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6 PIEFACE.

opinion, ith the largest range of thou ht and style,

has never numbered many followers. It is not that

remarkable gifts of genius are requisite to enable one

to rank with this chosen band, for any, even of

those who have failed in a different lin , have shown

that they ould have written well, if th y would only

have written common-sense. Unfortunately, while

they poss ssed this ability, they did n t know that

it was woh any thing. Here is th one essential

thing-no so much to be able to do wIat is good, as

to know hat is good to do. . . . Miss Austen

may, perh ps, be considered as the fo nder of 'The

Sensible S hool,' and Mrs. Haven, alth uglh she has

undertake nothing so elaborate as 1iss Austen's

novels, siows the same union of seetness and

sense. She has not adopted the vulgar and preten-

tious maxim that it is better to do great thing

badly than a little thing well. She does not intro-

duce her readers to that marvellousl aristocratic

society which nowhere exists but in he novels of

'high life,i and where the Dukes of Fit noodle stalk

distressfully through the book, as if longing for some

friendly tvap-door to. hide them fron$i spectators.

She does uot even endeavor to imp 4r a raciness to

7PREFACE.

her stories by a catalogue of the pholstery of a

parlor, or pillage from a milliner's advertisement, to

make her heroine interesting. Mrs. haven delineates

with ease and skill the characters of every-day life,

and invests them with the charms that only fidelity to

1 Nature can impart. . . . Paint what you see, and

trust Nature for being interesting enough. Mrs.

Haven trusts her. She gives no sketches, like some of

her contemporary writers, of dreadful caverns in New

York, nor of savage bandits in Boston, and call it

'grandeur;' nor does she weary us with verbal

n j blunders asimpossible as they are uninteresting, and

call it 'humor' or 'real life.' Her humble heroine

does not impress us, at the outset of a story, with an

uncomfortable presentiment that she is to be a

duchess before its close. . . . We are not to be sur-

prised with the sudden movements of natural affec-

tion; nor are we to be startled with the death-bed.

disclosure of a State-Street millionnaire that the

heroine is the heiress of more than we can count.

This reticence on the part of Mrs. Haven we are sure

of. Her simple, clear English, her natural sketches
of character, her stories, in which incident has a

small, and character a 'large part, afford to us all an

I
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PREFACE.

inexpressible relief and real pleasure and we are

grateful flr the easy, graceful, sensib e, and unpre-

tending stories of 'Cousin Alice.'"

All whio have been familiar with the writings of
s

"Cousin Alice," will appreciate the foregoing tribute.

A wish, e pressed by her children, that heir mother's

stories should be collected and published in book

form, has induced me-with the pern ission of her

early patron, counsellor, and esteemed riend, Mr. L.

A. Godey--to make a selection of the for publica-

tion. I trust they will be 'reperused with pleasure

by her old friends, and cordially welcomed by the

public.
E.lH.H.

SING SIN&, N. Y.

SPRING TfIN S.

1

8



SPRING WIN S.

CHAPTER I.

Young trees root the faster for shaking.-BoGATZKY.

IT was Augusta Colburn's monthly holiday; that
is to say, the third Friday in the nibnth, when she
was allowed to go home from Madame Arnaud's
school and stay until the Monday following. A day
on which all the regular boarders envied her, and
came to the door to see her oft, kissing her a great
many times, and reiterating any quantity of commis-
sions they had charged her with. She was an ex-
tremely popular girl for these reasons; she was
handsome, and always well dressed, with abundance
of jewelry, and bonnets of the very latest style. Her
father lived in a handsome house, and. allowed her

plenty of pocket-money; he kept a carriage also, and
the carriage was at the door the afternoon in ques-
tion, while the girls detained her in the hall.

"Don't forget. to have that embroidery pattern

stmped at Doubet's, there's a good child; and some
more of those pearl beads, you know, for that giants
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"And my crimson floss, and a quart r of a pound

of chocolates, you angel; " that was her room-mate,
Virginia Pryor, who was-of course the d voted friend.

"Think of us, Gussy," groaned ut Adelaide

Rovenel, a Charlestonian, with large g ay eyes, and
a very elaborate style of hair-dressing ; 'pity us shut

up here with old Solfeggio, and that e erlasting ah,
ah-ah, ahM!"

"Yes, and the usual half slice of Ch rlotte Russe
for dessert to-morrow. Oh, how I envy you!" .

"Is she gone? Oh, I thought that stupid Italian
lesson would never be over ! Don't forget those as-
sorted chenilles, and a fancy basket, and the cherry
satin to line it with," called out a bre thless arrival
from the recitation-room.

"I shall expect a note by the penny post, mind
now," and Virginia wound her arngbout her friend's
waist to go down the stone steps to the carriage with
her. "It will be a perfect age till you get back."

"Not to me. I only wish you we e going, too;
but I'll beg mamma to write a regular i vitation next
time, madame is so strict. Good-by, d rung!"

"Good-by, precious !"
Miss Colburn seated herself comfo 'tably on the

stone-colored, satin damask cushions, a d called out
rather authoritatively for a school-girl "Drive on,
Davis !" while Miss Pryor returned 1ngeringly to
bondage, kissing her hand till there wa not the least
possible excuse to balance her pretty fee on the door-
sill, a moment longer. Miss Colburn s'reflections
were extremely agreeable as the carriage rolled
smoothly over Union Sqdare. She th ought of the.

good dinners-three of themr-that awaited her ; of
the shopping expedition for a winter bonnet with her
other the next morning ; she wondered what special
present her father would surprise her with; and
whether the new drawing-room curtains had come
home. Thinking of this, she put her head out of the
window as the carriage turned into lfadison Avenue.
The drawing-room shutters were closed; in fact, the
whole house had a dull, shut-up look, and there were
two men raking tan in the middle $f the street, di-
rectly in front of the house. She had a vague idea
that tan was only used in cases of extreme illness.
What could be the matter?

"Davis, who is it? Why didn't ou tell me some
one was sick ?"

"I thought you knew it, miss; it is the mistress,
an' it's three days since she took sick."

Augusta had never questioned herself about lov-
ing her father and mother very m ch. ,Long ago,
when she saw a great deal more of them, she could
remember waking up in the night and crying, lest
they should die and leave her alone in the world;
but, oflate years, every one seemed to go their own
way in the Colburn family. Mr. Colburn was more
and more absorbed in business;. Mrs. Colbu'n in
shopping and visiting; Arthur, her eldest br ther,
kept a horse, and had the billiard-zoom entire y to
himself and his young companions; iJaura, the lister
next to herself, passed a great deal of time in the
country with their grandmother, fo she was very
delicate; and the children had a French nurse and
nursery-maid, and their own table. Augusta had

1312 SPRING WINDS.



14 .lOME STORIES.

seen less of her mother than ever since she had been
entered at Madame Arnaud's as a regular boarder;
but, when she was at home, she was petted and ii-
dulged, and greatly praised, for Mr . Colburn was

growing proud of her fashionable-looking, stylish
daughter.

A faint sickness swept over her fog a moment as
she inhaled the odor of the tan. Her mother must be
very ill! Why had she not been sent for? She was
almost afraid to ring, till Davis close the carriage-
door gently, instead of its accustomed loud snap, and
drove off toward the stable.

"How is mamma, William?"
The waiter looked a little bewildered. "Indeed, I

can't say, Miss Augusta; but two doctors have just
been and gone, and it's the first day since I came to

the house that it was twelve o'clock efore Mr. Col-

burn went down-town, and he isn't b ck yet. Shall
the dinner go up?"

"Oh, I don't know, indeed ! Wait till he comes !
O mother !" rose to her lips, like the sob of a child

in the dark. It was the first time in all her life that
trouble or sickness had cast a shadow on her path,
and she hurried up the velvet-carpeted stairs like one
in an evil dream.

A strange nurse met her in the little dressing-
room that adjoined her mother's chamber, and warned
her back from the door.herere was a subtle lingering
atmosphere of drugs and restoratives that confirmed

her apprehensions.
"It is Miss Colburn, I suppose," the nurse whis-

pered, with an official gesture of silence, "I was to

say that no danger was thought of till last night, or
you would have been sent for."

"Is my mother very sick? Can't you let me see
her? Only one moment !"

"Not now; every thing depends on quiet."
"Is there any change, nurse ?"
Mr. Colburn had' come up the stairs with the

same hushed movement that pervaded the whole
house. Even the anteroom had been darkened, and
he did not see his daughter for a moment. .

"Oh, papa, is she going to die ?"
Mr. Colburn put his arm around his daughter

and kissed her forehead.
"We can't tell, Augusta; we don't know, my

child! it's so sudden! Your poor mother-those
poor little children ! It's brain fever they think now,
and we did not dream of danger till last night.
Won't you go to the children ?"

"Will you come and tell me all about it, papa?"
And with his gesture of assent she was forced to

be content for the present. The nurse motioned her
toward the open door, and closed it upon her as she
stood a moment in the dark hall, trying to under-
stand this sudden calamity; and then she turned
mechanically toward the nursery.

It was a suite of three rooms, extending back
over the library and dining-room; for the house had
been planned and built regardless of cost, and united
every comfort and luxury. Certainly,-the little 001-
burns should have been happy children; they were,
in their own way ; but even their lives had become
artificial, and they wanted constant change and ex-

EPPING WINDS. 15
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citement. The poor nursery-maid h
of it ; the bonne did her duty in c
with them, and arraying them in t
garments ; in teasing Miss Lily's hai
bribing Mfaster Morton to submit"t
toilet that prepared him to go do
the carriage-box by Davis, wht adva
tion in certain phrases peculiar t
Marie lolled on the front seat with
lap, as the horses pawed and stampe
of vehicles that gave "Beck's" its
nection.

"Ah, dcel, pauvre madame!" she
Augusta opened the door.

"Hush, Marie ! Poor little Lily
Lily ! Oh, Bridget, take that drum
ton; there must not be a breath
Bridget the drum, and come and see

good boy!"
"No, I will have it ; and I'm goi

rocking-horse, too, and go two-forty
"You dreadful boy ! You will

ma !"
"I don't care. Davis is going t

on Arthur's horse, so he is. No-no
have it ! let me alone ! let me alone,
so Willl"

It was a relief to hear that din
table. No one but Lily seemed to gi
fort.

"Won't you take me to see
doesn't she come and take me out to*

ad a weary life
batting French
eir costly little
ir into curl, and
o a lengthened
n Broadway on
nced his educa-

grooms, while
Miss Lily in her
in the long line
ristocratic con-

commenced, as

come to sister,
away from Mor-
f noise ! Give
sister, there's a

ig to ride on my
n the plank!"

kill poor main-

give me a ride
no-you shan't
r I'll kick you,

er was on the
ve her any com-

amma ? Why
-ide ? Let Lily

go, too!" And the little creature clung tightly to
her sister's hand.

"I will come again, Lily-yes, indeed, I will;
but I must go and see papa have his dinner now."

It was strangely unnatural to take her mother's
place at the table, but her father eemed to expect it,
and he talked much more than vas usual for him,
telling her how her mother first to k the cold, as they
supposed it to be, and what the doctors had said at
their consultation, quite hopefully, for he would not
look at the dark side. He had s mmoned the best
medical skill in town, and called in an experienced
nurse.* Now that the first shock was over, and sick-
room routine organized, and Augusta at hand to see
after the house and the children a little, his mind was
greatly relieved of the burden it had borne the last
three days..

Arthur was not at table, anl was not even in-
quired for. He took his meals 4t all hours, just as
it suited his own convenience ; and when Mr. Col-
burn, who could not bear the rest aint of a sick-room
long, subsided into his newspapers and Merchants'
Magazine, it was dull enough for Augusta. The
little ones were in bed. She equld not settle her
mind to read, and all her fanc work was left at
school; there was the piano, but not to be opened,
and she sat drearily enough before the fire, missing
the eager outpouring of school plans and school in-
cidents, which her mother was always the recipient
of on Friday evenings, and thinki g how dreadful it
would be if she never sat there again, and what
would become of them all. Her father sat with a

V
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HOME STORIES8

glass of ice-water on the table before him, and she

noticed that he rose and refilled it ore than once-

that he coughed now and then, a s qrt, dry cough,
and seemed to look very thin and orn; but that

was natural enough, when he was so anxious about

her mother..
It was the commencement of a d eary time=-four

more such days, alternated by fears and hopes, that

only mocked the anxious watchers, nding in a sad

certainty of the end, and then it ca e. Twice Au-

gusta had been admitted to the d rkened room, to
see her mother breathing out heir lif in unconscious

lethargy. Once more the door wa opened for her,
and this time all the family were gathered. The
children were brought in to look wonderingly
around, hushed for the moment by the unnatural

quiet and the strange scene-their last dim recol-

lection of a mother's presence-Ar hur with a pale,
horror-stricken face, at this, his fir t contact with
death; Laura, just recalled, came cli aging tightly to
her sister's hand; Mr. Colburn ute, aged, and
haggard by the watch of the night just past ; and

Augusta kneeling, with her head buiied in her arms,
trying to pray, struggling for self-c ntrol, and with

the thought that she was motherless.'
"Just gone, poor lady!" the nurse said, as the

physician came in among them; and then she drew

away, one by one, the pile of pilloys- that had sup-
ported'that poor head, closely shorn of the glory of
its flowing hair.

Augusta caught one startled glace of the rigid
outlines that made the face so stra ge, even to her

children, and a shudder crept through her; she
thought she might be dying, too. The room grew
dim--her father's face wavered before her;, she
clutched at the drapery of the bed, for she felt that
she was slipping away from life; and then, when the
whirling rush had ceased, she foind herself on the
couch in the dressing-room, and heard the doctor
saying, "It is hard for her, poor girl, to be left so
early with such heavy responsibilities." She had
not strength to unclose her eyes a yet, or to lift her
hands to stay the stinging icy drops of water they
were sprinkling on her face; but she wondered what
he meant. She had only brooded before on the lone-
liness she would feel; she had not realized that any
burden had been laid upon her the past dreadful
week.

Prosperity had been a snare to Mrs. Colburn; let
us hope that it had not stolen away the seal of her
heavenly birthright. There were many traces of the
time when it had seen very near and very precious
to her; those who found them could trace a life dis-
tinct 'from that outward show which of late had
seemed all-engrossiig. There were written records
of self-devotion, books well worn and carefully pen-
cilled, that Augusta could remember seeing on her
mother's work-table years ago, and these she took
into her own room, with a half- reverential, half-
superstitious feeling. Perhaps there would teach her
how to be good, and prepare her ti meet death when
it came. Terrible mystery ! it haunted her, waking
and sleeping, the horrors of the moment of dissolu-
tion and the uncertainty of all that lay beyond. It

Is
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20 HOME STORIES.

is true -there was -a certain minglin of worldly and.
inconsistent feeling, especially when the servants

began to come to-her for orders, whn she, first went

down, dressed in her new -nourning, to receive the

visits of condolence from the frie ds of the family.
She realized the sudden accessio of importance,
even on her first meeting with Malame Arnaud and

Virginia Pryor, who came almost immediately after

the funeral. Madame was so deferential in her in-

quiries as to whether she would return to school; and

Virginia, after they had kissed a gr at deal and cried

a long time, holding each other's hands, found eyes
to see how much taller and more w manly her friend

seemed to have grown, and tried o console her by
saying so.

"Oh, we all felt so dreadfull for you! You
have no idea how- we cried ! Oh how dreadfully
shocked Adelaide and I were ! W could not eat a

mouthful of breakfast (madame sa it in the paper,
you know)-could we, madame'? nd we got ex-

cused from' Middle Ages' and Ger an that morning;
and Adelaide could not touch tha beautiful night-
gown sachet she had commence like yours, for
days, it reminded her so of you. hat will you do'?

How awfully lonesome it must e here ! Oh, do
come back !" The lively girl shrugged her should.
ders, and looked down the long suite of rooms that

had put on a straight, formal air foi the funeral, and

it had seemed to cling to them ever after.

Yes, it was lonely, very lonely, after the excite-
ment had passed'away, and the nov lty of being her
own mistress, and coming into p ssession of her

Ii

/
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mother's elegant firs, and seeing 11 her jewelry and
lace put up, with "Augusta Colburn" marked on
the packages, ha gone by. er father stayed
down-town very ljate, and Arthr was never at
,home. The care f the childre was irksome, be-
cause they disobeyed her, and , arie continued to
have her own way in every th' g with regard to
them. As to the house, it took care of itself. The
servants were well trained, and very glaring discrep-
ancies never manifested themselve , though the theft
and squandering of the kitchen would have been
revealed to a less liberal employer

Still, it was a joyless, unsatisfactory life that Au-
gusta lived that winter. She had her own hours of
quiet thought, when she felt tha unlimited novels
and confections did bring satiety-when she saw
that Arthur was no comfort to th ir father, and the
children were growing very ru e and untruthful
under Marie's rule. Her father, oo, coughed more
and more, and stooped like an old man. Sometimes
he dozed away whole evenings in is easy-chair, and
then again walked the floor restle sly till long after
every one else had retired for the night. She wanted
to be different, less selfish, less idfe, but she did not
know how to begin. She tried eading the good
books, her mother's unconscious legacy, but- they
sounded like the dreariest abstractions, very far off
from her daily life. It was not a ennobling one-
indulging in morning naps, until the latest possible
moment ; sitting with her feet on t 1e fender; novel in
hand, until lunch-time; driving down Broadway
after that, and wasting money'. for every trifle that
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seized her fancy-tired of it, perhaps, before she

reached home; coming home to be met by a sense

of empty loneliness on the threshold, and giving

way to low spirits and fretfulness by the time even-

ing came. She drew a little, and embroidered a lit-

tie, but there was no one to help lier admire it, only
Virginia, who was allowed to spe d all her monthly
holidays in Madison Avenue now, and she did not

seem to care half as much about Virginia as she

had done. There was a great gu1 suddenly opened

between her thoughtless school lif, and school com-

panions, and her present existence.
So it was that Augusta commneed her journal.

It is a young girl's habit, and belongs to the album

age; very few keep up the practice when there is

really any thing to record. It comes from a restless,
unsatisfied life, that has more yearning than endeav-

or, but one through which almost every thoughtful

person passes at the threshold of womanhood. It is

not well to ridicule it merely, for it is the natural

outgrowth of just-wakened powers, before the Qb-
jects on which they are to expend themselves are

described; but no crisis requires m re judicious, sym-

pathy, lest it is encouraged into morbid sensitivehess

by over-fondness, or turned by j sts or harshness
into a well of concealed but bitter water, that poi-

sons every spring of feeling and a tion.

To this "misty morning-land'y the young girl
had come, and she seemed destined to walk through
it without aid or guidance. It w s her eighteenth

birthday. "February 28" was t e date engraved
on the bracelet her father had plac d on her plate at

U'

breakfast. It was not so costly as his gifts usually
were, but far more precious than any jewels in her
eyes; she did not know that the light elastic strand
of her mother's hair had been woven by the rarest
skill Paris could boast, or that the golden clasps had
there received their delicate tracing from the en-
graver's touch. Her love for her mother had arisen
so silently, so hopelessly, that even her father did
not know how much she valued this token of the
dead; though he saw her lips tremble, and the tears
come quickly into her eyes, as she looked up to him,
when she recognized it.

"Many happy birthdays to you, my daughter !"
he said, kindly; but he knew this was not a happy
one. There had been many plans laid for it when
the last one had been celebrated; Augusta was
thinking of that when she set down the cup of coffee
that she could not drink. Her father was silent too;
he remembered another birthday, when a little
daughter had come to brighten a very humble but
happy home, when he took the baby in his arms with
a strange thrill of tenderness for the helpless little
thing, and a prayer of thanksgiving that its mother's
life had been spared.

Augusta went to her room heavy-hearted, and as
she sat down by her little writing-table, the special
gift of her mother. the year before, and looked from
the bracelet on her arm to the picture over the man-
tel, she made herself a promise that she would live a
more worthy life, and sealed it by a prayer for guid-
ance to the Heavenly Father whose. love she could
not as yet discern, even dimly, in taking her mother's

I
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care aw-ay from her, just when it see ed to be most

needed. She had yet to learn

"Our cedars must fall round u ,
.Ere we see the light behind."

The date on the bracelet was the first entered in the

little volume which we unclasp thi morning, and
read, not with idle curiosity, but t at others may

perhaps find a clew out of the labyrin1 which spread

around her.

ebruary 28,18-.

My eighteenth birthday ! Who ould have be-

lieved that it would have been so sad We were to

have had a large party to-night--y coming-out

party-and mamma even talked of the dress she
should order for me ; she wished it t be simple, but
very elegant. I should have left school at New

Year's, even if this had not happened, and papa

thought it was useless for me to 1ekommence; be-
sides, he thought I ought to be in the house with the
children, when he was absent so muc . I might as
well be miles away, for all the good am to them.

It is one of my greatest troubles. \ orton is a very
bad child indeed, and Lily is selfish nd untruthful.

Marie bribes them and threatens them, I am sure,

and keeps them, from loving me, though I do get
provoked and angry when I try to make them mind.

I am almost frightened, sometimes, at the wicked

feeling that makes me slap Lily, ox push Morton

away from me. He fell against the lounge yester-

day, and ran screaming to Marie as soon as he could

speak. I thought, "What if I had killed him or

lamed him!" I have heard of such things. I be-
lieve, if I could send Marie off; I could do better with
Bridget alone; but there must be Nome one to see to
their clothes, and she does dress them so sweetly
that I am always proud when people turn and look
after the carriage. Besides, it would be a great pity
to have their French broken up ; they chatter now
more easily than I ever shall, with my four- years at
madame's.

Then, Arthur is very wild, Mrs. Gardiner says,
and I ought to use my influence with him; I haven't
any, I am 'sure. We ,always did disagree; he is
dreadfully selfish. I never know where he is, and
scarcely ever see him. How can I influence him?
Papa worries over him; or Something; something
more than just his loss of mamma troubles him. I
have a terrible dread, lately, that papa is going to
die, too. What would become of us all?

I had a letter'from Laura this morning, with a
pretty purse she had crocheted herself for my birth-
day. I let hers go by without remembering it; but
she always thinks of every thing; I suppose it is
living| with old people so much. I scarcely know
Laura she is so plain and so undemonstrative, and we
have een so little together. I sometimes think she
could elp me, if she were here, but I don't know; I
don't know that any thing could.. I don't know where
to begin, there seems so much to do.. I wish I had
some one to go to with all ny troubles, but grandma

Is such an-old lady, she could not understand, neither
could papa; he. always says,, " Do just as you like,
my dear;" and Mrs. Gardiner is too much of a gos.

24 IIOME STORIES. 25
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sip-I have heard poor mamma say that often enough.

Poor mamma ! dear mammal Oh, my heart aches to

see you again ! Cannot you speak to your child, to

your lonely, lonely daughter? Oh, forgive me for all

my selfishness, and all the trouble I gave you! I

wish I was lying in Greenwood' beside you, if I was

only ready to die. How shall I begin? I do not

see any way out of all these things that make me so

fretful, and selfish, and useless !
farch 5th.

I am getting old very fast now; I feel as if I

must have gray hairs, or look pale and wrinkled.

But my face has not altered ; no, not a day older for

all that has happened. This will not be my room

any longer, and I do not know that I shall ever have

time to go on with my journal that I meant to write

in so regularly. Papa has failed. It is a dreadful

thing, I know, and I have done nothing but cry since
Friday night. Arthur came home very early-I did
not know what to make of it-and he was so savage,
a great deal more than usual. He flung his hat down

on the table, and kicked poor Lion, his own dog, off
the hearth-rug. Then he called out-" A pretty mess

papa's gone and made of it ! We must all go to the

poor-house, I suppose." -

"Oh, Arthur "-and I felt as I did when I first
heard mamma had brain fever, only worse-" that

can't be papa!"
I thought right away of what had been in the

papers in the morning about some one who had

cheated a railroad out of a great deal of money-
some one, it said, who had stood sa high that they

would not give the name until it was positively
proved against him. I believe I felt as people do
when they say, "their blood curdles in their veins,"
and for a moment I was glad mamma was dead, and
in her grave. It would be a great deal worse than
dying to see papa's name in all the papers, and per-
haps have him shut up in prison, and not be able to
reach him or help him. I did not have a thought
about ourselves then, only for papa ; and all this
flashed through my mind before Arthur growled out
-" I don't know what you mean by 'that!/' Col-
burn and Gardiner have failed, if you know what it
means. It was all overthe street' this afternoon, and
Joe Bloodgood hId the impudence to ask me about
it, and offer to buy my horse!" .And then he cursed
him, a horrid vulgar oath. They have always been
so intimate, too. I almost felt that I did not love
Arthur any more than if he had been a stranger
then; but I thought of papa.

"Hasn't he got any thing left, Arthur? Oh,-what
will he do !"

" Yes, I'd- like to know ; so would he, I guess.
It's mighty little satisfaction to hear people say that
h&s given up every dollar ! Nobody is expected to
do that in these days; there isn't one man in ten thou-
sand but saves enough to set himself agoing again."

"But he hasn't done any thing wrong, has he?
That's what I want to know. I don't care a bit about
the rest."

."Ha, don't you?" said Arthur, in his provoking
way. How like a bear he did look, in his rough over-
coat, both legs stretched out over the rug, and his

1,
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hands in his pockets ! "I guess you will, my lady,
when it comes to hard work and no ages. See how

you'll like it !
We neither of us heard papa come in, but there

he stood, looking at Arthur in such a way ! I don't

wonder that he jumped up as if some one had struck
him, and offered papa his -own chair. "I can wait on
myself, sir, as you will have to after this." I wouldn't
have been in Arthur's place for a great, great deal.'
He slunk out of the room, just as Lion had done
when he kicked him off the hearth-rug, and papa sat
down, looking much more cheerful than he has done
in a long time. I wonder if it isn't a relief, when
people have such things hanging over them, to have
everybody else know it? Then papa talked to me
quite as if I were a grown-up woman, and told me
all I could understand about it-how he hoped to pay
all his debts, and have something left, but perhaps
that might not be. He said he was glad poor mam-
ma was not here, for he was afraid she would have
felt the change too greatly ;,but we were young, and
it might be better for us in the end.

I don't see how it can be' better to have such a
great misfortune happen, and be obliged to sell every
thing, and go and live in the country. I never liked
to make a long visit at grandmamma's even, and to
have to live opt of town summer and winter seems
dreadful. To do with one servant, too ! I'm sure I
never shall manage ! But then any thing is better
.than what I was afraid of first-if papa would only
get over that dreadful cough. I know he went to see
Dr. Clark to-day about it.

CHAPTER II.

Young trees root the faster for shaking.-BOGATzKY.

May 21st.
IT is three weeks since we came to this queer old

house-since I began housekeeping. I pretended'to
it all last winter, but I did not have the least man-
agement or control, Here I have to see to every
thing and do a great deal myself-many things that
I never tried before. It has been hard work ; it is
now, and particularly to-night, I feel so utterly dis-
couraged. Laura, dear child, says it is because I am
so tired out ; that I shall feel brighter in the morn-
ing. She is the greatest help to me, just like a little
old woman.

Well, we said good-by. to Madison Avenue the
1st of May, the Bloodgoods taking the house and
most of the furniture. It made Arthur very "hate-
ful" from the moment he knew it was going to them;
but I did not care, so long as it helped papa. That was
all he had left, the house and furniture, after every thing
was settled up, and Mr. Bloodgood offered him twen-
ty-one thousand dollars, as it stood. Papa says it cost
him twenty-five thousand, and that he has done very
well with it; so we have just that to live on-twelve
hundred dollars a year, I believe-and Arthur will have
enough to help clothe himself, withLhe salary he is to
get. Laura has her allowance, and is quite independ-
ent, with what Aunt Laura left her for her name. Papa
says that many people would consider us quite rich
but, dear me ! when I think that mamma used to
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spend half as much on her dress, it doesn't seem as
if we could get along at all.. I am to have an allow-
ance for housekeeping ; little enough it is, not as
much as the butcher's bill used to be in Madison
Avenue ; but then there were two men and' five wo-
men in the kitchen, and that makes a great difference.
We have only Ellen here-she was our waiter in
town, and I always liked her best of the whole of
them. She says she learned about kitchen-work help-
ing the cook, and as soon as she heard we were going
to the country she begged to come. She knows all
about the country, and doesn't mind its being lone-
some at all. Mrs. Gardiner said I never would get a
girl to stay.

We have a vegetable-garden, all gone to weeds,
and a tumble-down stable, a front yard, with old..
fashioned roses ind lilac-bushes, and great bunches
of phlox and ragged-robins, growing here, there, and
everywhere ; it looked dismal enough all the while it
rained so, ten whole days without the sun, and I
never worked so hard ii all my life, getting to
rights.

We had furniture enough that w had taken from
the Madison Avenue house--I was g ing to say from
home. It looked scanty when, it w s all arranged,
but papa said it must do for the, >resent. Laura
knows how to contrive chintz furniture, and is work-
ing away at a lounge, and some boxes for the bed-
rooms-she calls them divans ! Sh proposed that
we should put some curtains up to he windows, to
take off the dreadfully bare look; have found a
great bundle of the shabby ones Mrs Bloodgood did

not want, and we are going to look them over to-
morrow.

Oh dear, how tired I am! I ache from head to

foot ; but I am just so tired every night, and I know
I never should write any more in my journal if I did

not make a beginning. It's the worry that tires me
most;- I am so afraid I am not going to make any
market money last, and it is so dreadful to see Ar-

thur so sullen and miserable. I can't talk to him;
he hates business so, and hates the country, and he

has to be so regular, too, to come out and go in, just
such an hour. It is new to him, and chafes him, with
not a soul that he knows out here, or would care

about if he did know them. The children are run-

ning perfectly wild. Lily has torn er nicest dresses
to bits, and Morton is as dirty as little pig from
morning till night. They tire me; but I am rid of
Marie at all events. She was the trial of my life, and
they really begin to mind me better since we have

been here.
Papa is my great comfort; he never finds fault

with any thing, not even when Ellen smoked the
beefsteak at dinner, and it was all the meat we had,
or when Morton pulled over the inkstand on his desk.
I almost hope he does not cough as much as he did;
I don't believe he would if it ever should .come out

real dry and warm.
Aay t.

We finished putting up the curtains last night,
and it has given the house quite a different look.

We found three white muslin ones, and papa allowed
me to match them, as near as I could, when I went
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in town with him on Friday. Th y used to be at
the nursery windows, but we think them quite grand
now in the parlors ; then there wps the blue and
white dimity set, from the third-story back room, and
some old chintz ones that belonged to the nursery in
winter. Some of 'them were stained, and one muslin
one torn right across ; they came out wrapped around
the pictures-mamma's, and Lily's when she was a
baby; but these windows were so $uch lower that
we cut out the spots, and Laura p eced them very
neatly. I should not have had the patience ; and I
don't believe I could have managed anyhow.

I find the sewing of the family is going to be the
hardest thing of all. I never thought of that till I
found Lily had scarcely a decent dress left, and
Sarah said those -muslins and lawns were not fit for
the country anyhow. I took prizes two years at
Madame Arnaud's for fancy work, but I don't believe
I could make Lily an apron even. Laura is so handy
with her needle, and, what is more, with her scissors;
she can cut and arrange work just like a seamstress;
but grandmamma always taught her to cut and make
her own clothes, she says. It seems that I know
every thing that is no manner of use; and nothing
that helps me now. As for my piano, though I know
papa could hardly afford to keep it, I have opened it
only twice since I have been here.

Well, to go back to the curtains; taura's up-
holstery was really quite wonderful; a little puckered
and awry, some of it, but we managed to put the
stretched sides next to the wall, and the lounge and
boxes are great additions to the dining-room and the

bedrooms. When we got the curtains done, papa
came in and hung them for us ; even he saw the dif-
ference, and praised it. I believe I never was more
delighted, particularly as dinner was just ready, and
Ellen had, made a famous veal pie, with splendid
.gravy, papa said, and my pudding (tapioca flavored
with bitter almonds) turned out beautiful. We had
asparagus from the village, and a dessert of stewed
pie-plant. I don't think I ever enjoyed a dinner
more; papa said he never did, and he ate more than
I have seen him do for a long, long time.

Di. Clark has helped me 'to conquer my dislike to
seeing after the cooking. He came out here a week
ago, and stayed to tea; after tea, he came and sat
down on the step of the porch by me, and told me
how anxious he was about papa. He said that most
physicians would say he had the consumption. It
made me turn cold when he said 'so, every thing
starts me so now since mamma's death, and I have
had this same dread about papa since last winter.
Dr. Clark says he hopes every thing from a quiet
mind, and the country air, and good plain food. He
talked a great deal about that, and said it would be
giving papa poison to set him down to a badly-
cooked dinner. So I began the very next day, and I
make the dessert myself, and see that Ellen does not
hurry things ; - that is her great fault ; no wonder,
when there iS so much to do.

Jhtne 1st.

Sunday evening ! It has been such a nice day,
and I have been to church for the first time since we
came out here. Papa' never cared about church in
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town, he was always so tired Sunday mornings, and
breakfast was late, and mamma took so long to dress.

She did dress more elegantly than any lady, in Cal--
vary church, I think. Papa used to laugh at her

"Sunday finery," and tell her the very name of her

church, "Calvary," ought to put all such things out

of her mind; and he thought it w is the wrong name

for a fashionable church, any way.
When I asked him to go this orning, he looked

quite surprised, and did not answer me ; but when

we were wiping the cups, he came in from the porch,
and said, " Yes; Laura and I ought to go, and, as we

were strangers, we could not go atone."

I must go back to the day aster we first came .

here. I was feeling very disconsplate indeed, with

every thing to unpack, and the ho se looked so small

and dark. I was standing by th window looking
out, much as Lily does when she ets those terrible

sullen fits, when I saw the people driving brto the

depot-we are very near it; tha was one. reason

papa took the house, because he could walk to it;
for we cannot even keep our po r old horse. We -

came over the night before in a wretched old hack,
and just as I was thinking about it, a pair of coal-

black horses, with arching necks 4nd flowing manes,
came dashing along with a lig-t open wagon, al-
most as handsome as a carriage, a d such a nice-look-

ing party in it-a gentleman and his sons, I should

say one about Arthur's age, and ne older, and two
school-boys, with a strap full of books-three seats
full with the driver. A bitter, rong feeling came
over me; they seemed so happy and rich, dashing
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along, when poor papa and Arthur had trudged off
on foot. I have noticed them very often; sometimes
they drive in a couple, much like ours in town, and
ladies with them, always a large party, and so merry!
I wondered so much who they were till papa told me
the gentleman's name, and when I tried to find
out more about them from Arthur, he called them
"snobs," and some other disa reeable namo, and
said they lived in that great Trown house we can
just see over the tops of the trees when we come from
the depot.

Well, to-day the sexton was very civil to papa,
and showed us into a nice pew, with carpets and
cushions. When I looked around, who should be in
the next pew but all the Waldron family! It was a
great, square pew, as roomy as their carriage, and
every seat full; it was just like a picture. Mrs. Wal-
dron, I suppose it was, sat in one corner, and Mr.
Waldron by the head of the pewr, and a young lady,
I should think about my own age, next to him; the
two young men sat opposite, and all sorts and. sizes
of children between; they all seemed so amiable and
pleasant. The joung man, Arthur's age, found the

places for his mother, and the other one handed papa
a prayer-book ; there was none in our pew, but Laura
and I had ours. He is the plainer of the two, but
he looked as if he was very honest and good. I
hardly know how to describe it ; I suppose I way
looking at him very hard; I know I was, for I was
thinking how unlike Arthur's behavior his was, and
his eyes met mine; he did not stare rudely, but it
was a friendly look. His eyes are just like his
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mother's. I saw her face, coming -ut of church; 1It

is very sweet and kind, and so is h's sister's. I am
sure we should be friends if only we were rich peo-
ple, I mean ; but of course we never shall know them
living in this plain-I was going t say mean way;
it must seem mean to them, with their horses and
carriages and servants.

But I never shall have anothe intimate friend;
Virginia, and Cora, and Adelaide 1ave behaved so
tmkindly ! It was just like Cora, and Adelaide al.
ways followed her ; but I did think so much of Vir-
ginia, and we had been so very intimate, and she had
stayed at our house so often. I did not write it
down, for it hurt me too much last eek. It was at
Stewart's, when I was choosing tho e curtains, I saw
her in the mirror ; she was with Miss Jones--Miss
Jones that is so fashionable, and she tried not to see
me ; I know she did, for there was the mirror right
before me. I could not have believed'any thing but
my own eyes ; and when I turned around as quick as
lightning, for I was so angry, she blished as guiltily
as could be, and Miss Jones gave me such a distant
bow, and moved along. I felt too angry at the time
to know how much it hurt me, but I came home and
tore up all Virginia's letters, thos last miserable
little cold notes after papa failed, apd all. I might
have known from them that all she bared about was
our house and the way we lived. "Dear me, Augus-
ta ! is that you? Why, how are yo ii, child? I must
hurry after Miss Jones. Au revoir. " I can see her
now, and Adelaide, and Cora, whi pering together
over the organdies. I would not see them after that.

I know very well they were talking about me. No,
I can never trust any one else, or have an intimate
friend!

June 4th.

Something so pleasant and surprising has hap-
pened. Just as we were sitting down to tea to-night,
the black horses came dashing up, and stopped at our
gate! I thought how mean the table looked, with
only bread and butter, and no silver, and flew up and
shut the dining-room door. For once Ellen heard
the old knopker, and happened to have on her clean
dress and apron before tea; she is generally too hard
at work to dress. She showed the visitors into the
parlor, and presently came back with their cards, Mr.
and Miss Waldron, Mr. Charles Waldron, for all
the family. Arthur growled out, "I'm not going in,
for one;," but papa was quite decided, and said the
young gentleman's call was meant for him, and he
was to go to the parlor.

Mr. Waldron introduced his daughter, and papa
me, while Arthur, who can be a gentleman when he
likes, came forward in his best manner ; I was quite
proud of him. Mr. Waldron began talking to papa
about Dr. Clark, who is an old friend of his, and,
after a while, they went out together to look at the
weedy old garden, and Arthur talked "horse "to Mr.
Charles Waldron, who is much handsomer than his
brother, though I do not fancy him so much.

Miss Waldron is not pretty, but she is very nice,
with such .a gentle, homelike way, and she was
dressed quite plainly, in a gray dress, with linen col-
lar and sleeves, and a silk mantle, not at all a " re-
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ception toilet," which poor mamma always made so
much of for first calls. She noticed- the books and
the engravings in a very pleasant way, and she likes
some of my favorites, which Virginia never did-
"Amy Herbert," and "Cleve Hall," and." The Heir
of Redolyffe," for hooks, and the' Christus Consola-
tor." Since mamma died, that ha been my favorite
engraving, and papa allowed me to have it in my
own room; now it hangs between th1e windows in the
parlor, opposite mamma's picture

Miss Waldron has asked us all to tea on Friday
evening-to-morrow evening. It is very- informal,
only a family party, or papa would not go. I shall
be only too glad to see something else besides this
house ; I am tired enough of it, an4 Miss Waldron is
so plain in her ways that I almost It I could ask her
to tea in our little sitting-room in r turn. Arthur is
going ; I am very glad of that. 1b. Charles is go-
ing to row him out upon the bay, nd that is the in-
ducement. As for dress, mourni g is always the
same, and I am always ready. Po r mamma !.

June 6th.
How kind they all were !
After papa had promised to go, and I was quite

elated, it suddenly came across me that they lived so
far off, and how dusty and dragged we should look
if we walked. But Mr. Waldron se4t the light wagon
for us in the kindest way, quite early, for it is not
dark now until almost. eight, and their tea-hour is
seven. It seemed perfectly delightful to be dashing
along in a carriage again; I don't think I ever en-
joyed a ride more. The foliage is so exquisite, not
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dusty, as it is in Madison Alvenue by this time, and
the fences bright with blackberry-vines, and elder-

flowers, and wild-roses. Laura knows every wild
flower, and bush, and vine, I believe. She was to
come, too, Miss Waldron particularly said, though I
told her Laura was only fifteen, and of course "not

out."
There is a beautiful avenue of elms and maples

leading to the house from the main road, and the
house is not high or grand, as it looks from the road,
only built on high ground. It is very odd, with
wings and additions "just as the family grew," Mr.
Waldron says. There is a great hall through the
centre of the house, with book-cases and pictures-
no regular library, but a very cozy reading-room-on
the dining-room side.

We did not go into the large parlors before tea,
for Miss Waldron met us at the door, and took Laura
and me up-stairs to the sweetest little room, furnished
with cottage-furniture, white and-gilt-her own room
has a blue set-and we sat there quite a while, till
Mrs. Waldron came out of an opposite door, looking
so fresh and sweet in a clean lawn dress and white
cap, and came to be introduced to us. She kissed us
both. I can't tell how it touched me: not the kiss
Mrs. Gardiner always gives, or Madame Arnaud's,
such a cold, matter-of-course touch of the lips, but
she put her arm quite close around my neck, and said,
" I am glad to see you here, my dear child."

I like Angelo Waldron and her father, and all of
them; but I like Mrs. Waldron best. I had a long,
lovely talk with her after tea. The Young gentlemen
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went out rowing with Arthur, for it was almost as

bright as day after the moon rose. Miss Waldron
brought her crocheting to learn a new stitch of Laura,

who understands all those things, and they went into

the sitting-rooni where there was a stronger light;
the only one in the parlor, the drawing-room I mean,
now, was enclosed in a shade of lovely transparencies,
as soft as the moonlight. Such a sweet, sweet sum-

mer evening it was ! so still that the breath of the

roses and honeysuckles made the air almost too heavy
with perfume. There were cut flowers in the room,

for they have a green-house; but Mrs. Waldron as,

tonished me by saying that her sons and Angel6 took

care of those beautiful borders themselves ; and she

thought that Laura and I could make a great deal

out of the front garden if we chose. She knows the

house very well. The clergyman used to live there

before the parsonage was built ; and he was very fond

of flowers, and planted the roses and many other

things I do not know the names of, that are almost

eaten up with weeds. That was after papa and Mr.
Waldron went into the dining-room, so that we were

quite alone..
I told her that, even if we knew how, we never

should find time ; and then, I'm sure I don't know-

how it came about, I poured out all my troubles to

her, even to the sewing, and how I struck Lily only
that morning when she and Morton were .quarrelling
in such a hateful way, and :answered me back. I am

sure I did not mean to, and if any one had told me.
that I couk have talked so to a person who was al-

most an entire stranger, I would not have believed it.

But she seemed to understand it all, every bother
and worry that I have, and she helped me so much !
She did not seem~ shocked when I told her how I
slapped Lily ; but said, what I know is true, that I
never could expect them to mind me when I allowed
them to see me angry, and that it would be a good
help to self-discipline. She says every mother who
tries faithfully to do her duty learns self-control that
way; and that these worries-all the worries in life
that we have not brought on ourselves by wrong-db-
ing-are just so many helps sent by God to make us
gentle, and patient, and strong. I seemed to see it
all in quite a new light. I told her how much I
wanted to do right, how hard I tried, and it seemed
the more I tried the worse I grew; and about read-
ing those books of mamma's, and how hard it was to
fix my mind on them, or understand them.

She smiled so pleasantly, and said : "Milk for
babes, but you have begun on strong meat." Then
she asked me if I had ever tried reading the Bible
for myself.. I felt quite proud to be able to say I
had read it all through in one year-three chapters a
day, and five on Sunday, as mamma said she did
when she was young; but I had to confess that I did
not understand the Bible either; it was all so misty
and confused. She explained that so nicely-she
asked me if I supposed ~ven Herschel or Lord Rosse
understood all the sky at a glance, and had known
stars by name, and had een able to arrange them in
their constellations. "It is all misty-and confused,
the sky is now to you, m dear." I told her that I
knew nothing of astron my; but to them the whole
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host of heaven is marshalled into order and beauty;
and so it was with the Bible, a perfect plan, all order

and harmony, only waiting diligent study to com-

prehend it, and make it a daily joy to us, "if we

have the Shepherd's Glass of Faith," she said ; and I

know what she meant, for I remembered the picture

in mamma's elegant copy of "Pilgrim's Progress."

When I told her so, she advised me to read the

whole book, as one of the best h lps I could have,
and she gave me another," The Words of Jesus,"

and asked me if I would not try and read them for

myself in the New Testament, little by little, asking
God always to help me understand what I read. She
did not seem to think much of reading the whole Bi-
ble in a year. And when we wefe through our talk

-not through, for I could have st yed by her all the

evening; but we heard the rest co ing in-she kissed

me again, on my forehead, as I sat by her on a low

ottoman, and said, "God bless yo t, and help you!"

It was almost like mamma ; o ly mamma never

talked of such things in that plai, simple way ; but
it was affectionate, like her, and I was glad the light
was so dim, when Laura and the gentlemen came in.
I feel so encouraged, and so much happier, I believe

I shall never get into that misecable, fretful way
again.

June 15ith.

All wrong again ! Oh, it is s hard to find my-
self break down when I am trying my best !

I was up very early to-day, by half-past six;
Laura and I had agreed we wou d be, and begin to

work in the garden. It was ver hard work to get

up, and I felt as if I had made a monstrous step in
self-denial. Just as we were ready to go down, the
children woke, and insisted on being dressed. I
dress Lily, and Laura Morton; and they set up such
a scream when I told them to wait, and go back to
bed again until it was time ! I hate the business, at
best; it is a regular drag to have to wash that child's
face and hands six times a day, and I can't make her
hair curl as Marie did, try all I can. She is always
a perfect fright. I do not believe I love children as
some people do, who say it is only a pleasure to take
care of them.

I went out feeling very cross, and began cutting
and pulling up the weeds, hacking away with a
kitchen-knife. The dirt flew up into my eyes, and
over my clean white stockings and petticoat, and the
earthworms crawled out, and made me sick ; but it
was very fascinating, after a little while, and the
tougher the roots were, the more determined I was
to have them out. I knew it was getting late, but I
had made up my mind to go from the snow ball to
the white rose-bush, and I worked away till the
breakfast-bell rang. Then I was such 'a figure ! my
shoes wet through--they were my dressing-slippers
-- the front of my petticoat soiled, my hands muddy,
and my hair all over my eyes. I hurried into the
house, for there was Lily in'-her night-gown yet,
calling out of the -chamber-window, and found the
dining-room just as I left it last night (it was my
place to put it in order), the dust an inch thick on
the mantel. I flew out at Ellen for ringing the bell
Without calling me first, and then at Arthur, who

0
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asked me if I was going into the market garden-line,
and, I am sorry to write it, boxed Lily's ears, be-
cause she would not hold still and be dressed, so
that she ran screaming and complaining to papa,
who spoke to me quite sharply, and said he had

noticed I was very unkind and overbearing to the
children. It seemed too hard, with all I do for them,
working from morning till night, going to bed so

tired, that I don't know how to get up sometimes.
I felt the most frightfully angry feelings toward him,
it really did frighten me, for I never felt so before;
but I said I wished I was dead, and out of every
body's way ; and got up and went to my own room

without pouring papa's coffee, and stayed there until

he was gone to town, without wishing him good-by.
But I have suffered enough for it. What if any ac-

cident should happen to the train, and I should never

see him alive again ! It almost makes me wild !
Then, too, Laura is very trying at times. She is

industrious and orderly, and not impulsive ; she

never "flies out," but she is provokingly self-willed

and obstinate. Her way is always better than mine;
she never will give up at all, because she is the
youngest. She finds fault because I leave things

around, and slops in the basin when I dress; but I

have always been accustomed to a chambermaid, and
it is very hard to learn to wait on myself and other
people too, at the same time. She has no care

either; papa does not look to her for any thing, and

the care is the hardest part of all.
I read the Testament, as I promised Mrs. Wal-

dron, four or five verses every day, but so far it does

not do me a bit of good. I know the whole story,

and it does not -seem at all different; I wish it was
all made up of rules, as the Old Testament is, part
of it, and told me "You must do this, and you must
not do that," so I should know all about it.

Mr. Ralph Waldron is religious. It seemed so
strange in such a young man, but he stayed to the
communion service Sunday before last, and looked
surprised when papa rose to go out, and we all fol-
lowed him. I am so glad we have that nice pew
next to theirs; it was the only one to let, except
near the door, and I was delighted when papa told
us it was ours. Somehow I feel as if I had known
the. Waldrons all my life, they ar6 such friendly peo-
ple; and though I never can be intimate with any
one again, I like to talk to Angel6 almost as well as
her mother. She brought some sewing, and sat with
me Tuesday afternoon, and Mr. Ralph came for her,
and brought us some beautiful flowers. He reads
German, and thinks it such a pity that I should give
that and my music up. I really enjoyed playing
that dear old marche funebre for him last night, for
there are so many people who. do not enter into it.
He likes Chopin's music, and I have played over
several of my old pieces this afternoon, to freshen
them up a little. I believe it was the music that
first took away this heavy pain from my heart. It
has been a real. pain every time I have thought of
papa to-day.

June 17th.

I am glad now that papa was so displeased with
me the other night when )he came home, though it
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almost killed me then. I had be n so restless and
anxious about him all day, and s thankful to see
him come home. I few over the stairs, and said,
"0 dear papa, I-am so glad you ar safe home !" I
almost forgot that I was so greatl in fault, until he

said, "Any one would think that ou loved me, Au-
gusta, if they did not know bette." So cold and
hard ! His eyes looked so, too. I turned away
without a single word, but I felt as if I was choking
to death. When I do love him so ! and try so hard
to please him and make him happ . He never will
know half how hard I try; nobod but God does !
How hard it has been for me to 1arn to work, and
go without things, and manage so as to make him
comfortable !

I bolted the door and threw myself down by the
bed, for I was so wretched that could think of
nothing but praying, just as it was when mamma did.
I cried out just like a little child, "0 God, please
show me the right way!" Only that, but I said it
over and over again, sobbing as if my heart would
break, for I felt if papa began to be displeased with
me, I might as well give up trying to do any thing.
After a while I grew quieter, and went to the win-
dow, and leaned my head against it ; and in the
window-sill my Bible was lying. I remembered
that I had not read my verses, so I turned to the
place, and thought I could do that at all events. It
was the last part of a chapter, about hiding things
from the wise and prudent. So I read till I came to
this-

" Come unto me all ye that -labor and are heavy
laden, and I will give you rest.

47

"Take my yoke upon you and learn of me, for I
am meek and lowly of heart, and ye shall find rest
unto your souls."

