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THE EGLANTINE,

9 suple Tove Story,

FOUNDED ON A ROMANTIC INCIDENT, WHICH OCCURRED IN
THE FAR WEST, ABOUT TEN YEARS AGO. |

L — e ———

« A form more fair, a face more sweet, -

Ne'er hath it been my lot to meet. 4

And her modest answer, and graceful air,

~8how her wise'and good, as she is fainr

Would she were mine; and I to-day

A simple harvester of hay;

. With Iow of cattle, and song of birds,

And health, and quiet, and loving words.”

Then he thought of his sister, proud and cold, . .

And his mother, vain of her rank and gold.

' J. G. WErTTIER,

“WaAr a remarkably pretty girl Mrs, Barton
has for a nursery maid,” said Mrs. Vernon to her
daughter. , S -
 #Yes, mamma; and it seems quite useless for a

- gervant to be so handsome. What good will it do.’

her?'  She glanced at the mirror, as she spoke, and
seemed less satisfied than usual with her own pretty
face. ‘She was thinking to herself, “If I had as

b
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much beauty as she has, T
nng a duke,”
A similar ides flysh, '
- (dea flashed across Mrg, -
g:d, as she noticed the nvoluntary appeal to th
o nl;c')tz. ; Tfl}ergfore, she sighed ag she ansWerede
. migf:rfu(; edmgg her glood, 1t will doubtlesg prove;
» Some  dissipated lord wil} |
flaé?ci 1:3 hfar; but he will soon ‘become Wéary of
o o Will marry her 1o the firss goé)d-na.t d
c o:zv‘r;, ‘Wwho can be hired o take her.” . e
“ Very likely,” replied Misy Tt fer
living ]}17:) b]rep ted Miss Julia; “gnq “after

Iy eman, she can never b ‘
With 2 person of her owp condition.” Thehgffsy '

shouldn’t despair of ﬁiﬁh

did not observe it

B oL their grounds was g '

. ’ { eparated fro
Barton’s merely by hedge of hawthorns, o

us, as he was walking there, hig ;
. from their neighboyy's
began to show its val
turned hlvoiu-ntamily,

children, over g lupine thas
ves above the ground. He
angl when ‘he saw the young

take g
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girl who accompanied them, he felt a little glow of -
pleasant surprise curl around his heart, as if some
entirely new and very beautiful wild flower had
unexpectedly appeared before him. That part of

" the garden became his favourite place of resort; and

if a day passed without his obtaining a glimpse of
the lovely stranger, he was conscious of an unde-

fined feeling of disappointment. One day, when

the children were playing near by, their India-rub-
ber ball bounced over into Mrs. Vernon's grounds,
When he saw them searching. for it among the

hawthorns he reached across the hedge and pre- -
sented it to their atteridant. e raised his hat and

bowed, as he did so; and she blushed as she took

it from his hand. After this accidental introdiction, -
he never passed hér without a similar salutation ;
and she always coloured at a mark of courtesy so

~ unusua] from a gentleman to a person in her humble

condition. The degree of interest she had excited
in his mind rendered it somewhat painful to hear
his mother's careless prophecy of her future destiny.

A few days afterward, he was walking with hig
sister, when. Mrs. Barton’s maid passed: with the
children. - Miss Julia graciously accosted the little
ones, but ignored the presence of their attendant.
Seeing her brother make his usual sign of deferen-
tial politeness, she exclaimed, “ What a strange per-
son you are, Edward! One would suppose you were
passing a duchess. I dare say you would do just
the same 1f cousin Alfred were with us.”
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“QCertainly I should " he rephed “T am accus-

‘tomed to regulate my actions by my own convictions,

_ not by those of another person. You know I be-
lieve in such a thing as natural nobility.”
“And if a servant happens to have a pretty face,

you consider her a born duchess, I suppose," said

- Juha.

“Such kind of bea.uty as that we have just passed,
Where the pliant limbs move with unconscious dig-
nity, and harmonized features are illuminated by a
moral grace, that emanates from the soul, does seem
to me %o have received from Nature herself an un-
mlstakeable patent of nobility.”

“So you krow this person ?” 1nq111red his sister.

He replied, “I have merely spoken to her on the
occasion of returning a ball, that one of the children
tossed over into our grounds But casually as I

have seen her, her countenance and manners impress -

- me with the respect that you feel for high birth.”

‘“It’s a pity you were not born in the back-woods
of Amenca,,” retorted his sister, pettishly. -

I sometimes think so myself,” he quietly replied.

i But let us gather some of these wild flowers, Julia, |

instead of dJspuung about conventional dlstmctlo,ns,
~ concerning which you and I can never agree.”

‘His sister coldly accepted the flowers he offered.,
Her temper was clouded by the incident of the
morning. ' It -vexed her that Edward had never
said, or implied, so much concerning her style of
bea,uty ; and she could not forgive the tendencxes of
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mind thh spoﬂed him for the part she wished him
to perform in the world, as a means of increasing
his own importance, and thereby advancing her
interests. Sheé had the misfortune to belopg to an

- English family extensively connected with the rich.

and aristocratic; without being thernselves largely
endowed with wealth. Cousin Alfred, the son of
her father’s older brother, was heir to a title; and

consequently she measured every thing by his sta,nd-

~ard. The income of the family was more than suf-

ficient for comfort and gentility ; but the unfortunate

. tendency to assume the habits of others as their

standard rendered what might have been a source
of enjoyment a cause of discontent. ‘

Their life was a constant struggle to keep up ap
pearances beyond theirmeans. Allnatural thoughts

- and feelings were kept in perpetual harness; drilled
to walk blindfolded the prescnbed round of con-

ventional forms, like a horse in a bark-mill; with
this exception, that their routine spoiled the free -
paces of the horse, without grinding any bark.’

* Edward’s liberal soul had early rebelled aga,mst this

gystem. e had experlenced. a vague consciousness

of walking in fetters ever since he was reproved for -
~ bringing home a favourite school-mate to pass the
' vacation with him, when he was twelve years old.

e could not then be made to understand why a
manly, intelligent, large-hearted boy, who was a
tradesman’s son, was less noble than young Lord

~ Smallsoul, cousm Alfred’s school-fnend ;and within

2
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the last fow Weeks cxreumstanees had exelted hlS

. thoughts to unusual activity concerning natural and

‘artificial distinctions. As he walked in the garden,

book in hand, he never failed to see the beautifal =

- nursery- ma1d if she were anywhere within sight;
~and she always perceived Aiém. In her eyes, ke was
like a brlght far-off star; Whlle he was refreshed
“by a vision of ker, as he was by the beauty of an
opening flower, : Distinction of rank was such a
fixed fact in the society around them, that the star

and the flower dreamed of union as much as they'

did. But 0up1d who is the earliest repubhean on
record, willed that things should not remain in-that
shate.” A bunch of fragrant violets were offered

 with a smile and received with 2 blush; and in

the blush and the smile an arrow lay concealed
Then volumes of poems were loaned with passages
marked; and every word of those passages were

stereotyped on the heart of the reader. -For a long
time, he was ignorant of her name; but heanng the

| chlldren call her Sibella, he 1nqu1red her other name,

and they told him it was Flower, He thought it an

exceedingly poetic and appropriate name; as thost

. young men of twenty would have thought under
similar circumstances. IHe noticed the sequestered
lanes where ‘she best loved to- rove, when sent out
with the children for exercise; and those lanes
‘became his own favourite plaees of resort. Wild
flowers furnished a graceful and: harmless topic of

~conversation; yet Love. made even those smlple ‘
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things his messengers. Patrician Edward offered
the rustic Sibella an Wglantine, saying, “ This has a
peculiar charm for me, above all flowers. It is so
fragrant and delicately tinted; so gracefully un-
tramed and so modest in its pretenslons It always
geems to me like a beautiful young maiden, without
artificial culture, but naturally refined and poetic. -
The first time I saw you, I thought of a flowering
Eglantine; and I have mever since looked at the
shmb Wlthout being reminded of you” She lis--
tened, half abashed and half delighted. She never
saw fhe flower again without thinking of him.

The next day after this little adventure, she re- .

. ceived a copy of Moore’s. Melodies, with her name

elegantly written therem The songs, all sparkling-
with faney and warm with love, were well suited to
her sixteen years and to that critical period i in her
heart’s experience, She saw in them a reflection of
her own young soul dreamily floating in a fairy- -boat
over moon-lighted waters. The mystery attending
the gift increased its charm. The postian left it at
the dooy, and no one knew whence it came, Within

- the same envelope was a pressed blossom of the

Fglantine, placed in a sheet of Parisian letter- -paper,

© gracefully ornamented with a coloured arabesque of

Eglantines and Germian Forget-me-nots, On it the |
_following verses were inscribed :— .
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™0 SIBELLA FLOWER.

Thete is a form more Ilght and fair,
- Than human tongue can tell,
- It seems a spirit of the air,
She is a flower s belle!

"The lovely cheek more faintly flushed
Than ocean’s rosy shell,

Is like a new-found pearl that blushed,
She is a ﬂower si belle !

Her glossy hair in si'mple braid,
With softly curving swell, _
Might well have ecrowned a Grecian mald
She is a flower si belle !

- Her serious and dove-like eyes
-Of gentle thoughts do tell;
Serene as summer ev'ning skies
She is a flower s{ belle!

‘Her graceful mouth was outlined free
By Cupid’s magic spell,

A bow for his sure archery.
She is a nﬂower 8t belle!

And thence soft silv’ Ty tones do flow,
‘Like rills along the dell, -

Making sweet music as they go,
She is a flower 8. belle !

- THE EGLANTINE.

Fairer still is the modest mmd
* Pure as a erystal well,

.0 mountain solitude enshrmed. :
She is a flower si.belle!

A note at the bottom. of the verses explained that
the French word si belle meant so.beautiful. The
poetry was that of a young man of twenty; but a

“simple maiden of sixteen, who was herself the sub-’

ject of the lines, saw more beauty in them, than s
critic could find in the best inspirations of Shale-
speare or Milton. 'And then to think that a gentle-
man, who understood French, should write verses
to her!/ Tt was wonderful! She would as soon
have dreamed of wearing the crown of England.
The next time she met Edward Vernon, her cheeks
were flushed more deeply than * ocean’s.rosy shell.”
But she never alluded to the book or the verses;
for she said to herself, “Perhaps he did'nt send

‘them; and then I should feel so ashamed of sup-

posing he did!” The seeret was half betrayed on
his part; whether intentionally or unintentionally,
she did not know. He began by calling her Miss .
Flower; then he called her Sibella; but ever after
the receptlon of the verses, he said Slbe]le ‘

They were so reserved toward each other, and
Mrs, Barton’s children were apparently so much the
objects of his attention, during their rambles that
their dreamy romance m1ght have gone on uninter-

rupted for months. longer, had not a human foot
AL B
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::a;])lped within their fairy circle. Tord Smallsoul.
e rode a,’oroad.one' day, was attracted by “‘the;'
As his grosser nature and more

flower st belle.”

SelﬁSh ha,blts Were uneui'b y ) P
- : ‘ ed b the respectfi d“i
dence, which restrained‘ Edward’s IOVG he bflacal.m(;
) h

bold and importunate in his attentions; as if he

- took it for granted thas ;
: ; : ‘ any rural beaut -
purchased with a nobleman’s gold. They gggidgibﬁ

could not stir out of doors, without being liable to

C

cause the presence of the false lover expelled the B

‘. :E;e one. éE.]d’ilzva,rd\ kept carefully aloof, watching
the proceedings of the profligate nobleman with

- Jealous indignation. e painfully felt that he-had

1o right to assume guardianship over
&ig;;l), i}(:;%iz}iljg avr;yt_ ]iitt]?:npt to do') sclj would t]})l:inéoﬁlrg
i lisi ith her persecutor; lik d
tu;.ti};zbhc{‘zr by no means fa,vourab,le toellzrertorei::ﬁ
World;g Wayz .%153182211; gra]s; inexperienced in the
. Ay, ad been trained l
f}f;t Ili)c:;h%r’ and W‘ag‘ned against the Av.erylf) ).e;:nggs: |
bat ne Shee}jet hgr path.  Therefore, with ‘many
Dlushe: g,; e egg(]al Mrs. Ba.,rton to excuse her from
o o §1’§ the children; confessing that
o Sine so(i foughf. gvery opportunity of urgiﬁg |
e & fou?; live with him in Italy, though. she
pever WO agcept one of the many rich presents
e wus g gaf offering her. Mrs. Barton Warmiy
com: ed her, and promised protection, After
‘ conversgtlon, she said, “The children tell me
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that Mr. Vernon has often joined you in yoﬁr

walks. Did he ever say he was in love with you "
Sibella promptly replied, ¢ Never. He is always
very respectful.” “And he has never made you any
presents, has he?” inquired the lady. The maiden
lowered her eyes and blushed deeply. She had

been trained to a strict observance of the truth;

but she did not know certainly who sent Moore's

" Melodies; and beart and ‘conscience both pleaded

with her not to say any thing that might involve

her friend in blame. . After a moment's hesitation,

she answered, evasively,  He has sometimes offered
me Dowers, madam, when he was gathering them

" for the children; and I thought it no harm to take

them.” The book of poems. and the wonderful

verses framed in flowery arabesques, remained 2 se-
crot between herself and him who sent them. But -

Mus. Barton npoticed the sudden blush, and the in-

* voluntary hesitation ; and she resolved to elicit some

information from the children, in a manner not
likely to excite their curiosity. ‘ '
Lord Smallsoul, who from infancy had been an
“objett of excessive indulgence, was not o be easily
bafled in his selfish plans, Night and day, he, or
his confidential servant, was prowling about Mrs.
Barton’s grounds. His agsiduities became a posi-
tive nuisance, and excited much gossip in the neigh-

. bourhood. Miss Julia Vernon took occasion 10 say

to Mrs. Barton, * It is really surprising his lordship
should make himself so ridiculous, instead of be-
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' -
‘ - -f . .
H g

as he b '
bestows upon your Servant; and I suppose

he is not yet ready to enter

at the dissolutc

1an . ssolute

cious ahswg Oﬁd I'PicelYe & very prompt and gra-
such bond ) < he invited Miss Julia to enter int
‘ onds. She, howe nto
that was rising o s s . SoPPressed the smile

upon beautiful Tadies Whosel'

nto matrimonijal

to i I
d?r at his beig;?g- fzzz;llftsédm?lod St T
gifted with extraordinary beaug 5
ful, on her own aceount and ?(;f
worthy. parents, that, she i’s discreet

I confi
e ess, I should my§e1f rejoice i

T am traly thank.
the sake of hep
as she is lovely.
‘ n such g daugil-
There vs;as- a sli ‘ /
Lhe; ghtly
inuscles of Miss Vern
You appear to thin
pretty enough; too
,:she'was‘ born to be
Ine ‘v’v_hatj attractiong

co?ttlamptuims. mot‘ioﬁl in the
k Ens mouth, as she replied,
= fera paragon. The gir] ig

a servant, But T cannot imag-

*Somme people prefor Ithé E

. lantin |
goie,” replied Mrs, Barton.‘g f Yosrtci)a:j:‘; Ga:rden
8 ozr%ed to ladies of rank; but I ih}féills a]!lc-
LV TP ' l © |
beauty more- highly than yot? ‘

Sibella; for she is

pretty for her own good, sinee -
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« What reason have you for thinking so?” gquick-
ly inquired Miss Julia, | -

Half mischievously, and altogether imprudently,
Mrs. Barton replied, “The children heard him tell
her that she was like an Eglantine, which, of all
flowers was his favourite; and they say he always
wore an Eglantine in his vest, as long as there was
one to be found.” - | ‘

Up rose Miss Vernon, hastily;and with a haugh-
ty toss of the head, said emphatically, “1 thank

- you very much for having told me this. Good

morning, madam.” _ ,
‘The amiable neighbour, foreseeing a storm, imme-

" diately repented of what she had said ; but it was -

impossible to recall it. She looked out of, the win-
dow, and saw that. Miss Vernon was excited to such -
_a degree as to make her forget the patrician languor,
which usually characterized her movements. Obey-
ing an impulse, for once in her life, she walked
rapidly across the garden to the paternal mansion.

" Asif a case of life and death were impending, she

startled her mothdr with this Abrupt annunciation:
“Do go directly to cousin Alfred, and tell him he
must devise some means to remove HEdward from
this neighbourhood, forthwith. You know, he has
been promising, for some time past, to secure-a
suitable situation for him; and unless you see to
having it done immediately, you may prepare your-
self to have your son disgrace the whole family by
marrying a servant.” She then repeated what she

!




22 THE EGLANTINE.

‘ : s |
had ju‘st heard, and added: “You know, mother,

that Edward never could be induced. to pay so much..
regard to the distinctions of rank, as he ought to

do. It would be just like him to go off to Gretna
Green with a servant girl, if he happened to take

it into his foolish head'that she was a paragon of “

beauty and virtue.”

Great was the consternation in all branches of
‘the Vernon family ; and their alarm was not a little.
increased when Hdward frankly declared that it

would be easy to procure a suitable education for
Sibella, and then she would be a desirable com-

panion for any gentleman in the land. How his {4
ther glowered at him, how his mother wept, and -

what glances his sister hurled from her haughty
eyes, need not be told. He retreated to his own
apartment; and for several days remained there most
of the time, revolving plans for the future; some

- of them of the most romantic kind. He longed for

& secret interview with Sibella, to avow his love,

promise eternal constancy, and obtain from her a -

similar pledge in return. But his nice sense of
honour restrained him from taking any step that
might cast a shadow upon her, He made .several
attempts to ‘see her openly, but he was closely
watched, and she riever appeared ; for Mrs. Barton
informed her that the family had taken offence at
the attentions he paid her. "~ - |
The anxious' conferences in Edward's family
ended with an announcement from his father that

i

- . ' ‘¢
THE EGLANTINE. | 23

he must prepare to start for Ttaly the next Wti}ek,( as
traveling companion for a.young nobleman, about‘.l

to make the tour of Europe. J )
Meanwhile, Mrs. Vernon and her daughter vent

‘od ‘some -of their mortification and vexation upon

Mrs. Barton; blaming her for keeping such a hand-

. , )
some servant, to make trouble in gentlemen’s fam

ilies. That lady, becoming more al-fld_ more un-
¢asy at the state of things, deemed it prudent to

' i ibella’s parents; and the
ite a warning letter to Slbella.s parents; |
-gorclzvd-mother came to her child immediately. She

found her darling in the depths of girlish .misery;
alleviated, however, by the happy con.sclousne]js
that she had nothing to conceal. Weeping on the

maternal bosom, she told all her simple story; not

even reserving the secret of the book and the verses.
‘But when her mother said they ought to be re-
turned to Mr. Vernon, she remonstrated warmly.
“Oh no, mother, don't ask me to do th;at! If you
do, T shall be sorry I told you. I don’t know that
he sent them. He never said so. The Eglan.tme
‘made me #hink that he did; but I am a,fre.nd‘ I
should seem to him like a bold, vain g‘u{l3 if he
knew that I thought so.” Her mother, being as-
sured that no.presents had been offered, and love
never spoken of, yielded to her argumegt. She
was allowed to retain the precious volume, and the
~wonderful verses, which were hidden away as care-
fully as a miser’s treasures.

Mr. Vernon, the father, had a private conversa-
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tion with Mrs, Flower, the morning after her arrival,
- He assumed so proud 2 tone, that he roused a cor-
responding degree of pride in the worthy woman,
who curtly assured him that her daughter would
~find no diffieulty in forming a good connection, and
- would never be permitted to enter any family that

~ objected to her. The gentleman thanked her, with

cold politeness, and she parted from him with a
- very short courtesy. That evening a note came for
Miss Sibella Flower. Mrs. Barton placed it in the
mother’s hand, who opened it and read: |

“ DEAR SIBELLE, o

“Forgive me for venturing to call you so. "I
am compelled to. depart-for Italy to-morrow; and
- that must be my excuse. I have reflected much
upon the subject, and young as I am, I feel that it
is my duty not to refuse the eligible situation my-

. relatives have procured for me. Ithas given me =

. great pain to come to this conclusion ; but I console
“myself with the reflection that some day or other,
I shall be free to follow my own inclinations. I
can never forget you, never cease to love you; and

I cannot part without saying farewell, and conjur-

ing you to cherish the memory of the blissful mo-
ments we have passed together. Do ask Mrs. Bar-
ton to allow me an hour’s interview with you this

evening. She and your mother can both be pres- -
-ent, if they think proper. They will see by this .

THE EGLANTINE. - 25.

request that my views are honoura,ble, and my pro-

. fessions sincere.

“Yours, Wlth undymg aﬁ'ectlon,
11 E "T ”

Mrs, Flower promptly decided fo see the young
gentleman heiself  He was accordingly seat for,
and came full of love and hope. But Sibella, who

“was Kkept in ignorance of the note, was’ requested

not to intrude upon their conference ; ‘therefore, he -
saw the mother only. In answer to all his vehement
protestations and earnest entreaties, she answered,
“Sibella is a mere child ; and it is my duty to guard
her inexperience. Next to seeing her deceived by

false professions, I have always dreaded her marry-

ing into a proud family, who would look down:
upon hex.” -

“T will go to America, and make a posmon for
myself, independent of my family, before I ask her -

" to share my destiny,” rephed the enthusiastic lover.

«T thank you, Mr. Vernon. You have behaved
nobly toward my child; and my heart blesses you
for it.. But I had a sister, who marriéd above her
rank, and T cannot forget the consequences. They-
were very young when they were married, and
never were two young creatures so much in love,
She was as good as she was handsome; but his fam-

ily treated her as if she was'nt Worthy to’ black
their shoes; and they had such an influence upon

him, that he at last repented of the step he had
s \
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taken. ' She felt it, and it made her véry miserable.

You are young, sir; too voung'to be certain that
your mind won't change :

~ “T know perfectly well that my mmd can never
change,” he replied eagerly. “ This is not such a
boyish whim as you seem to suppose, It is a deep,

abiding feeliug. It is émpossible that I can ever
Ghange

The mother quietly rephed “ My sister’s husba,nd '

said the same; and yet he did change.”
Edward Vernon internally cursed that sister's
heartless husband ; but he contented himself with

‘saying, “Such love as his must have been Very dif- -

ferent from the feelings that i ingpire me.”
His intreaties were unavailing to procure an in-

terview with Sibella. The prudent mother con-

cealed the fact that he had awakened an interest in
her daughter’s heart. To all his arguments she
would only shake her head and reply, “ You are too
young to know your own mind, Mr. Vernon.”
Too young! How cold and contemnptuous that

sounded! He was not in a state of mind to appre-

ciate the foresight and kindness, which strove to

shield him from his own rashness She seemed to

him as proud and hard-hearted as his father; and
perhaps pride did help her prudence a little,  Yet
when he was gone away, the good woman sat down
and cried; she sympathized . so heartily with the
srouble of those young hearts. Sibella sobbed her-
-~ gelf to sleep that night, though unconscious that
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: Edwafd intended to leave England. He watched

the window of her chamber till the light of her
lamp went out in darkness, “ That star will shine
for me no more!” he said. He returned slowly to
"his own room, looked out upon the hawthorn-hedge
for a long time, then laid himself down to weep, and
- dream of green lanes, fragrant with the Eglantine,
The next morning, Mrs. Flower requested her
daughter to prepare for their return home, since:
there was no other way of relieving Mrs. Barton
from the perpetual intrusion of the shameless no-
bleman, and his troublesome servant. . Gentle as
Sibella was, she experienced a fecling of hatred to-
ward Lord Smallsoul, who, like an odious beast, had
rushed into her paradise, trampling its flowers,
She did not dispute her mother’s decision, for she
folt that it was judicious; but she also stood at the
window a long time, looking out upon the haw-
thorn-hedge, assoclated with so many pleasant mem-

~ ories, Her eyes were moist when she turned and

said, “ Mother, before we go away, I should like to -
bid good-bye to some of the old places, where I
have walked with—with—the children. You can
go with me, if you are afraid of my meeting Mr.
Vernon.”:

Sadly and sympathmmgly, her mother a,nswered
“You cannot meet Mr, Vernon, my child ; for he

“has gone to Ttaly.”

“Gone!” she exclaimed; and the sudden pale-
ness and the’ thmlluilg tone cut her mother’s heart.
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She soothed her ténderly, and, after & while, beella.
raised her head, with an eﬁ'ort to assume ma1den1y
pride, and said, “He never #old me he loved me.
I sometimes thought he did. But it was very foolish
of me. If he cared for me, he would have said
good-bye. I will think no more sbout it.” .

The mother was strongly tempted to tell how
ardently and how honourably he loved. But she
thought to herself, It would only serve .to keep
~alive hopes destined to end in disappointmerit.”
So she: . put strong constraint on her feminine sym-
pathies, g remained silent, . They went forth into
- the green landg bright with sunshine, but gloomy to
“eyes that saw them through a veil of tears, When

Sibella eame to the bush from which Edward. had
‘broken the first Eglanting he offered her, she gazed
- at it mournfully, and throwigg herself on the bosom
~ of her best earthly friend :o%'bed out, ¢ Oh mother,
mother | 1 have been so happy here I”

“ My poor, dear child,” she replied, “You don't
 know how sorry I am for you. But these feelings .

will pass away with time. You are very young,
and life is all before you.”

The maiden looked up with 1nexpre331ble sa,dness
in her eyes, and answered, “Yes, mother, I am
young; but life is all dehind me.”

% * % O

There is a wide chasm in the story, as there was
in Sibella’s life. That brief dream of the past
would not unite 1tse1£ with the actual present-
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She could form no bridge between them. Tt re-

 mained by itself; like an island warm with sun-

shine, and fragrant with Eglantines, in the midst of
cold grey waves. Because she herself was changed,
all things around her seemed changed. The young

_1men, espeemlly, appeared. like & different race of

beings, since she had learned to compare them with
that poetlo youth, who gazed so reverently at the
evening star, and loved the wild-flowers as if they

were living things. He had kindled her imagina-
tion, as well as her heart. She perceived a soul in

Nature, of which she had been unconsot5ue till ke

revealed it. Ah, how lonely she wag now! Inall "«
the wide world %here was not one mortal who could . .gx”

understand what that simple country girl had found,

~ or what she had lost. She herself did not compre-

hend it. She only had an uneasy sense of always -
seeking for something she could never find. She
lived among her former associates like one who has

‘returned from an excursion into fairy-land, finding

the air of earth chilly, and its colours dim. But

 émployments are Amaranths in the garden of life.
- They live through all storms, and survive all changés
t - of the seasons. Her duties were numerous and con--

scientiously performed; and through this pathway -

. of necessity, apparently so rugged, she soon arrived

at a state of cheerful serenity. -
In a fow months, her parents were induced to
join a band of émigrants coming to Ameriea; and-

the novelty ‘of change proved beneficial to her."

3*
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That sunny island in her experience was not for-’

gotten, but it smiled upon her farther in the distance,
There was a joyful palpitation at her heart, when
she found Eglantines growing wild in America,
- under the name of Sweet-Briar Roses. She opened
the verses which had seemed to her “s &eile /”
The flower Was'faded and its sweetness gone; but
INEmETy Was redolent of its fragrance. She was

. mnever told that Edward Vernon had written two
- lettors to her, after he left England; and she had -

almost persuaded herself that his locks and tones

were not so significant as they bad seemed, She
had no materials to form a de'ﬁ%:jope; but it

became the leading object of her g so to improve
herself, that he would have no cause®o be ashamed
of her, if he ever should happen to cBme to Amer-
ica. In the accomplishment. of this project, she
was continually stimulated by the example of Amer-
ican girls, who obtained the means of education by
their own manual industry, and ended by becoming
teachers of the highest class. Her parents were
delighted with her diligence and perseverance, and
did what they could to aid her; never suspecting
that the impelling power came c}neﬁy from a latent
feeling, which they hoped was extinct. So she

worked onwards and upwards, with hands and mind,

and soon found pleasure in the development itself,
Meanwhile, the beautiful English Flower attracted

admirers of various grades. Her parents hoped she

would give the preference to a merchant of good
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character, who wasin very prospemus circumstances.
She was aware that such a marriage would be a
great advantage to them; and she loved them 80

- much, that she wished her beauty could be the

means of bringing them prosperity. She tried to
love the worthy merchant; but her efforts were un-
availing. She was always thinking to herself, * He
never writes poetry to me, and he never tells me
about the stars. Edward used to gather wild-flowers
for me, aid bind them so gracefully with wreaths
of Tvy. But this gentleman buys hot-house flowers,

tied into pyramids on wires, The poor things look

so uncomfortablel-just as 1 shall feel, if I consent
to be sold and tied up. Ah, if he were only more
like Mr. Vernon! I should Zke to oblige my good |
father and mother.” . The sohloquy ended with =
humming to herself

“There’s nothing half so sweet in life -
As Love’s young dream.”

When the time came for a definite answer to the
merchant, she told her parents she had rather keep
school than marry. They looked at each other and
sighed ; but they asked no questmns concerning the
memory of her heart. ’ |

The prospect of owning farm, combined with
an eligible offer for Sibella as a teacher soon after-
ward attracted them to the far West, The grandeur
and freedom of Nature in that new region, the
mighty forests, the limitless prairies, the luxuriant

— P
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vegetation, produced a sudden expansion in that

youthful soul, trained amid the cultivated gardens

and. carefully clipped hedges of England. Imagi-
nation experienced a new birth in poetry, as the
heart experiences religion. :All that she had pre-

viously known of beauty seemed tame and cold:

compared with the wild charm of that improvised

scenery. ‘But more than ever she was oppressed .

with a sense of mental Joneliness.  Nature was in-

spiring, _!out it had no sympathy with the human |
soul, which longed for more responsive companjon-

ship, more intimate communion, The maiden needed

a friend, into whose soul the calm sunset of the -

Pprairies W?uld infusé the same holy light that pene-
trated her'/own. In such moods, the looks and

tones of Edward Vernon came back with vivid dis- -

tinctness. At times, she longed inexpressibly to
know whether he ever had such lively reminiscences
. of the poor country-girl, whom his influence had

led into the regions she never .dreamed of before.

Nature looked at her with the same tranquil smile
and gave no answer. Fortunately, the active 'dutiee,l
| "of.: life left. but few hours for such reveries; other-
wise, ‘the abrupt termination of her long dream

might .h'ave proved as hazardous, as the sudden -
‘wakening of a somnambulist. A ‘newly-arrived

English emigrant visited her fathers farm, He
came from Mrs, Barton’s neighbourhood, and in the
course of conversation chanced to mention that Mr

Vernon's son and daughter were both 'married.-
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Until that moment, Sibella had not realized the
strength of the hope she cherished. She veiled her
disappointment from the observation of others; and
her mother had the good sense to forbear saying,
«T told you so.” No conversation passed between
them on the subject; but when Sibella retired to
her sleeping apartment, she gazed out on the moon-
lighted ‘solitude of the prairie for a long time, and
thought the expression of the scene never seemed
so sad. She said to herself, “ My mother told me
truly. That besutifal experience was indeed: a

‘dream of early youth; and only a dream.”

She was under the necessity of returning to Chis
cago the next day, to attend to her school. In

" another department of the school, was a teacher from

New England, a farmer's son, who had worked with
his hands in the summer, and studied diligently in

~ the winter, till he had become a scholar of more

than common attainments. He taught school during -
the week, and occasionally preached on Sunday,
not because he was too indolent to perform manual

- Iabour, or because he considered it ungenteel. He

was attracted toward books by a genuine thirst for

" knowledge; and he devoted himself to'moral and -

intellectual tesching, for the simple reason that God
had formed him for it. He loved the occupation,
and was therefore eminently guccessful in it. This

_young man had for some time been in love with

Sibella Flower, without obtaining any signs of en-
couragement from her. But there is much-trvth in
1 : 0
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the old adage about the facility of catching a heart

at the rebound. He never wrote poetry, or spoke.

‘eloquently about the beauties of scenery; for his
busy intellect employed itself chiefly with history,
science, and ethics, But though he was unlike
Edward Vernon, he was gentle, good, and wise;

and, after her morning-dream had vanished utterly,
S1bel_1a became aware that his society furnished
pleasant companionship for heart and mind. Their
intimacy gradually increased, and they finally mar-
ried. Being desirous to purchase land and build a

house, they continued to earn money by teaching. .

The desired home, with its various belongings,

‘seemed likely to be soon completed, without great

- expense; for William Wood had all the capabilities
of a genuine Yankee. He could hew logs and plane
them, make rustic tables, benches, and arbours, and
mend his own shoes and saddles, during the inter-
- vals of preparing lectures on chemistry and astrono-

“Iny.. In this imperfect existence, there is perhaps

no combination of circumstances more favourable to

happiness, than the taste to plan a beautifal home,

practical skill to embody the graceful ideas, and the

necessity of doing it with one’s own hands. Those
who have homes prepared for them by hired archi-

tects, gardeners, and upholsterers, cannot begin to

imagine the pleasure of making a nest for one's self.

William was always planning bridges, arbours, and -

~ fences, and Sibella never saw a beautiful wild shrub,
or vine, without marking it to be removed to the
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vicinity of their cabin. She told him all about her
early love-dream, and said she should always cherish
a grateful remembrance of it, because it had proved
such a powerful agent to wake up the dormant
energies of her soul. “I am a Wood-Flower now,

dear William,” said she, playfully; “and, after all,

“that is no great change for an Eglantine.” He

smiled, and said he wished he was as poetic as she
was. He was poetic in his deeds. His young wife
often found a bunch of fragrant wild-lowers on her
pillow, wlien she woke, or in her plate, when they

: sea.ted themselves at the breakfast-table He made

an arbour for her to rest in, when they rode out on
horseback to visit their future homestead. It was

shaded with wild vines, and an Eglantine bush was

placed near the entrance, filling the whole arbour
with the sweet breath of its foliage. The first time
Sibella saw it, she looked at him archly, and said,
“So you are not ]ealous of that foolish dream, _dear
William? Well, it is customary to plant flowers.
on graves; and this shall be sacred to the memory
of a dream. Ah, what a bright little cluster of
Pansies you have planted here!” ¢ That is what
you call them in Old England,” said he; “bugin
New England we name them Ladies’ Delights,
though some - call them Forget-me-nots. Your ro-
mantic Edward preferred the Eglanfine ; but thes is

‘an especial favourite with your practical William,

I likeit because it will grow in all soils, bloom at all
seasons, and: hold vp its head bravely in all Wearthers.
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If T were like.you, I should say it was the efffor-
escence. of Yankee character.”” She clapped her
hands, and- exclaimed, “Bravo! William. You
are growing poetic. ¥ will name your little favour-
ite the Yankee's Flower; and that will be myself;
you see; for T am the Yankee’s Flower.” She
looked. into. his honest eyes. affectionately, and
~added, “'There. is one Yankee character Who ig.a
Ladys Delight.” -

Gambolling thus, like children, and happy in
~ childish pleasures, then' united lives flowed smooth-

ly on, like some full) bright, unobstructed stream.
The birth of a da,ughter was like the opening of a-

_ pure lily on the stream: Their happiness was now
complete, Their grateful souls asked for nothing
but a continuance of present blessings. But, alas,
‘sudden as the rising of a thunder cloud, a deep
shadow fell on their sunny prospect. - William was

called away a few days on business. He lefthome

full of life and love, and was brought back a shat-

tered corpse. ‘He had been killed by an accideént,

in the rail-road cars. Never had Sibella known
any sorrow -approaching the imtensity of this sor-

- row. It saddened her to bid farewell to that first
~ love-picture, which never emerged out of the misti-

ness of dream-land; but this sober certajniéy of
wedded happiness was such a living true reality,
that all her heart-strings bled, when it was wrenched
from her so suddenly. ~ Her suffering soul would
have been utterly prostrated by the dreadful blow,
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had it not been for the blessed ministration of her
babe, and the necessity of continuing to labour for

- its foture support and education. The body of

William was buried in & pretty little grove on her
father's farm ; and every year the mound wag com-
pletely eovered with a fresh bed of Ladies’ De-
lights, which hls little girl leamed to call ¢ Fa.rders

: B =
Time passed and brought healing on its wings.

Sibella never expected to know happlﬁess again,

but she had attained to cheerful resignation. Her
little girl of three years lived at the fatm, under the
good gmndmothers care, She cnonmmled to teach
in the city, spending all her vacations, and most of
her Sundays, at the old homestead. In her mem-

ory lay a. sunny lsland covered with Pansies, and

often watered with tears. That other island of
Eglantines had floated far away, and had scarcely a

moonlighted existence, But one Sunday evening, -

as:she returned from school, she found the little
one watching for her, as usual. The indulgent
grandmother had just given her an Eglantine blos-
som, for which she had been teazing, In her eager-
ness 10 bestow something on her mother, the child
thrust it into her fice, exclaiming ¢ Mamma’s Fow-
erl” -Thatsimple phrase awoke sleeping memoties,
Not for years had the blooming lanes of old Eng-

- land been so distinetly pietured in the mirror of her

goul. . That night, she dreamed Edward Vernon
4 T
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met her in the prairie and gave her a torch-flower

he had gatheréd. The child’s. exclamation had -

produced the train of thought of which the dream .
was born; and the dream induced her to look at
the verses “which had 10ng remained unopened
"Ten years had passed since they were' written.
The paper was worn at the edges, and the Hg-

lantine blossom was yellow and wrinkled. . Still .

- the sight of it recalled the very look -and tone
with which it was offered.. The halo of glory with
“which her youthful imagination had invested the .
rhymes was dimmer now; and yet they seemed to
her “sv belle /”
~ The afternoon of that day, she sat with her
mother, busily employed trimming a bonnet for
‘their little darling, who was equally busy under
the window, sticking an apron-full of wild-flowers
_into the ground, to make an impromptu garden.
A voice called out, “Sir, will you have the good-
~ ness to give me a little help? My carrjage has
* ‘broken down.” Sibella started sudde‘fy{and the
bonnet fell from her hand. “ What is the matter
. with you?” said her mother. “It is mefely some
traveler in frouble. That bad place in the road
~yonder must be mended.” Sibella resumed her
work, eaying, “I am strangely nervous to-day.”
But in the secret chambers of her own mind, there
was a voice whispering, # My dream! My dream!.
Can it be, as some people. say, that there is a mag-
nemg. mﬂuence on the soul when certam mdmd-
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vals approach each other?” Presently, her father -
entered, leading a small boy, “ Take care of this

little fellow,” said he, ‘“his father's carriage has
“broken down, out by.the hill.” * The young widow’

rose, and greeted the little stranger with such
motherly tenderness, that he looked up in her ‘face
confidingly, with a half-formed “smile. But she
gazed into his eyes so earnestly, that he turned
away partly afraid. The little gitl oﬁ'ered him her
fowggs, and they sat down on the floor to play

together. Tt was not long, before the farmer en-

tered with the traveler; a refined looking gentle-
man, apparently about thlrty years old. The old
lady rose to greet him; but Sibella stooped to .
gather up the ribbons, which had fallen from her.

trembling hands, Browned as he was by wind and -
sun, she. recognized him instantly. In fact she
had already recognized his eyes and smile in the

face of hig son.’ She wondered ‘whether he would. - ;

know /#. Was she like an Eglantine now?
Having resumed a sufficient degree of self-com- .
mand, while picking up the ribbons, she rose, and
advanced toward him, with a blush and a smile:
He started-—uttered an exclamation of sm'pr]se—
then seized her hand and kissed it. ~

“Bless my soull It's Mr. Vernon! And I
didnt know him” exclaimed Mrs, Flower, “Well =
thig 45 strange, I do declare!” '

When their mutusl surprise had subsided, many

questions about old England were asked a.nd an-
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swered. But: 1t was not until after supper that
their guest spoke of his own plans. Poinfing to

his son, he said, “T am a lonely man, with only
~ that one tie to bm(i me to the world. My father

_and mother are dead ; and as it was for their sakes.

only that I consented to endure the fettérs of over-

civilized life, I formed the resolution of coming
into these Western wilds, to live with nature in her
freedom and simplicity, I was not altogether sel-
fish in this movement, for I felt confident it wgg the

best way to form a manly character for my son.
- No cousin Alfred will stand in his sunshine here. -
. Come, Edward,” said he, *introduce your little

friend to me.” The boy sprang forward joyfully,
and climbed his father's knee. #'The little friend

must sit on the other knee,” said he. “Go and |
bring her. You are not gallant to the little lady.”.

But the little lady was shy. She hid hersélf be-
hind a chair, and would not be easily persuaded.
At last, however, her mother coaxed her#o be led
up to the stranger gentleman, to see him open his
gold watch. - He placed her on his knee and asked
her name; and, emboldened by his earesses, she
Jooked up in’ his face, and answered, “Teena.”

‘He glanced inquiringly toward her mether, who,
blushing slightly, answered, “X named her Hglan-

tina; but, in her lisping way, she calls herself Tee-

na; and we have all adopted her fashion, except

grandfather, who varies it a little by calling her
Teeny.” - A pleased expression went over Mr. Ver-
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pon's face, 28 he replied, “ You did well to name -
her for yourself; for she resembles you, as the bud

'~ of the Eglantine resembles the blossom.” As he

spoke thus, the ten intervening years rolled away
like a curtain, and they both found themselves

-walking again in the bloommg lanes of old Eng- -
- land,

£ % * % %*. ‘
‘Weeks passed, and Mr. Vernon still remained a
guest at Flower Farm, as it was called. He entered
into negotiations for a tract of land in the. neigh-

“bourhood, and found pleasant oceupation in hunting,
fishing, and planning his house and grounds. Si- -

bella and the children often a,ccompamed him in his
excursions. The wide-spread prairie, covered with -

a thick carpet of grass and brilliant flowers, and
dotted with isolated groves, like islands, charmed

him with, its novelty of beauty. “I am perpetu- .
ally astonished by the profusion and gorgeousness
of nature in_ this region,” said he. He gathered
one of the plants at his feet, and presenting it to
Sibella, asked whether that glowing blossom was

'~ not gppropriately named the Torch Flower. “What
~do you think of dreams ?” she replied; then seeing

- that he was surprised by the abruptness of the

question, she told him she had dreamed, the mght
before his arrival, that she met him on the prairie,
and received a torch-flower from his hand. He
smiled, and said, “Its flame-colour might answer for -

- Hymen's torch. g ‘He looked ab her smlhngly a8

4%
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he spoke for he was bolder now tha,n when he

wrote the verses. Secing the crimson tide mount
into her cheeks, he touched the flower in her hand,

“and said, “It blushes more deeply than my old

favourite the Eglantine,” To relieve her embarrass-

ment, Sibella began to inquire about Mrs. Barton .-

and her neighbours; adding, “ Among all these
questions, I have not yet asked if your sister is.
living.”

“She is what the world ealls living,” he rephed

“Bhe has married a wealthy old merchant, who

~ dresses her in velvet and diamonds; and his lady
rewards him by treating him with more indifference
than she does her footman, Her acquaintance envy -
her elegant furniture and costly jewels; and when
they exclaim, ‘ How fortunate you are! You are
surrounded by every thing the heart can desire!”
she replies, with a languid motion of her fan, * Yes,
every thmg—-—-e:ccept love.! Julia never forgave

me for marrying the daughter of a poor curate; ‘

but. she was like you, Sibella, and that was what
first interested me. If she had lived, I probably
should never have seen Afnerica; but after her
‘death, T was lonely and restless. I wanted change.
I knew that you had been in this country several *
years; but I cannot say you were distinetly con-
nected with my plans. You never answered my
letters, and I supposed you had long since for-
gotten me. But I never saw an Eglantme without
* thinking of you; and while I was crossing the At
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Jamtic, T sometimes found myself conjecturing whes
ther I should ever happen to meet you, and whether .
I should find you married.” Long exp] anations

~and conftssions followed The authorship of the

mysterious verses was acknowledged, and their
preservation avowed. The conversation was ex-
ceedingly interesting to themselves, but would look
somewhat foolish on paper. . It has been well said, .
that “the words of lovers are like the rich wines

. of the south ; delicious in their natlve goil, but ren-
dered vapid by transmrtatmn.

% # * % %

- Mr. Ve,rnon chose the site for his new dwelling
Wlth characteristic taste. It stood on an eminence,
commanding a most lovely and extensive prospect.
A flower-enamelled lawn, rich as embroidered vel-
vet, and ornamented with graceful trees, descended
from the front of the house to a bend in the river.
It was all fresh from the hand of Nature, Nothing
had been plarted, and nothing removed exeept &
few trees to make room for a carriage-path. He
had been advised to build an Enghsh villa; but he

 disliked the appearance of assuming a style of more

grandeur than his neighbours ; and Sibella thought
a log-house, with its rough edges of bark, would
harmonize better with the scenery. It was spacious

‘and- eonvemently planned, and stood in the midst

of a natural grove. -Festoons of viries were trained -

all round it, clustering roses climbed up even to the
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roof, and the air was fragrant with Eglantmes. The

arbor, that William had made, was carefully re-.
~moved thither, and placed in the garden, surrounded

by a profusion of Ladies’ Dehghts in memory of
the lost friend.
It was a fixed pr1nc1ple with Mr. Vernon. that no
man had a right to live in the world without doing
his share of its work. = He imported seeds and
* mcions, which he planted a,nd grafted himself, al-
ways dlstnbutmg a liberal portmn among his nelgh

bours. “My fruit and vegetables will soon command -

a ready sale in the city market,” said he; “but the
proceeds shall go toward a school-fund, and the es-
tablishment of a Lyceum. I do not desire that our
children should inherit great wealth. Life suff-
ciently abounds with dangers and. temptations,

physical and mental, without adding that glittering y

~ snare for their manhood and womanhood. The
wisest and kindest thing we can do for them is to

. educate equally themselves and. the. people among
whom they are to live.” .

“ There spoke the same generous: soul that chose
- the poor country-girl for a wife!” she exclaimed,

“What can I ever.do to prove the gratitude I feel?" '

Playfully he put his hand over her mouth, to
stop that self-depreciation.” They remained sﬂent
- for a while, seated on the grassy slope, looking out
upon the winding river and the noble trees,
“How much this scene resembles the parks and
~ lawns of old England " gaid the happy brlde w If
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it were mnot for the deep stillness, and the absence
of human habitations, I could almost 1mag1ne my-

gelf in' my native land.”
“1 like it better than Enghsh parks a,nd 1awns

for two reasons,” he replied. “1 prefer it, because
it is formed by Nature, and not by Art; and Na-

ture glves even to her quietest. pletures peculiar

. touches of wild inimitable grace. Still more does

the scéne please me, becanse these broad acres are

‘not entailed upon noblemen, who cannot ride over
" their estatesin a- week; while their poor tenantry

toil through life without being allowed to. obtain
possession of a rood of land.”
. Sibella looked at him with aﬁ'ectlonate admira-

 tion, while she replied, “ Truly, ‘the child is father
. of the man.! There spoke the same soul that in-

vited a tradesman’s manly son to spend the va-
cation with him, in preference to' Lord Smallsoul.”
“T will never ‘Teprove my boy, if he brings

.home the manly son of a wood-sawyer to spend

his school vacations with us,” rejoined he, '~ “But’
hark! Hear our -children laughing and shouting [
What sound is more musical than the happy

" voices of children?  See the dear little rogues -

racing over the carpet of wild-flowers! - How they
seem to love each other! God be pralsed they |
are free to enact the parts of Paul and Virginia in
this lovely solitude. May no rich relatives tempt
them into fashionable hf‘e, and make slnpwreck of
thelr happmess. :




A SERENADE,

THE JURYMAN.

Scegr well!  Sleep well !
To music’s spell; . : o C g . . I .
This hushing thee - S - + Soften his hard, ‘eolé.l heart! and $hc->.w
- To rever; ‘ : ; The power which in forbearance lies,
verie, And let him feel that mercy now

Like ev'ning breeze,. , 4 g ] ' Is better than old sacrifice!
Through whisp’ring trees; e o E ‘ L 9 G. WHITTIES
Till mem’ry and the lay ' , | ] '
Float dreamily away. . ' . PETER BARKER belonged to thai'. numerous class
Sleep well! Sleep well! = . ‘ b who are neither better mor worse than other men.
S o P - SR Left an orphan in his infancy, the paths of life
May dreams bring near . . s ' . | were rough and lonely at the outset. He had
All who are dear, | - 4 38 a violent temper and a good heart. The first was
- With festal fow’rs o ,, "B often” roused into activity, and punished "with
From early hours ;' o o B energy kindred to its own ; the last remained al-
‘While, softly free, o ISR most undeveloped, for want of genial circumstances
This melody / L - ¥ and reciprocated affection. Omne softenmg gleam -
Drifts through thy.tranquil dream, . = _ B foll upon his early path, and he loved it like the
- Like lilies on & stream. ' : | f  sunshine, without comprehendmg the great law of
, Sleep W‘?ﬂ' Sleep well ! attraction that made it so very pleasant. - When
' he attended school in the winter months, he always
“walked home with a little girl named Mary Wil-
liams. On the play-ground he was with her,
always ready to do' battle with anybody who
disobliged her. - Their comrades laughed, and -
called him Mary's beau; and they blushed and
felt awkward, though they had no 1dea. what court»
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ing.meant. Things had arrived at this state of

- half-revealed consciousness, he being fourteen years
old, and Mary twelve, when her friends’ removed
to the West; and the warm, bright influence passed

out of his lifs. - He never: nght]y knew whether he

was in love with Mary; but years afterwards,

~when people talked to him about marrying, he
thought of her, wondering where she was, and =

‘whether she remembered - ‘him, When he drove

his cows home from: pasture, the blackperry bushes -

on the way brought up visions of his favourite
school-mate, with her clean cape-bonnet thrown

back, her glossy brown hair playing with the .
winds, and her - innocent face smiling upon him
with fnendly greeting. “She was the best and

prettiest child I ever saw,” he often said to him-

self° “1 wonder whethér she would be as. .pleasant .

now.” . Sometimes he thought of going to the
West and seeking her out. But he knew mot
“where to find her his fands were small, and his
courage fell at the thought “Ob, it is many years
- ago since we were children together Perhaps T

should find’ her married.” Gradually this one ray-
of poetry faded out of his soul, and all his thoughts

fell into the common prosaic mould His lot was .

cast with rough people, who required much work,
and gave little sympathy. 'The image of “his little
‘mate floated farther and farther away, and'more
and more seldom her clear blue eyes. smiled upon

‘ hlm through the rambow mlsts of the past, or from

i
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" the- air-castles of the futare. In process of time,. -
- he married, after-the same fashion that a'large pro--

portion of men do; because it was convenient to-
have a wife, and there was a woman of good char-
acter in the neiglibourhood, willing to marry who-
ever first offered -her a respectable home. Her
character bere the stamp of harmless mediocrity,
She was industrious and patient, but ignorant, dull,
and quietly obstinate. The neighbours said she was

' . well suited to him, he was.so rough and. passionate

and in the main he thought so himself;  though her -

~imperturbablée calmnéss sometimes. fretted him, asa

rock chafes the lashing’ ocean: into foam. .The

child that was born to them, they both:loved better’
than they had everloved; and:according to their -
light, -they sincerely strove' to do. their duty. His
bodily wants were well supphed oft.en at the cost

of great weariness and self-sacrifice ; but their own
rude training had given them few good ideas con. -

cerning the culture of an. immortal ‘soul; 'The

infant did more for them, than they for. him.

~Angelic influences, unseen and. unheard amid the-

hard struggles of theu- outward life, became visible

- and audible through the unconsciousinnocence of

their little one. For the sécond time in- his life, a
vision of beauty and love glea,med across the rug-

‘ged path of that honest, laborious man, Vague im-
' pressions of beauty he had constantly received from

the great panorama of the universe. - His heart
sometimes welcomed a bright flower in: the- sun:.
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s]:une or a cluster of lilies on the stream he mar-
velled at the spléndor of the rainbow, and some-

. times gazed reverently at the.sun sinking to
rest in hls rich drapery of purple and gold. Bus
these were' glimpses of the Infinite; their beauty
did not seem to appertain: to Aim ; 1t did not enter
like a magic charm into the sphere of his own
existence, as did the vision of Mary Williams and

his own little Joe. The dormant tenderness there |
‘was in him leaped up at the siile of his babe, and

. every pressure. of the little fingers made a dlmple
in the father’s heart. - Like the outbursts-of spring,
“after a long cold winter, was this revelation of in-

fancy to him. When he plodded home, after a -
hard day’s work, it rested him body and soul to .
-have the little one spring into his arms for a kiss, -

- or come toddhng along, tilting his little porringer

of milk, in eagerness to eat hig supper on fathers -

knee.
But though this new influence seemed. to have
an almost miraculous power over his nature, it

could not quite subdue the force of temperament *

. and habit. As the darllng babe grew into boy-
hood, he was sometimes cherished with injudicious
. fondness, and sometimes repelled by bursts of pas-
sion, that made him run and hide himself from the

over-indulgent. father. Mr. Barker had himself
been educated under the dispensation of pumsh .

ment rather than attraction, and he believed in
it most firmly. . If his son commltted a fault, he
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| thought of no other cure than seventy Ifa ne1gh-‘
“bour did him an ill thrn, he would observe, in pres-

ence of the boy, *I w111 watch my chance to pay -

~ him for it.”  If the dog stole their dinner, when

they were at work in the woods, he would say,
“Run after him, Joe, and give the rascal a sound.

 beating:” Wken he saw the child fighting with
some larger lad, who had offended him, he would

praise his strength and courage, and tell him never
to put up with an insult. He was not aware that
all these things were. education, and' doing far
more to form his son’s character than any thing he
learned at school. He did not know it,. because

his thoughts had never been directed toward it.

The only moral instruction he-had ever received,
had been from the minister of the parish; and he

usually preached about the hardheartedness-of
Jews .two thousand years ago, rather than ‘the'
- errors and temptatlons of men and }:gs who sat

before him. .
- Once he Teceived an adma Efmm hJs nelgh-
bour Goodwin, which, being niovél 'and unexpected,

~ offended . him, as an impertinent interference with

his rights,’ He was riding home with Joe, then a
Iad of thirteen, when the horse took fright at a

 piece of white paper, that ‘the wind blew across the
~road. Mr. Barker was premously in an ill humor,

because a sudden squall of rain had wet some fine .
hay, all ready for the barn. Pursuing the system

* on which he had Iumself been educated, he spra,ng .
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to the ground.and cudgelled the poor ‘beast unmer-
cifully. Mr. Goodwin, whe was passing by, in-
“quired the cause of so much severity,. and remon-
strated’ against it; assuring him that a horse was
never cured of bad habits by violence. He Bpoke

- mildly, but Mr. Barker was irritated, and having:

told -him to mind his own business, he continued

.o whip the poor frightened animal. The humane

 neighbour turned away, saying, “That is a bad
lesson for your son, Mr, Barker.”

“If you say much more, I will flog you, instead

; ‘of the horge,” muttered the angry man. . “It ig'nt

Jhis horse. . 'What business is it to him 2" he added

turning to ‘his son.

He did not reflect in what a ‘narrow oircuit he -

was nailing up the sympathies of his child, by such
words as those. But when he was reseated in the

wagon, he did not feel altogether pleased with him-

- self, ‘and & inward uneasiness was expended on
the horse.” The poor bewildered animal, covered
with foam, and bredthing short and hard, tried his

utmost, to do his master's will, as far as he could .

understand it. But, nervous and terrified, con-
stantly in expectation of the Whlp, he started at
every.sound. If he went too fast, he was reined
in with a sudden jerk, that tore the corners of his
mouth ; if he went too slow, the cruel erack of the
whip made him tear over the ground to be agam
restrained by the violent jerk. .

The sun was settmg, a,nd ﬁhrew a radmnj; glow
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on -every tree a,nd little shrub, Jewelled by the
recent shower.: Cows grazed peacefully in ver-

" dant hollows; birds sang; a little breok rippled co-

sily by the Waymde winds played gently with the |
flowers, and kissed the raindrops from their faces,
But all this loveliness passed upheeded by those

. human hearts, because they had at the moment no

inward beauty to hgrmonize with nature. - Perhdps

-the familiar 1andscape seemed quite otherwise to

the poor horse, than it would have done, had he
travelled along those pleasant paths guided by a
wise and gentle hand.

- Had Joseph continued to be little Joe, his eager-
Welcome and loving prattle might soon have tamed .
the evil spirit in his father’s soul that night. But
he was a tall lad, who had learned to -double up
his fists, and tell -other boys they had better let
him alone, if they knew what was good for them-
selvés. He still loved his father better than any
thing else in the world, but the charm and the -
power of infancy were gone. He reflecteéd back the
vexed spirit, like a too faithful mirror. He was no
longer a transparent, unconscious medium for the
influence of angels. -

Indeed, paternal affection gradually became a
hardening, rather than a softening influence. Am.
bition for his son increased the love of accumula-
tion; and the gratification of this propensity nar-
rowed his sympathies more and more. Joseph had
within him the ‘unexpanded germs of some noble

H¥* . ,
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gualities; but he mheﬂted his fathers pa,ssmnate
temperament with his mother's obstmacy » and the
- education of such circumstances as I have descrlbed
‘turned his energies and feelings into wrong chan-

nels, . The remark, “ It is'nt his horse; what busi-

~ ness is it to 2ém 27 heard in his, boyhood expressed
the views and habits of his later years. But his
mental growth, such as it was, pleased his father,
who.often sa1d exultingly, There is no danger of
Joe. ‘He knows how to fight his ¢ own way through
the world.”
Such was ‘their mutual ‘product of charaemr
. when Mr. Barker was summoned to a jury, in a
case involving life or death. He was vexeéd to be
- called away from his employments, and had never
reflected at all upon the fearful Tesponsibility of a
juryman. James Lloyd, the prisoner; was a very
young man, and his open, hionest countenance gave

no 1ndlcat10n of ca,pacﬂ:y for crlme but he was ac- ‘

cused of murder, and clrcumsta,ntlal evidence was
strong against him. ' Tt was proved that a previous

quarrel had existed between him and the murdered -

man ;- and that they had been seen to take the same
road, the prisoner in a state of intoxication, the

mght the violent deed was committed,’ Most peo- -

ple thought there was no doubt of his guilt; others’
deemed the case by no means certain, Two of the
jury were reluctant to convict him, and wished to
~ find the evidence msufﬁclent the penalty was so
dreadful, and their feelings were so' much touched
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by the settled m1sery of his yonthful countenance;

Others talked sternly of justice, and urged that the

Seripture demanded blood for blood. . Of this num-

ber was Peter Barker. From the beginning, he
was against the prisoner. The lawyer who pleaded -
for- him had once been employed in a law-suit
against Mr. Barkor, and. had gained the cause for

his client. The juryman cherished a grudge against

pim for his sarcastic eloquence on that occasion.
Moreover, it so happened that neighbour Goodwin,
who years ago had reproved his seventy to the

" horse, fook compassionate interest in the accused.

He often consulted with his lawyer, and seemed to

‘watch the countenances of the jury anxiously. It

was 4 busy season of the year, and the jury were
impatient to be at their workshops and farms. Mr.
Barker would not have admitted if, even to him-
self, but all these circumstances helped to increase
his hardness against the prisoner. By such incon-
ceivably slight motives is the conduct of m_enrofben
swayed on the most important occagions, . ¢
«If the poor young fellow really did commit the -
act,” said one of the jury, “it seems likely that he
did it in a'state of intoxication. -I was once drunk
myself; and they told me afterward that I had quar-
relled with a man, and knocked him down a high
flight of steps; but I had no recollection of it. . If
1 had killed him, and they had hung me for it, what
an awful thing it would have been for my poor
ﬂxther and mother. It taught me a good 1esson,
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for I was never again intoxicated. Perhaps this
poor youth might profit by his dreadful experience,
if a chance were allowed him: He is so young |
- and there is nothing bad in his countenance.”.

