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" Work-work-work
Till the brain begins to swim ;

Work-work-work

Till the eyes are heavy and dim !
Seam, and gusset, and band,

Band, and gusset, and seam,
Till over the buttons I fall asleep,

And sew them on in a dream !"
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TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS.

CHAPTER I.

LIZZY GLENN-MRS. GASTON AND HER SICK CHILD.

NEEDLE-WORK, at best, yields but a small re-
turn. Yet how many thousands have no.other re-
source in life, no other barrier thrown up between
them and starvation! The manly. stay upon which
a woman has leaned suddenly fails, and she finds
self-support an imperative necessity ; yet she has
no skill, no strength, no developed resources. In
all probability she is a mother. In this case she
must not only stand alone, but sustain her helpless
children. Since her earliest recollection, others
have ministered to her wants and pleasures. From
a father's hand, childhood.and youth received their
countless natural blessings; and brother or hus-
band, in later years, has stood between her and the

(23)
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rough winds of a stormy world. All at once, like
a bird reared, from a fledgling, in its cage, and then
turned lose in dreary winter time, she finds herself
in the world, unskilled in its ways, yet required to
earn her bread or perish.

What can she do? In what art or profession
has she been educated? The world demands ser-
vice, and proffers its money for labor. But what
has she learned? What work can she perform ?
She can sew. And is that all? Every woman we
meet can ply the needle. Ah! as a seamstress, how
poor the promise for her future. The labor-mar-
ket is crowded with sewing women; and, as a con-
sequence, the price of needle-work-more particu-
larly that called plain needle-work-is depressed
to mere starvation rates. In the more skilled
branches, better returns are met; but- even here
few can endure prolonged application-few can
bend ten, twelve, or fifteen hours daily over their
tasks, without fearful inroads upon health.

In the present time, a strong interest has been
awakened on this subject. The cry of the poor
seamstress has been heard; and the questions, "How
shall we help her ?" "How shall we widen the
circle of remunerative employments for women?"

passes anxiously from lip to lip. To answer this
question is not our present purpose. Others are
earnestly seeking to work out the problem, and we
must leave the solution with them. What we now
design is to quicken their generous impulses. How
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more effectively can this be done than by a life-
picture of the poor needlewoman's trials and suf-
ferings ? And this we shall now proceed to give.

It was a cold, dark, drizzly day in the fall of
18-, that a young female entered a well-arranged
clothing store in Boston, and passed with hesitating
steps up to where a man was standing behind one
of the counters.

"Have you any work, sir ?" she asked, in a low,
timid voice.

The individual to whom this was addressed, a
short, rough-looking man, with a pair of large,
black whiskers, eyed her for a moment with a bold
stare, and then indicated, by half turning his head
and nodding sideways toward the owner of the
shop, who stood at a desk some distance back, that
her application was to be made there. Turning
quickly from the rude and too familiar gaze of the
attendant, the young woman went on to the desk
and stood, half frightened and trembling, beside
the man from whom she had come to ask the privi-
lege of toiling for little more than a crust of bread
and a cup of cold water.

" Have you any work, sir?" was repeated in a
still lower and more timid voice than that in which
her request had at first been made.

"Yes, we have," was the gruff reply.
"Can I get some?"
" I don't know. I'm not sure that you'll ever

bring it back again."
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I
The applicant endeavored to make some reply.to

this, but the words choked her; she could not
utter them.

" I've been tricked in my time out of more than
a little by new-comers. But I don't know; you
seem to have a simple, honest look. Are you par-
ticularly in want of work ?"

" Oh yes, sir !" replied the applicant, in an earn-
est, half-imploring voice. "I desire work very
much."

"What kind do you want ?"
"Almost any thing you have to give out, sir ?"

"Well, we have pants, coarse and fine rounda-
bouts, shirts, drawers, and almost any article of
men's wear you can mention."

"What do you give for shirts, sir ?"
"Various.prices; from six cents up to twenty-

five, according to the quality of the article."
" Only twenty-five cents for fine shirts !" return-

ed the young woman, in a surprised, disappointed,
desponding tone.

" Only twenty-five cents? Only ? Yes, only
twenty-five cents! Pray how much did you expect
to get, Miss ?". retorted the clothier, in a half-sneer-
ing, half-offended voice.

"I don't know. But twenty-five cents is very
little for a hard day's work."

" Is it, indeed? I know enough who are thank-
ful even for that. Enough who are at it early and
late, and do not even earn as much. Your ideas

will have to come down a little, Miss, if you ex-

pect to work for this branch of business."

"What do you give for vests and pantaloons?"

asked the young woman, without seeming to notice
the man's rudeness.

"For common trowsers with pockets, twelve
cents; and for finer ones, fifteen and twenty cents.
Vests about the same rates."

"Have you any shirts ready?"
"Yes, a plenty. Will you have em coarse or

fine ?"
"Fine, if you please."
"How many will you take ?"
" Let me have three to begin with."
"Here, Michael," cried the man to the attend-

ant who had been first addressed by the stranger,
"give this girl three fine shirts to make." Then
turning to her, he said: "They are cotton shirts,
with linen collars, bosoms, and wristbands. There
must be two rows of stitches down the bosoms,
and one row upon the wristband. Collars plain.
And remember, they must be made very nice."

"Yes,. sir," was the reply, made in a sad voice,
as the young creature turned from her employer
and went up to the shop-attendant to receive the
three shirts.

"You've never worked for the clothing stores, I
should think ?" remarked this individual, looking
her in the face with a steady gaze.

"Never," replied the applicant, in a low tone,
2
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half shrinking away, with an instinctive aversion
for the man.

"Well, it's pretty good when one can't do any
better. An industrious sewer can get along pretty
well upon a pinch."

No reply was made to this. The shirts were
now ready; but, before they were handed to her,
the man bent over the counter, and, putting his
face close to hers, said-

"What might your name be, Miss?"
A quick flush suffused the neck and face of the

girl, as she stepped back a pace or two, and
answered-

That is of no consequence, sir." '
Yes, Miss, but it is of consequence. We never

give out work to people who don't tell their names.
We would be a set of unconscionable fools to do
that, I should think."

The young woman stood thoughtful for a little
while, and 'then said, while her cheek still burned--.

"Lizzy Glenn."
"Very well. And now, Miss Lizzy, be kind

enough to inform me where you live."
"That is altogether unnecessary. I will bring

the work home as soon as I have finished it."
"But suppose you should happen to forget our

street and number? What then ?"

"Oh no, I shall not do that. I know the place
very well," was the innocent reply.

"No, but that won't do, Lizzy. We must have
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the name and place of residence of every man,
woman, and child who work for us. It is our rule,
and we never depart from it."

There was another brief period of irresolution,
and then the place of abode was given. This was

first entered, with her name, in a book, and then
the three shirts were handed over. The seamstress

turned away on receiving them, and walked quickly
from the shop.

The appearance of this young applicant for work
would have appealed instantly to the sympathies
of any one but a regular slop-shop man, who looked
only to his own profits, and cared not a fig whose
heart-drops cemented the stones of his building.
She was tall and slender, with light brown hair,
clear soft complexion, and eyes of a mild hazel.
But her cheeks were sunken, though slightly
flushed, and her eyes lay far back in their sockets.
Her forehead was high and very white. The tones
of her voice, which was low, were soft and musical,
and her words were spoken, few though they were,
with a taste and appropriateness that showed her to
be one who had moved in a circle of refinement
and intelligence. As to her garments, they were
old, and far too thin for the season. A light, faded
shawl, of costly material, was drawn closely around
her shoulders, but had not the power to keep from
her attenuated frame the chill air, or to turn off the
fine penetrating rain that came with the wind,
searchingly, from the bleak north-east. Her dress,
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of summer calico, much worn, clung closely to her
body. Above all was a close bonnet, and a thick
vail, which she drew around her face as she stepped
into the street and glided hurriedly away.

" She's a touch above the vulgar, Michael," broke
in Berlaps, the owner of the shop, coming forward
as he spoke.

"Yes, indeed! That craft has been taut rigged
in her time."

"Who can she be, Michael? None of your
common ones, of course ?"

"Oh no, of course not; she's 'seen better days,'
as the slang phrase is."

"No doubt of that. What name did she give."
"Lizzy Glenn. But that may or may not be

correct. People like her are sometimes apt to
forget even their own names."

"Where does she live ?"
"In the lower part of the town somewhere. I

have it in the book here."
"You think she'll bring them shirts back ?"
"Oh, yes. Folks that have come down in the

world as she has, rarely play grab-game after that
fashion."

"She seemed all struck aback at the price."
"I suppose so. Ha! ha!"
"But she's the right kind," resumed Berlaps. "I

only wish we had a dozen like her."
"I wish we had. Her work will never rip."
Further conversation was prevented by the en-
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trance of a customer. Before he had been fully
served, a middle-aged woman came in with a large
bundle, and went back to Berlaps's desk, where he

stood engaged over his account-books."Good-day, Mrs. Gaston," said he, looking up,
while not a feature relaxed on his cold, rigid coun-
tenance.

"I've brought you in six pairs of pants," said the

woman, untying the bundle she had laid upon the
counter.

"You had seven pair, ma'am."
"I know that, Mr. Berlaps. But only six are

finished; and, as I want some money, I have
brought them in."

"It is more than a week since we gave them

out. You ought to have had the whole seven pair
done. We want them all now. They should have
been in day before yesterday."

" "They would have been finished, Mr. Berlaps,"
said the woman, in a deprecating tone ; but one of
my children has been sick; and I have had to be
up with her so often every night, and have had to
attend to her so much through the day, that I have
not been able to do more than half work."

" Confound the children !" muttered the tailor to
himself, as he began inspecting the woman's work.
"They're always getting sick, or something else."

After carefully examining three or four pairs of
the coarse trowsers which had been brought in, he
pushed the whole from him with a quick impatient
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gesture and an angry scowl, saying, as he did
so-

"Botched to deathI I can't give you work un-
less it's done better, Mrs. Gaston. You grow worse
and worse!1"

" I know, sir," replied the woman, in a, troubled
voice, "that they are not made quite so well as they
might be. But consider how much I have had
against me. A sick child-and worn out by at-
tendance on her night and day."

"It's always a sick child, or some other excuse,
with the whole of you. But that don't answer me.
I want my work done well, and mean to have it
so. If you don't choose to turn out good work, I
can find a plenty who will."

"You sha'n't complain of me hereafter, Mr. Ber-
laps," replied the woman submissively,

"So you have said before; but we shall see."
Berlaps then turned moodily to his desk, and

resumed the employment he had broken off when
the seamstress came in, whilst she stood with her
hands folded across each other, awaiting his pleas-
ure in regard to the payment of the meagre sum
she had earned by a full week of hard labor, pro-
longed often to a late hour in the night. She had
stood thus, meekly, for nearly five minutes, when
Berlaps raised his head, and looking at her sternly
over the top of his desk, said--

"What are you waiting for, Mrs. Gaston ?"
"I should like to have the money for the pants

I have brought in. I am out of every"
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"I never pay until the whole job is done. Bring

in the other pair, and you can have your money."
"Yes; but Mr. Berlaps"---

"You needn't talk any thing about it, madam.

You have my say," was the tailor's angry re-
sponse.

Slowly turning away, the woman moved, with
hesitating steps, to the door, paused there a mo-

ment, and then went out. She lingered along,

evidently undecided how to act, for several min-
utes, and then moved on at a quicker pace, as if

doubt and uncertainty had given way to some en-
couraging thought. Threading her way along the
narrow winding streets in the lower part of the

city, she soon emerged into the open space used as
a hay market, and, crossing over this, took her
way in the direction of one of the bridges. Before
reaching this, she turned down toward the right,

and entered a small grocery. A woman was the
only attendant upon this.

"Won't you trust me for a little more, Mrs.
Grubb ?" she asked, in a supplicating voice, while
she looked anxiously into her face.

"No, ma'am! not one cent till that dollar's paid
up !"'was the sharp retort. "And, to tell you the
truth, I think you've got a heap of impudence to
come in here, bold-faced, and ask for more trust,
after having promised me over and over again for
a month, to pay that dollar. No ! pay the dollar
first !"



34 LIZZY GLENN; OR, THE

"I did intend to pay you a part of it this very
day," replied Mrs. Gaston. "But"-

" Oh yes. It's 'but' this, and 'but' that. But
' buts' ain't my dollar. I'm an honest woman, and
want to make an honest living; and must have my
money."

"But I only want a little, Mrs. Grubb. A few
potatoes and some salt fish; 'and just a gill of milk
and a cup of flour. The children have had nothing
to eat since yesterday. I took home six pairs of
trowsers to-day, which came to ninety cents, at fif-
teen cents a pair. But I had seven pairs, and Mr.
Berlaps wont pay me until I bring the whole num-
ber. It will take me till twelve o'clock to-night to
finish them, and so I can't get any money before
to-morrow. Just let me have two pounds of salt
fish, which will be only seven cents, and three cents'
worth of potatoes; and a little milk and flour to
make something for Ella. It won't be much, Mrs.
Grubb, and it will keep the little ones from being
hungry all day and till late to-morrow."

Her voice failed her as she uttered the last sen-
tence. But she restrained herself after the first sob
that heaved her overladen bosom, and stood calmly
awaiting the answer to her urgent petition.

Mrs. Grubb was a woman, and a mother into
the bargain. She had, too, the remains of a wo-
man's heart, where lingered a few maternal sympa-
thies. These were quick to prompt her, to duty,
Turning away without a reply, she weighed out

two pounds of fish, measured a peck of potatoes,
poured out some milk in a cup, and filled a small

paper with flour. These she handed to Mrs. Gas-

ton without uttering a word.
"To-morrow you shall be paid for these, and

something on the old account," said the recipient,
as she took them and hurried from the shop.

"Why not give up at once, instead of trying to
keep soul and body together by working for the
slop-shops?" muttered Mrs. Grubb, as her custo-
mer withdrew. "She'd a great 'sight better go
with her children to the poor-house than keep them
half-starving under people's noses at this rate, and
compelling us who have a little feeling left, to keep
them from dying outright with hunger. It's too
bad! There's that Berlaps, who grinds the poor
seamstresses who work for him to death, and makes
them one-half of their time beggars at our stores
for something for their children to eat. He is build-
ing two houses in Roxbury at this very moment:
and out of what? Out of the money of which he
has robbed these poor wom6n. Fifteen cents for a
pair of trowsers with pockets in them! Ten cents
for shirts and drawers ! and every thing at that
rate. Is it any wonder that they are starving, and
he growing rich? Curse him, and all like him!
I could see them hung !"

And the woman set her teeth, and clenched her
hand in momentary but impotent rage.

In the mean time, Mrs. Gaston hurried home
3
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with the food she had obtained. She occupied the
upper room of a narrow frame house near the
river, for which she paid a rent of three dollars a

month. It was small and comfortless, but the best
her slender means could provide. Two children
were playing on the floor when she entered : the
one about four, and the other a boy who looked as
if he might be nearly ten years of age. On the
bed lay Ella, the sick child to whom the mother
had alluded, both to the tailor and the shopkeeper
She turned wishfully upon her mother her young
bright eyes as she entered, but did not move or
utter a word. The children, who had been amus-
ing themselves upon the floor, sprang to their feet,
and, catching hold of the. basket she had brought
in with her, ascertained in a moment its contents.

"Fish and taters! Fish and taters!" cried the
youngest, a little girl, clapping her hands, and danc-
ing about the floor.

"Won't we have some dinner now ?" said Henry,
the oldest boy, looking up into his mother's face

with eager delight, as he laid his hands upon her
arm.

"Yes, my children, you shall have a good din-
ner, and that right quickly," returned the mother
in a voice half choked with emotion, as she threw
off her bonnet, and proceeded to cook the coarse
provisions she had obtained at the sacrifice of so
much feeling. It did not take long to boil the fish
and potatoes, which were eaten with a, keen relish

36

E

TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS., 37

by two of the children, Emma and Harry. The
gruel prepared for Ella, from the flour obtained at
Mrs. Grubb's, did not much tempt the sickly ap-
petite of the child. She sipped a few spoonfuls,
and then turned from the bowl which her mother
held for her at the bedside.

"Eat more of it, dear," said Mrs. Gaston. "It
will make you feel better."

"I'm not very hungry now, mother," answered
Ella.

"Don't it taste good to you ?"
"Not very good."
The child sighed as she turned her wan face

toward the wall, and the unhappy mother sighed
responsive.

"I wish you would try to take a little more. It's
so long since you have eaten any thing; and you'll
grow worse if you don't take nourishment. Just
two or three spoonfuls. Come, dear."

Ella, thus urged, raised herself in bed, and made
an effort to eat more of the gruel. At the third
spoonful, her stomach heaved as the tasteless fluid
touched her lips.

"Indeed, mother, I can't swallow another mouth-
ful," she said, again sinking back on her pillow.

Slowly did Mrs. Gaston turn from the bed. She
had not yet eaten of the food, which her two well
children were devouring with the eagerness of hun-
gry animals. Only a small portion did she now
take for herself, and that was eaten hurriedly, as if
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the time occupied in attending to her own wants
were so much wasted.

The meal over, Mrs. Gaston took the unfinished
pair of trowsers, and, though feeling weary and dis-
heartened, bent earnestly to the task before her. At
this she toiled, unremittingly, until the falling twi-
light admonished her to stop. The children's
supper was then prepared. She would have applied
to Mrs. Grubb for a loaf of bread, but was so cer-
tain of meeting a refusal, that she refrained from
doing so. For supper, therefore, they had ogly the
salt fish and potatoes.

It was one o'clock that night before exhausted
nature refused another draft upon its energies. The
garment was not quit nished. But the nerveless
hand and the weary dead of the poor seamstress
obeyed the requirements of her will no longer.
The needle had to be laid aside, for the finger had
no more strength to grasp, nor skill to direct its
motions.

TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS.

CHAPTER II.

HOW A NEEDLEWOMAN LIVES.

IT was about ten o'clock on the next morning,
when Mrs. Gaston appeared at the shop of Berlaps,
the tailor.

"Here is the other pair," she said, as she came
up to the counter, behind which stood Michael, the
salesman.

That person took the pair of trowsers, glanced at
them a moment, and then, tossing them aside,
asked Mrs. Gaston if she could make some cloth
roundabouts.

"At what price?" was inquired.
"The usual price-thirty cents."
"Thirty cents for cloth jackets! Indeed, Michael,

that is too little. You used to give thirty-seven
and a half."

" Can't afford to do it now, then. Thirty cents is
enough. There are plenty .of women glad to get
them even at that price."

"But it will take me a full day and a half to
make a cloth jacket, Michael."

"You work slow, that's the reason; a good
sewer can easily make one in a day; and that's
doing pretty well these times."
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"I don't know what you mean by pretty well,
Michael," answered the seamstress. " How do
you think you *could manage to support yourself,
and three children on less than thirty cents a
day ?"

"Haven't you put that oldest boy of yours out
yet ?" asked Michael, instead of replying to the
question of Mrs. Gaston.

"No, I have not."
"Well, you do very wrong, let me tell you, to

slave yourself and pinch your other children for
him, when he might be earning his living just as
well as not. He's plenty old enough to be put
out."

"You may think so, but I don't. He is still but
a child."

"A pretty big child, I should say. But, if you
would like to get him a good master, I know a man
over in Cambridge who would take him off of your
hands."

"Who is he ?"
" He keeps a store, and wants just such a boy to

do odd trifles about, and run of errands. It would
be the very dandy for your little fellow. He'll be
in here to-day; and if yob say so, I will speak to
him about your son."

"I would rather try and keep him with. me
this winter. He is too young to go so far away.
I could not know whether he were well or ill
used."

"Oh, as to that, ma'am, the man. I spoke of is a
particular friend of mine, and I know him to be as
kind-hearted as a woman. His wife's. amiability
and good temper are proverbial. Do let me speak
a good word for your son; I'm sure you will never
repent it."

"I'll think about it, Michael; but don't believe I
shall feel satisfied to let Henry go anywhere out of
Boston, even if I should be forced to get him a
place away from home this winter."

"Well, you can do as you please, Mrs. Gaston,"
said Michael, in a half offended tone. "I shall not
charge any thing for my advice. But say I do you
intend trying some of these jackets ?"

"Can't you give me some more pantaloons ? I
can do better on them, I think."

"We sha'n't have any more coarse trowsers ready
for two or three days. The jackets are your only
chance."

"If I must, I suppose I must, then," replied Mrs.
Gaston to this, in a desponding tone. "So let me
have a couple of them."

The salesman took from a shelf two dark, heavy
cloth jackets, cut out, and tied up in separate bun-
dles with a strip of the fabric from which they had
been taken. As he handed them to the woman he
said--

"Remember, now, these are to be made extra
nice."

"You shall have no cause of complaint-depend
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upon that, Michael. But isn't Mr. Berlaps in this

morning ?"
" No. He's gone out to Roxbury to see about some

houses he is putting up there."
"You can pay me for them pantys, I suppose ?"

" No. I never settle any bills in his absence."

" But it's a very small matter, Michael. Only a
dollar and five cents," said Mrs. Gaston, earnestly,
her heart sinking in her bosom.

" Can't help it. It's just as I tell you."

"When will Mr.-Berlaps be home ?"

"Some time this after oon, I suppose."

"Not till this afternoon," murmured the mother,
sadly, as she thought of her children, and how

meagerly she had been able to provide for them

during the past few days. Turning away from the

counter, she left the store and hurried homeward.

Henry met her at the door as she entered, and, see-

ing that she brought nothing with her but the small

bundles of work, looked disappointed. This

touched her feeling a good deal. But she felt much

worse when Ella, the sick one, half raised herself
from her pillow and said-

"Did you get me that orange, as you promised,
mother ?"

" No, dear; I couldn't get any money this morn-
ing," the mother replied, bending over her sick
child and kissing her cheek, that was flushed and
hot with fever. "But as soon as Mr. Berlaps pays
me, you shall have an orange."

" I wish he would pay you soon then, mother;
for I want one so bad. I dreamed last night that
I had one, and, just as I was going to eat it, I
waked up. And, since you have been gone, I've
been asleep, and dreamed again that I had a large
juicy orange. But don't cry, mother. I .know
you couldn't get it for me. I'll be very patient."

"I know you will, my dear child," said the
mother, putting an arm about the little sufferer, and
drawing her to her bosom; "you have been good
and patient, and mother is only sorry that she has
not been able to get you the orange you want so
badly."

"But I don't believe I want it so very, very bad,
mother, as I seem to. I think about it so much-
that's the reason I want it, I'm sure. I'll try and
not think about it any more."" Try, that's a dear, good girl," n9 urmured Mrs.
Gaston, as she kissed her child again, and then
turned away to resume once more her wearying
task. Unrolling one of the coarse jackets she had
brought home, she found that it was of heavy
beaver cloth, and had to be sewed with. strong
thread. For a moment or two, after she spread it
out upon the table, she looked at the many pieces
to be wrought up into a well-finished whole, and
thought of the hours of hard labor it would require
to accomplish the task. A feeling of discourage-
meat stole into her heart, and she leaned her head
listlessly upon the table.'. But only a moment .or
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two elapsed before a thought of her children aroused
her flagging energies.

It was aftergeleveno'clock before she was fairly
at work. The first thing to be done, after laying
aside the. different portions of the garment in order,
was to put in the pockets. This was not accom-
plished before one o'clock, when she had to leave

her work to prepare a meal for herself and little
ones. There remained from their supper and

breakfast, a small portion of the fish and potatoes.
Both of these had been boiled, and hashed up to-
gether, and, of what remained, all that was required
was to make it into balls and fry it. This was not
a matter to occasion much delay. In fifteen minutes
from the time she laid aside her needle and thimble,
the table had been set, with its one dish upon it,
and Harry and little Emma were eating with keen
appetites their simple meal. But, to Mrs. Gaston,
the food was unpalatable; and Ella turned from it
with loathing. There was, however, nothing more
in the house; and both Ella and her mother had to
practice self-denial and patience.

After the table was cleared away, Mrs. Gaston
again resumed her labor; but Emma was unusually
fretful, and hung about her mother nearly the
whole afternoon, worrying her mind, and keeping
her back a good deal, so that, when the brief after-
noon had worn away, and the deepening twilight
compelled her to suspend her labors, she had made
but little perceptible progress in her work.

"Be good children now until I come back," shp
said, as she rose from her chair, put on her bonnet,
and drew an old Rob Roy shawl around her
shoulders. Descending then into the street, she
took her way with a quick step toward that part of
the city in which her employer kept his store. Her
heart beat anxiously as she drew near, and trembled

lest she should not find him in. If not ?-but the
fear made her feel sick. She had no food in the
house, no friends to whom she could apply, and
there was no one of whom she could venture to ask
to be trusted for even a single loaf of bread. At
length she reached the well-lighted store, in which
were several customers, upon whom both Berlaps
and his clerk were attending with business assi-
duity. The sight of the tailor relieved the feelings
of poor Mrs. Gaston very much. Passing on to the
back part of the store, she stood patiently awaiting
his leisure. But his customers were hard to please.
And, moreover, one was scarcely suited before an-
other came in. Thus it continued for nearly half
an hour, when, the poor woman became so anxious
about the little ones she had left at home, and espe-
cially about Ella, who had appeared to have a good
deal of fever when she came away, that she walked
slowly down the store, and paused opposite to
where Berlaps stood waiting upon a customer, in
order to attract his attention. But he took not the
slightest notice of her. She remained thus for
nearly ten minutes longer. Then she came up to
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the side of the counter, and, leaning over toward
him, said, in a half whisper-

"Can I speak a word with you, Mr. Berlaps ?"
"I've no time to attend to you now, woman," he

answered, gruffly, and the half-frightened creature
shrunk away quickly, and again stood far back in
the store.

It was full half an hour after this before the shop
was cleared, and then the tailor, instead of coming
back to where Mrs. Gaston stood, commenced fold-
ing up and replacing his goods upon the shelves.
Fearful lest other customers would enter, the seam-
stress came slowly forward, and again stood near
Berlaps.

"What do you want here to-night, woman?"
asked the tailor, without lifting his eyes from the
employment in which he was engaged.

"I brought home the other pair of trowsers this
morning, but you were not in," Mrs. Gaston re-
plied.

" Well?"
"Michael couldn't pay me, and so I've run up

this evening."
"You're a very troublesome kind of a person,"

said Berlaps, looking her rebukingly in the face.
Then taking a dollar and five cents from the
drawer, he pushed them toward her on the counter,
adding, as he did so, "There, take your money.
One would think you were actually starving."

Mrs. Gaston picked up the coin eagerly, and

I

hurried away. It was more than an hour since she

had left home. Her children were alone, and the

night had closed in some time before. he thought

of this made her quicker her pace to a run. As

she passed on, the sight of an orange in a window

reminded her of her promise to Ella. She stopped

and bought a small one, and then hurried again on

her way.
"Here's half a dollar of what I owe you, Mrs.

Grubb," said she, as she stepped into the shop of

that personage, and threw the coin she named upon
the counter. "And now give me a loaf of bread,
quickly ; some molasses in this cup, and a pint of

milk in this," drawing two little mugs from under

her shawl as she spoke.
The articles she mentioned were soon ready for

her. She had paid for them, and was about step-

ping from the door, when she paused, and, turning
about, said:

" Oh, I had like to have forgotten! I want two

cent candles. I shall have to work late to-night."
The candles were cut from a large bunch hang-

ing above the narrow counter, wrapped in a very

small bit of paper, and given to Mrs. Gaston, who

took them and went quickly away.
All was dark and still'in the room that contained

her children, as she gained the house that sheltered

them. She lit one of her candles below, and went

up-stairs. As she entered, Ella's bright eyes glis-

tened upon her from the bed; but little Emma had
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fallen asleep with her head in the lap of Henry,
who was seated upon the floor with his back
against the wall, himself likewise locked in the
arms of forgetfulness. The fire had nearly gone
out, and the room was quite cold.

"Oh, mother, why did you stay so long ?" Ella
asked, looking her earnestly in the face.

"I couldn't get back any sooner, my dear. But
see ! I've brought the orange you have wished for
so long. You can eat it all by yourself, for Emma
is fast asleep on the floor, and can't cry for it.?'

But Emma roused up at the moment, and began
to fret and cry for something to eat.

"Don't cry, dear. You shall have your supper
in a little while. I have brought you home some
nice bread and molasses," said the mother, in tones
meant to soothe and quiet her hungry and impa-
tient little one. But Emma continued to fret and
cry on.

"It's so cold, mamma !" she said. "It's so cold,
and I'm hungry I"

"Don't cry, dear," again urged the mother. "I'll
make the fire up nice and warm in a little while,
and then you shall have something good to eat."

But-" It's so cold, mamma! it's so cold, and I'm
hungry !" was the continued and incessant com-
plaint of the poor child.

All this time, Ella had been busily engaged in
peeling her orange, and dividing it into four.
quarters.
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"See here, Emma! Look what I've got !" she
said, in a lively, cheerful tone, as soon as her orange
had been properly divided. "Come, cover up in
bed here with me, until the fire's made, and you
shall have this nice bit of orange."

Emma's complaints ceased in a moment, and she
turned toward her sister, and clambered upon the
bed.

"And here's a piece for you, Henry, and a piece
for mother, too," continued Ella, reaching out two
other portions.

"No, dear, keep it for yourself. I don't want it,"
said the mother.

"And Emma shall have my piece," responded

Henry; "she wants it worse than I do."
" That is right. Be good children, and love one

another," said Mrs. Gaston, encouragingly. "But
Emma don't want brother Henry's piece, does
she?"

"No, Emma don't want brother Henry's piece,"
repeated the child; and she took up a portion of
the orange as she spoke, and handed it to her
brother.

Henry received it, and, getting upon the bed

with his sisters, shared with them not only the
orange, but kind fraternal feelings. The taste of

the fruit revived Ella a good dead and she, with
the assistance of Henry, succeeded in amusing
Emma until their mother had made the fire, and
boiled some water. Into a portion of the water

I
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she poured about half of the milk she had brought
home, and, filling a couple of tin cups with this,
set it with bread and molasses upon a little table,
and called Henry and Emma to supper. The

children, at this announcement, scrambled from the

bed, and, pushing chairs up to the table, commenced

eating the supper provided for them with keen ap-
petites. Into what remained of the pint of milk,
Mrs. Gaston poured a small portion of hot water,
and then crumbled some bread, and put a few

grains of salt into it, and took this to the bed for

Ella. The child ate two or three spoonsful; but
her stomach soon turned against the food.

"I don't feel hungry, mother," said she, as she
laid herself back upon the pillow.

" But you've eaten scarcely any thing to-day
Try and take a little more, dear. It will do you
good."

"I can't, indeed, mother." And a slight expres-
sion of loathing passed over the child's face.

"Can't you think of something you could eat ?"
urged the mother.

"I don't want any thing. The orange tasted
good, and that is enough for to-night," Ella replied,
in a cheerful voice.

Mrs. Gaston then sat down by the table with
Henry and Emma, and ate a small portion of bread
and molasses. But this food touched not her palate
with any pleasurable sensation. She ate only be-
cause she knew that, unless she took food, she

would not have strength to perform her duties to
her children. For a long series of years, her system
had been accustomed to the generous excitement
of tea at the evening meal. A cup of good tea had
become almost indispensable to her. It braced her
system, cleared her head, and refreshed her after
the unremitting toils of the day. But, for some
time past, she had felt called upon, for the sake of
her children, to deny herself this luxury-no, com-
fort-no, this, to her, one of the necessaries of life.
The consequence was that her appetite lost its tone.
No food tasted pleasantly to her; and the labors
of the evening were performed under depression of
spirits and nervous relaxation of body.

This evening the ate, compulsorily, as usual, a
small portion of dry bread, and drank a few mouth-
fuls of warm water, in which a little milk had been
poured. As she did so, her eyes turned frequently
upon the face of- Henry, a fair-haired, sweet-faced,
delicate boy, her eldest born-the first pledge of
pure affection, and the promise of a happy wedded
life. Sadly, indeed, had time changed since then.
A young mother, smiling over her first born-how
full of joy was the sunlight of each succeeding day!
Now, widowed and alone, struggling with failing
and unequal strength against the tide that was
slowly bearing her down the stream, each morning
broke to her more and more drearily, and each
evening, as it closed darkly in, brought another
shadow to rest in despondency upon her spirit.

3
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Faithfully had she struggled on, hoping still to be

able to keep her little ones around her. The propo-

sition of Michael to put out Henry startled into

activity the conscious fear that had for some months

been stifled in her bosom; and now she had to look

the matter full in the face, and, in spite of all her

feelings of reluctance, confess to herself that the

effort to keep her children around her must prove
unavailing. But how could she part with her boy?

How could she see him put out among strangers?

How could she bear to let him go away from her

side, and be henceforth treated as a servant, and be

compelled to perform labor above his years? The

very thought made her sick.
Her frugal meal was soon finished, and then the

children were put to bed. After laying away their

clothes, and setting back. the table from which their
supper had been eaten, Mrs. Gaston seated herself ,

by the already nearly nearly half burned penny

candle, whose dim light scarcely enabled her failing

eyesight to discern the edges of the dark cloth upon
which she was working, and composed herself to

her task. Hour after hour she toiled on, weary

and aching in every limb. But she remitted not

her labors until long after midnight, and then not
until her last candle had burned away to the socket

in which it rested. Then she put aside her work

with a sigh, as she reflected upon the slow progress

she had made, and, disrobing herself, laid her over-
wearied body beside that of her sick child. Ella

was asleep; but her breathing was hard, and her
mother perceived, upon laying her hand upon her
face, that her fever had -greatly increased. But
she knew no means of alleviation, and therefore did
not attempt any. In a little while, nature claimed
for her a respite. Sleep locked her senses in for-
getfulness.
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CHAPTER III.

DEATH OF MRS. GASTON'S CHILD.-A MOTHER'S

ANGUISH.

ON the next morning, at the earliest dawn, Mrs.

Gaston arose. She found Ella's fever still very

high. The child was restless, and moaned a good

deal in her sleep.
" Poor little thing 1" murmured the mother, as she

bent over her for a moment, and then turned away,

and commenced kindling a fire upon the hearth.

Fortunately, for her, she had saved enough from

her earnings during the summer to buy half a cord

of wood; but this was gradually melting away, and

she was painfully conscious that, by the time the

long and severe winter had fairly set in, her stock

of fuel would be exhausted; and at the prices which

she was receiving for her work, she felt that it

would be impossible to buy more. After making

the fire, she took her work, and drew near the win-

dow, through which the cold faint rays of the morn-

ing were stealing. By holding the work close to

the light, she could, see to set her needle, and in

this way she commenced her daily toil. An hour

was spent in sewing, when Emma aroused up, and
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she had to lay by her work to attend to her child.
Ella, too, had awakened, and complained that her
head ached ba ily, and that her throat was very
sore. Half an hour was spent in dressing, wash-
ing, and otherwise attending to her children, and
then Mrs. Gaston went out to get something for
breakfast. On entering the shop of Mrs. Grubb,
she met with rather a more courteous reception
than had been given her on the morning previous.

"Ah! good-morning, Mrs. Gaston! Good-morn-
ing !" said that personage, with a broad, good-
natured smile. "How it Ella ?"

"She seems very poorly, Mrs. Grubb. I begin
to feel troubled about her. She complains of a
sore throat this morning, and you know the scarlet
fever is all about now."

"Oh, no! never fear that, Mrs. Gaston. Ella's
not down with the scarlet fever, I know."

"I trust not. But I have my fears."
"Never take trouble on interest, Mrs. Gaston.

It is bad enough when it comes in the natural way.
But what can I do for you ?"

"I think 1 must have a cent's worth of coffee
this morning. My head aches so that I am almost
blind. A strong cup of coffee I am sure will do
me good. And as I have a hard day's work before
me, I must prepare for it. And then I must have
a pint of milk and a three-cent loaf of bread for the
children. That must do me for the present. We have
some molasses left."
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" You'll want a little dried meat, or a herring, or
something to give you a relish, Mrs. Gaston. Dry
bread is poor eating. And you ]know you can't
touch molasses." Half in sympathy did Mrs. Grubb
utter this, and half as a dealer, desirous of selling
her goods.

"Nothing more just now, I believe," the poor
woman replied. "I must be prudent, you know,
and count over every cent."

"But you'll make yourself sick, if you don't eat
something more than you do. So come now; treat
yourself to a herring, or to a penny's worth of this
sweet butter. You'll feel all the better for it, and do
more than enough work to pay the cost twice over."

Mrs. Gaston's appetite was tempted. The hard
fresh butter looked inviting to her eyes, and
she stooped over and smelled it half involuntarily.

" I believe you are right, Mrs. Grubb," she said.
"You may give me a couple of cents' worth of this
nice butter."

An ounce of butter was carefully weighed out,
and given to the customer.

"Isn't there something else, now, that you
want ?" said the smiling shopkeeper, leaning her
elbows upon the counter, and looking encourag-
ingly into the face of Mrs. Gaston.

"I've indulged myself, and I shall not feel right,-
unless I indulge the children a little also," was the
reply ; "so weigh me two cents' worth of your
smoked beef. They all like it very much."

The smoked beef was soon r ady, and then the
mother hurried home to her children.

After the'morning meal had been prepared, Mrs.

.Gaston sat down and ate her bread and butter,
tasting a little of the children's meat, and drinking
her coffee with a keen relish. She felt braced up
on rising from the table, and, but for the illness of
Ella, would have felt an unusual degree of cheer-
fulness.

Henry attended the common school of the dis-
trict, and, soon after breakfast, prepared himself to
go. As he was leaving, his mother told him to
call at Doctor R 's, and ask him if he would be

kind enough to stop and see Ella. She then seated
herself once more beside her little work-table.
The two foreparts of the jack t had been finished,
except the button-holes; and the sleeves were ready
to put in as soon as the body of the garment was

ready for them. As the button-holes tried the

sight of Mrs. Gaston severely, she chose that part
of the day, when her eyes were fresh, to work them.
The jacket. was double-breasted, and there were

five holes -to be worked on each side. She had

nearly completed one-half of them, when Doctor
R came in. He looked serious upon examin-

ing his patient. Said she was very ill, and required
immediate attention.

"But you don't think it the scarlet fever,
doctor ?" the mother said, in a low, alarmed voice.

" Your child is very sick, madam; and, to tell
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you the truth, her symptoms resemble too closely
those of the fever you have named," was the undis-
guised reply.

"Surely, my cup is full and running over 1"
sobbed Mrs. Gaston, clasping her hands together
as this sudden announcement broke down, for a mo-
ment, her self-control, while the tears gushed from
her eyes.

Doctor R-- was a man of true feeling. He
had attended, in two or three cases of illness, the
children of Mrs. Gaston, and had observed that she
was a woman who had become, from some cause,
greatly reduced in circumstances. His sympathies
were strongly awakened at seeing her emotion, and
he said, in a kind but firm voice:

"A mother, the safety of whose child depends
upon her calm and intelligent performance of duty,
should never lose her self-control."

"I know that, doctor," the mother answered,
rallying herself with a strong effort. "But I was
over-tried already, and your sudden confirmation
of my worst fears completely broke me down."

"In any event, however," the doctor replied,
"you must not permit yourself to forget that your
child is in the hands of Him who regards its good
in a far higher sense than you can possibly. He
never permits sickness of any kind without a good
end."

"I know that, doctor, but I have a mother's
heart. I love my children, and the thought of los-
ing them touches me to the quick."
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"And yet you know that, in passing from this

to another state of existence, their condition must

be bettered beyond comparison."
"Oh, yes. Beyond comparison 1" replied the

mother, half abstractedly, but with touching paths.

"And yet, doctor, I cannot spare them. They are

every thing to me."
"Do not suffer yourself to indulge needless

alarm. I will leave you medicine now, and call

again to-morrow. If she should be decidedly worse,

send for me toward evening."
After the doctor went away, Mrs. Gaston gave

the-medicine he had left, as directed, and then

forced herself from the bedside, and resumed her

work. By the time the button-holes of the garment

she was engaged upon were all completed, and the

back and shoulder seams sewed up, it was time to

see about something for dinner. She put aside the

jacket, and went to the bed. Ella lay as if asleep.

Her face was flushed, and her skin dry and hot.

The mother looked upon her for a few moments

with a yearning heart ; then, turning away, she

took from a closet her bonnet and shawl, and a

little basket. Passing quickly down-stairs, after

telling Emma to keep very still and be a good, girl

until she came back, she took her way toward the

market-house. At a butcher's she obtained, for

three cents, some bones, and then at one of the

stalls bought a few herbs, a head of cabbage, and

three turnips; the whole at a cost of sixpence.

;
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With these she returned home, renewed her fire,
and, after preparing the bones and vegetables she
had procured, put them4,into an iron pot with some
water, and hung this upon the crane. She then sat
down again to her work.