Certainly this was meant for me; for was I not

struggling along, laboring, and heavy laden? How
I longed for rest ! how I have longed for it the past
weary months, ever since my care came ! How was
I to find it? I read it over and over again, just as I
had prayed, until- I saw that it was by coming to
Jesus to help us be like Him, that it meant that He
was meek and lowly, and we must be so too.

I did ask Him to help me, the first time I had
ever thought of Him as being able to, and then I
thought, how can I begin? It seemed right for me
to go to papa and tell him I had done wrong, hard
as it was, aid ask him to forgive me, because that
was being "meek and lowly." He was talking with
Arthur, and Laura sat in the room sewing. It made
it very hard, particularly as Laura had heard what
papa said, and looked up at me in a very provoking
way when I came in. But I went straight up to the
table and said, "Papa, I was very rude and imperti-
nent this morning. Will you please forgive me, and
I will try not to offend you again?"

I could not help my lips quivering, for all I tried
to be so brave, and I know papa must have felt that
I was really sorry, for he drew me down.and kissed
me without another word. I don't think any caress
he ever gave me went to my heart so, and all the
dreary feelings melted away. Laura went out of
the room, and Arthur was much pleasanter than he
had been for-a long time, and did not make a single
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disagreeable remark. Lily was "n trouble about

something, and caine in crying after a little while, so
I proposed putting her to bed my elf, though Ellen

has always seen to them at night.
She seemed glad to go, for shle was very tired

and heated ; I sponged off her little hot face and

neck and arms, and she looked up so gratefully and

gave rue a loving kiss, quite of her own accord.
Then I took her in my lap and told her a little story,
and after she had said her prayers, and her dear little

head nestled into the pillow, she made me stoop
down to give me "a great hug," and said, "I do love

you ever and ever so much."

I have not felt so light-hearted in a long, long
time, or so happy, as I did then, and have ever since.

It woke with me to-day, instead of that miserable,
tired feeling. I don't know why, but I keep thinking
of Christian when he came to the cross that stood in

the way, and the three shining ones met him. I al-
most feel as if I could "give three leaps for j'oy," as

he did.

CHAPTER III.

Young trees root the faster for shaking.-BoGATzKY.

July 1st.

I MUST write down Mrs. Waldron's rules before 1

forget them, for I believe they will be a great help
to me. We had a little precious bit of a talk last

night, when we walked down there to choose some
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bedding plants, which Mr. Waldron was so good as
to offer Laura and myself. We have cleared away
most of the weeds, not with a "kitchen-knife," how-
ever. Papa surprised us with a lovely little set of
English garden-tools, and, what was kinder still,
came out of his study and rooted out all the dock
and plantain, things that were altogether too hard
for us. He trimmed off the great clumps of balm
and phlox, so that they are quite ornamental now;
and some exquisite white lilies have opened .on what
we thought were only those blue weedy "flower de
luce," as Ellen our cook calls them.

The roses are in full bloom, -the season being so
late and the garden so shaded; many of them seem
to be quite excellent varieties.. I never saw a little
creature so fond of flowers as Lily is. They keep
her quiet by the hour, the columbines and " Mar-
gueiites "-as I prefer to call the "white weed" that
grows so profusely in the back garden-clover-tops
and "widow's tears," every thing in the shape of a
blossom that she can lay her little hands on, snapped
off close upon the stem, of course. She, trots about
with them, and presents them.to me at the most in-
convenient seasons, when I am stitching away for
dear life, or, with my hands all red and dripping
with currant-juice, preparing fruit for the table. We
have been great friends ever since the night I p'ut her
to bed. I try not to drive her away from me, if I am
ever so busy, but listen to her little troubles, and
settle her disputes with Morton at once, not allowing
him to impose upon her because he is a boy and the
oldest.
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I find I do not lose so much tiae after all, for
sometimes they are quiet by the hon, Lily with her

flowers and a doll, and Morton digging. away, in imi-

tation of Laura and myself, with a kitchen shovel

borrowed from Ellen, who is uifa lingly good-na-

tured to both of them. They are oth as well as

possible, and papa seems better ; he oughs less, and
has lost that weary-looking expression that distressed
me so all winter. He takes a day n w and then, for
the worst of his business cares are @er, I imagine,
though it will be fully a year before al is settled. lie

has worked in the back garden as sell as the front

borders since the tools came out, and cleaned up the
paths- and the rank growth from aro nd the currant

and raspberry bushes. We shall hav a good supply
of fruit from both. Ellen and I ma1e some lovely

gooseberry-pies to-day. I must not frget that ! MVy
first pies ! studied out of a cook-b ok, and made
through many misgivings and much eariness to the

flesh. My arm aches yet with the rol ing, and poind-
ing in the butter ; but papa will op n his eyes, and
they are Arthur's favorite dessert. A

It is such a comfort to me that A thur has taken

a fancy to the Waldrons ! The boat were the first

thing that took him there ; they hav~ a pretty little

yacht-" the Angeld "-besides the r w-boat, and in-

vite Arthur very cordially to go with them. Their

influence is so good; I can see it alre dy on Arthur.
lie was always afraid to speak disrespectfully to pa..

pa, but now he seems really attentive just as- Ralph
a~pd his brother are to Mr. Waldron, a d is positively
brotherly to Laura and myself, for the first time in
his life.

When we said last night that Mr. Waldron had
offered us some bedding plants, as it was too late to
do any thing else with the garden this year, he pro:
posed, quite of his own accord, to walk there with
us. Papa looked over his evening Post in as-
tonishment. We had a lovely walk; it did not seem
half so far as it did the first time ; and Angel4 saw
us coming, and met us away down the avenue. She
and Ralph walked part way back. They are special
friends and confidants.

It was after Dixon, the gardener, had set aside
the pink .and scarlet geraniums, the heliotropes, and
petunias we are to have, that I had my talk with
sMrs. Waldron. She was in her own room, and sent
for me; her dressing-room, I should have said. It
reminded me of the oratories we read about, in the
castles and palaces, in old times. The walls were
hung with Overbeck's illustrations, and my own fa-
vorite "Christus Consolator," which was why An-
gele noticed it at our house the first call she made.
A little vase of cut-flowers stood in the middle of the
table, and around it were laid devotional books, some
like mamma's. Poor mamma ! I think she would
have liked Mrs. Waldron so very, very much ! Mrs.
Waldron says that when I am. further advanced I
shall like these books, but that I want the simplest
instruction now, "like a child in the spelling-book,"
she said.

I told her how much lighter things had seemed
the last few days, only that I could not help getting
hurried and irritable, and so tired that I had to go to
bed in the afternoon, and lost so much time, and got
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up so cross. She asked me if I liked mottoes, and.

took a little book-mark from her "Keble," and gave
me-

"Hcaste not, rest not."

She said the true way to accomplish a great deal was

never to be in a hurry about any thing, and to be

willing to lay aside one duty the instant another re-

quired us. She read me .something from the "Life

of Mrs. Schemilpeninck," a new book she had just re-

ceived, about routine ; that everybody who had been

vTery successful or useful in life had accomplished it

by routine ; that is, rightly dividing life so that

every duty had its proper place.

I had confessed that working in the garden had

so fascinated me that I disliked to go into my sewing,
and that when I commenced practising, or had taken

up a German book, and the children worried and

bothered me, it made me fly out and send them off

crying and complaining to Ellen. So she read ne

some rules from a life of Mrs. Fry, and afterward

lent me the book, asking me to read it instead of

"Guy Livingstone," which she said would.do Arthur

more good than it would me.' Now fog my rules

1. Never to lose any time.

I do not think that lost which is spent in amuse-

ment or recreation;.to devote a portion of every day
to this, but always be in the habit of being em-

ployed.
2. Never err the least in truth.

3. Never say an ill thing of a person when thou

canst say a good thing of him; not only to speak
charitably, but to feel so.

4. Never be irritable or unkind to anybody.
5. Never indulge thyself in luxuries that are not

necessary.
6. Do all things with consideration ; and, when

thy path to act right is most difficult, feel confidence
in that Power alone which is able to assist thee, and
exert thine own powers so far as they go.

Mrs. Waldron drew a pencil under the last sen-
tence. She said that people talked a great deal about
"relying on Providence," and then wondered they
were not helped, when they had not put forth an ef-
fort. "We are to remember to exert our ownpowers
so far as they go."

July 6th.

We have a new member added to the family, a
gentle, snow-white cow ; the children both call her
"Siow-drop."

No one can tell the comfort she is, and the help
the milk and butter will be, for Ellen can make but-
ter ; we have two beautiful golden pats put away to
surprise papa with. The cow was all Ellen's idea,
and I bought-it, or paid foi it. Papa gave me per-
mission to sell the diamond ring Mrs. Gardiner gave
me when I was sixteen. He always said it was a.
piece of foolishness. I confess I did not like to think
of selling it, but when Mrs. Phelps said, the other
-night, that all papa wanted was plenty of good milk,
and butter, and cream, and Ellen happened to say,
the next morning, "What an illegant barn the stable
would make, and there ought to bea cow in it that
very minute," my ring flashed into my mind, and I
made myself give it up. How proud I was when I
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first had it ! I remember taking off my glove in the
omnibus to show it, and wearing it outside my glove

on examination-day, as if it would b noticed. What
a little fool I was !-about more things than one, for
that matter. I used to imagine I v as fond of Joe
Bloodgood just about that time, a4d now he seems

so coarse and so silly to me, as I l ok back at him.
I don't believe he has two ideas, ex ept horses and
wine-parties. So different from-w11, from young
men that read, and stay at home one evening in the
week.

July 8th.

I have actually made two dozen glasses of cur-
rant jelly! I don't believeI was .ever so proud of
any thing in all my life before, not eyen of the cow,
when I went out and held a 'light, so that Arthur
could see her, after he came home th t night.

And then to see papa eat those famous light rolls
I have taught Ellen to make, and th t great saucer
of raspberries and cream, and his coffee as yellow as
gold ! It has been a delightful days tired as I am.
The butter, and cream, and milk, andl fruit help my
market money along amazingly, particularly as papa
says, since I paid for the cow, he would pay for the
pasture, so there are the five dollars a month I used to
spend for the milk all clear.

Drawbacks. Cross to the children when they
come to learn their letters. Lily so obstinate, and
Morton so full of play ! How I pity eople that have
to teach A B C'schools ! they earn a l they are paid.

Had a tiff with Arthur about keeping his room so
untidy, when I made such special resolutions to be
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a good sister, and when I can see for myself how
much a kind word and little attention will do for
him. But Mrs. Phelps-she is a friend of the Wal-
drons-had brought another lady, Mrs. Lane, to see
us, and Ellen had left the door of Arthur's " den "
open, and they had to pass directly by. If I were not
afraid to sleep down-stairs, I would change with him.

July 18th.

I must acknowledge that I have felt very uneasy
about making so many new acquaintances lately. It
was very kind in Mrs. Waldron to bring them, and
in them to ask me to join the "Dorcas" society,
which meets once a week to sew for the poor, so that I
begin to feel quite at home here, and Laura has found
a number of companions near her own age. But when
I came to think of it, how was I ever going to keep
them up without so much as a vehicle for a single
horse, or "so much as a horseshoe in the family," as
Arthur said? Papa told me I could hire the hack at
the livery stable, a shabby old thing, and every one
knows what it is, too. I did not know I had so much
pride remaining; but when I thought of our elegant
close carriage, and the coupe, and all, I could not
help feeling ba<1y. I know that it was wicked,
though, when God still gave us all we really needed,
and such kind, kihd friends, and I tried to get over it

Now all is rightL Dr. Clark ha's said so much to
papa about riding on horseback-he told him it was
an expense as necessary as his food and clothes-that
he has bought back Arthur's old pet, "Jenny."
Poor Arthur ! I did not realize how hard it must
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have been to part with her till to-night, when I came
home with Angel6, and the children met us at the
gate, and shouted the news. We ran directly to the
stable, Angeld and I. There was poor Ai-thur, in
his linen duster, just out of the cars, with his arm
over her, and his cheek laid up against " Jenny's "
neck. He started up fast enough, but his voice
sounded "a little shaky," as he would have said him-
self.

August 15th.
It is almost a month since I have written a line in

my journal. I hardly know why, except that I have
been very busy and very happy, and all the happier be-
cause I was busy, I suppose. When I look back at
my idle, useless life last winter, it frightens me. No
wonder I was so unhappy. I think I can write for
myself the verse that I felt so in the psalm yesterday
-" Before I was afflicted I went wrong ; " I wish I

could say as truly-" but now have I kept Thy
word." I do try. Still it frightens i me to think of
confirmation-there is to be one the first of next
month, and there was a notice of it given yesterday
in church. I was up in the choir for the first time;
Mr. Allen, who usually plays the organ, is taking a-
summer journey, and his wife is with him, so Angel6

was asked to take Mrs. Allen's place, and she wished
me to go up with her. It , was in the afternoon;
they did not get along very well in..t e morning, and
wanted more help. I was so surpri ed to find Mr.
Ralph Waldron seated before the or an, and he wel-
comed me so. pleasantly! He hal already com-
menced the voluntary, but he looked ip and smiled.
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low rich and deep that voluntary was ! lie
plays far better tha Mr. Allen, so much more feeling,
and more devotiona music. Mr. Allen gives us quite
too much of " Lucia " and "Favorita." I shut my
eyes and put my he d down to listen. Every thing
seemed so quiet a d peaceful! The congregation
was small-it alwa s is in the afternoon-and the
little church is so eautifully shaded. Mr. Brooks,
our rector, made up he picture, in his flowing white
robes, as he came nd stood by the lectern; and
then that heavenly music, rising, throbbing, dying
away in such deep, si hing chords ! I love the organ
more and more. Ralph said so truly, last night, it
seems like a foreshadowing of the vast harmonies of
heaven, lent to us as the flowers are, symbols of the
beauty and happine to be.

What a long, lot talk we had !
But to go back the confirmation. It startled

me when the notice was given out; I can scarcely
say why, foi it never seemed to have any thing to do
with me before. When Mr. Brooks was urging it
yesterday, I felt in rr heart that I ought to think of
it, and when I turne 4 perhaps I looked agitated, for
'I felt so. Ralph way looking at me with a strange,
grave, questioning look, as if he read what was in my
mind.

When we were c6 ing home he walked with me,
for both carriages war full (they have visitors), and
we did not talk much until we were almost home,
and he said, as we reached the gate-" Won't you
ask me in, and let me explain this to you?"

We had just begin to talk about the waiting in-
3
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til we were really good ourselves be ore we were fit
to come to confirmation, at least th t is what I told

him I felt people ought to do ; I ima ined he did not

see I was thinking of myself. Therp was no one in

the parlor ; papa had taken the children to walk, and
Arthur had " Jenny " out, as he al ays will do on
Sunday afternoon, instead of goin to church; he
goes to ride, and Laura takes a nap, o I am the only
one for church in the afternoon.

Ralph-I hear Ange16 call him s so much that I

am always afraid I shall do so my elf some day-_
Ralph went on with what we were t lking about, he
sitting by the window, and I on th sofa-the first

time we were ever quite alone befoige. I wonder if

he thought of it ! He said that wa the mistake so
many people made, staying away to be good when
they really desired, with all their h arts, to become

so, and this was a help held out for t em. It is only
a year since he was confirmed. "I it then," I said,
"you were always good.!" He has always seemed
so to me at all events ; too good.! iti ade me a little

afraid of him at first.
"Oh, no, no ! do not say that!" and he seemed

so distressed. "I have been the wor t heartache my
mother ever had." And. then he t ld me he had

once belonged to a set no better t an Joe Blood-

good's, and went to races, and. liv d a very idle,
wretched life, until his father moved ut of town to

break up his intimate associations, 4nd he lost the
excellent situation he had been proved with for his
misconduct and negligence. "I Iwas h me for a whole
year. -Oh, such a wretched time as ~t was at first !
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But othere, and. Angel6, and papa were all so good
to me, never taunting me or alluding to my disgrace,
and doing all they could to make me happy. It- was
the disgrace that cut me so, and made me see just
where I was driving to. I understood. perfectly well
how it would tell against me in business life, for I
saw it; it seemed impossible ever to get to work
again. Papa's own friends told him they were afraid
to try me, and there was no room in his firm; Mr.
Alden has a son, and papa my cousin Lewis, so that
would not do."

He told me the whole story, just how morbid, and
forsaken, and ashamed he felt, and that his father's
kindness through all made him feel how God had
borne with him patiently and lovingly, and how much
he owed Him. It was almost like the parable of the
Prodigal Son. Ralph spoke of that, and said "noth-
ing ever made him feel God's readiness to help us, the
moment we 'truly turned to Him,' like that, 'when he
was yet a great way of, his father saw him, and had

compassion, and ran and fell on his neck and kissed
him.'s"

He made me see it all so clearly, and talked so
beautifully, that I asked him why he had not become
a clergyman. I had often wondered about it before.

He had thought of it too at first. He said his
father did not oppose it, but asked him if he did not
think he could find plenty of work in the world.
That he thought-Mr. Waldron, I mean-that people
needed religious influence in daily life quite as much
as pulpit preaching; that as good a sermon could be
preached on 'Change as in the church, and the time
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had come when wealth, and energy, and practical
business talent were to give a new impetus to all
Christian benevolence. After a while Ralph felt as
his father had done. He is not in business for him-
self; that misfortune, or folly as he called it, has been
against him, and, though he is twenty-four, he is only
a clerk still.

He told me all about it, just as if I had been his
sister, and I don't think either of us knew how the time
flew by, for when papa came in, and Laura came
down, tea was on the table, and papa made him stay
and take it with us, just as much at home as if he
were one of the family. It was silly-I knew it per-
fectly well-but I really enjoyed pourig out tea for
him; it seemed so friendly and pleasant to have him
at our table, Sunday of all nights.

September 2c1.
Let me try to think over some of the events of to-

day-a day dreaded and yet longed for since my re-
solve was made.

They were all in church-papa, La ra, Arthur,
and even the children. When the call as made for
us to come forward-those who were to e confirmed
-and I stood up alone for a moment, am ng them all,
my hand shook so that I could scarce y untie my
bonnet; I looked toward papa, and saw lis lips were
quivering, and his eyes had such a strang expression.
IHe has been very kind to me ever since t e day that
I asked his consent, and explained to him why I
thought I ought to come. But oh, ho my heart
leaped for joy when he rose too, and cam out of the
pew with me, and gave me his rm ! A 1 my dread

left me, though at first I only thought he was going
up to take care of me; but he knelt by my side, dear,
dear papa; and when I felt the bishop's soft hand
laid upon my head, I knew that he was blessing us
together. I could scarcely listen, for happiness, to the
address afterward; and oh, how I longed for mamma
then ! but perhaps she saw it, and was there to bless
us too. There were ten or twelve altogether, and
before we returned to our seats, the Bishop told us
that our charge was to "keep ourselves unspotted

from the world, and to be Christ's faithful soldiers
and servants as long as life should last, never being
idle in His service, or ashamed to confess Him before
men ; and ever to recollect that we had by our own
solemn promise forsworn whatever business or pleas-
ure or worldly amusement we might find, from the
experience of others, pr from our own, drew us aside
from our duty."

It seemed so hard to tell papa, or to go in the
face of Arthur's ridicule; but to think that papa is
with me, and. Arthur sat there so grave and thought-
ful! oh, I felt as if God was too good to me, and had
given me even more help than He had promised to
those that put forth th eir own efforts..

September 12th.

Our little borders make quite a gay appearance
now-the bright geraniums and petunias, the sweet-
scented verbenas and rmy favorite heliotrope. Laura
and I have great plans for next year, an& we are to
have a regular vegetable-garden, and not be depend-
ent on the village for supplies. We can cut a bou-

SPP NG WINDS. 6 1



62 ilOME STORIES.

quet daily, and not miss the flowers, indeed we are
never without a bouquet from the Waidrons ; some-
times it is Ralph and sometimes it i Angel6 who
brings it. Angel6 and I have been rea ing together
regularly for several weeks, and we ha e such long,
long talks afterward, fpr she brings her thimble, and
insists on helping me with my work basket. She
told me yesterday that Virginia is en aged to Joe
Bloodgood. She had a friend at Newpo -t, when they
were all there, who gave her the news i her last let-
ter. How often we have talked about ur weddings,
as school-girls will, and who should b asked, and
who the bridesmaids ! I was to be irginia's, of
course ; and now I have not even heard from her
since we lived here. I am glad I wrot the last let-
ter. After all I have saidI believe I ave another
friend. Angelo and I never say that e love each
other, and make no promises or protestations, but,
whenever I am with her, I think how go d and right-
minded she is, and I desire to become so When she
went away last night, she turned back suddenly and
kissed me full on my lips. I never had a kiss that
said more ; but the Waldrons are all so friendly and
sincere. How heartily Mr. Waldron s ook papa's
hand the day after confirmation, and ho v good and
pleasant Ralph was !.

Mrs. Gardiner has been out to see us. What a
difference there is in people, as I have just said;
with Angel4 and her mother, or with Ms. Phelps, I
always desire to grow better ; I feel that ) am better
for the time, and when I leave them there is a happy

glow whenever I look back upon .the c nyersation.
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Now there is Mrs. Gardiner, so different; I said
such disagreeable thi gs of Virginia Pryor, contrary
to my new rules, and felt provoked with myself then,
and so disturbed afterward, when I came to realize
how uncharitable I ad been; and so envious and
jealous when she des ribed the elegant presents the
Bloodgoods have sent her, and $he dozens and dozens
of clothes that are ordered at Genin's. Mrs. Gar-
diner always made m feel uncomfortable, even when
she flattered me the most. Yesterday she "pitied
over me so," as Lily ays, about being so lost to the
world with all my ele ant accomplishments, shut up
and tied down to such forlorn routine. She said it
would have broken mamma's heart ; and then to see
the children so stout id brown, and " countrified; "
Lily forgetting all her rench.

It was all true af r a fashion, and yet I might
have made her see thi gs as I see then when I am
alone: how much bette it is for us all in many other
ways ! But I did not ti to ; I indulged myself in self-
ish repining. I can see now how I came to give way
to the temptation. I hurried so all the morning, I
was so antous that every thing should be in good
order, and looking its est, that Idid not stop to say
my prayers, and had 4o right to expect defence in
temptation, when I ha noti asked it. I find it is cer-
tainly true that, if I do not ask for help, I do not get
it, but give way more ind more.

When I drove " Jeny " to the depot with Mrs.
Gardiner, in the after oon (I am getting to drive
quite nicely now, and 't gives the boy, Lanty, just
so much more time to help Ellen when I do carry
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papa and go for him), we met Angeld on the plat-
form, seing some of their friends off. 1'Irs. Gardiner
noticed the handsome carriage, and ask d who they
were, and seemed quite astonished at our apparent
intimacy.

She said they used to be called a very proud fam-
ily, that Mrs. Waldron was Miss Trunbull, one of
the best families in the State; and when (he met her,
years ago, at Sharon, she held, herself quite aloof
from every one, and that she, Mrs. Gardiner, could
never get near her at all. I can understand that.
Mrs. Gardiner is so worldly and so ford of dress,
there is nothing at all in com on; and besides, Mrs.
Waldron spoke of that very isit to Shar n not long
ago. It was when little Alic had some illness, and
they were ordered there. Mis. Waldron was saying
that we ought never to miss ny opportu ity we had
of kindly intercourse with others, if. we id not feel
that they had a positively wrong influence over us,
and said it used to be a gr at fault in hier to keep
away from all but congenial >eople ; buy something
happened at that very time to prove to her what a
great mistake it really was, and how she missed op-
portunities for comforting and helping others.

I-was wrong again. I knew it was vanity or
pride that made me take such satisfaction in showing
Mrs. Gardiner what friends we were. In my heart I
do not care one bit more for Angels beca se the fain-
ily is rich and aristocratic. No, that w uld be too
much like Virginia's conduct toward m ; I liked
them because they were kind to me whe I needed
kindness so greatly, and because they a-e sincere,

cultivated, large-hearted people; but yesterday I was
glad that the best carriage *as out, and Angels in

her freshly-trimmed fal hat and India scarf.
Yes, I did; I am ashamed to own it. -I am just

as bad as Virginia, a d perhaps I have not tried
enough to overcome my feeling toward her. I will
try to be more true in 1 y love for Angels.

4- 4 -

CIIA TER IV.

Young trees root the faster for shaking.-BoGATZKY.

September 20th.

I HAVE not been quite happy since Mrs. Gardiner
was here. I-Ier visit seemed to disturb every thing,
and we were going on so nicely before. I am get-
ting nervous and irritable, just as.I was early in the
season, and I can scarcely tell why, either.

Virginia is to be married on the 10th of October,
in Calvary Church. I found I was growing very un-
happy and envious wl enever I heard any thing
about her affairs. I usedl to be the one to have the
most attention, and she was glad enough when I
shared with her; but sirce her aunt came to live in
town, and boarded at the "Clarendon," they have
made a great display. There are people who say it
is just to marry Virginia off, and all this outlay is a
regular investment ; and I have been ill-natured
enough to repeat it. I never used to think myself in
the least envious or uneiaritable. When the con-

64 65IIOME STORIES.

f

I

t

f

t a

i

t

k

1



HOME STORES.

mandments were read, I never felt that I had any
thing to do with "Thou shalt not bear false wit-
ness," and "Thou shalt not covet ; " but lately both
make me feel guilty. I had no right to repeat what
I did not really know was true, and I have felt it was
hard that Virginia should have such quantities of
things-dresses without number, point d'Alengon, and
Brussels point sets, when I have to be so careful of
every penny, and have worn one hat ever since last
April, a thing I never did before since I was as old
as Lily.

How can I feel so when I have things she has
not-a dear kind father, and brothers and sisters, and
higher aim in life, and purer happiness? For I know
that all the lace and jewelry in the world never
could have given me the pleasure that some of this
year's self-denials and self-conquests have been re-
paid by.

I have thought of a plan to help me to another
self-conquest. I have an exquisite piece of .em-
broidery, commenced -at school last winter for a
gants sachet, and all the materials to finish it with;
six dollars I paid at Doubet's for them, and it will
be quite handsome enough even for the French gloves
that I hear were ordered with her bonnets. She shall
see that I do not retain ill-will, and that I have not
forgotten her. I cannot but feel kindly when I am
doing any thing for a person ; and Mrs. Fry says
"not only to speak charitably, but to feel so."

But I have other, things that make me low-spir-
ited. It is all well enough in the country in bright,
pleasant weather, when one can be out of doors; but
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how forlorn it will be n winter, with leafless trees,

bare lawns, and muddf roads ! It makes me dull to
think of it ; no gardening, no walks, no flowers, no
"out of doors" at all ! And the children shut up
too-that is the worst f it-tearing every thing up-
side down, and deafeni g me with noise. No society
either. Almost all ou acquaintances go to town in

the winter. The Waldr ns always go. I did not know
it until the day Mrs. ardiner was up, though it is

odd. Angel6's aunt skid, "I hope we shall see a
great deal of you whe i. youf come to town this win-

ter." It made me feel as if some new misfortune had

happened. If papa only .could afford to take us,
even if we boarded ! Igalf of my life will go out,
that is the truth. I never realized before how much

they all were to me.

Ralph -said last ev ning that even his little
brothers, James and Wi lie, watched for my weekly
visits ; for it is quite a s ttled thing now that I am

to take tea. with Aungei6 once a week ; papa comes
for me, and I enjoy it ad the more because I know
he is having a pleasant evening with Mr. Waldron.

We had a children's p rty last night-the Phelps
and Lane family, the li tle Waldrons, and my chil-
dren. I dressed Lily myself, and Laura always
keeps Morton in better rder of the two. Laura is
very neat and very indu trious ; I never could keep

house without her, and tIlough she does ' say things"
sometimes about my intimacy at Beechwood, I don't
think she is at all jealou , as I am apt to be.

I really was proud o~ the children, they were so
well-behaved and obedieiit, not at all like those rude
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little Lanes. I should have been so mortified if Lily
had made me speak four times to her, as Anna Lane
did, and not mind at that.

It was a dry, clear moonlight night, and we
walked on the piazza a long time. 1Ralph was so
thoughtful. He went after my raglan himself, and
wrapped it around me, and made me tie my hand-
kerchief over my head. I don't think anr one missed
us, but Angel6; she is a dear girl! She came to the
door and looked out, but only kissed hdr hand and
said she had to play "Oats, peas, bean" with the
children, when we asked her to come anc walk.

Ralph said the winter would be very tong to him!

October 3d.

Day after to-morrow is Virginia's wedding-day.
I sent my box this morning. I have little time
that I did not get the sachet finished util Monday
afternoon, though I have been up at half-past five
every morning for the last ten days. It is quite
dusky when I first get up, and I have wo idered if it
could be I, more than once, when I have been brush-
ing out my hair with chilly hands !

The sachet looked beautifully; Angpl6 says she
never saw any thing look so exquisite. 'T'he ground
is mazarin blue velvet, and the letters and motto are
in silver thread and pearl bads. I quilted the white
satin lining in the finest diamonds, and quilted satin
ribbon all around it. There was a superb blue and
silver gimp for the outside; even papa mired it,
though I know he thought it odd in mhe, when he
knows how Virginia behaved. But I am glad I did
it, for keeping Virginia constantly before me is the
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pleasantest way, and fee ing that I was going to give
her pleasure, it destroy d every particle of unkind-
ness I ever had.

When I wished that she might be very happy in
my note, I really did wi h it, and hoped the marriage
will turn out better tha I fear it will. But I have
always had a miserable ppinion of Joe Bloodgood;
he led Arthur into so mu h mischief. If papa's mis-
fortune had never done apy thing more for us than to
break up that intimacy, ft would have been a good
thing.

Arthur grumbled at 1aving my parcel, and said I
never should hear from it again, and they would only
think I wanted to be taken -notice of; but I did not
care. Perhaps Virginia ill not even thank me, but
I have been already rep id, and I did not send it
until all the invitations ere out, so they cannot say
I expected notice.

Evening. -

Oh, I must add Virgi ia's note to to-day's jour-
nal, it was so unexpected, and made me so happy.
I will never hesitate agaii to -do what I feel is right,
no matter what others may think :

"DEAR GUssv: It is s very, very kind in you to
remember me when I have acted so shabby. The
sachet is perfectly lovely " aunt and every one goes
off' in ecstasies over it. I remember so well going to
Doubet's with you the da you chose the things. It
made every thing come ba k to me in a moment, and
how intimate we used to be, and I felt so ashamdlof
myself. Do forgive me, and come to my wedding,
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and let us be friends again. I am in gieat haste, for
Joe is going to take this down town for me, and is

waiting in the parlor, for I wanted to thank you at

once. Oh, how I wish I could show you all my
things, and my presents, and the lovely, lovely set
of pearls Mr. Bloodgood has just sent.--Your devoted

"IRGINIA."

It sounds just like her; she is not an Angel6 ! I
never realized before how different tIey are. But it

was kind in her to write when she must have been so

hurried, and I know she means it. Arthur threw his
cards in the fire-they came with the note-and of

course I shall not go, and probably never shall see

Virginia again; but I am glad that I sent the sachet.

October 15th.

I have had a dreary week; I seen( to be falling
back so fast ; perhaps it is because I have been too

well satisfied that I was doing right. It is thinking
so much about next winter that mak s every thing
drag so; but how am I to manage with, not only all
our friends, but papa gone?

Papa will go the first of December to New Or-
leans. There is some business of the firm to be ar-
ranged, and it is thought best for him o attend to it
himself. He may be gone all winter.. It will be such
a great responsibility for me-the care of the house
and the children, and I shall feel as if I were bur-
dened with Arthur, too; for, if papa can scarcely re-
strain him, he will go back and be as bad as ever
when he is left to his own devices.

Then, too, I am to take charge of money matters,
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and draw on Mr. Gardiner, not only for market-
money, but for a certain sum that has to include every
expense; no going to papa for a dollar or two,-or al-
lowing a little bill here and thei-e. I am sure I never
shall be able to dQ it, and I shall be lonely beyond all
measure.

There has been just one ray of comfort about
papa's going. He talked to me quite soberly about
it last night. He said that it was very hard to leave
us, and. he should not think of going but that there
seemed a prospect of realizing what was considered a
bad debt, and that he thought he could trust me to
manage. "You remind me more and more of what
your mother used to be, Augusta, when we were first
married. You have not her experience, of course;
but I believe, so far as you know, you try to do right,
and sometimes your prudence and good management
are quite beyond your years. I feel that I can trust
you." That was a great deal for papa to say, and a
great deal for me to hear. Quite as good as Vir-
gimia'spearls.

October 16th.

Just as I was writing yesterday some one called.
I knew very well who it was before Lily came trotting
up-stairs to tell me "Mr. Walph was in the parlor."
I wondered what had brought him up in the early
train, and how he came to be walking to Beechwood.
My eyes were undeniably red, for I had been crying
over the dismal prospect of next winter as I wrote ;
one thing more dismal than all the rest, which I did
not mention, that I should not be likely to hear,
"Mr. Walph was down-stairs" all winter long; but I
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bathed them, and smoothed my hair, and went down,
feeling-yes, I did feel as if something was going to
happen; not just what did-oh, no ! only I did feel

glad that Laura had gone to pass the afternoon with

iLovy Phelps, and that we'were going to have one

of our nice talks all alone.
Ralph saw that I had been crying right away.

lie got up and came to meet me, and when I gave
him myrhand, he did not just shake hands and stop,
but held it while he led me to the sofa.

"Some thing has vexed you; won't you tell me

what it is?" he said.
H did not say "Miss Augusta," s he usually

did, only "you," as if I should tell him that part of

my tears were because he was going to e in town all

winter ! Not then, at all events, though I did con-
fess it afterward! I told him at first the news aboiit-

papa's going away, and how I shrank from the re-
sponsibility and the loneliness ; and that nly last year
at this time I had not so much as the care of keeping
my own wardrobe in order; and how I had to learn

every thing all at once. I could rot help Talking about

myself he went back to it so, and led me on to do it.

I grew excited and nervous, for I begap to tell him

about mamma, and her death, which I have never

spoken to any one about. And then he said, "Do

not grieve so, Augusta; it was all for the very, very
best for you, and you must not feel that you are

lonely. My mother loves you for these very things,

because you have fought your way along so bravely;
she loves you as if you were her own daughter, and
she hopes-let me tell you now, dear-that you will

be so-that you will love me as much as I love you,
and let me take you home some day to be really her
daughter. Oh, Augusta, you know I love you!"

He said the last so passionately ! his voice sound-
ed like a sob ! awl I just sat still and cried as if my
heart were breaking; but it was not because I was
unhappy. He knew that~ very well, for I laid my
head on his shoulder when he drew me to him, and he
soothed me, as I do Lily sometimes, until I coidd
speak.

I have loved him this long, long tiW--=- er since
that Sunday in the choir, I think. I liked him from
the very first, and respected him more than any gen-
tleman I hiad ever seen, he was so unlike those I had
been accustomed to. Now, I can see that it was this
feeling, and the fear that I was mistaken in thinking
that he cared for me any more than any other friend
of Angei6's, that has made me so easily initiated late-
ly. I have not been at peace with my own heart,
and I could not be at peace with others.

Ralph told me last night that he saw us at the
depot when we arrived to come to this house. That
was the first time he ever saw me. Of course I did
not notice him. Little I knew that night, when my
heart was so heavy, and every thing was so forlorn
and discouraging, that a lifelong happiness stood
there in the shadow, waiting for me! I told Ralph
about my first glimpse of him and the "coal-black
steeds" the next morning, and how I wanted to know
them all, and felt sure I should like them.

But I must not spend my whole day over my
journal; only that I am still so restless and excited
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that I cannot settle myself at any tIling. I am to

go to Beechwood to tea, and, though I long to see

them all, I dread it. Ralph stopped and asked me

this morning; he said his father and mother would

come to see me first, if I preferred it; lut his mother

thought it would be pleasanter for me to meet them

all at home. How strange it seemed to meet Ralph
this morning, and see in his very eyes that he loved

me, and feel that it was quite right o stand there

talking on the porch all by ourselves, without start-

ing "iy# n at every footstep!"

Papa wa o kind last night ! I a sure he was

surprised-indeed, he said so-surprise4 that we had
found out that we loved each other so soon; he said

that he had guessed it for some'weeks ast. He told

Ralph that he would have chosen him from all the

young men he had ever known, if he hatd been given

to match-making. I think Ralph cculd not have

asked for more. I was the more proud and glad of

it, because Ralph had felt it only rig tt to tell papa
what I had known so long-how wild nd foolish he

had been, and how it had kept him balk in business,
and he didn't know how papa would take it. That

was what made him speak so hearty, I suppose.

He told us that we were both young enough to be

patient. He need not have said that, for I don't

suppose Ralph wishes to be married (1 ow strange it

seems to write that of him and myself !)-oh, for
years; and I could not leave papa.

I did so hate to have Arthur and aura know it.

That was the most unpleasant thing o all; but Ar-

thur was so astonished, and pleased tyo, I am sure,
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that he forgot to say any thing uncivil. Laura took
it quite as a matter of course, just as she does every
thing else; and said, directly, that she should be
sixteen in the winter, and old enough to keep house
by another year.

, October 17th.

I am really "engaged." how strange that
sounds ! .but it is true, and I have a dear ring in my
hand that will not let me forget it.

Ralph broughtkme a note from his mother yester-
day. She said that she knew etiquette demanded a
call from all of them; but she was not too odd to
remember how embarrassing the formal visit of con-
gratulation from Mr. Waldron's family had been,
and she thought, if papa were willing, it would be
better for me to come to tea as usual in thd after-
noon (it was my day for going there). I hesitated
at first, but Ralph begged so hard, and said he
should never realize that I belonged to him until he
had seen me in his own home ; and Mrs. Waldron's
note assured me so heartily that Ralph's father and
all of them were delighted with what had happened,
that it seemed foolish in me to say no, particularly
as papa's answer was, "You had better go," when
he had read the note.

I had not more than shut up my journal when I
heard some one say, "Where is she, Laura?" and
Angels came flying up-stairs; but I could not write
all that we had to say, if I should give myself a
week to do it in, I think. We talked and talked,
until the carriage came for me, as it always does on
Thursday, before going to the train for the gentle-
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men, and there I was in my aging am dress, and.
black-silk apron. Fortunately, my h ir was braided

before I commenced to write, for it 's so long, I al-

ways dread it so, that I do it direct y after dinner,
to be ready for calls at a moment's n tice.

Angels helped me dress, for she s id it was her

fault, and Laura was very good-natur d, and offered

to put Lily to rights of her own ac ord, when she

came to tell me the carriage was at th gate. I think

Laura is pleased at the increasing int macy with the

Waldron family. She heard what Mr . Gardiner said

the other day, and she hears from he Lanes and

others how high they stand in the cou ty. It would

be an unworthy feeling in me, and I am glad that I

discovered it and cast it out before th s happened.

"Oh, Angel6," I said, as we t rned into the

avenue, and the great iron gate swung -to behind us,
"only think that I came here quite a stranger three

months ago. How very well I remember that even-

ing !

"And now you belong to us ; is 't it strange?
But Ralph always seemed to fancy ou; that very
night I knew he would much rather ha e stayed in the

house than gone out boating with Ch rles and your
brother. You won't be vexed at Ch rlie, will you?
but he has always called you 'Ralph's lady-love,' oh,
this long time. It began in fun, of course ; but I

knew how much earnest there was in it."

I was thankful to have Angel6 w th me, for all

I knew that only Mrs. Waldron as at home.

My courage failed me as we reached the house. I

began to fear that she would not ti ink me good
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enough for Ralph (for I know he is more than most
sons are to their mothers), and that she had written
kindly only because she was kind-he'arted; though
Ralph assured papa that both his father and mot er
were pleased at the way things had turned out. I
knew very well that she might have expected hii to
marry beauty or fortune, or both, and since papa as
poor, there was nothing but poor me for Ralph to
receive. -

"Mother wished you to come directly to er
room," Angele said. But there Mrs. Waldron as
at the door waiting for us, and she held out b th
hands as I came up the steps, and kissed me just as
she did the first night we talked together, only in re
affectionately, and said, "Almost my daughter" as
she did so. Her voice trembled, too, I could 4el
that, just as Ralph's had done when he told me that
he loved me; and she almost carried me up-stairs into
her own room, taking off my bonnet with her own
hands.

"I wanted you all to myself a little while," she
said, "to tell you how very glad I am that you are
going to be my dear boy's wife some day. My heart
yearned over you when I first saw you at church, a
motherless child, striving to be a mother to that little
flock, for Dr. Clark had told us about you and your
many cares." Then she told me that she longed so
much to help me that very first day when she saw us
in our deep mourning at church, and had led the way
to our first conversation, and had prayed for me with
her own children, "little thinking at first that I should
be one of them."
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" But I should have chosen you," she said (almost
the words papa had used to Ralph), ' because I know
you are not like most of the girls nowadays, who
look no further than the wedding-ring and the wed-
ding-presents."

I almost shrank from my promise to Ralph as she
talked, for she made love and marriage a much more
solemn thing than it had ever seemed before; "a
lifelong friendship, in which both promised to bear
and forbear, to do their very best for each other,
through sickness and poverty, and misunderstanding,
perhaps, that would try our love to the utmost." I
said so to her, that I was almost afraid to undertake
such a promise, but she only said, "1ot in your own
strength, dear, not of yourself."

Then we talked about Ralph-alout that weary,
weary time when his mother said she rose up and lay
down with the heartache for him; andthat it was the
greatest trial of faith she had ever kyown; but how
one verse of a psalm came over to her mind in her

darkest hours; and then she clasped her hands, and,
with her clear liquid eyes so full of faith and earnest-
ness that she looked like the picture of some saint,
repeated-

"God's time with patient faith expect,
Who will inspire thy breast

- With inward strength ; do tikou t1 part,
And leave to him the rest" .

How good I ought to be with suc{ a friend, such
an .example- shall I write it ?-such a mother !"

I think i is no wrong to mammna's memory ; I'm
sure it makes her happy if she can se it. Oh, how
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I have longed to tell her all these things ! to have
her know Ralph. It is the only drawback on my
happiness;- I am continually thinking that I must tell
her. But I must not forget my meeting with the rest
of the family.

The bell rang for tea, and we heard Mr. Waldron
in the next room)while we were talking. Mrs. Wal-
dron said it was the first time for a year that she had
missed meeting him at the door; tiey always pay
each other such old-fashioned little attentions, just
like lovers. When we went down they were ready
to seat themselves at table, and, thinking of the
" sobering " things Mrs. Waldron had said, I almost
forgot what had happened for a moment, for Ralph
had not come in until I found that his place had been
changed with Charlie, so as to bring him next to me,
and on my plate was a napkin-ring, exactly the same
pattern as the rest. I thought it was Angel6's at
first, and that I had taken the wrong place, but she
whispered, "Look again," and I found " Augusta "
was engraved on it. I don't think any thing could
have satisfied me more that the family were pleased
than this thoughtful, silent adoption. When I looked
up I met Mr. Waldron's eyes with such a roguish
twinkle in'them, and I know I. blushed up to my fore-
head; but Ralph came in and took his new seat, and
I was 'so glad to see him again, and really to find
myself belonging to him as it were, that I was too
happy to mind. He drove me home in the buggy-
the first drive we have taken alone, and he gave me
my ring ; it is plain gold, not so much as.a turquoise
in it, when we were almost home, and he kissed me
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"good-nigh "- for the first time. Ie said, "You
know I do nt ask my father for any thing, and my
ring is plainllike the giver ;- but we c n wait for the

diamond, daling."
He has g yen me one with it, for I feel in my very

heart that hi love is sincere and disin rested, and as
pure as any iamond. I do not envy irginia now.

November 19th.

The first anniversary of mamma' death. How
many, many hings have happened ti is year! it is
so crowded, o miserable, and yet so iiappy ! Then

every thing as so dark and vague, did not know
what to turn o first, or how to grope to the light;
and now I ho e I have passed through the "Wicket

gate," and m way is plain before m . I believe I
must be still lodging at the "Interpr ter's House,"
for every thin has been made so easy, and I seem to

learn so muc . It is not pleasant t think of the

rough places et. before me-of the dreary "Hill of

Difficulty" an "the Valley of the Shadbw of Death,"
but'I will beli ve they are a great way off, and then,

when they co e, help will come too.
Perhaps th's winter is my" Hill !" apa has only

waited to spend this day with us. Ho sad he look-

ed at prayers his morning ! But I t ink it was a

lovely way to mark the anniversary, o commence
having prayers; only it will be hard foi me to go on

with them when he is away.
And my la t visit to Beechwood f r four long

months is paid. Ralph talked so kindly of Arthur
when we were coming home, and said that he had
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much more mind han most young men of his age,
educated as he ha I been; that is, allowed to do just
as he pleased. I now papa feels that it was wrong,
and it has made him very patient with Arthur.
When he spoke of it he said that was one of the mis-
fortunes of prospe ity, that it drew a man away from.
his own family, and exposed them to habits of self- -
indulgence.

But I can see - great change in Arthur, being so
much with Charlie and Ralph. ie admires Mrs.
Waldron, too. I really believe he tries, ".not only to,
act rightly, but t feel so," when he is near her.
What a strange ting influence is, the unconscious
influence of charac er and example ! I have always
felt it so in Ralph nd his mother. It frightens me
to think what mine may be.

Dc'mber 27t.

It was not such a dreary Christmas after all, with
Mrs. Waldron's kind invitation that we should leave
the house to Ellen and Michael, and spend it with
them. Laura was going to grandma's, however, and
Arthur had to take her, so with only the children
and myself I thought we should not be too burden-
some. There was such a famous long letter from
papa-Mr. Waldron had it for me ; and he is so well,
and doing so well. Presents for each of us, just the
same as for the rest of the family, from Mr. and Mrs.

, Waldron. Ralph's to me was just what I so much
wanted, an imperial photograph of himself. It hangs
here over my writing-desk, and I do not feel half so
lonely now. Hie comes up once a week to see that all

is right at Beechwood, and spends the evening with
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me. He said last night, "No prospec of business
yet, Augusta, with the new year," a d he seemed
more downhearted than I have ever see him. But
I tried to comfort him, and told him i were better
so, or we should get impatient; and we could not be
married yet awhile if he could take car of me twice
over, for Laura is to go to school for a ear, and she
will commence'+on the fifth, living with M rs. Waldron
as long as they are in town. Mrs. Waldron wrote to
papa and to me about it, and said she as sorry to

,take any thing more away from me; bu she thought
it was wrong for Laura not to improve the present,
and she knew I would see it in the li ht of a self-
denial to spare her in papa's absence. t will be dull
enough, not a soul but the children and len to speak
to all day ; but Arthur is so much more leasant than
he used to be! and Michael is so much ssistance to
Ellen, that I can manage very well wil h the work
alone, particularly in papa's absence.

I must not forget that Virginia can ,e to see me.
I don't think I should have sent her 41y pard, but
Angela and I met her at the Aspinwall Gallery one
morning, and she came the next day of her own
accord. Arthur said it was only bec use such a
family as the Waldrons lad "taken m up," but I
would not mind him; though, I must confess, I knew
all the while my engagement had muc to do with
her warmth, and especially her aunt's. virginia was
superbly dressed, and is going out constantly. She
said she was as happy As she could poss bly be, but
she did not look well; she was thin and estless, and
her eyes had an cager, unsatisfied expression, that
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worried me. I can see, that she lives on excite-
ment.

Mrs. Gardiner came to congrat late me, too; she
said things that hurt me, though they sounded
coarse and unfeeling, about "hay ng managed my
cards well," as if I had plotted to make Ralph love
me, and ingratiate myself with is family. If I
know my own heart, I never, for one moment, tried
to win any of them, least of all alph, who always
seemed so much too good for me.

I made the acquaintance of s veral of his rela-
tions, who called upon me, and in ited me to little
family gatherings, that were ver pleasant, when
they found I did not go into gener 1 society. They
all. seemed friendly people.

March 22d.

I have tried to^ say and to fe 1 that the winter
has not been dreary; indeed, it 'h s not been so by
comparison with last year, I have b en so constantly
employed for one thing, and that is the secret of
every-day happiness, I begin to beli ve. Then there
has been Ralph to think about, a d the future to.
dream over, when we shall have n ne of these long
separations, but be always together.

I had written so -far, last nig , when I'heard
carriage-wheels at the door, and s ch a shout from
Ellen, "The master's come !" and s re enough, there
was papa, looking so well. I notice , the first thing,
how ^broad and sunburnt his face w s. So delighted
to get home, he was almost boyish, nd the children,
who were roused out of a sound sl ep, got so wild,
that I did not know as we should ever get them
back to bed again.
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Papa said he could see into the. roo 1 as he drew
up; we do not put the curtains down alf the time,
until the shutters are closed for the night, having no
neighbors, and Arthur and I looked so cozy on each

. side of the round table, with the bright light and
cheerful fire. Well, we have had sote nice even-
ings, for Arthur has made it a point of honor never
to leave me alone, and I made it a matter of duty,
before it became a pleasure, to learn chess to play
with him, and to give him lessons in counting-house
French, which he needs very much with Shipman &
Co. Arthur was as shy as possible about his good
behavior, but I know it- pleased him to have papa
notice and commend it. He thinks the children are
very much improved, too; so my winter of hard
work has not been unappreciated.

Aprit 1et.

This has been a very eventful day, and every
thing looks so hopeful. Things have came about sos
strangely. Dr. Clark came out to dire at Beech-
wood-the dear old house was opened last Tuesday
-and passed an hour with papa on his way. He

has been doubly good since my engagement to
Ralph, who is one of his great favoriVes, and I have
always felt that I owed part of Ralph's love to him,
for he said such kind things of me at Beechwood
when we first came out. But the best thing of all
was, he told papa to-day that he believe his South-
ern winter had been the most providential thing that
could have happened, that it had confir ned the im-
provement in his health, which rest and ood air had
commenced, and that he considered him airly out of
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danger if he were moderately prudent. "Ix fact,"
Dr. Clark said, in that hearty way that I ike so

much, "I consider your busines misfortu es the
greatest piece of good-luck that ver happened to
you."

Papa said that he began to see it so nqw, not
only as to his health-and then h looked at Arthur
and me.

Dr. Clark nodded. "It's bee the making of
both these children."

"Yes," said papa, "I believe it has; and et the
hardest thing of all, last year thi time, was, that I
had ruined their prospects."