“ As for his womanly face,” replied Mr. Barker,
“there is no trusting to that. The worst villains
are not always the worst-looking, ‘As for his being
intoxicated, there is no telling whether it is*rue or
not. That cunning lawyer may have made up the

. story, for the sake of exciting compassion ; and the
- witnesses may be more than willing enongh to be-
lieve every thing strange in the prisoner’s conduct
was the result of intoxication. Moreover, it won't
do to admit that plea in extenuation ; for then, don’s
you see, a man who wants to kill his enemy has
only-to get drunk in the first place? If anyhody
 killed my Joe, drunk or wot drunk, I shotld want
him to swing for it.” | ' ‘
By such remarks, urged in his vehement way,
he swayed minds more timid and lenient than his
own, without being fully aware of what he was do--
ing. He was foreman of the jury; and when the
-awful moment arrived on which depended the lifo
of a fellow being, he pronounced the word “Guil-
ty,” in a strong, firm voice. The next instant his
eye fell on the prisoner, standing there so pale, and
stil], looking at him with such fixed despair.. There
~ was something in the face that moved him strongly.
- Heé turned quickly away, but the vision was, before ,
him; always, and everywhere before him. *This
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iéfweaknéss,”' he:said to himself. «T have merely

: ) ired it. I have done
done my duty. The law "rgqmred it
{g; duign” " But still the pale young face loolged ab
“him; xalwa.ys,fand everywhere, it looked at him. -

.He feared to touch :a mewspaper, for he W-lSh_ed‘
not to-know when the day of execution w01'11d ar-
rive. But officious neighbours, ignorant 01:' his state
of mind, were eager to talk upon the subject; and

" when drawn into such discourse, he strove to for-

tify his-own feelings by dwelling on all -the worst
cireumstances of the case. Notwithstan;hng a,}l h1s
éﬁ'orté, the night preceding the execution, he had
troubled dreams; in which that ghastly young face
was always conspicuous, When he woke, he saw

it in the air. ' Tt walked beside him as he ploughed

the fields, it stood before him on the threshold of his

own door, All that the mercifal juryman had sug- .

gested -came ‘before him with ,pa.infql d,istinctness.-
Could there be a doubt that the confiemnfad had
really committed murder? Was he intoxicated ?

* Might he have happened to be intoxicated for the

first time in hislife? ~And he so young! But he
drove these thoughts away; saying ever to \hlmself,;’
“The law required it. I merely Qid my duty.
Sall every thing looked gloomy to him. The even-
ing clouds seemed like funeral palls, and a pala
'despairing face gazed at him forever. -

For the first time in his manhood, he cra.ved.‘a. :
compafion in the darkness.” Neighbours came-in,

E and described the execution and while they‘-talked,
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“the ag‘itated jﬁryma,n beat the. ﬁre—bi‘a.nde into a

thousand pieces, and spoke never a word. They

~ told how the youth had written a long letter to his
‘mother, and had died calm and resigned. * By the

way, perhaps you knew his mother, Mr. Ba-,rker wo

said one; “they tell me she used to. live in this
neighbourhood. Do you remember & glrl by the
name of Mary Williams?” .
The tongs dropped from Mr. Barkers hand, as
"be gasped out, “ Mary Williams! Was he ker son ?
God forgive me! Was he her son?”. And the
strong man laid his head upon the table and wept:
There was silence in the room. At last, the lo-
quacious neighbour said, in a subdued tone, “I am
gorry I hurt your feehngs I didn't know she was
 a friend of yours,”
The troubled juryman rose hastily, walked to the

window, looked out at the stars;-and, clearing his.
. choked voice, said, It is many years since I knew

her. But she was a good-tempered, pretty girl;
and it seems but yesterday that we used to go to-

gether to pick our baskets full of berries. Andso

she was s mother? I remember now there wWas
something in his eye that seemed familiar to me,”

Perhaps the mention of Mary’s beauty, or the
melting mood, so unusual with her husband, might .

have excited a vague feeling of jealousy in Mrs Bar-
 ker. 'Whatever might have been the motive, she

said, in her demure way, without raising her eyes
from her knitting, “ Well, it was natural enough
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to suppose the young man had a mether and other :

| mothers are likely to have hearts that can feel, as
L well as this Mary Williams.”

" He only answered by shaking his head elowly,

and repeating, as 1f to himself, “Poor Mary! an.d
50 he was her son.”

Jéseph came in, and the details of the dreadful
scene were repeated and dwelt upon, as human be-

ings are prone to dwell on all that excites strong

emotion. To him the name of Mary Williams con-
jured up no smiling visions of juvenile love; and
he strove fo fortify his father’s relenting. feelings,
by placing in a strong light all the arguments in
favour of the prisoner’s guilt. The Juryman ‘was'
glad to be thus fortified, and replied in a firm, re-
assured voice, “ At all events, I did my duty.”

.Yet, for months after, the pale young face looked

at him despairingly from the evening air, and came
between him and the sunshine. But time, which

“softens-all things, drifted the dreary spectre into dim.

distance; and Mr. Barker's faculties were again

eompletely absorbed in making money for his son.
Joseph was called a fine, promising young man ;

but his conduct was not altogether satisfactory 1;‘0.-

L his parents. He was fond of dress and company,

and his impetuous temperament not unfrequently

 involved him in quarrels. On two or three of these

occasions, they feared he had been a little excited
by drink. But he was, in reality, a good-hearted
fellow, and, like his rough father, had undeveloped
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_ gerizag of deep-tenderness within him; His father’s:
- life was bound up within his; his mother loved

him with all the energy of Whmh her sluggish na-
ture was capable; and notmthstandmg the'inequal-
ities of his violent and: capricious temper, the neigh-
bours loved him also. :

What, then, was their consternation, when it was
rumoured that-on his twenty-fourth birth-day he
had been arrested for murder! And, alas! it was too
true that his passions had thus far over-mastered:
* his reason. He wished to please a young girl in

the vicinity; and she treated him coolly, because

- arival had informed her that he was seen intoxi-
- cated, and' in that state had spoken .over-boldly of
- being sure of lier love. He drank again, to drown.

- his vexation; and while the excitement of the

‘draught was on him, he met the man who informed-

‘against’ him.  His exulting rival was. injudicious
enough to exclaim, “Ho!l here you are, drunk

again] What a promising fellow for a husband r

Unfoﬁunatelv, an axe was at hand, and, in the
\tiouble fary of drink and rage, he struck with it
again and again. One hour after, ke would have
given all he ever hoped to possess, nay, he would

gladly have died, ¢ould he have restored the life

‘he had so wantonly destroyed
Thus, Mr. Barker was again brought inte a eourt
of justice on an affair of life and death, How dif-

ferently all questions connected with the subject

presented theinselves now! Asle sat beside that

- 5 | .‘
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darling son, the pride of his life, his only hope on

] earth, oh, how he longed for words of fire, to plead

that his young existence might be gpared for repent-
ance. and amendment! How well he remembered

‘the juryman’s plea for youth and intoxication! and

with what an agony of self-reproach he recalled his
own hard answer] With intense anxiety he watch- -
ed the countenance of the jury for some gleams of
compassion ; but ever and anon, a pale young face
loomed up between him and them, and gazed at
him with fixed despair. The vision of other years
returned to haunt him; and Joseph, his best belov-
ed, his only one, stood beside it, pale and hand-
cuffed, as ke had been. The voice that pronouneed
his son guilty sounded like an awful echo of his
own ;- and he seemed to hear Mary Williams whise
per, “And my son also was very young.”

That vigorous off-shoot from his- own existence,

s0 full of lifs and feeling, and, alas, of passion,
* which misguides us all—he must die! No earthly .

power can save him. May the Arr MERCIFUL
sustain that poor father, as he watches the heavy
slumber of his only son in that dark prison; and -
while he clasps the cold hand, remembérs so well
the dimpled fingers he used to hold in his, when

little Joe sat upon his knee and: prattled childish -'

love.
And the Arxn MERGIFUL was  with hlm, a,nd
sent influences to sustain him through that. terri-

ble agony. It did not break his heart; it melted

o
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and subdued hun The. congealed sympatmes of

his nature flowed under this ordeal of fire; and,
for the first time, he had a realizing sense tha.t every
human being is, or has been, somebody’s little Joe.

- “How kind you are to me!” said the prisoner,
in answer to his soothing Words and affectionate
attentions.

He rephed meekly, “ Would I had always been

sol” Then turning his face away, and earnestly -

- pressing Joseph's hand, he said, in an agitated
- voice, “Tell me truly, my son, does it ever occur
to you, that I may have been to blame for this
great misfortune that has befallen you ?”
- % You, dear father!” he exclalmed t I do not
understand what you mean.”

Still keeping his face turned away, a,nd speaking

with effort, Mr. Barker said, “Do.you remember -

onee, when I was beating my horse cruelly, (you
were a boy of twelve then) nelghbour Goodwin re-

marked to me, that I was giving a bad lesson to

my son? I was angry with him' at the time; and
perhaps that resentment helped to make me hard
_toward a poor young fellow who is dead and gone;

“but his words keep ringing in my ears now. May

Grod, in his mercy, forgive me, if I have ever done:

. or sa1d any thing to lead you into this great sin!
Tell me, Joseph, do you ever think it might have

happened othermse, if you had had a less violent

father 2”7
“ My poor father!” exclaimed the prisoner, press-

X

* mother and sister of him you
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| ing his hand convulsively, it almost breaks my

heart to hear you thus humble yourself before me, -
who so little deserve it at your hands. Only for-
give me my violent outbreaks, dear father| for in
the midst of them all, I always loved you. You

“have always sought to do me good, and would

rather have died, than have led me into any harm.

But since I have been here in prison, I have

thought of many things, that never occurred to me
before. The world and all things in it are placed
before me in a different light. It seems to me men
are all wrong in their habits and teachings, ‘I se6
now that retaliation and hatred are murder. I

* have read often, of late, the exhortation of Jesus

to forgive our brother his offences, not only seven
times, but seventy times seven; and I feel that

- thus it oughé to be with human bemgs in all their

relations with each other. What I "have done

N a.nnot be undone but if 1t will be any. satisfaction
fo you, rest assured that I did not intend to kill

him. I was wretched, and I was fool enough to
drink ; and then I knew ‘not what I did. Violent
as my temper has been, I never conceived the-
thought of taking his life.” ‘

“I know ity my son; I know it,” he said; “and
that reflection consoles me in some degree, Whlle
I have a loaf of bread, I will share it with the
——" he hesitated,

shuddered, and added in a low deep tone—* you
murdered "
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“T was gomg to ask that of you,” replied the
- prisoner; “and one thing more, dear father; try
to bear up bravely under this terrible blow for the
sake of my poor patient mother.” -

“I will, I wil,” he answered; “and now my dear
. nnsgulded boy, say you forgwe your poor father
~ for the teachings of his violent words and actions.

I did not foresee the consequences, my child. I

'did it in my ignorance, But 1’5 Was wrong, wrong,
"all wrong.”

The young man threw himself on his father'’s
bosom, and they had no other utterance but tears.
* * % * *

After his only strong link to lifo was broken by
the violent arm of the law, Mr. Barker was a
changed man; silent, and melancholy, patient,

gentle, and forgiving to all. He never complained

of the great sorrow that wasted away his life; but
the neighbours saw how thin and sad he looked,
and the roughest natures felt compassion, for him.
Every year, she who had been Many( Williams
received a hundred dollar note. He never whis-
pered to any mortal that it was sent by the juryman
who helped to condemn her son to death; but
- when he died, a legacy of a thousand dollars to her

showed that he never forgot the pale despairing

face, that for years had haunted his dreams

THE FAIRY FRIEND.

N Spn':t, who waftest me where’er 1 W:II
And see’st with finer ayes what infants see;
Feeling all lovely truth,

Wxt.h tho wise health of everlasting youth,
LEen Hum‘

IN these rational days, most people suppose that
f:;m'les do not exist; but they are mistaken. The
mere fact that fairies have been imagined proves

‘that there arc fairies; for fancy, in her oddest
freaks, never paints any thing which has no exist-

ence. She merely puts invisible agencies into visi-

ble forms, and embodies spiritual influences in

material facts. It seems a wild fiction when we

‘read of beautiful young maidens floating in gossa-

mer, and radiant with jewels, who suddenly change
into mockiﬁg' old hags, or jump off into some slimy
pool, in the form of a frog; or like the fair Me-
lusina, doomed to become a fish on certain days of

" the year, and those who ha.ppened to see her in

that plight could never again see her as the Fair
Melusina. Yet who that has grown: ‘from youth

_to manhood, who that has been in love and out of

love, has not found the fairies of his life playmg

* him just such tricks?

. In the fascinating ballet of Gmelle, 80 poetic in
6* , . ®
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conception, and so gracefully éxpressed in' musie, -
- there is deep and tender meaning for all who have

lived long, or lived much. Is not Memory a fairy
‘spirit, like Giselle, dancing round graves, hover-
ing between us and the stars; flitting across our
woodland rambles, throwmg us garlands and love-
tokens from the past, coming to us in dreams,

80 real that we clasp our loved ones, and gliding '

away when morning oleams on the material world ?
‘Oh yes there are fairies, both good and bad;

and they are with us accordmg as we obey or d1s-

obey their laws of being, . One, with whom I made

- acquaintance as soon as I could run alone, has vis-

ited me ever since; though sometimes she pouts
" and hides herself, a,nd will not soon come back., I
am always sad when she is gone; for she is a
wonder-working little sprite, and she takes all my

wealth away with her. If you were to gaze on a ‘

field of dandelions, if she were not at your elbow,
you would merely think they were pretty posies,
and would make excellent greens for dinner. But
if she touches you, and renders you clairvoyant,
they will surprise you with their golden beauty,
and every blossom will radiate a halo. Sometimes
she fills the whole air with rainbows, as if Nature
- were out for a dance, with all her ribbons on. A
. Bup of water, taken from a little brook, in the hol-
low of her hand, has made me more merry than

would a goblet of wine. She has often filled my

apron with opals, emeralds, and sapphires, and I

!
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was never weary of lookmg at them ; but those who

had wandered away from- the faary, and forgotten

her treasures, sneered at my joy, and said, Fie

pon theel \D Wilt thou always be a chald? ’I‘hey
ut

are nothing but pebbles.” :
'Last Spring, my friendly little one guided me to
o silver-voiced waterfall a Weehawken, where a
group of German forget-me-nots were sitting with
their feet in the water. Their liftle blue eyes
laughed when they saw me. I asked what made
them smile in my face so lovingly. They an-

" gwered, “ Because we hear a pleasant song, and you

know what it says tous.” It was not I who knew;
it was the fairy; but she had magnetized ‘me, and so

'T heard all that was said to her.

A wealthy invalid passed by, afflicted with dys-
pepsia. He did not see the flowers smile, or hear
the waterfall singing his flowing melody of love to
the blue eyes that made his home so beautiful.
He had parted from the fairy long ago. He told
her she was a fool, and that none would ever grow

“rich, who suffered themselves to be led by her.

She laughed and said, * Thou dost not know tha,ty
I alone am richy always, and every where, rich! -
But go thy ways, vain worldling. Shouldst thou

come back to me, I will asgk if thou hast ever found

~ any thing equal to my gems and rainbows.” She
.gazed after him for a moment, and laughed again,

as she exclaimed, ¢ Aha, let him try!” - -
- The gay litile spirit spoke truly; for indeed
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there is nothing so real as her unrealitics. Those

who have parted from her complain that she made
them large promises in their early time and has

never ke];'?t;= them; but to those who remain with .

her trustfully, she more than fulfils all. For them
she covers the moss-grown rock with gold, and
fills the wintry air with ‘diamonds. It is many
years since she first began to tell me her fine stories.
But this very last New Year's day she Ied me out
into the country, and lighted up all the landscape
as I went, so that it seemed lovelier than the rarest
pictures. The round bright face of the moon smileed
at ‘me, and said, “T know thee well. Thou hast
built many castles up here. *:Come to them when-
ever thou wilt. Their rose-coloured dranery, with
rainbow fringes, is more real than silken festoons
in Broadway palaces.” I was glad at heart, and I

said to my fairy, “ The sheriff cannot attach owr

- farniture, or sell our castles at auction.” “No in-
“deed,” she replied. “He cannot even see them.
He has forgotten me. He thinks all the gems I

show are only pebbles, and all my prismatic man-

tles mere soap-bubbles.” _

This simple little sprite says much richer things
than the miracles she does.. Her talk is all alive.
She is a poet, though she knows it not; or, rather
because she knows it not. She tells me the odd-
est and most brilliant things; and sometimes I
write them down imperfectly, as well ag T can re-

member them. Matter-of-fact, persons shake their
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heads, and say, “ What on earth does the”woman
mean? I never see and hear such thmgs.. A‘nd
grave people raise their spectacles and inquire,
«(Can you point me out any moral, or .any‘%se, n
all this stuff?” ¢There is 1o sensg In 1% sa)tg
one; “The writer is insane,” says another; ¢ She's

‘an ¢athusiast, but we must pardon that weakness,”
~ says a third, more magnanimous than others. The

fairy and I have great fun together, Wh%le we 1i§tea
to their jokes and apologies. The frolicsome little
witch knows very well that it is she who says the
things that puzzle them ; and she knows the mean-
ing very well; but she never tells it to those who
“gpeer questions.” B
" She is a philosopher, top, as well as a poet, with-

- out being aware of it. She babbles all manner of

secrets, without knowing that they are secrets. .If :
you were to propound to her a theory concerning
the relation between tones and colours, she would
fold her wings over her face and drop 'asleep.
But sound a flute, and she will leap up and ex-
claim, “ Hear that beauti—ful, bright azure sound!”
And if oboss strike in, she will smile 4ll over, and
say, “ Now the yellow flowers are singing. How
pert and naive they arel” It was she who led
the little English girl to the piano, and put a melo-
dy of cowslip meadows in her brain; and as the
child improvised, she smiled, and said ever to her-
self, * This is the tune with the golden spots.”

But this genial little fairy is easily grieved and
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estranged. Her movements are impulsive, she
abhors calculators, and allows no questions. If
she shows you a shining gem, be careful not to
inquire what would be ite price in the- market;
. otherwise its lustre will fade instantly, and you will

" have to ask others whether the thing you hold in

your hand has any beauty or value. If she beck-
_ons into blooming paths, follow her in su:nple faith,
Whether she leads to castles in the moon, or 11fts
“up a coverlet of leaves to peep at little floral spirits
sound é.SIeep, with their arms twined round the

- fragrant blossoms ‘- of -the arbutus. She carries -
- with her Aladdin’s lamp, and all the things she

\_1looks upon are luminous with transfigured glory. -
Take heed not to inquire where the path will lead to, -

whether others are accustomed to walk in it or whe-

‘ther they will believe your report of its Wonderf‘ul
beauty Above all; be carefil not to wish that such

visions may be kept from the souls of others, that -

your own riches may seem marvellous and pecu-
lar. . Wish this but for a ﬁngle instant and you
will find yourself all alone, in.cold gray woods,
where owls hoot, and spectral shadows seem to lie

in wait for you.. But if with a full heart you crave

forgiveness for the selfish thought, and pray earnest-

ly that the divine Spirit of Beauty may be revealed -

- to all, and not one single child of God be excluded

from the radiant palace, then will the fairy come

to you agam and  say, “ Now thou and I are

" friends again. Give me thy hand, and T will lead

i
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thee into gardens of paradlse. Because thou hast
not wished to shut up any thing, therefore thou
shalt possess all things.” Instantly the cold gray
woods shine through a veil of gold; the shadows
dance; and all the little birds sing, #Joy be with

thee.” A spirit nods welcome to you from every

cluster of dried grass; a soul beams through the .
commonest pebble; ferns bow before you more
gracefully than the plumes of princes; and verdant
mosses kiss your feet more softly than the richest
velvets of Genoa. |

Trust the good little fairy. Be not disturbed by
the mockery of those who despise her simple joys.
She said truly, “T alone am rich; always, and every-
where, ric ‘




WERGELAND, THE POET.

The busy bees, up coming from the meadows
To the sweet cedar, fed him with soft flowers,
Because the Muse had filled his mouth with nectar.
- Lzien Huxr

WERGELAND was one of the most popular poefs

Norway has ever produced. He rhymed with

wonderful facﬂlty, and sometimes, when a rush of

inspiration came upon him, he would,wnte ‘verses
during a whole day and night, with untiring rapid-
ity, scarcely pausing to eat, or to rest his hand.

In the poems which expressed his own inward life -

there was often something above common compre-
hensjon ; ‘but, in addition to those higher efforts,
he ‘Wrote a great number of verses! for the peas-
anfry, in all the peouliar dialects of their various
districts. The merest trifle that flowed from his
pen is said to have contained some sparkling fancy,
or some breathing of sentiments truly poetic. He
was an impassioned lover of nature, and in his
descriptions of mnatural objects was pequliar for
making them seem alive. Thus in one of his
‘poems he describes the winds coming throu
clefts of rock, forming a. powerful current m
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fiord, dnvmg white-crested waves before them,
like a flock of huge storm-birds. ~A lawyer, who
passes through the current in a boat, imagines the
great waves to be angry spectres of the many poor
clients whom he has wronged. He throws one
ten dollars, another twenty, another ﬁfby, to pacify
them. Af last, a wondrous tall wave stretches

~ forth his long neck, as if to swallow him. The

terrified lawyer throws him a hundred dollars,
imploring him to be merciful. Just then, the boat
turns a corner of the rock, out of the current,
The great wave eagerly bends his long arm-round

" the rock, and tries to cluteh him; then retreats,

dlsappomted at his escape.

Wergeland had a strongly marked head, full of
indentations, like a bold rocky shore. He was an
athletic, earnest, jovial man, and enjoyed life with a

keen zest. His manner of telling a story was inimit-

ably funny and vivacious. While he was settling
his spectacles, before he began to speak, a smile
would go ma,nthng all over the lower part of his -
face, announcing that something good was coming,
His soul went forth with warm spontaneousness to
meet all forms of being’; and this lively sympathy
seemed to attract both men and animals toward

~ him magnetically. He was accustémed to saddle

his own horse, which stood loose in the barn,
among pet Tabbits, pet pigeons, pet birds, all sorts
of poultry, and a favourite cat. These creatures
all lived in the greatest friendship together. They

A
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" knew their master’s voice perfectly well; and the

moment he opened the door, they would all come

neighing; purring, cooing, singing, crowing, caper-
ing and fluttering about him. His cottage was a
picturesque place, ornamented .with all sorts of

mosses, vines, and flowers, Under it was a grotto

made of rocks and shells, in which were an old
hermit, with a long beard, and various other gro-
tesque figures, carved in Wood The grotto was
occasmnally lighted up in the evening, and the

-images, seen among flickering shadows, excited

great awe in the minds of peasart chﬂdren

This gifted and genial man, who lived in such.

“loving companionship with nature, was -called
away from the earth, which seemed to him so

cheerful, before he had passed the middle term of -

human life. The news of his death was received

with lamentation by all classes in Norway.

Crowds of people went to Christiana to bid fare- .
well to the lifeless body of. their favorite poet. -

“While in the last stage of consumption, in May,

1845, ‘he wrote the following verses, which were

read to me by one of his countrymen, who trans-
lated them literally, as he went along. Even

through this imperfect medium, my heart was .

deeply touched by their childlike SImphclty and
farewell sadness. The plaintive voice seemed to
become my own, and uttered itself thus, in English

rhyme, which fmthfully preserves the sense of the
ongmal

b
E
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" §UPPLICATION TO SPRING. -

Oh, save me, save me, gentle Spring !
Bring healing on thy balmy wing! #
Iloved thee more than all the year.
To no one hast thou been more dear.

| Bright emeralds I valued less,
‘Than early grass, and water-cress.

Gem of the year I named hy flower,

Though roses grace. falr Summer s bower

The queenly ones, with ﬁ'agrant sighs,
Tried to a_,llure thy poet’s eyes;

But they were far less dear to me,
Than thy simple wild anemone.

~ Bear witness for me, little flower!

Beloved from childhood’s earliest hour ;

- And dandelions, so much despised,

‘Whose blossoms more than gold I prized.

I welcomed swallows on the wing, :
"And loved them for their news of Spring,
I gave a feast for the earliest one,

As if a long-lost child had come,

* Blest harbingers of genial hours,

Unite your voices with the flowers!
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Dear graceful birds, pour forth your prayer,
 That nature will her poet spare !

Plead with the Maker of the rain! ,

That he will chilling showers restrain ;

And my poor breast no longer feel
Sharp needle-points of frosty steel,

* Thou beautiful old maple tree!

For my love’s sake, pray thow for me!
Thy leaf-buds, op’ning to the sun,
Like pearls I counted ev’ry one.

I wished I might thy grandson be,
Dear, ven’rable old maple tree!

That my young arms might round thee twine,

And mix my vernal erown with thine,

Ah, even now, full well I ween,

. Thou hast thy robe of soft light-green.
I seem to hear thee whisp’ring slow
To the vernal grass below.

Stretch thy strong arms toward the sky,
And pray thy poet may not die!

I will heal thy scars with kisses sweet,
-And pour out wine upon thy feet, .

Blessings on the patriarch tree!
Hoarsely lie intercedes for me;

'And little flowers, with voices mild,
Beg thee to spare thy suff’ring ehild.:
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Fair season, so beloved by me!

Thy young and old «¥/ plead with thee.
Oh, heal me, with thy balmy wing!-

I have so worshipped thee, sweet Spring

The (follc;vﬁng Iines, written two .da,yé before he
died, were addressed to a fragrant, golden-coloured
flower whose English name I cannot ascertain

TO THE GULDENLAK,

Sweet flower! before thy reign is o'er,
I shall be gone, to return no more,
Before thou losest thy erown of gold,

I shall lie Jow in the cold dark mould,

“Open the window, and raise me up!
My last glance must rest on her golden cup,
My soul will kiss her, as it passes by
And wave farewell from the distant sky.

Yea, twice will I kiss thy fragrant lip,

Where the wild honey-bee loves to sip.

The first, I will give for thy own dear sake ;
' The second, thou must to my rose-bush take:

I shall sleep sound in the silent tomb,
Before the peautiful bush will bloom ;
But ask her the first fair rose to lay

On her lover’s grave, to fade away. .

T* N
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Give her the kiss I gave thee to keep,

And bid her come on my breast to sleep ;
~ And, glowing flower, with sweetest breath
Be thou our bridal torch in death! ,

~

r
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'THE EMIGRANT BOY.

"Tis lone on the waters,
When eve’s mournful bell,
Sends forth to the sunset
A note of farewdll.

‘When, borne with the shadows
And winds, as they sweep,
There ¢omes a fond memory
~ Of home o’er-the deep.
‘ Hemans,

~ Ix the old town of Riidesheim, on the Rhine, is'
one of those dilapidated castles, which impart such -
picturesque beatify to the scenery of Germany.
Among the ruins, Karl Schelling, a poor hard-
working peasant, made for himself a home. With
him dwelt his good wife Liesbet, and two blue-
eyed children, named Fritz and Gretchen. A fow
cooking utensils, and wooden stools, constituted all
their furniture; and ope brown-and-white ‘goat,
was all- they had to remind them of flocks and
herds. But these poor children led a happier life,
than those small imitations of humanity, who .are

" bred up in.city palaces, and drilled to walk through

~existence in languid drawing-room paces. From

" moss-grown arches In' the old ruins, they -could
| ‘ . ! )
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Wétch boats and vessels
Rhine, and ‘see broad

~shine. On the terrace of the castle, the wind had
planted many flowers, It was richly carpeted with
various kinds of moss, tufts
and little pinks. Here Karl often carried hig goat
to feed, and left the children to tend. upon’ him,
' There had been a stork’s mes
time immemorial; and the little ones were early
taught to reverence the birds, as omens of blessing.
- Their simple young souls were quite unconscious
of poverty. The splendid Rhine, with all itg jg].
ands—the ‘broad pasture-lands
fully grazing—houges
—all seemed to belo
they possessed them
- man, who ‘

nestling among woody hills
ng to them; and in reality,
more truly than many a rich

*One:momerit gazes on his flowers,
The next they are forgot;

- And eateth of his rarest fruits,
Af‘i&‘t',houg‘hI he ate them not.” -

On their little heaps of straw, brother and sister

slept soundly in each other’s arms; and if the
hot)tirig of an owl chanced to wake thé;m, some
bright. star looked in with' friendly eye, through
chinks in the walls, and said, “Go to sleep, Tittle

ones; for all-little children are dear to the good
God.” ~ SR -

" Th’us, with . scanty food and. coarse clothes,

|
!

gliding over the Sparklir‘lg"[
meadows golden with' sun..

of grass, blue-bells, ;

t on the. roof, from -
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l-plenty of pure air and blue sky, Fritz and his sis-

ter went hand in hand over their rugged bub’

- flower-strewn path of life, till he was nearly seven

earsold. Then came Uncle Heinrich, his mOthET’S
%rother, and said the boy could be .usefuxll to 111::1
at the mill, where he worked; and if the parents

* were willing to bind him to his service, he would

supply him with food and clothing, and give hlit:
an outfit when he came of age. Tears We];euld
Liesbet's eyes; for she thought how lonely it vgould
seem to her and little éfetchen, than they shot

no longer hear Fritz mocking the birds, or singing
‘aloud to the high heaven. But they were veglr
poor, and the child must earn his bread. So, wi )
much sorrow to part with father and mot.;her, an
Greﬁchen, the goat.and the stor]_:, and w1t}3 ,?(;me
gladness to go'to ‘new scenes, Fritz departed from

" the old nest that had served him for a home.

Mounted with Unecle Heinrich, on the miller’s gton- |
key, he ambled along through rocky paths, by geg
ravines and castle-crowned hills, W}th here ?,1;1 )
there glimpses of the noble river, flowing on, Emges
and strong, reflecting images of spires, co agh’,
and vine-covered slopes. When he a.rnv?:d at ‘115 |
new home, the good grandmother gave him :r1§1 t,
- friendly welcome, and promised to set up on .her

knitting-needles & striped blue cap for him to wear.

inricl ind, in hi h way; but
Uncle Heinrich was kind, in his roug | .
he thought it an excellent plan for.boys to eat little
-and work ‘hard. Fritz, remembering the blossom:
. rd, herin .
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o cé.rpét of the old castle, was always deli’ghted to -

8py & clump of flowers. His uncle told him they

. looked well enough, but he wondered anybody

. should ever plant them, since they were not useful
either to eat or wear; and that when he grew older,
he would doubtless think more of pence than posies.

Thus the child began to be ashamed, as of some-

thing wrong, when he was caught digging a flower.
But his laborious and economical relative taught
~ him many orderly and thrifty ways, which after

ward had great influence on his success in life;
and fortunately a love for the beautiful could not-

be pressed out of him, Kind, all-embracing Nature
‘took him in her arms, and whispered many things
to preserve him from becoming a mere animal.

All day long he was hard at work; but the blos-

soming tree was his friend, and the bright little
mill-stream chatted cozily, and smiled when the
good grandmother gave it his clothes to wash,
The miller’s donkey, ambling along through sun-
lighted ‘paths over the hills, was a picture to him,
From his small garret window he could see the

mill-wheel scattering bright drops in the moon-"

light; and ‘he fell asleep to the gentle lullaby of

ever-lowing water. Other education than this he
had not. | '

““His only teachers had been woods and rills;
The silence that is in the starry sky,

,‘__,,,»’\ o The sleep that is among the lonely hills” o
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Aﬁ aged néighboﬁr, cotempoiary with the grgnd- :
mother, took & great liking to Fritz; and on Sun-

| -‘ ¥ he was often
'~ hen no work ‘could be done, he’ |
(ai;izeg to go and take dinner or supper there. .

The old man had traversed nearly all Germany a;
a peddlerl and had come to die in the old homestea

near the mill, where he had worked when a boy.

He knew by, heart all the wild gfairy‘ylegends :f ﬁ?g
country, and, in his character of peddlfar-gues  had
acqﬁired‘-a, talent for rela,tn:}g. the}m. in a man fn
peculiarly amusing and exciting to cl}lldrerlll, {e'd
the course of his travels, he had likewise co ecth
many things which seemed very rema,rk}able to ]:
inexperienced eye of -Fritzr; such as curious glelzh
ing-pipes and drinking-cups, and images 1n 2 t :
varions costumes of Grermany. 'But what mos Va],:l
tracted his attention was ah ancient SJock, brought
from Copenhagen when the peddler’s f:athfer W?,aha.t
young man. When this clock was m 1s .rlgl
mind, it could play twelve tunes, about as .mmpg
as ““Molly put the keftle on.” "But the fnetu_l)lg (;
many years had so worn the cogs of tl.le wheels,
" that it was frightfully out of tune. Th}s .de not
trouble the boy's strong nerves, and he was pro-

~digiously amused with the sputtering, seething,

jumping, jabbering sounds it made, When se,t m .
motion.. To each of the crazy old tunfas.he ga,vg
some droll name, ’f[‘here goes the Spﬂ;tmg (33; )
“he would say; “now let us hear the Old Hen. '-

" Father Rudolph called the rickety old machine

£
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his Blacking Box; because he had bought it with
the proceeds of a peculiar kind of blacking, of his
own, manufacture. He was always praising this
blacking; and one day he said, “I have never

told any one the secret of making. it; bus if you‘,
‘are a good boy, Fritz, T will show you how it is

done.” The child could not otherwise than respect
what had procured such a wonderful clock; and
when he fell asleep that night, there floated through
his mind undefined visions of being able, some time
or other, to purchase such a comical machine for
himself. This seemed a very unimportant incident
of his childhood; but it was the introduetion of a
thread, that reappeared again in his web of life,
Fritz passed at the old mill four years of health,
happiness, and hard labor.  For three years, Father
Rudolph was an unfailing source of entertainment,
Alternately with his comic old songs, and wild
~ legends of fairies and goblins, he imparted much
of a traveller's discursive observation, and thorough

practical knowledge concerning the glossy jet black-

~ ing. At last he fell asleep, and the boy heard that
pleasant old voice no more, except in the echoing
- caves of memory. The good grandmother survived

the companion of her youth only a few months,
The ancient ballads she used to croon at her spin-
ning-wheel, had caught something of the monoto-
nous flow of the water, which forever accompanied
them; and Fritz, as he passed up and down from’

the mill to the brook, missed the quaint old melo-
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dies, a8 he would have missed the rustling of the
leaves, the chirping of erickets, or any other d.ea,r, ,,
old familiar sound. He missed, too, .her k1.nd ‘
motherly ways, and the little comforts With Whlc.h
her care supplied him, With the exception of his

rough, but really kind-hearted uncle, he was now

alone in the world. He had visited Riidesheim

but once, and had then greatly amused Gretchen

with his imitations of the crazy ‘clock. But Ins
parents had since removed to a remote district,
and he knew not when he should see dear (.}retchen \
again. As none of them could read or write, there

~ came no tidings to cheer the long years of separa-.

tion. How his heart yearned at times for the good
mother and the joyous little sister! o
But when Uncle Heinrich announced his in-
tention ‘of removing to America, the prospect of
new advéntﬁres, and the youthful tendency to 1oc?k~ :
on the bright side of things, overbalanced the pain
of parting from father-land. It is true the last night

e slept at the old mill, the moonlight had a fare-
well sadness in its glance, and the little stream

murmured more plaintively as it flowed.  Fritz
thought perhaps they knew he was going away.
They certainly seemed to sigh forth, * We shall
see thee mo more, thou bright; strong child! We
remain, but thou art passing away I

When the emigrants came to the sea-port, every

- thing ‘was new and exciting to the juvenile im--

agination of Fritz.  The ships out.in the harbor
8 ‘ |
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looked like, great white birds, saﬂlng through the
air. How pleasant it must be thus to ghde over
‘the wide waters! But between a ship in the
distance, and the ship we are in, there exists the
usual difference’ between the 1dea1 and the actual,
There was little romance in the crowded eabin,
with hundreds of poor emigrants eating, drinking,
and smoking, amid the odour of bilge-water, and
the’ dreadful nausea of the sea. Poor Fritz longed
for the pure atmosphere and fresh-flowing brook,
at the mill. However, there was always Amerlca
in prospect, painted to his imagination like Islands
of the Blest. - Uncle Heinrich said he should grow
rich there; and a fairy whispered in his ear that he
~ himself might one day possess a Copenhagen clock,
bright and new, that would play its tunes decently
and in order. “No, no,” said Fritz to the fairy,
- “I had rather buy Father Rudolph’s clock ; it was

such a funny old thing.” ¢ Very well,” replied the

fairy, “be diligent and saving, and perhaps I will
one day bring Father Rudolph’s clock to erow and
sputter to thee in the New World.”

But these golden dreams of the future received
a sad.check. One day, there was a cry of *“ A man
overboard!” Tt occasioned the more terror, becanse
a shark had been following in the wake of the
vessel for several days. Boats were lowered in-
stantly ; but a crimson tinge on the surface of the
~water showed that their efforts were useless. It
was not till some minutes after the confusion sub-
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sided, that Fritz percewed his Uncle Heinrich was

" missing. 'Terrible had been that crimson stain on
" the water; but now, when he knew it was the

life-blood of his last and only friend, it made him
faint and d1zzy, as if it were ﬂowmg from his own

VGIIIS. ’ ‘
Uncle Heinrich’s hard- earned savings were

" fastened within the belt he wore; and a bundle of

coarse clothes, with a few t_ools, were all that re-
mained of his worldly possessions. The captain
had compassion on the desolate child, and charged
nothing for his passage, or his food. When the
vessel came within sight of port,. the . passengers,
though most of them poor, raised a small fund for
him by contribution. But who can describe the
utter loneliness of ‘the emlgra,nt boy, when he
parted from his shlp companions, and wandered

~ through the crowded streets of New York, without

meeting a single face he had ever .seen before?
Lights shone in cheerful basements, where families

. supped together; but his good-hearted mother, and

his dear little blue- -eyed Gretchen—where were
they? Oh, it was very sad to be so entirely alone,
in such a wide, wide world! Sometimes he saw
a boy turn: round to stare at his queer little cap,
and outlandish frock; but he could not understand
what he said, when he sung out, “ There goes what
they call a Flying Dutchman.” Day after day he
tried for work, but could obtain none. His funds
were running very low, and his heart was ex-
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tremely heavy.. As he stood leamng agamst a
post, one day, a goat walked slowly towards him

from a neighboring court. How his heart leaped
up to greet her! With her came back images of

the castle on the Rhine, the blooming e, his

kind father his blessed mother, and his darhng‘

little sister. He patted the xgoat’s head, and kissed
her, and looked deep into her eyes, as he had done
‘with the companion of his boyhood. A strariger

came to lead the animal away; and when she was

gone, poor Fritz sobbed as if his heart would break.
“I have not even a goat for a friend now,” thought
he. “Iwish I could get back to the old mill again.
T am afraid I shall starve here in this foreign land,
where there is nobody to bury me.”

-In the midst of these gloomy cogitations, there
was an alarm of fire; and the watchmen sprung
their rattles. Instantly a ray of hope darted
- through his soul! The sound reminded him of
.Father Rudolph’s Blacking Box; for one of its
tipsy tunes began with a ﬂounsh exactly like it.
“T will save every cent I can, and buy materials
to make blackmg,” thought he “T will sleep

~under the planks on the wharves, and live on two -

pence a-day. I can speak a few words of English,
I will learn more from some of my countrymen,
who have been here longer than I. Theu, per-
haps, I can sell blackmg enough to buy bread and
clothies,”

 And thus he did, At first, it went very 'h‘aljd ,
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with him. Some ‘days he earned nothing; and a
week of patient waitg¥y brought but one shilling.

‘But his broad face was so clean and honest, his

manners. so respectful, and his blacking so uncoms-
monly good, thafhis customers gradually increased.
One day, a gentleman who traded with him made

" a mistake, and gave him a shilling instead of a ten-

cent piece. Fritz did- not observe it at’ the mo-
ment; but the mext day, when the gentleman
passed fo his counting-house, he followed him, and
touched him on the arm. The merchant inquired

‘what he wanted. Fritz showed the coin, saying,

“Dat not mine.” “Neither is it mine,” rejoined
the merchant; “what do you show it to me for ?”
The boy rephed in his imperfect English, * Dat too
mooch.” A friend, who was with the merchant,
addressed him in Geerman; and the poor emigrant’s
countenance lighted up, as if it had become suddenly
transparent, and a lamp placed within it. Heaving
a sigh, and blushing at his own emotion, he ex-
plained, in his native tongue, that he had accidently

~ taken too much for his blacking, the day before.

They looked at him with right friendly glances,

- and -inquired into his history. Hé told them his
-~name and parentage, and/fow Uncle Heinrich had

attempted to bring him to America, and had been
devoured by a shark on the way. He said he had

not a single friend in this foreign land, but he
meant to be honest and industrious, and he hoped

8*

~ he should ‘do well. The gentlemen assured him
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that they should always remember him as Fritz
Shilling, and that they would certainly speak of

~ him to their friends. He did. not understand the
joke of his name, but he did understand that they
bought all his blacking, and that customers in-
creased more rapidly after that interview.

It would be tedious to’ follow the emfigrant.
through all the process of his gradually-improving -

fortune,  As soon ‘as he could spare anything

| ijom. necessary food and clothing, he went to an
- evening school, where he learned to read, write, .

- and cipher. " He became first a shop-boy, then a

clerk, and finally established a neat grocery-store -

f?r himself. Through all these changes, he' con-
tinued to sell the blacking, which arrived at the
honour of poetical ddvertisements in the newspapers
under the name of Schelling’s Best Boot Polisher. ’

. But the prosperity thus produced was nbt‘the
only result of his acquaintance with Father Ru-
é!olph. The dropped stitches of our life are some-
times taken up again strapgely, through many in-
tervening loops. One day, as Fritz was passing
through the streets, when he was about sixteen
years old, he stopped and listened intently ; for he

heard far off the sounds of a popular German bal-
lad, which his grandmother and the peddler often

used to sing together, Through all the din and
© rattle of the streets, he could plainly distinguish
, t]:}e monotonous minor cadence, which had 0ft€n
‘brought tears to his eyes when a boy. He fol-
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lowed the tones, a,nd soon: came in sight of an old
man and his wife singing the familiar melody. A

‘maiden, apparently somewhat younger than him-
self, played a tamborin ab intervals. When he

spoke to Her in'German, her face kindled, as his
own had done, at the first sound of his native

tongue in a-strange land. * They call me Ros-
~ chen,” she replied; “these are my father and mo-

ther. We came from the ship last night, and we
sing for bread, till we can get work to do.” The

.~ soul locked simply and kindly through her blue

eyes, and reminded him of sister Gretchen. Her
wooden shoes, short blue petticoat, and little erim-
son jacket might seem vulgar to the faghionable,
and picturesque to the artist; but to him it was
merely the beloved costume of his native land. 1t

- warmed his heaft with childish recollections; and -

when they sang again the quaint, sad melody, he
seemed to hear the old brook flow plaintively by,
and see the farewell moonlight on the mill. Thus
began his acquaintance with the maiden, who was
afterwards his' wife, and the mother of his little =
Gretchen. ' .
" Of these, and all other groups of emigrants, for

many years, he inquired concerning his parents

and his sister; but could obtain no tidings. = At
‘last, & priest in Germany, to whom he wrote, re-
plied that Gretchen had died in childhood ; and -
 that the father and mother had also recently died.
It was a great disappointment to the affectionate

¥
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- beart of Fritz Schelling; for through all his ex-
panding fortunes he had cherished the hope of re-
turning to them, or bringing them to share his
comfortable home in the New World. But when
he received the mournful news, he h4d Rischen
to love, and her parents to care for, and a little one

that twined herself round his heart with fresh'

flower-garlands every day.

At thirty-five, he was a happy and a prosperous ,

~ man.  So prosperous, that he could afford to live
“well in the city, and yet butld for himself a snug
. cottage in the country. - “We can go out every
Saturday and return on Monday,” said he to Ros
chen. “We ean have fresh cream, and our own
sweet butter. . It will do the children good to roll

on the grass, and they shall have a goat to play

with,”

“And, perhaps, by-and-by, we can go there to

live all the time,” rejoined Roschen. It is so
quiet and pleasant in the country ; and what's the
use of being richer than enough ?” -
The site chosen for the cottage overlooked the
broad, bright river, where h]gh palisades of rock
- seemed almost like ‘the ‘ruins of an old castle,
Fritz said he-would make a flower-carpet on the
rocks, for the goat to browse upon; and if a stork
would only come and build a nest on his thatched

roof, he could almost fancy himself in Germany.

At times, the idea of importing storks crossed his
mind ; <Kbut his good sense immedigtely rejected the
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plan. Tt is difficult to imagine how those venes-

able birds, with their love of the antique and the
unchangeable; could. possibly livein America. One

. might as well try to import loyal sub_]ects or an

ancient nobility.-

When house and barn were completed, the. first
object was to secure honest, industrious German
tenants to till the soil. Fritz heard of a company
of emigrants, who wished to sell themselves for a
specified time, in order to pay their passage; anii
he went on board the ship to see them. A ha
man, who said he was about sixty years old, with

- a wife some five or six years younger, attracted his
attention by their extreme cleanliness and good ex-

pression of countenance. He soon agreed to pur-
chase them ; and in order to prepare the necessary
papers, he inquired their names.
- “Karl Schelling and Liesbet Schellmg, rephed
the old man.

Fritz started, and his face ﬁushed, as he agked,

“Did you ever live in the old castle at Riide-
sheim 2" |

“That we did for several summers,” rejoined
Karl. | . ‘ o
“Ah, can you' tell us any thing of our son

Fritz ?” exclaimed Liesbet, eyeing him eagerly.

“God bless him wherever he is!| We came to
Amerlca to find him.”

“ Motherl Mother! do you not know me?” he
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gaid ; and threw himself into her open arms, and
" Inssed the honest, weather-beaten face. -

“T see it has gone well with you, my son. Now,
thanks be to God, and blessed be His holy name,”-

said Karl, reverenﬂy uneovering his head.

nestly.

“The AlI-Father took her home, to- Hlmself
soon after you came to see us at Rudeshelm,” Te-
plied Liesbet. “She was always mourning for the

brother, poor little one! "It troubled us to go away

and leave you behind us, without saying farewell;

and I feared no blessing would follow it, But we

‘were very poor, and we thought then we should
come to you in two or three years.”

“ Don't speak of that,” said Fritz. “ You were

always good parents to me, and did the best you

could. Blessings have followed me; and to meet -

you thus is the crowning blessing of all. Come,
let us hasten home. I want to show you my good
Rischen, and our Gretchen, and Karl, and Liesbet,

and. Rudo]ph, and baby Roschen, My small farm

“overlooks a river broad and beautiful as the Rhine.

The rocks look like eastles, and I have bought a
_ goat for the children to play w1th 'The roof of our
'~ cottage is thatched, and if a stork would only come

_and build her nest there, then dear father and mo-
ther might almost imagine themselves again at Rii-
desheim, with plenty to eaf, drink, and wear. If -

Father Rudolph’s Blacking Box were only here,”

“ And where is Grotchen?” inquired. Fntz car
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added he, laughing, I should have 3,11 but one of
my boyish dreams fulfilled. “Ah, If dear Gretchen
were only here!” ‘
The fairy who whispered to Fritz when he was
crossing the Atlantic, told him if he were diligent
and saving, she would perhaps bring him the old
¢lock ; and she kept her promise better than fairies

"sometimes do; forit chanced that the heir of Fa-

ther Rudolph came to America, and brought it with,
him, The pricé Fritz offered. for it was too tempt-
ing, and it now stands in his thatched cottage. It&ﬁ
carved black case, inlaid with grotesque figures of*
birds and beasts in pearl, is more wonderful than a

~ picture-book to the children. - 'When any of them
| are’out of health, or out of humour, their father .

sets the old bewildered tunes agoing, and they soon
join in a merry mocking chorus, with “Cluck,

cluck, cluck! Whirr, whm', whirr] RBik a rik a

reel”

Nom.—-—'l‘he aceidental purchase of his parents by a German.
emigrant actually oecurred a few years smoe, and this story

1 was suggested by the fact.

.




HOME AND POLITICS.

FOUNDED ON AN INCIDENT THAT OCCURRED IN NEW YORK,
" DURING THE EXCITEMENT ATTENDING THE ELECTION OF
PRESIDENT POLK,

O friendly to the best pursﬁits of man | ‘
Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace,
Domestic life. : CowFER.

A7 the bend of a pleasant road wmdmcr under the
shade of a large elm, stood a small school house, It
was a humble ‘miilding; and the little belfry on the
~ top seemed hardly large enough for the motions of
the cow-bell suspended there. But it was a pictu-
resque feature in the landscape. The elm drooped
over it with uncommon gracefulness, and almost

touched the belfry with its light foliage. The wea-

ther-beaten, moss-grown shingles were a relief to
the eye of %he traveller, weary of prim staring
white houses. Moreover, a human soul had in-

ed on the little place a pastoral poem in vines

A white Rose bush covered half one
side, and carried its offering of blossoms up to the
little bell. Cypress vines were trained to meet
over the door, in a Gothic arch, surmounted by a
cross. On the western side, the window was
shaded with a profusion of Mornmg G‘rlorles and a
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great rock, that jutted out into the road, was thick- -
ly strewn with Iceland moss, which in the spring-

- time covered it with a carpet of yellow stars.

It was at that season it was first seen by George
Franklin, a young New York lawyer, on a visit to
the country. He walked slowly past, gazing at
the noble elm slightly waving its young foliage to
a gentle breeze. Just then, out poured a flock of
children, of various ages. Jumping and laughing,

‘they . joined hands and formed a circle round the

elm. A clear voice was heard within the school-
house, singing a lively tuae, while measured strokes
on some instrument of tin marked the time. The.
little band whirled round the tree, stepping to the

music with the rude grace of childhood and joy.
- After ten or fifteen minutes of this' healthy exer-

cise, they stopped, apparently in obedience to some

~ signal. - Half of them held their hands aloft and -

formed arches for the other half to jump through,
Then they described swift cireles with their arms,
and leaped high in the air. Having gone through. .

- their simple code of gymnastics, awathey scam-

pered, to seek pleasure after their own fashion, tlll

- summoned to their books again. Some of thg

bowed and courtesied to the traveller, as t

passed ; while others, with arms round each other’s
necks, went hopping along, first on one foot, then
on the other, too busy to do more than nod and
smile, as they went by. Many of them wore

- patched garments, but hands and faces: were all

2 | &
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clean. Some had a stolid, animal look; but even
these seemed to sun their cold nature in the rays
of beauty and freedom, which they found only at

school. The whole scene impressed the young man

very vividly. He asked himself why it could not

be-always thus, in the family, in the school, every

where? Why need man forever be a blot-on Na-
“ture? Why must he be coarse and squalid, and
‘gross and heavy, while Nature is ever radiant with.

frosh beauty; and joyful with her.overplus of life?

Then came saddening thoughts how other influ-
ences of life, coarse parents, selfish- employers, and
the hard struggle for daily bread, would overshad-
ow the genial influenees of that pleasant school,

which for a few months gilded the lives of those

little ones. | : :
‘When he repassed the spot, some hours after, all
was still, save the occasional twittering of birds in

the tree. It was sunset, and a bright farewell

- gleam shone across the moss-carpet on the rock,
and made the little flowers in the garden. smile.
‘When he rdprned to the city, the scene often rose

_before his mind as a lovely picture, and he longed.
the artist’s skill to re-produce it visibly in its

¢ beauty. When he again visited the country

after midsummer, he remembered the little old

school-house, and one of his earliest excursions was

a walk in that direction, A profusion of crimson

stars, and white stars, now peeped out from -the

fringed foliage of the Cypress vines, and the -little
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front yard was one bed of blossoms. - He Jeaned
over the gate, and observed how neatly every plant
was trained, as if some loving hand tended them

carefully every day. He listened, but could hear

no voices; and curiosity impelled him to see how
the little building looked within. He lifted the
latch, peeped in, and saw that the room was empty.

\ ‘The rude benches and the white-washed walls were

perfectly clean. The windows were open on both
sides, and the air was redolent with the sweet
breath of Mignonette. On.the teacher's desk was
a small vase, of Grecian pattern, _containiﬁgja, few
flowers tastefully arranged. Some books lay beside
it, and one had an ivory folder between the ‘lea{res,
as if recently used. It was Bettine’s Letters to Giin-

- derode; and, where it opened at the ivory folder,

he read these lines, enclosed in pencil marks ;
“All that Isee done to children is unjust. Mag-
nanimity, confidence, free-will, are not given to the
nourishment of their souls. A slavish yoke is put
upon them: The living impulse, full of buds, is
not esteemed. No outlet will they gige for Nature
to reach the light. Rather must a net be woven, in
which each ‘mesh is a prejudice. Had not a chi

& world within, where could he take refuge f

the deluge of folly that is poured over the buddin
n.leadow—ca,rpet? Reverence have I before the des-
tiny of each child, shut up in so sweet 2 bud. One.
feel.s reverence at touching a young bud, which the
spring is swelling,” .
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The young man smiled with pleased surprise;
for he had not expected to find appreciation of such -
sentiments in the teacher of a secluded country
‘school. He took up a volume of Mary Howitt’s
Birds and Floweérs, and saw the name of Aliee
White written in it. On all blank spaces were
. fastened delicate young fern leaves, and small bits
of richly-tinted moss. He glanced at the low ceil-:
ing, and the rude benches. * This seems not the

appropriate temple for such a spirit,” thought he.
 “But, after all, what consequence is that, since
such spirits find temples everywhere?” He took
- a pencil from his pocket, and marked in Bettine's

Letters: “Thou hast feeling for the every-day life

of nature. Dawn, noon-tide, and evening clouds

are thy dear compamons, with whom thou canst

converse when no man is abroad with thee. Let
me be thy scholar in simplicity.” .

He wrote his initials on the page, “ Perhaps I
shall never see this young teacher, " thought he;
“but it will be & little mystery, in her unexciting
life, to conjecture what curious eye has been peep-
ing into her books.” Then he queried with him-
self “ How do I know she ig a young teacher?”

“He stood leaning against the window, looking

on the beds of flowers, and the vine leaves brushed
his hair, as the breeze played with them: They
geemed to say that a young heart plan‘ted ‘them.
He remembered the clear, feminine voice he had

heard humming the dancing-tune, in the spring
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time. Ie thought of the mosses and ferns in the
book. - #Oh, yes, she must be young and beauti-
ful,” thought he; “She cannot be otherwise than
‘beautiful, with such tastes” He stood for some
moments in half dreaming reverie, - Then a broad
smile went over his face. He was making fun of
himself. “ What consequence is it to me whether

-she . be e1ther beautiful or young?” said he in-

wardly. “T must be hungry for an adventure, to
indulge so much curiosity about a country school
ristress.”

The smile was still on hIS face, when he heard a,
light step, and Alice White stood before him, She

 blushed to see a stranger in her little sanctuary,

and he blushed at the awkwardness of his situ- .
ation. He apologized, by saying that the beauty
of the little garden, and the tasteful arrangement.
of the vines, had attracted his attention, and, per-

. ceiving that the school-house was empty, he had

taken the liberty to enter. She readily forgave the

- intrusion, and said she was glad if the humble Tittle

spot refreshed_ the eyes of those who passed by, for

it had given her great pleasure to cultivate it. The

young man was disappointed; for shée was not at all
like the picture his imagination had painted, But

the tones of her voice were flexible, and there was

something pleasing in her quiet but timid manner.
Not Jmowing What to say,; he bowed and took

~ leave,

~ Several days afber when his rural visit Was
. G*
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- drawing to a close, he felt the need of a long walk,
and a pleasant vision of the winding road and the
little school-house rose before him. He did not
even think of Alice White, He was ambitious,
and had well nigh resolved never to marry, except
to advance -his fortunes. He admitted to himself
that ‘grace and beauty might easily bewitch him,
and turn him from his prudent purpose. But the
poor country teacher was not beautiful, either i
face or figure, - He had no thought of her. But to
.vary his route somewhat, he passed through the
woods, and there he found her gathering mosses

" by a little brook. She recognized him, and he

stopped to -help her gather mosses. Thus it

happened that they fell into discourse together;
and the more he listened; the more he was sur-

prised to find so rare a jewel in so plain a setting. .

Her thoughts were so fresh, and were so simply

said! And now he noticed a deep expression in

‘her eye, imparting a more elevated beauty than is

~ever derived from form or colour. He could not .

define it to himself still less to others; but she

charmed him, He lingered by her side, and when

they parted at the school-house gate, he was half
in hopes she would invite him to enter. *I expect

to visit this town again in the autumn,” he said. .
“May I hope to find you at the little school-

house 7 :

" She did not say whether ze might hope to find -

her there; but she answered with a smile, “I am
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.al.wa,ys here. T have adopted it for my home, and
tried to make it a pleasant one, since I have no
other.,” . S |

.AII the way home his thoughts were occupied
with her; and the memory of her simple, pleasant
ways, often recurred to him amid the noises of the
city. He would easily have forgotten her in that
stage of their acquaintance, had any beautiful heir-
es3 happened to cross his path; for fhough .his
nature was kindly, and had a touch of romance,
ambition was the predominant trait in his c.lzlaJra,ci
ter. But it chanced that no woman attracted him
very powerfully, before he again found himself on
rthe winding road where stood the picturesque little
school-house. Then came frequent walks and con-
fidential interviews, which revealed more loveliness
of mind and character than he had: previously sup-
posed. Alice was one of those peculiar persons
whose history sets at naught all theories, Her
parents had been illiterate, and coarse in manners,

~ but s‘he was gentle and refined. They were utterly
- devoid of imagination, and she saw every thing

In the sunshine of poetry. “Who is the child

like? . Where did she get her queer notions ?”

were questions they could never answer. They.
died when she was fourteen; and she, unaided and
unadvised, went into a factory to earn money to
educate herself, ‘Alternately at the factory and at
sghool-, she passed four years. Thabks to her
uotable mother, she was quick and skilful with her -
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,needie, and knew 'Wonde/rfully well how to make

the most of small means. She travelled along un- |

" noticed through the by-paths of life; rejoicing in
" birds, and flowers, and little children, and finding
sufficient stimulus to constant industry in the love
of serving others, and the prospect of now and then
a pretty vase, or some agreeable book. First, af-

fectionate communion, then beauty and order, were

the great attractions to her soul., Hence, she '

longed inexpressibly for a home, and was always
striving to realize her ideal in such humble imita-
tions as the little school-house. The family where
she boarded often disputed with each other, and,

being of rude natures, not all Alice’s unassuming -
and obliging ways could ‘quite atone to them for -

ber native superiority. In the solitude of the litile
school-house she sought refuge from things that.

wounded her., There she spent most of the hours-

of her life, and found peace on the bosom of

Nature. Poor, and without personal beauty, she

never dreamed that domestic love, at all resembling
~the pattern in her own mind, was a_blessing she
could ever realize. Scarcely had the surface of
* her heart been tremulous with even a passing ex-
citement on the subject, till the day she gathered
mosses in the wood with George Franklin, - When

" he Jooked into her eyes, to- ascertain what their.

- depth expressed, she was troubled by the earnest.

- ness of his glance. Habitually humble, she did not |

- venture to indulge the idea that she could ever be

"HOME AND POLITICS 106

beloved by him. But when she thought of his
promised visit in autumn, fair visions sometimes
floated before her, of how pleasant life would be in
a tasteful little home, with an 'intelligent com-
panion. Always it was a litle home.. None of
her ideas partook of grandeur. She was a pastoral
poet not an epic poet

‘George did cotne, and they had many pleasant

| walks in beautiful October, and crowned each other

with garlands of bright autummal leaves. . Their
parting betrayed mutual affection; and soon after
George wrote to her thus: “I fl\‘&ﬂkly acknowledge

~ to you that I am ambitious, and had fully resolved

never to marry a poor girl. ButIlove you sowell,
I have no choice left. And now, in the f)eautlﬁnl |
light that dawns upon me, I see how mean and
selfish was that resolution, and how impolitic withal,

" For is it not happiness-we all seek? And how happy

it will make me to fulfil your long-cherished dream
of a tasteful home! Icamnot help receiving from
you more than I'can give; for your nature is richer

‘than mine. But I believe, dearest, it is always
- more blessed to give than to receive; and when

two think so of each other, What more need of
heaven? y
- “I amno ﬁa,tterer and T tell you frankly I was -
disappointed when I first saw you. Unconstiously

-to myself, T had fallen in love with your soul., The

transeript of. it, which I saw in the vines and the
flowers attracted me first; then a revelatlon of 1%
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from the marked book, the mosses and the ferns. |
I imagined you must be beautiful ;- and when I saw

* you were not, I did not suppose I should ever think

of you more. But when I heard you talk, your
soul attracted me irresistibly again, and T wondered
I ever thought you otherwise than beautiful. Rarely

is a beautiful soul shrined within a beautiful body. -

. But loveliness of soul has oue great advantage over
its frail envelope, it need not decrease with time,
but ought rather to increase.