At twelve o'clock Henry came in from school,
and brought up an armful of wood, and some water,
and then, by direction of his mother, saw that the
fire was kept burning briskly. At one, Mrs.
Gaston laid by her work again, and set the table
for dinner. Henry went for a loaf of bread while
she was doing this, and upon his return found all
ready. The meal, palatable to all, was a well-made
soup; the mother and her two children ate of it
with keen appetites. When it was over, Henry
went away again to school and Mrs. Gaston, after
administering to Ella another dose of niedicine, sat
down once more to her work. One sleeve remained
to be sewed in, when the garment would only re-
quire to have the collar put on, and be pressed off.
This occupied her until late in the afternoon.

" Thirty cents for all that !" she sighed to herself,
as she laid the finished garment upon the bed.
"Too bad! Too bad! How can. a widow and
three children subsist on twenty cents a day ?"

A deep moan from Ella caused her to look at
her child more intently than she had done for half
an hour. She was alarmed to find that her face
had become like scarlet, and was considerably
swollen. On speaking to her, she seemed quite

stupid, and answered incoherently, frequently put-
ting her hand to her throat, as if in pain there.
This confirmed the mother's worst fears for her
child, especially as she was in a raging fever. Son

after, Henry came in from school, and she dispatched

him for Doctor R , who returned with the boy.
He seemed uneasy at the manner in which the

symptoms were developing themselves. A long
and silent examination ended in his asking for a
basin. He bled her freely, as there appeared to be

much visceral congestion, and an active inflamma-

tion of the tonsils, larynx; and air passages, with a
most violent fever. After this she lay very still,
and seemed much relieved. But, half an hour after
the doctor had left, the fever -rallied again, with
burning intensity. Her face swelled rapidly, and
the soreness of her throat increased. About nine

o'clock the doctor came in again, and upon ex-
amining the child's throat, found it black and
deeply ulcerated.

" What do you think of her, doctor ?" asked the
poor mother, eagerly

"I think her very ill, madam-and, I regret to
say, dangerously so."

"Is it scarlet fever, doctor ?"

"It is, madam. A very bad case of it. But do
not give way to feelings of despondency. I have
seen worse cases recover."

More active- medicines than any that had yet

been administered were given by the doctor, who
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again retired, with but little hope of seeing his
patient alive in the morning.

From the time Mrs. Gaston finished the garment
upon which she had been working, she had not
even unrolled the other roundabout, and it was
now nine o'clock at night. A sense of her destitute
condition, and of the pressing necessity there was
for her to let every minute leave behind some
visible impression, made her, after Henry. and
Emma were in bed, leave the side of her sick child,
though with painful reluctance, and resume her
toil. But, ever and anon, as Ella moaned, or tossed
restlessly upon her pillow, would the mother lay
by her work, and go and stand beside her in silent
anguish of spirit, or inquire where she suffered
pain, or what she could do to relieve her.

Thus passed the hours until twelve, one, and two
o'clock, the mother feeling that her child was too
sick for her to seek repose, and yet, as she could
do nothing to relieve her sufferings, she could not
sit idly by and look upon her. For fifteen or
twenty minutes at a time she would ply her needle,
and then get up and bend over the bed for a minute
or two. A thought of duty would again call her
back to her position by the work-table, where she
would again devote herself to her task, in spite of
an aching head, and a reluctant, over-wearied body.;
Thus she continued until near daylight, when there
was an apparent subsidence of Ella's most painful
symptoms. The- child ceased to moan and throw
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herself about, and finally sunk into slumber. In
some relief of mind, Mrs. Gaston laid; down beside
her upon the bed, and in a little while was fast
asleep. When she awoke, the sun had been up
some time, and was shining brightly into the room.
Quickly rising, her first glance was toward her sick
child. She could scarcely suppress a cry of agony
as she perceived that her face and neck had swollen

so as to appear' puffed up, while her skin was

covered with livid spots. An examination of the
chest and stomach showed that these spots were

extending themselves over her whole body. Besides
these signs of danger, the breathing of the child
was more like gasping, as she lay with her mouth
half opened.

The mother laid her hand upon her arm, and

spoke to her. But she did not seem to hear the

voice.
"Ella, dear! how do, you feel this morning ?"

repeated Mrs. Gaston in louder and more earnest
tones.

But the child heeded her not. She was already
past consciousness -At an early hour Doctor
R came in. The moment he looked at his
patient his countenance fell. Still, he proceeded to
examine her carefully. But every symptom was
alarming, and indicated a speedy fatal termination;
this was especially the case with the upper part of

the throat, which was black. Nothing deeper could-

be seen, as the tonsils were so swollen as to threaten
suffocation.
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"Is there any hope, doctor ?" asked Mrs. Gaston,
eagerly, laying her hand upon his arm as he turned
from the bed.

"There, is always hope where there is life,
madam," he replied, abstractedly ; and then in a
thoughtful mood took two or three turns across the
narrow apartment. -

"I will come again in an hour," he at length
said, "and see if there is any change. I would
rather not give her any more medicine for the
present. Let her remain perfectly quiet."

True- to his promise, Doctor R entered the
room just an hour from the time he left it. The
scene that met his eye moved his heart deeply, all
used as he was to the daily exhibition of misery in
its many distressing forms. The child was dead!
He was prepared for that-but not for the abandoned
grief to which the mother gave way. The chords
of feeling had been drawn in her heart too tightly.
Mind and body were both out of tune, and dis-
cordant. In suffering, in abject want and destitu-
tion, her heart still clung to her children, and threw
around them a sphere of intenser affection, as all

that was external grew darker, colder, and more
dreary. They were her jewels, and she could not
part with them. They were hidden away in her
heart of hearts so deeply, that not a single one of
them could be taken without leaving it lacerated
and bleeding.

When the doctor entered, he found her lying

upon the bed, with the body of her child hugged
tightly to her bosom. . Little Emma had crept
away into a corner of the .room, and looked
frightened. Henry was crouching in a chair,
with the tears running down his cheeks in streams.
" You are too late, doctor," said the mother, in a

tone so calm, so clear, and yet to his ear so thrill-

ing, that he started, and felt a chill pass through his
frame. There was something in the sound of that
voice in ill accordancewith the scene.

.As she spoke, she glanced at the physician with
bright, tearless eyes for a moment; and then, turn-
ing away her head, she laid her cheek against that
of the corpse, and drew the lifeless body with trem-
bling eagerness to her heart.

"This is all vain, my dear madam !" urged Dr.
R , approaching the bedside, and laying his
hand upon her. "Come ! Be a woman. To bear
is to conquer our fate. No sorrow of yours can call

back the happy spirit of your child. And, surely,
you would not call her back, if you could, to live
over the days of anguish and pain that were meted
out to her'?"

"I cannot give up my child, doctor. Oh, I can-
not give up my child ! It will break my heart !"
she replied, her voice rising and trembling more
and more at each sentence, until it gave way, and
the hot tears came raining over her face, and falling
upon the insensible cheek of her child.

". 'The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away,'

6d: LIZZY GLEN'N ; OR, THE
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Mrs. Gaston. Can you not look up, even in this

sore affliction, and say, 'Blessed be the name of the

Lord?' It is your only hope. An arm of flesh

cannot support you now. You must look to the

Strong for strength."
As Doctor R -thus urged her to reason and

duty, the tears of the bereaved mother gradually
ceased to flow. She grew calmer, and regained, in

some degree, her self-possession. As she did so,

she slowly disengaged her arm from the body of
her child, placed its head, as carefully as if it had

been asleep, upon the pillow, and then arose, and
stood with her hands tightly clasped across her fore-

head.
"I am but a weak woman, doctor, and you must

bear with me," said she, in a changed voice. "I

used to have fortitude ; but I feel that I am break-

ing fast. I am not what I was."
The last two sentences were spoken in a tone so

sad and mournful, that the doctor could scarcely
keep back the tears.

"You have friends here, I suppose," he re-

marked, "who will be with you on this afflicting
occasion?"

" I have no friends," she replied, in the same sad

voice. "I and my children are alone in this hard

world. Would to heaven we were all with Ella!"

Her tears again gushed forth and flowed freely.

"Then I must send some one who will assist you
in your present need," said Dr. R-; and turning
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away he left'the room, and, getting into his chaise,
rode off at a brisk pace. In about a quarter of an
hour, he returned with a woman who took charge
of the body of the child, and performed for it the
last sad offices that the dead require.

Upon close inquiry, he ascertained from Mrs.
Gaston , that she was in a state of extreme destitei-
tion; that so far from having the means to bury her
dead child, she was nearly without food to give to
her living ones. To meet this pressing need, he
went to a few benevolent friends, and procured
money sufficient to inter the corpse, and about ten
dollars over. This he gave to her after the fune-
ral, at which there were only three mourners, the
mother and her two children.
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CHAPTER IV.

LIZZY GLENN AROUSES THE INTEREST OF A

STRANGER.

BERLAPS was leaning over his counter late in the

afternoon of the second day from that on which the

person calling herself Lizzy Glenn had applied for

and obtained work, when a young man entered and

asked for some article of dress. While the tailor

was still engaged in waiting upon him, the young
woman came in, carrying a small bundle in her

hand. Her vail was drawn over her face as she

entered; but was thrown partly aside as she retired

to the back part of the store, where she stood await-

ing the leisure of the man from whom she had ob-

tained work. As she passed him, the customer

turned and.looked at her earnestly for a moment or

two, and then asked in, a whisper-

"Who is that?"
"Only one of our sewing-girls," replied Berlaps,

indifferently.
" What is her name?"-
"I forget. She's a girl to whom we gave out

work day before yesterday."
This caused the man to look at her more atten-
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tively. The young woman, becoming conscious
that she was an object of close scrutiny by astranger, turned partly away, so that her face could
not be seen.

"There is something singularly familiar about
her," mused the young man as he left the store.
"Who can she be?'- I have certainly seen her
before."

"Ah, good-afternoon, Perkins !" said a familiarvoice, while a friendly hand was laid upon his arm.You seem to be in a browner mood than usual!1"
I am a little thoughtful, or abstracted, just as

you please," replied the individual addressed.
"Are you, indeed? May I ask the reason ?"The reason hardly seems to be a sufficient one

-and, therefore, I will not jeopardize your good
opinion of me by mentioning it."

0, very well! I am content to have my friendsconceal from me their weaknesses."
The two young men then walked on arm andarm for some distance. They seemed to be walk-

ing more for the sake of a little conversation thanfor any thing else, for they went slowly, andafter winding about among the labyrinthine streets
for ten or twenty minutes, took their way back
again.

"There she is again, as I live!1" Perkins ex.claimed, half pausing, as the young woman he hadseen at the tailor's passed quickly by them on their
turning a corner.
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"You've noticed her before, then ?" remarked the

friend, whose name was Milford.

I saw her a little while ago in a clothing store ;

and her appearance instantly arrested my attention.

Do you know who she is ?"

"I do not. But I'd give something to know.

You saw her in a clothing store ?"

"Yes. In the shop of that close-fisted Berlaps.

She is one of his seamstresses-a new one, by the

way-to whom he has just given work. So he in-

formed me."
"Indeed! She must be in great extremity to

work for his pay. It is only the next remove, I am
told, from actual starvation."

"But tell me what you know of her, Milford.

She seems to have attracted your notice, as well as

mine."
"I know nothing of her whatever," replied the

young man, "except that 1 have met her five or six

times during the last two weeks, upon the Warren

Bridge, on her way to Charlestown. Something in

her appearance arrested my attention the first time

I saw her. But I have never been able to catch

more than a glimpse of her face. Her vail is usually

drawn."'
"Who can she visit in Charlestown ?"

"No one, I have good reason to think."

"Why so?"
"I had once the curiosity to follow her as far as

I deemed it prudent and courteous. She kept on

1
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entirely through the town-at least through the

thickly settled portion of it. Her step was too

quick for the step of one who was merely going to

pay a friendly visit."
"You have had, if I understand you, at least a

glimpse of her countenance ?"
"Yes. Once, in passing her, her vail was half

drawn aside, as if to get a freer draught of air."
"And her face ?"
"Was thin and pale."

"And beautiful ?"
"So I should call it. Not pretty-not a mere

doll's face-but intellectually beautiful; yet full of
softness. In fact, the face of a woman with a mind
and heart. But sorrow had touched her-and pain.
And,- above all, the marks of crushed affection were
too plainly visible upon her young countenance.
All this could be seen at the single glance I ob-
tained, before her vail was drawn hurriedly down."

"Strange that she should seek so to hide her face
from every eye. Can it be that she is some one we
have known, who has fallen so low ?"

"No, I think not," replied Milford. "I am cer-
tain that I have never seen her before. Her face is
a strange one. to me. At -least, the glance I had
revealed no familiar feature."

"Well, I, for one, am resolved to know more
about her," remarked Perkins, as the two friends
paused before separating. "Since she has awakened.
so sudden, and yet so strong an interest in my mind,
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I should feel that I was not doing right if I made
no effort to learn something of her true position in
our city, where, I am much inclined to think, she is
a stranger."

The young men, after a few more words, separ-
ated, Perkins getting into an "hourly" and going
oyer to Charlestown to see a man on some business
who could not be at' his house until late in the day.
The transaction of this business took more time
than he had expected, and it was nearly an hour after
nightfall before he returned to Boston. After pass-
ing the "draw," as he crossed the old bridge, he
perceived, by the light of a lamp, some distance
ahead, a female figure hurrying on with rapid
steps.

"It's the strange girl I saw at Berlaps', as I live!"
he mentally ejaculated, quickening his pace. "I
must see where she hides herself away."

The night was very dark, and the form of the
stranger, as she. hurried forward, was soon buried
in obscurity. In a little while, she emerged into
the little circle of light that diffused itself around
the lamp that stood at the termination of 'the bridge,
and in the next moment was again invisible. Per-
kins now pressed forward, and was soon clear of the,
bridge, and moving along the dark, lonely avenue
that led up to the more busy part of the city. -He
had advanced here but a few paces, when a faint
scream caused him to bound onward at full speed.
In a moment after, he came to the corner of a nar-

' t3

s;}

t } _

Yy

it

U;

si

t tyl

i { Pb

,.j

" it

3

4+

k

.t-

ii

-

TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS. 73

row, dark street, down which he perceived two

forms hurrying; one, a female, evidently struggling
against the superior force of the other.

His warning cry, and the sound of his rapidly
advancing footsteps, catised the man to relax his
hold, when the female figure glided away with
wind-like fleetness. The man hesitated an instant ;
but, before Perkins reached the spot where he stood,
ran off in an opposite direction to that taken by
the woman.

Here was an adventure calculated to give to the
mind of Perkins a new and keener interest in the
young seamstress. He paused but a moment, and
then ran at the height of his speed in the direction
the female form, which he had good reason to be-
lieve was her's, had taken. But she was nowhere
to be seen. Either she had sought a shelter in one
of the houses, or had hurried 'forward with a fleet-
ness that carried her far beyond his reach.

Thoughtful and uneasy in mind, he could hardly
tell why, he sought his lodgings; and, retiring at
once to his chamber, seated himself by a table upon
which were books and papers, and soon became lost
in sad memories of the past that strongly linked
themselves, why he could not tell, for they had no
visible connection, with the present. For a long
time he sat in this abstract mood, his hand shading
his face from the .light. At last he arose slowly
and went to a drawer, from which he took a small
morocco case, and, returning with it to the table,
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seated himself again near the lamp. He opened the
case, and let the light fall strongly upon the ninia-
ture of a most beautiful female. Her light brown
hair, that fell in rich and glossy ringlets to her neck,
relieved tastefully her broad white forehead, and
the gentle roundness of her pure cheeks, that were
just tinged with the flush of health and beauty.
But these took not away from the instant attraction
of her dark hazel eyes, that beamed tenderly upon
the gazer's face. Perkins bent for many minutes
over this sweet image; then pressing its to his lips,
he murmured, as he leaned back, and lifted his eyes
to the ceiling-

"Where, where in the spirit-land dost thou
dwell, dear angel? In what dark and undiscov-
ered cave of the ocean rests, in dreamless sleep, thy
beautiful but unconscious body ? Snatched from
me in the bloom of youth, when fresh flowers blos-
somed in thy young heart to bless me with their
fragrance, bow hast thou left me in loneliness and
desolation of spirit ! And yet thou seemest near to
me, and, of late, nearer and dearer than ever. Oh,
that I could hear thy real voice, even if spoken to
the ear of my spirit, and see once more thy real
face, were it only a spiritual presence !"

The young man then fell into a dreamy stat
of mind, in which we will leave him for the
present.

4. 

r

4 i ,,

} N rt { 8

,a 
,:

:

-, r.

r .:.F

',f 'i

-. + ,

*

. ? .

'

.4R

4

., k=i

Vie 
r

. ' ki

Z r

rC
1n.

CHAPTER V.

SOME OF THE TROUBLES OF A NEEDLEWOMAN.-A

FRIEND IN NEED.

THE prompt assistance rendered by Dr. R to

Mrs. Gaston came just in time. It enabled her to

pay her month's rent, due for several days, to settle

the amount owed to Mrs. Grubb, and lay in more

wood for the coming winter. This consumed all

her money, and left her once more dependent upon

the meagre reward of her hard labor to supply food

and clothing for herself and her two remaining

children. From a state of almost complete paraly-

sis of mind, consequent upon the death of Ella, her

necessities aroused her. On the second day after

the child had been taken, she again resumed her

suspended toil. The sight of the unfinished gar-

ment, which had been laid aside after bending over

it nearly the whole night previous to the morning

upon which Ella died, awakened a fresh emotion

of grief in her bosom. As this gradually subsided,

she applied herself with patient assiduity to her

task, which was not finished before twelve o'clock

that night, when she laid herself down with little.

Emma in her arms, and soon lost all care and

trouble in profound sleep.t ,"3(
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Hasty pudding and molasses composed the morn-
ing meal for all. After breakfast, Mrs. Gaston took
the two jackets, which had been out now five days
to the shop.

"Why, bless me, Mrs. Gaston, I thought you had
run off with them jackets!1" was Michael's coarse
salutation as she came in. The poor, heart-op-
pressed seamstress could not trust herself to reply,
but laid her work upon the counter in silence. Ber-
laps, seeing her, came forward.I

" These kind of doings will never answer,
madam!" he said angrily. "I could have sold both
jackets ten times over, if they'd been here three
days ago, as by rights they ought to have been. I
can't give you work, if you are not more punctual.
You needn't think to get along at our tack, unless
you plug it in a little faster than all this comes
to."

"I'll try and do better after this," said Mrs. Gas-
ton, faintly.

"You'll have to, let me tell you, or we'll cry
'quits.' All my women must have nimble fingers."

"These jackets are not much to brag of," broke
in Michael, as he tossed them aside. "I think we
had better not trust her with any more cloth round-
abouts. She has 'botched the button-holes awfully ;
and the jackets are not more than half pressed.
Just look how she has held on the back seam of
this one, and drawn the edges of the lappels until
they set seven ways for Sunday! They're mur-
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dered outright, and ought to be hung, with a basin

under them to catch the blood."

"What was she to have for them?'" asked Ber-

laps.
"Thirty cents a-piece, I believe," replied the

salesman.
"Don't give her but a quarter, then. I'm not

going to pay full price to have my work botched

up after that style !" And, so saying, Berlaps

turned away and walked back to his desk.

Lizzy Glenn, as she had called herself, entered at

the moment, and heard the remark of the tailor.

She glided noiselessly by Mrs. Gaston, and stood

further down the store, with both her body and

face turned partly from her, where she waited pa-

tiently for the interview between her and Michael

to terminate.
The poor, heart-crushed creature did not offer the

slightest remonstrance to this act of cruel oppres-

sion, but took the half dollar thrown her by Mi-

chael for the two jackets with an air of meek resig-

nation. She half turned to go away after doing so,

but a thought of her two remaining children caused

her to hesitate.

"Haven't you some more trowsers to give out ?"

she asked, turning again toward Michael.

The sound of her voice reached the ear of the

young female who had just entered, causing her to

start, and look for an instant toward the speaker.-

But she slowly resumed her former position with a
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sigh, after satisfying herself by a single glance at
the woman, whose voice had fallen upon her ear
with a strange familiarity.

"Wehaven't any more ready, ma'am, just now."
"What have you to give out? Any thing ?"

Yes. Here are some unbleached cotton shirts,
at seven cents. You can have some of them, if you
choose."

"I will take half a dozen," said Mrs. Gaston in
a desponding tone. "Any thing is better than
nothing.-

"Well, Miss Lizzy Glenn," said Michael, with re-~
pulsive familiarity, as Mrs. Gaston turned from the
counter and left the store, "what can I do for you
this morning?"

The young seamstress made no reply, but laid
her bundle upon the counter and unrolled it. It
contained three fine shirts, with linen bosoms and
collars, very neatly made.

"Very well done, Lizzy," said Michael, approv-
ingly, as he inspected the two rows of stitching on
the bosoms and other parts of the garments that re-
quired to be sewed neatly.

"Have you any more ready ?" she asked, shrink.
ing back as she spoke, with a feeling of disgust,
from the bold, familiar attendant.

"Have you any more fine shirts for Lizzy
Glenn ?" called Michael, back to Berlaps, in a loud
voice.

"I don't know. How has she made them ?"
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"First rate."

" Then let her have some more, and pay her for

those just brought in."

" That's your sorts !" responded Michael, as he

took seventy-five cents from the drawer and threw

the money upon the counter. "Good work, good
pay, and prompt at .that. Will you take three

more?
I will," was the somewhat haughty and digni-

fied reply, intended to repulse the low-bred fellow's

offensive familiarity.
" Highty-tighty 1" broke in Michael, in an under-

tone, ineant only for the maiden's ear. Tip-top
airs don't pass for much in these 'ere parts. Do you
know that, Miss Lizzy Glenn, or whatever your
name may be? We're all on the same level here.

Girls that make slop shirts and trowsers haven't

much cause to stand on their dignity. Ha I ha I"

The seamstress turned away quickly, and walked

back to the desk where Berlaps stood writing.
"Be kind enough, sir, if you please, to hand me

three more of your fine shirts," she said, in a firm,

but respectful tone.
Berlaps understood the reason of this application

to him, and it caused him to call out to his sales-

man something after this homely fashion-

"Why, in thunder, Michael, don't you let the

girls that come to the store, alone? Give Lizzy
three shirts, and be done with your confounded'

tom-fooleries ! The store is no place for them."
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- The young woman remained quietly beside the
desk of Berlaps until Michael came up and handed
her the shirts. She then walked quickly toward
the door, but did not reach it before Michael, who
had glided along behind one of the counters.

"You're a fool! And don't know which side
your bread's buttered," he said, with a half leer,
half scowl.

She neither paused nor replied, but, stepping
quickly out, walked hurriedly away. Young Per-
kins, before alluded to, entered at the moment, and
heard Michael's grossly insulting language.

"Is that the way to talk to a lady, Michael?" he
asked, looking at him somewhat sternly.

"But you don't call her a lady, I hope, Mr. Per..
kins ?" the salesman retorted, seeming, however, a
little confused as he spoke.

" Do you know any thing to the contrary ?" the
young man asked,- still looking Michael in, the
face.

"I can't say that I know much about her, any
way, either good or bad."

"Then why did you use such language as I heard
just now ?"

"Oh, well! Never mind, Mr. Perkins," said
Michael, his whole manner changing as a new idea
arose in his thoughts; "if she's your game, I'll-lie
low and shut my eyes."

This bold assurance of the fellow at first con-
founded Perkins, and then made him very indignant.
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"Remember, sir," said he, in a resolute voice, and

with a determined expression on his face, "that I

never suffer any one to trifle with me in that style,

much less a fellow like you; so govern yourself,

hereafter, accordingly. As to this young lady, whom

you have just insulted, I give you fair warning

now, that another such an act will bring with it

merited punishment."
Perkins then turned from the somewhat crest-

fallen salesman, and walked back to where Berlaps

was standing at his desk.
"Do you know any thing about that young

woman I just now saw leave here, Mr. Berlaps ?"
he asked.

" I do not, Mr. Perkins," was the respectful an-

swer. "She is a stranger, who came in some days

ago for work."
"What is her name?"

"Lizzy Glenn, I believe."

"Where does she live ?"

"Somewhere at the north end. Michael; there,
knows."

"Get from him her street and number for me, if

you please."
Berlaps asked Michael for the street and number

where she lived, which the fellow took good care to

give wrong. Perkins made a memorandum of the

name and residence, as furnished, in his note-book,
and, bowing to the man of shears, departed.

With her half-dozen shirts at seven cents, Mrs.
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Gaston returned home, feeling as if she must give
up the struggle. The loss of Ella, after having
striven so long and so hard for the sake of her
children, made her feel more discouraged than she
had ever yet felt. It seemed to her as if even Hea-
ven had ceased to regard her-or that she was one
doomed to be the sport of cruel and malignant
powers. She had been home for only a short time,
when Dr. R came in. After inquiring about
her health, and if the children were still free from
any symptoms of the terrible disease that had car-
ried off their sister, he said-.

"I've been thinking about you a good deal in the
last day or two, Mrs. Gaston, and have now called
to have some talk with you. You work for the
stores, I believe?"

"Yes, sir."

"What kind of work do you do ?"
"Here are some common shirts, which I have

just brought home."
"Well, how much do you get for them ?"
"Seven cents, sir."
"Seven cents! How many of them can you make

in a day?"
"Two are as many as I shall be able to get

through with, and attend to my children; and even
then I must work half the night. If I had nothing
to do but sit down and sew all the while, I might
make three of them."
" Shameful! Shameful! And is that the price

paid for such work ?"If
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"It is all I get."
"At this rate, then, you can only make fourteen

cents a day?"
" That is all, sir. And, even on the best of work,

I can never get beyond a quarter of a dollar a

day."
"How in the world, then, have you managed

to keep yourself and three children from actual

want ?"
"I have not been able, doctor," she replied, with

some bitterness. "We have wanted almost every
thing."

" So I should suppose. What rent do you pay
for this poor place ?"

"Three dollars a month."
"What ! seventy-five cents a week! and not

able to earn upon an average more than a dollar a

week ?"
"Yes, sir. But I had better work through the

summer, and sometimes earned two dollars, and
even a little more, in a week."

The doctor paused some time and then said-

"Well, Mrs. Gaston, it's no use for you to strug-
gle on at this rate, even with your two remaining
children. You cannot keep a home for them, and
over their nakedness frqm the cold. Now let me

. devise you."

S" I am ready to hear any thing, doctor."L "What I would propose, in the first place-and,
tat, i fact, is what has brought me in this morn-
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ing-is that you put Henry out to a trade. -He is
young, it is true; but necessity, you know, knows
no law. He will be just as well off, and better, too,
under the care of a good master than he can be
with you. And, then, such an arrangement will
greatly relieve you. The care of little Emma will
be light in comparison to what you have had to
endure."

"You are no doubt right,. doctor," the poor
woman said, while the tears came to her eyes as she
glanced toward Henry, who, for want of a pair of
shoes, was compelled to stay home from school.
" But I cannot bear the thought of parting with him.
He is a delicate child, and only ten years old this
winter. He is too young to go froni home and
have a master."

" He is young, I know, Mrs. Gaston. But, then,
it is vain to think of being able to keep him with
you. It is a cruel necessity, I know. But it can.
not be avoided." .
" Perhaps not. But, even if I should consent to

put him out, I know of no one who would take
him. And, above all, I dread the consequences of
vicious association in a city like this."" That matter, I think, can all be arranged to
your satisfaction. I saw a man yesterday from
Lexington, who asked me if I knew any one who
had a lad ten or twelve- years old, and who would
like to get him a good place.. I thought of you at
once. He said a friend of his there, who carried on

the batting business, wanted a boy. I inquired his

character and standing, and learned that they were

good. Now, I think this an excellent chance for

you. I have already mentioned your little boy to
the man, and promised to speak to you on the

subject."
"But think, doctor," said Mrs. Gaston, in a trem-

bling voice, "Henry is but ten. To put a child out

for eleven years is a long, long time."

"I know it is, madam. But he has to live the

eleven years somewhere, and I am sure he will be

as comfortable in this place as you can make him;
and, indeed, even more so."

"In some respects he may, no doubt. But a

child like him is never happy away from his

mother.
"But suppose it is out of his mother's power to

get him food and comfortable clothing ?"
" True-true, doctor. It is a hard fate. But I

feel that I have only one way before me-that of

submission."
And submit she did, though with a most painful

struggle. On the following day, the friend of the

hatter called upon Mrs. Gaston, and it was settled

between them that little Henry should be called for

by the man who was to become his master on the

morning of the next day but one. The best that

the mother could do for her son, about to leave his

home and go out among strangers, was to get him

a pair of shoes, upon which she paid forty cents,

11
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promising to: settle the balance in a couple of weeks.
His thin, scanty clothes she mended and washed
clean-darned his old and much-worn stockings,
and sewed on the torn front of his seal-skin cap.
With his little bundle of clothes tied up, Penry sat
awaiting on the morning of the day appointed for
the arrival of his master, his young heart sorrowful
at the thought of leaving his mother and sister.
But he seemed to feel that he was the subject of a
stern necessity, and therefore strove to act a manly
part, and keep back the tears that were ready to
flow forth. Mrs. Gaston, after preparing her boy to
pass from under her roof and enter alone upon life's
hard pilgrimage, sat down to her work with an
overburdened heart. At one moment she would
repent of what she had done, and half resolve to say
"No," when the man came for her child. But an
unanswerable argument against this were the coarse
shirts in her hands, for which she was to receive
only seven cents a-piece !

At last a rough voice was heard below, and then
a heavy foot upon the stairs, every tread of which
seemed to the mother to be upon her heart. Little
Henry arose and looked frightened as a man
entered, saying as he came in-" Ah, yes I This is the place, I see. Well,
ma'am, is your little boy ready?"" He is, sir," replied Mrs. Gaston, almost in-
audibly, rising and handing the stranger a chair.
"You see he'is a very small boy, sir."

" Yes, so I see. But some small 'boys are worth

a dozen large ones. Come here, my little fellow !

What is your name ?"

The child went up to the man, telling him his

name as he did so.
" That's a fine little fellow I Well, Henry! do

you think you and I can agree ? Oh, yes. We'll

get along together very well, I have no doubt. I

suppose, ma'am," he continued, addressing Mrs.
Gaston, "that the better way will be for him to

stay this winter on. trial. If we like each other,
you can come out to Lexington in the spring and
have him regularly bound."

"That will be as well, I suppose," the mother

replied. Then, after a pause, she said-

"How long will it be, Mr. Sharp, before I can

see Henry ?"
"I don't know, ma'am. How long before you%

think you can come out to Lexington ?"

"Indeed, sir, I don't know that I shall be able to
get out there this winter. Couldn't you send him

in sometimes ?
" Perhaps I will, about New Year's, and let him

spend a few days with you."
"It is a good while to New Year's day, sir. He

has never been from home in his life."

" Oh no, ma'am. It's only a few weeks off. And

I dbn't believe he'll be homesick for a day."
"But I shall, Mr. Sharp."
"You?"
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"Yes, sir. It is hard to let my child go, and not
see him again before New Year's day."

"But you must act the woman's part, Mrs.
Gaston. We cannot get through life without some
sacrifice of feeling. My mother had to let me go
before I was even as old as your boy."

As Mr. Sharp said this, he arose, adding as he
did so-

"Come, my little man. I see you are all ready."
Holding back her feelings with a strong effort,

Mrs. Gaston took hold of Henry's small, thin hand,
bent over him, and kissed his fair young cheek,
murmuring in an under tone-.

"God be with you, and keep you, my boy !"
Then, speaking aloud, she said-
"Be a good and obedient child, and Mr. Sharp

will be kind to you, and let you come home to see
me at New Year's."

"Oh, yes. lie shall come home then," said the
man half indifferently, as he moved toward the
door.

Henry paused only to kiss his sister, and then
followed after, with his little bundle in his hand.
As he was about descending the steps, he turned a
last look upon his mother. She saw that his eyes
were filled with tears. A moment more, and he
was gone.

Little Emma had stood looking wonderingly on
while this scene was passing. Turning to her
mother with a serious face, as the door closed upon
Henry, she said--

"Brother gone, mamma?"

"Yes, dear! Brother' is gone,"- sobbed the

mother, taking the last child that remained to

her, and hugging it passionately to her bosom.

It was a long time before she could resume her

work, and then so deep was her feeling of deso-

lation, that she could not keep back from her

eyelids the blinding tear-drops.
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CHAPTER V

PERKINS' NARRATIVE.

THE efforts made by Perkins to find the residence
of the stranger proved unavailing. Half suspecting
that Michael had deceived him, he returned to the
shop of Mr. Berlaps, and asked the direction anew.
It was repeated precisely as at first given.

"But I have been there."
"Well, wasn't she at that number ?"
"No."

"I don't .know any thing about her, then. It
often happens that these sewing girls deceive us as
to their whereabouts ?"

Perkins turned away disappointed, but with his
interest in the stranger more than ever excited.

"Who and what can she be? and why do I feel
so deep an interest in a perfect stranger, who can-
not possibly be any thing to me?" were involuntary
questions which the young man endeavored, but in
vain, to answer.

That night, as he sat alone in his room, his friend
Milford came in and found him with the miniature
before alluded to in his hand.

"Whose sweet face is that? Bless me ! But

she is a lovely creature 1" said Milford, as his eye

caught a glimpse of the picture which Perkins

made a movement to conceal. "AhaI Mr. Sober-

sides! have I found you out at last?"

But seeing that his remarks had the effect to dis-

turb, even agitate his friend, he said, in a changed

tone-
"Forgive me if I have thoughtlessly jarred a

string that vibrates painfully! I knew not that

you carried in your heart an unhealed wound."

"And yet I do, my friend. A wound that, I fear,

will never cicatrize. Five years have passed since

I parted with the living original of this picture.

The parting was to be only for a few months. We

have never met since, and never will, in this world!

The sea gives not up its dead I"

There was a solemn earnestness in the voice of

Perkins, that showed how deeply the loss still

affected him.
"To me," said his companion, after a pause, "it

seems strange that you should never have alluded

to this subject, even to your nearest friend."

"I could not, Milford. The effort to keep my

feelings under control has been severe enough,

without permitting myself to speak of the matter

at all. But now that it has been alluded to, I feel

inclined to talk upon the subject, if you have any

desire to hear."
"I certainly have an anxious desire to hear,"

replied Milford.
10
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Perkins shaded his face for a few moments with
his hand, and sat silent and thoughtful. He then
gave, in a calm voice, the following narration:-.

"You are aware that, when I came to this city'
to reside, a few years since, I removed from Troy,
New York. That is my native place-or, at least,
I had lived there from boyhood up, when I re-
moved to Boston. It is now about ten years since
a man named Ballantine, who seemed to possess
considerable wealth, made his appearance in the
place, accompanied by his daughter, a young girl
about thirteen years of age. He came from New
Orleans, where his. wife had died, and where he
was still engaged in business. His object in coming
North with his child was to secure for her the ad-
vantages of a good seminary. He seemed to prefer
Troy, and after remaining there for some months,
concluded to place his child in the family of a
newly-married man, whose wife, somewhat matronly
in age and in habits, happened to please his fancy,
as a maternal guardian for his child. After making
every requisite arrangement in regard to her edu-
cation, he returned to New Orleans, from which
city money to, defray her expenses was regularly
transmitted. Once a year he came North to visit
her, and remained in our town for a few weeks.

" I happened to know the family in which
Eugenia Ballantine was placed, and became ac-
quainted with her immediately. I was then but a
boy, though some four years her senior, yet -old
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enough to feel for her, from the beginning, some-

thing more than a mere fraternal regard. And

this sentiment was reciprocal. No place was so

pleasant to me as that which was cheered by her

presence-no smile warmed my heart like her

smile ; and I could always see her countenance

brighten the moment I came where she was.

"Gradually, as year after year passed, and she

still remained among us, our early preference for

each other, or rather our early affection, assumed a

more serious character. We loved each other; she

was just seventeen, and I twenty-one, whenI

ventured to tell her how deeply, fervently, and

purely I loved her. The formal announcement did

not seem to create surprise, or agitate her in the

least.
"'4I never doubted it,' was her innocent reply,

looking me tenderly in the face.

"'And do you love me as truly as I love you,

Eugenia ?' I asked.
"'Have you ever doubted it ?' was her quiet re-

sponse to this, also.

"From that moment I was bewilderingly happy-

My family was one of wealth and standing ; and I

immediately wrote to Mr. Ballantine, who, after

sufficient time to make inquiry in regard to the

character and position of his daughter's lover, re-

turned a cordial assent to my proposal for her hand.

Thus far every thing had gone on as smoothly as a

summer sea. We smiled sometimes together at the
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carping adage, 'The course of true love never did
run smooth,' and referred to our own case as a
signal instance of its falsity.

"During the summer succeeding otir engage-
ment, Mr. Ballantine did not come on to the North.
In the ensuing spring, Eugenia's term of instruction
closed at the seminary, after having been in Troy
nearly five years. She was a tall, beautiful woman,
with a mind highly cultivated, and externally ac-
complished in every respect. I was proud of her
beauty and acquirements, at the same time that I
loved her with fervent devotion. Spring passed
away and summer came; with the advancing season
her father arrived from the South. He had not
seen his child for two years, during which time she
had grown up into a mature and lovely woman.
I could forgive the jealous pride with which he
would look into her face, and the constant tender-
ness of his allusions to her when she was away
from his side.

"'I do not think, Mr. Perkins,' he would say to
me, sometimes, 'that I can let you have my Eugenia,
unless you will go South. I am sure I cannot part
with her again.'

"' Why not come North, Mr. Ballantine ?' I would
suggest._

' But he would shake his head as he made some
disparaging remark in regard to the North, and
playfully insist that I must go with him to the
sunny South. It was about the first of September
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that I asked that our marriage might take place at

an early day. But the father shook his head.

"'Be content that the flower is to be yours. Do

not become too eager to pluck it from its parent

stem. I must have my dear girl with me for at

least one winter. In the spring she shall be yours.'

"'Oh, no 1 Mr. Ballantine,' I said in alarm.

'You are not going to rob me of her for so long a

time?' I spoke with warmth.

"'Rob you of her !' ejaculated the father, in

seeming half indignation. 'You are unreasonable

and very selfish, my dear boy I Here you have

had her for five years, and after a little while are to

have her for life, and yet are unwilling to give me

even the boon of a few short months with my own

child. You are not generous I'

"I felt the rebuke, and confessed that I had been

moved by too selfish feelings.
"'If you think the time long,' he added, 'all you

have to do is to take a packet and come round-we

shall welcome you with joy.'

"' That I shall no doubt be compelled to do, for

I will not be able to exist for five or six long

months away from Eugenia.'

"'So I should suppose. Well, come along ; and

after I get you there, I will see if I can't inoculate

you with a love of southern people, southern habits,

and southern manners. I am sanguine that you

will like us.
"'Well, perhaps so,' I said. ' But we will see.'
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"The time for the departure of Mr. Ballantine
and his daughter was set for the first of October.
The few remaining days passed on fleet wings, and
then, after completing the necessary arrangements,
Eugenia left Troy with her father for New York,
thence to go by sea to her native city. I accom-
panied them down the river, and spent two days
with them in the city, previous to the sailing of
the ship Empress, in which they were to embark.
Our parting was tender, yet full of hope for a'
speedy meeting. I had already made up my mind
to visit New Orleans about January, and remain
there during the winter. Our marriage was then
to be solemnized.

"After the sailing of the Empress, I returned to
Troy, to await the news of her safe arrival at New
Orleans. I felt gloomy and desolate, and for my
uncompanionable humor received sundry playful
jibes or open rebukes from my friends. In about
a week I began to examine the shipping lists of
the New York papers, in the hope of seeing some
notice of the good ship that contained my heart's
best treasure. But no record of her having been
spoken at sea met my eyes as I scanned the news-
papers day after day with an eager and increasing
hope, until ,four, five, and six weeks had passed
away. So much troubled had I now come, that
I went down to New York to see the owners of the
ship.

"' Has the Empress arrived out yet?' I asked,
on entering the counting-room.

1

"'Not at the latest dates,' was the reply, made
in a voice expressive of concern.

"'Is not her passage a very long one?
"'We should have had news of her arrival ten

days ago.
"'Has she been spoken on the passage ?
"'Never but once, and that after she was three

days out.'
"'Is she a good ship?' I next inquired.
"'None better out of this port,' was the prompt

answer.
"For ten days I remained in New York, eagerly

examining each morning the shipping lists, and
referring to all the southern papers to which I
could get access. I met during that time but one
reference to the Empress, and that was contained
in a paragraph alluding to her long passage, and
expressing great fears for her safety. This thrilled
my heart with a more palpable and terrible fear.
On the next day but one, I met in a New Orleans
paper a further allusion to her, coupled with the
remark that a suspicious-looking vessel, clipper-
built, with a black hull, had been seen several times
during the past few weeks cruising in the Gulf, and
expressing a fear lest she had come across the
Empress. I thought this would have driven me
beside myself. But why prolong this painful
narration by attempting to describe my feelings, as
day after day, week after week, and month after
month passed, and no tidings came of the missing
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ship ? From the day I parted with Eugenia, I
have neither seen her nor heard from her. The
noble vessel that bore her proudly away neither
reached her destination, nor returned back with her
precious freight. All-all found a grave in the
dark depths of the ocean.

