched on the Sacramento for stealing

another miner's claim; but we were never posi~

tire that this was Georgiaua’s husband.
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Old Jane died in prison, while I was lying

On everybody, except myself, who had

lived in the old stone mansion, since the night

of the first awful tragedy there, the parricidal

curse seemed to have fallen; for all had perished

prematurely. The mansion itself is now a roof

less ruin, through whose open easements the

winds and rain beat, and whose very stones are

slimy with damp and decay But the sombre

pines still stand, like mourners, about it; and

as they sob and groan in the winter blasts, give

color to the popular tradition, now more positive

than ever, that the place is haunted.
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THE CALM OF LIFE.

 

BY EMILY HEWITT BUGBEE.

 

Tm; day goes down in its beauty,

And from the Heavens afar,

As ajewel of \vonderons ht ightness,

Gleameth the evening star.

The clouds—like freighted vessels—

Ilavo floated far out to sea:

And gentle winds are whisp'ring

To every listening tree.

The sky as a hand is stretching

In holiness over all,

And i hear. as from voices in Heaven,

A benediction falll

Ah. me! that Life‘s cares and sorrows

Might go with tho drifting clouds:

They would go in a million numbers-—

In thick and atrugglin-av crowds!

And I wish that a calm might follow,

As reigns o‘er the world to-night,

III/I’ll]!f/‘IN-P/IIIWII‘NNVIJ'IIIA-‘AWNll/lllfll That the spirit might rise rentrengthened

With the dawn of to-morrow’s light.

I wish—and I wish but vainly!

The hands of the pleading heart

Most soon tint-lasp from the weaker,

And nerve for the sterner partl

For sighing is weak and ignoblc—

It cures not the \vonnds of the past;

It were better to die and be faithful

Than to yield unto wrong at the last!

Brave heart—covered over with stabbing:

From the hands of the false and untruel

Be thou strong in thine armor of iron

Till the battle is triumphed through!

And then, as the night new falling,

When the surging toil is o’er

In a cloudless caltn—star-lighted—

Thou shalt rest forevermorol
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THE HOUSE OF THE

 

NOVEL READER.

BY ELIZABETH BOUTON.

 

“WIPE! wifol do let me have that book,

Yes, nearly noon. and only look,

The ln'eakfast-tablc standing,r yet,

And sure I am a saint would fret

To hear that blessed baby roar;

Man never needed patience more.”

“Now, husband! do for once he still,

For read I must, and read I will;

The very deuce is surely in it,

I never can sit down a minute

But there is such an uproar here-—

Take up the baby—that's a dear—

“e't! yours. I‘m sure, as much as mine—

I cannot understand a line."

“Please, mother! tell me where to go

With all these breakfast things, you know

If any visitors should come

You’d have to say, “I’m not at home.’”

"III/III!’f//{~'1.!I/!//MA’I'I~/’¢'r¢-/_r)/v-’fI/Ifh “Go right away, you tiresome ehildl '

You worry me till I am wild.

The dishes putjust where you please,

And let me have a moment's pence."

“ Look. mother! Sister, ain‘t that nice?

lat's in the cream up to her eyes,

And Rover. with his two fore-feet

Upon the table. stealing meat.

llurrahl I’m glad I am a boy,

I'm off to where I can enjoy

More fun than‘s to he found at home;

Don‘t you wish, sister, you might come,

“'hile father rocks our little pet,

(He'll make a charming nurse-maid yet,)

And mother reads her book in quiet,

With nobody to make a riot?"



NO INFLUENCE.

 

BY M38. )1. A. DENISON.

 

“I Have no influence!" 5 The moral character is only ennobled when

The words were spoken in a sort of passionate 3 we do right under adverse circumstances—in

surprise. The speaker was poor, plain, and (in 5 other words, when we make sacrifices.

her own eyes) insignificant, \ We knew a poor, old man—most likely out of

It. put us in a moralizing mood—~thns. You Q the body now—who, when an indigent college

have influence-you, everybody. You can’t get Q youth came to him for help. gave him the two

away from it. And it matters not. what is your 3 best shirts he had. A banker, who was applied

sphere, your duty, your sex, there is a moral s to on the youth’s account, Whistled a little, then

obligation always pressing upon you. You can- 3 saying to himself, “I shall never feel it," put

not put it 05‘ with excuses; you cannot hide it

under careless gayety; you cannot resist it by

moroseness and negligence. It follows you to

your grave.

No influence!

My friend, you are ever impressing somebody

with good or evil—child or neighbor, mistress

or maid, clerk or employer. With the laughing

debauchee you may sing,

“I care for nobody,

Nobody cares for me,”

and to a certain extent. this may be true; but

you are at the same time receiving and making

impressions.

No influence!

Oh! not so. One would think that the miser,

drawn within himself, loving nothing but his

musty deeds and bonds and boarded gold, was

the last man to exercise any obligation of mo

rality toward mankind. Yet there is not a

moment he draws his shriveled lungs full of

heaven’s bount-eous air, but he is making an

impression for evil on somebody.

N0 influence!

We cannot live for ourselves alone The most.

selfish being in existence is like a pen perpetu~

ally moving, blotting foully where he does not

make fair marks.

“What am I doing?"

A question every one should pause to ask in

the midst. of life's cares or reckless pleasures.

You, madam, are heedlessly teaching your

child lessons of vanity, by your perpetual re

currence to dress, dress, dress.

You, madam, are making your children fretful

i fifty dollars into the applicant’s hand.

5 But—we believe God looked with most favor

S on the man who felt it—the poor, old man with

g scarcely a dollar in his pocket. He had proved -

sthat he did his charity for charity’s sake._ It

icost him something. He had made a sacrifice

3 in the name of Him who said, “Verily they shall

ghave their reward.” So, my friend, consider

i the character, the moulding of your child’s whole

3future being of sufficient importance to make

isome sacrifice of your feelings when circum~

, stances are adverse.

i No influence! .

2 You, sir, are injuring more than one young

§man by the glass you take in public; you, sir,

E by the petty tricks of deception in trade, which

none understand so well as your clerks; you,

sir, by your passionate temper and vehement

blasphemies; you, sir, by your meanness at

home, exercised toward wife and children.

“I’m sure I have no influence,” sighed a poor

shop girl, pausing in the midst of her work.

She had but that moment‘made an honest

statement, which, had she avoided, would have

saved her fifty cents. The other girls, who had

forgotten their consciences, were rebuked. Their

flushed faces and downcast eyes told that the

good seed had not fallen in vain.

“I‘m sure I have no influence,” murmured a

5 poor old woman, as she was going from church

g on the Sabbath.

Q But mark you—out of the great congregation

Snone but she had said, “Oh! sir, (to the pastor)

gyour sermon did me so much good! It was like

t rest to the weary, or refreshment to the hungry."

She little dreamed how those words blessed

1‘)“III-la:/.r/»,/,v//,,,I‘JJ‘)III

III/I‘ll!/1,.”

by your own gloomy brow, and hurried, restlessi

answers. To be sure you have cares and trials: i that good man’s heart. warming, comforting,

please tell us who has not? .consoling. They imparted a new strength to

423
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him; he felt happier all the week for having ; upon the other side—for we all do harm as easily

heard them. as good, and more frequently, if we are not ani

No influence! mated by the one principle that should be the

But ah! the instances that might be recorded guide of life. And the consequences follow us!

III/III;I
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A CHILD’S THOUGHT.

 

BY ELEANOR CLAIR

UPON the Western hills, the beams

Of fading sunlight lay,

And with the dying rays a life

Was passing fast away.

Three Summers had beheld her bloom;

The fourth was hasting by,

When like the early flowers, the time

Had come for her to die.

With solemn gaze, two children looked

Upon the parting scene,

And wonder grew within their souls

To know what death might mean.

And when the last faint breath was spent

And closed the weary eyes,

The dark death-angel spread his wings

And bore away the prize.

The sister and the brother stood

And watched how twilight shade

O'er hill and vale, and field and wood

Its silent progress made;

And all the time, in silence deep

They thought the mystery o’er,

While the new sense of life and death

Grew stronger than before.

Till suddenly, a silver ray

Delights the upturned eye,

Where fair and clear, a lonely star

Has taken its place on high.

 

m/M’If/IIINIVIJIJIIIIJIIINVI/I/I‘JJIIIIII/INIII-1'1/A/‘IJ‘.VAvIf/III’MI'd And then a meaning seemed to break

Upon them from afar;

“ See, sister’s soul,” they cried, in joy,

“ is now a shining star, '

And through the night, till morning break

lier Heavenly place she’ll keep,

And new-r weary. from above

Will watch us while we sleep.”

Strong, child-like Faith! were such but outs

To keep our souls serene,

With neither doubt nor rare nor fear,

God’s love and us between.

For though the loved be distant far,

And all unknown the state

In which beyond this mortal sphere

Our coming they await;

If they with star-like eyes keep watch

O‘er our uncertain feet,

Or dwell serene, of earthly things

Lulled in oblivion sweet,

We know that when, on star or sun,

Or where the place may be,

The Saviour calls the ransomod home

His face of light to see.

The parted ones are joined again,

Knowing as they are known,

And love’s fruition is complete

Before the Father’s throne.

wVIW'NINMP-l"IINNMI{IIf,.r.r./III/II”IIAW,

ZENA.

 

BY E. SUMMERS DANA.

Wmma the early flowers blossom

In a Southern sunny clime,

Where the birds their plaintive warhlings

Echo in the sweet Spring time,

Where the sycamore hangs proudly

Over merry laughing streams,

There a lovely, thoughtful maiden

Wanders oft and sweetly dreams.

Often will approaching nightfall

Find her pensive, sitting there,

With the violet and blue-bell

Twining in her sunny hair;

While the melody that gushes

From the streamlct rippling by,

Is not sweeter than her blushes

As a shadow meets the eye

 

.II‘INMNI‘NI/IIIIJ/N/1"”,,,,-./.e//////.//A Mirrored in the crystal waters,

Fairer than a sylvan elf.

Yet she thinks not, pensive dreamer,

That it is her own sweet self.

New her thoughts are fondly lingering

O‘er the land which gave her birth,

\Vhich to every filial wanderer

Is the dearest spot of earth.

Angels watch her as she lingers,

Zephyrs fan her Parian brow

Fragrant with sweet-scented blossoms,

For her thoughts are holy now.

May there mingle in her dreaming!

Thoughts of one who at her side,

Spent life’s happiest hours so swiftly

0n the blue and restless tide.



LEAVES FROM NANNIE WILD’S DIARY.

 

BY MARY Al E5 ATKINS.

 

Almond Grove, 1851. 5

Twsnvs to-day. So many years gone through ‘

with since I was ushered upon this stage of g

existence. Do I speak irrevelantly! I do not §

wish to; but hitter fountains are stirred within é

me, and such strange thoughts thrill me through t

and througl't'! My dear old nurse says these are l

wicked indulgeuces, and that every lot is better:

a thousand times than we deserve, and worthyé

our deepest gratitude; and also declares that Ii

am old as the oldest in many things, especially Q

in reflection. People usually deem long life de- \

sirable. Shouldn't it be? I have seen glimpses

of life that I thought ought to be perpetual, so

true and golden seemed every moment! Who

can desire to be happier than my sister Grace!

How beautiful and beloved she is! I wonder if

I am such a. dreadfully homely, unloveable thing?

Everybody says so—actually everybody. Even

my mother cannot endure a full gaze at my face;

and flushes up when strangers (and we have a

great many, especially gentlemen,) say, “Is this

your child?" as if it were impossible for so Q

beautiful a parent tree to have brought forth

such stinted, rough, ugly fruit. Ah! my mother,

you little know how deeply I love you—how con

stantly I desire your approbation—how ardently k

I long for you to call me “my daughter,” in the Q

tones that charm, aye! and pain me, because;

they are never for me. These heedless strangers i

do not affect me, but my mother's mortification k

is far more distressing to me than these sudden E

and frequent confirmations of my utter destitu- g

tion of facial attractions. Would want of beauty S

in my mother make any difference in my loveg

for her? Never! She would be my mother, and E

in that dearest of all words there is beauty, the i

deepest and richest earth affords. How she i

loves and pets Grace; and I, ugly I, standing by E

longing, heart-sick for one of the sweet namesi;

\
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I don't think much of beauty for myself, and

never want it, only when I get to longing for

my mother's love, and feel that through it I

could obtain my life-long desire. Nurse says I

am handsome enough; but who else will ever

see through her eyes? She let a word drop this

morning that puzzles me: she intimates that

Grace attracts many of our male visitors to the

house. A sudden thought strikes me, but I will

not write it.

Everybody likes Grace. At school she is first

in all things, (and I would tell this only to you,

my precious diary,) not that she is superior in

tellectually to the pupils, but because she is

beautiful.

I have noticed (I hope I am not growing

envious, jealous, nor unjust,) that even our

principal, stern man, thorough teacher, has a

stronger fancy for a lovely than a homely face.

I suppose he cannot help favoring Grace, beauty

is so enticing; but he ought not to indulge in

this sort of favoritism. Do any guess what

an inner life I lead? Conflict and triumph side

by side the whole way through! I dream dreams

when wide awake that fill my soul with inex

pressible glory. Genius! What is genius? Ah!

my little diary, I can dare to tell you that I think

I have hidden powers of mind of great value. I

can tell you this: alas! who else would care to

hear it? But if this be true, can genius com

pensate for the absence of that love I unceasingly

crave? But I must win this love. Ma laughed

when I promised to write as well as Grace.

She thought I could not—she sees I can, as I

write all her letters to papa. Can I bide my

time? Oh! the old longing to be near her

heart. The very impossibility of even partial

possession is an incentive to exertion. 1 will

strive to win and deserve it. This morning,

I said, “Mother, does father willingly toler

and caresses that seem very stale to my fortunate i ate the presence of ugly-faced people!" upon.

sister. The other day, Frank Lee, one of my E which, she looked at me so strangely and coldly;

schoolmates consolingly told me at the close of g that I dared not trust myself to await her

a number of mirthful observations upon my 5 answer, but rushed from the room. Soon after.

flaming hair, freckled face, small, grey eyes, wide E I heard her clear, loud tones in Grace‘s chan

mouth and stooping figure, that I could never g her, saying,

fade. I suppose he thought me quite as ugly as 5 “You shall have everything you want, pet;

is possible for me to be. I was not angry with i especially dress; Mr. Bright is very fontii of-v

him. I nover'am with any who call me ugly. idress. You do need your room rcfurnishad. I.

Von. XXXV.—-26 425
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wonder where my eyes were that I did not find

it out before you mentioned it. Don’t you think

Nan a little queer?"

“She’s always that.

replied Grace.

What. a monster I must seem to people! ugly

everywayl Yet, much of it is because I am mis

understood. I will drink peace from that thought.

What are mere gifts, qualifications, my dear un

conscious sister, compared with the wealth of

love you daily receive, yet are never thankful

for?

Ugly everyway, hey?"

Almond Grove, 1855.
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LEAVES FROM NANNY WILD’S DIARY.

 

round. I am very proud of her; my love for

the beautiful being very intense. But I must.

leave you here alone, diary. Nurse wants me

to go to a prayer meeting with her.

Almond Grove, 0 month later.

How lovely is the day, beautiful with sunshine,

and reaches of deep, blue sky, and perfumes

redolent of flowers in their richest bloom! How

much poetry, and prayer, and praise their is in

such a day!

From afar, like discontented spirits, come on

the breeze to me, the roar and turmoil, and dis

cord of the city; and yet, distinctly, softly

 

Many a line of painful history have I traced Sweeb the murmuring waves will have their

on your patient, face, my pale, silent friend, and Q anthem heard one who loves the music well.

many more are yet to come, I {can How glad, how bright and beautiful nature looks

The years go by, and I am still alone, People g to me. Truly my soul I! reveling in a baptism

usually deem long life desirable. At. sixteen Igthat, a month ago, I did not dream could be

gm the game, homely, unattractive creature, who, l mine. The glories of a second birth have placed

at nine, wondered why her mother turned from i me ill: a ngwdlife‘.‘ lgiscpnttent, fnvyl'i vain-long

her protfered kiss. Alas. I am led through many s mgs an e_- s ere o ore, vn strive (yet.

a pain to WlSl'l myself the ignorant little being ; not as its primary good) to Win to my heart the

of thy“, migly period! “You can never fade," i heart of the being I 50 clearly I‘OVB; I Shall pro

promised that humorous schoolmate, as his fine l bubly b0 dISRPPOIltied. bl!t I Will labor to Wear

eye danced with fun. R my trouble well. She and Grace only deride my

Fads! Ah! there is worse fading than the F new faith. I will not intrude it upon them, but

dgil gli in 5"" of the cheekg' cal-mine, of i‘ let my daily life prove its WOI‘th and realit .the iyesll‘hrightnesi, of the skin's lily fairness, gflh! could they but- be happy as I. How ghild

of the hair’s luxnriance and gloss, of the figuro’s g d?" Old "I"!!! it! “IN I have come out of dark

grgceful roundnesg_ far worse! I own (his HESS into marvelous I agree with her that

with streaming eyes. Oh! to be alone—alone 3 it was no little thing to stand upon the threshold

when the crushed tendrils of the heart are for- g of life, looking willfully with bursting heart afar

ever reaching upward for the dew they parch 2 upon a long reaching future bare of glad pro

for but can never obtain. I long for my father's § misc. But the wounds of my crushed heart are

return. Will he love me? Will he receive my S healed. The Good Shepherd has passed near

heartfelt welcome? [was only fivelwhen he leftland touched them. Preceding me into the

home. Will he wonder I have no dresses made i waters was the figure of Frank Lee, thoughtful,

of the rich silks he sent home for me? He shall i subdued, with a martyr’s look of exultant faith

never know that Grace has had them all fitted to g upon his fine countenance. I hear he will study

her. To be sure she does honor to them that I g for the ministry. "is family deride the idea,

could not: besides “mine and thine" are dis- 2 being exceedingly aristocratic and worldly- but

tinctions I can never bring myself to make. But l he is firm in the plan. May God help and pros

to have given her those articles myself would S per him! I am certain that Grace fancies him

have been a happiness to me. Yet, mother may i above Mr. Bright. This gentleman begins to

have done right in withholding them from me. ‘ look dissatisfied—his long wooing does not pros

(I must not dcscry spots in the face of my sun, i per as he had hoped.

I had far rat-her bask in its brightness. although i A month later.

its beams fall only indirectly upon me.) 3 He is here—my father—my father! How I

How have those years of absence dealt with ‘ love him! He has but just come—hardly an

father? He used to call in tones that made me l hour since. I watched long at the turn in the

laugh, “his little scarecrow.” He will find his \ road, wanting a good, unseen look into the face

scarecrow different. only in size. that. always beamed kindly into mine in infancy,

Grace is nineteen, and redolent in beauty. z and which I had kept in such fond remembrance.

Mr. Bright is still her admirer. She treats him 5 The old kind look was there, but lines, care and

variously, It is plain she does not quite discard India sun had done their worst upon it. He left

him, nor does she any of her admirers. She the corner, preferring to walk toward his home

is the belle and beauty for many, many miles1 and note the changes time might have made in
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every remembered landmark. Thisplan of his $ I help stealing a glance at mother? I did not,

brought tears into my eyes. I should have done '< but regretted it when I met her quickly with

just so. My dear father must have a great, gdrawn glance. I felt the wrong, but was power

fresh soul. He walked slowly, noticing every- 3 less to expose it. Grace, through indolence. has

thing. Soon he came upon me as I sat on the g never written a line to father. I have long writ

hedge, netting in hand; a deep brown sunbonnet E ten for mother, who always chose (as she said)

slouched over my face. I felt very hot and l to write her own name at the close. And thus

flushed, but would dare to lift my eyes. which I g she managed to put. Grace’s where I naturally

had only dropped when I felt how near he was a supposed hers would go. But never mind, it is

getting. .He bowed gravely, as he would in 5 all for the best, I dare say. Father shall never

passing any stranger. Then, as my soul, very a know the deception if I can prevent it. \ Ah!

likely with its thronging sensations, spoke in my there’s Frank Lee's quick stop! But what is

face, he paused in front of me, while his deep, gthnt to me, that I should disfigure you, my

grey eyes went questioningly all over my poor, kdiary? Grace will be glad to see him. He

homely face. I could not stand Li’s. Tears comes to see her. His visits are nothing to me.

rained over my face. 3 So I’ll run down to the parlor for an hour or so,

“Oh! father,” I cried, rushing into his arms, gthen come back to my writing—desk and add a

while my netting went, I know not where. i page to the manuscript, that I am vain enough

“Why, Nanny!" and then he gave me a kiss E to hope the world, yes, really the whole world

that hid all the ugly, intervening years, and will some day'see!

made of me a simple child of five. Ohl what Almond Grove, three months later.

rest did this give my soul. It never can be Nannie Wild now writing in
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“ How are mother and Grace?” he asked. t this safety-valve-dniry—it never can be! What

“Well, and anxiously expecting you. Grace g does the world mean by being so good to me'.I A

is a beauty." I Mlded- 3 while ago, father blundered upon my manuscript,

" IIumphl I expected it; am glad she i8. 88 I E (I shall always believe nurse put it. in his way.)

like beautiful things.” with a sly glance of his i Afler the first hasty glance he cried, “Why!

eyes at me. “Aren't you)! beauty, £00? I 8118-“ 1 this pcnmanship is just like that of my letters

be disappointed if you say no!” i from home for the past number of years!"

“Now, father!” I cried, upon which he re- "Sm-tin ’65," said nurse. ‘

newed his kiss; then, drawing my arm through “But Nannie wrote this?” holding the book

his, hurried with me toward home. At the win- up that she might see it.

dow stood mother, in full dross; Grace was not “Yes,” replied nurse.

beside her. “And Grace wrote the letters?"

He left me to greet mother, who never lookedi “No, sir. Miss Nannie wrote them," said

more radiantly beautiful. It was a fine couple E nurse, with emphasis. She likes to pay me

standing there with clasping arms. I felt proud marked respect,

of my parents. It is a good thing to possessi Father fell into a fit of musing. When he

good parents. garoused, he read my manuscript very carefully.

“Why did not you put on a nicer dross, $1 was out visiting my Sunday scholars. When

Nanny? That is no honor to your father! But a I was on my return I met father, who had come

you are so queer!” i to meet me. I knew he was full of something.