~ “0Of one thing ;'esi; assuréd, dear Alice; itis now .
impossible for me ever to love another, as I love |

n
.

she weré in a delightful drear. Was it indeed/pos-
~ sible that the love of an intelligent, cultivated jsoul
. was offered to her, the poor unfriended one ? <How

marvellous it seemed, that when she was least ex-
pecting such a blossom from Paradise, a stranger: -

~came and-laid it in the open book upon her desk,
in that little school-house, where she had toiled with

patient humility through so many weary hours!.

She kissed the dear letter again and again; she
kissed the initials he had written in the book before

be had seen her. She knelt. down, and, weeping, -

~ thanked God that the great hunger of her heart for
* a happy home was now to be satisfled. But when
she re-read the letter in calmer mood, the upright-
ness of her nature made her shrink: from the prof-

fered bliss. He said he“was ambitious, Would he .

“When she read this letter, it seemed to her agif
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not Tepent marrying a poor girl, without beauty,
- and without social influence of any kind? Might ~

he not find her soul far less lovely than he deemed
it? Under the influence of these fears, she answered

him: “ How happy your precious letter made me,

© I dare not say. My heart is like a garden when

the morning sun shines on it, after a long, cold
storm. Ever since the day we gathered mosses in
the wood, you have seemed so like the fairest dyeams
of my life, that T could not help loving you, though
I had no hope of being beloved in return. Even
now, I fear that you are acting under a temporary
delusion, and that hereafter you may Tepent your
choice. Wait long, and observe my faults. I will
try not to conceal any of them from you. Seek the
society of other women. You will find so ma,nj'
superior. to me, in all respects! ‘Do not fear to give

me pain by any change in your feelings. I love.

you mﬁh that disinterested love, which would re--
Joice 1n-your best happiness, though it should lead

- you away from me,”

'This letter did not lower his'estimate of the beauty
of her soul. He complied with her request to. cul-
tivate the acquaintance of other women. He savw

‘many more beautiful, more graceful, more accom-
Plished, and of higher intellectual cultivation ; but

none of them seemed so charmingly simple and
true, as Alice White. “Do mnot talk to me any

- Inore-about a change in my feelings,” he said, “1

like your principles, T like your disposition, I like
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your thoughts I like your ways; and I always -

shall like them.” - Thus assured, Alice joyfully dis-
missed her foars, and became his wife, -

- Rich beyond comparison is a man who is. loved
by an intelligent woman, so full of home-affections |

- Especially if she has learnéd humility, and gained -

* strength, in the school of hardship and privation..
But it is.only beautiful souls who learn such lessons
~ in adyersity. In lower natures it engenders dis-
"' content and envy, which change to: pride and ex-
travagance in the hour of prosperity. Alice had
. always been made happy by the simplest means ;
and now, though her husband’s income was a mod-

‘erate one, her intuitive taste and capable fingers

made his home g little bower of beauty. She
seemed happy as a bird in her cozy mnest; and.
8o grateful, that George said, half in jest, half in

earnest, he belioved women loved their husbands as

the only means society left them of procuring homes

over which to presule There was some truth in' .

the remark; but it pamed her sensitive and affec-

 tionate nature, because it intruded upon her the

idea of selfishness mingled with her love. Thence-
* forth, she said less about the external blessings of a

‘home; but in her inmost soul she enjoyed it, like -

-an earthly heaven. And George seemed-to enjoy
it almost as much as herself Again and again, he

said he had never dreamed domestic companionship

was so rich a blessing. His wife, though far less

“educated than himself, had & nature capable of the
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. hlghest cultivation. . She was always an intelligent

lmtener and her quick intuitions often understood
far more than he had expressed or thought. Poor
as she was, she had brought better furniture for his
‘home, than mahogany chairs and marble tables.

Smoothly glided a year away, when a litile

- daughter came into the domestic circle, like a flower

brought by angels. George ha.d often laughed at
the credulous fondness of other parents, but he
really thought Aés child was the most. beautifal one’
he had ever seen. In the countenance and move-

ments he discovered all manner of rare gifts. He

was sure'she had an eye for color, an eye for form,

and an ear for music. She had her mother'’s deep .
eye, and would surely inherit her quick perceptions,
her loving heart, and her earnestness of thought.
His whole soul seemed bound up in her existence.
Searcely the mother herself was more devoted to

~all her infant wants and pleasures. Thus happy

were they, with their simple treasures of loye and
thought, when, in evil hour, a dlsturbmg influence

“crossed their threshold. Tt came in the form of

pohtlcal excitement; that pestilence which js for-
ever racing through our land, seeking whom it may
devour destroymg happy homes, turning aside
our m’cellectual strength from the calm and healthy
pursuits of literature or science, blinding consciences, .

E_embwtenng hearts, rasping the tempers of men, and
blighting half the talent of our country Wlth its
feverish breath.

10
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At that time, our eitizens were much excited
for and against the election of General Harrison.
George Franklin threw himself into the melée with

firm and honest conviction that the welfare of the |
country depended on his election. But the superior |

~ and inferior natures of man are forever mingling
in all his thoughts and actions; and this generous

* ardor for the nation’s good gradually opened intoa . |

perspective of flattering prospects for himself. By
the study and industry of years, he had laid a solid
. foundation in his pxjofession; and every year brought
some increase of income and influence. But he kad

the American imp'a‘mtience of slow growth. Dis- .

tinguished in some way he had always wished to
be; and no avenue to the desired object seemed so
short as the political race-coursé, A neighbour,
whose temperament was peculiarly prone to these
excitements, came in often and invited him to clubs
and meetings. When Alice was seated at her

. work, with the hope of passing one of their old -

pleasant evenings, she had a nervous dread of hear-
_ing ‘the door-bell, lest this man should enter. It
was not that she expected, or wished, her husband
to sacrifice ambition and enterprise, and views of
patriotic duty, to her quiet habits. But the excite-
ment. seemed an unhealthy one. He lived in a
_species of mental intoxication. He talked louder
than formerly, and doubled bis fists in the vehe-

mence of gesticulation,. He was restless for news- -

papers, and watched the ‘arrival of mails, as he
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would once have watched over the life of his child.
All calm pleasures became tame and insipid. He
was more and more away from home, and staid
late in ‘the might. Alice at first sat up to wait for
him; but finding that not coniducive to the comfort
of their child, she gradually formed the habit of
retiring to rest before his return. She was always

- careful to leave a comfortable arrangement of the

fire, with his slippers in a warm place; and some
slight refreshment prettily laid out on the table,
The first time he came home and saw these silent
preparations, instead of the affectionate face that
usually greeted him, it made him very sad. The .
rustic school-house, with' its small belfry, and its
bright little garden-plat, rose up in the perépective
o.f memory, and he retraced, one by one, all the in-
cidents of their love. Fair and serene came those
angels of life out of the paradise of the past. They
s@ed upon him and asked, ¢ Are there any like -
us in the troubled path you have now chosen ?”
'With these retrospections came some self-reproaches

- concerning little kind attentions forgotten, and pro-

fessional duties neglected, under the influence of
political excitement. He spoke to Alice with un-
usual tenderness that night, and voluntarily prom- -
ised that when the election was fairly over, he

- would _withd?aw from active participation in politics.
But this feeling soon passed away. The nearer the

result of the election approached, the more intensely .

- was his whole being absorbed in it, One morning,




112 HOME Aim POLITICS,

. when he was reading the newspaper, little Alice
‘fretted and cried. He said, impatiently, “I wish
you would carry that child away. Her noise dis-
turbs me.” Tears came to the mother’s éyes, as
ghe answered, “ She is not well ; poor little thing?t
She has taken cold.” “I am sorry for that,” he

rephed and hurried to go out and exult W}th his

. neighbour concerning the political tidings.

At night, the child was unusnally peevish and

' restless. ~She toddled up. to her father’s knees, and

eried for him to rock her to sleep. He had just
taken her in his arms, ‘and laid her lttle head upon

his bosom, When the nelghbour came for him to go .
to a pohtlcal supper. He said the mails that night -
‘must bring news that would decide the question. .

The company would wait for their arrival, and
then have a jubilee in honour of Harrison’s suc-
eess. 'The child cried and screamed, when George
- put her away.into the mother’s arms; and he said

sternly, “Naugh’sy girl! Father, don’t love her

when she. cries.” “She'is not well,” replied. the

mother, with a trembhng voice, and. hurried out

of the Toom.

Tt was two o’clock in the morning before George'

returned; but late as it was, his wife was sitting

by the fire. “ Hurrah for the old coonl!” he ex-

_claimed. “Harrison is elected.”
She threw herself on his bosom, and burstmg

into tears, sobbed out, “Oh, hush, hush, dear
Georgel Our little A,hce is dea.d l” Deadl and
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the la,st words he had spoken to his darhng had
been unkind. What would he not have given to
recall them now? And his poor wife had passed
through that agony, alone in the silent midnight,
without aid or consolation from him. A. terri-

. ble weight oppressed his heart. He. sank into a

chair, drew the dear sufferer to his bosom, and
Wept aloud. S S
* *® * S * *

This  great misfortune sadly dlmmed the glory‘

- of his eagerly- anmclpated political triumph. When

the tumult of grief subsided, he reviewed. the

- events of his life, and weighed them in a balance.

More and more, he doubted whether it were wise |
to leave the slow certainties of his profession,

for ‘chances which had in them the excitement
and the risks of gambling. More and more seri-

ously he questioned whether the absorption of his

- faculties i in the. keen conflicts of the hour was the |

best way to serve the true interests of his country..
It is unéertain how the balance would have turned,
had he not received an appointment to office un-

.der the new government. Perbaps the sudden

fall of the triumphal arch, occasioned by the death

; 'of General Harrison, might have given him a last- -
ing distaste for pohtws, as 11; did to many others,
But the proffered income was more than double

the sum he had ever received from his profession.

- Dazzled by the prospect, he did not sufficiently
take into the account that it would necessarily

10* R - h
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involve him in many additional expenses, political
and social, and that he might lose it by the very
next turn of thé whesél, without being able to re-
turn easily to his old habits of expenditure. Once
in office, the conviction that he was on the right

side combmed with gratltude and self-interest to’

.make him serve-his party with money and per-
gonsl influence. The -question of another election
was soon agitated, and these motives drove him
_into the new excitement. e was kind at home,
but he spent little time there.” He sometimes
smiled when he came in late, and saw the warm

| shppers by the fire, and a vase of flowers erown-

ing his supper on the table; but he did not think
how lonely Alice must be, nor could he possibly

dream what she was suffering in the slow mar- .

tyrdom of her heart. -He gave dinners and sup-
"pers often.. Strangers went and came. They

ate and drank, and smoked; and talked loud
Ahce was pohte and attentive; but they had- noth-

.ing for her, and she had nothmg for them. How . -

out of place would have been her little songs and
her fragrant flowers, amid their clamor and tobac,-

~ co-smoke!  She was a pastoral poet 11V1ng ina

- perpetual battle.
The house was filled with v151tors to see the
long Whig procession . pass . by, wn:h richly-ca-

parisoned horses; gay banners, flowery arches, .
and promises of protection to every thing. George -
bowed from bis chariot and - touched his hat to
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her, as he (pa,ssebd with the throng, and she waved

her handkerchief. “How beautiful! How mag- -
nificent|” exclaimed a visitor, who stood by her.

“Clay will certainly be elected.  The whole city
- seems to be in the procession. Sailors, pﬁnters,

ﬁremen every thing,” :
“There are no women and children,” repheci

" Alice; and she turned away with a sigh, . The

only protectlon that interested Aer, was a protec:
tion for homes.: |

- Soon after came the evemng processmn of Dem4
ocrats The army of horses, templds. of Liberty,
with figures in- women’s dress to represent the

| goddess; raccoons hung, and guillotined, and

swallowed by alligators; the lone star of Texas
everywhere glimmering over their heads; the
whole shadowy mags oecasmnally 111ummated by
the rush of fire-works, and the fitful glare of lurid

torched; all this made a strange and wild impres-

sion on the mind of Alice, whose nervous system
had suffered in the pamful internal conflicts of her
life. It reminded her of the memorable 10th of
Avugust in Paris; and she had visions of human

‘heads reared on pbles before the windows, as they

had been before the palace of the unfortunate .

| Maria Antoinette, Visitors observed their watches,
and said it took this procession. an hour longer to

pass than it had for the Whig procession. “I
guess Polk will beat after all,” said one, George

. Was angry and combated the opinion vehemently

J
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Even after the company had.all gone, and the

_ street noises had long passed off in the distance,
he continued remarkably moody and irritable. He
had more cause for it than his wife was aware of.
She supposed the worst that could happen, would
be defeat of his party and loss of office. But an-
tagonists, long' accustomed to calculate political
. games with a view to gambling, had dared him to
bet on the election, bemg perfectly aware of his
sanguine temperament; and George, stimulated

solely by a wish to prove to the crowd, who

.. heard them, that he considered the success of
~ Clay’s party certain, allowed himself to be drawn
into the snare, to a ruinous extent. All his world-

ly possessions, even his watch, his books, and his

household ' furniture, were at stake; and wulti-
~ mately all were lost. Alice sympathized with his
deep: dejection, tried to forget her own sorrows,

- and said it would be easy for her to assist him, -

she was so accustomed to earn her own living.

On their wedding day, George had given her a

landscape of the rustic school-house, embowered

¥ in vines, and shaded by its graceful elm. He

asked to have this reserved from the wreck, and

stated the reason.. No one had the heart to refuse

it; for even amid the mad excitement of party
tnumph everybody said, “I pity his poor wife.”

“ She left her cherlbhed home before the final

breaking up. It would have been too much for -

her. womanly heart, to see those beloved house-
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hold goods carried away to the auction-room. She
lingered long by the astral lamp, and the little

" round table, where she and George used to read -

to each other, in the first happy year of their
marriage. She did not weep. It would have
been well if she could. She took with her the
little vase, that used to stand on the desk in the

old country school-house, and a curions Wedge-

wood “pitcher George had given her on the day
little Alice was born. She did not show them to
him, it would make him so sad. He was tender |
and self-reproachful; and she tried to be very
strong, that. she might sustain him. But health
had suffered in these storms, and her organizations,

 fitted her only for one mission in this world ; that |
_ was, to make, and adorn a home. Through hard
~and lonely years she had longed for it. She had

gained it, and thanked God with the joyfulness
of a happy heart. And now her vocation was
gone

In a few days, hers was pronounced a case of
melancholy insanity. She was placed in’ the hos-
pital, where her husband strives to surround her
with every thing to heal the wounded soul. But
she does not know him. When ‘he visits her, she .
looks at him with strange eyes, and still clinging

to the fond ideal of her lifé, she repeats mourn-

fally, “I want my Why don’t George .

‘come and take me honid” 1
_ -
#

*- ' e *
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Thus 1eft adrift on the dark ocean of hfe, Greorge
- Franklin hesitated whether to trust the chances

| _ of politics for -another office, or to start again in

his- profession,. and slowly rebuild his shattered
fortunes from the ruins of the past. Having
wisely determined in favor of the latter, he works
diligently and lives- economma,lly, cheered by the

hope that reason will again dawn in the beautiful

‘goul that loved him so truly.
" His case may seem like an extreme one; but
» in truth he is only one of a thousand smnla,r Wrecks

contmually floating over the turbulent sea of Amer- .

_ican politics.

- TO THE TRAILING ARBUTUS,

L

TO THE TRAILING ARBUTUS.

Trovu delicate and fragrant thing!
Sweet prOphet of the coming Sprmg L
To.what can poetry compare

Thy hidden beauty, fresh and fiiir ?

Only they who search can find

Thy trailing garlands close enshrined;
Unveiling, like a lovely face,:
Surprising them with artless grace.

i

Thou seemest like some sleepmg babe,

- Upon a leafy pillow laid ;

Dreaming, in thy unconsmous rest,
Of nest’ling on a mother’s breast.

Or like a maiden in life’s May,

Fresh dawning of her girlish day ;

When the pure tint her cheeks disclose
Seems a reflection of the rose,

More coy than hidden love thou art,
With blushing hopes about its heart
And thy faint breath of fragrance seems .
Like kisses stolen in our dreatns,




TO THE TRAILING ‘ARBUTUS.‘

Thou'’rt like a gentle poet’s thought,
By Nature’s simplest lessons taught,
Reclining on old moss-grown trees,
Cdmmun»ing with the whisp’ring breeze,

Like timid natures, that conceal
What others carelessly reveal ;
Reéefving for a chosen few. .
~ Their wealth of feeling, pure and true,

Like loving héar!;s, that ne'er grow old, .

Through autumn’s change, or winter’s cold ;

Preserving some sweet flowers, that lie
"Neath withered leaves of years gone by,

. At sighit of thee a troop upsprings
“Of simplé, pure, and lovely things;
But half thou sayest'to my heart,
1 find no language to 1mpart

THE

CATHOLIC AND THE QUAKER.

For thee, the p;-iestly rite a.ncl'prayei‘
And holy day, and solemn psalm;
_For me, the silent reverence, where
My brethren gather, slow and calm,
J. G. Warrmsen,

It was one of Ireland’s greenest lanes that wound
its way down to a rippling brook, in the rear of
Friend Goodman's bouse. , And there, by 2 mound
of rocks that dipped their mossy feet in the rivu-
let, Friend Goodman walked slowly, watching
for his little daughter, who had been spending the

" day with some children in the neighbourhobd

Presently, the small maiden came jumping along,
with her bonnet thrown back, and the edges of
her soft brown ringlets luminous i in the rays of the

- getting sun. Those pretty curls were not Quao

kerly; but Nature, who pays no more attention -

~ to the regulations of Elders, than she does to the

edicts of Bishops, would have it so. At.the
slightest breath of moisture, the silky hair rolled
itself into spirals, and clustered round her pure

white forehead as if it loved the nesthng plaee.

11
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J ﬁrﬁping, likewise, was not a Quakerly proceed:

ing., But little Alice, usually staid and demure; |

in imitation of those around her, had met with a

- mew companion, whose femperament was more -
mercurial than her own, and she was yielding to

its magnetic influence,
Camillo Cdmpbell, a boy of six years was. the

: grandson of an Italian lady, who had married an

Irish absentee, resident in Florence. Her ‘de-

scendants had lately come to Ireland, and taken

possession of estates in the immediate neighbour-
hood of Friend Goodman, where little Camillo’s

foreign complexion, lively temperament, and grace-

ful broken language, rendered him an object of

very great interest; especially among the children.

He' it was with whom little Alice was skipping
through the green lane, bright and free as the
wind and sunshine that played among her curls,

" As the sober father watched their innocent gam-

~bols, he felt his own pulses quicken, and his mo-

tions involuntarily became more rapid and elastic -

than usual. The. little girl came nestling up to
his side, and rubbed her head upon his arm, like
a petted kitten. Camillo peeped roguishly from

behind the mossy rocks, kissed his hand to her,.
and ran off, hopplng ﬁrst on one foot and then on B

the other.

“Dost thou like that little boy 2" inquired Frlend .

Goodman, as he stooped to kiss his darling.
- % Yes, Camillo’s a pretty boy; I like him,” she
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rephed Then with a sk1p and a bound Whmh
showed that the electric fluid was still le&pmg in
her veins, she added, #He's a funny boy, too:
he swears you all the time.”

The simple child, being always accustomed to
hear thee and thou, verily thought you was a pro-
fane word. -Her father did what was.very un-
usual with him: he laughed outright, as he replied,
“ What a strange boy is that!”

“He asked me to come down to the rock and
play, to-morrow. May 1 go, after school ™ she

| asked.

“We will see what . mother says," he replied,
“ But where didst thou meet Camillo??

“He came to play with us in the lane, and
Deborah and John and I went into his garden to
see the birds. ‘Oh, he has got such pretty birds!

'There's a nice little meeting-house in the garden;

and there’s a woman standing there with a baby.

- Camillo calls her my donny. He says we mustn’t

pliy in there. ” Why not? Who ¢s my donny "
“The people of Italy, where Camillo used to

-live, call the Mother of Christ Madonna,” rephed

her father,
“ And who is Christ,” she asked
“He'was a holy man, who lived a great many
years ago. I read to thee one day about his taking

‘llittle children in his arms and blessing them.”

“T guess he loved little children almost as well

" . a3 thou, dear father,” said Alice. “But what do
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they put h1s ‘mother i in that Iittle meetmg house‘

for?”

Not deeming it wise to puzzle her busy llttle '

‘brain with theological explanations, Friend Good-
man called her attention to a small dog, whose
curly white hair soon displaced the Madonna, and

even' Camillo, in her thoughts. But the new

neighbour, and the conserva,tory peopled with birds,

-and the little chapel in the garden, made a strong'
impression on lier mind. She was always talking

of them, and inafter years they remained by far
“the most vivid picture in the gallery of childish

recollections. Nearly every day, she and Camillo

met at the mossy rock, where they p]anted flowers

in blossom, and burled flies in clover-leaves, and.

launched little boats on the stream. When they
~-strolled toward the conservatory, the old gardener
- was always glad to admit them. Flowering shrubs
- and gaudy parrots, so brlght in the warm sunshine,
formed such a cheerful contrast to her own un-
adorned home, that little Alice was never weary

with gazinig and wondering. But from all the -

brilliant things, she chose two Java sparrows for

her especial favorites. The old gardener told her

_they were, Quaker birds, because their feathers
were all of such a soft, quiet color. Bright little
Camillo caught up the idea, and said, “I know
what for you so much do 11ke them Quaker lady-«
birds they be.”

- “And she’s a Quaker lady -bird, too, sald the
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" old gardener, ‘s_mlllmg, as he patted. her on the
head; “she’s a nice little lady-bird.” - Poll Parrot

heard. him, and repeated, “Lady-bird.” Always

~after that, when Alice entered the conservatory,

the parrot laughed and screamed,‘ “ Lady-bird "
Near the door were two. nlches partla,lly con-

cealed by a net-work of -vines; and in the niches

were statues of two winged chﬂdren Alice in-

“ quired who they were; and Camillo replied, “ My

little sister and brother. Children of the Madonna
now they is.”” His mother had told him this, and

~ he did not understand what it meant; neither did
Alice. She looked up at the winged ones with

timid love, and said, “ Why don’t they come down
and play with-us?” _
““From heaven they canmot come down,” an-
Swered Camillo. :

Alice was about to inquire the reason why,
when the. parrot interrupted her by calling out,

- “Lady-bird! Lady-bird!” and Camillo began to

mock her. Then, laughing merrily, off they ran
to the mossy rock to plant some ﬂowers the gar-
dener had given them.

That night, while Alice was eating her supper,
Friend Goodman chanced to read aloud something .
in which the word heaven occurred. “I've been
to heaven,” said Alice. '

* Hush, hush, my child, ? replied her father.

“But I have been to heaven she insisted,
“Little children have wings there '

11*
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_ Her parents exchanged glances of surprise, and

t'he mother asked, “How dost thou know that
- little children have wingsin heaven ?”

“Because I saw them,” she replied, | “'Th‘ey :

_wear white gowns, and they are the children of
. my donny. My donny lives in the little meeting-

house in Camillo’s garden. - She’s the mother of
- Christ that loved little  children so much; but she -

never said any thing to me. The birds call me

lady-bird, in heaven.” L

~ Her mother looked very sober. “She gets her
head full of strange things down there yonder,”

said she, “I tell thee, Joseph, I don't like to

have the children playing together so much,
There’s no telling what may come of it.”
“Oh, they are mere babes,” replied Joseph.

“The my donny, as she calls it, and her doll, are

.all the same to her. The children take a deal of
. comfort together, and it seems 'to me it is not
W?fth while to put estrangement between ‘them.
Divisions ‘come fast enough in the human family,
When he is a lad, he will go away to school and
college, and will come back to live in a totally

different world from ours. Let the little ones enjoy

‘themselves while they can.” ‘ .

Thus spake the large-hearted. Friend J oseph;
‘Lrut Ra..chel was not so- easily satisfied. “T don’t
like this talk about graven images,” said she, - “If.

the child’s head gets full of such notions, it may

not prove so easy to put them out.”
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" Truly, there seemed some ground for Rachel’s
foars; for whether Alice walked or slept, she
seemed to live in the neighbour’s garden. Sitting
beside her mother in the silent Quaker meeting,
she forgot the row of plain bonnets before her
and saw a vision of winged children through a

" “yeil of vines. At &chool, she heard the old green

parrot seream,  Lady-bird 1" and fan-tailed doves
and Java sparrows bopped into her dreams. She
had never heard a fairy story in her life; other-
wise, she would doubtless have imagined that
Camillo was a prince, who lived in an enchanted’
palace, and had some powerful fairy for a friend.
% % % * % * ¥ %
Tt came to pass as Joseph had predicted. These
days of happy companionship soon passed away.
Camillo went to a distant school, then to college, -
and then was absent awhile on the Continent, It '
naturally happened that the wealthy Catholic fam-
ily had but little intercourse with the substantial
Quaker farmer. Years passed without a word

. between Alice and her former playfellow. Once, . '
~ during his college life, she met him and his father

on horseback, as she was riding home from meet-
ing, on a small gray mare her father had given
her. He touched his hat and said, “ How do you'
do, Miss Goodman?” and shé replied, “ How art

" thow, Camillo?” His father inquired, “ Who is

that young woman?” and he answered, *She is
~the daughter of Farmer Goodman, with whom I
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used to play sometimes, when I was' a little boy.”

Thus like shadows they passed on their separate
ways. He thought no more of the rustic Quaker

girl, and with her, the bright picture of their child-

hood was like the remembrance of last year’s rain-
bow. . . , . . !

But events now apprdached, which put all rain-

- bows and flowers to flight. A Rebellion broke
out in Ireland, and a’terrible civil war began to

rage between Catholics under the name of Pike-

men, and Protestants under the name of Orange-

men. The Quakers being conscientiously opposed |

to war, could not adopt the emblems of either

party, and were of course exposed to the hostility.-

of both. . Joseph Goodman, in common with others
of his religious persuasion, had always professed to

believe, that returning good for evil was a heavénly

principle, and therefore safe policy. Alice had
received this belief as a traditionary inheritance,
without disputing if, or reflecting upon it. But

now came fimes that tested faith- severely.. Every .

night, they retired to rest with the consciousness
that their worldly possessions might be destroyed
by fire and pillage before morning, and - pérhaps
their lives sacrificed by infuriated soldiers. At the
meeting-house, and: by the way-side, earnest were
the exhortations of the brethren to stand by their
principles, and not flinch in this hour of trial.
Joseph Goodman’s sermon was brief and impressive.

“The Gospel of Love has power to regenerate the
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world” said he; “and the humblest individual,
’ -
who lives according to it, has done something for

2 n .
the salvation of man.’ S |
_ His strength was soon tried ; for the very next

day a party of Pikemen came into the neighbour--

hood and set fire to all the houses of the Orange-
men. Groans, and shrieks, and the sharp sound :of -
shots, were heard in every direqtioﬁn. Fierce men
rushed into their peaceful dwelling, " demanding
food, and ordering them to give up their arms.
“Food I will give, but arms I have none,” re-

" plied Joseph.

~« More shame for you!” roared the commander

 of the troop. *“If you can’t do any thing more for

your country than that, you may as well be killed

: : ” )
at once, for a coward, as you are.” _
He d:rew his sword, . but Joseph did not wink at

 the flash of the glittering blade. He looked him

_calmly in the eye, and said, “If thou art.wi]ling
to take the crime of murder on thy conscience, I
cannet help it. - T would not Wﬂlingly do harm to
thee, or to any man.” o

’I‘iae- soldier turned away abashed, and putting hxs :

"gword into the scabbard, he muttered, “ Well, give

“us something to eat, will you?” _ . .
“The hours that followed were frightful with the
light of blazing houses, the crash of musketry, and

" the screams of women and children flying across’

the fields. Many took refuge in Joseph’s house,
‘ _ h "

4
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“and he did all he could to soothe and strengthen
them. :

At sunset; he went forth with his serving-men to
seek the Wounded and the dead. Along the road

and among the bushes, mangled bodies were lying

~ in every direction. Those in whom life remained,

they brought with all tenderness and consigned

to the care of Rachel and Alice; and, as long as
they could see, they gathered the dead for burial.
In the evening, the captain of the Pikemen returned
in great wrath. “This is rather too much,” he ex-
claimed. “We did’nt spare your house this morn-

ing to have it converted into a hospital for the.

damned Orangemen. Turn out every dog of ’em,
or we will burn 1t down over your heads.”

“I cannot stay thy hand, if thou hast the heart

to do it,” m11d1y replied J oseph “But I will not
desert my fellow-creatures in their grea.t distress,
If the time should come when thy party is routed,

we will bury thy. dead, and nurse thy wounded, as
we have done for the Orangempn. I will do good

to all pa,rtws and, harin to none.. Here T take my o

stand, and thou mayest kill me if thou wilt.”

Again the soldier was arrested by a power he.

knew not how to resist. J oseph seeing his embar-
- Tassment, added: “I put the question to thee as a

‘man of war: Is it manly to persecute women and
- children? Is it ‘brave to torture the wounded and
the dying? Wouldst thou feel easy to thmk of it
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in thy dying hour? Let us part in peace, and ’
when thou hast need of a friend, come to me.”

After a brief hesitation, the soldier said, “It
would be a happier world if all thought as you do.”
Then, calling to his men, he said, “Let us be off, -

boys. There's nothing to be done here.”

A fortnight after, triumphant Orangemen came
with loud uproar to destroy the houses of the Cath-
olics. . It was scarcely day- -break, when Alice
was roused from uneasy slumbers by the discharge
of musketry, and a Iurid light on the walls of he:r
room. Starting up, she beheld Colonel Campbell’s

. house in a blaze. The beautiful statues of the Ma-

donna and the winged children were, knocked to
pieces, and crushed under the feet of an angry mob.
Vines and flowers erisped under the crackling
flares, and the beautiful birds from foreign climes
fell suffocated in the smoke, or flew forth, fnghtened

into woods and fields, and perished by cruel hands.

In the green lane, once so peaceful and pleasant,

forocious men were scuffling and trampling, shoot-
ing and stabbing. Everywhere the grass and the
‘moss were dabbled with blood. Above all the din,
were heard the shrill screams of women and chil-

dren ; and the mother of Camillo came flying into
J oseph’s house, exclalmmg, “Hide me, oh, hide
mel”  Alice feceived her in her arms, laid, the.
throbbing head tenderly on her bosom, put back

* the hair that was falling in wild disorder over her .
: face, and tried to calm her terror with gentle words.

\
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Others came pouring in, and no one was refused

~ shelter. To the women of -Colonel Campbell’s
household Alice relinquished her own little bed-

_room, the only corner of the house that was not -

already filled to overflowing. She drew. the cur-
tain, that the afflicted ones need not witness the
bloody skirmishing in the fields and lane below.
But a loud shriek soon recalled her to their side,
Mary Campbell had withdrawn the curtain, and
seen her husband fall, thrust at by a dozen swords.

Fainting-fits and hysterics succeeded each other in’

quick suceession, while Alice and her mother laid
her on the bed, -and rubbed her hands and bathed.
her temples

went forth to gather up the wounded and the dead.
~ Colonel Campbell was found utterly lifeless, and
the brook where Camillo used to launch his httle
boats, . was red with his father’s blood.- They
brought him in tenderly, washed the ghastly

wounds, closed the glaring eyes, and left the widow

and the household to mourn over him. Latein the
night they persuaded her to go to rest; and, when
all was still, the weary family fell asleep on’ the
ﬂoor for not a bed was unoccupied,

ThlS time, they hoped to- escape the conquerors’
rage.” But early in the morning, a party of them
- came back, and demanded that all the Catholics

should be given up to them. J oseph replied, as he .
had done before: “I cannot give up my helpless '

Gradually the sounds of war died -
‘away in the distance. Then Joseph and his helpers
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,I“aﬁ'd dying neighbours, whether they be Pikemen or
I will do good to all, and harm to .
. none, come to me what may.”

Orangemen.

“That's impartial, anyhow,” said the capta,m He
took some Orange cockades from his pocket, and
added “ Wear these and my men will do you no

“1 cannot conscientiously wear one,” replied
Joseph, *because they are emblems of war.”

The captain laughed half scornfully, and hand- .

ing one to Alice, said, “ Well, my good girl, you
can wear one, and then you need not be afraid of
our soldiers.”

She looked very pleasantly in his face and an-
swered, I should be afraid if I did not trust in
somethmg better than a cockalde.”

The leader of the Grangemen was arrested by .
the samé spell that stopped the leader of the Pike-
men: But some of his followers, who had been
Iingering gbout the door, called out, * What's the
use of parleying? Isn’t the old traitor nursing
Catholics, to fight us again when they get well? If -
‘he won't serve the government by fighting for us,
he will at least do to stop a bullet as well as a
braver man. Bring him out, and put him in the

front ranks to be shot at!” One of them seized

Joseph to drag him away; but Alice laid a trem-
bling hand on. his arm, and said, beseechingly,
“Before you take him, eome and see the wounded

Orangemen, with. their wives and children, whom
12 S

A\l

'
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my father and mother have fed and tended mght
and day.” ‘A pale figure, with bandaged head and

one arm in & sling, came forth from an adjoining

room and said, “Comrades, you surely will not -
harm these worthy people. ' They have fed our

children, and buried our dead, as if we were their
own brothers,” The soldiers listened, and, sud-

denly changing their mood, went off shoutmg,
“ Hurrah for the Quakers!”

Some days of compamtlve quiet followed. Col

oiiel Campbell was buried in his own garden, with -

as much deference to the wishes of his widow
as circumstances would permit. She returned

- from the funeral calmer than she had been, and

quietly assisted in taking care of the wounded.

But when she retired to her little room, and saw

a crucifix fastened on the wall at the foot of her
 bed, she burst into tears and said, “ Who has done
thls ?n . S .

Alice gently rephed “Idid it. Ifound it in the
mud, where the little chapel used to stand. I know
it 'is, a sacred emblem to thee, and I thought it
" would pain thee to have it there; so I have washed
it carefully and placed it in thy room.”

The bereaved Catholic kissed the friendly hand
that had .done so kind a deed; and tears fell on it,

as she murmured, *Good chﬂd! may the Holy

Virgin bless thee!”

Balmy is a blessmg from any human heart whe-
ther it be given in the name of Jesus or Mary, God
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| or Allah. . Ahce slept well, and gua,rdlan angels

re;mced over her in heaven.
IS TR T ST T S P
Success a,lternated'between the contending par-
ties, and kept  the country in a state of perpetual

~alarm. One week, the widow -of Colonel Camp-

bell was surrounded by victorious friends, and thé:. .
next week, she was in terror for her life. * At last,

. Camillo himself came with a band of successful

insurgents. During a brief and agitated interview
with his mother, he learned how kindly she had
been sheltered in their nelghbgur s house, and how
tenderly the remains of his father had been treated.
‘When she pointed to the erucifix on the wall, and -
told its history, his eyes filled with tears. “Oh,

" why cannot we of different faith always treat each

other thus?” was his inward thought; but he

~ bowed his head in silence. Hearing 10ud  voices,

he started up suddenly, exclalmmg, “ There. may
be danger below!”. Following the noise; he fmm_d

“soldiers threatening Friend Goodman, who stood
with his back firmly placed against the door of an

inner room, Seeing Camillo enter, and -being
aware of-the great influence his family had with
the Catholics, he said, “These men insist upon car- .

" rying out the dying Orangemen who are sheltered
.. here, and compelling me to see them shot. Isit
. thy will that these murders should be committed ?”

The young man took his hand, and in tones of

deep respee.t answered, “Could you believe tha.t L
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would suffer vxolence to be done to any under yotr
roof, if T had power to preventit?” Then turning

~ to hlS soldiers, he said, “These-excellent people’
have injured no one. Through all these troubled

times, they have been kind alike to Pikemen and
Orangemen ; they have buried our dead, and shel-
tered our widows, If you have any respect for the
memory of my father, treat with respect all who

wear the peaceful garb of the Quakers.” The men -

spoke apart for awhile, and soon a.fter leﬂ: the
.house

- As Camﬂlo passed by the kitchen door, he saw

Alice distributing boiled potatoes to a crowd of

hungry children. A soldier stood by heér, insisting
that she should wear a cross, which was the emblem
of the Pikemen. She mildly replied, I cannot
consent to wear the cross, but I hope God. will
‘enable me to bear it.” The rude fellow, who was
somewhat intoxicated, touched her under the chin,

and said, “Come, mavourneen, do be a little more -

obhgmg. Camullo instantly seized his arm, and,
exclaiming, “ Behave decently, my lad! behave
decently !” he led him to the door. As he went,
he turned ‘towards Alice with an expression she
- never forgot, and said, in' a low deep tone, “ Words
are poor to thank you for what you have done for‘
my mother.”

The next day, when he met Alice Wa,lkmg to

meeting, he touched his hat respectfully and said,

Tuy scarcely deem it prudent for you to be 111 the -

.
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i

 roads at this time, Miss Alice. Armed insurgents
are everywhere abroad ; and though there is a pre-
. yailing disposition not to injure the Quakers, still

many of our men are too despera.te to be always

controlled.”

She smiled and answered, “I thank thee for thy.
friendly caution; but I trust in the Power that has
hithetto proteeted me,” 4

Afterashort pause, he said, * Your place of meet-
ing is two miles from here. Where is the horse

~ you ‘used to ride ?”

-« A soldier took it from me, as I rode from meet-
ing several weeks ago,” she replied. |
“You see then it is, as I have said, unsa,fe for
you to go,” he rejoined.  “ Had you not better turn
back ?” )
With great earnestness she a.nswered, “Friend

. Camillo, I cannot otherwise than go. Our péople -

are afflicted and bowed down. The soldiers have
nearly consumed our provisions. Qur women are

- almost worn out with the fatigue of constant nurs-

ing and perpetual alarms. All arenot unwavering
in their faith, It is the duty of the strong fo sus-
tain the weak ; and therefore it is needful . that we
meet together for counsel and consolation.” - .
The young man looked at her with affectionate
veverence. 'The fair complexion and shining ring- .
lets of childhood were gone, but a serene and deep,
expression of soul imparted a more elevated beauty

toher counténance.  He parted from her with a

12%
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blessing, simply and fervently uttered ; but he en-

tered the adjoining fields, and as he walked along
- he kept her within sight until she arrived safely at

the place of meeting,. While he thus watched her

unseen, he recollected how often his taste had been
- offended by the quaint awkwardness of the Quaker
garb; and uttering aloud the sequel to his thoughts,

| - he said, “But'beautiful and graceful will her gar-

'ments be in heaven.” ‘ ,

Soon after .this interview, he departed with a
strong escort to convey his mother and other Cath-
- olic women into a less turbulent district. Alice
bade them farewell with undisguised sadness; for

we learn to love those whom we serve, and there

seemed little probability that they would ever re-
turn to reside in that troubled neighborhood. -

The next time she saw Camillo, he was brought

into her father’s house on a litter, senseless, and
wounded, as it was supposed, unto death, All the
restoratives they could think of were applied, and
at last, as Alice bent over him, bathing his temples,

he opened his eyes with a dull unconscious stare, -

which gradually relaxed into a feeble smile, as he

whispered, “My Quaker lady-bird.” Some hours

- afterward, when she brought him drink, he gently .

pressed her hand, and said, “Thank you, dear-

Alice.” The words were simple, but the expres-
sion of his eyes and the pressure of his hand sent
a thrill through the maiden, which she. had never
before experienced. That night, she dreamed of

" of the religion of Jesus?”

L
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w

o . - ) . . . . ) d
‘winged children seen through flowering vines, an |
, Carfillo laughed when the parrot called her ¢ ]Lsa,él.y-w

bird.” o o
Sorrow, like love, levels all distinetions, and melts

| all forms in its fiery furnace. In the midst of sick-

ness and suffering, and every-day ‘tjamili'arity Wﬂ;h
death, there was small attention paid to customary
propricties. No one heededwhether.(}am]:ﬂo were
tended by Alice or her mother ; but if Alice were
long absent, he:complained that she came 8o gel-
dom. As his health improved, they talked togeth-
er of the flowers they used to plant on the mossy .

vock, and the little boats they launched on the
: rippling brook. Sometimes, in their merriest

moods, they mocked the laughing of th.e old green
parrot, and the cooing of the fan-tailed dovg-s. '
Thus walking through the green lanes of their
childhood, they came unconsciously into the fairy-

Jand of love! All was bright and golden there,

and but one shadow rested on the sunshine. ,Whe;q
Camillo spoke of the “little meeting-h.ouse in the.
garden,” and the image of “My donny,” she grew
-V,éry'thoughtful : and he said with a sigh, “ I wish, .

" dear Alice, that we were of one religion.” She

smiled sweetly as she answered, * Are we not béﬁh.
He kissed her hand, and said, “Your s_olulis al-
_ways large and liberal, and noble and kind; but
others are not like you, dear Alice.” o
And truly, when the war had ceased, and Camillo

\
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Camipbell began to Tebuild his demolished dwel:
ling, and the young couple spoke of marriage, great

was the consternation in both families. Even the

.- liberal-minded J oseph was deeply-pained to have

- his. danghter “marry out of Society,” ‘as their
phrase is; but he strove to console Rachel, who
was far more afflicted than himself, “The young
people love each other,” he said, “and it does not

.#eem to be right fo put any constraint on their afe

fection. - Camillo is a goodly youth; and I think
the dreadful scenes he has lately witnessed have
exercised his mind powerfully on the subject of

war. L have observed that he is thoughtful and o

candid; and if he does but act up to his own light,
1t is all ask of him, He promises never to irter-
fere ‘with the freedom of Alice; and as she has
- adopted most of our principles from her own con-

~ viction, I do not fear she -will ever depart from
“them.”

~ “Don’t comfort thyself with any such idea,” re-

plied Rachel. “8he will have pictures of the

Virgin Mary in her house, and priests will come

there to say over their mummery; and small be- .

’ginnings make great endings. At all events, one
thing is certain, Alice will lose her membershlp
in our Soelety ; and that it is which mamly grieves

- She is such a serious, sensible girl, that I al.

ways hoped to see her an esteemed minister among
7

“It is a dlsappomtment to me also,” replied

e #“

¢ -
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J oseph g ¢ but we must. bear it cheerflﬂly Tt cer-
tainly is better to have our child go out of ‘the So-

a “ciety and. keep her principles, than it would be to

have her stay in Soclety and depart from her prm-

‘ciples, as many do.”

Mary Campbell was more dlsturbed than Rachel
Goodman. In the first paroxysm of her distress,
she said she wished she had been killed in the war,
rather than live to see her only son married to a
black Protestant. |

“Not a black Protestant, dear mother, only 2
dove-colored one,” rejoined Camillo, playfully,

Then he kissed her, and reminded her of the story
~of the crucifix, and told her how noble and gentle,

and good and sensible, his, Alice was. As he
talked, a vision rose before her of the little bed-

" room in the Quaker's farm- house she saw Rachel

and Alice supporting the droopmg -heads of poor
homeless Catholics, while they offered drink to
their feverish lips; and memory melted bigotry.

She threw herself weeping into Camillo’s arms and

said, “ Truly they did treat us like disciples of Jesus.
I once said to Alice, ‘May the Doly Virgin bless

. thee;' and I now say, from my heart, May the Holy

Vlrgm bless you both, my son.”
And so Catholic and Quaker were marrled acg

, cordmg to. the forms of both their churches.

"The Society of Friends mostly withdrew from
companionship with Alice, though they greeted her
kindly at their meetings. The Catholics shook their N

s
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heads and complained that Camillo. Campbell was
already half a Quaker. Both prognosticated evil

consequences from such a union. But the worst -

that happened was, Alice learned that there might

~be superstition in the cut of a garment, as well as

in veneration for an image; and Camillo became
convinced that hatred and violence were much
greater sins than eating meat on Fridays. '

' Norz—The ceurse here described as genemﬁy pursued by
Quakers during. the Irish Rebellion, and the effect stated te be
produced on the soldiers of both parties, are strictly true.

THE RIVAL MECHANICIANS,

4“1 AM growing old; my sight is failing very
fast,” said a famous watch-maker of Geneva, as he
wiped his spectacles to examine several chronome-
ters, which his two apprentices laid before him.
“Well done! Very well done, my lads,” said he.
“] hardly know which of you will best supply the
place of old Antoine Breguet. Thirty years ago;.
(pardon an old man's vanity,) I could have borne '
away the palm from & hundred like ye, But my
sight is dim, and my hands tremble. I must retire
from the place I have occupied in this busy world;
and I confess I should like to give up my famous
old stand to a worthy successor: W “ichever of
you produces the most perfeet piece of mechanigm
before the end of two years shall be my partner
and representa,twe, if Rosabella, and I both agree in
the decision.”

The grand- dau'ghter‘ who was busily spinning

. flax, Jooked up bashfully, and met the glance of the

- two young men. The countenance of one flushed,
‘and his eye sparkled; the other turned very pa.le ‘
“and there was a pamfully deep intensity in hlS fixed

gaze. o
The one who blushed was Florien' Arnaud, &
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youth from the French Cantons, He was slender

and graceful in figure, with beautiful features, clear" |
blue eyes, and a complexion fresh as Hylas, when |

the enamored water-nymphs carried him away in

their arms. - He danced like a zephyr, and sang

- little airy French romanzas in the sweetest of tenor
voices. ' 3

" The one who turned pale was Plerre Berthoud

¥¥  of Geneva. He had magsy features, a bulky frame,

‘and clumsy motions, But the shape of his head
indicated powerful intellect, and his great dark eyes
glowed froni under the pent-house of his brows, like
a forge at midnight. He played on the bass-viol
- and the trombone, and when he sang, the tones
- sounded as if ‘they came up from deep iron mines.

‘Rosabella turned quickly away from their ex-
presswe glances, and blushing deeply resumed her
spinning. The Frenchman felt certain the blush
Was for him ; the Geenevan thought he would wil-

ly give hls life to be sure it was for him. But’

nlike as the young men were in person and char-
Va,eter and both attracted toward the same lovely

- maiden, they were yet extremely friendly to each

other, and usually found enjoyment in the harmon-

" ious contrast of their different gifts, The first feel-
~ ing of estrangement that came between them was .

one evening, when Florien sang remarkably well,

and Rosabella accompamed him on her gmtar Shu: |
evidently enjoyed the graceful music with all Ler .'
soul. Her countenance was more radiantly beauti-
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ful than usual, and when the fascinating sin‘ge‘r‘ rose *
to go, she begged him to sing another favorite song,

 and then another and another. “ She never urges

me to sing with her,” said Pierre, as he and Florien
retired for the mght “ And with very good rea.-

- gon,"” replied his friend, laughing.  “Your stento-

rian tones would quite drown ber weak sweet voice,
and her light touch on the guitar. You might as

- well have a hammer-and-anvil accompaniment to &
- Qanary bird.” Seeing discontent in the counten- -

ance of his companion, he added soothingly, * Nay,
my good friend, don't be offended by this playful

* comparison, '~ Your volce is magniﬁcenﬂy strong

and beautifully correct, but it is made for grander

things than those graceful little garlands of sound,

which Rosabella and I weave so easily.”

Pierre sprang up quickly, and went to the other-
side of the room. “Rosabella and I,” were sounds ™
that went hissing through his heart, like a red-hot.
arrow. But his manly efforis soon conquered the.

~ jealous feeling, and he said cheerfully, “ Well, Flo-

rien; let us accept the offer of good Father Breguet.

"We will try our skill fairly and honorably, and

leave him and Rosabella to decide, without know-
ing which is your work and which is mine.” .

Florien suppressed a rising smile; for he thoﬂght
to himself, “ She will know my Workmanslnp,

easily as she could dlstmgmsh my fairy romanzas

from your Samson solos.” But he replied, right

cordially, Honestly and truly, Pierre, I think we
13 ‘ K
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- are as mechanicians very nearly equal in skﬂl But
'let us both tax our ingenuity to invent something

which will best please Rosabella. Her birth-day

comes in about six months, In honor of the occar
sion, I will make some ornaments for the little arbor

facmg the brook, Where she loves to sit, in pleasant .

weather, and read o the good old grandfather.
“I will do the same,” answered Pierre; “only
let both our ornaments be machines.” They clasped

hands, and looking frankly into each other's eyes,”

ratified the 'agreement. From that hour, they spoke
no more to each other on the subject till the long-

~ anticipated day arrived. The old watch-maker and .

his grandchild were invited fo the arbor, to pass
judgment on the productlons of his pupils, A
screen was placed before a portion -of ‘the brook,
and they sat quietly waiting for it to be removed.
~“That duck is of a singular color,” exclaimed the
young girl. “ What a solemn looking fellow he

- is!” - The bird, without paying any attention to her

remarks, waddled into ‘the water, ‘drank, lifted up
his bill to the sky, as if giving thanks for his re-
freshment, flapped his wings, floated to the edge

of the brook, and waddled on the grass again,.
When Father Breguet threw some crumbs of cake
on the ground, the duck picked them up with ap-.
- parent satisfaction. He was about to scatter more

"crumbs, when Rosabella exclaimed, * Why, grand-

father, this is not a duck! It is made of bronze. °

- See how well it is done.”
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. The'old man took it up and examined it, Real- o

1y, I do not think any thing could be more perfect
than this,” he said. “How exquisitely the feathers.
are carved! and truly the creature seems alive. He
who beats this must be a skilful mechanician.”
- At these words, Pierre and Florien stepped for- .
ward, hand in hand, and bowing to their master,

removed the temporary screen. . On.a black marble

pedestal in the brook was seated a bronze Naiad,
leaning on an overﬁowmg vase, The figure was
mejzpres&bly graceful ;. a silver star with brilliant
points gleamed on her forehead, and in her hand
she held a silver bell, beautifully inlaid with gold
and steel. There was a smile about her mouth,

~and she leaned over, as if watching for something -

in a little cascade which flowed down a channel in
the pedestal. Presently, she raised her hand and
sounded the bell. ‘A beautifal little gold fish
obeyed the simmons, and glided down the channel,
his burnished sides glittering in the sun. Eleven,
times more she rang the bell, and each time the
gold fish darted forth It was exactly noon, and
the water-nymph was a clock. -

The watch-maker and his daughter were sﬂent.
Tt was so beautiful, that they could not easily find

| words to express theu- pleasure. “You need not

speak, my master,” said Pierre, in a manly but sor-

rowful tone; “I myself decide in favor of Florien.
The clock is his,”

“Theé interior workmanship is not yet examined,”
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rejoined his amiable: competitor. *There i3 not a,

better mechanician in all SWltzerland than Pierre
" Berthoud” -~ -

“ Ah, but you know how to invest equa,lly good
Workmansh1p with grace and beauty,” replied the
more heavily moulded Genevan.

« Study the Graces, my boy; make yourself fa-

- miliar with models, of beauty,” said “old Antoine
Breguet laying a fnendly hand upon the young
man’s shoulder.

“T should but imitate, and he creates,” answered
~ Pierre, despondingly; “and worstof all, my good
master, I hate myself because I envy’ hlm

: “But you have many and noble gifts, Plerre
said Rosabella, gently. “You know how dellght-
fully very different instruments combine in har-

mony. Grandfather says your workmanship will

be far more durable than Florien’s. .Perh-aps you
may both be his partners.”
“But which of us will be thine " thought Pierre.

He smothered a deep sugh and only answered, “I

“thank you, Rosabella.”
 Well aware that these envious feehngs were un-
worthy of a noble soul, he contended with them
bravely, and treated Florien even more cordially
than usual. “I will follow our good master’s ad-
vice,” said he; “I will try to clothe my good
machinery in forms of beauty. Let us both make
a watch for Rosabella, and - present it to her on her

‘next birth-day. You will rival me, no doubt; for
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 the Graces threw their garlé,nds ‘on- you when you,
~ were born.” “Bravo!” shouted Florien, laughing
“and clapping his hands. © “The poetry is kindling - |

up in yoursoul. - I always told you that you would

‘be a poet if you could only express what was in

you.” " .
‘ And your sou] expresses iteelf so easily, so flu-
ently 1" said Pierre, with a sigh,
+ ¢ Because my springs lie so near the surface, and
yours have depths to come from,” replied his good-

- ‘natured companion.

“The worst of it is, the cord is apt to break
before T can draw up'my weighty treasures,” re-

- joined Pierre, with a.smile. “There is no help
for it. There will always be the same difference

between us, that there is in our names. I am a .
rock, and you are a flower. I might be hewed
and chiselled into harmonious proportions; but
you grow into beauty ? |

“Then be a rock, and a magnificent - one, re-
plied his friend, ¢ and let the ﬂower grow at your
feet.”

“That sounds modestly and well,” answered
Pierre; “but I wish to be a flower, because—- "

“Because what ?" inquired Flonen though he .
half guessed the secret, from hlS embarrassed man—

~ ner.

“Because I thml{ Rosabella likes' ﬂowers Toetter
than rocks,” replied Pierre, with uncommon quick-

ness, as if the words ga,ve h1m pain.
18%

Y
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On NeW Years day, the offerings, encloqed in

_one hox, were presented by the good grandfather,
The first was a golden apple, which opened and
revealed on one side an exquisitely neat” watch,

surrounded by a garland tastefully wrought in rich
damaskeening of steel and gold; on the other side

was a Tose intertwined with forget-me-nots, - very

perfectly done in mosaic. When the stem of the
apple was turned; a favourite little tune of Rosa-
bella’s sounded from within. '

“«This is surely Florien’s,” thought she a.nd she
looked for the other gift with less mteresb It was
an elegant little' gold watch, with a Persian land-
seape, a gazelle and birds of Paradlse beautifully
engraved on the back. ‘When a spring was touched,

" the watch opened, a little circular plate of gold shd
away, and up came a beautxful rose, round which a

* jewellod bee buzzed audibly. On the edgo of the .

" golden circle below were the words Rosa bella in
ultramarine enamel. When another spring was
touched, the rose went away, and the same melody
that 'sounded from the heart of the golden apple
seemed to be played by fairies on tinkling dew-

drops.” Tt pa,used a moment, and then struck up a A

lively dance. The circular plate again rolled away,
- and up sprung an inch-tall opera-dancer, with en-
amelled scarf, and a very small diamond en her

brow.. Leaping and whirling on an almost invis--
‘ible thread of gold, she kept perfect time to the

mugie, and turned her scarf most graceful}y Rosa-

-
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‘bella drew a long breath, and a roseate tinge man-

tled her beautiful face, as she met, her grandfather’s

gaze fixed lovingly upon her. - She thought to her-
self, “There is no doubt now which, is Florien’ 83"
but she said aloud, “They are both very- beautiful
are they not, dear grandfather? I am not Worthy
that so much pains should be taken to please me.”
The old ‘man smiled upon her, and fondly patted
the luxuriant brown hair, which shone like threads
of amber in the sun. “ Whmh dost thou think most
‘beautiful ?” said he,

- She evaded the questlon, by asklng, “ Which do‘
yOu ?1?

“I will tell thee When thou hast decided,” an-
swered he.

She twisted and untmsted the strmgs of hep
boddice, and said she was afraid she should not be
impartial. " Why not ?” he 1nqu.1red She looked

~ down bashfully, and murmured, in a very low voice,

“Because I can easily guess which is Florien's,”
“Ah, ha,” exclaimed the kind old man; and he
playfuily,chucked her under the chin, as he added,

L Then I suppose I shall offend thee when I give a

verdict for the bee and the opera-dancer 7 .
iShe looked up blushing, and her large serious -
brown. eyes had for a moment a comic expressmn,

as she said, “I shall do the same.”

Never were disciples of the beautiful placed in cir--
cumstances more favourable to the development of
poetic souls. Thewcottage of’ Antoine Breguet was
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“In a glads,
Where the sun harbours; and one side of it |
Listens to bees, another to a brook.
Lovers, that have just parted for the night, . o
Dream of such spots when they have said their prayers;
Or some tired parent, holding by the hand
A child, and walking toward the setting sun,”

In the stillness of the night, they could hear the
“ rushing of the arrowy Rhone.” Froma neighbour-
~ing eminence could be seen the transparent Lake
‘of Geneva, reflecting the deep blue heaven above.
Mountains, in all fantastic forms, enclosed them
round ; now draped in’ heavy masses of sombre
clouds, and now half revealed through sun-lighted
. vapour, like a weil of gold. The flowing silver of

- little waterfalls gleamed among the dark rocks.

Grape-v:lnes hung their rich festoons by the road-

side, and the beauntiful barberry bush embroidered

their leaves with its sdarlet clusters. They lived
under the same roof with a guileless good old man,
and with an innocent maiden, just merging into

beautiful womanhood; and more than all, they |
were both under the 1nﬂuence of that great 1nsp1rer h

Love.

Rosabella was so umformly kmd to both, that

Pierre could never relinquish the hope that con.
‘stant devotedness might in time win her affections
for himself, Florien, having a more cheerful char:
acter, and more reliance on his own fascinations, ,
was merely anxious that the lovely maiden should -
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~ prefer his Workmansh1p, as dec1dedly as she dld his
person and manners Under this powerful stimu-

lus, in addition to the ambition excited by the old
watch-maker’s proposal, the competition between -
them was active and. incessant. But the ground-
work of their characters was so good, that all little
heart—burmngs of envy or jealousy were qulekly
checked by the predomnance of generous and
kindly sentimen'ts,

One evening, Rosabella was reading to her grand-

father a description of an albino squirrel. The pure
~ white animal, with pink eyes and a feathery tail,

pleased her fancy extremely, and she expressed a

- strong desire to see one. Pierre said nothing ; but

not long after, as they sat eating grapes after din--

" ner, a white sqmrrel leaped on the table, frisked

from shoulder to shoulder, and at last sat up with a

- grape in its paws. Rosabella uttered an exclama-

tion of delight. *Js it alive ?” she said. “Do you
not see that it is ?” rejoined Pierre. *Call the dog,
and see what he thinks about it.” ‘

“We have 8o many things here, Whmh are alive
and yet not alive,” she replied, smiling.

#Florien warmly praised: the pretty automaton
but he was somewhat vexed that he himself did
not think of making the graceful little animal for
which the maiden had expressed a wish. Her pet.
Canary had died the day before; and “his eye hap-
pened to rest on the empty cage hangmg over the

. flower-stand.” “I too will give het a pleasure,”




164 = THE RIVAL MECHANICIANS.

thought he. A few weeks after, as they sat at
- breakfast, sweet notes were heard from the cage,
precisely the same the Canary used to sing; and,
lookmg up, the astonished maiden saw him hop-
ping about, nibbling at the sugar and pecking his

feathers, as lively as ever. Florien smiled, and

said, “Is it as much alive as Pierre’s squirrel ?”
The approach of the next birth-day was watched
with eager expectation ; for even the old man be-
gan to feel keen pleasure in the competition, as'if he
had witnessed a race between fleet horses. Pierre,

excited by the maiden’s declaration that she mis-

took his golden apple for Florien’s workmanship,
produced a much more elegant specimen of art than
he had ever before conceived. It was a barometer,
supported by two knights in silver chain-armour,
who went in when it rained, and came out when the
~ sun shone. On the top of the barometer was asmall
silver basket, of exceedingly delicate workmanship,
-filled with such flowers as close in damp weather,
'When the knights retired, these flowers closed their
ehamelled petals, and When the knights returned,
the flowers expanded.