"Did you ever hear, Augusta," said Dr. .Clark,
"that spring winds, even the roug est, have great
deal to do with the healthy growth of young
trees?"

And as for papa, as it says in "Pilgrim's Prog-
ress," "the water stood in his eyes"

But when the carriage brough Dr. Clark from
Beechwood to the depot, it -stop ed at ou.r house
again, and left Ralph's father ; an when Dr. Clark

was fairly off, Ralph himself cam , strange to say,
not to see me ! , I must confess th t I was in a' per-
fect fever of suspense and expecta ion, for the con-
ference with papa lasted a lonb, long time, and
kept tea waiting till it was quite dark.

Then Mr. Waldron drove hom, leaving Ralph;
and papa was very sober at tea-ti e, so was Ralph.
I could not tell what to make of it, till after tea,
papa said, "Have no secrets from ugusta, my boy;

you can always trust her good sen e and discretion,
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and that is as much as can be said foi- any woman,
young or old."

So it came out that they have bee discussing a
plan for papa to go into business agai , now that he
is_ honorably discharged from all the affairs of the
old firm; and his creditors that were for they are
fully paid, urge him to do it, only he 1cked capital.
Mr. Waldron thinks it will be an excellent oppor-
tunity for Ralph, so he is to go in with papa, and
Mr. Waldron will furnish what papa n eds, to make
up the amount in Ralph's name. Arthur is quite
carried away by it, for he feels that he can be of real
use now, and he is so fond of Ralph, an4 looks up to
him so.,

It seemed too much good fortune, af er what Dr.
Clark had said about papa's health ! I did .not
know which to be thankful for first. It id not seem
as if I had a thing to ask for; Ralph Eas so happy
in a certain prospect of our marriage. IIe begs that
it may be next fall, if they are at all su cessful; for
Mrs. Waldron has always wished us to st y at Beech-
wood for a year, and Laura leaves s hool, and I
could be near to help with the children, and look
after papa's comforts. It all seems air, and as
though papa would have all but poor mamma re-
stored to him. Even if we only have enough to be
comfortable, I shall never regret my ex erience the
past year. I think I see the good of wort ly trouble,
particularly when we are young.

We were walking down the avenu , at Beech-
wood, yesterday, and I said to Mrs. Walkron, "fHow
much thicker the white clover springs a the edge
of the road!" -

(Ii

GU

It

"Yes," she said, "because peple walk there,

and it is like camomile, 'the more you tread it, the
more you spread it.'"

When we came in she went up-stairs for "The

Golden Treasury," a little book she is very fond of,
and brought a pencilled passage for me to read, say-
ing, "That always reminds me of our life, daugh-
ter." She often calls me so when he is most affec-

tionate. This was it :
"Stars shine brightest in the darkest night ;

torches ai-e better for beating ; grapes come not to
the proof till they come to the pr ss; spices smell
best when bruised; young trees root the faster for
shaking; gold looks brighter for souring; juniper
smells sweetest in the fire; the palm-tree proves
the better for pressing; camomile the more you
tread it, the more you spread it ; aid grace, that is
hid in nature as sweet water in rose-leaves, is most
fragrant when the fire of affliction is distilling it."
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CARNAGE FRIE

CHAPTER I.

ANNE HAnnIsoN had passed a ye:
happy morning. She was the only gro
ter at home, and relieved the mother ofl
hol care. The Harrisons were very
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year.

Mrs. Harrison's face grew more anx
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beyond the skill of her scissors and himble in theL
way of jackets and trousers; Maggie coming next,
could not conveniently be clad in his outgrown habili-
ments, and already thought herself too old for made-
over dresses, already worn by her mother and sister.
Truly, there was not much lustre and freshness about
them when they fell to Maggie's lot. Alick, an
urchin of seven, was particularly "hard on shoes,"
and had a most unhappy faculty of damaging hats
and caps in his street-play with rude boys in their
neighborhood. Lucy, the youngest, was very little
trouble at present ; but Mrs. Harrison looked forward
to her school-bills with a sigh when she saw her
amusing herself with a set of alphabet-blocks, or
heard Maggie's reiterated desire to be sent to Miss
Gardell's, instead of the plain day-school kept by
two Quaker sisters, which she now attended.

"And only just so much coming in rain or shine,
Anne," she said to her chief confidante and adviser, as
she puzzled over and over a column of figures with
the stump of a well-worn leaden pencil, attached by
a string to her market-book.

"Butter has risen five cents this last week, and
the butcher's bill for the month is not paid yet.
Dear me ! I never knew how well off I was when
your father was living. To be sure, I always had
my regular. market-money, and tried to be as eco-
nomical as I could. But then, many's the half-dollar
that came out.of his pocket, and nothing said about_
it, when it wasn't convenient for me to get at my
purse. And then, he was always sending home
things, a ham, or a smoked salmon, that go a great-
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ways in a family; and there was my birthday silk
dress, as regular as a birthday came; or a piece of

muslin, which I did not have to reckon. Oh, there

were a thousand things! Besides, I always knew

that if the worst came-to the wor t he would see the

Christmas bills paid somehow. But now "-and

Mrs. Harrison paused, as she set down an amount-

"but now, seventy-six and three to carry, that makes

nine dollars and seventy-six ce is more than last

month, Anne. Only think of it ! As I said before,
there is nobody really to turn to, and it makes it very

hard."
"I am very sorry, mother; perhaps I can get an-

other scholar in the fall, when people come back

from the country; and James s almost ready to
enter the high school, and then there's only three

years more before he will be earn ng something."
"Three years is a long tim , my dear child ; "

and Mrs. Harrison shook her he d in a melancholy
way that had. become habitual to her. "And every-

body teaches music nowadays, so there is very little

chance for you, especially as we snow so few people.
However, the ten dollars you get f'om Harriet Brooks

is something. I shall always be thankful your father

concluded to get your piano that year, though we did

have to pinch and save every way. There never has

been a time you could have had it since."

"Poor father!" said Anne, with a faint mistiness

in her blue eyes. "'How good he always was to me !

I always feel that I ought to do twice as much for

Maggie, because she will never k ow what he would
have been to her. Are we done now, mother?"
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h
"I believe so. You can take up the stockings;

they are well aired, and leave them on my work-
basket. And there's your white basque, the flies are
so troublesome now, and Lucy's pantalets."

Anne stooped down, very good-naturedly, to have
her arm piled full of the clean clothes she had been
assisting to iron, and then gladly escaped from the
little, hot basement-kitchen to the cooler air above.

She opened the parlor-door as she went along, and
thought how particularly neat and pleasant it looked;
every thing made the best of, and kept in perfect
order. "No one would ever think how the carpet
had been pieced, and that great darn in the window-
curtain comes just under a fold," she said to herself,
approvingly. The piano was really vry good, being
almost new, and set off the plainer a ticles of furni-
ture, that had never been removed singe her mother's
marriage; and her father's bookcase, choicely filled,
was a never-ending resource, as well ab an ornament.

The stair-carpet was sadly dilapidated beneath
the tidy linen cover; but the edges we e still bright,
and the rods were clean and shining. The upper
hall was too small and dark to make it arrangement
of much consequence ; and Anne's owg room, open-
ing at the head of the stairs, was like he parlor, the
best made of every thing. Her mother had the
larger chamber in front of the house but that was
the general sitting-room and rendezvo s for all, and
the furniture bore witness to it ; while overhead was
the boys' room, and back of that a ind of store-
closet, where the one servant-maid slept.

Anne laid the large pile of clean sto kings on he

.4
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mother's never-empty work-bask t, and entered her

own room with much satisfaction She thought how
very pleasant it looked with he window-shutter
bowed so as to keep out the glare, while it admitted

a nice breeze. Her arm-chair an footstool stood in

front of it, and under the glass was a little round

table with a vase of flowers, and fancy work-basket,
which went down to the parlor evenings.

She was half-tempted to throw herself on the bed,
she felt so tired; but it looked so straight and even,
that she did not like to disturb it, and sat down by
the window instead,- and admir d the grape-vines
over the trellis of a larger house ext door, and the
few verbenas and geraniums sh had coaxed into

blooming in the very narrow st rip of ground that
bordered the brick walk of their wn yard.

She felt thatshe had deserved her half-hour's rest
before the noisy feet and voices of the children should

announce dinner, and she took o t of her pocket a
letter she had only read once, f 'om her particular
and intimate friend, Alice Brooks, the elder sister of
her one music-scholar.

Alice was at Cape May, a fortnight's holiday,
which her indulgent father always granted to his
family the last of August. "We get better rooms
after the rush is over, and are not elbowed by the
fashionables," he was accustomed to say..

The Brooks family were by no means -fashionable,
though very well off as regards this world's goods,
and very kind to those who had less of them. Mr.
Brooks was a wholesale shoe-dealer in Second Street;
and Mrs. Brooks, who had less refinement than the
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rest of the family, furnished her parlors very showily,
and loaded her table with all that was to be had in
market. Alice, unlike her mother was gentle and
reserved, older than Anne, and much looked up to
by her; and there was a brother, older than herself,
in an excellent Market -Street business. One of
Anne's chief pleasures was attending lectures and
concerts with them; for, -as she had no other escort,
that would have prevented her enjoyment of these
recreations, even if they had been able to afford
them. As it was, Elliot Brooks seemed tb consider
it a settled thing that the second lady's ticket was
engaged to Anne Harrison, and paid her many other
kind and brotherly attentions, for whch she felt very
grateful.

"Dear me, how nice it must be to go to Cape
May!" was her inward reflection, as she reread the
account of the riding, and bathing, and evening
walks Alice had written; "or to go anywhere on a
journey. There's the Reads in the c untry, and the
Perrys at such a lovely boarding-house in German-
town. Quantities of beaux, Ellen says ; and Julia
Barry gone to Niagara. I wonder if I shall ever stir
out of Philadelphia !" And a very Aatural longing
came over her for the close-shaven mea ows and green
foliage, and flickering shadows she c ught glimpses
of at Fairmount, or on her rare sails 1p the Schuyl-
kill in the little ferry-boat, which was all of journey-
ing or the country that she had ever own since her
childhood. She was almost tempted o think her lot
very hard indeed, for the morning's fa igue began to
be felt, and have an effect upon her sp rits,
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She had to be steadily industrious, and to think

of every .penny she spent twice over, and dress so
very plainly. There was not a single young'girl of
her acquaintance who had so little variety in her

wardrobe, or who wore the same tnnet two seasons,
as she had to do. And then, a her mother said,
things were getting worse instead of better. There
was more sewing and'ironing to be done every week,
the children were so romping and careless ; and where
was the end of all this saving and toiling? Her life
had fallen into a very dull routine of late, it must be
confessed, and the inherent longing of the young for
change and excitement began to be felt accordingly.

Guests so new as repining thoughts, were not
made very welcome, and the children's voices quite
banishedthem for the time. There was graceful little
Lucy, just through with her morning nap, and look-
ing like a fairy with her flushed face and tangled
curls. Alick was less noisy than usual, and neither
dropped the butter-knife, nor spilled the gravy on his
neighbors. Maggie had to be put down for dictating
to him, and James was full of a new-school triumph,
which was not complete until shared by those at
home. She was busy in a moment, carving- and
helping to relieve her mother, and her spirits rose
with her usefulness. Suddenly the bell on the stair-
way sounded a loud, startling peal.

"There goes the front door," said Alick, down
from his chair in a moment, and flying, with all the
curiosity of his age, to answer it.

Anne started up as quickly. "It may be a visit-
or, IHere, Alick, come back; remember we are at
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dinner." But Alick did not heed t e threatened de.-
tention. "Dear me, how provoki g!" Anne was
always alive to appearances. "IH's so headlong ;
if it was a visitor, he would show tnem right in, and
never think of shutting the parlo -door, so that I

. could get up to dress. There! declare he has,
and it's a gentleman, and he's sh wing him right
through the hall. What shall we o?" And, con-
templating flight to the kitchen he elf as the nearest
refuge, she looked with dismay at er mother's old
cap and the soiled dinner-aprons of he children.

"It's only the tax-gatherer, it is li rely," suggested
her another, to whom that function ry was an ever-
present "phantom of affright."

The heavy tread sounded, with t e boy's boister-
ous laughter, nearer and nearer on t e stairs, at the
very door. There was no chance of scape.

"Mr. Clark ! well, I declare ! " as NIrs. Harri-
son's relieved explanation, as a ben volent-looking,
middle-aged gentleman, with a shini g forehead, be-
dewed at that moment with perspi ation, made his
appearance in the doorway. "Why, we thought you
i/re safe at Bordentown. Do come 11! How's Mrs.
Clark? When did you get home?"

"Why, we're not at home yet, or I should not be
here, that's self-evident." And a h arty chuckling
laugh showed what manner of man Mr. Clark was.
"I mean that Mrs. C. is still at B.- here ! there's a
rhyme for you, Maggie--and I, bei g in town on
business, just dropped in for some dii ner, not having
any house of my own to go to"g

Mr. Clark dropped into Alick's ei pty chair very

CARRIAGE FRIENDS.

unceremoniously, and told him that he was the young-.
est, and could squeeze in on the other side of the
table. Anne considered that there was still a mutton-.
chop left, and plenty of tomatoes and corn, so things
were not so bad as they might be, since no one had
been expected.

"And there's an Indian pudding to come," said
Alick, who felt himself bound to entertain their
visitor. "We always have Indian pudding on iron-

ing-days, because there's such a hot fire to bake it."
Anne interposed to spare any further revelation

of household economies, and helped Mr. Clark to all
that was within her reach. He was fully able to en-
tertain himself when it was set before him, and ate
like a hungry man, as he was, until his appetite was

appeased.

"It takes so long for Indian pudding to cool;
that's my only objection," said Mr. -Clark, accepting
nevertheless a bountiful supply of the rich brown and
yellow dessert. "I was always fond of them when I
was a boy. We used to have pudding first in those
days, and it was 'the one that eats the most pudding
shall have the most meat.' Ha, ha ! Alick, horn-meal
cost less than beef; so did rice and milk ! Well,

now, Miss Anne, suppose we come to business. I
suppose you did not know I was going to run off with

.your sister, James, at my time of life, too?"
Mrs. Harrison laid down the pudding-spoon, and

Anne looked up with eager expectation.
" I am, though, and, what's more, Mrs. Clark told

me to. Pretty wife, isn't she, conniving at such
things? Ha ! ha ! How long does it take you to
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pack? that's the question," c ntinued this now wel-
come visitor. c~tne

Oh, how fortunate !" thought he repentant

young lady of the house, " th t Alici did fly to the
door, and I didn't have time to send lames and say
that I was engaged--that moth r was, mean! Why
doesn't he go on, instead of stuffing dwn that pud-
ding so? I wish it would choke him,or burn him, so
he'd have to stop ! I wonder if he does mean to take
me back to Bordentown with him?"

"When people elope they don't stop for travel-
ling-trunks, do they, Maggie? You read the love-
stories in the magazines, I know. Cljildren always
do like candy and trash, Mrs. Harrison. Get enough
of it after a while, though; I always allow mine a
surfeit-ha! ha!"

Mr. Clark's allusions to his childr n were rather
more frequent than if he had been patri rchal in that
respect, the fact being that the lack of t em was good
Mrs. Clark's one life-long trouble.

"I'd like to see some of your childr n, Mr. Clark.
Are they good boys to play ?-Oh, mother, I didn't
tell you that Bill Johnston and Luke T ylor had such
a fight, and Luke whipped-"

"There, there, Alick, Mr. Clark i talking, my
son," interposed Mrs. Harrison, mildl , seeing that
Anne's impatience to have their visitor come to the
point was quite as great as if he had een about to
propose an elopement, and she had mad up her mind
to accept it.

Mr. Clark seemed to think he had been sufficient-.
ly explicit, ho'iever. " Ceme, now, M ss 'Anne, fly-
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around ! " he said, pushing his empty plate back with
a force that made the glasses ripg, and starting up
from the table as he did so.

"Without ever asking to be excused," whispered
Lucy, who had been taught that the offence was cap-
ital, and to be punished by side-t ble banishment.

"But what am I to do, Mr. Clark?" asked Anne,
relieved at being able to ask questions without seem-
ing impolite.

"Do? why meet me by moonlight alone-that is
to say, on the Walnut-Street wharf, at four o'clock,
in a burning hot sun, with a regular jam of a crowd
jostling you. People start off that way every day,

'and call it travelling for pleasure Couldn't under-
go it myself again for" all the country between this
and Oregon, with choice of location and no chills.
James will hunt me up for you--6h, and Mrs. Clark
said you are to bring a sun-bonnet and clothes enough
to last two weeks. Do her good, won't it, mother?
You ought to see how mychildren have improved;
stout as you-are now, Maggie. I syy to Mrs C. every
day it's worth the money to watch 'em."

"I wish I was able to afford it,' sighed Mrs. Har-
rison, with m6st transparent artifice, the price of but-
ter making it absolutely necessary that' Anne should
be defined as Mr. 'Clark's guest before she gave her

.consent. "Anne certainly does nerd some change."
"Need some change? How nuch? And Mr.

Clark, in the act of reaching for :his hat, thrust his
hand into a side-pocket, and produced such a handful
of quarters as set Alick's eyes dance ng, and his heart
to. breaking the.tenth command ent. This, wilful
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102 HOME STORIES.

misunderstanding was to cover the explanation Mrs.
Harrison seemed to expect. " Why, you see, our
children don't eat as much as other people's-what
are you laughing at me for, you y ung dog, you?
There ! take that to teach you b tter manners,"
And he aimed the brightest of his coveted' quarters
directly at Master Alick's nose-" So tJey only charge
us half price for them, and Mrs. C. nd I concluded
Anne might as well come and tak9 out the rest.
Good-by ! Don't get left, Anne. Time and tide, you
know-also Captain Ilinckley. Four o'clock pre-
cisely."

"Oh, mother," exclaimed Anne, ith an enthu-
siasm of thankfulness that would have been sufficient
for the emergency, had she just received news of a
legacy that would provide for. the present and future
wants of the whole family, "was there ever any thing
so fortunate as our doing the fine tings first this
week? How thankful Iam that I di4 not leave my
basque till to-morrow! It would have been impos-
sible for me to go without that basque, What would
have become of me if I had not finished my new mus-
lin to wear to church last Sunday? You'll lend me
your striped silk skirt? Ah, do, now ; I'll take ele-
gant care of it. Let Maggie help Jane with the
dishes. I never shall fold that muslin without creas-
ing it. Come, Maggie, why don't yo fly?"

"La! I don't see any such great h rry," respond-
ed the aspiring Maggie, sulkily, follo ing her mother
and sister to the second story, instead of doing what
she was bid, and wiping up the plates. "I'm not go-
ing to mind her forever."

CARRIAGE FRIEN s. 103

Alick was- a fellow-rebel from Anne's authority,
and this was addressed to him on the stairs.

The scorching of the new q arter, shut up in
Alick's hand, impelled him 'from the house without

response. James subsided into his books, and the
neglected Lucy -was left to ma e little migratory
journeys with Jane from the lining-room to the
kitchen, where she established heist elf happily at last,
armed with a spoon to scrape the pudding-dish-not
that she was hungry, but there as all the zest oI
forbidden pastime in the employment, and the few
crumbs she managed to detach.

Up-stairs Anne wastoo busy notice that Mag-

gie had deserted, and was hangin~ on the foot of the
bed, watching her hurried preparations.

"There's my muslin will do fo dinner and even-

ings, you see, mother, and I can 4 ake a change with
my basque and yyour silk-it's so f rtunate that your
things fit me-and my best collar is clean, and the
under-sleeves made out -of your worked cape, you
know, and my barge skirt-one two, three, four-

the same as four dresses, you see. If I only can-"get
my basque ironed out now and then, for I can change
off with my muslin skirt."

" You ain't going to put that ight on, and wear
it every day ; there won't be much left when it comes
to me.-Mother, is Anhe going to wear her new mus-
lin every day.? " But here Miss Margaret's jealous
comments were interrupted by a resounding slap on
her arm, fortunately, for she dodged the aim.

"For mercy's sake, mother, do send Maggie
down-stairs!I She's crushed my under-sleeves, and is
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leaning right on my mantilla. you troublesome
child, you!' And the threatened garment was
snatched away with a jerk.

The trip to Bordentown was no ordinary event,
since it made the quiet, elder-sisterl Anne Harrison
so forget herself. Indeed, she questioned her own
identity, when her little journey wAs fairly entered
upon, and she stood by Mr. Clark's hide, waving her
handkerchief, as is the fashion of ll inexperienced
travellers, to her brother James, receding among the
hack-drivers, porters, and draymen on the Walnut-
Street wharf. She wondered that Ir. Clark could
take it so quietly, actually eating an orange (out of
hand) and reading the Evening Bulletin, instead of
alternately gazing on the pictures coal-barges and
swampy flats of Richmond, and scrutinizing with
equal interest her fellow-passengers for the short voy-
age on which they were embarked. She had thought
it proper to array herself in a very haut mousseline
de lame, being unprepared with any regular travel-
ling-dress, also to carry a blanket-shawl and a hand-
basket, though there seemed very little probability
that either shelter or luncheon would be needed in
the hour and a half that intervened etween her and
her destination. She found, by obs ovation, before
they reached Tacony, that most of thy ladies were in
light-colored stuffs, with large capes of the same, and
one or two seemed to regard her chol ingly-high and
unseasonably-dark dress with an impression very dif-
ferent from that which she had intended to give ;
but, to use one of Mr. Clark's favorite aphorisms,
"We must go one voyage to learn,' and, to Anne

104
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Harrison's quick powers of ob ervation, education

had begun.
We are compelled to ackno pledge that, in her

cager anticipations of the fortnht before her,,she
thought less of the fresh air, shaded walks, and
fluttering foliage of the Napoleoii retreat now serv-

ing as a country boarding-house, than of the new
acquaintances she should meet here; and, as they
drove into the wide grounds of the Bonaparte House,
she looked more eagerly for ne faces than for the
honest, motherly countenance of Mrs. Clark, which
was watching for the arrival of the train from her
chamber-window. One or two o -her married gentle-

men were bestowed in the omnibus, and their wives
appeared to greet them; but, on the whole, Anne
was disappointed to find no more signs of life and
gay society in the great halls and long corridors
through which they passed. It was, in fact, "nap-
time," in a hot summer afternoon, and every one
knows that. only very strong inducements would
bring novel-reading damsels or sleep-loving matrons
out of dishabille, and, therefore, out of their rooms,
before six o'clock. Mrs. Clark further explained that
a great many of the regular boarders had already
left, as the most of them only took rooms to the first
of September, and, having met the requirements of
-custom by absenting themselves from town up to
that date, had hastened back, leaving the weather,
which still continued torrid, quite out of the con-
sidleration, and those who remained were mostly

quiet, unfashionable people like themselves-disap-
pointment number two, for Anne had, in imagina-
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tion, peopled this delightful retreat with marriage-
able young men, and the most dasl ing, lovely, and,
withal, friendly girls of her own age '

However, when the tea-bell rang, prospects bright
eued. Mr. Clark stood ready to ofer her his army
his face shining more than ever fro n the day's hot
work in the sun and his copious ablut ons in very cold
water. Mrs. Clark was dressed precisely the same
as if she was on her way to her ow tea-table- .the
inevitable white-ribboned cap and a plain lawn with
ample cape, which defied all fashions, nd had become
a fashion of its own to the wearer, who would not
have considered herself dressed without it. Anne
Harrison had occupied the hour in earranging her
fine hair in very elaborate braids, a tyle she seldom
took time for in her industrious ho e, inless there
was a party or a concert on hand. he had resisted
the strong temptation she felt to put on all her
splendors for her first appearance-thu new blue mus-
lin, her best worked collar, and a s t of velvet ro
settes for her hair, a present from Alice Brooks; but
still she felt "very much dressed,' in her clean
basque, with some knots of blue ribbon, and the
tucked barege skirt, which was quite s good as new,
although the waist and sleeves were used up. Mrs.
Harrison had always maintained that the convenient
fashion of basques had been inve ted by a per-
son of limited income, and consider d it a special
blessing to those who were similarly ituated. Save
the little consciousness of manner inse parable to peo-
ple in moderate circumstances, from their Sunday
garments, and of a first introduction to general so-

ciety, our Ninth-Street heroine looked very fresh and

pretty, seated at the tea-table between her kind en-

tertainers, all the lovelier for the position, doubtless.

At first she was too conscious of the unusual at-

tention of the waiters (to whom she said, "If you

please, sir," in the most respectful manner) to notice'

the stares and whispers with which it is -the fashion.
to welcome new arrivals at a table d'hbte, where

none are passing travellers. But, presently, she
found the courage to reconnoitre, and, notwithstand-

ing the long gaps made by the departures Mrs. Clark
had told her of, Anne thought that there were plenty
of delightful people left. A, pretty girl in a low-
necked and sIort-sleeved organdie, for instance, who
wore her hair turned back from her face, with several

costly bracelets on her bare arms, fixed her attention

immediately by the novel way in which her hair was
dressed, and the cool, at-home manner in which she

ate a hearty supper, ordered the waiters herself, talk-

ing and laughing all the time at everybody within

talking distance. A young man at her elbow was

quite Anne's beau ideal-tall, black-haired, with a

line beard and mustache, beautifully-even teeth, and
a very white hand. Two sisters, as she learned from

their affectionate address to each other, seemed to

wish to monopolize him. They were also tall, but
of different styles, one being very fair, and the other

dark ; both were dressed as if for an evening party,

and talked incessantly.
Anne was very desirous to ask the names of these

persons, but Mrs. Clark was slightly deaf, as became

a lady of nearly sixty, and her husband's replies
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would have been quite too loud for any confidential
communication, owing to the habit of elevating his
voice in conversation with her. I Jow she envied
them all the freedom with which they spoke and
moved, especially after they had go e to the draw.
ing-room, where she was deposited on a sofa that

'forced her to sit upright between )Irs. Clark, who
brought out her knitting, and a friend of hers of the
same mature age, who prided herself on her eye-
sight and her fine sewing !

If deference to age and experience were natural
to the young, it would not be so strongly insisted on as
a duty. Anne had all outward and invard respect for
the two estimable ladies, who instantly began a house-
keeping conversation across her; but it was very
stupid nevertheless, to be thus prisoner between
them, with her hands folded before her, and forced to
keep her attention on the pickling anl preserving re-
ceipts, so as to repeat some of Mrs. Talbot's remarks
which failed to reach Mrs. Clark, while at the piano
the pretty, dark-haired Miss Revere played a redowa,
and the various young people swam and jerked round
the room in an animated practice. Miss Fisher, one
of the tall sisters, absorbed Anne's donis in an in-
tense conversation at one of the casenent windows;
scraps floating to Anne with the propo tions of "sweet
plums" and cucumber sauce. Two r three games
of chess were in progress in the little withdrawing-
room shaded by lace curtains, and ir. Clark made
one of a whist-party composed of eld rly people like
himself; who could sit from seven till even watching
trumps and calling tricks with a patio nt resignation

100

wonderful to restless young people like Anne Harrison.
Watching all these proceedings from a distance was

"dull music," as Mr. Clark would have said.
Still, when she found herself in her own room, and

opened her portfolio to write the letter shehad been

meditating since her good fortune had been fully
realized--a letter that was to astonish Alice Brooks at

Cape May, and pique Elliot, who had sent her no

message since leaving town-she gave a most glow-
ing description of the place and the company, not

forgetting a series of raptures bestowed upon Cole-

man Butler-for this she had discovered to be the

name of the white-handed fascinator--who had be-

stowed more than one glance in her direction that

evening, and in whom the romantic Anne already
saw her fate. The letter concluded with one of

those outpourings of affection which young girls
lavish on each other before they have learned the
legitimate destination of "thoughts that breathe,

and words that burn."
"I am sure," wrote our gentle Anne, and she

was really sincere when she did so, "that nothing
can ever make me love my darling Alice less ; my
truest, noblest friend." Here she thought of the

timely present of those velvet rosettes. "I can see
that I shall love her-Laura Revere ; isn't it a lovely

name ?-and we shall doubtless be much together. I
felt drawn irresistibly toward her the moment I
saw her; but your faithful Anne is not one to for-

get the nearest and dearest, and, if you were only
here to wander with me through-these beautiful

walks, my happiness would be complete !"
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CHAPTER II.

Miss HARRISON had made one discovery in the
course of the evening that placed her on very'good
terms with herself. She found tha she could play
more brilliantly than any one who had touched the
piano. Miss Revere sang with a ri h, pure soprano,
with trills and cadenzas marvelloi s to Anne, who
had never heard such execution o it of a concert-
room; but she had a careless way of slurring over
her accompaniments, which proved that her industry
was not equal to her natural gift , clearness, and
flexibility of voice.

Everybody that is at all musica knows that in-
dustry does more than talent in intrumental profi-
ciency, when but one of these aids is to be had,
Both were united in Anne Harriso 's rapid execu-
tion; for she had of late the most helpful of motives,
the desire and hope of relieving her mother entirely
from her support, and doing something for the
younger children. Elliot Brooks looped upon this as
a very excellent thingin Anne; he iot only praised
her thoughtful heart, but her indep ndence ; it was
the first thing that had led him to re ard his sister's
friend as any thing but a pretty girl, that it was
polite to talk to and escort home wh n she came to
the house. He disliked equally the feminine ex-
tremes of "strong" and "weak-minded" 'women,
and frequently described, as young bachelors will do,
the manifold virtues of the wife of his imagination.
The catechism had embodied them all, but he did not

go back so far, or he might have discovered that he

was not the first person, by any means, who con-

sidered it the thing to "do our duty in that state of

life" in which they found themselves placed. In

other words, he especially disliked people who were

always aiming at some other "state," which fault of

character, he said, made bankrupts of good mer-

chants, flirts of married women, and had created that

pushing, toadying class of society of late so prominent

a class in our great cities. It is by no means confined

to them, though Elliot Brooks's experience was. The

smallest village possesses the same social element in

just as great a degree.
"I do not want to be dependent on my mother,

and I think it but right to help myself and the boys
too, if I can," added the fair applicant for his coun-

sel, as they walked home together one soft summer

evening, that made it quite a pleasant thing to lounge
along with that" pretty figure leaning on his arm,
and those blue eyes turned to his in the earnestness

of conversation.
"I think you are very right, Anne," returned

this sage adviser of twenty-seven. "Every woman

ought to make the most of the talents she has ; and
besides, it is a debt you owe your father, and the

children too. Of course, he spent more on your
-education than can be afforded for theirs. Do you
see?"

It was at that time a new idea to Anne, but she

had heart and sense enough to see and act upon it ;
so that, thoroughly grounded in music as she already
was, she set to work to add a fine touch and brilliant
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CARRIAGE FRIENDS.

execution by patient industry. It was a proud day
when Harriet Brooks came with a inew yellow " Hun-
ten's Method" under her arm to tao ie her first lesson,
and Mrs. Brooks was looking out for more pupils
among her acquaintances.

Hearing herself praised for thi endeavor by her
friends, and for almost every thin she di'I or said
by her mother, who looked up to 4nne since her fa-
ther's death from the long habit and necessity of
looking somewhere, the young girl had come to con-
sider herself a very excellent sor of person, with
great decision, independence, and unselfishness of
disposition. If she had been told that she was this
only because circumstances had developed but one
side of her character, and not from any settled prin-
ciple of doing the right, she would have considered
the person speaking very cruel aid unjust. Miss
Anne had taken more lessons in music than self-
knowledge--a study that, like mu ic, is never par-
ticularly agreeable at the outset, though often end-
ing in the power to create both harifony and melody
from discordant combinations.

Nor had she the least idea that the Bonaparte
House was to be the school of such instructions when
she opened her eyes on the first bright day of her
vacation. A dreamy semi-consciousness of relief
from all care and occupation, the freshness of the
country, the full-throated matins of the birds, who
always seem to consider that they lave done vocal
duty for the day when this chorus iO ended, and so
retire to the silence of domestic lie, was all that
stirred her heart and mind at first ; but gradually

the animated face of Laura Revere, and the dark

eyes of Coleman Butler, displaced the purer. in-

fluences, and she sat up in bed, her eyes brightening
with day-dreams.

It was owing to her mother's good sense that

Anne had brought her one new morning-dress. Such

were the economical habits of the family that "a

breadth out of the skirt" of some frock that had

seen previous duty was usually called into service to

piece out the wrappers of Mrs. Harrison and her

daughters. But the fashion of basques had broken

in upon this arrangement, and, for the first time in

her life Anne found herself the possessor of a new
gingham, made up with "the elegance of simplicity"
by her own hands, and quite as becoming as any
thing in her wardrobe. Fortunate seventeen, that
finds every thing becoming !

Mr. Clark was always useless to community until
he had swallowe and digested the morning papers
-three of them-that arrived at Bordentown by the
early train. Hi wife had made an engagement sev-

eral days before to go to Trenton, with Mrs..Talbot,
to call on a mutual friend they had discovered to live

there.
She was real y quite concerned at leaving Anne

alone so long, aird apologized in all the kindness of

her heart for so doing. "If I had only thought
about your being here, my dear ; but you know it
did not occur to Mr. Clark aind myself to bring you
out until yesterday ; though I'm sure I don't see

why it did not. I Mrs. Talbot and I have been talk-
ing about it ever since we happened to discover that

I
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114 HOME STORIES.. ,

both knew Martha Lord; but it t kes some time for
elderly people to get started. Mr. Clark will be very
glad to take you out to walk as soon as he gets
through with the Ledger and the North American,
and looks over the Bulletin once ore, for he says he
never half gets the sense of things in the cars. I
don't suppose you would get lost i you ventured out
by yourself; the walks are all ver pretty, though I
don't see that they lead anywhere in particular, a
great waste of ground, as Mr. Clar C says. Now, do
try and not get lonesome."

It looked rather lonely in the great drawing-room
when Anne returned there after s eing Mrs. Clark
start on her day's excursion. Th gentlemen had
gone to town; the married ladies *ere mostly occu-
pied with their children in their owh rooms, and the
young people had congregated in he bowling-alley,
from whence came the cheerful cick of balls, and
peals of laughter that were very tantalizing to the
young girl, who had not even the ourage to stroll
that way uninvited. The piano was er only resource,
for she felt too restless to read eve the second vol-
ume of the "Wide, Wide World,'' which she had
brought down with her ; so she mad another journey
to her room for some music, and b gan to practise,
listlessly enough at first. However, the old spirit
came back to her as she turned lear after leaf of a
brilliant variation of Von Weber, aid, when she fin-
ished the last grand crescendo, she as so absorbed
as to be quite unconscious of an aud''ence.

It was Laura Revere, the pers ~n of all others
that sh~e wished to know, who ca e closer to the

CARRIAGE FRIENDS.

piano as she rose in a little confusion, and said, with
frank good-nature, "How well you play!"

They might have met face to face in a parlor, or
sat on the same bench at the Philharmonic, in Phila-

delphia, and never have exchanged a word without a

regular introduction; but, in the country, things are

different, and the two .young girls were soon in a

familiar chat, starting with the eminent Von Weber,
and ending with the selves.

"You play better han any one we have had here

this season. Do you ing ?"
"Oh, no; I wish I ould sing like you," Anne add-

ed, with spontaneous flattery, which confirmed her in

Miss Revere's good graces. / She was not a rival, and
she was an admirer.

Miss Revere was tired of the Bonaparte House,
'and of all it contained, including the Miss Fishers,
"who were regular flirts," she informed Anne, confi-

dentially, "and both making a dead set at Coleman

Butler. But la.! e sees through them. He's my
cousin, you know, and he thinks you have beautiful

eyes. He said so' last night, and it made Georgy
Fisher raving. She said all manner of spiteful things,
of course; but la ! you needn't mind her."

"I don't see what she could say." And Anne's

face flushed at once with pleasure at the favorable

notice from her hero, and sudden. dislike of Miss

Fisher. The commencement of heart-burnings, poor
child, but she could not see into the future, or she

might have turned away from them all on the spot,
and contented herself with the orphan "Ellen" and
the honest ' Van Brunt" for companions.
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116 IIOME STORIEs.

"Oh, she don't know any thing about you, of
course ; but she said she was cer ain you could not
belong to the Chestnut-Street Har isons, for she had
never seen you before, and you would not have been
with that Mr. and Mrs. Clark. Is Mr. Clark your
uncle ?"

"No, no relation."
The emphasis on "that " had anointed Anne's

eyes with a glimpse of the social stimate even the
friendly Miss Revere put upon the excellent couple,
and a quick negative was ready.

" There ! I said I knew he w n't ! You don't
look at all as if you belonged to they; I could tell in a
minute by your style. I said right ,way he was your
guardian-isn't he ?

He Shad been to all intents the h norable guardian
of the little property his friend had jade him the ex-
ecutor of, and of the children to w hom it came, free
from any tithe or tax for his willing Srvices; so Anne
sheltered herself behind this happ suggestion, and
said, "Yes."

" There ! I knew he was!" nd Miss Revere
looked quite triumphant. " Guard ans always are
queer people-red-faced and vulg', you know, in
novels." Anne winced and flushed\ again, but kept
unworthy silence. "One can't help 'heir guardians.
There's Julia Riggs always hated I ers, a stuffy old
lawyer, interfering and saying people anted to marry
her for her money .every time she ad an offer. I
suppose I should have had one, too, i grandpapa had
not been living."

"Is he here with you?"

CARRIAGE FRIENDS. 117

" Yes ; that is, he's up in his own room these two

days with a sprained foot. It's almost time I went to

him, by the way."
Miss Revere drew out a delicate jewelled and

enamelled watch, not arger than a child's locket.

Anne had never seen a watch set with diamonds be-
fore, but she had read f them, and this great posses-

sion and the careless w y in which it was worn, in-
creased her admiration of her new friend and her pre-
vious opinion that " she must be very wealthy."
how clumsy by comparison seemed the watch and

chain given by Mr. Brooks to Alice the year before!
though it had been the special' object of Anne's ad-

miration and ambition ever since.
" Grandpapa is worth sixteen guardians, and if it

wasn't for Miss Middleton, I should have my own
way in every thing, and be at Newport now, instead

of this out-of-the way, stupid old Bonaparte House."

Anne's part in the conversation seemed to be cat-

echism. It was decidedly more to her taste to enter

into the affairs of her new acquaintance than to be

circumstantial with regard to her own.

"Is Miss Middleton your aunt ?"
"Oh, dear, no, I'm thankful to say. She's the

daughter of an old friend of grandpapa's, and he died
leaving very little property ; so, when I left Madame

Gardell's this spring, she was invited to live with us,
and chaperon me. The worst of Miss Middleton is,
she's so catty!"

" Catty ?"
"Yes, that's what Coleman calls it, and it's just

the word. You think you are having your own way
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118 HOME STORIES.

all the time, and by and by find on you are walking
straight after hers. I was determi ed -to go to Long
Branch or Newport this summer, nd just because
she wanted to get of for two m nths with some
friends of her own from the Sou h-of course she
would have had to stay with us if e had gone to a
gay place, since she had agreed t look after me-
didn't she go and persuade grand apa that sea air
was too strong for him, and I was n t old enough to
come out really before next winter; so she packed us
up here, and walked herself off to anada and the
White Mountains as independent as possible."

Anne was rather puzzled, even with this ample
explanation, to define the position o Miss Middleton
with relation to her friend. She kiiew too little of
the usages of the world to understa d that a lady of
Miss Middleton's birth and connect ns would never
stoop to be called housekeeper or 4 pmpanion, while
she was reduced to perform both di ies, and readily
accepted such a return as enabled hr still to appear
in society, so long as it was not callE" salary."

"As for grandpapa, it's ridiculou to see how she
gets her own way with him. Now, he doesn't like
our house in Twelfth Street, and wdits him to move
into Walnut, and she'll get him to dp it yet. To be
sure, I prefer Walnut, but as for the ouse itself, it's
ten times more elegant than any thnig she has ever
been accustomed to, and of course ;re sha'n't get a
garden and a green-house anywhere lse."

"Do you live in that elegant ho4se on the corner
of Twelfth and Ramsey Streets ?" ~ieried Anne, in
genuine astonishment, Miss Revere'k attractions in-.

creasing with the very recollection of the broad, sub-
stantial mansion, suggestive of ample comfort, the
drawing - room windows draperied by exquisitely-
wrought lace curtains, the gates of the carriage-house
so handsomely carved, and the glimpses of freshness,
and verdure, and bloom she had often caught through
the lattice-work of the garden doors.

So they lived there ! Anne had never dreamed
of aspiring to acquaintance with any such grandeur.
And they kept a carriage! How wealthy ! how
fashionable they must be! She had always supposed
such people were haughty and unapproachable.
What wotdld Miss Revere -think if she knew just
where they lived, and how they lived, and that she
taught music ! What a relief it was when the unin--
quisitive Laura was satisfied to know that her father
was dead, that she lived with her mother in Ninth
Street, and never so much as asked "Ninth near
what ?" which would have ended their friendship at
once no doubt, with the humiliating acknowledgment,
"above Vine !"

As it was, they got on famously, and talked so
busily that Coleman Butler came to look after his

cousin, who had left the bowling-party to go after a
wrought handkerchief she remembered to, have left
on the piano the night before. He was introduced to
Miss Harrison, and said some very pretty things
about her appearance among them being hailed as. a
relief from the dulness of his attendance upon his
respected governor, Mr. Revere, senior, and his tease
of a cousin, Miss Laura. Then he proposed that she
should join them in the bowling-alley-for he must
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fly back and finish his game-wh4 h she was very
glad to do. The Miss Fishers, in layn peignoirs, and
very worked petticoats, received her with a stare and

distant bow in acknowledgment of aura's introduc-

tion ; but the other young people were pleasant

enough, as young people will be before they are en-

tirely crystallized in the mould of" 'ociety," and she

soon felt comparatively at home ani ng them. Per-

haps she was inspired with more tha ease at Laura's

marked liking for her, and the atten ions of Mr. But-
ler, paid partly to pique Miss Geoigy Fisher, who
presently declined playing and walk d off, and partly
to please himself. Anne began to onder if there

really was such a thing as love at firs sight, when he

managed to keep close beside her, tealing glances
now and then into her eyes, such as she had never

met before ; or to touch her hand-just the slightest
touch in the world.! and mere accident, of course-
in showing her how to grasp and poise the ball she
was to send crashing down the alley, and among the
men, on his side of the game. It was a very exciting
and satisfactory day, passed entirely in the society
of Miss Revere and her cousin. W hen Mrs. Clark
inquired, in all the goodness of her hart, if she had
managed not to feelihomesick, Anne dould answer in
the affirmative most conscientiously.

-4---

CHAPTER III.

"WELL, Anne, I saw your mother to-day'!" And
Mr. Clark helped himself right and left at the bounti-
fully-spread supper-table. It was a peculiarity of this
good man's table etiquette not to commence eating un-
til he was all ready to go through; thus he dispatched
John for tea beforre he was fairly seated, beckoned to
Thomas for the cold ham, while he took the butter
from James, detained the passing sugar and cream,
while he erecte a fortification of sliced peaches,
cheese, biscuit, pbund-cake, cucumbers, and radishes
around his plate before he proceeded to attack any
of them.

Mr. Clark hag1. been obliged to go to town again,
to look after his hildren, he told Anne; but, in fact,
he had remember 'ed that the interest in a mortgage
belonging to Mrs. Harrison's little property was due,
and had taken th disagreeable trip solely to see that
it was promptly aid, lest she should suffer a week's
inconvenience foi the want of it.

"Why don't you ask how they all were ?" pro-
ceeded Anne's "guardian," reaching over to Coleman
Butler for smoke salmon. Anne glanced that way,
but found to her relief that the cousins were busy
about affairs of their own, and felt at liberty to be
interested in her relatives.

"Because I thought you would tell me without
asking," she said with gay dissimulation; "and if
there was any thing the matter, I should have heard
of it before now."
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"I'm not so sure of that. Ybur mother was in a

terrible way at not getting any necs of you. She's

afraid you had forgotten the number of the house,
and had misdirected her letters. I told her not a bit

of it; you could no more forget 295 North Ninth
than your own name; both taught to you at the same

time to keep you from being strayed away, I dare say."
"Oh, if Mr. Clark only would speak a little low-

er! He might as well tell the whole house of their
unfashionable neighborhood as to shut out the niim-

ber after that fashion!" But it ad not compro-
mised her yet. Neither Laura nor Mr. Butler was

listening. Conscience and consciousness together
made her mental emotions any thing but agreeable.

She had promised to write home eve"y day; she had

written just once, and the affectionate reply, that had

cost her mother so much time and pins, was still un-

answered.
There was a kind letter from Al ce Brooks, too,

lying beside her mother's in the ino, ened portfolio,

asking her a question that require immediate an-

swer, congratulating her on the ex ected vacation,
and saying such things of a long talk he had had with
Elliot about her, as would have mad her heart flut-

ter at any other time. Was it possible she could

have been so forgetful?
"Is there any prospect of James getting a situa-

tion this fall?" inquired Mrs. Clark, with kindly in-
terest in the family fortunes, Anne wished it had

been evinced less publicly, and replied more briefly
than was consistent with her age, and her position

toward the questioner. "What will cone next ?"

CARRIAGE FRIENDS.

she thought ; "his going to the public school, or our
keeping but one girl. Just like Mrs. Clark to speak
of it, if it came into her head. She hasn't the slight-
est particle of tact ! "

If tact was put for dissimulation, as it very often
is in these days of polite falsehoods and charitable
synonyms, Mrs. Clark had none whatever. Her near-
est approach to deception was in averting her hus-
band's notice from the neglects she could not but feel
from Anne, which grew daily more glaring and in-
excusable. To be sure, it was natural that she should
prefer the society of young people, but it was not ne-
cessary to add a marked avoidance of her own ; and
she could not but think it would have been respectful
at least in Anne, considering her present relation to
them, to have looked in upon her once or twice that
day, knowing that Mr. Clark was absent, and that
her eyes did not allow her to read or sew long at a
time. Mrs. Clark had passed a very dull morning,
and it tasked her magnanimity not to allude to it by
word or manner. There was that beautiful story,
which Anne had herself proposed to read aloud, left
for the past three days in the most interesting chap-
ter; there lay the two collars and the shirt Anne had
offered to supply with missing buttons and strings.
She was to copy some of Mrs. TalIbot's receipts, too,
but the borrowed manuscript volume remained un-
opened, and its owner was to leave the next morning.

Anne thought of the last as she passed Mrs. Tal-
bot's door on her way to tea, and resolved to go and
attend to it in the hour of daylight remaining. She
felt that a peace-offering might be expedient, but Mrs.
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Clark's unvaried kindness of manner reassured her ;

perhaps she was not conscious of ari neglect. The
sunset promised to be very fine, so i1.usually attrac-

tive that Coleman Butler presently prc posed that they
should hurry from the tea-tabld to e observatory,
that they might have a better view.

It had become a matter of cours for him to fol-

low or lead Anne wherever she wj nt, and Laura

played propriety after the most a able manner,
following her own whim and fancy, alking to them
or not as she liked, and oftentimes W lking off with

another party by the time they we out of sight.
But so she went out and came back ith them, Mrs.

Clark did not feel at liberty to forbid he association,
though it troubled her, and once she had consulted

Mr. Clark about it.
"Did you ever hear of the hen wi h one chicken,

Mrs. C.?" Mr. Clark's perceptive faculties had not

been developed in any line outside f business and

marketing. "If you had six girls now instead of one,
you'd let 'em all have their own way not the least

doubt of it. The poor child's head's a little turned

with that jack-snipe and his mustac e, very likely,
but she isn't such a fool as to think ne of that set

wanted to marry her. Besides, she's going home

again in a week, and that's the end of it. 'Tain't at

all likely they'll ever see each other again till both

of them's settled down with a family 4 round them-

maybe never. I guess she's about haIf engaged to

young Brooks, anyhow. Let her go; she won't get
another run in a hurry."

Mrs. Clark thought of this-ho r monotonous

Anne's home-life was-the little probability there was
that she would ever meet any of the present party
again-and left her more and more at- liberty.

Coleman Butler hung over the piano when the
young girls practised, Anne playing Laura's accom-
paniments, and dangerously teaching 'Mr. Butler his

part of their favorite duet, ."Dearest idol of my
heart," which he could learn only by ear, though his
voice was very passable; he helped them to balls in
the bowling-alley, and to cold chicken at lunch; he
drove them out to ride in the afternoon; he strolled
out in the moonlight, or taught Anne the redowa, in
return for her music-lesson, in the evening.

Several of the married ladies, noticing her inti-
macy with the party, and not caring to know whether
it was an ancient league or recent friendship, made
much of Anne in various little ways. Such of the
young girls as did not aspire to Mr. Butler's atten-
tions, lauded her music and crocheting, and her amia-
bility.. Even Mr. Revere, who now came down some-
times in the evening, always asked her to play for
him, and praised her pretty face and respectful man-
ner, not even knowing or noticing her connection with
Mr. Clark, whom he would have met with the same
lofty bow bestowed upon a porter who might chance
to- stand in his way, had they been presented. Mr.
Revere's weakness was social distinctions ; but he
took it for granted that Miss Harrison was in some
way connected with that branch of the family so well
known in his own circle, and had even questioned her
about some members of it, as referring to her rela-
tives. Anne had an instinctive feeling of this, dating
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from the evening he had cpmplime;ted her on her
family resemblance to Mrs. Whartoi Strong, "who

was a Harrison, you know," he add< , leaving Anne
with the uncomfortable feeling that she was unin-

tentionally an impostor, to take the honey from the

gallant notice of her hair and her c< mplexion which
the courteous old gentleman had mad'. But she took
advantage of it, for she had learne to follow up a
good beginning, and was far more ready to wheel his
chair around, or find his paper for h en, when carried
to their little parlor by Laura, than ither of his own

young people, while Mrs. Clark was left to hunt for
her spectacles and strain her poor ekes through them
as best she might.

Not that the verdict of the Bonaparte House was
unanimous in Anne's favor. Those of the young
ladies who were surpassed by her in music, or who
desired to attract some crumbs of Mr. Butler's atten-
tions, made spiteful remarks on her one morning-
dress, her Scotch embroideries, "her verlasting white
basque," and her shameless flirting ! They had their
friends of course among the matrons, especially such
as were no longer attractive themselves, and there-

fore censoriously inclined, who help d them to dis-
agreeable little innuendoes that they took no pains to
keep to themselves. So it happened. that when the
supper-room was thrown into disord r by a rush from
the long table of sunset-seers on the evening in ques-

tion, Anne could not fail to notice the tossing and
bridling of the opposite party, and overheard more
than one allusion to "bold pieces,' and "forward
nobodies," as she hurried after the cousins, without

CARRIAGE FRIENDS. 127

so much as asking Mr. Clark to excuse her absence,
letting all thoughts of the uncopied receipts and un-
answered letters go for the present.