“I thought, mother, of nothing but father,” I “My dear, dear, gifted child!" he burst forth,

explained. {while big tears actually rolled from his eyes,

“No apologies; you are the quintessence of S “how strangely. cruelly you have been treated.

neatness, and that’s enough!” interposed father, §I see it all now. How blind I’ve been all my

holding forth a hand to me. 2 life. But you shall be righted. Righted! As

“To be sure, dress would not make much dif- 5 if we, so deeply your inferiors, could right, ap

%
3
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ference in her,” said mother, who then rang for preciate you properly!"

a servant to cull Grace. I was quite as full as be. Not a word could 1

Grace soon entered. What a gorgeous picture speak. I was literally dumb. When he took the

she was! Like mother she was in elnborate \ manuscript from his bosom—he had plunged it

costume. E there when he came forth to meet me—he spoke

“So this is my beautiful correspondent! Just 2 of it in the highest terms. Took it up, point by

what I expected to find the mistress of such point, and went through it. as we sat on the

choice ideas and penmnnship!” cried father, hedge—for he had seated me there—in a man

holding her off to get his fill of gazing. Could sner that gave me fresh pride in hint. In his

 



 

428 PAULINA.—-—HOPELESS LOVE.

criticism he did not dream that he was letting i look upon me in such a light! Truly, I cannot

me glance into a mine of genius that he is igno- see. Nurse says I was always a great favorite

rant he possesses. That night Frank Lee called. with him, and that he never liked anybody else.

To my surprise, he passed the seat that Grace But she is, as ever, a fond flatterer. I got a

reserved for him on the sofa beside her, and copy of my book bound in the richest manner

came and took a vacant chair at my side. He for her. I often find her poring over it. She

had to walk the full length of the drawing-room keeps it on a stand side by side with her Bible;

to do this. I think I must have looked' awk- I suspect the latter is sometimes neglected for

wardly red. He had not sat long, ere father the former. Mother often refers, I am told, to

called him into the library. I know now what her gifted daughter Nanny! I am glad there is

made my heart bound at the summons. It W88 something in me that she can be proud of. Can

about my manuscript. Father has great confi- the bright future that I pause to look into be

dance in Frank’s judgment. And now the book really for me? I approach it with trembling,

is out. The world has seen and praised it. A tender thought. It seems far too joyful and

little fortune promises to be the result of this bright fol. such as I. Can so rich and great a

literary effort. It has been poetized, and ohil- soul be happy in a union with me? It is a

dren, hurdy-gurdies, and pianos alike sing the E momentous question. Oh, Frank! Frank! if I

music set to it. Ought I not to rejoice that the i should through any cause bring a pain-throb to

great Father has been so indulgent to me? Also, gyour heart! 0h! human souls bound together

that he has kindly given me the love of my 5 at the marriage altar ought to study, appreciate

mother and sister! The latter will soon marry § each other with awe and reverence! It takes

Mr. Bright. And I, whom shall I marry? No S but a slight jar to irreparably injure the finest

wonder that I doubt I am Nanny Wild! I shall ‘ porcelain! That I may be worthy of so good a

some time marry—Providence willing—Frank § man, and thankful to the Giver of so bright at

Lee! the idol of my days! How came he to i destiny, shall be my constant prayer and efi'ort.
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BY HELEN L. BOSTWICK.

 

 

Sun came among us as a bride,

What time the earth put off her green,

At mellow Autumn's middle tide;

When, girt and jeweled like a queen,

October, with her hair aflsme,

Flushed brow, and purple finger tips,

Across the Southern orchards come,

And touched the apples with her lips.

And treading back the snows of March,

There, mute and slow, to follow her,

Who gathered ’nesth tho festal arch,

So many a ruptured worshiper.

She came in Autumn—ah, how fairl

They watched her cheek who loved her best,

Smiled at the June rose lingering there,

And none its root of fever guessed.

She came a bride—so fond, so gay— Now, creeping from thin-budding bowers,

Ah! in you chamber still and deep, Where yet rude winds at midnight rave,

We little thought so soon to lay White-footed April wakes the flowers,

A pillow for her dreamless sleep: To weep beside her early grave.
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IIOPELESS LOVE.

BY FINLEY JOHNSON.

 

 

I snsisx, dsnr one, from offering thee

A timid love like mine;

I can but worship thee afar,

As an immortal shrine;

No hope have I to gain thy heart,

How hopelessly I love;

I can but blood upon my heart,

As on its nest tho dare.

Ah. me! 'tis sad that I should love

All silent and alone;

God grant thy fate may never be

As wretched as mine own;

I would not have dark sorrow's pangs

Upon thy heart to prey;

To food upon thy every hope,

And wear thy live away.

I breathe thy name, beloved one,

Within the realms of sleep;

And though my love is vain, yet it

Can pray for thee—and weep;

And though I may upon this earth

Find all my love is vain;

Yet unto me in Paradise,

It shall return again.
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THE SISTER’S CHARGE.

 

BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT.

 

C H A P T E R I.

Ir was a raw autumn evening. The wind

shivered down from the hills in great gusts,

and a chill rain was beginning to fall, which

threatened to end in a heavy storm of sleet and

hail.

Ann Leonard stood by the window, looking

out upon the tempest, and eagerly watching

through the dim light for her brother’s arrival.

There was no light in the room, the fire had

burned low and everything wore a look of gloom,

but through the half-open door there was a view

of the broad kitchen, with a cheerful fire burning

on the hearth, the tea-table drawn up near the

fire, and everything wearing that air of comfort

which only a tender and loving Woman’s hand

can give.

Ann left the window, and, with a prolonged

glance about the room, went quickly out into

the kitchen. as if startled by the darkness which

surrounded her. She looked mournfully around,

for it was but a little time since a heavy grief

had fallen upon her in that old house. By the

fire-place still stood her father’s arm-chair, in the

spot where he had sat for years; but three

months before they had carried the old man out

to the grave-yard, and laid him beside the wife

and children who had gone before.

There were none left. now but Ann and her

brother Charles. The house which had formerly

been so cheerful, was desolate: and in Ann's

heart struggled hitter sorrow for the past, and

undefined fears for the future. which she dared \

not too closely question lest they should take a

shape more terrible than those vague doubts.

Suddenly she heard the sound of footsteps,

and, hastening to the outer door, flung it. open

just as her brother reached it. He was a tall,

fine-looking fellow of twenty, drenched now with

rain, but wearing upon his face some look of un

explained joy which lit it up with almost boyish

beauty.

“I have got it, Ann!" he exclaimed; “I have

got it! I am to start whenever I like."

“Oh! Charles."

She could say no more; but, going back to the

fire, stood there, pale and trembling, as if the

wind from without had chilled her.

The youth was too much excited to notice her

< agitation. He throw off his hat and outer coat,

l wrung the moisture from his dark curls, talking

eagerly all the while, and quite unable to remain

still for a moment.

t “I had a hard walk from the post-ofice through

athis rain, I tell you,” he said, “but it’s no mat

iter, I got the letter." -

g “And they have promised you the place ?"

gAnn asked, at length, forcing herself to speak.

“Yes, to be sure. I'll read you the letter as

:- soon as I can dry my hands. Mr. Winthrop

a recommended me very highly, and it seems that

3 one of the firm used to know father, so they gave

me the situation without hesitation."

“And when shall you go Y"

“I would like to start to-night. I suppose it.

t will take me a week to get ready, but I shall be

l otf the moment I can. Here is the letter_”

s “Wait till you have had your tea," interrupted

g Ann; “1 would rather hear it then."

‘ She turned away, and, for a few moments, was

\ very busy over the table, though her hand shook

tso that she could scarcely hold the teapot, and

itho great tears would roll out from under her

geyelids in spite of all her etforts to keep them

2

,,/~,,,M

back.

t “I hate to see you at such work," said Charles,

Qsuddenly turning toward her. "Wait till I get

rich and we will live in the city, and you shall

t not make a slave of yourself in this way."

3 “Our mother did it before me, Charles," she

lsaid, gently.

“lf you are not crying!" he exclaimed.

“Why, Ann, crying at my good luck?"

"I wish I could be sure that it is so," she re

plied.

“How can it be otherwise? Isn’t it a great

ideal better to go to the city and stand a chance

\. of being a rich merchant, than to slave away my

llife on the old farm. I won't do it, Ann, I have

i made my mind up to that."

“Tea is ready," was all she said; “sit down,

for I am sure you must be hungry."

“I believe I am, though I was too near crazy

. to think of it. Now, Ann, we haven’t much time

to attend to things in. We must let the farm, I

:.suppose, and you can live in the house—there’s

S Groves wants the place.”

i "With my consent he shall never have it—he
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is a bad man. Leave all to me, Charles; when § tieut youth who longed to break away from that

spring comes I shall have everything arranged. E peaceful seclusion, and rush forth into the con

I shall not argue with you, it is too late; you 5 fusion and strife of the outer world. Quickly,

must go to New York if you think proper, but I 5 oh, how quickly the days fled to the anxious

still feel that it would have been better had you sister, till it seemed to her that she would have

decided to remain, pay ofl’ the mortgage which \ giVen years out of her own‘ life to prolong those

hangs over the farm, and live here quietly as our 2 fleeting hours.

parents did before us.” § He was gone at last, and Ann Leonard sat

i
\

 

“I should die, Ann! For the last year it has down in her solitary dwelling, feeling that the

seemed impossible for me to stay another day; Q quiet of her life was broken up, and that it

it was nothing but father’s poor health that kept i cOuld never return to the untroubled serenity

me here so long.” i of the past.

Ann shook her head sadly, but made no reply. Q But she had little time to brood over those

“Now, sis, don’t look so gravel You are 5 dark presages; there was work to be done, and

faacying all sorts of dreadful things, and not g it was better 50. Our griefs magnify in idleness,

one of them will be verified." Sand for one who suffers there is no ill so fatal as

“You are so young yet, Charles, and when I g knowing that there are no positive duties to be

think of all the temptations to which you will be S performed, nothing only to lie down in passive

exposed, I am troubled and anxious.” 1' despair and wait until the whirlwind is past.

“Oh, never fear; I will be as wise as ajudge; The winter passed slowly and sadly enough.

I have got over all my little follies.” There came frequent letters from Charles, full

The conversation went gradually back to the of hope and glowing anticipations, in which Ann

past, and soon both were dwelling with sorrow- could take no share.

ful fondness upon the memory of the dear ones “Have no fear for me," had been her brother’s

who had one by one been taken from them. §last words; “I can see my future clearly now."

Charles retired to his room at length full of§ But Ann did fear. She knew his fickle nature

buoyant hope and expectation; but deep into 5 so well, his weakness, his proneness to tempta

the night Ann Leonard sat by the waning fire, g tion, but she was powerless to aid him now, save

grieving over her brother’s head-strong deter- i as some good angel might, by giving her prayers,

mination to follow every passing caprice, and Q and watching over the boy whom she had pro<

trying to see her way clear through the irksome g mised her dying father to guard always.

duties which must necessarily fall upon her. 2

Mr. Leonard, their father, had been a man of i C H A P T E R I I.

no ordinary mind, and though a farmer livingg |Il‘wo years went by, and in all that time the

in a quiet, out-of-the-way place, his two chil-Ebrother and sister had not once met. Each

dren had been carefully educated. During the i summer Ann had awaited his arrival with loving

latter years of his life he had been harassed by l impatience, but there came only hurried letters

debts, which devolved upon him through the \ of regret—the pressure of business was so great

mismanagement of a brother, and Charles' con- 5 that he was unable to leave town.

duct had also caused him much trouble. Hot Several times she had proposed visiting him,

had been a wild, uncontrollable boy; and several but either tho occasion was not convenient for

times during his school days there had been difli- g him to receive her, or her numerous occupations

culties to settle and debts to pay, which pressed 3 detained her at. home: so during that long inter—

heavily upon the old man, and were an added g val they had possessed no interest or feelings in

bitterness to the trials he already endured. common, unless the great love which filled Ann’s

When Mr. Leonard died, there was little left 3 heart found an echo in his own.

his children beside the farm and the homestead. 3 During that time Ann had carried on the farm

There was a heavy mortgage upon the place, i with the aid of a trusty man. and under her good

but he had instructed them how it might be paid i management the debts which her father left had

of; and if the son had followed his father’s i been wholly paid ofi‘, and the farm, in a men—

directions, they would in the course of two or i sure, relieved from the mortgage which hung

three years find themselves comfortably situated. 3 over it.

But Ann found it useless to reason with hers Many times she had found means to send

brother. He had determined to pursue his own Charles small sums of money, as he had written

fancies, and a life in the city he craved beyond her that he was anxious each year to save :

anything in the world. Qportion out of his salary for the formation of a

The week passed—very slowly to the impa- 3 capital for future business; and he never knew
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the annoying economy which she was forced to ex- g The gentleman‘s face changed from its calm

ercise, the petty privations so painful to a woman ; expression to one of deep sympathy. He led

Iilicllll she endured in order to add to his comfort g her gently into an inner room and closed the

an .appmess _ g door.

During the first year, she received frequents "Tell me the worst,” she exclaimed. “Don‘t

letters from Charles, but after that they become 5 keep me in suspense a moment longer. What

irregular and more brief, until at length whole g has happened?”

weeks would elapse between the reception ofs “The most, terrible thing you can imagine,

those hurried and unsatisfactory missives. Ann E Miss Leonard. Your brother ”

detected an air of restraint unusual with him, 5 “Well, well! is he living? He is not dead?"

and she wrote begging him to be perfectly frank 5 “He has been arrested, and is in prison.”

and open With her. He only chided her for such 5 Ann did not weep nor faint. She stood up

folly, and she was forced to console herself with a right, gazing in his face with a bewildered ex

:he ldia'ihihl perh‘aplsl lierfafiiectiiop rendered her g pression, unable to comprehend the full meahing

00 so lCl ous, an s e re raine rom wearying i of his words. He grew alarmed at her appear

him with the fears which troubled her lonelygance, exclaiming,

hours. i . % “Miss Leonard!"

fig-3:112; 0112111111 ago": she secondianntversary s “I did not understand," she said, in the some

0 ar es’ eparturo a come an past. Ann § unnatural tone. “What has happened to my

had received no tidings from him for more than i brother?"

a month; but one day, when'hcr distress was at? “I have told you the worst; pray sit down,

its height, there came from him a few lines which Miss Leonard. I am your brother’s friend—will

froze her very blood. iyou not consider me yours also?"

“Come to me, Ann, for God’s sake! Forgive “Charles in prison!” she repeated. "Take

me, but come." ms to him, sir—my place is beside him, he has no

There followed the address of a gentleman i one but me in all the world—do take me to him."

whom she was to seek the instant of her arrival E Mr. Germon felt his eyes moisten at the sight

in the city. A few more incoherent words, so of her anguish- but he knew that a full ex 1
\ ' p 8'

blotted and indistinct that she could not deci- nation must be made, and she could bear it

pher them, and that was all. \ better then than after she had recovered from

There was no time to lose in tears or suffering. s that unexpected shock.

In an hour Ann was on her way, and that after- E “You shall go to him at once, Miss Leonard,”

noon she reached the railway by which she was 5 he said; “but it will be less painful for you to

to ‘purslue her Journey. 'Il‘here fwlilis n3 train § hearTsrime explanation from me than him.”

an i a mos evening, so here 0 owe more § “ e l rue—tell me."

hlpur: of1 suspense passed in pacing her room at i “Charles has been for the last year under the

t e ote , striving to keep back the fears which § influence of a very bad man, and even my per

tortured her, and praying God to avert the evil t suasions, although he considered me one of his

which hung over her darling, g nearest friends, were nnavailing to persuade him

It was the afternoon of the next day before 3 to break of? that intimacy. This man induced

she reaclgfied tht; city. She controlled her excito- E him to gamble, persuaded him to forge notes

ment su cienty to drive to shale! and changetsiglled With the name 0f his firm 10 Pay the

her dress: then she started immediately in search i KiQbIS- several of “18 HOWE Charles paid, but

of the person whose address had been given in 3 this time he was unable—there was an exposure

the letter. —the company were much incensed and Charles

It was a lawyer’s oflice down in one of the was arrested.”

close business streets that Ann sought. She “Tell me that you believe him innocent of

entered the room apparently calm, though her anything but weakness and I can bear it,” Ann

limbs were trembling so that she could scarcely gasped.

stand, and her eyes were wild with pain and “I do, upon my soul! He was the tool of a

anxiety. She was conscious that there was villain, and suffers for his crimes."

only one person in the office—a gentleman who “Now I am strong again! What can be done,

rose as she entered and offered her a chair. Mr. Germon? My brother must not go to prison

“I wish to see Mr. Germon,” she said. —he shall not!"

“That is my name," he replied. “We must obtain bail for him, and if we could

“I am Charles Leonard’s sister,” she aid, in persuade Messrs. Howard 8; Graves not to pro

a cold, strange tone. < secute, all would be well."
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“Have you tried?" $can procure bail for you, and if he will only

“But without success. I saw only Mr. Graves, , stop the prosecution all will be right again."

an iron-hearted old man; but Mr. Howard is nowi “Do you know how guilty I am? What a

 in town wretch you are holding to your heart?”

“I will see him. he was my father’s friend. “I know that you have been the victim of a

First let me go to my brother—I can find bail 3 bad man, but I do not believe you guilty.”

for him. I am strong now—in heart my brother; “Indeed I meant to replace the money, Ann!

is not guilty—he shall not be punished! Come, 3 I was mad—I could not think or feel the wrong.”

Mr. Germon—come." Q “I know, I know! Where is Mr. German ?—

The young lawyer looked at her in admiring i you must be freed from this horrible place."

astonishment. The force with which she re- “To-night?” he asked, eagerly—“to-night?"

pressed the terrible anguish that for a moment; “If possible—at least to-morrow."

had threatened to overwhelm her, the courage; “Oh, it is terrible here, Ann—two days and

which illuminated her whole face through the 2 nights in this dreadful place! When I sleepI

pellet of suffering, were wonderful to behold in i see my mother weeping, and my father bitterly

one so young and womanly. Q reproaching me ”

He led the way out of the office They entered 5 “They would never have done it, Charles,

the carriage and drove to the gloomy old prison 3 never.”

that looms up in the midst of New York like a g “But the disgrace, Ann, the shame!”

monument of human misery. Ann took his arm! “So few will know it! I remember now that

as they left the carriage, and they entered the \ Mr. German told me he had kept it out of the

gloomy portals. She refused to have her brother t papers ”

sent for, and, after a few moments delay, theys “Yes, God bless him! Oh, Ann, he is a noble

were conducted across the court—yard, and en- 3 fellow! Where is he, I want to see him?"

tcred that portion of the building where the male i Perhaps his voice reached Germon where he

prisoners are confined. Ann was conscious that § stood without, for the door opened gently and

they passed along a gloomy corridor. She heard i he entered the cell.

the rattle of keys—the clanking ofaheavy door, i “She forgives me," exclaimed the prisoner,

and found herself standing in a small cell, at the g springing toward him; “she forgives me! You

farther end of which was crouched a man. ‘ told me to send for her—God bless you! I feel

She sprang forward with a cry and clasped her 3 almost. free now.”

brother in her arms. Charles Leonard shrunk 2 For a few moments the brother and sister wept

back with a groan, but she drew him closer “to g in silence, then Charles flung himself upon the

her faithful heart, exclaiming through the tears, bed again in a new paroxysm of despair.

t
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which, for the first time, streamed from hers “It is of no use,” he said, brokenly; “I am

eyes, glostl They will sentence me to prison, but I

“Brother—darling—it is I—look up—speak i will not live to endure the shame.”

to me—do speak to me." § “Hush,” said Ann, almost sternly, “you must

“Let me go,” he cried, in a sort of frenzy; 5 not unnerve me! I believe that I can save you,

"leave me to my fate, you must hate me for- g Charles.”

ever.” There was a few moments more mournful con

“I love you more than before, darling! § versation, and then Ann rose to go, endeavoring

Nothing shall separate us but death, that was i to encourage new hope in her brother’s heart.

my promise to our father." “Another night to be spent here,” he said.

"I am lost, Ann,” he groaned, “lost—there “0h! Ann, the morning will never come!"

is no help for me!" They left him to exert every means for his re

“I think there is, I believe there is—do mtg-lease, and Ann was not a woman to leave any

despair-" “ expedient untried. They went first to Mr. How

She looked round for Mr. Germon, but. with t ard‘s house, and found him willing to aid his old

delicate consideration he had not entered the E friend’s son in every way possible; but he knew

cell, feeling that during “10 first moment! 0f 5 so well the stubborn resolution of his partner,

their meeting the brother and sister were best S that, he trembled for the boy.

alone. 3 But Ann would not despair. She insisted upon

“There is no way, Ann—I must go to prison— 2 seeing Mr. Graves herself, and they allowed her

1° Prison!" 3 to go alone, feeling that her persunsions would

“No, Charles—no, you shall not! Mr. Howard i have more power over him than any arguments

has returned, I am going to see him at once; we 5 which another could offer.
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She found him alone in his study, an iron-s The young man began to weary of the mono-

faced old man, morose and misanthropic, who 3 tonous existence which he led. He tried to in

listened coldly to her passionate appeals, saying i terest himself in tho homely duties which ofl'ered

only, Q themselves, but life upon a farm was peculiarly

“He is guilty, young woman, and he ought i distasteful to him: and in truth his health was

to golfer.” 5 far from good. Dissipation and the excitement.

"0h! sir, think if it. were your own child! tot those terrible days had left his constitution _

You had a daughter once. What if she stood be- i impaired: and as spring approached, a journey

fore a judge pleading for a brother’s life—for it i to a warmer climate seemed really necessary.

is no less than life I beg for. Think of it—per- Ann made many sacritices of which he knew

haps at this moment she is looking down upon nothing, in order to enable him to comply with

you waiting for your resolve. Can you send me the physician’s request: and he, with his rest

away hopeless, despairing?” lessness and desire for change, was only too

The old man turned away his head. The only S happy to find himself once more escaping from

oasis left in the desert of his heart was that E that lonely life, against which his excitable na

dsughter's memory. g ture so strongly rebelled.