"It is a terrible thing, my friend, to be thus reft
of all you hold dearest in life. If I had seen her
touched by the hand of disease, and watched the
rose fading from her cheek, leaf after leaf falling
away, until death claimed at last his victim, I could
have borne the severe affliction with some degree
of fortitude. Even if she had been struck down
suddenly at my side, there would have been some-
thing for the bruised heart to rest upon. But to
be taken from me thus! Her fate shrouded in a
most fearful mystery ! Oh ! it is terrible !"

And the young man set his teeth firmly, aid
clenched his hands, in a powerful struggle with his
still o'ermastering feelings. At length he resumed,
a calmer voice-

"No matter what terrors or violence attended
her death-no matter how deep she lies in the un-
fathomable sea, her spirit is with the blessed angels,
for she was pure and good. This ought to be
enough for me. The agonies of a fearful departure
are long since over. And why should I recall
them, and break up afresh the tender wounds that
bleed at the slightest touch? - Henceforth I will
strive to look away from the past, and onward, in

pleasing hope, to that future time when we shall

meet where there will be no more parting."
"She must have been a lovely creature indeed,"

said Milford, some minutes after his friend had

ceased, holding, as he spoke, the miniature in his

hand, and looking at it attentively.
"She was lovely as innocence itself," was the

half abstracted reply.
"Although I never saw her, yet there is an ex-

pression in her face that is familiar"-Milford went

on to say-"very familiar; but it awakens, I cannot

tell why, a feeling of pain. This face is a happy
face; and yet it seems every moment as if it would

change into a look of sadness-yea, of deep sorrow

and suffering."
"This may arise, and no doubt does, from the

melancholy history connected with her, that I have

just related."
' Perhaps that is the reason," Milford returned,

thoughtfully. " And yet I know not how to
account for the strangely familiar expression of her

face."
"Did you ever see a picture in your life that had

not in it some feature that was familiar ?" asked
Perkins.

"Perhaps not," the friend replied, and then sat
in mental abstraction for some moments. He was
not satisfied with this explanation, and was search-

ing his memory for the original of that peculiar
expression which had struck him so forcibly. Ee
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was sure that it did exist, and that he had looked
upon it no very long time before. But he tried in
vain to fix it. The impression floated still in his
mind only as a vague idea.

"There ! I have it I" he at length exclaimed, but
with something of disappointment in his tones. " I
remember that the young seamstress we were speak.
lug of a few days ago, a single glimpse of whose
face I obtained, had that very look which strikes
me as familiar in this picture. I thought I had
seen it somewhere else."

Perkins started, and looked surprised and agita-
ted. But this was only momentary,

"Now you speak of her," he said, calmly, " I re-
member that I always thought of Eugenia when I
saw her, which is no doubt the reason why I have
felt strongly interested for the young stranger, who
has doubtless seen better days. I related to you, I
believe, the adventure I had near the bridge, in
which she was concerned ?"

"You did. I wonder what in the world takes
her over to Charlestown so often ? She goes, I be-
lieve, almost every day, and usually late in the
afternoon. Several persons have spoken of her to
me; but none seemed to know her errand there, or
to have any knowledge of her whatever."

"There is some mystery connected with her, cer-
tainly. This afternoon I went in to make some
inquiries in regard to her of Berlaps. I was just
in time to hear Michael, his salesman, give her some

insulting language, for which I rebuked the fellow

sharply."
"Indeed I How did she take it ?" said Milford.

"She did not seem to notice him, but glided

quickly past, as he bent over the counter toward

her, and lft the store."

"Did you see her face ?"
"No. Her vail was closely drawn, as usual," an-

swered Perkins.
"I don't know why it is, but there is something

about this young female that interests me very
much. Have you yet learned her name ?"

"It is Lizzy Glenn-so I was told at the clothing
store for which she works."

"Lizzy Glenn ! An assumed name, in all prob-
ability."

"Very likely. It sounds.as if it might be," said

Perkins.
." If I were you," remarked the friend, "I would

learn something certain about this stranger; if for

no other reason, on account of the singular associa-

tion of her, in your involuntary thought, with Miss

Ballantine. She may be a relative; and, if so, it
would afford a melancholy pleasure to relieve her

from her present unhappy condition, for the sake

of the one in heaven."
"I have already tried to find her; but she was

not at the number where Michael said she resided."

"She may not have given him the right direc-

tion," said Milford.

It
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"So he pretends to infer. But I would rather

believe that Michael has purposely deceived me
than that she would be guilty of falsehood."

"If I see her again," said Milford, "I will en-
deavor, by all means, to discover her place of resi-
dence."

"Do, if you would oblige me. It is my purpose
not to lose sight of her at our next meeting, be it
where it may. Our present conversation has
awakened a deeper interest, and stimulated a more
active curiosity. I am no blind believer in chance,
Milford. I do not regard this meeting with the
stranger as something only fortuitous. There is a
Providence in all the events of life, and I am now
firmly assured that these encounters with the seam-
stress are not merely accidental, as the world re-
gards accidents, but events in a chain of circum-
stances that,'when complete, will result in positive
good. Of the nature of that good-as to who will
be blessed or benefitted-I do not pretend to divine.
I only feel ready to act my part in the drama of
life. I must and will know more about this
stranger."

II
102

CHAPTER VII.

HENRY GASTON LEAVES HO IE WITH SHARP.

As little Henry, after parting with his mother,

hurried on by the side of Mr. Sharp, who took his

way directly across the bridge leading over to Charles-

town, where he had left the chaise in which he had

ridden from Lexington, a handsome carriage, con-

taining a mother and three happy children, about

the age of himself, Emma, and the sister who had

just died, drove rapidly by. The children were

full of spirits, and, in their thoughtless glee, called

out gayly, but with words of ridicule, to the poor,

meanly-clan child, who was hurrying on at almost

a run beside the man who had become his master.

Their words, however, were heeded not by the full-

hearted boy. His thoughts were going back to his

home, and to his much-loved mother.

This incident is mentioned here, as a striking il-

lustration of the practical working of that system

of grinding the poor, especially poor females, by

which many men make fortunes, or at least acquire

far more'than a simple competence for life. That

carriage belonged to Berlaps, and those happy

children were his. But how could he buy a carriage
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and horses, and build fine houses, and yet not be
able to pay more than the meagre pittance for his
work that the reader has seen doled out to his half-
starving workwomen ? How could his children be
fed and clothed sumptuously every day, and the
widow, who worked for him from early dawn until
the silent watches of midnight, not be able to get
wholesome bread and warm garments for her little
ones, unless he took more than his just share of the
profits upon his goods ? If he could only afford to
pay seven cents for coarse shirts, and so on, in pro-
portion, up through the entire list of articles made,
how came it that the profits on these very articles
enabled him to' live in elegance, build houses, and
keep his own carriage and horses?

Such questions apply not alone to the single in-
stance of Berlaps, here introduced. They are per-
tinent in their application to all who add to their
profits for the purpose of a grand aggregate, at the
expense of reducing the pay, even a few cents, upon
the hard-toiling workwoman, whose slender income,
at best, is barely sufficient to procure the absolute
necessaries of life. This cutting down of women's
wages, until they are reduced to an incompetent pit-
tance, is a system of oppression too extensive, alas !
in this, as well as many other countries. It is one
of the quiet and safe means by which the strong
oppress the weak-by which the selfish build them-
selves up, cruelly indifferent to the sufferings of
those who are robbed of a just compensation for
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their labor. The record of a conversation over-

heard between two of the class alluded to will illus-

trate this matter. They were tailors-or, rather,

what are sometimes called slop-shop, or clothing

men. Let it not be supposed that tailors alone are

the oppressors of workwomen. In most of the em-

ployments at which females engage, especially such

as admit of a competition in labor, advantage is

taken of the eager demand for work, and prices re-

duced to the lowest possible standard. In the eager

scramble for monopolizing more than a just share

of custom, or to increase the amount of sales by the
temptation of extremely moderate rates, the prices

of goods are put down to the lowest scale they will
bear. If, in doing this, the dealer was content with

a profit reduced in some proportion to the increase

of his sales, no one would have a right to complain.

He would be free to sell his goods at cost, or even

below cost, if that suited his fancy. Instead of this,

however, the profits on his articles are often the

same that they were when prices were ten or fifteen

per cent. higher, and he reaps the advantage of a

greatly increased sale, consequent upon the more

moderate rates at which he can sell. The evil lies

in his cutting down his operatives' wages ; in taking
off of them, while they make no party to his volun-

tary reduction of prices, the precise amount that he-

throws in to his customer as a temptation to buy
more freely. But to the promised dialogue-

"Money don't come in hand-over-fist, as it ought
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to come," remarked Grasp, of the flourishing firm
of Grasp & Co., Merchant Tailors, of Boston, to the
junior partner of the establishment. " The nimble
sixpence is better than the slow shilling, you know.
We must make our shears eat up cloth a little
faster, or we sha'n't clear ten thousand dollars this
year by one-third of the sum."

"Although that would be a pretty decent busi-
ness these times."

" I don't call any business a decent one that can
be bettered," replied Grasp, contemptuously.

"But can ours be bettered ?"
"Certainly !"
" How?"
" By selling more goods."
"How are we to do that ?"
"By putting down the prices, and then making

a confounded noise about it. Do you understand ?"
"I do. But our prices are very low now."
"True. But we may reduce them still further,

and, by so doing, increase our sales to an extent
that will make our business net us beyond the
present income quite handsomely. But, to do this,
we must cut down the prices now paid for making
up our clothes. In this way, we shall be able to
greatly increase our sales, with but a slight reduc-
tion upon our present rates of profit."

"But will our workmen stand it? Our needle-
women, particularly, work very low now."

" They'll have to stand it !" replied Grasp; "most
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of them are glad to get work at any price. Women,
with half a dozen hungry mouths around them,
don't stand long to higgle about a few cents in a

garment, when there are so many willing to step in
and take their places. Besides, what are three or

four cents .to them on a vest, or pair of pants, or

jacket? The difference in a week is small and will

not be missed-or, at the worst, will only require
them to economize with a little steadier hand; while

upon the thousands of garments we dispose of here,

and send away to other markets, it will make a most

important aggregate on the right side of profit and

loss."
" There is no doubt of that," replied the partner,

the idea of the aggregate of three or four cents on

each garment occupying his mind, and obscuring

completely, for a time, every other idea. "Well,
I'm with you," he said, after a little while, "in any
scheme for increasing profits. Getting along at the

rate of only some two or three thousand a year is

rather slow work.' Why, there's Tights, Screw, &
Co., see how they're cutting into the trade, and car-

rying every thing before them. Tights told me

that they cleared twenty thousand dollars last

year."
"No doubt of it. And I'll make our house do

the sane before three years roll over, or I'm no

prophet."
"If we are going to play this cutting-down game,

we had better begin at once."
12
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"Oh, certainly. The sooner the better. But
first, we must arrange a reduced scale of prices, and
then bring our whole tribe of workwomen and
others down to it at once. It will not do to hold
any parley with them. If we do, our ears will be
dinned to death with trumped-up tales of poverty
and distress, and all that sort of thing, with which
we have no kind of concern in the world. These
are matters personal to these individuals them-
selves, and have nothing to do with our business.
No matter what prices we paid, we would have
nothing but grumbling and complaint, if we allowed
an open door on that subject."

"Yes, there is no doubt of that. But, to tell the
truth, it is a mystery to me how some of these
women get along. Very few make over two dollars
a week, and some never go beyond a dollar. Many
of them are mothers, and most of them have some
one or more dependent upon them. Food, rent,
clothes, and fuel, all have to come out of these
small earnings! By what hocus-pocus it is done,
I must confess, puzzles me to determine."

" Oh, as to that," returned Grasp, "it is, no doubt,
managed well enough. Provisions, and every thing
that poor people stand in need of, are very cheap.
The actual necessaries of life cost but little, you
know. How far above the condition of the starving
Irish, or the poor operatives in the manufacturing
portions of England, is that of the people who work
for us ! Think of that for a moment."
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" True-very true," replied the partner. "Well,"
ha continued, "I think we had better put the
screws on to our workwomen and journeymen at
once. I am tired of plodding on at this rate."

"So am I. To-night, then, after we close the
store, we will arrange our new bill of prices, and
next week bring all hands down to it."

And they were just as good as their word. And
it happened just as they said-the poor work-
women had to submit.

But we must return from our digression.

The dhild who, under the practical operation of
a system of which the above dialogue gives some
faint idea, had to go out from his home at the
tender age of ten years, because his mother, with
all her hard toil, early and late, at the prices she
obtained for her labor, could not earn enough to
provide a sufficiency of food and clothes for her
children-that child passed on, unheeding, and,
indeed, unhearing the jibes of the happier children
of his mother's oppressor; and endeavored, sad and
sorrowful as he felt, to nerve himself with some-
thing of a manly feeling. At Charlestown, Mr.
Sharp got into his chaise, and, with the lad he had
taken to raise, drove home.

"Well, here is the youngster, Mrs. Sharp," he
said, on alighting from his vehicle. "He is rather
smaller and punier than I like, but I have no doubt
that he will prove willing and obedient."
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"What is his name ?" asked Mrs. S., who had a
sharp chin, sharp nose, and sharp features through-
out; and, with all, rather a sharp voice. She had
no children of her own-those tender pledges being
denied her, perhaps on account of the peculiar
sharpness of her temper.

"His name is Henry," replied her husband.
"Henry what ?"
"Henry Gaston, I believe. Isn't that it, my

boy ?"
Henry replied in the affirmative. Mr. Sharp

then said-
"You can go in with Mrs. Sharp, Henry. She

will tell you what she wants you to do."
"Yes, come along." And Mrs. Sharp turned

away as she spoke, and retired into the more in-
terior portion of the house, followed by the boy.

"Mrs. Sharp will tell you what she wants you to
do ?" Yes, that tells the story. From this hour
the child is to become the drudge-the hewer of
wood and drawer of water-for an unfeeling woman,
whose cupidity and that of her husband have
prompted them to get a little boy as a matter of
saving-one who could do the errands for the shop
and the drudgery for the house. There was no
thought for, and regard toward the child to be ejx-
ercised. He was to be to them only an economical
little machine, very useful, though somewhat trouble-
some at times.

"I don't see that your mother has killed you

with clothes," said Mrs. Sharp to him, after taking
his bundle and examining it, and then surveying
him from head to foot. "But I suppose she thinks

they will do.well enough; and I suppose they will.

There, do you see that wooden pail there? Well,
I want you to take it and go to the pump across

the street, down in the next square, and bring it
full of water."

Henry took the pail, as directed, and went and

got the water. This was the beginning of his

service, and was all well enough, as far as it went.

But from that time he had few moments of relaxa-

tion, except what the night gave him, or the quiet
Sabbath. All through the first day he was kept
busy either in the house or shop, and, before night,
had received two or three reprimands from Mrs.

Sharp, administered in no very affectionate tones.
When night came, at last-it had seemed a very

long day to him-and he was sent to bed alone, in
the dark, he put off his clothes and laid himself

down, unable, as he did so, to restrain the tears and

sobs. Poor child ! How sadly and yearningly did
his heart go back to the narrow apartment, every
nook and corner of which were dear to him, be-
cause his mother's presence made all sunshine
there ! And how earnestly did he long to be with
her again ! But he soon sank away to sleep, from
which he did not awaken until the half angry voice
of Mrs. Sharp chided him loudly for "lazying it
away" in bed until after sunrise. Quickly getting
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up and dressing himself, he went down and com-
menced upon a new day of toil. First he had to
bring in wood, then to grind the coffee, afterward
to bring water from the pump, and then to scour
the knives for breakfast. When these were done,
he was sent into the shop to see if Mr. Sharp didn't
want him, where he found plenty to occupy his
attention. The shop was to be sprinkled and swept
out, the counter to be dusted, and various other
little matters to be attended to, which occupied him
until breakfast time. After he had finished this
meal, Mrs. Sharp managed to find him plenty to
do for some hours, and then her husband laid out
work for him, at which he devoted himself all the
rest of the day, except when he was wanted in the
kitchen for some purpose or other. And so it con-
tinued, day after day, from morning until night.
Not an hour's relaxation was allowed the child;
and if, from weariness or disheartened feeling, he
sometimes lingered over a piece of work, a severe
scolding or some punishment from Mrs. Sharp was
sure to follow.

Thus things went on, every day adding to the
cold of a rapidly advancing northern winter. But
Mrs. Sharp still thought, according to her first con-
clusions in regard to Henry's clothes, that "they
would do." They were not very warm, it is true-
that she could not help admitting. "But then he
is used to wearing thinner clothes than other chil-
dren," she reasoned, "or else his mother would
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have put warmer ones on him. And, any how, I
see no use in letting him come right down as a

dead expense upon our hands. He hasn't earned

his salt yet, much less a winter suit of clothes."
But the poor little fellow was no more used to

bearing exposure to the chilling winds of winter

than she had been when a child. He therefore

shrunk shiveringly in the penetrating air whenever

forced to go beyond the door. This did not fail to

meet the eye of Mrs. Sharp-indeed, her eye was

rarely off of him when he was within the circle of

its vision-and it always (irritated her. And why?
It reproved her for not providing warmer clothes

for the child; and hurt her penurious spirit with

the too palpable conviction that before many weeks

had passed they would be compelled to lay out
some money for "the brat," as she had begun fre-

quently to designate him to her husband, especially
when she felt called upon to complain of him for

idleness, carelessness, dulness, stupidity, wasteful-

ness, uncleanliness, hoggishness, or some other one

of the score of faults she found in a child of ten

years old, whom she put down to work as steadily
as a grown person.

A single month made a great change in his ex-

ternal appearance; such a change as would have
made him unfamiliar even to his mother's eye.
While under her care, his clothes, though poor, had
always been whole and clean-his skin well washed,
and his hair combed smoothly. Now, the color of
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his thin jacket and trowsers could scarcely have
been told for the dust and grease which had become
imbedded in their texture. His skin was begrimed
until it was many shades darker, and his hair stood
stiffly about his head, in matted portions, looking
as if a comb had not touched it for weeks. One
would hardly have imagined that so great a change
could have passed upon a boy in a few weeks as
had passed over him. When he left his mother's
humble abode, there was something about him that
instantly attracted the eye of almost any one who
looked at him attentively, and won for him favorable
impressions. His skin was pure and white, and
his mild blue eyes, with their expression of in-
nocent confidence, looked every one in the face
openly. Now there was something repulsive to
almost every one about the dirty boy, who went
moping about with soiled face and hands, a cowed
look, and shrinking gait. Scarcely any one seemed
to feel a particle of sympathy for him, either in or
out of the house where he dwelt.

Time passed on, and New Year's day rapidly
approached, the anxiously longed-for time, to which
Henry had never ceased to look forward since ,he
left his mother's presence. Every passing day
seemed to render his condition more and more un-
comfortable. The air grew colder and colder, and
the snow lay all around to the depth of many
inches. A suit of cloth clothes had been "cooked
up" for him out of an old coat and trowsers that

I
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had long since been worn threadbare by Mr. Sharp.
Thin though they were, they yet afforded a most

comfortable substitute for those their welcome ap-
pearance had caused him to throw aside. But the

pair of shoes he had worn when he left Boston were

still considered good enough, if thought of at all,
notwithstanding they gaped largely at the toes, and
had been worn so thin in the soles that scarcely the
thickness of a knife-blade lay between his feet and
the snow-covered ground. In regard to sleeping,
he was not much better off. His bed was of straw,
upon the floor, in a large unplastered garret, and
but scantily supplied with covering. Here he
would creep away alone in the dark every night,
on being driven away to bed from crouching beside
the warm kitchen fire after his daily toil was done,
and get under the thin covering with all his clothes
on. There he would lie, all drawn up into a heap
to keep warm, and think of his mother, and long
for New Year's day to come, until sleep would lock
up his senses in unconsciousness.

At last it was New Year's eve, but the poor child
had heard no word about going home. He could
sleep but little through that night for thinking about
the promised return to his mother on the next day,
and for the dread be felt lest Mr. Sharp had forgot-
ten, or would disregard his promise. The bright
morning of another new year at length arose, clear
and piercingly cold, and Henry crept early from his
bed, and went down -stairs to make the fires as

13
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usual. When Mr. Sharp at length made his ap-
pearance, he looked wishfully and inquiringly into
his face, but no notice whatever was taken of him,
except to give him some order, in the usual short,
rough tone in which he always addressed him.

"Ain't I going home to see my mother to-day,
sir ?" was on his tongue, but he feared to utter it.

After breakfast he watched every movement of
Mr. Sharp, expecting each moment to see him go
out and get the chaise ready to take him to Boston.
But no such idea was in the mind of the thought-
less, unfeeling master. Nine, ten, and eleven o'clock
came and went, and the poor child's anxious heart
began to fail him. Several times he was on the
point of recalling to the mind of Mr. Sharp, his
promise to his mother that he should be sent home
at New Year's, but as often his timid heart caused
him to shrink back. At last dinner-time came, and
yet nothing was said, nor were there any indica-
tions that the boy was to go home. The meal
passed, and then Henry was directed to go on some
errand about a mile away.

"But 'ain't I going home to-day, Mr. Sharp ?"
said he, with a sudden, despairing resolution, look-
ing up with tearful eyes, as he spoke.

" What's that ?" eagerly asked Mrs. Sharp, com-
ing forward. "What's that, ha?"

The frightened boy slunk back, and stood with
his eyes upon the floor.

"Go where, did he say, Mr. Sharp ?"

"Go to see his mammy, to be sure !" replied the

hatter, in a half-sneering tone of surprise.

"His mammy, indeed! And pray what put that

into his head, I should like to know ?"
"Mr. Sharp told mother he would send me home

to see her on New Year's day," the child ventured

to say, in explanation.
" Clear out ! Off with you, Mr. Assurances" ex-

claimed Sharp, in an angry voice, at this, half

raising his hand to strike the lad. "How dare.

you!"
Henry started back trembling, at once conscious

that all hope of seeing her he had so pined to nieet

for many long and weary days of suffering and pri-

vation, was at an end. Slowly he left the house,

shrinking in the cold blast, and went on his errand

through the hard frozen snow.

"Did any one ever hear such impudence" ejacu-

lated Mrs. Sharp, in breathless surprise. "Sent

home on New Year's day to his mammy ! A pretty

how-do-you-do, upon my word! the dirty little ill-

conditioned brat !"
" I believe, now I come to think of it," said Sharp,

"that I did say something of the kind to his mother,

just to pacify her, though I had no thought of

doing it; and, indeed, I don't suppose she cares any

great deal about seeing him. She didn't look as if

she could keep soul and body together long."

"If she wanted to see him so dreadful bad, why

didn't she keep him at home with her tied all the
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while' to her apron string ?" said the unfeeling
woman.

"She would have had to work a little harder to
have done that. No doubt she was glad enough to
get rid of the burden of supporting him."

"Well, all that I can say is, that any mother who
is not willing to work to take care of her children,
don't' deserve to see them." -'

"So say I," returned the husband.
"And as to Henry's going home, I wouldn't hear

to any such thing. He'd not be a bit too good to
trump up any kind of stories about not being
treated well, so as to prevail upon her not to let
him come back. I know just how boys like him
talk when they get a chance to run home. Even
when they do come back, they're never worth a
cent afterward."e"Oh, no ! As to his going home, that is out of
the question this winter," replied Sharp. "If his
mother cares about seeing him, she'll find her way
out here."

With a sadder heart than ever did poor Henry
grope his way up into the cold, garret that night,
with but one thought and one image in his mind,
the thought of home and the image of his mother.
He dreamed of her all night. He was at home.
Her tender voice was in his ear, and his head rested
on her bosom. She clothed him in warmer gar-
ments, and set him beside her at the table, upon
which was tempting food. But morning came at

last, and he was awakened from visions of de-

light to a more painful consciousness of his miser-
able condition by the sharp, chiding voice of his
cruel mistress. Slowly, with stiffened limbs and a
reluctant heart, did he arise, and enter upon the re-

pulsive and hard duties of another day.
As he had not been permitted to go home, his

next consolatory thought was that his mother would
come out at once to see him. This hope he clung
to day after day, but he clung to it in vain. It
mattered not that, every time the shop-door opened
when he was in it, he turned with a quickened
pulse to see if it were not his mother, or that he
would pause and listen, when back in the, house, to
bear if the strange voice that came suddenly from
the shop, were not the voice of her he so longed to
see. She came not; nor was any word from her
brought to him.

And thus passed the whole of the severe month
of January, ,the long and cold winter adding greatly
to his other causes of suffering.
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CHAPTER VIII.

HENRY GASTON'S TREATMENT BY SHARP.

A BOY of more robust constitution and fuller of
blood than Henry Gaston, with that activity which
a fine flow of animal spirits and a high degree of
health give, would have cared little for the expos-
ure to which he was subjected at Sharp's, even if
clad no more comfortably. But Henry had little
of that healthy warmth natural to the young. He
was constitutionally delicate, and this caused him
to feel more keenly the chilling intensity of the
cold to which he was frequently exposed without
sufficient clothing. His whole dress, intended to
protect him from the cold of a remarkably severe
and trying winter, was a thin shirt, the remains of
one worn for nearly a year; the jacket and trowsers,
thin and threadbare, that Mrs. Sharp had, made for
him out of some worn-out garment which her hus-
band had thrown aside, and which were now rent
in many places; a pair of dilapidated yarn stock-
ings, with feet like a honey-comb. His shoes, the
pair given him by his mother, had been half-soled
once, but were again so far gone that his stockings
protruded in several places; and yet neither his
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master nor mistress seemed to take any notice of

their condition, and he was afraid to ask for a new

pair. When it rained or snowed, or, worse, when
it rained with or after the snow, as it had done seve-

ral times within a week, his shoe were but a poor
protection for his feet. The snow and water went

through them as through a sieve.
Before the first of February, the poor boy was

almost crippled with the chilblains. Through the
day, he hobbled about as best he could, often in
great pain; and at night the tender skin of his feet,
irritated by the warmth of the bed, would keep him
awake for hours with 'a most intolerable burning
and itching.

"Why don't you walk straight? What do you
go shuffling along in that kind of style for ?" said
Sharp to him one day, toward the last of January.
" My feet are so sore," replied Henry, with a look

of suffering, blended with patient endurance.
"What's the matter with them, ha ?" asked his

master, glancing down at the miserable apologies
for shoes and stockings that but partially protected
the child's feet from the snow whenever he stepped
beyond the threshold.

"They're frosted, sir," said Henry.
"Frosted, ha ? Pull off your shoes and stock-

ings, and let me see."
Henry drew off an old shoe, tied on with various

appliances of twine and leather strings ; and then

removed a stocking that, through many gaping
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holes, revealed the red and shining skin beneath.
That little foot was a sight to pain the heart of any
one but a cruel tyrant. The heel, in many places,
was of a dark purple, and seemed as if mortification
were already begun. And in some places it was
cracked open, and exhibited running sores.
" Take off your other shoe and stocking," said

Sharp, in authoritative tone.
Henry obeyed, trembling all the while. This

foot exhibited nearly the same marks of the prog-
ress of the painful disease.

"What have you done for it ?" asked Sharp, look-
ing Henry in the face with a scowl.

"Nothing but to put a little candle-grease on it
at night before I went to bed," replied the child.

"Come out here with me. I'll doctor you," said
his master, turning away and disappearing through
the back door. Henry followed as quickly as he
could walk on his bare feet, that seemed ready to
give way under him at every step. When he got
as far as the kitchen, he found Sharp waiting for
him in the doer.

"Here, jump out into that snow-bank !" said he,
pointing to a pile of snow that had been shoveled
up only that morning, after a fall through the night,
and lay loose and high.

The poor, boy looked down at his crippled, and,
indeed, bleeding feet, and, as may well be sup-
posed, hesitated to comply with the peremptory
order.

"Do you hear, sir ?" exclaimed his master, seiz-
ing him by the collar, and pushing him out into the

yard. Then catching him by one arm, he set him
in the centre of the snow-bank, his naked feet and

legs going -down into it some twelve or eighteen
inches.

"Now stand there until I tell you to come
out !"

The child did not scream, for he had already
learned to bear pain without uttering even the
natural language of suffering ; although the agony
he endured for the next minute was terrible. At
the end of that time, a motion of the head of his
master gave him to understand that the ordeal was
over.

"Now take that bucket of cold water, and let
him put his feet into it," said he to a little girl they
had just taken to raise, and who .stood near the
kitchen window; her heart almost ready to burst at
the cruelty inflicted upon the only one in the house
with whom she had a single-feeling in common.

The girl quickly obeyed, and sat down on the
floor beside the bucket of water. She handled ten-
derly the blood-red feet of the little boy, ever and
anon looking up into his face, and noting with ten-
der solicitude, the deep lines of suffering upon his
forehead.

"There, that will do," said Sharp, who stood
looking on, "and now run up stairs and get a bet'
ter pair of stockings for Henry."

.4
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"What do you want with a better pair of stock-
ings ?" said Mrs. Sharp, a few moments after, bust-
ling down into the kitchen.

" Why, I want them for Henry," replied her
husband.

"Want them for Henry I" she exclaimed, in sur-
prise. "Where's the ones he had on ?"

"There are some old rags in the shop that he had
on ; but they won't do now, with such feet as
he's got."

"What's the matter with his feet, I'd like. to
know," inquired Mrs. Sharp.

"Why, they're frosted."
"Let him put them in snow, then. That'll

cure 'em. It's nothing but a little snow-burn, I
suppose."

"It's something a little worse than that," replied
Sharp, "and he must have a comfortable pair of
stockings. And here, Anna, do you run around to
Stogies, and tell him to send me three or four pairs
of coarse shoes, about Henry's size."

Anna, the little girl, disappeared with alacrity,
and Mr. Sharp, -turning to his wife, said:
" Henry must have a good, warm pair of stock-

ings, or we shall have him sick on our hands."
" Well, I'll find him a pair," replied Mrs. Sharp,

going off up stairs. In the mean time, Henry still
sat with his feet in the cold water. But the pain
occasioned by the snow was nearly all gone. Mrs.
Sharp came down with the stockings, and Anna

TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS. 125

came in with the shoes at the same moment. On

lifting the child's feet from the water, the redness

and inflammation had a good deal subsided. Mrs.
Sharp rubbed them with a little sweet oil, and then

gave him the stockings to put on. He next tried

the shoes; and one pair of them fitted him very
well. But his feet were too sore and tender for

such hard shoes ; and when they were on, and tied
up around the ankles, he found that after getting up
they hurt him most dreadfully in his attempt to
walk. But he hobbled, as best he could, into the
shop.

"Throw them dirty things into the street I" were
the only words addressed to him by Sharp, who
pointed at his wet apologies for shoes and stockings,
still lying upon the floor.

Henry did as directed, but every step he took was
as if he were treading upon coals of fire. His feet,

now enveloped in a closely fitting pair of woolen
stockings, and galled by the hard and unyielding
leather of the new shoes, itched and burned with
maddening fervor.

"Here, carry this hat home." said his master, as
he came in from the street, not seeming to notice
the expression of suffering that was on his face, nor
the evident pain with which he walked.

Henry took the hat and started out. He was but a
few pacesfrom the shop, before he found that the shoes
rubbed both heels, and pressed upon them at the same
time. so hard as to produce a sensation at each step
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as if the skin were torn off. Sometimes he would stop
and wait a moment or two, until the intolerable
pain subsided, and then he would walk on again
with all the fortitude and power of endurance he
could command. In this extreme suffering, the
uppermost thought in his mind, when on the street,
kept his eyes wandering about, and scanning every
female form that came in sight, in the ever-living
hope of seeing his mother. But the sigh of disap-
pointment told too frequently, that he looked in
vain. He had not proceeded far, when the pains in
his feet became so acute that he paused, and leaned
against a tree-box, unable for a time to move for-
ward a single step. While resting thus, Doctor
R-, who had been called to visit a patient in
Lexington, came past and noticed him. There was
something about the child, although so changed
that he did not recognize him, that aroused the doc-
tor's sympathies, and he ordered his man to drive
up to the pavement and stop.

"Well, my little man, what's the matter ?" said
he, leaning out of his carriage window.

Henry looked up into his face, but did not reply
He knew Doctor R instantly. How strong a
hope sprang up in his heart-the hope of hearing
from or being taken back to his mother ! The kind-
hearted physician needed no words to tell him that
the little boy was suffering acutely. The flushed
face, the starting eye, and the corrugation of the
brow, were language which he understood as plainly
as spoken words.

"What ails you, my little boy 1" he said in a
voice of tender concern.

The feelings of Henry softened under the warmth
of true sympathy expressed in the countenance and
tone of Doctor R-, and still looking him steadily
in the face, essayed, but in vain, to answer the ques-
tion.

"Are you sick, my boy ?" asked the doctor,
with real and increasing concern for the poor
child.

"My feet hurt me so that I can hardly walk;"
replied Henry, whose tongue at last obeyed his ef-
forts to speak.

"And what ails your feet ?" asked Doctor
R

"They've been frosted, sir."
"Frosted, indeed! poor child! Well, what have

you done for them ?"
"Nothing-only I greased them sometimes at

night; and to-day my master made me stand in the
snow."

"The cruel wretch!1" muttered Doctor R-- be-
tween his teeth. "But can't you walk up as far as
the drug store at the corner, and let me see your
feet ?" continued the doctor.

"Yes, sir" replied the child, though he felt that
to take another step was almost impossible.

"You'll come right up, will you," urged the
doctor.

"Yes, sir," returned Henry, in a low voice.
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Then I'll wait for you. But come along as
quickly as you can ;" and so saying, the doctor
drove off. But he could not help glancing back,
after he had gone on about the distance of half a
square, for his heart misgave him for not having
taken the little fellow into his carriage. He soon
caught a glimpse of him on the sidewalk, slowly
and laboriously endeavoring to work his way along,
but evidently with extreme suffering. He at once
gave directions to the driver to turn back; and
taking Henry into the carriage, hurried on to the
office. The child, when lifted in, sank back upon
the seat, pale and exhausted. Doctor R asked
him no question; and when the carriage stopped,
directed the driver to carry him in. He then, with
his own hands, carefully removed his shoes and
stockings. "My poor, poor child !" said he in pity
and astonishment, on beholding the condition of
Henry's feet. .The harsh remedy prescribed by
Sharp, if the subsequent treatment had been
tender and judicious, might have been salutary ;
but, after it, to confine the boy's feet in hard, tight
new shoes, and to send him out upon the street,
was to induce a high state of inflammation, and, in
the advanced state of the chilblains, to endanger
mortification. Several of the large ulcerous cracks,
which were bleeding freely, the doctor dressed, and
then, cutting a number of short strips of adhesive
plaster, he applied them to the skin over the heel
and foot, in various directions, so- as almost com-
pletely to cover every portion of the surface.
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"How does that feel ?" he asked, looking into
Henry's face with an air of relief and satisfaction

after he had finished the first foot.1"It feels a good deal better," replied the child,

his voice and the expression of his countenance

both indicating that he no longer suffered so

excruciatingly as he had but a short time pre.
viously.

The other foot was soon dressed in the same way.
Doctor R then went back into the house and

got a .loose pair of stockings and a light pair of

shoes, belonging to one of the apothecary's children,
from their mother. These fitted Henry comfort-

ably, and when he stood down upon his feet he did

not experience any pain.
"That feels a good deal better, don't it ?" said the

doctor, smiling.
"Yes, indeed it does," and Henry looked his

gratitude; and yet, blended with that look, was an

expression that seemed to the doctor an appeal for

protection.
"You're afraid to go back now, ain't you, since

you've stayed so long ?" he asked, in a tone meant

to encourage the child's confidence.
"Indeed I am. Mr. Sharp will be almost sure to

beat me."
" What a very devil incarnate the man must be!"

muttered Dr. R to himself, taking three or four

strides across the floor. " I shall have to take the

little fellow home, and brow-beat his master, I sup-
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pose," he continued. Then addressing Henry, he
said, aloud--

"'Well, I'll take you home to him in my carriage,
and settle all that for you, my little man; so don't
be frightened."

Acting upon this resolution, Dr. R -soon drove
up before the hatter's shop, and, lifting out Henry
himself, led him into the presence of his astonished
master.

"What's the matter now?" asked the latter,
roughly, arid with a forbidding aspect of countenance.

"The matter is simply this, sir," responded
Doctor R- , firmly. "I found this little boy of
yours on the street absolutely unable to get along
a step -further; and on taking him into the drug
store above, and examining his feet, I found them
in a most shocking condition! Why, sir, in twelve
hours mortification would have commenced, when
nothing could have saved his life but the amputa-
tion of both limbs." The sober earnestness of
Doctor R caused Sharp to feel some alarm, and
he said-

"I had no idea, doctor, that he was as bad as
that."

"Well, he is, I can assure you, and it is a for-
tunate thing that I happened to come across him.
Why, I haven't seen so bad a case of chilblains
these ten years."

"What ought I to do for him, doctor ?" asked
Sharp, in real concern.

"I have done all that is necessary at present,"

replied the doctor. "But he must be suffered to
have rest; and, as you value his limbs, don't let
him be exposed to the wet or cold until his feet are

healed, and the tenderness and. soreness are both

gone."
"II shall attend to your direction, most certainly,"

said Sharp, his manner greatly changed from what
it was when the doctor came in. "But, really,
doctor," he continued, "I had no idea that there
was any danger in getting the feet a little frosted."

" The chilblains are not only extremely painful,"
replied Doctor R -, "but there is great danger,
where the feet are exposed to wet and cold, as
Henry's must have been to get in the condition
they are, of mortification supervening. That little
boy will require great care, or he will stand a
chance of being crippled for life. Good-morning !"

Poor Henry! How eagerly had he hung upo
the doctor's words; how almost agonizing had bee
his desire for even the slightest intimation that h
was remembered by the physician, to whose mi,-
taken kind offices he was indebted for the place
he held in the family of Sharp ! But all was in
vain. A dozen times he was on the eve of asking
for his mother ; but, as often, weak timidity held
him back. In the presence of his master, fear kept
him dumb. It seemed to him as if life would go
out when he saw Doctor R turn away from the
shop and enter his carriage. A deep darkness fell

upon his spirit.
15
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As Doctor R rode off in his carriage, he'
could not help congratulating himself on the good
deed he had performed. Still he did not feel
altogether satisfied about the boy. He had been so
much concerned for his distressed situation,, that
he had failed to make any inquiries of him in
regard to his friends; and for this he blamed him-
self, because it was. clear that, if the child had
friends they ought to know his condition. He
blamed himself for this thoughtlessness, and a con-
sciousness of having performed but half of his duty
to the poor boy caused a shade of concern to steal
over him, which he could not shake off.

And Henry, as he stood frightened in the shop,
felt, as the carriage-wheels rattled away, the hope
that had awakened faint and trembling in his heart,
sinking into the gloom of despair. One who- could
have told him of his mother; one who, if he had
only taken the courage to have mentioned his name,
could have taken tidings of his condition to her, or
perhaps would have carried him home, had been
beside him for half an hour, and he had not spoken
out. And now he was gone. He felt so sick and
weak that he could hardly stand.

From his sad, waking dreams he was roughly
startled by the loud, sharp voice of his mistress,
who, attracted by the strong expressions of Doctor
R , now entered the shop, exclaiming-.

"What's all this? What's that little wretch
been doing now, ha ?"
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"I wish I'd never seen him !" muttered Sharp,

but in atone that left no doubt on the mind of his
wife that something more than usually annoying
had occurred.

" What's the matter?, What's he been doing?
Not stealing, I hope; though I shouldn't wonder."

" He's sick, and you've got to take care of him,"
was the dogged answer of Sharp.

"Sick ! He looks sick, don't he ?" The tones
of the virago were full of contempt.

Any eye but hers would have seen sickness,
sorrow, suffering, and want in the pale, frightened
face of the poor boy, as he stood trembling beside
the counter, and actually clinging to it for support."

" Who was that in here, just now ?" she added.
"Doctor R-, of Boston," replied the hatter,

who knew the doctor by sight very well.
"What did he want?"
" He picked Henry up in the street and took him

over to the drug store at the corner. Then he
brought him home in his carriage. He says that
he must be taken care of, or he will become a
cripple; that it's the worst case of chilblains he
ever saw; and that his feet are in danger of
mortification."