"Never mind about your bonnet ; tie your hand-
kerchief over your head, and I'll lend Laura my straw
hat," called out Coleman Butler in the hall. "We
shall get ahead of them all. Joe Lewis is waiting for
his sisters, and it always takes Lizzie an hour to hunt
up her things."

So off they started, distancing their comrades, and
finally leaving Laura to wait for them, fairly out of
breath with their wild chase.

Now it was that Anne discovered they were not
in the usual path to the Tower, a high wooden struc-
ture, reared by the princely owner of the grounds. for
the benefit of the landscape, or to gain an elevation
for his unsubdued aspirations, and now decayed like
the fortunes of the family, fallen into disrepair, and
only attractive to the younger portion of the present
community, who were fond of adventure, and had
not yet learned to shun staircases.

Mr. Butler protested he was right, or that they
would come out all right, which they did in process
of time, but not until the shadows had visibly length-
ened, and the old Tower stood up in the gathering
twilight stark and silent,

" They are only hiding. There ! give me your
hand. Look out ! they'll try to frighten us." But
no unearthly means or groans-though they' were

prepared for it-startled them on the landings, and
when they reached the observatory itself, they were
still alone.
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The sunset had left a bright glow, which just
glanced on the little river and lighted Anne's eyes,
as her admirer, convinced that thei party had really
left them, turned toward her. ShY vas conscious of

looking very picturesque in the s ft light, her hair

disarranged by their race through thle woods, and the

light cambric handkerchief with its lace border-one

of Laura's-tied lightly over her head. What Cole-

man Butler thought may be inferr~ from his sudden
fear lest she should grow giddy, nd insisting that

she should lean upon him, which s did, taking his
arm, which he drew very close to himself, and then it

was the most natural thing in th world that he

should take her hand as well, and forget to let it go.
"flow I shall miss you!" Ar d then a pause,

which was extremely eloquent, and filled up with a

look that drew Anne's eyes up to h s and kept them

there.
"Miss me?"
" Yes ; Laura told you we were

No?" And the tone expressed a su
not be genuine, since he knew very

not yet heard it herself.

"So soon?" And Anne Harris
reality for a moment ; she had supp

to last as long as her stay-five whc
how wretchedly slow they would cr

veres really were going ! And Mr;
"It does seem very soon; but wi

each other in town. You are goirg

and see you; will you not, Anne.2 P'

No quaver of our pen under that

gding to-morrow.
rprise that could
well Laura had

on was giddy in
used all this was
le days yet; and
yep by if the Re-
Butler !
e are going to see

to let me come

last word could,,
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by any -possibility, convey the lingering emphasis
with which it fell on the young maiden's ears.

"Oh, if you will! But I know you will never
come, never think of me again."

"And why-wiy not? Do you intend to keep
me at a distance ?" And he made a show of draw-
ing away from her, as a discarded suitor might do.

"Oh, no !'"-and she unconsciously clung closer,
returning the pressure of his hand; and then, with
sudden tremor, she said, "We must go; they will be
looking for us," with the instinct of maiden reserve
which she felt she had transgressed.

It suited Mr. Butler to take her at her word.
Perhaps she had not wished him to, but he turned
and led her down the staircase, and so through the
darkly-shadowed ,paths toward the house. Only
when they neared it, and saw the lights shining
through the windows, and faces watching for them
Anne suddenly realized that they really were to sep-
arate, and spoke quicdy :

"I shall be very lad if you will come, Mr. But-
ler; but we are very plain people, I must tell you be-
forehand, and you will not care about us."

"Do you think I care for position? "-and the
lofty scorn which curled Coleman Butler's black mus-
tache would have do' e credit to an income of ten
thousand a year, whereas he had just twelve hundred
of his own, and was supposed to be studying law
with a view to make ,p the balance.

What further explanations and protestations
might have transpired were put an end to by the
shout of Miss Revere and the Le*ises, "Here they
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HOME STORIES.;

come !" And Anne was dragged

ing-room window, which opened
suspiciously-burning cheeks and n

Mrs. Clark really uneasy, and her

to have the lake dragged in s

chicken."

hrough the draw-
bo the floor, with
ioist eyes, to find
husband preparing
irch of her "one

CHAPTER IV.

"I DON'T think you seem very glad to get home,
Anne, I must say." Mrs. Harrison's face had a

"hurt" expression, and her voice betrayed a little

pique. She had consented to spare her daughter,
without a selfish thought of her own inconvenience;
she had been obliged of course to do more about the

house in her absence; and had felt "lost" without

her in making such domestic plans and arrangements

as came up during the time ; she ad done her very
best to give the house a festal air in honor of the re-

turn, and passed the morning in attending to the din-

ner herself, because Jane objecte to have any thing
but a cold one on washing-day. Roast lamb and
boiled custards on Monday were ithout precedent ;
but into this extravagance Mrs. arrison had deter-

mined to go, that Anne might ee she. had been

thought of, and her tastes consulted. It was rather

hard, then, that these preparations, and the enthu-

siastic welcome Lucy and the boy had met their sis-

ter with, should be repaid by irr table fault-finding

130
CARRIAGE FRIENDS. 131

on Anne's part, " f course you can't expect a hotel
table, my dear, but we do our best, and I did think
you would be glad to see us again, when you had
never been away so long before."

"Oh, you might ave known she would have come
back 'stuck up,'" c imed in the forward Maggie.

"It's none of y ur business if I have; miss, and
Pll let you know i ," was the unamiable retort.-
" Alick, for goodnes 'sake do keep your own fork out
of the potatoes; an there's Lucy poking her food
into her spoon with , er fingers, instead of using her
bread!"

"Don't you think you'd better go back until you
feel easier? " suggested Alick, "We got along first-
rate without you, didn't we, Mag ?"-all of which
did not help to improve ulis sister's "frame of mind."

"She was tired, and had a headache, and wanted
to be let alone; " but neither the sun nor the cars
were properly accountable for this irritation. The
neighborhood looked so mean, as she drove past the
stables, and the two-story houses, and the little stores
between Vine and Elm Streets, their own house so
plain, the hall so narrow and dark; for all these
things she saw with the eyes of her new friends com-
ing for the first time to visit her. Then to descend
to a basement dining-room, not altogether free from
the heat and the odor of the adjoining kitchen, after
the large, airy hall of the Bonaparte House, with the
beautifully-laid table and array of serving-men ! The
table-cloth looked so coarse, though still in the creases
of Sunday freshness, the children's dinner-aprons were
in such wide contrast to the pretty toilets she had of
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late seen at this meal; steel forks too, and ant anti.

equated square castor with four b ties only ! She
had never realized before how ver plainly they did
live, not to speak of being obliged t wait on herself,
for on Monday such slight services n this respect as
Jane usually condescended to rende' were dispensed
with. All 'these things, combined with the feeling
that she must really go to work again, and the un-
certainty attending a further recog ition from Miss
Revere and her cousin, when they came to see for
themselves what her home was, male Anne's return,
to it any thing but a gladness. T ere was, besides
this, a restlessness that she did not'undertake to ac-
count to herself for, the natural ch erfulness of her

disposition was gone, and in its pla e a fitful gayety
or brooding depression reigned by t rns. She felt ill
at ease with herself, and therefore 4ith all around.
Mrs. Clark had never reproved her onduct even by
a look, yet she felt there was a lack o the old warmth
and friendliness at their parting, though Anne's
thanks and protestations had been 11 the more pro.
fuse for her lack of genuine gratitu c-for the kind-
ness she knew she had abused. Mr Clark's silence
made her more uncomfortable than any open disap-
probation could have done, and her other's injured
tone was far from soothing her wou ced self-love.

"I was very glad to have you g , I am sure, my
dear, and said nothing about the f 1 sewing at the
time for fear it might make you enjoy yourself the
less; though we always begin to ha e cool days the
last of this month, and neither Jame~ nor Alick have
any thick trousers except their very best, and I am

133

afraid they have outgrown those. They do seem to
shoot up so fast ; and if James is going into a store,
he must have his things right away, though I don't

know how to afford an entire iew suit. I wanted you
to look over the woollen-chest with me, Anne, you
see, and there's Lucy's bird's-eye aprons all going
at once. We shall have to be very busy to make
up for it." Poor Mrs. Harrison had unconsciously
passed from her momentary pique with detailing some
of the plans that she had been obliged to consider in
Anne's absence, and expending some of her worries
on the helpful adviser her daughter had hitherto been.
Now that she looked at Anne, she saw that the child
could not be feeling quite well. She had not im-
proved as her mother had expected to see her; on the
contrary, there was a sharpening of the lines of her
face, and a contraction of the brow that swept away
the remainder of her annoyance.in a rush of maternal
solicitude. "Your poor head must be aching badly,
Anne; I can see in your face. Hadn't you better go
up and lie down right away ?-There, Alick ! hush,
Maggie ! your sister isn't well.-I'll savO a custard
for your tea; you may feel better then."

So Anne, glad to be excused, took a tumbler of
ice-water with her, thinking all the while of the cut-
glass goblets and carafes she had used yesterday, and
of the chambermaid she had called to bring her fresh
towels, and close her blinds.

To come back to work-to Alick's thick trousers,
and her mother's never-ceasing nursery cares, to liar-
net Brooks and her tiresome scales, to Jane's imper-
tinence, and, in fact, to her own sphere in life, was un-

CA11TAG r1IENDS3.
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speakably distasteful. But there was one thought still
more absorbing. She was in the same place with Cole-
man Butler once more ; only a few streets and squares
separated them, and since that memorable walk to
see the sunset, which they did not dee, Anne could
not think of him and the possibility of meeting him
without a fluttering heart. But hot was he to know
that she had returned? It wouldone 'er do to write to
him. Laura would tell him ; she auist see Laura.
And, while her mother stitched awa on some heavy
garment, regardless of the old pai that made her
stop now and then to press her hnd to her side,
Anne was preparing to go out, arrayed in her best,
in the hope of a glimpse, if only mmentary, of the
friends of a day. She had a feeling that this eager-
ness was unsuitable, and unshared b Laura at least;
but she thought it would do no harm to pass the
house, and there was the bare possibility of meeting
one of its inmates. She remembered, as she turned
into Twelfth Street, that she had ot even asked
whether the Brookses had returned t town, and that
Alice's letter was still unanswered however, she
would see to-morrow ; and in the mean time here was
the goal of her present journey,

The house looked-more imposing. han ever. The
large and handsome silver plate, w t the one word
"Revere," as if its owner were too well known to
need any introductory initials, the, road sweep of
the marble steps, the height, and breadth, and depth
of the mansion altogether, told its on story of the
wealth and position of the family; but it told noth-
ing more. Anne almost paused before it, and looked

up eagerly, but the lace curtains were drawn, the
door inhospitably closed. The oracle was dumb as
to what she most desired to know; and, moved to a

sudden boldness, she hurried up the steps and rang
the bell. When its -far-off echoes died away, her
courage went with them. If she had not expected

the waiter every instant, she would have turned and
hurried off; or, perhaps, some one might be looking
from an upper window, and it would seem so odd in
her-a man-waiter, when he did answer her sum-

mons, middle-aged, dignified, scrupulously attired.

Anne felt abashed by the depth of his salutation, and
stumbled over the simple inquiry, "Miss Revere-
was she in ? "

She had scarcely expected the good fortune of

an affirmative. "Yes, but the family were at din-
ner."

.It was equivalent to a polite negative on the part
of Josephus, for Mr. Revere's serving-man bore a

title as dignified as his own appearance. According-
ly, he did not move aside to invite the visitor to

enter. Of course, no one ever intrudes upon the
sacred rite of dinner without invitation 4in society;"
and Josephus was' evidently a member of society, and

its laws Medean and Persian to him. Imagine the

consternation of this functionary, then, at the reply,

"Oh, very well, I wilLwait in the parlor then." It
was so great that he lost his self-possession, and not
only bowed the audacious stranger in, but opened

the drawing-room door for her, though she was
marked in his mind from that moment to be regarded

with distrust and suspicion. Anne's rashness had

CARRIAGE FRIENDS.134 135.ROME STORIES.
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made her a foe in the household and one by no
means to be disregarded--on heri fir t entrance.

It seemed hours to the intruder before any one
came to her. The dining-room door opened now and
then, so that she could hear the hu of voices and
the faint clash of the removes ;r th n all would be
silence for another weary time. She had ample
leisure, meanwhile, to survey he surroundings,
though she did not venture to move from the first
seat she had slid into, or rather mounted, for it was
a very uncomfortable chair, after the antique, the an-
tique of straight backs and solid upholstery, the re-
verse of the luxurious ease of the pr sent day. The
Brookses' parlor was perhaps the fine t one Anne had
ever been familiar with. It was a lo g, narrow, and
rather low apartment, which would ave made two
cosy rooms, but one was quite out of proportion, aid
its whole arrangement stiff and abinet-wareish.
There was a panel-paper on the walls a dozen heavy
mahogany chairs, without the dusky richness of age
to recommend their staring fra es, set about the
gaudy carpet, a large stuffed rocker t correspond in
each room, a card-table between jhe indows, which
were darkened -by very handsomely- ade Venetian
blinds, the essence of stiffness in out ine and move-
ment, the orthodox candelabras ,nd howy vases on
the mantels, the stereotyped card-bas et on the sofa-
table, by way of ornaments. 'Vher was a large,
cheerful family-room above, which ha a style of its
own, modified by the feminine taste of Alice ; but
the parlor was the glory of Mrs. Iroo is's prosperous
day, and the ideal of her imagina ion when she

sighed in vain for tapestry carpets and hair-cloth fur-
niture. There had been a good piano and rosewood
tables at the Bonaparte House, but the chairs and

sofas were in brown-linen pinafores ; and now, for
the first time, Anne beheld the coup-d'o il of a lofty
suite of rooms, furnished by a combination of taste
and expenditure. Soft and quietly-toned medallion
carpets, artistically-carved furniture, disposed as if
by accident, but falling naturally into the very best

position, mirrors that reproduced dusky pictures and
gleaming statues, rich cornices, supporting clouds of
light or gorgeous drapery, as the room seemed to de-
mand, archways dividing one from the other, and,
looking far through them, the eye rested upon the
coolness of blossoms and foliage in the conservatory,
where the soft plash of a fountain could be distinctly
heard in the stillness.

Anne drew in her breath with ai unconscious
sigh as she began to gather all the details of her
friend's home, and doubts of her reception in it be-
came more and more vivid, as the time went by; but
it was too late to retreat..- A faint, subtle aroma
stole through the opening and closing doors ; coffee
was going up ; Laura would be at liberty very soon;
and so another quarter of an .hour passed, and then
the sound of approaching footsteps made the sus-
pense almost stifling. They paused in the hall.
There was a playful banter, a familiar voice that
thrilled the young girl's heart, and made it beat
faster than ever with expectation and with disap-
pointment, for the gentleman-it was Coleman Butler
-went:out; and Laura opened the drawing-room door
alone.
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"Oh, you dear creature, is it you
'A young lady.' Did you give him
for Anne's forgetful etiquette ! "(C
so vexed at not seeing you! Where
back? Whom did you leave at t
place? Have you been waiting long

Only three-quarters of an hour !
say so, though she had watched the
the mantel, and saw the hands poin
they rose from the table.

Mr. Butler was gone, all for that
Laura appeared delighted to see her-
comfort. All her fears vanished,
seemed so treacherous, for Miss R
cisely the same as when they had pa
strative and familiar. The next hou
But there was the necessity of so
when they came to the lingering fare
you go?" and." do come very, very
which all young lady-friends indulge

Anne's best course seemed fran
frankness at least.

"Wait till you come to see me, a
far up Ninth we live," she said, with
deeper than voice and smile.

"You silly child, you!" Laura
the younger. "What possible di
make? It's you I'm coming to see,
Here's grandpapa. Grandpapa, h
was very good in her to come and
wasn't it ? "

Mr. Revere in his plain sitting-ro

CARRIAGE FRIENDS.

Joe only said
card?" Alas

oleman will be
did you come

hat stupid old
?"

Anne did not
bronze clock on

to five just as

tupid man; but
that was some

and her doubts
evere was pre-
rted, as demon-
P flew on wings.

e explanation
well-the "must
soon again," in

kness-outward

nd find out how
a playfulness no

was six months
ference can that

not your home.
ere's Anne. It
see us so soon,

om at a country
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boarding-house, an invalid to be amused, wras a very
different person from the master of this elegant man-
sion and the dictator of their future intimacy. Anne
shrank back, and wished in her heart that Laura had
allowed her to escape; but the meeting was not so
formidable after all. He received his grand-daugh-
ter's young friend very graciously. He was indul-
gent naturally enough to all pertaining to her; be-
sides, he was not insensible to the pretty face and
graceful figure, or the marked deference she had al-
ways shown to him. "Going, ha?" And his quick,
black eyes glanced from one to the other, as they
stood before him. "Can't Laura persuade you to
stay to tea, and give us some of your music this
evening? I have quite missed it."

"Oh, do ! I never thought of it ! Won't
you?"

It was a sore temptation; for, if she stayed to
tea, she should see Coleman Butler, and perhaps have
a tote-d-tete walk home with him. The .very possi-
bility saved her, however, from the unfilial absence
without leave, which she had so far never been
guilty of in an evening. She preferred to have Mr.
Butler make his own way to Elm Street, and over-
come his distaste to the neighborhood as he ad-
vanced, or have an opportunity to retreat altogether,
as she half-believed he would do. Anne felt that her
faith in him was not grounded as firmly as the Eddy-
stone light-house.

"Well, then, come very soon again." And Miss
Revere, looking very bright and lovely in her dinner-
dress, came out on the steps with Anne, and smiled

''~
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and bowed, kissed her hand, and fluI
kerchief in the most affectionate ma

Anne walked on with a quick ste
reception, and inclined to laugh at h
and the doubts she could not altoge
was not very palatable when sheir
generous question as to what had ta
very day of her return, and wheth
Alice. "She has been here twice t
would get back, and says she wrote t
May about two little girls-some (

there, I think-but she thought you
the letter. The post-office at Bord
very badly managed,I am sure," ad
son. "I could not have got half yo1

CHAPTER V.

WHEN Laura Revere heard her f
allusions to living in an obscure n
never occurred to her that Anne's
so humble as she wished to make it
vorite of fortune herself, and, never
out of her own circle, she had not
with any thing so plain. Besides, A
and manner, save a little. embarras
was quite as good as that of the youn
been associated with at school.

"She means that they are not fas

tered her hand-

ner possible.
, elated by her
r previous fears
her banish. It
et her mother's
ken her out the
r she had seen
o set when you
you from Cape

people they met
ust have missed
ntown must be
ded Mrs. Harri-
ir letters."

iend's repeated
neighborhood, it
come was really
appear. A fa-

having strayed
ome in contact
ne's appearance
ment at times,
g ladies she had

ionable, I sup-

pose," thought the unfledged worldling," as if I cared
for that."

They lived on their income, as did the most of
their acquaintances-those who did not live beyond
it, that is-they had property, and a guardian; there
were no vulgar business associations, such as her

grandpapa always shrunk from. If they were not
wealthy, she was, and could afford to choose her own
friends. And so, in her youthful enthusiasm, and
the absence of the diplomatic. Miss Middleton, she
resolved to show Anne, by the speedy repayment of
her visit, that she might lay aside all such uncom-
fortable feeling.

"We might as well get at the woollen-chest first
as last," said Mrs. Harrison, as she stepped into,
Anne's room on her return from market. "I sha'n't
feel easy till I get my list made out, so you had bet-
ter come right up."

Some portion of Anne's old good feeling had re-
turned with a night's rest from fatigue and excite-
ment ; but this business of the woollen-chest was by
no means her favorite employment. 11er mother's
way was to take every thing out of this family re-.
ceptable, hold each piece carefully to the light in
quest of moth-holes, examine into its usefulness, and,
laying the garments into little piles all over the floor,
make out her list of what was necessary to complete
the winter-wardrobe of the family.

Apart from the close air of the trunk-room, with
the peculiarly stifling smell of woollen, camphor, and
tobacco, which disturbing this summer deposit al-
ways produced, it was very depressing to see every
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"It will have to do at all events." Mrs. Harrison

thing have such a wrinkled, fa e4, old-fashioned
look, as winter clothes will ever present after the
lapse of a six-months' seclusion, nd to hear her
mother's comments and lamentai 'ns over neces-
sary changes, repairs, and addition ; very confusing
to avoid mixing the separate par ls, which were
classed after an arbitrary arrange 'ent of Mrs. Har-
rison's, who dictated the list, back ard and forward,
with innumerable counter-plans.

"Your green mousseline de la'hie; II don't see
that, Anne. Oh, here it is ! No, it'k Maggie's coat.
I wonder how it came to be put away with two
hooks off the front. It's too short altogether; so
put it in Lucy's pile; I see the sleeves of Lucy's old
one are gone, and it will make her a good quilted
petticoat. Put down a new coat for Maggie, Anne;
it will have to come out of your gray merino; we
can have it dyed a good dark blue; it is faded in
streaks, I find. No; I remember now, the skirt is
set up under the belt, and it can be let down; and I
guess I can match Lucy's and make new sleeves, so
put it here, Anne ; no, that is my pile, here on Mag-
gie's. You'll have to do with the merino, I guess,
and as skirts are plaited now, the light spots will go
under the plaits."

"It isn't fit to be seen. Why, mother," said
Anne, surveying the dress, disdainfully, " I could
hardly get through last spring witl it." And she
thought how forlorn that old gray merino would
look under the new cloak she was determined to
get.
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always felt as poor as possible when making out her
spring and fall list, and no wonder, "with so many
to twist and turn for," as she so often said. "Where
was I? Oh, Jam s, two new pair of trousers ; there,
that's his pile, an these three to go down to Alick,
one of them mu 't have knees in though; put it
here. But I don t see your green mousseline yet,
Anne." And Mrs. Harrison dived down into the
chest again. "It can't be stolen, can it? If any
other girl than J ne slept here, I should begin to
think it was."

Anne came back from a long arrangement of
Miss Revere's first visit-how she would alter the

parlor furniture when she swept and dusted it next
day, and manouvre so that her mother should not
come into the parlor. Mrs. Harrison had Mrs.
Clark's peculiar indiscreetness in the matter of stat-
ing the direct truth, at all times and places, however
inconvenient; and besides, as Anne looked at the
calico morning-dress and home-made cap, she thought
it would be just as well to keep the wearer in the
background, until her relations with Miss Laura
were more assured.

"My green mousseline? Why, I took it out to
wear to Bordentown, you know, and Maggie might
as well have that, for the sleeves are so narrow, and
they are going to be worn very wide this fall, as wide
as that."

"Really, Anne, you talk as if we were made of
money ! One of your very best dresses ! New last
year, and all wool too! Why can't you alter the

143
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sleeves? There's my striped cash nere I've worn
three winters, ever since I took off lack."

Momentary compunction did vi it Anne's heart

as she looked at the very few th ngs her mother
claimed in their assembled store. Then she put
down "two under-shirts, one vest, for James," at her

mother's direction, and thought of he poor fellow's
disappointment in not being able to enter the high-
school, now that he had passed. sue an excellent ex-

amination for it. Mr. Clark had sggested that he

should go into a store, by way 6f h lping relieve his

mother, when he was last in town. Mr. Clark never

had felt any aspirations above inv ices and price-
currents, and consequently could not understand
what a death-blow he was dealing in the proposition.

Anne loved James better than either of the children;
he was nearer her own age, and. ore like her in

many ways, more like their father, hile Alick and
Maggie were matter-of-fact, resembling excellent

Mrs. Harrison.
"I Wish James could stay at chool, mother,'.'

Anne said, with earnestness, as sh registered the

needed. articles.
"I'm sure I wish he could, my c ear; but I don't

see how it's to be done, and, if he g es in a store, he
will help earn his clothes, at least. Ie is almost as

expensive as a man ; if his father ad lived, there
would have been more or less to ake over ; but
now every thing must be new. Yo r father always

intended James to go to college, I know, though I
never could. see any use in Greek, and Latin, and

geometry; but I suppose there is, since so many
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people waste time and money upon them. Wasn't
that the door-bell, Anne?"

"We don't, look much like visitors, either of us,"
said Anne, who had pushed her hair behind her ears,
and exchanged her morning-dress for a sacque and
skirt,. before ascending to the store-closet. Her face
was flushed with that unbecoming, heated color that
extends to forehead as well as cheek, from stooping,
and shaking and turning heavy garments. "But, I
don't think it was the bell. Yes, it must be; there's
Jane calling me. I wish she would ever learn to
come up-stairs when I am wanted, and not stand in
the hall and scream."

"If you were on your feet from morning till
night, as she is, I think you would try to save your-
self as many steps as possible.-Oh, it's Alice Brooks,
I dare say. I told. Aick to stop on his way to school,
and let her know that you were home. She is so
anxious to see you, and then about those scholars ; I
do hope she has got them for you."

The very possibility of two new' .pupils would
have made Anne happy for the day a month before ;
but now the prospect of additional labor seemed
very disheartening, as she stood up brushing off the
threads and lint that clung to her, and surveyed the
garments to be remodelled and repaired around her
feet. And, besides, there would be two more chances
that Laura and her cousin would discover that she
taught music.

"Just wait one moment, Anne; if it was any one
in the world but Alice, I should send word that you
were engaged; it is so extremely inconvenient to

7
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stop in such work as this; I am afrai I shall get every

thing mixed and upset again. Did on put down two

flannel petticoats for Maggie? N t new ones, un-

derstand, but to have the tucks le down, and new

waists on."
To tell the truth, Anne was not anxious for the

meeting, except that she wished it was over with.

She should be obliged to acknowled e that she had

received her friend's letter, and d vise some other

reason than sheer neglect, for not replying to it;

then there was a disagreeable consc ousness that she

did not care as much for Alice as be ore she had met

Laura, that she was in some sort u true to her, and

it would require an effort to be as f nd and demon-

strative outwardly as when they parted, and this
kept her from calling out to her frie d to come right

up to her room.
So a full quarter of an hour el-psed after Jane

had announced on the stairs that some one wanted

her, before Anne. reached the parlo -door. She took
the trouble to change her dress, f r she might be

surprised in the parlor by "other visitors;" she did

not define to herself who was lil ely to call, but

though she put on her gingham an a clean collar,

and brushed her hair out in puffs a an, there was a

work-a-day look about her heated face, which her

visitor noticed the instant she m de her appear-

ance.
For, to Anne's confusion, it was Liss Revere, and

not Alice, that came forward to me t her. The poor

girl's mind took a sudden retrospect' e view of Jane's
usual morning-toilet--the rolled-up sleeves, and gown
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pinned back out of the way of slops ; and then, too,
the familiar way in which the visitor had been an-
nounced. Not only that, but she had planned to
manage so that Miss Revere should not have a sec-
ond to wait when she did come, and no opportunity
for "spying out the nakedness of the land;" and
here she had been kept waiting long enough to count
every thin place in the carpet, and discover the
weak points of the window-curtains, usually con-
cealed by Anne's adjusting fingers, but now drawn
into full view by Jane's careless hand. The rooms
had acquired an unusually shabby air in her absence,
from various trifling neglects, and Anne's wandering
eyes and confused manner were'visibly conscious of
them; though she talked all the faster to cover her
embarrassment.

Miss Revere had looked to the right and the left
for No. 295 from the moment of leaving Arch Street
-Anne had not brought her mind to any more defi-
nite direction the evening before-and, straying on
and on, she felt.confident she had made some mistake
when she discovered it over the door of such a dull,
narrow house, in such "a peculiar neighborhood."

"Peculiar" was Miss Revere's adjective of avoid-
ance. She did not like to acknowledge, even to her-
self, exactly what she thought of the surroundings,
and, while she stood waiting for the door to be
opened, she could not help hoping to hear that nosuch family as Harrison resided there. She had no-
ticed the disarray of Jane's drapery, having been al-
ways accustomed to the tidiness of a regular waiter,
and thought it odd that Anne should allow herself to

14.7
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be summoned after that fashion ; h<
house and narrow parlors helped hE

that the antecedents of the family
ent from what she had expected, an
her friend's visible embarrassment, I
nature, and the ease of " society "-

"Where, in order that things may be to?

They seldom express themselves quite

however, the plain
r to understand
were very differ-

d, when she saw
her natural good-

jours tranquille,
as they feel"-

came to her assistance, and she was if possible, more

friendly for the moment than ever.

"I told you that we were very p lain people," said

poor Anne, with a deprecating glance toward the

one-side hearth-rug, and an almost irresistible desire

to get up and twitch it straight. "You did not ex-

pect to find the house quite so fa up Ninth or so

small, did you, though ?"
"Oh, la, yes, my dear, of course I did !"-Miss

Revere's virtue in the matter of tr thfulness was as

easy as her manners. "I told yoi it was you and

not your house I was coming to see What a lovely
picture ! "-and she turned .towar a sixteenth-rate

landscape hanging over the mantel piece, wondering
how people could possibly exist so ar from Chestnut
Street, and in such little rooms.

"And such a beautiful bookcase !" she broke

forth again, endeavoring to cover a d disperse Anne's

sensitiveness, chiefly because it made her-Laura Re-

vere-uncomfortable.
Anne had grown up to regard it with profound

admiration, the handsomest piece f furniture in the

house before her piano was purchased. But the
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glimpse at the carving and panelling of Mr. Revere'slibrary had shaken this traditional reverence, and she
had a dim, uncomfortable perception of Laura's pur-
pose, that made her wish she would keep quiet, andtalk about any thing else. She hoped that she would
not stay long, for it was getting near twelve o'clock,and the children in -their school-clothes-would come
flying in, and James in his shabby suit, and dinner
on the table at the half-hour-.-dinner at Miss Re-
vere's lunch-time! Worse and Worse! But Laura
sat still, chatting away, telling her all sorts of things
about people she had never heard of; and never so
much as mentioning her cousin for the first half-hour
though Anne was dying to ask if he knew of thecall the night before, and that she was in town
again.

"Dear me, I came very near forgetting Coleman's
message!" she broke out with, presently. "He was
so provoked when he found you were there last night,and he did not know it. I declare I was afraid he
would fly out at Josephus every moment, and you.
might as well fly out at grandpapa, in our house. Hewas horribly vexed, though, and declared he wouldcome with me this morning, but I wouldn't hear to
it. I did not half see you last night, and I was de-
termined to have you all to myself this morning.
tOhi htI tell you that Miss Middleton would be homet o-night?

"No." And Anne's momentary flutter of ela-tion at the description of Mr. Butler's ardor diedwn at the niere mention of a person she had come
regard as an ambushed enemy, even though the
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lady was innocently unconscious f her existence at

that moment.
"Dear me, yes ! there was a t legraph from her

this morning to have the carriage sent to meet the

New-York train this afternoon. I spoiled my plans

entirely. She's stayed away so ong for her own

convenience, that I wish she w uld stay a little

longer for mine. I never get the arriage when she's

home, yet there's no use in com laming to grand.

papa. She makes all her arraiige ents before him.

She says, at breakfast, in the blandest manner,

'Laura, my dear, I think you sai you wished to go

to Levy's this morning. That will uitfme. Josephus,

order the carriage at eleven.' A d so we do go to

Levy's for half an hour, and, if t ere's nobody there

she wants to meet, and nothing ew to look at, I'm

hurried off with the first thing th t comes. 'Young

people shouldn't be too fastidious, Laura, my dear,

and I've waited three-quarters of n hour for you to

select.' So away we post to her ressmaker's, some-

where up an alley very likely, if hey work at half-

price, except hei- show-dresses, that have to be done

at Miss Wharton's, of course; an then I sit, broil-

ing in the sun, the rest of the orning, watching

John's back or the tips of the horses' ears while she

is being tried on. My, how you ill hate her!"

Anne thought it was very probable, but her at-

tention was drawn off by a glimps of Alice Brooks's

well-known bonnet passing the indow at that mo-

ment, and in another the door-b 11 announced her.

The fates had combined against hei'. There was
Alice, with her second-best bonne and mantilla, very
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likely, never a stylish person at best, and expecting
to be met in the warmest manner, after their long sep-
aration. And her business, too; it was just like Alice
to come out with it the first thing. Ought she to in-
troduce them? Alice would expect it, but would
Miss Revere like it? She would not offend Laura for
the world; and the end of this mental discussion was
that she met Alice in a cold, hesitating manner, when
she meant to have made amends by the reverse for
all past delinquencies, and the three sat for a moment
in uncomfortable silence, Laura rather rudely study-
ing the unfashionable new-comer, and Alice expect-
ing an introduction every moment.

"Some dressmaker," thought Miss ,Revere, look-
ing at the parcel Alice carried, and then, to Anne's
extreme relief, she rose to go, saying, " Well, we
shall have our ride in spite of Miss Middleton, and
you must come very, very soon, or you will be out of
grandpapa's good graces. Shall I tell Coleman that
you send your love ?" And so she passed out with a
great rustle and flourish of flounces, and a juvenile
idea of making an impression on Anne's dressmaker,
but taking no notice of her in any other respect.

It did not add to the already disturbed feelings
of Alice Brooks that she was left alone, without an
apology, for full five minutes, while the two devoted
friends laughed, and kissed, and chattered away on
the doorstep.

Anne came back very much flushed and excited.
"That is Miss Revere, Alice-the rich Reveres that
live at the corner of Twelfth and Ramsey Streets.
Isn't she lovely? and so lady-like!"
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"Not particularly so," Alice th ught to herself,

from this specimen of her good man ers, but she was

not jealous or ill-natured, and her fo idness for Anne
made her check the unpleasant feel ng for the time.

"So, that is the new friend you wrot about? She is

very pretty."
And with this opening Anne co menced enlarg-

ing on the wealth and position of th Reveres, their

style of living, and the extreme fond ess of the whole

family for herself, thinking that sh was making a

great impression on her patient us ener, and so she

was, but not such a one as she supp sed.

"Elliot is coming around to se you this even-

ing," Alice said, presently, rather w aried by the dis-

play, and knowing what subject wo ld most quickly

direct Anne's thoughts of old.

" Ah ? "in such an indifferent tone, and then a dis-

quisition upon Coleman Butler and h s perfect gloves,
which lasted until the dinner-bell ra1 g.

"I hope you will go and see Mrs. Reed at once,"

said Alice, as she rose to go. "I a afraid she will

find some one else, as it is now two weeks since she

came back to town. She will pay welve dollars a

quarter." And as she walked homeward in the hot

sun, she felt that Anne had not seemed as grateful as

she should have done for all the trouble her mother

and herself had taken about these new pupils.

I
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CHAPTER VI.

"DON'T you think you'd better go and see about
those scholars the first thing this morning ? " said
Mrs. Harrison, anxiously.

Anne-was dusting the parlors. She had been up
by daylight to sweep them, so as to get all through
by the earliest possible calling hour. If Coleman
Butler was so anxious to come the day before, he
would certainly be here that day, and as early as eti-
quette would allow. It was the 25th of September,
and by the original arrangement Harriet Brooks was
to recommence her music-lessons on that day; but,
with this visit in prospect, Anne felt that she could
never fix her attention on "Home, Sweet Home," with
variations, though disguised under the name of "Aria
from Anne Boleyn," by the celebrated Hunten. On
achieving this Miss Harriet's soul. was bent, and her
hour was eleven, the most probable time for Mr. Butler
to call. Harriet's lessons must be put off until the next
week, Anne decided in her own mind.; and she coaxed
Alick to stop there, and tell her it would not be con-
venient for her to begin before the -next Wednesday,
though she lost just that much by the delay.

"Don't you agree with me, Anne ? " her mother
said again.

"Agree ? Oh, what were you talking about,
mother? I was thinking of something else." And
Anne stopped before the mirror, and tried the effect
of pushing her hair back from her face, as Laura did.,

"It seems to me that you are thinking of some-
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thing else ever since you came home I never saw

you so absent-minded before, Anne, ever in all my
life. See there ! You have put that card-basket on

the piano, and it belongs on the table, you know.
I'm sure, if I'd had the least idea it was going to alter

you so, I never would have consented to that trip."
"I don't see what you mean," retorted Anne, with

rising vexation. "I think it was the east thing you
could do, when Mr. Clark paid all y expenses. I

never did go anywhere like other gills, or have any
thing like other people ; but it's high ime I did, and
I mean to," she added, sinking her oice to an un-

dutiful undertone.
Mrs. Harrison was too much disconcerted to re-

monstrate, and too anxious about the new pupils, to

wish to increase her daughter's vexation before that

matter was settled. "Mrs. Reed li es in Spring-

Garden Street, doesn't she ? " she recommenced,

dropping discussion for the present. "You could

go very well, and get back before H rriet comes at

eleven. It is very great good fortu e to find two

scholars in one family, I think ; an I asked Mrs.

Brooks whether they were sure to I ay. She says

they are, and very prompt people. r. Reed is in

the wholesale shoe business, just th same as Mr.

Brooks so he knows all about him. '11 finish, if you
want to go before the sun gets hot.' And she es-

sayed to take the duster.
"I can finish it myself, thank you." Anne had no

idea of having all her morning's la or lost by he"
mother's stiff, old-fashioned arrangem nt of"the cur-

tains and books. "Harriet isn't coming to-day, and
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I'm too busy to go out. I've got all my things to
put away;' I just unpacked anyhow day before yes-
terday."

"I don't see what you were doing all yesterday
afternoon, then, I'm sure, I didn't call on you for a
thing after Alice went, and finished the woollen-chest
myself. You were in your own room all the time."

Anne did not choose to confess that she had felt
unfit for any thing after the embarrassment of. her
morning calls, but lying on the bed and reading
"Jane Eyre" over again, until it was time to brush
her hair for tea. As for Mrs. Reed, the idea of pupils
was more irksome every hour, though she had longed
all summer to be earning more money, and the twenty-
four dollars a quarter would clothe James so that he
could stay at the high-school. She meant to go and
see about them in the afternoon, after Mr. Butler had
been there, but she was determined not to run the
risk of losing his visit, or stir out of the door before
he did come. It made her a prisoner rather longer
than she anticipated. She had measured his impa-
tience by her own ; so Anne shut herself up in her
own room, and dreamed over the sunset walk, and
lived in such grand possible futures, that she had no
sympathy whatever with the bald, uninteresting pres-
ent. If she could have had the magic mirror for which
she longed, to reflect a glimpse of the absent one, she
would have seen Mr. Butler lounging down Walnut
Street to the office in which he proposed reading law
at some future day, but in the mean time only got
through with his cigars and the morning papers;
lounging out again into Chestnut Street, as soon as it

V
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began to be thronged with carriages and shoppers,
twirling on a stool at Levy's counter, while Georgy
Fisher selected half a dozen pairs of gloves, or at

Bailey's, where he had espied the dashin Mrs. George
Muuter waiting to have a favorite bra elet-clasp re-
paired, and meantime holding a reception quite as

much at her ease as in her own drawing-room; escorting'
Miss Dallas up Chestnut Street to Broad and the pret-

ty Miss Paul down Chestnut Street to evy's again;
while Anne transformed her once cheer ul home into

"a moated grange," and did the part of "Marianna "

in a rather more animated manner than Tennyson's

heroine, starting to the head of the stars every time

the bell rang, straying into her mother' chamber'ab-

sently, and looking up and down the street, watching
every tall, shapely noun masculine frcm afar, until

their total disappearance, and "sighi g like a fur-
nace" at repeated self-deceptions an disappoint-

ments. Something must have called hi out of town

-some business of his grandfather's very likely.
This happy suggestion came to her on the fifth day.
It was as soon as ever her restlessnes would allow

her to think of calling on Laura again. She deter-

mined to go that very afternoon ; something told her

that she was going to see him that .day. How often

had " something " said the same that week ? She did

not stop to ask; but, first of all, there as Mrs. RPeed.

It would not do to put off attending t her over an-

other Sunday ; and so Anne set her face toward

Spring-Garden Street one bright morni g, very tired

of her voluntary imprisonment, and ye y thankful to

be out again. She looked about her from time to
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time as she went along, thinking that the long-desired
encounter might be near at hand, though she knew
very well that Spring-Garden Street was- an unknown
region to Mr. Butler, and had heard him say he
"made it a point never to attend a party beyond
Spruce on the one side of the town, and Arch on the
other." Anne began to realize, when she rang the
door-bell at Mr. Reed's, how very important it was
that she should have the scholars-not for James just
now, but her own wants were daily increasing. She
needed so many things all at once that she had never
felt the absolute need of before ; and, dream as she
might, there was "just so much coming in," as her
mother had said, and every thing to come out of it.

Mrs. Reed was at home, and came down to meet
her rather stiffly. She was sorry, very sorry, as she
should like to oblige Mrs. Brooks, and Miss Alice
had recommended Miss Harrison so highly. She had
waited a week for Miss Harrison to call, before send-
ing her daughters to Miss Schmit, who had been rece
ommended to her by their former teacher; but they
were losing time every day, and Miss Harrison knew
how important every hour was when young people
were pursuing their education !

Miss Harrison was in a fair way to learn, for she
left the house with her veil drawn down, and an un-
comfortable choking in the throat ; so brought to her-
self for the moment by the disappointment, that she
went to Alice for sympathy. Alice, good friend that
she was, checked the very natural "I told you so,"
and forbore to bring up the time and trouble she had
taken to gain the advantage Anne had thrown away;

I
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though Mrs. Brooks, far less delicate, ould not have
spared her. Alice was very sisterly nd kind, ready
to overlook the annoyance of her visit, and the length
of time that had elapsed before it was returned.

There was a new photograph of El iot hanging up
in his sister's room, and Alice called er attention to
it. The picture had caught his very st expression;
and as Anne looked into the honest, ti oughtful eyes,
and remembered all his considerate indness for so

long a time, the face seemed handso er for the mo-
ment than that which had haunted hcr sleeping and
waking for the past month. She left er love for the

original, and walked home, rather penitent than other-

wise, to find the front hall stifling with the smell of
the turnips that had just been served ith roast mut-

ton in the dining-room, and Jane disp ting the stair-
way with some one who had taken po session of the
lower steps, in default of a hall-chair.

"Miss Anne is out, I told you !" sa d Jane, grasp-
ing the dinner-plate she was on the po at of passing
when the door-bell rang, like a weap n of defence.

"It ain't no use of waitin', for she'll w nt her dinner

the minute she gets in." .
"My good woman, return to y ur cabbage."

(Anne recognized the cool, impertinen tone instant-
ly.) "I have no burglarious designs. Pray, allow
me the privilege ! "- and the pale- ellow gloves
waved off the threatened attaQk.

Anne felt disposed to retreat, but i was too late.
"Here's a man a-fightin' to wait til you come !"

called out the domestic, as the opening door arrested
her hostile demonstrations.
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"Jane, Jane, why don't you bring back my plate?"
shouted Alick, on the basement stairs. " Hurry up!
I've got to go to the grocery before school."

" Ah, Miss Anne, your most obedient ! thanks for
the rescue. This indignant female was on the point
of making away with me." And Coleman Butler.
came forward with a slight shrug and shake of the
shoulders, as if. to right his fastidious toilet after the
encounter. "Sorry to keep you from your lunch "-

Anne understood the ironical emphasis perfectly-
"but bound to execute my commission."

"I am very glad to see you." And Anne threw
open the parlor-door. If it was true, her face belied
her sentiments for the first few moments.. Could any
thing be more annoying? and her cheeks grew hot
with vexation. But he held the hand she extended
in welcome, and pressed it slightly, but so that she
could not misunderstand it-and seat himself very
near her on the sofa. He could afford to wait for his
enjoyment of the late "rich adventure" until some
future time. His object now was to reestablish the
footing on which they had parted. It was not diffi-
cult to accomplish. Anne found herself forgetting
the long, unexplained delay of the visit, the misad-
venture of its commencement-all but the dread of
interruption, in sitting there, alone with him again,
so near him, and with those dangerous eyes looking
so nearly into her own.

He almost forgot his commission until he rose to
go, just in fortunate time, for Anne knew that the
children might come trooping in any moment. It
was a message from Laura. She would call for her

CARRIAGE FRIENDS. -
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friend the next afternoon, at four o'clo k, to take a

drive.
"Coming in the carriage," said An ie, as she be-

gan her preparations immediately after dinner.
"Won't she get out ? I should like to see her."

Mrs. Harrison herself was rather flat ered at this

marked attention from the Reveres. "They are a

very excellent family, my dear.--Don' hang round

your sister so, Lucy; there, run away to Jane, and

tell her she may give you the dust-pan and let you
brush up the crumbs in the dining-room; run away, my

dear.-Maggie, it's high time you were off to school.

Don't let me have to speak to you agaii.-None bet-

ter in Philadelphia. Mr. Revere's other was a

Shippen, and this Mr. Butler's father married a

Southerner-a great beauty. They used to go to

Christ Church; I've seen the whole f mily come in

many a time. They were always lat , I recollect.

It's very kind in Miss Revere, as you n ver do get a

ride; I shall tell her so."
"Not to-day, mother ; please don' ; she won't

come in either, I don't believe. That i n't she now,

is it? Oh, dear, where are my open- orked stock-

ings? No, it's a hack; just look out of your win-

dow, won't you, mother ?"

It was almost too good news to b true ! How

the neighbors would be astonished to s e such an ele-

gant carriage at their door 1 The True ans-though

to be sure they did not visit them-an Miss Martin,

at the trimming-store opposite. Perhaps she might
meet some of her acquaintances. Th Perrys had

got back from Germantown, talking a great deal

I:

A: !t

about a new friend, Mrs. Johnson, who lived on
Franklin Square, and kept a one-horse vehicle, which
she always spoke of as "my carriage." Julia Barry
had been round the evening before to introduce a
gentleman she had met on her journey, who, by a
singular chance, had come to Philadelphia to "buy,
goods." If she could only see her handed into the
Reveres' landau by Coleman Butler, Anne felt that
Julia would be instantly cut down.

She did not question Mr. Butler's attendance for
a moment. Laura, her cousin, and 'herself ; it would
be just as it had been at the dear old Bonaparte
House; but, alas, for the disappointment !

The carriage came, it is true, after Anne had -

waited at the parlor-window, with her bonnet on', for
a full hour. It was quite as stylish as she had ex-
pected, even more so. A black coachman, in livery,
who held his whip with the peculiar stateliness with
which King Ahasuerus is represented holding out his
sceptre to Queen Esther in the children's picture-
primers ; the harness glittered with silver plating ;
the fine horses pawed and stamped on the paving-
stones, impatient of the slight delay. Miss Martin
came and stood in the door of her little shop, the
Truemans gathered around at their chamber-windows,
the stable-men gathered together and made critical
remarks upon the "'points " of the whole turn-out,
and the green-grocer's clerk on the corner planted
himself on the curbstone, with mouth and eyes

agape, in undisguised admiration.
Anne made unfashionable haste in her instant ap-

pearance. Jane folded her arms in the open door to

1
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"see her of," and Mrs. Harrison wat hed the effect

on the neighborhood, peeping cautious ly from behind
the parlor-window.

From the first stumble on the step in entering the'
carriage-for Anne was unpractised in the art of

lifting her skirt, bending her head, and stepping
lightly forward at the same moment ; in other words,
of entering a carriage, which must b practised, like

a French accent, early in life, to insure perfect ease

-from the first trip that sent her orward almost

into the lap of the dignified stranger, ho shared the

back-seat with Laura, till her awkward jump to the

pavement at the end of the drive, it as one of the

most uncomfortable experiences she ad ever passed

through.
Laura introduced the stranger as liss Middleton,

and made a slight feint of resigning the back-seat ;
but Anne, unaware of the impolite ess her friend

was guilty of in allowing a guest o sit with her

back to the horses, insisted on the unoccupied and

sunny part of the carriage, by which he was brought
directly in front of the dreaded duen a, quite as for-

midable as she had been pictured. Not that Miss
Middleton was rude or neglectful-o the contrary,
she absorbed the conversation, and ddressed most.
of it to Anne, using "my dear" quite freely in so

doing-but, unpractised as she was n the ways of
the world, instinct taught Anne that iss Middleton

was "drawing her out" on ever subject they
touched, and, guarded as she unconsciously tried to

be, the elder lady succeeded. Anne h d never before

been made so conscious of the deficiencies of her
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toilet, as when it was contrasted with the quiet rich-
ness before her, even the careless Laura being unex-
ceptionable as to gloves, boots, bonnet, and mantilla.
Anne felt the black mits that she wore, the old-fash-
ioned shape of her mantle, the soiled white ribbon on
her bonnet-Laura bloomed in a fresh cerise trim-
ming, with corn-poppies inside the brim-noticed the
accustomed air with which both ladies leaned back
on the rich upholstery, with hands nonchalantly
crossed and a careless ease, while she knew she sat
as though braced for a daguerreotype, and holding
her parasol as if she were taking aim at surrounding
objects. Miss Middleton knew it, too ; and if Laura,
less observant, did not notice it, Anne felt that her
eyes would be opened by the skilful social oculist
into whose hands she had fallen. So, instead of the
lively ride with Mr. Butler and Laura, there was a
dull, formal drive out to the picturesque little parish-
church near Laurel Hill, dusty, sunny, disheartening ;
and only Laura's covert information that her cousin
would be at home, led her to accept the invitation to
take tea with the family. So far from discoun-
tenancing Laura's entreaties, Miss Middleton sec-
onded them in the blandest manner ; but Anne could
not recover from her petrifaction until Mr. Reverg
came in and paid her those courtly compliments so
natural to him toward his favorites, handing her up
to the dining-room himself, telling Coleman that
young men must give place to their elders, and seat-
ing her beside himself. Anne glanced up with in-
voluntary triumph to see if Miss Middleton observed
this marked deference; but the petrifaction went on
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all the same when she encountered he still, imper-
turbable face and coldly-smiling ey es behind .the
handsome tea-equipage.