“For her sake,” pleaded Ann, “listen to me! % He was gone at last, and Ann was left again

In her name I ask this—can you refuse me?" 5 to her solitude; but again Edward Germon came

There was a tone in her voice which reminded s to the homestead, and, for the first time, the girl

him of his lost child; something in her manner 3 realized why it was that his visits brought her

which recalled her image as she had often stood i so much happiness.

boseeching him for some favor. The tears rose ‘ She loved, and was beloved, but a wide dis

to his eyes, and his voice broke as he said, y tnnce spread between them and the perfect bliss

“So, child, you have conquered. Your brother 5 which that love should have brought. Germon

i| safe," iwas poor, and' Ann would not have felt that she

There was something more touching in Ann’s 3 had any right to desert her brother while her

simple blessing than in a world of thanks. The E presence was necessary for his welfare.

old man drew her toward him, muttering, A lucrative ofl‘er had been made Germon,

“You are like Isabel. Go, child, go.” which both knew it wise to accept, although it

Ann returned to Mr. Howard, but it was too t rendered a journey abroad necessary, and his

late to do more that day. The next morning, 2absence would be prolonged to at least; a year.

Mr. Howard himself ofi'ered bail for the young E But Ann Leonard‘s life had been one continual

man, and before noon he was free. tsacrifice, and she did not hesitate now. She

That night the brother and sister left the city, {bade her lover farewell with nnfaltering courage,

and before the evening of the next day they had preserving his fortitude by her own: and when

reached their home. he had sailed, returning to her lonely home,

“We are here at last,” exclaimed Ann, leading which now seemed doubly desolate.

her brother into the familiar old room. “Charles, S The spring came on sunny and beautiful. Ann

darling, all is well." , was beginning to look for Charles’ return, when

He could not speak for ntime, but when the g there came letters from him announcing his

first violence of his agitation was past, he threw g speedy arrival; but he would not come alone—

himself on his knees before his sister, and they 2 he was married!

mingled their tears of repentance and gratitude. During his absence he had met a young

“I shall not fear for you now," she whispered. Southerner, passionate and impulsive as him

"God help me, you shall have no reason, self, and the acquaintance of a few weeks had

Ann!” he cried, and as be buried his head in t ended in an elopement. The girl was an orphan,

her lap, he felt upon his cheek her gentle tears, gand the possessor of a few thousand dollars,

and heard the whispered prayer of thankfulness s which she could not touch until attaining her

which rose to her lips. Emajority; but to do Charles justice, her fortune

i had not in the slightest degree influenced him.

C H A P T E R I I I. Ann read his passionate letters with a sick

Tunas months passed, and during that time i heart. She knew so well his fickle nature, she

Edward Germon made several visits to the old felt what that of the misguided girl must be,

farm—house. Ann learned to look for his coming and she trembled for the future which hung

with a pleasure, for which she did not seek toEover those two creatures so untitled to under

"mum: and to Charles his presence brought 5 stand life's duties, or to contend with its trials.

renewed cheerfulncss. i Three days after, a carriage drove up to the
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homestead—the newly married pair had arrived. " morning to night. The poor, little bride began

The wife was a girlish-looking creature, slender to feel the loneliness of her life, and to lament

and pretty as a fairy, who threw herself into E loudly with the vehemence and inconsiderateness

Ann’s arms, exclaiming between smiles and tears, g of a child.

“Charles says that you will love me—plcasel “Why are you always at work?" she said to

do, and don’t. be harsh with us!" ‘ Ann; “I am so lonely here! Charles never comes

Ann took her to her heart, feeling that another t near me now, he doesn’t love me any longer."

charge was added to those which already pressed g "Sybil, we are poor; you know it yourself, we

so heavily upon her. That night she had a long I must work. Do not discourage Charles. If he

conversation with her brother, but she found z works this summer, next winter he can be with

him as foolish and unreasonable in his love as E you constantly, and you shall have some amuse

he had been in all other things. g ment, poor, little bird.”

“You have taken upon yourselfa serious duty, 3 “I want it now! I am so lonesome—at homo

Charles,” she said. “Have you considered well?" 3 it was so different! My guardian let me amuse

“Nothing, Ann, I had no time—I loved Sybil, g myself all day long: and here there is nothing

that was all I knew! But now, oh, you will see i to do but read your stupid books. Why don’t

how I shall work and toil; life has a new inte- 5 you have some novels, Ann ‘2"

rest for me, everything is changed." g “Will you try to sew, dear! Help me a little,

“There is nothing left but for you to remain g I want these towels hemmed.”

here, and we must carry on the farm. Will i Sybil tried, but the coarse crash hurt her

Sybil like living in this dull spot?” i hands, she pricked her fingers every five minutes

“She is delighted with it, and oh, Ann, she t with the needle, and finally threw the work down

loves you so much—she feared you so before 3 in a pet, and flinging herself upon a. lounge cried

she saw you. Don’t you love her? Will you i herself to sleep.

 

a

 

be kind to her for my sake t" ' 5 Charles found her there when he returned to

“She shall be my sister, Charles, as dear to i the house, but all his efforts at consolation were

me as you have been. Is that enough?" i unavailing.

A white-robed figure stole into the room, and ‘ “You don’t love me a bit,” she sobbed, “and

the young wife was clinging to her new-found i Ann is a cross, old thing—I won’t stay here an

sister, beseeching her to love her for the sake § other day! I mean to write to my guardian to

of her husband—to care for them both and teach i take me away, so I do.”

them what must be done. ‘ At length Charles was inclined to blame Ann,

Several days passed, and life was all sunshine 2 but she bore his reproaches with patience, never

to the young pair. No one but Ann saw the i once returning a severe word.

clouds which were rising in the distance, andi “I am sorry for Sybil," she said, “but we are

must inevitably darken their future unless some i doing the best in our power."

guardian power could succeed in averting them. i “This life will kill her!” eXclaimed Charles;

There was much to be done upon the farm, and “I don't kuOW "1111'- 10 (10, I have 110 courage

it was necessary that Charles should be active; slefl-n

but day after day found him hanging over his€ Ann soothed him as well as she could; took

bride, listening to her songs or reading poetry; lmore of the burthen upon her own shoulders,

while Ann was toiling in body and mind beneath % leaving him time again to idle away with Sybil,

 

the cares which devolved upon her. i and for a few days all was sunshine once more.

She strove to interest the young wife in some

household employment, while she sent Charles 5 C H A P T E R I V.

to his duties. For a few days the girl fluttered § CHARLES and Sybil had now been married six

about like a gay winged butterfly, delighted with E months, and much of the romance had worn of

the huge apron which Ann pinned about her; iin the stern reality which had gathered around

and when she had actually made and baked a 3 them

loat' of cake, firmly believing herself a completei Sybil had freltfll herself nearly ill, and her

housewife, and sending for Charles from the field i husband, as almost any man would have done,

to admire her skill. l had wearied of her whims, and scarcely sought

But she soon wearied of her new industry. ito soothe her restlessness. They had frequent

The indolence of her Southern habits was strong quarrels now which pained Ann terribly; sharp

upon her, and she soon relapsed into her flower words would pass between them, which it seemed

blossom sort of existence. Charles was actually 2 to her must leave wounds that could never heal;

working hard, and Ann was occupied from i but perhaps a few hours after, there would be a
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passing gleam of content, and the two woulds “Then leave me—send me back to my guar

seem to forget it again. i dian! You can’t—you haven't a penny! Why

Often each blamed Ann, but she scarcely s didn’t you tell me you were a beggar?"

heeded their words, never once making any 1 Charles turned fiercely toward her, so pale

reply which could make matters worse. It was $ with rage that she shrunk back with a burst of

a weary season for her, and the only consolation § tears

was in reading Edward's letters, which could buti “That's right," she exclaimed, recklessly;

satisfy a love as craving and earnest even as hers. "strike me—kill me—do! I would rather die

One morning, Sybil was seized with a whim \ than live in this way,"

to go to New York for several weeks, and it was \ Charles drew back, shocked at his own vio

in vain that her husband and Ann erpostulated i lence, and seated himself again.

with her. As usual she would hear neither urgu-i “Now then you are sullen, you won’t speak

' i to me; you do nothing but torture me.”ment or reason.

“I want to go,’ she said, “I must go! I have i uAnd you, Sybil, what have you done to make

been shut up here for six months, and I will go Q me happy? You study your own ease, you are

away." i selfish and exacting, and leave me no peace.

"You told me when you came here that you Q You will not allow me to work, and yet you in~

thought the place charming," Charles replied. ”

“I didn’t expect to be buried alive though!

You don't love me as well as you did then, you

never stay with me or talk to me now."

“ Don‘t be so unreasonable, Sybil! I have

done all in my power to make you happy, and

these rcproaches nre cruel.”

“Then take me to the city," she exclaimedI

with a return of her child-like manner, throwing

her arms about his neck; “be a good boy, do."

“I cannot, Sybil; God knows I would refuse

you nothing in my power, but I have no money."

“I am so sick of that word. Ann counts every

penny I spend as if I had no right to it." with people of whom you have such an opinion "

“Sybil, Sybil!" “Let me go away then, that is what I want.”

“She does, I tell you, and I won’t stand it! I i “Go when you like, and where you like, I will

But not a child; I am eighteen and married too! i bear no more!"

You treat me cruelly, and I wish I had neverleft 3 He rushed out of the room and the house, and

my dear guardian.” iSybil went to her chamber and locked herself

“Are you sorry that you married me, Sybil?” i in, giving way to a burst of hysterical weeping,

“You are, if I am not—you know you are! i which she believed absolute despair.

Ann wishes I was away, she is jealous of me, i After a time, Ann went to her door and

and does all she can to make difliculty between i‘ knocked, but received no answer. The day

us." i wore on, and still Charles did not return. Ann

Ann rose quietly and left the room. She would i grew anxious and alarmed; the men had seen

not answer those childish complaints, and she i nothing of him, and she sent to the village, but

Could not sit there and listen to their mutual re- he had not been there.

criminutions, which were certain to and in harsh ‘ Toward evening Sybil came out of her cham

words that wrung her heart. ; her, but she would not speak, and received Ann’s

“How can you talk so, Sybil?” Charles said, i kind words with childish petulnnce.

when they were alone; “Ann does all that she: It grew quite dark, and still Charles did not

can for you.” %come. Ann returned to the room where Sybil

"She makes me miserable, and so do you—I t was lying.

hate her." g “Do you know where Charles went?” she

i
\

r

 sist upon having money

“I always had it before I married you,” she

interrupted. "I have money of my own, and it

is very mean of Mr. Pierson to keep it from me.”

“You will have it when you come of age."

“That is what you are waiting for, I believe

you married me for nothing else."

“You will drive me mad, Sybil; no man could

stand this. Stop now, you shall go no farther."

“I will not stop! You shall hear the truth

if you kill me; I am not afraid, though I think

you are bad enough for anything and Ann tool"

“I wonder you consent to live in the house

‘II/lr/IJIIIIII//II/llflr,"r”
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“Perhaps you hate me too, Sybil." asked.

“I shall if you go on treating me in this way." “No, nor care! I never want to see him

"I am tried of all this,” he said, his hot tem- l again."

per rising at her taunts. “I have borne a‘greati u0h, Sybil, don’t. Think what you are

deal, Sybil, but I warn you my patience is almost i saying! We cannot find him anywhere, and he

worn out." 1 has been gone since morning."
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The wife rose quickly, all the woman rushing § “Can you forgive me?” she pleaded; “shall I

back to her heart again. i be your wife still?”

“Can’t find him 1" she said. "Nothing has; “Darling! mine, mine always!"

happened—oh, Ann, tell me there has not!" 3 And Ann bent over them, sealing their reunion

“I hope not, darling; we will wait awhile, he l with a holy kiss.

may come in.” Weeks passed, and all was happiness at the

They sat. down by the fire. Sybil clinging to , homestead. It was spring again. The equinoc

her sister, begging for comfort, which Ann was i tinl gale: had begun to blow; there were whole

not slow to give, though all the while there was Q days of fearful tempest.

a cold chill at her heart which mocked her words. 3 Ann prayed for those at sea—soon German

Eight o’clock struck; Ann could bear it no i would be on his way; but not yet, not till late

longer. She rose and wrapped a shawl about i spring. ‘

her to go out. One morning she was in her room, which

“Where are you going, Ann? Take me, oh, opened from the apartment where Charles and

don’t leave me alone! My poor Charles! Oh, Sybil were sitting. Charles had taken up at

Ann, if anything has happened! It was all my paper, and was looking it over, when Ann heard

fault.” his voice in a strange, unnatural whisper,

Ann soothed her again; called one of the farm : "Sybil, shut the door, for God's sake, and

hands, and the three went out together. The t come here!"

moon was shining brightly so that they couldQ Ann heard the girl creep to the door and softly

see clearly, but. there was no one in sight. The g close it, though she had not latched it for fear

wife wept aloud; but Ann pressed on cold and s of the noise.

silent, an icy pain girdling her heart. 3 Ann stood near and listened. Again that pre

Some instinct directed her toward a grove E sentiment of evil came over her. She stood

upon a hill, at the foot of which ran a brook. there, rooted to the spot, every sense seemed

It was quite dark among the trees, but Ann led '4 absorbed in the faculty of hearing.

the way. A favorite dog had followed them, and l “The steamer is lost," she heard Charles say.

,I/Iff’t/MW”,

now he began to whine piteously. é “What steamer?" Sybil replied. “How white

“Lock for him, Carlo!” pleaded Ann; “good § you are! Charles, what ails you ?"

Carlo!" S "Germon was on board of her—few or none

The dog bounded down toward the brook, and E of the passengers were saved."

stopped beside some object whining more sor- Ann heard Sybil shriek; but she uttered no

rowfully than before. moan, standing there, white and still.

Ann sprang forward—upon the turf lay her , The husband and wife heard the door jar-—

brother, cold and insensible. Sybil screamed 5 looked up and saw Ann standing before them,

and fell down upon the ground; but Ann raised g wan as a ghost. She was stretching out her

his head and laid her hand upon his heart—it 5 hand and striving to speak.

beat still, but the blood was slowly oozing from i “The paper!" she gasped; “the paper."

a wound on his temple. “Ann, my sister!” cried Charles, seeking to

“He is not dead, Sybil,” she said; “come to take her in his arms, while Sybil clung about

¢I’ll-II

\
x
\
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\

me.” i her knees; but she pushed them both ofi‘, grasp

“See the blood. Oh! I have killed him !" she l ing the paper in her hands, and looking eagerly

groaned. \ for the fatal paragraph.

Ann could not heed her then. She sent theg Shc read it every word, taking in the terrible

man back for help, and they carried her brother 3 meaning with fearful distinctness, but still not

to the house. Before the doctor arrived he could i shedding a tear.

speak, but could give no account of the accident. i “Ann! Ann !" pleaded Sybil

He had been in the woods, and was returningi She waved them away, and went up to her

after dark—fell and knew nothing more. chamber. What passed during that long hour

There was great danger, the physicau said; gwas between Ann Leonard and the angels who

and, all night, Ann and the poor wife watched é ldept her from madness.

by his bed. The girl had laid aside her childish- g When her brother and Sybil sought her, she

noss; the deep love she really felt had reasserted E was first to speak a word of hope.

its power, and she knew, for the first time, how i “He may have been saved; aweek will tell us,"

fervent and intense it was. The week passed. Ann Leonard moved about

Charles was ill for several weeks. and during the house, performed her daily duties, never

that time Sybil proved a patient nurse. once alluding to the dread which froze her soul.

-IIPIIIIN
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They understood her, and left her to herself : it the door, listening. There was a smothered

was the only kindness they could show. echo of voices. Ann heard it, and Sybil started

The week passed. There was a list in the 5 back in fear, for Ann was standing by her side,

journal of the passengers saved—Germon’s name clasping her hands.

was not there. Ann Leonard read the catalogue “Don’t speak,” she said; “don’t speak,

and then her strength gave way. Sybil!”

“Put me to bed, Sybil,” she moaned; “God There was a step on the stairs. Ann sprang

help me—there is no hope now.” forward. There was no need of concealment,

That evening they were watching by her bed- no time to prepare her for the sudden transition

side, when they heard the sound of wheels with- from despair to happiness.

out. Ann detected the sound first. Ann saw her brother approaching—a tall form

“A carriage,” she said, raising herself on her appeared behind, and, with a cry like that of one

pillows. “Charles, Charles, what is it?” saved from despair, Ann Leonard fainted on the

He hurried from the room, and Sybil crept to E bosom of her lover.
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THE SPRING BY THE ROADSIDE.

 

BY VIBGINXA I. TOWNSEND.

 

.1051 there the long, green lane curved suddenly

Into the dusty roadside; and I stood

Leaning against the orchard boughs, the while

My soul sat down to worship at that scene,

Hang on the year’s Cathedral by her Priest

The Autumn.

Children paused

Beside the spring with intermittent leaps

Of gleeful laughter, dipping their brown hands

Like faded lilies underneath the stream;

And when some old man, with his hair as white

As wheat in harvest, sat upon the grass

And listened to its mystic rhyme, he thought

Of living springs in mountains far beyond

The crystal rafters, laid by every dawn—

Springs whose first drops on aching, restless hearts

Heal all their pain forever.

Far of! there were silver mists

Enameling the mountains that locked in

The valley like green gates; and the deep sky

Was fluted thickly round with clouds of pearl;

The meadows lay beneath me, quilted thick

With shining streams; and the soft winds

Combed the long tresses of the tangled trees

With fingers like a mother’s; and the boughs

Had blossomed into rubies here and there,

And flashed their jewels outward, as a bride

Dangles her wedding pearls.

I forget

The glory of that day, a royal flower

Blossomed out from October's fiery heart,

And, leaning on the orchard bars, I prayed,

“Oh! God, set Thou me too, a little spring,

Beside the road of life, that I may fill

The air around with tunes, that thirsty hearts

Along the dusty way may sometimes come

And drink in strength and healing;

_ It was a tune

Dropped through the silence like a swallow's song

In some old chimney; for a little spring

llad flowered upon the roadside, and all day

It spun a charm of pearls; or when the sun

Flashed down it like the wings of golden birds,

It wove great belts of diamonds, and grey moss

Embossed its throat with silver.

“And, at last,

May angels write betwixt the burning clasps

Of that one book whereon all names do stand

Graven as bright as stars upon the sky,

‘ She has a spring upon life‘s roadside set!”
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. THE STREAM.

 

BY KATE B. B—.

 

Bsnsrn the grey stones a dear little stream bubbles,

lts clear wavelets gleam in the radiance of noon,

While softly, but gnyiy, a measure it murmurs,

5 And the breeze, as it ripples the stream’s sparkling waters;

5

i

And dances in glee m the emery tuna g Thus lovingly, merrily, onward it hastens,

%
Z
t

Shakes from the bright blossoms rare showers of perfume.

Refreshing and Wooing the fiowerets around,

And answering the song-bird‘s melodious gladness

Which fills the old woods with its echoing sound.

The flowers. enamored with beauty so joyous,

Bend tenderly over and veil it with bloom,



MATCHED AND UNMATCHED.

 

BY ELLA BODMAX.

 

Mtss FLINT was spending the day with us \ Paddock was a leader of fashion; and Annie was

again; and having tested her story-telling pro- 3 courted, caressed, and flattered on every side.

pensities in “The Romance of Cedarville,”* was But she was not in the least spoiled; her man-'

were so clamorous for farther developments, that i ners were indescribably winning, and all stray

she was forced to begin afresh: shearts were looked upon as her rightful pro

“These valuable sketches," said she, with a E perty.

comical air, “should be printed in letters of gold, g Various overpowering young gentlemen from

and entitled, ‘Confessions of a Single Lady;’ or, 5 the city made visits at Dr. Paddock’s; and it. was

'A Warning to Match~Makers.’ Having told really surprising to me that Annie could be so

you," she continued, “of a match that I made i gracious to the monotonous youths who belonged

without intending it, I will now tell you the fate E to the coterie of Uppingtown. We were very

of the only match I ever tried to make. Qgood friends, she and I; and she would often

“Country villages are the most convenient g spend an hour or two with the old maid, which,

places for such attempts; and after I had left 3 as she did not require my assistance in any way,

08' climbing fences, and alarming timid, elderly 3 quite flattered me.

ladies, it was my fortune to be settled in a small g “Among the hcaux of Uppingtown was Dud

town that was just large enough to ape city i wood Narc, a youth of respectable appearance

style, and yet insignificant enough to make itself g and irreproachable conduct; who unfortunately

very ridiculous. I was ‘Miss Flint’ altogether, 3 reminded me of ‘Mr. Toots.’ I say ‘unfortu

now, and I often thought that the ‘Miss' was 5 natcly,’ because this may have blinded me to his

very broadly pronouncedjl received numerous 5 good qualities; and, after all, there was no real

invitations to ‘come to tea sociably,’ and ‘runtresemblance, for Mr. Toots’ distinguishing cha

in at any time, we don’t mind you, you know,’ E racteristic was his extreme embarrassment, while

but very few to evening parties. People in all E Mr. Nare, on the contrary, was exceedingly self

sorts of scrapes came to me to be extricated; but 3 possessed. He was studying law with the country

people who were not in scrapes were more cere~ g judge; but as his family were wealthy, it was

monious. gtho general idea that he had been placed there

“Uppingtown, for so it was named after the s more to be kept out of mischief, than with the

man who lived in the largest house there, was i expectation of his becoming very famous.

not very productive in the article of beanx; and % “Mr. Nare was exceedingly neat; his undis

the few unmarried men who were disposed to i tinguishable-colored hair was always brushed to

make themselves agreeable were, therefore, duly g the last extreme, and he had an inexprcssible

prized by the young ladies. They were easily \ horror of a mud-puddle. Plis ideas were scrupu

countcd, but attractive damsels were more numer- lously arranged, like so many little parcels

ous; and foremost among these was a certain packed and labeled, which rendered his conver

Annie Paddock, who was really the most love- Q sation totally uninteresting; and altogether be

able cre'ature I ever encountered. E was a person whom people spoke well of, calling

“She had one of those sparkling faces thatlhim ‘a nice young man,’ ‘a most respectable

gleam upon us now and then like the fiashinglpcrson,’ &c., and yet rather reproached them

ot‘ a jewel; and the frank, mischicfdoving ex- l selves for not liking him better.

pression of those brown eyes was a true index i “Such as he was, this youth came to me, one

of the spirit within. A young gentleman, who 3 day, and, after a little preliminary conversation,

toiled most laboriously to obtain the epithet of S went deliberately to work to unfold the object of

‘clever,’ had fastened upon her the parody, g his visit—which commanded my admiration by

‘First in beauty, first in wit, and first in the the very grandeur of its impudence.

hearts of her countrymen.’ Dr. Paddock wass “At an evening party, at Dr. Paddock‘s,

the favorite practitioner of Uppingtown; Mrs. gAnnie's charms had suddenly burst upon him

Sin all their splendor: he had fallen deeply in

*5“ February number, 1869. § love, but proceeding systematically, he had come
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to tell me that, having always entertained a high >. spared much annoyance; but remembering the

respect for me, he wished to secure my good § match that I had made without an effort, Ibe

ofiices; and if I would call upon him whenever I i came quite anxious to accomplish another. I

stood in need of an escort, or entrust him with Q resolved to see what. I could do; and Dudwood

any little commissions that I might have, he 3 Nero now appeared quite an attractive youth.

would be most happy—trusting to me to repre- g “The next day, a handsome bouquet of flowers

sent him favorably to Migg Paddock, t adorned my mantle; and that very afternoon, an

“I was irresistibly reminded of “Mr. Toots” l unpleasant commission was executed for me with

visit to ‘Captain Cuttle,’ when in a similar sitoa- E promptness and success. More good traits, ho

.tion, and his request that he would ‘cultivategwas sincere and faithful; and had I not been

him;’ and I came very near laughing in the . some twelve years his SEDlOI‘, my 0WD heartmight

young man’s face. have been a little touched.