Florien produced a silver chariot, W1th two spir-
ited and finely proportioned horses, A revolving
circle in the wheels showed on what day of the

.month occurred each day of the week, throughout

- the 'year -Each month was surmounted by its zo-

diacal sign, beautifully enamelled in green, crimson _

and gold Atteno clock the figure of a young girl,
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" wearing Rosabeﬂa, 8 usual costume, and resembling

her in form and fea,tures ascended slowly from be-
hind the wheel, and at the same moment, the three
Graces rose up in_the chariot and held garlands

over her. Froni the axle-tree emerged a young
.. man, in Florien’s dress and kneeling offered a rose

to the maiden. - :
Tt was so beautiful asa whole, and so exquisitely

finished in all its details, that Pierre clenched his
 fingers till the nails cut him, so hard did he try to

congeal the bitterness of his disappointment at his
own manifest inferiority. ' Could he have been an
hour alone, all would have been well. But, as he
stepped.out on the piazza, followed by Florien, he

saw him kiss his hand triumphantly to Rosabella, -
and she returned it with a modest but expressive
glance. ~ Unfortunately, he held in his hand a jew-

elled dagger, of Turkish workmanship, which An-

toine Breguet had asked him to return to its case -
in the workshop. Stung with disappointed love .
and ambition, the tempestuous feelings so painfully
restrained burst forth liké a whirlwhind. Quick as
a flash of lightning, he made a thrust at his grace-
ful rival. Then frightened at what he had done,
and full of horror at thoughts of Rosabella’s distress,
he rushed into the road, and up the sides of the
mountain, like a madman '
¥ ¥ * ¥ 0% ¥ %
- A year passed, and no one heard tidings of him..

On the anniversary of Rosabella’s birth, the aged
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~ grandsire sat alone, sunning his white locks at the

open window, when Pierre Barthoud entered, pale
and haggard. He was such a skeleton of his for-
mer self that his master did not recognize him, till
he knelt at his feet and said, Forgwe me, father.
I am Pierre.”

The poor old man shook violently, and covered
‘his face with trembling hands. * Ah, thou wretched
one,” said he, “how darest thou come hlther, with
murder on thy soul ?”

“ Murder ?” exclaimed Plerre, in a voice g0 ter- '

ribly deep and distinct, that it seemed to freeze the

feeble blood of him who listened. “Is he then .

dead? Did I kill the beautiful youth, whom I
loved so much ?” He fell forward on the floor, and
the groan that came from his strong chest was like
an earthquake tearing up trees by the roots.

Antoine Breguet was deeply moved, and the
tears. flowed fast over his furrowed face. “ Rise,
my son,” said he, “and make thy escape, lest they
come to arrest.thee.” ‘

“Let them come,” replied Pierre, gloomily ;
“Why should. I live?” Then raising his head
from the floor, he said slowly, and with great fear,
“ Father, where is Rosabella 77

The old man covered his face, and sobbed out

'~ #1 shall never see her again | These old -eyes Wlll ‘

never again look on her blessed face.” Many min-
utes they remained -thus, and when he repeated,

sha.ll never see her againl” the young man |

-
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‘ clasped his feet convulsively, and groaned in ag- -

ony. - . |
At last the housekeeper came in; & woman whom

* Pierre had known and loved in boyhood. When
 her first surprise was over, she promised to conceal
~ his arrival, and persuaded him to go to the garret

and try to compose his too strongly excited feelings.
In the course of the day she explained to him how
Florien had died of his wound, and how Rosabella
pined away in silent melancholy, often sitting at
the spinning wheel with the suspended. thread in

her hand, as if unconscious where she was. During
all that wretched night. the young man could not

" close his eyes in sleep. Phantoms of the past flitted

through his brain, and remorse gnawed at his heart-
strings. Inthe deep stillness of midnight, he seemed,
to hear the voice of the bereaved old man sounding
mournfully distinet, “T shall never see her again 1”

He prayed earnestly to die; but suddenly an idea

flashed  into his mind, and revived his desire to
live. Full of his new project, he rose early and
sought his good old master. “Sinking on his knees

he exclaimed, “Oh, my father, say that you forgive = -
mel I unplore you to give my guilty soul that one

gleam of consolation, Believe me, I would sooner -

‘have died myself, than have killed him. But my
‘passnons were by nature so strong! Oh, God for-

give me, they were so strong! How I J:eVe curbed

. them, He alone knows.. Alas, that they should

have burst the bounds in that one mad moment,
14




158 THE RIVAL MECHANICIANS.

and destroyed the two T best loved ‘on earth. Oh,
. father, can you say that you forgive me ?"”

With quivering voice he replied; “I do forgive :

you, and bless you, my poor son.” He laid his
hand affectionatcly on -the thick matted hair, and
added, “I too have need of forgiveness. I did
very wrong thus to put two generous natures in
rivalship with each other. A genuine love of
beauty, for its own sake, is the only healthy stimu-
lus to produce the beautiful.” The spirit of compe-

tition took you out of your sphere, and placed you

in a false position. In grand conceptions, and in
- works of durability and strength, you would al-
~ ways have excelled Florien, as much as he sur-
passed you in tastefulness and elegance. By striv-

ing to be what he was, you parted with your own
gifts, without attaining to his. Every man in the

natural sphere of his own talent, and all in har-
mony; this is the true order, my son; and I

tempted you to violate it. In my foolish prlde, I

carnestly desired to have a world-renowned suc-

cessor to the famous Antoine Breguet. I wanted

that the old stand should be kept up in all its glory,
and continue to‘ rival all competitors. I thought
you could super-add Florien’s gifts to your own,
and yet retain your own characteristic excellencles
Therefore, I stimulated your intellect and imagin-
- ation to the utmost, without reflecting that your
heart’ might break in the process, God forgive

me; it was too severe a trial for poor human-

: ‘ |
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nature. And do thou, my son, forgive this in-
sane ambition; for severely has my pride 'been
‘humbled.”

- Pierre could not speak, but. he covered the
wrinkled hands with kisses, and clasped his knees
convulsively. . At last he said, “Let me remain

. concealed here for a while. You shall see her
_again; only give me time.” When he explained

that he would make Rosabella’s likeness, from
memory, the sorrowing parent shook his head and
sighed, as he answered, * Ah, my son, the soul in
her eye, and the hght grace of her motions, no art

_can restore

»

But to Pierre’s excited imagination there ‘was
henceforth  only one object in life; and that was to
re-produce Rosabella. In the keen .conflict of
competition, under the fiery stimulus of love and

. ambition, his strong impetuous soul had become
- machine-mad ; and now overwhelmmg grief cen-
~ tered all his stormy energies on one object. Day .

'by day, in the loneliness of his garret, he worked

vipon the image till he came to love it, almost as
much as he had loved the maiden herself. Antoine
Breguet readily supplied materials. From child-

. bood he had been interested in all forms of mech- -

anism; and this image, so intertwined with his
affections, took strong hold of his imagination also.
Nearly a year had pa,ssed away, when the' house-
keeper, who was in the secret, came to ask for
Rosabellas hair, and the dress she usually wore.
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The old 1 man gave her the keys, and wiped the

starting tears, as he turned silently away. A few
days after, Pierre invited him to come and look

upon his Work “Do not. go too suddenly,” he

said ; “ prepare yourself for a shock; for mdeed it -

is very like our lost one,”

“I will go, I will go,” rephed the old man,
eagerly. “Am I not accustomed to see all man-
ner of automsta and androides? Did I not myself

- make a flute-player, which performed sixteen tunes, -

to the admiration' of all who heard him? And
think you I am to be frightened by an image ?”

“Not frightened, dear father,” answered Pierre;
“but I was afraid you might be overcome with
_‘ emotlon " e led him into the apartient, and
said, “Shall I remove the veil now? Can you
bear it, dear father?”

“I can,” was the calm reply But When the ‘"

curtain was W1thdrawn, he started, and exclaimed,
“Santa Maria! - Tt ¢s Rosabella | She 4 not dead I”
He tottered forward, and kissed the cold lips and
“the cold hands a.nd tears’ rained “on the bright
brown hair, as he cried out, “ My child! my
child!”

‘When the tumu,lt of feeling had subszded the

.a.ged mourner kissed Pierre’s hands, and said, “It

is wonderfully like her, in every feature and every

tint. It seems as if it would move and breathe.”
“She will move and breathe,” replied Plerre-

“only give me time,” -
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His voice sounded so wildly, and his great deep-
set eyes burned with such intense enthusiasm, that
his friend was alarmed. They clasped each other's

~ hands, and spoke more quletly of the beloved one.

“This is all that remains to us, Pierre,” said the
old man. ‘“We are alone in the world. You
were g friendless orphan When you. came to me:’

| and I am ehﬂdless.”

‘With a passionate outburst of grief, the young
man replied, “ And it was I, my benefactor, who
made you so, Wretch that I am!” ’
~ From that time the work went on with greater
zeal than ever. Pierre often forgot to taste of
food, so absorbed was he:in the perfection of his
machine. First, the arms moved obedient to his

wishes, then the eyes turned, and the lips parted.
 Meanwhile, hisx own face grew thinner and paler,

and his eyes glowed with a wilder fire.
Finally, it was whispered in the village that

* Pierre Berthoud was concealed in- Antoine Bre-

guet’s cottage: and officers came to arrest him. .
But the venerable old watch-maker told the story

80 touehmgly, ‘and painted so strongly the young

man’s consuming agony of grief and remorse, and
pleaded so earnestly that he might be allowed to
finish' a wonderful image of hls beautiful grand-

child, that they promised not to_ disturb him till

~ the work was accomplished.

Two . years from_the day of Pierre’s return, on

the anniversary of the memorable birth-day, he
14% , L
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- said, “Now, my father, I have done all that art
can dor Come and see the beautiful one.” He
led him into" the little foom where Rosabella used
‘to work. = There she sat, spinning dﬂwently The
beautifully formed bus’s rose and' fell under her
neat boddice, | Her, lips were parted, and her eyes
followed the direction of the tﬂread But what

made it seem more fearfully like life, was the fact

that ever and anon the wheel rested, and the ma1den

| -held the suspended thread, with her eye-lids low-
erod, as if she were lost in thought: Above the

flower-stand, near by, hung the bird-cage, with

Florien's artificial canary. The pretty little antom-
y pretty

aton had been silent long; but now its springs
were set in motlon, and it poured f01 th all its mel-
odies.

" The bereaved old man pressed Pierre’s hand and

- gazed upon his darling grand-child silently. He

caused his arm-chair to be brought into the room,
and ever after, while he retained his faculties, he
- refused to sit elsewhere.

The fame of this remarkable android soon spread .

through all the region round about. The citizens
of Geneva united in an earnest petition that the
artist might be excused from any penalty for the
accidental murder he had committed. Members of
the State Counecil came and looked. at the breathing
maiden, and touched the beautiful flesh, which

seemed as if it would yield to their pressure. They
saw the wild haggard artist, with lines of suffering

THE RIVAL MECHANICIANS, 163

“cut so deeply in his youthful brow, and they at

once granted the prayer of the citizens. .«
But Pierre had nothing more to live for. His

~ work in the world was done. The artificial energy,

supplied by one absorbing ides was gone; and the
contemplation of his own work was driving him to
madness. - It so closely resembled life that he longed
more and more to have it live. The lustrous eyes
moved, but they had no light from the soul, and
they would not answer to his earnest gaze. The
beautiful lips parted, but they never spoke kind
words, as in days of yore. The image began to fill

“him with supernatural awe, yet he was continually

drawn toward it by a magic influence. ~ Three
months after its completion, he was found at day-

light, lying at its feet, stone dead.

Antoine Breguet survived him two years. Dur-
ing the first elghteen months, he was never willing
to have the image of his lost darling out of sight.

The latter part of the time, he often whistled to the

bird, and talked to her, and seemed to imagine that
she answered him. But with increasing imbecility,

_Rosabella was forgotten. He sometimes asked,

“Who i that young woman?” At lagt he sa.ld
“Send her away. She looks at me.”
‘The magic-lantern of departing memory then
presented a phantom of his wife, dead long ago-

* He busied himself with making imaginary watches

and rings for her, and held long conversations, as
if she were present. -Afterward, the wifé was like-




164 @ THE RIVAL MECHANICIANS.

wise forgotten, and he was occupied entirely with
-his mdther, and the scenes of early childhood.
~Finally he wept often, and repeated continually, : o
o They are all waiting for me; and I want to go . W A 80NG.
home.” When he was little more than eighty years - \
old, compassionate angels took the weary pilgrim [ ‘ Hosa! hush! Tove lies at rest,
in thelr arms, and carried him home. - - Like a bird in her nest,
— : e lee dew in a lily’s breast,
Love is sleeping.
Roses breathe fragrant sighs
Over his drowsy eyes, ‘
But, ah, how still he lies !
Love is sleeping.

Drive the honey-bees away !
Let not the sun’s bright ray
Over his features play !
Love is sleeping.
Lest his slumbers should fly,
Gentle Music draw nigh,
With your sweet lullaby !
Kéep him sleeping !

Ha! his cheek grows warm .
Under the magic charm,
And he moves his white arm !
, Love is dreaming,

His little limbs shiver,

His soft eye-lids quiver,

Like rays on a river:

Love is waking,




UTOUCH AND TOUO*HU.‘

“ Nothmg left
But what you touch, and not what touches you”

Leres Hoxr.

“Thou hast the fairy coin, which, in wrong hands
Is merely stones and leaves ;—in thine, true gold.™
: J. R. Lowyrs.,

It was a bmght autumnal day, when two boys

went forth to ga.ther nuts. One was keen-eyed and

selfimportant in “his gait. The other had mild,

deep eyes, and his motions were like flowers sway-

~ing to ‘a gentle breeze. Alfred, the keen-eyed,
mounted the tree and shook it. “I should like to

own a dozen such trees,” said he, “and have all the
nuts to myself.”

“Oh, see how beautlfully the setting sun shmes
slanting through the boughs, on the trunk, and
‘branches! It glows like gold!” exclalmed Er-
nest.

“Tf the sun were like old 'Midas ‘that we fead

about at sohool there would be | some fun in it,” -

replied Alfred ; *for if it turned all it touched into

gold, I could peel off the balk and buy a horse

with it.
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Ernest gazed silently at the golden sea of clouds
in the west, and then at the warm gleams it cast on
the old walnut tree. He stood thus but a moment;
for his companion aimed a nut at his head, and
shouted, “Make haste to fill the basket, you lazy
fellow l”

The nuts were soon gathered and the boys
stretched themselves on the grass, talking over
school affairs. A flock of birds flew over their

. heads towards the south. “They are flying away
- from winter,” said Ernest. “How I should like to

go with them where the palms and cocoas grow!
See how beautifully they skim along the air!”

“I wish I had a gun,” repmed Alfred; “Iwould
have some of them’ for supper.”

" It was a mild autumnal twilight, The cows had
gone from the pastures, and all was still, save the
monotonous noise of the crickets, The fitful whist-

- ling of the boys gradually subsided into dreamy

silence. As they lay thus, winking drowsily, Er-
nest saw a queer little’ dwarf peep from under an
arching root of the walnut tree. = His little dots of
blue eyes looked cold and opaque, as if they were.

- made of turquoise. ~ His hands were like the claws

of a bird.. But he was surely a gentleman of prop-
erty and standmg, for his brown velvet vest was
embroidered with gold, and a diamond fastened his
hat-band. While Ernest wondered who he could
be, his attention was attracted by a bright little
Yyision hovering in the air before him. At first, he
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thought it was a lai'ge insect, or a small bird ; but

a8 it floated ever nearer and nearer, he perceived
a lovely little face, with tender, Juminous eyes.
Her robe seemed like soap-bubbles glancing in the
sun, and in her bonnet, made of an inverted White
.Petunie. blossom, the little ringlets shone like finest
threads of gold. The stamen of a White Lily served
her for a wand, and she held it towards him, say-

ing, in tones of soft beseechment “Let me touch

your eyes |”
#You had better touch my wand. You will find

it much more to the purpose,” croaked the dwarf |
under the walnut root. *Look heré! wouldn’t you. .
like to have this?” and he shook a purse full of -

coins, as he spoke.
- “Idon’t like your cold eyes and your skmny
fingers,” rephed Ernest. “Pray, who are you?”
“My name is Utouch,” answered the gnome ;
“and I bring great luck Wherever I go.”

“ And what is your name, dear little spirit of the

air ?” asked Ernest.
She looked lovingly into his eyes, and answered

“My name is Touchu. Shall I be your fmend for -

life 7"

He smiled, and eagerly rephed “Oh yesl oh
yes! your face is so full of love!” "

She descended gracefully, and touched his eyes
with her Lily-stamen., The air became redolent

with delicate perfume, like fragrant Violets kissed -
by the soft south wind. A rainbow arched the
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heavens, and reflected its beautifal image on a mir-
ror of mist. The old tree reached forth friendly
arms; and cradled the sunbeams on its bosom.

Flowers seemed to nod and smile at Ernest, as if

they knew him very well, and the little blrds sang

" into his inmost soul. Presently, he felt that he was
- rising slowly, and undulating on the air, like a

winged seed when it is breathed upon; and away
he sailed, on fleecy clouds, under the arch of the
rainbow. A mocking laugh roused him from his
trance, and he heard Utouch, the gnome, exclaim
jeeringly, “There he goes on a voyage to one of
his air-castles in the moon!” Then he felt himself

~ falling through the air, and all at once he was on
.the ground. Birds, flowers, rainbows, all were
. gone. Twilight had deepened mto . drea;ry even-

ing; winds sighed through the trees,-and the crick-
ets kept up their mournful creaking tones. Krnest
was afraid to be all alone. He felt round for his

companion, and shook him by the arm, exclaiming,

“Alfred | Alfred, wake up! I have had a won-
derful fine dream here on the grass.?

- “8o have I,” repliéd Alfred; rubbing his eyes.
“Why need you wake me just as the old fellow

. was dropping a purse full of money into my
~ hand ?”

“What old fellow o 1nqu1red Ernest.
“He called himself Utouch,” answered Alfred,

. “and he promised to be my constant companion.
" I hope he will keep his word; for I like an old

15
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cha,p thart drops a purse of gold into my hand. when
I ask for it.”

“Why, I dreamed of that same old fellow,” sald
Ernest, “but I didn’t like his looks.” 3

“ Perhaps he didn’t show you the full purse?” ’

 said Alfred. |
“Yes, he did,” replied Ernest; “but I-ﬁelt such
a love for the little fairy with tender eyes and heart-

- melting voice, that T choose Aer for my life-friend.

And oh, she made the earth so beautiful1” =
His companion laughed and said, “I dreamed of

" her, too. So you have preferred that floating soap- .

-~ bubble, did you? - I should have guesséd as much,

~But come, help me carry the nuts home, for T am -

hungry for my supper.”

Years passed, and the boys were men, FPr-
nest sat writing in a small chamber, that looked
toward the setfing sun. - His little child had hung
a prismatic. chandelier-drop on the window, and he

wrote amid the rainbows that it cast over his paper. -

In a simple vase on his desk stood a stalk of blos-
soms from the brilliant wild flower, called the Car-
dinal. Unseen by him, the fairy Touchu citcled
round his head and waved her Lily-stamen, from
which the fine gold-coloured dust fell on his halr in
a fragrant shower. In the greensward below, two
beautiful ' yellow birds sat among the catnip-blos-
soms, picking the seed, while they rocked gracefully

on the wind-stirred planit. Ernest smiled as he said
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to himselﬂ “ Grone are the dandelion blossoms, which

strewed my grass-carpet with golden stars; and
now come these winged flowers to refresh the eye.
When-' they are gone to warmer climes, then will

*. the yellow butterflies come in. pairs; and when
‘even they are gone; here in my oboé sleep the soft

yellow tones, ever ready to wake and cheer me
with their chlld like gladness.” -

He took up the instrument as he spoke, and
played a slight flourish. A little bird that nestled
among the leaves of a cherry tree near by, caught

the tones of the obo and mocked it with a joyous -

trill, a little sunny shower of sound, Then sprang
the poet to his feet, and his countenance lighted up
like a transfigured one. But a slight cloud soon.
floated over that radiant expression. “ Ah, if thou

~only wert not afraid of me!” he said. If thou
- wouldst come, dear little Warbler and perch on my
~obog, and sing a duet with me, how happy I should

be! Why are man and nature thus sundered ?”
Another little bird in the Althea bush, answeTed

g ‘hlm in low sweet notes, ending ever with the plain-
. tive cadence of the minor-third. The deep, tender

eyes of the child-man filled with tears. “ We are

~mot sundered,” thought he. “Surely my heart is in
~ harmony with Nature ; for she responds to my in-

most thought, as one 1nstrument vibrates the tones
of another to which it is perfectly attuned. - Bless- .-

~ ed, blessed is nature in her soothing power.” As

he spoke, Touchu came floating on a zephyr, and
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‘pOﬁrédl'over him the fragrance of xxﬁgnonétte she
had gathered from the garden below.

* * % %* * * . %

At the same hour, Alfred walked in his conser-
vatory among groves of fragrant Geraniums and .

richly-flowering Cactuses. He smoked a cigar, and:
glanced listlessly from his embroidered slippers.to
the marble pavement without taking notice of the

costly flowers. The gardener, who was watering a

group of Japonicas, remarked, “This is a fine speci-

men that has opened to- day. Will you have the

‘goodness to look at it, sir?” He paused in his

. walk a moment, and looked at a pure white blos-

som, with the faintest ‘roseate blush in the centre.

“Tt ought to. be handsome,” said he. “The price
g r P

was high enough. But after all the money I have
expended horticulturists declare that Mr. Duncan 8
Japonicas excel mine. Its provoking to be out-

done” The old gnome stood behind one of the

plants, and shrugged his shoulders and grinned.’

. 'Without perceiving his presence, Alfred muttered

to himself, ¢ Utouch promised my flowers should

be unequalled in rarity and beauty.”

- “Mhat was last year,” croaked a small vowe, ;_'

which he at once recognized.

“ Last year | retorted Alfred, mocking hls tone.
“ Am T then to be always foiling after what I never
heeep ¢ That's preclous comfort, you provokmg
imp 1"

|

. A retreating laugh was heard under the pave-«:
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ment, as the rmh man threw his cigar away, ex-

‘ ulaummg impatiently, “The devil take the Japoni-
cas! what do I care? they’re not Worth fretting
~ about.”

*.*‘*',***-x-

Weeks passed and brought the returning seventh

- day of rest. The little child, who caused home-
- . made rainbows to flicker over the father’s poem,

lay very ill, and the anxious parents feared that

~ this "beautiful vision of innocence might soon pass

away from the earth. The shadows of & Madeira-
vine now and then waved across the window, and

 the chamber was filled with the delicate perfume

of its blossoms. No sound broke the Sabbath still-

~ness, except the little' blrd in the Althea bush,
"whose tones were sad as the voice of memory.
The child heard it, and sighed unconsciously, as he

put his Iittle fevemsh hand within his mother 8y

and said, “ Please sing me a hymn, dear mother.”
With a soft, clear voice, subdued by her deptlhof

. Teeling, she sang Schubert’s Ave Maria. Manifold
‘and wonderful are the intertwining influences in

the world of spirits! What was it that touched -
the little bird’s heart, and uttered itself in such
plaintive cadences? They made the child sigh for
ahymn; and bird and child together woke Schu-
bert's . prayerfal echoes in the mother’s bosom.
And now from the soul of the composer in that

- far-off German land, the spirii: of devotion comes
" 10 the father, wafted on the wings of that beautiful

15*
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music. Emest bowed his head reverently, and
sank kneeling by the bed-side. While he listened
thus, Touchu glided softly into his bosom and laid
her wand upon his heart. When the sweet be-

K seeching melody had ceased, Ernest pressed the

~hand of the singer to his lip, and remained awhile

in silence. Then the strong necessity of supplica- -

tion came over him, and he poured forth an ardent

_prayer. With ferwd eloquence, he implored for
themselves an humble and resigned spirit, and for

their little one, that, living or dying, good angels
might ever carry hlm in their protecting arms, As

they rose up, his wife leaned her head upon his

shoulder, and with tearful eyes whispered :

“@God help us, this and every day,
Zo live more nearly as we pray.”

* *- L I 3 % i Co¥

' Tha.t same morning, Alfred rode to church in his

, carrlage, and a servant waited with the horses, till
he had performed his: periodical routine of WOI'Shlp
Many-coloured hues from the richly-stained windows
of the church glanced on wall and pillar, and im-

parted to silk and broadeloth the metallic lustre of

a peacock’s plumage. G‘rorgeous in erimson man-
tle, with a topaz glory round his head, shone the
meek son of Joseph the carpenter; and his humble
fishermen of Galilee were refulgent in robes of pur-
.. ple and gold. - The fine haze of dust, on which the
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sunbeams fell, gleHamed with a quivering prismatie
reflection of their splendour. - From the choir de-

. gcended the heavenly tones of Schubert's Ave Ma-

ria. They flowed into Alfred’s ear, but no Touchu
was with him to lay her wand upon his heart. To
a visitor, who sat in lis cushioned pew, he whis-
pered that they paid the highest price for their mu-
sic, and had the best that money could command. -
The sermon urged the necessity of providing some
religious instruction for the poor; for otherwise -

there could be no security to property against rob-
~bery and fire. - Alfred resolved within himself to

get up a subscmptmn immediately for that purpose, "

-and to give twice as much as Mr. Duncan, whatever

the sum might be. Utouch, who had seeretly sug-

gested the thing to him, turned somersets on the
gilded prayer-book, and twisted diabolical grima--
ces. Bat Alfred did not see him ; nor did be hear

a laugh under the- carriage, When ‘ag they rolled

‘home, 'he =aid to his wife, “ My dear, why didn't

you wear your embrmdered shawl? I told you we
were to have strangers in the pew. 'In so handsome
a church, people expect to see the cougregatlon ele-
gantly dressed, you know.”

But though Utouch was a mocking spmt Alfred

_could not complain that he had been untrue to his
- bargain. ‘He had promised to bestow any thing he

craved from his kingdom of the outward, He had

| -aned for honour in the church, influence at the ex-

change, a rich _hwﬁdsame wife, and superb horses.
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He had them all. Whose fault was it, that he was
eontinually- looking round. avxiously to observe

whether others had more of the goods he coveted ?
He had wished for a luxurious table, and it stood

covered with the rarest dainties of the world. But

with a eonstramed smile hesaid to his guests, “Is

it not provokmg to be surrounded with luxuries
I cannot eat? That pie-crust would torment my
sleep. with a legion of nightmares. Tt istrue, I do
not crave it much ; for I sit at a loaded table * half-
famished for an appetlte, as the Wltty Madame de

Sevigné used to say. Again and again, he asked -
“himself, why all the fruit that seemed so ripe and -

tempting on the outside was always dry and . dusty
within. - And if he was puzzled to understand why
he seemed to have all things, and yet really Aad
nothing, still more was he puzzled to expla,m how
Ernest seemed to have so little, and yet in reality
- possessed «/l things. One evening, at a concert, he
happened fo sit near Ernest and his wife, while
they listened to the beantiful Symphony by Spohr,
called the Consecration of the Tones. - Delighted
as children were they, when they began to hear the
winds murmur through the music, the insects pipe,
and one little bird after another chirp his notes of

gladness. How expressively they looked at each |

other, during the tender lulling Cradle-Song! and
how the expression of their faces brightened and
softened, as the enchanting tones passed through

the lively allegro of the Dance, into the exquisite
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| 4melody of the Serenade! But when. Gradle-Songi

Dance, and Serenade all moved forward together in-
delightful harmony, & three-fold chord of lovely
melodies, the transparent countenance of Ernest
became luminous with his inward joy. It was evi-
dent that Touchu had again laid her thrilling Wand
upon his heart.

“How the deuce does he contrive always to
delight ‘himself ?” thought Alfred. “I wonder -
whether the music really 4s any thing uncommon,”

In order to asdertain, he turned from Ernest to
watch the countenance of a musical critic near by 3
one of those unfortunate men, who enjoy music as

- the proof “reader enjoys the poetry he corrects in -

a printing-office. - How can a beautiful metaphor
please him, thle he sees a comma topsy-turvy, or
a period out of place? How can he be charmed

by the melodious flow of the. verse, while he is
- dotting an i, or looking out for an inverted s? The

ritic seomed less attentive to his business than the
proof reader ; for he was looking round and whis-

pering, appa,rently unconscious that sweet’ sounds'

filled the air. Nevertheless, Utouch whispered to

~ Alfred that the critic was the man to inform him
whether he ought to be delighted with the music,

or not. So, at the cloge of the Symphony, he

- spoke to hn:n, a.nd took occasion to say, “I 1nv11:ed'

a French amateur: to come here this evenmg,

hopes he would receive a favourable impression of

the state of musie in Amenca You ave an excel—
. M ’
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lent judge of such matters. Do you ﬂ:unk he will

be satisfied with the performance [

“He may be pleased, sir, but not satzsﬁed " ree

‘phed the critic. ‘“The composition is a very fine
one, but he has doubiless heard it in Paris; and

until you have heard a French orchestra, sir, you

. can have no conception of musie. Their accuracy
in rhythmical tune, amounts to absolute perfect-
tlon. HH

“And do you ‘shmk the orehestra have played

] Well to night?"- -

““Tolerably well, sir., But in the Gradle—Song-'

: the clarionet lagged a little, once or twice ; and the-

effect of the Serenade was injured, because the vio-
loncello was tuned one-sixteenth of " a note too
low.”

Alfred bowed and went -away congra,tuldtmg
himself that he had not been more. dellghted than
was proper.

The a]leged 1mposs1b1hty of having any concep
. tion of music tunless he went to Europe, renewed a
wish he had long indulged. He closed his magnifi-
‘cent house, and went forth to make the fashionable
tour. Ernest was a painter, as well as a poet ; and
it chanced that they met in Italy. Alfred seemed
glad o see the friend of his childhood ; but he soon

turned from cheerful things, to tell how vexed ‘'he

was about a statue he had purchased. “I gavea

~ great price for it,” said he, “thinking it was a real
‘antique; but good judges now assure me that it is
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a modern work, It i is 80 annoymg to waste one's
money ", \

“But if it be really beautlful and pleases you,
the money is not wasted,” replied Ernest; “though
it certainly is not agreeable to be cheated. Look
at this ivory head to my cane! Itis a bust of Hebe,
which I bought for a trifle, yesterday. But small
as is the market value, its beauty is a perpetual de-
light to me. If it be not an antique, it deserves to
be It troubles me that I cannot find the artist,

- and pay him more than I gave for it. Perhaps he

is poor, and has not yet made a name for himself’;

- but whoever he may be, a gpark of the divine fire

is certainly in him.  Observe the beautiful swell of

* the breast, and the graceful turn of the head |”

“Yes, it is a pretty thing,” rejoined Alfred, half
contemptously. “DBut I am too much vexed with,

- that. knave who sold me the statue, to go into rap-
tures about the head of a cane just now. What. -

makes it more provoking is, that Mr, Duncan pur-
chased a real antique last year, for less money than
I threw away on this modern thing.”

- “Having in vain tried to ‘impart his own sunny
humour, Ernest bade him adien, and returned to his .
humble lodgings, out of the city. As he lingered
in the orange-groves, listening to the nightingales,

e thought to himself, “I W]Sh that charming little

fairy, who came to me in my boyish dream, would
touch. Alfred with her wand ; for the purse the old
gnome gave him seems to brlng him little joy.”
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- He happened to look up at the moment, and there,
close by his hand, was Touchu balancing herself
t1p-1:oe on an orange-bud. She had the same lu-
minous, loving eyes, the same prismatic robe, and

 the same sunny gleam on her hair. She smiled as.

she said, “Then you do not repent your early

choice, though I could not give you a purse full |

of money ?”

“Qh, no indeed,” replied he. *Thou hgst bee_nr

the brightest blessmg of my life.”

She kissed his eyes, and, waving her wand over

him, said affectionately, * Take then the best gift T

have to offer. When thou art an old man, thou:

* ghalt ‘still rema;m, to the last, a simple, happy
Ghl]. L

‘BROTHER AND SISTER.

But show me, on thy Howery breast,
Earth, where thy nameless martyrs rest!
The thousands, who, uncheored by praise,
Have mades one offering of their days.
Mkgas, Hmmrds

“HURRA [ exclalmed John Golding to his sis-

‘ter Esther, See what Mr. Brown has bought with
.B1ddy 8 eggs!”

The boy's eyes sparkled, a,nd. his hands trembled

with delight, while Esthei’s more serious counten-
ance lighted up with a quick smile.

The treasure John exhibited with such exult- f
ation, was a worn copy of Goldsmith’s ‘Manners
and Customs. - The title-page declared that it was
adomed with plates ; but readers accustomed to the
present more beautiful style of publishing would
have been slow to admit that the stralght lank

- figures, daubed with engraver's ink, were’ any or-'

nament to the volumes, To the “unpractised eyes

-of John and his sister, they were, however, gems

of Art; and the manner in which they were ob-
tained greatly mcreased their Value The children
16 :

L
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. had received a cake and two little chickens from
‘a neighbour, in payment for plckmg cranberries.

Never did . chickens give rise to such extensive
speculations ; not even the imaginary brood of the -
. famous milk-maid. - The chickens would become,
heng, and the hens would lay eggs, and Mr. Brown,
who drove the market-wagon, would sell the cggs, -

~and there were ever so many books in Boston, and
~who could guess what wonderful stories they Would
" buy with their eggs? The visien was realized in

" due time. The chickens did become hens, and laid

eggs; and Mr. Brown listened good-naturedly to

John's request to sell them and buy “a book, that

had pictures in it, and told about countries a way
off.” Goldsmith’s Manners and Customs came as

the fruit of these instructions, and was hailed with

~ an outburst of joy.

Most boys would have chosen to buy marbles or’

- a drum ; but John's earliest passion had been for a
" Dbook. The subtle influences which organize tem-
peraments and produce character, aré not easily
traced. His intellectual activity certainly was not
derived from either of his parents ; for they were
mere healthy sluggish animals. But there was a
tradition in the neighbourhood, that his maternal
grandmother was “an extraordinary woman in her

day ; that few folks knew so much as she did ; and -
if her husband had been half as smart and g,a]cu-'

lating, they would have been very fore handed
people!”
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The children of the “extraordinary woman” in-
herited her husband’s inert temperament, but her
own energetic character re-appeared in her grand- -
children ; and they had the good fortune to be born
in New Encrland where the moral atmosphere stimu-
lates 1ntellec1: and the stream of knowledge flows
free and full to all the people. Hsther was as esger

~ for mform(mon as her more vivacious brother; and -

though, as a woman, her pathway of life was more

‘ ‘obstructed and all its growth more stinted, she

helped to lead him into broader avenues than she
herself was allowed to enter. - Being two years older -

“than he, it was her delight to teach him the alpha-

bet, as soon as he could speak ; and great was her
satistaction when he knes all the letters'in her lit-
tle, old primer, and,could recite the couplet that
belonged to each. They conveyed no very distinet,
idea to his mind, but Esther’s praise made him very
vain of this acco.mphshment A dozen times a day,
he shouted the whole twenty-four, all in a row, and

‘was quite out of breath when he amved ab:

o« Zaccheus he .
Did climb a tree,
His Lord to seel*

'I‘he mother Who was a kindly but dull woman,

~ took little intereést in their childish scrambling after
_ literature ; but she sent them to the town-school,

for the safke of having them out of the way ; and

‘she was somewhat proud that her children could
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“read joining-hand,” as she called it, earlier than

I,

neighbours of the same age. One day, when the

minister of the village called, she told John to
‘bring his book about Manners and Customs, and
let the minister hear how well they could read.
The good old man was much pleased with the
bright boy and his intelligent, motherly sister.
‘When their mother told kim the story of the eggs,
he patted them on the head and said: “That's
right, my children. You can't be too fond of your
books. They are the best friends in the world.
If you ask them, they will tell you about every
thing I" This remark, uttered in a very serious
tone, made a deep impression, That evening, as

~ brother and sister sat on the door-step, eating their

supper of bread and milk, the sun set bright and

- clear after a transient shower and a beautiful rain-
bow arched the entire heavens “ Oh, Bsther, look
- at that pretty rainbow!” exclaimed 3 ohn. “Ah,
gee! see! now there are two of 'em!” He gaZed

&t the beautiful phénomenon with all his soul in
_his eyes, and added: “As soon as we have eggs

-enough, we will get Mr. Brown to buy a book that

tells how rainbows are made, and where they come -

from.”. Esther replied, that she dld Wtsh the’ hens
- would lay three eggs a day.
‘When the market-man wag commes:oned to pur-

chase another volume, he’ declared himself unable .

to find one that told where rainbows came from.

~ In lieu thereof, he brought Brace's Travels; and

1

. it fed on.

: stronger for the contest.
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an’ unfailing source of entertemment it proved
Thus month by month’ their little library increased,
and their intellectual craving grew fast by the food
They gathered berries, picked chips,
ran on errands, rose early, and worked late, to ac-
cumulate s1xpenees |

‘When this is done. merely to obtain animal in- °

dulgences, or for the sake of possessing more than

others, there is something degrading in the servile

process; but when the object is pursuit of knowl-

edge for its own sake, all creeping things become

,'Wlnged Beautiful it is to see human souls thus
- struggling with poverty and toil, sustained only by
“those ministering angels, Hope and Faith! Those

who have life enough to struggle thus, are all the
For the vigorous intellect
it is better o be so placed than to be born in pal-
aces. Jean Paul’says truly “ Wealth bears far

~ heavier un talent than poverty. Under gold moun-
 tains and thrones, who knows how many a spiritual
* giant-may lie erushed down and buried ?”

Esther and her brother were troubled with no .

,ambmous conjectures whether or not they could -

ever become spiritual giants; they simply felt that

the acquisition of knowledge was present delight.

They thought litfle of hats and shoes, till father

‘and mother said these' must be bought with a por-’ :

tion of -their wages; but after that, they were

'doubly careful of their hats, and often carried their

shoes in their hands. Thus were they, in thelr
16‘* R ‘ f
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‘unconscious eamestness Izvmg according to laws

which hlghest reason would preseribe for the whole
social fabric.  They worked industriously at manual
labor, but always with a spiritual end in view;
and that spiritual end was their own chosén re-

creation. They practised the most careful econo-

my; but it was neither mean nor painful, because it
was for a noble use, not for the mere sake of accu-
mulation,

Though the poor parents were o'bhged to appm—
priate a portion of the children’s juvenile eai‘mngs
there was one little fund that was entirely their

own. The two chickens had a progeny of chickens, -

and these, in process of time, likewise laid eggs.
John picked up every stray grain of oats he could

find, because he had heard it was & good kind of

‘food to increase eggs ; and busy littte Bsther saved
all the oySter shells she could find, to pound for
‘the hens in winter; when there was no gravel to
" furnish material for the shells. The cackling of a
" hen was to them an important event. Esther smiled
at her knitting as she heard it, and John, as he
. plucked the weeds, raised up hls head to listen.
Hens have been oﬂen laughed at for proclaiming
~ all abroad that another egg is in the world ; but
- John's brood had a right to crow over their lmssmn

* Cackle away to thy heart’s content, thou brown lit-

tle feather-top] Never mind their jibes and jeers!
- Thy hurman superiors often become world-famous

by Bimply obeying an 1mpulse, whlch uncog- |

* gate opinion? -

L
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selcnsly to themselves, evolv'es extensive ‘and ‘pro-
gressive good ; and thou art net the first prattling
egotist, who has worked for far higher results than

‘he had the ability to comprehend. Let him who
‘ laughs at thy cackling, measure, if he can, what
* share thy new-laid egg may have in changing the

destiny of man! It will aid in the culture of 4
human soul. It will help to develop and stimu-

late individual thought. And if generously aimed.
-and fearlessly uttered, may not that individual

thought pervade and modify the entire opinion of
society ? And is not law the mere record of aggre-

Truly the cackling hen brought no such thoughts

to simple Esther and her brother John, To them
it merely anbounced that another egg was laid,'and
thereby another cent gained. toward the purchase
of a new book. They talked the stories over by

the light of the mgon, or recited to each other fa-

vorite passages from Burns and Bloomfield. When
the field-labourers took their noon-day rest, you

would be sure to-find John hidden away in the

‘shade of ‘a haystack, devounng a book, His zeal

attracted the minister’s attention, and. he often stop-
ped to talk with him. One day, he said to the
mother, “This boy will make something extraor-
dinary. He must get an education. He must go
to college, ma’am.”

“Bless my heart, I might as well think of send-

. ing him to the moon !” she replied.
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But Esther heard it with a quick blush of pleas- '
ure and pride; and henceforth the one absorbing

thought of her life was how to assigt in sending

John to college. * Busily she calculated how much -

could be earned in two years-by knitting, and bind-
ing shoes, and braiding straw. John listened with

. rapture to her plans, but bis triumph was checked

midway by the recollection that his sister could
not go te college with him.  *Why, Esther, you
have always been my teacher,” he said.’. “You
learn faster than I do, and you remember better.
Why don't women go to college ?”

“They couldn’s be lawyers, and mlmsters and
judges, if they did,” answered Esther.

“Why not ?” said John.

Esther’s knowledge and reflection on the sub;ect

stopped there, and she simply replied that women:
never kad done such things.

. #Why, yes, they have,” said John. “The Biblé |

_says that Deborah was a judge; and Queen Eliza-
beth was more than a judge ; and we read the other
day that Isabella of Spain knew how to direct an
army, and govern the state, better than her hus-

band, King Ferdinand. I am sure I don’t see Why -

women shouldn'¢ go to college.”..

. The boy, in the eagerness of brotherly love had

started ideas which he was too ignorant to follow,

But in his simple question lies the germ of thot ights
that will revolutionize the world. For as surely as

‘there is a God of harmon y in the unwerse, so surely
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will woman one day become the acknowledged
equal and co-worker of man, in every department

~ of life; and yet be more truly gentle and aﬂ'ecuon-

ate than she now is.
But: Esther was too young to reflect on such

| matters. - She loved her brother, and she wanted

him 1o go to college; and with unguestioning dili-
gence she applied her faculties to the purpose, in
every way that was left open for her. 'She scarcely

allowed herself time to eat and sleep, and grudged
herself every article of apparel, so zealous was her

sisterly love. Poor girl! there was no one to teach
_ her the physical laws, and she knew not that toil-.
. ing thus perpetually, without exercise for the body,

or recreation for the mind, was slow suicide. Month
after month she laboured, a,nd seldom spoke of pains
in her side, and confused feelings in her head.

Even her favourite luxury of reading was almost
entirely relinquished ; and John had little leisure

to read to her such books as were entertaining.
The minister had offered to hear him recite Latin
and Greek once a week, and he was too busy with
the classics, to have time for Voyages and Travels.

- He often repeated his lessons to his sistér, and from

his bald transla.tlons she here and there gleaned a
few ideas ; but this kind of mental effort was little -

,proﬁtable, and less enlivening. Blessed Nature -

stood ever ready to refresh and strengthen her,
The golden dandelion blossoms kmiled brightly in
her face, and the trees stretched their friendly arms

1
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over her in bleséing; but she had no time to listen

to their kind voices. It would ha_ve‘been difficult
to lure her aside from her arduous path, even if
- she had known that it would lead to an .open
tomb.

When an object is pursued with such concen- -
trated aim and persevering effort, it is almost al-
- ways attained. John taught school in the winters,

and worked at whatever his hand ¢ould find to do
in the summeérs. Hsther hoarded all her earnings,
" to add to the Education Iund, as they called it:

and their good friend the minister borrowed a hun-
dred dollars for them, to be repaid accordmg to.
their own convenience. At last, the darling hope
of many years was realized. John went to college, -

~and soon ranked among the best scholars of his
class. His sister still 'qo11ed that he rrnght have a
sufficiency of books and clothing. He studied hard,
and taught school during college vacations, and re-
turned home at the end of four years, attenuated
almost to a skeleton.

‘The new milk and cheese-whey, the ‘breath of

the cows, and the verdure of the fields, refreshed

him, and in some degree restored his exhausted
-strength. But now he was fretted with the ques-

tion, what to do with the education he had ac-
quired with so much hardship. An additional ex-

penditure of time and money was required to fit

him for either of the professions. He was not-

stimulated by any strong preference for either of
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' them, and his generous soul resisted the idea of
taxing his sister’s strength any farther for his own

advantage. The ¢0ld question of his boyhood re-
tarned with additional force. Why should she,

~with her noble nature and admirable faculties, be.

forever penned up within the small routine of petty

cares, and mere mechanical efforts? Why should

she not share his destiny, and enjoy with him a
more expansive atmosphere for soul and ‘body ?

Mo this end he resolved to labour. He would earn

money by the readiest means that offered, and de-
vote his earnings to her improvement But Esther
said, “If you educate me, dear John, what can T
do mth my education ? I can do nothlng but teach
school’; and for that I am sure my health is not-
adequate The doctor says I must take as much.

exercise as possible.”

“The doctor I exclaimed John. % Why, Esther,
you never told me you had been ill enough to con-
sult a physician.”

“It is merely a shght d_lfﬁ(}lﬂty in my lungs ”

she replied. “I am going to -spin on the great
wheel this winter ; and I think that will cure me.

Do not trouble your kind heart about me, my dear

‘John. While I have any health and strength I

will never consent to be a burden upon, you, how-

- ever much you may urge it. I do not believe that

sisters ought to depend on brothers for support
I am sure it is far better for the characters of
‘women to rely on their own energies, But some-
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times I think we have not a fair chance in the
world. I often wish, as you do, that it was easy -

for us to obtain a more liberal educatmn, and cus-

tomary to use that education in a freer scope for all -
our faculties. But never mind, dear brother, the.

door of your cage is open, and the world is all be-
fore you, Go where you will, I know you will
never forget the sister, who loves you 8o dearly.
You are destined to go fd,r ahead of me in life; bus
your goed heart will never allow you to be ashamed
of your poor untutored Esther.”

John folded her close to his heart, and turned

away to hide the gathering tears. He was more

“than ever desu'ous to do something for the high cul-

ture of that generous and affectionate soul. The

way to earn a moderate income was soon opened to

him. The widowed sister of one of the college |

professors wanted a private tutor for. her sons ; and
John Golding was recommended by her brother
Here he ‘came in contact, for the first time, with
the outward refinements of life. Charming musie,
harmonious colours, .glegant furniture, and, above

all, the daily conversatmn of a cultlvated. woman,

breathed their gentle and refining influences over

his strong and honest soul. At first, he was shy

- and awkward, but the kindly atmosphere around
him, gradually unfolded the sleeping flower-buds
-within, and without thinking of the process,-the
scholar became a gentleman. By careful economy,
he repaid Esther the sums she had advanced for
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" his education ; ‘but the quesﬁon was forever re-

newed how he should manage to have her share
his advantages, without sacrificing her noble spirit
of independence. His visits to the old homestead

‘reminded him, sometimes a little pamfully, that be
~ was leaving his family far behind him in the career
~ of knowledge and refinement. His father chewed

- tobacco, without much regard to cleanliness. His

kind old mother would cut the butter with the same

- knife she had used in eating. She had done so all .

‘her life, but he had never before noticed it, and it
vexed him to the heart to find himself so much
annoyed by it now. His serious, gentle sister, was

- endowed with an unusual degree of natural refine-

ment, which is usually a better teacher Of.man”'“_é".‘*r,‘»

~ than mere conventional politeness. But once, when

he brought home one of his pupils, she came out
to meet them dressed in a new gown, of dingy blue

~ and brick-red, with figures large enough- for bed-
~ curtains. He blushed, and was for a moment

ashamed of her; then he reproached himself that

his darling Esther could seefgato him in any réspect

vulgar, The next week he sent her a dress of deli-
cate material and quiet colours, and she had tact
enough to perceive, that this was a sﬁent mode ef
improving her taste.

The most painful thmg connected W1th his own

- superior culture was the spiritual distance it pro-

duced between him and his honest parents. . Their

- xelative positions were reversed. Father and mother

17 ' ‘ N
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3 looked up with wondering deference to their chili

_dren. 'Like hens that have hatched ducks, ‘they

" knew not what to make of their progeny, thus
~ launching out on a fluid element, which they had
never tried. But he perceived the distance between
them far more clearly than they could. He counld

receive the whole of their thought, but was con-
stantly obliged to check the uiterance of his own, .

* from a consciousness that allusions the most com-
mon to him, would be quite unintelligible to them.
“The butterﬂy may remember the grub; but the
grub has no knowledge of the butterfly.” With
Hsther he had unalloyed pleasiré of companion-

sh1p, for though ignorant of the world, and de- -

ficient in culture; she was an 1n1;elhgen_t listener,
and it charmed him to see her grow continually
under the influence of the surishine he could bring

~ to 'her. How he loved to teach her! How he.
longed to prove his gratitude by the consecration

of all his faculties and means to her use! -

‘In little more than a year after he left college -

a delightful ohamgemme over his prospects A
brother of the widow in whose family he had been
‘tutor, was ‘appointed -ambassador to Spain, and
‘through her influence he selected John Golding for

his private secretary. Esther, true to her unselfish

natare, urged him by all means to accept the offer.
“When you were a little boy,” said she; “ you were
always eager to know about countries a great way
off- But we litile thought then that our cackling

3
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hens would ever brmg you such a golden oppor-

tunity,”

John's satisfaction would have been complete,

if he could have taken Esther with him to that

balmy clime. But she had many objections to

'( offer. She said her rustic manners unfitted her

for the elegant circles in which he would move;
and he replied that she would catch the tone. of
polished society far more readily than he could.

- She reminded him that their parents needed his

assistance to repair the old dilapidated homestead,
and to purchase cows; and that he had promised

“to devote to their use the first money he could

spare. He sighed, and made mo answer; for he
felt that his pecuniary resources were altogether -
inadequate to his generous wishes, Again the
question returned, “ Why cannot women go abroad,
and earn their own way in the world, as well as

men??. The coming ages answered him, but he
~did not hear the prophecy.:

At last the hour of parting came. - Painful it
was fo both but far more pggpful to Esther. The

_young man went forth to seck novelty and ad-

venture; the: young wornan remamed alone, in the

~dull monotony of an uneventful Tife. And more
" than this, she. felt a mournful certa,mty that she.

should never behold her darling brother again,
while he was cheered by hopes of a happy re-

~unjon, and was forever building the most romantic
o castles in Spam " 8he never told him how very
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ill she was; and he thought her interrupted breath

was ea.used merely by the chohng emotmns of an

over-charged heart..
He deposited with & friend more money than

he could have prevailed upon her to. accept, and .

~ made a choice collection of books and engravings,
- to cheer her during his absence. To the last mo-

‘ment, he spoke of coming for her next year, and

carrying her to the sunny hills of Spain, 'With a

~ faint smile she promised to learn Spanish, that she

might be able to tallf"with her brother Don Scol-
ardo; and so with mutual struggle to.suppress
their tears, the brother and sister, who had gone so

_ lovingly, hand in hand, over the rough paths of

life, parted just where the glancmg sumrmt of his
hopes rose bright before him.

A letter written on board ship was full of cheer— .

ful visions of the quiet 11tera,ry home they would
enjoy together in the commg years, The next let-
ter announced his arrival in Spain. Oh, the ro-
mantie old castles, the picturesque mills, the rich
vineyards, the glowingy oranges, the great swelling

" bunches of grdapes!. He was half wild with enthu-

~ siasm, and seemed to have no annoyance, except
the fact that he could not speak modern languages,
“I ought not,” said he, “to complain of the college-

edueatlon for which we toiled #o hard, and which

has certainly opened for me the closed gateway of
a far nobler life than T could probably have entered
by any other means. But after all, dear Hsther,
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.‘Iﬁuoh of mj time z‘;nd. money was spent for what I

cannot bring into use, and shall therefore soon for
get. - Even my Latin was not taught me in a way
that enables me to talk freely with the learned for-

" eigners I meet. By the light of my present expe-

rience, I can: certainly devise a better plan of edu-

cation for my son, if I ever have one. Meanwhile,
dear sister, do not work t00 hard’; and pray study

French and Spanish with all d111gence for laugh
as thou wilt at my *castles in. Spain,’ I will surely
come and bring thee here. Think of the golden
oranges and great luscious grapes, which thou wilt

* never see in their beauty, till thou seest them here!

Think of seeing the Alhambra, with its golden lat-
tice-work, and flowery arabesques! Above all, im-~
agine thyself scated under a fig-tree, leaning on the
bosom of thy ever-loving brother I””

Poor Esther! This description of a genial cli-

‘mate made her sigh i for while she read i, the
" cold East winds of New England were cutting her

wounded lungs like da"gger-points But when she
answered the precious letteggshe made no allusion

~ to this, She wrote playfully, concerning the health

of the cows and the hens ; asked him to mform her
what was cackle in Spanish, for she reverenced the

- word, and would fain know it in all languages.

Flnally, she assured him, that she was studymng
busily, to make herself ready to reside in the grand.
castle he was building. The tears came to her eyes,

“as she folded the letter, but she tarned hastﬂy aside,

7%
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that they might not drop on the paper. - Never in

her life had she been willing to let her shadow CTOSS

his sunshine."

It was the last letter she ever wrote She ‘had.

~ sought to crown her brother with laurels on earth,

and his ministering angel crowned her with gar-.

lands in heaven. | ,
% ® % * . % *. %
Three years afterwards, John stood by her hum-
‘ble grave in his native village. The tears flowed
fast, as he thought to himself, “ And I once blushed
for thee, thou great and noble soul, because thou
‘wert clothed in .a vulgar dress! Ah, mean, un-

v grateful wretch, that T was! And how stinted was

 thy life, thou poor one | —A slow grinding martyr-
“dom from beginning to end.” -

He remembered the wish she had s meekly ex-
pressed, that women might have 'a more liberal
education, and a wider scope for their facultics.
“Tor thy sake, thou dear one,” said he, “Iwill be

the friend and brother of all women, To their im-
provement and elevation will T consecrate my tal- -

ent and my education. This is the monument T
- will build to thee; and I believe thy gentle spirit
" will bless me for it in heaven.”

He soon after married a young woman, whose

character and early history strongly resembled his
beloved sister’s, ' Aided by her, he devoted all his

energies to the establishment of a Normal School
for Young Women. Mind after mind unfolds un-
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der his brotherly care, and goes forth to ald in the
redemption of woman, and the slow harmonizing

of our social discords.
Well might uittle brown feather-top cackle aloud $ -

for verily her mission was a great one.
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THE STREAM OF LIFE

Ix morning 1"10111'8‘,7
Full of flowers,
Our swift boats glide
O’er life’s bright tide ;
And every time the oars we raise
- The falling drops like diamonds blaze,

From earth and sky

Comes melody ;

And ev'ry voice’

Singeth, * Rejoice I”
While echoes all around prolong
‘The cadence of that wondrous song,

Above each boat
Bright fairies float,
Mounting on air
~ To castles thére,
The earth is full of glorious things
All tinged with light from rainbow wings,

Dear Friendship’s smile, - -
And Love'’s sweet wile,
~Make Life all bright
With genial light, -
" And seem to shine with steady ray,
That ne'er can change, or fade away.

-
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More slowly glides life’s evening boat,
And withered flowers around it float.

-The drops fall dark from weary oars,
And dismal fogs shrond all the shores.

Like w1dowed blrd that mourns alone,
Sings Music, in her minor tone,

. Of flowers that blossom but to d1e 3

And echoes answer plaintively.

* Bright fairies change to limping hags ;

Their rainbow wings to dingy rags.

" Dark heavy clouds sail through the air,

‘Where golden castles shone so fair,

- Strong hearts grow faint, and young ones old H
“Friendships decline, and Love is cold.

Dim twilight changes morn’s ideal

To ﬁiek’rit_lg shadows, all unreal,

But joy remains, if we have thrown ‘
Fresh flowers to boats around our own.

‘Though currents part us far and wide,

Sweet perfumes hve from ﬂowers that died,

Or if our blossoms formed good ieeds,
Buch as the growmg future nedls;
Those little germs perchance may yield

Rich waving crops in Time’s ripe fields,

|
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Though dark the tide we're drifting o’er,
It brings us near that brighter shore,
Where longing souls at length will know
The use of this world’s changing show. -

'Mea.nw}'xile, though s{rnlight has gone down, |

Life's ev’ning wears a starry crown,
Where weary ones, who look ahove,
May read the letters, “ God is love.”

' MAN THAT KILLED HIS NEIGHBOURS.

THE' PRINCIPAL INCIDENTS OF THIS STORY ARE FAOTS,
Send thou abroad a love for all who live,
* And feel the deep content in turn they give.
Kind wishes and good deeds——they make not poor H
They'll home again, full laden to thy door.
The streams of love flow back where they begin ;
For aprings of outward joys lie deep within. !
R. W, DANA.
i ) i . )
It is curious to observe how a man’s spiritual
state reflects itself in the people and animals around
him ; nay, in the very garments, trees and stones.
Reuben Black was an infestation in the neigh-
bourhood where be resided: The very sight of
him produced effects similar to the Hindoo magical
tune, called Raug, which is said to bring on clouds,
storms, and earthquakes. His wife seemed lean,

sharp, and uncomfortable. The heads of his boys

had ‘a bristling aspect, as if each individual hair

stood on end with perpetual fear. The cows poked
out their horns horizontally, as soon as he opened

.the barn-yard gate. The dog dropped his tail be-
_. tween his Iegs, and eyed him agkance, to see what
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humour he was in. The cat looked wild and

scraggy, and had been known to rush straight up
the chimney when he moved toward her. Fanny
Kemble's éxpressive description of the Pennsyl-

vanian stage-horses was exactly suited to Reuben’s -

poor old nag. *His hide resembled an old hair-
trunk.” Continual whipping and kicking had made
- him such a stoic, that no amount of blows could
quicken his pace, and no chirruping, could change
the dejected drooping of his head. All his natural
language said, as plainly as a horse could say it, that
- he was a most unhappy beast. Even the trees on
Reuben’s premises had a gnarled and knotted ap-

pearance. . The bark wept little sickly tears of gum,
and the branches grew awry, as if they felt the con-
~ tinual discord, and made sorry faces at each other,

behind their owner’s back. Hig flelds were red
with. sorrel, or run over with mullein. Every thing

seemed as hard and arid as his own visage. -Every -

day, he cursed the town and thé neighbourhood,
‘because they poisoned his dogs, and stoned his
hens, and shot his cats. Continual law-suits in-

volved him in so much expense, that he had neither
time nor money to spend on the improvement. of

his farm.
Against Joe Smlth a poor labourer in the nelgh-

bourhood, he had brought three suits in suceession,

Joe said he had returned a spade he borrowed, and
" Reuben swore he had not. He sued Joe, and re-

covered damages, for which he ordered the sheriff
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 to geize his pig. Joe, in hls wrath, called him an

old swindler, and a curse to the nelghbourhood
These remarks were soon repeated to Reuben.
He brought an action for slander, and recovered

twenty-five cents. Provoked at the laugh this oc-

casioned, he watched for Joe to pass by, and set

- his big dog upon him, screammg furiously, “Call .

me an old swindler again, will you?” An evil
spirit is more contagious than the plague. Joe
wen$ home and scolded his wife, and boxed little

. -Joe’s ears, and klcked the cat ; and not one of them

knew what it was'all for. A fortmght after, Reu- -

ben’s big dog was found dead by poison. - Where-
upon he brought another action against Joe Smith,-
and not being able to prove him guilty of the
charge of dog-murder, he took his revenge by pois-

" oning & pet lamb, belonging to Mrs, Smith, Thus

the bad game went on, with mutual worriment and
loss. . Joe's temper grew more and more vindictive,

“and the love of talking over his troubles at the grog-

shop increased upon him. Poor Mrs. Smith cried,

.and said it was all owing to Reuben Black; for a

better-hearted man never lived than her J oe, When
she first married him..

Such was the state of things when Simeon Green
purchased -the farm adjoining Reuben’s, The es-
tate had been much neglected, and had caught
thistles and mullein from the neighbouring fields.
But Simeon was a diligent man, blessed by nature

with a healthy orgamzatmn and a gemal tempera-
18
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ment; and a wise and kmd education had alded
nature in the perfection of her goodly work. His
provident industry- soon changed the -aspect. of
things on the farm. River-mud, autumn 1ea,ves,
old shoes, and old bones, were all put in requi-
sition to assist in the production of use and beauty.
The trees, with bratches pruned, and bark scraped
free from moss and insects, soon looked clean and
vigorous. Fields of grain waved where weeds had
rioted. Persian lilacs bowed gracefully over the
simple gateway. Michigan roses covered half the
" housge with their abundant clusters. Even the
rough rock which formed the door-step, was edged
‘with golden moss. The sleek horse, feeding in
clover, tossed his mane and neighed when his mas-
ter came near; as much as to say “ The world is
all: the pleasanter ‘for having you in it, ‘Simeon

 Green!” The old cow, fondling her calf under
the great walnut tree, walked up to him ‘with se-

rious friendly face, askmg for the slice of sugar-
beet he was wont to give her. Chanticleer, strut-
ting about, with his troop of plump hens and
. downy little - chickens, took mno trouble to- keep,
out of his way, but ﬂapped his ‘glossy wings, and
crowed a welcome in his very face. 'When Simeon

turned his steps homeward, the boys threw up their -

caps and ran out shouting, # Father’s coming !" and
little Mary went toddling up to him, with a dande-
lion blessom to place in his. button hole. His wife
was a woman of few words, but she. sometunes san:l
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to her nelghbours with a quiet kind of satlsfactlon
“ Bverybody loves my husband that knows hlm.
They can’t help it.”