"I don't believe a word of it.( Here! you go off
up-stairs," speaking sharply, and with a threatening
look, to the child. "I'd like to know what business
he' has to come here, meddling in affairs that don't
concern him."
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Henry, thus spoken to, let go of the counter, by
which he was sustaining himself, and attempted to
move toward the door. As he did so, his face grew
deadly pale. He staggered across the shop, fell
against the wall, and then sank down upon the
floor. Mrs. Sharp sprang toward him, not with
any humane intention, we are sorry to say ; but,
ere she had grasped the boy's arm, and given him
the purposed jerk, the sight of his ashen, lifeless
face prevented the outrage. Exhausted nature
could bear nothing more, and protected herself in a
temporary suspension of her power. Henry had
fainted, and it was well that it was so. The fact
was a stronger argument in his favor than any ex-
ternal exhibition of suffering that culd have been
given.

The hatter and his wife were both alarmed at an
event so unexpected by either of them. Henry was
quickly removed to a chamber, and every effort
made to restore him. It was not a very long time
before the machinery of life was again in motion;
its action, however, was feeble, as even his op-
pressors could see. Self-interest, and fear of conse-
quences, if not humanity, prompted more considera.
tion for the boy, and secured for him a few days
respite. After that, the oppressed and his oppressors
assumed their old relations.
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CHAPTER IX.

LIZZY GLENN FINDS IN MRS. GASTON

. FRIEND.

AN OLD

"I DON'T think I've seen any thing of Lizzy
Glenn for a week," remarked Berlaps to his man

Michael one day during the latter part of December.
"Has she any thing out ?"

"Yes. She has four of our finest shirts."
"How long since she took them away ?"
"It's over a week-nearly ten days."
"Indeed ! Then she ought to be looked after.

It certainly hasn't taken her all this time to make
four shirts."

" Well, I don't know. She gets along, somehow,
poorly enough," replied Michael. "She's often been
a whole week making four of them."

While, this conversation was going on, the subject
of it entered. She came in with a slow, feeble step,
and leaned against the counter as she lpid down the
bundle of work she had brought with her. Her
half-withdrawn vail showed her face to be very

pale, and her eyes much sunken. A deep, jarring
cough convulsed her frame for a moment or two,
causing her to place her hand almost involuntarily

upon her breast, as if she suffered pain there.

I1

I
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"It's a good while since you took these shirts
out, Lizzy," said Berlaps, in a tone meant to re-
prove her for the slowness with which she worked.

"Yes, it is," she replied, in a low, sad tone. "I
can't get along very fast. I have a constant pain
in my side. And there are other reasons."

The last sentence was spoken only half aloud,
but sufficiently distinct for Berlaps to hear it.

"I don't expect my workwomen," he said a little
sharply, "to have any reasons for not finishing my
work in good season, and bringing it in promptly.

Ten days to four shirts is unpardonable. You
can't earn your salt at that."

The young woman made no reply to this, but
stood with her eyes drooping to the floor, and her
hands leaning hard upon the counter to support
herself.

Berlaps then commenced examining the shirts.
The result of this examination seemed to soften
him a little. No wonder; they were made fully
equal to those for which regular shirt-makers re-
ceive from seventy-five cents to a dollar a piece.

"Don't you think you can make five such as
these in a week-or even six ?" he asked, in a some,
what changed tone.

"I'm afraid not," was the reply. "There's .a
good day's work on each one of them, and I cannot
possibly sit longer than a few hours at a time.
And, besides, there are two or three hours of every
day that I must attend to other duties."

"Well, if you. can't I suppose you can't," said
the tailor, in a disappointed, half- offended tone, and
turned away from the counter and walked back to
his desk, from which he called out to his salesman,
after he had stood there for about a minute-

"Pay her for them, Michael, and if you have any
more ready give her another lot."

Since the sharp rebuke given by Mr. Perkins,
Michael had treated Lizzy with less vulgar as-
surance. Sometimes he would endeavor to sport a
light word with her, but she never replied, nor
seemed to notice his freedom in the least. This
uniform, dignified reserve, so different from the
demeanor of most of the girls who worked for
them, coupled with the manner of Perkins's inter-
ference for her, inspired in his mind a feeling of
respect for the stranger, which became her pro-
tection from his impertinences. On this occasion,
he merely asked her how many she would .have,
andon receiving her answer, handed her the num-
ber of shirts she desired.

As she turned to go out, Mrs. Gaston, who had
just entered, stood near, with her eyes fixed upon
her. She started as she looked into her face. In-
deed, both looked surprised, excited, then confused,
and let their eyes fall to the floor. They seemed
for a moment to have identified each other, and
then to have become instantly conscious that they
were nothing but strangers-that such an identifi-
cation was impossible. An audible sigh escaped

C
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Lizzy Glenn, as she passed slowly out and left the
store. As she reached the pavement, she turned
and looked back at Mrs. Gaston. Their eyes again
met for an instant.

"Who is that young woman?" asked Mrs.
Gaston.

"Her name is Lizzy Glenn," replied Michael.
"Do you know any thing about her ?"-

"Nothing-only that she's a proud, stiff kind of
a creature; though what she has to be proud of, is
more than I can tell."

"How long has she been working for you ?"

" A couple of months or so, if I recollect
rightly."

"'Where does she live ?" was Mrs. Gaston's next
question.

Michael gave her the direction, and then their
intercourse had entire reference to business.

After the subject of this brief conversation be-
tween Mrs. Gaston and Michael left the store of Mr.
Berlaps, she walked slowly in the direction of her
temporary home, which was, as has before been
mentioned, in an obscure street at the north end.
It consisted of a small room, in an old brick house,'
which had been made by running a rough partition
through the centre of the front room in the second
story, and then intersecting this partition on one
side by another partition, so as to make three small
rooms out of one large one. These partitions did
not reach more than two-thirds of the distance to
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the ceiling, thus leaving a free circulation of air in
the upper and unobstructed portion of the room.
As the house stood upon a corner, and contained
windows both in front and on the end, each room
had a window. The whole were heated by one
large stove. For the little room that Lizzy Glenn
occupied, including fire, she paid seventy-five cents
a week. But, as the house was old, the windows
open, and the room that had been cut up into
smaller ones a large one; and, moreover, as the per-
son who let them and supplied fuel for the stove
took good care to see that an undue quantity of
this fuel was not burned she rarely found the tem-
perature of her apartment high enough to be com-
fortable. Those who occupied the other two rooms,
in each of which, like her own, was a bed, a couple
of chairs, and a table, with a small looking-glass,
were seamstresses, who were compelled, as she was,
to earn a scanty subsistence by working for the
slop-shops. But they could work many more hours
than she could, and consequently earned more
money than she was able to do. Her food-the
small portion she consumed-she provided herself,
and prepared it at the stove, which was common
property.

On returning from the tailor's, as has been seen,
she laid her bundle of w9rk upon the bed, and
seated herself with a thoughtful air, resting her head
upon her hand. The more she thought, the more
she seemed disturbed; and finally arose, and com-
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menced walking the floor slowly. Suddenly paus-
ing, at length she sighed heavily, and went to the
bed upon which lay her work, took it up, unrolled
the bundle, and seating herself by the table, entered
once more upon her daily toil. But her mind was
too much disturbed, from some cause, to permit her
to pursue her work steadily. In a little while she
laid aside the garment upon which she had begun
to sew, and, leaning forward, rested her head upon
the table, sighing heavily as she did so, and press-
ing one hand hard against her side, as if to relieve
pain. A tap at the door aroused her from this
state of abstraction. As she turned, the door was
quietly opened, and the woman she had seen at the
tailor's a short time before,. entered. She started
to her feet at this unexpected apparition, and gazed,
with a look of surprise, inquiry, and hope, upon
her visitor.

"Can it be Mrs. Gaston ? But no! no !" and the
young creature shook her head mournfully.

"Eugenia 1" exclaimed Mrs. Gaston, springing
forward, and instantly the two were locked in each
other's arms, and clinging together with convulsive
eagerness.

"But no, no ! It cannot be my own Eugenia,"
said Mrs. Gaston, slowly disengaging herself, and
holding the young woman from her, while she read
over every feature of her pale, thin face. "Surely
I am in a strange dream !"

"Yes, I am your own Eugenia Ballantine ! my

more than mother ! Or, the wreck of her, which a
wave of life's ever restless ocean has heaved upon
the shore."

"Eugenia Ballantine ! How can it be ! Lost
years ago at sea, how can she be in this room, and
in-this condition! It is impossible ! And yet you
are, you must be, my own dear Eugenia."

"I am! I am 1" sobbed the maiden, leaning her
head upon the bosom of Mrs. Gaston, and weeping
until tears fell in large drops upon the floor.

" But the sea gives not up its dead," said Mrs.
Gaston, in a doubting, bewildered tone.

" True-but the sea never claimed me as a
victim."

"And your father ?"
The maiden's face flushed a moment, while a

shade of anguish passed over it.
" At another time, I will tell you all. My mind

is now too much agitated and confused. But why
do I find you here? And more than all, why as a
poor seamstress, toiling for little more than a crust of
bread and a cup of water? Where is your hus-
band? Where are your children ?"

"Three years ago," replied Mrs. Gaston, "we re-
moved to this city. My husband entered into busi-
ness, and was unsuccessful. He lost every thing,
and about a year ago died, leaving me destitute.
I have struggled on, since then, the best I could,
but to little purpose. The pittance I have been
able to earn at the miserable prices we are paid by
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the tailors has scarcely sufficed to keep my children
from starving. But one of them"-and the mother's
voice trembled-" my sweet Ella! was not permitted
to remain with me, when I could no longer provide
things comfortable for my little ones. A few short
weeks ago, she was taken away to a better world.
It was a hard trial, but I would not have her back
again. And Henry, the dear boy, you remember
-I have been forced to let him go from my side
out into the world. I have neither seen nor heard
from him since I parted with him. Emma alone
remains."

Mrs. Gaston's feelings so overcame her at this re-
lation, that she wept and sobbed for some time.

"But, my dear Eugenia !-my child that I loved
so tenderly, and have so long mourned as lost," she
said, at length, drawing her arm affectionately
around Miss Ballantine, "in better and happier
times, we made one household for more than five
pleasant years. Let us not be separated now, when
there are clouds over our heads and sorrow on our
paths. Together we shall be able to bear up better
and longer than when separated. I have a room,
into which I moved a week since, that is pleasanter
than this. One room, one bed, one fire, and one
light, will do for two as well as one. We shall be
better able to contend with our lot together. Will
you come with me, Eugenia ?"

" Will I not, Mrs. Gaston ? Oh, to be once more
with you! To have one who can love me as you
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will love me ! One to whom I can unburden my
heart--Oh, I shall be too happy !"

And the poor creature hung upon the neck of her

maternal friend, and wept aloud.
" Then come at once," said Mrs. Gaston. "You

have nothing to keep you here ?"
"No, nothing," replied Eugenia.
"I will get some one to take your trunk." And

Mrs. Gaston turned away and left the room. In a

little while, she came back with a man, who removed
the trunk to her humble dwelling-place. Thence

we will follow them.
"And now, my dear Eugenia," said Mrs. Gaston,

after they had become settled down, and their minds

had assumed a more even flow, "clear up to me

this strange mystery. Why are you here, and in

this destitute condition? How did you escape
death? Tell me all, or I shall still think myself
only in the bewildering mazes of a dream."
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CHAPTER X.

LIZZY GLENN'S NARRATIVE TO MRS. GASTON.

WITHOUT venturing the remotest allusion to her
parting with her lover, Miss Ballantine commenced
her narrative by saying-

"When I left New York with my father, for
New Orleans, no voyage could have promised fairer.
Mild, sunny weather, with good breezes and a
noble ship, that scarcely seemed to feel the deep
swell of the ocean, bore us pleasantly on toward the
desired port. But, when only five days out, an
awful calamity befel us. One night I was awakened
from sleep by a terrific crash; and in a little while
the startling cry of 'The ship's on fire!1' thrilled upon
my ear, and sent an icy shudder to my heart. I
arose from my berth, and put on my clothes hastily.
By this time my father had come, dreadfully agi-
tated, into the cabin; and while his own lips quivered;
and his own voice trembled, he endeavored to quiet
my fears, by telling me that there was no danger;
that the ship had been struck with lightning; but
that the Are occasioned thereby would readily be
put out.

" When I ascended to the deck, however, I saw

that we had little to hope for. While the masts
and rigging were all enveloped in flame, a dense

smoke was rising from the hold, indicating that the

electric fluid, in its descent through the ship, had

come in contact with something in the cargo that
was highly combustible. Passengers and crew stood

looking on with pale, horror-stricken faces. But

the captain, a man of self-possession, aroused all

from their lethargy by ordering, in a loud, clear14 .voice, the masts and rigging to be cut away instantly.
This order was obeyed. Over went, crashing and

hissing, three noble masts, with their wealth of can-

vas, all enveloped in flames, quenching the heaven-
enkindled fires in the ocean. Then all was breath-

less and silent as the grave for some moments, when

a broad flash lit up the air, and revealed, for an in-

stant, the dismantled deck upon which we stood,

followed by a pealing crash that made the ship

tremble. The deep silence that succeeded was

broken by the voice of the captain. His tones were

cheerful and confident.
"'All will now be well !' he cried. 'We are

saved from fire, and our good hull will bear us

safely up until we meet a passing ship.'

"'But there is fire below, captain,' said one.

"'It cannot burn without air,' he replied, in the

same tone of confidence. 'We will keep the hatches

closed and sealed; and it must go out.'
"This took a load from my bosom. I saw that

what he said was reasonable. But when daylight
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came, it showed the smoke oozing out through every

crevice in the deck.. The floors, too, were hot to

the feet, and indicated an advanced state of the fire

within. All was again terror and confusion, but

our captain still remained self-possessed. He saw

that every hope of saving the ship was gone; and

at once ordered all the boats made ready, and well

stored with provisions. To the first and second

mates,. with a portion of the crew, he assigned two

of the boats, and in the third and largest he em-

barked himself with four stout men and the passen-

gers, twelve in all. The sky was still overcast with'

clouds, and the sea rolled heavily from the effects

of the brief but severe storm that had raged in the

night. Pushing off from the doomed vessel, we
lingered near for a couple of hours to see what her

fate would be. At the end of that time, the dense
smoke which had nearly hidden her from our view,

suddenly became one enveloping mass of flame. It
was a beautiful, yet appalling sight, to see that noble
vessel thus burning upon the breast of the sea!
For nearly an hour her form, sheeted in fire, stood
out distinctly against the face of the sky, and then
she went down, and left only a few charred and
mutilated fragments afloat upon the surface to tell
of her doom.

"During the night that followed, it stormed terri-
bly, and in it our boat was separated from the other
two. We never met again, and for- all I have ever
learned to the contrary, those that were saved in

them from the burning ship perished from hunger,
or were overwhelmed by some eager wave of the
ocean.

"The four men of the ship's crew, with the cap-
tain and male passengers, labored alternately at the
oars, but with little effect. Heavy seas, and con-
tinued stormy weather, rendered of little avail all
efforts to make much headway toward any port.
Oir main hope was that of meeting with some ves-
sel. But this hope mocked us day after day. No
ship showed her white sails upon the broad expanse
of waters that stretched, far as the eye could reach,
in all directions. Thus ten days passed, and our
provisions and water were nearly exhausted. Three
of the passengers had become already very ill, and

all of.us were more or less sick from exposure to
the rain and sea. On the twelfth day, two of our
number died and were cast overboard. Others be-
came sick, and by the time we had been floating
about thus for the space of twenty days, only four
of the twelve remained. Most of them died with a
raging fever. The captain was among the number,

and there was now no one to whom we could look
with confidence. My father still lived, though ex-
ceedingly ill. Our companions were now reduced
to a young man and his sister.

" A bag of biscuit still remained, and a small por-
tion of water. Of this, none but myself could eat.
The rest were too sick. Three days more passed,
and I was alone with my father ! The brother and
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his sister died, and with my own hands I had to
consign them to'their grave in the sea. I need not
attempt to give any true idea of my feelings when
I found myself thus alone, with my father just on
the brink of death, afar in the midst of the ocean.
He was unconscious; and I felt that I was on the
verge of delirium. A strong fever made the blood
rush wildly through my veins, causing my temples
to throb as if they would burst. From about this
time consciousness forsook me. I can recollect
little more until I found myself lying in a berth, on
board of a strange vessel. I was feeble as an infant. A
man, with the aspect of a foreigner, sat near me. He
spoke to me, but in a foreign tongue. I understood,
and could speak French, Spanish, and Italian;, but
I had never studied German, and this man was a
Hollander. Of course, I understood but a' word
here and there, and not sufficient to gain any intel-
ligence from what he said, or to make him compre-
hend me, except when I asked for my father. Then
he understood me, and pointing across the cabin,
gave m0, to know that my father was with me in the
the ship, though very sick.

"Small portions of nourishing food were now
offered at frequent intervals; and, as my appetite
came back keenly, and I took the scanty supply
that was allowed me,.I gradually gained strength.
In a week I was able to leave my berth, and to
walk, with the assistance of the captain of the ves-
sel, for he it was whom I had first seen on the re-
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storation of consciousness, to the state-room in
which my father lay. Oh! how he had changed!

I hardly recognized him. His face-had grown long

and thin, his eyes were sunken far back in his head,
and his hair, that had been scarcely touched with
the frosts of age when we left New York, was white!
He did not know me, although he looked me feebly
in the face. The sound of my voice seemed to rouse
him a little, but he only looked at me with a more
earnest gaze, and then closed his eyes. From this
time I was his constant nurse, and was soon blessed
with finding him gradually recovering. But as
health came back to his body, it was too appall-
ingly visible that his reason had been shattered.
He soon came to know me, to speak to me, and to
caress me, with-more than his usual fondness; but
his mind was--alas ! too evidently-imbecile. As
this state of mental alienation showed itself more
and more distinctly, on his gradually acquiring
physical strength, it seemed as if the painful fact
would kill me. But we are formed to endure great
extremes of bodily and mental anguish. The bow
will bend far before it breaks.

"After I had recovered so as to leave my berth
entirely, and when, I suppose, the captain thought
it would be safe to question me, he brought a map,
and indicated plainly enough that he wished me to
point out the country I was from. I laid my hand
upon the United States. He looked surprised. I
glanced around at the ship, and then pointed to the
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map with a look of inquiry. He placed his finger
near the Island of St. Helena. It was now my turn
to look surprised. By signs I wished him to tell
me how we should get back; and he indicated,
plainly enough, that he would put us on board of
the first vessel he met that was returning either to
Europe or the United States, or else would leave us
at the Cape of Good Hope. But day after day
passed, and we met no returning vessel. Before we
reached the Cape, a most terrific storm came on,
which continued many days, in which the ship lost
two of her masts, and was driven far south. It
seemed to me as if my father and I had been doomed
to perish in the ocean, and the sea would not, there-
fore, relinquish its prey. It was ten or twelve days
before the storm had sufficiently abated to leave the
vessel manageable in the hands of the captain and
crew, and then the captain's reckoning was gone.
He could get his latitude correctly, but not his
longitude, except by a remote approximation. His
first observation, when the sky gave an opportu-
nity, showed us to be in latitude forty-five degrees
south. This he explained to me, and also the im-
practicability of now making the Cape, pointing out
upon the map the Swan River Settlement in Aus-
tralia as the point he should endeavor first to make.
A. heavy ship, with but one mast, made but slow
progress. On -the third day another storm over-
took us, and we were driven before the gale at a
furious rate. That night our vessel stuck and went
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to pieces. Six of us escaped, my father among the
rest, and the captain, in a boat, and were thrown
upon the shore of an uninhabited island. In the
morning there lay floating in a little protected cove

of the island barrels of provisions, as pork, fish,
bread, and flour, with chests, and numerous frag-
ments of the ship, and portions of her cargo. The
captain and sailors at once set about securing all
that could possibly be rescued from the water, and
succeeded in.getting provisions and clothing enough
to last all of us for many months, if, unfortunately,
we should not earlier be relieved from our dreadful
situation. My father had become strong enough to
go about and take care of himself, but his mind was
feebler, and he seemed more like an old man in his

second childhood than one in the prime of life as he
was. He was not troublesome to any one, nor was
there any fear of trusting him by himself. He was

only like an imbecile old man-and such even the
captain thought him.

"A. thing which I failed to mention in its place,
I might as well allude to here. On recovery from
that state of physical exhaustion in which the
humane captain of the Dutch East Indiaman had
found me, my hand rested accidentally upon the
pocket of my father's coat, which hung up in the

state-room that had been assigned to them. His
pocket-book was there. It instantly occurred to
me to examine it, and see how much money it con-
tained, for I knew that, unless we had money, be.
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fore getting back, we would be subjected to incon-
venience, annoyance, and great privation; and as
my father seemed to be so weak in mind, all the
care of providing for our comfort, I saw, would
devolve upon me. I instantly removed the pocket-
book, which was large. I found a purse in the
same pocket, and took that also. With these I re-
tired into my own state-room, and fastening the
door inside, commenced an examination of their
contents. The purse contained twenty eagles; and
in the apartments of the pocket-book were ten
eagles more, making three hundred dollars in gold.
In bank bills there were five of one thousand dol-
lars each, ten of one hundred dollars, and about two
hundred dollars in smaller amounts, all of New
York city banks. These I took and carefully
sewed up in one of my under garments, and also
did the same with the gold. I mention this, as it
bears with importance upon our subsequent history.

"A temporary shelter was erected; a large pole
with a white flag fastened to it, as a signal to any
passing vessel, was set up;, and the captain, with
two of his men, set out to explore the island. They
were gone for two days. On returning, they re-
ported no inhabitants, but plenty of good game, if
any way could be devised to take it. No vessel
appearing, after the lapse of some twelve or fifteen
days, the men. set about building for us a more
comfortable place of shelter. One of these men
had been a carpenter, and as an axe and saw, and
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some few tools, had come ashore on pieces of the
wreck, and in chests, he was enabled to put up a
very comfortable tenement, with an apartment for

me partitioned off from the main room.

" Here we remained for I can scarcely tell how
long. It was, I believe, for about a year and a
half; during which time two of the men died, and
our party was reduced to four. About this period,
when all of us began to feel sick from hope deferred,
and almost to wish that we might die, a heavy

storm came up, with wind from the north-west, and
blew heavily for three or four days. On the morn-
ing of the fourth day, when the wind had subsided,
a vessel, driven out of her course, was seen within
a few leagues of the land. Signals were instantly
made, and our eyes gladdened by the sight of a

boat which was put off from the ship. In this we

soon embarked, and, with a sensation of wild
delight, found ourselves once more treading the
deck of a good vessel. She was an English mer-

chantman, bound for Canton. We made a quick
passage to that port, where we found a vessel just
ready to sail for Liverpool. In this I embarked,
with my father, who still remained in the same
sad state of mental derangement. No incident,
worthy of referring to now, occurred on our passage
to Liverpool, whence we embarked for New Orleans,
at which place we arrived, after having been absent
from our native land for the long space of nearly
three years! How different were my feelings, my
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hopes, my heart, on the day I returned to that city
eight years from the time I left it as a gay child,
with the world all new and bright and beautiful
before me ! I need not draw the contrast. Your
own thoughts can do that vividly enough.

"You can scarcely imagine the eagerness with
which I looked forward to an arrival in my native
city. We had friends there, and a fortune, and I
fed my heart with the pleasing hope that skillful
physicians would awaken my father's slumbering
reason into renewed and healthy activity. Arrived
there at last, we took lodgings at a hotel, where I
wrote a brief note to my father's partner, in whose
hands all the business had been, of course, during
our absence, stating a few facts as to our long ab-
sence and asking him to attend upon us imme-
diately. After dispatching this note, I waited in
almost breathless expectation, looking every moment
to see Mr. Paralette enter. But hour after hour
passed, and no one came. Then I sent notes to two
or three of my father's friends, whom I recollected,
but met with \io response during.the day. All this
strange indifference was incomprehensible to me.
It was, in part, explained to my mind on the next
morning, when one of the persons to whom I had
written called, and was shown up into our parlor
by request. There was a coldness and reserve
about him, combined with a too evident suspicion
that it was not all as I had said. That my father
was not Mr. Ballantine, nor I his daughter-but

I
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both, in fact, impostors!1 And certain it is that the
white-headed imbecile old man bore but little re-

semblance to the fine, manly, robust form, which

my father presented three years before. The visitor

questioned and cross-questioned me; and failed not

to hint at what seemed to him discrepancies, and
even impossibilities in my story. I felt indignant
at this; at the same time my heart sank at the sud-

denly flashing conviction that, after all our suffer-

ings and long weary exile from our home, we

should find ourselves but strangers in the land
of our birth-be even repulsed from our own

homestead.
"Our visitor retired after an interview of about

half an hour, giving me to understand pretty
plainly that he thought both my father and myself
impostors. His departure left me faint and sick at
heart. But from this state I aroused myself, after
a while, and determined to go and see Mr. Paralette
at once. A servant called a carriage, and I ordered
the driver to take me to the store of Ballantine &
Paralette.

"'There is no such firm now, madam,' he said;
'Mr. Ballantine was lost at sea some years ago. It
is Paralette & Co. now.'

"'Drive me there, then,' I said, in a choking

voice.
"In a few minutes the carriage stopped at the

place I had designated, and I entered the store

formerly kept by.my father. Though I had been
18
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absent for eight years, yet every thing looked
familiar, and nothing more familiar than the face
of Mr. Paralette, my father's partner. I advanced
to meet him with a quick step; but his look of un-
recognition, and the instant remembrance that he
had not attended to my note, and moreover that it
had been plainly hinted to me that I was an im-
postor, made me hesitate, and my whole manner to
become confused.

"'Eugenia Ballantine is my name,' said I, in a
quivering voice. 'I dropped you a note yesterday,
informing you that my father and I had returned
to the city.'

" He looked at me a moment with a calm, severe,
scrutinizing gaze, and then said-

"'Yes, I received your note, and have this
moment seen Mr. ,who called upon you.
And he corroborates the instant suspicion I had
that your story could not be correct. He tells me
that the man whom you call your father resembles
Moses a great deal more than he does the late Mr.
Ballantine. So you see, madam, that your story
won't go for any thing here.'

"There was something cold and sneering in the
tone, manner, and expression of Mr. Paralette that
completely broke me down. I saw, in an instant,
that my case was hopeless, at least for the time. I
was a lone, weak woman, and during an absence of
eight years from my native city, I had grown up
from a slender girl into a tall woman, and had,

from suffering and privation, been greatly changed,
and my countenance marred even ince I had
attained the age of womanhood. Under these cir-
cumstances, with my father changed so that no one

could recognize him, I felt thai to make my strange
story believed would be impossibl&. From the

presence of Mr. Paralette I retired, and went back
to the hofel, feeling as if my heart would break.

Oh, it was dreadful to be thus repulsed, and at

home, too ! I tried only twice more to make my
story believed; failing in these efforts, I turned all

my thoughts toward the restoration of my father
to mental health, believing that, when this was done,

he, as a man, could resume his own place and his true
position. I had over six thousand dollars of the

money I had taken from my father's pocket-book,
and which I had always kept so completely con-
cealed about my person, that no one had the least

suspicion of it. Five thousand of this I deposited
on interest, and with the residue took a small house
in the suburbs of the city, which I furnished plainly,
and removed into it with my father. I then em-

ployed two of the most skillful physicians in the

city, and placed him in their hands, studiously con-
cealing from them our real names and history. For

eighteen months he was under medical treatment,
and for at least six months of that time in a private
insane hospital. But all to no effect. Severe or

lenient treatment all ended in the same result. He
continued a simple, harmless old man, fond of me
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as a child is of his mother, and looking up to and
confiding in me for every thing.

"At the end of the period I have indicated, I
found my means had become reduced to about
three thousand dollars. This awoke in my bosom
a new cause of anxiety. If my father should not
recover his reason in two or three years, I would
have nothing upon which to support him, and be
compelled to see him taken to some public institu-
tion for the insane, there to be treated without that
tenderness and. regard which a daughter can exer-
cise toward her parent. This fear haunted me
terribly.

"It was near the end of the period I have named,.
that I met with an account of the Massachusetts
Insane Hospital, situated in Charlestown in this
State. I was pleased with the manner in which
patients were represented to be treated, and found
that, by investing in Boston the balance of my little
property, the income would be sufficient to pay for
my father's maintenance there. As for myself, I
had no fear but that with my needle, or in some other
way, I could easily earn enough to supply my own
limited wants. A long conference with one of the
physicians who had attended my father, raised my
hopes greatly as to the benefits which might result
from his being placed in an institution so well con-
ducted.

"As soon as this idea had become fully formed
in my mind, I sold off all our little stock of furni-

ture, and with the meager supply of clothing to
which I had limited myself, ventured once more to
try the perils of the sea. After a quick passage, we
arrived in Boston. My father I at once had placed
in the asylum, after having invested nearly every
dollar I had in bank stock, the dividends from
which were guaranteed to the institution for his
support, so long as he remained one of its inmates.
This was early in the last fall. I had then but a
few dollars left, and no income. I was in a strange
city, dependent entirely upon my own resources.
And what were they? 'What am I to do? Where
am I to go for employment ?' were questions I found
hard indeed to answer. Twenty dollars were all I
possessed in the world; and this sum, at a hotel,
would not last me, I knew, over two or three weeks.
I therefore sought out a private boarding-house,
where, under an assumed name, I got a room and
my board for two dollars a week. Thewoman who
kept the boarding-house, and to whom I communi-
cated my wish to get sewing, gave me half a dozen
plain shirts to make for her husband, for which I
received fifty cents each. This was all the work I
obtained during the first two weeks I was in the
house, and it yielded me only three dollars, when
my boarding cost me four. I felt a good deal dis-
couraged after that. I knew no one to whom I

could go for work--and the woman with whom I
boarded could not recommend me to any place, ex-
cept to the clothing-stores: but they, she said, paid

wj + I
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so badly that she would not advise me to go there,
for I could not earn much over half what it would
cost me for my board. Still, she added, 'half a loaf
is better than no bread.' I felt that there was truth
in this last remark, and, therefore, after getting the
direction of a clothing-store, I went there and got a
few pairs of coarse trowsers. This kind of work
was new to me. In my ignorance, I made some por-
tion of them wrong, for which I received abuse from
the owner of the shop, and no money. He was
not going, he said, to pay me for having his work

spoiled.
"Dreadfully disheartened, I returned to my lodg.

ings, and set myself to ponder over some other
means of support. I had been, while at school, one
of the best French and Spanish scholars in the semi-
nary. I had also given great attention to music,
and could have taught it as skillfully as.our musical
professor. But five years had passed since I touched

the keys of a piano or harp, and I had not, during
that time, spoken a dozen words in any language
except my native tongue. And, even if I had re-
tained all my former skill and proficiency, my ap-
pearance was not such as to guarantee me, as a per-
feet stranger, any favorable reception either from
private families or schools. So anxious had I been
to make the remnant of my father's property, which
a kind Providence had spared to us, meet our ex-
treme need, that I denied myself every thing that I

could possibly do without. Having no occasion to

2

go into society, for no one would recognize me as
Eugenia Ballantine, I had paid little regard to my
external appearance, so far as elegant and fashion-
able apparel was concerned. I bought sparingly,
and chose only plain and cheap articles. My clothes
were, therefore, not of a kind, as you may yourself
see, to give me, so far as they were concerned, a
passport to consideration.

"As two dollars a week would, I knew, in a very
short time, exhaust my little stock of money, I de-
termined to try and rent a room somewhere, at the
lowest possible rate, and buy my own food. I eat
but a little, and felt sure that, by making this ar-
rangement, I could subsist on one dollar a week
instead of two, and this much it seemed as if I must
be able to earn at something or other. On the day
after I formed this resolution I met, in my walks
about the city for the purpose, with the room where
you found me, for which I paid seventy-five cents
a week. There I removed, and managed to live on
about one dollar and a quarter a week, which sum,
or, at the worst, seventy-five cents or a dollar a
week, I have since earned at making fine shirts for
Mr. Berlaps at twenty-five cents each. I could have
done better than that, but every day I visit my
father, and this occupies from two to three hours."

"And how is your father ?" asked Mrs. Gaston,
wiping her tearful eyes, as Eugenia paused, on end-
ing her narrative.

"He seems calmer, and much more serious and
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apparently thoughtful since he has been in this

institution," Eugenia replied, with something of

cheerfulness in her tone. " He does not greet my

coning, as he did at first, with childish pleasure,

but looks at me gravely, yet with tenderness, when

I enter; and, when I go away, he always asks if I

will 'come again to-morrow.' He did not do this

at first."
"But have you not written to Mr. Perkins since

your return?" asked Mrs. Gaston.

Eugenia became instantly pale and agitated.

But, recovering herself with an effort, she simply

replied-
" How could I? To him I had,.years before,

been lost in the sea. I could not exist in his mind,

except as one in the world of spirits. And how did

I, when I came back, or how do I know now, that

he has not found another to fill that place in his

heart which I once occupied? On this subject I

dared make no inquiry. And, even if this were not

the case, I am not as I was. I had fortune and

social standing when he wooed and won me. Now

I am in comparative indigence, and branded as an

impostor in my native city. If none recognized

and received us in our own home, how could

I expect him to do so? And to have been spurned

as a mere pretender by him would have broken my

heart at once."
Eugenia was greatly moved by this allusion to

her former lover and affianced husband. The sub-
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ject was one upon which she had never allowed
herself to think, except compulsorily, and but for
a few moments at a time. She could not bear
it. After a silence of some moments, Mrs. Gaston
said-

"I have not met with or heard of Mr. Perkins
for some years. He remained in Troy about six
months after you went away, and, during that
period, I saw him very frequently. Your loss
seemed, for a time, as if it would destroy his reason.
I never saw any one suffer such keen mental dis-
tress as he did. The fearful uncertainty -that hung
around your fate racked his mind with the intens-
est anguish. At the end of the time I have men-
tioned, he went to New York, and, I was told, left

-that city a year afterward; but, whether it is so or
not, I never learned. Indeed, I am entirely ignor-
ant as to whether he is now alive or dead. For
years I have neither heard of him nor seen him."

Eugenia w pt bitterly when Mrs. Gaston ceased
speaking. She did not reply, but sat for a long
time with her hand partly concealing her face, her
whole body trembling nervously, and the tears fall-
ing fast from her eyes. From this excitement and
agitation, consequent upon a reference to the past,
she gradually recovered, and then Mrs. Gaston re-
lated, in turn, her trials and afflictions since their
separation so many years before. These we will
not now record for the reader, but hurry on to the
conclusion of our narrative.
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By a union of their efforts, Mrs. Gaston and

Eugenia were enabled, though to do so required

them to toil with unremitting diligence, to secure

more comforts-to say.nothing of the mutual

strength and consolation they received from each

other-than either could have' possibly obtained

alone. The rent of a room, and the expense of an

extra light, were saved, and this was important

where every cent had to be laid out with the most

thoughtful economy. Eugenia no longer went out,
except to visit her father. Mrs. Gaston brought

home as much work from the shop as both of them

could do, and received the money for it when it was

done, which all went into a common fund. Thus,

the time wore on, Eugenia feeling happier than she

had felt for many weary years. Mrs. Gaston had

been a mother to her while she lived in Troy, and
Eugenia entertained for her a deep affection. Their

changed lot, hard and painful though it was, drew

them closer together, and united them in a bond of
mutual tenderness.

New Year's day at last came, and the mother,

who had looked forward so anxiously for its arrival,
that she might see her boy once more, felt happier
in the prospect of meeting him than she had been

for a long time. Since his departure, she had not

heard a single word from him, which caused her to

feel painfully anxious. But this day was to put an

end to her mind's prolonged and painful suspense

in regard to him. From about nine o'clock in the

i

h

morning, she began to look momently for his ar-
rival. But the time slowly wore on, and yet he did
not come. Ten, eleven, twelve, one o'clock came
and went, and the boy was still absent from his
mother, whose heart yearned to see his fair face, and
to hear his voice, so pleasant to her ear, with un-
utterable longings. But still the hours went by-
two, three, four, and then the dusky twilight began
to fall, bringing with it the heart-aching assurance
that her boy would not come home. The tears,
which she had restrained all day, now flowed freely,
and her over-excited feelings gave way to a gush
of bitter grief. The next day came and went, and
the next, and the next-but there was no word
from Henry. And thus the days followed each
other, until the severe month of January passed
away. So anxious and excited did the poor mother
now become, that she could remain passive no
longer. She must see or hear from her child. Doc-
tor R-had obtained him his place, and to him
she repaired.

"But haven't you seen your little boy since he
went to Lexington ?" the doctor asked, in some
surprise.

"Indeed, I have not; and Mr. Sharp promised
to. bring him home on New Year's day," replied
the mother.

"Mr. Sharp I Mr. Sharp 1" ejaculated the doctor,
thoughtfully. "Is that the name of the man who
has your son ?,"
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"Yes, sir. That is his name."
Doctor R arose and took two or three turns

across the floor at this, and, then resuming his seat,
said--

You shall see your son to-morrow, Mrs. Gaston.
I will myself go to Lexington and bring him home.
I had no idea that the man had not kept his
promise with you. And, as I got Henry the place,
I must see that his master is as good as his word
in regard to, him."

With this assurance, Mrs. Gaston returned home,
and with a lighter heart.
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CHAPTER XI.

PERKINS ANXIOUSLY SEEKS LIZZY GLENN.

ONE morning, a few days after the young man
named Perkins had related to his friend the history

of his attachment to-Miss Ballantine and his sub-

sequent bereavement, he opened a letter which came

by mail, among several relating to business, post-

marked New Orleans. It was from an old friend,

who had settled there. Among other matters, was

this paragraph
"I heard something the other day that surprised

me a good deal, and, as it relates to a subject in

which no one can feel a deeper interest than your-

self, I have thought it right to mention it. It is

said that, about a year and a half ago, a young

woman and her father suddenly made their appear-

ance here, and claimed to be Mr. and Miss Ballan-

tine. Their story, or rather the story of the

daughter (for the father, it is -said, was out of his

mind), was that the ship in which they sailed from
New York had been burned at sea, and that a few

of the passengers had been saved in a boat, which

floated about until all died but herself and father;

that they were taken up almost exhausted, by a

Dutch East Indiaman, and that this vessel when
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near the Cape of Good Hope, encountered a gale,
and was blown far off south, losing two of her
masts; and that she was finally wrecked upon an
uninhabited island, and the few saved from her
compelled to remain there for nearly two years be-
fore being discovered and taken off. This story
was .not believed. Mr. Paralette, it is said, who
has retained i possession of all Mr. Ballantine's
property since his absence, was waited upon by the
young woman; but he repulsed her as an impostor,

and refused to make the least investigation into
her case. He had his own reasons for this, it is
also said. Several of Mr. Ballantine's old friends
received notes from her; but none believed her
story, especially as the man sh e called her father
bore little or no resemblance to Mr. Ballantine.
But it is now said, by many, that loss of reason and
great physical suffering had changed him, as these
would change any man. Discouraged, disheartened,
and dismayed at the unexpected repulse she met,
it is supposed by some, who now begin to half be-
lieve the story, that she died in despair. Others
say that the same young woman who called upon
Mr. Paralette has occasionally been seen here; and

it is also said that two of our most eminent physi.
cians were engaged- by. a" young woman, about
whom there was to them something singular and
inexplicable, for nearly a year and a half to attend
her father, who was out of his mind, but that they
failed to give him any relief. These things are

now causing a good deal of talk here in private
circles, and I have thought it best to make you
aware of the fact."

From that time until the-cars left for New York,
Perkins was in a state of strong inward excitement.
Hurriedly arranging his business for an absence of
some weeks, he started for the South late in the
afternoon, without communicating to any one the
real cause of his sudden movement. After an
anxious journey of nearly two weeks, he arrived
in New Orleans, and called immediately upon Mr.
Paralette, and stated the rumor he had heard.
That gentleman seemed greatly surprised, and even
startled at the earnestness of the young man, and
more particularly so when he learned precisely
the relation in which he stood to the daughter of
Mr. Ballantine.

"I remember the fact," was his reply. "But
then, the young woman was, of course, a mere
pretender."

"But. how do you know ?" urged Mr. Perkins.
"Did you take any steps to ascertain the truth of
her story ?"

"Of course not. Why should I? An old friend
of her father's called upon them at the hotel, and
saw the man that was attempted to be put off by
an artful girl as Mr. Ballantine. But he said the
man bore no kind of resemblance to that person.
He was old and white-headed. He was in his
dotage-a simple old fool-passive in the hands of
a designing woman."

TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS. 169



170 LIZZY GLENN; OR, THE
171

"Did you see him ?"

"No.
"Strange that you should not1" Perkins replied,

looking the man steadily in the face. "Bearing
the relation thatyou did to Mr. Ballantine, it might
be supposed that you would have been the first to
see the man, and the most active to ascertain the
truth or falsity of the story."

"Ido not permit any one to question me in re-
gard to my conduct," Mr. Paralette said, in an of-
fended tone, turning from the excited young man.