“But as the bewitching image of Annie Pad- “1 never wonder, now-a-days, at women who

dock rose up before me, amazement at his teme- ; marry men that are universally considered unat

rity overpowered the sense of the ridiculous; g "fictive: "0 matter “'l'ml- 8 man is, if he is de

and I bluntly exclaimed, 3 voted, and humble, and attentive, it is impossible

“ ‘Miss Paddock is beautiful, witty, wealthy, § to be indifiorent to him: and when I hear an old

and accomplished—in what respect do you de- 3 lady pronOuncing some youth ‘a sweet, young

‘\

>

‘5
t
\

\

serve all this, Mr. Nare !’ 3 man,’ I know the secret of his attractions.

ti tpeopla do not always get, just vb“ they 5 “Dudwood Nare agreed with me that it would

deserve; was the calm reply. ibe better not to pay Annie any pointed atten

“ ‘Oh, vanity! thy name is man!’ I said to l tions until I had somewhat prepared the way for

myself, and yet I was amused M, tho youth's g him; and, therefore, the efi'ervescence of his

coolness. Such a very original foundation to 3 Infection was all bestowed upon me. But I

build presumptuous hopes upon that ‘people did 3 thought it best to commence operations as soon

not always get just what they deserved!’ 3 “5 possible; and. 0'16 day, as Annie sat in my

“ ‘I love her, Miss Flint,’ he continued, with 3 window, examining a bouquet, I thought of the

more feeling, ‘and there is much in the power donor, and said, as carelessly as possible,

of a strong love to win love from the object. I “ ‘Annio, Dudwood Nero is a very nice young

know,’ said he, humbly, ‘that there is not. much i man—more so than I imagined, at first.‘

in me to recommend me to her favor—but It “‘Is he?’ she replied, mischievously, ‘I won

thought that if I had a mutual friend to speak a i der if he gave you these flowcrs'l’

kind word for me, she might. in time ’ g “ ‘IIow ridiculous!’ I exclaimed, but. it was a

H Horn be paused, and looked 50 embarrassed } very foolish remark, and I felt that I was looking

and subdued that I really pitied him. It was i very much embarrased.

very absurd, to be sure, for him to think of; “‘I do believe he did!’ she exclaimed, clap

Annie Paddock; but I always had an idea that 3 ping her hands in glee, ‘I declare, that is too

people ‘in love’ were objects of the deepest. com- g funny! Come, Miss Flint, tell me all about it!’

miserntion—very much as those unaccustomed 5 And she looked at me with such unfeigned mirth

to sutTei-ing look upon a person who has had a a that I really felt provoked at her.

limb amputated. Dudwood Nare appeared more 5 “But. the little witch was perfectly unmanage

dignified, more noble than I had ever supposed l able: she danced about, almost upset the flowers

him capable of appearing; and I began to look i in hunting for a note among them, and turned a

upon him with different eyes. i deaf ear to all my remonstrancos.

“After I had sent him home with a few plea- “‘Do you know,” she stopped, at length, to

seat words, I sat and thought the matter over; exclaim, ‘I always imagined Mr. Nnre would pro

and at last, I came to the conclusion that Annie pose after the example of the immortal Barkis,

really might do worse than to become Mrs. Dud- < and consider it quite suflicient to signify that he

wood Nnre. His. family were wealthy and re- l was willin’. But oh, Miss Flint,’ she continued,

spectable; and he was evidently deeply in love, E in a voice of cntrcaty, ‘plcase don’t say yes—ho

and would, doubtless, make a kind and attentive g is such a block !‘

husband; belles were proverbial for throwing 5 “ ‘Well,’ thought I, ‘this is encouraging-

themselves away, at last, and Annie might be- E things are going on heautifully;’ but Annie was

come the prey of some fortune-hunter, or man i in an ohstrepcrous mood, and would not listen

of the world. a to reason—meaning me.

“Had some good genius only whispered to me, 59 “In vain I said, 'Don’t be ridiculous, Annie!

‘mind your own business,’ I should have been i A woman of my age should be exempt from such
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silly remarks. But I cannot allow you to do 5 Nero to cover his embarrassment in the presence

Mr. Nare injustice—he improves very much on g of Miss Paddock.’

acquaintance.’ t “ ‘Why, surely, Annie,’ they exclaimed, ‘that

“She only laughed the more, and said that it 3 presuming individual has not had the temerity

was not at all likely any one else would have the 5 to fall in love with you!’

opportunity of cultivating his acquaintance underz “ ‘Miss Flint appears to be thoroughly in

such favorable auspices, until I was almost be- 5 formed on that subject,’ replied Annie, with a

side myself with vexation and dismay. significant glance that perplexed me.

“The same afternoon, in a ramble out of town, “My position was becoming decidedly unplea

during which I had been most unexpectedly S sant, and I sincerely wished that Dudwood Nara

joined by Dudwood Nare, for the purpose of 3 and his love affairs had never crossed my path.

conversing upon his favorite subject, Annie Pad- 5 I could feel my face flushing in guilty conscious

dock, we were encountered by that damsel her- ‘ ness; when, fortunately, a message from some

self, who, with a composed face and dancing one at the other end of the room furnished me

eyes, entered her father’s gate just as we come i with an excuse for leaving my seat. Not many

up. \ moments after, I was obli ed to answer an in

“If she had only had as much vanity as most. g quiry for ‘my devoted atteifdantf and altogether

girls, she would have appropriated the sudden i I became so disgusted with match-making, that

start and flushing face with which the gentleman a I resolved to shake off the pertinacious lover, and

greeted her appearance; but I was embarrassed, E leave Annie to her own free choice.

too, on account of our conversation in the morn- i “But an erlairecissemenl was suddenly brought

ing; and Annie went home to laugh at what she, 5 about in a most unexpected, and not altogether

doubtless, considered a singular love-passage, ; agreeable manner.

while I was entertained, during the rest of our; “Mr. Nare was beginning to be most ridicu

walk, with an account of her perfections. I g lously jealous of a lady who had never given him

began to get rather tired of my escort, and hur- § the slightest encouragement; and every fresh

fled hOmQ 8! fast 55 POSSlble- i guest from the city who had arrived at Dr. Pad
\

“Mr. Nare made as frequentyisits at Dr. Pad- 5 dock’s, was looked upon by him as an unwarrant

dock’s as decency would permit; but as he was 3 able intruder. At every provocation of this kind,

very apt to go wherever he was tolerated, this 5 he came to me to relate his troubles; and so

excited no unusual remark. E wenried was I by his endless visits, that, at

t lone flflcrnooni M iSeWinf-cmlflo, IhZPKQMd E length, I intimated to him pretty plainly that it

0 e silt-mg near a evy 0 gir 8. wit note i: would be as well to give up all hopes in that

Paddock in their midst, when the conversation § quarter.

\

turned upon Dudwood Nero. 5 " ‘Nevcrl' he replied, with an energy that

“ ‘I often wonder, Annie, how you manage to E startled me, ‘my pride, as well as my love, is

stand him,’ said one. referring to his fondness g concerned, now, and I will never give up Annie

fot‘Y‘ilsiiling, lWhflt inkthe "021: do” hie. snyI?’ gPaddocik' until the last ray of hope is extin

lS rs remal' , or ra er ques ton, am ; guishe _'

always prepared for,’ replied Annie, mischiev- g "I might have told him, with truth, that there

ously, ‘as soon as he is fairly established in a 3 never had been a ray to extinguish; but pity,

seat, I am asked, have you seen Miss Flint re- 3 and a sort of presentimcnt that things were ap

oently ?’ E preaching a crisis, kept me silent.

“There was an universal giggle, and Bignifi- 5 “Very soon after, we both received invitations

cant glances at me. ‘What next?’ they cried. i to an evenin artv at Dr_ Paddock’s. ‘We
“ ‘NeXl, 8 Pause 0f 111110“ Bolemnity,’ wm-illlled met—'twas inga l:rovird ;' and very uneasy indeed

Annie, ‘and then the remark that Miss Flint is E was the presuming lover. Annie was radiant

a veryvsililporior lady.’ 1 d I I l g with beauty and smiles; the latter of which

“ ‘ e ,’ some one 8!!! Mme , ‘ 8101111 soy seemed to be most liberally bestowed upon a

tlgat, though preset: Iinhbotllly,bhe was decidedly g splendid-looking man, considerably her senior,

8 rent in min i II" S on e apt to send the i but apparently such a man as could rivet the

corporeal part of him to meet the spiritual. You 3 attention of a Senate chamber.

must feel flattered, Miss Flint,’ said the speaker, \ “Poor Mr. Nare! I have seldom seen so for

addressing me. t lorn a visage, as he watched the couple; but as

“ ‘Nd,’ I replied, as coolly as possible, ‘I have i he was evidently making his way toward me, l

not. vanity enough to bc flattered by anything of i desired to avoid all further notoriety, and man

the kind—my name is onlyaconvenience for Mr. aged to wedge myself into a corner by a door

,u-,///
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that opened into a conservatory. A group ofs

girls had strayed into the latter place, as I soondiscovered by the conversation that reached me. i

“ ‘ How lovely Annie looks to-night!’

"‘And well she may,’ was the rejoinder, ‘I

have read, somewhere, that the presence of one

beloved will make even a plain woman look hand—

some—what must it do, then, for a beauty? This i

Mr. Cashwood is a prize even for Annie—so tall

and splendid-looking, and so perfectly devoted! \

And if he is thirty-eight, he is an honorable, and ‘

has his speeches published in the papers ’

“ ‘I am so glad,’ exclaimed another, ‘that she

is going to have so many bridesmaids—we shall i

make such a showl And only two months of!’

“Dudwood Nare had worked his way up to

me in time to hear the greater part of this infor

mation; but the young ladies had not finished.

“ ‘Love-making seems to be the order of the

day,’ was the next remark, ‘the most amusing

case on hand is that of Dudwood Nora and Miss a

Flint.’

“ ‘Dudwood Nare and Miss Flint!

is old enough to be his motheri’

“ “Not unless she had been married at ten

years old, or so—there is no use in making

people out older than they are; but she is cer

tainly too old for his wife.’

“A burst of laughter ensued; and then some

one exclaimed,

“ ‘You can't be in earnest? Even a fool like

Dudley Nsre could scarcely be smitten with that

old maid!’

" 'Don’t you believe it?’ replied a Minerva, ,

‘these elderly women have a wonderfully delud

ing way with them, and you can flatter some

men into anything.’

“ ‘But, what should she want of himl’ in—

quired another.

“‘Bless your heart, little innocent!’ replied

Why, she

.”,~v¢
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‘ junior, I felt degraded.

Minerva, ‘isn’t he rich, and easily managed, and

isn’t it something to be Mrs 2’

“ ‘I declare!’ reached my ear in a loud whis

per, ‘there they are, now! Run back, girls! to

the end of the ccnservatory.’

“I shall never forget the expression of Dud

wood Nare's face. Had I suddenly changed into

a Medusa’s head, he could not have regarded me

with greater horror; and a desperate fear lest I

should seize him, then and there, and claim him

as my rightful property, seemed to take posses

sion of him, for without vouchsafing nn adieu to

me, or any one else, he pushed fiercely through

the crowd, and was seen no more that evening.

“Outwardly, my aspect was serene; for no

one, not even my late companion, could be sure

that I had heard these remarks; but within, a

perfect tempest of indignation was raging. To

be suspected of matrimonial designs upon any

one was humiliating enough; but when it came

to a creature like that, a. boy twelve years my

But I deserved it; and

it cured me of meddling with other people's love

affairs.

“Dudwood Nare left town upon an indefinite

visit; and I heard of his giving out that he

had nearly fallen a victim to a designing old

maid.

“I received an invitation to Annie Paddock’s

wedding, and saw her married to the Hon. Mr.

Cashwood; but I have had very strong suspi

cions that her quick wit penetrated my flimsy

manoeuvres, and turned the tables upon me in a

masterly manner. When I undertake match

making again, I will first ascertain, beyond a

doubt, that the lady is not engaged to some one

else.

“I soon left Uppingtown forever, and with

very few regrets.”

So ended Miss Flint’s story.

MEN.

A THOUGHT 0P LUTHER-'8 VEBSIPIID.

 

B! D. 0. RIBB

 

Oni ye who say your deeds are good

And justify yourselves by them,

These nuts just gathered from the wood

Shall put the sad conceit to shame.

For deeds are but the outer shell—

The heart’s the kernel hid within.

And what with God shall shells avail,

While kernels are all black with sin.

1”,”

The shell is worthless in our eyes,

Save for the pleasant kernei‘s sake,

And all the deeds man may devise

Must from the heart their value take.

Vor- XXXV.-27
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The heart alone rioth God decide,

If deeds shall be received or no,

And from the heart unjustified

By faith no righteous deed can flow.

As rotten nuts can never grow

By native force to sound again,

80 human hearts would seek to throw

Their load of guilt off, all in vain

Had God not given God-like aid

And sent His Son, who bled and died—

On Him beiicvers‘ guilt is laid,

And “man by faith is justlfltd.’
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UPON one of those broad, cross streets that

Mr, Bentley, always thoughtful for those he

loved, had adorned his residence with an espe

intersect the avenues—a Street remarkable both

for high respectability and for the fashion of its

inhabitants, stood one of those large, marble

mansions, which preceded the enclosed halls

cial regard to his daughter’s tastes, and every

feature that could remind her of her own bright

land of song, had been harmoniously blended

with our superior home comforts for her espo

cial gratification. All this was necessary to Gil

The parade of this dwelling was broad and high, lian. She was a creature so used to the pure

and the crescent steps that swept up to the mas- and beautiful, that mere comfort to her would

~sive rosewood door, gave a palatial aspect to the a have been poverty. So he took possession of

building. For when the door opened, you saw a g the Eden her father had created, and graced it

broad, deep entrance hall, paved with tesselatcd 3 like a bird of paradise. The music of her harp

marble, and caught a glimpse of marble busts, E rang from hall to ball; her laughter sounded

bronze statues, and rare vases that reminded i merrily among the flowers; and her sweet, clear

you at once of an Italian palace. This resem- t voice bespoke the wealth of pure happiness with

blance was carried out by grounds that nearly 3 which she entered the great world, ready and

covered a block, on which some of those fine old 5 eager to bear her part therein.

trees under which the lndians rested, were still 5 Gillian stood by a front window looking out

rooted. Huge elms, with their branches sweep into the street. All at once she broke out

ing earthward, maples, whose blossoms blushed , eagerly, and called to her aunt,

to the early spring, and whose leaves grew golden s “Aunt Betty, dear Buni- Hetty, do come here

as crimson when kissed by the autumn frosts, S Mld 1001! ll this IIIMI- I'm sure he's the person

sheltered the grass as they had half a century =1 mei- Wllell I made 8 Call on a lady last week.

and brown free-stone fronts of the present day. 2

before.

These primeval trees threw their shadows over

a little paradise of flowers, and a stretch of the

richest grass that the sun ever shone upon.

Laburuums and lilacs grouped together mingled

the violet and gold of their blossoms; wisterias

fell in heavy luxuriancc around the bay window,

and the back porticoes, garlandiug them with

great masses of azure. The turf was broken up

with beds of glowing flowers; and the very

stables, massive stone buildings as they were.

took an aspect of picturesque beauty from heavy

trumpet flower vines and Virginia creepers which

draped them.

This house, half palace, half villa, was thep

residence of Mr. Bentley, and Gillian, the bright,

beautiful Gillian, was its mistress. It is true

aunt lletty had come down from the country,

for a brief time, as a sort of companion to the

He has passed up and down two or three times,

and looks so earnestly at this window. Every

day, just at this time, he has taken this some

promenade. Who can it be i"

Aunt lIetty came slowly toward the window

and looked out. Something between a sigh and

an exclamation broke from her lips, and she re

treated into the room pale and agitated.

“Who is it, aunt? Do you know him ?"

"No—no. I have seen that face before-that.

\ very face—perhaps he knows—perhaps it is me

‘ that he is in search of."

Gillian laughed merrily. The idea that a

handsome young gentleman like that had been

drawn beneath her window in hopes of seeing

‘ little aunt IIetty, struck her as comical in the

extreme.

Aunt Hetty colored to the temples beneath

this sweet laugh, and attempted to creep from

 

heiress; but so far as social life was concerned, i the room; but Gillian ran after her, threw both

she proved as helpless as a human being could § arms around her waist, and dancing backward

well be, so timid, so nervously sensitive under § toward the window, dragged the shrinking woman

the eye of a stranger, that it was painful to see 5 back again.

her outgotjthe immediate domestic circle. i “There, you dear, blessed little flirt—you

~
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precious, darling old aunt, just let him see your : at home—that some other time—only reflect, he

face, while I hide behind the curtain which has i may be a gentleman, and have real business.”

always kept me from his sight Now see if he z “Not with on or with me,” answered Gillian,

does not lake 0. guitar from under that Spanish > kindling mor: and more brightly in her pride.

cloak—I wonder what he wears it for this bright 5 “ He asked for the ladies; I alone am responsible

day ?—and strike up a serenade." Q for the answer.“

Thus gayly dragging her aunt forward, and§ Then turning to the footman, she repeated

keeping, as she thought, her own face concealed, a still more haughtily,

Gillian darted behind the curtains, leaving aunts “Miss Bentley’s compliment; to the strange

Betty standing before the plate-glass, which, 5 gentleman who forgets to send up his name, and

clear as crystal, revealed her distinctly to the ; say that she cannot, receive himf’

young man, who still lingered on the opposites “But for hie—you understand—please say

pavement. 1 h éthat I am not well—not at all well—but some

The young man cast a ong gaze into t e z 0L1," time—4’

Window, flung 11 fOId 0f the Spanish cloaks She broke 05', for her voice quivered out of

“'08! his 811011161", and deliberately Brosfled g speech, and her poor white face looked the plea

the street. 3 for forbearance that she could not utter.

“Why, aunt—aunt Hetty. I say he is coming l The servant went out, looking bewildered.

over—he is mounting the steps. What can itgAunt Hetty followed him slowly to the door,

mean? Slllrelyvhwgely he did? no}; (11:00:16? b11111; i and, leaning over the threshold, listened keenly

peeping t roug t e curtains. ar , t c c with both hands pressed to her heart.

rings, aunt Hetty. What can we do? I had no g Gillian stood in the midst of the room flushing

idea he really was drawn here by your face. 2 red to the fair temples, amazed and angry. But

What will you say to him?" 5 when aunt Hetty heard the outer door close, and

“0h! Gillian,” almost sobbed aunt llctty, i fell into a chair wavering to and fro, while faint

shrinking back into the room, “how could you \ moans broke through the two hands locked over

he so cruel ?” l her face, this excitement faded away, and with

She was pale 8! SHOW, and seemed almost as t that graceful humility which sprang from a

cold, for her very lips trembled to the chill of her warm heart, she drew close to her aunt and

feelings. stole an arm around her neck.

“Oh, aunt, I did not mean it. Who wouldl But poor, meek, aunt Hetty rose up like a

have thought this impudence possible? I only i princess, and cast that white arm aside.

wish father were here to chastise the adventurer g “You have driven him from your door—you

as he deserves,” cried Gillian, all in a glow of 3 :1. Bentley, and her child, have done this thing.

indignation. i May God forgive you—may the saint who is in

“Your father chastise him. No—no, girl, it t heaven forgive you! I fear—I fear I never can."

has not come to that. Your mother, had shot Gillian turned white, and for a moment stood

been living, might rebuke him, but no one else; 5 motionless; but there was something in aunt

most of all your father.” g Iletty‘s air that awoke both sympathy and ad

The little woman grew almost handsome asl'miration. She would not be repulsed.

she spoke. Her lips turned red, and her cheeks “Why, what is this? How can the dismissal

burned. She looked spirited and haughty almost 5 of this intrusive person effect you so, dear aunt?
1”“

as Gillian herself, for the moment. 5 Surely he had no right to hang about the house

Gillian gazed upon her with open lips and E for days, and insult us by this attempt to force

quick astonishment in her eyes. g himself upon us at lost. In what have I done

“Why, aunt!" lwrong, aunt Hetty ?"

“Hush, the servant!" \ The poor lady looked up and tried to smile,

The footman entered. “A gentleman was be- 3 but it was a woeful attempt, and only ended in

low who wished to speak with the ladies.” in quiver of the lips.

Before Hetty could speak, Gillian answered: “He should not have been driven forth like a

hilll- 5 dog for your mother’s sake—for "

“Tell the young gentleman that the ladies of g “ Why, aunt Hetty, are you crazy? What has

this house never receive strangers in the absence l my mother in common with this person?"

 

ofits master." “Your mother, our Sarah! Nothing, of course!

Betty seized her arm with both those little, 3 How could she, and in her grave so many years?

shivering hands, 5 How came your mother to be mentioned? I did

‘Not that message—not that—say we are not 3 not do it!”
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"I do not know—it was I perhaps who named looked upon by her associate as a sprightly

her,” said Gillian, subdued at once almost to 2 young thing, whose movements required espe—

teara by this mention of her mother. “But what i cial vigilance, and whose limbs were capable of

has she in common with this stranger? Who is any amount of household exercise.

he, aunt? Tell me, and then let me go away and i It is difficult for two women to be real heart

cry alone, this mention of my mother, and both i companions, if cast on the same hearth-stone

of us in a passion, wounds me to the heart." s when the grey shadows are creeping over them.