Simeon Green’s acquamtance knew that he was
never engaged in a law-suit in his life; but they
predicted that he would find it 1mposm’ole to avoid
it now. They told him his next neighbour was
.determined to quarrel with people, whether they

- would or not ; that he was -like John Liburne,

of whom J: udge 'Jenkins said, “If the world was®

emptied of every person but himself, Liburne
would- still quarrel with John, and J ohn with
Liburne.” '

“Is that his character ?" said Simeon, in his smil-
ing way. “If he exercises it upon me, I will soon
kill him.” o S

In every neighbourhood there are individuals
who like to foment disputes, not from any definite
intention of malice or mischief, but merely because

- it makes a little ripple of excitement in the dull

stream of 'life, like a contest between dogs or
game-cocks. Such people were not slow in repeat-

ing Simeon Green’s remark about his wrangling

neighbour, “Kill me/ will he?” exclaimed Reu.

ben. He said no more; but his tightly compressed

mouth bad such a mgmﬁcant expression, that his
dog dodged him, as he would the track of a tiger.
That very: night, Reuben turned his horse into the
highway, in hopes - he would commit some depre-

. da,tmns on nelghbour Green's premlses But Joe

-

-
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Smith, seeing the animal at large, let down the
bars of Reuben’s own corn-field, and the poor
beast walked in, and feasted as he had not done

. fof many a year. It would have been a great

satisfaction to Reuben if he could have broughta
lawsuit against his horse; but as it was, he was
obliged to content himself with beating him. Hlféll
next exploit was to shoot Mary Green's handsome
chanticleer, because he stood on the stone wall

and crowed, in the ignorant joy of his heart, two ™

inches beyond the frontier line that bounded the

contiguous farms. Simeon said he was sorry for
the poor bird, and sorry because. his wife and .

children liked the pretty creature; but 9themcise
it ‘was no great matter. He had been ;mtendmg
to build a poultry yard, with a good high fence,

that his hens might not annoy his neighbours; and

now he was admonished to make haste and do it.
He would build them a snug warm house to
roost in; they should have plenty of gravel and
oats, and Toom to promenade back and forth, qnd
crow and cackle to their heart’s content ; there they

could enjoy themselves, and be out of harm’s way. -

.But Reuben Black had a degree of ingenuity

#._and perseverance, which might have produced

- great results for mankind, had those qualities been
devoted to some more noble pprpose ﬁhan provok-
ing quarrels. A pear tree in his garden very

improperly stretched over a ﬁiendly arm into
Simeon Green's premises. Whether the sunny
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state of things there had a cheering effect on the

- tree I know not; but it happened that this over-

hanging” bough- bore more abundant fruit, and
glowed with a richer hue, than the other boughs.
One day, little George Green, as he went whistling

_ along, picked up a pear that had fallen into his

father’s garden. The instant he touched it, he felt’
something on the back of his neck, like the sting

- of awasp. It was Reuben Black’s whip, followed

by such a storm of angry words, that the poor
child rushed into the house in' an agony of terror.
But this experiment failed also. The boy was
soothed by his mother, and told not to go near the -
pear tree again ; and there the matter ended.

This imperturbable good nature vexed Reuben.

~more than all the tricks and taunts he met from

others. Evil efforts he could understand, and
repay with compound interest ; but he did not know-
what to make of this perpetual . forbearance, It
seemed to him there must be something’ contemp-

tuous’ in it. He disliked Simeon Green more

than all the rest of the town put together, because

- he made him feel so uncomfortably in the wrong,
-and did not afford him the slightest pretext for
-complaint, - It was annoying to see every thing in

his neighbour’s domains looking so happy, and pre-

' senting such a bright contrast to the forlornness of

his own. When thejr wagons passed each other

on the road, it seemed as if Simeon’s horse tossed

his head higher, and flung out his mane, as if ho
18% : .o
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‘ knew he was going by B,euben Black’s old nag,
He often said he supposed Green covered his

‘ }iouse wath roses and honeysuckles on purpose to -

shame his bare walls. But he didn’t care—not
he! He wasn't going to be fool enough to rot hds
boards with such stuff, - But no one resented his
disparaging remarks, or sought to provoke him in
‘any way. The roses smiled, the horse neighed,
and the calf capered; but noue of them had the
least idea they were insulting Reuben Black.
Even the dog had no malice in his heart, though
‘he did one night chase home his’ geese, and bark

at them through the bars. Reuben told his mas»

_ ter, the next day; he swore he would bring an

action against him, if he didn’t keep that dog at’

home; and Simeon answered very quietly that he
would try to take better care of him, For several
days a strict watch was kept in hopes Towzer

would worry the geese again; but they paced |

home undisturbed, and not a solitary bow-wow
fum1shed excuse for a law-smt. . .

- The new nelghbours not only declmed quarrel-
ling, bus they occasionally made positive advances
totards a friendly rélation. Simeon’s wife sent
Mrs. Black a large basket full of very fine cherries,

Pleased with the unexpected attention, she cor-

dially replied, “Tell your mother it was very
kind of her, and I am very much obliged to her.”

Reuben, who ‘sat smoking in the chimney-corner,
listened to this message once without any manifes-
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tation of impéxtience,' except- -whiffing the smoke

* through his pipe a little faster and fiercer than
~usual. But when the boy was gomg out of the

door, and the friendly words were, again repeated
he' exclaimed, “Don’t make a fool of yourself
Peg. They want to give us a hint to send a -

* bagket of our pears; that's the upshot of the busi-

ness. You ‘may send ’em a basket, when they
are’ripe; for I scorn to 'be under obligation, espe-
cially to your smooth-tongued folks.” Poor Peggy,
whose arid life had been for the moment refreshed.
with a little dew. of kindness, admitted distrust’
into her bosom, and the halo that radiated round
the ripe glowing cherries departed.

. Not long after this advance towards good ne1gh-
bourhood some labourers employed by Simeon
Green, passing over a bit of marshy ground, with a
heavy team, stuck fast in a bog occasioned by
long continued rain. The poor oxen were entirely

"unable to extricate themselves, and .Simeon ven-
tured to ask assistance from his waspish neighbour,

who was working at a short distance. . Reuben

‘replied grufily, “I've got enough to do to attend to

my own business.,” ‘The civil request that he

"might be allowed to use his oxén and chains for a

few moments being answered in the same surly |
tone, Simeon silently Walked off, in search of a

* more obliging nelghbour

"The men, who. were left Waltmg with the. pa-

‘tient, suﬁ‘ermg oxen, scolded about Reuben’s 111-
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nature, and said they hoped he would get stuck in
the same bog himself. Their employer rejoined,

“If he does, we will do our duty, and help him
out.” “ -

- “There 7s such a thing as being oo good-natured,”
said they. * “If Reuben Black takes the notion that
people are afraid of him, it makes him trample on
them worse than ever.” ‘ o L

% Oh, wait a while,” replied Mr. Green, smiling,

“T will kill him before long.” Wait and see if I

don’t kill him.” S

It chanced, soon after, that Reuben’s team did .
stick fast in the same bog, as the workmen had

wished. Simeon observed it, from a neighbouring
field, and gave directions that the oxen and chains
should be immediately conveyed to his assistance.
The men faughed, shook their heads, and said it was
good enough for the old hornet. They, however,

cheerfully proceeded to do as their employer had
requested. “You are in a bad situation, neigh..

bour,” said Simeon, as he came alongside of the
foundered team. “But my men are coming with

two yoke of oxen, and I think we shall soon

manage to help you out.” | A
“You may take your oxen back again,” replied
- Reuben; *T don’t want any of your help.” '

In a very friendly tone Simeon answered, “T can- |
not consent to do that; for evening is coming on,
and you have very little time to lose. It.is a. bad

job any time, but it will be still worse in the dark.”
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, “Light or dark, I don’t ask your help,” replied
Reuben, emphatically. “I would'nt help ybu out
of the bog, the other day, when you asked me.”

“The trouble T had in relieving my poor oxen
teaches me to sympathize with others in the same
situation,” answered Simeon. *“Don’t let us waste
words about it, neighbour. It is impossible for

- me to go home.and leave you here in the bog, and
" night coming on.” . | |

The team was soon drawn\ out, and Simeon and
his men went away, without waiting for thanks.
When Reuben went home that night, he was
unusually silent 'and thoughtful. After smoking
a while, in deep contemplation, he gently knocked
the ashes from his pipe, and. said, with a sigh,
* Peg, Simeon Green Aas killed mel”

“What do you mean?” said his wife, dropping
her knitting with a look of surprise, S

“You know when he first came into this neigh- -
bourhood, he said he'd kill me,” replied Reuben;
“and he has done it.. The other day, he asked me
to help draw his team out of the bog, and I told him
I had enough to do to attend to my own business.
To-day, my team stuck fast in the same bog, and

“he came with two yoke of oxen to draw it out.

I felt sort of ashamed to bave A#m lend me & hand,
so I told him I didn’t want any of his help; but he
answered, just as pleasant as if nothing contrary
had ever happened, that night was coming on, and

he was not willing to leave me there in the mud.”
‘ ) \ . '
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¢ Tt was very good of him,” replied Peggy. ‘' He

is & pleasant-spoken man, and always has a pretty

word to sny to the boys. His wife seems to be a
" nice neighbourly body, too." :

_° Reuben made no answer; but after medltatmg a
while, he remarked, “ Peg, you know that big ripe

melon down at the bottom of the garden? vou may

a8 well carry it over there, in the morning.” His~

wife said she would, without asking him’ to explain
where “over there” was. ,

. But when tho morning came, Reuben wallked
ba.ck and forth, and round and round, with that
- gort of aimless activity, often manifested by heus,
and by fashionable idlers, who feel restless, and
‘don’t know what to ran after. At length, the
cause of his uncertain movements was explained,

by his saying, in the form of a question, “I guess

"1 may as well carry the melon myself, and thank
him for his oxen? In my flurry. down there in
the marsh, I did'nt think to say I was cbhged to
him.”

He marched off toward the garden, and his wife

stood at the door, with one hand on her lip, and
the other shading the sun from her eyes, to sce if
he really would carry the melon into Simeon

Green’s house. It was the most remarkable inci-
dent that had happened since her marriage. She
could hardly believe her own eyes. He walked
‘quick, as if afraid he should not be able to carry
the unusual impulse into action if he stopped to
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reconsxder the question, - When he found himself

_in Mr Green's house, he felt extremely awkward,

and hastened to say, “Mrs. Green, here is a melon -

. my wife sent you, and we reckon it's a ripe one.”

Without manifesting any surprise at such unex-

* pected courtesy, the fmendly matron thanked him,

and invited him to sit down, But he stood pla.y-

* - ing with the lateh of the door, and without raxsmg

s eyes said, “May be Mr. Green ain't i in, this °

mornin g el

“He is at the pump, and will be in directly,”

she replied; and before her words were spoken,

the honest man walked in, with a face’ as fresh

- and bright as & June morning. He stepped right |
" up to Reuben, shook his hand cordially, and said,

“I'am glad to see you, neighbour. Take a chair.
Take a chair,”

“Thank you, I can't stop,” replied Reuben. He
pushed his hat on one side, rubbed his head, looked
out of the window, and then said’ suddenly, as if

~ by a desperate effort, “The fact is, Mr, Green, I

didn't behave right about the oxen.”

“ Never rmnd, never mind,” replied Mr. Green,
“Perha,ps I shall get into the bog again, some of
these ramy days. If Ido, I shall know whom to

~ call upon.”

“Why you see,” said Reuben, stlll very much

~confuged, and avoiding Simeon's mild clear eye,

“you see the neighbors about here are very ugly.
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If I had always lived by such nelghbours as you
- are, I shouldn’t be just as I am.

% Ah, well we must try to be to others what we ,

Want them to be to us,” rejoined Simeon. “You

. know the good book says so. I have learned by

- experience that if we speak kind words, we hear
kind echoes. If we try to make others happy,
it fills them with a wish to make us happy.
Perhaps you and I can bring the neighbourhood
round, in timé. Who knows? Let us try, Mr.
Black! Let ustry! But come and look at my
orchard. I want to show you a tree, which I have
. grafted with very choice apples. If you like I
will procure you some scions from the same stock.”
They went -into the orchard - together, and

friendly chat soon put Reuben at his ease. When
he returned home, he made no remarks about his.
visit; for he could not, as yet, summon sufficient

greatness of soul to tell his wife that he had con-
fessed himself in the wrong. A gun stood behind

the kitchen door, in readiness to shoot Mr. Green’s
dog for having barked at his horse. " He now.

fired the contents into the air, and put the gun
away in the barn. From that day, henceforth, he
never sought for any pretext to quarrel with either
the dog or his -master. A short time after, Joe
Smith, to his utter- astonishment, saw him pat
Towzer on the head, and heard him say, ‘ Good
fellow 1"

Suneon Green was far too magnanimous to

!
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repeat to any one that his quarrelsome neighbour
had confessed himself to blame.” He merely smiled
as he said to his.wife, “I thought we should kill

him, after a while.,” | f
. Joe Smith did not belicve in such dectrines.

When he heard of the adventures in the marsh, he
said, “Sim Green's a fool. When he first came

“here he talked very big about killing folks, if they

didn’t mind their Ps and Qs. But he don’t appear
to have as much splrl,t as a worm; for a worm will
turn when its trod upon.”

Poor-Joe had -grown more intemperate and more

~ quarrelsome, till at last nobody would employ him,

About a year after the memorable incident of the
‘water-melon, some on¢ stole several valuable hides
from Mr. Green. He did not mention the eircum-
stance to any one but his wife; and they both had

- reasons for suspecting that Joe was the thief. The

next weck, the following anonymous advertisement
appeared in the newspaper of the county :
““Whoever stole a lot of hides on Friday night,
the 5th of the present month, is hereby informed
that the owner has a sincere w1sh to be his friend.

 If poverty tempted him to this false step, the’
~owner will keep the whole transaction a secret,

and will gladly put him. in the way of obtmmng
money by means more likely to bring him peace

‘of' mlnd n#

]

* This advertisement is a literal copy of one actuall ub-
lished, and it produced the effects hererx,'ZIated yP

10
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" This singular advertisemént' of course excited
a good deal of remark. There was much debate
whether or not the thief would avail himself of the

friendly offer. Some said he would be a green-
-horn if he did; for it was manifestly a trap to

- cateh him. But he who had committed the dis-
honest deed alone knew whence the benevolent
offer came; and he.knew that Simeon Green was
not a man to set.traps for his fellow creatures.

A few nights afterward a timid knock was
\ heard at Simeon’s door, just as the family were
retiring to rest. . When the door was opened, Joe
Smith was seen on the steps, with a load of hides
on his shoulder, Without raising his eyes, he said
in a low, humble tone, *I have brought these back,
Mr. Green. Where shall I put them ?" '

“Wait a moment, till T can get a lantern, and
I will go to the barn with you,” hé replied. “Then
you will come in, and tell me how it happened.
We will see what can be done for you.”

Mrs. Green knew that Joe often went hungry,
and had become accustomed to the stimulus of
‘rum. She therefore hastened to make hot coffee,

and brought from the closet some cold meat and a -

pie. ‘ - .
When they returned from the barn, she said; “1

thought you might feel the better for a little warm

supper, neighbour Smith.” Joe turned his back

~ toward her, and did not speak. He leaned his
head against the chimney, and after a moment’s .

"
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silence, he said in a choked voice, “It was the
first time I ever stole any thing; and I have felt.
very bad about it. I don’t know how it is, I
didn’t think once I should ever come to be what-

"~ I.am. . But I took to quarrelling, and then to

drinking. Since I began to go down hill, every-
body gives me a kick. You are the first man
that has offered me a helping hand. My wifo is
feeble, and my children starving.. You have sent
them many a meal, God bless you! and yet I stole
the hides from you, ‘meaning to sell them the first
chance I could get. But I tell you the truth, Mr.
Green, it is the first time I ever deserved the name
of thief.” o )

“Let it be the last, my friend,” said Simeon,

| Eressing. his hand kindly. “The secret shall re- -
- main between. ourselves. You are young, and

can make up for lost time. Come, now, give me
a promise that you will not drink one drop of
intoxicating liquor for a year, and I will employ

- you to-morrow, at good wages. Mary will go to

see your family early in the morning, and perhaps
we may find some employment for them also.
The little boy can at least pick tp stones. Bus
eat a bit now, and drink some hot coffee, It will

. keep you from wanting to drink any thing stronger

to-night. . You will find it hard to abstain, at first,
Joseph; but keep up -a brave heart, for the sake
of your wife and children, and it will soon be-
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" come eﬁsy. Whé,n you feel the need of coffee, tell .

miy Mary, and she will always give it to you.”

Joe tried to eat and drink, but the food seemed ..

to choke him. He was nervous and excited. After

an ineffectual effort to compOSe himself, he laid his |

head on the table and wept like a child.
After a while, Simeon -persuaded him to bat‘he
 his head in cold water, and he ate and drank v.mh
a good appetite. When he went away, the. klnd-
" hearted host said, “Try to do well, Joseph, and
you shall always find a friend n me)” .
The poor fellow pressed his hand and replied,—

«T understand now how it is you kill bad neigh-

bours.” ‘ : . .
He entered in Mr. Green’s service the next d_a,y,
- and remained in it many years, an honest and faith-
ful man. |

~ actly the coler of the ‘tree on which it is xﬁe&,.

-

INTELLIGENCE OF ANIMAIS.

“The whole subject of the brute ereation is to me one of such
painful mystery, that I dare not approach it.”—Ds. ArNoLp.

o _If we deny them soul, we must admit that they have some
spirit - diveet from God, what we eall unerring instinet, which
holds the place of it.”—Sir Isam): Newron,

Axy reflecting person who has lived much in
the country, and been observant of animals, must
have had thoughts similar to those expressed in the |
above mottoes. Even the smallest and most com-
mon animals sometimes give indications of thought,
feeling, and memory, almost as remarkable as those
related of the “halfreasoning elephant.” If we

* could penetrate into the mysteries of their domes-

tic arrangements, and learn of the humming-bird
why she makes her little thimble of a nest so ex-

and of the mason-bee why he makes his smalMNmor-

- tared cell to reéemble s0 closely the stones of the

wall where he inserts if, we should probably be
still more puzzled to define the boundary between
instinet and reason. | o

~Several times in my life my attention has been
arrested, and my mind excited to activity, by sin-

gular manifestations of intelligence in animals that

- 19%




992 INTELLIGENCE OF ANIMALS,

came under my observatlon A few summers ago,

when T was living at an old farm-house in New

York, I chanced to go into the: garret late in the -

afternoon, . The sun was setting in a blaze of

glory, and 1 knelt at the western window, looking -
out long and lovingly upon the broad expanse of -

field and meadow, on which he was throwing a

~ shower of gold as he passed away. After a while, .
my attention was diverted from this beautiful scene.
by the motions of a wasp, that emerged from a.

- crevice in the old window, and began to nibble off
thin, soft slivers of the decaying wood, to be used
. in constructing her nest. I bent very near to her,

trying to ascertain by what process she cut up the.

materials so dexterously. Suddenly, she stopped
working, drew back a little, and appeared to watch

‘me as closely as I watched Zer. At first, I thought.

this was a delusion of my imagination; for I sup-
posed her eyes were too small to see me. So

I continued gazing at her, waiting to observe what-

ghe would do.” She remained motionless, in an at-

titude that expressed surprise and consternation as

plainly. as'an insect could express them. Presently,
another wasp came up from the same crevice, and
began to nibble at the rotten wood. The first
*wasp immediately put out one of her antennswe, and
‘pulled the antenna of her nelghbour, as I would
* jog the elbow of a companion, if T wished to call
her attention to something extracrdinary. The

seeond wasp drew back instantly, in the same atti-
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\ f;ude and, without stirring, appeared to gaze at-

me fixedly. A third wasp came. One of her an-
tennse was cautlously pulled by the second comer ;
and she did precisely as they had done. It may

~ seem absurd to say I was troubled by the fixed

stare of three wasps; but there was something. so
hwman about their proceedmgq that I was troubled.

I wasin the presence of a mystery. I asked my-

self, What am I to them? Do I appear like a
vision of some superior being from another world ?
From this thought, I came down to the recollec-

- tion that the sun was gleaming brlghtly on my

eyes, and that, perhaps, their attention had been .
arrested. merely by two great orbs of glittering
light. What were they thinking of? Would they
finally conclude to attack my eyes? I turned
away suddenly, deering it imprudent to stay a.ny
longer to ascertain that point. I was so much.
impressed by this little incident, that I frequently
related it to my friends; and for years after-
ward, T frequently found myself conjecturing what
those wasps thought of the apparition by which
they were so obviously startled.

At the same farm-house there were two cats.
Tom, who was old, heavy, and cross; and Mouser,

who was remarkably active and nimble. Her

hunting qualities were famous throughout the.
neighbourhood.. She kept the premises clear of
rats-and mice, and visited all the barns and fields
in the vicinity for the same purpose. While I was
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there, she had three klttens, which seemed to be

the especial objects of Tom’s ill nature. When
they began to open their eyes and staggor about,

they sometimes stumbled over him; for which -

they were sure to receive a smart box on the ear.
More than once, T saw his heavy paw knock the
little blundenng things topsy-turvy when they
came near him. He even kept up a threatening
growl if they seemed to be approaching from a
distance. Things were in this state, when Mouser
came into the kitchen one day, writhing and moan-
-ing, and giving every indication of great pain.
Her body soon began to swell, and her manifesta-
tions of suffering grew more and more violent.

The family were remarkably kind to animals, and’

Mouser was such a valuable creature, that they
were very desirous to save her life. ’I‘hey kvew
not whether she had been poisoued, or kicked by
the horse, during her frequent visits to the barn;
and of course, they were doubtful what remedies
to apply. They put her in-a warm bath, and tried

to pour catnip tea down her throat; but their ef-

forts were unavailing. In an hour or two, poor
Pussy was dead,

'While she was in this agonizing extremlty, Tom .

scemed to rouse from his usual state of drowsy
indifference. He lay with his head between his
~ paws, watching-her earnestly for awhile; then he
Tose up and walked round her, ev1dently much

dlsquleted ‘When he saw her 1y1ng stiff and cold

W
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.on the floor, he made no whining . nbise but hie
proceedings seemed to indicate that he knew what
had happened. The kittens were nestled together

- on the platform of the old Dutch *stoop.” He

went out to them, and began to lick their fur in
the most affectionate manner. Afber that, he was
never seen to knocl them about, and never heard
to growl at them. Their own mother could not
have treated them with more tenderness, or sub-
mitted to their gambols with more patience. Ap-
parently, they mistook the gruff old fellow for their
mother; for they went to him for nourishment, ‘and
he made 1o resistance. Again and again, I saw
him stretched -on the floor of the “stoop,” while
‘the kittens appeared to be sucking with all dili-
~gence, moving their little paws, as if satisfied and
happy This cirecumstance, of course, excited sur-
prise in the family. One asked another whether
it was possible that they obtained milk, or whether
they drew blood for their sustenanee. Tom never
gave any indications of suffering inconvenience
- from this singular imitation of the maternal office.
"He must have nourished -them in some way; for,
 they did not leayn'to lap milk for ‘several days;. '
yet they lived, and seemed comfortable and thriv.
ing. After 'I‘om took upon himself the care of
the orpha,ns he seemed to become really fond of
them, and to enjoy the frolics that had formerly
ma,de him so angry. The voluntary exercise of

~ benevolence improved his temper wonderfully for
o - ‘ P
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| 1;}'19‘ time being, and evidently made him a much.

happier cat. o

An intimate friend has often mentioned to me

incidents that occurred on his farm, llustrative of
brute sagacity. He owned a noble great ox, un-
commonly strong, docile, and intelligent. One
day, when he and another ox were ploughing

swampy land, they sank very deep into a quag- |

mire. Having made vigorous exertions to extr'i_-
cate himself, and finding the utmost exertion of his
strength was ineffectual, he quietly waited for hu-
man aid. - But his" companion had an impatient
and irritable disposition, to which the lessons of ex-
' peﬁence could teach no wisdom. He continued. to
struggle violently, at intervals, and every motion

wrenched -the neck of his suffering yoke-fellow.

The gentle creature bore it patiently for a while;
but at last it became insupportable. His owner
was standing completely behind him, leaning on the
plough, until more help could be brought to draw

them out of the “slough of despond,” into which'

they had fallen. The much-enduring animal turn-
ed his long neck slowly round, and fixed his large

patient eyes upon the man, with such an earnest,

imploring gaze, so hwman in its expression, that it
could never be forgotten. It said, as plainly as a
look could say it, “Can you not contrive some way
to relieve me from this tormenting companion?”

His owner understood the silent appeal, and imme- -

diately divorced the unhappy :coluple,‘ by removing
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the yoke from the restless one; thus leaving him
free to waste his own strength, without injuring his
more philosophic companion. This happened fif-
teen years ago; but I was reminded of it yester-
day, by hearing my friend utter his often-repeated
exclamation: “If T live to be a hundred years old,
I shall never forget how that ox looked at me,”

~ The same person often speaks of the sagacity
manifested by another ox on his farm. It was late
in the evening, and all the animals were safely
lodged in the barn, when his attention was arrested
by loud knocks in that direction. They continued
to be repeated, at intervals -of ten or fifteen min-
utes, for an hour or more; and the idea that some
vagrant might be in the barn doing mischief, at
last-induced him to go out with a lantern to ex-
amine the premises. Finding nothing unusual, he

- gave up the search and retired to rest. But the
' heavy, measured sound continued, and excited cu-

riosity to such a degree, that it was impossible to
sleep. Another examination of the barn was made
with the same result as before; but this time,

- my friend ensconced himself in a corner, and

waited for a recurrénce of the mysterious noise.
In a few minutes, he saw an ox raise one of his

.~ hind hoofs, and strike the floor heavily three times.
- Supposing the animal must have some cause for

dissatisfaction, he examined his stable, and found
that the man had forgotten to furnish the usmal

-supply of fresh straw for him to Le down upon.
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His demand for clean sheets was complied with,
and no more knockings were heard from him.
Another agricultural friend owned a colt endow-
ed with uncommon beauty and intelligence. He
was about a year and a half old when he first saw
a string of bells suspended round his mother’s neck
when she was harnessed for a drive. The novel
sound immediately arrested his attention, and
- seemed to enliven him greatly. He stood with up-
lifted ears, watching and listening, till the slelgh
had passed out of sight and hearing ; then, giving
a snort and a rear, he capered round the barn-yard,
in g state of unusual excitement. When the mare
‘returned, the sound of the bells attracted him from
afar, and he appeared to observe them closely when
they were taken off and laid in the sleigh with the
harness. As soon as the man had left them, the
playful creature seized them between his teeth and
trotted up and down the road, shaking them with

prodigious satisfaction. This manner of playing -

old horse was evidently as enfertaining to him, as
it is to a boy to imitate the trainers, Wlth his feath-
ered cap and drum,

The natural dispositions of ammals dlﬂ‘er as do
those of mankind; but the intelligence and docility
of brutes, as well a$ of human beings, is wonder-
fully increased when they are judiciously reared, |
and treated with habitual kindness. "It is not easy
to tell how far the superiority of Arabian horses
may be attributed to the affectionate companion-
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) ship that exists between them and their masters,

The whip is a detestable instrument. The evil .i
produces is immensely disproportioned to the tem-
porary convenience .it promotes. It compels sub-
mission for the time being; but it stupefies the in-

tellect, and: infuses malignity into the, disposition,

whether tried on children, slaves, or animals. The
common practice of whipping a horse, to cure him
of being frightened by some particular object, usu-
ally has the effect of giving him two causes of fear,
instead of one.. I remember reading of a much
more judicious method, in Mrs. Hamilton’s Essays

on Education, pubhshed in England about thirty

years ago. A horse of an excellent disposition
had been frightened by a drum, when he was a
colt, and nothing could overcome his excessive ter-
ror of that instrument. The -whippings he re-
ceived, when he reared and plunged at the sound,
rendered his associations with it so exceedingly

‘painful, that his whole nervous system was excited

to violent agitation, the instant he heard it ap- .

‘proaching. He was finally purchased by a gentle-

man, who believed more in the efficacy of kind-
ness, than he did in coercion. He kept him with-
out food till he was hungry, and then spread oats
on a drum-head. As soon as he began to eat, the
groom began to drum. The frightened animal ran
away, and could not be lured back_again by the
tempting display of provender. He was deprived
of food for a still longer time, and the experiment
20 | | ' '
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was again tried with similar result. But the third

time, hunger proved stronger than fear, and he de-
voured his 6ats with the hated noise sounding loud-
er and louder in his ears. After being thus ration-
ally convinced that a drum would do him no harm,

he ceased to be troublesome, and voluntarﬂy walk-

ed toward the sound which had become so pleas-
antly associated in his memory.

If men would educate animals in a sensible and
pah@nt manner, and freat them with habitual gen:

tlenéss, it would produce mtelhgence and doeility
apparently miraculous, and realize on earth the

prophecles of the milleniumn,
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THE WORLD THAT I AM PASSING THROUGH

FEw, in the days of early youth,
Trusted like me in love and truth,

I've learned sad lessons from the years 3
But: slowly, and with many tears;

For God made me to kindly view .

The world that I was passing through.

How littlé,.did I once believe

That friendly tones could e'er deceive !
That kindness, and forbearance long,
Might meet; ingratitude and wrong !

I could not help but kindly view

The world that I was passing through.

And though I've learned some souls are base,

'I'would not, therefore, hate the race;

I still would bless my fellow men,

And trust them, though deceived again.
God help me still to kindly view

The world that I am passing through!

Through weary conﬂicts I have passed,

'And struggled into rest at last;

Such rest as comes when the rack has broke

A joint, or nerve, at ev'ry stroke.

But the wish survives to kindly view
The world that I am passing through,
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PASHING THROUGH THE WORLD;

From all that fate has brought to me
I strive to Jearn humility ;

And trust in Him who rules above,
Whose universal law is love.

Thus only can I kindly view

The world that I am passing through

When I approach the setting sun,
And feel my journey nearly done,
May earth be veiled in genial light,

~ And her last smile to me seem bright !
-Help me, till then, to kindly view

The. world that I am passmg through !

And all who tempt a trusting heart

From faith and hope to drift apart, -

May they themselves be spared the paln
Of losing power to trust again !
God help us all to kindly view
The world that We are passing through !

JAN AND ZAIDA.

P

FOUNDED ON CIRCUMSTANCES WHICH ACTUALLY OOCURRED

AT GRESIK, ISLAND OF JAVA, IN 1854.

. Our life is turned
Out of her course, wherever man is made
‘An offering or & sacrifice; & tool
Or implement ; a passive thing, employed -
As a brute mean, without a,eknowledgment
Of common right or interest in the end;

Used or abused, as selﬁshness may proinpt.
‘WoRDSWORTR. -

A NATIVE of the island of Celebes, who had been
captured by slave-traders, was sold to Mr. Philip
Van der Hooft, of Surabaya, in the north-eastern
part of Java. A Hindoo slave was given fo the
captive for a wife; and she died, leaving a son two
years old. This chﬂd Mr. Van der Hooft gave to
his sister Maria, a girl of fifteen, who had taken a
great fancy to him when he was a babe. . She was

" amuged at the idea of receiving little Jan among
* her birthday presents; but he pleased her, perhaps,

as much as any of them ; not as an article of prop-

- erty, but as a pretty playthmg. He was, in fact, a

child of singular beauty. His features were small,
20% - | ' ,
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his limbs finely formed, and his large, dark, Hindoo

eyes, even at that age, were tender and almost sad
in expression. His sense of sound was exceeding-
ly acute. Maria was musical ; and the moment he
~ heard her piano, or guitar, he Would drop his play-
things and run into the parlour. There, he would
creep under the table, to be out of the way, and sit
listening, with all his ‘soul shining through the
varying expression of his countenance. Sometimes
he was so excited that he would guiver all over,

~and end by clapping his hands with a loud crow

of delight; but more frequently he was moved to

.tears. Being a general favourite, and the especial

pet of his young mistress, he was seldom ejected.
from the parlour, when he chose to wander there,
When Maria was busy at her embroidery frame, if

she raised her eyes, she would often see his little ‘-
dark head peeping in, watching for her to take no-

tice of him; and as soon as she said, * Ah, here
comes Iy 11ttle browniél” he would run to her

with a jump and a bound, and stand gazing at the |

bright colours she was weaving into her work, If

she was singing or playing when he entered, sho

would give him a nod and a smile; and not unfre-
quently she seated him in her lap, and allowed him
to play on the piano. His fingers were too short
to reach an octave, but he would touch thirds con-
tinually ; smiling, and laughing, and wriggling all
over with delight. Sometimes she amused herself
by touching the first and seventh note of the gamug

<
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 together, and then he would cringe, as if she had

put her finger in his eye.

He was but three years old When his mistress
married Lambert Van der Veen, and removed with-
him to a country-seat near the neighbouring city
of Grésik. Little Jan did not thoroughly like that
gentleman, because he was often sent out of the

parlour when he came ; and Maria was so engrossed
‘with her lover, that she sometimes forgot to nod

and smile when “little brownie” peeped into the

~room.. He was very exclusive in his affections,
- He wanted to have those he loved all to himself,

Therefore, though the young man spoke kindly to
him, and offen gAve him sugar-plums, a shadow
always passed over his expressive face, when, ran-
ning eagerly at the sound of the piano, he looked

~ into the parlour and saw his rival there.
" But after Maria was married, he became, if pos-

gible, more of a petted plaything than ever; for
her husband was engaged in commereial pursuits,
which often took him far from home, and their

" house, being two miles from the clty, Was more

quiet than her father's place of residence had been.

She occupied many of her lonely hours in teaching =

Jan various infantile accomplishments, and especi-
ally in developing his remarkable powers of imita-
tion. The birds greatly attracted his attention'; and

in a few months he could mock them so perf'ectly,

that they mistook his voice for their own. He soon
did. the same with the buzz and whirr of every in-
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sect, and laughed to.hear how all the little crea-
. tures answered him. Nature had made him almost

as sensitive to colours, as to sounds ; and whenever

his mistress went into the garden, he would run
after her to beg for a flower. = She liked the sound
of his little padding feet, and often smiled to watch
his pliant motions and graceful form, clothed only
- With a large party-coloured bamboo hat, and a gir-
. dle of broad fringe about his -loins, When the
master was at home, he was obliged to find his en-
tertainment more among the slaves, They gener-
-ally liked to sing or whistle to him, and would
~ laugh merrily at his eager attempts to imitate. But
- some, who had children of their own, envied the
“high favour he enjoyed, and consequently bore
no good will toward him. They did not dare to
strike him, but they devised many ways of mak-
ing him uncomfortable. Decidedly, he liked the par-
lour better than the slaves' quarters. He preferred
it in the first place, because he was more attended

to there; and in the next place, because he could

hear so many pléasant sounds, and see so many
pretty things. He liked the cool straw carpet, and
the pale green walls,. The big china jars were an

object of perpetual delight. He Was never weary S
of putting his little fingers on the brilliant flowers

‘and. butterflies, with which they were plentifully
adorned. . But what excited his wonder more than -
any thing else, was a folding screen of oriental

workmanship, which separated the parfour from
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the diniﬁg*mom; for there were gilded p.agoda;s-,(
Chinese mandarins with peéacock’s feathers in thejr

caps, and two birds-of-paradise, as large as life; a

great deal larger, in. fact, than the mandarins or the
pagodas. Then it was so. pleasant to peep out into
the garden, through the vine-embowerefi lattice-
work of the verandah; to see the blooming. roses,

" and the small fountain’s silvery veil; to-inhale the

fragrance of the orange blossoms, and listen to the
éool trickling of the tiny water drops. All this
was in reality his; for he knew not that _he Wfls a
little slave; and it is the privilege of.’ unconscious
childhood to own whatsoever it &el'lghts in. In.
this point of view, it all belonged to little Jan more
truly than it-did to Mr. Van der Veen. ?\Tq V\{onder
he sighed when the master returned, since 1t con-,
demned him, for a time, to a degree of exile from

 his paradise. Perhaps there was some slight jeal-

ousy on the other side, also s for though the gentle-
man was always kind to his wife's favla.urlte, .he
‘sometimes hinted at the danger of spoiling him,

" and the intercourse between them was never very

familiar. At first, little Jan was afraid to approach
the parlour at all, when he was at home. But on . .
one occasion, when his stay was unusually pro-
longed, his patience became exhaustefi waiting for
‘his- departure. He began by peeping In slyly .
through the folding screen. Seeing hmns.elf Qb'(i “
gerved, he ran away; but soon came agan an
pesped, and receiving a smile from his mistress, he
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came in timidly, and off‘enng his ma.ster a geranium
blossom, said; “ May little Jan stay?” Maria im-
mediately saad “Oh yes, let him stay he is so

~happy here.” But there was no occasion to plead

his cause; for there was no resisting his pretty
looks and hlS graceful offermg Mr. Van der Veéen
~ patted his head, and he crept under the table to
listen to the piano, After that, he never avoided
- his master, though he still continued to come in

timidly, and if not éncouraged by a smile, would

run off to bring a flower as.an admission-fee. .
‘When he was -about four years old, a more dan-
gerous rival than a husband appeared. Maria had
an infant son, 'W'thh of course greatly engrossed
her attention, and little Jan eyed it as a petted kit-
ten does a new lap-dog. * His face assumed an ex-
ceedmgly grieved expression, the first time he saw
ber caressing the babe. He did not cry aloud, for
he was a very gentle child; but he silently crept
away under the table with the flowers he had
‘brought in for his mistress; and as he sat there, in

a very disconsolate attltude ‘tears dropped on the -

blossoms. Some of the servants made the matter

‘much worse, by saying, in his hearing, “Now

‘missis has a young one of her own, she won’t make

such a fool of that little monkey " His heart -

swelled very much; and he ran with all haste to
ask Madame Van der Veen if she loved little Jan.
When he entered the parlour the fond mother hap-
pened to be shovmlg her son to visitors; and as she-
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turned she held him towa.rd the petted slave say-.
ing, “Look at him, Janniken! Isn’t he a little
beauty ?” “No,” replied he, louder than any one

"had ever heard him speak; “ugly baby)” and he

gave his rival a thrust with his little fist. He was
of course sent away in disgrace; and the slave-
mothers, seeing him in trouble, greeted him with
the exclamation, * Ha, ha, little whistler! I

‘thought gyour nose would be put out of joint.”

A clergyman of the Reformed Dutch Church,

"who witnessed this man1festat1on of hostility to-

ward the baby, adduced it as a proof of the inher- -

“ent depravity of the human heart. But time
" showed that the depravity was not very deep. Jan
~ felt the bitter pang of being superseded where he

Joved, but he had a disposition too kindly to retain
ill-will. His heart soon adopted the infant, and
they became friends and playmates.. “When little
Lambert grew old enough to toddle about, it was
the prettiest of all unagmable sights to see them
together among the vine-leaves that crept through ‘
the green lattice-work of the verandah., The blue-
eyed baby, plump and fair, draped in white mus-
lin, formed a beautiful contrast to his brown com- -
pamon They looked like two cupids at play; one

in marble, the other in bronze.  But though they

were almost inseparable compamons, and extreme-
ly fond of each other; it came to pass through a
process of painful weaning, on the part of little
Jan. Many a time he “mghed among hls play-
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things,” ‘when he saw Maria caressing her babe,
without noticing that he was in-the room. Many

8 time tears foll on his neglected offering of

flowers, o . |

He was, however, far more fortunate than ‘most
~ slaves who happen to be petted playthings in their
childhood ; for he only passed out of an atmosphere

of love into an atmosphere of considerate kindness.

His quick ear for all variations of sound continued
to.be a great-source of gratification to himself and

his indulgent mistress. His voice was small, like

himself, but it had a bird-like sweetness; and its
very imperfections, resulting as they did fr?m'
weakness and inexperience, imparted an infantine
charm to his performances, like the lisping of f:hild—
ish prattle, or the broken utterance of a fore,lgnfer.
‘When he could ‘sing two or three simple melodies,
Madame Van der Veen gave him a little guitar,
‘and taught him to accompany his voice. The pop-
ulation of Java is an assemblage of various nations;
and as he listened intently to whatever he heard
~hummed, whistled, or played, in the parlour or in
‘the slave-quarters, he knew snatches of a great va-

riety of tunes when he was six years old. It was

“his pleasure to twine Hindoo, Arab, Javanese, E?lg-
* lish, and Dutch melodies info improvised fa,ntaS}as,
which -resembled grotesque drawings, representing
‘birds and monkeys, flowers, fruit, and human faces,
bound. together in a graceful tangle of vines. At
eight years old, he was often trusted to go to Gré-
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. 8ik on érrands. Following his usual habits of List

ening and observing, during these visits to the city

* he added greatly to his stock of popular airs, and

soon learned to imitate all manner-of instraments,
a8 he had formerly imitated the birds. Hindoo lul
labies, Arab dances, the boat-songs of the Javanese,
as they passed up and down the river, English
marches, Dutch drinking songs, and Chinese jingle-

- jangles, he could give a lively version of them all;

and he was frequently called into the. parlour {o re-
peat them for the entertainment of company. =

His master said it was time he. was taught to
labour, Maria assented, but made an arrsngement
by which duty and inclination were enabled to go

‘hand in hand. She knew that his acutely sensuous

mature reveled in perfumes and bright colours;
therefore she told the Dutch gardener to take him
for an assistant, and teach him all the mysteries of
his art. It is never a toilsome employment to rear
flowers and train vines; and in that sunny, fertile
region of the earth, light labour is repaid by a lav-
ish tribute of fragrant blossoms and delicious fruit
all the year round: Jan bad an instinctive sense,
which taught him ‘what colours harmonized, and
what forms were graceful. = His mistress often

‘praised his bouquets and garlands, and affection. for

her stimulated him to attain as much ,perfection as

~ possible in thei ﬂowery. decorations of her room, her .

table, and her dress. ' Little Lambert had a great
desire to be helpful, also, in the garden, but the ex-
21 R 9
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ercige heated hlm, and he 80 ofben pulled up ﬂow-
“ers instead of weeds, that his mother deemed it ne-
¢essary. to retain him in the house. This arrange-
ment made him so restless and unhappy, that Jan
undeljtoek the responsibility of supplying him with
flowers in the cool.arbours, and keeping strict
watch upon his movements. He often decorated
him with a multitude of small bouquets, and twined
garlands round his broad palm-leaf hat, till he

looked like a dwarf May-pole, and then.sent him

into the house to show himself to his fond mother,
who was always ready to feign ignorance, and in-
“quire what little boy that could be; a manceuvre
invariably rewarded by an infantile 1augh In the

course of one of these floral exh1b1t10ns two hum- |

ming-birds followed him in the garden walks, His
mother, who was watching him through the veran-
‘dah lattice, saw the brilliant creatures circling
round her darling’s head, thrusting their long bills
into the blossoms with which he was decorated;
and she clapped her hands in an ecstasy of dehght
After that, it was a favourite amusement with Jan

to attract -the humming-birds and butterflies round '

little master's hat. The next greatest entertain-
ment was to teach him to imitate the birds, and to

make him laugh or look solemn while he hstened :

to merry or dolorous music.

Thus bound. together by the plea,sant links of |

“love, and flowers, and song, they stood together on
the threshold of hfe, unable as yet to conceive the
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idea of master and slave. . But when little Lam, as
they called him, was six years old, he was attacked
by one of the v1olent fevers incident to the climate,

and all thé care unbounded affection could ﬁwsh-
upon him failed to save his life, Durmg his illness.
he was unwilling to lose sight of Jan, who strewed

his pillow with flowers, and sang soothing lullabies

with unweatied patience. If the invalid dozed
under the influence. of his drowsy monotonous
tones, he was still unable to leave his post; for the
little hand clasped his, as if fearful he would go
away. When the spirit of the dear child departed,

and the lovely form that once contained it was con-
signed to the earth, no one but the father and mo-

- ther mourned like Jan. The first time they vis-

ited the grave, they found it covered with flowers
bie had planted there. In the house, in the garden,
everywhere, he missed the. noise of the little feet,
which seemed like an echo of his own, so eonstantly
they followed him. Tora Whlle, all music was sad-
dened to him, because every air he whistled or sung

-remmded h1m of some incident connected with the
- departed playmate. Months afterward, when he -

found among the shrubbery a wooden toy he had
made for him, he sobbed aloud, and all day long
the earth seemed darkened to his vision. This ten-
der bond between him and the lost one revived all
the affectionate interest Madame Van der Veen had
ever. felt for the “little brownie.” But the playful-
fulness of their 1ntercourse was gone belng ahl{e |
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- :unsmted to the sadness of her, spmt and the in-
creasmg stature of her favourite,

The young mother drooped under the blow, llke '

icken by a black frost, never to revive
agha f¢ healing hand of time réndered her

pIa:cI& a,nd %signed but her former cheerfulness = .
never returned. She became very devout, and all-

her. music was an utterance of prayer. Loo]gng
on this life with the eye of one weary of its illu-

gions, she steadfastly fixed her thoughts on that |

world whither -her darling had gone. From the
youthful soul of Jan the shadow was more easily
lifted. Again he revelled in the bright colours, the
‘pungent perfumes, and the vamed sounds of ‘that

luxuriant region of the earth. Again he began to *

mock the birds and the boatmen, and to mingle in
dances with the other young slaves. About two
years after he lost his best beloved playmate, he

met with a.companion who more than supplied his -
" place, and who imparted to his existence a greater.

degree of vivacity and joyfalness, than he had ever
known. Walking toward Grésik, one morning, to

~ execute some. commission for his mistress, he heard
& pleasant voice in the distance, singing a-merry

tune. The sounds approached nearer and nearer,

and they were so lively, that involuntarily his feet
moved faster. Presently, a young girl emerged

from a clump of tamarind trees, with a basket of
fruit on her head ; and the tune stopped abruptly.
The expression .of her countenance was extremely
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 innocent and- modest and though her complexion

was of a deeper rown than his own, a blush shone
through it, like%he glow of wine, through a, dark

. ‘bottle in the sunshine. .Jan noticed this gs she

passed ; and something, he knew not what;*made -

- him remember her face very distinctly, and wish

to see it again, -He never went to Grésik without
thmkmg of the merry voice in the distance, and
never passed the clump of tamarind trees thhout
recalling the bright vision he met there. Many
weeks elapsed before he obtained another glimpse
of her ; but at last he overtook her with her basket
on the way to Grésik; and this time they did not

- .meet to pass each other for their path lay in the

same direction. With mutua,l bashfulness they

spoke and answered; and each thought the other
handsomer than they had at first supposed The
acquaintance thus begun rapidly ripened into in-
timacy. Ie was not yet thirteen years old, and she

~was not eleven. But in that precocious chme Cu-

pid shoots at children with a bow of sugar-cang ;
and this little maiden carried a store of his arrows
in-her large lustrous eyes. After that, Jan was
seized with redoubled zeal to do all the errands to.
Grésik ; and it so happened that he often overtook

~her on the way, or found her resting herself among

the - ‘tamgrind trees. Then her road homeward
was; for'a mile, the same as his own. Thus they
travélled back and forth with their baskets, makmg

the air musical as they went ; as happy as the blrds,
2% ’ : :
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and és"thoﬁghtless of the coming years. - During'.

these frequent interviews, he learq@d that she was
a slave; that her mother was from the island of
Bali; and that her Arab father had given her the
name of Zaida. Before many months elapsed,

Madame Van der Veen heard, from the other ser-

" vants, that Jan was in love with a pretty girl, whose

master lived not far from Grésik; and when she

questioned him, he bashfully confessed the fact.

Then she spoke very seriously to him, and told him

how sorry she should be to see him doing as many
did around him. She said if Zaida was a good girl,

‘and wished to marry him, she would try to buy

her; and if they would promise to be faithful and
kind to each other, they should have a handsome
wedding at her house, and a bamboo hut to live in.

* This almost maternal kindness excited his sensitive

soul to tears. She seized that impressible moment

to talk to him concerning his duties to-God, and to - |

explain how He had made man for a hlgher destmy
than to mate, like the birds, for a season.

The negotiation for the purchase of Zaida was
somewh‘mt prolonged, and she was at last obtained
at an ugusually high price; for her master took

. advantage of Madame Van der Veen's well-known
- character for generosity and indulgence to the in-

mates of her household. Meanwhile, the gentle -
lady allowed her slave frequent opportunities of-

~ seeing his beloved. Once a week, he took his guitar

and spent two or three hours mth his singing-bird, -
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Every errand to Girésik was intrusted to h1m and -
Zaida found many occasions for going thither at the
same hour. Very beautiful were the scenes through
which they passed in those happy days. South of
them was a range of mountains, blue and softened

in the distance. - On the north was the bright sea,

with the island of Madura lying like an emerald -
gem on its bosom. Bamboo cottages, shaded by a
mass of luxuriant vegetation, dotted the level land-
scape, as it were, with little i¥lands, whose dee
verdure formed a lovely contrast Wlth the rich

_ yellow of the ripened rice fields. Here, the large

scarlet blossoms of a pomegranate, beautiful above

‘all other trees, filled the air with fragrance; and

there, a tall cocoa-palm reared its great feathery
head high above the light elegant foliage of a
tamarind grove. Arum lilies held up their large

white cups among the luxuriant vines that lay

tangled by the wayside. Wild peacocks and other

_ gorgeous birds flitted across their path, glittering -
“in the sunlight, like jewels from fairy land. The

warbling of birds, the buzzing of bees, the whiz and

- the whirr of numerous insects, all the swarming

sounds of tropical life, mingled with the monoton-
ous tones of boatmen coming down the river Solo

~ with their merchandise, ginging w1th rieasured ca-

dence,

“Pull and row, brothers! pull and row!”

Only one discordant note disturbed the cilorus
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which nature sang to love. Near the house where
Zaida's master dwelt, there lived a Dutchman and -
his wife, who were notoriously cruel to their slaves.

Zaida recounted some shocking instances of sever-

ity, and especially expressed pity for a girl little

~ older than herself, who bad formerly belonged to
‘a very kind master and mistress. When they died,

she was sold at auction, and had the misfortune to

pass- into the hands of their inhuman neighbour,
whose wife was jealous, and lost mo opportumty of
tormenting her. . When Jan was singing some of
the plaintive melodies to which his own taste always
~inclined him, or when, to amuse the merry Zaida,
- he imitated Chmese jingle Yangles, sometimes’ the
sound of the lash, acecompanied with shrieks, would

break in upon the music or the merriment, and pus

their spirits out of tune. Nature had made Jan
more sensitive than reflective; and he bhad been
brought up so like a humming-bird among flowers,
- that he had never thought any thing about his own

liabilities as a slave. Now, for the first time, it oc-.

curred to him, * What if my master and rmstresa
should die, and I should be sold ?”

An Enghsh family lived very near Madame Van‘ ‘

der Veen’s, and, as both were musical, an intimacy

~had grown up between them. . The father and -
mother of this family were very strongly opposed

~ to slayery, and not unfrequently discussed the sub-
ject. Jan, as he passed in and out-of the parlout,
Wwaiting upon the guests had been accustomed to

JAN AND ZATDA, - 949

héar these conversations as though he heard then
not. In fact, he often wished the old Englishman
would stop talking, and give his son zn opportumtya

“to accompany Madame Van der Veen’s piano with

his flute. - But after those lashes and shrieks had
waked up his mind to the possibility of auction and
transfer, he listened more attentively, and . carried
with him into riper years the memory of many

‘things he heard.

When he was fourteen years old, and Zaida was
twelve, they were married. Madame Van der Veen
furnished cake and lemonade for the wedding, and
gave gay dresses to the juvenile bride and bride-
groom, who looked extremely well in their new
finery. Jan had lost something of his childish

- beauty, but he was still handsome. His yellow

complexion was rendered paler by the contrast of

~ his jet black hair and the bright turBan that sur-

mounted it. His limbs were sle,nder and flexible,
his features small and well proportioned, and his,
large antelope ¢yes had a floating, plaintive expres-

‘sion, as if ‘there was always a téar in his soul.

Zaida was rounder, and brown®r, and ruddier. Her
dark: hair was combed entirely back, and twisted
into a knot, ornamented with scarlet ﬂowers The
short downy hairs about the forehead curled them-

- selves into a little wavy fringe. - From her small
. ears were suspended two large gilded hoops, a
- bridal present from the old HEnglishman, From.

her Arab fathershe inherited eyes more beautifully
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formed than belonged to her mother's race. The

‘long dark lashes curled upward and imparted a
smiling expression, even in her most serious mo-
ments; and when she was amused, her eyeslaughed

| outnght. There was a harmonized contrast between
her and her bridegroom, which was extremely agree-
able. The young Englishman compared them to

" the major and minor mode; and Madame Van der
Veen said they looked like hope and memory. Per-

- sonal comeliness is rare among the natives of those

islands. Little Zaida was like a ruby among pud-
ding-stones.

A bamboo hut, raised two feet from the ground
and consisting of two apartments, without windows,
was their bridal home. It was all they needed:in

. & climate where, more than half the year, all house-
hold occupatlons could be most conveniently per-
formed out of doors. There was a broad verandah

: m front, sheltered from rain and sun by the project-

Ang roof In front was a grove of orange and lemon

| trees, and in the rear was a group of plantains,

whose immensely long broad leaves and. yellow

spikes of nodding flowers cast refreshing shadows. -
A grass mat, of Jan’s own weaving, and pillows

filled with a kind of silky down from a wild plant,

answered for a bed.- Gourd shellg, a fow earthern’

dishes, and a wooden waiter from which they ate

* their meals, seated on the floor, constituted their

simple furmturj - The rooms, Wh1ch received light
from the open door, were used only for ea.tmg and
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sleeping. The verandah was the place'where all
their sedentary occupations weré pursned. There,

- Zaida might be seen busy at her spinning-wheel

and loom; there, Jan wove mats and baskets for

his master's household ; “and there stood his gam-. |

bang, a musical instrument, with wooden bars of

- graduated lengths, which he struck with a mallet, to

accompany the simple Javanese melodies that he

‘and. Zaida were accustomed to sing together.

~“Years passed over their heads without any more

- serious variations than slight dissensions with the .
'~ other slaves, occasional illness, and the frequent -

@f: Ghildren.- Some of them resembled the-

o ‘fa,thér “others the mother; and some had their eyes
- obliquely set, like the 1sland ancestry from whom

they descended. Some ‘were bright, some dull,
some merry and some pensive; but Madame Van
der Veen pronounced them all very good children ;

and they certainly were trained to be devotedly at-

tentive to her. During their first. years, it cost S

nothing to clothe them, for they ran about naked ;
and it required almost as little expense to furmsh

- them with food, where rice was so easily cultivated,

and plantains, cocoas and oranges grew wild. 'I‘he

“warmth of thie climate, the lavish bounty of the soil,

the improvident habits which every humsan bemg
must necessarily form, who acquires no property by
economy, and. the extreme indulgence with which
he had always been treated by his gentle-hearfed

-

mistress, all conspired to render Jan forgetful of the -
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precarious tenuré by which he held the externa]
" blessings of his mere animal existence. Sometimes,
when he went to, Grésik, he passed by a slave-auc-

tion, and the sight always gave him a pang; for it

brought up a picture of Zaida and her children
standing there amid the indecent jests and rude

handling of a CI‘OWd of men. Sometimes he wit-

nessed. despotic and cruel treatment of slaves, and
still more frequently he heard of such instances,
Then came TBGOljthIODS of the lashes and shrieks,

that used to interrupt his music and merriment in
" the days of GOIlI‘tShlP ; and always they bl:ought

» With them the question, % What if Zaidag
daughters should ever be sold to such

that cruel Dutchman and his jealous wife ?” Whﬂe
" any instances were fresh in his mind, he listened

attentwely to whatever was said about slavery by .
his master and the English family. From them he

learned how, the English, during their brief posses-
sion of Java, had interdicted slave traffic with the

nelghbourmg 1slands Jhad passed laws forbidding

slaves to be sold, except with their own consent;

and had allowed them to hold, as their own, any
property they were able to acquire, Mr. Vun

- der Veen tried . to excuse the Dutch for reneng
their slave-trade, by urging that it was a necessity

imposed upon them, bechuse there was no other

-method of procuring servants. The Englishman
denied any such necessity. He maintained that

the natives of Java were intelligent, teachable and
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honest; and very willing to rendet services for
money. He highly commended the native princes
for never permitting any of theit own: people to be
slaves. He told of one of those princes, who had
inherited fifty slaves; but when the British Govern-

| - ment declared that all should become free, unless
- publiely registered by their masters, withi® a speci-

fied time, he said, “Then I will not register my
slaves. They shall be free, I have kept them
hitherto, because it was the castom, and because
the Dumh liked to be attended by slayes when they -
visited the palace. But as that is not the case with
the Brijish, they shall cease to be slaves; for T have %

long felt shame, and my blood has run cold, when I

have reflected on what I once saw at Batavia and

_ Semarang, where human beings were exposed at

public sale, placed on a table, and exarnined like
sheep and oxen.”: The Englishman declared that
he lost no opportu-nity of talling with all classes of
people on the subject, and of cir¢ulating publica-
tions, translated into Dutch, and sent to him from
England for that purpose; and he expressed a
strong belief that the Dutdi would soon abolish

~ slavery. In these conversations, nothing interested

Jan 8o much as his master's statement, that, accord-
ing to existing laws, slaves might purchase them-
selves. He resolved to save all the small eoins he

. might receive ; and visions flitted through his brain,
. of mats and baskets to be made, when his daily

tasks were completed: But when he réceived this
b

J
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information, he already had a brood of chlldren'

* he despaired of ever being able to collect money

enough to buy #hem; and his anxious thoughts

‘were far more on their account, than on hlSOWIl.
He always solaced himself with the thought that
his mistress would not allow them to be sold while
she lived, and that she would certainly make pro-
vision for them before she died. '

Sixteen years of his married life had passed away,
and during all that time such forecasting thoughts
had been mere transient clouds fleeting acress the
sunshine of contentment. - But the time came when
+ Mr, Van der Veen was summoned to Batavia, on
account of some entanglement in his commercial
affairs; and three weeks afterwards, tidings were
brought that . he had died suddenly in that un-
healthy city. Again Jan saw his mistress bowed
to the earth with sorrow; and it was beautiful to
witness the delicaté expréssions of sympathy, which
nature taught him, He moved noiselessly, and
spoke softly. He and Zaida sang only religious
hyrons and socthing tunes, such as she loved to
hear after her little Lam was taken away. His

‘pretnest .child, then nearly three years old, was.

sent every morning with a fresh bouquet of the
flowers she loved best. He would never lie down

for the night unti] he believed she was sleeping; -

and his first waking thoughts were devoted to her.