Anne played in the evening, and Miss Middleton

insisted on turning over the music, and made several

flattering remarks on her execution. "A little more

brilliancy, my dear, a rather more decided style.
Wollenhauser would improve you." And she sub- i
sided into an elaborate piece of t pestry for the

evening, apparently fully occupied with counting
stitches and arranging shades of wo sted. The vel-

vety part of her commendation h d not quieted

Anne's undefined apprehensions, however ;. and, not-
withstanding Laura's endearments and Mr. Revere's

kind attentions, she felt relieved when the visit was

ended, as if she had heard the pho ographist say,
"One, two, three, four, five-that wil1 do, miss; you
can take your head from the brace."

Not that Anne thought about Mis Middleton all
the way home. Coleman Butler was her escort, and
managed to make her forget every thing but that

she was leaning on his arm and look' g up into his

eyes. She almost felt that he would ell her he loved

her at once-he did, by every thing ut words-and,
when she reached her own room, it was to brush out

the heavy waves of her hair before er little toilet-

glass, thinking what a lovely color she had, how
bright her eyes were, how well she ould look in a
tableau, with her hair flowing over her white neck
thus, what she should answer Mr. utler when he

asked her to marry him, and where they would go for
the wedding-tour. So much for T ne Eyre, with

Coleman Butler as Rochester.

CHAPTER VII.

"I DON'T think AnnelHarrison is half as amiable
as she used to be," said Elliot brooks, as he walked
home with his sister after an evening spent in Ninth
Street. "She doesn't play as well either; she seems
out of practice. I wonder what the matter is ?"

"I don't know; perhaps she is not well. She has
been disappointed about scholars, too; Harriet is the
only one she has yet."

"I thought the little Reeds were to go to her. I
concluded she was doing nicely by this time; she
dresses more this winter than she ever did before.
She's a very pretty girl, certainly, and I used to
think--"

Alice knew very well what her brother used to
think-that Anne would make an excellent wife some
day ; .so she did not trouble him by a reminder that
he' had forgotten to finish his sentence. She had
wished it herself very much at one time, but the last
few months she had begun to doubt whether Anne
would make her brother .happy. She aspired to a
circle in which they had never thought of moving,
for Elliot Brooks and his sister would have scorned
admittance to any society except on terms of abso-
lute equality. She seemed to think only of her dress
and personally appearance,,land, to Alice, who under-
stood the circumstances of the family, she appeared
to be dressing. quite beyond their means. A vain,
extravagant, ambitious wife would never do for her
brother, though, as he was aware of the change, she
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did. not think it necessary to point it out to him, or

enlarge upon it.
"Is Anne as fond of you as she us 4 to be?"

asked Elliot, presently. "I don't think s ie comes to

the house as much as she did."

"She's too much taken up with tho e Reveres;

she hasn't time for her old friends," ros to Alice's

lips; but she never allowed herself to m ke "a rail

ing accusation." "Oh, not so much as she once did,"

she answered, quietly.
"You have not quarrelled ?"
"Oh, no ; never."

It was the kind forbearance of Ali e that had

prevented it, however. Many a one ould have

broken friendship long before, at the p tty slights

she had received, and the neglects that s e could not

help feeling. "It cannot last long," she aid to her-

self, when Anne set aside all topics of utual inter-

est, to discourse upon the style and pos tion of the

Reveres and the accidental acquaintan es she had

made through them. " It is too unequal; and Anne
loves me at heart quite as well as ever, am sure."

So, when Elliot proposed to pass an evening in Ninth

Street, Alice was ready to accompany him, and for-

bore to call his attention to Anne's altered tone ; and,

when the lecture season came around, he did not

oppose the customary disposition of the s cond lady's

ticket.
We are sorry to show so unpleasant phase of a

person whom we "love with all her fault," as much

as we do our little heroine, but truth co npels us to .
acknowledge that, when the very kind note of invi-

t

tation arrived, Anne hesitated all one evening about
accepting it. She did not care about being seen in
public with such plain people, unknown entirely to
"society," and, though Elliot was always the gentle-
man, Alice, with all her excellence, never could be
made to look "stylish" in any thing.'" Her quiet
simplicity never offended against good taste, andin
fact, was far more elegant than the "loud' dashing
manner Anne had of late affected toward her own
circle of acquaintances. But then, again, Laura
called lectures a bore, and Miss Middleton had said
"they were all very well in their way for the peo-
ple; " so there would be no danger of an encounter,
and she had little enough variety in her life after all.
She could not help remarking that the Reveres never
asked her to go with them to the opera, or the con-
certs they -so frequently attended, though knowing
very well how much she loved music, an1 could not
go without an escort. She had expected the atten-
tion from Coleman Butler, to whom she considered
herself almost engaged; but he excused himsdi for
some apparent neglect by saying that it would not
do to act himself before Miss- Middleton just at
present-it would spoil all; and no doubt that was
why he did not invite her on his own account. There
was no harm, certainly, in the dearth of public
amusements and better company, to accept the card
for the Mercantile Society's lectures; and, though
Elliot Brooks might not have been flattered by this
mental discussion, he had not looked for any other
result.

The Harrisons were by no means so happy as
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when we first made their acquaintance e. Anne's life,
made up of false excitements, fretting misadventures,
and petty mortifications, with stale intervals of use-

less aspirations, unfitted her to be4r her mother's

burdens, and Mrs. Harrison grew older and grayer
every day-more fretful, too; and this reacted on
the younger children, so that there was a perpetual

domestic war, while James, out of his element as the

errand-boy of a counting-house, and still brooding
over the promised profession he could now never

hope to attain, grew reserved and gloomy.
There was more than the lack of Anne's sym-

pathy to line Mrs. Harrison's face with wrinkles.

The undutiful girl had carried out her intention of

" having things like other people," though, according
to her constant fault-finding, it was not yet accom-
plished. The interest of a little ank-stock was
usually put aside to meet the few hristmas bills,
that it was more convenient to have outstanding ;
but, with Anne's importunities, base on the expec-
tation of securing more scholars, no that she knew

more people, and so making the eficiency good,
Mrs. Harrison had suffered her better judgment to

be overruled. Anne wore a blue v lvet hat and a

handsomely-flounced silk; but Mrs. Harrison never

saw them without groaning inwardl over the den-
tist, the doctor, and the shoemaker, ho should have

been paid with the money that bong it them.
"You are not going' to wear that dress out to-

night, surely," said Mrs. Harrison, a she came into
her daughter's room to assist her in dressing for the

second lecture of the season. It ould probably

draw a crowded audience, for the
knownanbrlin A, e speaker was well
her besand brilliant. Anne was preparing to look
her besta. bodyy will see what you have on underyour cloak I am sure. You ahmreoudd

justas wll ad - our cashmere would do
just as well, and you will only get it stepped on andsoiled."o n

"But I'm not going to wear my cloak. Iyour white crape shawl, ad then I can wear wban
ket, and take it off in the lobby." Anne had helpedherself to this precious relic of her mother' prosped
married life, without so er as es prosperous

leave." " Theres o mc s ain by your
she. "hereso -- and she draped it over her
mshle. aI want my best collar and sleeves; Imusthavea ne se, too ; I've worn these so mcthis winter that all Philadelpha kw them."uch

" I don't see whe p1akowrhe.
You do' aseI where you are going to get them.You talk as if I were md fmny 'ehrl

enough to go to market with the resty ote monthYou must be gin to be re eofthe month.

was ashamed to send for the dcoo is, onng,
whenLucywas o feeri _ e doctor this morning,

when Lucy was so feverish, knowing that I had notthemony t pay his bill when it was et"n
don't see that theReni was sent in. I'dont se tat heReveres get you any scholars."Mrs. Harrison little aeeesgtyouay scholar s."
Mrs. lhas eve dreamed that they did not know
Annchad sleverade a pretence of teaching, and how
muhoklge fmanouvring it had cost to keep the
knoleao f them orthat it was one principalreason that' her mother had never beef suffre' texchange a word with Laura in her rareln suffered to

asI d't think they show themselves half as friendly
6' They haveer aftedal, pursued Mrs. Harrison.

ST8 you to go anywhere, or even
8
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ride with them, since that first day, ai d you appear

to do most of the visiting."
Agne did not suppose that her m there had no-

ticed these neglects, which she was fore d to acknowl-

edge to herself. It vexed her, and he dressing-

comb pulled her hair into "snarls," y way of ac-

companiment. "The less Laura comes here the bet-

ter I like it, the way we live," she said snappishly.
" I don't know where you expect to live any bet-

ter; and what was good enough for you' father ought

to be good enough for you. I don't ee why that

young Butler comes in the morning eit er, taking up

your time. Why doesn't he come in th evening, like

other people'? You never find Elliot rooks idling

around that way. Your father used t say that no
honest man had time for visiting by d ylight. It is

daylight, it is true, or I should feel it in duty just to
leave every thing and be in the parlor I don't ap-
prove, I must say, of young people begin -left to them-

selves so much. If you are going to marry him, it's

all well and good; I should think it wa high time he

had made up his mind, though; and, if I was going

to have my choiceI should much prefer lliot Brooks;

I feel more at home with him."

So her mother took it for granted th t she was to

marry Coleman Butler. Anne's eyes fi shed at the

thought. How she would rise over so e people who

tried to put her down now ! Miss Mid leton, for in-

stance, with all her pretended amiability never losing

an opportunity to make her feel ill at ease, and cov-

ering up a great many pills of morti cation in the

honey of her flatteries ; the Fishers, w o made it a

CARR~IAGE FIENDS.

point to say some unpleasant thing whenever they
met ; even Laura would be obliged to treat her rather
differently, when Mr. Revere, always so kind, was
made doubly so by relationship. Anne really prized
his good-will, and, apart from the dazzling intoxica-
tion of being Mrs. Butler, there was a longing after

parental care, which Mr. Revere, she felt, would cer-
tainly give her.

"You do not have quite as much color as you used
to,' said Mrs. Harrison, after so long a reverie upon
altering her striped cashmere into a morning-dress,
that she had forgotten her late irritation. "But I
think you look better than you ever did at times-to-

night, for instance."
Anne was conscious of it herself, and of the in-

provement which her mother noticed, but could not
define. "A little more brilliancy, my dear," as Miss
Middleton had said; "a rather more decided style."
She came down-stairs with this consciousness, and
when her wrappings -were throw off in the well-
lighted hall, she met Elliot's undisguised look of ad-
miration by a smile and glance that were not intended
to discourage it. She was in wonderfully good
spirits; they were early, and'had secured good seats;-
very early, and, as the room began to fill, she recog-
nized more than one of the Revere set among the ar-
rivals, and, being honored by a stare and a bow from
some of them, she laughed and chatted, quite enchant-
ing her escort, and being more friendly with Alice
than she had shown herself for a long time.

"Isn't that your friend, Miss Revere, in the mid-
dle seats?" said Alice, looking about her as people do
in a lecture-room.
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" Where ? "-and the lively sally diec
lips into sudden stillness. Her start w

the Reveres there, and Laura had said

it only that morning, and she publicly

the escort of Elliot Brooks and his sister

Laura was turning round, scanning

with her opera-glass; it was in vain t

close to the wall. Coleman Butler look

and Miss Middleton followed the direct
hand. All the party bowed, and Laura

friend to an unoccupied seat near them

"How long before the lecture begin

speak to her just one minute," said An

"It is a quarter of an hour yet.
- Brooks 'did not appear very well ple

loan of his pretty companion.

They were a very little way off, no
make Anne's movement marked in th

changing crowd."
"I'll be back in one second," and s

the vacant seat. But the wonderful n

to tell her-that an uncle of the Fisher
dead, and had left a fortune to each of

quired a little discussion, and Anne fe

this public recognition of her intimacy
ily, and Coleman Butler's .whisper, "T-
are to-night! I am jealous of that fel

made way for her, that she quite forgo
flew by, until the first murmur of a

greeted the entrance of the lecturer st

"Oh, I must go back !"

"To those people? don't, stay w

:d on Anne's

Tas genuine;
thing about

omitted to

r.

the audience

shrink back
d around too,
on of Laura's

beckoned her

s ? I want to

e, hastily.
' But Elliot
sed with the

far enough to

e constantly-

ie slipped into
ws Laura had

,in Cuba, was
the girls-re-
t so elated by
with the fam-

ow lovely you
ow," when he

t how the time

applause which
rtled her.

Tith us," said

OARR IAGE FRIENDS.

Laura, who did no'Larwh i not happen to see any one esena
her that she could talk to.
su"Stay!" and Coleman Butler's hand adroitlysought her own beneath the accidental drapery of the

crathaw while 'hi eye were fixed on the stagewith an unconsciousness beautiful to behold, and
which might have deceive any one-but Miss Mid-.
dieton.

Anne glancedtuneasily toward her party. ElliotBrooks stood up to cover her return. The momen-tary hesitation made it impossible, without a markedstr and interruption, for the speaker had commenced.
r. evn tdow again, with a look of annoyance.Alice even turned her head away when Anne sought

toetlyrh aan apology. Bo h of them were eyi-dently hurt, and with good read on.
Not even theatimnion-a evn te attainment o a long-nursed ambi-tion-a pubic appearance with M. Butler as her at-

tendant-could quite stifle Anne's misgivings. As for
the lecture she did -ng.A oe ecte, he not hear five sentences of it, andfor once hurried away from Mr. Butler and Laurawhen it was over. Her friends did not attempt to

cereal their vexation, for Alice, who could pass by
persnl Whon presented her brother's desertion.warmly. When they left her at her own door, Anne
could not help seeing that she had ownidoor, ve

great and in all probability irreparable error.

1%
i

r

'i

't

1

t

s

t

i

g

iq

3

b

pe

i

F

c

t

i

t
;

l i ', ,

' ' l i,;,
lf 

,h



t

174 HOME STORIES.

CHAPTER VIII.

THE utter silence of the Brooks fa illy, though

daily felt, was somewhat lessened by ti e grand fact
of Miss Revere's party or ball. Her " coming-out

party "-for, though she had been seen in public

everywhere for two months past, the rthodox fite
had been deferred till the height of the season should

give it more brilliancy. Laura, of cours , could think

and talk of nothing else-how many w re to be in-

vited-her own dress-the superb arran ement of the

rooms, and the supper-it was enough t turn a head

that had so little in it..~

Anne must hear every thing, and al peared to be

more intimate there than ever before; wasting time

in the most frightful way, considering ow valuable

time was to her, and neglecting hou ehold affairs

more and more. Yet, up to the very test monient,

Laura did not tell her that she was to b invited, and

the possibility that it might prove to be a Barmecide

feast after all, was any thing but soothing to her vanity

and ambition. With this uncomfortable uncertainty,
the arrival of the thick satin paper enve ope, with the

Revere crest, and its huge card of invitation, was a

matter of no little rejoicing. -
"Oh, mother, it's come !- it's come ! '-and Anne,

who had met the messenger upon the oor-step and

took the card herself, flew into the parlor, entirely
forgetting that the Clarks were invited to take tea

with her mother that aftei-noon, and, being early
people, had probably arrived.

CARRIAGE FRIENDS. 175

"'Thought it was Valentine's day, instead of
Christmas, did .he ?" laughed Mr. 'Clark. "What
does he say ? We're old folks, mother and I, so you
need not mind us."

Mrs. Clark drew up the skirt of her dress, by a
little short jerk, a way she had when not quite pleased,
and knit faster than ever on the shawl that Anne
knew very well she had commenced at Bordentown.

"It's none of her affairs, at all events," thought
Anne; for we are much more inclined to be resent-
ful toward those we have injured than to notice the
trespasses of others in the same spirit.

"It's better than ten valentines-an invitation to
the great ball the Reveres are going to give on the
22d. See !" and she read the invitation aloud. "It's
the very handsomest party of the season; is to be, I
mean, and everybody is going to be there !" Anne's
elation at being able to show that she was still inti-
mate with the Reveres cured the natural misgivings
she might have felt on meeting Mrs. Clark under
other circumstances.

"What are you going to wear?" asked that lady,
rather shortly.

Anne came out of her seventh heaven. Sure
enough ! She had not a regular evening-dress in the

world. Her white bishop's lawn was too short and
old-fashioned, any way; and her mother's wedding-

dress, a rich pearl-colored brocade, carefully hoard-
ed as it had been, had but four breadths, while fashion
now demanded seven, and of course at this late day
it could not be matched.

"Let's see; what 4did our girls wear at their first
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party, Mrs. C.?" and the godd-natureI Mr. Clark

laid his forefinger against his nose as if 11 meditation.

"White frocks of some kind, seems to e, and pink

ribbons 'round their. waists. How sw et they did
look though ! I can see 'em now "--a d Mr. Clark

glanced into invisible space. - "Both he d an offer on

the spot."
"Don't be foolish, father." And yet Mrs. Clark

turned more kindly toward Anne, as sh said it, with
something of the forbearance she could have wished

used toward the youthful follies of her own daugh-

ters, if she had been so blest as to ha e seen those

dream-children.
"I'm sorry to have Anne disappo nted," Mrs.

Harrison said, a little nervously ; "b t I'm afraid

she'll have to send an excuse. I've ha to spend so

much, one way' and another, this fall" (dear soul,

it was chiefly one way, as Anne knew!) "that I can-

not afford her a new dress."

She said this with a little hesitation. And Anne's

face flushed up as she listened-not wit disappoint-

ment, for she knew she should get th dress some-

how, but she understood this statement of the diffi-

culty before Mr. Clark, though slow to feel that her

own extravagance had led her mother o set a snare

for the liberality of her listener.

"How much would it cost now ? " ow natural-

ly that large hand began to fumble ith the big
pocket-book, over the larger heart! " Blow much did

those dresses cost, Mrs. C.-for our gir3 you know;

about ten dollars, wasn't it ? Just abo t what your
Christmas presents would have come to, I guess. So,

Ii
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suppose I hunt up some little things for the young
people, and give it to you out and out? Hey, moth-
er .

Mrs. Clark had dropped a stitch in her knitting.
She did not feel as if Anne had deserved it; for, be-
sides the visit at Bordentown, she had been very rude
one day, avoiding her in Chestnut Street, when with
some gayer- friends, and had not been at her house
but once since their return.

"There-here's a gold-piece;. when I'm going to
give money, I like to have it in gold; it looks better.
Think that will do ? "

"Oh, yes, indeed!" And, relieved of her embar-
rassment in this unlooked-for manner, Anne's thanks
were profuse enough. Mr. Clark felt well pleased
with himself; Mrs. Harrison breathed more freely,
and congratulated herself with the success of her little
stratagem. She had never done such a thing before;
but, since Mr. Clark was goijig to sped that much,
Anne might as well have what she wanted, and the
other children were too young to mind. Anne said
the same to herself; but she had heard Alick specu-
lating on what he should get ; and James hoping for
his customary bright half-dollars to purchase a set of
French instruction - books with. She knew they

would mind" being put off with some trifle, and
that she was selfishly going to spend on herself what
they would otherwise have had.

"Mind, it's white muslin now with pink ribbons,"
said Mr. Clark, when she thanked him again at part-
ing. The shepherdess style was in favor for young
ladies when Mr. Clark attended his last party.

8*
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Mrs. Harrison had ceased to go out t about the

same era, and. seconded. the advice, whe they came

to talk the matter over the next mornin '. "White

is the most suitable thing a young girl an possibly
wear," urged Mrs. Harrison, "and. it wil be the most

economical thing for you; it will last ill you buy

your wedding-dress."
And, as Laura had said she was gong to wear

white, the muslin was purchased, and mde up with

a skirt elaborately tucked, a round, full aist-" 4 la

vergee" we call it, now that it has once ore come in

fashion-and. short sleeves. Mrs. Harrison admired.

it greatly, so did Miss Polk, the dressma er; and as

for Maggie, it was a wonder that it was not spoiled

before it was put together; "the child as forever

under foot." Anne was obliged to lock the door of

her room every time she left it, for fear f accidents

from Miss Margaret's too pressing attent ons.

She had very little time even for Laur that week,

as the tucks-there were ten, and no sewing-machines,

except at agricultural fairs, in those days -had to be

done by herself. The preparations helpe her to bear

the marked neglect of the Brooks family, who did

not call for her when the next lecture-evening came ;

though she watched for the day, and it h rt her more

than she was willing to confess when she found they

did not make their appearance. Colemai Butler did

not come either with an offer to be her escort at the

party, which was the least he could do, considering

that it was to be at their own house, a d he knew

Anne had no one to bring her. He hal kissed her
more than once in saying good-by, an called her

CARRIAGE FRIENDS. 179

"my little Anne," and wished he was independent of
his grandfather, and able to marry to-morrow ; he
had said every thing in fact but "Will you marry me,
Anne?" in so many words; so no wonder that -she
was in a hurry for the explanation that was to place
her on an assured footing with the family and their
friends, and felt a personal interest whenever she
heard their affairs discussed.

At the last moment, leaving at least three yards
of the tenth tuck for her mother to finish, Anne went
to Twelfth Street to propose to Laura that she should

go early, and- enter the room with her; but there
were other people present--the Lewises, who had
been at the Bonaparte House, and were always very
amiable, and Mrs. Commodore Ingersol, who gave
musical parties, and had noticed Anne's playing one
evening, when they had met there before.

"I wish you would come and see me, my dear,
with your friend, Miss Revere," she said to Anne,
through her eyeglass, on taking leave; "I should be
delighted to see you pn one of my Thursday even-
ings."

It was the first invitation she had ever received
in "our set," and Anne went home delighted, though
she failed to come to any arrangement with Laura,
and Mr. Butler was invisible.

"People don't go before nine o'clock ; Iknow that
much," said Anne, talking it over with her mother.
"I've often seen Laura begin to dress long after-eight,
when I've been spending the evening' there." And
she resolved. not to be unfashionable in that respect
at least. She could not afford to have a carriage both

-- IT
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ways ; James could take her there, ai d Job-that

was the man at the stable, who drove tem the few

times in the year when they indulged in horses-

could come for her.

" He'll charge by the hour, I suppos 4," suggested
the prudent Mrs. Harrison, "so he'd better not go till

the last minute, say one o'clock. Dear e, how late

it will be! I hate to have you driving all alone after

midnight ; but if James comes he might a k just twice

as much."
"I'm sure you need not mind when i 's Job," said

Anne, who had her own views on the subject of a tate-

d-tate return, and James would spoil al . "I heard

Laura say that supper was ordered at t dve; so say

half-past one."

Anne's toilet had1 commenced before this final ar-

rangement was made. It was a serio s affair ; all

those fine Grecian braids for the back of er hair, and

then 6f.course the curls for the Jenny Li d bandeaux

at the sides, were twice as troubleso e as ever.

What with her hair, and the uncomfo able uncer-

tainty attending her entree, which A me did not

wholly confide to her mother, Mrs. Hairison's situa-
tion as dressing-maid was not to he envi d.

"I do wish Alice was here," said M 's. Harrison,
contriving as well as sle could to hold a ight up eaci
side of the mirror, so that Anne could examine th<
braids in the hand-glass. "I wonder you did no1

think to ask her to come and help you dress. - Won't

that do, Anne? My arm aches as if it would breal

off."-

.. bItiles 1Cime pe uu iit t V~ics ,. .! J N
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said Anne, crossly. "Do hold that light a little
higher; can't you, please? One minute more." And,
remembering who had praised her hair, and that he
was to see her for the first time to-night in evening-
dress, Anne's color grew brilliant.

"Don't you think you have almost too many pet-
ticoats on? " was the next suggestion her mother
ventured to make. "They are all so stiff; too; you
rattle like a sheet of pasteboard when you walk."

"A person can't have too many skirts, or too stiff;
nowadays. How can you tell? You never go any-
where."

It was true, in more senses than one, Mrs. Harri-
son never had a moment of leisure; yet, toil as she
would, the sewing-basket seemed to increase rather
than diminish. Here was a whole week gone on the
white muslin, for she could only afford Miss Polk for
half a day to cut and baste it.

The great work was accomplished at'last, just as
the half hour--half-past eight-struck. Anne had
the large glass in the parlor taken down and placed
upon the floor, so that she could admire herself at full
length ; and this she did, walking backward and for-
ward, even admitting the troublesome Maggie as a
spectator, and drinking in Jane's unstinted compli-
ments greedily. What with the braids and ban-
deaux, the short sleeves, broad pink satin sash, tied
at one side, the best open-work stockings, new black
kid slippers, and white kid gloves, Anne considered
herself unexceptionable. To be sure, the stiff petti-
coats did rattle as she moved to and fro, and the
skirt was taken up by the unusual quantity so as to
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appear rather short, but that would not be noticed in

the crowd, and they "stood out" beaut ifully.. It was

too bad to pin them up in every conee'vable way for
fear of soiling them, and to have to pt her mother's

old-fashioned carpet moccasons on ovr her slippers.

It was a bitter cold night, but her clak would ruin

the freshness of the muslin, and she insi ted on throw-

ing only a stella shawl over her shoulders, and a veil

over her head. Mrs. Harrison had s d misgivings,
but she had almost ceased to suggest, ayd quite given

up commanding Anne in any thing.
"Pride 'ill keep her warm, ma'a ," said Jane,

with a sagacious nod of her head as sle returned to

her own domain, and left her mistress o put the dis-

ordered room to rights..
It was quarter-past nine when they reached Ram-

sey Street, and already several carriages were drawn

up before the open door. The house fairly streamed
and gushed with light from every window, and every
crevice. The open hall-door illuminated the whole

square; and ladies in showy opera-cloas, and grace-

ful rigolettes, their wraps a costly toilet of them-

selves, brushed past Anne and Jameb, pausing in
momentary confusion, and tripped up the carpeted

steps, to be received with low bows b the army of
strange white-gloved serving-men.

Foolish Anne, her heart beating faster and faster

at the idea of facing those stylish functonaries, wait-

ed until the several carriages had driven off, instead

of mingling with the strangers, and so escaping their

acute observation. No wonder they tared rat the

young girl, who had forgotten to releas her.drapery,

and arrived on foot and alone, except the lad, who
did not even go up the steps with her in his boyish
bashfulness. They made way for her to pass through
rudely enough, smoothing on. their white gloves in-
stead of bowing obsequiously. A printed shawl and
a satin-lined sortie de balwere two different things, to
say nothing of her lack of retinue. Anne hurried past
them, remembering to take out some of the pins as
she did so, and hearing the first grand crash of the
musicians in the. little withdrawing-room. As chil-
dren say, "the party had begun." She could see ele-
gantly-dressed people moving about the drawing-.
room, for there are some conservatives in every circle
who pride themselves on keeping good hours still, but
not a glimpse of Laura, or Mr. Butler, or any one of
the family, for they were all stationed at the end of
the suite of rooms, receiving their guests.

Narrowly escaping an unceremonious entree into
the gentlemen's dressing-room, where y 6ung Phila-
delphia was busied in getting up their gloves, and
their conversation over the punch-bowl, Anne found
her way to the state apartment of the house, where a
strange waiting-maid was busied about the last arri-
vals, very voluble and very officious, taking no notice,
after the first glance, of the shy young lady in white
muslin.

She was only too ready to lace Miss Cadwalader
Hamilton's satin boots, and to arrange the flowers in
Mrs. Romulus Remus's hair, fluttered in ecstasies of
admiration around the three Misses Remus, wholike
their mamma, were tall, showy, and dressed in gor-
geous brocade. Miss Remus in corn-color, with a
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wreath of marigolds in yellow velvet ; Miss Lily, who
was a blonde, i pale blue, with clematis drooping
and dangling over her very bare shoulders ; Miss
Antoinette, a brunette, in deep currant-color, with a

remarkable construction of velvet an gold perched

on the back of her head, from when the hair had

all been drawn to give an idea of abundance to the

jetty tresses falling low upon her face. How they
shook and twirled their drapery before the Psyche-

glass, and the pier ! how they held up their little silk-

stockinged, satin-slippered feet, toyed with their fans,
while they complimented each other after the most

extravagant fashion, and deprecated such small

change as they naturally received in return ! All

were satin-shod, Anne noticed, to er dismay; all

wore ornaments in their hair, and twists and bands

instead of braids; every neck was uncovered, every
glove trimmed with lace, or ribbon, very arm shin-

ing with bracelets, and also every dress trailed to the

floor !
How stout and broad she looke by comparison

when she did get a glimpse at the mirror ! Her stiff

skirts seemed all at the top, and to f 11 in at the hem,

How conspicuous her black-kid feet ! How bare her

unbraceleted arms ! How chokingl high her dress,
for all the lining had been cut away, and trimmed

with lace, which made 1io show at 11. Anne took

off the pink satin sash, notwithstanding its elaborate

bow; but there was the round short waist, when all

the rest had pointed bodices, so she ied it on again,
drawing it down pointedly in front. How forlorn
she felt already, sitting there unnoticed, while greet-

ings, and compliments, and chattering, went on all
around her ! It was intolerable to sit and be stared
at, for not one familiar face had made its appearance
yet, and she walked out into the hall and leaned over
the banister, in hopes of seeing one of the Reveres,
or, at least, Josephus, whom she would have avoided
at any other time. One kind young gentleman-he
was very young to be out so late at night, probably
not more than seventeen-came, and politely inquired
if he should call her brother for her. Anne almost
wished that he could ; she would have been willing
to make good her retreat, without so much as an en-
trance on the gayety she had made so many sacri-
fices to behold.

"My brother? Thank you, sir. If I could see
one of the waiters-"

"With pleasure." And away flew the kind young
person,'returning with the attendant of the punch-
bowl. /

"Would you be so very good as to tell Miss Re-
vere that I am here?"

"Certainly, miss." And Anne, quite forgetful
that she had forgotten to give her name, walked back
into the dressing-room greatly relieved. Of course,
if Laura could not come herself, she would send Cole-
man at once; it was very thoughtless in him not to
inquire after her, and with the intention of telling him
so, she made herself as comfortable as she could un-
der the eyes of the polished ladies'-maid.

But though she rose again and hovered around
the door uneasily, no one came for her. It was not
strange. Alonzo of the punch-bowl had at once re-

' f
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turned to it, knowhig, if the lady did 1ot, that she had
asked something quite out of his sphe -e, even if the re-
quest had been reasonable in itself. So another mis-
erable half hour passed until she re ognized. Emily
Lewis, in a pink silk, with tulle ove -dress, her face
as plain and good-natured as ever. t was such a re-.
lief to have some one to speak t ; even if Mrs.
Lewis, whom she had never seen befo 'e, and who was
very superb in her dowager velvet, id look at her
rather curiously.

"Who is here? Have you been ere long? Are
you ready to go down'? Shall Joe all anybody for
you?" asked Miss Emily, turning he head from side
to side, and running her fingers thr ugh her puffs.
"Why didn't you go to a hairdres er Anne? and
your dress is six inches too short ! T o bad, isn't it?
But never mind, there'll be such a crowd. Come
down with us ; I wouldn't wait up ere any longer
for them. She has her hands full, of course, to-night,"
for Anne had said something in a cry low voice,
about Laura sending up for her.

"Mamma, this is Miss Harrison. e were all at
the Bonaparte House together, whei Lizzie and I
were with Aunt Sue. Where's Joe? Keep close be-
hind us, Anne. It's a pity Joe hasn t got but two
arms, but I can't lend you mine ; I lways feel so
dreadfully awkward without a gentle an's arm."

And so did Anne, but she was thankful for even
this shadow of an escort, and'entered the Reveres,'
drawing-room as she had the family- hanger-on!

'It was difficult to keep close to the party, for the
rooms were by this time thronged; but Anne man-
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aged to reach Mr. Revere and Laura, both of whom
bowed and smiled, and turned to 'the next comer to

bow and smile again in precisely the same manner.
Miss Middleton stood a little way off, and every one
turned to her as they left the Reveres. She saw

Anne quite distinctly, and Anne felt that she did;
but there was no help to be expected from her, and
not a glimpse of Mr. Butler.

Anne niched herself against the mantel, for her
friends had drifted away from her in the crowd, and
tried to keep near Laura until she should be less en-
gaged. How very lovely the young heiress looked,
a cloud of white silk and lace, her fair arms and neck.

marked by circlets of pearls, and delicate hot-house
flowers in her hair ! Standing as she did, Anne saw
herself reflected beside her friend in the opposite mir-
ror, and turned away vexed and. humbled. The dress

that had seemed so becoming in her own home was
only mean and old-fashioned amid these elegant sur-
roundings; she felt as if she were looking at one of
those broad, dwarfed, ancient-looking figures, that
stare at us from the tarnished frame of some old fam-
ily portrait. Neither face, nor figure, nor air, was
congenial with the scene, and Anne began to wish
that the floor would be so accommodating-as to let
her through, and save her from crossing the room
again in a retreat. Nobody spoke to her, or noticed
her save by a stare ; everybody had their own party,
and were constantly meeting their acquaintances,
Laura still bowed and smiled, and said a word or
two, and the crowd rolled up and rolled away again
without any apparent diminution in the arrivals.
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Mr. Revere appeared to have forgotten
in the excitement of his favorite grand
and though Miss Middleton turned anz(
ard her occasionally, it was done stea
one sign of encouragement, and onl
dumb, miserable apathy to all but d
was creeping over her.

The dancing had commenced, an d
she could make out Coleman Butle'
with the eldest Miss Fisher as his pa
dowa. Both of them saw her standing
plete isolation, as they ceased the gd
stood for a moment almost facing he'
drew herself up scornfully, and said so
vere thing about her dress-Anne wa
her appearance in some way ; and C
instead of resenting it, joined in th
bowed ceremoniously, and offered Ge:
arm, and moved farther away.

The young hostess joined the dance
a knot of gentlemen closed around
that that hope was cut off, and ano
passed. Anne had not moved a yar
position. There were lovely flowers s
where in profusion; how much she wo
for one spray to hide those antiquated t
was bewitching music; but of what av
had not even made the tour of the r
not to be a Barmecide feast after all?
comfort when Joe Lewis, sent by his s
asked her to dance. Anne felt gratef
not the spirit to stand up before all the
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n her existence
child's debut;
d glanced tow-
lthily, Vithout
deepened the

iscomfort that

after a while
in the saloon
rtner in the re-
g there in com-
[dy whirl, and

Miss Fisher
Mme wittily se-
sure it was of

oleman Butler,
laugh, as he

rgy Fisher his

just then, and
Mr. Revere, so
her half hour
from her first

attered every-
uld have given
raids ! There
ail to one who
)om? Was it
It was some

ster, came and
1, but she had
se people, and
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she could hear her skirts crack and rustle with every
movement. Clearly there must be something besides

starch to expand the voluminous drapery everywhere

around her. Crinoline was still a fashionable mys-
tery, and Anne, not being fashionable, had not pene-
trated it. There was another reason why she did not

care to go into the saloon just then. She clung to
the expectation that Coleman Butler would come for

her as soon as he could do so without attracting ob-
servation. She had more than once been made to

bear this outward indifference, and even negligence,
in the presence of others ; and, humiliating as it was,
she endured it, because her lover was always ready
with some excellent reason, and insinuated that it

should not be long before there would be an end to

any such necessity. Perhaps he had seen Miss Mid-
dleton looking that way ; so Anne thanked Mr. Lewis,
who felt relieved, since he had accomplished all that

was expected of him, and continued to "dgo " Ariadne

after the most disconsolate manner, with almost as

dreary an expression as the marble caryatides which

supported the mantel.
But Theseus did not make his appearance. Georgy

Fisher seemed quite the belle of the evening, next to

Laura, and he hovered around her in a manner that

Anne could not at a]1 understand, since he had pro-
fessed to dislike her, particularly from the first moment
of their acquaintance. It was getting insupportable,
and, seeing Emily Lewis beckoning to her, she ven-
tured to cross the room, and thankfully sank into the

corner of a sofa.
"Just wait here a moment while I do this schot-

ItIi
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tish with Clarence Fisher; I've got so ething to tell
you." And Miss Emily disappeared, not only for
one, but two, three dances. Some one took the op-
posite seat, and Anne's face lighted up as she recog-
nized Mrs. Commodore Ingersol, who had been so
kind to her the day before.

" Mrs. Ingersol! " she said, in a lit le flutter of.
expectancy, and held out her hand t attract the
lady's notice, sure of its being friendly.

" Ah ! "-and she turned for a mom ut in Anne's
direction, looking at her through the i evitable eye-
glass. "Oh, good-evening, my dear ;' and then-
"As I was remarking, Mrs. Stockton, adame Rive-
rie is such a delightful person. We sa a great deal
of her last winter in Paris." The bro d back was
turned completely around, leaving Anne to study the
lappets of lace and velvet composing hr head-dress
at her leisure.

"Anne ! "-and Laura Revere sailed y at a little
distance, bowing and smiling to her as he hung on
.the arm of Commodore Ingersol himself, ho, despite
his sixty years, was ever in the train of the last d-
butante.

Anne felt resentfully bitter. Surely i would not
have taxed Laura's friendship overmuch o have pro-
vided one solitary partner,-even if it was ier coming-
out party ! and as for her cousin, she w uld not be
trifled with and mortified any longer, an4 she would
tell him so that very night. He should s e it would
not be such easy work to make peace after such
marked neglect !

"I was afraid you would be gone," K aid Emily

CARRIAGE FRIENDS.

Lewis, coming back flushed and breathless," and I've

heard some news. What do you think? Georgy
Fisher and Coleman Butler are engaged !-It's just

out to-night, though perhaps you knew it before, you
are so intimate here. There she goes with Mr. Re-

vere now; he is introducing her to Senator Broad-

head; they are being congratulated all around ! "

"Are you sure ?" The burly form of the senator

and Mr. Revere's aristocratic, though slightly stoop-
ing figure, danced together with the light and the

crowd for a moment.
"Oh, positive ! Clarence told me so, and Miss

Middleton told mamma."

"But he could not abide her!" And poor Anne

made an effort to recover herself, and smiled ; such a

mirthless, painful smile as it was, even the dull Emily
Lewis noticed it.

"Oh, of course; but you know that Cuban for-

tune, and Coleman Butler always was called a for-
tune-hunter; it makes all the difference in the world !

But I was going to tell you something, because I

think it's too bad you don't know it. I told mamma

it was a real shame, and it shows just how worldly
the Reveres are. Mamma always must know about

everybody, so she went straight to Miss Middleton
and asked if you belonged to the Chestnut-Street

garrisons ; and Miss Middleton said, 'Oh, dear, no!'
and told her a lot of stuff about your living way out
of the world, and teaching music, and how she found

out about it; and that Laura would have given you
up long ago only she didn't know how to get out of

it; she never would have kept it up at first only to
"1
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spite Miss Middleton. Laura didn't want to ask you
to-night, it appears, but Mr. Revere-they told him
a quantity of stuff about you and Coleman Butler, it
seems-insisted upon it, and said, 'it would be a good
lesson to the young person to find hers if so entirely
out of her sphere.' He was quite put out when he
found you Were not of a good family. There, we
never were very intimate, you know, b t I told mam-
ma it was very mean in Laura, and I vowed you
should.know it."

"Josephus ! oh, Josephus, won't you see if there
is a carriage come for me-for Miss Iarrison ? It
was to be here at half-past one!" nd Josephus
obeyed with more alacrity than he ha ever shown
in her cause before ! for the voice that accosted him
trembled as if the sobs were'not far oft, and Anne
looked up to him in such a pitiful way that he almost
relented toward her.

The shabby, clattering vehicle, dr ven by Job,
drew up in the full glare of the aristocratic mansion.
Utterly wretched as she was, Anne felt hat the rusty
harness, and miserable beasts, did net escape the
practised eye of the ancient servitor of the Reveres.
But he overlooked it, and handed her n, in his best
manner, standing a moment with folded arms as he
looked after the carriage. The " Thank you, Jose-
phus," had touched him, when he reflected how perse-
veringly he had aided Miss Middleton ii the inquisi-
torial process which she had instituted n her return.

"She never would do for society, th ugh; wasn't
born in her; either natural, or plated a some of us
are." And he shook his head solemnl , as he reas--

cended the steps, kicking the dust from his pumps,
and reflecting that he had seen the first and last of
her at that house.

CHAPTER IX.

Mn. CL RK's parlor was a picture of cheerful con-
tentment, all the more striking from the blustering
winter storm that writhed the spare branches of the
leafless trees in front of the house, and, sent' a sharp
shower of sleet at intervals against the windows.
The shades were drawn up to allow as much light as
possible, the day being so dark, so that the gilt pic-
ture-frames stood out boldly from the walls, and the
carpet, which was of' a particularly lively pattern,
looked quite as well as if the sun had s1lone in upon
it. There was. a round centre-table in the middle of
the room, with a tall astral lamp, very useful before
the introduction of gas, and now retained for orna-
ment. There were books of all shapes-and sizes, piled
up on the round table, for Mrs. Clark had always been
"a great reader." The newspapers, neatly laid on
the end of the wide sofa, with its hair-cloth cushions,
belonged to her husband ; so did the ample leathern
arm-chair on one side of the fire, while Mrs. Clark
herself sat in a corresponding one on the other side,
though rockers marked the feminine ownership, and
there was a neat little footstool of gay worsted-work
in front of it. The Lehigh coal fire burned steadily,
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the well-filled grate looking as if it had been arranged
for the whole day, and intended to do its own part in

keeping the shining hearth clear of dunt and ashes.
The pendulum of the marble mantel clock ticked

lazily, communicating a slow, regular otion to the
drops of the candelabras on either side; the musical

murmur of the glass was far from unplea ant, and had

put the cat quietly to sleep-the larg Maltese cat

which occupied the soft hearth-rug. Ev n Mrs. Clark
felt inclined to be drowsy, in the gra atmosphere,

with such lulling sounds without and ithin. Her

knitting-pins had dropped upon her lap, and the neat

morning-cap had just given an unmis akable nod,
when the sound of quick footsteps on t e stairs, and
the door hurriedly opened, aroused her.

"Anne Harrison ! Why, child, how you startled

me ! Why, what is the matter? Is a y one sick?

Come right to the fire; you must be wet through."
"I left my overshoes and cloak in th hall; I met

Margery, and she took them off-I sh uldn't have

thought of it. I don't mind the wet, a d nobody's
sick but me. I have a terrible headac 1e; but it's

not so much that; I want you to tell e what to

do."
"Your mother is the proper person o go to, my

dear," said Mrs. Clark, arresting the roc -er, and. sit-

ting up a little stiffly.
"But she can't understand; she wasn't there-at

the Bonaparte House, you know. She cn't see how
it all came about ; that's why I came here, and to say
I wanted to tell you that I knew I was ery foolish,
and wicked, and ungrateful there."
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"It's very easy to call one's self hard names,
Anne; it's harder work to act up to it."

"But I mean to now, I really do; but I don't
know where to begin. Won't you let me tell you all
about it? You see things sobdifferently from moth-
er; she only takes one side, and she would say all the
time, 'Why did you do so, then ?' I don't believe
people ever know 'why,' when they begin to do
wrong."

"When did you begin'? That's the best way to
look at it, Anne. Put your feet up to the fire, though,
my dear; your dress is quite wet."

Mrs. Clark began to be mollified, partly by Anne's
genuine misery, and partly because she had come to
her in her trouble.

"That's it ; that's why I came. I thought it over
and over-I did not close my eyes last night-and
every time I began againI could see that, if I had
kept by you, and taken your advice, I never should
have got so intimate with them, and allowed him to
see that I cared so much for him, when. he was just
leading me on all the while. I can see it now. Oh,
Mrs. Clark, Mr. Butler is engaged to. that hateful
Miss Fisher, just because she has had some money
left her. If you could have seen how spitefully she
looked at me last night ! I understand it all now,
and why Laura has been so indifferent lately; I
wouldn't let myself see it, I was so determined to be
intimate there."

"I saw just how it was all going-to end from the
first." And Mrs. Clark felt inclined to deliver a lee,
ture on the various points of Anne's original misbe,
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havior ; but she waited patiently for
sion, beginning with the bowling-alle
with her distress and mortification t
fore.

CARRIAGE FRIENDS.

a full confes-
y, and ending
he evening be-

"lIt was very kin'd in Emily Lewis, when Laura
and myself laughed at her so much, and she went up
with me to the dressing-room when sh saw how ill I
was, or, I don't know how I should have got there.
She helped me on with my things ; bu it wasn't time
for the carriage-yet, and there I sat and sat, and heard
the music, and heard them go to suppe , and the buzz
and confusion all over the house, un il I thought I
should go crazy."

"And what did your mother sa to you last
night ?" said Mrs. Clark, very indigna t at such self-
ishness and neglect on the part of the Reveres, and
feeling all her ancient kindness to Ann return at the
recital of her wrongs.

"I had the key-Job had; mother ent it by him,
and I went straight to my room. Moth r had cleared
it all up ; I left it looking dreadfully and it went
right through me to think how good sh always was,
and how I'd treated her in every wa this winter.
Oh, Mrs. Clark, you don't know half ho bad I have

been!"
" There ! there ! don't sob so, Anne ; she will be

ready enough to forgive you, I dare say"
"Oh, she always is; that's the wors of it; she is

so, so good! she'd been reading in my Bible before
she went to bed, and it was open just w ere she laid
it down ; I should have thought it wa on purpose,
only I knew she had read the chapter b fore it Mon-
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day night. For all I was so miserable, I took up the
Bible and held it; it seemed as if it would do me
good. I didn't dare to say my prayers; I haven't--

oh, for a great while. The chapter was about people
that are 'lovers of themselves, boasters, proud, dis-
obedient to parents, unthankful, unholy.' It kept
going through and through my head all night ; it
was all me. Mother knows I came here. And there's
Alice and her brother won't speak to me, and she's
worth fifty Lauras. Laura always was selfish."

"That was very plain to be seen," remarked Mrs.
Clark ; "and as long as you were useful to her in any
way, even to flatter her vanity, she liked you well
enough. As for the young man "-and here Mrs.
Clark's voice grew more deci4ed-" he ought to be
called to an account. He knew very well that you
had no father or brother. It's a good lesson to you,
Anne, an excellent lesson, for you are inclined to be
vain. Never listen to any man who tells you he loves
you without asking you to marry him in so many
words. There's always mischief at the bottom of it."

Mrs. Clark thought of her lifelong year ing for
children, more resigned than she had ever been be-
fore to its denial. They might have been taught by
harsh lessons like poor Anne's,.or, worse still, lived to
be scoundrels, like "that young man."

"I think you have begun just as you ought to, at
the very beginning," said Mrs. Clark again, after a
little interval of such thought, while Anne wept on in
silence, "and I am pleased to see that you do not
spare yourself. You know where to go for forgive-
ness as well as I can tell you, and for help to keep
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your good resolutions ; you can't keep them without,
though you think you can. We are all short-sighted
and self-deceived, my dear "-Mrs. lark sighed, as
if she knew it only too well-" and ti e sooner we find

it out, and look away from ourselve for assistance,
the straighter we shall walk."

And when Anne found how heartily she had her

mother's sympathy, how readily sh was pardoned,
it made her understand as she never ad before how
free and entire is the forgiveness of our heavenly
Parent.

Mr. Clark was greatly astonish d at his wife's
revelations that evening, and greatl inclined to set-
tle Mr. Butler's affairs himself; but h's wife reminded
him that there was no actual promise, and it would

only hurt Anne still more by making the matter

public.
"I'll tell you what I can do, mother, at all events,

since I was the unfortunate means of getting the poor
child into such a scrape. I'll give rs. Harrison the

money to square up her Christmas ills, and'Alick a

new suit of clothes."
"Give the clothes certainly ; it vould be quite a

help, and we all know that Alick i your favorite;
but lend the money, and I'll see tha Anne has schol-

ars enough to pay it off after a while. She'll feel as

if she was working her way out of it herself, and it
will help her to be steady and economical,.for we

don't lose bad habits in a day. sent for Alice

Brooks this afternoon, and she has promised to for-
give and forget, though she thought it was Anne's
place to go to her. I made her understand just how

cut down Anne was."

I
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So the loan was made, though Mr. Clark grumbled
a little at not being allowed to give the sum out and
out, and sunshine and contest once more shone in on
the home of the Harrisons. Anne toiled thankfully
at sewing and teaching, never allowing herself to
dwell upon the past, for the pain and shame that rose
up with it. The reconciliation with Alice was a great
comfort and help. As for the Reveres, she walked
more than one square to avoid the house, and it so
happened that they never met in public; her'digni-
fled note to Laura ended the acquaintance. After a
time, the announcement of the marriage between
"Coleman Butler and Miss Fisher, the beauty and
heiress," was commented on under the head of "Per-
sonal," in the public prints, and Anne read it quite
calmly to her mother.

Two years .glided quietly along, with very little
outward change to the family in Ninth Street; and
when the second Christmas came, Anne went with
much satisfaction to repay the loan which had
smoothed at least half the wrinkles from her mother's
face.

"All my own earnings, Mr. Clark," she said,
handing him the pretty new purse she had crocheted
expressly for the occasion; and her face was so ra-
diant, that it did her old friends good to see it.

Mr. Clark counted it deliberately into little piles
on the stuffed arm of the chair. It was in gold,'and
he had a woman's liking for bright coin.

"Yes, here it is, sure enough; you have not tried
to _cheat me, Miss Anne. A hundred and forty dol-
lars; and the purse for interest. I'll keep that, and

I
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you will be so good as to take th's back again for
those new clothes people always w nt on certain oc-

casions."
"But, Mr. Clark "-and An ie blushed hotly as

the golden shower flew into her lap
"It's just exactly what I gave ach of my girls

for a wedding outfit ; no, not quite - there's another

eagle to help out. Mrs. C. knows *hat such things
cost. It won't buy much finery, bu substantials are
the thing-hey, Mrs. C.?"

"Is the day fixed yet, Anne ?" sked Mrs. Clark,
with feminine interest. If her daugters had lived to

marry such men as Elliot Brooks, sh would not have

minded the hard lessons so much, af er all.
"Oh, no, not yet ; it's only a we k since we were

really engaged, you know," and Ann played absently
with her wedding-gift forgetting f r the moment to

say "Thank you," though Mr. Clark new all the time
that it was felt. "Only think how ind Elliot is ; he
is going to allow- me to go on just he same, giving

lessons. Some men wouldn't like t, you know, to
have their-their_-"

"Out with it, Anne-their wives.'
"Yes, teach, because, you kno , people make

such remarks; but Elliot is above t at, and though
he would be perfectly willing to send ames to college
himself, he sees that it would be best t have me do it."

"So James is really going thr ugh, after all?
Well, it won't do him any harm th knowledge of
the world he's picked up in a store. He's just that
kind of a fellow ; it must be driven into him, any
thing but books. There's Alick,.now -"

I

"Oh, Elliot says he thinks he's quite old enough
to go into a store, and he'll look out for a situation."