Aunt Iletty arose and put her away with a§While old Mrs. Frost felt that she was doing

wave of her little hand. 3 wonders of charity in giving Mrs. Nicholson is

"Not now, Sarah, we will talk of it anotherihome: she—poor, old gentlewoman—felt this

time," she said, looking away into the distance. 5 dependence to the core of her weary heart, and

Gillian was deeply touched by that look, it was 3 took on herself the toil of a servant without in

so full of yearning tenderness, and the uncon- s the slightest degree softening the impressions of

scious application of her mother’s name added 3 benevolence with which the elder female solaced

to the sad impression. her self-love.

"Aunt," she said, quietly, and with tears in These old women were sitting over their un

her eyes, “aunt, your mind is away, you are g social dinner, composed of a little hashed fish,

thinking of something afar otT." Qthe section of a mince pic, and a scant supply

"Yes," said the aunt, in a whisper, “far off S of green tea, from which Mrs. Frost drained off

as heaven and earth, Sarah.” i one good, strong cup, and diluted the rest with

“Indeed you are ill, dear aunt!" Swarm water, observing, as she lifted the lid of

Betty turned her face a little to avoid theithe tea-pot for this purpose, that, for young

gentle eyes that were turned upon her, and with g persons like Mrs. Nicholson, strong tea was very

the motion her look fell through the opposite g unwholcsome and apt to render them nervous,

window. The young man was standing upon,“ not hysterical. A speech that had been so

the side walk as he had first been discovered. A 3 often repeated, that Mrs. Nicholson took it as a.

gleam came over her face, and without a word matter of course, while she meekly invigorated

she left the room. E the weak tea with a little bluish milk, and helped

Gillian was bewildered by the scene thatgherself sparingly to aspoonl'ul of the fish, very

bad just passed, and sat down to recover her 3 much as the grey cat would have done, had she

thoughts: but her eyes were fixed on the win- i found a chance to steal her portion of food from

dow, and her hearing grew keen. The outerithe table.

door closed softly, and after a moment she saw? The old women sipped their ten in silence,

aunt Hetty cross the street without bonnet oritasting lightly of the fish: while now and then

shawl, and speak to the strange man. A single 3 a kindly murmur and a fragment of food went

word, it scarcely seemed more, and then he i down to the cat, who rubbed herself against one

walked rapidly down the block, while she re- , old woman’s ankle, then marched off to beg of

turned to the house. i the other with a mute appeal of the eyes.

i “I wonder," said old Mrs. Frost, “what has

§become of Michael Hurst. It is a long time

t

i

 

CHAPTERIX. m

In one of those narrow streets that open from sized kitten since then. The boy seems to forget

the vicinity of Chatham Square, stood a small, i his old friends: or maybe he's gone out of town

two story house built of brick, but with wooden on business.”

steps that descended on the side-walk, and gable s "I think not. Yesterday he passed me in the

windows looking down from the roof. Two old 5 street, when I was going to the grocery after

women occupied this house; beside them and a g those water-crosses." said Mrs. Nicholson. “"0

large, grcy cat, there was not a living creature i didn‘t. speak, but I'm sure it was him.”

beneath its roof: for the old ladies performed “Met him on your way to the grocery,” cried

their OWn houschold duties, and lived out their Q Mrs. Frost, and her head began to vibrate up

isolated livcs in silent companionship. The i3 and down like a pendulum; “so near my house

elder of the two, a little, withered up creature § and not call. Why, Mary Nicholson, this comes

approaching ninety, possessed some unknown 5 of something you have done to otfend him; your

means of support beside the house she lived in; S thoughtless, flighty ways will he the ruin of you

and the other was her dependent in all things. iyet. What have you been saying to the boy 7"

This dependent old woman was turned seventy, g “I haven't spoken to him in more than tw

and, on account of her comparative youth, was i months," said Mrs. Nicholson, coloring through

‘nce he was here; Jube has grown from a fair
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aer wrinkles at this charge of youthful indiscre

tion; “indeed I never do speak with him—he

don’t care to talk with me, I’m sure.”

“But then what keeps him away?"

“I don’t know. Didn’t he want something,

me last time no Was here, that you ...tin't hunt

to give him? I thought so.”

“Mrs. Nicholson, you must have been listen

ing. I’niastonished.”

“But I was in the room and could not help it.

If people will talk before me what can I do?"

The old woman of ninety shook her head in a

dissatisfied way, and muttered, “Poor thing!

poor, weak thing! She hasn’t got the experi

ence which brings discretion. It’s no use scold

ing her.” So, with a philosophic wave of the

little, withered hand, she proceeded to out the

section of pie in two equal parts, measuring

each to a fraction with the flat of her knife; then

N,a,”¢»WN”,,¢,{¢, 
rM'.

tea. We‘d just done dinner, but that’s of no

;consequence. Mary Nicholson! just run round

the corner for another pie.”

Young Michael laughed.

“No. no. grandmother; I'm not hungry. ind

Alcvel \lh'illm left“- '

g- “Never drink tea? Why, Mike, what has

t

i

i
a

come over you'.’ Never drink ter. "'

“Not at this time of day. B\ t nevtr mind,

El’ll take a cup now, .and a piece of pie too, if

i aunty will bring it for me.”

i Mrs. Frost nodded her head half a dozen times,

3 and Mrs. Nicholson went patiently out in search

i of a pic at the next bakery. When she was

l gone, Hurst took the old lady’s hand and kissed

% it with some show of real aflection.

s “I am glad she is gone," he said, “for I want

i a little private talk with you, grandmother.”

\ “Grandmother!” muttered the old woman.

she scra. ed the fragments of fish together for “Wh , Mike, on are etting too old for that. I
P a Z Y 3' g

Jube, and, falling back in her Boston rocking

chair, left Mrs. Nicholson to wash the dishes,

while she prepared herself for a long nap.

But just as her eyes began to dose, and her

5 never had a child in my life, as Mary Nicholson,

the giddy thing, says: and to have a tall, hand—

tsome young fellow calling me grandmother is

3 enough to take away oue’s reputation. I really

little hands were falling apart from their clasp i thought that was very sensible, very sensible

on her chest, a knock at the street door carried t indeed, for Mary Nicholson, considering her

Mrs. Nicholson into the hall. She turned the s want of experience. Still it does sound pleasant

latch, and found upon the door-step the very E when you call me grandmother, so I’ll run the

young man whom they had been talking about. lrisk.”

“Mr. Hurst, is it you?" she said, happy tog Here the old lady sat down in her rocking

to see any human being in that unsocial house. ichair, with an increased vibration of the head,

“Step light, please; Mrs. Frost is in her first i and asparklc of pleasure in her dim eyes. Hurst

sleep." kknelt. down by her side, as he had done a thou

“But I came to see Mrs. Frost, aunty, and 3 Band times when a boy, with a glow of real affec

can't possibly wait till she drones herself awake E tion, which rendered his manner irresistible to

again, so just give her a shake—tell her I'mithe lonely soul he addressed.

here, and—ha! you look frightened, and shakei “But, grandmother, tell me, and 0h! tell me

that poor, little cap dismally. Daren't do it, ha! g truly, have I no right to claim some relationship

Well, I’ll rouse her myself." ,5. to you? I cannot remember when you first took

That instant an old, withered head appeared 3 an interest in my life—when you first gave me

through the sitting-room door, shaking like ala home. If I am related to you, legally or ille-'

cluster of dry leaves, but with an attempt at E gully, nearly or remotely, oh! tell me now. I

welcome, which, though grim enough, was all i shall not love you more or less for the know

the cordiality that infirm woman could musteriledge: but. it is so important that I know all

out of her worn old ago. i about myself. Grandmother, dear grandmother,

“Michael, is it you ‘2” t tell me everything!"

“Grandmother! Well, you are awake, and glad E The old lady began to vibrate in her chair,—

to have me back again a little while, I hope." ibody, head and all. She tried to lift her hand

“Glad?” said the old lady, and a smile dis- 3 in deprecation of farther questions, but it fell

placed the wrinkles about her mouth; "you’ve g gently on his shoulder, and a tear trembled into

been a long time waiting to see if I would beQher dim eyes.

glad or not. But come in, Mike; dear me what "Michael, I can tell you nothing, because, of

a dashing young fellow you’ve grown. Mary ‘ a certainty, I know nothing myself; what I may

Nicholson! Mary Nicholson! just pour some suspect is not evidence, and may mislead."

boiling water into the teapot, and put in an : “But you know how I came under your care.”

even spoonful of Young Hyson. I dare any 2 “Yes, so far as that, I can tell you all I know

Michael would like a good, old-fashioned cup of i myself."
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"Do, oh! do tell me all you know.” $ fellows often came together. The rich man was

“That is little, nothing in fact." 5 poor then; but after his cousin died the property

" Still, let me have it, dear grandmother." ‘ all came to him, and he married Sarah."

“My husband, you can just remember him, 3. “And what became of her! Is she living

Michael, and know that he was minister of a now? Has she any children?"

little Baptist society, which was not. rich enough§ “She died years ago, beyond sea, and left a

in those days to have a meeting-house to itself, \ little girl, her very picture."

but worshiped in a room around the come“; “What was her name?"

and was built up gradually, by the goodness of t “A curious name for a girl, ‘Gillian.’ I

God and my husband’s labor, into a powerful never knew where they picked it up. It has a

church. He did not live to see it, but his teach- i heathenish sound to me.”

ings have brought forth fruit a thousand fold.“ E “Gillian, ah, and Miss Iletty Hart your niece,

uI know, 1 know; you have told me this 3 Daniel Hart and his daughter: are these the con

again and again, dear grandmother; but what , nections of Mrs. Bentley 1”

of myself?" “Yes, that is the family. You were up in

The young egotist had no sympathy with the 5 Roekland once, did they never tell you about

dear memories which made the old lady dwell so g the Bentleys?"

lovingly on her husband's good works, and cuts “Never a word."

them short with this burst of selfish impatience. g "Well, it was no secret. I wonder Hetty never

She drew back, nervous and bewildered; then 2 told you about them, for it was considered a

answered, with touching meekness, ggreat match for our Sarah. Hetty was here, I

"Yes, I dare say that I have told you aboutiremember, just after Mrs. Frost brought you

him a great malty times, till you are tired of it; Q home; and now I remember Sarah came too

but about yourself—well, that, too, was one of 5 every day till she went beyond seas: they took a

his good works, for he was not one of those who i good deal of interest in you, and cried over you

confine their labors to one society, or to a single more than once. I caught them at it—but then

line of duty. He went forth into the highways :l they were tender-hearted girls always: the sight

and the hedges and forced sinners to come in. g of a bird astray from its nest would set them a

He was so charitable, too, without a sin of his E crying always, especially Sarah.”

own, that I could even discover he had no endE “But this is no intelligence, grandmother, it

of patience and forbearance for the sins of g does not inform me who lam, or who my parents

others." iwere,” cried the youth. “Did your husband

“Yes, yes; I know all this!" cried the young i never tell you where I came from, or to whom I

man, impatiently; “but of myself?" ibelonged ?"

“Well, this is a part of what I was saying: so i “No, he never did. His good acts were done

be more patient, or I will not speak another-ii“ secret, and though he called me his right

word!" cried the Old lady, With the Blubborn- g hand, I never knew what the left hand did, espe—

DEBS 0f eltreme yenrs. “T0 speck of you, Bicially in his charities. If the sinful gave him

poor, helpless orphan baby, is to exalt his good- 5 their confidence, it was sacred between himself

ness. My husband not only cared for the souls and the throne of God. Many a miserable girl

- of his parishioners in the next world, but he 5 has he snatched from under the cruel feet of the

helped them forward in this. The poor were 3 multitude and saved from deeper sin. Many a

his children." l child—~"

"Well, and I was one of those poor orphan “Don’t speak of that-do not couple me with

babies?” cried the youth, impatiently. % such Christian charities," cried the young man,

"You might have been two or three years old t wildly, while his face flushed scarlet, and his

when he brought you home. Yes, it was just 2 eyes filled with smouldering flame. “The mother

two years after my nieces, Sarah and Hetty llart, i who can leave this shameful orphanage on her

come to visit me, and a few months after Sarah 2 child deserves to be trodden to the earth—

gct married to that rich Mr. Bentley.” 2 crushed out of existence "

“Mr. Bentley—did a niece of yours marry a: He broke off suddenly, and stood still with his

man by that name?" i band clutched in a firm grip; his features grn

“And didn’t you know that? Why, yes, our , dually becoming pale; and his eyes fixed on the

Sarah married one of the most splendid and S door, for during his vehement speech it had

wealthy men in New York. His cousin, whoiopened, and aunt Hetty Hart stood mute and

was killed, used to be here a good deal, when i still on the threshold.

the girls_ stayed with us, and the two youngi She met that look of inflamed passion with a
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wild gaze and a lip of marble. His impetuosity ‘ The timid woman said this in a frightened

seemed to terrify her into stone: she was so un- g way, and seemed to shrink into herself when a

used to violent feelings, poor thing, that their 3 little exclamation broke from the young man.

utterance abashed her to death. After a little, é “Another mystery,” he said, “but I was a

she glided into the room and sat down shivering, ifool to inquire about her here,” and with angry

and drawing her mantle tightly as if she were 5 clouds on his brow he started 08‘, almost knock

cold. Sing the old woman down who was coming in with

“Oh!” said the young man, with a forced and i the pie which she had been ordered to bring.

bitter laugh, “you have just come in time, Missi “I beg your pardon, I am really sorry,” he

Hart. I am trying to persuade my old grand- i said, as the old creature reeled back against the

mother here to tell me who I really am: and she < wall. “I did not mean to hurt you: but that

was kindly insinuating that I was little less than gstubborn old-thing will tell me nothing, and it

a pauper child, raked up from the gutter where § drives me mad."

a shameless mother had left me. You cannot \ The old woman, instead of being angry at his

wonder that intelligence like this sheds some- i carelessness, was grateful for this half apology;

thing besides rose-leaves on my temper, and that s and softly closing the door, said to him in a hur

I was very near cursing myself and those to E ried whisper,

whom I owe life." i “I only wish I could help you out of all this

Hetty looked at him steadily. Her large, sor- s trouble. Tell me what it is about."

rowful eyes dilated, her lips grew cold. i He laughed a low and bitter laugh.

“Do not curse either your father or your; “I am a poor author in search of my father

mother, Michael. Leave them with God—leave and mother,” he said, “and no one will tell me

them both to the great, just God, who allows no i where to find them. I believe Mrs. Frost could

sin, open or hidden, to go unpunished." i help me if she pleased.”

The words dropped solemnly and slowly from Q “Did she know anything?”

her lips: but even the touching sadnvss of that i “Her husband did: but he is dead.”

voice failed to influence the intemperate youth. i The old woman pondered a moment with a

“No, it is useless cursing them, they cannot g lean finger pressed to her lip.

feel or know it," he said, bitterly; “one might “I don’t think she knows anything about it:

as well denounce the wind. But you had some but if she does, I'll find it out for you. Come

knowledge of me when a child, grandmother I again before long, It's pleasant to have com

Frost just told me so—you and your sister, the Q puny drop in now and then.”

wife of that rich Mr. Bentley, whose house I g "Find out what. I want to know, and I’ll come‘~

saw you at a little while back. If you are i to see you every day of my life," he whispered,

human, tell me something by which I may guess s earnestly. “Miss Hart is in the sitting-room,

who I am." i take notice of what they talk about after I am

Aunt Iletty shrunk away from him. ‘ gone."

“I have no power. I cannot, ifI would, giver “I will, as sure as you live I will, and trust

up a mother to the curses of her child.” ime for more than that. It’ll be something to

“And so all ends in this. With every effort E think about, and that is a great deal to awoman

to know something of my own history, I am flung E who does not get a chance to speak sometimes

back to fight with shadows again." gfor twenty-four hours together."

The young man flung himself away from aunts “Well, well," said the young man, “be my

Betty as he spoke, and prepared to go; but some E friend, as you always have been, and if I ever

new thought struck him, and he turned back. lwin good fortune you shall share it. So, now

“One thing I wish to ask. There is a lady good day, aunty, I hear a movement as if some

living on the Bloomingdale road, who has boen a one were coming this way.”

very kind and good friend to me for some years. :3 With these words, he disappeared just as the

Is she known to any of you? Her name is Ran- E pale face of aunt Iletty looked through the door.

com, and she is an author of high standing.” i She saw his shadow as he went, and called out

The old ladies looked at each other, pondered g faintly, but there was no strength in her feeble

awhile; then each shook her head—they knew i voice to summon him back, or lead him from

no such woman. Aunt Hetty had heard the 5 his desperate course.

name, and remembered that Gillian Bentley had i

brought one of Mrs. Bansom’s books into Rock- Q C H A P T E R X.

l-md county: but of the author herself she knew i Yon-m is very sad at times, to it the future

nothing. iappears vague and unreal as eternity is to out
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age—a longing desire to know what lies beyondi'but she could not even conjecture the nature

the present—a dreamy sadness—timid fears of i of her fault; but the quick sensitiveness of her

what may be, is sure to settle upon the young, § nature was aroused, and she fled to Mrs. Ran

sensitive mind, like morning fog over a garden ; som for consolation.

of roses, making the sunshine more vivid when 3 Ruby had been taught to admit Gillian at all

it comes. To the sensitive and most highly en- t hours, without question of time or convenience:

dowed this is certain to be true, and to such real 5 so the young girl passed her with a. light stop,

happiness seldom comes, save in snatches andland entered the library. It was empty—the

bright gleams till imagination becomes a power, E writing-table stood in the centre littered with

and then the blossom season of life is gone. E papers, and the easy-chair she knew so well

Gillian Bentley was like an April day, now i stood beside it: but the lady herself was nowhere

bright and richly happy, now saddened almost l visible.

to tears. Neither of these m00ds, perhaps, had at This was a disappointment. She hesitated a

definite cause, but they were a part of her na- moment, and sat down in Mrs. Ransom‘s chair

ture. The shadows which the moonlight. casts z with a feeling almost of reverence. Her eyes

to the earth, the perishing of a rose she had i fell upon the bronze inkstand, and instantly her

loved, a gloomy look from her father: each or a thoughts flew back to Italy and the spot where

any of these were enough to cloud her pure fore- § her mother slept beneath the perpetual bloom of

head, and make her step languid for hours to-zroses. The chair she occupied commanded a

gether. Yet when she was cheerful, nothingifine view of the river. It was spring-time, and

could be more charming than the exuberant‘ early morning; the soft green of the trees, ren

flow of her spirits. She was like the mocking- dered brighter from the dew that was but par—

bird of Alabama, when it begins to sing among tially exhaled, framed in glimpses of the river

the great magnolia blossoms as the dawn flushes 3 that sparkled in the early sunshine like veins of

over them. Indeed Gillian was a splendid crea- 2 diamonds. Along the broken slopes of the bank

ture in all her moods, and you always associated l a few old apple trees, heavy with blossoms,

her with something rich and precious; the glow E drooped to the soft, fresh turf; and, from the

of life in her was so bright, that it was impos- i crevice of a rock, near the water, a young cherry

sible to class her among those who are born for : tree, the growth of'somo stray seed, was just

toll or common suffering. I cannot describe this ‘ shedding its ripe blossoms like a snow storm

girl exactly as she appears to me, for her cba- i over a carpet of Wood moss that crept up to its

racter seemed to change every moment; and her g roots; groups of lilacs and snow-balls broke

face—one might 8»! we“ attempt t0 make 1110 5 up the wildness of the scene, and, without know

perfume of a flower visible, as convey an idea E ing it, Gillian began to smile, the stillness was

of its beautiful changes. gso beautiful.

It was only in 1181‘ 511d moods that Gilliflni As she sat, gazing through the window, Mrs.

visited MPS- Runfionl- When Elle hit-d beelliRansom came slowly up from the river with a

thoughtful an hour or two from any cause, the § branch of wild honeysuckle in her hand. Her

result was sure to be a visit to her friend, for§moming-dress, of a delicate blue, brightened

such that singular woman became from the first. ; the scene as she passed along. The ribbons of

These visits to this Bloomingdale cottagesher pretty morning-cap fluttered in the wind,

usually took pltlCe in the morning, When MI‘B- iwhile her animated face and elastic tread gave

Ransom was almost sure to be in her library, 5 qneenliness to her whole appearance.

and equally sure to refuse herself to all other; The lady was not alone: by her side walked a

Yi-“iilOl'S- E tall man, not very young in appearance, but with

On the day after Hurst had made an unsuc- E a quiet and calm stateliness that rendered his

cessful effort to visit her father’s house, Gillian \ presence imposing as that of the lady by whom

drove to the Bloomingdale road. She had not Q he walked. Sometimes Mrs. Ransom took the

recognized the face of the young man, and the % gentleman’s arm, and rested on it a moment, as

conduct of her aunt gave her some little anxious she conversed. Then she would stoop to pick a

surprise. The old lady had been absent two or § fern leaf, or a violet, from the grass, and move

three hours after his disappearance, and the \ on again, with her head bent, as if listening to

usual nervousness of her demeanor increased some subject that interested her greatly. Thus

painfully after her return, when she glided off the two came toward the house, mounted the

like a ghost to her own room and had not ap- i balcony to which the bay window opened, and

i

 

peared since. sauntered through into the library.

- Gilliab felt that she had offended her aunt, Gillian stood up, blushing and confused. She
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felt like an intruder: and the shy grace which 5 thou. He was a good man, Gillian—a rare

this sensation gave to her appearance was inSman.

\ . t .

tsin in those he loved, would have broken hisitself a charm.

I think that shame, or a knowledge of

Mrs. Ransom started, and almost stepped back, § heart. But nothing of this kind ever reached

when she saw this queenly girl standing there, 3 him. He died calmly, happily, I think."

with a smile on her lip, but a flush stealing over 3

her whole face; but she recovered herself at

once.

“My child-my dear Miss Bentley!” she said,

with a confused attempt at welcome, “you here

and waiting. Oh! I forgot—Mr. Woodworth,

Miss Bentley."

Mrs. Ransom sat down, panting for breath. ‘

It was her habit, when excited, to tear apart

anything that chanced to be in her hand. Thus

she began to strip the honeysuckle branch of its

blossoms, and scatter them on the carpet, while

she watched the two persons she had introduced

as they recognized each other.

The gentleman was evidently struck by the

glow of Gillian's face, and by her subdued

graciousness. He made some observation about

the beauty of the morning, and looked around

for a seat, while Gillian glided away from the

easy-chair she had occupied, and drew gently

up to Mrs. Ransom.