Perkins saw that he had gone too 'far, and en-
deavored to modify and apologize: but the mer-
chant repulsed him, and refused to answer any more

questions, or to hold any further conversation with
him on the subject.

The next step taken by the young man was to.
seek out his friend, and learn from him all the par-
ticular rumors on the subject, and who would be
most likely to put him in the way of tracing the
individuals he was in search of. But he found,
when he got fairly started on the business for which
he had come to New Orleans, that he met with but
little encouragement. Some shrugged their shoul-
ders, some smiled in his face, and nearly every one
treated the matter with a degree of indifference.
Many had heard that a person claiming to be Miss
Ballantine had sent notes to a few of Mr. Ballan-
tine's old friends about two years previous; but no
one seemed to have the least doubt of her being an

impostor. A week passed in fruitless efforts to
awaken any interest, or to create the slightest dis-
position to inquiry among Mr. B.'s old friends.
The story told by the young woman they consid-
ered as too improbable to bear upon its face the
least appearance of truth.

"Why," was the unanswerable argument of
many, "has nothing been heard of the matter
since ? If that girl had really been Miss Ballan-
tine, and that simple old man her father, do you
think we should have heard no more on the sub-
ject? The imposition was immediately detected,
and the whole matter quashed at once."

Failing to create any interest in the minds of
those he had supposed would have been most eager
to prosecute inquiry, but led on by desperate hope,
Perkins had an advertisement inserted in all the
city papers, asking the individuals who had pre-
sented themselves some eighteen months before as
Mr. Ballantine and his daughter, to call upon him
at his rooms in the hotel. A week passed, but no
one responded to the call. He then tried to ascer-
tain the names of the physicians who, it was said,
had attended an old man for imbecility of mind, at
the request of a daughter who seemed most deeply
devoted to him. In this he at length proved suc-
cessful.

".I did attend such a case," was at last replied
to his oft-repeated question.

"IThen,.my dear sir," said Perkins, in a deeply
excited voice, "tell me where they are."
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" That, my young friend, is -really out of my

power," returned the physician. "It is some time
since I visited them."

" What was their name ?" asked the young man.
"Glenn, if I recollect rightly."
"Glenn! Glenn !" said Perkins, starting, and then

pausing to think. "Was the daughter a tall, pale,'
slender girl, with light brown hair?"

"She was. And though living in the greatest
seclusion, was a woman of refinement and educa-
tion."

"You can direct me, of course, to the house
where they live ?"

"I can. But you will not, I presume, find them
there. The daughter, when I last saw her, said
that she had resolved on taking her father on to
Boston, in order to try the effects of the discipline
of the Massachusetts Insane Hospital upon him,
of which she had seen a very favorable report. I
encouraged her to go, and my impression is that
she is already at the North."

"Glenn ! Glenn!" said Perkins, half aloud, and
musingly, as the doctor ceased. "Yes! it must be,
it is the same ! She was often seen visiting Charles.
town, and going in the direction of the hospital.
Yes! yes! It must be'she "

Waiting only long enough in New Orleans to
satisfy himself that the persons alluded to by the
physician had actually removed from the place
where they resided some months before, and with

ii
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the declared intention of going North, Perkins
started home by the quickest route from New Or-
leans to the North. It was about the middle of
February when he arrived in Boston. Among the
first he met was Milford, to whom he had written
from New Orleans a full account of the reason of
his visiting that place so suddenly, and of his fail-
ure to discover the persons of whom he was in
search.

," My dear friend, I am glad to see you back 1"
said Milford, earnestly, as he grasped the hand of
Perkins. ,"I wrote you a week ago, but, of course,
that letter has not been received, and you are
doubtless in ignorance of what has come to my
knowledge within the last few days."
" Tell me, quickly, what you mean!1" said Per-

kins, grasping the arm of his friend.
"Be calm, and I will tell you," replied Milford.

"About a week ago I learned, by almost an acci-
dent, from the transfer clerk in the bank, that the
young woman whom we knew as Lizzy Glenn had,
early in the fall, come to the bank with certificates
of stock, and had them transferred to the Massa-
chusetts Insane Hospital, to be held by that insti-
tution so long as one Hubert Ballantine remained
an inmate of its walls."

"Well?" eagerly gasped Perkins.
"I know no more. It is for you to act in the

natter; I could not."
Without a moment's delay, perkins procured a
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vehicle, and in a little while was at the door of the
institution.

"Is there a Mr. Ballantine in the asylum ?" he
asked, in breathless eagerness, of one of the attend-
ants who-answered his summons.

"No, sir," was the reply.
"But," said Perkins in a choking voice, "I have

been told that there was a man here by that name."
"So there was. But he left here about five days

ago, perfectly restored to reason."
Perkins leaned for a moment or two against the

wall to support himself. His knees bent under
him. Then he asked in an agitated voice-

"Is he in Boston ?"
"I do not know. He was from the South, and

his daughter has, in all probability, taken him
home."

"Where did they go when they left here ?"
But the attendant could not tell. Nor, did any

one in the institution know. ' The daughter had
never told her place of residence.

Excited beyond measure, Perkins returned to
Boston, and went to see Berlaps. From him he
could learn nothing. It was two months or 'so
since she had been there for work. Michael was
then referred to; he- knew nothing, but he had a
suspicion that Mrs. Gaston got work for her.

"Mrs. Gaston!" exclaimed Perkins, with a look
of astonishment. " Who is Mrs. Gaston ?"

"She is. one of our seamstresses," replied Berlaps.
"Where does she live ?"
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The direction was given, and the young man
hurried to the place. But the bird had flown. Five

or six days before, she had gone away in a carriage
with a young lady who had been living with her,
so it was said, and no one could tell what had be-

come of her or her children.
Confused, perplexed, anxious, and excited, Per-

kins turned-away and walked slowly home, to give
himself time to reflect. His first fear was that

Eugenia and her father, for he had now no doubt

of their being the real actors in this drama, had
really departed for New Orleans. The name of Mrs.

Gaston, 'as being' in association with the young
woman calling herself Lizzy Glenn, expelled from

his mind every doubt. That was the name of the

friend in Troy with whom Eugenia had lived while
there. It was some years since he had visited or

heard particularly from Troy, and therefore this

was the first intimation he had that Mrs. Gaston

had removed form there, or that her situation had

become so desperate as the fact of her working for
Berlaps would indicate.
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CHAPTER XII.

PERKINS FINDS IN LIZZY GLENN HIS LONG LOST
EUGENIA.

AFTER Eugenia Ballantine, for she it really was,
had removed to the humble abode of Mrs. Gaston,
her mind was comparatively more at ease than it
yet had been. In the tenderly manifested affection
of one who had been a mother to her in former,
happier years, she found something upon which to
lean her bruised and wearied spirits. Thus far,
she had been compelled to bear up alone-now
there was an ear open to her, and her overburdened
heart found relief in sympathy. There was a
bosom upon which she could lean her aching head,
and find a brief but blessed repose. Toward the
end of January, her father's symptoms changed
rapidly, indicating one day more alarming features
than ever, and the next presenting an encouraging
aspect. The consequence was, that the mind of
Eugenia became greatly agitated. Every day she
repaired to the Asylum, with a heart trembling
between hope and fear, to return sometimes with
feelings of elation, and sometimes deeply depressed.

On the day after Dr. R-- had promised to go

II

,f

to Lexington to look after Mrs. Gaston's little boy,
the mother's anxious- desire to see her child, from
whom she had heard not a word for nearly three

months, became so strong that she could with diffi-

culty compose herself so far as to continue her

regular employments. She counted the hours as

they slowly wore away, thinking that the moment
would never come when her eyes should rest upon
her dear boy. As the doctor had not said at what
hour he would return from Lexington, there was
no period in the day upon which she could fix her
mind as that in which she might expect to see her
child; but she assumed that it would not be until
the after part of the day, and forward to that time
she endeavored to carry her expectations.

When Doctor R- parted with her, as has been

seen, on the day previous, he was exquisitely pained
under the conviction that the child he had met with
in Lexington in so deplorable a condition was none
other than the son of Mrs. Gaston, who had been
put out to Mr. Sharp at his instance. Hastily
visiting a few patients that required immediate
attention, he, very soon after parting with Mrs.
Gaston, started -in a sleigh for the torn in which
Henry had been apprenticed. On his arrival there,
and before he had proceeded far along the main
street, he observed the child he had before met,
toiling along under a heavy burden. His clothes
were soiled and ragged, and his hands and face
dirty-indeed, he presented an appearance little or
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nothing improved from what it was a short time
before. Driving close up to the side-walk upon
which the boy was staggering along under his
heavy load, he reined up his horses, and called out,
as he did so--

"Henry !"
The lad stopped instantly, and turned toward

him, recognizing.him as he did so.
"Don't you want to see your mother, Henry?"

asked the doctor.
The bundle under which he was toiling fell to

the ground, and he stood in mute surprise for a
moment or two.

" What is your name ?" Doctor R- asked.
"Henry Gaston," replied the child.
"Then jump in here, Henry, and I will take you

to see your mother."
The boy took two or three quick steps toward

the doctor, and then stopped suddenly and looked
back at the load which had just fallen from his
shoulders.

"Never mind that. Let Mr. Sharp ]ook after
it," said Doctor R-.

"But he will ," and Henry hesitated.
"Jump in, quick, my little fellow ; and say

good-bye in your heart to Mr. Sharp! You shall
never go back there again."

The child sprang eagerly forward at this, and
clambered into Doctor R 's sleigh. A word to
the horses, and away they were bounding toward

TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS.

Boston. When Doctor R arrived there, his
mind was made up, as it had been, indeed, before
he started, not to take Henry home to his mother
that day. He saw that it would be too cruel to
present the child to her in the condition he was;
and, besides, he felt that, after having procured for
him the situation, he could not look the mother in
the face with her abused child in all the deformity
of his condition before them. He, therefore, took
Henry to his own home; had him well washed,
and dressed in a suit of comfortable, clothing. The
change produced in him was wonderful. The re-
pulsive-looking object became an interesting boy;
though with a pale, thin face, and a subdued, fear-
ful look. He was very anxious to see his mother ;
but Doctor R-, desirous of making as great a
change in the child's appearance and manner as
possible, kept him at his house all night, and until
the afternoon of the next day. Then he took him
to his eagerly expectant mother.

Mrs. Gaston had waited and waited with all the
patience and fortitude she could summon, hour
after hour, antil the afternoon had advanced far
toward evening. So anxious and restless had she
now become, that she could no longer sit at her
work. She had been standing at the window look-

ing out and watching each approaching vehicle for.
some time, until she felt sick from constantly
awakening hope subsiding in disappointment, when
she turned .away, and, seating herself by the bed,
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buied her face despondingly in the. pillow. She
had been sitting thus, only a minute. or two, when
a slight noise at the, door caused her to lift her
head and turn in that direction. There stood a boy,
with his eyes fixed upon her. For an instant she
did not know him. Suffering, and privation, and
cruel treatment had so changed him, even after all
the doctor's efforts to eradicate their sad effects, that
the mother did not at first recognize her own child,
until his plaintive voice, uttering her name, fell
upon her ear. A moment more, and he was in her.
arms, and held tightly to her bosom. Her feelings
we will not attempt to describe, when he related in
his own artless and pathetic manner, all and more
than the reader knows in regard to his treatment
at Mr. Sharp's, too, sadly confirmed by the change
in the whole expression of his face.

While, her mind was yet excited with mingled
feelings of joy and pain,, Eugenia came in from her
regular visit to her father. Her step was quicker,
her countenance more, cheerful and full of hope.

'A Oh, Mrs. Gaston!I" she, said, clasping her hands
together, "my father is so much better to-day, and
they begin, to give me great hopes of his full
restoration. But who is this? Not your little
Henry ?"

"Yes, this is my' poor, dear boy, whom I have
gotten back once more," Mrs. Gaston said, the tears
glistening upon her eyelids.

After a few words to, and in relation to. Henry,
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the thoughts of Eugenia went off again to her
father, and she spoke many things in regard to
Jim, all of which bore a highly encouraging aspect.
For the three or four days succeeding this, Mr. Bal-
lantine showed stronger and stronger indications
of returning reason; his daughter was almost be-
side herself with hope and joy.

Earlier than usial; one day about the second
week in February, she went over to the asylum to
pay her accustomed visit. She was moving on,
after having entered the building, in the direction
of the apartment occupied by her father, when an
attendant stepped up, and touching her arin in a
respectful manner, said-

" This direction, if you please."
There was something in the manner of the

attendant that seemed to Eugenia a little myste-
rious, but she followed as he led the way. He
soon paused at the door of an apartment, and half
whispering in her ear said

"Your father is in this rooni."
Eugenia entered alone. Her father was standing

near the fire in an attitude of deep thought. He
lifted his eyes as she entered, and looked her in-
quiringly in the face for some moments. She saw
in an instant that he was greatly changed-that
reason had, in fact, again assumed her sway over
the empire of his mind.

" My dear, dear father !" she instantly exclaimed,
springing toward him.

18G TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS.
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"Eugenia ! Eugenia !" he ejaculated, in turn, as
he held her from him for a moment or two. " Can
this be my own Eugenia ? Surely we are both
dreaming!1 But it is! It is !" and he drew her to
his bosom, and held her there in a long-strained
embrace.

"But what does all this mean, my dear child ?
Why are we here? What place is it? Why am
I so unlike myself that I doubt my own identity ?
Why am I so changed? Surely! surely! I am
not Hubert Ballantine 1"

"Be composed, dear father.!" said Eugenia, with
an instinctive feeling of concern. "We will go
from here at once, and then we will talk over all
that seems strange to you now."

As she said this, Eugenia pulled a bell, and
requested the attendant who answered to call the
principal of the institution. He came immediately,
and she-had a brief interview with him in regard
to the propriety of removing her father instantly.
He acquiesced, and ordered a carriage to be brought
to the door. . In this she entered with him, and
directed the driver to take them to the Tremont
House in Boston. There handsome rooms were
ordered, and every effort was made by her to cause
external circumstances to assume a character similar
to what he had been accustomed to in former years.
But her own appearance-her plain, worn, meagre
garments, and above all, her changed face, so pale,
so thin, so careworn, so marred by years of intense
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suffering-sadly perplexed him. Still he had a
faint glimpse of the truth, and as his mind's eye
turned intently toward the point from whence light
seemed to come, he more than suspected the real
facts in the case-at least the leading fact, that he
had been out of his mind for a long time. He

could remember distinctly the burning of the vessel

at sea, and also the days and nights of suffering
which were spent in open boats after leaving the
vessel. But all from that time was dim and inco-
herent, like the vagaries of a dream.

After satisfying her father's mind, as far as she
dared do so at once, in regard to the real position
in which he suddenly found himself placed, she
left him, and going to the proper representative of
the asylum, procured a transfer of the stock held
for the support of Mr. Ballantine, and then placed
the certificates in the hands of an agent for sale,
procuring from him at the same time an advance
of one hundred dollars for immediate use. This
was all accomplished in the course of a couple of
hours. After this arrangement, she paid Mrs.
Gaston a hurried visit-explained the happy change
in her father's state of mind, and promising to see
her again in a little while; had her trunk sent to
the hotel, to which she herself returned, after
having purchased various articles of clothing.
When she next saw her father, her external appear-
ance was greatly changed. This seemed to afford
him real pleasure.

182 LIZZY GLENN; OR, THE
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The next two or three days she spent in gradu-
ally unfolding to him the whole history of the past
five years.' At every step of her progress in this.
she trembled for the result-like one traversing a
narrow, unknown, and dangerous passage in the
dark. But on the third day, after nearly every
thing had been told, she began to feel confidence
that all would be well. The agitation and strong
indignation exhibited when she related the treat-
ment she had received in New Orleans, especially
from Mr. Paralette, alarmed her greatly. But this
gave way to a calm and rational consideration of
the right course to be pursued to prove his identity
and claim his property, to do which he was well
aware would not be attended with any real diffi-
culty, especially as- with the return of reason had
come back a distinct recollection of every particular
connected with his business and property in New
Orleans.

In the mean time, Mrs. Gaston was looked after,
and temporary arrangements made for her comfort.
As soon as Mr. Ballantine' fully understood the
position of things in New Orleans, he insisted upon
an immediate return to that city, which Eugenia
did not oppose. Preparations were therefore made
for their early departure, and completed in a very
short time.

It was nearly four o'clock on the afternoon of
the day fixed for their departure, and when they
were about leaving for the cars, that a servant
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came to. the door of their parlor and. said that a

gentleman wished to see Mr. Ballantine. The ser-

vant was requested to ask him to walk up. Eugenia
was in the parlor, and could not but feel surprised

that any one in Boston should wish to see her

father. She waited, therefore, to see who the in-

dividual was. He soon made his appearance-

entering without speaking, and advancing toward

her with his eyes fixed intently upon her face.

"William!" she ejaculated, in a quick, low,
astonished voice, and sank instantly upon a chair,

pale as ashes, and trembling in every limb.

" Eugenia ! Can this be, indeed, my own long-
lost Eugenia ?" said Perkins, for it was he, spring-
ing eagerly forward and taking the half-fainting
girl in his arms.

It needed no words of explanation from either-

no renewal of early vows-no new pledges of
affection-for

"Love hath wordless language all its own,
Heard in the heart--

"My dear childrenI" said the father, coming for-
ward, as soon as he could recall his bewildered
senses, and taking both in his arms, "the long
night has at last broken, and the blessed sun has
thrown his first bright beams upon us. Let us
look up to HIM who chasteneth his children for

good, and bless him not only for the present joy,
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but for past sorrow-it was not sent in anger, but
in mercy."

The departure of Mr. Ballantine and Eugenia
was deferred for some days, during which time,, at
the urgent solicitation of Mr. Perkins, the nuptial
ceremonies, so long delayed, were celebrated. He
then accompanied them to New Orleans, where a
summary proceeding restored to Mr. Ballantine all
his property. He did not resume business, but re-
turned to the North to reside with his daughter
and her husband.

Nothing more remains to be said, except that
Mrs. Gaston was never after compelled to work for
the slop-shop men. Mr. Perkins and his lovely
wife cared well for her.
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THE FATHER'S DREAM.

BY T. S. ARTHUR.

WHEN Mr. William Bancroft, after much re-

flection, determined upon matrimony, he was re-
ceiving, as a clerk, the moderate salary of four
hundred dollars, and there was no immediate pros-
pect of any increase. He had already waited over
three years, in the hope that one or two hundred
dollars per annum would be added to his light in-
come. But, as this much-desired improvement in
his condition did not take place, and both he and

his lady-love grew impatient of delay, it was settled
between them, that, by using strict economy in
their expenses, they could get along very well on
four hundred dollars a year.

"If there should be no increase of family," was
the mental exception that forced itself upon Mr.
Bancroft, but this he hardly felt at liberty to sug-
gest; and as it was the only reason he could urge
against the step that was so favorably spoken of
by his bride to be, he could do no less than resolve,
with a kind of pleasant desperation, to take it and
let the worst come, if it must come. Single bless-
edness had become intolerable. Three years of
patient waiting had made even patience, itself, no
longer a virtue.
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So the marriage took place. Two comfortable
rooms in a very comfortable house, occupied by a
very agreeable family, with the use of the kitchen,
were rented for eighty dollars a year, and, in this
modest style, housekeeping was commenced. Mrs.
Bancroft did all her own work, with the exception
of the washing. This was not a very serious labor
-indeed, it was more a pleasure than a toil, for
she was working for the comfort of one she loved.

"Would I not rather do this than live as I have
lived for the past three years ?" she would some-
times say to herself, from the very satisfaction of
mind she felt. "Yes, a hundred times 1"

A year passed away without any additional in-
come. No! we forget there has been an income,
and a very important one; it consists in the dearest
little babe that ever a mother held tenderly to her
loving breast, or ever a father bent over and looked
upon with pride. Before the appearance of this
little stranger, and while his coming was anxiously
looked for, there was a due portion of anxiety felt
by Mr. Bancroft, as to how the additional expense
that must come, would be met. He did not see his
way clear. After the babe was born, and he saw
and felt what a treasure he had obtained, he was
perfectly satisfied to make the best of what he had,
and try to lop off some little self-indulgences, for
the sake of meeting the new demands that were to
be made upon his purse.

At first, as Mrs. Bancroft had now to have some.

assistance, and they had but two rooms, a parlor
and chamber adjoining, it was thought best to look
out for a small house; the objection to this was the
additional rent to be paid. After debating the
matter, and looking at it on all sides, for some time,
they were relieved from their difficulty by the offer
of the family from which they rented, to let their
girl sleep in one of the garret-rooms, where their
own domestic slept. This met the case exactly.
The only increased expense for the present, on
account of the babe, was a dollar a week to a stout
girl of fourteen, and the cost of her boarding, no
very serious matter, and more than met from little
curtailments that were easily made. So the babe
was stowed snugly into the little family, without
any necessity for an enlargement of its border. It
fit in so nicely that it seemed as if the place it
occupied had just been made for it.

And now Mr. Bancroft felt the home-attraction
increasing. His steps were more briskly taken
when he left his desk and turned his back, in the
qniet eventide, upon ledgers and account books.

At the end of another year, Mr. Bancroft found
that his expenses and his salary had just balanced
each other. There was no preponderance any way.
Like the manna that fell in the wilderness from
heaven, the supply was equal to the demand. This,
however, did not satisfy him. He had a great
desire to get a little ahead. In the three years pre-
ceding his 'marriage, he had saved enough to buy
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the furniture with which they were enabled to go
to housekeeping, in a small way; but, since then,
it took every dollar to meet their wants.

"In case of sickness and the running up of a
large doctor's bill, what should I do ?" he would
sometimes ask himself, anxiously; "or, suppose I
were thrown out of employment ?"

These questions always .made him feel serious.
The prospect of a still further increase in his family
caused him to be really troubled.

"It is just as much as I can now do to(make
both ends meet," he would say, despondingly, and
sometimes give utterance to such expressions even
in the presence of his wife. Mrs. Bancroft was not
a woman very deeply read in the prevailing phi-
losophies of the day; but she had a. simple mode
of reasoning, or rather of concluding, on most sub-
jects that came up for her special consideration.
On this matter, in particular, so perplexing to her
husband, her very satisfactory solution to the diffi.
culty, was this-

"He that sends mouths, will, be sure to, send
something to fill them."

There was, in this trite and homely mode of
settling the matter, something conclusive, for the
time, even to Mr. Bancroft. But doubt, distrust
and fear, were his besetting sins, and in a little
while, would come back to disturb his mind, and
throw a shadow even over the sweet delights of
home.
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"If there was to be no more increase of family,
we could do very well," he would often say to him-

self ; "but, how we are to manage with another

baby, is more than I am able to see."
But all this trouble upon interest availed not.

The baby came, and was received with the delight
such visits always produce, even where there is

already a house full of children. A crib for little
Flora, who was now two years old, and able to
amuse herself, with occasional aid from her mother
and Nancy, the stout girl, who had in two years,
grown stouter and more useful, was all the change
the coming of the little stranger, already as warmly
welcomed as the oldest and dearest friend could be,
produced in the household arrangements of Mr.

Bancroft. But sundry expenses attendant upon
the arrival and previous preparations therefor,
drew rather heavier than usual upon his income,
and made the supply fall something short of the
demand. At this point in his- affairs, .a vacancy
occurred in an insurance office, and Mr. Bancroft
applied for and obtained the clerkship. The salary
was seven hundred dollars a. year. All was now
bright again. In the course of a few months, it
was thought best for them to rent the whole of a
moderate-sized house, as they really needed more
room, for health, than they now had; besides, it
would be much pleasanter to live alone. For an

annual rent of one hundred and fifty dollars, they
,suited themselves very well. They waited, until
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the additional salary gave them the means of in-
creasing their furniture in those particulars re-
quired, and then made the change. The second
comer. was a boy, and they had him christened
William. As year after year was added to his
young life, he grew into a gentle, fair-haired, sweet-
tempered child, whose place upon his father's knee
was never yielded even to his sister, on any occa-
sion. His ear was first to catch the sound of his
father's approaching footsteps, and his voice the
first to herald his coming. This out-going of
affection toward him, caused Mr. Bancroft to feel
for little "Willy," as he was called, a peculiar
tenderness, and gave to his voice a tone of music
more pleasant than sounds struck from the sweetest
instruments.

Year after year came and went, in ever varying
succession, adding, every now and then, another
and another to the number of Mr. Bancroft's house-
hold treasures. For these, he was not always as
thankful as he should have been; and more than
once, in anticipation of blessings in this line, was
known to say something, in a murmuring way,
about being "blessed to death." And yet for
Flora, and William, and Mary, and Kate, and even
Harry, the last and least, he had a place in his
heart, and all lay there without crowding or jostling
each other. The great trouble was, what he was
to do with them all. How are they to be supported
and educated? True, his salary had been increased
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until it was a thousand dollars, which was as much

as he could expect to receive. On this he was

getting along very well, that is, making both ends

meet at the expiration of each year. But the

children were getting older all the time, and

would soon be more expense to him; and then

there was no telling how many more were still to

come. They had- been dropping in, one after

another, ever since his marriage, without so much

as saying "By jour leave, sir 1" and how long was

this to continue, was a question much more easily

asked than answered. Sometimes he made light

of the subject, and jested with his wife about her

"ten daughters ;" but it was rather an unrelishable

jest, and never was given with a heartiness that

made it awaken more than a smile upon the gentle

face of his excellent partner.

We will let five or six years more pass, and then

brine our friend, Mr. Bancroft, again before the

reader. Flora has grown into a tall girl of fifteen,

who is still going to school. William, now a

yo th of thirteen, is a lad of great promise. His

min is rapidly opening, and is evidently one of

great natural force. His father has procured for

him the very best teachers, and is determined to

give him all the advantages in his power to be-

stow. Mary and Kate are two sprightly girls, near

the respective ages of eight and eleven; and Harry,

a quiet, innocent-minded, loving child, is in his

sixth year. There is another still, a little giddy,
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dancing elf, named Lizzy, whose voice, except
during the brief periods of sleep, rings through the
house all day. And yet another, who has just
come, that the home of Mr. Bancroft may not be
without earth's purest form of innocene-a new-
born babe.

To feed, clothe, educate, and find house-room for
several children, was more than the father could
well do on a thousand dollars a year. But this
was not required. During ,the five or six years
that have elapsed, he has passed from the insurance
office into a banking institution as book-keeper, at
a salary of twelve hundred dollars, thence to the
receiving teller's place, which he now holds at
fifteen hundred dollars a year. As his means have
gradually increased, his style of living has altered.
From a house for which he paid the annual rent
of one hundred and fifty dollars, he now resides in
one much larger and more comfortable, for which
three hundred dollars are paid.

This was the aspect of affairs when the seventh
child came in its helpless innocency to ask his
love.

One evening, after the mother was about again,
Mr. Bancroft, as soon as the children were in bed,
and be was entirely alone with his wife, gave way
to a rather stronger expression than usual, of the
doubt, fear and anxiety with which he was too
often beset.

" I really don't see how we are ever to get

through with the education of all these children,
Mary," he remarked with a sigh, "I'm sure it can't

be done with my salary. It takes every cent of it
now, and in a little while it must cost us more than

it does at present."
"We've always got along very well, William,"

replied the wife. "As our family has increased
our means have increased, and I have no doubt

will continue to increase, if the wants of our chil-

dren require us to have a larger income than we

enjoy at present."
"I don't know-I'm not sure of that. It was

more by good fortune than any thing else that I

succeeded in obtaining better employment than I

had when we were married. Suppose my salary

had continued to be only four hundred dollars,

what would we have done ?"
"But it didn't continue at four hundred dollars,

William."
"It might though--think of that. It was by

the merest good luck in the world that I got into

the insurance office-there were two or three dozen

applicants, and the gaining of the place by me was

mere chance work. If I hadn't been in the in-

surance office for so many years, and by that means

become acquainted with most of the directors of

the bank, I never would have attained my present

comfortable place. It makes me sick when I think

of'the miserable plight we would now be in, if that

piece of good fortune had not accidentally be-

fallen me."
23
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"Don't say accidentally," returned the wife, in a
gentle tone, "say providentially. He who sent us
children, sent with them the means for their sup-
port. It isn't luck, dear, it is Providence."

"It may be, but I can't understand it," returned
Mr. Bancroft, doubtingly. "To me it is all luck."

After this remark, he was silent for some time.
Then he said, with a tone made cheerful by the
thought he expressed,

"How pleasantly we would be getting along if
our family were no larger than it was when I had
only four hundred dollars income. How easy it
would be to lay up a thousand dollars every year.
Let me see, we have been married over sixteen
years. Just think what a handsome little property
we would have by this time-sixteen thousand
dollars. As it is, we haven't sixteen thousand
cents, and no likelihood of ever getting a farthing
ahead. It is right down discouraging."

The semi-cheerful tone in which Mr. Bancroft
had commenced speaking, died away in the last
brief sentence.
" Two or three children are enough for any body

to have," he resumed, half fretfully; "and quite as
many as can be well taken care of. With two or
even three, we might be as happy and comfortable
as we could desire. But with seven, and half as
many more in prospect, 0 dear! It is enough to
dishearten any one."

Mrs. Bancroft did not reply, but drew her arm

tighter around the babe that lay asleep upon her
breast. Her mind wandered over the seven jewels
that were to her so precious, and she asked herself
which of them she could part with ; or if there was
an earthly good more to be desired than the love
of these dear children.

Mr. Bancroft had very little more to say that
evening, but his state of mind did not improve.
He was dissatisfied because his income, ten years
before, when his expenses were less, was not as
good as it was now, and looked ahead with, a
troubled feeling at the prospect of a still increasing
family, and still increasing expenses, to meet which
he could see no possible way. In this unhappy
mood he retired at an earlier hour than usual, but
could not sleep for a long time-his thoughts were
too unquiet. At last, however, he sunk into a
deep slumber.

When again conscious, the sun was shining in
at the window. His wife had already risen. He
got up, dressed himself, and went down stairs.
Breakfast was already on the table, and. his happy
little household assembling.. But after all were
seated, Mr. Bancroft noticed a vacant place.

"Where is Flora ?" he asked.
A shade passed over the brow of his wife
"Flora has been quite ill all night," she replied;

"I was up with her for two or three hours.'
"Indeed! what is the matter ?"

Mr. Bancroft felt a sudden strange alarm take
hold of his heart.
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"I can't tell," returned the mother. "She has a
high fever, and complains of sore throat."

"Scarlet fever 1" ejaculated Mr. Bancroft, pushing
aside his untasted cup of coffee and rising from the
table. "I must have the doctor here immediately.
It is raging all around us."

The father hurried from the room, and went in
great haste for the family physician, who promised
to make his first call that morning at his house.

When Mr. Bancroft came home from the bank
in the afternoon, he found Flora extremely ill, with
every indication of the dreadful disease he named
in the morning. A couple of days reduced doubt
to certainty. It was a case of scarlatina of the
worst type. Speedily did it run its fatal course,
and in less than a week from the time she was
attacked, Flora was forever free from all mortal
agonies.

This was a terrible blow to the father. It broke
him completely down. The mother bore her sad
bereavement with the calmness of a Christian, yet
not without the keenest suffering.

But the visitation did not stop here. Death
rarely lays his withering hand upon one household
flower without touching another, and causing it to
droop, wither, and fall to the ground. So it was in
this case. William, the manly, intelligent, promising
boy, upon whom the father had ever looked with
love and pride so evenly balanced, that the pre-
ponderance of neither became apparent, was taken

with the same fatal disease and survived his sister

only two weeks.
The death of Flora bowed Mr. Bancroft to the

ground: that of William completely prostrated

him. He remembered, too distinctly, how often

and how recently he had murmured at the good
gift of children sent him by God, and now he

trembled lest all were to be taken from him, as

one unworthy of the high benefactions with which

he had been blessed. How few seemed now the

number of his little ones. There were but five

left. The house seemed desolate; he missed Flora

every where, and listened, in vain, for her light
step and voice of music. William was never out

of his thoughts.
For weeks and months his heart was full of fear.

If Mary, or Kate, or little Harry looked dull, he
was seized with instant alarm. A slight fever

almost set him wild. Scarcely a week passed that

the doctor was not summoned on some pretense or

other, and medicine forced down the throats of the

little ones.
This was the aspect of affairs, when, in a time

of great fiscal derangement, the bank in which Mr.
Bancroft was clerk suffered a severe run, which was

continued so long that the institution was forced to
close its doors. A .commission was appointed to
examine into its affairs. This examination brought

to light many irregularities in the management of

the bank,' and resulted in a statement which made
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it clear that a total suspension and winding-up of
the concern must ensue.

By this disaster, Mr. Bancroft was thrown out
of employment. Fortunately, the clerk in his old
situation in the insurance company gave up his
place very shortly afterward, and Bancroft on ap
plication, was appointed in his stead. The salary
was only a thousand dollars, but he was glad to
get that.

So serious a reduction in his income made some
reduction in existing expenses necessary. This
was attained, in part, by removing into a house for
which a rent of only two hundred dollars, instead
of three, was paid.

Still the parents trembled for their children, and
were filled with. alarm if the slightest indisposition
appeared. A few months passed and again the
hand of sickness was laid upon the family of Mr.
Bancroft. Mary and Kate and little Harry were
all taken with the fatal disease that had stricken
down Flora and William in the freshness of youth
and beauty. The father, as he bent over his desk,
had felt all day an unusual depression of spirits.
There was, upon his mind, a foreshadowing of evil.
On leaving the office, rather earlier than usual, he
hurried home with a heart full of anxiety and jear.
His wife opened the door for him. She looked
troubled; but was silent. She went up-stairs
quickly-he followed. The chamber they entered
was very still. As he approached the bed, he saw

I.

that Mary and Kate were lying there, and that

Harry was in the crib beside them. Their faces

were red, and when he placed his hands upon their
foreheads, he found them hot with fever.

Hopelessly and silently the unhappy man turned

from the bed, and seated himself in a distant corner

of the room. The death-mark was upon his chil-

dren-did he not recognize the fatal sign ? He

had remained thus for only a minute or two, it
seemed, when he felt a hand upon his arm. He

looked up ; his wife stood beside him, and her eyes
rested steadily in his own. She pointed to the bed

and motioned him to return there. He obeyed
with a shrinking heart. No words were spoken
until they were again close to the children; then
the mother said, in a calm, cold, stern voice-

"You murmured at the blessings God gave us,
and he is withdrawing them one by one. When

these are gone, it will not cost us over five hundred

dollars to live, and then you can save five hundred

a year. Five hundred dollars for three precious

children 1 But it's the price you fixed upon them.

Kate and Mary and Harry, dear, dear, dear ones!

not for millions of dollars would I part with you1"
A wild cry broke from the lips of the agonized

mother, and she fell forward upon the bed, with a

frantic gesture.
The father felt like one freezing into ice. He

could not speak nor move; how long this state re-

mained he. knew not. A long, troubled, dreary
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period seemed to pass, and then all was clear again.
His wife had risen from the bed, and left the
chamber. Little Harry had been removed from
the crib, but Kate and Mary were still on the bed,
with every indication of a violent attack of the
same disease that had robbed them of their two
oldest children. He was about leaving the room
for the purpose of inquiring whether a physician
had been sent for, when the door opened and the
doctor came in with Mrs. Bancroft. The stern ex-
pression that but lately rested upon the face of the
latter, had passed away. She looked kindly and
tenderly into heir husband's- face, and even leaned
her head against him while the physician proceeded
to examine the children.

But little, if any encouragement was offered to
the unhappy parents. The incipiency of the dis-
ease gave small room for hope, it was so like the
usual precursor of the direful malady they feared.

Ten days of awful suspense and fear succeeded
to this, and then the worst came. Two happy
voices that had, for so many years, echoed through
the familiar places of home, were hushed-forever.
Kate and Mary were no more. But, as if satisfied,
death passed, and Harry was spared:

Three were now all that remained of the large
and happy household; the babe, whose coming had
awakened afresh the murmurings of the father, and
dear little Harry, just snatched, as it were, from
the jaws of death, and the gay, dancing Lizzy,
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whose voice had'lost much of its silvery sweetness.

Mrs. Bancroft did not again, either by look or

word, repeat or refer to her stunning rebuke. But
her husband could not forget it. In fact, it had

awakened his mind to a most distressing sense of

the folly, not to say sin, of which he had been
guilty.

In self upbraidings, in the bitterness of grief for

which there came no alleviation, the time passed

on, and Mr. Bancroft lived in the daily fear of re-

ceiving a still deeper punishment.
One day, most disastrous intelligence came to

the office in which he was employed. There had

been a fierce gale along the whole coast, and the

shipping had suffered severely. The number of

wrecks, with the sacrifice of life, was appalling.

Among the vessels lost, were ten insured in the

office. Nothing was saved from them. Five were

large vessels, and the others light crafts. The loss

was fifty thousand dollars. Following immediately

upon this, was another loss of equal amount arising

from the failure of a certain large moneyed insti-

tution, in the stock of which the company had in-

vested largely.
In consequence of this serious diminution of the

company's funds, the .directors found themselves

driven to make sacrifices of property, and to
diminish all expenses.

"We shall have to reduce your salary Mr.
Bancroft,". said the president' to him, some weeks

24
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after the company had received the shock just
mentioned. "The directors think that five hundred
dollars is as large a salary as they now ought to
pay. I am sorry that the necessity for reduction
exists, but it is absolute. Of course we don't ex-
pect you to remain at the diminished compensation.
But we will be obliged to you, if you will give us
as much notice as possible."

With a heavy heart did Mr. Bancroft return to
'the home that seemed so desolate, when the duties
of the day were done. He tried, at tea-time, to eat
his food as usual, and to conceal from his wife the
trouble, that was oppressing him. But this was a
vain effort. Her eyes seemed never a moment from
his face.

"What is the matter, dear ?" she asked, as soon
as they had left the table. "Are you not well?"

"No; I am sick," he replied, sadly.
"Sick ?" ejaculated the wife, in alarm.
"Yes, sick at heart."
Mrs. Bancroft sighed deeply.
"My cup is not yet full," Mary, he said, in a

bitter tone. "There is yet more gall and worm-
wood to be added. We must go back to the two
rooms, and live as we began some sixteen or seven-
teen years ago. My salary, from this day, is to he

only five hundred dollars. It is useless to try for
a better place-all is ill-luck now. We must go
down, down, down !"

Mrs. Bancroft wept bitterly, but did not reply.
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Back to the two rooms they went, but oh! how

sad and weary-hearted they were. It was not with

them as when with the first dear pledge of their love,

they drew close together in the small bounds of a

chamber and parlor, and were happy. Why could

they not be happy now? They still .had three

children, and an. income equal to their necessities,

if dispensed with prudent care. They were relieved

from a world of labor and anxiety. No-no-they

could not be happy. Their hearts were larger

now, for they had been expanding for years, as

objects of love came one after the other in quick

succession; but these objects of love, with two or

three solitary exceptions, had been taken, away

from them, and there was silence, vacancy, and

desolation in their bosoms.
" My cup is not yet full, Mary." No, it seemed

that it was not yet full, for a few days only had

elapsed, after the family had contracted itself to

meet the diminished income, before little Harry

began to droop about. Mr. Bancroft noticed this,

but he was afraid to speak of it, lest the very ex-

pression of his fear should produce the evil dreaded.

He came and went to and from his daily tasks with

an oppressive weight ever at his heart. He looked
for evil and only evil; but without the bravery to

meet it and bear it like a man.
One night, after having, before retiring to bed,

bent long in anxious solicitude over the child for
whom all .his fears was aroused, he was awakened
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by a cry of anguish from his wife. He started up
in alarm, and sprung upon the floor, exclaiming:

"In Heaven's name, Mary!1 what is the matter ?"

His wife made no answer. She was lying with
her face pressed close to that of little Harry, and

both were pale as ashes. The father placed his
hand upon the cheek of his boy, and found it
marble cold. Clasping his hands tightly against
his forehead, he staggered backward and fell; but
he did not strike the floor, but seemed falling, fall.
ing, falling from a fearful height. Suddenly he
was conscious that he had been standing on a lofty
tower-had missed his footing, and was now about
being dashed to pieces to the earth. Before reach-
ing the ground, horror overcame him, and he lost,
for a moment, his sense of peril.

"Thank God !" was uttered, most fervently, in
the next instant.

"For what, dear?" asked Mrs. Bancroft, rising

up partly from her pillow, and looking at her
husband with a half-serious, half-laughing face.

"That little Harry is not dead." And Mr. Ban-
croft bent over and fixed his eyes with loving
earnestness upon the'rosy-cheeked, sleeping child.

Just then there came from the adjoining room a
wild burst of girlish laughter.

"What's that ?" A strange surprise flashed over
the face of Mr. Bancroft.

"Kate and Mary are in a gay humor this morn-
ing," said the mother. "But what have you been
dreaming about, dear ?"
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As this question was asked, a strain of music

was heard floating up from the parlor, and the voice

of Flora came sweetly warbling a familiar air.