"I'll 'tend to Alick, tell'Mr. Brooks; I've got my
own plans for him, and intend to settle him just as I
did my own boys, don't we, Mrs. C.?"

And Anne hurried home with all the good news,
and to display her own generous dower; moreover,
to welcome the one she had learned to love best on
earth to their first family dinner, and to be thankful,
every time she found his pleasant eyes watching her,
that she had found the courage to confess all, hard as
it was, when he had asked her to be his wife.
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MISS BIREMER'S Y
COOPER'S LANI
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CHAPTER I.

THERE was an unusual eXciteme
of Cooper's Landing, a little town
River, not many miles from Xewb
down in any map or panorama, it is
that it has its sloops, its tow-boat, i
its hotels. It was at one of the last-
of resort that the stir we speak of
was a very nice resting-place for tra
white, wooden edifice, with its green
piazzas. Moreover, it rejoiced in"
in one of which stood a mahogany p
tone, which, by-the-way, was kept l
dren were staying there, by the -
This he explained to a lady-visitor, ~
for the key, adding that " it was a val
and he didn't like to have it ruinat
he complimented his visitor on her
saying " she had exactly the right)

But that has little to do with oui
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~urg. It is -not
true; but for all
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mneitioned places
commenced. It
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blinds and shady
double parlors,"
iano of doubtful
ocked when chil-
careful landlord.
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uable instrument,
ed; " after which
songs, gallantly
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these elegant apartments of the " ooper House"
were thronged with visitors one fin October morn-
ing in the last year. However, they were doomed to
disappointment ; at least, all but rs. Bench, the
wife of Judge Bench, and the mistr ss of the finest
house in town. She had been befor hand with the
whole party, and she now appeared rom one of the
three private parlors on the secon floor, and an-
nounced to the anxious and expect nt group that
"Miss Bremer was too much fatigu d with the ride
to see any one this morning, but had promised, with
the greatest condescension, to meet a select circle at
her house that evening, who were to e assembled in
honor of the distinguished lady's apple rance atCoop-
er's Landing."

Here, then, is the key to the inte se excitement
that caused the ladies of the place to ssemble in the
parlor, the men in the bar-room, and the boys on the
front piazza of the Cooper House.

Early that morning, a light "covered buggy,"
driven by a boy some sixteen years of age, had ar.
rived at the hotel. Mine host, with his usual polite-
ness, assisted a middle-aged lady to alight from it,
and ushered her in with one of his most profound
bows. But his civility was exchanged to an over-
powering demonstration of regard when a young law-
student, who was hanging about the bar, read the
names soon recorded in the register in an awkward,
schoolboy hand-.

"Hiram Powell, Jr.,

Mrs. Fredericka Bremer,"
and informed his fellow-loungers that the distin-

I
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guished Swedish authoress was actually in their r
midst. 4

What made the conclusion more certain was, that
the Newburg Republiegn had announced editorially
the past week that Miss Bremer was paying a visit
to a gentleman of that place, well known for his taste

and liberality. The editor, with that peculiar free-
dom which distinguishes the "American press," gave
a description of her personal appearance; and this

was now hunted up, and mine host made an express
trip to the parlor to compare notes, after the passport
or thief-taking fashion.}

"She suttingly ain't tall," was his report; "and
she's got on a cap. I couldn't get a good look at her

eyes; and I reckon she's about the desired age."
This was regarded conclusive. All regretted they

had notrcross-questioned the charioteer, who had

driven on immediately, saying he would be back at
nightfall for the lady, who had conclu~Ied to stop, as
she was not very well, until his return from the next

landing. There was no help for it now, however, and
Judge Bench-tilted his chair down to the floor, took
his feet from the front window-sill, and his thumbs
from the arm-holes of his vest, and walked up at a
brisk trot-for him-to inform his lady-wife. The -
Columbus of this discovery, Byron Olmstead, Esq., as
he wrote his name (who, though he did not expect to
be " admitted " for a year yet, practised at the hotel
bar meantime, as most law-students commence life),
hurried off to some young ladies of his acquaintance.
Others caught the story; and, by ten o'clock, all
Cooper's Landing was aware that a live authoress
was among them.
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Mrs. Bench was what is commonly called "a quick
woman." She put aside the letter she was writing
for the Home Journal, to which she contributed un-
der the signature of Lillias Griene," and the personi-
fication of a young and extremely interesting girl,
who recorded her impressions of natural scenery, the
fine arts, Cole's pictures, and forest walks, in the most
arch and na've style imaginable. Indeed, it is said
several sophomores fell desperately in love with the
fair unknown, and proposed for her under cover to Mr.
Willis. Her admirers were destined to wait another
week, however, on this important occasion, for, quick
as thought, she had resolved to secure Miss Bremer
for a soiree, to be held at her house in humble imita-
tion of the literary reunions which her favorite jour-
nal described so glowingly.

She had thought of half the company by the time
her hair was disengaged of curl-papers; the rest were
decided on while her bonnet and mantilla were ar-
ranged; and, before she reached the Cooper House,
she already had shadowy views of future celebrity
based upon this entertainment. She would write a
description of it for the Home Journal: half-formed
paragraphs floated through her brain, as--

" Can I describe to you-you, who have known so
many of the bright stars in the literary galaxy-half
the rapture, the transport I felt on standing, for the
first time, in the presence of this illustrious woman?
All my childhood's dreams," etc., etc.

And, better still, might not Miss Bremer allude to
her hospitality in her next novel, or in the volume of
travels she was of course intending to write? It was

208
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so like a great authoress to travel in this plain way ;
she had heard Miss Bremer came to see the people of

America-to mingle with them; but how came she to

select Cooper's Landing? Could it be possible? It

must be !-She had heard of" Lillias Griene," and had

come to welcome her to author-land !

Such was the busy soliloquy that quickened Mrs.

Bench's steps,lest any one should be before her.

.What a triumph over the Woods, who had taken

such airs in the summer, because Mrs. Osgood passed

a day with them ! How the Bells, whose cousin knew

Fanny Forrester, would hide, their diminished heads !

Ilow fortunate that Mr. Gibson was still at his sis-

ter's, Mrs. Morrison's, for he had often met Mr. Gris-

wold, and once dined with " Boz" (at a table d'hote,
though this was not generally mentioned)! Yes, for-

tune favored her, and the happy little woman wa in

a perfect fever of delight and excitement as she en-

tered the parlors before alluded to.

But Miss Bremer had meantime been accommo-

dated with a private parlor by the obliging landlord,

and thither was Mrs. Bench ushered by two waiters

and a chambermaid, all of whom were anxious to

catch a glimpse of the authoress ; for they too had

read " Harper's Popular Library "- that valuable

collection in brown-paper covers.

We will not enter into details of that interview,

interesting as it would doubtless prove, but return

with Mrs. Bench to the assembly of ladies, who, by
this time, had hastened to pay their -respects to the

stranger.
With what triumphant satisfy action she announced
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the acceptance of her invitation to the Bells, two
maiden sisters who had never married-Byron Olm-
stead declared-because no man ever knew them
apart long enough to be sure which one he waspro-
posing to! They were always in half-mourning for
the death of some distant relative. Mrs. Wood and
her three daughters were as crestfallen as could have
been desired, for they had come with similar designs
upon Miss Bremer; although, not being of so daring
a temperament as Mrs. Bench, they had only planned
a tea-party. Mrs. Morrison, on the strength of her
brother's intimacy with so many lions of the day, had
thought of asking her to drive out with that gentle-
man and herself, in one of the three carriages owned
in Cooper's Landing. Mr. Olmstead's friends-the
Lords-were satisfied with an invitation to the soiree,
and delightedly undertook to circulate the hasty notes
which Mrs. Bench was to dispatch to those of the
"first families" not present. They were amiable
girls, not long from Miss Willard's boarding-school
at Troy, where they had studied Bulwer, Dickeis,
and Miss Bremer, more deeply than the classics. At
present, they " coated " over "Jane Eyre," and were
in love with that divine Rochester.

"Now, I must tell you about this, girls," said
Mrs. Bench, as she hurried home between them.
"She isn't handsome."

" Who ? Miss Bremer?" said Anne Lord.
"There, that's another thing. I had them bring

me the register while I waited in the parlor, and I
see she has had her name put down as AMrs. Bremer.

210 MISS BREMERIS VISIT TO COOPER'S LANDING. 211

Now,,you know, it's a European fashion that ladies

of a certain age are called 3rs."
"Oh, yes; Jfrs. Hannah More," suggested Ellen.

"Precisely. Now put everybody in mind of this.

And for yourselves, my loves, let her see that there are

some people, even in this remote part of the country,
who are accustomed to European styles, talented
as you are, Anna."

"Oh, Mrs. Bench !" exclaimed the blushing girl.
"Yes, my dear, I repeat it ; for your 'Lines to a

Dying Snowdrop' are worthy of Miss Landon her-

self. You should try to make a favorable impres-
sion."

Mrs. Bench, being so sure of her own literary
reputation, could afford to be generous to so humble

a rival.
"Indeed, Anna, I have serious thoughts of enclos-

ing that poem to Mr. Willis, with a note of admira-

tion-of introduction, I mean, from myself; " and here

she entered the garden-gate, leaving the young girl
overwhelmed with grateful emotion.

Mrs. Bench was a busy woman that day. Forti.-

nately, as she often heard no refreshments were of-

fered at literary reunions-the company being ex-
pected to satisfy their hunger "with^ the feast of
reason," and quench their thirst in "the flow of soul"

-there was not much to be looked after in the kitch-

en department. Mrs. Bench, being hospitably in-
clined, and, moreover, having the prettiest cake-bas-

kets in town, and a new set of lemonade-glasses, could

not bring her mind to dispense with all refreshments;
but it was easy to buy up all the stock on hand at

ft
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Newton's, the baker's, and to get a dozen bottles of
lemon syrup at the apothecary's.

The arrangement of her rooms, however, cost her
more thought and anxiety. Her own apartment was
given up as a ladies' dressing-room, much to the dis-
comfiture of the judge, who had totake his afternoon
nap in the "spare chamber," one story higher, and
who had an aversion to sleeping in strange beds.
The toilet-cushion her sisters had made at her .mar-
riage (it bore an unaltered inscription in pins, "To
Angeline. May you be happy !"), was paraded con-
spicuously on the dressing-table, which had a fresh
dimity cover, and a vase of chrysanthemums and life-
everlastings. The best Marseilles counterpane was
brought out, and ruffled pillow-cases completed the
decorations of the apartment.

And now for the parlors. Mrs. Bench was deter-
mined they should be relieved of all stiffness and
evince, by their tout ensemble, the graceful and taste-
ful hand of their mistress. The sofas were wheeled
into angles with the wall; the chairs grouped with
artistic skill i the most unlikely positions for well-
bred mahogany chairs to assume; the curtains were
looped back with studied carelessness; and the piano
opened and strewed with sheets of music. To crown
all, the centre-table was loaded with engravings, the
journals and magazines of the day; while Miss Bre-
mer's works, in one volume, bound in muslin, with a
portrait, occupied a conspicuous place. All this she
surveyed with an air of satisfaction, the good judge
looking on and congratulating himself on his wonder-
ful good fortune in having secured such a miracle of
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refinement and taste in a wife; and then, as the shad-
ows lengthened, Mrs. Bench "rested" herself with
tea and toast in the kitchen, before she commenced
her elaborate toilet.

Nor was the mansion of Judge Bench the only
one that exhibited marks of hurry and excitement.
Young ladies were making impromptu head-dresses,
and cleaning soiled white-kid gloves with bread
crumbs or India-rubber ; matrons selected their most
imposing caps and collars; and every one, from the
invited guests to the young ladies of the various
mantua-making establishments, and the clerks at the
grocery-store, were talking of Miss Bremer's arrival.
Half the population of the town had occasion to pass
the Cooper House just at the dinner-hour, and many
were the curious glances directed toward the dining-
room windows, which opened on the street. But all
in vain, the lady was invisible, having her roast beef
and custard-pie in her own room, at/the polite sug-
gestion of the landlord.

Of course Miss Bremer, being accustomed to Eu-
ropean hours, could not be expected to arrive at the
soiree before eight in the evening; but many of the
towns-people were already there when the judge,
armed by a note of introduction from his wife, was
dispatched to escort her from the hotel.

"Does she speak German?" inquired Mr. Gib-
son, who had a commercial knowledge of that lan-
guage.

"Oh, of course; but her English is excellent; a
little accent, perhaps, but no more than a Connecticut
woman has to us New-Yorkers. I was surprised to
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find it so. I suppose her French is equally good. I
have been told by travellers "-(a German music-

teacher, dear reader)--"that, on the Continent, both

languages are considered indispensable to a genteel

education."
"Now you have the advantage of us, Anna," she

continued to Miss Lord. "Your accent is purely
Parisian. I shall expect you to entertain Miss Bre-
mer in French; and if Mr. Gibson speaks German,
she will have an exalted idea of the general diffusion

of education among all classes in America, which is
only proper."

"How fortunate Byron Olmstead noticed her

name; she might have been at the hotel a week, and
not have seen a soul," said Ellen Lord. "If she had

only written it herself, I should have begged that
leaf of the register for my collection of autographs."

"Don't you dread to meet her, Mrs. Wood?"
asked a very young lady. "I fairly tremble to think

of being in the presence'of one I have heard so
much of."

"Oh no," said Mrs. Wood, with an air of studied

indifference. "This feeling soon wears off when you
come to know authoresses and authors, intimately, as
I have done. One finds they are only men and wo-
men at the best. Te are quite a literary family. My
great-uncle, Thomas, wrote his voyages to Botany
Bay, or some of those places; and my husband has a
cousin who published a volume of poems year before
last -' Lays of Wounded Affections' -have you
ever seen it ?"

But, just at this moment, the company were en
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muse; for Judge Bench walked into the room with
an air of sublime gravity on his round, good-natured
face, and on his arm leaned the lady of whom they
spoke.

Many hearts beat quickly, and some few, who
truly appreciated the natural and touching tales of
Swedislh life by which Miss Bremer has endeared her-
self to many a stranger-heart, could have grasped
her hand with true Swedish cordiality, and called her
"thou." But for a time she was engrossed by her
hostess, and the guests had leisure to "look their
filL" She seemed a plain, unassuming, middle-aged
lady, dressed in a black silk, with a cap trimmed with
white satin ribbon. She wore no gloves, and seemed
a little ill at ease as she glanced around upon the
crowd of strange faces; every eye turned upon her
with anxious scrutiny.

Ellen Lord heard her say to Mrs. Bench, "I
thought you expected a few friends sociably. I did
not know it was a party."

"Oh, it is a mere family gathering, I assure you,
Miss-71rs. Bremer. We Americans are the most
social people -in the world. Make yourself quite at
home, I beg. I am. sorry Mr. Powell did not return
in time for us to have the pleasure of his company."

"Yes, he ought to have come back an hour ago.
But boys are boys; and he's a careful driver, so I'm
easy about him."

" What a benignant countenance !" murmured
Anna Lord to Byron Olmstead's fellow-student, Mr.
Riggs. "Her very air breathes the benevolence of
her nature."
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"Oh, Anna," returned the youth, "be always this
confiding. I love to look thus into your inner life,

though the crowd do not comprehend the depths and

richness of your nature,"
"No one but you has ever understood me," mur-

mured the pensive girl, still lower than before.

"I am dyingsto hear her speak," said Ellen to

Miss Martha Bell. "See, Mrs. Bench is introducing

Sister Anna and Mrs. Wood. What an air Mrs;

Wood puts on !-I deter her. She buys all her

dresses in New York; our toes are not good
enough for her."

"And now," said Mrs. Bench, "I must tear my-

self away, dear lady, for a little while, having intro-

duced my most particular friends to you. Miss Ellen

Lord, Mrs. Bremer ; Mr. Olmstead, Mr. Gibson. I

shall try to persuade Miss Agnes Bell to give us a

little music, and then I shall call upon you, my dear,
for that charming duet -'Take them, I beseech

thee.' "

"'I implore thee,' Mrs. Bench ; it's from Norma,"

said Ellen Lord, blushing at the sound of her own

voice in such an august presence.

"It's of no consequence as to terms, my dear;
half the world are quarreling about words nowadays.
But," and here Mrs. Bench stooped down and whis-

pered, as if concluding the sentence, "I forgot to tell

you that Miss Bremer does not like to talk about her

own works; at least she affects not to understand

any allusion I make to them. Besides, she's a little

deaf, I discover ; so when you see a kind of surprised

look, speak a little louder."
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As Miss Bremer had turned away to answer a
question asked by the judge, this information was
speedily circulated through the little group around
her. By this time Miss Bell had been persuaded to
"favor the company," and, being of the rather anti-
quated school of music, the 'Storm Rondo' soon
drowned all attempts at conversation. Variations
on the 'Swiss Boy,' by her sister, followed, and, both
being eight pages long, by the time they had finished
refreshments were announced.

Miss Bremer declined the lemonade, but seemed
to enjoy the very nice cake. The conversation pro-
gressed in monosyllables. Lemonade is not usually
very inspiring; but it seemed to rouse the suspended
animation of Byron Olmstead, who observed to the
authoress, with a most insinuating look--.

"I cannot tell you how much your 'Neighbors'
charmed me."

"Yes," was the reply; "I must say our neigh-
borhood is excellent."

"fHow well she turns it off!" whispered Ellen.
"But I must tell her, for all that, how 'Nina' won myI
heart."

"That dear Bear," continued Mrs. Wells, a young
married lady; "I have called my husband 'Bear'
ever since, lie has just the doctor's expression."

"A very strange taste," said Miss Bremer, as if
determined not to understand. But Anna, who
thought sheA saw a -secret satisfaction concealed in
this, responded--

" My passion was that charming 'IH. Family;'
the judge'd wife is perfect."

10
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"She seems to be a most excellent woman," re-

turned Miss Bremer, kindly.
"The modesty of true genius," whispered Ellen

again; and here, as the servant returned with the

cake-basket, her sister saw an excellent opportunity

for her French.
"Voulez-vous avoir un gateacu?" she inquired,

fresh from " Ollendorf's Method."
Ellen noticed the puzzled look Mrs. Bench had

spoken of, and motioned to her sister to speak louder.

"TWollen Sie etwas Kuchen nehrnen?" vociferated

Mr. Gibson.
By means of sundry gestures toward the cake-

basket, Miss Bremer at last understood that she was

expected to help herself again, and did so accord-

ingly, while Anna sunk into mortified silence at her

bad pronunciation, to which she attributed the slow-

ness of comprehension.
After having collected the lemonade-glasses frot1

the ladies, and deposited them on the piano (where

every one made a ring on the mahogany, which kept
Mrs. Bench rubbing an hour the next day), Mr. Riggs
ventured his first remark, in a confidential under-

tone--
"We are literary ourselves, in a small way, Miss

Bremer. My friend, Mr. Olmstead, writes charming
poetry. You should see his 'Leaves from Lillian's

Album.' Number twenty-eight was published in the

Herald of Freedorn last week. Miss Anna is our po-
etess, and will write for the best magazines next

year, Oh, as Dickens so aptly says of the amiable

Miss Pecksnif, 'she is indeed a gushing thing. To
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know her as I know her!"' and he clasped his hands
in an ecstasy of admiration, and looked up to the
ceiling with an earnest gaze.

" Oh, Mr. Riggs !" was all that the delighted
AAna could articulate at this compliment from her
lover, for such lie was. -

While Byron Olmstead declared, in a manner
which he meant should be particularly disembar-
rassed, "His poetry !-oh, it was mere nonsense;
trifles which amused his leisure hours in the midst
of intense application to graver pursuits."

Mr. Riggs returned to the charge.
"You must give me permission-painful as I

know it is to a sensitive nature to listen to its own
praises-to thank you, profoundly, in behalf of my
many thousand countrymen and countrywomen, who
have read Harper's Select Library, for the exquisite
gratification which, as my friend Byro4 has often re-
marked, your 'Brothers and Sisters' afforded us."

"Indeed," returned the lady, apparently overcome
by this unexpected tribute; "I did not. know that
you were acquainted with our family. I said to Mrs.
Bench, this morning, 'Mrs. Bench, your warm hospi-
tality to a stranger I shall never forget.'"

"You a stranger?" ejaculated Miss Martha
Bell.

"America opens her arms to you;" responded Mr.
Riggs, metaphorically.

Mrs. Bench came at this moment to claim the
duet, and, as the young ladies were considered won-
derful vocalists, and could rarely be persuaded to
give this celebrated duet, the beaux followed them
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to the piano, leaving the circle about the lioness come

paratively thin.
Miss Martha Bell remained seated on the sofa by

her. She had burned for this opportunity of ex-

pressing her admiration, and lost no time in doing so.
"Every one has their favorite, you know," said

she, "and I confess the 'President's Daughter '-is

mine."
" how many daughters has General Taylor ?" re-

turned her listener, innocently.1
"I suppose, if you go to Washington this winter

(as of course you will, when Congress meets), you
will have the pleasure of an introduction to them.

But your 'President's Daughter--'"

Miss Martha Bell never spoke very distinctly.
Miss Bremer had not comprehended. Miss Martha

tried another tack.'
"I suppose you enjoy writing very much ?"

"I can't say I do. I always make Jane write my

letters."
"And yet you have given the world so much

pleasure by your books."
"I'm always willing to lend what books we have,

it's true; but none of my people ever care much

about reading."
"They do not deserve you, Miss Bremer. But I

have often heard that 'a prophet is not without hon-

or, save in his own country and among his own kin-

dred."'
"So have I," returned the lady, as if a little puz-

zled to see how the quotation could be applicable to.

her. And then, suddenly assuming a confidentiaI
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look and tone, which delighted Miss Martha beyond
measure, she added-" Miss, you look Slike a very
nice, sensible girl, who could not take my questions
amiss.. Will you tell me, then, if all strangers are so
warmly received in your town ?-for, if so, I must
say Cooper's Landing is a pattern to the whole
country."

"I cannot say they are," answered Miss Martha;
"but surely it is no more than- you might have looked
for. Are you not the genius which half a world ad-
mires ? the pride of your own country? the Miss
Bremer whose charming works have endeared you to
us all?"

"Indeed, my dear, I am neither the one nor the
other," answered the good lady, plainly. "I have
thought there was some mistake all along."

"But are you not Miss Bremer, the celebrated
Swedish authoress ?"

"I never wrote a line in my life,1except letters,

when there was no one else to do it. Aid now you
speak of it, I do believe I heard sister Ella say some-
thing about such a lady being in Newburg last
week."

Miss Martha was at the point of suffocation with
eagerness. Oh, if it was true-if Mrs. Bench had
been mistaken ! But the name on the register !

"May I ask your real name, then?" she ejacu-
lated.

"Certainly, for it's one I'm not ashamed of. My
husband is Captain Beamer, Captain Frederick
Beamer, of Nantucket ; and I'm staying in New-
burg on a visit to my sister, Mrs. John Ellis, whose
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husband keeps a grocery there. I started this morn-

ing to go up with Hiram, their store-boy, to the next

landing-I forget the name-where some goods of
theirs have been left by mistake. Sister thought it

would be a nice little jaunt for me; but I felt a sick-

headache coming on-I'm subject to them-so I con-

cluded to stop at the tavern and wait till Hiram came

back. That's the long and short of it. And, I must

say, that I thought the people of this town was the

most obliging and attentive people I ever came
across-from the landlord down. But, dear knows,
I didn't mean to impose upon them in borrowed

feathers."
Now, it is not to be supposed that this confiden-

tial chit-chat was without listeners; for everybody
was, of course, expecting "pearls and diamonds" of

conversation to fall from the mouth of the last speak-
er, after the fashion of the good princess in the fairy
tale. By the time it was concluded, two or three of

the group-Mrs. Wood being the first-compre-
hended the whole affair. What was the surprise of

Mrs. Bench, on turning from the piano, to find her

guest talking eagerly, in a loud and excited tone, as
she stood in the midst of them! What was her con-
sternation when a dozen voices explained the mis-
take she had fallen into ! her rage and mortification
when she at last was made to comprehend that all
her care, her pride, and her hospitality, had been lav-
ished on the wife of a Nantucket sea-captain, whose

brother-in-law kept a 'etail grocery in the next town!

She, the aristocratic, the literary, the sharp-sighted
Mrs. Bench !
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It was too much for woman to endure,
Good Mrs. Beamer was suffered to depart almost

without a farewell from her late hospitable enter-
tainer. The guests, as a general thing, stood as far
aloof. The judge proved himself the best-bred per-
son of the party; for he had a most interesting con-
versation, going to the hotel, upon the subject of
whaling-voyages generally, and ever afterward de-
clared that, if the lady wasn't Miss Bremer, she was
a first-rate, sensible woman. But, alas for the busy
schemes which his wife had planned ! Never will
she be allowed forgetfulness of this unfortunate con-
tretemps. Mrs. Wood made a party last week, to
which Mrs. Bench sent regrets, and where the mat-
ter was talked over at length, and Byron Olmstead
had to take his share of popular opprobrium for being
such a bad manuscript reader.

"But it was an awful hand, I've no doubt," said
Miss Ellen Lord, who took the part of her absent
friend. "I saw Hiram when they drove off the next
morning, and he doesn't look as if he could spell his
own name."

"So she wasn't deaf after all. No wonder she
didn't understand French," said Miss Anna.

"Or German," added Mr. Gibson.
"Did you see Mrs. Bench's poem in the Home

Journal, Saturday?" asked Miss Wood. "It was
called 'Blighted Hopes.' There's one thing-she'll
never get over the airs she took that night. It was
a good lesson for her."

And so it was, dear reader; and a lesson for all
who rush with impertinent curiosity to look upon a dis-
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tinguished man or woman, as if they were wild beasts
caged for the occasion; for all who "patronize"
genius, or wit, or beauty, only because it is the fash-
ion, and that they may thereby share in the.notoriety.
And though America does, indeed, welcome Fred-
erika Bremer with warm hearts and earnest sympa-
thy, we should remember that, as a woman, she must
shrink from coarse flattery or attentions devoid of
feeling.
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"It's such a trifling obligation-the debt of na-
ture," pursued Mr. Cooper, "and my uncle is such a
strict man of business, that'really it's a wonder he
has declined payment so long ah." And, not con-
descending to laugh at his own sally, the young gen-
tleman's manner showed very plainly that he expect-
ed his companion to be extremely amused.

" M chant!" murmured the sylph, holding up a
most delicately-gloved hand in playful menace.

"Particularly when he has such a respectable
nephew and namesake quite ready to take charge of
his money-bags."

"And empty them," suggested Miss Belmont.
"With the aid of some fair hand," returned her

suitor, with weak gallantry, " which is already
pledged for the present redowa."

In a minute more the two stood in that close em-
brace most reprehensible in private, even proffered
by an intimate friend, but entirely sanctioned in pub-
lic opinion on the floor of a saloon from the stranger
of a five minutes' introduction.

The tote-a-tote was all very well, the remarks being
quite as respectful as young America usually indulges

in toward its elders and betters; all very well in its
way, but that it had unfortunately been overheard by
the individual in question, the wealthy and eccentric
uncle himself.

Imagine the tranquil state of mind with which a
precise, kind-hearted, but somewhat choleric gentle-
man of sixty listened to this delectable dialogue.
Mortimer Cooper, Jr., as he had named his card and
office-miate to be engraved, would not have " wrig-

gled" with such wonderful abandon through his
favorite dance had he been aware of the turn Morti-
mer Cooper, Sen.'s meditations were taking.

"The young dog ! the young rascal ! and there's
Miss Madeline and her diamond cross; wonder how
she speculates on post-obits? Bless my soul, how
fast her tongue goes!"

Mortimer Cooper, better known on 'Change than
in the precincts of a ball-room, was for the first time
in his life guilty of becoming an intentional eaves-
dropper. A sudden dive into the reception-room, a
cross tack through the conservatory, and he stood be-
hind the fragrant screen of lemon-trees, in front of
which Miss Madeline anI her escort criticised the
dancers.

"A good thing Mort's going to make of it," re-
marked the scion of the house of Livingston, as the
frantic couple dashed for a moment into full view.
"Old Belmont's sure to cut up handsomely."

"Not that Mortimer need care for money with his
expectations," returned the fair Madeline, thereby
insinuating her own.

"Queer old chap, that uncle of yours." Mr. Liv-
ingston evidently understood the delicate allusion.
"Quite extraordinary, 'pon my honor." Not being
troubled with an excess of the last-mentioned article,
Mr. Livingston, like many another threatened insol-
vent, drew largely upon a fabulous capital. "Not
likely to marry, eh'?"

"Oh, no!" Miss Cooper indignantly repulsed
the unthought-of calamity. "Some fortunate disap-
pointment in early life-fortunate for us, you know-
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Pve heard mamma say. -- a mesalliance, or some-

thing of that sort, broken off by the family, and a

romantic Abelard constancy."
It could not be possible that the aristocratic mouth

was curled by a sneer ! The shrug of the fair uncov-

ered shoulders was undeniable. The pendant boughs
of shrubbery rustled with the slight contact, and the'

lemon-blossoms gave out an unnatural, oppressive

odor, it seemed to the listener ensconced behind them.

And she, his cherished niece, the constant recipi-
ent of boundless favors, the embodiment of sensibility,
and with his diamond cross sparkling in her bosom,
could speak so lightly of what had seared his youth

and darkened his manhood ! Perhaps he had been
mistaken in the manner ; and then, he had been so

seldom in society of late years, he must make allow-

ance for the flippancy which seemed the order of the

day.
"Oh, ho ! " resumed the sapient Charles Augustus

Livingston ; "sentimental and all that ; quite ante-

diluvian-quite as much so as his tailor."

This, tingling in the ears of a gentleman of the old

regime, in neckerchief of the finest lawn, and a frill of

unimpeachable delicacy !
"Quite a Noah, isn't he?" How they both sim-

pered at their mutual excessive brilliancy ! "But

then, you know, one must put up with eccentricities,
though one blushes behind one's fan, where so much

is to be looked for. Poor Uncle Mortimer, his health

is really wretched !"
And this was the niece who nursed him so affec-

tionately, listened with such sweetness and patience

to the catalogue of his numerous infirmities, prepared
such soothing confections, and embroidered such com-
fortable slippers ! It was a wonder the cQlloquists
were mot startled by his involuntary groan at these
mortifying reflections, knowing, as he did, that this
fashionable niece and nephew, with their aristocratic
mamma, owed literally every thing to him-their
very income, as well as the success they met with in
society, from the report of his will made in their favor.

"Dear uncle, do wrap yourself up well, it's shock-
ing cold," exclaimed Miss Cooper, encountering her
respected relative in the dressing-room.

" Ugh ! " groaned the old gentleman from behind
the turned-up fur collar of his travelling-cloak. His
niece and the sylph had thrown over their gossamer
draperies opera-cloaks, in the latest style, scarcely
coming to the waist. Their elaborate coifjures were
shaded by tasselled rigolettes, with about as much
warmth as a flounce of lace.. Thy open-work silk
stockings and satin slippers were shielded by orna-
mental Polish carriage-boots. A good lamb's-wool
stocking drawn over them would have been much
more to the purpose.

"Ugh!" ejaculated Uncle Mortimer again, as his
affectionate nephew volunteered his Highland shawl.
"Keep it yourself, my boy; you'll need all you have."

Whether he referred to wraps, brains, or-pocket-
money was questionable, from the grimace which fol-
lowed the remark. Mortimer, Jr., thought only of
the first, and considered it a new proof of his uncle's
attachment to his future heir.

"Do have the window up, Mortimer; think of
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uncle's poor chest!" almost shrieked the niece, as
they entered the carriage.

"And do, uncle, take the carriage," screamed
both, as the unusually taciturn old gentleman dis-
charged it, on arriving at their maternal residence,
and strode away on foot to his own lodgings in cold
and darkness.

The brother and sister surveyed each other anx-
iously by the light of the turned-down gas-burner in
the hall.

"Some whim," nodded the rigolette, till the little
crowd of tassels danced again. "What a supper-
table, Mort ! not a decent thing--not even a mule
fruits!"

" Andlthat champagne ! Bah ! Livingston and I
emptied our glasses into the spittoon."

Meantime Uncle Mortimer ploughed along through
the deserted-streets, making a vehement gesticulation
now and then, which would have arrested the atten-
tion of the watchman, had there been any abroad

such an unpleasant night. But, as there was none, he
proceeded in unmolested reverie. The old gentleman
was apparently "making up his mind to something,"
making it up "good and strong" while he was about
it. Perhaps it was to marry, after all, and so cut off
the succession. Who could tell?

But all this fierce ebullition ended, apparently, in
invitations to a New-Year's dinner-party, the cards,
for they were quite formal, dating from a certain
number in Fifth Avenue. "What could it mean?"
said Mrs. Cooper, the mamma, in her French morn-
ing-gown and cap. Time had touched her so e cntly,

and the milliner retouched so skilfilly, that she
seemed scarcely older than her daughter. Quite at-
tractive enough to give some currency to the report
that the widow had laid siege, at no very late period, to
the hand of her wealthy and eccentric brother-in-law.

"It can't be possible he is at last going to give up
those remote lodgings and take a house.-197! My
dear, it must be that new stone front next to the
" Belmonts."

"Oh, mamma ! And he can't, be going to live
there all alone ; it's a perfect hotel"

"Palace," corrected Mrs. Cooper. "Do walk by
there to-day, and see if there are any signs of its hav-
ing been taken.-But here comes Adele, now ; she will
be sure to know."

"The strangest thing !" exclaimed Miss Belmont,
throwing a card of invitation on the table beside their
own. "From your uncle ! And he's taken that
house next to ours. Why, it's magnificent ! far the
handsomest one in the block. Why didn't you tell
me, you mean creature, that you were corning to live
there ?"

A significant look passed between mother and
daughter.

"Uncle is so very peculiar, you know, and wished
it kept so quiet." Of course he must have wished it,
since he had not told even them; but that they did
not mention.

"And Gus Livingston has one too," said Miss
Belmont. "He was at our house last evening."

"Quite a family party," said Mrs. Cooper, signifi-
cantly. Both the young ladies felt themselves called

ya
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upon to look conscious. If there had been any doubt
of Mr. Livingston's intentions, this public instalment
in the Fifth-Avenue palace would certainly bring,
matters to a crisis. As for Miss Belmont, she surely
would not say nay to the probable future possessor
of its glories.

"I am so impatient to have you there, I declare !"
said Miss Belmont. "How are the drawing-rooms
to be furnished?"

Here was a poser. But Mrs. Cooper, quicker
than her daughter in those little deceits which are
called "tact" in society, affected the mysterious.

"It would iot do to spoil uncle's surprise. We
shall have to wait and see."

"Nine days ! " sighed Miss Belmont. " To-mor-
row is only the 24th. What are you going to do at
Christmas ? We have only a stupid family party. I
wish, Addy, that you and Mortimer would come
around in the evening and help get up a little dance."

"Madeline would be delighted," said Mrs. Coop-
er, quickly ; "and she could answer for Mortimer."
A farhily party at the Belmonts ! What a step
gained for her ingenuous son ! And how thoughtful in
Uncle Mortimer to ask Mr Livingston for New Year's !

Miss Cooper volunteered to escort her friend home,
that she might have the pleasure of passing by 197,
and inspecting the outer glories at least. It never
had seemed so imposing before ; and, true enough,
the workmen were busy fastening a silver door-plate,
engraved with "Cooper," to one of the richly-carved
panels._

"So odd in uncle ! I long to see him and find out

all' about it," said the young lady, as she carried her
report home to her expectant mamma.

"I should have thought he might have consulted
us--at least our taste." And Mrs. Cooper looked
around her small but elegant apartments, where
every inch of room, and every article of furniture,
were made the most of.

" But uncle has excellent taste," said the younger
lady, thinking of her. diamond cross. "We must
certainly give a ball, mamma, as'soon as we get fairly
settled. I long for evening to come!"

But evening did not bring Mr. Cooper, nor even
Christmas-day, though he sent a pretty gift to each

of the family, as he always had done, excusing him-
self on the plea of unusual haste in business ; the
whole week, in'fact, the first since the death of Mad-
eline's father, passed without so much as a call from
him.

"lie doesn't want to be teased about the home,"
said Mrs. Cooper, as Madeline commented on this
unusual absence. "You know how odd he always
was, and he choosesto make the surprise as complete
as possible." But, for all that, she had an undefined
uneasiness she could not account for to herself, and
did not even mention to her children.

Mortimer Cooper, Jr., purported to be a lawyer
by profession ; but, save the legal business of his rel-
ative, a very small share of "practice" fell to his lot.
The office was a comfortable smoking-room. It had
been handsomely fitted up by the ever-kind uncle,
when he was first admitted to the bar, andi was a
capital lounging-place for all the "fellows " of his
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particular set. They talked over this singular "pa-,
latial" freak of the senior, with their feet on the
grate, helping themselves from the graceful bronze
cigar-stand on the mantel.

"I say, old boy, takes you right home, there by
old Belmont's," one of the party suggested.

"I wonder whose hat'll hang up in your place'?"
said another, leaning toward the honorable Charles
Augustus.

"Gus is a clever fellow ! " remarked his expect-
ant brother-in-law, patronizingly.

"With a good lookout for the dimes," said
No. 1.

"All right now, though! 197 is a blessed reality.
Gus don't like chateaux en Espagne."

"I say, Martin, will you hold your tongue'?"
growled Charles Augustus from the gothic bookcase,
where he was consulting, not "Purdon's Digest," but
a bound volume of the Spirit. "What kind of feed
does the governor give, Mort ? "

"Can't say; this is his first spread. Silver all
comes from Ball's-Addy saw it there." And so she
had, by the merest accident in the world, and came
with the wonderful news that it was the most superb
set that she had ever laid eyes on.

Mrs. Cooper, with a true housekeeper's appreci-
ation, looked contemptuously on the Sheffield coffee-
urn, which already began to show marks of service.
How she panted for the day to come that should
place her at the head of this magnificent establish-
ment ! Miss Madeline had already commenced amus-
ing her leisure moments in making out a party list,
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from which many of their present visitors were ex-
eluded. "What would do for Ninth Street, never

would answer for Fifth Avenue."
But this was a daily and hourly remark with Mrs.

cooper; so much so that the servants began to boast
of it to neighboring chambermaids and waiters as a
settled thing, until the removal of the Mark Coopers
became an on dit with their respective masters and
mistresses.

As "birds of the air" are never wanting to "tell

the matter," it was not long in coming to Mr. Morti-
mer Cooper's ears; but that worthy gentleman ap-
parently saw no harm in popular preoccupation of
his establishment, for he only shrugged his shoulders
in silence, and worked the faster to get it thoroughly
complete in every detail.

Very complete it was ! Mrs. Mark Cooper ex-
claimed at every step, as she was conducted through
it on the eventful New-Year's-day, fdCr exceeding her
most boundless imaginings. They were invited at
five, but took the liberty of coming an hour earlier,
to inspect the house by daylight, as Uncle Mortimer
evidently expected they would. He received them
in the marble-paved hall in a most elaborate costume,
in honor of the occasion, his shirt-frill half an inch
wider than usual, Addy declared to her brother ; but
then its old-fashioned diamond brooch was of almost
priceless, value.

Mr. Cooper had exercised a fine taste, cramped
by no narrow expenditure. They confessed to them-
selves, as they passed from room to room of the mag-
nificent suite, they could not have improved any



238 HOME STORIES.

thing if they had been consulted. The second floor
was also fitted up in suites, one so plainly intended
for Addy that she could. hardly help thanking their
generous relative on the spot-this time seriously-
for his attention to her tastes and pursuits. There
was the morning-room, a perfect gem of a boudoir,
hung with ruby damask, bordered by blue and gold;
pictures, cabinets, a pianoforte, though there was a
magnificent instrument that she longed to run her
hands over in the drawing-room; the dressing-room,
opening from it, with wardrobes that looked like one
massive mirror, set in a delicately-carved rosewood
frame ; the bedchamber, separated only by a curtain
of lace and rose-colored silk. The very best drawing-
room in Ninth Street, even in its best days, would
not compare with that chamber.

"And how is this for a gay young bachelor?"
said Mr. Cooper, opening the door of the adjoining
suite.

Mortimer, Jr., was in ecstasies; nothing but a
warning look from his mother prevented a volley of
thanks ; but he pulled up his collar, and examined
his hair from right to left, before the superb dressing-
glass, with visible satisfaction.

"We old people must be content to take a higher
flight," Mr. Cooper remarked, as they reached the
second staircase.

It was now Mrs. Mark's turn to bridle and look
conscious. Wasn't it as good as saying, "All this
belongs to you and your children ?" and she felt a
strong curiosity to inspect her own apartments. But,
just as they set foot on. the stairs, a loud peal an-

bounced other guests, and they hastened to the draw-

ing-room to receive them.
Mrs. Mark did'the honors quite naturally, and

Addy found time to whisper to Miss Belmont, "You

should see my rooms ; they are superb !" before they
were summoned to the dining-room.

here also was a blaze of light and splendor. Mr.

Cooper had attested his title as millionnaire in the rich

appointments. Mrs. Mark was unconsciously tend-

ing toward her seat as mistress of the mansion, when
she noticed plates were laid for eight, yet only six
were present.

" Ah," said Mr. Cooper, as if understanding the
involuntary pause, "one moment ;" and the "family
party" had scarcely time to look at each other be-

fore he returned with a young lady, in deep mourn-

ing, upon his arm, and followed by a gentleman,
whose calm self-possession was in strong contrast to

the panic of the rest.
"Allow me to introduce my daughter,.Miss Emily

Cooper-my son, Mortimer Cooper, Jr.-just returned

from their travels. My dear Mrs. Mark, your niece ;
she will take her place at the head of my table, if
you will permit her. Mortimer, shake hands ; your
cousin, my namesake. Only a family party, my
dears. Miss Belmont and Mr. Livingston will pro-
vide so well for your cousins, that they will not miss
any little diversion your appearance may make from

their share of Uncle Noah's property."
It was quite a long speech for Mr. Cooper, who

rubbed his hands at the conclusion after the true

stage-papa fashion, and the tableaux would have
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done no discredit to the footlights of the Broadway
or Wallack's. Though it certainly was not acting;
for, however artificial most of the party might be in

ordinary, their surprise and consternation on this oc-

casion were genuine.
"Perhaps you don't exactly understand it, Mrs'

Mark. These are poor Emily's children; a better

wife man never had, or better children than she's

made these. Family interference isn't much use after

all, is it ?"
It was well that the soup made its appearance at

this critical period, for all the party were too well-

bred to continue a scene before servants. The young
gentlemen bowed to each other with the most stud-

ied politeness, and Madeline could not help ac-
knowledging to herself that her new cousin was re-
markably pretty, in spite.of her close mourning, and
perfectly lady-like. The ordeal of doing the honors
at such a table sufficiently proved the last, however
low her birth might be. Mrs. Mark found no refuge
from her chagrin there, or in watching her nephew
in contrast to her own son, who certainly lost by the
comparison.

As for Miss Belmont and Mr. Livingston, their
sole refuge from the contretemps of such a family din-
ner was in exchanging meaning glances by stealth at
the utter confusion of the Mark Coopers, and took
leave as soon as possible after they rose from the
table.

"A charming little explanation going on there,"
said Charles Augustus, pointing over his shoulder to

the drawing-room. "Sly old chap that ! Quite ro-
mantic, pon my honor."

' I never was so thunderstruck," returned Miss
Belmont, passing one slippered foot on the lower step
of her father's house. "Do come in and talk it over."

Mr. Livingston was not slow in responding to such
a cordial invitation. Whether it occurred to him on
the spot to profit by his friend's mishap, we cannot well
say; but by the end of the season, Charles Augustus
visited the Belmonts without invitation, and was
made perfectly at home by his fiancee.

Mrs. Mark Cooper understood the facts of the case
much better than her children, when the explanation
was made; though how her brother-in-law had man-
aged to conceal his marriage with the pretty dress-
maker, Emily Talbot, from any member of the family,
was an ingenuity beyond her conception. The out-
wardly odd and crusty bachelor, Mortimer Cooper,
was in reality the most exemplary of husbands in his
modest homeland his children, though highly edu-
cated, never knew that they had claimsto any other.

He loved them; but he had a share of the family
pride of birth, which had made him look upon his
brother's children as his ostensible heirs. He knew
there would be quite enough to provide handsomely
for his own family into the bargain. But their moth-
er's death had made him, for the first time, feel what
had been due to her, and what were her children's
rightful claims; and while he hesitated between this
and custom and the world's opinion, the memorable
evening of the ball decided him.

Mr. Mortinier Cooper was very slow in believing
11
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the reality of his niece's repentance, and the warm
attachment she manifested for her cousin Emily ; but
he forgave hei after a time, so much so as to consent
to receive her as a daughter-in-law. The family party
was once more reunited, and, though her son was
never entirely reconciled at losing the second-story
apartments, Mrs. Mark had the satisfaction in time
of issuing her "At Homes" from 197 Fifth Avenue.

THE FURNISHED HO USE.
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THE FURNISHED HOUSE.

CHAPTER I.

Then, breaking into tears, "Dear God!" she cried, "and must we see
All blissful things depart from us, or ere we go to TheeY
We cannot guess Thee in the wood, or feel Thee in the wind!
Our cedars must fall round us ere we see the light behind!
Ay, sooth, we feel too strong in weal to need Thee on that road!
But, woe being come, the soul is dumb that crieth not on 'God.'"

Mus. BRowNING.

I DO not remember my mother; I was so young
when she died that I cannot be said to have "lost"
that which I was never conscious of possessing. As
far as care and tender thoughtfulness can go, her
place was fully supplied in my eldest sister, Rachel;
my only sister-my only relative, indeed-for I should
have told you that it was my father's death, when I
was but a fortnight old, which gave my mother the
shock from which shQ never recovered. So you see
that I lay in my cradle with the shadow of grief and
loneliness above me.

But there was the presence of an angel to bright--
en all things, though the shadow never quite passed

away, only grew transparent and mist-like as I came
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to recognize the goodness and purity of my sister in
every act and word of her life ; she was never mer-
ry, but always cheerful and contented. She ever
laughed aloud, and I can remember far back in her
girlhood; but I never sought her eyes without find-
ing that calm, bright smile that I did not see else-
where. I have come to know its meaning now. It
was the token of a spirit at peace with itself, and
trustful as a child toward our Father in heaven.

He cared for us as He has promised to care for the
fatherless. We never had abundance ; but we never
knew absolute want. All came to me through my
ministering angel. There was a-time when she stood
to me in His place, when I looked no further for hap-
piness-for example, for light, knowledge, daily bread
-so it came ; that which I would not see in wilful
blindness He taught me.

Others could see Rachel's goodness, and purity,
and tender loving-kindness, as well as her child-that
was what she always called me, and I knew myself as
such always in thought. She was sought in marriage,
and she became a wife ; that was my first real trouble.
I believe now it was jealousy, that bitter, and at times
fierce feeling, with which I at first looked upon this
change. She had belonged to me-to me only, so
many years, and I had no one else to love. I had
never made friends and companions of my own age,
as other children do; she was enough to fill my heart.

Many would have thought it a fortunate change
for me; every one who troubled himself about me
at all probably did. Our single room, which had
been "home'" so many years, was exchanged for a

neat and tastefully-furnished house in a new, bright
quarter of the city, where there were squares and
shade-trees, and a glimpse of the river from an upper
room. We were no longer obliged to steal our mo-
ments for recreation from the endless toil of the needle,
and I can yet recollect the thrill of satisfaction with
which I shut myself in that upper room (it was but
partly furnished and unwashed then) with a book, and
the recollection that I might stay there until it was
fnished, if I chose, or, when hurrying through the
square, with its bits of velvet lawn, and cool, fragrant
paths, I-remembered that no taskwork awaited me,
and I was free to loiter in the shadow or in the sun.

1 My new brother was very kind and indulgent to
us both ; but I did not think he loved Rachel as he
should have done. It was such a quiet, undemonstra-
tive affection; at least it seemed so to me when I
knew that there was no one like her in the whole wide
world ! He was kind to me, as belonging to her, not
for myself; that I always felt. I did not care for
that though. I knew as well as he did, or the new
friends that now claimed a share in my treasure, that
I was unlovely, that all the beauty with which she
might invest me was in her loving eyes. I knew I
was dark, and plain, and shy-though that is scarce-
ly the word. I felt indifferent, as I here told you,
even to this kind brother, to all save Rachel.

So we lived. three, four years; and I was a woman,
retaining all the peculiarities of the child. I had
read, read incessantly; but of the forms of education
I knew nothing. I had not a single accomplishment,
except that I could barely accompany myself in a f'ew
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simple ballads. I understood Rachel better now; the
interest and love which she withheld from casual ac-

quaintances, and those who sought to come nearer, for
her husband and myself, and the humble watchfulness

which had ever kept her " unspotted from the world."
Then came a second blow; still I had not learned

the lesson. A new love rose up between us, stronger,
if possible, than the first, and far more absorbing.
There hac been but one thing wanting to make that

tranquil home-life perfect to them; I wanted nothing,
nothing-oh, my Father, not even Thee !

I had learned in time to accustom myself to share

my sister's love; to see her eyes brighten when even-
ing came, and the book or work was laid away to
watch for him; to see her sit beside him, her hand

laid in his; to go quietly away, and leave them alone

together, knowing that when the morning came, and
the business of the day called him away, my claim
was the same as in those dear old times; but now,
when I stood in the darkened room, pale and silent,
with the anxiety and the cruel fear I had endured

alone, and saw her lying there, so fair, so helpless,
looking up to him with a new tenderness for the sake
of the feeble, wailing infant he held so unskilfully,

yet so proudly, I felt the old fierceness rise up again,
ten times stronger, until it became almost a death-

hatred of the two-father and child. I was forgotten,
forgotten when I had suffered so much! ie had been

calm through all; and now that frail, puny creature

was to absorb all that he had graciously left me here-
tofore !

I have always been called gentle. I believe I am

so naturally; but then I set my teeth (I confess it in
helpless humility now), and prayed for that child to
die ! Yes, I was a murderess at heart ! I, who had
never known any thing but love and kindness from
either of them, prayed that the full cup held to their
lips might be dashed away before they had tasted it.

Perhaps I was mad at the moment ; it may be
that the torture of agonizing anxiety, the sudden re-
vulsion when they told me Rachel would live, had
turned my brain. I have hoped so since, that it might
not be imputed to me as sin; yet sin it was, even
though not of that dye. I had sinned all my life long
in my idolatry !