“You are not angry! Tell me, dear lady,

have I intruded?” she said, bending gently to

ward her friend.

Her sweet, deprecating way touched Mrs.

Ransom to the heart. Her face brightened with

one of those grand, luxurious smiles that made

it resplendent at times.

“No, not angry, child; and you never can in—

trude, remember that!” she answered, casting

the torn branch away, as if it were some painful

thought she flung off with an effort; “I was a

little jealous that another should see you, that

is all: so just scatter those roses back from your

face—you have nothing to blush at.”

Mrs. Ransom spoke in a subdued tone, and

Gillian imitated her as she answered,

“I have been sitting in your chair, dear lady,

with the old gentleman looking down upon me

so earnestly. It almost made my heart stand

still when I first met his glance. It seemed as

if he wanted to tell me something. Is it the

likeness of some one you have loved?”

The gentleman had taken up a book, and was

glancing over its pages, as this low-toned con

versation commenced. Thus the two ladies were

left, in a. measure, to themselves. Mrs. Ran

som’s face changed again, and, with a saddened

look, she lifted her eyes to the portrait.

"Yes!" she said, almost in a whisper, “I

loved him, heaven only knows how much!

Loved him almost better than myself— than

Her eyes did not fill with tears as she spoke,

E but a flush rose to them, and her voice was low

g and hoarse.

t “It is a calm, stern face," whispered Gillian,

idrawing closer and closer to her friend; “I

i cannot tell why, but his look almost brings the

§tears to my eyes. He is not at all like papa,

but there is something that reminds me of him

about the picture."

“No, no! It is not—it is not likely that

there could be a resemblance between the two.

It is because you like the picture.”

“Like it? Yes, but that would not account

fer this feeling. His eyes make me sad.”

Mrs. Ransom pressed the hand which Gillian

had unconsciously laid in her clasp, but she did

not speak; for that moment Mr. Woodworth

closed his book and laid it on the table, con

scious that the conversation was becoming op

pressive to Mrs. Ransom, but apparently only

weary of turning over the leaves.

With a quiet, almost indifferent manner, he

began to converse, making a poem that he had

read the subject of his observations. Mrs. Ran

som replied in her usual earnest, frank way.

Gillian did not speak. but her eyes began to

kindle, and her cheeks grew red. In her whole

life she had never heard a voice like that, so

deep-toned, so clearly musical. The objection

that Mrs. Ransom made to some sentiment that

escaped him brought the fire to his soul. He

ibegan to talk earnestly, eloquently—so elo

quently that Mrs. Ransom became interested—

her thoughts flashed back to his own—her laugh

rang out, full and clear. Spite of her age—spite

of a certain troubled expression that habitu

ally lay upon her, she grew brilliant beyond

anything that Gillian had believed her capable

of. The conversation was of a kind she had

never listened to before, running from subject to

subject: poetry, prose, wild fancies that pos

sessed all the elements of poesy without its

rythme, flashed bef0re her. She was a being to

feel all that was beautiful in the meeting of two

minds so richly gifted, and her sympathies went

with them to the full. Hitherto she had almost

l reverenced Mrs. Ransom as an author; now her

whole soul went forth in homage to her woman

liness and the truth of her character.

Woodworth read all that was passing in that

fresh, young heart, with a glance. The admira

tion, and even homage, he saw there,-inspircd
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him with feelings more worthy than those oftquickness of wit that overmastered her own,

gratified vanity, but he scarcely addressed her i even when it bafiied her wishes.

in words, and he was entirely free from any of i As for Gillian, she blushed like a sudden dawn,

those petty arts with which smaller men attempt t and, with unconscious grace, lifted the violets

to ingratiate themselves into favor with a young i to her lips, casting a purple shadow over the

and beautiful woman. Indeed he was a man fartsmiles that hovered there. In her whole life

above the usual level of society. 3 she had never received a gift which stirred her

Perhaps the presence of Mrs. Ransom might E heart so pleasantly. She forgot aunt Hetty—

have rendered his conduct, so far as she was the young man of the sidewalk—everything, in

concerned, more reserved than was usual to him; the happy bewilderment that fell upon her.

for he could not but remark how vigilantly her§ Mrs. Ransom went with her to the outer door,

eyes followed his glances whenever they wan- t kissed her with a sweet tenderness of manner,

'dered toward the bright creature by her side. sand stood, with the young man at her side,

There was something anxious and almost stern g while the carriage rolled away. As it swept

in her manner, once or twice when she thus in- 5 round a curve of the road they caught a last

tercepted his admiration, which he could not i glimpse of her, leaning back in the carriage and

understand. holding the violets to her lips—the violets over

At last Gillian arose to go; for, from the first, ‘ which a soft, low sigh passed—giving and taking

she had felt almost like an intruder. Mrs. Ran- perfume as the horses swept her away from the

som did not urge her stay, but arose and walked t spot that had been to her the paradise of on

with her toward the door. g hour.

Woodworth smiled. He was too thorough a‘ “And who is she?" inquired Woodworth, as

man of society to be bafilcd in this way; and, z his eyes met those of Mrs. Ransom, which were

seeing some wild flowers on the table where Mrs. i all at once clouded with sadness.

Ransom had cast them down, he took up a few; “She is—she is an angel—a good, bright

of the violets and handed them to Gillian, smil- i angel, that keeps me from wishing to die,” said

ing half maliciously in Julia Ransom’s face, as ‘ Julia, and her sad eyes swam in tears.

he lifted his head from the profound inclination “She must be to excite such emotions in a

that had accompanied the gift. Eheart like yours,” answered the young man;

Mrs. Ransom frowned, but instantly a smile E and, with the tact born of perfect refinement,

crossed her lip at being thus outgeneraled: for l he left; Julia to solitude.

she was a woman to forgive, nay, admire, the? (TO BE cos'rmnno.)
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TO CROCHET A PAIR OF BLIND TASSELS.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.
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This is an original design.

ORIENTAL

Murmurs—Two spools white crochet cotton,

No. 16, fine hook.

Make a ch of 3—join. Work 6 rows in s c,

widening enough to keep the work flat. 7th

row.—* Make 7 ch,'miss 3—loop this ch—into

the next stitch, with a s c stitch *. Repeat all

round the work. 8th row—Same as 7th, only

observing to loop the ch into the centre stitch

of every loop made by 7th row. Work 6 rows in

this manner.

Foa rns Bantam—Do in shell pattern, using

5 dc stitch in every loop, with 6 ch between the

shells. Finish the last row of shells with 1 s c,

5 d c, 1 s c to every shell. The length of the

border must be determined by the length of

tassel to be covered.
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BY MR8. JAN] WEAVER.
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confine ourselves entirely to original designs t
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but lay under contribution everything new and

pretty, that appears either in Paris, London, or
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Berlin. Other Magazines, indeed, publish only

these foreign patterns. But we add original

designs. many of them such as subscribers have

requested, and from the popularity which these

original designs obtain. we are encouraged to

believe that no other Mngazme enJoys such a

high reputation for its Work-Table as this.

One of the prettiest things for the Work-Table,

which has lately been designed in Paris, is the

Oriental Mat, in Berlin wool and beads. Above

\we give a segment of the pattern, being one

quarter of the whole. This is divided, it will

be observed, into three divisions. In the entire

mat, therefore, there are twelve of these divi

sions. These twelve divisions are in six diflerent

colors. Each division has its opposite one in

the some color: thus there are two erimsons, two

greys, two yellows, two blues, two browns, and

two greens. The leaves have an outline in steel

beads, as seen in the cut at the side of this

column, and are filled in with crystal. To give

a greater variety to the leaves, the smaller ones

may be filled in with opaque white, and those

nearer the edge with the crystal. The ohter

scallop may be finished with loops of beads

placed rather close together, overwrapping each

other, and in the same chalk beads as those used

for filling in the leaves. When the work is com

pleted, it must be made up on a thin mill-board

carefully cut out the same shape. It must be

well stretched, and securely fastened down at

the back. After which it must be lined with

either cloth or fine green hnize. This mat will

be found very ornamental, and perfectly easy of

execution.
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Tm; materials are clear white 0. P. beads and § trnry side. These few simple instructions are

an equal quantity of colored of the some sort, all that need be oflered for the mere threading

which may best accord with the work which the of the beads. The other part. of the cable is

border is intended to accompany. A brilliant formed in precisely the same way. The two

green, amber, or ultramnrine blue contrasts well \ chains are intertwined and fastened down at

with the white. Asmall proportion of moderategregulnr intervals, each in the part which is

sized blnck, round beads are also necessary. To covered by the other. If placed on n-mat, we

commence, thread one 0 P. white, one small recommend thatil'in wool-work the edge under~

black, one 0. P. white, tie the thread close to t neath this Cable Border should be worked in a

the beads; this is for the sake of making the be- 3 large stitch of some color which may contrast

ginning finer. To continue, thread one white, 2 well with itself in the openings which appear

one black, one white, and pass the needle through ; through the twist. The largest O. P. beads are

one of the O. P. heads you have just tied to-gthe best for this purpose, and care should be

gether; then take one black, one white, and pass 3 taken that the white and the colored match in

the needle through the last white on the cou- i size.
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HEAD—DRESS IN CROCHET.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

w‘fwftT‘zv/Tw g 1- work-3 d c, as before, 8 ch black, f. Repeat

.~ 7 * ‘ t. 1' \i-l’lil 7 times.

2nd Rom—1' 5 d c gold, (over 3 d c lst row,)

3 ch black, 1 7 times.

8rd Rom—1' 7 d 0 gold, (over 5 d c 2nd row,)

8 ch black, 1- 7 times.

4th Rom—1- 9 d 0 gold, (over 7 d 0 8rd row.)

3 ch black, 1* 7 times.

5th Row—f 7 d 0 gold, (over 9 d c 4th row,)

\ 3 ch, 1 d c, 8 ch black, 1' 7 times.

6th Rom—1' 5 d 0 gold, (over 7 d 0 6th row,)

3 ch, 1 d c, 3 ch, 1 d c, 8 ch black, 1' 7 times.

7th Rom—1- 8 d c gold, (over 6 d 0 6th row.)

3 ch,1 dc,8ch,1do,8eh,ldc,30hblack,

1' 7 times.

t 8th Rom—1- 1 d e, 8 ch, 1- all round.

3 9th Row—Same as 8th.

g 10th Rom—Shell work in gold thread, which

i is done by working 1' 6 d c in one loop, miss 4.,

We have designed this head-dress expressly g 5 d c in one, miss 4, 1- nll round.

3

I \

    

,1,”

\

 

for the patrons of "Peterson." 11th R0w.—Place the 5 d c in centre stitch of

Marianas—Two spools gold thread, one every shell on 10th row, 1 ch between each shell.

skein black purse twist, fine steel hook. Cord Run the cord in the 9th row, fasten on the

and tassel, mixed gold and black. S tassels, draw to fit the knot of hair. This head

With the gold thread make it oh of 8. Join, § dress is very simple, easily made, and quite as

and in it work 7 (l c, with 3 ch between each pretty as the imported ones of this style. The

stitch. Fasten the black silk and begin the‘édrnwing gives the headdress wide open. It

star. émay be varied in color to suit the taste of the

lst Rom—3 d 0 gold, (pass the black silk 5 wearer. The combinations of crimson and gold,

heck of the 8 gold st-itches_worked,) and make a“ blue and silver, or, for every day wear, it may

8 ch black. Drop the black, take up the gold, 3 be made entirely of silk.



SLIPPER PEN—WIPER.

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER

 

  

Tnlt material of the front ot‘ the slipper given a placed the black on which to wipe the pens,

in our illustration is in scarlet cloth, pinked in t commencing at the part of the slipper where the

small vandykes at the upper edge, having a i front ceases, and their thicknesses thus giving

rosette in white chalk beads, with a pretty fancy i the appearance of the heel. We have said that

gold button in its centre, and surrounded by the g the upper piece of cloth forming the fall should

sprays of beads, which will be seen in our de- 3 be vandyked, but under this they are plain, and

sign. When this is fastened on to the sole, it i not extending farther into the slipper than the

is stitched in the inside, then turned and orna- l heel. All these parts should be tacked together,

mented with stitches, having three beads on and cut as smoothly round as possible, to imitate

each, at regular distances, all the way round, 2 the even round of the heel of the slipper. When

where the two parts are united. The sole is i this article is neatly made, it forms a very pretty

formed of two thicknesses of black cloth, the l offering from the Work~Tnble to the Writing

upper one being vandyked; between these is l Table. This pattern is just out in London.
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STRAWBERRY EMERY CUSHION.

 

BY‘ MR8. JANE WEAVER.

 

Tun cushion is made in the following manner: : to the wrong side, restore the four loops to one

Take four very fine knitting-needles, and someineedle, and four to another, and so cast them

tine crochet silk as near the genuine strawberry 06. This prevents the strawberry from being

scarlet as you can obtain. Cast on ten stitches pointed at the top. The Emery Cushion having

on each of two needles, and twelve on a third. gbeen made, most now be enclosed within and

Knit round with the fourth needle until you have s gathered up underneath. This is best formed

a sufficient depth, exactly in the same way asiof three pieces, so narrowed at the top as to

you would do a stocking; then narrow at each i produce the required shape. The dots on the

end of each needle every alternate round, until 2 strawberry are represented by a few very small

you have two loops on each of two needles, and E and cut beads. The leaf is either in dark green

four on the third, on which there were originally S velvet or cloth. The edges are intended in ap

twelve. Pass a needle and thread through all Epearance, by having three white beads placed

these loops, so as to secure them from dropping, i upon them at regular distances, the veins being

take out the knitting-needles, turn the work on i also done in the same way. Underneath, the

___
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needle-book is introduced, the whole being ; knit the next, place the first loop over the second;

finished with a bow of ribbon. g at the end of each row take two loops together. '

In narrowing the knitting for the strawberry, E This produces cQrreSponding lines of contraction.

we recommend the following way:-—-At the be-§

ginning of the rows, take one loop on the needle, tEnglioh journal.
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BODY FOR EVENING DRESS.

 

BY EMILY H. HAY
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For this cushion we are indebted to a lute



 

456 DIAGRAM FOR BODY OF EVENING DRESS.
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W1: give, this month, a new and elegant- pat- E larly well, when a berth: is worn with it, as seen

tern for the body of an evening dress. Its chief E in our illustration.

novelty consists in the seam, which forms the;

dart, and which runs up, in this pattern, to the z

top of the body. This gives the bust a particu- i

larly beautiful shape. The oorsage is made with S

a point before and behind, and looks pnrticu- ‘

 

  

Below we give a diagram.

N0. 1. HAL! THE FRONT.

N0. 2. Fnom Sum-Boot.

No. 3. HALF rm: BACK.

N0. 4. BACK or SIDE-BODY.

 

 

 

 

DIAGRAM FOB BODY 01 EVENING DRMB.

 

FOR BAND OF CHEMISE.

  



WINDOW GARDENING.—NO. II.

 

BY 'rnn “non-novrrunaa znt'ron."

 

  

W: give, this month, an engraving of a basket 1 prevent the soil from dropping through, but not

of double primroses, blue and white. To pre- 3 so as to impede the drainage. A layer of rich

pare this basket, get four roots each; next take l soil may then be added. Take the primrose

a common pie-dish, or any other cheap earthen t roots, leaving some of the fibres rather free, and

§tplace them according to your taste in the dispo

isition of color, in the pan. Then fill more soil

2 in between them, pressing it slightly down round

each plant.

The next process is that of lining your basket

with moss, and, having placed the pan within

it, and covered the whole with moss, place it

neatly between the plants. Water may be given,

s

  

vessel suited to the form of your basket; then

get e piece of thin board, and having cut it to

light, and no sun, for about three days, after

4- - .

t which it may be placed in the situation which

the size of the bottom of the dish, perforate it 3 it is imended m occupy. when, it will, if all

with a number of small holes, about a. quarter me premrmngcmenm have been duly observed,

or In inc}! in diameter- Then Place in the bot
flourish luxuriantly till the whole of the flowers

tom of the dish, at equal distances, three strips have expanded, But care should be taken to

of wood, about three-quarters of an inch deep shield it from a mid—day sun until the plants are

each way. If upon these the flat perforatedithoroughly established.

piece is lodged, an empty space below will beg We have also given this month an engraving

provided, which will ensure thorough drainage. of one of the square term colla flower-pots, which

Place over the holes a slight layer of moss, to Fare becoming fashionable, and which produce an

VOL. XXXV.—28 467

but not too profusely. The basket should then

tend in a situation where there in not too much
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458 NETTED 11001), WITH DAISY FRINGE

agreeable variety, if judiciously used, with the better contrast with the flowing lines of the

more ordinary circular forms. We have repre- natural flowers which they are to contain. But

sented a white camelis in the term cotla pot, and in the present instance we have seen a group of

n China primrose in the basket-pattern pot, both the natual lilies combine so gracefully with the

of which plants may be obtained in flower at the ornamental receptacle, as represented in our en

present moment. igrsving, that. we strongly recommend some of

The third ornamental pot is known as the g our floricultural readers to try the experiment.

“Lily of the Valley” pattern, and the while Q The design becomes evident in the arrangement,

flowers and foliage on a deep ultramnrine 1 and wherever design is apparent, a certain kind

ground, produce a very good effect, for the of taste and refinement are indicated, which

design is good. We generally prefer gcome- g never fails to produce an agreeable impression.

trical patterns for flower-pots, as forming a l

  

  

MWMM  

NETTED HOOD, WITH DAISY FRINGE.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.

 

MA'rsnuLs—Two oz. of white single Berlin ; with the wool twined round the mesh, net two

wool, a flat mosh, scarcely a. i of an inch in g rows at the sides, taking up every loop which

width, and a netting-needle. E was decreased, but not net in the front or wide

Net on a foundation of 110 stitches 4 rows, so 1' part.

as to form 2 perfect diamonds: now continue to; Fort THE FRINGE—Cut once a skein of wool,

net and decrease one at the end of each row till 3 also a second, and place the two lengths together;

the whole is reduced to only 4 diamonds; then, zwind another skein in a small ball, or on 5 tot
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BOTTOM or PETTICOAT. 459

 

  

. \\\§§

ting shuttle. Tie the end on to the end of the two will be found a. perfect tie, like the crossing of

skeins, which will consist of about 22 lengths. kribbon before it is tied in a. bow, and the more

At about an inch from the end (holding the wools g the fringe is pulled the tighter it becomes.

in the left hand) make astitch over the skein, To ATTACH Till! Fatima—With wool needle,

with the ball in the right hand, exactly like an ‘ and a. length of wool, sew the end of the fringe

overcast stitch in embroidery; then, before pull- on the point at the side, then sew between every

ing it tight, slip the bull upward through the E 5th tuft into the 4th loop of the netting along

bow of the stitch, then pull the stitch tight; con- i the front; sew it fuller than this to turn the

tinue this stitch at intervals of an inch, to the § corner, but along the two sides of the net sew

and ot‘ the work; then take two other skeins in a between every 6th tuft into every 3rd loop of

lengths, till sutiicient of these tufts are made; Enetting. It may be sowed fuller than this if

then cut in the centre of each space. The stitch S needed.
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BOTTOM OF PETTICOAT.

 

BY MRS. JANE WEAVER.
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EDITOR’S TABLE.

Pocxsr-Ilarvnssacmars.—In Paris, some beautiful novel

ties in pocket-handkerchicfs have just made their appcar

ance. Those suited to evening dress are circular in form,

and are bordered with a row of insertion running in an un

dulating line. At the extreme edge there is a row of Valen

ciennes. corresponding with the insertion. For morning and

out-door dress, a handkerchief is extremely fashionable made

of very fine batisfr, and either round or square. It is edged

with a border of lilac. blue or pink, consisting of a running

arabcsque design. Another style of handkerchief. also suited

to morning dress, has a tartan border printed on the cam

bric. and on both sides the colors are equally vivid. so that

there is no wrong side. These tartan borders are printed

both on gentlemen‘s and ladies' handkerchiefs; but it must

be observed that they are strictly confined to morning cos

tume. Other handkerchiefs, confined to the plainest style

of morning dress, are of white lawn, with borders formed of

small white, blue, or red spots.

EDITORIAL GRIT-CHAT. é

Two Puss—A great many whom we know. and some we 5

don't know, have two faces. one the world-face, the other t

the homo-face. One for smooth smiles. pleasant words, flab 3

tering compliments, outside politeness; the other for frowns, S

muttorings, oaths, elegant inexpletives and selfish churlish- Q

ness. So they have separate characters—the one for kind- 5

ness and assiduity abroad, the other for churlishncss and i

neglect at home. These they keep in active competition, so i

that neither gets much ahead of the other, but both go on i

an ever steady pace, at the same time blessing and cursing; S

only those who receive the latter commodity get rather the ‘

worst of the bargain. %

The heart would sickcn could it look through the walls 3

that shelter families, and behold the other phase in which ‘

some men robe themselves when the eagle glances of the 5

world are not spies upon their actions. It could see thou- l

sands who give great sums to popular charities, turn desti- l

tution from her wretched dwelling, because she could not ——

pay, perhaps, the balance of a few paltry pennies for rent. New GENTLIXEN SHOULD Danes—In an article on dress, in

It would behold the flattered man of society repelling wife z a late number of “Blackwood’s Magazine," we find some

and children from kindly intercourse around the fireside by § suggestions respecting the most becoming evening attire

his frowns and peevishness. It would look down upon many i for gentlemen. “Blackwood” thinks the vest should be of

a woman, so useful without doors wherever benevolence g white, with a standing collar, in the fashion of the court

called. and who was never known to be absent from her 1 costume of England; the coat a black dress coat, cut in

post of honor in public assemblies, very lax in her duties as E the present fashion; brooches, knee-buckles, silk storkings,

wife and mother, very careless about the ploasantness of i llld lowumrtcred Bhoefl- Boots and trousers, according to

home, her children in the condition of “lmatlwn at the E “Blackwecxl.” ought to be banished from parlors. Frills in

door.” t the shirt-lmsom. and ruffles at the wrist, it considers would

It would see the jaunt] buck of fashion swearing at big be. an improvement. We suppose “Blackweod” thinks, that,

grey-headed father, while his sisters blush with shame at E as the ladies have returned. in a great degree, to the style

his profanity; or the dainty bone or the bathroom, all smiles of dress in vogue with their grandmothers, the sooner the

of beauty. all motions of grace abroad, bandyiug taunting g gentlemen imitate the costume of their grandsires thebetter.

words with some poor dependent for a trifling fault, Q Certainly, kncc-lmeeches are handsomer than pantaloons—

A steady. unswerving examph—not protestations andlong E "MOSS, indeed- “'hQn ‘ man is 'PindlHhlUkvd- W9 '0“

faces, not soft, smooth, religious tongues—will do more for E for knee-breeches.

the moral progress of communities, than all the good works Q

you can pile ’twixt the earth and the sky. You may batter 3

against heaven's very gates with your engincry of prayer; 5

you may add your donations till the list shall swcll from :

here to India; you may shed tears over man’s vain ingrati- é

tude till the occan could not hold them; you may talk soeloquently that the very angels might bend to listen, yetall your prayers, your charities, your tears, your eloquence, 5

\

i

Cmw’s Amos, Ws'rcn-Pocxm, sc., ail—In the front of

the number, we give several original patterns. furnished by

the accomplished editor of “the Work-Table,” Mrs. Jane

Weaver. One is a Child’s Apron, to be made of silk and

embroidered. Another is a Watch-Pocket, Braided. A third

is for the wrist, and to be made of narrow velvet ribbon and

black lace. A fourth is a cuff and collar. embroidered in

shall not be potent enough to impel one soul a step toward blue, which we have printed in eolors. These, with other

heaven. if the daily, hourly, momently consistency of your patterns given in another part of the number. form a col

estample be not a guarantee of your sincerity. lection of original designs, which no other Magazine has

ever equaled.
 