The father buried his face in the pillow, and

wept for joy. He had awakened from a long, long

dream of horror.
From that time Mr. Bancroft became a wiser

man. He was no longer a murmurer, but a thank-

ful recipient of the good gifts sent him by Provi-

dence. His wife bore him, in all, ten children, five

of whom have already attained their majority. He

never wanted a. loaf of bread for them, nor any-

thing needful for their comfort and happiness.

True, he did not "get ahead" in the world, that is,

did not lay up money ; but One, wiser than he,

saw that more than enough would not be good for

him, and, therefore, no efforts that he could make

would have given him more than what was needed

for their "daily bread." There was always enough,
but none to spare.
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I'LL SEE ABOUT IT.

BY T. S. ARTH UR.

MR. EASY sat alone in his counting-room, one
afternoon, in a most comfortable frame, both as
regards mind and body. A profitable speculation
in the morning had brought the former into a state
of great complacency, and a good dinner had done
all that was required for the repose of the latter.
He was in that delicious, half-asleep, half-awake
condition, which, occurring after dinner, is so very
pleasant. The newspaper, whose pages at first
possessed a charm for his eye, had fallen, with the
hand that held it, upon his knee. His head was
gently reclined backward against the top of a high,
leather-cushioned chair; while his eyes, half-opened,
saw all things around him but imperfectly. Just
at this time the door was quietly opened, and a lad
of some fifteen or sixteen years, with a pale, thin
face, high forehead, and large dark eyes, entered.
He approached the merchant with a hesitating step,
and soon stood directly before him.

Mr. Easy felt disturbed at this intrusion, for so
he felt it. He knew the lad to be the son of a poor
widow, who had once .seen better circumstances
than those that now surrounded her. Her husband

II

had, while living, been his intimate friend, and he
had promised him at his dying hour to be the pro-
tector and adviser of his wife and children. He
had meant to do all he promised, but not being
very fond of trouble, except where stimulated to
activity by the hope of gaining some good for him-
self, he had not been as thoughtful in regard to
Mrs. Mayberry as he ought to have been. She was
a modest, shrinking, sensitive woman, and had,
notwithstanding her need of a -friend and adviser,
never called upon Mr. Easy, or even sent to request
him to act for her in any thing, except once. Her
husband had left her poor. She knew little of the
world. She had three quite young children, and
one, the oldest, about sixteen. Had Mr. Easy been
true to his pledge, he might have thrown many a
ray upon her dark path, and lightened her burdened
heart of many a doubt and fear. But he had per-
mitted more than a year to pass since the death of
her husband, without having once called upon her.
This neglect had not been intentional. His will
was good but never active at the present moment.
"To-morrow," or "next week," or "very soon," he
would call upon Mrs. Mayberry; but to-morrow,
or next week, or very soon, had never yet come.

As for the widow, soon after her husband's death,
she found that poverty was to be added to affliction.
A few hundred dollars made up the sum of all that
she received aftei- the settlement of his business,
which had never been in a very prosperous con-
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dition. On this, under the exercise of extreme
frugality, she had been enabled to live for nearly
a year. Then the paucity of her little store made
it apparent to her mind that individual exertion
was required, directed toward procuring the means
of support for her little family. Ignorant of the
way in which this was to be done, and having no
one to advise her, nearly two months more passed
before she could determine what to do. By that
time. she had but a few dollars left, and was in a
state of great mental distress and uncertainty. She
then applied for work at some of the shops, and
obtained common 'sewing, but at prices that could
not yield her any thing like a support.

Hiram, her oldest son, had been kept at school
up to this period. But now she had to withdraw
him. It was. impossible any longer to pay his
tuition fees. He was an intelligent lad-active in
mind, and pure in his moral principles. But like
his mother, sensitive, and inclined to avoid obser-
vation. Like her, too, he had a proud independence
of feeling, that made him shrink from asking or,
accepting a favor, or putting himself under an obli-
gation to any one. He first became aware of his
mother's true condition, when she took him from
school, and explained the reason for so doing. At
once his mind rose into the determination to do
something to aid his mother. He felt a glowing
confidence, arising from the consciousness of
strength within. He felt that he had both the
will and the power to act, and to act efficiently.
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"Don't be disheartened mother," he said, with

animation. "I can and will do something. I can

help you. You have worked for me a great many

years. Now I will work for you.

Where there is a will, there is a way. But it is

often the case, that the will lacks the kind of in-

telligence that enables it to find the right way at

once. So it proved in the case of Hiram Mayberry.

He had a strong enough will, but did not know

how to bring it into activity. Good, without its

appropriate truth, is impotent. Of this the poor

lad soon became conscious. To the question of his

mother-
"What can you do, child ?" an answer came not

so readily.
"Oh, I can do a great many things," was easily

said; but, even in saying so, a sense of inability

followed the first thought of what he should do,

that the declaration awakened.

The will impels, and then the understanding

seeks for the means of effecting the purposes of the

will. In the case of young Hiram, thought fol-

lowed affection. He pondered for many days over

the means by which he was to aid his mother. But

the more he thought, the more conscious did he

become, that in the world, he was a weak boy.

That however' strong might be his purpose, his

means of action were limited. His mother could

aid him but little. She had but one suggestion to

make, and .that was, that he should endeavor to get
25
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a situation in some store or counting-room. This
he attempted to do. Following her direction, he
called upon Mr. Easy, who promised to see about
looking him up a situation. It happened, the day
after, that a neighbor spoke to him about a lad for
his store-(Mr. Easy had already forgotten his
promise)-Hiram was recommended, and the man
called to see his mother.

"How much salary can you afford to give him?"
asked Mrs. Mayberry, after learning all'about the
situation, and feeling satisfied that her son should
accept of it.

"Salary, ma'am ?" returned the storekeeper, in a
tone of surprise. "We never give a boy any salary
for the first year. The knowledge that is acquired
of business is always considered a full compensation.
After the first year, if he likes us, and we like him,
we may give him seventy-five or a hundred
dollars."

Poor Mrs. Mayberry's countenance fell imme-
diately.

"I wouldn't think of his going out now, if it
were not in the hope of his earning something,"
she said, in a disappointed voice.

"How much did you expect him to earn ?" was
asked by the storekeeper.

"I didn't know exactly what to expect. But I
supposed that he might earn four or five dollars a
week."

"Five dollars a week is all we pay our porter

an abled-bodied, industrious man," was returned.

"If you wish your son'to become acquainted with

mercantile business, you must not expect him to

earn much for three or four years. At a trade you
may receive from him barely a sufficiency to board

and clothe him, but nothing more."
This declaration so damped the feelings of the

mother that she could not reply for some moments.

At length she said--
"If you will take my boy with the understand-

ing, that, in case I am not able to support him, or
hear of a situation where a salary can be obtained,
you will let him leave your employment without

hard feelings, he shall go into your store at once."

To this the man consented, and Hiram Mayberry
went with him according to agreement. A few

weeks passed, and the lad, liking both the business

and his employer, his mother felt exceedingly
anxious for him to remain. But she sadly feared

that this could not be. Her little store was just
about exhausted, and the most she had yet been

able to earn by working for the shops, was a dollar

and a half a week. This was not more than suffi-

cient to buy the plainest food for her little flock.

It would not pay rent, nor get clothing. To meet

the former, recourse was had to the sale of her

husband's small, select library. Careful mending
kept the younger children tolerably decent, and by
altering for him the clothes left by his father, she
was able to keep Hiram in a suitable condition, to
appear at the store of his employer.
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Thus matters went on for several months. Mrs.

Mayberry, working late and early. The natural
result was, a gradual failure of strength. In the
morning, when she awoke, she would feel so languid
and heavy, that to rise required a strong effort, and
even after she was up, and attempted to resume her
labors, her trembling frame almost refused to obey
the dictates of her will. At length, nature gave
way. One morning she was so sick that she could
not rise. Her head throbbed with a dizzy, blind-
ing pain-her whole body ached,. and her skin
burned *ith fever. Hiram got something for the
children to eat, and then taking the youngest, a
little girl about two years old, into the house of a
neighbor, who had showed them some good-will,
asked her if she would take care of his sister until
he returned home at dinner-time.: This the neigh-
bor readily consented to do-promising, also, to
call in frequently and see his mother.

At dinner-time, Hiram found his mother quite
ill. She was no better at night. For three days
the fever raged violently. Then, under the careful
treatment of their old family physician, it was sub-
dued. After that she gradually recovered, but very
slowly. The physician said she must not attempt
again to work as she had done. This injunction
was scarcely necessary. She had not the strength
to do so.~"

"I don't see'what you will do, Mrs. Mayberry,"
a neighbor who had often aided her by kind advice,

said, in reply to the widow's statement of her un-

happy condition. "You cannot maintain these

children, certainly. And I don't see how, in. your

present feeble state, you are going to maintain

yourself. There is but one thing that I can advise,

and that advice I give with reluctance. It is to

endeavor to get two of your children into some

orphan asylum. The youngest you may be able

to keep with you. The oldest can support himself

at something or other."

The pale cheek of Mrs. Mayberry grew paler at

this proposition. She half-sobbed, caught her

breath, and looked her adviser with a strange be-

wildered stare in the face.

" Oh, no II cannot do that ! I cannot be separated

from my dear little children. Who will care for

them like a mother ?"
"It is hard, I know, Mrs. Mayberry. But ne-

cessity is a stern ruler. You cannot keep them
with you-that is certain. You have not the

strength to provide them with even the coarsest

food. In an asylum, with a kind matron, they will
be better off than under any other circumstances."

But Mrs. Mayberry shook her head.

"No-no-no," she replied-" I cannot think of

such a thing. I cannot be separated from them.

I shall soon be able to work again-better able

than before."
The neighbor who felt deeply fOr her, did not

urge the matter. When Hiram returned at dinner-
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time, his face had in it a more animated expression
than usual.

"Mother," he said, as soon as he came in, "I
heard to-day that a boy was wanted at the Gazette
office, who could write a good hand. The wages
are to be four dollars a week."

"You did!" Mrs. Mayberry said, quickly, her
weak frame trembling, although she struggled hard
to be composed.

"Yes. And Mr. Easy is well acquainted with
the publisher, and could get me the place, I am
sure."

" Then go and see him at once, Hiram. If'you
can secure it, all will be well ; if not, your little
brothers and sisters will have to be separated, per-
haps sent into an orphan asylum."

Mrs. Mayberry covered her face with her hands,
and sobbed bitterly for some moments.

Hiram eat his frugal meal quickly, and returned
to the store, where he had to remain until his em-
ployer went home and dined. On his return, he
asked liberty to be absent for half an hour, which
was granted. He then went direct to the counting-
house of Mr. Easy, and disturbed him, as'has been
seen. Approaching with a timid step, and a flushed
brow, he said in a confused and hurried manner-

"Mr. Easy, there is a lad wanted at the Gazette
Office."

"Well?" returned Mr. Easy, in no very cordial
tone.
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" Mother thought you would be kind enough to

speak to Mr. G for me."

"Haven't you a place in a store.?"

"Yes, sir. But I don't get any wages. And at

the Gazette office they will pay four dollars a

week."
"But the knowledge of business to be gained

where you are, will be worth a great deal more

than four dollars a week."
"I know that, sir. But mother is not able to

board and clothe me. I must earn something."
"Oh, aye, that's it. Very well, I'll see about it

for you."

"When shall I call, sir ?" asked Hiram.

"When? Oh, almost any time. Say to-morrow

or next day."
The lad departed, and Mr. Easy's head fell back

upon the chair, the impression which had been

made upon his mind passing away almost as quickly
as writing upon water.

With anxious trembling hearts, did Mrs. May-
berry and her son wait for the afternoon of the

succeeding day. On the success of Mr. Easy's ap-
plication rested all their hopes. Neither she nor

Hiram eat over a few mouthfuls at dinner-time.

The latter hurried away, and returned to the store,
there to wait with trembling eagerness, until his

employer should return from dinner, and he again
be free to go and see Mr. Easy.

To Mrs. 1Mayberry, the afternoon passed slowly.
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She had forgotten to tell her son to return home
immediately, if the application should be successful-
He did not come back, and the had, consequently
to remain in a state of anxious suspense, until dark.
He came in at the usual hour. His dejected counte-
nance told of disappointment.

"Did you see Mr. Easy?" Mrs. Mayberry asked,
in a low, troubled voice.

"Yes. But he hadn't been to the Gazette office.
He said he had been very busy. But that he would
see about it soon."

Nothing more was said. The mother and son,
after sitting silent and pensive during the evening,
retired early to bed. On the next day, urged on
by his anxious desire to get the situation of which
he had heard, Hiram again called at the counting-
room of Mr. Easy, his heart trembling with hope
and fear. There were two or three men present.
Mr. Easy cast upon him rather an . impatient look
as he entered. His appearance had evidently
annoyed the merchant. Had he consulted his feel-
ings, he would have retired at once. But there
was too much at stake. Gliding to a corner of the
room, he stood, with his hat in his hand, and a look
of anxiety upon his face, until Mr. Easy was dis-
engaged. At length, the gentleman with whom he
was occupied, went away, and Mr. Easy turned
toward the boy. Hiram looked up earnestly in
his face.

"I have really been so much occupied, my lad,"

I
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the merchant said, in a kind of apologetic tone,
"as to have entirely forgotten my promise to you.
But I will see about it. Come in again, to-
morrow."

Hiram made no answer, but turned with a sigh
toward the door. The' keen disappointment ex-

pressed in the boy's face, and the touching quiet-
ness of his manner, reached the feelings of Mr.

Easy. He was not a hard-hearted man, but selfishly
indifferent to others. He could feel deeply enough
if he would permit himself to do so. But of this
latter feeling he was not often guilty.

"Stop a minute," he said. And then stood in a
musing attitude for a moment or two. " As you
seem so anxious about this matter," he added, "if
will wait here a little while, I will step down to
see Mr. G at once."

The boy's face brightened instantly. Mr. Easy
saw the effect of what he said, and it made the task
he was about entering upon reluctantly, an easy
one. The boy waited for nearly a quarter of an
hour, so eager to know the result, that he could
not compose- himself to sit down. The sound of
Mr. Easy's step at the door, at length made his
heart bound. The merchant entered. Hiram
looked into his face. One glance was sufficient to
dash every dearly-cherished hope to the ground.

"I am sorry," Mr. Easy said, "but the place
was filled this morning. I was a little too late."

The boy was unable to control his feelings. The
26
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disappointment was too great. Tears gushed from
his eyes, as he turned away, and left the counting-
room without speaking.

"I'm afraid I've done wrong," said Mr. Easy to
himself, as he stood, in a musing attitude, by his
desk, about five minutes after Hiram had left. "If
I had seen about the situation when he first called
upon me, I might have secured it for him. But

9 it's too late now."
After saying this, the merchant placed his thumbs

in the armholes of his waistcoat, and commenced
walking 'the floor of his counting-room backward
and forward. He could not get out of his mind,
the image of the boy as he turned from him in
tears, nor drive away thoughts of the friend's widow,
whom he had neglected. This state of mind con-
tinued all the afternoon. Its natural effect was to
cause him to cast about in his mind for some way
of getting employment for Hiram, that would yield
immediate returns. But nothing presented itself.

'I wonder if I couldn't make room for him
here ?" he at length said-" He looks like a bright
boy. I know Mr. is highly pleased with him.
He spoke of getting four dollars a week. That's a
good deal to give to a mere lad. But I suppose I
might make him worth that to me. And now I
begin to think seriously about the matter, I believe
I cannot keep a clear conscience, and any longer

remain indifferent to the welfare of my old friend's
widow and children. I must look after them a
little more closely than I have heretofore done."

ihis resolution relieved the mind of Mr. Easy a

good deal.
When Hiram left the counting-room of the mer-

chant, his spirits were crushed to the very earth.

He found his way back, how he hardly knew, to

his place of business, and mechanically performed

the tasks allotted to him, until evening. Then he

returned home, reluctant to meet his mother, and

yet anxious to relieve her state of suspense, even

if in doing so, he should dash a last hope from her

heart. When he came in, Mrs. Mayberry lifted

her eyes to his, inquiringly;'but dropped them in-

stantly-she needed no words to tell her that he

had suffered a bitter disappointment.
"1You did not get the place ?" she at length said,

with forced composure.
"No-it was taken- this morning. Mr. Easy

promised to see about it. But he didn't do so.

When he went this afternoon, it was too late."

Hiram said this with a trembling voice, and-lips

that quivered.
"Thy will be done !" murmured the widow,

lifting her eyes upward. ."If these tender ones are

to be taken from their mother's fold, oh, do thou

temper for them the piercing blast, and be their

shelter amid the raging tempests."

A tap at the door brought back the thoughts of

. Mrs. Mayberry. A brief struggle with her feelings,

enabled her to overcome them in time to receive a

visitor witfh composure. It was the merchant.
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" Mr. Easy !" she said, in surprise.
" Mrs. Mayberry, how do you do ?" There was

some restraint and embarrassment in his manner.
He was conscious of having neglected the widow
of his friend, before he came. The humble con-
dition in which he found her, quickened that con-
sciousness into a sting.

"I am sorry, madam," he said, after he had be.
come seated, and made a few inquiries, "that I did
not get the place for your son. In fact, I am to
blame in the matter. But I have been thinking
since, that he would suit me exactly, and if you
have no objections, I will take him, and pay him a
salary of two hundred dollars for the first year.

Mrs. Mayberry tried to reply, but her feelings
were too much excited by this sudden and unlooked-
for proposal, to allow her to speak for some
moments. Even then, her assent was made with
tears glistening on her cheeks.

Arrangements were quickly made for the transfer
of Hiram from the store where he had been en-
gaged, to the counting-room of Mr. Easy. The
salary he received was just enough to enable Mrs.
Mayberry, with what she herself earned, to keep
her little ones together, until Hiram, who proved a
valuable assistant .in Mr. Easy's business, could
command a larger salary, and render her more im-
portant aid.

HUMAN LIFE.

BY T. S. ARTH UR.

BENJAMIN PARKER was not as thrifty as some

of his neighbors. He could not "get along in the

world."
"Few men are more industrious than I am," he

would sometimes say to his wife. "I am always

attending to business, late and early, rain or shine.

But it's no use, I can't get along, and am afraid I

never shall. Nothing turns out well."

Mrs. Parker was a meek, patient-minded woman;

and she had married Benjamin because she loved

him above all the young men who sought her hand,

some of whom had fairer prospects in the world

than he had; and she continued to love him and

confided in him, notwithtanding many reverses

and privations had attended their union.

" You do the best you can," she would reply to

her husband when he thus complained, "and that

is as much as can be expected of any one. You

can only plant and sow, the Lord must send the

rain and the sunshine."
The usually pensive face of Mrs. Parker would

lighten up, as she spoke words of comfort and en-

couragement like these. But she never ventured
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upon any serious advice as to the management of
her husband's affairs, although there were times
when she could not help thinking that if he would
do a little differently it might be better. To his
fortunes she had united her own, and she was ready
to bear with him their lot in life. If he proposed
any thing, she generally acquiesced in it, even if it
cost her much self-sacrifice; and when, as it often
happened, all did not turn out as well as had been
expected, she never said-" I looked for this," or
"I never approved of it," or, "If I had been allowed
to advise you, it never would have been done."
No, nothing like this ever passed the lips of Mrs.
Parker. But rather words of sympathy and en-
couragement, and a reference of all to the wise but
inscrutable dispensations of Providence. It might
have been better for them if Mrs. Parker had pos-
sessed a stronger will and had manifested more
decided traits of character ; or it might not. The
pro or con of this we will not pretend to decide.
As a general thing it is no doubt true that qualities
of mind in married partners have a just relation
the one to the other, and act and react in a manner
best suited for the correction of the peculiar evils
of each and the elevation of both into the highest
moral state to which they can be raised. At first
glance this may strike the'mind as not true as a
general rule. But a little reflection will cause it to.
appear more obvious. If an all-wise Providence
governs -in the.affairs of men, it is but reasonable

to suppose that, in the most important act of a

man's life, this Providence will be most conspicuous.

Marriage is this most important act, and without

doubt it is so arranged that those are brought

together between whom action and reaction of in-

tellectual and moral qualities will be just in the

degree best calculated to secure their own and their

children's highest good.

We are not so sure, therefore, that it would have

been any better for Mr. and Mrs. Parker had the

latter been less passive, and less willing to believe

that her husband was fully capable of deciding as

to what was best to be done in all things relating

to those pursuits in life by which this world's goods

are obtained. She was passive, and therefore we

will believe that it was right for her to be so.

Mrs. Parker, though thus passive in all matters

where she felt that her husband was capable of de-

ciding and where he ought to decide, was not with-

out activity and force of character. But all was

directed by a gentle and loving spirit, and in sub-

servience to a profound conviction that every oc-

currence in life was under the direction or per-

mission of God. No matter what she was called

upon to suffer, either of bodily or mental pain, she

never murmured, but lifted her heart upward with

pious submission and felt, if she did not speak the

sentiment--" Thy will be done."

Mrs. Parker was one of three sisters, between

whom existed the tenderest affection. Their mother
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had died while they were young, and love for each
other had been strengthened and purified in mutual
love and care for their father. They had never
been separated, from childhood. The very thought
of separation was always attended with pain. If
in the marriage of Rachel with Benjamin Parker
any thing crossed the mind of the loving and happy
girl to cast over it a shade, it was the thought of
being separated from her sisters. Not a distant
separation, for Benjamin was keeping a store in
the village, and there was every prospect therefore
of their remaining there, permanently, but a re-
moval from the daily presence of and household
intercourse with those, to love whom had been a
part of her nature.

In the deeper, tenderer, more absorbing love
with which Rachel loved her husband, she found a
compensation for what she lost in being separated
from her sisters and father. She was happy-but
happy with a subdued and thankful spirit.

Not more than a year elapsed after their marriage
before Parker began to complain of the badness of
the times, and to sit thoughtful and sometimes
gloomy during the evenings he spent at home.
This grieved Rachel very much, and caused her to
exercise the greatest possible prudence and economy
in order that the household expenses might be as
little burdensome as possible to her husband. But
all would not do.

"I am afraid I. shall never get ahead here in the

world," Parker at length said outright, thereby
giving his wife the first suspicion of what was in
his mind-a wish to try his fortune in some other

place.
The truth was, Parker was making a living and

a little over, but he was not satisfied with this, and
had moreover a natural love of change. An ac-
quaintance had talked to him a good deal about
the success of a young friend who had commenced
in a town some fifty miles away, a business precisely
like the one in which he was engaged. According
to the account given, on half the capital which
Parker possessed, this person was selling double
the quantity of goods and making better profits.

A long time did not pass before Parker, after a
bitter complaint in regard to his business, said:

"I don't know what is to be done unless we go
to Fairview. We could do a great deal better
there."

"Do you think so ?" asked Rachel, in a calm
voice, although her heart sank within her at the
thought of being separated from those she so ten-

derly loved.
"I know it," was the answer. "Fairview is a

thriving town, while this place is going behindhand
as fast as possible. I shall never get along if I
remain here, that is certain."

Rachel made no reply, but the hand that held
the needle with which she was sewing moved at a
quicker rate.
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"Are you willing to go there?" the husband,
asked, with some hesitation of manner.

"If you think it best to go I anqswilling, of
course," Rachel said, meekly.

Parker looked into the face of his wife, as it
bent lower over the work she held in her hand,
and tried to understand as well as read its expres-
sion. But he could not exactly make it out. Nor
did- the tone of voice in which she so promptly ex.
pressed her willingness to remove, if he thought it
best, entirely satisfy his mind. Her assent, how-
ever, had been obtained, and this being the thing
he most desired, he was not long in forgetting the
manner in which that assent was given. Of the
cloud that fell upon her heart-of the sadness that
oppressed-of the foreshadowing loneliness of spirit
that came over her, he knew nothing.

A removal once determined upon, it was soon
made. A large portion of the goods in Mr. Parker's
store was sold at a rather heavy sacrifice and con-
verted into cash. What remained of his stock was
packed up and sent to Fairview, whither with his
wife and child he quickly followed. While he
looked hopefully ahead, the tearful 'eyes of- Rachel
were turned back upon the loved and loving friends
that were left behind. But she did not murmur, or
make any open manifestation of the grief she felt,
She believed it to be her duty to go with her hus-
band, and her duty, if she could not go cheerfully,
at least to conceal from others the pain she suffered.

%or a time, things looked very bright in Fair-

view to the eyes of Mr. Parker. He sold more

goods and at better prices than at the old place ;

but he had to credit more. The result of his first

year's business was quite encouraging. There was,

however, a slight drawback; very much more than

his profits were outstanding. But he doubted not

that all would come in.

As for Mrs. Parker the year had not gone by

without leaving some marks of its passage upon

her heart. Some are purified by much suffering

who, to common observation, seem purer far than

hundreds around them whose days glide pleasantly

on and whose skies are rarely overcast, and then

only by a swiftly-passing summer cloud. Rachel

Parker was one of these. During the first year of

her absence from those who were loved next to her

husband and child, her father died. And what

rendered the affliction doubly severe, was the fact,

that it occurred while she herself was so ill that

she could not be, moved without endangering her

life. He died and she could not be with him in

the last sad hours of his earthly existence! He

died and was buried, and she was not there to look

for the last time upon his beloved face-to follow him

to his quiet resting-place-to weep over his grave !

She suffered-but to no mortal eye were apparent

the adequate signs of that suffering. Even her

husband was misled by the calm surface of her

feelings into the belief that there was no wild, tur-
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bulence beneath. He did not see the tears that wet
the pillow upon which she slept. He did not know
how many hours she lay sleepless in the silent mid-
night watches. Daily all her duties were performed
with unvarying assiduity; and when he spoke toher she answered with her usual gentle smile.
That it faded more quickly than was its wont,
Benjamin Parker did not notice, nor did he remark
upon the fact that she rarely introduced any subject
of conversation. Indeed, so entirely was his mind
engrossed by business, that it was impossible for
him to have any realizing sense of the true state of
his wife's feelings.

Four years were past at Fairview, during which
time Parker barely managed to get sufficient out
of his store to live upon; the greater portion of his
profits being represented by the figures on the
debtor side of his ledger. Many of these accounts
were goQd, though slow in being realized ; but many
more were hopelessly bad. He was very far from
being satisfied with the result. He lived, it is true,
and by carefully attending to his business could
continue to live, and it might be lay up a little;
but this did not satisfy Benjamin Parker. He
wanted-to be getting ahead in the world.

"Why don't you go to the West ?" said an ac-
quaintance, to whom he was one day making com-
plaint of his slow progress. "That is the country
where enterprise meets a just reward. If I were as
young a man as you are, you wouldn't catch me

I
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long in these parts. I would sell out and buy five
or six hundred acres of government land and settle
down as a farmer. In a few years you'd see me
with property on my hands worth looking at."

This set Parker to thinking and inquiring about

the West. The idea of becoming a substantial far-

mer, with broad acres covered with grain and fields

alive with stock, soon became predominant in his

mind, and he talked of little else at home or abroad.
His wife said nothing, but she thought almost as

much on the subject as did her husband. At length
Benjamin Parker determined that he would remove

to Northern Indiana, more than a thousand miles

away, upon a farm of five hundred acres, that was
offered to him at two dollars and a half an acre. It

was government land that had been taken up a
year or two before, and slightly improved by the
erection of a log hut and the clearing of a few acres,
and now sold at one hundred per cent. advance.
Instead of first visiting the West and seeing the
location of the land that was offered to him, Parker
was willing to believe all that was said of its ex-

cellence and admirable location, and weak enough
to invest in it more than half of all he was worth.

The store at Fairview was sold out, and Mrs.
Parker permitted to spend a week with her sisters
before parting with them, perhaps, forever. When
the final moment of separation came it seemed to
her like a death-parting. The eyes of Rachel
lingered upon each loved countenance, as if for the

jt
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last time, and when these passed from before her
bodily visions, love kept them as distinct as ever,
but distinct in their tearful sadness.

If the wishes and feelings of Rachel Parker had
been consulted-if she had been at all considered,
and her true feelings and character justly appreci-
ated-a removal to the West would never have been
determined upon. But her husband's mind was all
absorbed in ideas of worldly things. Not possess-
ing the habits and qualities of mind that ensure
success in any calling, he was always oppressed
with the consciousness that he was either standing
still, or going behind-hand. Instead of seeking to
better his condition by greater activity, energy, and
concentration of thought upon his business, he was
ever looking to something beyond it, and to change
of place and pursuit as the means of improving his
fortunes. This at last, as has been seen, led him
off to the West in the ardent hope of becoming in
time a wealthy farmer. In an inverse ratio to the
hopeful elevation of spirits with which Parker set
out upon his journey was the sorrowful depression
experienced by his wife. But Rachel kept meekly'
and patiently her. feelings to herself. It was 'her
duty, she felt, to go with -her husband. She had
united her fortunes with his, and without murmur-
ing or complaining, she was ready to go with him
through the world and to stand bravely up by his
side in any and all circumstances.

After a journey of five weeks, Benjamin Parker

and his wife, with their family of three children,

arrived at their new home in the West. It was

early in the spring. The main body of the farm,

which was densely wooded, lay upon the eastern

bank of a small, sluggish river, with broad, marshy

bottom-lands. The cabin, which had been put up

the year before on a small clearing, stood on an

eminence just above this river, and was five miles

away from any other human habitation. It con-

sisted of two rooms and a small loft above. One

of these rooms had only a ground floor. The win-

dows were not glazed. The last thirty miles of the

journey to this wild region had been performed in

a wagon, which contained their furniture and a

small supply of provisions.

The first night spent in this lonely, cheerless

place was one that brought no very pleasant reflec-

tions to either Parker or his wife. He was disap-
pointed in his expectations, and she felt as if a

heavy hand were pressing upon her bosom.

But there they were, and the only thing for them

to do was to make the best of what was in their

hands. Parker obtained an assistant and went to

work to prepare the cleared ground for spring

crops, and his wife, with a babe at her breast and

no help, assumed all the duties pertaining to her

family. In cooking, washing, milking, sewing, etc.,

she found enough to occupy all her time late and

early. It was a rare thing for her to lay her head

upon her pillow without extreme weariness and

even exhaustion.
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Time went on, and they began to reap the first

fruits of theirindustry. The wilderness and solita-
ry place blossomed. The little clearing widened
gradually its circle, and many little comforts, at
first wanting, were obtained. Still they suffered
many privations and Mrs. Parker far more than her
husband imagined.

The first summer, hot and sultry, drew near to
its close. Thus far they had been blessed with
health. But now slight headache, nausea, and a
general feeling of debility were experienced by all.
The first to show symptoms of serious illness was
the oldest child. She was nearly five years of age,
her name was Rachel, and she was aptly named, for
she was the image of her mother. The bright eyes,
sweet, loving face, and happy voice of little Rachel,
that was heard all day long, lightened the mother's
toil, refreshed her spirits, and often made her forget
the loneliness and seclusion in which they lived.
She was like a cool spring in the desert, a bright
flower in a barren waste, a ray of sunshine from a.
wintry sky.

Little Rachel was the first to droop. Saturday
,was always the busiest day of the week; it was the
day of preparation for the Sabbath; for even sep.
arate and lonely as they were, this family sacredly
regarded the Sabbath as a day of rest from worldly
care and labor. It was Saturday, and Mrs. Parker,
in the more earnest attention which she gave to her
household duties, did not notice that the child was

more quiet than usual; nor did the fact of finding
her fast asleep on the floor when dinner was ready,
cause any thing further than a thought that she had
tired herself out with play. At night she refused
her supper, and then it was observed for the first
time that her eyes were heavy, her hands hot, and
that she was affected with a general languor. Her
mother undressed her and put her to bed, and the
child sank off immediately into a heavy sleep. For
some time Mrs. Parker stood bending over her with
a feeling of unusual tenderness for the child. She
also felt concern, but not arising from any definite
cause. The fear of extreme sickness and impending
death she had not yet known. That was one of the
lessons she had still to learn.

In the morning little Rachel awoke with a severe
chill, accompanied by vomiting. A raging fever
succeeded to this. The parents became alarmed,
and Mr. Parker started off on horseback, for a
physician, distant about seven miles. It was noon
when the doctor arrived. He did not say much in
answer to the anxious questions of the mother, but
administered some medicine and' promised to call
on the next day. At his second visit he found
nothing favorable in the symptoms of his little
patient. Her fever was higher than on the day
before. There had been a short intermission after
midnight, which lasted until morning, when it had
returned again greatly exacerbated.

Nine dafs did the fever last without the abate-
28
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ment of a single symptom, but rather a steady in-
crease of all. The little sufferer had not only the
violence of a dangerous disease to bear, but there
was added to this a system of medical treatment
that of itself, where no disease existed, would have
made the child extremely ill. In the first place
large doses of mercury were given, followed by
other nauseous and poisonous drugs; then copious
bleeding was resorted to; and then the entire breast
of the child was covered with a blister that was
kept on until the whole surface of the skin was
ready to peel off. Afterward the head was shaved
and blistered. During all this time, medicines that
the poor sufferer's stomach refused to take were
forced down her throat, almost hourly 1 If there
had been any hope of escape from the fever, this
treatment would have made death certain.

At the close of the ninth day the physician in-
formed the parents that he could do no more for
their child. When Mrs. Parker received this intel-
ligence, there was little change in her external
appearance, except that her pale, anxious face grew
slightly paler. She tried to say in her, heart, as
she endeavored to lift her spirit upward-" Thy
will be done.". But she-failed in the pious effort.
It was too much to take from her this darling
child; this companion of her loneliness ; this blos-
som so gently unfolding and loading the desert air
with soul-refreshing sweetness. It was too much
-she bowed her spirit-in meek endurance, but she
could not say--" Thy will be done."

11
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Little Rachel died. The father dug her grave
near by their humble dwfling ; he made the rough
coffin in which they enclosed her ; and then bore
out the body and laid it in the ground, while the

weeping mother stood by his side. Sole mourners
were they at these sad funereal rites. No holy
words from the cook of consolation were read, no
solemn hymn was sung-all was silence, heart-
oppressing silence.

On the succeeding day Parker had to go for the
physician again. His next child .was taken sick.
His wife was far from being well, and he felt
strangely. After the doctor had prescribed for the
family, and was about leaving, he took Mr. Parker
to an eminence overlooking the river that bounded
his farm on the western side, and spoke to him
thus:

"My friend, do you see that river, with more
than half of its muddy bed exposed to the hot sun?
Your farm lies upon its eastern side, and the poi-
sonous miasma that arises from its surface and
banks is steadily blown upon you by the south-
westerly and westerly winds of summer. Is it
any wonder that your family have become sick?
I wouldn't live here if you would give me fifty
farms like this! Already- a whole family have
died on this spot, and your's will be the next if you
do not leave immediately. You have lost one
child ; let that suffice. Flee from this place as
hurriedly-as Lot fled from Sodom. Medical aid I
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solemnly believe to be useless while you remain
here. The village of A is healthy. Remove
your wife and children there immediately. Do not
wait for a single day. It is the only hope for their
lives."

A warning like this was not a thing to be let go
by unheeded. Parker promptly announced to his
wife what the doctor had communicated, and ended
by saying-

"We must go at once."
"And leave Rachel ?" she returned, sadly.
"Our staying here cannot do her any good,"

replied the husband, in a choking voice.
"I know-I know," quickly answered the mo-

ther. "I am weak and foolish. Yes-yes-we
had better go."

A few hours sufficed for all needful preparations,
and then, with his wife and children in his wagon,
Parker mounted one of the. horses and drove off for
the village of A-, distant a little over ten miles.
As they moved away the mother's eyes were turned
back upon the little mound of earth beneath which
slept the body of her precious child, and remained
fixed upon that one spot until by intervening trees
all was hidden from, her sight. Then her eyes
closed, and she leaned her head down against the
side of the wagon, while her arm tightened its hold
of the babe that was sleeping on her bosom. For
a long time she remained lost to all that was around
her. Years afterward she said to a friend that the

severest trial of her whole life was in leaving her
child alone in that wild, desolate place. It seemed

as if the little one must feel the desertion.

At the town of A Parker and his family
obtained accommodations in a poor tavern, where

they remained for six weeks, during which time

every one suffered more or less severely from fevers,
contracted in the poisoned atmosphere in which

they had been residing. During the time that

Parker remained at A-he obtained more infor-
mation in regard to Western life, and the prospects
of a man like himself getting ahead, as a farmer on

wild lands than he had ever before had. He learn-

ed, too, some particulars about his own farm, of
which he was before ignorant. All along the river

upon which it was situated, the fall sickness swept
off every new-comer, and was in very many instan-

ces fatal to the oldest residents. He was assured
that if he went back there to live before frost set in,
it would be almost certain death.

The loss of his oldest and best-beloved child; the
bad location of his farm ; and the new and more
correct views he had received on the subject of
Western life, completely opened the eyes of Parker
to the folly he had committed.

"If I could make any, thing like a fair sale of my
farm, I think I would let it go, and return to the
East," he said to his wife, after they had all recov-
ered from the worst effect of the fevers from which
they had been suffering.

yr
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"If you could do as well at the East, Benjamin,
I think we would all be happier there," Rachel
replied, in her usual quiet way. Her husband did
not notice that the tears sprang instantly to her
eyes, nor did he know with what a quick throb her
heart answered to his words.

A short time after this, Parker was fortunate
enough to meet with a purchaser for his land, who
was willing to take it with all its improvements at
government price. With seven hundred dollars,
the remnant of his property, after an absence of
eight months, Parker returned to the East a wiser
man, and his wife a more thoughtful, pensive,
absent-minded woman. The loss of little Rachel
was a sad thing for her. She could not get over it.
It would have been some comfort to her if they
could have brought back the child's remains, and
buried them where her mother had slept for years,
and where the body of her father had been so
recently laid; but to leave her alone in the wild
region where they had buried her, was something
of which she could not think without a pang.

On the small sum of money which he had brought
back from his western adventure, Parker recom-
menced his old business in, the very town where he
lived, and in'the store that he occupied at the time
of his marriage. As his means were more contract-
ed, he could not do as good a business as the one
he had been so foolish as to give up several years
before, and he soon fell into his old habit of com-

plaining and perhaps now with more cause. To such

complaints his meek-tempered wife would reply in
some words of encouragement and comfort, as-

"You do the best you can, and that is as much

as can be expected of any one. You plant and sow
-the Lord must send the rain and the sunshine."

Back in the old place and among her loving
sisters, the heart of Mrs. Parker felt once more the

warm sunshine upon it-the gentle dews and the

refreshing rain. But a year or two only elapsed
before her husband determined to seek some better
fortune in another place. Without a complaining
word his wife went with him, but her cheek grew
paler and thinner afterward, her step slower and

her voice even to the ear of her husband sadder.
But he was too much absorbed in his efforts to get
along in the world to be able to see clearly the true

condition of his wife, or, if he at all understood it,
to be aware of the cause.

Their new location proved to be an unhealthy
one, and the loss of another child drove them away,
after a residence of a year. Mrs. Parker suffered
here severely from intermittent fever. She was
just able to go about when her husband declared
his intention to leave the place on account of its
being sickly.

"Where do you think of going ?" she asked,
raising to his her large pensive eyes.

"I have hardly made up my mind yet," he
replied. "-But I was thinking of R ."
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Rachel's eyes fell to the floor, and a gentle sigh

escaped from her bosom. This was noticed by her
husband.

"have you any objection to R ?-.?" he asked.
" Why not go back to the old place ?" Rachel

ventured to say, while her eyes were again fixed
upon him, but now earnestly and tearfully.

"Would you rather live there ?" he asked, with
more than usual tenderness in his voice.

"I have never been happy since we left there,"
the poor wife replied, sinking forward and hiding
her tearful face on his breast.

Parker was confounded. He had never dreamed
of this. Rachel had always so patiently acquiesced
in all that he had proposed to. do, that he had im-
agined her as willing to remove from one place to
another as he had been. But now a new truth
flashed upon his mind-" Never been happy since
we left there ?"

" We will go back, Rachel," he said, with some
emotion. "If I had only known this 1"

And they went back. But somehow or other
Rachel Parker did not recover the healthy tone of
body or mind that she had lost. By strict attention
to business and continuing at it for some'years in
one place, her husband got along well enough,
though he did not get rich. As for Rachel, 'she
gradually declined and three years after her return
was laid at rest.

THE SUM OF TRIFLES:

OR, "A PENNY SAVED IS A PENNY GAINED."

BY T. B. ARTH UR.

"SAvIma? Don't¢talk to me about saving !"
said one journeyman mechanic to another. "What

can a man with a wife and three children save out

of eight dollars a week ?"
"Not much, certainly," was replied. "But still,

if he is careful, he may save a little."

"Precious little !" briefly returned the other,
with .something like contempt in his tone.