After a while, she saw me. Perhaps she read
some suffering in my face ; but she signed me to
come near, and stoop down, that she might kiss my
lips. She did not think of herself even then, for I
caught the words "poor sister! " in the parting whis-
per of exhaustion. -'/

She took one of those little, wandering hands (the
child was lying beside her then), and feebly guided
it to my cheek as I knelt down by the bed; I shrank
one instant from the touch, and then I accepted all
her meaning, and all-all that I could then foresee of
my future life. I put away the taunting, treacherous
temptation; and the second prayer of my life was for
forgiveness of the first.

Yet for months the fear that the first, not the last,
was heard, clouded all the joy I came to feel in my
boy's babyhood. Rachel always spoke of him as our
child, and consulted me in every thing pertaining to
him. Perhaps she guessed a part of the truth, and

11*
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wished to make me feel that I had no diminution of

her love to fear ; that was not a part of my punish-

ment.

The upper room was furnished now, and she made

it her nursery; here we passed the morning always,
her work-table drawn to the window, for that one

glimpse of the river, seen over the sea of roofs, and
the waving of the trees in the green park beyond. I

can see her, as plainly as if I had just left her there,
sitting in the shadow of the muslin curtain, paler,
though scarcely older, than when she was my sister

Rachel, pausing from the tiny ruffle, or the long, flow-
ing robe, to look with such unutterable mother-love

into the large, grave eyes'of the child lying on my
knee, or rising to temper the sunshine or the fresh air

to the little sleeper in his cradle.
It is not true that love is blinded to the slow ap-

proach of disease: I saw it first; I saw it before the
husband, secure in his longed-for happiness, before
the physician, who came often to see the child; before

the friends, who agreed that "Mrs. Morton looked

delicate, really very delicate, since the birth of her

infant." I knew it ; but I would not confess to my-
self what I knew, and what she herself began to feel

rather than understand.
It was a gradual, silent fading ; Death could have

no harsher message to one whose life had been so
pure and lovely. She lived to teach her child his
earliest prayers, to hear from her sick-room the patter

of little feet going about the house, the musical mur-
mured call with which he sought her vainly in accus-

tomed places. I1never left her ; even the child, who

had come to be a part of her, could not entice me
away. She did not exact a promise in his behalf ;
she never seemed to doubt the future, or my own,
placed in her husband's hands.

It was all over at last; the shutters were closed,
the rooms made very straight and formal; strangers
went about with a mockery of stillness that was
harder for me to bear than mirth would have been,
as I sat with my boy in the upper room, pierced to
the heart by his unconscious prattle of "mamma."
Poor, poor child! When that mother, who would
have been so much to his childhood, and who knew
better than I, my Rachel-my all-was lying, with
softly-closed eyes and folded hands, dumb to his
sweet pleading, dumb to my passionate lamentation,
and to the silent kisses that her husband pressed,
with quivering lips, upon her white, gleaming fore-
head, set forever with the signet. of peace.

I saw then, even in the selfishness of my own sor-
row, how I had avenged him, how much he must have
loved her always, how the struggle to resign what was
so dear to him had worn upon him. There were lines
of suffering about his mouth, veining his hollow tem-
ples. He stooped as if he had suddenly grown old
as he went about the house, and his , hand trembled
as he caressed her child, lying on his breast.

My grief, like my love, though selfish, was calcu-
lating. I did not once think of my future, except, of
the void that her absence would ever make. It came
like a flash upon me that this could no longer be my
home, and that I had no other dependence.

There are different ways of cherishing the dead.
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I would have tokens of them always in my sight, their

memory be familiar as a household word. There was

not a chair in which she was accustomed to sit, not a

book that she had delighted in, but had a double

dearness to me now. It was different with my sis-

ter's husband; he would bury hiss dead out of his

sight. He could not lie where every thing reminded
him continually of his loss ; besides that, his health,
never strong, was unsettled by his sorrow, and he had

accepted the advice of his physician-" a sea-voyage"
-the forlorn hope of the consumptive, before he

spoke to me.
"We could not go on living here together in any

case," he said. (I knew so little of the world that I

wondered why.) "And if I return this would not be

the place for me, this home that she arranged, these

rooms, furnished with reference only to her choice !"
And yet he was willing to give them up to the

desecration of strangers. If I had been their pos-

sessor, and unable to bear the sight of them, I 'would

have bolted the doors, and let them crumble to dust

before such unhallowed touch and tread should lhave
profaned them; but then

"Such things be, and will again;
Women cannot judge for men !"

I had no right even to speak against his decision.
I submitted ,because I was helpless ; he arranged it
all. I was to go to his brother's in his absence, who
was made the guardian of his child ; and when he re-
turned-" ah," he said, "it would he time enough tc
decide then !"
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I was to be with her child, to have him all as my
own; and I acquiesced in this double dependence-
Mrs. John Morton and her daughters were the least
of my likings. Our previous homeliness of living,
our "poverty," they choose to call it, had barbed
many a shaft, which Rachel's gentle nature had made
powerless, but, passing her, rankled in my recollec-
tion. Mr. John Morton was an older and richer man
than his brother. He was cold and self-absorbed, his
wife worldly and ambitious, his daughters-well, I
had always avoided them; but there was no help for
it now. I could not leave my darling, Rachel's child,
alone among them.

The house was "for sale, furnished ; " so said
numberless advertisements, which I hunted out of the
morning papers to try and force myself into famili-
arity with the fact. I hate this modern fashion of 'a
transfer of penates, this selling of associations and re-
membrances beyond all price ! this taking up the
thread of another destiny to weave with one's inner
life, unconscious griefs and longings, pains and pleas-
ures. I wonder that phantoms do not dispute the
possession, and ghosts of loves and hatreds, that have
been born and died there, surrounded by their silent
witnesses, do not haunt and vex the rash intruder !

No one can dream what I suffered. Those rooms
still shadowed by her presence, the cradle in which
she had rocked her child, the very drawers that held
her wardrobe, the very bed on which she died, all so
sacred to me that I passed the doors with a suffocating
gasp, all thrown open to the mocking sunshine, the
careless eyes, the criticism, the depreciation of idle,
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vulgar curiosity ! It was cruel to leave the task to
me !

I learned my lesson by rote, and repeated it me-
chanically : "This is the parlor, ladies ; you will see
that the carpets are almost new. The pictures do
not go with the house (her portrait had hung among
them). The dining-room is 'on the same floor; Mr.
Morton keeps his silver. Would you like to go up-
stairs ?" Oh, how I hated those curious, cautious
eyes that peered everywhere, searching for defects,
and spying out deficiencies, we had never dreamed
of! But then it was our home; to them only a "fur-
nished house for sale !"

One day, when I had been goaded beyond en-
durance by this depreciation, which was their part, I
turned suddenly, like- a stag at bay, and raised my
eyes, full and flashing, into the speaker's face. She
was a young, thoughtless, fashionably-dressed wo-
man, and she had expected and desired a more ele-
gant establishment. Generally, I went my round, and
scarcely knew, when I had closed the door upon them,
whether they were young or old, gentle or simple ;
but I saw this party distinctly. And when I said, in
answer to some careless slur upon the room and its
appointments, " Hush ! this was my sister's nursery ! "
I could have stamped my foot at them, and closed
the door upon them all'if I dared. The gentleman
said, "For shame, Florence !" at the same moment.

Perhaps he saw the blood mounting to my fore-
head, that they were stirring the depths beneath. I
saw him glance at my deep mourning-dress, and then
at his sister; and I thanked him with a look, as if I
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had always known him, for the first thoughtful defer-

ence that any one of them had ever extended to me.
They took the home after all; I heard it more

calmly than I once could have thought. I was thank-
ful that my.task was over, that the bitter parting,
this second parting with my sister, was at hand; they
were to come in three days' time. Mr. Morton had

sailed; and I was to have all things in readiness for
them.

Imagine those three days of gloomy preparation
-laying her books, her work, her wardrobe, carefully
aside, the dressing-gown, the embroidered slippers,
shaped to her delicate feet, the handkerchiefs she had
pressed to her lips so often to still the secret pain, the
lawn caps, whose lace borders had pressed her wasted
cheeks through restless days and nights ! I had all
my agony, all my loss, over again and again.

Mrs. John Morton particularly requested that I
wouldn't leave the house to the womanvin attendance.
Something might be forgotten or omitted that had
been promised to the new-comers ; and Mr. Morton,
who had closed the sale, was particular even to a
fraction where his word was passed.

"The gentleman particularly requested that he
might find the house in perfect order, Miss Lawrence ;
and you will oblige me by seeing that it is so. I will
send a carriage for you and the trunks in the after-
noon ; there is no necessity for the boy to come be-
fore then."

I understood her perfectly well, as she stood in
the hall, saying this slowly. She meant, "You are
to be under my orders, and you might as well under-
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stand it first as last. As for the boy, he will be in
my way, at any rate. I will not be plagued with
him before it is necessary."

She was a fair, fine-looking person, dressed in the
deepest and most expensive mourning, for the wife
gf her brother-in-law. Mourning was fashionable
and becoming; her daughters, who were blondes,
wore it also, but lightened by costly lace and flowers,
as if Nature ever needed or brought forth the dreari-
ness of black foliage and blossoms ! and an endless,
irritating profusion of bugles and pendants that glis-
tened as they went out upon the pavement. I hated
them more than ever for the mockery, and felt for an
instant that I could throw off .my own close, sombre
garments, and choose the brightest, gayest-colors, to
shame them for assuming the livery of a grief they
could not feel. I did more than was expected of me.
I took the fragrant linen from the drawers-I had
helped my sister set every stitch in the broad hems
and smooth, delicate seams-oh! how could he part
with them ?-and made the bed, smooth and fair, for
those that were to enter into her labors. Even my
boy's cradle-he had outgrown it now-was prepared
for other dimpled limbs to rest upon. Her husband,
wrapped in his own sorrow, and naturally unobserv-
ant of the "trifles that make the sum of human
things," had not thought to offer me even my sister's
work-table, and I could not ask for what I felt to be
my right. I left it standing open beside the win-
dow ; I took a piece of unfinished work, and laid
down upon it, torturing myself with the home-look
that the whole room presented when I turned to leave

it for the last time. I saw that the fires were replen-
ished; that the hearths were swept clean. I laid the
cheerful round table with my own hands, with bright
china and clear, sparkling glass; that table alone was

a welcome to the new household.
. It pleased me to do all this, but I did not do it to

give them pleasure; it was the refinement of all I
was suffering. I crowned my own loneliness in im-
agining their cheerful ingathering that night; the
laughter and the jests of their first essay at "being a
family," that gay child-wife in my Rachel's seat, her
merry, romping child cradled on my boy's pillow !

When all was done, I shut myself up with him in
my sister's. room to await Mrs. Morton's summons.
I was worn with unusual bodily exertion, and my
mind had been overstrained for months; this waiting
chafed me. I did not wish to talk with myself yet,
not till I had time to realize the change in its full ex-
tent. What I had done all day had been partly in
this spirit. I laid my close bonnet, with its long
black veil, upon the bed, and drew the heavy folds
of my shawl closer around me, as I shivered in the
gloom and stillness that had settled down upon the
house. Why did not Mrs. Morton send for me?
Surely it was time, and Lawrence, weary of the de-
lay and the restraint, begged to go down-stairs again,
but I shrank from the faintest possibility of encoun-
tering any one.

Though that was mere foolishness-of course Mrs.
Morton could send-she would not expose me to such
a 'cruel alternative.

If I had known they were coming, I would not
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have hesitated ; though it was already dark out of
doors, I would have taken Lawrence by the hand,
and gone out alone into the night and the storm, for
a dreary autumn rain was beating against the win-
dows. I heard the carriage stop, but I thought it
had come for me; in another moment I heard steps,
and the laughter and welcomes I had imagined echo-
ing from below. I might have spared myself pic-
turing these things; I was to see and hear them;
hear the exclamations of those to whom every thing

was new, the opening and shutting of doors, in their
explorations of this unknown land, the children
bounding up the stairs, a heavier tread coming nearer

-and nearer, a hand on the very lock of the door,

which was alone between me and them; while Law-
rence listened, and wondered and questioned, until I
was too frantic to trust myself to reply, and no way
of escape was left for us.

I threw myself on the floor, and drew him down
with me ; I buried my head in my hands, on the pil-
low where her dear head had lain.

They did not see, or distinguish me, in the mass
of black shadows, at first ; but my uncontrollable sobs,
and, the child's restless movements, betrayed us.
There was a sudden pause in the laughter and excla-
mations, which told me this ; then a voice said, al-
most sternly,-"Come away ! all of you," and I knew
it was the grave husband of the gay young wife who
had withdrawn them.
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CHAPTER II.

"Until, in grieving for the worst,
we learn what is the best."

THE sounds stole up more faintly from below,
while the child and I sobbed on in wretched contrast ;
then there came a low knock at the door, and I hur-
ried on my bonnet that the veil might conceal my
face before I opened it.

"There is a carriage waiting for you," the same
deep, quiet voice said, and an arm was offered to lead
me to it.

I felt the proffered kindness, and it was so grate-
ful to me that I longed for words to thank this
stranger aright. I laid my hand, trembling with ex-
cited feeling, upon it, and we slowly passed down those
stairs. Funeral chords to the festal song of their
welcome home were Lawrence and I, going forth for-
ever.

I knew I was indebted to the same thoughtfulness
that all the doors were closed, and that we encoun-
tered no one in the passages.

No one had come from Mrs. Morton's to take
charge of her expected guests, though, as I have said,
the night was dark, and the rain pitiless. He shielded
me as well as he could, this kind man, on whom I had
no claim, while the rain beat down upon his uncov-
ered head as he placed me in the carriage, and, hur-
rying up the steps again, brought Lawrence in his
arms, and seated him beside me. I blessed him una-
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wares as he went back to the warmth and brightness
of his own fireside, while the carriage rolled slowly
on, and carried me away from my old life and my
former self to the hard, reluctant charities of my new
abode. "Home" it never could be in any sense ; I felt
it as the driver rang the bell, and only he helped me
and my charge up the high stone steps, where I stood
until it pleased the servant, whose office it was, to
admit me into the warmly-lighted vestibule. Mrs.
Morton was surprised into something like interest in
our arrival. She was standing in the hall, evidently
vexed at some omission.

"Not gone yet?" I heard her say. "I told John
this morning he was to send."

"But John is forgetful, ypu know as well as I
do," said the slow, pompous voice of Mr. John Mor-
ton, in answer. "I am surprised that you should
have been so neglectful."

"Here she is now!" said his wife, with a tone of
relief, as, turning sharply to see who had entered, she
encountered me. "How did you get here, Miss Law-
rence?"

" The carriage was late," I could not help saying ;
"but it came at last."

"How is this?" asked Mrs. Morton of the re-
treating servant. "I thought you said John had
not gone."

" ie has not. I left him at his dinner just now."
"Are you sure it was my carriage, Miss Law.

rence ?"
I had not thought about it at all; I had taken it

for granted, and not even offered to pay the coach-
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man. He was gone; so some one must have made
the arrangements with him.

"This is all very strange !" said Mr. Morton,
turning to his wife again. "I give orders that are

neglected ; my ward and his-his companion," said
Mr. Morton, stumbling upon the word, "arrive here

in an unknown vehicle, evidently ordered by some
other person; I don't understand it !" And, feeling
himself personally aggrieved by the delinquency-I
was left out of sight altogether--the master of the
house rustled the evening paper indignantly, and
walked back into the parlor again.

In the mean time, I stood, without a word of wel-
come, in my dripping clothing, eyed curiously by the
servant, who still waited for further commands.
Lawrence clung to my dress;, and, recovering from
her annoyance a little, his aunt essayed to take his
hand. I felt a grim satisfaction when he turned from

her--for she was almost a stranger to him--and clung
to me closer than ever.

"He is tired and hungry," I.said, instead of ex-
erting my influence and authority to make him meet
her advances.

"I suppose so," she answered, quite as coldly as
I had spoken.

"Edward, call Bridget to show Miss Lawrence to
her room, and put dinner on table again."

She, too, turned as she spoke, and followed her
husband, leaving me still standing, directly under
the glare of the chandelier in the wide hall, alone
with the servant. He understood at once "the poor
relation" footing on which I was placed in the house-
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hold. He did not offer to take the basket which I
held, though it was large and heavy, and gave me
another impertinent, scrutinizing stare before he went

to summon the chambermaid. She had the kindest'
face of all when she came; and Lawrence, with that
intuitive perception of character which so astonishes
one in children, suffered her to take him and carry
him up the long flight of stairs to the room allotted

to us. It was on the same floor with her own; I
knew it must be, and she pointed her door out to the

child as she passed it.
"It's Bridget's room, bless his-darlin' little heart;

and its Bridget that'll come till him if he cries for
her in the long avenings."

It was a front room, though, looking out on the
very park seen so distantly from our own honie;
large and low, but well furnished. It would have
been cheerful if there had been a fire in the grate;
but perhaps that was more of John's forgetfulness.
I did not lay it much to heart.

No one came to us in the dining-room. The table
was handsomely laid, and the dishes were as numer-

ous and elegantly served as if we had been invited
guests; but it was by no special courtesy. There

could be no shabbiness in Mr. John Morton's house-
hold.

Edward, the waiter, began with condescending
familiarity ; but my manner and tone soon changed
it into neglectful carelessness, the only weapon of re-
sentment at his command. I helped Lawrence plen-
tifully ; it was his right. For myself, bread and wa-
ter made my first meal of dependence; even that
choked me.

Bridget was coaxing a flame to steal through the
pile of wood and coal that encumbered the grate
when we went back to our room. If the fire had
been burning brightly, it would have been welcome;
but these fruitless attempts annoyed me, and Law:
rence was asleep upon my shoulder already. Bridget
helped me to undress him; and, folding back the
nicely-made bed, he was laid upon. the pillow in an
unconscious sleep, which I envied. As for me, I sent
the girl away, and, wrapping a shawl around me, sat
down by the window to think. It is the way with
us too often in "this fair world of God's." We re-
fuse proffered assistance and alleviations that are
offered, and sit down in wilful darkness to gloom
over the future, choosing its dreariest aspect to dwell
upon; so I that night sat without light or fire, when
both were at my command; turned away from the
sweet picture of Rachel's child in his innocent sleep
to strain my eyes into the darkness Without, and lis-
ten to the dreary beating of the storm, and liken these
things to my own destiny. I recall that evening
now to acknowledge that I did not deserve even the
comforts I then cast behind me.

I might have been left to gain my daily bread for
myself and the child by the labor which would now
be almost impossible to me, I had lived so long at
ease. I might have been forced to see him want for'
the very crumbs that fell from Mrs. Morton's table,
wasting and pining from cold, hunger, and nakedness.
He, and the treasure of consolation that was bound'
up in his life, I did not then recognize-he might have
been taken from me altogether, and with him the
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shadow of the claim I had upon human relationship
and sympathies. I acknowledge this, moreover, that,
if the punishment of my wilful rebellion had been this,
it would have been just; but, "knowing my frailty,
He remembered mercy." If Rachel had been placed

thus instead of me, her life would have been one of

cheerful endurance, if not positive happiness; but,
as I. said before, shafts that would have glanced
harmlessly past her, entered and rankled in my
heart.

My life at Mrs. Morton's gradually settled down

into a dreary monotony, though their mourning did
not prevent more gayety than I had ever seen efore.
Morning-calls, shopping, and visiting-expeditions,
dinner company, concert and opera going in abun-

dance, filled up their week's round of amusement.

Sundays were scarcely distinguished, except that

breakfast was later, and their showy toilets were made

for church instead of Broadway. Dinner was, if pos-
sible, a more abundant meal; and there were gener-

ally invited guests.
I lived apart from all this, though nothing of their

frivolity escaped me ; they knew this, and it angered

them that the plainly-dressed, silent girl, who avoided

even a chance meeting in the hall, or drew back with

a mocking humility upon the stairs, had sounded the

'shallow depths of their hearts and lives, and inwardly
despised what she saw and heard of their friends and

their pursuits; so, though I did not interfere with
them in the least, and never willingly crossed their

path or allowed Lawrence to do so, the passive dislike
grew daily into more open and active enmity between
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us, and deeper, deeper still, I felt the thrall of an un-
willing bondage.

My routine was, as nearly as possible, this: I was
the nurse and teacher of Lawrence in the morning; I
met the family at meal-times with my charge; if
there was company, my mourning was a sufficient
excuse for seclusion. Mrs. Morton saved me the
trouble of a decision on this score; she often kindly
provided for me in the same way.

It was the occasion of the first dinner-party after
I had come to them. Mrs. Morton was in the store:
room, giving out the dessert, as I passed by.

"Miss Lawrence, one minute, if you please."
And Miss Lawrence stood still as a statue, with

neither interest nor curiosity on her features, to listen.
She might have spared herself the hesitating man-

ner.
" We are to have rather a large company to-day;

and it occurred to me that you would not care to meet
so many strangers just now, especially as Lawrence
will always dine up-stairs on these occasions."

I only bowed-for it was a dumb, evil spirit that
possessed me-and turned away.

"Miss Lawrence, one moment more. I should
like to have my nephew properly dressed, and sent
down to dessert, if you have no objectioils."

These instructions sufficed to govern me forever
after, not that I cared to join them, or would have
done so had the choice been given me; but see for
yourself how the order, though ever so cautiously
worded, must have chafed me. I took Lawrence on
my knee as- I went up-stairs again, and, brushing
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back his golden hair from his face, made him look

straight into mine with his large, serious eyes.
"Lawrence," I said, "they do not want us here,

my boy, but never mind; we have a right, and we

will stay. Your father's relations have discovered

that you are a pretty enough little puppet for them
to display in their drawing-room; but you belong to
your dead mother and to me. Do you hear, Law-

rence ?"
"Ay, mamma," he said, catching at the almost

forgotten utterance.
I pressed his face in my two hands so closely that

it must have hurt him; but he did not cry out, and
still looked up wonderingly.

"They shall not take you away from me," I said,
speaking again ; "no one else in this wide world has
the least claim upon you."

Alas, I did not know in my vehemence how nearly

I had spoken the truth !
So it was that many a day I sat at my window to

listen to the roll-of carriages, to hear the bustle of.

arrivals, and of entertainment from below, light
laughter, the hum of conversation, and bursts of

music by snatches, and had sent my boy, looking-
oh, so beautiful in his black-velvet suit, and the flush
and sparkle of expectation in his face !-down to them

to be admired and petted, and enticed away from me.

I do not wonder that he loved me less; for I know
my welcome and my kisses were cold to theirs when
he ran up so eagerly, with hands full of bonbons, and
eyes sparkling with excitement and the flatteries they
had so lavishly showered upon hin, I might have

listened at least ; but I always checked these recitals,
half-pantomime, as the broken sentences failed him in
his eagerness. This was the most intolerable drop
of bitterness; but' even that I could have counters
acted in a degree if I had so chosen.

I had been under Mr. John Morton's roof five
months, the dreariest part of my life, before I had
ever entered the drawing-room. I remember the time
so distinctly because a letter-the second-had been
received from my brother-in-law, an I discussed at the
dinner-table.

He did not gain in health as he had hoped, and
had gone farther than he had at first intended-to Ma-
deira from Cuba. There were messages to his boy, and
kind remembrances to me, read out in the slow, dis-
tinct utterance of Mr. John Morton, who laid the let-
ter down, and his double eye-glass upon, it, though I
longed to see the sentence of a longer captivity for
myself as I noticed the looks of annoyance exchanged
between Mrs. Morton and her daughters when they,
too, heard of my protracted residence there.

"We have some very good views of Madeira, I
think," said Mr. Morton, carving his venison, care-
fully ; "in the large portfolio, I believe, my dear.
Miss Lawrence, have you eyer noticed those views
of Madeira in the large portfolio on the stand in the
back drawing-room ?" Mr. Morton never forgot to
be polite to his unwelcome guest; ever so often, at
our meals, the only time I ever saw him, a sentence
complimentary, descriptive, or of inquiry, was delib-
erately prepared, aimed, and discharged at me. It
was usually with regard to Lawrence, our one sub-

i

-i

.+

s-

:

,

._

,

_



;"

, -

? _ ,

4

711 L

j 9 - i

T

6

NOME STORIES.

i

> 9

A

#

1

3

''

e

I
r

i y}#

d

3

THE FURNISHED HOUSE.

ject in common; but to-day the letter had enlarged
his scope. Perhaps if I hadremembered the pres-
ence of the servants, I should have been more guarded

in my reply.
"I have never entered your parlors, sir."

"Never entered iy parlors!" ejaculated my
worthy host. "Is it possible! How does that hap-
pen?"

"Because I never was asked to, sir," I said, with

malice aforethought ; not that I cared to go, but I

knew the storm such a breach of civility would call
down on Mrs. Morton and her daughters.

"Is it possible!" said Mr. Morton again, in the
same injured tone I so well remembered in the affair

of the carriage ; here, again, it was a personal con-
sideration. "I could not have believed that in my
house any one would have reason to complain of such

a breach of etiquette ! ".
"I do not complain," I said, catching a half sneer

on Miss Morton's face, intimating that I had at last
accomplished a settled object ; "I beg you distinctly
to understand that, nor do I care ever to enter it."

"But I insist ; really, you will oblige me, Miss
Lawrence, by making one of my family circle every-
evening."

He looked around at his wife and daughters as he

said this. I knew he had been piqued into saying
more than he would have done under any other cir-

cumstances; and they knew that he always insisted

on any arrangement once made. Hereafter, if Miss
Lawrence absented herself at any time, the matter

would be especially inquired into, and her presence
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desired. Hints and innuendoes of expected retirement
would not avail them now; if they had been more
skilful generals, the day would not have been lost at
a single stroke. The rest of the dinner was eaten in
silence; when it was over, Miss Morton gathered her
ample flounces in her hand, and swept past me out
of the dining-room. Mrs. Morton detained me as I
rose to follow.

"Miss Lawrence, could you not have explained to
Mr. Morton that it was your own wish to live so re-
tired ? "

I should have been obliged-to add, and 'by your
orders' if I had," I said, coldly, resting my hand upon
the richly-carved back of an oaken chair.

She bit her lip, and said no more ; it was not the
policy or the taste of either to indulge in lowbred
recriminations.

By these unguarded words I lost the luxury of
my solitary evenings by my boy's bedside. At first,
it was intolerably irksome, not to say humiliating, to
join the family party, though that is scarcely the
word; for I always sat aloof, by common consent,
and was scarcely ever addressed, or replied in more
than monosyllables when this courtesy was extended
to me. Mr. Morton always looked up from his paper
and bowed. Mrs. Morton made a show of widening
the circle for me if company' was present, safe in her
knowledge of my invariable custom, which was to
take my book or work to the drop-light, which they
seldom used, and busy myself with it exclusively
through the evening.

It was nothing to me that my introductions were

-
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casual and to bores. I set most of their gentlemen
visitors down upon that interesting list ; they would
have been to me at least, with their stereotyped con-
versation and vapid compliments. I had never seen
fashionable young men before; there was something
at once pitiful and ludicrous in their whole deport-
ment, dress, carriage, voices, ideas, and the pursuits
I heard them discuss. The young lady.visitors wdre
not one whit in advance of them; certainly, they
never had the faintest intention of bidding these
weak-hearted and simple-minded youths "come up
higher." It is doubtful whether they were them-
selves aware that life had any other aim; I think
they had not. But this bitter mirth of the evening
could by no means fill my empty heart, my unsatis-
fied, longing life, when the morning sun rose still
upon an unchanged, repellent routine, the end of
which no hope or passionate desire could foresee.

In looking back upon that period, I see, with the
clearness of an humble and repentant spirit, how the
blank could have been filled up in gathering treasures
of patience, and forbearance, and self-knowledge, for
that future, whatever it might bring ; and how much
purer the pleasure of administering to Rachel's child
might have been made! Still, I would not accept the
teaching. I began to look forward with feverish im-
patience to my brother-in-law's return; it must bring
some change, I scarcely cared what, so my emanci-
pation came with it.

After what I have told you of the general style
of Miss Morton's visitors, you will see it was not
strange that my attention should be immediately ar-
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rested by the introduction of a gentleman bearing
quite another stamp, and to whom they paid the un-

conscious deference of a weak mind to superior will
and knowledge. Mr. Morton laid down his paper to

welcome the new-comer, who did not seem altogether
a stranger, though I was positive that I had never seen

him there before. Miss Morton's flutter of satisfac-

tion she did not attempt to disguise ; consequently,
knowing the besetting sin of parent and child, I set

it down in'my own mind that he was a person of
probable wealth and consequence; still, I greatly
wondered how he should be attracted by Miss Mor-
ton's shallow graces.

I had an excellent opportunity for observing him,
for, of course, not being a bore, I was, as usual, left
by the side-light to my own reflections. Seen seated
in an easy, almost lounging attitude, in the crimson-
velvet fauteuil, his head thrown back to the full

blaze of the chandelier, the massive head, bold and
rather prominent features, quick, changeful expres-
sion, made him an entire contrast to the weak-minded
young gentlemen I have before spoken of. He intro-
duced subjects entirely foreign to the usual course of
conversation, and to Miss Morton's comprehension, I
am sure, though she listened with a well-counterfeited.

interest. I could not help glancing up now and then
when some quick suggestion, or clever illustration,
was given out with the prodigality of one to whom
thought is familiar; and twice I met his eyes. My
glance spoke interest and approval; his second look
beti-ayed curiosity, I thought. This recalled me to
myself; and, until his departure, I gave neither sign
nor token of consciousness.
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He came a second time, a third, and it began to
be whispered about in the household that he was ad-
-dressing Miss Morton. I did not believe it ; but un-
consciously I set myself to watch them. It was be-
coming a great pleasure to me to see him enter the
parlor in the evening. I found myself looking up
with interest when a visitor was shown in, and ac-
knowledged a feeling of disappointment to myself if
the evening passed without his appearance. One
night I was certain that I heard him ask an introduc-
tion to me. Miss Morton's manner immediately as-
sumed that contemptuous carelessness with which one
sets to rights a mistake with regard to the identity
of an inferior. I distinctly heard the words, "My
cousin's nursery governess," and felt the hot blood
rush like a flame to my forehead as I bent still more
closely to my work. Evidently he was satisfied, for
the request was not renewed. I should not have
cared if it had been one of the moths who were always
singeing their wings about the flames of Miss Morton
and her sister; but I had been persuaded better
things of him, and with the mortification of having
been placed in the false position of a menial came the
disappointment of knowing that what I had looked
upon as a superior mind could be influenced by such
considerations. -

"They are all alike," I said, bitterly, to myself;'
"he is no better than the rest, with all I have fancied
of his mind and heart. Oh, Rachel!" I groaned.
"Oh, my dead sister ! why were you snatched from
me, my only earthly good, all that made life, in its
hollow heartlessness, endurable ?"

THE FURNISHED, HOUSE. 273

Tears, forcing themselves to my eyes, made a mist
of all around me for a moment. I heard some one

from the circle, for there were many visitors there

that evening, come arid take the vacant seat opposite

to me at the small work-table ; when I looked up he
sat there waiting to speak to me.

"Miss Lawrence," he said, as if we were acquaint-

ances of long standing, "what a store of thoughts
and wishes you must be gathering here so silently,
night after night!"

As he spoke, I had said to myself, "If I were a
lady in society, his equal, he would not presume to

address me so familiarly. .This, then, is to be set to
the account of the nursery governess!'"

Had he been Le Roy just then, claiming Miss
Morton's attention with his insipidities, I would
scarcely have cared a rush, and could have rebuked
the impertinence by a single word ; but somehow from
him it grieved more than it angered me.

"I wish I were dead!" I said, as I held back my
breath, and clasped my hands impotently.

"Miss Lawrence "-he spoke in 'a tone so deeply
respectful and sincere that I could but listen-" you
are passing a harsh and a wrong judgment on me, on
the world, and yourself. God never, gives life with-
out its appointed work and trials ; when we wish to
escape it, we are not doing the one, or bearing the
other, as we should."

There was a buzz of conversation all around us;
and he spoke in a low, but earnest tone. I did not
answer.

"I know the feeling well-better than you im-
12*
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agine ; but I have never experienced it without find.
ing, when I came to probe the matter, that I, and not
others, was chiefly in fault."

That was all. He had moved away, and was re-
plying to Miss Morton's badinage a moment after;
and I went to"my room, stricken with a sudden con.
viction of unthankful murmuring I could neither meet
nor silence. I was not suffered to forget it. The
next day a telegraph from New Orleans announced
that my brother-in-law had arrived there a dying
man. Mr. John Morton hurried away to meet him;
a dull quiet settled upon the home. Lawrence, alone
unconscious of this second loss, was unaffected by the
change, and grew rapidly into intelligent and winning
boyhood.

I seldom went to the parlor now. There was no
one to notice my absence; and I had not the heart to
amuse myself with their frivolities as I once had done.

Taking Lawrence with me, I passed hours to-
gether in the park, wandering up and down the for-
mal gravel-path, while he played with other children,
absorbed in the new speculations that gradually took
the place of my aimless rebellion against my heavenly
Father's choice for me--loneliness and dependence.
Gradually I ceased to struggle; I acquiesced, if I did
not patiently accept them. Twice I met my outward
monitor. The first time he bowed; but I do not
think he would have spoken but for Lawrence, with
whom he had always been a favorite.

"Are you going to walk with us ? " my boy asked,
detaining him with the wilful frankness of childhood.

"Not to-day," he said, pleasantly.

Mr. Chalnor could be polite, kind to the nursery
governess; but it yas not selon de regle to walk with

her under such open observation. The second time

his hand was extended with a cordial grasp of inter-

est; I thanked him for the kindly pressure in my
heart. I was indulging one of my old bitter moods,
and it restored me to human fellowship.

Mr. John Morton returned alone; my brother-in-

law was dead before he reached New Orleans, de-
pendent upon the kindness of strangers in his last

hours, if those excellent women who leave all, that
they may serve their Master in tendance of the sick

and the needy, can be called "strangers " to those
they minister to for His sake in the name of a com-

mon friend.
He had died without a will; I did not think, when

Mr. John Morton first told me this, of the signifi-

cance it would have to my future life.

I do. not believe-I never have thought-that

Rachel's husband wilfully neglected to provide for
one who had been so long a part of his household,
her only relative. I do not think he ever realized his
immediate danger ; as it was, my boy inherited a
well-invested fortune, and I suddenly found myself
penniless. Here was an answer to my prayers differ-

ent from any I had ever looked for. I was indepen-

dent, it is true, but the independence of absolute pov-
erty, without home or friends.

It was not likely that they would care to retain
me in the humblest capacity toward their nephew,

one whom they had never liked, and who had never

been at any pains to conciliate them. Mr. Morton
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said as much in our first interview after his return;
not that he allowed himself to hint even that my
presence was unwelcome,,but he took a matter-of-

fact, business view of what I was sure were Mrs.

Morton's suggestions. Finally, as if to cut off any
lingering expectations, he said, "that, as his brother's

health was no longer a detaining consideration, he
should probably put into execution a long-talked-of
plan, taking his family abroad, business making it
advisable that he himself should go."

"And Lawrence ? "

"My nephew "-they all avoided my family name

as much as possible when speaking of the child-

my nephew is, of course, too young to be benefited

by travel. I shall find some safe, quiet country
boarding-place for him. He ieeds physical stamina;
it will be decidedly the best thing for him."

I went back to my room, no longer mine now that-

the sentence had gone forth. I had cast God's re-
maining blessings, shelter, the supply of .outward

needs, leisure, my boy's dear presence, unthankfully
behind me when my sister was taken; now he claimed
these gifts, so despised and slighted. I could but
acknowledge it was just. Now, indeed, I did not

murmur ; but my punishment seemed greater than I

could bear !
I had been sitting many hours with my face bent

down into my hands, my mind a chaos of impossible
plans, useless regrets, forebodings of the black future,
on which a faint glimmering of the good and wise
intent of these many strokes was the only light.
Lawrence had gone out with the family early in the

day, their errand new and more expensive mourn-
ings; 'so, when this solitude was intruded on by a
summons to the parlor, I thought at first the servant
could but be mistaken.

"Miss Lawrence the gentleman asked for; I am
certain," the girl, acting in Edward's stead, repeated,
so I followed her down-stairs, wondering, but not
guessing, who my visitor might be.

I should have known. Who but Mr. Chalnor, of
all who had met me there, would care to offer condo-
lence at my new loss ? - Still, even when he came for-
ward, I thought the girl had been mistaken, and
said--

"I am sorry; the ladies are out."
"I am not," he answered, with a smile ; and then

the grave, sweet expression, that perhaps I liked bet-
ter still, came to his eyes and trembled most like a
smile around his mouth. "But, lest they should be
in, and so break in upon us, pardon my abruptness.
I have come to offer you what they never have sup-
plied, a home."

Up to the last second, I thought friendly condo.
lence, made customary by this world of forms, was
his object. Even when he paused, I did not compre-
hend his meaning, though it flashed across my mind
that, being the future husband of Miss Morton, they
had told him of my forlorn position, and he had come
to offer the nursery governess another situation.

"I know I am abrupt," said Mr. Chalnor, in the
pause which followed ; "but the peculiarity of your
unprotected position must be my excuse. You may
say that you do not know your own heart. I do not
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think you do; yet I can but hope that, when you

come to 'try and examine it,' you.will find there suf-

ficient trust-may I say love ?-to make you give

yourself to me as my wife."
There was no mistaking him now ; still, my lips

were sealed. I could not even look up. You can

understand it-how, lifted suddenly from this region

of cold and darkness into a full flood of light and

sunshine, my heart and life stood still in swoon.

"You will understand my rashness better when I

tell you that Mr. Morton has informed me of the real

circumstances of your present position. I do not

presume upon them, believe me"-and the deep

voice trembled a little ; "but you cannot blame me

that the wish I have long indulged of one day placing

you in a more congenial atmosphere suddenly became

a resolve."
"If," he said again, more passionately-for my

silence might have seemed a rebuke-" if you will

only love me and trust me! I -need your love, Es-

ther ; I have waited patiently for it."

"I have taken passage in the steamer of the 18th,"

said Mr. John Morton to his wife, two weeks after

his return from New Orleans.

I started, for the 18th was to be my wedding-day.

" It was very soon-too soon," said the old pride of
heart. "It is the best-best for both," said love, in

a true humility.
"All my arrangements are made except for Law-

rence.-Ah, good-evening, Mr. Chalnor ! I was just
speaking of our contemplated residence abroad, and
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of providing a suitable home for my nephew in the
mean time."

"Perhaps I can assist you," said Mr. Chalnor,
seating himself near me, though Miss Morton made
room for him on the sofa.

"Oh, it is too much to ask of a person so oc-
cupied with business," said Mrs. Morton, blandly,
pleased nevertheless by this "evident interest in fam-
ily affairs.

"Mr. Chalnor was always so obliging," murmured
Miss Louisa Morton.

As for me, my heart beat so fast that I wondered
every one did not'hear it as distinctly as I did.

"We should be greatly obliged to you," said Mr.
Morton, rubbing his double eye-glass benevolently,
with the finest of cambric handkerchiefs. "Any-
thing that you might propose would be certain to
meet my views."

"-Well, then, suppose you make ihe his guardian
in your absence? Here is my future wife to answer-
for herself;" and he laid his dear hand on mine with
a pressure of encouragement.

I went to his sister's the next day. I had seen
her several times before; and she came for me, armed
with such earnest persuasions that I suffered myself
to act passively in her hands. I found even depend-
ence could be sweetened.

It was the evening of our wedding-day. Mey hus-
band, Lawrence, and T, were going to our new home.

"You will not find the luxuries you have lately
been accustomed to," said my husband, as the car-
riage rolled easily onward, "and you know I had lit-
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was your brother's wife-I thought it was her hus-
band. It was me, then, at the beginning that you
came to seek?" .

Rachel, my'own true sister, thou knowest that I
am not less a mother to thy child because my baby
is lying in this cradle; -and .happiness has comeinto
my heart as the sunshine streams into this upper
room where I write ! Oh, my ministering angel !
uns .n, yet ever present, thou knowest that I have
set up no idols, dear as they are to me-my husband
and child-in the home restored to me by my heav-
enly Father !

tie time for preparation; but I shall love you so very
much that I shall persuade you to forget the discom-
forts of sharing a poor lawyer's life, whose connec-
tions run far before his income; and for the rest, the
modern fashion of furnished houses helped me out of
that trouble."

The words grated upon my ear. Hitherto I had
looked forward with intense longing to "our home ; "
but the greatest sorrow of my life was recalled by
them. I sat still, in the shelter of his encircling arm;
but I felt I was not as grateful as I should have been.

With eyes thus averted, I looked out of the
carriage window. The streets, the houses, grew
strangely familiar, though I had carefully shunned
them in my daily walks. I shut my eyes, so that I
should not see my old home as we passed; even then
and thus, the pain would have been too great.

But the carriage stopped. I looked up to see an
open door, to find my home unchanged, every re-
membered object, trifling keepsakes, books, pictures,
in the very same position as of old. I looked up into
my husband's eyes as his arm again encircled me.

"This is the 18th, our wedding-day, Esther. One
year ago, this very day, I led you across the thresh-
old, my poor girl. How my heart ached for you! I
vowed to myself that, if you could love me as you
had loved your sister-do you remember checking
Florence, my brother's wife, in the room above your
sister's room ?-I would-not rest until I had restored
to you all that I saw was so dear."

"It was you," : said, thrilled by a remembered
cadence I had felt, but never recognized before. "It
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CHAPTER I.

"Tis young Austin is a very
derstand."

The "clever fellow" blushed
with surprise and delight. .He cc
hearing the remark, but it was n
rich merchant, Anthony Bradstree
if he had been so, inclined, who

I ~were, and politeness would not all
his conversation to let down the
gravings he was balancing for th

Miss Perkins, and walk out of ear
" Oh, remarkably clever ; not o

and very high-toned."

Now, when you consider tha
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tin was to graduate the next comma
querist the father of the young la
ered the most lovely, the most fa
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girl in ine world, you can understand how near the
huge Vue de Paris came to crushing Miss Perkins's

daintily-slippered foot.
"Dear me, it's too heavy, isn't it? Your hands

quite tremble," said Miss Perkins, good-naturedly.
"I think I've seen it long enough. I hope to go to

Paris some day-don't you,. Mr. Austin ?-and see

the Madelaine, the Palais Royal, and'the Boulevards,
for myself. Emily went last year, and brought back
the most delightful quantity of gloves and pocket-
handkerchiefs. This is a pair of the gloves I have
on." And she held up a hand she was very fond of

displaying. 'A She saw that dreadful Louis Napole-
on, too. People were actually saying that he intends

to make himself emperor. Preposterous, isn't it?

Papa says so.
How she did run on ! And there was Mr. Brad-

street talking to Dr. Cogswell yet, more about him,
perhaps-who knew? They looked around the room
two or three times, but they did not discover him,
for he was sheltered behind the broad backs of the
twain.

"Of the very highest order," were the last words
that came to his ear. "Correct, methodical, prompt."

Now, whether this was said of him or his class-

mate, Henry Bradstreet, there was a painful uncer-

tainty, as young Austin offered his arm to conduct
Miss Perkins to the library on her expressed wish to
go there. It was not very like Hal, it is true, who
was good-hearted, generous, ready for any kind of a
lark, but not above using a "pony" for airing his
Greek and Latin, dear reader, not himself---and had

never been publicly commended for promptitude;
"on the contrary, quite the reverse."

"Do you like lemon or vanilla the best?" in-
quired Miss Perkins, as the tall man-servant, with his
tray of ices, appeared in the distance. "I think we
might as well sit on this lounge ; it seems crowded
in the library, and I never can enjoy an ice-cream if
I'm standing. The minute I get into a supper-room,
I always look around for a sofa, or a chair at all
events ; I enjoy every thing as much again. It makes
a great deal of difference, whom you get to wait on
you at a supper-table. Some people just stand, tnd
stare, and say, 'Shall I get this?' or, 'Would you
like that!' till there's not a slice of boned turkey or
a fried oyster left ; and others go straight through
and give you every thing, from chicken-salad to
grapes. Some are so careless, too. There's Hal
Bradstreet. When Julia Lawrence had her party,
he upset a whole plate of stewed oysters on my new
tarlatan dress. There he is now, talking to his fa-
ther. I should think he was getting lectured, should
not you? Perhaps Dr. Cogswell's been complaining
of him; they've been talking together some time."

There was some appearance of a lecture, or, at
least, of a distasteful remark. Hal Bradstreet's open
face was very expressive of interior disquiet, and
shadowed by a slight obstinacy at the same time.

"Don't you think he's rather fond of Ella Beck-
ford?" pursued Miss Perkins, mincing her cream to
make it melt faster. "I do. Ella and I used to be
very intimate. There he comes now."

"Confound it all, the governor thinks fellows
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haven't any preferences," burst forth Bradstreet, Jun-
ior, as he reached his friend, regarding Miss Perkins
no more than a fly. "He's got some committee or

board meeting to attend, and calls me up to say I
could see Lucy home, as if I had nothing else to see

after!" How people will cast behind them opportu-

ties that others regard as priceless ! Carrol Austin

would have given his eyes-that is, if he could have
piloted her without them-for that half-hour alone

with Lucy, and as her protector, too ! "Do help a
fellow out of it, for I've gone and asked Ella Beck-

ford to be her escort already ! I told the old gentle-

man that you would answer every purpose."
"But your father is so particular, Henry," chimed

in little Miss Perkins. "I've heard Lucy say a great

many times that he never allowed any of the students

to walk with her-anybody but her cousins or you.
Isn't the carriage coming?"

"That's the thing of it. John's got a bad cut,
and can't drive. We all walked. But he don't mind

you.,,
"Did lie say so?"
How far beyond the outward import of the ques-

tion was the eagerness that spoke in every line of

that fine young face !
"lHe said 'Very well,' and that's enough. I know

it's a bore, but come--that's a good fellow !"

Not that he needed any urging ! far from it !

Brothers and friends are so blind, when we think, in
our self-convicted cowardice, they have a hundred

eyes, and all devoted to spying out our especial pref-
erences. It required all the self-control Carrol Aus-

tin was master of to remain quietly by Miss Ierkins
for the purpose of depositing her empty saucer on
the tray, he felt so like darting away to Lucy, and
seeing the effect the news of the transfer would have
on her. Somebody had asked her to sing in the
mean time, and he could not get within a yard of the
piano, for the little crowd that hung around her.
Miss Perkins thought Lucy's singing a very trifling
matter, compared with her sister Emily's grand arias,
and beckoned some friends near, and, after a little
time, walked away with them. Carrol Austin was
very well in his way, ranking first in his class, and,
therefore, not to be despised at a college party, es-
pecially when he was withal gentlemanly and talL
Miss Perkins delighted in tall men ; but then he
was poor, so her brother said, and therefore not to
be. dreamed of as a lover.

"It's a great pity," thought Miss erkins, re-
volving the matter in her mind, as they first drew
near the piano, "for he talks beautifully, and looks
as good as any of us. He doesn't dress 'poor,' like
Wiley, of last year's class, that always looked so
seedy, and he was very foolish to tell it, I think, He
might have managed somehow, as Joe Dalton did
and gone away in debt to everybody. I was very
near falling in love with Joe, for the Daltons lived in
such style, and he spent money right and left. I
thought they must be immensely rich."

So Miss Perkins gave a little, half-fledged sigh,
and took the arm of young Trotter, whose father
owned no end of cotton-mills, and who parted his
har in the middle, and wore an eye-glass, and car-
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ried his head on one side, leaving Mr. Austin ab-
sorbed in Lucy Bradstreet's foolish little ballads.
She sang them very sweetly, though they were only
English, and not remarkably new, in a low, sympa-
thetic voice, that thrilled the young, listening heart

with a wilder pulse than it had ever risen to before;
for the theme was love, as it ever is with the young,
and he fancied-could it be all fancy ?--that her soft

eyes rested on him with a peculiar meaning, as she

sang-

"I do not love thee, yet, I know not why,
Whatever thou dost still seems well done to me;

And often in my solitude, Ii sigh
That those I do love, are not more like thee."

Perhaps you cannot understand how he felt not long
afterward, when he had shaken hands with kind Liz-

zie Cogswell, the presidents daughter, and made

some polite and deferential remarks to the doctor,
and had put on his overcoat in the gentlemen's

dressing-room, and was waiting on the flat landing
at the head of the stairs for Lucy Bradstreet, taking

the jokes of "the fellows" in a good-natured, but
rather absent way. The door into the enchanted

apartment was ajar, and there was a fluttering of
graceful robes, now and'then peals of musical laugh-
ter, and a general buzz and hum of comment, and of

appointment for future engagements.

It took a tremendous length of time for Lucy to
draw on those crimson Polish boots, and the soft

blue-flannel sacque that shielded her lace-covered

arms beneath the heavier cloak, and then she seemed

to wait at least two minutes, hood in hand, to settle
when and how she was to meet Jane Perkins for
some shopping they had agreed to do together. But
she came out at last, looking, oh, so bewitchingly in
the blue "kiss-me-quick," with its nodding tassels
and careless knot under her little dimpled chin.
Then~she tripped on the stairs-Polish boots were so
awkward !-and he put out his hand to steady her--
he had forgotten to draw on his gloves-and held
hers until they were off the dark stone steps, and she
was fairly under his guidance.

"Shall I carry your bouquet for you'? Your hand
will get cold out of your muf.:"

"Thank you, but it's no consequence at all; we
have plenty of flowers at home, and they are faded."

He took the flowers for all that, and held them so
lightly that they would have drooped before that
long walk was ended if they had not already com-
menced to do so.