Nzw Srrrss or Jzwm.ar.-.\lany novelties in bijmiteri‘e, in

which hair forms a part, have recently appeared. Bracelets TWENTY-Fl" Frontiers—At a recent fashionable party in

composed of hair are studded with jewels. Brooches are Paris, one of the ladies were a white tarlatane dress with

encircled in a framework of richly wrought gold. ornamented twenty-five narrow flounces, each having a black velvet rib

with pearls. Some very elegant ear—rings have been formed ‘ bon along the edge. Her waistband was black velvet and

III/N”,

 

of hair and turquoise. Cameoes hold a high place among g fastened by a steel buckle, as were also the bows on the

the favorite ornaments of the season. They are employed 5 shoulders. The head-dress was composed of three tufts of

to ornament both the dress and the hair in hell and evening t black velvet, placed on velvet cross~bands. one to the left

costume. In the dress they are used as brooches. and in the 3 along the bandcau, and the other wider forming a cache

cogj'ure they are frequently set in the form of a diadem. pcigne behind.

“Tns Burn) Pirxa.”-This is another beautiful steel en- To Rrxovs Sunsnuons Ham—Several subscribers ask

graving. By an oversight of the engraver, a few of those \ us how to remove superfluous hair. There is but one way-—

plates have been labeled, erroneously, “The Blind Harper.” l to pluck it out by the roots. Even in this case. however. it

If you get such an impression. fair lady, your own good 5 will grow again. The nostrnms advertised to remove hair

sense will tell you that it is not a harp the blind minstrol is g are all either worthless or injurious; for the first do not re

playlng argzbut an orthodox Scotch bag-pipe. move the hair, and the last injure the skin or health.
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A BZAUTII'UL PICTCBI is the copy of Darley‘s late cele

brated work from LongfeIloW’s new poem, "The Courtship

of Miles Standish.” The size of the plate. which is upright,

h 14 by 17. and it is a perfect fac-eimile of the original. “The

snow white Steer” seems walking from the forest toward you,

“Through the ford at the forest,”

bearing the beautiful maiden Priscilla, her hand with loving

confidence placed in that of her new husband. It is pub

lished by J. B. 'I‘ilton tit (10.. 161 Washington street, Boston,

who will furnish directions how to paint it in the Grecian

style. Price $1,510, post-paid. The circular will be found on

another page.

Postrivrtr LlBELOUS.-Tllfi editor of the Hamilton (111.)

Sucker says :-‘~The Ladies’ National is received, and is

being consulted by our 'better half.’ The ladies all love

‘Peterson’—not the old gentleman, but the Magazine.” New

isn't this too bad? Old gentleman! We‘d have you know,

sir editor, that we’re not old. It‘s a libel to call us old. Once

get that notion afloat, and what girl will marry us?

 

To Max: A NATURAL Bsaousrxa.—The Germans take tall

glass bottles filled with water, in which they place one or

more frogs; a little Wooden ladder is then imcrtcd into the

bottle, the steps in a rough way marking the degrees. In

fine weather the frogs always mount the ladder, but in bad

weather remain at the bottom. These baronieters are much

consulted and depended upon.

 

CA! Get"! BI Conant—A subscriber asks this question. It

is said that the Severe-st gout has been 'curcd by a perse

vering use of coffee. In the French colonies, as well as in

Turkey, where coffee constitutes the principal beverage, the

goat is almost unknown. We do not vouch for the infalli

bility of this remedy, but it is a harmless one and worthy of

a trial.

OUR Tnmn Newman—With this number, one of our pro

mised novelcts, “ The Old Stone Mansion.” is concluded. In

the July number, we shall begin another. “ Ilclen Grmme.”

Both it and "Gillian" will be finished by, or before, Decem

ber.
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REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS.

The Romance of a Hero. By the author of “Magdalen

Sajlbrd." 1 vol., 12 mo. .Ncw York: Harper (£- Brothers.—

llany persons will like this better than " Adam Bede," no

ticed last month, though we do not. The story is more ro

mantic. the actors move in a higher sphere of life. and there

ere no paintul incidents to barrow up the heart, like the

trial of poor Iletty in “Adam Bede." But the characters

am not near so truthfully drawn, nor is the novel so faithful

a picture of life as it really is. However, so far, it surpasses

any fiction of the month, except Charles Ileade's, and is

among the best that has appeared this season.

On the Probable Hill in the value of Gold: the Commercial

md Social crmsequcnccs which may ensue, and the ntr'asu'r“

which. it inw'tes. By Jilichel Chevalier. Translutul from

file French, with preface, by Richard Colxlm. 1. ml. 8 v0.

New York: D. Applet/m t2 Co.—The title of this work 0

fully sets forth its objects that we need not enlarge upon

them. The treatise is a very able one, and deserving the cou

lidcration of every person interested in commerce, finance,

or political economy. The volume is handsomely printed.

“ Love Me Little." By Charles Reade. 1 col, 12 mo. lVmu

York: Ilar'prr (£- Ilrolhers.—lnferior to “White Lies.” and

even to " I'm; Wellington." but superior to most other lately

published novels. Reade‘s stories are always briskly told

and the characters well drawn.
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ITigh Life in I'Vcw York. By Jonathan Slick, Esq. 1 1:01.,

12 mo. Phz'lalla: T. B. I'etrrson ¢£~ Brahma—This is a new

edition of a work of rare merit. There is nothing in Sam

Slick, nothing,r in the whole range of American humor, supe

rior to it: indeed there are fe\v that are its equal. The satire

is frequently as delicate and keen as the edge of a razor and

is always effective. The author’s name continues to be con

Cealed, but rumor attributes the work to an eminent- and

popular writer. The illustrations in this edition are inimit

able, especially that in which the raw Yankee lad mistakes

a certain article of fcmalo attire for a new-la-bioned side

saddle.

I’lan of the Creation; or, Other Worlds, and who Inhabt"

Them. By Rev. C. L. Ileqzu'mlmurg. I rol., 1‘). mo. Jhistmt:

Phillips, Sampson (E Co. Plu'lada: Parry d} J['lll(llan.-—

An attempt to solve the future state of man, the character

of that conflagratiou which it has been (leclarod the globe

is to undergo. and other things either concealed, or only

darkly hinted at in Scripture. On the int‘allibility of the

author’s conclusions we confess ourselves unable to pro

nounce. To ordinarily informed readers, the investigation

of such themes is certainly protitlcss, we may add, oflen

injurious.

The Life of North American Insects. By B. Jarger, assisted

by 1!. (7. Prcslon, M. D. With numerous Illuslrulionsfrm

spechncns in the cabinet of the author. 1 vol., 12 me. New

York: llurprr (t Brahman—This is a description of the in

sect world of North America. as thorough as it is possible to

make it. and entirely reliable. In short, Dr. Preston has

done for the insects of this continent, what Audubon, before

him. did for its birds and quadrupcds. The volume will be

found agreeable even by persons not specially interested in

the subject: at least we have discovered it to be so in our

own case.

  

The Arrnger and other Pieces. By Thomas De Qm'nccy.

1 vol., 12 mo. Boston: Ticlrnor éFidda—Thcse pieces all

bear the traces of De Quincey‘s gorgeous style, though they

are. in other rcs'pct‘ls. of very various merit. The principal

article is a powerfully told story, in which the sensation of

horror is developed, as only a master could devolope it. But

the “Tradition of the Rabbis” is our favorite of all in the

volume. The description of the tmnsmigratcd spirit, in its

various temporary dwelling-places in a lion, an eagle, &c., in

one of the finest bits of writing in the language.

Sixty Years of lily Life. By Joints Brown. 1 vol., 12 mo.

.Yrw York: D. Appleton d? G).——Tlli8 book reminds us of De

Foe. But unlike Do Poe's fictions, it is e. true record of a

life. The author was a poor boy, born in a village near

Cambridge, England, apprenticed to a shoemaker, and sub

Scqtlcllll)’ a soldier and sailor. 110 is now a magistrate of

the university town, and a man of means and influence. His

experiences are told in a racy, idioiuatical style, which makes

the volume exceedingly agreeable reading, more interesting

indeed than any novel.

Mothers and Infants, Nurses and Nursing. Translated

from the Fruzch. By Dr. Al. Donne. 1 wok, 12 (mo. Boe

llm: 1’hi'Ilz'ps,.Sllmpson (£00. I’hilada: Parry d’ M‘Mi'ZIan.—

The author of this work was lately at the head of the clini

cal department of the Faculty of Paris, and is. therefore,

unusually fitted for the task he has umiertaken. The volume

is one of the best treatises on nursing. Weaning. and the

treatment of children generally. which has ever been pub

lished. It ought to be in every family.

lllbtherwell’s Poems. I 1:01., 18 mo. Boston: Tidmor d

Fields.-—An edition. to match the “blue and gold" series of

the poets, which this enterprising firm has lately begun,

Some of Motherwell’a ballads are among the best in the lan

guage: witness “Jeanm Morrison." A capital portrait of the

author cmbellishes the volume. It is the very book for a

lady’s boudoir or library.
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Shakrpearc’s Legal Acqm'rcmcnts Considered. By John,

Lord Campbell, L. L. D.. F. R. S. E. 1 vol., 12 m0. lVew

York: D. Appleton it Co.—Tho writer of this little volume

is Chief Justice of England, author of “The Lives of the

Chancellors,” &c., and is, therefore. peculiarly competent for

the task of examining, and deciding on, the legal acquire

ments of Shakspeare. By selecting passages, from the great

dramatist’s various plays, Lord Campbell shows that a good

prima fut-la case could be made out in favor of Shakspcare’s

having been an attorney.

Old South Chaprl Prayer Mating: Its Origin and History.

1 vol., 16 m0. Boston: J. E. Triton (£- Co.—This neat little

volume has been published, according to the preface. to pre

serve “ some record of a meeting, which has, with the bless

ing of God, been instrumental of accomplishing more for the

advancement of the Kingdom oi‘Christ than any other simi~

lar meeting which has ever been held.” We have no doubt

that it will do much good.

More About Jesus. With Illustrations and a Map. By

the author of " Peep of Day,” die. 1 vol, 18 me. New York:

flog-per é Brothcrs.—This is a description of Palestine, and

of the principal events in the life of the Saviour, written in

a style to suit children. The illustrations are many and

beautiful. We cordially commend the book to families.

The Culprit Fay. By J. Hellman Drake. 1 1:01., 12 mo.

.N'cw York: Rudd (£- ('arletnu.-—A dainty edition of one of

the most graceful poems yet written in America, and one

which. strange to say, has been long out of print. The

typographical ueatncss of this volume reminds us of Picker

ing’s famous edition of the British poets.

Ben Sylvester} Word. By the author of “ The Heir of

Rrdclyfl'e.” 1 col., 18 me. New York: D. Appleton t6 Co.—

An excellent story for juveniles, conveying an important

moral. The author is well known, not only as a popular

novelist, but as a superior writer of books for children.

Home Memories ; or, Iklmcs of a Mother‘s Voice. By Mrs.

Corey Brock, author of “ Children at Home.” 1 eol., 12 m0.

.Ncw York: D. Applcton if: Co.—-Well written, and with an

excellent moral. A safe, as well as interesting book, to out

into the hands of daughters.
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PARLOR GAMES.

Tn: N:wsrAPsa.—The company, sitting in a semicircle,

assume various trades—such as that of a grocer, a cook, a

draper, &c.; and when the reader of the newspaper, who

selects an important despatch, pauses and looks steadfastly

at one of the party, he or the next must immediately help

him out with one or two words relating to the particular

trade adopted by the individual. The following reading is

given as an example, and it will do as Well as any other:—

" Early in the morning the whole,” (looking at one, who

immediately c0ntinues,)

Dinner-service—

“Was in motion. Detachments from the suburbs had put

 
themselves in ”

Vinegar;

“ Armed citizens occupied the—1’

Frying-pans;—

“Others had taken possession of tho—”

Cotton-balls; ‘

“ Planted the—”

Marrow bones:

“ And surrounded the-—"

Scissors.

“ All were prepared t0—-"

Break tumblers. )

“All the powder and lead which they found in “36—”

Sugar hogsheads.
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PARLOB GAMES.-—-OUR COOK-BOOK.

  
m,

OUR COOK—BOOK.

rasmnsn rxrasssu' roa “rzrsasox’s assassins.”

 

 

 

[Entered, according to Act of Congress. in the year 18.59. by

Charles J. Peterson, in the Clerk's Hiiice of the District

Court of the United States, in and for the Eastern District

of i‘cnnsylvunia.]

KE‘ These receipts have all been testy-ll. either by the author

herscIf, or by some of herfn'rnltr. L‘rrry month, we shall gin

several- rereipts, in various departments; and the whole, at the

end of the year, 'will be found to make the most compleu cook»

book ever published.

B I L L O F F A RE

FOR A DINNER PARTY.

Soup.

Vegetable; or, Green Turtle.

R'sh.

Salmon; or, Sea Bass, with White Sauce.

Boiled Potatoes.
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Meats.

Boiled Leg of Lamb, with 1Mint Sauce.

Boiled Chickens, with Lobster Sauce.

Roast and Mashed Potatoes.

Roast Chickens.

Roast Beef.

Tomatoes. Spinach. Peas. Potatoes.

Side Dishes.

Sweet Breads. Lobster Salad.

ClllCkvD Croqncttes. Lamb Chops.

Young Chickens. Sqnahs.

Turtle Steaks. Tenderloin, with Mushrooms.

Asparagus. Green Peas. Tomatoes.

Fried Potatoes. Sweet Potatoes. Lima Beans.

Dessert.

Ice Creams. Strawberries.

Water Ices. Pine Apple, with Madeira.

Charlotte Russe.

Oranges. Grapes.

Almonds.

Black Coiiec. Cocoa.

Apples. Raisins.
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; BOUPS.

'3 Vermicdli Shun—Wm Rich—Put four ounces of butter

into a pan: cut into it a knuckle of veal and a scrag of mut

ton in small pieces; slice in the meat of a shank of barn,

with three or four blades of mace, two or three carrots, two

parsnips, two large onions with a clove stuck in each end,

four or five heads of celery, washed clean; a bunch of sweet

herbs. and an anchovy. Cover the pun close. up, and set it

over the fire, without any water, till the gravy is drawn out

of the meat; then pour the gravy into a bowl. Let the meat

brown in the saucepan, and take care it does not burn; then

pour in four quarts of water; let it boil gently till it is

wasted to three pints; strain it; add the other gravy to it;

set it on the tire; put in. also, two ounces of vermicclli. the

nicest part ofa head of celery, cayenne pepper and salt; and

let it boil for four minutes. Pour it over some nice slices of

toast.

Trampnrmt Soup—Suitable for an Entertainment—Pro

cure a leg of veal; cut 06 all the meat as thin as you can;

break the bone in small pieces; put the meat into a large

jug, and the bones at top, with a bunch of sweet herbs, 1

quarter of an ounce of mace, half a pound of almonds,

blanched, and heat fine. and four quarts of boiling water.

Let it stand all night by the fire, covered close; the next

day put it into a well-tinned saucepan. and let it boil slowly

till it is reduced to two quarts. All the time it is boiling

A‘
\

S

5

\

\

\

\
\

x
\

\

l
\

\

\

S

1'

\‘

s
\

b

\

\

\

\'

\

2

§

§

5

g
\

g
‘

2
x

2

z scum the fat off as it rises. Then strain it into a bowl; let
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it settle for two hours, and pour it into a clean saucepan,

dear from the sediment. Have ready three ounces of rice,

boiled in water; if you prefer vermicelli, boil two ounces,

and, when done enough, put it in the oup, and serve it up.

FISH.

Perch—in Water sway—Scale, clean, and wash your

perch; put in some water to boil, adding some salt; when

the water boils put in your fish, with an onion cut in slices

and separated into rings. and a handful of parsley. Put in

as much milk as will turn the water white; when your fish

are done enough, put them into a soup dish, and pour a

little of the water over them with the parsley and-onions.

Serve with them a sauce of butter and parsley.

Rock Fish—Stewcii.—Brown some onions in butter. Cut

your fish in slices and fry them; put them into a pot with

water, butter. allspice, salt and mace; about half an hour

before you dish your fish add as much wine as is agreeable

to you. You must stew the fish ‘slowly about three hours,

and keep it closely covered.

XIATS.

Woodcock or Partridge—Hoshed.-—Cut the birds up as for

eating; work the entrails very line with the back ofa spoon;

mix it with a spoonful of red wine, the same quantity of

water, and half a spoonful of vinegar; cut an onion into

slices, and then pull it into rings; and roll a little butter in

some flour. Put them all _into your pan, shake it over the

fire till it boils; then put in your birds, and when thoroughly

hot lay them in a dish, and strain the sauce over them.

Pigwns—Ihn'Ied.—-Clean your pigeons thoroughly, turn

the legs under the wings, dredge them, and put them in

cold water; boil them very slowly a quarter of an hour, dish

them up, pour over them good melted butter, and serve them

up. Prepare a sauce of drawn butter and parsley.

HAD] DISHES.

Breast of I'eab—Collared.—Take a fine breast of veal, bone

it, rub it over with the yolks of two eggs, and strew over it

some crumbs of broad, a little grated lemon, a little pepper

and salt, and a handful of chopped paisley. Roll it up tight,

and bind it hard with twine; wrap it in a cloth and boil it

an hour and a half—then take it up to c0ol. When a littlo

cold, take off the cloth, and clip the twine carefully, lest you

open the veal; then cut it in slices, and lay them on a dish,

with some forcemeat halls laid round them. Make a white

sauce, as follows, and pour it over the veal, &'c. White

Sauce—Take one pint of good veal gravy. add to it a spoon

ful of lemon pickle, a teaspoonful of mushroom powder, or

a few pickled mushrooms, and give it a gentle boil; then

put in half a pint of cream, and the yolks of two eggs; (beat

light) shake it over the fire after adding the eggs and cream,

but do not let it boil.

L'hicl:ms—Fricasseed.—Cut off the wings and legs of four

chickens; separate the breasts from the hacks; divide the

backs crosswise; cut 05 the necks; clean the gizards. and

put them with the livers and other parts of the chickens

(after having been thoroughly \vashed,) into a saucepan,

adding salt, pepper, and a little mace; cover with water,

and stew till it becomes tender; then take out the chicken.

Thicken half a pint of water with two spoonfuls of flour rub

bed into four ounces of butter, as you think proper, with a

tablespoonful of currie; let the chickens stew fifteen minutes

lenger, and they are done.

Ham—0r a Gammon of Bacon—Roast.-—llalf boil your

ham or gammon, then take 05 the skin, dredge it with oat

meal sifted very fine, haste it with butter, and roast it.

When done, dish it up with brown gravy. Garnish it with

parsley.

EJgs—Fm'casseed.—Boil your eggs pretty hard, cut them

in round slices, make a white sauce the same way as for

boiled chickens, pour it over the eggs, and put a whole egg

in the middle of the yolk.
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PRESERVBB, “muss, ac.

Observations on I’reserri'ng.—\l'hen you make any kind

of jelly, take care you do not let any of the seeds from the

fruit fall into thejelly; pound your sugar, and let it. dissolve

in the syrup before you set it on the fire—it makes the scum

rise Well. and the jelly a better color: it is a great fault to

boil jellies too high, it makes them of a dark color. The

best mode to preserve sweetincats, is to dip writing paper in

brandy, and lay it close to your sweetmeats, tie them well

down with white paper, and two folds of thick cap paper to

keep out the air.

Green Gages—Take the plums before they are ripe, put

them in a kettle with vine leaves at the bottom—then a

layer of plums, then a layer of vine leaves, and so on until

the plums are all used. Fill the kettle with water, set it

over a slow tire, and when the plums become hot, and the

skins begin to crack, take them out, and skin them care

fully; lay them on a sieve as you skin them, then put them

back again in the same water, and in the same manner as

before, covering them very close, and hanging them a great

distance from the fire until they become green. Then take

them up carefully, lay them on a sieve to drain, make a

good syrup. and give them a gentle boil twice a day for two

days; th' u put them in a fine, clear syrup.

Pine Apples—Ab. l.—Take them before they are ripe,

make a strong salt water and lay them in for five days; then

green them with vine leaves, make a thin syrup, and when

it is almost cold, put the pine apples in jars and pour the

syrup over them; let them stand a week, but be certain of

their being covered with syrup. When they have stood a

week, boil the syrup again and pour it over them; let them

stand eight weeks, and during that time give the syrup two

or three hoilings in order to prevent it from moulding.

After that make a good syrup, put a few slices of white

ginger into it, then give your fruit a gentle boil, place it in

jars, and tie them down with bladders.

I’t'ne Appbn—A'O. 2.—Pare, core, and grate the fruit. Take

pound for pound, boil all together carefully until it becomes

thick and clear.