1t soon became known that Mr, Van der Veen had

- diedm deb’c and that a large portmn of his property
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‘must be assigned to creditors, In this assignment

~ were included many slaves, in various cities, and

some belonging to his domestic establishment. Quite

a small fortune for the widow was saved from the
wreck of his wealth; and in that she expressly
stipulated that Jan and all his family should be in- -
cluded, together with the estate on which she had
always lived since her marriage. By this unex-
pected turn of affairs, the remote contmgeney,
which had sometimes created temporary uneasiness
in Jan’s mind, was brought frightfully near. He

- never again forgot for a single day, scarcely for a,

single hour, that he was merely a favoured slave,
and that all the lives intertwined with his held
their privileges by the same precarious tenure. He

“never hinted his anxiety to any one but Zaida; but
- Madame Van der Veen had the thoughtful kmd-
- ness to0.assure him that she would dispossess her- -

self of every thmg, rather than part with him and -

‘his family ; saying, at the same time, that there was
no danger of her being called upon to make any
such sacrifice, as there was enough property left to
enable them all to live comfortably. He deeply
and gratefully felt her kindness; but the shadow -
of her death fell darkly across the consolation it
imparted.- Not for the world would he have told
‘her so; lest the suggestion should increase her mel-

| ancholy, by makmg her suppose that even the most

attached of her servants, and the only ones she had
Teft, Wanted to be free to quit her servme. '
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- Their English neighbour, being involved in the
same commercial difficulties that had deranged Mr,
~ Van der Veen's affairs, concluded to sell all his pro-
perty in Java, and remove to Calcutta. He and

his family spent their last evening with the widow .

of their deceased friend. While Jan was arranging
fruit for their refreshment in the adjoining room, he
heard his own name and that of Zaida uttered in
low tones, accompanied with the disjointed words,

“So 'much petted”—* the more hard”—* make pro-’

vision.” In her usual soft tones, but so clearly that
he heard every word, Madame Van der Veen re-
plied, “I have thought of all that, my good friend.
I will never part with any of them while I live;
and when I die, I will leave them all free.” % Why
not now 1" urged the importunate Englishman.
She answered, “ My heart is heavy to-night, and
business oppresses me; but I assure you, most sol-
emnly, that T will attend to it very seon.” She
never knew what a heavy load those words re-
moved from the soul of her favourite slave, After
he heard them; he seemed to step on air. Zaida, to
whom the important discovery was forthwith im-
parted, was even more elated. They hugged and
kissed their little ones that might, with a feeling
they ha¥l never known before; and zeal in the ser-
 vice of their good mistress was thenceforth re-
doubled. At the departure of the English family,

they gave some gay calico dresses to Zaida and the

" children, and a violin to Jan. The old gentleman
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put a golden ducat in his hand, saying, “I thanl
_you, my good fellow, for all your attentions to me

and mine. There is a trifling keepsake. May the
blessing of heaven go with it, as mine does. I shall
remember you all in my prayers. Farewell, Jan!
Always continue to be faithful and honest.” , The
poor slave had never possessed a piece of gold
before, and small as it was, it seemed 1o him g Gol-
conda mine. First, he buried it in the ground, and
put a stone over it. Then he was afraid somé crea-
ture might dig it up in the night. So he sewed it

_into a pouch, which he fastened securely within the

girdle he constantly wore. The cares and anxicties
of wealth had come upon him.

Wthile the carriage was waiting to convey the
- Einglishman away, he walked over to Madame Van
der Veen's, to bid a final farewell. His last words

were, “ My dear Madame, don't forget the talks we
have had together; especially what we said last
night. Since I have lived in Java, T have done my

‘utmost to sow good seed on this subject, and I trust

it will spring up and bring forth a harvest, sooner

",,or later. From timeto time, I shall send the mag-
istrates publications, that will prevent their forget-
‘ing what T have so often urged upon them. A
~ blessing will rest upon this beautiful island in pro-
- portion as they attend to this, Remember it in
- your prayers, my dear friend, and use your in-

fluence aright. Don't say it is small. You have

seen in your garden how great a growth comes
2% B R
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from oe little seed. My friend, there are respon-
* sibilities in huma,n soclety, for Wh1ch we shall have
~to answer unto our God. And now, farewell.  The
voice of the old man will never usge you more.
May the blessing of heaven be with you all.”
The tendered—hearted widow wept freely ; f'or he
bad' been her husband's friend, and the words he
spolce were solemn. She resolved to make her will,

o and have it duly witnessed, that very day. Buta
visitor came, and after her departure, she felt a de- .

gree' of lassitude, which unfitted her for exertion.

The next day, she looked over letters from her hus- o

band, and brought on headache by inordinate weep-

ing. - She was indolent, by temperament and by
habit, and she was oppressed with melancholy

‘Weeks passed on, without any more definite result
than a frequent resolution to make her will. She
had' gone to bed with a mind much 1mpressed,‘with
what her English friend said at parting, and trou-
bled with self-accusation that she had neglected it
so long, when Zaida was summoned to her bedside
at. midnight, and found her head hot, and her pulse

throbbing. In the morning, she was delirious, and

looked wildly upon her faithful attendants without

recognizing them. - With her incoherent ravings,

during the day, were frequently mixed the words,

¢ Jan—Zaida~children—free.” The slaveslistened |

tearfully to these broken sentences, and felt fresh

assurance that she had provided for them. The. |

. physician thought otherwise; but he merely said
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tha.t something dlsturbed her mmd amd if her life
was not spared, he hoped she would have an inter-
val of reason before she died. At the sound of that
dreadful “4£” Jan rushed out of the room, rolled
himself on the floor, and sobbed convulsively.

"'There was no. selfishness in his sorrow ; for he had

nos. the slightest doubt that she, who neVer broke a
promise, had cared thoughtfully for the future wel-
fare of himself and his family. It was simply the
agony of parting from his earliest and best friend.
She lingered four days, but reason never returned.,
Into that brief period was compressed more misery
than Jan had experienced during his whole life.
Gloomy forebodings brought all, the superstitions
of the island in their train. The ﬁrst night his mis:.
tress was taken ill, he shook his head, and said,

" Ah, Zaida, don’t you remember she went to Sura-

baya, to dine, the very day we heard of master's
death? I told you then it was a very bad sign to.

- go abroad the same day that you hear of the death

of afriend.” The next night he was startléd by an.
unusual noise, attributed to: explosions among the
distant Voleamc mountaing ; and that was regarded
as 4 certain prognostic of mlpendmg disaster. The. -

- following day was unusually sultry, and in the even-.

ing he saw phosphoric light quivering over the nas- .
turtiums in the garden. He had never witnessed

.the phenomenon before, and he was not aware that,

such a peculiarity had been previously observed in
that. glowing plant. He had no doubt that the
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hght came from Spmts who were waiting for Ma-
dame Van der Veen's soul. On the fourth morn-

ing, he saw two crows fighting in the air; and

thenceforth he had no hope. .
The spirit of his beloved mistress departed from

ker body at midnight. The rainy season was then

approaching, attended by the usual characteristic

of violent storms. The house trembled with the

rolling thunder, and flashes of intensely vivid hght-
ning illumined the bed where the corpse lay, im-
- parting, for a moment, an appalling glare to its
ghastly paleness. Jan and Zaida were familiar with

such storms, but never before had they seemed so

‘awful, as amid the death-loneliness of that de-
,-serted house. A friendly neighbour pitied - their
grief and ‘terror, and offered to remain with them
“until after the funeral. It was like tearing Jan’s

heart out, to see that dear face carried away, where

he could behold it no more. . Exquisitely sensitive
by natare, his. whole being was now all nerve and
feelmg, lacerated to the extremest degree of suffer-
ing. She was placed by the side of her little Lam,
and there he planted the flowers she had best loved.
-He laid himself down on the ground and moaned
like a faitbful -dog, on his master’s grave. He
thought of the stories others had told him concern-
ing his petted childhood ; he remembered her sym-
pathy and good advice when he was first in love
with Zaida ; he recalled a thousand instances of her
indulgent kindness ; the whole crowned by the pre-
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cious gnft of freedom. He could nb,t reconcile him
- self to the thought that he should never again have

her to rely upon. He had no heart for any thing,
but to tend the flowers on those graves.

‘When this storm of grief began to sub31de, he
consoled himself with the thought “ W hatever hap-
pens now, I can never again suffer as I have suffer-

" ed.” More than a week passed, before he heard that

Madame Van der Veen had left no will ; that she

had survived all her immediate relatives; and that

This was & stunning blow. Zaida reminded him how
their good mistress had instructed them to pray to

' God when they were in trouble ; and many a fer-
_ vent impleying supplication ascended from their

humble hut. Jan resolved to plead earnestly with
the heir, and he comforted himself with the idea
that the physician would tell him how their kind

‘mistress had spoken of their freedom during her

illness. But even if his entreaties should prevail
with the stranger, where could they live? Could

they be sure of ﬁndmg employment? He spent
every leisure moment in weaving mats and baskets
for sale, and the children were kept busy gathering ..

- the nearest heir to the property resided at Manilla. .

wild fruits for the market. Those things sold for

a very low price, and ‘it would be a long time in--
“deed before he could acquire a piece of land and a

hut by that process. But the gold piece! He felt
of his girdle to ascertain if it was safe. Yes, it was
there ; a nest-egg, from which his imagination hatch

o
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ed a large brood of chickens, Hope struggled with:

anxiety for a few weeks, and Zaida, who always

looked on the bright side, continually repeated her

* belief that every thing would turn-out well. But,

at last, news arrived that the heir did not intend
to visit Java; that he had infrustéd the business to

“an. agent Wlth instructions to sell all the property,

- of every description, and remit the proceeds to him.

Poor Jan thought he could never again suffer as he
“had suffered ; but he was mistaken. This last blow
broke him down entirely. A vision of the auction-
stand, with his children bid off to different pur-

chasers, was always before him. The lashes and
shrieks, which had so much impressed his youthful

mind, forever resounded -in hig imagination ; but

now the shneks came from Zaida and theu' little -

ones, ~
During the three weeks that. preceded the sale, he

could scarcely eat or sleep. He became emaciated -

and haggard, to such a degree that all who knew

him felt pity for him. The sympathizing feeling - -

was, however, soon guieted by saying to themselves,

‘It is a hard case, but it cannot be helped. Poor'
fellow | *1 hope they will find kind masters.” The -

, physitian spoke to many people in Grésik and its

neighbourhood, declaring there could be no manner

of doubt that Madame Van der Veen had fully in-

tended they should all be free. He told-the agent’

how her mind was troubled upon the subject during
her derlrmm He replled that he was very sorry
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'the Iady had left no will, but it was no affair of his;

he must obey the instructions he had received. The
case excited a good deal of interest. Many of -the
Datch residents shook their heads when they heard
of it, and said, “ The English are in the right ; this
system is a disgrace and a blight upon our island.”

- All the day preceding the auction, Jan lay moan-
ing at the grave of his mistress. .All night he
wandered round, Tooking at the flowers 18 the
moonlight. He had tended them so long they

“seemed to know him, and to nod a sorrowful fare-

well* Sadder still it was to look upon the bamboo
hut and its enclosure, connected with the garden .
by a little open-work gate. That bridal home,

~ which his kind mistress had provided for them, and
“which was consecrated to his memory by so many -
- years of humble happiness, never had it seemed so

dear to him as now. There stood the loom, where
Le had so often seen Zaida at work. There was .

- the gambang he had made for himself, the sounds,

of which his departed master and -mistress used to -
love to hear mmgled with their voices, seftened by
the evening. air on which they floated across the

- garden There hung the old guitar she had given

him in boyhood ; ‘and by its side was the violin, a
parting present from the young Englishman. Even-
if he was allowed to retain these, would they ever

sound again, as they had sounded there? As the

dawning light revealed each familiar object,” a

stifling pain swelled more and more within his
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heart, When he saw his children eating what

would, perhaps, be their last breakfast together,

every gourd shell that contained their little mess of

" rice seemed more valuable, in his eyes, than crown -

- jewels to a dethroned monarch. Overcome with
the struggle, he laid himself down on the mat
and sobbed. 'Zaida, ‘always hopeful, had borne up
tolergbly well till now; but now she yielded to
despair, and rocked backward and:forward vio-
lently, groaning aloud. Eight children, the oldest
a lad of fourteen, the youngest a girl of three years
- old, sat on the floor weeping, or hiding their heads
in their mother’s lap. Thus they were found by
the man who came to take them to the auction at

Grésik. Poor Jan! how often, in the latter years, -
had vague presentiments of this flitted across his
mind, when he passed that dreadful place! He too
well remembered the heartless jokes and the fa-

miliar handling, which had made him shrink from
the possibility of such a fate for his wife and chil-

dren. Zaida, indeed, was no longer an object of k |
jealousy for any cruel master’s wife. She was not

hideously ugly, like most slaves of her age, in that

withering climate; but her girlish beauty had all )
~ departed, except a ghost of it still lingering in- her

large dark eyes. 'Their light was no longer mirth-
ful, but they were still beautiful in colour, and ex-
pressed, as it were, the faint echo of a laugh, in

their peculiar outline and long curling lashes. By
her side stood a daughter, twelve years old, quite
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88 handsome as. she was at that age; and another,
* of ten, with her father’s gazelle eyes, and the golden
yellow complemon which Javanese poets are ac-

‘customed to praise as the. perfection of loveliness.
The wretched aspect of the father and mother struck

all beholders. When Jan mounted the stand, he

* cast one despairing glance around him, and lingered

longest on the smallest lamb of his flock, who was
crying with terror, and clinging fast to her mother's
skirts. He tossed his arms wildly upward, gavef :
one 'loud groan, then bowed his head and wept in

- silence. Poor Zaida hid her face on his shoulder, and

the whole group trembled. like leaves in a storm.
The auctioneer called out, “ Here’s a valuable lot,

~ gentlemen. Eight healthy, good-looking children.

The father and mother still young enough to do a

~ -good deal of work, and both of excellent character.
- Whoever will bid six thousand florins [$2,383] for

them may have them ; and it will be a great bargain.”

It was no comfort to the poor victims to be offered

in a lot; for they might be bought by speculatdrs,
who would separate them, Jan listened, with all his -
soul in his ears. Not a voice was heard. The auc-
tioneer quted a moment before he called out, “ Will
you say four thousand florins, gentlemen ?” No one
spoke. “Shall I have two thotsand florins ? " That
is really too cheap.” Still all remained silent.

Jan had never forgotten that his master had said
the law allowed slaves to buy themselves, His -

" poverty had- hltherto prevenhed his demvmg any

23
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consolation from that thought But now a ray of
hope darted through his soul. He raised his droop- "
ing head suddenly, and a gleam, like the rising sun,

passed -over his pale, haggard countenance, as he

said, eagerly, “I will give a golden ducat.” Then,
dropping on his knees, he exclaimed, in imploring
tones, which intense emotion rendered thrﬂhng,
“0Oh, gentlemen, don't bid over me. It is all I
have in the world. Oh, good gentlemen, don't bid

over mel” Tears dropped from the eyes of mafny -

young people the agent swallowed hard ; and evéen

-the auctioneer was conscious of a ehokmg feehng in

his throat. There was deep silence for a while.
The interval was very brief; but to Jan’s anxious
heart it seomed long enough for the world to re-
volve on its axis. At last, the sound of the heavy
‘hammer was heard, followed by these words: “The
whole lot-is going for a ducat. [$2 20 cents.]
Going! going! gonel to Jan Van der Veen!”

Tt was one of humanity’s inspired moments;
- when men are raised above the base influences of

this earth, and see things as Spirits see them in the .
light of heaven. Hats, surbans, and handkerchiefs

waved; and a cheerful “hurra!” met. the ears of
the redeemed captives. Jan belonged to himself,
and owned all his family! " Verily, the blessing. of
"heaven did go with the Englishman’s golden ducat,
to a degree far beyond what he dreamed of when

he gave it. Jan could hardly credit his own senses.’

The reaction from despair to such overwhelming
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~ joy was too. much for hnn His brain was dwzy,
‘and his limbs trembled. 'When he tried to rise, he

tottered, and would have fallen, if Zaida. had not
caught him in her arms. ¢ Poor fellow! poor
fellow!” murmured some of the spectators. A man

took off his hat, dropped a florin into it, and passing
~ it round, said, “Give him a trifle, gentlemen, to set

himself up Wlth He has always been a good, in-
dustrious fellow, and his mistress meant to provide
for him. Give him a trifie, gentlemen!” There was
a noise of falling coin. Zaida pulled her husband
by the sleeve, and whispered in his ear, “ Thank
the gentlemen.” He seemed like one half awake,
but he made an effort, and said, ¢ Thank you, good
gentlemen! May God bless you and your

He would have added children; but his eye hap-

* pened to rest on his own smallest darling, and the

thought that nobody could take her from him now
choaked his utterance. He covered his face with

" his thin hands, and wept.

‘Was the golden ducat all that poor despairing
slave owed to the good Englishman? No; that
was the smallest part of the debt; for to the moral
influence of his conversation, and the books and -

‘papers he scattered in the neighbourhood, might

mainly be attributed the changing public sentiment,
which rendered the ecrowd silent at that mournful
scene, and thus enabled the auctioneer to exclaim,

" “The whole lot going for a ducat! Going! gone/
to Jan Van der Veen! Hurral”




WHICH LINNEUS

TO THE NASTURTIOM..

TO THE NASTURTIDM ;

IN THE DARK.

" GLorrous flower! so gorgeously bright !

As if thou wert forméd of orient light?!

- In topaz, and gold, and velvet array,

Like an Eastern Queen on her bridal day !

Rich jewels the Sun to the Earth dropped down,
And the Earth gave him back thy floral crown.

Thy tints, glowing warm as a summer noon,
Seem painted tones from some amorous tune;
And surely thy varying flushes came

From Italian music’s radiant flame ;

Or, when ‘Apollo touched his golden lyre,

Earth answered the sounds with thy brilliant fire.

Thy ardent blossoms were at first unfurled, -
A love-letter written to all the world;
And not by day only, but even by night,
- The writing shines through with phosphoric light.
That letter of love the Tropies sent forth,
Sealed full of sunshine, a gift to the North,

Bright Summer is proud thy garland to wear; -
It shines like rich gems in Autumn’s pale halr,

- And it warms our homes with a sunny glow,
‘When earth has assumed her mantle of snow.
Weealth of bright beauty hast thou for thy dower
Resplendent, warm-hearted tiopical flower !

DESCRIBES AS EMITTING PHOSPHORESENCE

ANCIENT CLAIRVOYANT.

Thou, while listening with thy inward ear,
. The ocean of efernity didst hear, L
" Along its coming waves; and thou didst see
Its spmtua.l waters, as they rolled through thee;
Nor toiled, in hard abstractions of the brain,
Some guess of immortality to gain;
For far- sought truths within thy soul did rise,
_ Informing visions to thine inward eyes.
R. H. Dnm

, lMANY centuries ago, a child named Hermotimus
was born in the genial climate of Ionia. From in-
fancy, his hold on material life seemed exceedingly

= slight. He was a delicate, frail blossom ;.

“By living rays refined,
A trembler of the wind ;
A spiritual ﬁower '

" Sentient of breeze and showar

‘But. the slender thread that bound him to ;his
mortal existence did not break. - The babe crawled
i Q9% .
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from his cradle and toddled into the fields, where
he would sit- motionless for hours, by the sxde Q

-some flower he loved. A grave smile would illu-
- mine his countenance if a butterfly rested on it, or
a passing bird brushed it with her wing. He al-

ways expecbed to see the flower fly, too; and there- .

~fore he watched it so patiently, as it _swayed under

their light pressure. In very early childhood, he

~was remarkable for the keenness of his senses and
the vividness of his dreams. - He heard distant
sounds, inaudible even to the quick ear of his play-

mate the hound; and the perfume of a rose made

“him faint, before he was old enough to explain why -
he turned so pale. At vintage time, when proces- ’

- sions in honor of Bacchus passed through the village,
" his mother dared not take him to the show, where
all other children were dancing and capering ; for
once, when she carried him with her to the rustic.
festival, he fell into violent fits at the sound of the
shrill pipes and the clashing cymbals. His dreams
fornished a theme for all the gossips of the nezgh
- borhood ; for the scenes he witnessed in sleep im-
pressed themselves on his mind with such singular
distinctness, that nothing could persuade the child
he had not actually seen them. Sometimes, when
they gave him his little bowl. of goat’s Imlk for
supper, he would ery for the lamb with beautiful
rose-coloured wool, that had eaten a portion of his
milk the night before; and it was quite useless to
try to persuade him that there was no such creature

N
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as a Tose-coloured lamb. To all their assertions, he
would answer, with lively pertinacity, “T did see
him! I did see him; ahd he did drink from my
bowl.” As he grew older, he sometimes hummed
snatches of tunes, which he said were sung to him

by maideéns in white robes, with garlands about

their heads; and the melodies were unlike any
known in the neighbourhood. Several times, as be

| ‘walked along the road, he started suddenly at the

approach of a stranger, and ran away shuddering.
When his companions asked why he did so, he
would answer, “ Ah, that Was a very bad man. He

made me feel all over cold.

1t was no wonder that the snmple vﬂlagers became
superstmous concerning such a singular child,
Some remembered that, before he was born, his
mother had carried offerings into a consecrated
grotto, ‘where stood a statue of Apollo; and that,

~ being overcome by, the warmth of the day, she had

fallen asleep there. This gave rise to the story that

in her dreams she had heard the god playing upon’

his golden lyre; that the divine sounds had per-

- vaded her whole being, and endowed her child with

Apollo’s gift of prophecy. Others declared that -
the altar in the sacred grotto had for several years

" been loaded with her devout offerings, and that she

had been heard to say the statue sometimes smiled

upon her. Such tokens of approbation from

celestial beings were by no means deemed incred-
ible; but they lmphed that the worshlpper was a




272  THE ANCIENT CLAIRVOYANT.

fgvéurite with the deity she served. From this be
lief it was easy to infer that the extraordinary child,

\
who saw and heard things invisible and inaudible
to other mortals, might be a veritable son of Apollo, .

Some old crones shook their heads mournfully, and

said children who received peculiar endowments

- from the gods generally died young.
~ But the little Hermotimus wandered about with
his father's shepherds, and was gradually invigor-
ated by air and exercise.  He no longer fainted at
perfumes, or shared his supper with rose-coloured
Jambs.  His mother still noticed a peculiar dream-
iness in the expression of his eyes, and when he was
3-101.16, she sometimes heard him singing melodies
- which came to him from some mysterious sdurce,

She kept her thoughts in the privacy of her own
heart, but she retained her belief that his remark-

able boyhood was the forerunner of something ex-

traordinary in manhood. With his improving

: heali.;h, the gossip of the neighbourhood gradually
subsided, and was only occasionally. revived by |

some eccentricities in his manners. The change
p}eas'ed his father well; for he wanted a son to aid
hlm in the acquisition of wealth, and bad no desire
to see him become either poet or-prophet. He
charged his wife never to talk to him about his
c';hildish dreams, and he was annoyed by any allu- -F
sions to her sleep in Apollo’s grotto. Of course

the lad was aware that things had been said of him.
which his mother believed, and his father disliked
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‘to have mentioned. This mystery made him think

more about himself, than he would otherwise have
done, and increased his tendency to Jonely wander-
ings and profound reveries. His father did his ut-
most to allure him to convivial meetings with young
people; saying to himself that a sharp shot from

- Cupid’s bow was the best thing to wake him up
thoroughly. But the timid youth scarcely ventured .

to raise his éyes in the presence of maidens, and

~ appeared to take even less notice of their charms,
~ than he did of flowers and birds, and other beauti-

ful things. His father thought that a mate as un-’ |
like himself as possible would be most likely to

. counteract his peculiar tendencies. He therefore

selected Praxinog, a buxom merry-hearted lass, who
was. 80 healthy, she never had but one dream she
remembered in the whole course of her life; and
that was of being at a vintage festival, where she

- pelted the young men with clusters of grapes, till

the wine ran down their chins and made her wake
with langhing. Certainly, she would bave ‘chosen. -
quite another sort of mate, than Hermotimus with
his soft voice and dreamy eyes. But it was the
belief in those days, and it has kept its ground
pretty.well ever since, that women have no right
'to an opinion, of their own,” So the parents ar-
ranged the affair between them, and the. passive -
young couple were married. . S _

Praxinoé was energetic and- ambitious. . She

" prided herself on the excellent cheeses she made,
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and the quantity of grapes she dried for the market,

She was always talking of these, and Hermotimus

tried to listen patiently, though she unconsciously
tormented him to a greater degree than ever his
thrifty father had done.. Sométimes he even praised
her-industry, and smiled, in his absent sort of way;

- for he had a kind of pleasure in the company of hig

pretty young bride, as he had in the presence of a
~ lively twittering bird. Had a modern caricaturist
made a picture of their wedded life, he would have
painted it as the marriage of a solemn young owl
with a chattering wren. Hermotimus was often
bewildered by her volubility, and her incessant ac-
tivity sometimes made him feel weary, as if he had

himself been hard at work. He loved to sit for.

~ hours in silent thought, meditating on the nature
of the soul; revolving in his mind whether the
gods ever did unite. themselves with mortals; and.
whether those philosophers had spoken truly, who
had affirmed that there was something divine with-
in the body, which would lay aside its temporary
garment of flesh, resume its native wings, and re-
_ turn to a celestial home, to dwell among immortals,
- While his thoughts were plunged in such profound.

m.editatior‘ls, it not unfrequently happened “that
. Praxinoé came to inquire whether he remembered .

how many cheeses she had sent to market, or how
many bushels of grapes were in readiness; and if
he forgot the number she had told him, as he gen-
erally did, her cheerful temper became over-clouded
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with consciousness that the energy and industry,
on which she prided herself, were altogether unap-
preciated. It was a hard disappointment for hber to
bear; for she loved luxury, and was born to, sun

hekself in the pleasures of this world. Hermotimus
- would have pitied her if he could; but he never

was in that region where she lived, and he did not

know what people enjoyed or suffered there.

Praxinos had as little idea of the worlds through
which ke wandered; and the glimpses she ob-
tajned from his occasional remarks were by no
means attractive to her, - She had much less desire
for celestial wings, than she bad for fine woolens
and glossy gilks; and the shadow-land of disem-
bodied souls: presented to her mind no pleasant
pictures of comfortable housekeeping. Her favourite
topics of conversation were embroidered mantles,

and robes of Tyrian dye; and if brer husband sought

to check her, by remarking that such expensive
articles could never be obtained by them, she an-
swered impatiently, “ Why not? = People can have

what they will. The Greeks got into Troy, didn’t .

" they ?” Sometimes she would add, in an under-

tone of vexation, *But they were not such Greeks

as.thou art.” - o - )
Undoiibtedly, he was a vexation to an earth-born

womagirathat mild, dreamy, saintly man! The dis-

. tance “between them inevitably grew wider and

wider; and the process was hastened by changes
in the condition of Hermotimus. Though he had
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" become more healthy.in youth than he was in in-

fancy, there had never been a complete union be-
tween his soul and body. The inner and outer
circles of his. being, instead of clasping into each

- other, touched only at oné point, and so rémained

nearly strangers. At the time of his marriage, he

~was believed to have outgrown the feebleness of

his childhood, and to have lost the power of pro-

phecy. But two years afterward, he fell asleep one

. day in the same grotto of Apollo to which his
other had been accustomed to carry offerings.
~ He came out pale and chill, and was that night
seized with a singular kind of fits, which continued
to attack him more and more frequently, The old
gossip was renewed. - The neighbours said his

father, ‘the divine Apollo, had kissed him: in his.

sleep, and he would never be like other men.
‘Praxinoé nursed him carefully, for she had a kind-
ly heart. But when the fits were on him, he in-
spired a degree of awe amounting almost to terror;

for his looks and words impressed her with a strong -
conviction that he was some sort of a Spmt and -

not a mortal man, At times, he told her the most

secret thoughts of her heart, and repeated word for -
‘word what had been said to her, when he was out
of hearing. 'He frequently described magnificent
cities, gorgeous birds, and beautiful flowers, she
~ had never seen or heard of. But what ma,de her

shudder more than all else, was the familiar inter-

course he described with relatives and friends long -

/
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since dead. ' If she were alone with him, during
these strange visitations, he never answered when
she spoke, or. gave any indication that he was dware’
of her presence. But there was one person, to
whose questions he always replied. In the neigh-
_ bouring city of Clazomens lived a Pythagorean

philosopher, named Prytanes. He heard rumoursof = ‘

. the singular childhood of Hermotimus, and of the
extraordinary fits that had come upon him in man- .

hood; .and he was desirous to' ascertain how far
these accounts’ had been exaggerated. When he
made his first visit to him who was called The
Sleeping Prophet, he found him lymg upon a couch
.motionless and senseless. He took hold of his

hand, and found it cold and rigid; but a change |

"went over the countenance, like the light which

" drives shadows across the fields; and Hermotimus

said, %I am glad you have come again ; for, above
-all things, I have enjoyed our pleasant walks to-
gether in the groves, talking of the wings of -the
:goul.” This seemed marvellous to Prytanes; for
never, to his knowledge, had he spoken with Her-
motimug. But when he asked questions concern- -
ing their conversations, the sleeper revealed to him
many thoughts, which he remembered to have
passed through his own mind, at various times, and
which had seemed to him, at the moment, as if they '
did not originate in himself, but. had -come to him
from some unknown gource; thoughts which he in
fact believed to have been imparted by supernal

-
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beings. - When Prytanes returned to Clazomeni,
he gave an account of this' wonderful experience, in
public discourses to his disciples; and the fame of
Hermotimus spread more and more widely. Priests
- and philosophers came to listen to his conversations

with Prytanes; and while some went away incred--

ulous, others were deeply impressed with awe.
From far and near, people brought the diseased to

him, begging him to prescribe a cure; and the
rumour went round that sometirnes, when he merely -

passed his hands over them, their pains departed.
In these days, he would have been called a clair-
voyant; but what we style animal-magnetism had
then never been mentioned ; though its phenomona
were occasionally manifested, as they. always have
been, wherever the spiritual and physical circle of
man's compound existence is partially disjoined.
Scientific - causes were then little investigated.

Health, beauty, eloquence, poetry, and all other -
things, were supposed to be direct and special gifts
from some god. No wonder then that many be--

lieved Hermotimus to be really the son of Apollo,

receiving the gift of healing and of prophecy from |

- immediate and continual mtercourse with his divine
futher.
If the wise and ‘thoughtful were puzzled it may
well be supposed that the busy little Praxinoé often
- felt as if she were walking among shadows in a fog.
Her ambition was in some degree gratified by her

husband’s fame, and by the distingnished persons
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who came to ‘visit*hi'm.'- ‘But, in confidential con-
versation. with her gossips, she complained that
these numerous visitors interrupted her avocations,
beside bringing a great' deal of dust into-the house,
and asking for a draught of her fresh wine rather
oftener than was convenient. .*I admire hospital-
ity,” she would say; “and I wish I were rich
enough to feast all Ionia, every week, and send
each guest away with a golden bracélet. But the
fact is, these dreams of Hermotimus, though they
are full of palaces and fountains, do not help in the
least to build such things; and he brings home no
wine from the beautiful vineyards he describes.
Then I can’t help thinking, sometimes, that it would
be pleasant to know for a certaiﬁty whether one’s

* husband were really dead, or alive.”

One thing became daﬂy more obvious to her and

to all who saw him.. The continual questions he .

was called upon to answer, ‘and the distant places
of the earth he was requlred to visit, exhausted the
little bodily strength he possessed. The priests at
the neighbouring temple of Alsculapius said he
needed more quiet, and ought to drink a strong
decoction of vervain, gathered when the moonlight
rested on it. He himself, when questioned, dunng
his miraculous slumbers, declared that the air of
the valleys was not good for him. Therefore his
friends removed him to a residence among the
hills, . Praxino8 made no objection; for though.

- her spiritualized mate failed to call forth all the
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“warmth of her loving nature, she had a friendly
feeling for him, and would gladly bave done any
thing for the recovery of his health. But the
change was by no means agreeable to her 11ve1y

disposition. She liked to live where she eould see

festive processions passing with garlands, and gaily
~ dressed youths and maidens dancing to the sound
of cymbals and flutes.

News from the c1ty became more rare; for Her-

motimus recovered his health, and ‘with it lost what |

- was called his gift of prophecy, consequently,
visitors came less and less frequently. Urged by
Praxinoé, the diseased one sometimes ‘tried to ren-

der himself practically useful. But his heart was
~ in such occupations even less than it had formerl y
been. Companionship with philosophers had ex-
cited his intellect, and induced the habit of watch-
ing his own soul with intense interest. IHe was
absorbed in reverie most of the time, and Prytane,

who came occasionally to see him, was the only
~ person with whom he conversed freely. Their con-
versation was more wearisome to Praxino& than his
dreamy silence. She said they might be as wise as

* owls, for all she knew to the contrary, but that she =
could see no more sense in their talk, than she did.

in the hooting of thoge solemn birds of darkness.
Tn another respect, Hermotimus scemed to her like

an owl. Hiseyes became so nervous]y sensitive to

light, that he winked continually in the sunshine,
and was prone to seek the shelter of grottoes and

THE A\’cm\"r CLAIRVOYANT, '281

shady: groves. His childish habit of vivid drea.ms
returned ; and the explanation of these dreams oc-
cupied hlS thoughts contindally. One morning, he
told Praxinoé he had dreamed that she held in her
hand a erystal globe, that reflected all things in
the universe; that she threw it into the flames,
where 1t cracked asunder, gnd there rose from it a

- radiant Spirit, with large white wings. She laughed,

and said if she had such a globe she would not
break it till she had taken a peep at Corinth, to see
the embroidered silks and golden girdles that the

- women wore there. He was thinking of the winged
© Spirit, and her remark passed through his ears with- -

out reaching his mind.- Had he listened to the ob-

gervation, it would have seemed to him very much
like looking through the universe to watch a butter-
fly. Nothing was interesting to him bus the pro-
cess of attaining wings to his soul. He thought of
this, till the body seemed an encumbrance, and ity

“neécessities a sin.  He ate sparingly at all times, and

fasted often. When he spoke at all; his talk was

~ever of mortifying the senses, that the soul might -

be enabled to rise to the ethereal spheres from which
it had fallen into this world. Praxino& was impa-
tient with such discourse. “To thmk of his talk-
mg of mortifying the senses!” exclaimed she ;.
“when he never ad any senses to mortify. Why,
never since. I knew him has he eaten enough to

,'keep a mghtmgale alive. For my parb, I think it

24%
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i8.a blessmg to have’ plenty of good food, and an

exce]lent appetite for it.”

~In her present situation, she was not sustained

through her trials, as she had been near Clazomense,
by the reverence which her husband inspired. Their
dwelling was isolated, and in the nearest village
were many scoffers and skeptics. She had formed
an intimacy with a wealthy dame, named Huco-

line; and from her she learned that people said -

Hermotimus neglected to provide for his family,

because he was too indolent to work ; that he in-

jured his health by frequent fasts, and made him-
self crazy with thinking, mercly for the sake of
being stared at by the common people; and as for
“his pretended visions and prophecies, they were
* undoubtedly impositions. Praxinod, who habitual-

ly looked o}ut_ward for her standard of thought and.

action, was much influenced by these remarks.
She had sometimes wept in secret over her cheer-
less destmy, but discontent had been restrained
by a reverent sense of being connected with some
solemn mystery, which others respected. Now, she
began to doubt whether the eccentricities she daily

witnessed might not be assumed, from the motives

imputed by their neighbours. This tendency was

. increased by the influence of Eratus, the gay, lux~

urious husband of Fucoline. IHe professed to be a

" disciple of Epicurus, but he was one of those who

had perverted the original doctrines of that teacher;
for while he thought happiness was the only good

L e bt R T T RIS SO e e -
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he believed there was no enjoyment higher than
that of the senses. o his volatile mind all things

. in life afforded subjects for jest and laughter. If

he met Praxinos, on her way to his wife’s apart-
ments, he would say, “ How is the good Hermo-
timus; to-day? Has he gone to talk with the gods,
and thrown his body on the couch till he returns ?"

- These sneers were not pleasant ; and. the habit of

comparing her situation with that of Hucoline in-
creased her discontent. The handsome and healthy
Eratus was growing richer every day by his own
energy and enterprise. “Such robes as he buys
for Azs wife!” said she to herself, “I can make
better wine than she can; I can weave handsomer
cloth ; and I think the gods have endowed me with
more beauty; but I' can never hope to wear such

‘robes. Ah, if my good Hermotimus were only

more alive!”
- This involuntary comparison &id no great harm,z

until her friend Eucoline chanced to die suddenly.
Then the idea came into her head, “If T could
marry Eratus, what a noble span we should makel
We might ride in our own ¢hariot, inlaid with
ivory and gold. Perhaps it may ha,ppen some day,
Who knows? Didn't the Greeks get into Troy ?”
She tried to drive away the pleasing vision, but it
would intrude itself; and worse still, the handsome
Eratus often came in person to bring choice grapes
and figs, in the prettiest of all imaginable vases and
baskets. He was always friendly with Hermo-
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timus; and if his body had wandered away, car-
ried by the soul, which was so generally absent

from this material world, the Eplcurean would in-
quire, in this jocular way, “Where is the good
- Hermotimus, pretty one? Has'he gonie off to con-
~ verse with the goda? If Venus had given me such a
beautiful companion at home, all Olympus wouldn't
tempt me away from her” The gay, graceful,

flattering man! He was a dangerous contrast to ‘-
her pale silent husband, hiding himself in groves

and grottoes, thinking only of obtaining wings for

his soul. Eratus was eonscious of his power, and"
* betrayed it by expressive glances from his large
dark eyes. ..Sparks fell from them into the heart

- of the neglected wife, and kindled a fire there

which glowed through her cheeks. Her eyelids .
drooped under his ardent gaze, and she avoided

looking at him when he spoke; but she could not
. shut out the melting tenderness of his fones, . It
was a hard trial to poor Praxino&. Her nature had
sguch tropical exuberance! She was born with such
love of splendour, such capacity for joy! and the

~ cruel Fates had cast her destiny in such cold and

shady places! Her pride had sometimes been an

evil companion, but it now proved a friend in need.

If she could not be the wife of Eratus, she resolved
not to give Cupid any more opportunities to shoot

arrows_from his eyes, or play amorous tunes with

his musical voice. When she saw the flatterer ap-

proachmg, she retreated hastﬂy and left ap old ser-
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vant to receive him, and thank him for thé grapes -

he had brought for Hermotimus: Eratus smiled at

the veil she thus endeavoured to throw over his at-

- tentions; and to deprive her of the subterfuge, he

sent hér a golden bracelet and ear-rings, for which
she could not thark him in the name of her hus-
band. She returned the costly gift, though affec-

‘tion, Vamty, and love of elegance strongly tempted
her to retain it. She was a brave woman. The
* prudes in the neighbourhood, who were accustomed

to shake their heads and say she laughed and

‘talked more ‘than was consistent with decorum,

never knew half bow brave she was.
This prudent reserve of course rendered her
more interesting to the enamored widower. The

~ mbore he thought of her, the more he was vexed

that such a vivacious creature, with mantling com-

- plexion, laughing eyes, and springing step, should be

appropriated by 4 pale devotes, who took no ndtice
of her charms, and who in fact despised even the
most beautiful body, regarding it nierely as a prison
for the soul. At last, he plainly expressed 4 wish
to marry her; and he proposed to ask Hermotimusg
to divorce her for that purpose, which the laws of’
the country eiabled him to do. Praxinos, with

- bashful frankpess, confessed her willingness, and

said she did not think Hermotimus would observe
whether she were present or absent. “If he un-

* derstands my proposition,” replied Eratus, la,ugh

ing, “he will give me a grave lecture, and tell me
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how the wings of his soul are growing, by with

drawing from all the pleasures of this world. Let .

them grow " . :

' The sudden and alarming illness of Hermotimus
‘arrested the progress of affairs; for the kindness of
Praxinos overcame all other feelings, and she said
she would not leave him to the care of hirelings.
He recovered slowly, and again wandered forth
into the groves, with feeble steps. -Eratus watched
~ him impatiently; and when at last he seemed suffi-
. ciently recovered to enter into conversation, he

sought an interview. Ie found him lying on the -

ground, in one of his favourite groves, cold and rigid
as & corpse. . He called servants to convey him to
the house. ' Praxinod manifested no surprise. She
said she had not seen him in such a state for two
years, but that in foizimei' times he would often lie
genseless for a long fime, and then wake up to tell
of wonderful countries he had visited. Day passed.
after day, and ke did not wake, The disciples of
skeptical philosophers came and looked at him, and
went away laughing with each other about the

stories they had heard of his former. visions, pro- .
phecies, and miraculous cures. They concluded -

' their remarks by saying, “It can do no harm to

burn his body, whether he is dead or not. The
. soul - he had so much faith in was always longing
to get out of prison. It .would be conferring a
favour upon him to give him a chance to try his
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The?iparents of Hermotimus were dead. * Fratus
summoned priests ‘of culapiug, who decidedly
pronounced his slumber the sloep of death; and
the relatives of Praxino# sympathized with h;s‘ im-
patience for the funeral. But she continued to

| ~doubt, and insisted upon first sending for the Py- -

thagorean philosopher, whom Hermotimus had al-

ways ‘answered, when he was in those- strange -
trances. The messenger returned with tidings that

he- had gone to Athens. The funerdl-pile was
erected, and the good-hearted widow wept to find
that ﬂ;lxe certainty of his death was such a relief to
her mind. This consciousness was the more uﬁ-
Pl(?%sant to her, because she said to herself, “Tf he
% in one of those trances, he knows all I am think-
ing.” When they lifted him from the couch where

~he had lain so still, she shuddered violently, and

exclaimed, “Surely he is not quite so pale as he
was!” But they reasoned with her, and said, “ He
logks just as he has for the last three days.”', She.
saw his body placed on the funeral-pile, and when
the flames began to curl round it, she listened to
hear if there were any audible signs of life. But

all was still, save the crackling of the wood ; and’

in a short time, a heap of ashes was all that re-
mained. : - |
‘ -Tha.t night, she dreamed that she held a crystal
globe in her hands, and threw it from her into the
flames.  The globe cracked, and a radiant Spirit, :

‘with White wings, rose from it and soared high into
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the air. e smiled as he passed her, and said, “I.
 foretold this.” The countenance looked as that of
 Hermotimus had sometimes looked in his trances,
when he told his friend Prytanes that he was listen-
ing to white-robed maidens, who played on golden
harps; but though similar in expression, it was far
more: glorious. Did memory cause that dream?
Or was it imparted from some other source, beyond.
herself?  She woke trembling and afraid, and with
- strong impression that she had seen Hermotimus.
This belief excited uneasy .thoughts, which she
dared not mention, for fear of slanderous tongues.
But she secretly confessed to Eratus that she feared
her husband was_ not dead when they burned his
body. ~He replied, “It is foolish to trouble your-
self about a dream, my lovely one. It is enough
that all who saw him thought he was dead. You
know it often puzzled wiser folks than you or Ito
tell whether he was alive or not. Whatever phan-
tom it was that sailed through the ivory gate of

dreams, he smiled and seemed happy. Then why -

be disturbed about it? - Life was given for enjoy-
ment, dearest.” He laughed and began to sing,
«Tll crown my love with myrtle;” and his looks
and tones drove all phantoms from her thoughts.
She soon became his wife, and her ambitious
hopes were more than realized. Fratus placed a

high value on worldly possessions, and knew very
well how to obtain them. She never had occasion

to remind hém that the Greeks entered Troy.
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But where there is sunshine, there is always
shadow. Her' prosperity excited envy; which
‘some manifested by saying, “If every body could
b.urn & poor husband for the sake of marrying a |
rich one, other folks could wear silk mantles, tco.”
Remarks of that kind reached the éars of ,mai;y
who were firm believers in the jnspiration of The
Sleepmg Prophet. They made anxious inquiries
concerning the manner of his death; to which cer- .
tain envious womben answered: ‘ Praxinos was
always a very good neighbour. We have nothing
to say against her; though some people thought
she was rather free, and not a little vain, The old
nurse says Eratus was always sending her presents
long before her husband died; and some people d;

, think it'was very obliging in poor Hérmotimus o

die, just when he was s0 much wanted out of the"
way.” These whisperings soon grew into a report
that the rich Epicurean had bribed the priests of
Alsculapius to pronounce the slumberer a dead man. -

 Of course, some persons were good-natured enough.

to repeat these rumours to the parties implicated

7 Flf;dlng .their solemn “assertions of innocence re---
ceived with significant silence, or annoying inuen-

does, they resolved to remove from the neighbour-
hood. Praxino had always greatly desired to see

- Corinth ;" and to please her, Eratus chose it for their

future 1‘¢sidence., In that gay luxurious city, her
love of splendour was abundantly gratified. with
pomgous processions and showy equipage. Her
5 o |
T
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'beauty attracted attention whenever she was seen
in public, and her husband took pride in adorning
her with rich embroidery and costly jewels. In
such an atmosphere, the wings of her soul had
small chance to grow; but that subject never oc-
cupied her thoughts.

* It was generally believed in Glazomenae and its
vicinity that Hermotimus was not dead when his
emaciated body was consumed on the funeral-pile.

This idea occasioned a good deal of excitement .

among thoge who had been cured of discases by his
directions, or startled to hear their inmost thoughts

revealed. Iis frequent conversations with spirits

of the departed had strongly impressed them with
the belief that some god spoke through him, while
his senses were wrapped in profound slumber, and

no skeptical witticisms or arguments could diminish .
their faith in the prophet. They erected 2 temple'

to his memory, where they placed his ashes in a
golden urn; and because his wife had consented

that his body should be burned, while his soul was

~ absent on one of its customary visits to the gods,
- they never allowed any woman to enter within the
consecrated precinets.

i

- SPIRIT AND MATTER.

A BEVERIE.

Not in another world, as poets prate,

Dwell we apart, above the tide of things,

High floating o’er earth’s clouds on fairy wings;
But our pure love doth ever elevate

Into a holy bond of brotherhood,

All earthly things, making them pure and good.

R , " \ J. R. Lowzrt., ‘

ONE of the most. wonderful things connected
with the mysterious soul-power, with which we
limited mortals are endowed, is the capacity to rise
into the infinite from the smallest earth- “particle of

the finite. How often some circumstance, trifling R
a8 the motions of a butterly, plunges us into a pro-

found reverie! How often, from the smallest and
lowliest germ, are thoughts evolved, which go re-
volving round in ascending circles, forxmng a spiral
ladder, ascendmg from earth to heaven ! .
A pair of white-breasted swallows that. built a
nest in a little bird-box near my chamber-window,
sent my “soul floating dreamﬂy upward, till it lost
its way in wide éthereal regions, The mother-bird
was a lively little thing, making a. deal of musical
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twittering at her work, and often coquetting grace-
" fully with her mate. I took an affectionate interest

in her proceedings, though T'had private guspicions

that she was something of a female gossip, in her
small way; for 1 observed that she watched the

motions of other birds with inquisitive curiosity, -

and often stood at her front-door, pratiling with
them as they passed by. But they seemed to take
it-all in good part, and it was no concern of mine.
I loved the pretty little creature, gossip or no gos-
sip; and, for many days, my first waking thought
was to jump up and take a peep at her. Though
I rose before the sun, I always found her awake
and sctive, chattering with her mate, or ¢arrying
straws and feathers into her dwelling, to make a
bed for their little ones. I should have been half
ashamed to have had any very wise person over-
hear the things I said to her. She had such

neert,” knowin ways, that T could not remem- |
p : g ways,

ber her inability to understand human speech. It
always seemed to me that she must be aware of my
sympathy, and that ghe rejoiced in it. - -
" One bright morning, when I looked out to salute
her as usual, I was filled with dismay to sce a grisly
cat seated on the bird-box, peeping into the door
with eager eyes. She had descended from the roof,

and was watching for a chance t6 devour the in-

raates of that happy little dwelling. I always had
an antipathy to the stealthy and cruel habits of the
foline race ; but I think I never detested any: crea-
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ture as I did that cat, for a fow minutes. The wish
‘to do her harm, was, however, easily conquered by
, th:e reflection that she was obeying a natural in-
- stinet, as the bird was in catc;hing insects; but I
resolved that neitber my dear little L&dj 'S;vallow
nor her babes should furnish a repast for her vora:
cious jaws. So I climbed a ladder, and took down the

. box, which contained a nest, with two pretty little

white eggs. I was distressed with the idea that the

- hateful cat might have destroyed my favourites be-

fore I perceived their danger ;- i
. thel ger ; ‘but my anxiety was
soon relieved by their approach. They ci{'cled‘ ‘

. round and round the well-known spot, peered

about in every direction, perched on the platform -

: ,Wyere their home had stood, and chattered togethei'
with unusual volubility. Again and again they
- roturned, bringing other birds with them, and re-

‘peating the same motions. They were evidently
as much as_tf)nished,. as we should be to wake up
in the morning and find that an earthquake had

- swallowed a neighbour’s house during the night,

Wbether there were scientific swallows among them
t.hat‘ tried to frame satisfactory theories in expla;nai-
tion of the phenomenon, or whether any feathered
clen'eals taught them to submit to the event as a
special providence, we can never know., The Iiatu-

~ ral presumption is, that they will always wonder,

to the end of their days, what mysterious agency

‘it could have been that 5o suddenly removed their -

nest, house and all i : .
o As for conjecturing . way 11-..
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Wwas _&ohe, the miere q.ile'r‘y"w'a’\'s probably beyond

' the range of their mental powers. o
1 was watching them all the time, but thieir bird
eyes could, not see me, anid their bird-nerves con .
veyed no magnetic intimation of my close vicimity.
Their sarprise and their trouble were partially re-
vealed o me by their motions and their utterance ;

but, though they were intelligent swallows, they -

¢ould form no idea of such a fact. Ihad rezy?vgd
their dwelling to save their lives; but --bgtwggn
their plane of 'existerice and my own thefe was.
stich 3n jmpassable chasm, that no explanation of
my kindrgss anid foresight could ‘possibly be con-
veyed to.thém. .
. 1 thought of all this, and longed in vain to en-
lighten their ignorance, and relieve their perplexity.
The-earnestness of my wish, and the impossibility
- of R%Ompiishing- it, suggested & tram of t}lgught.
I said to myself, perhaps some inw.mb'le bemgs are
LOw Observing ‘me, as I am observing thesg swal‘-
Jows ; bt I cannot perceive them, because ?;he laws
of théir existence are too far removed from my own,

Perhaps they take a friendly interest in my affairs,

* and would gladly eommunicate with me, if.' I'.WFIH_'G
so constituted that I could understand 13‘(161‘1'-- 1dea.s_s,
‘or their mode of utterance. These cogitations re-
called to my imind some remarks by ‘tht? ?{d Erglish
swriter, Soattie Jenyns. In his * Disquisition on the
Chain of Univetsal Being,” he says : “The supe-
fotity of mah to thiat of other terrestial anirbals is

i
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as inconsiderable, in proportion to the iminense
plan of universal existence, as the difference of
climate between the north and gouth end of the
paper I now write upon, with regard to ‘the ‘heat
and distance of the sun. . There is nothing leads us

~ into 80 many errors concerning the works and de-

sighs of Providence, as the foolish vanity that can
persuade such insignificant creatures that all things
were made for their service; from whence they

 ridiculously set up utility to themiselves as the stand-

ard of good, and concludé_ew‘rerjr thing to be evil,
which appears injurious to them or their purposes.

- As well might a nest of ants imagine this;globe of

earth created only for them to cast up into hiflocks,
and clothed with grain and herbage for their sus-
tenance ; then accuse their Creator for permitting
spades to destroy them, and ploughs to lay waste
their habitations. They feel the inconveniences,
but are utterly unable to comprehend their uses, as

well as the rélatiqns they themselves bear to supe- -

rior beings. |

“When philosophets have seen that the happiness

 of inferior creatures is dependent on our wills, it is

surprising nohe of ‘them should have concluded
thiat the “good order and well-being of the universe
might Téqiiire that our happiness should be as de-
pendént on the “wills 'of superior beings, who are
adeountable, like Surselves, to one common Lord

_ ahd Father of'all things. This is the more wonder-

fill, ‘becsitise ‘the ‘existence and influence of such
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beings hasg been an article in the creed of all relig-
jons that have ever appeared in the world. In the
beautiful system of the Pagan theology, their sylvan

and household deities, their nymphs, satyrs, and

fawns, were of this kind. All the barbarous na-
tions that have ever been discovered, have been
found to believe in, and adore, intermediate spir-
itual beings, both good and evil. The Jewish re-
ligion not only confirms the belief of their exis-
‘tence, but of their tempting, decciving, and tor-

mentmg mankind ; and the whole system of Chris- -

tianity is erected entlrely on this foundation.”
Dr. Johnson wrote a satirical review of Soame

- J enyns, which had great popularity at the time,

~ He passes without notice the fact that men of all

ages, and of all religions, have believed thiat mali-, |
cious Spirits. cause diseases, and tempt -men, n
many ways, to their destruction; while benevolent

Spmts cure physical and mental evﬂs, forewarn
* men in dreams, and assist them in various emergen-
“cies. 'There was, therefore, nothing very new or
peculiar in the suggestion of Mr. J enyns; but Dr.
Johnson, in his rough way, caricatures it thus:
- «He imagines that as we have animals not only for
food, but some for our diversion, the same privilege
may be allowed to beings above us, who may de-
ceive, torment, or destroy us, for the ends only of
their own pleasure or utility. He might have car-
ried the analogy further, much to the advantage of
~ his argument. e mlght have shown that these

'srmm AND MATTER. | 297

hunters, whose game is man, ha.ve many’ sports
analogous to our own. As we drown whelps and
kittens, they amuse themselves now and then with
sinking & ship; and they stand round the fields of
Blenheim, or the walls of Prague; as we encircle a-
cock-pit. As we shoot a bird flying, they knock a
man down with apoplexy, in the midst of his busi-
niess or pleasure. Perhaps some of them are virtu-,
osi, and delight in the operationg of an asthma, as’
hurhan phl]OSOphel‘S do in the effects of an ait-pump.
Many a merry bout have these frolic beings at the
vicissitudes of an agie; and good: sport it is to see

a man tumble with an epilepsy, and revive and

tumble again; and all this he knows not. why.
Perhaps now and then a merry bemg may place
himgelf in such a situation as to enjoy at once all the

“varieties of an epidemic disease, or amuse his leisure

with the tossings:and contotrions of every poemble
pain exhibited together.” - | .

It occurred to me what bearish paws the old

Doctor, in his gruff sport, would lay upon modern

Spmtuahsts if he were about in these days. T
smiled to think what an inexhaustible theme for
skeptical wit was afforded by the awkward and tedi-
ous process of communication employed But after
a little reflection, T said to myself, is not the common

‘action of Spirit upon Matter, while we are here in

the body, quite as inexplicable? If we were not
accustomed to it, would it not seem nearly as incon-
venient a_,nd:-laborioue? The Spirit which dwells-
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within me, (I know not where, or hdw,) Wiéhes to
communicate with a Spirit dwelling in some other-

body, in another part of the world. Straightway,
the ﬁve»pronged instrument, -which we call a hand,
'is moved by Spm,t, and promptly obeys the impulse.
It dips a piece of pointed steel into a black fluid,
and traces hieroglyphic characters invented by
Spirit to express its thought. Those letters have

been formed into words by slow elaboration of the -

. ages. They partake of the climate where they
grew. In Ttaly, they flow smoothly as water, In

Russia, they clink and clatter like iron hoofs upon -

pa,vement It appears that Spirit must needs
fashlon its utterance according to the environment
of Matter, in the midst of which it is placed. "By a
slow and foilsome process, the child must learn

what ideas those words represent; otherwise he can -

sca,rcely be able to communicate at all with the
Spirits in other bodies near him. If they are dis-

tant, and his Spirit wills to converse with them, it
‘must impel the five-pronged instrument of bone and “
sinew to take up the pointed steel, and trace, on a

substance elaborately prepared from vegetable
fibres, certain mystic characters, whlch according
. to thelr arrangement, express love or hatred, joy
or sorrow. ~ If Spirits out of the body do indeed tip
tables and rap the alphabet, to' communicate with

Spirits 7% the body, it must be confessed that the

machmery we poor mortals are obhged to employ,
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‘in order to communicate with each other 1s néarly
as tedious and imperfect as theirs,

Anclent oriental philosophers, and some of the |
Gnostics at a later period, believed in a gradation
of successive worlds, gradually diminishing in the
force of spiritual intelligence, and consequently-in

- outward beauty. - They supposed that each world
- wasan attennated likeness, a sort of reflected image
. of the world above it; that it must necessarily be

80, because, in all its parts, it was evolved from that
world. They believed that the inhabitants of each
world knew of those in the world next below them,

- and were attracted toward them ; but that the world

below was unconscious of the hlgher sphere whence
it emanated. '
Swedenborg teaches that all the 1nfenor grades :

of being in this world are representative forms of
the spiritual state of mankind, and owe their exist-

‘ence to the thoughts and feelings in human souls,

Thus if men had no bad passions, there would be
no lions and tigers; and if they were inwardly pure,
there would be no vermin. In other words, he
teaches that the lower forms of Nature are reflected
images of man, as the orientals taught concerning
successive worlds; and in this case-also the higher
is attracted towamd the lower, and wishes to com-

municate with it, while the lower remains ignorant
of the existence of the higher. I knew something

of the swallows, and wanted to-talk with them, but -
they knew nothing of me.
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Swedenborg teaches successive spheres of exist-

ence, as did the orientals, though in 'anothef' form.
He says Spirits in the sphere nearest to th}s e-a,rth
are attracted towards us, and wish to communicate

with 1s; but that some of them are in a low state, .

and capable of great Quplicity. | Many pe(}ple_a're
satisfied with the theory that these are t.he Spmts
who are believed to be rapping a,nfil tipping _table;
in all parts of the country. Certain 1t1s, many o

" the phenomena that actually oceur cannot possibly

be the result of jugglery ; though miracles sometimes
seem to ‘be performed by that adroit agency. Can-.
did minds cannot, I think, avoid t:,he conclusion that
Spirit is acting upon Matter in some way not
explaiﬁable by any known laws of our being.
“Whether it is Spirit @ the body, or out of the bod y,
seems difficult to decide. The agents, V\ZhOBYGI‘ they
are, are obviously nearly on a level with our own

spiritual condition ; for they tell nothing which had

not been previously known or imagined; and -t?hey
do not always tell the truth.

Minds of mystical tendencies find joy inbelieving -

that all inspirations in religion, sqiepcei, or art; come
1o us from above, through the medium of minister-

ing Spirits, who dwell in higher spheres of intelli- - -

gence and love, and are attracted towards us by our
" inward state. The fast-increasing strength_ Qf PjVﬁ,’
which often leads men to think the Devil dm?res
them into some crime, they. account for by supposing
that the indulgence of wiong thoughts agd feelings

r

‘you .
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brings us into affinity with Spirits below us, who
are thus enabled to influence our souls by the opera-
tion of laws as universal and unchangeable as thoge'
which regulate the attraction and repulsion of mate-
rial substances. - | :
‘Rationalists, on the other hand, deem that all
mental influences, whether good or-evil, may be -
sufficiently accounted for by the activity of the soul
in any particular direction; that the indulgence of
any class of thoughts and feelings renders them con-
tinually stronger and stronger, as the pedestrian’s
leg, or the wood-cutter's arm is invigorated by fre-
-quent.use. = . '

“All these thoughts grew out of the remoiral of a

- swallow’snest. They left me where they found me,

Temperament, and early habits of thougtit, inclined -
me toward mystical theories; while iticreasing cau-
tion, learned by the experience of many fallacies,

“beckoned toward the less postical side of austere

rationality. - T remained balanced: Between the op-
posite forees, candidly willing to-admit the claimg
of either, I could only bow my hiead it reverent
humility, and say, “ On these subjects we cannot cer-
tainly know any thing, in this' imperfect’ state of
being. Verily, mysterious is the action of Spirit
upon Spirit, and of Spirit' upon Matter.” As I |
thus dismissed the subject from my mind, a voice -

- from some corner of my soul said, “The swallows

did not know that you took away their nest, but.

R6
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 KANSAS EMIGRANTS.