"Even a little is worth saving," was answered to

this. "You know the old proverb, 'Many little
make a mickle.' Fifty cents laid by every week
will amount to twenty-six dollars in a year."

"Of course, that's clear enough. And a dollar

saved every week will give the handsome sum of

fifty-two dollars a year. But how is the half-dollar
or the dollar to be saved, I should like to know?
I can't.do it, Iam sure."

"I can, then, and my family is just as large as
yours, and my wages no higher."

"If you say so, I am bound to believe you, but
I must dwn myself unable to see how you do it.
Pray, how much do you save?"

29
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"I have saved about seventy-five dollars a year
for the last two years."

"You have !" in surprise.
"Yes, and I have it all snugly in the Savings'

Bank."
"Bless me! How have you possibly managed

to do this ? For my part, it is as much as I can
do to keep out of debt. My wife is as hard-work,
ing, saving a woman as is to be found anywhere..
But all won't do. I expect my nose will be at the
grindstone all my life."

"How much does your tobacco cost you, John-son ?" asked his companion.
"Nothing, to speak of. A mere trifle," replied

the man named Johnson.
"A shilling a week ?"
"About that."
"And you take something to drink, now and

then?"
"Nothing but a little beer. I never use any

thing stronger."
"I suppose you never take, on an average, more

than a glass a day?".
"No, nor that."
"But you occasionally ask a friend to take a

glass with you?"
" Of course, that is a thing we all must do, some-

times--"
" Which will make the cost to you about equal

to a glass a day.?"
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"I suppose it will; but that's nothing."
"Six glasses a week at sixpence each, will make

just the sum of three shillings, which added to the

cost of tobacco, will make fifty cents a week for

beer and tobacco, or what would amount to a hun-

dred dollars and over in four years."
"Dear knows, a poor mechanic has few enough

comforts without depriving himself of trifles like

these," said Johnson.

"By giving up such trifles as these, for trifles

they really are, permanent and substantial comforts

may be gained. But, besides chewing tobacco and

drinking beer, you indulge yourself in a plate of

oysters, now and then, do you not ?"
"Certainly I do. A hard-working man ought

to be allowed to enjoy himself a little sometimes."

"And this costs you two shillings weekly ?" said

the persevering friend.
"At least that," was replied.
"How often do you take a holiday to yourself ?"

"Not often. I do it very rarely."
"Not oftener than once a month ?"
"1No."

"As often?"
"Yes, I suppose I take a day for recreation

about once in a month, and that is little enough,
dear knows."

"You spend a trifle at such times, of course?"

"Never more than half a dollar. I always limit
myself to that, for I cannot forget that I am a poor
journeyman mechanic.'



TRIALS OF A SEAMSTRESS. 247

"Does your wife take a holiday, too ?" asked the
friend, with something significant in his look and
tone.

"No," was replied. "I often try to persuade her
to do so; but she never thinks she can spare time.
She has all the work to do, and three children to
see after; and one of them, you know, is a baby."

"Do you know that this day's holiday once a
month, costs you exactly twenty-two dollars a
year ?"

"No, certainly not, for it costs no such thing."
"Well, let us see. Your wages per day come to

one dollar thirty-three cents and one-third. This
sum multiplied by twelve, the number of days lost
in the year, gives .'sixteen dollars. Half a dollar
spent a day for twelve days makes six dollars, and
six dollars added to sixteen amount to twenty-two.
Now, have I not calculated it fairly ?"

"I believe you have," replied Johnson, in an
altered tone. "But I never could have believed it."

"Add to this, thirteen dollars a year that. you
pay for oysters, and you have n

"Not so fast, if you please. I spend no' such
sum as you 'name, in oysters."

" Let us try our multiplication again," coolly re.
marked the friend. "Twenty-five cents a week
multiplied into fifty-two weeks, gives exactly thir.
teen dollars. Isn't it so?"

"Humph ! I believe you are right. But I never
would have thought of it."

" Add this thirteen dollars to the twenty-two it

costs you for twelve holidays in the year, and this

again to the price of your beer and tobacco, and

you will have just sixty-one dollars a year that

might be saved. A little more careful examination

into your expenses, would, no 'doubt, detect the

sum of fourteen dollars that might be as well saved

as not, which added to the sixty-one dollars, will

make seventy-five dollars a year uselessly spent,
the exact sum I am able to put into the Savings'
Bank."

Johnson was both surprised and mortified, at
being thus convinced of actually spending nearly
one-fifth of his entire earnings in self-gratification

of one kind or another. He promised both him-

self and his friend, that he would at once reform

matters, and try to get a little a-head, as he had a

growing family that would soon be much more ex-

pensive than it was at present.
Some months afterward, the friend who had

spoken so freely to Johnson, met him coming out
of a tavern, and in the act of putting tobacco in his

mouth. The latter looked a little confused, but
said with as much indifference as he could assume:

"You. see I am at my old tricks again ?"

"Yes, and I am truly sorry for it. I was in

hopes, you were going to practice a thorough sys-
tem. of economy, in order to get beforehand."

"I did try, but it's no use. As to giving up
tobacco, that is out of the question. I can't do it.
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Nor could you, if you had ever formed the bad
habit of chewing or smoking."

" We can do almost any thing, if we try hard
enough, Johnson. We fail, because we give up
trying. My tobacco and cigars used to cost me
just twice what yours cost you, and yet I made a
resolution to abandon the use of the vile weed
altogether, and what is better, have kept my resolu-
tion. So, you see, the thing can be done. All that
is wanted, is sufficient firmness and perseverance.
I used to like a glass of ale, too, and a plate of
oysters, but;I saw that the expense was rather a
serious matter, and that the indulgence did not do
me a particle of good. So I gave them up, also;
and if you try hard enough, you can do it, too."

"I don't know-perhaps I might; but somehow
or other, it strikes me that seventy or eighty dollars
a year, laid by in the Savings' Bank, is rather a
dear saving, if made at the expense of every com-
fort a poor man has. What good is the money
going to do?"

" A strange questions that, to ask, Johnson. I
will tell you what good it is going to do me. I
intend saving every cent I can possibly lay by,
until I get five hundred dollars; and then I mean
to set up my trade for myself, and become a master-
workman. After that, I hope to get along .a little
faster, and be able to send my children, who will be
pretty well advanced by the time, to better schools.
I shall also be able, I hope, to get help for my wife,
who will need assistance in the house."
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"All very well to talk about, but not so easily
done," replied Johnson.

"I don't know. For every effect there is an

adequate cause. The cause of all this will be the

saving of seventy-five dollars a year. This I have

been doing for three years, and I hope to be able to

do it for three or four years longer. Then the

desired effect,.in, a capital of five hundred dollars,
upon which to commence business, will be produced.

Is it not so ?"
"Yes, I suppose it is. But it is one thing to

commence business, and another thing to succeed

in it. There are plenty of chances in favor of your
losing every cent you have, and then being obliged
to go back to journey-work, which will not be the

most agreeable thing in the world. For my part,
I would much rather enjoy what little I have as I

go along, than stint and deny myself every thing
comfortable for six or seven years, in order to set

up business for myself, and then lose every dollar.

It is not every man, I can tell you, who is fit to go
into business, nor every man who can succeed, if he

does. The fact is, there must be journeymen as

well as master-workmen. As for me, I have no

taste for going into business, and don't believe I

should succeed if I did set up for myself. I expect
to work journey-work all my life,-and might just as

well take my comfort as I go along."
" I shall not attempt to dispute what you say

about some men being born to be journeymen, and
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others to be master-workmen," replied the friend of
Johnson, "for I am very well aware that the gifts
of all are different; and that some men are so
peculiarly constituted, that they would not succeed
if they were to set up business for themselves. But
the want of a business, capacity, or inclination, is
no reason at all why a journeyman mechanic should
not save every cent he can."

" What good will it do him? He is bound to be
a poor worker all his life, and why should he deny
himself the few comforts he has as he goes along,
in order to lay by a hundred or two dollars ?"

"I am surprised to hear you ask such a question,
Johnson. But I will answer it by saying, that he
should do it for the very reason that I save my
money ; that is, to enable him to educate his chil-
dren well, to lighten his own and his wife's toil,
when they grow older, and to be able to obtain for
his family more of the comforts of life than they
now enjoy."

"I don't exactly see .how all this is to be
achieved. Suppose. he get together as much as
five hundred dollars; and instead of risking it in
business, he send his children to some expensive
schools, hire help for his wife, and take some com-
fort as he goes along; how long do you suppose his
five hundred dollars will last? But two years, and
then he must come down again and be ten times as
unhappy, for it is a much easier matter to get up
than to go down."
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" Pardon me, Johnson," replied his friend, " but
I must say you ,are a very short-sighted mortal.

If you can't imagine any better mode of using your
five hundred dollars after you have saved it, I don't
blame you for not caring about making the attempt
to do so. But I can tell you a better way."

"Well, let us hear it."
"With your five hundred dollars, after you had

saved it, you could buy yourself a snug little
cottage, with an acre of ground around it. How
much rent do you pay now?"

"Seventy-five dollars a year."
"Of course this would be saved after that, which,

added to what you were already saving, would
make a hundred and fifty dollars a year. Take
fifty of that to buy yourself a cow, some pigs, and
chickens, and to get lumber for your pig-sty, hen-
house, and shed for your cow in winter, and you
would still have a hundred ,dollars left, the first
year, to go into the Savings' Bank. Your garden,
which you could work yourself by rising an hour.
or two earlier in the morning; your cow, your
chickens and your pigs, would make a sufficient
saving in your expenses to pay for all additional
charges in entering your children at better schools.
In three years more, laying by a hundred and fifty
dollars a year, which you could easily do, would
give you enough to buy another cottage and an
acre of ground, which you could easily rent to a
good tenant for eighty dollars a year. In three

30
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years more, going on with the same economy, you
would have seven hundred dollars more to invest,
which could be done in property that would yield
you seventy or eighty dollars a year additional
income. By this time the village would have grown
out toward your grounds, and perhaps doubled, may
be quadrupled their value for building lots, some of
which you could sell, and adding the amount to the
savings of a couple of years, be able to build one
or two more comfortable little houses on your own
lots. Going on in this way, year after year, by the
time your ability to work as a journeyman began
to fail you, the necessity for work would not exist,
for you would have a comfortable property, the
regular income from which would more than sup-
port you. Now all this may be done' by your
simply giving up your tobacco, beer and oysters,
and your day's holiday once a month. Is not the
result worth the trifling sacrifice, Johnson ?"

"It certainly is," was the serious reply. "You
have presented a very attractive picture, and I
suppose it is a true one."

"It is, you may depend upon it. Every jour-
neyman mechanic, if he be industrious and have a
prudent, economical wife, as you have, may accu-
mulate a snug little property, and live quite at -his
ease,.when he passes the prime of life. Is it not all
very plain to you."

"It certainly is, and I am determined that'I will
try to get a-head just in the way that you describe.
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If you can save seventy-five dollars a year, there is

no good reason why I should not do the same."

"None in the world. Only persevere in your
economy and self-denial, and you are certain of

accomplishing all I have set forth."

We are sorry that we cannot give as good an

account of Johnson as we could wish. He tried to

be economical, and to break himself of his bad

habits of chewing, drinking, and other self-indul-

gences, for a little while, and then sunk down into

his old ways and went on as usnal.
Hopelessly his poor wife, now in ill health, is

toiling on, and will have to toil on until she sink,
from exhaustion, into the grave, and her children
become scattered among strangers, to bear the hard
lot of the orphan.

How many hundreds are there like Johnson I

who spend as they go, in self-indulgence, what, if
properly hoarded, would make their last days
bright with life's declining sunshine.

THE END.
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T, B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLIATIONS.
The Books in this Catalogue are the Best and Latest Publications by

the most Popular and Celebrated Writers in the World. They are
also the most Readable and Entertaining Books published.

Suitable for the Parlor, Library, Sitting-Room, Railroad, Steamboat or Chamber Reading
PUBLISHED AND FOR SALE BY

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS, Philadelphia.
Booksellers, News Agents, Pedlers, etc., will be Supplied at Low Rates.
Copies of any of Petersons' Publications, or any other work or works

Advertised, Published, or Noticed by any one at all, in any place, will
be sent by us, Free of Postage, on the receipt of the Price.

MRS. SOUTHWORTH'S WORKS.

i

e

Retribution: A Tale of Pas-
sion. Two vols., paper cover. Price
One Dollar ; or in one vol., cloth, $1.25.

The Curse of Clifton. Two vols.,
paper cover. Price One .Dollar ; or
bound in one volume, cloth, $1.25.

The Discarded Daughter,
Two volumes, paper cover. Price One
Dollar ; or one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

The Deserted Wife. Two vols.,
paper cover. Price One Dollar ; or
bound in one vol., cloth, for $1.25.

The Belle of Washington.
Two volumes, paper cover. Price One
Dollar ; or in cloth, for $1.25.

The Initials. A Love Story of
Modern Life. Two vols., paper
cover. Price $1.00; or in one volume,
cloth, $1.25.

The Dead Secret. Two vdnume,
paper cover. Price One Dollar; or
bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

Kate Aylesford. Two volumes,
paper cover. Price One', Dollar; or
bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

The whole of the above are also published in very fine style, bound in fall Crimson,
gilt edges, sides, backs, etc., making elegant presentation books. Price $2.00 a copy

JAS. A. MAITLAND'S GREAT WORKS.
Sartaroe. A Tale of Norway. volumes, paper cover. Price One Dol.

Highly recommended by Washington lar ; or in one vol., cloth, for $1.25.
Irving Complete in two volumes, pa- The Diary of an Old Doctor.
per cover Price One Dollar ; or bound Complete in two vols., paper over,in one volume, cloth, for $1.25. Price One Dollar ; or in cloth, $1.25

The Watchman. Complete in two The Lawyer's Story; or, 'Ilelarge vols., paper cover. Price One Orphan's Wrongs. Two vols., paperDollar ; or in one volume, cloth, $1.25. cover. Price One Dollar ; or bound in
The Wanderer. Complete in two one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

W. H. MAXWELL'S WOKS.
Stories of Waterloo. One of the Brian O'L ynn ; or, Luck is Every

best books in the English language thii,, Prie 50 ceuts.
Complete in one lam e octave volume W ild Syor t 3in the West.Price Fifty cents One volume. Price 60 cents.

The Two Sisters. This is Mrs.
Southw"-th's last new work. Two
vols., paper cover. Price $1.00; or
bound in one volume, c 'oth, for $1.25.

The Three Bea ties. Complete
in two volumes, j aper cover. Price
One Dollar ; or bound in one volume,
cloth, for $1.25.

Vivia. The Secret of Power.
Two volumes, paper cover. Price One
Dollar ; or one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

India. The Pearl of Pearl
River. Two vols.,paper cover. Price
One Dollar ; -r bound ii cloth, $1.25.

The Wife's Victory. Two vol.
umes, paper cover. Price One Dollar ;
or bound in one voltime, cloth, $1.25.

The Lost Heiress. Two volumes,
paper cover. Price One Dollar; or
bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

The Missing Bride. Two vol-
umes, paper cover. Price One Dollar ;
or bound in-one volume, cloth, $1.25.
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MRS. CAROLINE LEE HENTZ'S WORKS.

The Lost Daughter; and Other
Stories of the Heart. (Just published.)
Two volumes, paper cover. Price One
Dollar ; or in one vol., cloth, for $1.2.5.

planter's Northern Bride.
Beautifully Illustrated. Two volumes,
paper cover, 600 pages. Price One Dol-
lar ; or in one volume, cloth, for $;1.25.Oinda. The Young Pilot of
the Belle Creole. Two volumes,

. paper cover. Price One Dollar; or
bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

ttobert Graham. The Sequel to.
and Continuation of binda. Two vols.,
paper cover. Price One Dollar ; or
bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.23.

Court ship and Marriage. Two
volumes, paper cover. Price One Dol-
lar ; or one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

Rena; or, The Snowy Bird.
Two vols, paper cover. Price One Doi.
lar ; or in one vol., cloth. for $1 25.

1Marcus IV arland. ' wo volates,
paper cover. Price One iDollar ;er
bound in clne volume, cloth, for 1 25.

Love after M arria ge. Two vols.,
paper cover. Price One lU liar -o ®
bound in one vol., cloth, for $1.25.

Eoline; or, Magnolin Vale.
Two vols., paper cover. Price One
Dollar ; or in one 61., cloth, for $1.25.

The Banished Son. Two vols.,
paper cover. Price One Dlla r ; or
bound in one vol., cloth, for " 1.25.

Helen and Arthur. Two rols.,
paper cover. Price One Dol larer; or
bound in one vol., cloth, for '1.2.

The whole of the above are also published in a very fine style, bond in - full
Crimson, with gilt edges, full gilt sides, gilt backs, etc., making them the best book'
for presentation, at the price, published. Price of either one in this style, $,2.00 a copy.

MISS PARDOE'S WORKS.
Confessions of a Pretty Vo-

man. By Miss Pard-oe. Complete
in one large octa vo volume. Price 50
cents.

The Jealous Wife. By Miss Par-
doe. Complete in one large octavo
volume. Price Fifty cents.

The Wife's Trials. By Miss Par-
doe. Complete in one large octave
volume. Price Fifty cents.

The Rival Beauties. By Miss

Pardoe. Complete in one large octave
volume. Price Fifty ceuts.

Romance of the Ha re m. By
Miss Pardoe. Complete in one large
octavo volume. Price Fifty cents.'
The whole of the above Fire u eh are

also bound in cloth, gilt, in one large
octavoo olumre. Price .x2.30.
The Adopted Heir. By Miss

Pardoe. Two vols., paper cover. Price
$1.00; or in cloth, $1.25. (In Press.)

MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS' WORKS.
Mary Derwent. This is Mrs. Ann The Old Homestead. Two vol-

S. Stephens' last new work. Complete imes, paper cover. Price One D dollar;
in two volumes, paper cover. Price or in one volume, cloth, for $1 25.
One Dollar; or in one vol., cloth, $1.25. The Gipsy's Legacy; or, the

Fashion and Famine. Two vol- Heiress of Greenhurs t. Twoimes, paper cover. Price One Dollar; volumes, paper cover. 'rice 'oe Dol-
or .' one volume, cloth, for $1.25. lar;-or in one volume, cloth, for $1.25-

COOK BOOKS. BEST IN THE WORLD.
Kiss Leslie's New Cookery Miss Leslie's New R eceipts

Book. Being the largest, best, and for Cooking. Complex' in one
most complete Cook Book ever got up large volume, bound. Price One
by Miss Leslie. Now first published. Dollar.
One volume. Price $1.2,. Widdifield's New Coos ooksUrs. Hale's New Cook Book. or, Practical Receipts for t he llorse.
By Mrs. Sarah J. Hale. One volume, wife. Recommended by all ue rel.
bound. Price One Dollar. ume, cloth. Price One Dl far.

MRS. HALE'
II rs. liale's Receipts for the

Million. Containing Four Thou-
vand Five Huudred and Forty-five lRe-
.eipts, Facts, Directions, and Know-ledge for All, in the Usefu., Orua-

S RECEIPTS.
mental, and Donm-tic Art- Being a
complete Family I 'rectory t I House-
hold Guide for m Million By Mrs.
5arah J. Hale. Oue volu me, ou pXyg41 strongly bound Price. $1:26
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Major .Toies' Courtship and
I'ravels. Beautifully illustrated.

One volume, cloth. Price $1.25.

Major Jones' Scenes in Geor-
gia. Full of 'beautiful illustrations.
One voinumme, cloth. Price $1.25.

Sam Slick, tire Clockmaker.
By Judge Ilaliburton. Illustrated.
Being the lest funny work ever writ-
ten by any oue in this vein. Two vols.,
paper cover. Price One Dollar; or
bound in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

Simon S nggs' Adventures
a nd Tra els. Illustrated. One
volume, cloth Price $1.25.

rumors of Falconbridge. Two
volumes, paper cover. Price One Dol-
lar ; or one vol., cloth, for $1.25.

Prank Forester's Sporting

-Scenes & Characters. Illune.
trated. Two vols., cloth. Price $2.50.

Dow's Short Patent Sermons.
First Series. By Dow, Jr.
Containinst 128 Sermons. Complete in
one volume, cloth, for One Dollar - or
paper cover, 75 cents.

Dow's Short Patent Sermons.
Second Series. By Dow, Jr.
Containing 144 Sermons. Complete in
one volume, cloth, for One Dollar; or
paper cover, 75 cents.

Dow's Short Patent Sermons.
Third Series. By Dow, Jr.
Containing 116 Sermons. Complete in
one volume, cloth, for One Dollar ; or
paper cover, 75 cents.

American Joe Miller. With 106
Illustrations. One of the most humor.
ous books in the world Price 26 cents.
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CHARLES LEVER'S WORKS.
All neatly done up in paper covers.

Charles O'Malley,.Price 50 cents. Arthur O'Leary,...Pe-ce 50 cend

Harry Lorrequer,..... 50 " Knight of Gwynne,.. 50

o Kate O'Donoghue,.... f0 '
Horae 'ITempleton,... 5,0 Con Cregan, the Irish
Tomt Burke of Ours, 50 " Gil Blas,50 "

Jack Hinton, the Davenport Dunn, a
Guardsman,...............50 " Man of our Day,...... 50 "

A complete sett of the above will be sold, or sent to any one, to any pae,fror
of postage, for $4.00.

LIBRARY EDITION.
THIS EDITION is complete in FOUR large octavo volumes, containing Charles

O'Malley, Harry Lorrequer, Horace Templeton, Tom Burke of Ours, Arthur O'Leary,
Tack Hintou che Guardsman, The Knight of Gwynne, Kate O'Donoghue, etc., hand-
somely printed, and bound in various styles, as follows:

Price of a sett in Black cloth,. .................... $6.00
" " Scarlet cloth,...................................................... 6.50

Law Library sheep,............................................. 7.00
" " Half Calf................................................ 9.00

" " Half Calf, marbled edges, French......................... 10.00
" Half Calf, antique,............................................... 12.00

FINER EDITIONS.
Charles O'Maliey, fine edition, one volume, cloth...........................$1.50

"4 6" Half calf,.......................................................... 2.00
Harry Lorrequer, fine edition, one volume, cloth..........................1.50

cc c" H alf calf,............................................................ 2.00
Jack Hinton, fine edition, one volume, cloth.....................................1.50

"6" alf calf,............................................................ 2.00

Valentine Vox, fine edition, one volume, cloth,.................................... 1.50
"6 " Halt' calf,........................................................... 2.30
"6 6" cheap edition, paper cover,................................50

Ten Thousand a Year, fine edition, one volume, cloth....................... 1.50
*" Half calf,...................................2.00

" cheap edition, paper cover. Two volumes, ................ 1.00
Diary of a Medical Student. By S. C. Warren, author of "Ten

Thousand a Year." One volume, octavo,..............................50

H HUMOROUS IL LUSTR A TED WORKS.
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CHARLES DICKENS', WORKS.

Iburteen .Different Editions in Octavo Form.

"PETERSON'S" are the only complete and uniform editions of Charles Dickens
Works ever published in the world ; they are printed from the original London Edt-
bons, and are the only editions published in this country. No library either
public or private, can be complete without having in it a complete sett of the
works of this, the greatest of all living authors. Every family should possess a
sett of one of the editions. The cheap edition is cwuaplete in Sixteen Volumes
paper cover ; either or all of which can be had separately, as follows :

Little Dorrit,.........Price 50 cents.
Pickwiek Papers,........50
Dickens' New Stories, 50
Bleak House,................. 50
David Copperfield,......50
Dombey and Son,........50
Nicholas Nickleby,...... 50
Christmas Stories,......50
Martin Chuzzlewit,.... 50

"i

"s
"6
"s

"9
"c

"c

Barnaby Rudge,...Price 50 cents
Old Curiosity Shop,.... 50 "

Sketches by itBoz,".....50 "

Oliver Twist,........... 50 '"
The Two Apprentices, 25 "
Wreck of the Golden

M ar y,...........................25
Perils of certain En-

glish Prisoners,... 25

I'

c"

A complete sett of the above Sixteen books, will be sold, or sent to any one, tf el7
place, free of postage, for $6.00..

LIBRARY OCTAVO EDITION.
Published in Seven Different Styles.

This Edition is complete in SIX very large octavo volumes, with a Portrait on tee
of Charles Dickens, containing the whole of the above works, handsomely priced
4nd bound in various styles.

Vol. 1 contains Pickwick Papers and Curiosity Shop.
"6 2 do. Oliver Twist, Sketches by "6Boz," and Bar.

naby Budge.
3 do. Nicholas Nickleby, and Martin Chuzzlewit.
4 do. David Copperield, Dombey and Son, ad

Christmas Stories.
"s 5 do. Bleak House, and Dickens' New Stories.
"6 6 do. Little Dorrit. In two books-Poverty and Riches.

Price of a sett, in Black cloth..................................--9 00
Scarlet cloth, extra, ...................................... ".... .11V

"It Law Library style,........ ... ................. ............ 11.00
Half Turkey, or Half Calf............................................. 13.00
Half calf, marbled edges. French...................... 14.50
Half calf, real ancient antique.................................... 18 00
Half calf, full gilt backs, etc..... ............. 18.00

ILLUSTRATED OCTAVO EDITION.
THIS EDITION IS IN THIRTEEN VOLUMES, and Is printed on very thit

and fine white paper, and is profusely illustratai with all the original Illustratieas
by Cruikshank, Alfred Crowquill, Phiz, etc., from the original London editions. ce
spper, steel, and wood. Each volume contains .. novel complete, and may be has
in complete setts. beautifully bound in cloth, for Nineteen Dollars a sett: or any
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volnn w i1 be sold separately at One Dollar and Fifty cents each. The following
are their respective names:

Little Dorrit.
Pickwick Papers.
Barnaby Rudge.
Old Curiosity Shop.
Bleak House.
David Copperfield.
Dombey and Son.

Nicholas Nickleby.
Christmas Stories.
Martin Chuzzlewit.
Sketches by 6'Boz.o
Oliver Twist.
Dickens' New Stories.

rice of a sett, in Black cloth, in Thirteen volumes,..........................$19.06
Full Law Library style,.............................................26.06

"4 Half calf, or half Turkey,.......................................... 29.00
Half calf, marbled edges, French,...................32. 5

"s Half calf, ancient antique,.............................................. 39.00
"s Half calf, full gilt backs, etc.......................................... 49.00

DUODECIMO ILLUSTRATED EDITION.
-Jomplete in Twenty-Five Volumes.

The Editions in Duodecimo form are beautifully Illustrated with over Five Hun.
dred Steel and Wood Illustrations, from designs by Cruikshank, Phiz, Leech,
Browne, Maclise, ete., illustrative of the best scenes in each work, making it the
most beautiful and perfect edition in the world ; and each work is also reprinted
from the first original London editions that were issued by subscription in monthly
numbers, and the volumes will be found, on examination, to be published on the
finest and best of white paper.

This edition of Dickens' Works is now published complete, entire, and unabridged
in Tweuty-five beautiful volumes, and supplies what has long been wanted, an edi-
tion that shall combine the advantages of portable size, large and readable type,
and uniformity with other standard English authors.

This Duodecimo edition has been gotten up st an expense of over Forty-Five
Thousand Dollars, but the publishers trust that an appreciative public will repay
them for the outlay, by a generous purchase of the volumes. All they ask is for
the public to examine them, and they are confident they will exclaim, with one
voice, that they are the handsomest and cheapest, and best illustrated Sett of Works
ever published. This edition is sold in setts, in various styles e( binding, or any
work can be had separately, handsomely bound in cloth, ir two volumes each,
Price $2.50 a sett, as follows:

Pickwick Papers.
Nicholas Nickleby.
David Copperfeld.
Oliver Twist.
Bleak House.
Little Dorrit.
Dombey and Son.

Sketches by "Boz."
Barnaby Rudge.
Martin Chuzzlewit.
Old Curiosity Shop.
Christmas Stories.
Dickens' New Stories.

hieof a sett in twenty-Five volumes, bound in Black cloth, gilt sacxs,....pO0.0
" Full Law Library style....................00*0**0*0 000009049040.00SScarlet, full gilt, sides, edges, etc..................................... 4d.00

JIalf calf, a ient antique. . . .. . 000
" Half calf, ful gilt back,..------.................................... SO.C

w " Full calf, ancient antique,............................................... 75.00
* " FulE calf; gilt edges, backs, et.,.................... ...... 7.00 I1
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PEOPLE'S DUODECIMO EDITION.-
Published in Eight Different Styles.

This Dodecimo edition is complete in Thirteen volumes, of near One Thousand
sages each, withb two illustrations to each volume, but is not printed on as thick
or as fine paper as the Illustrated Edition, but contains all the reading matter that
Is in the Illustrated Edition, printed from large type, leaded. The volumes are
sold separately or together, price One Dollar and Fifty cents each, neatly bound ia
cloth; or a complete sett of Thirteen volumes in this style will be sold for $19.00.
The following are their names:

Little Dorrit. ,Nicholas Nickleby.
Pickwick Papers. Christmas Stories.
Martin Chuzzlewit. Old Curiosity Shop.
Barnaby Rudge. Sketches by "Boz."
Bleak House. Oliver Twist.
David Copperfield. Dickens' New Stories.)ombey and Son.

Price of a sett, in Black cloth,.............................................................. 00
" Full Law Library style, ............ '.................................... 24.OC

" " Half calf, or half Turkey,..........................0.....26.00
Half calf, marbled edges, French..... .............. ....... 25.00

"s " Half calf, ancient antique,...............................................32.00
" " Half calf, full gilt backs.......;........................................:32.00
"6 "' Full calf, ancient antique,.....!..................................... 4(. 00
"s " Full calf, gilt edges, backs, etc-.---.... ....... .................. 40.00

ADVENTURES AND TRAVELS.
Harris's Explorations in Don Quixotte.-Life and Ad.

South Africa. By Major Corn- ventures of Don Quixomte;
wallib Harris. This book is a rich and his Squire, Sancho Panza. Coin-
treat. Two volumes, paper cover. plate in two volumes, paper coi ar.
Price $1l.00; or in cloth, $1.25. Price $1.00.

Wild Oats Sown Abroad; or, Life and A ventures of Paul
On and of Soundings. Price 50 cents Periwinkle. Full of ilustrations.
In paper cover; or cloth, gilt, 75 cents. Price 50 cents.

EUGENE SUE'S GREAT NOVELS.
Illustrated Wandering Jew.

With Eish ty-seven large Illustrations.
Two vol tunes. Price $1.00.

Mysteries of Paris; and Ge-
rols mei, the Sequel to it. Two
volumes, paper cover. Price $1.00.

First Love. A Story of the Heart.
Price 2f cents.

Woman's'Love. Illustrated. Price
25 cents.

Martin the Foundling. Beau-
tifully Illustrated. Two volumes, pa-
per cover.. Price One Dollar.

The Man-of-'Wars-Man. Com.
plete in one large octavo volume.
Price 25 cents.

The Female Bluebeard. One
volume. Price 25 cents.

Raoul de Surville. One volume.
Price 25 cents. (In P'ess.)

GEORGE LIPPARD'S WORKS.
Legends of the American
Revolution; or, Washington and
his Generals. Two vols. Price $1.00.

rhe Quaker City ; or, The Monks
of Monk Hall Two volumes, paper
cover. Price One Dollar.

Paul Ardenheim; the Monk of
Wissahikon. Two volumes, paper
cover. Price One Dollar.

ilanche of Brandywine. A
Revolutionary Romance. Two vol-
uaes, paper cover. Price One Dollar.

The Nazarene. One vol. Price
50 cents.

Legends of Mexico. One volume.
Price 25 cents.

The Lady of Albarone ; or,
The Poison Goblet. Two volumes, pa-
per cover. Price One Dollar; or bound
in one volume, cloth, for $1.25. (In
Pre s.)

New York: Its Upper Ten
and Lower Million. One vol-
ume. Price 50 cents.

tt

1

i

8 T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS.

HUMOROUS AMERICAN WORKS.

With Original Illustrations by Darley and Others.
Done up in Illuminated Covers.

ela for Jones' Courtship. With Hounds. By H. W. Herbert. Esq.
Tiu oeu Illustre .ions, from designs With Illustrations. Price 50 cents.
by lIarley. Price: o0 cents. Pickings from the "Picay.

Drtaoa itn Pok erville. By J. i. nue." With llustrationsby Darley
hidL With Illustrations by Darley. Price Fifty cents.

Price Fifty cents. Frank Forester's Shooting
L, o, utsiqana Sw amp Doctor. By Box. With Illustrations by Darley.

am a of 4 Cupping on the Sternum." Price Fifty cents
Ulo iied by Darley 50 cents. Pear Ploddy. By author of "Char.

Cla < ioal Skete les. By Joseph coal Sketches." With Illustrations by
C. eC With Illustraitions. 50 cents. Dailey. Price Fifty cents.

Yani tree Amongst the Mer- Streaks of Squatter Life. By
c 'in at . By W. E Burton. With the author "Major Jones' Courtship.'
S tirtaiions by Darley. Price '0 cents. Illustrated by l)arley. -50 cents.

Mi .riunes of Peter Faber. Simon Snggs.---Adventures
S iv i . ph C. Neal. With Illustrations. of Captain Simon Suggs.
l, I J r ly. Price Fi fty ce uts. Illustrated by Darley. Price 50 cents.

Miia r> .T opes' Sket ches of Tra- Stray Subjects Arrested and
W . with Eight Illustrations, from IBoud OP . With Illustratios

de us by Darley. Price Fifty cents. by Parley. Price Fifty cents.

Lf F r ank F re teri De er Stalk-
"e .SenesoaBy theauthorof ers. With Illustrations. '30 cents.

"Q 0.!r Jones' Courtship." 50 cents. Adventures of Captain Far-
rago. By lion. 1-1. H. Brackenridge.

Q n a re Race in Kentucky. With Illustrations. Price Fifty cents.
Bs wT' Porter, Esq. With Illustra---j

t%" arley. Price Fifty cents. Widow Rugby's Husband.
By.author of "1 Simon Suges.' With

Sol. ii I's Theatrical lip- Illustrations. Price Fifty cents.
i e F ft Illustrated by Major O'Regan's Adventures.

y FBy Hon. H. H. Brackenridge. With
Va an e Yarns and Yankee Illustrations by Darley. 50 cents.

le .r.'. By SaIm sick, alias Judge Theatrical Journev-W' ork &
lla otiii. Price50 cents. An!ecdoltial Riecollections of

S e:a nd Adventures of Col. Sol. Smii, Esq. '50 cents.
Va o e rbo mib. By author Wild Po11y- Pealossom's Wed-
W -rtsce'nes, etc. Price50 cents. ding. By the author of " Major

Blg llear of Arkansas. Edited Jones' Courtship." Price Fifty cents.
by Wii o' Porter. With Illustrations Frank Forester's Warwick
by Irbrly. Price Fifty cents. WVoodlainids. With beautiful II.

Majar. .Jones' Chronicles of lustrations, illuminated 60 cents.
Pa mevi iie. With Illustrations by New Orleans Sketch Book.
Dat ey. Price Fifty cents. By " Stahl." With Illustrations by

Life anud Adventures of Per- barley. Price Fifty cents.
civ il Maberry.cBy J. H. In- The Charms of Paris; or,
grahitut. Price Fifty cents. Sketches of Travel and Adventures by

Frank Forester's Quorndon Night and Day. 50 cents. (hn Press.)

C. J. PETERSON'S WORKS.
ifate Aylesford. A Love Story. The Valley Farm ; or, The Ants

Two vols , paper cover. Price One biography of an Orphan. A Compan-
)1a r ; or bound in one vol., cloth, ion to Jane Eyre. Price 25 cents.

for $1.25. Grace Dudley ; or, A-nold at Sara.Prnisimg in the Last W~ar. toga. Price 25 cents.
Firs and Second Series. Being the Mabel; or, Darkness and Dawn. -Two
complete work. By Charles J. Peter- vols., paper cover. Price One Dollar
son. Price 530 ients or bound in cloth, $1,25. (Jn Pre)
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ALENANDRE DUMAS' WORKS.

fount of Monte-Cristo. By
Alexandre Dumas. Complete and un-
abridged edition. Beautifully Illus-
trated. Two volumes, paper cover.
Price $1.00 ; or in-cloth, $1.25.

Edmond Dantes. Being a Sequel
to 'Dumas' celebrated novel of the
"Count of Monte-Cristo." 1 vol. 50 ets.

The Three Guardsmen. By
Alexandre Dumas. Complete in one
large volume. Price 75 cents.

Twenty Years After. A Sequel
to the "Three Guardsmen." One
volume. Price 75 cents.

Brngelonne ; the Son ofA t hos : being the continuation of the
"Three Guardsmen," and "Twenty
Years After." One volume. 75 cents.

The Iron Mask. Being the con-
tinuation and conclusion of the "Three
Guardsmen." Two vols. Price $1.00.

Louise La Valliere ;- or, The
Second Series and End of the "Iron
Mask." Two volumes. Price $1.00.

The Memoirs of a Physician.
Beautifully Illustrated. Two vols.
Price One Dollar.

The Queen's Necklace. A Se-
quel to the " Memoirs of a Physician."
Two volumes. Price One Dollar.

Six Years Later; or, The Taking
of the Bastile. A Continuation of
" The Queen's Necklace." 2 vols. $1.00.

Countess of Charny; or, The Fall
of the French Monarchy. A Sequel to
Six Years Later. Two vols. $1.00.

The Memoirs of a Marquis.
Complete in two vols. Price $1.00

Diana of Meridor; or, France i
the Sixteenth Ceutuiy. Two volume,.
Price One Dollar.

The Iron Hand ; or, The Knight or
1auleon. Beautifully Illustrated. Oae

volume. Price 50 cents.

The Forty-Five Guardsm e
Beautifully Illustrated. One voluuis
Price 75 cents.

Fernande ; or, , The Falle,..
Angel. A Story of Life in Paris.
One volume. Price Fifty cents.

TJ ikousand and One Ph ane
tomis. Complete in one vol. 50 cts.

George ; or, The Planter of
the Isle of France. One vol
Price Fifty cents.

Genevieve; or, The Chevalier of
Maison Rouge. OLe volume. Illus
traded. Price 50 cents.

Sketches in France. One vol.
ume. Price 50 cents.

Isabel of Bavaria. One volume.
Price 50 cents.

Felina de Chambure; or, The
Female Fiend. 50 cents.

Andree de Taverney; or, The
Second Series and End of the Countess
of Charny. Two vols. $1.00. (In
Press.)

The Conscript Soldier. A Tale
of the Empire. Two volumes, paper
cover. Price $1.00; or bound in one
volume, cloth, for $1.25. (In Press.)

The Corsican Brothers. 25
cents. (In Press.)

EMERSON BENNETT'S WORKS.
The Border Rover. Two large

vols., paper cover. Price One Dollar ;
or in one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

Pioneer's Daughter; and the
Unknown Countess. Complete
in one volume. Price 50 cents.

Clara Moreland. Price 50 cents ;
or cloth, gilt, $1.00.

Viola. Price 50 cents; or in cloth,
gilt, 75 cents.

The Forged Will. Price 50 cents,
or cloth, gilt, $1.00.

Ellen Norbury. ,0 cents ; or one
vol., cloth, $1.00.

Bride of the Wilderness. 60
cents.: or in cloth, 75 cents.

Kate Clarendon. 50 cents; z lu
cloth, gilt, 75 cents.

Heiress of Bellefonte ; and
Walde-Warren. 50 cents.

HARRY COCKTON'S WORKS.
'Valentine Vox, the Ventrilow The Sisters. By Henry Cocktos5

quist. One vol., paper cover, 50 ets; author of "Valentina Vou, the Von
or a finer edition in clomn, for $1.50. triloquist." Price 50 cents.

Sylvester Sound, the Som- The Steward. By Henry Cookten.
namnbulist. Illustrated. Complete Price 50 cents.
in one large octave volume. Price 50 Percy Efiingham. By BearGents Cockton. Price 50 cents.

i

Orphan Niece.
Kate Walsingham.
Who Shall be Heir I
The Secret Foe.
The Expectant.
The Fright.
Quiet Husband.
The Heiress.

FRA NK FAIRL

Frank Fairlegh ; or, Scenes in the
Life of a Private Pupil. By Frank E.
Smedley, Esq. Illustrated. Paper
cover. Price 50 cents.

Lewis Arundel. By author of
"Frank Fairlegh." Illustrated. One
volume, paper cover. Price 75 cents.

Ularry Racket Scapegrace.
By author of "Frank Fairlegh." Com-
plete in one volume. Paper cover.
Price 50 cents.

Poor Cousin.
Ellen Wareham.
Nan Darrel.
Prince and Pedlar.
Merchant's Daughter.

The Squire.
Agnes Serle.
The Grumbler. 50 ets.

EGH'S WORKS.