Omb Apples—Par boil the apples very gently, and when

the fruit is tender take it out of the water. Take one pound

of sugar for each pound of fruit; pour some of the water in

which the fruit was boiled over the sugar, in order to melt

it. then place the syrup over the fire, and when it boils and

is well skinned, put in the fruit and boil it carefully until

it becomes clear; then put the fruit on dishes to cool, and

boil down the syrup. Put the fruit in jars, and pour the

syrup over it while hot. All the water in which the apples

have been boiled may be poured over the sugar, as the more

jelly you have the better, as it is very fine.

Black Currant JeIIy.—-Get your currents when they are

ripe and dry, pick them off the stalks. and put them into

a large stewpan. To every quart of currents add a quart of

water, tie a paper over them, and set them in a cool often

for two hours. then squeeze them through a very thin cloth.

To every quart of juice add a pound and a half of loaf sugar

broken in small pieces. stir it gently till the juice is melted.

When it boils skim it well; let it hoil pretty quick for half

an hour over a clear fire, then pour it into pots. Put brandy

papers over them.

Currant Jelly.—Procure your currants when fully ripe—

yet not too ripe. Put the currants into a preserving-kettle,

let them warm through thoroughly. but he careful they do

not scorch; it is better to cover them in the kettle. When

well warmed put them into a cloth, and press thejuice from

them. To each pint of juice allow one pound of leaf sugar;

put it on a slow fire, after they come to a boil let them boil

twenty minutes, or a little longer.

C'Iirrry Jam.—Ta.ke six pints of morella cherries to two

pounds of sugar. Boil them well, and be careful they do

not burn.
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Apri'citr.—-l’:tro your apricot-1. and thrust out the stones

with a skewer; to every pound of apricots put a pound of

loaf sugar; strew part of it over them and let them stand

till the next day; then give them a gentle boil three or four

different times, and let them become cold between each

time. Take them out of the syrup one by one: the last time

you boil them, skim your syrup well; then boil it till it looks

clear and thick; pour it over your apricots, and Cover them

for use.

Rasp'mrry Jam.—l'rocnre raspberries that are ripe and

dry—select tin-m carefully, rejecting the dead ones—and

then crush them in a bowl. with a silver or wooden spoon.

As soon as you have crushed them, strew in their own weight

of sugar, and half thcir Weight of currantjuice, (boiled and

strained as for jelly.) then set them over a clear, slow tire,

boil half an hour, skim them Well, and keep stirring them

at the same time. When cool, put them in glasses for use.

Raspbcrrtcv.—Aftcr the fruit is liulled and picked over,

Weigh it. and take pound f r pound of fruit and sugar; place

alternately a layer of fruit and sugar in a large,<leep \‘csst‘l;

let them remain over night. The following day put all into

a kettle togethor.and when it comes to a boil let it continue

to boil for twenty minutes. For seven pounds of fruit. pul

YeriZe a piece of alum about the size of a hazel nut, and stir

it in while boiling.

Apricot Marmuladr.—\i'hen you preserve apricots, pick

out all the bad ones, and those that are too ripe for keeping;

boil them in some rnp till they will mash; then beat them

to a paste. Take half their weight of leaf sugar, and put as

much water to it as will dissolve it; boil and skim it well.

Then boil tho fruit and syrup together till it looks clear, and

like a tinejelly. and then put it in glass jars for use.

Apricot, or Peach hum—Pare the ripest apricots, or

peaches, you can get, and cut them thin. To every pound

and a half of fruit add a pound of double-refined sugar. and

three spoonfuls of Water; boil your sugar to a candy height,

then put in your apricots or peaches; stir them over a slow

tire till they look clear and thick; but do not let them boil,

only simmer.

CAKES.

Lapland—Make into a batter one pint of flour, one pint

of cream. thrco eggs, beaten separately, and a small quantity

ofsalt. llavo ready some small tin forms, flour them well,

pour in the dough and bake them in a quick oven. Twice

this quantity Would be necessary for a large family. This

is a nice bread for breakfast.

Striwlins.—Take six eggs and three pints of sweet milk,

and make the batter rather richer than for flannel cakes,

adding two spoonfuls of slots. Make them about tWo o'clock,

and they will be ready to bake for tea. Pass them through

a funnel into boiling lard.

Loaf (lUffi—IIIgI'HllUDLSZ Three quarts ofmilk,two pounds

of butter. two pounds of sugar, three eggs. one gill of brandy.

Bake in an earthen cake-dish. and paint the outside of the

loaf with the yolk of an egg and a little milk.

001d, With tulle").

Marylou/l Biscuit—lngrulicnts: Eight howlfnls of flour,

half pint of milk and water, one tcacnpfnl of lard. and a

little salt. Work and heat up the \vholo for a long time.

Make it up into little cakes without rolling or cutting out

the dough.

Potato (hive—Boil six or eight potatoes, and when cool

grate them; mix the potatoes with half a pound of butter,

then add a pint of warmed milk, halfa teacnpful of yeast

and as much flour as will make a dough. Bake them like

short-cakes.

MIN.- Biscuit—To one pound of flour add a quarter of a

pound of butter. one egg. a little salt. one glass yeast: knead

them up with six ounces flour and one teacupful of milk.

Set the whole to rise, and bake in tins.

To be eaten
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Mufli/is —To a pint of warm milk take one-eighth of a

pound of butter, four eggs and a little salt. Mix it into a

elill batter, and heat it smooth; add a little good yeast, and

let the batter rise. Butter some muffin rings, and till then

a little more than half full. They must- be baked yellow

and crisp. When served, do not pile them up one upon

another, for fear they will loose their crispness.

Ovrn Mu_[fins.—lngedients: One-half pint of corn meal, a

handful of wheat flour, one quart of milk, four eggs. a lump

of butter the size of a walnut, and a small portion of salt.

Put the milk into a saucepan, cut the butter into it, warm

it until the butter is soft, but not melted; tin-n add the

other ingredients and beat all together till quite light. Bake

them in rings.

-
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OUR GARDEN'FOR JUNE.

Tran.\‘pIanting should now be done, where the different

kinds of annuals have been too thickly sown, but it is no

cessary to do this in moist or cloudy weather, and for several

days they should be shaded from the inlt‘ti‘w heat of the sun.

Water should also be given frequently till the plants are

\Vl'll rooted. As much earth should be taken up about the

roots as possible. Wherever seeds are sown too thick and

the young plants are not cared for to transplant, the least

healthy should be picked out, in order to give the others

liberty to grow well.

Take advantage of the first moist weather that happens

after the middle of this month, in which to clip and dress

your box edgings; for if done in dry or parching weather

they are apt to turn foxy. and consequently, lose much of

their beauty. The edgings should be cut very nI-at. even at

top and both sides, and ought not to he suffered to grow

higher than two or three inches, nor broader than two.

When the edgings of box are kept near that size, they look

extremely neat, but if permitted to grow to the height of

four, five, or six inches. and perhaps near as much in breadtly

they then assume a clumsy and heavy appearance, and de

prive the beds and borders of that apparent roundness filo

necessary to set them oil to advantage. Watering should I).

particularly attended to in this month.

The plants which have been kept in-doors during the win

ter, being now out and fully exposed to the air, will require

a constant supply of water; it is impossible to say how often

it ought to be administered, or how much should be given at

a time, as the state of weather, the ditfrrcnt constitution!

and habits of the plants. and also the size of the pots or tubs

as well as of the plants themselves, make a material ditfeb

ence in that respect. The only true guide is the state of the

earth in the pots or tubs, which should always be kept moist

and in a proper condition to promote and encourage W‘gclle

tion. In very hot weather. the plants that are in small pots

will require some water both morning and evening. at other

times once allay will be sufficient: but as tluI plants have no

other nourishment but what they extract from the earth

within the pots or tube. it might. to be a general rule tokecp

it constantly moist, but not too wet. The host water for this

purpose is such as is taken from rivers or pon-ls where it is

fully exposed to the sun and air, so that if you have no other

than spring or well water, it should always be exposed in

cisterns. do, to the sun and air at least twenty-flair hours

before it is used. No kind of manure should be put in the

water, as is practised by many persons to the great injury

of their plants; for tin-so strongly impregnated waters, it)

stead of affording nourishment. cause the leaves to change

to a pale. sickly color, and ultimately bring on a general

debillty; they opcrnto like hot liquors on human bodies,

which. at first taking. seem to add new vigor, yet, after some

time. leave the body weaker than before.

If mowings of short grass, or some moss. be spread on the

surface earth of the large tube or pots of oranges, lemons,
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&c., it will preserve the moisture and defend the upper roots

from the sun and drying air.

Such of the pots with plants, as are plunged in the earth,

must be turned fully around in their seats once a Week to

break off such fibres as extend through the holes at bottom

into the surrounding earth.
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ART RECREATIONS.

Foa Gasman PAlN'l‘lNG.—J. E. Tilton & Co.. Boston. pub

lish the following fine and desirable engravings, which they

send by mail, post-paid, on receipt of price.

Size of Plate. Price.

Courtship of Miles Standish,

splendid thing. by Darley, 14 by 17 $1.50

Hiawatha’s Wming, 14 by 18 1,50

The Farm Yard, 13 by 19 1.50

Age and Infancy, 1o by ‘22 2.00

The Happy Family, 13 by 17 1.25

Jean D’Arc. 12 by 16 1,00

Ixs ()rpholines, 9 by 11 1,00

The Jewsharp LOSSOD, 9 by 11 60

The Little Bird, 9 by 11 60

Evangeline. (Longfellow) 16 by 22 1,00

Beatrice ('Ienci, 16 by ‘22 1,00

LL-ulonua Della Scala, (new) 16 by 22 1.00

These are intended for Grecian and Antique Painting. and

have full and separate rules how to paint each object, mix

each color. They continue to publish new and desirable

things in this line. of which they send notice to customers.

Se-minaries. Dealers and Teachers furnished with the

above, and all Artists‘ Goods at a liberal discount.

Setts of the best English Oil Colors in tubes, varnish, oils,

brushes. and the other needful materials for Grecian and

Antique Painting. furnished for three dollars. Small trial

pictures for use at thirteen cents each.

Directions to our new style Antique Painting, Grecian

Painting. Oriental and l’otichornanie. furnished full and con»

plete. (so that any child may learn without other instruction,)

for one dollar, post-paid, with rules for varnish, &c.

Purchasers to the amount of five dollars. are entitled to

all our directions free. Persons ordering the directions for

one dollar. and after buying materials to the amount of five

dollars, may deduct the one dollar paid for directions.

Address, J. E. TILTON & CO.,

Dealers in Artist's Goods, 141 Washington St., Boston.

All,”NM”,
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FASHIONS FOR JUNE.

Pm. L—Cmaues Dress or Gasxmmt-z, mm A DOUBLB

Sitar—The ground of the dress is white. sprinkled over

with bunches of roses. and each skirt is bordered with a

broad, green stripe, edged with a wreath of bright»colored

flowers Shawl of white muslin with a deep flounce, in

Which is run a green ribbon. Above the finance are two

worked ruflles. Bonnet of fine straw, trimmed with pink

flowers and green leaves.

Fro. II.—CARBIAGE Dazss or Slur of the new color known

as the "Violet of the Alps.” This dress is made with two

lkirts, each trimmed with rows of black lace. The body is

high, and fastened at the waist with a. band and buckle. Tho

sleeves are wry full at the top, with ajockey, and made par

tially close. above the wrist. Both body and sleeves are trim

med with bands of black lace. Bonnet of white crape.

Flo. [IL—DINNER Dams or GPJZNADlNl-Z. momma—Over

the dress is thrown a talma of Brousa silk. These silks are

of a coarse fabric. the white stripe looking like a very coarse

linen. The colored stripes are like spun silk. The -talma

has a hood with pink lining, and is trimmed with hinge and

tassels. Sun hat of straw trimmed with broad lace and

ribbon.

he. tv.—llocsz Dssss or SUMMER SILL—The bottom of

the skirt is trimmed with a very broad plaiting of silk. The

NNIINWIMMIII
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Q body is low; the sleeves wide, and trimmed to correspond

with the skirt. Cape of plain white lace, trimmed with

puflings of lace and blonde edging. There is a white tion

tassel at the upper point at the back.

F10. v.--Bo.v.vnr, composed of Neapolitan lace and white

silk. from the establishment of Mr. Wilde, N0. 251 Broadway,

New York. The front is formed of lace. The crown. which

is larger and more comfortable than those of last season, is of

white silk laid on with considerable fullness and covered by

s a network of black lace, into which three cherry-colored

i velvet bands are introduced lengthwise. A graceful and

pretty trimming of black lace, formed into a bow and ends,

is fastened to the brim by a cord and tassels of white silk,

which, with the lace, forms a simple and pretty side trim

ming. A similar bow and ends of lace ornaments the back

of the crown. The curtain is of Nealmlimn lace and white

silk, ornamented like the crown. The inside is adorned by

a band of cherry-color, shaded ribbon. plaited very full and

edged on either side by black lace. The right side of tho

band terminates in a full bow and ends, and the left in a

cluster of green leaves. Broad, white ribbon strings.

FIG. va—Bosssr or PINK Curl, also from Wilde's estab

lishment. It is trimmed with two full falls of white lace,

the lower fall of which forms the cape. A wreath of green

leaves and pink roses encircles the crown and back. The

face trimming consists of moss-roses and leaves. Strings of

broad pink ribbon.

Fro. Vll.—BONNRT or Gums Cans, also from Wilde’s, of

that new variety, which is stamped to imitate quilting. It

5 is trimmed with narrow white blonde. Face trimming of

blonde and loops of green crape. The strings are of crape

edged with blonde.

Flo. vnr—ihzan-Dazss, the master-piece of Wilde’s estab

lishment, this season. It is made of white ribbon. blonde, a

silver cord and tassel, and pink flowers, disposed as seen in

the illustmtion.

GENERAL humans—Although the width of robes is as yet

but little diminished, if at all, at the bottom, it is greatly

reduced in mounting to the top; this is efiected by gradually

sloping some of the back breadths attached to the corsage.

This manner of cutting out skirts is by far the most advan

tageous to the shape that we have yet seen; it is far more

graceful than the old fashion of goring the skirt at each side,

which has been lately unsuccessfully attempted to be brought

again into vogue.

Tn: ivswnsr Srvu‘. of making dresses is with large plaits,

no points or waistband. nor any separation at the waist.

Yet there are many also with round waists, waistband and

“infant bodies,” for young ladies; and lastly some few with

two points and oven short lappets cut into points all round.

Foa Monxmo Darssss bodies are made high and plain;

some ladies are preferring them without the basqm'ne, the

waists round and worn with narrow belt and buckle: sleeves

are very wide, whether of the open pagoda form. or in large

puffs. The plaitings, as in fig. 4, continue fashionable for

trimming dresses. A dress of grey watered silk has lately

been made with a body in the shape of a bussar jacket. and

a velvet waistcoat and steel buttons. The skirt is gathered

in very large plaits, and on each plait there is a band of

velvet ending in a point, and reaching about to the knee.

The sleeves have elbows, with jockeys and pointed cuifs.

Organdies and lawns are generally made low in the neck,

with a cape of the same material as the dress. These capes

are usually in the surplico style. that is not close up in the

neck in front. but open, and the ends crossing ovt-r each

other at the waist. A pretty lace of cambric edging. or even

a ruffle of the material of the dress, is the prettiest way of

finishing these capes. A puffing of the lawn or organdy is

also pretty. For evening dresses, one of the greatest novel

ties is a dress of two skirts of two different shades of green

> or pink silk: the first skirt made very long and full, is of I
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bright rich color, the second skirt, not quite so full, is of a Q wide, cut in the Venitian style, with a deep point reaching

lighter and more delicate shade: to give a more dressy and 3 more than half way down the skirt. The Ninon de Immlos

elegant appearance, the second skirt maybe looped up at 2 is a basquine not fitting close to the waist, and it has the

each side by a li’atteau porte-jupe, ornamented to correspond

with the dress, or in any other manner preferred: the cor

sags and sleeves are of the same color as the second skirt.

Luvrs Aartctss are still profusely ornamented with rib

bone or velvets, and mixed with white and black lace. The

most dressy under-sleeves have two large puffs. either muslin

or tulle. with a transparent ribbon at the edge and a rich

lace. Others are simple pufl’s bordered with velvet or ribbon

with a rosette; others again have bands bordered in the

same way with a ribbon or a velvet. but with n trimming

of black lace turned back over it. Then others again have

all round small barbs of lace or velvet trimmed with lace.

For morning wear, they have cuffs turned up. either em

broidered or quadrilled with velvet. An original innova

tion just introduced consists of colored embroider'y forming

wreaths on a quilted ground, which is likewise colored. A

plain cuff of crimson or amaranth velvet has a very pretty

efl'ect with white under-sleeves. Another style of sleeve,

much in favor, has a very broad mousqurtaz'rc cuff composed

of tulle or net, of whichever material the sleeve may consist.

This cufi' is crossed with rows of China blue velvet, edged

with narrow white lace. The collar intended to be worn

with these sleeves is pointed in front and behind, and trim

med with crossings of velvet in the mannerjust described.

For ordinary out-door dress, collars and cuffs of nansouk

are crossed with black velvet. Crossings of velvet are also

extremely fashionable for fichus, pelerines, and bretelles,

made of black tulle. The crossings are of narrow black

velvet in a lozenge pattern, and the pelerines, &c., are edged

round with full trimmings of black lace. These pelt-rines

and bretelles have long ends, which may be crossed in front

and linked one in the other at the back of the waist, or they

may be left to flow over the front of the skirt. In either

way their effect is very elegant. When made of white tulle

the crossings are of colored velvet. Berthes are also trim

med with a combination of black and white lsce or blonde.

These berthes are particularly pretty over pink, green, or

maize-colored dresses.

Ilsan-Darsses are at present very elegant. Among the

most beautiful of those composed of flowers, are some wreaths

of violets intermingled with bunches of black currents. or

with wheat-ears in gold. We may mention that gold wheat

ears have become favorite ornaments used as adjuncts to

wreaths. One of the newly-introduced wreaths is formed of

the flowers of the hop, in variegated tints of pale green and

yellow; the foliage sprinkled with frosting in imitation of

dew. Wreaths formed of corn-flags and blades of grass. and

others composed of camelias with pendent sprays of buds

and foliage, are among the favorites. The foliage combined

with the new flowers and wreaths is frequently of different

tints, shaded, and lightly frosted.

Among the head-dresses, of which flowers form no part,

we have seen one composed of bright blue velvet, pliant

twists of gold, and light gold tassels. Another consists of a

toque of green velvet trimmed with gold braid, which forms

an arabesque ornament on one side; on the other side, a

plume of,magnificent white mnrabouts, tipped with gold,

droop toward the back of the neck.

Mllxruzs are usually of black silk, made quite large, of a

shawl shape, and have a hood. Some of these hoods are

quite plain, trimmed with only tassels; others are orna

mented with fringe or lace; and others again are composed

of lace entirely.

BASQUINBS for the street are also increasing in favor.

These are made very deep, reaching to within about half a

yard of the bottom of the dress. There is usually no trim

ming on them. except the corsage buttons which confine

them from the waist up. The sleeves are very long and
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addition of a deep pelerine or cape. The one we have seen

is composed of black silk. The skirt and front of the has

quine are trimmed with bouillonnes of silk, in three rows.

Round the throat there are two rows only of these bouil

lonnes. The pclcrine is edged with a deep row of black

guipure, headed by two rows of bouillonnes.

Boxxzrs of straw are unusually beautiful this season.

Some very coarse straws are trimmed on the outside with a

straw cord and tassel; others have a soft cap crown of some

pretty plaid or plain silk; and others are trimmed with

barbs of black lace, or knots of ribbon and violets. These

latter are of fine split straw. The under-trimming consists

generally of s- blonde cap and bows of ribbon, or tufts of

violets, daisies. roses. &c. The capes are much smaller than

those heretofore worn, and are usually set on in double box

plaits. The fronts are slightly a la Man's Stuart, but with

out boing exactly pointed in front.
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CHILDREN’S FASHIONS.

I-‘to. t.-—Dr.v.ss or Oaosxnv res A urns than of a white

ground spotted with rose-buds. The dress has two skirts,

the upper one of which is rounded in front, and trimmed

with a pulling of the same material as the dress. The under

skirt has a puffing of organdy, forming an “apron trim

ming” in front. Sleeves composed of ‘ll'tfi‘ rnflh-s. The

body of the dress is gaged across the front. and has a low

neckcd pelerine crossing in front, and tying behind. Straw

hat, trimmed with wild flowers under the brim.

Fm. n.—Dar.ss or Coax-cereals Press on )isassnus ron

A Lt'r'ru Box—The body is plain, and cut a lo Raphael at

the neck. Short puffed sleeves. White nansouk under

sleeves, and a nansouk and insertion spcncer. Straw hat

with a plume. A sash of broad ribbon comes over the left

shoulder, and is ttsd at the waist under the right arm.

Fro. im.—Dares or has Ilsases. wits mass Fwcs'cm

roa A urns GlliL.—Bitlck silk basquine trimmed with cross

ings of narrow velvet. Hat of white muslin, trimmed with

a deep lace and a wreath of flowers.

Gsxsaiu. REMARKS.—-llftt8, such as seen in our illustration

of children‘s fashions, are still the most popular for little

girls, as they are most easily kept on the head and protect

the face and neck from the sun. Still a few fine split straws,

trimmed very simply with bunches of narrow white ribbon

on the top, are beginning to make their appearance. Some

of these straws have soft "cap crowns" made of white silk.

A band of narrow colored ribbon put in on one side of tho

cap. is the usual inside face lining. Basqnines, such as seen

in fig. 3, of our children‘s fashions. are the most fashionable

out-of-door dress. They are frequently made t‘lltil'vl)‘ plain,

with no trimming except the front buttons. For warmer

Weather, Marseilles and brilliantc will be worn. Skirts are

made with two ilounces. plain or double. as suits the fancy.

Basques are not worn to the dresses, and the bodies are cut

low in the neck, sometimes square a la Raphael.

Fen Bors. we give the last style in our illustration. A

more simple style is to make a full Bsyadare skirt with a

belt, this skirt is buttoned to a white linen shirt waist

plaited before and behind. This white waist can be made

either high in the neck with a ruffled collar and long sleeves,

or low in the neck with a short puffed sleeve. A rufile down

the front, with small shirt studs in the front plait, are a

great addition to this very beautiful style of dress. The

skirt. should be short and full. For larger boys. the short

pantaloons reaching to the knee and finished with a ruffle, are

worn. A blouse, belted at the waist, or ajacket not fitting

too tight, is the upper garment. Sometimes a white shirt

body, with an open, rounded jacket, is worn.