And unto thee, in Freedom’s hour
Of sorest need, God gives the power.
To ruin or to save,
To wound or heal, to blight or bless,
“With fruitful soil, or wilderness,
A free home, or a grave. ,
" J, G. WHITTIER,

" «You are silent to-night, William,” said Alice

" "May to her lover, as they walked through a green :

lane, toward the setting sun.
“ Yes, dearest,” he replied, “I have that on my
mind which makes me thoughtful.” After a pause,

" he added, “That book I was reading to you, before |

these- golden-edged clouds tempted us out into the

fields, has made a very strong impression on me.
Tinever before realized how much depends on the

state of mind we are in when we read, The story '

of our forefathers was all familiar to me; and I al-

ways reverenced the Puritans ; but the grandeur of .
their character never loomed up before my mental

vision a8 it does now. With all their faults, they
were a noble set of men and women.”
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“ And what has anomted your eyes to see this
more clearly than ever to-night?” asked Alice.
- % All the while. I was readmg, I was thinking of
John Bradford's project of going to Kansas; and,
while we have been walking in the fields, my eyes
have involuntarily turned away from the glorious
sunset clouds, to glance at the neat dwellings dotted
all over the landscape; to the mill whirling spark-
ling water-drops into the-air; to the school-house,

~ with its broad play-ground; to the church-gpire,

gleaming brightly in the sun. - All these we owe

" to those heroic pﬂgnms who left comfortable homes
in England and came to a howling wilderness to
establish a principle of freedom; and what they

have done for Massachusetts, J ohn Bradford and

- his companions may (10 for Kansas. It is a glo-
-rious privilege to help in laying the foundation of
 states on a basis of justice and freedom.”

“I see that John hag magnetized you with his
enthusiasm,” she replied; “and he has magnetized
cousin Kate also. How brave she is, to think of
following. him, with their little child[”

“Kate is hopeful by temperament,” said ‘Wil-.

~liam; “but I think she is hardly more brave than -
. you are You are both afrald of a snake and a

gun n

“I was thmkmg more of the long journey, the
pa,rtmg from friends; and living’ among - strangers,
than I was of snakes and guns,” replied  Alice.’
“Then everybody says there are so many dJscom
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forts and hardships in a new country, .-And ‘the
"Indians, William! * Only think of going w-ﬂhm
sound of the Indian. War-wh00p "
- “The Indians are in a very different state now,”
he replied, “ from what they were when the Puritan
women followed their husbands into the wilderness

of this new world. They are foew in numbers

now. Their spirit has been tamed by accumulated
wrongs, and they are too well aware of the power
of the United States’ government, to make any
aggressions upon those who are under its protec-
tion. Besides, you know it is my opinion that
the Indians never would have made unprovoked

aggressions. 'Who can read Catlin’s account, with--

+ - out being struck with the nobility of character
often manifested by their much-injured race? I

am fally persuaded that it is easy to make firm’

friends of the Indians, by treating them with jus-

tice and kindness, and with that personal respect,
" which they so well know how to appreciate.”  He
pressed her ‘arm to his side, and took her hand

within his, as he added, “You seemed greatly to .
admire that young ‘Puritan bride, who cheerfully |
left home and friends behind her, and crossed ‘the
tempestuous ocean, to brave cold and hunger by

her husband’s side, in a wilderness where wolvey
and savages. were howhng

Her hand trembled within his; for something in

- the earnestness of his look, and the tender modu-

lation of his toneg, suddenly revealed fo her what
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was passing in his mind. She knmew he was

not thinking of cousin John's wife, while he
spoke thus of the pilgrim’s bride. It was the

" first time that such a possibility had been sug-

gested to her mind; and it made the blood run
cold in her veins. After a pamful pause, she.

said, with a forced calmness of voice, “ We often

‘admire virtues we are not strong enough to
- imttate.” o

He pressed her hand and remalned silent, till an

 outburst of tears made him stop suddenly, and fold
* her to his beart. i“Dd:)n’t weep, my beloved,” he

said, “T will never require, or even ask, such a
sacrifice of you.  Such a delicate ﬂowpr"as you are
needs to be sheltered from the blast and the storm.
But you have conjectured rightly, dearest, that my

" heart is set upon accompanying these emigrants,

I feel that all there is-of ‘manhood within me, will
be developed by the exigencies of such a career.
My character and my destiny will grow more
grand with the responmblhtles that will devolve
upon me. If I remain here, I never shall do half

I am capable of doing for myself and for posterity:.
To speak the plain truth, dear Alice, I have some-
thing of the old Puritan feeling, that God calls me

to this wotk. = You have promised to be my wife
within a few weeks; but I absolve you from that -

promise.. If you prefer it, I will go and prepare a
comfortable home for you in that new region, and

“endeavour to draw a eircle of our mutual friends

- 20 . , v
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around me, before I ask you to Ieave your | New
England home.”

She looked up at hlm, through her tears, with a."
halfreproachfal glance, which seemed fo say, “Do
you then suppose there can be any hardship so -

great, as separation from the one I love best in the
world 77 - :

‘He understqod the mute appeal, and anSWered 1t
by saying, “Don’t be rash, dear Alice. Reflect
upon it till next Sunday evening, and then tell
me what is your decision. I shall not love you
one particle the less if you tell me that years must
pass before you can be the partner of my life. No
duties, no excitements, no lapse of time, can re-
move your image from my heart.”

Few more words were spoken, as they returned
homeward, lighted by the crescent moon. It was
not until long after midnight that Alice fell asleep,

to dream of staudmg by a wide chasm, vainly
stretchmg her hand toward William, on the other
~ side.

During the fo]low*mg days she asked no oounsel
save of God and her mother. Her mother laid her

“hand tenderly on her head, and said, “I dare not
advise you. Follow your owu heart, my child;”
- and when she prayed to God, she seémed to hear

an echo of those words, She saw William often, .

bust she spoke no word to dissuade him from his
purpose. Had he been going to California to dig

gold, she would have had much to say in favour of -
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the humblest home under the protectlon of the old

- order—lovmgCommonwealth but he had spoken so

seriously of his 'sense of duty, that her womanly na-

ture reverenced the manliness of his convictions;
~and she prayed that Ads courage to dare might be
equalled by her fortitude to endure. It rained
~ heavily on Sunday evening, so that the lovers could
. not take their accustomed walk; and the presence
"of others prevented a conﬁdentlal interview. But

when they parted at the door, Alice slipped a small

- package into William’s hand. When he arrived at

home, he opened 1t with nervous haste, and found
a small Bible, with a mark within it. An anchor
was embroidered on the mark, with the word
FArrH beneath it; and his eye was caught by
pencil lines on the page, encircling the words:
“Where thou goest, T will go; .where thou lodgest, |

I will lodge; thy people shall be my people, and
~ thy God my God” “God bless her!” he ex-

claimed. “Now I can go forward with an un-

" divided heart.” He kissed the anchor again and

again, and, bowing his head on his hands, he wept

“as he had not wept since boyhood. To his deep

and earnest nature, love and duty were sacred
realities. _
Great was the joy of cousin Ka,te and her hus-
band, when it was known that William Bruce had
det'ermined to join the band of emigrants, and that.
Alice had acquiesced.” Willilam was a young man
of such goed Judgment and stedfast prineiples, that
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they all felt he would be a balance-wheel in'the

machinery of any society where he moved. John

‘Bradford was equally good and true, but his ter-
perament induced more volubility: of speech, and

more eagerness of action. When the band of emi-

grants heard of William’s decision, they said laugh-

ingly to each other, “Now we shall have both

Moses and Aaron to guide us into Canaan.” Kate's

widowed mother, and a younger brother and sister,
resolved to join ‘the enterprising band.: A little .

nephew of five years old was of the same mind;
and when told that he was too small to be of any
use, he declared himself fully able to catch a bear.

Alice’s father and mother had prospective plans of

following - their daughter, accompanied by their
oldest son, in 'case those who went before them
should send up a good report of the land.  Her
‘adhesive affections-suffered terribly in this rupture

of old ties. But in such natures love takes pos

session of the whole being. She would have sacri-

ficed. life itself for William. ~ All her friends knew -

it was harder for her than for others, to go into a
strange land and enter into entirely new modes of

existence, Therefore, they all spoke hopefully to
her, and no one but William ever presented the

clouded side of the picture to her view. He did it

from a conscientions scruple, lest she should go for-
. ward in the enterprise with eyes blinded to its dif-
- ficulties. But the hardshlps he described in such
tender tones, never seemed like hardships. His

-
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' warmngs were always et with the affectionate re-

sponse, “What a proud and happy woman 1 shall

be, dear William, if I can do any thing to sustain.

you through the trials you will have to encounter.”
She never spoke despondmgly, never told the fears
that sometimes swarmed in her imagination. If

‘she could not strengthen hirn, she at least would

not unnerve him, she said to herself; and as for -
cougin Kate, she would have been agshamed to ac-

‘knowledge to her what a faint heart was beating

within her bosom. Kate, who had earned her own
living -ever since she was sixteen, and assisted .
her widowed mother, and educated her younger
brother and sister, in a manner well adapted

‘to. make them useful and active members of
_society, was just the woman to emigrate 1o the

West. . Sometimes Alice sighed, and wished she

~was more like Kate. She did not know how -

many anxious thoughts were concealed under

~her cousin’s cheerful tones, her bright frank

smile, and her energetxc preparatmns for depar-
ture. , ‘
Thick and fast came in the parting memonals ,

 from relatives and schoolmates; and what showers
of tears fell upon them as they were stowed away,

in the closely packed chests! That last night af
the old homesteads, oh, how the memories crowded
upon those suffocated hearts! When Alice stole
out in the moonlight, and wept while she kissed
the old elm, from whose boughs she had swung in
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~ childhood, she did not know that the roots were -

already moistened with Katie’s tears, . o
_To the experienced .and the thoughtful, all wed-
dings are solemn occasions; for when thej see the

. young unmooring their boat from its old fastenings,
and floating away so.gaily on the _sun-rippled
stream, they know full well that shadows are

ahead, and that many a rock lies hidden under the -

bright waters. The marriage of William and Alice
was solemn even to sadness; for they were to de-
part for Kansas on the morrow. - The farewell mo-
ment had been so dreaded for days preceding, that

all felt as if it would be a relief to have the agony

over. Alice clung to her parents as the drowning
cling.  The mother lifted up her voice and wept,
and the old father choked, as he strove to say,
“Very pleasant hast thou been unto me. God

bless thee, my child.” But cousin Katie, whose

mission it was to strengthen everybody, came up
and pressed their hands, and said “ Good bye, dear
uncle; good bye, dear aunt. We'll make a beauti-

ful home for you in Kansas; and Willie and Ally .

. will come to bring you to us.”

As they mounted the wagons, c'hildren,. who used
to attend Mrs. Bradford’s school, came up with
bunches of violets; and the little nephew, who
thought himself such a mighty hunter, called out,
“send me a bear!” K - ’

“Oh. yes, Georgy,” replied Kate, «Will you

have him roasted ?”
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“T want to tie him up in the .darden, and feed
him,” shouted George. But no one heard him.
The wagons had rolled away before he finished the
sentence; and those who watched them forgot that
any thing else existed. / . :

The last glimpse of Alice showed her head bowed
down on her husband’s shoulder, her waist en-
circled by his arm. The last tones of Katie’s voice
had been strong and clear; and no one but her
kind-hearted John saw how the tears rained down
on her infant’s face, as they rode through their na-
tive village. ‘They had never fully realized, until

_now, how beautiful were the elms in the delicate

verdure of spring; ‘how precious were the golden
blossoms profusely strewn over the meadows; how

‘happy and safe the homes seemed to nestle in the

~ “scenery. - As they passed the church, all turned

and looked back at that place of pleasant meetings
with relatives, friends and neighbours.
- “They will migs our voices in the choir, dear
William,” said Alice. .
“Yes,” he replied; “ but, by the blessing of God,

we will sing hymns in the wilderness, and waken

_musical echoés among the silent hills.”

-« And we will sing ‘ Home Sweet Home' toge-
ther,” said Alice, with a faint smile. :
«Welll all join in the tune,” said Katie; “and
John, who is ‘up to all sort o’ fixens', as the West-
erners say, will make some new variations, on pur-
pose for the occasion.” '
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William. - “Had T not been deeply impressed with '

Then came the busﬂe of depots the thzmng of
steam, and visions of fields and hills racing away.

As. usuai the hearts that went recovered: serenity

sooner than the hearts left behind. The new ex-
citement of travelhng waked up hope, who shoved

- memory aside for awhile, and produced from: her

portfolio a series of sketehes, painted in colours more
prismatic than Rossiter’s. They talked of the ge-
nial climate, and beautiful scenery of Kansas, and

foretold that it would be the Italy of the western
world,

“T hope it will be like Italy only in its -exter-
nals,” said Kate. “I trust there will be no laza-
roni, no monks, no banditti, no despots to 1mpmson

* men for talkmg about the laws that govern them.”

“Why do you want to make a new Italy of it 2"
inquired Alice. *What better destiny can you
wish for it, than to be like our dear New Eng-
land 27

“ Nothing better can be wished for it,” rey»med

‘the conviction that the institutions, and manners,

and consequent welfare of states, depend greatly on

the character of first settlers, I should never have '

encouraged emigration from the old Oommonwe&lth

by my own example.”

“But the climate and scenery of Italy would be

an improvement to Massachusetts,” said John, “if

- we could have it without losing the active. soul and -

strong muscle of New England.”
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““That is it exactly, J ohn " rejoined Katie. “We .
will have it a young New England but it shall be

* under sunny skies, with Italian dvess.”

Several days passed before the emigrants began
to be much aware of the discomforts and fatigue of
a long journey. The babies crowed, and seemed
to think the huge machine was invented expressly

“to furnish them with a pleasanter motion than

cradle or go-cart ; " while maturer minds found
amusement in observing the passengers that came

" and went, .and pleasure in the varying scenery, as

they were whirled along, past the thriving farms
of New York, the tall forests of Canada, and the
flower-dappled prairies of Illinois,  But after a

" while, even the strongest became aware of aching

bones, and the most active minds grew drowsy.
The excessive weariness of the last days no pen
can adequately describe. The continuous motion

- of the cars, without change of posture; the dis-
turbed night on board steamboats full of erying

children ; the slow floating over Missouri waters,
now ‘wheeling round to avoid a snag, now motion-
less for hours on a sand-bar, waiting for the drift-
ing tide, while twilight settles darkly down over

" uninhabited forests, stretching away in the dim
distance. - The hurry an@ scramble of arriving at
strange places, farthéer and farther away from . -
Jhome, and always with a dreary feeling at thelr

hearts that no home awaited them.
“If T could only make it seem as if we were
27 ' ' .
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going anywhere, I don’t think I should feel sd |
tired,” said Alice, with a kind of weary bewilder- .

‘ment in the expression of her sweet countenance.
- Worn out as Katie was, she summoned a cheer-
ful smile, and replied, * Keep up a brave heart,

Alice, dear. Those who are going nowhere are

pretty sure to arrive.”

After eight ‘days’ travel they arrived at Kansas
City, in Missouri, There they bade adieu to cars
and steamboats, and entered the Indian Terrltory,
closely stowed away in great wagons, covered with

- . sail-cloth,. and furmshed with rough boards for

seats. In some places the road Swept along in
‘graceful curves, through miles of smooth open
prairie, belted with noble trees, and sprinkled with
- wild flowers, as copiously. as rain-drops from a
summer shower. The charming novelty of the
scene was greeted with- a child-like outburst of
delight from all the weary party. Even the
‘quiet, home-loving Alice, eclapped her hands,
“and exclaimed, “How beautiful!” without - add-

ing with a sigh, “ But it isn't. like dear NeW Eng '

land.”

ple can build up happy homes in such sohtudes as
these, dear ‘Alice.”

Anon they descended into deep ‘ravines, which
jolted the rough boards, and knocked thelr heads

_together. Through t};ese steep passes the wagons.

William smiled aﬁ'ecmonately at her enthuslastlc
surprise, and said, “ Virtuous and industrious peo-
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. were jerked by patient mules, t111 they were

brought into streams whose uncertain depths made .
the women and children scream; or into creeks
sparkling in the sunshine, whose shallow waters

- covered holes, easier to pass by leaving the wagons,
and jumping from stone to stone., Then scram-

bling up another steep bank, they found marks of
wheels to-indicate a road. They packed them-
selves into the huge megons again, with their
baskets and babies, bread and cheese, and went
tuinbling along With bonnets knocked into cocked-
hats, and hats that had lost all appearance of being
wide-awake. Katie was conjecturing, now and
then, how many bowls and plates would arrive in
Kansas ‘unbroken ; while Alice had a foggy idea

- that they were going riowhere; but there was a

rainbow across the fog, because Wllllam was going
there, too.

Tired out in mind and body, they came at Iast
to the river Wakarusa, which they crossed slowly

‘at the fording-place, and rode up a bank that

seemed steep enough to set the wagons on end.

“This brought thein into fields of grass, dotted here
and there with small ‘cabins. To New. England'
.. eyes it presented little resemblance to a village;

but it was called a town, and bore the honoured
name of Franklin, A few miles to the left,
smoothly rounded hills rose on the horizon, ter-

" race-like, one behind the other. Between those

beautiful hills and the thickly-wooded banks of the
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ﬁver ‘was the infant town of ,Lawrenée, the des-
tined capital of Free Kansas. .
Here the travellers rested to greet old frlends,

who had preceded them, and to form plans for the |

. futare, They all agreed that a more beautiful nest-

ling place for a village had rarely been seen ;  and’

really, considering it was little more than elght
months old, it had quite a grown-up look. There

_were several nieat houses, and many cabins, the ap-

- pearance of which indicated industrious inmates,
who would rapidly increase their comforts, and en-
large their borders. The bright river made a
gracefil curve, fringed with trees, which the skill
of man could not have arranged so tastefully as

nature haddone. Hills rose 1o the horizon n grad- |
" ually ascending series, their verdant slopes lighted

up with golden sunshine. One of grander propor-
tions than the others, called Blue Mound, was im-

mediately singled out by Mr. Bradford as the site

of a future Free State University; and his equally
_ active-minded wife forthwith matured the plan, by
proposing that William Bruce should be its first

president, and her baby become a professor of some .

'ology or other, :
“] am afraid we can't wa.1t long enough for hzm,
replied her husband, smiling. “We shall have to

choose you for a professor, Kate; I, for one, Wlll‘

give you my vote.”
The rough hands of the settlers, and their coarse

* garments, soiled with prairie mud were offensive

-
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to Kate's ideas of neatness, and still more go to the

delicate tastes of Alice. But on Sundays, when

- they were dressed in their best, and met together

to read and sing, they looked like quite different
people. As they became more acquainted, it was

. an agreeable surprise to find so large a proportion

of them intelligent and well e&ucated With a per-
vading character of sobrlety, industry and enter-
prise, they seemed to require nothing but time, and
a small allowance of that, to build up thriving

.towns and form a prosperous state. C‘ertamly, the

manuner of living was rude, for many of them ate .
their dinner from boards laid across the tops of
barrels. The labour also was hard, for there was

- much-to do, and few to do it; and, as yet, wells

were not dug, or machinery mtrodueed But where
all worked, no one felt his dignity lessened by toil. |

They had the most essential element of a prosper-
-ous staté; the respectability of labour. The next

most important element they ‘also had; for they
placed a high value on education, and were willing

. to sacrifice much to secure it for their children.
‘The absence of conventional forms, and the con-

stant exercise of ingenuity, demanded by the in-
conveniences and emergencies of a settler's life,

- have a wonderful effect in producing buoyancy and
" energy of character. The tendency to hope for

every.thing, and the will to do every thing desir-.
able to be done, were so contagious, that Ahce was
Q0% .
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- surprlsed to discover the amount of her hltherto ’

undeveloped capablhtles ‘-

There was a cabin for sale, built by one of the

earliest seftlers, who had .died of fever. Its pic-
turesque situation, on a rising ground overlooking
the river, was attractive to Mr. Bradford and his
wife, and- it became their home, It consisted of
one long room with a loft above, from which it was
geparated by a floor of loosely-laid boards. The
long room was converted into two, by a cotton cur-
~tain running on iron rings; and the loft was di-
vided int6 two apartments in the.same manner.
“When. these arrangements were completed, it

afforded 4 temporary shelter for the two families of -
Katie and Alice, including: eight persons. In the

absence of closets, it was necessary to hang all sorts
of articles from the boards above. A dried salt
. fish ‘was near neighbour to a very pretty work-

basket, and a bag of potatoes was suspended be- -

tween a new quilt and a handsome carpet-bag.

T hope we shall soon be able to stow the salt
fish and potatoes away somewhere,” said Alice.
- “Ob, never. mind!" replied Katie, laughing,
“If Hans Christian Andersen. would only come
- this way, he would make a finé story about the
salt fish falling in love with the pretty basket, and

becoring thinner every day, because his genteel

neighbour preferred the carpet-bag, and took no
pains to conceal her .disgust of his vulgar appear-

. ance and. disagreeable breath. Sﬁe listen to the

: ' T
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vows of a salt fish? Not she! Did'nt he know
that her handsome relative, the carpet-bag, from
Brussels, had done as good as make proposals to
her? " Then the poor fish would be stimulated to

_hunt up a pedigree. He might claim to have de-

scended from Jonah’s whale. He, on his part,
might feel his dignity offended by the neighbour-
hood of dirty potatoes. And the potatoes, like
sturdy republicans, might tell him they did not care
a darn for his pedigree. They should like to know
whether he could grow ; if he could’nt, he was an

- old fogy, and the less he said the better; for he was

among folks that believed in growing, and did'nt

. believe in any thing else.” Alice laughed at her

conceits, and said it was a blessing to havesuch
a lively companion in a lonesome place. ‘
As soon as the first hurry was over, the men of
the family converted packing-boxes into shelves for
books and -utensils, and made divers grotesque-
looking stools, with cotton cloth -and unpeeled
boughs of wood, after the fashion of portable gaz-
den-chairs. There was talk of .a table to be hewn
from a black walnut tree; but as yet the tree was
growing, and boards on barrel-tops must answer -
meanwhile. The salt-cellars were broken when’the
wagons were pitching down some of the ravines;
but the shell of s turtle, which Kate’s. brother
Thomas had brought among his traps, made a tol-
erable substitute.  The women missed the smooth,

. white table-clo;hs, and the orderly arrangement of
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dishes, to which they had been accustomed; but
they agreed with the men, that no food had ever
tasted so good as the corn-cakes, venison, and wild
game cooked in that humble cabin, where they
mutually served each other in love. Then the un-
packing of the deep trunks and boxes, bringing to
light memorials of old places and dear friends, wasa

pleasure which only the far-off emigrant from home -

may realize. Some mutual secrets had been kept,

which made little sunny ripples of surprise in their
. quiet stream of life. Allce s father and mother had
packed their phobograph likenesses in Katie's

trunk, with a charge that they should not be.

| Gpened till they were settled in their new home.
Katie had pressed mosses and ferns from the old
well near Uncle May’s garden-gate. "They were
twined with pendant blossoms from the old elm,

and woven into a garland round the words, “ Froxn

the well whose waters Katie and Allie drank in

c]ﬁldhodd, and from the old elm-tree from whose

‘boughs they used «to swing.” She had framed it

‘meatly with cones, gathered in a pine grove, where

they had walked together many an hour. These

souvenirs of the dear old, home so stirred the deep -

fountains of feeling in her cousin’s soul, that she
burst into tears. But Katie soon made her laugh,
by exhibiting a crockery. bear, which little Georgy

had packed among the things, to rémind them of

the living bear he expected to receive from Kansas,
Alice said she had a little secret too.” She re-
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treated to her division of the roorh and brought
forth a pencil-drawing of the house where Katie
was born, and where her mother had always lived ;

* and across the green lane was Uncle May's house,

with the old well shaded by the elm. She had a
talent for drawing, and the dear familiar scene was
brought. faithfully before the eye, though a little
idealized by the softness of the shading,

““Dear mel” exclaimed the vivacious Katie.
“How can I put it where I can see it oftén, yet

_contrive to keep it free from smoke and dust?”

She gave a forlorn kind of glance at the unplas:

‘tered walls, through chinks of which glimpses of

the sky were visible. The fact was, neither they

-por their friends had been aware of the rough con-
" ditions of a settler's life; and the cousins had
‘brought with them ‘many pretty little keepsakes,

which they could find no places for. But it wasa

~yule with them to wuttér no complaints, to add to

the weight of cares already resting on’their noble
husbands. So the forlorn look qulckly gave place

1o a smile, as Kate kissed her cousin, and said,
- #T11 tell you what I will do, Allie dear. I w1_11_
“keep it in my heart.”

“It ie a large place, and blesses all it keeps.
That I can bear witness to,” said John. * * * %
There was need that the women of Kansas should
overlook their own inconveniences, and be silent
about their own sufferings; for a thunder-cloud

was gathering over the heads of the emigrants, and

v
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every week it grew blacker and blacker. It needed
less qmckness of observation than Katie possessed,
to perceive, almost immediately after their arrival,
that they were surrounded by dangercus enemies.
Her husband, knowing the reliable strength of

) her character did not hesitate to confide to her his -

anxieties and fears for Kansas. But, as far as pos-

- sible, they kept danger out of sight in' their con-

versations with Alice. They had seen proof enough
‘that she was strong in self-sacrifice, with abundant

fortitude to endure for those she loved; hut they |
knew that “the life-blood of her soul was in her

affections, and that perils in her husband’s path
would undermme the strength she needed for her
‘own. Her busy hands were almost entirely em-
ployed with in-door occupations ; sewing and mend-
ing for the whole family, keeping the rooms tidy,
and assisting' about the daily cooking. If it was
necessary to purchase a pail, or pan, or any other
household convenience, it was Katie who sallied

forth into Massachusetts street to examine such

articles as were for sale at the little shanty shops.
If water was wanted, when the men were absent,
she put on her deep cape-bonnet, and took the pail
to the nearest spring, nearly a quarter of a mile dis-
tant; for there was so much work. pressing to be
done in Lawrence, that as yet there had been no
time found to construct wells; and the water of the
river became shallow and turbid under the summer
sun. These excursions were at first amusing from
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ﬂlell‘ novelty, and she came home with a hvelv ac-
count of odd-looking Missouri cattle-drovers, and
Indian squaws, with bags full of papooses strapped

- 1o their shoulders. But gradually the tone of mer-
‘riment subsided ; and when she had occasion to go

into the street, she usually returned silent and
thoughtful. Fierce-locking Missourians, from the
neighbouring border, scowled at her as she passed,
and took pleasure in making their horses rear and
plunge across her path. - In the little shops she often
found more or less of these ruffians, halftipsy, with

- hair unkempt, and beards like cotton-cards, squirt-

ing tobacco-juice in every direction, and interla,rd-

-ing their conversation with oaths and curses. Every’

one 'that entered was hailed with the interrogatory,
“Stranger, whar ar yer from?” If their answer

“indieatéd any place north of the Ohio, and east of

the Missisippi, the response was, “ Damn yer, holler-

- hearted Yankees! What business have you in these

diggens? You'd better clar out, I tell yer.”

On one of these occasions, a dirty drunken fellow
said to Kate, “ They tell me you are an all-fired
smart woman., Are you pro-slave? or do you g0,
in for the abolitionists ?” |
" Concealing the disgust she felt, she quietly re-
plied, “I'wish to see Kansas a Free State, because I
have her prosperity at heart.’

“Damn yer imperdence I” exclaimed the brute. ‘
“T should like to see you chained up with one of

- our niggers. Tl be cussed if ¥ would'nt help to do
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it.”  And he finished by stoopmg down and sqmr’s-
ing a quantity of tobacco-juice into her face. -
There was another Missourian in the shop, a tall

burly looking cattle drover, with a long whip in his

hand. He seized the other roughly by the arm,
~ maying, “I tell you what, my boy, that’s puttm it
on 3 little #o0 thick. T'm pro-slave. If you're for
a far fight with the Yankees, Tom Thorpe’s the
~ moan for yer work, But I'm down on all sich fixens.
Let the woman alone!”

The rowdy drew his bowie-knife, with a volley -
. of oaths, and Katie darted from the shop, leaving -
her purchases uncompleted When she returned,

she found her mother busy about dinner, and Ahce
sitting at the window; making a coarse frock. She
raised her head and smiled, when her cousin en-
_tered, but immediately looked out toward Mount
Oread. When she first saw that verdant slope, she

had fallen in love with its beauty; then she had '

" been attracted by the classi¢ name, conferred on it

by a scholar among the emigrants. There was -

something romantic in thus transporting the Moun-
tain Spirits of ancient Greece into the loveliest por-
tions of this new Western World. William often
quoted Lelgh Hunt’s verses; about

“The Oreads, that frequent the lifted mountains ;
» % % x % % % and o'er doep ravines
Sit listening to the talking streama below

Then Governor Robin.son 8 house, on the brow of
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the hill, was a pleasant object in the scenery; for
be was a courteous and cultivated man, with & good
library, always at their disposal. There was so
much quiet gentle strength about him, that his pres-
ence scemed to ensure protection. The last and
strongest reason why Alice loved Mount Oread was
that William bad taken land a little beyond it, and
there was to be their future home, snug as a bird’s

nest, in a *“sunny 'nook of greenery.” He was
building a cabinthere, and every day she saw him
descending toward Lawrence, with the axe on his
shoulder; and as he came nearer, she could hear

him Whlstlmg, “Home, sweet home.” She was

watching for him now, and hoping he would return
in season for dinner. Therefore she had not noticed

‘the flurried manner with which Kate hastened to
- wash her face, and wipe the tobacco stains from her -
. bonnet. While she was thus employed, the old

lady said to her youngest daughter, “ Flora, go and
call John and Thomas from the fleld. Dinner is

nearly ready.”

“No, mothet! No!” excla1med Katle ' “Nev'er'
send her out! Never /" Perceiving that her quick -
emphatlc manner had arrested the attention of all

‘the inmates of her dwelling, she added In.a lower

tone, “I will go, myself”\ .

But her words had arou! Arain of thoughts
which was becommg more and more familiar to
Alice. The men in the vicinity often came to ask

council of Mr. Bradford and Mr. Bruce; and of
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.course their talk was mainly concerning the neigh-
bouring state of Missouri, She heard them tell how
, ruﬂians and rowdies came over the border with

bowie-knives and pistols. to drive -the free citizens
- of Kansas away from the polls; to deprive them of
liberty to make their own laws, and compel them

to be governed by the code of Mis’souri, which in

many ways violated their moral sense, ‘.S‘I}e heard

them say that spies from Missouri were in every

~ neighbourhood, watching those emigrants who dared
to say any thing in favour of having the soil of Kan-
- sas free. Why was Katie so flushed and flurried ?

Was the danger approaching nearer than she was .

aware of? She turned anxiously toward Mount

‘Oread, and longed for a sight of William. Whatif
he should not return till after night-fall ? He, whose

‘honest mouth would never utter a Word that was
false to freedom, whatever might be his personal
“rigk? TUnable to keep back the erowding tears,
she slipped behind the cotton curtain that screened
- their sleeping apartment, and kneeling beside their
“rude couch, she prayed earnestly to God to protect
her husband.

William had not arrived when they sat down to

dine, and his wife made various pretences for rising

to remove a plate; or bring a cup of water; but in

reality to look out upon Mount Oread. At last,

~ she heard his voice, and rushed out to meet him,
Wlth an outburss of emotlon that surpnsed them a,ll
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John shook his head mournfally, and sighed as he

said, “Poor Alice! How she idolizes him "

Katie had the discretion not to mention her ren-
contre with the“Border Ruffian o any but her hus-
band, who grew red in the face and clenched his

fist, while he listened, but immediately subsided:

into a calmer mood, and said, “ We must be careful

‘never to lose sight of the best interests of Kansas, in

our resentment at the wrongs and insults we are
contmually receiving. - We will give these lawless
rascals no excuse for molesting us, and wait with
patience for the American government to protect
its unoffending citizens.” - '

.On the aftérnoon of the same day, a gawky lad,
with a long nine” in his mouth, and hands in hls
trowsers pockets, came to the door, saying, “The
ole woman's tuk wi' fits almighty strong; and the
ole man wants you to cum, and bring along some
o' yer doctor’s stuff. He’s heern- tell that yer
death on fits,” _

Mrs. Bradford had become 80 accust;omed to the
South-Western lingo, that she understood ¢ ‘ the ole

~man” to be the lad’s father. She knew very well |

that he was a Missouri spy, of the lowest order, an
a,ccomphce in many villainous proceedings against
the free-goil citizens of Kansas. She felt a loathing -
of the whole family, not unmingled with resent-

~ment; but she rose quickly to prepare the medi- .

cines; thinking to herself, “ What hypocrisy it is’
for me to profess to be a believer in Christianity, if
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I cannot cheerfully return good for evil, in such a
" case as this.” She administered relief to the sufferer,

ag tenderly as if she had been her own sister; and
" the poor woman expressed gratitude for it, in her
uncouth way. When Kate remarked that they
would feel more kindly toward the Yankees, if

they knew them better, she replied, “1 allers tole.
my ole man I wished they wouldn’t keep up such

amuss. But Lor, what the use o speakin’. It's
Jist Iike spittin’ agin the wind.” '

That night, Mr. Bradford’s horse and saddle were
gtolen. They never knew by whom; but they
were afterward seen in Missouri.

In the midst of discouragements and da.ngers
the brave band of settlers went on with their work.
‘Better stores were erected, and, one after another,

the temporary cabins gave place to comfortable |

‘gtone houses.

An Emigrant Aid Society had been formed in
~ .the North, whose object it was to assist in the

erection of mills, school-houses, and other buildings,

. for the public beneﬁt 'I‘he'k‘ motive was partly N

financial, inasmuch as all such improvements rapid:

- ly increased the value of prgperty in Kansas; and - 7

they were well aware that: fhe outward prospenty,
as well as the moral strength of a state depended
greatly upon encouraging emigrants to go from
' communities’ where they had been accustomed to
free institutions, educamona,l pmnleges, orderly
~ babits, and salutgz'y laws. - Their - motives in ex-
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tendir:‘ugﬁ 8 helping hand to-these infant colondes,
were both morally good and worldly wise. There
was no_partiality in their management of affairs,

" Emigrants from the Southern states shared their

benefits equally with those from the North, Set

tlers were pouring in from all sections of the-

- country ; but chiefly from the North and West,

because the hardy inhabitants of those states are
always ready for enterprise and toil. Many of them
had large families of children, and the small half-

furnished tavern, called the Cincinnati Flouse, was

quite insufficient to afford them shelter while cabins

were prepared for them. In the course of their
first summer, John Bradford and his band of pil-
orims had the satisfaction of seeing a noble stone
hotel, of three stories, rise in Massachusetts street; :

~making the place beautlful with its glazed win- |
dows, and doors of polished black walnut.

Unfortunately, the only route to Kansas, by rail-

' road or steamboat, passed through Missouri. Bag-

gage-wagons weré continually plundered, and let-

"ters broken open and destroyed, by the Border

Ruffians. 'Supplies of provisions;, purchased by
the settlers, or sent to them by their friends, went
to enrich their enemies. Money enclosed in lettérs
met with the same fate. Still the settlers of Kansas
pursued a pacific course toward their persecutors, -
They came from communities where laws were re- -

liable for protection, and, following their old habits,

they appealed to the laws; desirous, at all hazards, - |
2% -
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' not to involve the country in civil war.  This con-

seientious patrmtlsm was not appreclabed The

banditti on the borders laughed it to scorn; while
_the slaveholdlng gentlemen and statesmen who
used them @ puppets, to do the disgraceful work

they were ashamed to do openly themselves, smiled

‘at the Yankees' reverence for the Union, and sue-
- cessfully played their old game of practicing on
conscientious love of country, in order to_tighten

the serpent, coil of slavery more securely about the

neck of freedom. Missourians had voted  their
own creatures into most- of the offices of Kansas.
Some of them pitched a tent in that Territory for a

while, while others did not even assunme the ap- '

pearance of residing there. From such officers of
Justlce the citizens of Kansas could find no redress
for the robberies and wrongs continually inflicted
on them, by the band of ruffians commisgioned fo

dri them out of the Territory, by any means that .
would do it most effectually. Our wrongs from.
the British government were slight, compared with’

theirs, Still these Western Colonies refrained from
. revolution, * They sent agents to Washington, with

well-attested evidence of their outrageous wrongs.

They received fair words, and no relief. Every
*day it became more evident that the President of

the United States: was in league. with the power

that was crushing free Kansas. The Missourians,

‘emboldened by their knowledge of this fact, played |
their bad game more and more openly. They paid
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men a dollar a day, with plénty_ of whiskey, and
free passage across the ferries, to go into Kansas
and vote down the rights of the citizens. More

- and more, the conviction grew upon the people of
« Kansas that they could not trust the government
of the United States, ahd consequently had only

their own energies to rely upon. They published
a paper called the Herald of Freedom, in which
they maintained the right of all American eitizens
to choose their own magistrates, and make their own
laws. They rejected the legislators imposed upon
them by the rabble of Missouri, at the point of the
bayonet. They declared that a large majority of
the settlers were desirous to have Kansas a Free
State, and that they would maintain their right to

- be heard. To this paper, John Bradford and Wil-

liam Bruce were constant contributors, and Kate’s
brother, Thomas, was diligent in setting the types.
Of course, the family became odious to those who
were bent on driving freedom out of Kansas, .
A Convention of the free-soil citizens of the
Territory was called at Topeka. There were rep-
resentatives from nearly all sections of’ the Union. -

~ Emigrants from Carolina, Virginia, and Missouri,

agreed with emigrants from Ohio and Massachu—

- setts, that the introduction of slavery would prove

disastrous to the prosperity of the state. They
framed. a Constitution for Kansas, and chose legis-
lators, . Some required that free coloured people
should be excluded from the Terrltory, as well as
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slaves, Others deemed that such a regulation
would be an infringement upon freedom, and urged.
- that no man could caleulate the future bad con-

- sequences of introducing one wrong principle into
the basis of their government. ' No one urged this
point more strenuously, than did William Bruce,
in his mild fim ﬁva,y. But Southern ‘ernigrants

were opposed to that view of the case, and the Con- -

‘vention, desirous to concede as far as possible, yet
unwilling to introduce such a clause into their Con-
- stitution, concluded to leave that question to the
votes of the people. '

. It was a trying time for the women in Lawrence.
The wisest and bravest men were absent in Topeka,

which was twenty-five miles further up the river.
~ - The Convention excited great. wrath in Missouri.

They called themselves lovers of “law and order,” -

-and denounced those as “traitors” who dared to
make other laws than'those imposed upon them
with bowie-knives- and revolvers. The wildest

stories -were circulated. The most moderate of .

them was a rumour that Mr. Bruce insisted upon
having “niggers” become . members of the legis-
lature. This they regarded as the greatest mon-
strosity a republican could be guilty of; for \they

- were blind to the fact that hundreds of coloured |
slaves could be found, who were more fit for the

office, than the white' ones they had' appointed to
rule over Kansas. Insults multiplied, and curses

and threats grew louder. - Every family ‘in Taw-

e
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rence went to bed each _night with the feeling that
‘they might be murdered before morning.

‘When the delegates returned, John Bradford
thought his wife seemed at least ten years o1<9§er,
than when she came to Kansas, the preceding
Springl.‘ The baby, who could now t?ddle alone,
had canght the trick of fear, and hid h1ms§:1f, 1v.vhen :
his father knocked at the fastened door.. o

" William was alarmed to find Alice so thin and
pale, and to see her gentle eyes lo.ok %0 large and
i’rightened. He folded her closely in his arms, z.md
as she wept upon his bosom, he said, O my wife!

| 'My loving and generous wife! How 1 reproach

myself for accepting the sacrifice you offered! Yet
had T foreseen this state of things, 1 never W().illd
have consented that you should follow me mfo
Kansas” ) -
“Don’t say that!” she exclaimed ne}'vously. C“It
“will be easier to die with you, than it would have

" been to live without you. But oh, William, why

need, they persecute us so? There are thousands
of acres of land uncultivated.in Missour. Whaﬁ
" makes them covet our land ?” .
 « Ah, dearest, it is a complicated question, and
“you don’t understand it. They care little for the
land, except as a means of increasing thalr political
.power. They want more Slave States, ?;0 be"rep-‘
 resented by slaveholders in the councils of 1th.ta ‘
Union; and they do not want that any more Free
States should come into the Union, to balance their
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influence. Therefore they ‘are not content with

stretohmg their dominions to the Gulf of Mexico,
and seizing Texas. They wish to grasp the

Northern Terrltorles also, that they may be secure -

of keeping the Free States in political subjection.
It is a long story, my love. For many years, they

have been artfully availing themselves of every

means to increase their power.. The antagonistic

principles of slavery and freedom have come to a

- death-grapple here in Kansas: and you, my del-

icate little flower, are here to be trampled in the

struggle.”

Alice mghed and Wlshed she Was more llke |

* Kate; for then she would not be such a we:ght

"upon by spirits. But he declared that he would
not for the world have her in any way different

from her own dear self. Then they fell to talking
about their future home, which was now in readi-
ness. Two of William’s brothers had arrived with
their families. An addition to the cabin had been
built for one of them, and the other would live
within call. Katie was loth to part from her
cousin; but she said thevaould be far more com-
forta.ble in their new quarters, and as for safety,
~ there was safety nowhere; least of all, in Lawrence,
 Gradually they fell 1nto a more cheerful strain

~ of conversation. The husbands spoke hopefully, .

- and really felt so; for they had strong faith that
their beautiful Kansas would become & free and
prosperous state.
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| Various boxes- from Massaohusetts,' directed to
‘William Bruce, had arrived in Kansas City. Some

- of them’ contained comfortables and blankets for
" the winter, which Mrs. May had prepa,red for her

darling. daughter her “stray lamb in the wilder- -
ness,” as she was wont to call her. ‘Could all that

" ‘mother’s thoughts and feelings have been daguerreo-

typed on the cloth, while those stitches were taken,

it would have been an epic poem of wondrous

pathos. What visions of Alice ‘sléeping in her

“cradle; of her wakening smile; of her soft curls

waving in the summer breeze, as she came running
with a flower; of her girlish bloom, delicate as the

- sweet-pea blossom of her clear melodious voice

in the choir at ohurch of the bashful blushing
ways, that betrayed her dawmng love for William ;

of the struggle in her soul, when she must ohooso
between him and her parents; of her parting look,
when she turned from the home of her childhood,
to follow her husband into the wilderness. In

© - Alice’s soul those stitches, by the old, fond, faithful
* hand, would also waken a poem of reminiscences.

How she longed for those boxes, to see Wha.t g
mother had sent her! Above all, for the letters
from dear New England ; espoomlly the long letter

from mother!
It was a,greed that Wlﬂlam s brothers should go

with 2 wagon 10 bring . them. . They reached‘
Kansas city in safety, and the boxes were delivered

' to them Passing through Franklin, on their re-
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tarn, they found ﬁﬂ;y or smty Mlssourl ruffians

carousing round a rum-shop, built of logs. A

“man with ragged. trowsers and dirty checked shirt,

too tipsy to stand alone, was leaning against a .

corner of the . shop, scrapmg a fiddle, while his
eomra.d es sung:

“We've eamped in the wilderness,

. For a few days, for a fow days;
And then we're going home,
We've a right up yonder. :

. We'll vote, and shoot the Yankees,
For.u few days, for a few days;
And then we're going home,
We Ve a rxght up yonder.”

As soon as this drunken crew espled the bag-
gage-wagon, wending its way toward Kansas, they

set up a frightful yell, and, making a rush at the

horses, called out; * Hallo, stranger! whar are you
gomg? and what are you toting ?”

“To Lawrence, with a load of household goods "

they replied.

* “That's a damned nest of Yankee abol1t1on1st=3 "

cried one. : :
“We're gwine to wipe it out,” shouted another.
“The goods must be overhauled boys 1 bawled
“a third.
- It was vain to remonstrate and useless to ﬁght
against such desperate odds. They unloaded the

wagons, tore open the boxes, and. pulled out the-

home treasures, which would havé been so precious

/!
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"to Alice. .The young men pleaded hard for the
-~ letters; but the mob said they must carry them to

the Governor, to see if there was treason in them,
“The Governor shall be informed of this, and if
there's justice to be obtained in the land, we'lt have
it,” said the brothers
“Shut up,. you damned rascals!” shouted the

rapble. “Git into yer waggin and be off, or we'lll
‘stop yer jawing!”

Poor Alice! The blessed words, warm from her
mother’s heart, that would have poured such balm -
into her own, would be used to light the pipes of

~ Missouri ruffians. The quilts, so neatly made by
E those dear old hands, would be spread on muddy
floors for drunken revels. It was hard to bear;
" but she knew this was only one of a thousand
wrongs, and she said, “ I will never murmur Whlle -

my dear good William is spared to: me.”
" From the time of her betrothal, her loving heart
had. dreamed of a neat little We&'ded home, cozy

- and comfortable, with a few simple adornments of

pictures and vases. The loosely-built eabins of =
Kansas, with ' their rough “cotton-board” floors,
brown with prairie mud, had driven away the illu-

~gion; but still it hovered there over Mount Oread,

and the Mountain Spirits seemed to ging a. pro-
phetic song of Jove and peace in a sunny future.
She found the new home provided with more con-
veniences than the oné she had left; for William,
in the midst of all his cares, never forgot her, and
20 IR .
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snatched an hour, Whenever he could to Work for
her comfort.

It was the morning of a sunny day When they

entéred their new abode, and all things looked neat

and cheerful. . William, ‘who was reverential by

. temperament, viewed all the common duties and

affairs of life in a religious hght They stood for a,

moment, hand in hand, gazing at the humble lititle

~cabin, Wlth moisteried eyes. Then he removed his
hat, and looking earnestly . to heaven, -he threw
- water on the roof, saying, “I baptize thee the
Freeman’s Home. May the blessing of God de-
scend upon thee!” There was a saddened pleasure
in thus consecrating their encampment in the W11
derness. :

In Lawrence, darker and darker yet the storm
. was lowering. Autumn was coming on with heavy

© dews, and cold winds from the mountains swept

across the open prairie, Whlstlmg through the loop-

holes of - the fragile cabins, as they went. The
dampness and the chill brought with them that
dreadful demon of the settler’s life, fever and ague.

The arms of strong men were palsied by it, and the
' little children looked like blossoms. bhghted by a
sudden frost. The active, generous-hearted Katie
found time to run hither and thither with gruel and
medicine, though her own little one was shivering,
- as 1f his joints would fall asunder. Many a rmur-
mured blessing followed her footsteps from cabin
~ to eabin, and many a grateful tearfell on her hand,
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from home-sick souls, sorrowful, even unto death.
In the midst of this cala,mfuy, rumours of invasion
by the Mlssounans increased daily: In John.
Bradford’s cabin all slépt so lightly, that the slight-
est unusual sound startled them to instant wake-
fulness,. The distant whoop of Indians on the

_ prairie, and the howling of hungry wolves disturbed .

them not. They were in dread of a more infernal-

* gound than these; the midnight yell of Border

Ruffians. A few weeks after the departure of
Alice, they were waked from uneasy slumbers by
that frightful noise, at the very walls of their cabin.
Katie rose hastily, and laying her sick child on the

‘ﬂoor covered him with a thick cotton comfortable;

hoping that the rifle-balls, if they whizzed through

. the cabin, would either fly over him, or lose their

force in the wadding. There was a random shot, -
but-the ball stuck in the boards at their bed’s head. -
The next moment the door was burst open by
twenty. or thirty fierce-looking men, armed with
bowie-knives and revolvers, Never, out of the in.
fernal pit, was heard such a volley of blasphemy

~and’ obscenity, as poured from their foul mouths. -
"The purport of it all was that they had sworn to

“wipe out Lawrence;” and that they had come to

shoot this * damned Yankee abolitionist,” who had

had the impudence to write in the paper that Kansas
would yet be a Free State. They attempted to seize

'Mr. Bradford, but his wife threw herself across

him, and said, “If you murder him, it shall be.
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through my heart’s blood.” They‘ struck her with.
their fists, they tried to pull her away; but she

clung with .a convulsive power that was too strong

. for them. Her brother, Thomas, was out that

night, watching with a neighbour whowas * down”

with fever and ague; and it had been previously -
arranged that young Flora and her méther should

remain hidden in the loft, in case of such an emer-

gency. No screams ascended to- their ears, for
Katie had outgrown a woman’s weakness. But.
the listening mother heard the scuffie below, and,

bidding' Flora to hide in the darkest corner, she
hastened down. the ladder, and tlirew her arms

round  John and Katie, saying, “You shall kill

me first.” - They cursed her, and spit at her, and,

knocking the night:cap from her head, made

‘mockery of her gray hairs. The lurid light of
their torch fell on the scene, and all the while, the
wailing of the sick child was heard: “Mammy!
-Johnny’s ’fa,zd Mammy! Johnny's "faid.”

How the ‘struggle might have ended, none'cari'

" tell, had not a tall figure saddenly burst into the
room, exolaiming, “Boys! I'm down on all sich
fixens. Let the women alone! T’'ll.be darned if I
don’t ke to see a woman stick.to her husband in

trouble if he 5 a damnéd abolitionist. Let her:

alone, I tell yel Wait till the time comes for a
~far fight. - It's all fired mean, boys! Sich a posse

arter one man and ‘two women” Seeing the

human wolves reluctant to quit their prey, he:
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brandished a bowm -knife, and excla,lmed in a
thundering voice, “I tell' ye what, boys, if ye

don’t let them ar women alone, I'll pltch info yer,

as sire ag my name’s Tom Thorpe ™ |
This remonstrance excited a feeling of shame in
some of the gang, while others were willing enough
to avoid a quarrel with such a powerful antagonist.
-The ruffians, thus adjured, swaggered away,
saying, “ We a'nt afeerd o' Tom Thorpe, or the
devil.” They swore frightful oaths, smashed Kate’s
small stock of erockery, and seized whatever they
ecould lay hands on, as they went. And all the
while, the sick babe was wailing, “ Mammyl ;
Johnny’s faid, Mammy! Johnny’s Yfaid?
Kate took the poor attenuated child in her arms,

Those arms, 8o strong a few moments ago, were .

trembling'n'ow; and tears were dropping from the
eyes that lately glared so sternly.on her husband's

‘enemies. - Tom Thorpe lingered a moment, and
~ was turning silently away, when she rose, with the

child resting on her shoulder, and tdok his hand
in hers. “I thank you, Mr. Thorpe,” she said.
“This is the second .time you have protected me
from insult and injury. T will never forget it.

. And if a helpless Missourian should ever need my

aid, though he be the worst of Border Ruffians, I
W111 remember Tom Thorpe, and help him for hzs

.sake. - I ani sorry you stand up for slavery; you
~ seem to have a soul too noble for that. I am sure
if you lived in a Free %ta,te for a while, you Would |

20%
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be convinced that slavery has & bad effect: on aIl‘:

concerned in it.” :
The mother here laid her hand on his arm, and
said, “We are a persecuted people, Mr.- Thorpe ;
. persecuted without provocation; and, I believe,
something in your own heart tells you so. God
bless you for what you have done to-night.” -
Mr. Bradford, who had been looking through
the chinks in the wall, to watch the course the
ruffians had taken, now came up to add ‘his thanks,
and ask him if he would take any refreshment,
“Thankee, stranger,” said Tom. *I've no 'ca-
sion. T've been drovin catile roun in the Territory ;
and I knows that ar yell of theirn. So I thought
T'd jist cum and see what they was cuttin up. - I'm
down on all' sich fixens. Allers tole the boys so.
Tom Thorpe’s fur a far fight, says 1.”
 Mr. Bradford tried to convince him that the in-
habitants of Kansas wished to be peaceable, just,
and kind in their dealings with the Missourians,

and with all men; and that theré was no need of a ~
“fair fight,” and no excuse for ruffian violence.

And Kate threw in an argument now and then, to
aid her husband. But Tom Thorpe had the idea
firmly fixed inside his shaggy head, that a ¢ far

fight” was somchow necessary for the honor of.

Missouri, though he was unable to explain: why.
The mighty drover rolled the quid in his mouth,
passed & huge -hand through his thick mass ,of ‘

hair, and strode out into the darkness, repeating,
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“MTom Thorpe’s down on all mch ﬂxens " As be
wwalked along, he muttered to himself, #That ar's
an almighty smart woman. What a fetchin up

-she must. a had! No such fetchin “up in our
| d_lggms I'm pro-slave, myself. But them ar free-

soilers use a feller all up. I swar, T bleeve
they’re more'n half right. TN be darned if I.

“don't.”

Meanwhile, the inmates of the cabin were. canvas-

sing his merits. As he passed ous of the door, Katie

said, “There goes an honest kind heart, under tha.t :

- rough exterior !”

“ A litile foggy about right and ‘wrong,” replied
her husband ; “but with instincts like a powerful
and generous’ ammal "

“That's owing to his ‘fetchin up, as they say, re-

* joined Kate. “Whata man he might have made,

if he had bﬂen brought up un}der free institu-
tions I”

~ “Bless your generous soul!” \‘ejaculated John.
“But tell me now truly, Katie, don’t you begm ‘
to be sorry we ever came to Kansas?”

She raised her -eyes to his, and said calmly;
“No, John ; never. The more I know of those.
Missouri ruﬂia‘,ns,.,the more deeply do I feel that it
is worth the sacrifice of many lives to save this fair
territory from the blighting curse of slavery.”

. “Truc as steel | True as steel]” exclaimed John,
giving her a hearty kiss, * How manfully you
‘stood by me!”
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smiling.
11 1 3 Y
I assure you, Kate, it required more courage
to refrain from seizing my rifle, than it would have

done to discharge its contents among those rascals.

Though we stand pledged to avoid bloodshed, T
verily believe I should have broken ‘m..y pledge, if
your voice had not pleaded all the time, ‘Don't
John! Don't!"” o ’
“Oh if the government at Washington would
only do its duty I” sighed Kate. “How can théy
trifle thus with the lives of innocent citizens ?”
“It's worse than that,” rejoined her husband.
- *Their influence protects the wolfish pack. Slavery
- always has need of blood-hounds to keep down the
love of freedom in the human soul; and these
- Border Ruffians are its human blood-hounds.”

“I wonder whether Frank Pierce has any small )

children,” said Katie. “If he has, I wish he and
I}is wife could have heard the feeble voice of this
little one, in the midst of those shockihg oaths
- and curses, calling out, “Mammy! Johuny’s usd,
- God of merey! Shall I ever forget that sound !”
- She drew the sleeping child to her heart, with a

gentle pressure, and the tears of father and mother -

fell fast upon him. The grandmother sat apart-
with her head leaning on the table, and wept also.

 For two or three weeks after this tré.néaction, .

there was a Iull in the tempest. Missourian wag-

“ How Woma,nfully, you mean,” she -replied,
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oners: came into Lawrence often, with loads of

~ apples, potatoes, and flour, They met with honest

and kindly treatment. 'No.one sought to take re-

prisals for the many loads of provisions plundered

from Kansas. The. bravely patient people still
waited for redress by law. Soon there came news
of a peaceable, industrious settler in the neighbour-
hood of Tawrence, who had been shot dead by a
scouting party of Missourians, in mere sport, while
he was pursuing his avocations. A few days after,
a gang of armed ruffians entered the house of a

. citizen in Lawrence and carried him off, under the
‘pretence of arresting him for treason. On their

way, they were met by a company of young men
from Lawrence, who had been out to inquire about
the recent murder. They hailed the Missourians,

and as they could show no legal authority for what

they had done, they took their neighbour into their-
own ranks, to guard him home. They offered no
violence, but, in answer to/the threats of their en-

- emies, replied, with a firmness not to be trifled -

with, “ We are all armed; and we shall take this
man-home,” ‘ . ‘
Though their own horses: and cattle had been

seized and driven off into Missouri, drove.after

drove, they inquired of their neighbour whether
the horse he rode belonged to those who had ar-

rested him; and when he answered in the affirma-

tive, they asked him to dismount and return the

" animal to his owners. Truly the forbearance of
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that persecuted people was wonderful | . The Umted ¢

States' government, where was vested the only
power that could legally -protect them, continued

1o receive their Temonstrances and appeals with
- fair promises and adroit evasions; while its alliance

with the slaveholding interest, in all its machma?
“tions, was too thinly veiled to be for a moment
doubted. In pursuance of this policy, the Presi-
dent appointed Governor Shannon to rule over the

Territory ; & man in league with the Missourians,
and bent upon carrying out their plans, as openly. -

a8 it was prudent to do. Somehow or other, no
outrages upon Kansas could find redress at his
“hands, ‘The settlers were told to obey the laws,
and be good children to their fiuther, Presldent
Pierce, and they should be protected. *The laws I
- exclaimed they. “Why these are Missouri laws,
forced upon us at the point of the bayonet.” They
were answered, “ The President commands you to
~ obey the laws, and if you rebel against hds anthority,
- you will be declared guilty of treason!” Mean-
while, many a smooth-tongued plotter tried to, gain
concessions from the friends of freedom ; talkmg

of the value of the Union, the danger of cunl war,

and the pohcy of bending before the storm; a fa-
vourite piece of advice in the mouths of those pol1t1-
cians, who set-the storm in -motion, and are guldmg
it in the hollow of their hands!

Was ever a people so hard bested ? Disheartened

by sickness; plundered of ‘provisions; lying down -
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every mght with the prospect of murder before

‘morning ; mocked at by the government of their

country; their conscientious scruples appealed to,

1o keep the peace where there was no peace; lured
.into concessions, by fiir promises and false profes- |

sions; threatened with a traitor’s doom, if they
dared to defend their homes! And all this while,
the Free States were looking on with drowsy in-
difference. ' The whig said, with bland self-import-

~ance, “ They’d better obey the powers that be. I
 am a friend to law and order.”” . The demoerat re-
_ fased to read well-authenticated testimony on the

subject, and .repeated, with blind obstinacy, “I
don't believe half the stories; and if any of them

- are true, I dare say the free-soﬂers are full as much

to blame as the Missourians.”

Ve.rﬂy, they need the trumpet of doom to waken
them. And the trumpet of doom they. will have,
when wakemng comes too late, if- thelr slumber
lasts much longer. ‘ |

That little city of cabins, nesthng a.mong the
Jonely hills, has called and called in vain for redress

‘and protection. The murders and robberies still
goon. The Border Ruffians are assembling their
forces at Franklin below, and at Douglass above.

In their drunken frankness, they say they will shoot

~ the men, violate the Women,'kill the children, and

burn the houses ; that their commlssmn is to drive

* all the Yankee settlers out of the temtory, by any
' means, and all means; and that no man will dare
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“to prosecute them, whatever they may do. The
settlers all fecl that the hour for self-defence” has
come. - Stacks of Sharpe’s rifles stand in the cabins
‘ready loaded. Forts are erected, and breast-works
thrown up. Companies of men work at them by

turns, all day and all mght by the light of blazing

- wood. Volunteers come in from the neighbouring
settlements. The Wyandott tribe of Indians offer

their aid in case.of need ; for they have been justly

treated by the Kansas pe0ple, and are unwilling to
_have them “wiped out.” Sentinels guard the doors

-of the Free State Hotel. All night, mounted pat-

rols ride round the settlement. The drummer
* watches at his post, ready to beat the alarm; for
they have learned that their cowardly, treacherous
foes, assassin-like, prefer the midnight hour. Ever
and anon, random shots come from ruffians con-
-cealed in dark corners. Women look anxiously af

the. doors, ¢xpecting to see the bleeding bodies of -

husbands, sons, or brothers, brought in. Governor
Robinson, now General of the forces, still pursues
his course of moderation, and orders the men not
to fire till the very last extremity.

There was a small store of powder and percussion-

‘caps in the vicinity, and various plans were devised

to bring it in safely, through the scouting-parties
of Missourians. I will do it,” said Mrs. Bradford.
“They will never suspect that women carry such

luggage.” Another woman in the neighbourhood |
- promptly offered to accompany ber, and ' they -

K
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stared in a wagon for that purpose. They were
accosted by Missouri scouts, but as their place of -
destination seemed to imply nothing more than
visiting a friend, they deemed it gallant to let the -
ladies pass unmolested. . The kegs of powder were
covered by their ample skirts, and brought safely
into Lawrence. The young men on guard threw -
up their caps, and cried, “ Hurra! Worthy of the
women of 7617 : '

Alice also was brave in_her way. She resigned
herself patiently to the long and frequent absence
of her beloved husband, and no out-of-door work
seemed too hard for her to perform. All through

the autumn, she and the other women of the house- =~

hold had helped to gather the crops, tend the oovirs,
and feed the horses. When it came William’s turn

to patrol Lawrence, or to work at the trenches

through the night, she never asked him to stay
with her. She only gave him a tenderer. kiss, a

 more lingering pressure of the hand, which seemed

to say, “ This may be our last farewell.”