Lorrimer Littlegood. By au-
thor of "Frank Fairlegh." Complete
in two volumes, paper cover. Price
$1.00 ; or bound In one volume, cloth,
for $1.25. (In Press.)

Harry Coverdale's Court.
ship, and All that Came of It. Now
first published Entire and Unabridged.
Illustrated. Two volumes, paper cover.
Price One Dollar ; or bound in one
volume, cloth, $1.25. (In Press.)

CAPTAIN MARRYATT'S WORKS.

Price Twenty-Five Cents each.

Jacob Faithful.
Phantom Ship.

King's Own.
S nearly ow.
Midshipinan Easy.
The Naval Officer.
Newton Forster.
Ra tlin. the-Reefer.

Japhet Search Father.
Pacha of many Tales.
Pirate & Three Cutter .
Percival Keene. i0 ets.
Poor Jack. 50 cents.
Sea King.- 50 cents.
Peter Simple. 50 cents.
Valerie. 50 cents
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MRS. GREVWS POPULAR -NOVELS.
Price Twenty-Five Cents each.

Gipsy~s Daughter. Baronet's Daughters.

Lena Cameron. Young Prima Donna.

Belle of the Family. Old Dower House.

Sybil Lennard. Alice Seymour.

Duke and Cousin. H yacinthe. [50 cents.

The Little Wife. Passion & Principle.
Manoeuvring Mother. Mary Seaham. 60 cents.

D'ISRAELI'S POPULA NOVELS.

With a Portrait of D'Israeli in each volume.

V Ivian Grey. One large volume, The Young Duke. One oetre
octave. Price 50 cents. volume. Price 38 cents.

Venetia; or, Lord Byron and his Contarini Fleming. An Auto.
Daughter. Price 50 cents. biography. Price 38 cents.

Henrietta Temple. A Love Miriam Alroy. -A Romance of the
Story. Price 50 cents. 12th Century. Price 38 cents.

MISS ELLEN PICKERING'S WORKS.

Price Twenty-Five Cents each.
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REYNOLDS' GREAT ROMANCES.
Mysteries of the Court of

London. Complete in two large
volumes, paper cover. Price $1.00.

Rose Foster; or, "The Second Se-
ries of the Mysteries of the Court of
London." 3 vols., paper cover. $1.50.

Caroline of Brunswick; or,
the "Third Series of the Mysteries of
the Court of London." Two vols.,
paper cover. Price One Dollar.

Venetian Trelawney; being the
,"Fourth Series, or final conclusion of
the Mysteries of the Court of London."
Two volumes, paper cover. Price One
Dollar.

Lord Saxondale; or, The Court
of Queen Victoria. Two vole., paper
cover. Price One Dollar.

Count Christoval. The "Sequel
to Lord Saxondale." Two volumes,
paper cover. Price One Dollar.

Rosa Lambert; or, The Memoirs
of an Unfortunate Woman. Two vols.,
paper cover. Price One Dollar.

Mary Price; or, The Adventures
of a Servant-Maid. Two vols., paper
cover. Price One Dollar.

Eustace Quentin. A "Sequel to
Mary.Price." Two volumes, paper
cover. Pri to One Dollar.

Joseph Wilmot; or, The Memoirs
of a Man-Servant.' Two volumes, pa-
per cover. Price One Dollar.

The Banker's Daughter. A
Sequel to "Joseph Wilmot." Two
vols., paper cover. Price One Dollar.

Kenneth. A Romance of the High-
lands. Two volumes, paper cover.
Price One Dollar.

The Rye-House Plot; or, Ruth,
the Conspirator's Daughter. Two vole.,
paper cover. Price $1.00.

The Opera Dancer; or, The
Mysteries of London Life. Complete
in one octavo volume. Price 50 cents.

The Ruined Gamester. With
Illustrations. Complete in one large
octavo volume. Price Fifty cents.

Wallace: the Hero of Scot-
land. Beautifully Illst strated with
Thirty-eight plates. Price Fifty cents.

The Child of Waterloo; or,
The Horrors of the Battle Field. Com-
pletein one octave volume. 50 cents.

The Discarded Queen. One
volume. Price 60 cent.

Lucrezia Mirano; or, The Conn.
tess and the Page. Complete in one
large volume. Price 50 cents.

Ciprina'; or, The Secretl of
a Picture Gallery. Complete
in one large volume. Price 50 cents.

The Necromancer. A Romance
of the Times of Henry the Ei.; hth,tIwo volumes. Price One Dollar.

Robert Bruce : the Hero K #nat
of Scotland, with his Port .a.1,
One volume. Price Fifty cents.

Isabella Vincent; or, The Twe
Orphans. One volume, paper cover.
Price 50 cents.

Vivian Bertram; or, A Wife's
Honor. A Sequel to "Isabella Vin
cent." One vol., paper cover. 60 cents.

The Countess of Lascelles.
The Continuation to "Vivian Ber-
tram." One vol., paper cover. 50 cents.

Duke of Marchmont. Being the
Conclusion of " The Countess of Las.
celles." One vol., paper cover. 50 cts.

Gipsy Chief. Beautifully Illustrated.
Complete in one large octavo volume.
Price Fifty cents.

Pickwick Abroad. A Companion
to the "Pickwick Papers" by ''JBoz."
One volume. Price Fifty cents.

Queen Joanna!; or, the Mys-"
teries of the Court of
Naples. Illustrated. 50 cents.

The Soldier's Wife. peautifnlly
Illustrated. Complete in one volume.
Price Fifty cents.

May Middleton; or, The History of
a Fortune. Complete in one volume.
Price Fifty cents.

Massacre of Glencoe. Beautiful.
ly Illustrated. Complete in one vol.
ume. Price Fifty cents.

The Loves of the Harem.
Price 60 cents.

Ellen Percy; or, The Memoirs of
an Actress. Price 50 cents.

Agnes Evelyn; or, Beauty and
Pleasure. Price 50 cents.

The Parricide. Beautifully Illus.
trated. Price 50 cents.

Life in Paris. Handsomely Illus
trated. Price 50 cents.

Edgar Montrose. One voinma.
Price 25 cents.

J. F. SMITH'S BIdST WORKS.
The Usurer's Victim. By J. F. Adelaide Waldgrave ; or, The

Smith, Esq. Complete in one large Trials of a Governess. Complete invul ame Price 50 cents. ~ sne large volume. - Price 5N cents I
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AINSWORTH'S BEST WORKS.

Life of Jack S heppard, the most
noted burglar, robber, and jail break ker
that ever lived. Illustrated 50 cents.

The Tower of London. With
over One Hundred splendid Engrav-
ings. Two volumes. Price $1.00.

The Miser's Daughter. Com-
plete in two large vols. Price $1.00.

Pictorial Life & Adventures
of Guy Fawkes. Bloody Tower,
etc. Illustrated. Price 50 cents

rue Pictorial Old St. Paul's.
A Tale or the Plague and the Fire.
Illustrated. Price 50 cents.

The Star Chamber. Illustrated.
Price 50 cents.

M stet les of the Court of
Queen Anne. Price 50 cents.

Mysteries of the Court of
the Stuarts. Price 50 cents.

Windsor Castle.. One volume.
Price 50 cents.

The PLetorial Newgate Calm
endar; or, The Chronicles of Crime.
Beautifully Illustrated. 50 cents.

Life of Henry Thomas, the
Western Burglar and Murderer. Full
of Plates. One volume. Price 25 cents.

Pictorial Life & Adventures
of Dick Turpin, the Burglar,
Murderer, etc. One vol. Price 25 cents.

Life and Adventures of the
Desperadoes of the New
World. Illustrated. 1 vol. 25 cents.

Life of Ninon De L'E nclos
With her Letters on Love, Courtship
& Marriage. Illustrated. 1 vol. 25 cts.

Pictorial Life and Adven..
tures of Davy Crockett.
One volume. Price 50 cents.

Grace O 1Malley-Her Life &
Adventures. Price 38 cents.

Life & Adventures of Arthur
Spring. Price 25 cents.

T. S. ARTHUR'S BEST WORKS.
Price Twenty-Five Cents each.

The Lady at Home. The Two Brides.
Year after Marriage. Agnes, or Possessed.
Cecilia Howard. Lucy Sandford.
Orphan Children. The Banker's Wife.

Love in High Life. The Two Merchants.

J) ebtor's Daughter. Insubordination.

Love in a Cottage. Trial and Triumph.

Mary Moreton. The Iron Rule.

The Divorced Wife. Pride and Prudence.

GREEN'S WORKS ON GAMBLING.
Gambling Exposed; a full Ex- The Gambler's Life; or, The An.

position of all the various Arts, My'- . tobiography of the Life, Adventure,
teries, a nd Miseries of Gambling. By and Personal Experience of Jonathan
J. H. Green, the Reformed Gambler. H. Green. Written by Himself. With
Complete in two volumes, paper cover, a Steel Portrait of the Author, and
Price One Dollar ; or one volume, cloth, other Illustrative Engravings. Two
gilt, $1.25. vols., paper cover. Price One Dollar;

The Reformed Gambler ; or, or one volume, cloth, gilt, $1.25.

The Autobiography of the Reformed Secret Band of Brothers. Com-
Gambler, J. H. Green. Written by piled by J. H. Green. Beautifully Illus-
Himself. Complete in two volumes, treated from original designs, by Darley
paper cover. Price One Dollar; or in and Croome. Two volumes, paper
one vol. cloth, gilt, for $1.25. (In cover. Price One Dollar ; or in one vcL,
Press.) cloth, gilt, for $1.25. (In Press.)

LIEBIG'S WORKS ON CHF4MISTRY.
Agricultural Chemistry. Com- Letters on Chemistry.

plete in one volume. Price 25 cents. The Potato Disease.
A nimal Chemistry. Complete Chemistry and Physics in re-

in one volume. Price 25 cents. lation to Physiology and Pathology.

The above Five works of Professor Liebig are also published complete In one
.arge octavo volume, bound. Price $1.50. The three last works are only published
in the bound volume

4.
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WORKS BY THIE
TPhe Quaker Soldier ; or, The

British in Philadelphia. By
a noted Judge. Two vols., paper cover.
Price One Dollar ; or in one vol., cloth,
for $1.25

Currer Lyle ; or, The Auto-
biography of Louise Reed-
er. Written by Herself, and contain-
ing her Portrait on Steel. Two vole.,
paper cover. Price One Dollar; or
bound in one volume cloth, for $1.25.

Life and Beauties of Fanny
Fern. Complete in two volumes,
paper cover, price $1.00 ; or bound in
one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

Corinne ; or, Italy. By Madame
De Stael. Translated, expressly for this
edition. The poetical passages by
L. E. L. Two vols., complete in one.
Price Fifty cents.

The Roman Traitor. By H. W.
Herbert. Two vole., paper cover.
Price $1.00; or one vol., cloth, $1.25.

Flirtations in America; or,
High Life in New York. Complete in
one volume. Price 50 cents.

The Pride of Life. By author of
" Henpecked Husband." 2 vols., pa-
per cover. Price $1.00; or bound in
one volume, cloth, for $1.25.

The Cabin and Parlor. By J.
Thornton Randolph. Price 50 cents
in paper ; or bound in cloth for $1.00.

Life in the South. An Antidote
to "Uncle Tom'sCabin." Illustrated
by Darley. Price 50 cents.

USEFUL BOOKS I
The Lady's Work - Table

Book. Full of plates. Beautifully
bound in one volume in crimson cloth,
gilt. Price One Dollar. ,

Lardner's One Thousand and
Ten Things Worth Know-
ing ; to which is added Employment
to All ; or a Hundred Ways to make and
keep Money. Price 25 cents.

Pocket Library o! Useful
Knowledge. A -work that all
should own. Price 50 cents.

Gentlemen's Science of Eti-
quette ; -and Guide to Society. By
Count D'Orsay. With his Portrait.
Price 25 cents.

Ladies' Science of Etiquette ;
and complete Hand-Book of the Toilet.
By Countess Do Calabrella. 25 cents.

BEST AUTHORS.
Mysteries of J'hree Cities t

Boston New Yore, and Philadelphia.
By A. i.H. Duganne. One vol. 50 ctn.

Red Indians of Newfound*
land. An 'Illustrated Indian Story.
By author of "Prairie Bird." 50 cts.

The Greatest Plague of Life;
or, The Advertures of a Lady in Search
of a Good Servant. Price 50 cents.

Ned Musgrave ; or, The most Ua.
fortunate Man in the World. By Th#'
dore Hook. One volume. 60 cent.

Llorente's History of the i.
quisition in Spain. Complete
in one large octavo volume. 50 cents

Genevra; or, The History of a Por-
trait. By one of the most prominent
Writers in America. One vol. . 50 ets.

Abbey of Innismoyle. By
Grace Kennedy. Price 25 cents.

Father Clement. By author of
" Dunallen." Price 50 cents.

The Fortune Hunter. By Mrs.
Mowatt. Price 38 cents.

Romish Confessional. By M.
Michelet. Price 50 cents.

Whitehall; or, The Times of Oliver
Cromwell. Complete in one volume.
Illustrated. Price 60 cents.

Whitefriars ; or, The Days of
Charles the Second. Complete in one
volume. Illustrated. Price 50 cents.
(In Pres.)

?OR EVERYBODY.
The Complete Kitchen and

Fruit Gardener. A work that
all that have a garden should own.
Price 25 cents.

The Complete Florist; or
Power Gardener. The best
work on the subject ever published.
Price 25 cents.

-Knowlson's Complete Far.
rier, or Horse Doctor. All that
own a horse should possess this book.
Price 25 cents.

Knowlson's Complete Cattle;
or, Cow Doctor. Whoever owns
a cow should have this book. 25 ch

Arthur's Receipts for Put,
ting up Fruits & Vegetablesin Summer to Keep. 32y cts.

DR. HOLLICK'S WORKS.
Dr. Hollick's Anatomy and Dr. Hollick's Family Physt.Physiology; with a large Dissect- clan. A Pocket Guide for Every-ed Plate of the Human Figure. $1.25. body. Price 25 cents.
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WORKS BY THE LOST POPULAR AUTHORS.

R~obert OakiaudS; or, The Outcast Henry Clay's P ortrat$.00l.0
Orphan. By Leitch Ritchie, author of Nagle. Size 2 by 30 in.orir $o1.00
" Robbe- of the Rhine." Price 25 cts. copy. Originally sold at $5.00 a copy.

3lordufl A Tle f 1210. By Sir T he Miser's H eir. By. H. Myers.
alter Scott, Bart.,author of" 'Waver- Price 50 cents in paper cover ; or 76

ly," , "Ivanhoe," etc. Price 50 cents. cents in cloth gilt.

eTwo Cousins. By P. Tom Raequet; and His Three
The THamil Maiden Aunts. Price 50 cents.

ton Myers, author of "Bell Brandon,' The Two Lovers. A Domestie
etc. One vol., cloth. Price $1.00. es.

Stora. Price A0 cents.*ourtenay Hall. A True Tale of Arrah Nel. A Novel. By G. P. R
Virginia Life. By James T. Randolph' James. Price 50 cents.
Esq. One volume, cloth. Price $1.00. Jaes. BycW.cn.

Wilred Monresor;orNew Sketches in Ireland. By W. MX
Wilfred Montressor ; or, New Thackeray. Price 50 cents.

York Life Exposed ; or the Exposition Takry rc 0cns
ofhe Secret Order of the Seven. lus- The Coquette. One of the best

rated with 87 Illustrative Engravings. books ever written. Price 50 cents.

Two volumes. Price $1.00. The Orphan Sisters. A beauti-

Salathiel. By Rev. George Croly. ful book. Price 38 cents.

Price 50 cents. Victims of Amusements. By
Aristocracy; or, Life among the Martha Clark. Suitable for Sunday

Upper Ten. Price 50 cents. Schools. One volume, cloth. 38 cts.

GEORGE SAND'S WORKS.

Consuelo. By George Sand. Trans- Indiana. By author of " Consuelo,"

lated from the French, by Fayette etc. A very bewitching and interesting

Robinson. Complete and unabridged. work. Two vols., paper cover. Price
One volume. Price Fifty cents. $1.00; or in one vol., cloth, for $1.25.

Countess of Rudlolstadt. The First and True Love. By George
Counessof udos . Sand, author of " Consuelo,'" Indi.

Sequel to "Consuelo." Translated a ath of Pre50 cent.
from the original French. Only Com- ana, ' etc. Illustrated. Price 0 cents.
plete and unabridged( edition. One The Corsair. A Venetian Tale

volume. Price 50 cents./ Price 25 cents.

CHRISTY & WOOD'S SONG BOOKS.

No music is so generally esteemed, or songs so frequently sung and listened to

with so much delight, as is the music and the songs of the Ethiopian Minstrels.

They have commenced a new epoch in Music, and the best works relating to them

are those mentioned below. Each Book contains near Seventy Songs.

Christy & Wood's Song Book. The Serenaders' Song Book.

Illustrated.. Price 12% cents. Price 12y cents.

The Melodeon Song Book. Christy and White's Coin
Price 12y cents. plete Ethiopian Melodies,

containing the whole of these five
The Plantation Melodies. song books, are beautifully bound

Price 12% cents. in one large volume, cloth, gilt
The Ethiopian Song Book. back. Price Seventy-five'cents a copy

Price 12y cents. only.

REV. CHAS. WADSWORTH'S SERMONS.

America's Mission. A Thanks- ter. Two Discourses. By Rev.

giving Discourse. By Rev. Charles Charles Wadsworth. Price 25 cents.

Wadsworth. Complete in one large Politics in Religion. AThanks.
volume. Price 25 cents. giving Sermon. By Rev. Charles

Thankfulness and Charac- Wadsworth., Price 12y cents.

SIR E. L. BULWER'S NOVELS.

Falkland. A Novel. One vol., oc- The Oxonians. A Sequel to "The

tavo. Price 25 cents Roue." Price 25 cents.

The Rouec; or. The Hazards of We- Caldreron, the Courtier. By
men. Price 26 cents. ISir E. L. Bulwer. -Price 12l cents

F
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WORKS BY CELEBRATED AUTHORS.
Price Twenty-Five Cents each.

Mysteries and Miseries of The Ghost Stories. AWonderfrdNew Orleans. By Ned Buntline. Book. Illustrated.
Complete in one volume. Madison's Exposition of OddJack Downing's Lesttern. By Fellowship.,Od
Major Jack Downing. With his Por-
trait. One volume. Abednego, the Money Lena

Agnes Grey: an Autobiography. der. By Mrs. Gore.

By a athor of "Jane Eyre." Gliddon's Ancient Egypt,
Eva St. Clair. By G. P. R. James, her Monuments, Relics, &c.

attLor of " Richelieu." Josephine. By Grace Aguilar, a.I he Beautiful French Girl. thor of "Home Influence."
An absorixug book. Bell Brandon, and The WitheredFemale Life in New York. Fig Tree. A $300 prize novel.
Beautifully Illustrated. Mysteries of a Convent. B

Ryan's Mysteries of Mar- Methodist Preacher . By a
rage. Illustrated. Philip in Search of a Wife.Mysteries of Bedlam; or, An- An excellent work.
nals of a Mad House. Diary of a Physician. SecondThe Orphan Child. By the Coun- Series.
tess of Blessington. Emigrant Sq

Ti.. lonk. By Matthew G. Lewis. "Bell Brandon. "ire. By author of

HGHWAYMEN, MURDERERS, etc.
Price Twenty-Five Cents each.

Life ofL rohnA. Murrel, the Lives of the Felons. BeautifullyWestern Laud Pirate. Illustrated.
Life and Adventures of Jo- Nat Blake; or, The Doomed High-sept: T. Hare. wayman. Illustrated.

SLife of Col. Monroe Edwards. Bill Horton; or, The Doomed High.Illustrated. wayman. Illustrated.
Life of Helen Jewett, & Rich- Galloping Gus; or, The Purse andard P. Robinson. the Pistol.
Life and Adventures of Jack, Ned Hastings; or, The Terror ofRania. Illustrated, the Road. Illustrated.
T he Robber's Wife. A Domestic , Biddy Woodhull, the Beasut i-Romance.i ful Haymaker.
Red Wing; or,Weird Cruiser of Eveleen Wilson; or, The TrialsVan Dienian's Land. of an Orphan Girl.
Obi; or, Three - Fingered The Diary of a Pawnbroker.Jac k. Nine Illustrations.
Kit Clayton. A Sequel to Jack Silver and Pewter; or, CorrastRann. in New York Life.
Tom Waters; or, The Haunted Sweeny Todd; or, the Ruttiam

Highwayman. Barber.

REVOLUTIONARY TALES.
Price Twenty-Five Cents each.

The Seven Brothers of Wy- Flying Artillerist. A Tale ofoming; or, The Brigands of the Mexican Treachery.
American Revolution. Old Put ; or,'- The Days of '76. Ah Brigand; or, The Mountain Revolutionary Tale.

The Rebel Bride. A Revolution- Wau-nan-gee ; or, The Massacre
ary Romance. at Chicago.

lph R Dunnion; or, The Out- The Guc r-lila Chief. A Romanee
cwsDom. of War. iPace 50 conta&

I'I

16 T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS

SEA AND PIRATICAL TALES.

pictorial Life and Adven. The Petrel; or, Love on the Ocean.

tures of Jack Adams, the cele- A Sea Novel equal to the best. l3y A

rated Sailor and Mutineer. 50 cents. mirai Fisher. One volume. 50 cts.

Life and Adventures of Ben The Spitfire. A Tale of50cetbs.
Brace, the Sailor. Price 50 cents. By Capt. Chanier. Price en a

Price of the following ones, are only Twenty-Five Cents each.

The Doomed Ship; or, The Yankees in Japan; or, TI s k

Wreck of the Arctic Regions. By ventures of a Sailor.

Harry Hazel. Red King ; or, The Corsair Chiselala.

The Pirate's Son. Illustrated. Morgan. the Buccaneer; o

The Three Pirates; or, The The Freebooters of the Antilles.

Cruise of the Tornado. Jack Junk ; or, The Tar for all

The Flying Dutchman. Weathers.

Life of Alexander Tardy, the Davis, the Pirate; or, The Freed

Pirate. hoe ftePcfc.The Flying Yankee. By Harry Valdez, the Pirate ; His Life and

Hazel.yAdventures.
The Yankee MIiddy; or, The Two Jack Ariel; or, Life on Board an

Frigates. East Indiaman.

The Gold Seekers; or, Cruise of Gallant Tom; or, The Perils of the

the Lively Sally.-Ocean.
The River Pirates. A Tale of YankeerJack; or, The Perils of a

New York, founded on fact. Privateersman.
Dark Shades of City Life. Harry Helm; or, The Cruise of the

A Sequel to "River Pirates." Bloodhound.
The Rats of the Seine; or, The Harry Tempest; or, The Pirate's

River Thieves of Paris. Protege.

LANGUAGES WITHOUT A MASTER.

Price Twenty-Five Cents each.

French without a Master. Italian without a Master. In

Lu Six Easy Lessons. Five Easy Lessons.

Spanish without a Master. Latin without a Master. I

In Four Easy Lessons. Six Easy Lessons.

German without a Mlaster. The whole of the five works are also

In Six Easy Lessons. . bound in one volume, cloth, for $L.6.

By Author of WILDD WESTERN SCENES."

Life and Adventures of Col. The Rival Belles; or, Life in

V anderbomb. By author "Wild Washington. By J. B. Jones, authorof

Western Scenes," etc. 50 cents. "Wild western Scenes," etc. Two

Life and Adventures of Ned volumes, paper cover. Price $1.00;
Lorin. By the author of " Wild West- or bound in one volume, cloth, for
ein Scenes." One vol., cloth. $1.00. $1.25. (In Press.

NEEDLE-WORK, EMBROIDERIES, ETC.

Kiss Lambert's Complete kinds, Lace Imitations, Mosaic Canvas,
Guide to Needle-work & Canvas Work, Crochet, Knitting, Net.
Embroidery; containing Clear ting, Bead Work, Russian Crco1bet,
and Practical Instructions whereby Edgings, etc. ; Fringes, Scarfs, Shawls,
any one can easily learn how to do all Collars, Slippers, China Purses, Braid-
kinds of Plain and Fancy Needlework, ing and Applique, Implements, Vale-
Tapestry Work, Turkish Work, Per- ties of Silk, Materials, etc., etc. ; with
sian Work, Chenille, Braid, etc. : Bcr- 113 Illustrations anid Diagrams By
tin Peteruis En ibroidery, Stitchies of all i fLauibert. Price $l.2->, in cloth
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BY VARIOUS GOOD AUTHORS.The Iron Cross.Byyl
Cobb, Jr. Price 2 cents. 1anus Sybil Grey; or, The Triumph1'heI~in's Ci jVirtue. A Romance of the Operg.he KingsCruisers. By Harry Price 25 cents.oP
Hazel. Price 25 cents.rles Ransford 

The Mysterious Marriage.
Beard a Cruiser. Price 25 cents. I Prue 2o5 of New Yoreinte.

EXCELLENT SHILLING BOOKS

ChristmasCarol 2 cents each, or Eight for $1.00.
Dickens.Prace'12 . By Charles Mother and Stepmother. ByDice himes.2 ces Charles Dickens. Price 12y cents.B

ThC ens ensA Wordife's Story. From Householdricket on the HearthB Wod.yrc l3cents.
Charles Dickens. Price 12cents. YellowMask. From Householdattle of Life. By Chales Dickens. Words. Price 12/ cents.
'atceo12X cents.T hrone of Iniquity. By Albert

Pre H olly -eT. Barnes. Price 12;V cents.
Thees Dickens. Trie 12Ins. ByWoan. By Lucretia Mott, theCharles Dickens.Prie23cents. Quaker Preacher. Price 12 cents.Seven poor Travellers. ByGm ofEcr an itCharles Dickens. Price 123 cents. La s. Price Echre and its

Schoolboy, and other Stories. Dr. Berg's Answ cents.
By Charles Dickens. Price 23 cents. bishop Hughes, 123 cents.

Price 12 cents. By Charles Dickens. Dr. Berg's Lecture onth
icze L~ents-Jesuits. Price 123 cts. the

Lizzie Leigh, and Miner's Life of the Rev. John N.Price12ycents. y harles Dickens. Mait.. Price 2 cents.

ihe Haunted Odd Fellowship Exposed.I.
hoate Bar Man, and The lustrated. Price 123 cents. '

ast'sPrice 1in. By Charles Mormonism Exposed. Ful .1
Engravings. Price 12M eatsF

1
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i asr Read the Notices of the Press below.si

WILDOAT 0WN4ABR0A
Price Seventy-Five Cents in Cloth, Gilt; or Fifty Cents in Paper Cover.

READ THE OPINIONS OF THE PRESS BELOW.

" This volume is the work of a gentleman of leisure, and, judging from
the revelations which he makes, he was educated with 'elegant desires'
and sufficient wealth to permit him to indulge his tastes. The sketches
which are here collected are marked by spirit, vivacity, and agreeable de..

scription. The author writes with the ease of a good, clever fellow, who
always looks on the bright side of things, and who endeavors to extract
amusement from the most unpromising subjects. His adventures are
candidly told, and he leads the reader into many foreign mysteries which
most travellers avoid. His style is remarkably easy aud flowing. You
glide along without an effort, and he manages to keep up an interest which
it is the good fortune of few writers to produce. The unknown author has
bit the target precisely. Much of the spirit of the late John Sanderson

- flows from his pen, and his volume will form a delightful sequel to the agree-
able book of that pleasant and witty writer."-Philadelphia Sunday .Dispatch.

"In originality of conception, grace of diction, humor of style-in
classic allusion, piquancy, wit, and vivacity, its author stands unrivalled by
any ' light' writer, ancient or modern, with whom we are acquainted.
Whoever buys the book and reads the opening chapter, we venture to say,
would not part with it for ten times its cost, if he could not procure an-
other. We would remark, however, that some portions of the work are
more suited for gentlemen readers than for all ladies, from the floridity of
the language, though even in its most questionable passages there is a
redeeming morality, and a beauty of style and sentiment."-Philadelphia
Saturday Courier.

"It is certainly a vivacious production, and, with some objectionable
passages, has many good ones. The writer certainly did not belong to the
melancholy or abstemious school at the time he sketched the scenes and
incidents of his travels. He seems to have been deeply imbued at that
period with the Byronic temperament, which breathes in almost every line.
The same versatile, don't care, dashing and off-hand style which runs
through the letters and rhymes of the poet, is discernible in this new but
anonymous candidate for public favor."-Petersburgh (Va.) Intelligencer.

"The publisher has made an elegant volume of these spicy leaves which
have all the pungency of the real 'Fanny Fern,' with the racy, free spirit,
that bespeaks the travelled gentleman and the polished wit. Our readers
have had repeated 'on and off' specimens of the manner in which these
American 'Wild Oats' were sown upon European soil, and have no doubt
been heartily amused at the bold, original way in which our gentleman of
leisure went over the ground. That there may be no suspicion of partiality
towards city customers, Mr. P. is determined to give both town and country
a fair show, and so sends copies, free of postage, on the receipt of fifty
cents. In this way, ail can be promptly supplied with the gleanings from
the ripe old harvest fields, where love and philosophy, masked balls, and
monasteries, London sights, Parisian charms and Italian romance, flourish
in rich luxuriance."-Philadelphia Saturday Courier.

Copies of either edition of the work will be sent to any person at all, to
any part of the United Sttes, free of postage, on their remitting the price
of the edition they wish, to the publisher, in a letter, post paid.

Published and for ,sale by T. B. PETERSON,
29 No. 102 Chestnut Street. Philadelihia.
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OR,

ADVENTURES IN THE FAR SOUTH-WEST
BY EMERSON BENNETT,

ANTROR OF "CLARA MORELAND," "FORGED WILL," "KATE CLARENDON,"
"BRIDE OF THE WILDERNESS," "WALDE-WARREN," "PIONEER'8-SDAUGh'
TER," ETC., ETO.

READ THE FOLLOWING OPINIONS OF THE PRESS:"We have perused this work with some attention, and do not hesitate to pronouns
It one of the very best productions of the talented author. The scenes are laid in Texas,
and the adjoining frontier. There is not a page that does not glow with thrilling and
interesting incident, and will well repay the reader for the time occupied in perusing it.
The characters are most admirably drawn, and are perfectly natural throughout. We
have derived so much gratification from the perusal of this charming novel, that we are
anxious to make our readers share it with us; and, at the same time, to recommend it
to be read by all persons who are fond of romantic adventures. Mr. Bennett is a spi-
rited and vigorous writer, and his works deserve to be generally read; not only because
they are well written, but that they are, in most part, taken from events connected
with the liistory of our own country, from which much valuable information is derived,
and should, therefore, have a double claim upon our preference, over those works where
the incidents are gleaned from the romantic legends of old castles, and foreign climes.The book is printed on fine paper, and is in every way got up in a style highly creditableto the enterprising publisher."

" It is a spirited tale of frontier life, of which ' Clara Moreland' is the sequel and
conclusion Mr. Bennett seems to delight in that field of action and adventure, where
Cooper won his laurels; and which is perhaps the most captivating to the general mind
of all the walks of fiction. There has been, so far, we think, a steady 'mprovement in
his style and stories; and his popularity, as a necessary consequence, has been and is in-
creasing. One great secret of the popularity of these out-door novels, as we may call
them, is that there is a freshness and simplicity of the open air and natural worldabout
them-free from the closeness, intensity and artificiality of the gas-ligb'ed world re-
vealed in works that treat of the vices and dissipatiorp of large cities."--Philadelphia
,&turday Eeening Post.

"This is one of the best productions of Mr. Bennett. The'scenes are in and near
Texas. Every page glows with thrilling interest, and the characters are well drawn and
sustained. An interesting love plot runs through the book, which gives a faithful re-
presentation of life in the fir South-West. Mr. Peterson has issued Viou in his usual
neat style, and it Is destined to have a great run."--.Clinton Tribune.

" We have received the above work and found time to give it an examination. The
scenes are laid mostly in Texas, and pictured with all the vividness for which the au-
thor is so celebrated. Those who are particularly fond of wild and romantic adventures
may safely calculate upon finding' Viola' suited to their taste. It is well written and
handsomely printed."-Daily Journal, Chicago, Ill.

"It is a very interesting book. The scenes of this most exciting and interesting Ro.
mance are found in Texas before and during the late Mexican war. It is written with
much spirit and pathos, and abounds in stirring incidents and adventures, and has an
interesting and romantic love-plot interwoven with it; and is a faithful representation
of 'Life in the Far South-West.' The author of 'VioLa,' will rank among the most
popular of American Novelists, and aided by the great energy and enterprise of his pub.
fisher, T.-B. Peterson, is fast becoming a general favorite." -Gazette, Rhnebeck, N. F

"This thrilling and interesting novel--equal to anything the celebrated author eves
wrote--has been issued in a fifty cent volume; and we would advise every one who
wants to get the value of his money, to get the book. Bennett's works are the most in.
teresting of any now published."-Western Emporium, Germantoum, Ohio.

THIS BEAUTIFUL AND CELEBRATED WORK is published complete in one iargs
volame of near 300 pages, paper cover, price FIFTY CENTS; or the work is handsomely
bound in one volume, cloth, gilt, price SEVENTY-FIVE CENTS.
-Copies of either edition of the above work will be sent to any person at all, to any
part of the United States, free of postage, on their remitting the price of the edition they
wish. to the publisher, in a letter, post-paid. Published and for mSale by

T. B.PETERSON,
No. 10% Chestnut Street, PhI'.detphia.
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BY MRS. EMMA D. E. N. SOUTHWORTH.
AUTHOR OF " THE DESERTED WIFE," "DISCARDED DAUGHTER," "VIRGINIA AND

MAGDALENE," 'CURSE OF CLIFTON," " SHANNONDALE,"

a THE MOTHER-IN-LAW," ETC., ETC., ETC.

Complete In two volumes, paper cover, Price One Dollar; or
bound in cloth, for One Dollar and Twenty-five Cents.

READ THE FOLLOWING OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.
"The excellencies of the 'Lost Heiress' are many and great. We regard it

as one of, if not the best, on the whole, of Mrs. Southworth's productions. For

the brilliancy and point of Uer conversations, the ease and spirit of her narra-

tive, the splendid and graphic character of her descriptions of natural scenery,
and the general power and originality of ber conceptions, she occupies a front

rank among American writers of fiction. The moral is an excellent one-cal-

culated to do good to all its readers. The story is intensely interesting ; and
while many of those who read it as it appeared in the Post, doubtless will em-
brace this opportunity to obtain it in a more permanent form, those that have

not read it may be assured that it abounds in all the excellencies of its author's
vivid and picturesque genius. Mrs. Southworth's characters are not merely
names, but existences: they live and move before us, each acting in accord-
ance with their peculiar nature. Beautiful Maud Hunter !-shall we see and
hear about you no more ? Noble statesman, devoted wife, unselfish parents,
blessed and glorious ideals of true manhood and true womanhood-shall we no
more weekly dwell upon the story of your beautiful wedded lives? Ah ! Mrs.
Southworth, you have touched for us a deeper chord in this story, than in any
other you have written. Others may not have felt like us-though we know
many unite in these words of praise-but to us, the moral nobility and beauty
inculcated in this last novelet, give it a high rank among those works of the
imagination whose effect is to make their readers less selfish, more sacrificing,
nobler, better, and, in one word, more truly Christian. The work contains a
beautiful portrait of Mrs. Southworth ; with a fac-simile of her autograph, ex-
ecuted on steel, as well as a view of Prospect Cottage, the residence of the
authoress, on the Potomac."-Saturday Evening Post.

"This celebrated work, by Mrs. Southworth, is her chef d'oeuvre, And con-
~tains a beautiful portrait of the author,- a fac-simile of her autograph, and a
view of the author's residence. Mrs. S. is unquestionably a writer of great
genius and originality, and in the ' Lost Heiress' has excelled all her previous
efforts. Her works have hosts of admirers."-Saturday Courier.

Copies of the above work will be sent to any person at all, to any part of the

United States, free of postage, on their remitting the price of the edition they

may wish, to the publisher, in a letter, post-paid.

Published and for sale by T. B. PETERSON,
No. 102 Chestnut St., Philadelphia.

T. B. Peterson also publishes a complete edition of Mrs. Southworth's octave
works : containing "' The Deserted Wife," "The Mother-in-Law," " Shannon-

dale," and " Virginia and Magdalene," bound in vne volume, cloth. Price
Two Dollars. "Curse of Clifton," "The Lost Heiress," and "The Discarded
Daughter," are each published separately, in two vols., paper cover, price One
Dollar; or bound in one vol., cloth, for One Dollar and Twenty-five cents each.
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A NEW COOK BOOK, BY MISS LESLIE, FOR THE MILLION.

MISS LESLIE'S

"NJEW RECEIPTS FOR, COOKING."

READ WHAT THE EDITORS OF NEWSPATERS SAY OF IT.
" This is a large, well-bound volume of over five hundred pages, and includes in it

over one thousand receipts never before published in any of Miss Leslie's other works,
accompanied by a well-arranged index, by which any desired receipt may be turned to
at once. The receipts are for cooking all kinds of meats, poultry, game, pies, &c., with
directions for confectionery, ices and preserves. It is entirely different from any former
work by Miss Leslie, and contains new and fresh accessions of useful knowledge. The
merit of these receipts is, that they have all been tried, and therefore can be recom-
mended conscientiously. Miss Leslie has acquired great reputation among housekeepers
for the excellence of her works on cookery, and this volume will doubtless enhance it.
It is the best book on cookery that we know of, and while it will be useful to matrons,
to young housewives we should think it quite indispensable. By the aid of this book,
the young and inexperienced are brought nearly on a footing with those who have seen
service in the culinary department, and by having it at hand are rendered tolerably
independent of help, which sometimes becomes very refractory. The best regulated
families are sometimes taken a little by surprise by the untimely stepping in of a friend
to dinner-to such Miss Leslie is the friend indeed, ready as her book is with instructions
for the-hasty production of various substitutes for meals requiring timely and elaborate
preparation. The book is not, however, wholly confined to receipts in cooking. A fair
proportion of the volume is devoted to useful information on all subjects whatever con-
nected with general housewifery: the preservation of health, and the cleansing and
keeping of articles of wearing apparel."-Philadelphia Dollar Newspaper, April 26,1854.

"Miss LEsLIE's NEW RECEIPTS roR COOKING all kinds of meats, poultry, game, pies, &c.,
with directions for confectionery, ices and preserves, has been published by T. B. Peter.
son. It is entirely different from any former work by Miss Leslie, and contains new
and fresh accessions of useful knowledge. The merit of these receipts is that they have
all been tried, and therefore can be recommended conscientiously. Miss Leslie has ao-
quired great reputation among housekeepers for the excellence of her works on cookery,
and this volume will doubtless enhance it. It is the best book on cookery that we
know of."-Philadelphia Public Ledger, April 21,1854.

"We do not claim to be deeply versed in the art of cookery ; but a lady, skilled in the
art, to whom we have submitted this work, assures us that there is nothing like it
within the circle of her knowledge; and that having this, a housekeeper would need no
other written guide to the mysteries of housekeeping. It contains over 1,000 new re-
ceipts, which the author has fully tried and tested; and they relate to almost every
conceivable dish-flesh, fish and fowl, soups, sauces, and sweetmeats; puddings, pies
and pickles; cakes and confectionery. There are, too, lists of articles suitable to go
together for breakfasts, dinners and suppers, at different seasons of the year, for plain
family meals, and elaborate company preparations; which must be of great convenience.
Then there are directions pertaining to the manufacture and care of household articles,
embracing laundry work, needle work, care of furniture, furs, woolens, manufacture of
various articles of use about a house, or in traveling, directions for preparing for a
journey, a sea-voyage, &c., &c. Indeed, there appears to be, as our lady friend remarked,
everything in this book that a housekeeper need to know; and having this book she
would seem to need no other to afford her instruction about housekeeping."-Boston
Avening Traveler, Apria 25, 1865A.

" This handsome volume contains ample and important instructions for those who
would undei-stand the culinary art-an art practised, or abused, every day, in every
household. It is a sequel-to Miss Leslie's old book, called "Directions for Cookery," andcomprises a very large number of receipts, many of them from ladies at the South,
Sand others from France, furnishing specific directions for the preparation of every good
thing for an elegant table, and also for all such articles as are required in families that
live well, but moderately."-Christian Observer, April 29, 1854.VAE RcopT Fhsnw O ua and celebrated Cook Book, entitled " MISS LESLIE'S

NEW RCEIPT FORCOOKING," will be sent to any person at all, by return of mail,
fre ofposag, o thirremitting One Dollar to the-publisher, In a letter, post-paid.

Pubishd ad or alebyT. B. PE TER SON,
No. 102~ Chestnut Street, Philadelphia.

MP Odersfro BoosellrsNews Agents, Peddlers, Canvassers, and all others, will
Alle wih pomptessanddispatch.
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