Upon one of these oceasions, ke had been absent
several. days, and she sat at her sewing, longing,
longing to hear the sound of his voice. The tramp
of a horse was heard. She sprung up, and looked -
from the little window. Williari was not there,
kissing hzs hand to her, as he was wont to do.
She .ran out of the door, and meeting oné of his
brothers, said, in a dlsappomted tone, “ I thought

Wﬂham had come. - He sent word he would come
30 :
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_to-day.” He answered that it was mérely one of -

the horses that had got loose. But as she went

into the house, he looked at his wife, and said,

“ Poor Alice! God grant that it may not be as we
* fear.”

Alas, it was William's horse, that had rushed by_r

so fleetly, without a rider, and with the saddle
turned. Too soon they learned that he had been

shot in the back by a party of ruffians, after he had

told them he was unarmed and going home to see

.'his family. He supposed that even Border Ruffians .

would not be so cowardly as to take his hf'e under
such circumstances.

The day passed without any one's bemo* able to
muster sufficient courage .to tell the moumful
tidings to his widow. She had long expected it,

and she met it with a dreadful calmmess. She ut--

tered no scream, and sked no tear. She became
‘pallid -as marble, and pressed her hand hard upon
“her heart. She was stupefied and stunned by that
overwhelming agony.
Of all the outrages none had produced so much
excitement as this. It was so dastardly to shoot an
unarmed man in the back, without provocation!

Then Mr. Bruee was universally beloved. His

justice and moderation were known unto all men

The Indians knew how to respect those qualities,

- which they so rarely meet in white men. The
- Chiefs of the Delawares and the Shawnees came to
- offer their aid; and General Robinson Teceived
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them with that féersdnai respect, which so peculiarly

~ commends itself to Indian dignity. As the news

spread through the Territory, small bands of volun-
teers came in from all directions, There were five -
hundred armed men in Lawrence. Every cabin -
was a barrack. The Free State Hotel was crowded
with men earnestly discussing what measures should
be taken for the public safety. (eneral Robinson,
pale and anxious, movéd among them, renewing
his advice to be patient and forbearing. Up to this
period, the citizens of Kansas had made no aggres-
sions on their merciless foes, and had used no
violence in self-defence. But it was not easy to
restrain them now. FHuman nature had been
goaded beyond endurance, and men were in the
mood to do, or die. - When he told them Governor
Shannon was coming to inquire into the state of .

things, some shook their heads despondingly, while

the more fiery spirits cursed Governor Shannon,

.and contemptuously- asked what good could be ex-

pected from Aim. Out on the prairie, troops were
being drilled to the tunes of ’76. The Wyandotts’ -
were riding in, single-file, sitting their noble steeds -
like centaurs. The mettlesome Colonel Lane was
in his element, He descanted, with untiring volu-
bility, on the rights of American citizens, and the
cruel circumstances attending the death of Bruce,

Men clenched their rifies and drew their breath

hard, while they listened. There is no mistaking

the symptoms. The old spirit of Lexington and
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Concord is here! They had better not trifle mth

the Puritan blood much longer !
Anon, they brought in the body of the murdered

maxn. Hls countenance was placid, as the sleep of

childhood. The widow asked to see him, and ten-
derly they brought her to that couch of death Oh,
what a shriek was there! Father of mercies! it
went up to thy throre. Wilt thoun not answer it?
In view of that suffocating agony, the soldiers
bowed their heads and wept. :

‘When Governor Shannon, with his escort, came

riding across the prairie, there was none to invoke
a blessing on him. General Robinson went out to
.receive him, and some one suggested that the chief
magistrate appomted by the President ought to be
_received with ‘cheers. The door of the room where
the murdered body lay was open, and men saw it,
as they passed in and out. The sobs of the broken
hearted widow were heard from the room adjoining.
His reception was very much like that of Richard
Third, who caused the murder of his brother’s
children. John Bradford went-through a formal
introduection to Governor Shannon, but Katie turned
quickly away, saying, “If ke had done his duty,
this would not have happened.” = The brothers of
‘William. Bruce turned away also, and said coldly,
“We have no faith in that man. " The Governor
saw plainly enough that the blood. of Kansas was
up to fever heat, and that it was prudent to cool it
~down. He Was very eourteous and conciliatory,
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~and proﬁised to disperse the bands. of ruffians at
" Franklin and elsewhere. General Robinson co-

operated with him in these offorts at pacification.
He addressed the people in a speech setting forth
mutual mistakes and misrepresentations, which he-

* trusted time would correct. He had always shown

himself brave in- danger, and they knew that he
was cautious for the good of Kansas, not for his
own interest or safety. Most of them yielded to
his arguments, and accepted his invitation to a sup-
per at the Free State Hotel, in honor of peace re-
stored. But some walked away, contemptuously,

saying, “Governor Sham /"

The settlers, far and near, formed a processmn to
escort the body of William Bruce to its last resting

‘place. Alice kept up her strength to witness all
- the ceremonies, and only low stifled sobs came

from her breaking heart when the coffin was low-
ered from her sight. But after that she broke
down rapidly. The long-continued pressure of
fears and horrors had completely shattered her

“nervous system. She rejected food, and seemed
‘never to sleep. As she appeared to feel more at =
' home with Katie, than she did with any one else,

they concluded to establish her in the humble
aparfment where she had first lived with Wﬂha,m
Pale and silent she had been’ ever since she lost
him; but gradually a strange fixed expression
came over her face, as if the body was vacated

by the soul. Soon she was utterly helpless, and
30% ; L Y
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Katie fed and. tended her, as if she were an infant.-

The winter proved, as the Indians had predicted,

cold beyond any within the memory of man. The

settlers, many of them plundered of alltheir money,
and most of their clothirg, suffered cruelly. - Not

-a few of them returned to their homes in Ohio,

Pennsylvania, and New England. Indications

multiplied that peace would be of short duration. -

Poor Katel How she had changed! Thin as

a skeleton, with eyes so large and bright! But

thinking always of others. before herself, she said,
“ Mother, dear, worse troubles are coming upon us,
than we have ever had. John and T have resolved
- that, living or dying, we will abide by Kansas. But

had’nt you, and Flora, and Tom, better return to

Massachusetts ?”
~ The ‘mother looked at her younger chﬂdren
‘and awaited their answer. I have lived through
‘scenes that make men of boys,” said Thomas, “I
will have a free home, or a grave, in Kansas.”

* And you Flora ?” inguired the mother.

“The men of Kansas have need of nurses for

the sick and wounded,” she rephed “I will stay -

and help Katie.”

“I will abide by my children, my brave chil-
dren,” said the mother. “ God help us all to do our
duty!”

. Alice sat bolstered in her chair by the fire, un-
- conscious of the solemn compact. * Alag,” said
Katie, how I wish we could convey her safely
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to her mother! 'but she is too feeble o be re-
moved.” -
Emerging from: the ternble winter of 1855, the

* . returning sunshine brought some gleams of hope
-to the suffering colony They hoped that more

emigrants would come in, and they knew the fertile
soil would yield a,bundant crops, if thexe were
hands to till it. But the Border Ruffians soon

dashed the cup of pleasant anticipation from. their

" lips. They swore they would stop all Yankee

emigrants from going into Kansas; and they re-

newed their threats to “wipe out Lawrence.”
"Again they made inroads into the Territory, rob-

bing the already impoverished settlers, and - es-
pecially. seeking to deprive them of arms. During
one of these forays, they seized a woman, whom they

‘suSpected of concealing ammunition, and dragged

her into the woods, where she was subJ ected to their
brutal outrages.

‘When Kate Bradford heard of thls, her na.tura.lly
pleasant countenance assumed an expression stern
almost to fierceness. ¢ I called them savages,” she
said, “when they scalped some of their victims;
but I did injustice to the savages; for, in their
worst gruelties; they always respected the modesty
of women.,” From that time, she practlced with
rifle and pistol, and became expert in using them.
A similar spirit was roused in several of the wo-
men, who agreed to act under her command, if the

_emergencies of the time required it. Circumstances
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had goaded her to this. Her nature was kindly as

ever, and she prayed fervently to God that no

‘blood might ever rest upon her hands.| All along,
she had been sustained by the belief that aid would
come to Kansas, She had such pride in American
. institutions, she could not believe that the govern-
ment of her country was in league with such
abominations and outrages, until the return of
messenger after messenger sent to Washington,
made the damning proof too strong to be resisted.

- Then her old love of New England increased a o

- hundred-fold; for all her hopes centred there.
The Pilgrims that came over in the May Flower,
the men and women of '76, had always been the

heroes of her imagination ; and the crisis, in which

-she now found Aerself living and acting, rendered
their crown. of glory more luminous in her memory.
* Massachusetts will help us,” she was wont to say,
with somewhat of filial pride in the confident tones
of her voice, “Massachusetts will not look on with
indifference, while her emigrant children are driven

~into a pen-fold to be slaughtered like sheep, by

those whom long habits of slaveholding have

made familiar with every form of violence and .

wrong."” ‘ . .
Drearily, drearily, the weeks passed away. - Men

and women were limping about, with feet that had

been frozen -during - the winter's severest ' cold.
Many had no guns to shoot .game, to protect them
from the wolves, or from enemies far worse than-
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wolves. Their ammunition had been stolen from
them, provisions’ were intercepted on the way, and
every breeze brought rumours that the ruffians were
making ready to ‘“wipe out Lawrence.” yews,
papers from the North, and letters from frlend%
were long delayed, and often destroyed on the
way. The haggard settlers looked at each other -
with forlorn helplessness. They had. reached the

-extremest. point of desolation. Still-John and

Katie said, “ Massachusetts will help us. pepend
upon it, Massachusetts will not desert her children

‘in their utmost need.” And other brave hearts

responded to the cheering words, saying, “ Ohiﬁ
will help us.” “Connecticut will not forget us.
“Tllinois will come to the rescue.” |
" They had said this to each other, at the close of
one of their darkest days, when lo! a messenger,

"sent to Kansas city for letters and papers consigned

to a friend there, was seen riding across the-prairie,
Through various perils, he had brought the pack-
ages safely to Lawrence. They wero seized a,nfl :
torn open with eager, trembling hands. A crowd
of men and women assembled at the printing-office, -
"to hear the news. Mr. Bradford was reading aloud
to them, when his countenance suddenly-fell_. “" Go
on! Go on!” cried the anxious listeners. He gasped
out,” “ The Legislature of Texas has voted to give -

 fifty thousand dollars to make Kansas a Slave State.” - |

‘“ And Massachusetts? What has Massachusetts
‘done?” asked Kate, with nervous eagerness.
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He lowered h1s eyes as one ashamed of his

- mother, while he answered, “ The Legislature of

Massachusetts has voted not to give one dollar to
make Kansas a Free State.”

In the midst of all the suﬁ'enngs that had har-

rowed her soul, Katie had always remained calm

and collected. Now, for the first time, she groaned.

aloud; and, throwing her arms wildly toward

"hea,ven, she exclaimed, in tones of bitter anguish,

# QOh, Massachusetts! How I have loved- thee!
How I have trusted in thee!” Then bowing her

head in her hands, she sobbed out, “I could not -

have believed it.” But Massachusetts was far off.
The Govérnor and Legislature of her native state
did not lear her appeal. They were busy with
other things that came home to their business, not
to their bosoms. ,

B *® % % 2 %

On the 214t of May, 1856, Lawrence was “ wiped

out.” Companies of Ruffians encamped around it;

" a furious tipsy crew, in motley garments. One

bathd carried a banner with a tiger ready to spring;
‘the motto, “You Yankees tremble! and aboli-
tionists fall?”  Amother carried a ﬂag marked,
“ South Carolina,” with a crimson star in the centre
the motto, “Southem Rights.” - Over Mount Oread
floated a blood-red- pirate flag, fit emblem of the
Border Ruffians; .and by its side, a suitable com-

panion for it now, floated the United States flag. -

What cared New England that her six stars were
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there, 1n sha,meful “ Union” with that blood-ledl

flag?

President Plerce issued a proclamation, which
made it treason for the citizens to defend them-

“selves. The best and truest men were arrested and

imprisoned as traitors, because they had no respect
for the laws passed upon them by a Missouri rabble,
with bowie-knives and revolvers.

The printing-press was broken in pieces; the .
types scattered ; the Free State Hotel demolished ;
General Robinson’s house, with its valuable library, -
burned to the ground ; and many of the cabins set
on fire. No time was allowed to remove any thing

- from the dwellings. Trunks and bureaus were -

ransacked; daguerreotypes and pictures of dear

‘home friends were cut and smashed; and letters

scattered and trampled in the mud. The women
and children had been ordered out, at the com-
mencement of these outrages. Mothers were weep-

_ing, as they fled across the pra,mes, and the poor

bewildered little ones were screaming a.nd crylng
in every direction. :

What cared New England that ker six stars were
looking down upon the scene, in shameful # Union”
with that blood-red flag?

Above the noise of tumbling stones, and crae]f
ling roofs, and screaming children, rose that horrid
yell of the Bordér Ruffians. “Damn the Yankees!”
“Give ’em hell I” ‘

A ﬁgure, tall as AJ&X, loomed up above ‘the
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savage crowd, calling out, “T'm down on all sich

fixens, Allers tole yer ’twas darned mean to come |

over into the. Territory an vote.for these fellers.

- I'm proslave myself T'd like to see him that |
dar'd to call me an abolitionist; but T tell yer

what, boys, this ere’s cuttin up a llttle too high.,” He
was interrupted with shouts of, “ Hold your jaw ”
‘Shut up! you damned ole fooll” Still he re-
‘monstrated : ¢ This is a breakin down the rights o’
American citizens. You might jist as well smash
- my ole woman’s burean. Them ar traps are per-
sonal property. I'm down on all sich fixens.”
“Pitch into him1” cried the rabble; and they

~ did “ pitch into him,” amid yells and laughter Tom -

Thorpe was sﬂenced He learned the uselessness
of trying to moderate slavery, or ameliorate murder.

Katie’s first care had beén to consign little
Johnny to her brother; and the noxt was to place
the helpless Alice in her mother’s arms, to be con-
veyed to a hut half a mile off Then she held a
~ hurried conference with her husband about a suit-
able place to conceal some fire-arms for future use;
and snatching up a box of letters and small valua-
| bles, she fled with Flora, pistol in hand. When
Ahce had been cared for, as well as the exigencies

of the moment would permit, she ran back to ald'

some of her sickly neighbours, who were breaking
down with the weight of their clinging children.
Then, swift as an ostrich, the daring woman ran
back to Lawrence, to plck up some of the scattered
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‘ olothes 4nd ‘bedding, which her husband and his

neéighbours carried off as fast as she coulc'i heapiton-
their shoulders. - The Ruffians were 'so busy with

the printing-press and the Hotel, and she watched
“opportunities so cautiously, that she had: rescued

many things from the wreck, before they noticed
her. They drove her off with oaths -and ribald

~ jests. She stood within sight of her blazing home;

and her hand was on her pistol. The temptation
was strong. But she remembered the oft-repeatéd

words of General Robinson: “Act only on the de-
fensive. Make no aggressions. XKeep the cause
of Kanses sacred.” 'She only turned upon her pur--

.~ Suers to say, “You think you have silenced the

Herald of Freedom, because yoi have demolished -

_the pnntmg«press, but you are mistakenr. That

trumpet will sound scross the prairies yet.”
“What a hell of a woman!” exclaimed one of

the mob; and they laughed aloud in their drunken

mu'th whﬂe the lurid flame of bla,zmg homes -

' \hghted her across the prairies.

' What cared New England that ser six stars were
looking down upon the scene, in shameful * Umon” »
, Wlth that blood-red flag? -

* * . ¥, % ¥k 'ae-:,-x-

-~ The rapid removal of Alice, and the dlscomforts'

of her situation in the empty hut,- brought on
fever. In states of half wakefulness, she murmured
contmua]ly, “T want my mother! I want to go
‘home to my mother [” RS

- 381

|
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4 Yes, dear, .ydu shall go home,” said Katie, ten- - “

derly smoothing back her straggling hair. * Who
are you?” inquired the sufferer. - “I am Katie.
Dont you know Katie?”. The words seemed to

. waken no remembrance.. She closed her eyes, and

- tears: cozed slowly from them, as she murmured
piteously; “I want to go home to my mother.”

. In this state of half consciousnéss she lingered
two or three days. It was a mild, bright morning,
and the terraced hills looked beautiful in the golden
light, when she woke from a deep slumber, with a

natural expression in her eyes, and asked, “ Where
am I?” “You are in Kansss, dear,” replied Katie,

A shadow passed quickly over the thin pale face,

and she pressed *her emaciated ‘hand against her

heart. Again the eyelids closed, and the tears
oozed through, as she answered feebly, “Yes—I
remember.” - ' :

All was still, still, in the wilderness. The human

wolves were for the present glutted with their prey,

- and Lawrence lay silent in its ruins. Mr. Bradford
was in prison, in danger of a traitor’s death. The |

inmates of the hut looked at each other mournfully,

but 10 one spoke. Presently, the invalid made a
restless movement, and Katie stooped over her, to

moisten her parched lips, Shie opened her eyes,
which now scemed illuminated with a preternatural,
prophetie light; and, for the first time since her
husband was murdered, she smiled. - “ Oh, Katie,”

she said, “T have been with William, baving such

a happy time Walkiﬁg over the hills! From
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Oread. he showed me the prairies all coverefi Vi.rlth
fa,rm-]:,louses and fields of corn. Be%ls were ringing,
and swarms of children pouring into the ‘schf)ol
houses. All round the horizon were chgrch-.splrgs,
and beautiful houses, with windows glittering In

' 'the sunlight. When I told him it seemed just like

dear New England, he smiled, a.nd;sa?d, ¢ This is
Free Kansas!'! Then he POiil_tﬁd"#O a g_reaf;. I;In;-
versity on the highest of the hills, and: sqld: L1tt1§
Johnny is President, and the Blue Mound is calles

Free Mont.’ " ' '

41 hail the omen!” exclaimed Kate. ’The thin A
lips of Alice quivered tremulously. It was'her last
smile on earth. : ,




I WANT TO GO HOME.

I WANT T0 GO HOME

THERE once Wandered w1th me a- beautlful child,
‘With eyes like the antelope, lambent and mild ;
And she looked at me long, with an earnest gaze,
Asl Wa.tched the sun sitik in a golden haze.

She knew not the thoughts that were floating a.way,
Through the closing gates of that radiant day’; ;
But a something she read in my dreaming eyes,
Of the pale autumn leaves, and the sunset skies;

And a chill came over her, she knew not whence—

"T'was the shadow of older experience.
She looked up afraid at the heaven’s blue dome,
', And murmured, “ Im tired. 1 want to go kome.?"

The child’s timid gIance. and her quivering tone,
Came ghdmg like ghosts, when my soul was alone;
And oft, when I gazed at the heaven’s biue dome,

~ 8he seemed to be saymg, “I want to go feome.

She grew up a woman, that lovely young chtld

With eyes like the antelope, lambent and mlld

But she lived not to see life’s drear autumn day
Fade slowly in silence and darkness away.

+

I WANT TO. GO ‘HOME.

In her springtime of freshuess, fragrance, and bloom,
' Disease stole her roses to strew on the tomb.

Then often she looked at the heaven's blue dome,
And sighed, “] am tired. I{ want t0 go ‘home.”

My autumn of life is fast passing away, -
Bringing on the long night, and cold winter day;
And T often remember her childish sigh,

* Ag she turned from my face to the tw;,light ‘sky.‘

-'When I sit on her grave, at sunset alone,

Her voice seems to speak in that tremulous tone 3
~ And longing I look up to heayen’s blue dome,
Saymg « Father! I'm tired. . T want to g0 homie.”
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:  WRITINGS OF L MARIA CHILD.
Phllothea, .
A Grecian Romance. Third editmn. 75 ots.

“ Every.page of it breathes the ing irn.tlon of gentus, and shows a high]y olllt!
vated taste in literature and art.,"—. Rsview.

Letters from New York >

. Beventh edition. 2 vola, $I 50.

“I cordially fhank the public for the hearty welcome they ha.ve glven this
unprétending volume. I rejolce in it as a new proof that whatsoever is simple,
sincere, and earnest, will find its way to the hearts of me L '—Preface.

. The Mother's Book. -
' Eighth edition, 62 cts.
“For sound moral instruetjon and practieal good ScnEe, we know of no- work ot
its class worthy. to be compared to 1t.”—N. ¥, Tribune,
Biographies of Good Wives.
. Third edimon. 63 ots. . . '

“Weo commend this pleasing collection to all those women who are ambitioun.
[ike its subjects, to become guod wives,”—8. Padriof.

History .of the Condition of Women
In various Ages and Nations. 2 vols, Fifth edition. $1.25.

“Information as to the past and present condition of one-half the humen racs,

put together in that lively snd sttractive form which is suré to grow up beneath
~'the hand of Mrs. Child.".

Flowers for Children. .

'A Beries of volumes in Prose and Verse, for Children of various
ages. 87 ots, each. In one volume, 88 ots.

« A gollection of gems in which sparkle all the beauties of truth, holineﬂs, and |
Iove, to attract the mind of youth in its ﬁrat unfoldlngs.

Fact and Fiction.
A collection of Stories. 75 ots.

“There i8 s fresh and loveabl heartiness in this ‘book——thera is musie in {t-—-1¢ -
is full of humanity, and benevelence, and noble affection. It i8 the froe, umee

. atr;l;egl outponrings of the enlightened fieart of a poet, an attisi;, a.nd 8 womsn."
— tbune.

| Memoirs of Madame De Stael,

.ﬁégsnd of Madame Roland. A new edmon, reviged and enlarged.
ets. -

‘The Progress of Religious Ideaa
Thrcugh Successive Ages. 3vols. 12mo. $4

“My motiive for writing has been a very simple one; I wished to show tha.t
tfwolomf 18 not religion; with the hope that T might help to break down pRrifs
~ tion walls: fo amaliorate what tha eloquent Bushnell calls * baptised hatreds of -
* the human race,’ * * * .Thoss who wish t6 obtain candid informh{‘,ion with-

out caring whether it does or does not sustain.any favourite théory of th

dy perha &)s thank me for saving them.the trotible of searching through iargo
lesrned volumes ; snd if they complain of want of profoundness, they mny
be willing to accopt simplicity and cleameaa in exchange for deptb "
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Progress of Religious Ideas
" Tarover Svocessve Aerks. By L. Mara Cump, 8 vols. royal
12mo. $4.00, : T

God sends his teachers unto every age,
To.every clime, and evory race of men,
. With revelations fitted to their growth
And shape of mind, nor gives the realm of TrUuTE
Into the selflsh rule of one sole race} -
Therefors, cach form of worship that hath swayed
. "Phe lifs of man, and given it to grasp .
The master-key of knowledge, KEVERENCE,
Unfolds some germs of goodness and of right., -
. ) J. R, LowgLL.

These handsome volumes contain a historical review of the religious
jdens which have been current in different nations, and in ruccessive
ages of the world. The religions of Hindostan, Egprt, China, Tartary,
Chaldea, Persia, Greece, and Rome, the Celts and Jews, are surveyed.
in the first volume, The second treats of the Jewish religion after their
- exile, takes a retrospect of preceding-ages, and gives the wriler’s view

of Christianity in the first and second centuries. .The Christian religion
and Mohammedanism are the principal themes of the third volume.
“The style of the work is familiar, simple, and beautiful. '

CONTENTS.

_Vou 1. Hindostan—~Antiquity of Hindostan; Anchorites ; Panthe-
ism 3 Gods and Goddesses ; Sacred Emblems; Braming; Castes; Transmi-
ration ; Heavens and Hells : Bacred Books ; Crishnia ; Bouddha; Sects ;'
emples ; Holy Cities; Festivals ; Hindo Women ; Sacred Animals;

Degeneracy of Hindoos; Fakeers; Magic; Nadas Shah; Narayun

Powar; Rammohun Roy. | Higypt—Ethiopians ; Resemblances: between |

Hindoos and Egyptians; Ancient Travellers to Egypt; Antiquity of
pt; Hieroglwphics deciphered ; Gods and Goddesses ; Heavens and
Hells ; Castes; Priesthood; Egyptian Women ; Oracles ; Transmigra-
tion ; Festivals ; Sacred Books; Pantheisui; Sacfed Animals; Secis
Temples; Pyramids; Alexandria. China—Antiquity of China ;. Con-
focins; Lao-tseu; Sacred Books ; Religion of Fo, the Chinese name for

- Bouddha; Lamsaism; Transmigration. Thibet and Tartary—Famons
Buddhist Hermit; Lamaism; Grand Lama; Sacred Books; Lama-
gories, or Monssteries; Anchorites; Caste abolished; Prayer-wheels ;
Te’m%es; Buddhist Worshi%; Pantheiam ; Transmigration ; Heavens
and Hells; ; Date of Buddhist Beligion; lts rapid extension.

"Chaldex ity -of Chaldea; Resemblances between Chaldes, Hin-"

dostan,snd Egypt; Priesthood ; Magio; Gods and Goddesses § Temple,
Persid—Fgoronster ; The Sacred Book called Zend-Avesta; Gods and
Bpifits; The Magi; Sects; Fire-worshippers; Devil-worshippers,
and Rome—Hesiod; Haomer; Gods and Goddesses ; Heaven and
Hell: Priesthood; Women; Modes of Worship; Festivals; Oracles
_and 'i?rophecy; Temples ; Seots of Philosoph, ;;(?rpheus; Pythagorss
Sogrates ; Plato; Resemblances between Hindoo, Kgyptian, and Grecian
Tdess; Aristotle; Cicero; Stoles;.Decline of Faith. Celtic' Tribes—
Druids ¢ Women. Jews—Abrabam; Patriarchs; Moses ; . Manetho 3
Rogemblances between Egyptian and Hebrew Ideas; The Laws and

Writings of Moses ; Joshua ; -Gideonj Frequent Appearsnce of Angels;’
. P : ‘ o .

. The Kings after 'Soiomon; Exile to Babylon,

consulted,

P
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Priesthood; Idolatry; Times of the Judges; 8 . Teictd. M ‘
ample; Solomon; K’ingddms of Tarael an Jﬁdgﬂ?‘;;;gk]g?‘;%e"&#?

Vou. I1. Jews after the Feile—Chaldean Soh '

s g . ean Schools ; fel i ia;
St Somne e e oo’ 0
sts L 3 The Sabbath; Festivals; Fasts; Prophets:
els; Events in'Jewish History; Sects: Or L i the Dot
: ) ; ‘ ral Law ;. John the Baptist;
Jesus; Messiah; Sacred Boo a: Talmud; 8 lomon’ s Pst ;
portance of Jewish Records_ss viewed by tho'omon,al o
% R W, Tds ‘ meelves and by others;

estruction of Jerusalem ; Modern .]”ewsy lge?rse ive v Com..
parison between Hindoos and Hebrews ; O; e e
Communication between Hebrows and I\ i G:Dd; o Gag o3 B
of God; The Trinity; The Word: Inte 61‘513? o S ofiad; Nawes
serieg; Trarismigra,ti’on' Tnoarnations : m'I‘&h W": Sgints, o descendin
future; Messiahs; Immortality; Atone % Gouion Ago, past an
Oraclés, and 'Pro’phecies ; Iny:;" t‘one.ment»’ Bivil Spirits ; ‘Migacles,
Doctrines.and Secret'Doct:'mes-pga illon’ Antmal Magnetiam; Publio
ctrines. 6 Ly ; t and Truth ; Tramodest 8 ;
No Religion Monotheistio; ’.l‘heotzg ies ; Martyr N N s
Days of the. Apostles; Enmity of t}:a,e}es, ; O atian '
Nero; Traditions concernin ytﬁ f& ore s Boman Ferseontion under
1 ! ; tles ; Miracles by Vespasian,
Philo, Apolionins, Simoen M gus 8 ri})os " tion yrider Trogur
onit thus; Persecnti d ]
and sueceeding emperors ; artr de '+ Far tetinn Fathors : O oy
£ { ; Martrydom ; Early Christian Fathers; Opin-
ions and Customs of the Early Fathers; Church G ¢ and Dia.
cipline; Celibacy; Sunday: Festivals: Celse O nent and Dia-
Jbacy; i , Hes, ‘ ug; J 4y -
lelga of Christians ; The E{uzheat Sects;,— Gnostics ; b‘l.’lgv?%lna,tdﬁestgw
or. TIL * Clristianity—Conistantine ; Virgil's Fourth Eclogue: Cliris:
2 . ¥ H : ) elo } =
Eﬁ?és;%:?', 'ﬁl%uit:txgnas h’rr . .{i u;;a% ‘;thJ o’vianE *Valentinian ;- lﬁabggs?gs'
reat | Later Chris athers ; their opinions and ng’;
extracts from their writings ; Festivals and Fasts ; Bi 33 Gotnatle:
Hermits and Monks ; Monasteries; Nuns Bm‘i' o D Puncils;
Bamaritans ; Heretics ; Gregor the G One S qpontiles or Pugans; Jows;
1 3 Gere ; Blavery; Church )
Baints, and Roseries ; ’Chnsgbiag Sacrer:;altf g Jonrions Bocks: Seor
L 18, HNG. LOSH JANIsG ooks; 8 boks * Nk
tions converfed ‘to dhnstxamty; Separate 'Chm"ehg:r 1%[2 BOOkﬁ’}aia&'
~—Mohammedsn Sacred Books. GEM luding Chapter.  Iist of Baof:
N 4‘ ’ V. .

 NOTICES OF THE PRESS.

“No trie scholar, who has ‘ : o
) - seholar, a8 himself falthfully worked
iy s L it B Pt i pemly T SO
fresh and musieal language, al "a8 & b alyn e and, Gelight ut the
through which her rays oafg Ic')rewa'y s a8 cloar a5 o bell and as bright e3 the tky,
little ever satd has hoen left ougoﬁﬁ S meing 11, from ol sides; wondar that‘sc; ‘
; hag loft pleasure at th ’
in,hich everyhing comos in, withont ofortor dscuromnce. | Y
. , ies i3 secnre 18 & skillh nestldinty
st e B TS s bt ad st SR
Posaesses a valne that will not chm? enili?z e];ltlx T heation o past, A
sect or a slde, and thersfore tnco g1"t.e y d Ancing the Gookswritten up for &
neadful for a theory; anid suppres i:? p't:% \ a1vaucing Brecuneat i qosanse it fs
the thoory., Mrs. Child’s m?t?iolis'  pathics with araanse 1t 18 dungerous o -
Human soul i Gortainly ovident fhrenghont hot beck. Thienpuyl,specles of
: ] & throughont her book." The trues way
8he writes of every c[-os:reio gﬁmt { th iyine saa pand tender way
how mpaseibie 1 eonel ll)Je 0 ho_ e gonius of divine and. human love shows
pow in A r hot to limit it in a fixed and 'special theory, for’
hat would necessitate fixed prejudices, for and on the other si%?‘i:}uﬁ%?m

B

3}',‘;?,{3%??‘ gosaible guarantes, to the readers of her book, that she wasalso s

ling, overstating, szppressing the facts upon whioh ; !
s ppee Pon which many appa-
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rently opposite theories have been and must still be built up, the terms of none of
which she might accept, but the spirit and light of all of which have already
evidently mingled in her soul and governed with mild consistency the writing
of her book, With this guarantee, its valye will be felt by all true scholars, as a
thesaufus of traditions and facts, many of them of difficult attainment, buried in
volumes of high price, scarce and simost unreadable even in our best transiations
of them, but especially as an @rranged exhibition of these, arranged, not arblira-
- xily, but on a natural systemn of easy reference. . ) .

i And we venture to predict that £ wlil share the fine fate of those indispensable
manusls, text books, encyclopedias, dictionaries, and synopses, which now make
n[it.he aworking libraries of students in every depariment of knowledge; of sush
8 Loek, for instance, a3 the Cosmeos of Humboldt, a book whieh in fact it mote
nearly resembles than ahy other written in modern times."—Christion Regisier.

~,_ %1t shows great learning and great patience in the study and comparison of the
ancient historians. Theologians and students may have known the facts bropght
forward in this werk befors, but Mrs, Child has arranged and ordered themn in a
way to make them plain and interesting to reaflers who have not had time or op-
portunity to go through so elaborate a course of study. The style is clear and
good, .and she has ma%e s very interesting and instruetive book. . Young and old
readers will ind it well worth while to omit the reading of some of the alarme

* ingly numerous novels. which all feel bonnd fo keap the run of, in favour of a book
which contains so much that they will find it good to read snd remember.™
Boston Daily Adgertiser. :

" 4 'We take up -thess volumes with feelings of gratitude and respeet for the
cherished authoress, which assure us of profit of some kind {o be found in_their
pernsal.  The productions of her pen amused and instrueted our boyhood, and
wo have ever sinee found food for hieart and mind in her numerous, but none too
nomerong, works., Devoted, a8 her writings have always been, to the high-ser-
vice of truth and leve, théy have given her'a deep place in the affections of her
readers. 1In ber present work, she has set before herself a task chosen with the
utmost nobleness of motive, and pursued, of course, with candonr and fdelity of
gffort. * * * % x Mrs, Child leads us through a survey of the-world’s Teligions,
of those of them, we should say, which have sacred books, and endeavours to pre-
gont to us their forms, their fundamental tenets, their development, and their
spirit. » India, Egypt, Obina, Thibet and Tartary, Chaldes, Persia, Greece, Rome,
and the Celtio tribes, are thus challenged to give us & sketch of their faith, as an

. introduction to the religions whose records are contained in the Bible, and then
the roligion of Mahomet, brings up the close of the survey. We marvel alike at

the industry of the writer-and at the graces of simplicity and pwity of stylein .

which she has presented its resplts. Very valuable exiracts from varicug
s aacred books,’ as well as from our ecclesirstical stores, judiciously selected and
- admirably arranged, enabla the reader to look behind his guide, and to judge of
the Adelity of her course, while he is left to form his own conclusions, a8 hers
are not obtruded upon him,”— hristian Beeminer, ‘

 REyery chapter hes served to increase our sense of the vast amount of inter-
esting information which the work contsins, and to t}uickeu anew our apprecia-
tion of the industry and research, the fearless truthfulness, the striet consefen.
tionsness w}lich must have presided over its preparation. ‘The Progress of
Religivus Id

tadious research through many bulky volumes. In the English language, at
least, there 13 no werk which gives anything like so condensed, and yet’sc full 8
viow of the ancient religions as this does."—Rristian Inquirer. :

7 “These are remarksble volumes, The history, of various sects and of the
Chrizstian Ohurch has heen given, but we are not aware that any work has been

~ before published in this country, having so lgu-%e a scope as this, There arc fow
" writers, eertainly fow churchmen, who would haye been capable of undertaking
m@reli high gualifications as a writer, a spund intellect, and unweanried tesedarch,
but what most of those who might otherwise e competent to the task would
1nck, & freedom irom scepticism on the one hand, and perfect religious toleration
of the other, . . . . Butitisthe facts which these volumes contain that will

thie task which Mrs, Ohild has well -aceomplished. -To ap(i)rc)ﬂch it required not -

makp them sought after.”"—Boslon Journal, ‘

" the age by weanin

eas’ supplies s want which every one interested in the snbfect of’
which it treats must have felt. The facts are to be found indeed, but only after.
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CHOICE POETRY,

WORDSWORTH.

Poems by William Wordsworth ;
With an Introductory Essay on his Life and Writings, by H. T,
Tc{umm. Containing his most characteristie and beautifal pieces,
With a portrait. Cloth, 75 cents. Gilt, $1. ‘

. “Wordsworth’s poetry stands distinet in th
:lsaa:lxé Sgnt“it(!:nal pleasure, or possibly déilight,e

: vl the seeing. this wvisible Universe, is to him, & Lifi i
Human Life—namely, his O 3 oy oone Individual
the grmve A thag,L i;‘g_ fyg}x}, travelling the whole journey from the.eradle io

what elze could he do with it 9—h e
sung. And there is no other such song.”-—~CHRISTOPAER Non"rn‘: lz'l: %‘E:Z}cﬂa:{g:d,

world, ' That which to other men
and to other poets an oceasional

The E’mow&wn ;

gi-llzd'glii, by William Wordsworth, Complete in one vol. 75 cents.
tl . ‘ ‘

“ Th 3 3 )
. He};:ﬁ?st poem in tho Engllfah language, since Milton’s Paradise Loat."—

“The influence of the genius of Wordsw: i i
; orth, in correciing the po
g it from the pompous innnities that marked et::iig's?gt(‘etﬁg

last century, and enlisting the s i i
inst contun :;dly philanthgopy wﬁ; athies, feelings, and taate in favor of nature,

1 d
. Tmense Whily T anenropy which oeg hionor to human nature, has been ims

qu‘?%ﬂy ?%‘ju“ 4 pr,oll;otlnd.- ure upon max was his theme, he wus fre-.
. ‘cThe ¢ Excursion,’ by far the noblest production of the author, was first b
:;I;ié.glll%dgg(;- gg;tﬁim ga;gs;%eg Totr; :a;:jm?nt,l degcription, and pulze eluqlfg&gi?ltl%‘:
celled by k. Lhe principal character is.a poor Scottish pedl
whio traverges the mou i i > to dlarourag
Wit prafe ey (e O I?ﬁmg?_ in company with the poet, and is made to disconrse

n the beauty and grandou
of Messra-. Franeis & Co., 18 a very beautiful on% _s,mpe,ﬂ,,‘,’,t;,,':ﬁ-‘:“ﬁg;,;ﬂ‘g edition

COLERID G E.

The Poems of Sumuel Taylor Coleridge.
Compleife‘in one volumo. With an Introductory Essay on his Life
and ‘Writings, by H. T. TvckzrMaN, Beautifully printed, §1.

“ A mine of thought, feeling, and
if:;:sest‘il to aappa;eci&st? tflc:ie wori’ierful pﬁgc:aﬂns{v 1
now to defen ise
Shakspewure.”. sad to prae.

in o small space. The worid b
us of Coleridge; and it is no mog
his effusions, than those of Milion of

..
S~ soorT.

Waverley Podtry : ~

Being the Poems seattered through the Waverley Novaels, attri Butmi

to anonymous sourees, but presumed to be written by Str Waurin

. .

.- Boorr. 'With "itles snd Inde§51 vol. 12mo. 75 cents. |

pl
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. the present volume, Alter Miss )
peculiaf ahd exguisite genius—they went to Italy.  From her windows in Flor-
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, OHOICE POETRY

T'he Poems of Elizabeth Barrett Browning..
A new edition, corrected by the last London edition, revised and
partly re-written by the author. In two volumes. ' $2.

. %Mys, Browning is, in our judgment, the first poet of her ssx—the Milton
samong women’—Christian Faguirer, :

% The richest and most gowerful poairy which has come to us in these receny
years from the femsle mind.”—Indspendent, ’ ‘

« If this Iady 1 not a great poet, who 18 1”—Fraser’s Magazine, .
% Mrs, Browning is entitled to dispute with Tennyson the honor of being the

- greatest living poel of England. Certainly, no woman of that country has yet
equalled her in poetry, Her best poems, both in spirit and execuiion, are in -

the highest rank of art.”—Illustrated News.

“That Miss Barrett has done more, in poetry, than an woman, living or dead,
will scarcely be questioned ; that she has surpassed all her poetical cotempo-

- raries of either sex (with 3 single exception) is our deliberate gpinivn—not idly,
entertained; we think, nor founded on any visionary basis. - Her poetic inspira .

tion is the highest—we can conceive nothing more august.”—xE. A, Poe.

& Mra.'Browning’s poems are .marked by strength of passion, by intensity of

emotion, and by high religioua aims, sustained and carried out by an exiraordi-
nary vigor of imagination and felieity of expression. ' * * * The hopefulness
of the poetry—the religious hopefulness which rises with prophetic power over
tombs snd deserts—is what commends it to us most, brought out as it is in ‘:g}
the patis with an imagination so strong, and in tones so beautiful. It is pleas

40 find a wriler of such inquestioned ability as Mrs. Browning, and with & love
of nature 8o pure and hearty, lurning awsy from the pantheisiic {endencies of

the age, and from the exclusive love abdl worship of nature, to recognize insim-

Exli&il‘.y of soul the graces and safictities of a Christian faith, and to dwell amid
he beloved and- hallowed scenes which a Christian heart and imagination cam

oredte dround va.”—Christicn Register, :

Prometheus Bound, and other Pqémg P

including Sonnets from the Pottugﬁeée, Casa Guidi Windows, eto.

.. By Euzanera Barrerr Brownine. 75 cents. -

« Elizabeth Barrett Browning iz undouhbtiedly the most spiritual and vigorous .

femhale Writer of poeiry of the age.- She is at onee a th gh scholar and a
true woman, and writes from genuine gentiment and hi piration. Those
who have not learied to appreciate her lofty and touching verses, have a great
‘pleasure in store. To such as khow her, we need not commend any thing from
er pen, ‘We eannot, however, f%;bear saying thai a peculiar interest invests
arrett married Robert. Browning—a man of

ence she had glimpses of the late stroggle for liberty, and these induced her to
4hink sod feel on the subject; the result is before us, In addition, we have all
her, poers liot included in the other two volumes, and a series of sonneiz—the
best in the English language, slnce Wordsworth’s last, and full of intellect,
sensibility, and grace,”—-Home Journal, . .

. %This ia the poetical offering of the year. The author, next to Tennyson, claims
ahearing on the ground of that inherent right possessed by all men and women
of gening, Miss Barrett hag learning, (her Aschylus iz a very different gentle-
.man from the old prosing of other transiators,) thought, profound feeling, artistie

skill. The subjeet of the last poem, Casa Guins Winnows, is Italy and the receni

struggles for Iiberiy, and in it Mra. Browning, in her peculiar manner of fervid
inepiration and artistjc carglessness, pours out her soul on the theme which of
wll ‘withix the soope of hurean thought ix the most exsiling to & true poet.”
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OCHOXIOE POETRY.

LONGFELLOW.

! The Poets and Poctry of - Burope ;

" With Biographical Notices and Translations. From the earliest
_period to the present time. By Henry W. Longfellow.~Comprising
translations from the Anglo-8axon, lcelandie, Swedish, Duteh,
Gftgaan, Frerch, Italian, Spanish, Portuguese, &e., &e. In one
1#ge 8vo. volume of 750 pages. '
¢ The most eomplete work of the kind in English literature,"~ Boaton Conrier.

“ A more desirable work for the scholar or man of taste, has scarcely ovér bean
woued in the United States." Tribune,

NORTON.

7T7w _Dream;,. and Other Poems ;

Including the Child of the Islands. - By the Hon. Caroline Elizabeth'
Sarash Norton. With a fine Portrait. Cloth, $1.003 extra, $1,50;
morocco, $2.50. ’

“The Dream i8 2 very beautifo! poem, the frame-work of which 18 slmply a
lovely mother watching over alovely daughter asleep ; which daughter dreams, and
when awaked tells her dream; which dream dep;gts the bliss of a first love and
an early union, and is followed by the mother’s sdmonitory commont, importing
the many acetdents to which wedded happiness 1s Jiabie, und exhorting to moder- |
stion of hope, and preparation for severe duties. It is in this latter portion of the
poem that the {;assion and the interest assume a Personul hue; bnd passages qeour

e Javelins hurled by an Amszon."— Quarterly Review.

*There can be N0 question that the performance (The Ohild of the Islande)
bears throughont the stamp of extraordinary ability—the sense of ensy power
very tately deserts-us. But we pause on the bursts of genius; and they are many.
. ¥ % * The exquisite beauty of the verses is worthy of the noble woman{y‘
faelings expressed in thein. * * * We wish we had room for a score .more
of these masterly sketches-—but we hoge we have given enough to show that we
have not observed with indifferebce this manifestation of developed skill—this
fairest wreath as yet won in the service of the graver Muses for the name of.
SHERIDAN.—Qudrierly Review. " ) :

*This {8 poetry; true poetry, and of the sort we unfolgnedly apyrove—the genw
ulne prodmgt o}:? :mltival::ed‘myl’nd, a rich faney, and a"wa%, ‘-wy&;ll gggulated hegreﬁ-‘"

The Undying One,

The Sorrows of Rosalie, and Miscellangous Poems. By Hon. Mrs,
Norton. A new volume, containing Poems never before published

in g collected form:. (loth, $1.00: extrs, $1.50.

% This Jady is the Byron of our modern poetesses, She haz very much of thad
intense perscnal passion by which Byron's poetry Is distingunished froin the rgor
asp artd deeper communion of Wordsworth. “She has also Byron’s bedutifin
ntervals of tendarnass, his strong praetical thought, and his forcible expression,

_ Tis ot at urtificinl imitation, but » natural parallel.”—Quarterly R .

»
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‘Works of William Wave,

U

ZENOBIA; OR, THE FALL OF PALMYRA 1
A Historical Romande, in Letters of I.. Manlius Piso from Palmyra,
to his friend Marcus Curtius at Rome. 2 vols. 12mo. Beventh
. of 1 jant additions to Amert
¢ The Letters from Palmyra? is one of the most brilllan tions o American
liberah!l‘re. To have fallen 05;1 a subject of such admirable oapabilities, and wuap
propriated by previous seekers after attractive themed for works of fiction, was &
iece of rare good fortune, in an age of such literary abundance as the present; to
Eave treatied it in a manner fully equal éo its demands on fhe 1mag1nathn,brequ1red
high powers, persevering labor, aﬂd the kee;est'percgptmu. All thl§ has
i i i North American Review L
m‘?ll}h}lgi:});: ‘gggt? g? gr ‘back in the ages’ to refresh the imaginaticn and seck instrne-
tion, nothing repelled by the assosiations of antiguity, will be drawn towards this de-
ligh’tful book by its name merely, and once conversant with its pages, W"’l’l]. never
cease tofeast upon them, until they hiave possessed themselves of thewhgle. s N1t
rk Bvening Post. ’ . K ‘
Y?‘ It h;::{rfady become a olassio, and needs no sommendation.”— Tribune, '

AURELIAN : OR, ROME IN THE THIRD
= CENTURY. ‘

in Letters of L. Manlius Piso, from Rome, to Fausta the Daughter
' of Gracchus, at Palmyra. 2 vols.

 This {s a new edition of # Probus,” the well-known aequel to,# Zenobia.” The

. n.uthTo?ism?;es that the hook has besn republished abroad in several places, under the

pame of  Aurelian)’ and that, so far from complaining of the liberty taken, he

gould mot but regard it as a piece of good fortune, as he himself had long thought

# Aurelian” to be-a more appropriate title than the one originally chosen. Franecia

& Co. have now issued it in two neat but cheap volumes. - 1t is haz-d_ly necessary to

speek of the merits of a work which not only has erowds of enthusiastic admirers,

but which bas been deliberately placed, by consent of both learned and unlezrned, on
the same shelf with the most original prose productions of America—the writings of
Brown and Irving, If any who read this pn.ra.%mph have not yet resd Zenobis and
1ta sequel, we say to them do 80 at onee. ‘Put by or throw away the productions of
to day for & short time, and read the most artistie, consistent and elevating pictures.
of +~old Rome ¥ and her enemies, which has ever been a,ttemp.tieq"'-r-Boston Post.

% This work presents the struggle of Paganism with Christianity, in the midst
of one of the great eras of persecution, snd, in our esteem, ia, with #Zenobia,” not
only one of the mosb remarkable, but also one of the most valuable p;uductmps in.
the field of historie fotion, whether of this or any other age.”"—Christian Register.

¢ Thege volumes show how. thoroughly the writer’s mind was imbued with the
beaunty and spirit of those clagsionl authors, whose treasures of learning and gems
of thought he seems to have made all his own."—Jour. of Commerce. .

JULIAN; OR SOE_NES iIN JUDEA. 2vom,. .
& The style of these worka cannot be too highly commended. It iseasy, grae

efal, -
and pure—varying with the subjeat, and happily expressive of all its changes. In

narrative, it in simple and unadorned.  In desoription of external scenery it becomes
ornate; and sometimes highty soloved, It is a greas excelience in flotitions composi-
tion, to make the reader see the things deseribed. This is precisely the leading
exzellence of the desoriptive parts of our author’s works. They seem to be reali-
ties reduced to writing. The books leave an impression of completeness, juat pro-
portion, and admirable distribution of parts, which are found in perfection onlydn
~ the worka of great masters.”—North Americon Revicw, o ;

“ These works gvince an extent and minuteness of classical learning which bas.
few possess, and fewer still have the power so beantifully and skilfully to embody.
The student of history, and especially the student of clagsic language and history,
will derive as much solid instraction.as the reader of taste finda delight in the

" graceful sketehes, the pure style, and the exalted sentiments which eharacterize
them.Y~-New- York Evangelist. . :

"

een done

* mation than evjoyment."—Enickerbocker,

o
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Prose Writers of Germany. |
By Freperick H. HEepeg, D. D.

‘Dlustrated with an engraved Title-page from a

design by Leutze ; and portraits of Goethe, Luther,

Lessing, Mendelssohn, Herder, Schiller, ‘Richter,

and Schlegel. Complete in one volume octavo.
Cloth, $8.00; gilt, $5.50; antique morbceq, $6.00.

Contents, . }

Lovwee, - HaAMANN, GoxTRE, ) ZSUBOKKE,
Bognue, WiIELAND, SCHILLER,  F. ScELzawy,
Baxcra Crara, Musavs, FromTE, HaeDENBERG,
Moskg, Craupivs, Ricarer, Treox,

Xawr, * Lavarser, A. W, Bcoceeen, SoEELLING,
Lrssing,. Jacons, * SomcrErmacner,  HorFMany,’
MEnDELSsOHY, Herpeg, - Heger, . Cranmsso,

This work comprises a list of the most eminent writers of Germany,
fogether with copious extracts from their works, beginning-with LoTaen
and reaching up to the present time. For those who are interested in
the literature of Germany, it presents a valuable aid in becoming more
intimately acquainted with the German mind: and to the curious an
excitement which will grow stronger as their taste is cultivated,

We find here valuable extracts, given from their prose writings. Al.
though the writers follow in chronological order, and Luraex stands at
the head of his intellectual brethren, the longest space is allowed . to
$hose who claim our greatest attention; and Gorrax therefore ocenpies
the most conspicuous position both in the specimens given ang the
selection of the pieces..  Next to Gorrar, SoHILLER appears in an article
upon Naive and Sentimental Poetry. Then we have Lmssrve, the first.

" ¢ritie of his time. Next to him comes Hrwner, a devout hi’losopher,

and a clear-sighted intellect. The two brothers Scrrrari~-William, the

: noble interpreter and translator of Shekspeare, and Frederio, known

best by his investigations of the language and wisdom of the Indians—

follow him, and Mosks MennErssony, a Jewish philosoplier, closes the
#eries of theap writers. ‘ : ‘

. ) . : &
“The author of this work~«for it {s well entitled to the namegf an original
ﬁroduction, thonﬁh mainly consisting of translations—Rev. Dr. Hed%, of Provi-
ence, 18 qualified, as faw men are in this country, or wherever the English lan-
guege is written, for the snccessful accomplishment of the great literary enter-
prisa to which he has devoted his:leisure for several yesrs.”

*We venture to say that there cannot be crowded into the szme COmMPpass a
motra fultliful representation of the German mind, or & richer exhibition of the
profound thought, subtle specnlation, massive learning and Eeninl temper, that
chargeterize the most eminent Hterary men of that nation"—Harbinger, -

“What excellent matter we here have. The choicest gems of exnberant fancy
the most polished productions of scholarship, the richest flow of the heart, the

. Geepest lessons of wisdom, sll translated so well by Mr, He‘t;i'ge’ and his friends,

that they seem to have been first written by mesters of the Hnglish tongue.” _
“ We have read the book with rare pleasure, and have derived not loss ‘Sasom

Bl
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MRS:. HEMANS. -

The Wor"ks. of Felicia Hemans,

A complete and uniform edition, with a Memoir by her Sister, and

an Essay by Mrs. Sigourney. In 7 vols. cabinet size, with Portrait,
Price $4.00, in neat cloth, or on superfine paper, with illuminated
titles ; §7.00, in half moroeco, or caIf%j Also, the same edition, with-
out the Memoir, in 8 vols,, éa.oo, cloth gilt, or §7.00 in moroceo.
Each volume m? be had as a separate and complete book.:

P rice 62% cents ; or in extra cloth, gilt edges, $1.00,

Memoir of Mrs. Hemans,
" By her Sister. With an Essay on her Genius, by Mrs. Bigourney.

Tales and Historic Scenes,
And other Poems, - By Mrs. Hemans.

‘The Siege of Valencia,

The Skeptic, and other Poems. By Mrs. Homans.
The Forest Sanctuary,

A o -

" Lays of many Lands, and other Poems. By Mrs. Hemans.

" Records of Woman,

Vespers of Palermo, and other Poems. By Mrs, Hemans, .

Songs of the Affections,

. National Lyrics, and other Poems, ' By Mrs, Hemans.

Songs and Lyrics, |
© Beenes and Hymns of Life, and other Poems. By Mrs. Hemans.

_Each of the above, plain cloth, 62} cts.; extra cloth, gilt edges, with
 lluminated titles, $1.00, :

: . MRS. BROWNING. L
The Poems of Elizabeth Barrett ‘Brownin% |

A new edition, earefully revised and corrected from the last London
edition. 2 vols. 16mo. .

. Cloth, $2.00; extra gilt, $2.50; turkey morocco, $4.50.
‘Prometheus Bound,” |

Cnsa Guidi Windows, Sornets from the Portuguese, &o. 1 vol.

i6mo. . . Cloth, 75 cts. ; cloth, extra gilt, $1.25.

“1 bow my head in reverence before the genius of the greatest English Poetess.
Her last poem, * Casa Guidi Windows,” has passages that Miriam mizght have sung
to bier timbrel over the punken chariots of Egypt. The Portnguese Sonnets are
among the most wonderful poems in any langnage. Their exquisite spiritual del-
icacy, their naturalness, therr sincerity, and dirvectness, place them in the highest
tank."—Lectures on English Poets, Y, Oliver Wendail Holmes. T

) n o
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-a8 ourselves ; minute and diseriminating acconnts of
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THOUGHTS ON THE POETS: N
"By Hrwry T. Tuckzrmaw, Author of ¢ Artist Life,” etc/ -

. Being Essays on the Lives, Characters, and Writings of the following

. Poets: ‘

PETRARCH, GOLDSMITH, .  GRAY,

COLLINS,  POPE, COOPER,

THOMSON _ YOUNG, ALFIERI,

CRABBE, SHELLY HUNT,

BYRON, = MOORE, - BOGERS, L
" 'BURNS, . CAMPBELL, WORDSWORTH,

COLERIDGE. ~ KEATS, ' BARRY CORNWALL,

HEMANS, - TENNYSON, BARRETT,

DRAKE, . . BRYANT, . ’

This volume does crelit to the eritical taste and Imaginative facaulties of the
author; who passes in raview the worke of between twenty and thirty of our more
meders poets, quotes them, pointa out their beauties, and estimates their qualitiesin
an enthusiastic apirit, congenial to his subjeots, and yet not so uncheeked 28 to lead

_ him into indiscriminating admiration. He displays taste and judgment, in fact, a8

well as fanoy and feeling; and though verging toward praise,is mot blind to the
claims of'criticiem § and is it not better, as well as more just, to be somewhat gentle
in your visitings, and rather lavish than otherwise of encomium and éncourage-
ment, than to suppose that the eritio’s true office eonsists in detecting microsdopie
blemishes, magnifylng them, and parading your superior talent in ill-natured carp.
ing and dogmatie” abuse Bo assured that censure 18 not only the easieat, but the
worat species of inquisition: any fool can find faults, but it requires s competent

person-to point out merits, and institate faithful comparisons. [d performing his

pleasing task, Mr. Tuckerman has shown that he possessed this power ; and he has
made a volume of a very agreeable nature, studded with poetical quotations, in sup-
port of hia opinions.—Lorden Literary Gazelte. -

Almost any man’s’ true, unaffected, living thonghts on the poets, whose. verse
makeés part of onr mental substance, could hardly fail to be acceptable. We all -
love to.talk about our friends, and to heay others talk about them,in the right

geen onr friend since we had seen him; and knew him |apd loved him quite as well

gpirit. Bat Mr. Tuckerman’s talk is as if we heard froxL: o fine genial soul, who had

‘ is excellonce—made extra.
piquant by peraonal anecdotes, and reminiscences of amusing and pathetio passages

. in hig history.—Mirror. ‘ i
- Mr. Tockerman is ong of onr eapecial favorites. Ttgem 18 a grice, delioacy, and

esrnestness about hig writings, which we admire and ‘love; while hiy candor, his
warm appreciation of the merits.of others, and his eritical nicety of discrimination
inhlitetﬂ ?uttel{]al, e'?nzt-iitute !mlzll, tip nu%r o%)i:&ion,-one of the best guides to those
who, not being able to give much time ip study, are yet desirous of eultivatin

taste for elegant letters,—New York Gazette, ! ¥ ‘ ’ &3

"his volume does great eredit to Mr, Tuckerman a3 a writer and oritie.” No work
o appesred from an'American source, within cur memory, so thoroughly imbued
with the belles-lettres apirif, as this. Tt is the result of mueh patient thinking on
the most attractive of all subjeots, and is admirably calentated a8 a gnide to g ) rge. '

.clasn of the reading publici-lwho have the means and the time to gratify literur{

tastes, but are ignorant of the relative rank and importance of the different Englis

" poets, and of the beat method of reading them to advantage. . . . This volume iy

well calenlated to eonvey knowledge as well ag opinions,  We cordially recumbend

- ¥ to the tovers of poetry.—Boston Courier,

16 ,
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%uhtkhhe Pook for érbﬁﬁlﬁqﬁh Funilizs, B

Poetry for Schools. | . o
. Designed for-Reading and Recitation. The whole selected from the’

“best Poets in the English language. By the author of ¢ American:

Popular Lessons,” ¢ Classic Tales,” &ec., &e. A pew and revised
edition; with additions, '

~ Inaddition to the very choice and unexceptionable selection of poefry,
this volume contains, annexed to the quotations from each author,

A BlCGRAPHIGAL SEETCH; AN EXPLANATION OF ALL TERME IN THE-
EXTRACTS THAT A OHILD MIGHT NOT UNDEB.STAND;
AND SOME CRITICAL EEMARKS,

Thus the history and character of the poet is assoclated in the mind
with his productions. ' o ' '

This edition has been carefully revised by the author. It com~
mences with a brief but anthentic history of English Poetry, and is
enriched by many specimens from the best American Poets,” Bryant,
Longfellow, Holmes, Everett, and other eminent names, embellish its
pages.

“This is a compilation which will be found most useful in elevating the ideas
of young people, and inspiring them with literary taste, The author has gone
over the whole range of literature, from translations of the old Greek tragedies,
down through the early English poets to these of our own day and the American
writera. The finest passages are sclected, and explanations added which enable
the scholar to understand them, ‘A short skeich of each writer is also given.
We have no hesitation in pronouncing this the best work of the kind we have
seon, and should hope it would be extensively introduced into our schools,’—
Albany Register, - : . . .

"4 One of the very best books of its kind. The #elections are made with excel-
lent judgment, and are accompanied with an excellent commentary, furnishing
the pupil with information necessary for the fall understanding of the specimens
given, and pointing out what in them is most worihy of admiration. The taste
of youthful readers could not be under the direction of a safer critic than the.-
compiler of ¢ Poetry for Schools.! *— Evening Post. -

“This is one of those really usefal and justly appreciated books which ehounld
- be familiar to all engaged in teaching. It is prepared by Eliza Robbins, whose
practical experience in the education of the young, as well a8 her thorough ae-
quaintance with English literature, peculiarly fit her for the task of compiling
such a book, It is neatly broughi out, ard will doubtless be introduced into
pchools and families which have not yet availed themselves of Hs issistance i
the most delightful branch of education.”— Hoeme Journal, . .

“Thiz i8 a4 new edition of a very popniar school-book, in which many of the
Snest passages of Fnelish and American Poetry are pregénted as illustrations of
the nature and office of true poetry, and as exercises for reading ard reszation.
1t is ecompired with the highest degree of taste and care.” . ' :
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