He did not have much to say, after all, or Lucy
either, but the time was wonderfully short. The
pavement was slippery, and that made it necessary
that he should hold the arm that rested in his own
for the first time in his life very closely, and now and
then, when they came to a dull, blinking street lamp,
it was "food for the mind," if not for conversation, to
look down into the dears happy face, and draw up, by
some strange magnetism, the eyes he sought to glance
one moment i to his own, and then fall as quickly-
the very look le fancied he had met when she sang
those words th t "still made melody in his heart !"
It was no time o think about where this still, rippling
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current was drifting them, whether upon wrecking
rocks and shifting sands, or to the happy islands it

seemed to lave in the distance. Young love's dream
has seldom any cold calculations of "position," and

"income," and "establishment,".unless, indeed, the

dreamers have the maturely selfish nature of Miss

Jane Perkins.
As for Carrol Austin, he could scarcely belive he

had not been dreaming, as he trod the worn, echoing
staircase of the hall in which he lodged. The moon-

light flooded the bare passages, and guided him to his

own lonely room, where he longed to be, to sit down

and think it all over. As unlike the fairy chamber

in which Lucy Bradstreet "lay down in her loneli-

ness," as were the fortunes of the two who were in-

terchanging thought and half-shaped, misty dreams

of the future, was that low, meagrely-furnished apart-

ment. The almost threadbare-carpet, in which the

original colors were blended into one hue of dinginess,
the well-worn, ill-used furniture, the walls scrawled

with rough drawings, and odd mottoes and designs,
the table strewed with books and newspapers, small

articles of wearing apparel, and remnants of a mid-day
lunch, the bed serving the purpose of a sofa to all

visitors, and therefore any thing but regular in its

outlines, and a drapery of necessary but unpictu-

resque garments in the background-such was the

picture lighted by the single lamp and the paler moon-

beams that came in through the curtainless window.

There was nothing attractive in the outer landscape,
though in summer the smoothly-shorn turf of the

Campus, its noble, graceful elms, the gleam of white-

walled mansions from sheltering masses of foliage,
and the distant glimpse of molten silver nade by a
broad curve in the quiet river, might have sustained
the enchantment of the past few hours. Yet he came
and sat down in the low, broad window-seat, still
holding the drooping flowers, and inhaling unceas-
ingly the intoxicating perfumes of heliotrope, and
daphne, and sweet-scented violets. Something was
wrapped around the stems-a little glove, soiled, and
therefore discarded by its wearer, who had left its
fellow on the dressing-table with her forgotten fan.
How like her actual presence it seemed, for all the
ugly rent in the wrist, and the marks of its grateful
servitude ! He smoothed out the tiny fingers one by

one, and drew the -glove into something of its old
shapeliness. It was like the cast of the hand he had
held that night-and the bare rec llection of the
touch sent that same delicious thrill through every
vein-moulded to its form. It had held it, and he
pressed it to his lips, as he would hare clung to the
hand if he had dared, and then th 'ust it into his
bosom.

lHe turned with a start; but there was no witness
of this daring, only the old shadows s retching in un-
couth, gigantic shapes over the wa 1, and moving
slowly, as the room vibrated to tlie tread and shout
of later classmates, who had been less innocently en-
gaged perhaps, and were even later than himself; so
he came back to the. window, and out to the still
silence of the night. The chill dreariness made him
shiver. There lay the unbroken snow, crossed by
solitary footpaths, glowing desolately in the cold,
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hard moonlight, and there rose those naked, ice-clad
trees, dark, and grim, and immovable as destiny.

He put the flowers away from him involuntarily.
Softness, and beauty, and perfume, were not for his
life. A few months ago it had risen up before him
grand and solemn, as those trees had then appeared,
for all their leaflessness, now as hard and wintry as
their aspect to-night. His young, earnest soul had
laid upon itself the vow of patient industry, to return
the unwearied labors of a widowed mother, who gave
of her very living to fit him for his post in life, and to
rear those younger than himself, who had an equal
claim to all that had been lavished upon him. And
beyond, there was a higher self-devotion, which had
as yet just whispered its solemn utterances through
his soul, of a nobler return, of strength and intellect,
and life itself, for a costlier love that had been poured
out for him.

But the-tempter had taken so fair a guise, so pure
a seeming, to lure that heart from its purpose !

CHAPTER II.

"I'm not going to the concert to-morrow night,
-mother."

"Why, Ellen, what has happened'?"
"Nothing new," said the girl, poutingly. "I've

made up my mind; that's all."
"Rut Mr. Benedict was so good as to give you

the.tickets, and promise to call for you with Rose.

Have you and Rose quarrelled?"

"No, mother. I like her better than any of the

girls, but I'm not going with them any more; I never

mean to stir out of the house -except to church, and I

wish I didn't have to go there !" Great hot tears,

partly of anger, and partly of mortified pride, plashed
down upon the work the child held in her hand.

"I never do have any thing like anybody else ; and I

am ashamed to go to the girls' parties when I cannot

have one too; and even if I could, there's no place,
except the forlorn old school-room, or right here in

this one room. It's too bad, and Iiight just as well
give up trying to be like the rest."

"All because I could not get you a new spring
bonnet! Why, Ellen, I am ashamed of you."

"Well, I can't help'it."
"And Clara has worn hers two years, with only a

new ribbon on it."i-
"But Clara don't care about such things.. She's

just wrapped up in books, as Carrol used to be; and
Ben has Carrol's old clothes made over, and they do
very well, but I'm too old now to b treated like a
baby, and I don't see why I can't hay things as well
as Carrol."

" But you are here at home, with no call to go out

except where you are well known, 1ere every one
knew your father, and loved him, an are kind and
thoughtful for his children. They a 1 know that I
teach school, and just how we are situated. It is not
expected of us that we should dress and entertain as

if we were wealthy."
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" Carrol must have every thing!" said the girl,
still stormily.

"Every thing to fit him to appear among stran-
gel's, where he is obliged to go out more or less, and
where he must be judged more by externals. But I.
have always tried to dress you, Ellen, so that yof-i
might not feel shabby, or old-fashioned, though it is
suitable to our position that we should be plain. If
my life. is spared, and Carrol is the son and brother I
think he is, you shall have every advantage in your
turn to finish your education usefully. An education
is all I can give ny children."

Still the unthankful heart rose and swelled with
bitter and selfish longing. So it is that every moth-
er's soul must, sooner or later, be pierced by the in-
gratitude and folly of those she is ready to sacrifice
every thing for.

Mrs. Austin went on with her needle-work more
sorrowfully for this outbreak. Her life had ever been
shaded by many cares, and chastened by heavy trials.
Born to wealth, and reared in the midst of indul-
gences, she had seen "riches take wings," and the
loving home-circle scattered; even her marriage,
which promised to restore her so much of vanished
happiness, was ever shaded by the ill health of her
husband, who was taken away before little Ben, the
baby, could speak his name; and she was left alone
once more, with four children to rear and educate,
and only the little remnant of her father's property
to depend upon.

Sorrow had not left her unthankful or rebellious;
it had given her a true estimate of life-only the

threshold of existence; beyond its change was the

better, heavenly country, where she was to dwell

forever. Here she had her task set by the Master of

the household, and, so far from bending under it, she
accepted it joyfully, with new energy, new aims, new
hopes of hearing the sentence of reward.

From the first moment of her widowhood, the de-
sire rightly to train her children had conquered the

lonely yearning of bereavement ; to be to them father

and mother both, to gain the firmness and worldly
wisdom that their father would have supplied, and
to lose none of the watchful tenderness of a mother's

love, was her steady aim. Many weak and selfish

women would have considered themselves unable to

do more than feed and clothe these helpless children,
grieving under that necessity ; but Mrs. Austin Xnew

that this was a small part of a parent's duty, and, as
soon as her strength allowed, opened a day-school of

such pupils as could be gathered, an4 set herself
steadily to the task of providing the means for a

complete and necessarily expensive education.
Eight years of patient routine had passed, some-

times wearisome, sometimes beyond her strength, but
ever borne with steady cheerfulness, outwardly at
least. If she had her hours of despondency, and

days when the accomplishment of her h pes seemed
far off and doubtful, they were known only to the
Friend whose strength upheld her, and the Father

who, in caring for the "lilies of the fiId and the
fowls of the air," gave her a pledge that she should

not be forgotten in such things as she ha4 need of.

From Carrol, the eldest of her childr n, she had
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never had a disappointment. In intellect and heart
he was all that she could desire; even when a child
at her knee, he seemed to enter into her thoughts
with a strange, unchildlike sympathy, and learn, as
by intuition, the beautiful faith in God's fatherly
providence, and the wondrous debt of love and grat-
itude he owed to the "dear Jesus," whohad come
from heaven to be laid in a manger, and die in man-
hood a sorrowful death for our sakes, and, listening
to his simple pictures of the beautiful heaven the
angels would take him to when he died, if he tried
to please God, or the earnest and solemn asking that
he might be made good and holy, a new hope sprang
up and glowed in his mother's heart, and, like Han-
nah of old, she "lent him to the Lord as long as he
lived."

When Anne went about the house in her dreary,
abstracted way, or Ellen's strong will rose up against
her mother's authority, or Ben, with the boisterous
naughtiness of a strong, healthy boy, made her trem-
ble for the time when he should follow Ellen's exam-
ple and set her rules at defiance, it was to the thought
of Carrol and his-future that she turned to brighten
the hope for the rest ; but Ellen's wilful words made
her despond even here, the night of the rejected in-
vitation; perhaps she had been self-deceived, and
only indulging a blind partiality in giving Carrol
the advantages he had received. Had she been un-
consciously wronging her other children for his sake?
She felt all that had influenced her-the hope that
he would one day stand up in his father's place, and
the desire that mind and heart should be fully fur-

nished for the Master's scrvice-r--but her disappoint-
ment with Carrol might be at hand; he might not
feel the claims the younger children would have upon
him; he might not wish to devote himself to a life
of, self-sacrifice, such as any laborer in the harvest

must needs live if they would impress others with
the reality of their creed, and bring their needs to

the scanty wages doled out grudgingly oftentimes by
the congregations. Her own health might fail be-

fore the rest had been provided for; itiwas not as
strong now as it had once been, with all her care, and
then she had wronged her younger children for a need
that existed only in her own imagination perhaps.
It was the hardest form in which doubt could come
to her, she was so watchful and jealous always of her
own motives; but it made her resolve to do what
she had shrunk from again and again-set before
Carrol her highest hopes and aims for him, and, if
the answer was a disappointment, shy could only

pray for strength to bear it.
The day had been warm, almost oppressive, but

the evening grew cold and chilly. The very atmos-
phere added to her depression, as she unlocked her
writing-desk, and then rose, as she heard a stir in the
adjoining chamber, to see if the children were all
asleep. Never, since the .night that she had first
gathered them around her, fatherless, had she felt
such a sinking apprehension of their future. But
they were in her care still, sheltered by a home,
sleeping softly and deeply, as only the young, or
those to whom "lHe giveth sleep," can rest, and she
went back to her letter again.

298 TIIE ORDEAL,.
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"I have never told you, my son, of the highest
aims I have had for you. Whenever you have talked
of your future course, you know I have always put
you off with 'time enough by-and-by.' I had two
reasons. One-cowardly, perhaps-I have not been
ready for a disappointment ; and the other, I had
hoped you would make an unbiassed choice, such as
I desired, for I have sometimes seen your thoughts
go out that way, and it has made me happier than

you-could believe. I have your last letter by me.
Frank, affectionate, open as you ever were, you tell

me of all you are doing and of your friends. I am
glad Mr. Bradstreet is so kind to you, and that you
try to have a good influence over his son. You know

that I have always told you our influence is one of

our chief talents. How much less dread fathers and
mothers would have of college-life were it not for the
ceil influences that meet their children there !

"I wish I could see the pretty Lucy you have
written me so often about this winter.; hut, Carrol, I
need not warn you that she can never be any thing
more to you than the sister of your friend. Men of
wealth ever seek wealth for their children; and, be-

sides, years must pass before you can afford to make
any one your wife. Even were she willing to marry
a poor man, and her father willing to have her, you
could not selfishly bind her to such weary waiting, a
vigil that wears out a woman's health and spirits, in
looking toward an unfulfilled destiny.

"It is time now that you should seriously set
yourself to consider what you will be. You have no
connections to help you on in mercantile life ; there

TIE ORDEAL. 301

is the law, with its slow results; teaching-you have
seen something of that ; and the ministry.; My hand
trembles as I write it, my dear son, for the wish of
my life is enclosed in it. The first-born of old were
ever consecrated to God, and when you were a baby
in my arms, and I read of this, it impressed me with
a strange, haunting force. God had been very good
to me, and I desired greatly to make Him some
worthy offering, and, so far as it lay in my power to
train you up for Him, I resolved to do it. What had
at first the vagueness of a fancy strengthened into a
vehement desire, into the great purpose and hope of
my life, to send out one torch-bearer to the multi-
tudes that sit in darkness ; to kindle one faint bea-
con-light that should warn some misguided soul from
hopeless loss ; to see my child entering on the noblest
pursuit this side the grave. Not that I would have
you biassed to this by my feeling, or the wish on your.
part to save me from disappointment. Far from it.
The offering would be woi'thless in God's sight, un-
less it is of your own free will-unless you have your-
self felt moved to lay aside all worldly projects and
ambitions, or, rather, to merge all ambition into the
noblest aim a human heart can have, to be 'a fellow-
laborer with Him!' I should only defeat my own
purpose, and kindle a strange fire upon his altar!

"Do not write me at Once. It requires thought,
and more than thought. I feel very near you to-
night, and as if you needed me-as though some sol-
emn crisis in your life had come, and you were turn-
ing to me for help. You know where to look for the
help and the counsel that your mother could not give,
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I even if she were with you. If you were here, I should

only smooth the hair from your forehead, and kiss it

softly, and say, 'God bless and keep you, my son!'

as I do now."~

CHAPTER III.

"CoMiNG round to tea, Austin'?"

"Does any one expect me'?"

"I don't know who 'any one' is. Lucy told me

to be sure to ask you, and father seconded the mo-

tion."
So the two young men walked off arm-in-arm,

talking of the chances for valedictorian, soon to be

decided, the prospects of "the United Brothers,"

their favorite society, and the boating-club some of

the fellows wished to establish.
Mr. Bradstreet welcomed them to the tea-table,

and sat there listening to all their boyish jokes and

opinions, saying kind things to Carrol of his good
prospect for the first honor, and finally telling him
that, when he was tired of Lucy's piano and the

chess-board, he should be glad to see him in his li-

brary. He was a generous, kind-hearted man, who
-had not forgotten his own youth, and he lived it over

again in the freshness of these young lives-in the

bright blush that kindled upon Lucy's face when

Carrol was commended; in the Jonathan-and-David

devotion of the two students, and all their little

piques and ambitions, looking upon the honors of

Commencement Day as if the interests of a nation
were at stake, and the applause of the whole com-
munity awaiting the fortunate men, or the execra-
tions of posterity reserved for the idler of his class.

Out of his counting-house, Mr. Bradstreet's chief
pleasure was the happiness of his children. The
stately home had lost its greatest charm when their
mother, with whom and for whom it, was planned,
had been carried forth to her burial from it. Lucy
was very like her in face, in voice, in all her gentle,
yet decided ways, in her quiet good sense, as well as
her feminine grace. Lucy must never be crossed in
any thing. It cost the father much less to check and
restrain Henry's quick, headstrong impulses, than to
deny Lucy a flower she had set her heart on. The
beautiful grounds, were kept up to their original ele-
gance to gratify her tasie rather than his pride; the
greenhouse, with its wealth of tropical flowers, was at
her command, and yet Lucy Bradstreet was unselfish
and unspoiled. There are some flowers that open
more perfectly ii the broad sunshine than with. the
succeeding light and shade that belong to others.

Had Mr. Bradstreet forgotten his usual wisdom
when he brought these two young lives in such close
companionship'? The dearest thing on earth-Lucy's
happiness-had a weak indulgence brought it in jeop-
ardy ? It would seem so, that evening above all
others, when he had shut himself up in his library,
not to walk with the wisdom of the past, or take the
bright, hopeful voice of the present for companion-
ship, but to go over, with pen and pencil, the day's
operations, count up the thousands he would gain by

I
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the morning's fortunate investment, and recongratu-

late himself on the cautious financiering that had

evaded a threatened loss.

Hal Bradstreet had his own engagements, too-

a pending rehearsal of the serenade his lady-love was

to receive, in connection with the lady-loves of five

other amateurs, whose ardor had undertaken to con-

quer the difficulties of an adagio in E minor, no tri-

fling obstacle to these unscientific musicians.

The soft May evening, the first true spring day
of the season, had allowed open windows, and unfurl-

ed the great buds of the horse-chestnut trees of the

avenue, the month going out in a flush of loveliness

and the calm of early summer. There were no lamps
called for;' it was moonlight again, and the opal rays
of the sunset had mingled so softly with its silver

that the white keys of the piano at which Lucy sat
had not grown dusky, though dim shadows slept on

the velvet carpet. There was a soft rustle of muslin
draper at the tall windows opening on the lawn in

its first vernal freshness, a glimmer of carved gilding
from cornice and ceiling, a gleam of the white-limbed
statue in the opposite niche, and again the subtle

breath of rare flowers scattered profusely in every
vase and goblet of delicate Sevres or curious Bohe-
mian workmanship throughout the room; above all,
that low, delicious melody of voice and instrument,
snatches of half-remembered songs, and murmuring
preludes, and wandering chords, as memory or fancy
guided the slender hands. No wonder that the brave

purpose of the young man's heart melted under these

enchantments, and he forget the repeated vows of

self-restraint and self-denial he had imposed upon will
and emotion. He was leaning near the ins-trument,
and presently bent down his head upon his clasped
hands, and gave himself up to dreams of delicious
possibilities.

How many veritable lives had gained as lofty
prizes, as far beyond their reach ! What was the use
of talent, and resolve, and energy, if it could not carve
out fortune? And Lucy loved him; yes, he could
not doubt that, and she would be true and wait for
him, as many another true heart had done, and when
he could make for her a home like this, she would
come to him and be his own, and life should flow on
all brightness. But even in the midst of heated vision,
the slow and solemn chords into which Lucy had
glided seemed to bear the burden of an anthem he
had, heard when they buried poor Richmond, their
classmate : "For man walketh in a vain shadow, and
disquieteth himself in vain; he heapeth up'riches, and
cannot tell who shall gather them. This is not your
rest." But he drove the echo down, and went on
with his' dream again. How the opening door jarred
upon his feverish pulses ! The dream was over;' it
was late, much later than he supposed, and Mr. Brad-
street had sent for him.

"Shall I say good-night, Lucy, or will you be here
when I come out again ?"

"I will wait."
The simple words seemed like a prophecy to his

excited mood; but then a chill suddenly broke the
charm. Mr. Bradstreet must have a special reason
for wishing this interview. He had made such a
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point of it, perhaps he had seen all that was passing,
and was displeased. But he was unchanged in man-
ner toward him! Still, that would be Mr. Brad-
street's way ; he would not give unnecessary pain or
be rudely uncourteous, however he was offended. So,

with the fear of sudden banishment, or reproof at

least, darkening down upon the bright visions of the
last hour, he followed the measured footsteps of the

old servant.
Coming from the dusky light of the drawing-

room, the glare of the library lamps almost blinded
him. He did not know it, but his eyes shone fever-
ishly, and there was a bright spot upon either cheek
that would have gone like an arrow to his mother's

heart, if she could have seen him at this moment, it
was so like the hectic she had watched in his father's
face for years.

Mr. Bradstreet, composed and self-complacent,

filled up the compass of his great library-chair, and
motioned him to another on the opposite side of the
oblong table. Carelessly twirling a carved paper-
folder, the souvenir of foreign travel, he did not look
like the stern or offended father Carrol had prepared
himself to meet. Perhaps he thought it bdst to hold
up the whole affair in a trifling, playful light, and

- not dignify it with a grave seriousness; but it ,was
no child's play, no fancy of the moment, to be cast
aside at the bidding of any one, and Carrol's spirit

rose with the thought, and the remembrance that
Mr. Bradstreet had ever tacitly sanctioned their
friendship.

"Your father has been dead some years, I be-

' T1 (ITt' A 7 307306
JI 1 1 4 X/LLLJ .jL1Li. JVJ

lieve." This was th merchant's cautious opening;
for business, like chesp, teaches a preliminary light-
ness to a grave combination.

"Nearly nine ye -rs, sir," said Carrol, greatly
wondering, while ind gnant pride went down, down
with the kindliness of the words-and manner.

"Have you any near relations that you look to, to
give you a start in lif ?"

"No, sir, not one. My mother is all in all to me ;
I owe her my education-but you know that, sir."

"I think I have heard Henry speak of it; but she
cannot do any more for you. A woman knows noth-,
ing of the business world ; her influence is confined
to the fireside." And Mr. Bradstreet looked toward
the illustrated copy of Longfellow, with a vague re-
membrance of something the poet had said of

"Sitting by the fireside of the heart,
Feeding its flames ;"

only, of course, he thought he had said it better, for
what does a poet know of -terseness and brevity,
which is the soul of business?"

"Yes, sir."
"So you have no plansfor the future ?"
He could not give assent, though it was evidently

expected. The glow of passion had dimmed the out-
lines of his purpose, obliterated them for the moment,
but the question brought them forth again with a
startling boldness, as some faded inscriptions start
to life suddenly, with their ancient clearness, when
brought in contact with a chemical test. He had
gone through a strong conflict since that winter's
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night ;conflicts, repeated daily, of soul and spirit,
with earthly cravings and natural human weakness.
Sometimes this battle with self had shaken him so

that he could scarcely fix hid mind on the duties of
the hour, and had left its traces in his face, dark
shadows and a sharpened outline, that were account-
ed for to others by the knowledge of his incessant
studiousness. But the voice of conscience and of
God had called him out of the stillness of his own
soul, and from the words of Holy Writ, to leave all
and follow the footsteps of Christ in ministering to
the souls of fellow-mortals who were crowding out
of life into eternity, with no great sense of its awful
meaning, such as had been laid on him. He could
not say his future was all undefined.

"No definite plans, I mean?" said Mr. Bradstreet,
waiting politely for the response.

"No, sir." He could at least say nothing definite.
"I am glad to hear it, my boy ; for I think I can

make' a proposition which will suit us both. I have

watched you for some time, Austin." (He knew that
very well.) "And I have seen nothing to shake my
original opinion that you have great business capa-

bilities. A little late to begin with the routine of a
counting-house ; your real merchant should begin at
the lowest round of the ladder, and then he always
knows where to plant his foot, so to speak. But you
have industry and good sense to bring you .up; and

method, which is almost every thing; and energy,
which will become enterprise in the proper field. I
wish Hal had half the groundwork."

"No better heart, sir. He will grow out of his

boyishness. He only needs a good influence. He's
easily led just now."

"That's the worst of it-the worst of it. It
doesn't help a man, when he's gone to the devil, to
say he was easily led there, though it answers for an
excuse while he's going. But you kept him straight
the last two years, and that, and some other things,
have put it into my head to offer to take you into my
counting-house, and some day, perhaps, into the
business."

The light, and the drab and gilt volumes behind
Mr. Bradstreet ; the square, resolute-looking head of
the merchant, and his kindly face, now beaming with
interior and exterior satisfaction, grew confused and
misty for a ,moment. Here was his dream almost
realized, an opening that many a rich man would
have coveted for his son, such as is offered but once
in a lifetime. Was not his mother's favorite scheme,
of a watchful Providence, over the fatherless real-
ized? How she would rejoice at the unlooked-for
prosperity !

Would she? There rose up the questioning voice
of inward monition. Had she not other hopes for
him, unspoken but recognized unconsciously? Mr.
Bradstreet had done a noble and generous deed; he
had a right to expect thanks and happiness as its re-
sult. He only saw the young man's face bent down,
hidden from him, and heard a low groan, as- if of
bodily anguish. "Austin, am I mistaken in you?
Is there any reason for this hesitancy?" And the
tone had a shade of coldness, though he did not
mean it should have.
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"You are very good, sir; so good, that I do not
know how to answer you."

"Oh, is that all? Well, thanks are the last thing
I want. Only keep Hal straight, and one of these
days "-for why should he stint his good intentions?
the boy's family was excellent, for all its poverty-
"make my little Lucy happy." The kind man's
voice was almost tremulous as he said this. The
face of Lucy's mother, with its sweet, approving.
smile, seemed to look out from her own shadowy
nook close beside him.

" Lucy !" And the bowed face was lifteI with a
sudden, eager, almost incredulous look.

"You love her, don't you? And I dare say she's
told you she loves you before this.",.

"No, sir, never ! How could she, when my lips
were sealed?"

"I believed in your honor; but there are other
tell-tales than words. If I had not nursed up this
plan, I should have sent you out of the house long
ago. But I can't bear to deny Lucy any thing. ]It
cuts me even to see a downcast look on her face.
Bless her heart !"

If he had been untrue at that moment,' the future

would never have atoned for it. Little we know,
when the hour of temptation comes upon us, who is
feeling our peril, and praying that our faith fail not.
The vibrating tenderness of a mother's love had
caught the first thrill of dissonance, a hidden, name-
less warning moved her that night.

"I must not deceive you, sir, even for Lucy."
Oh, must he give her up ! Position, wealth, love !

turn away from all! But he went on quickly, lest
his courage should fail him. "It has seemed right
to me that I should choose my father's profes-
sion."

"He was a clergyinan, I think. Very honorable,
very excellent men among the clergy; but hunted to
death by poverty, half of them, and their wives, too.
People are beginning to open their eyes, it's true, but
that won't do for you--for Lucy, at all events,
brought up as she's been.. She'll tell you so. Go
ask her about it." For Mr. Bradstreet thought it
was a boyish fancy, very natural, and very proper
when nothing else offered ; and the best way to put
it out of his mind was to send him to Lucy.

"But, Mr. Bradstreet--"
"There, there, we won't talk any more at present.

I don't ask you for yes or no to-night; it's a poor
bargain that hasn't been slept upon. Co see what
Lucy says to it." Apd he waved the young man out
of the room.

Very slowly-though he needed no guide to
Lucy's presence--Carrol came back to the quiet room
where she was waiting with an impatient eagerness.
She, too, had her own doubts and fears as to this
interview. But it had made her look into her own
heart, aind the dread of separation had but shown
her how entirely it was given up to what, had once
been a girlish fancy. He did not see her, for a mo-
ment, but stood still; as the door closed behind him,
shading his eyes with his hand. If she was gone,
would it not be ominous? How childish! -But she
was there still, and came quickly toward him, laying
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I
her hand upon his arm. "What is it, Carrol? Is

there any trouble ? "

"Lucy, your father says I may tell you that I love

you." And he drew her close, close to him, the up-
turned face looking still into his. "Oh, can I give
you up? Does God require it? Do I not mistake

duty? Tell me that I doi!"

It was not strange that, with his father's exam-

ple, and his mother's influence; with a life-training
in the school of self-denial, Carrol Austin should de-

cide against his own happiness for the bare command

of conscience ; but it was a marvel that brought the

indulged and petted girl to say, when he had told

her all, "I should be miserable if I thought I had

made you false to yourself, to what you think is right.

We should never be happy, but it is so hard ! You

know I love you, Carrol, you know I do, but I can-

not help you decide. I do not want to influence you
by a feather's weight."

They parted, sadly enough for young lovers, in
the first hour of mutual confidence, and whose future

lay with themselves ! Who could decide for them?

CHAPTER IV.

." hAVE you been to the pQst-office, Ben?"

It was a quarter to nine. Already little feet were

beginning to patter upon the doorstep, and in a few

moments more Mrs. Austin must tale her post in the
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school-room. She had been looking for Ben's curly
head the last ten minutes, with that eagerness with
which we watch for the messenger of good or evil
tidings, when the balance is still undecided. It was
two days since Carrol's weekly letter had been due,
the letter in answer to the one it had cost her so
much to write; and he night be ill, he was so anx-
ious not to disappoint her in his scholarship. He
might be overworked, and unable to write.

" There ! I forgot ! But here's the things-my
new shoes, and the rice and the fresh eggs. I'll be
off again like a lamplighter."

"My dear child "-and an unwonted feeling of
impatience stirred Mrs. Austin's tone-" I wish you
were not so heedless ! Do keep your thoughts about
you!"

But Ben was off, and his mother, with a parting
household charge to Ellen, who came into the school-
room an hour later, turned to her daily task. It was
more wearisome than usual, partly because of a hard
lesson in syntax, that her older girls would not try to
comprehend, and then her eyes would wander toward
the window, looking down the street in the direction
of the post-office. Ben was so long ! But he came
just as the composition class presented their ambitious
essays on "Time," and " History," " The Elements,"
and "Why do we Study ?'a She could only glance
at the envelopes of her letters, and assure herself that
one was addressed in the finished, careful hand of
her son, and see that the other was from a stranger
by its unknown post-mark and the business-like flour-
ishes that followed her name. It was very hard to
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control her thought, and enter into the construction

of sentences that announced, with a great degree of

circumlocution, the important facts-that "we study

to improve ourselves," and that "history is the rec-

ord of past events," or to clip the redundant drapery

in which the young lady who expatiated on "Sun-

set" had clothed the "gorgeous clouds of crimson
and gold that cradle the declining luminary."

Thence to the infant class, with their demurely-folded

hands, but wandering eyes and absent thoughts, who

could distinguish no difference between A and 0,

with their pertinacious, irritating mistakes and blun-

dering guesses. Even when school was dismissed,

there were two girls to be detained for misconduct

and expostulated with, and the copy-books of a .class

to be prepared for the afternoon. With Ben clam-

orous for dinner, and Clara exhibiting a great, gaping

tear in her second-best dress,,that no one but her

mother could darn, so as to preserve its respectabil-

ity, school-time and sun-bonnets arrived again, with

even the seals unbi-oken !

So it happened that she was quite alone, with the

last footfall of the last scholar sounding under her

window, before she opened the letter; and then she

laid her head down upon the desk a moment, with an
inward cry for strength, before she trusted herself to

read it.
There were two dates, the first several days old.

"Mother, I have a long story to tell you; I scarce-

ly know where to commence. I have had a long talk

with Mr. Bradstreet more than once. But at first I

was at his house, at tea, and he sent for me to come

into his library. I thought of a hundred things as I
went along-that he was going to forbid me the
house, and tell me that I must not think of Lucy.
My mind was all in a whirl, for I had been thinking
of her more than ever lately, thinking that she might
be my wife some day-yes, mother, I did-and how
you would love her-and she would love you, for she
has no mother, you know, and she likes nothing so
well as to have me talk about you and my sisters ;
she never had a sister. Mr. Bradstreet sent for me
into the library, but it was not for any unkind or
harsh purpose. I have always told you that he was
not proud or overbearing, and he proved it by making
me an offer to take me into his counting-house. It
seemed providential, mother."

"Oh, Carrol!" And the drean of years seemed
swept away as Mrs. Austin turned the leaf. It is so
hard to find that our best desires ana purposes, seem-
ingly in accordance to God's will, have been set aside
by Him for plans of His own ordaining.

"It seemed providential, mother." She glanced
back at the words again. If it was His providence,
though it broke her last idol to her face, she would
not reject it. "I thought perhaps the blessing upon
the fatherless, that you have always said so much of
to me, had moved Mr. Bradstreet's heart to place me
in a way to help my brothers and sisters, and, first
of all, to relieve you for your hard and busy life.
And then Lucy ! I have not told you all. He said
he knew I loved Lucy and would make her happy,
and some day he would give her to me, too. I don't
know why, but that made me feel it was a tempta-

ii~

.; :

4

}i!

{

; r.

i 1

' ~ 1

,

1

syzF

?

; '

"

'il,

}i

' t'

~ ;

;;

r , } '
, ,

' ''r

: <<,
,.

I

THE OEDEAE.

i



316 IIoxE STORIES.

tion. It caine into my mind like a flash, how Satan

carried the Saviour to a high mountain, and showed

Him '*all the kingdoms of the world and the glory of
them,' and promised to give Him every thing, if He

would worship him. Every thing seemed placed

within my grasp. It was too much of a temptation;

it betrayed itself; I could not fight away the feel-

ing.
"I had been thinking all winter, ever since Christ-

mas, that I ought to devote my life entirely to God's

service. It was no sudden fancy. I have often

thought of it before, even when I was no older than

Ben; but this year, knowing that it was the last one

here, the thought came back and back to me so often,

that I wonder I have not written to you.about it be-

fore. The only thing was, I could not bring my mind

to decide, and I did not want to trouble you with my

doubts. I had almost made up my mind to write to

you after my birthday, for I did vow, in the stillness

of my heart, that day, if .God would make me His
servant, I would 'fight manfully under-His banner,'

but something held me back for sealing it, even by

telling you; yet I know now that it was no less bind-

ing. Do you not see how the temptation put on the

face of duty, as well as inclination? I thought of

you first, of the toiling hands and head that had never

rested for my sake, of the home you were born to and

I could make for you again, of Ben's education, and

all I could do for my sisters, and Lucy at last, when

I had earned the right to make her happy. Oh, moth-

er, you-do not know, even you, with all your love for

me, cannot tell what a struggle it was, knowing Lucy

THE ORDEAL.

loved me, too ; and, though she would not say a word,
I know that she hoped I would choose.

"I did not go near the house again. I have only
seen her once since. I shut myself up in my room,
I did as people used to do in old times, when they
tried to discern God's will and empty themselves of
selfish hinderances to it. I fasted, and prayed, and
thought, and read my Bible, and, mother, I am not
ashamed to tell you I wept ; sometimes I walked the
room pressing my hands against my head, for it
seemed as though my brain would burst. The sacri-
fice seemed too great ! I could not give- up Lucy.
Then your letter came. Oh, what a comfort ! 'At
evening time, there was light !' It came like a mes-
sage of peace, like the leaves of healing to Christian
after he fought with Apollyon in the Valley of Humil-
ity! I cannot tell you what it was to me, or what i
was not. It seemed easy then, no, not easy, but less
impossible, to give up the thought of Lucy's love, and
the worldly part of the temptation all vanished.

"I went to Mr. Bradstreet, and told him that I
could not accept his kindness. I knew he would not
understand it, and he did not. He felt hurt, more
about Lucy than because I was ungrateful; he seemed
to thinkI could not love her as much as I said I did
or I would not throw her away for a 'fanatical idea.'
He was right about my not coming there any more
though it has been just like home this winter. le
said, and I know it is so, that even if he should give
his consent for Lucy to marry a poor minister, he
could not afford to take enough out of his business
and settle on her to make her as comfortable as she
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ought to be, and I should be only selfish in asking her
to wait. But he let me see her again, and that was
a great comfort ; for, though I told her I hoped she

would be very happy, and marry, and forget me, it
will be something to think of as long as I live, that
she did love me and understand why I gave her up,
and did not try to change me. Only once she laid
her head on my shoulder and sobbed as if her heart
was breaking, and said, 'Oh, Carrol, is death any
harder than giving you up !' It did not seem to me
that it could be harder to either of us than to say
good-by forever. But the struggle is all over now,
and, in a little while, I shall not be here to keep it in
remembrance, and the pain will die away. I can do

all the more good if I never marry, perhaps, and I
can make you happy. My choice will make you
happy, I know.

"I almost forgot to tell you that I have the Vale-
dictory! Only think of it !-when, six months ago,

I should have telegraphed it to you, I believe. If
you could only be here on Commencement Day. I

cannot give it up yet. It will be nothing to. me; I
have no one here to care-that I ought to feel would
care, I mean."

Long, long after she had finished this letter, Mrs.
Austin remembered the other which had come that
morning. She had her wish, but what an ordeal her
child had passed to rea'h the goal she had pointed
out to him! It passed through her mind again and

again, and his noble self-conquest, before she came
back to what he had said of Commencement Day.
She had always secretly hoped to be there. and share
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in his triumph. The wish had been the one darling
self-indulgence of her life for the past two years; but
she had failed to lay aside the means to accomplish
it. Her. habit of prudent foresight had, by God's
blessing, helped her to meet every want for herself
and her children. There was even a little sum accu-
mulating in the hands of a kind friend, against un-
foreseen need, but she did not dare to draw upon it,
any more than if it had belonged to a stranger.
Yet it seemed hard to give up the journey, especially
hard when her boy appeared so to need her comfort and
sympathy. She said to herself, with an almost rebel-
lious sigh, it was only one with her life, always to be
chastened and restrained, even in what seemed most
lawful.

But the other letter ! Now that Carrol's was at
last refolded, she touched it as she looked for the en-
velope. It was short, and the signature unknown to
her. There was an enclosure, which she 'did not un-
fold :

"DEAR MADAM: The year before your husband's
death, he lent me twenty dollars to come to the place
where I am now residing. He looked upon it as a
gift, I know, for there was then little hope that I
should ever repay it. I have always intended to, and
do so how, enclosing you-a check for t*enty-five dol-
lars, the original sum, with interest."

So it is in life, that our hopes are never so near
fulfilment as when we think them quite lost.
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CHAPTER V.

"I no hope we shall have good places. It's so

nice having reserved seats; I don't believe I should
have come at all to-day, if we had not had tickets for
them." It was little Miss Perkins, who hurried along
Benefit Street at a far more rapid pace than was usual

with her. "Dear me, Lucy, how fast you do walk!
Do you think there is any need of quite so much
hurry?"

"You know how early people go just as well as I
do, Jane ; and Henry charged me not to get crowded
by the door of a pew, or I should not be able to see
at all. Just look at all those ladies ! We are not
the only ones that have reserved seats." And so
they hurried on until they came to the old church

which -had been the scene of Commencement-Day
triumphs from time immemorial.

Already a rainbow-hued crowd fluttered up the
aisles, and stretched around the front seats of the
broad galleries, like a row of tulips bordering a grass-
plot, heralds of the mass of humanity, masculine, fem-
inine, and juvenile, that would pack the whole house
to suffocation two hours later. The young girls
paused in the broad aisle, and nodded to Ella Beck-

ford, stationed in the choir, close to the grand organ
that had pealed out Old Hundred at midnight at the
close of the Commencement sermon. Miss Perkins,
quick to discern acquaintances, for all the eye-glass
that proclaimed near-sightedness, waved her fan here
and there, and shook her parasol in recognition, while

Lucy Bradstreet, her companion, satisfied the guar-
dian of the reserved seats that they had claims to be
admitted to them. Already, nearly every pew in the
enclosed space had one or two occupants, and it was
some little time before the fastidious Miss Perkins
could decide where to bestow herself and her flounces.
To be seen was quite as much her object as to see,
even though the front pews were sure to be filled with
grave old doctors of divinity and unattractive trus-
tees. There were distinguished strangers always
scattered here and there among them, and that de-
lightful George Cushing, who wrote those clever
stories for Harper, was expected, and -the poet of yes-
terday was young and handsome. Besides, the aisles
were always filled, and there was an opportunity for
some of the gentlemen to slip along and chat while
the band was playing. So, in spite of Henry Brad-
street's admonition, Jane Perkins was determined to
sit as far forward as possible, and next 'to the door
of the pew. The one in which she finally consented
to settle her redundant array, after trying several
that proved unsatisfactory, had a single occupant.
"Quite as good as nobody," remarked Miss Perkins,
in a tone that was far from being a whisper. Miss
Perkins had reference to any oversight that might be
exercised upon her little schemes for the enjoyment
of passing flirtations. The lady did not look like a
person who would interfere with or remark upon her
young neighbors. She had a calm, grave face, so
familiar that Lucy bowed as she came into the pew,
and then checked herself in the fear that she had
made a mistake. But it drew her to look at her
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neighbor again and again. The thin, oval outline,

the firm lips, the pale-brown hair parted away under

the plain bonnet-cap, were strangely familiar. S ie

was evidently a lady, though her dress-all of stor e-
color and black, though it was not mourning-was

not in the prevailing style, and her bonnet was un-
fashionably large. She looked at the long, slender
hands quietly crossed, noted the absence of all orna-
ment, and then turned away, lest her stealthy glances

should be noticed and counted rudeness.
Faster and faster came the throng ; fans fluttered

in the galleries-a tulip-bed now-and the spaces
around them grew less and less. Jane Perkins stood
sentry for their pew, politely unconscious of the faint
efforts of several individuals to occupy the two seats
remaining, and the warning injunctions of the usher,
"Five ladies in each pew, if you please." Airy
French bonnets and Chantilly scarfs marked the fash-
ionable city ladies who had come to witness the debut
of some son or brother; and toilets quite as elegant,
though not so novel, and a certain broad, slightly
blase look, those residents of the elegant mansions
near the college, who had seen the rush and parade
of many commencements, and wished the programme

well over. There were the college people, the wives
of professors and trustees, who were personally inter-
ested in many of the actors-in the brief drama about
to be performed, and chance pleasure-seekers, who
had no feeling save in the amusement of the passing
hour.

Lucy Bradstreet looked around upon them, and
remembered how often and how eagerly she had an-
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ticipated this day; and, now it had come, was there
a heavier heart than her own in all that great multi-

tude! Her brother had done well, much better than

they had hoped-thanks to the generous emulation

with which his friend had inspired him-and his
friend had won the valedictory; but it was indeed a
valedictory parting words to her, as well as to his
classmates. She knew he would leave next day, and
that their lives were henceforth apart; it was an
ever-present thought.

"How tiresome ! " Miss Perkins had been a faith-
ful sentry, but even her calm oblivioushiess of the nu-
merous modest attempts to pass her could not pre-
vail against the sister and cousin of young Martin,
one of the graduates, who considered their right to
the pew quite as good as Jane Perkins's; who had
not a relative in college, as they knew perfectly well;
and their parasols were quite as pointed as the one
that kept guard at the desired threshold.' They did
not mind the cool stare of amazement at their temer-
ity one iota. Miss Martin's father was a member of
Congress, even though Miss Perkins did not choose
her acquaintance, and two winters at Washington
had not increased her maiden bashfulness ; she was
much the taller and more sweeping of the two, so
Miss Perkins had rather the worst of the encounter
as BellQ Martin and her cousin pushed past, regard-
less of fringe and lace, and nearly twitched the sen-
try's mantle from her shoulders. Nor did the look
of ineffable scorn and writhing contempt darted after
them ruffle Miss Belle's serenity in the least. She
had reserved tickets; she had fought for a good
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place and won it ; she was very much obliged to Miss
Perkins for keeping it; and she made herself very
comfortable.

Very different was the movement at the opposite
end of the pew, where the lady made room for Lucy
Bradstreet, and the young girl quietly and pleasantly
acknowledged it. The stranger thought she had not
seen so homelike a smile among all the unknown sea
of faces that oppressed her, and made her realize her
isolation. She had a quick eye for elegance and
taste for all the plainness of her own attire; and the
snowy chip hat, with its blue crape and white moss'
roses, made its wearer like a lily of the valley-to
pursue the flowers-in the neighborhood of the full-
blown Miss Martin, and even Jane Perkins's over-
loaded dress bonnet.

"They are coming !" telegraphed the quick-sighted
little lady, drawing' herself as far as possible from
her unfashionable neighbors, while she availed her-
self of the elevation of a footstool to see the proces-
sion pass in. The tall, gentlemanly usher, with his
blue-ribboned baton of office ; the dignified and un-
dignified dignitaries that followed; the short men
and the spare men; the shining red faces, bathed in
perspiration, and the pale countenances, indicative
of much sermon-writing and dyspepsia; the young
men,-who had suddenly found themselves made doc-
tors of law and divinity, to their own astonishment
and disgust of their rivals, and the old men, who had
worked for fifty years for the church and the world,
with no public recognition of their merits, not so
much as the moderatorship of an association; smiling,

E'

well-to-do business men, arm-in-arm with the minister
of a country church, who had sent three boys to col-
lege on five hundred a year; the nervous senior,
whose-heart beat fast as he 'recognized dear familiar
faces, and resolved to "do or die," and the callow
freshman, in his first tailor's suit, who imagined him-
self a conspicuous feature in the pageant ; the noisy,
brassy, unheeded band, who puffed away for the edi-
fication of small boys and young ladies from the
country. Every member of the long, slow proces-
sion, that made Commencement Day, had filed iq and
bestowed themselves, before Miss Perkins removed
her eyeglass and subsided into her seat.

It was so provoking to be separated from Lucy,
and to find the aisle blocked up with a number of
women, after all; not a man among them, or even an
acquaintance, to whom she could say, "How ridicu-
lous!" when Archie Cushing tripped on his gown,
and almost deposited himself on the'floor of the
stage; or, "What a pity !" when Ellis blushed and
stammered, and lost the prompting that would have
saved him from that awkward pause, fairly stage-
blind at finding all that sea of faces turned up to his.
And after a while, the band played again, and some
gentlemen friends of the Martins pushed along and
talked over her in such a loud, vulgar way. Alto-
gether Miss Jane did not find herself as pleasantly
situated as her caste-loving, admiration-seeking na-
ture could have desired.

And Lucy, who had aimed less selfishly, would
have desired nothing better than she had found; she
could see perfectly from her more remote corner of
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the pew; she had discovered her father next to Gov.-
ernor Green, his great friend and ally, in the fifth
pew from the platform, as became so generous a
patron of the college. She could see Henry, every
now and then moving about a little restlessly, for,
after all the trouble he had taken to point out the
most eligible seat to Miss Beckford, he was sure she
would never be able to hear a word of his oration,
with all those boys stamping about the gallery.
What in the world did they allow such shavers to
crowd up the church, any way? Henry had forgot-
ten how he walked after the fascinating trombone
and cornet players in the days of his own youth, and
had eaten nuts and apples in the midst of an equally
interested audience.

But, above all, there was a face in full relief
against the dark pillar by which it leaned, a pale face,
with large, luminous eyes, that sought the nook
which sheltered her with a constancy and boldness
unlike their late chance intercourse. Turn when sh
would, Carrol Austin was looking toward her, and
now and then his face seemed, to light with intelli-
gence and an earnest warmth that startled her, he
had seemed of late so reserved and unconscious of
her presence. What would the stranger near her
thiJk ? for she had evidently noticed those glances,
as how could she help it? But it was his last day,
poor fellow, and her heart sank down like lead with
the thought, and she clasped her hands with a wring-
ing, nervous gesture, and tried to forget it again.
Only once could she banish the thought-when her
brother came forward, with his firm, manly tread,

such a contrast to the hesitancy of some, and autom-
atoll stiffness of others, tossed his clustering hair from
his forehead with his own careless grace, and, in clear,
ringing tones, drew back the wandering attention,
and moved the listless faces before him into interest
in him and his theme. It was a real triumph, and
Lucy felt her cheeks glow with pleasure, and smiled
back to her father's energetic and delighted nod.
Mr. Bradstreet would not have changed places with
Governor Green himself at that moment.

"It was my brother," said Lucy, simply, to the
lady in the corner, for there was an answering sym-
pathy in her quiet face, as the young girl turned, still
flushed and excited.

A strange glow, a sudden trembling of the mouth
made Lucy wonder, as she looked into the lady's
eyes. The slender, ungloved han-d was put out tow-
ard her own and then withdrawn. How the strange
likeness to some familiar face. puzzled Lucy again !
But it was only a fancy. The lady seemed very,
very kind, as if she knew just how that little sister
felt, when she whispered, "I congratulate you, my
dear; I do not wonder that you are proud of him."

"Have you any relative in the class ?" Lucy ven-
tured to ask, for she wanted to see that smile again;
it drew her toward the stranger irresistibly.

".My son-" but another speaker had appeared,
and there was no time for explanation.

One more, and the Valedictory. A strange faint-
ness came over Lucy, as she saw it was so near; she
turned toward the fresh air from the window. The
lady was very pale, too, and her eyes were fastened
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upon the stage, and her mouth had almost a painful
compression.

How nobly dignified the tall figure of the valedic-
torian seemed, in the sweeping folds of the silken
robe that fell to his feet, as he stood for a moment
without speaking! He did not trust himself with
even a glance toward the dear face that was so near
him now, but Lucy's eyes never left him until she felt
a hand laid heavily upon her arm. The face beside
her was bent down, and the frail figure was trembling
with excitement. Lucy understood it all then ; the
revelation swept over her in a moment. She laid her
hand in the long, slender fingers so unconsciously put
forth, drew closer, closer to the bowed form, and
whispered--" Mother !"

The craving yearning for sympathy in that day's
trials and triumphs seemed suddenly filled, and the
two women, so lately strangers, clung to each other
until the last word of farewell died sorrowfully away.

Even strangers were moved by the earnestness

of tone, the high self-devotion of the aims they lis-
tened to; they felt that a noble purpose and an un-
looked-for maturity of experience had found voice,
and good men blessed him in their hearts, when they
heard he was to enter their ranks, and prophesied
great usefulness in the field their strength had been
spent upon.

"Throwing himself away; fine fellow as ever
was," said Mr. Bradstreet to Governor Green, while
the hum of compliment and favorable criticism sound-
ed around him; and, in spite of the soreness he at
times felt when Carrol's name was spoken, he scarcely

knew which boy he was most proud of as he folded
up his programme to hear the president's "few re-
marks."

Yes, commencement was over to all but the hun-
gry men anticipating the bountiful public dinner they
were now at liberty to turn to, and the young girls
who were prepared to look their loveliest at the even-
ing's levee. Jane Perkins beckoned to her friend,
and to a passing escort at the same moment ; Lucy

and Mrs.,Austin stood up together.
"I am so glad I have seen you," said Lucy, shyly,

her face covered with a quick blush as she remembered
her exclamation. But the kind eyes looked' so lov-
ingly down upon her-Carrol's eyes ! and it seemed
like Carrol's voice, too, as the lady said: -

"I shall not forget you, my dear child."
Poor, sad-hearted, lonely Lucy ! lonely for all her

father's kindness, and her brother's pride ; and for
all the wealth that was her portion, and the envy that
pointed her out as she moved among the gay throng
at the evening's brilliant reception. It was here she
first knew that Carrol loved her, here in this very
room, as she sang, "I do not love thee." How happy
she was that night, leaning on his arm, as they passed
out of the door together; and now she could not even
speak to him; only a bow, and such-a lingering look
as they passed ! But her father was very kind. "It
could not do any harm," he reasoned, as he thought
that the boy was. going to-morrow, and they could
both be trusted.

"Good-evening, Carrol; you did well to-day "-
and he shook hands warmly. "I was proud of you.
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Can you take Lucy off my hands for a while? I
must speak to my old friend, Senator Story."

So they were together once more, and alone, for
no one remarked them in that busy crowd; and when-
they separated, with aching hearts, poor children-
Lucy said, "Remember, Carrol, I will wait."

CHAPTER VI.

"I WILL wait."
It was a promise given unsolicited, one that he

was too generous to trust, for he knew all that she
would meet with when once society had claimed the
rich man's lovely daughter as its own. The homage,
real and insincere, the love that she could not fail to
attract, her father's solicitude for her happiness, the
natural result of time and absence, in wearing away
the vivid remembrance of him, and the disenchant-
ment of a fuller appreciation, a woman's knowledge
of all she must give up for his sake.

So Carrol Austin did not rest upon that parting
valediction ; but, in spite of reason and of will, it
haunted and comforted him,. not that he gave up to
idle dreams-his life was too real, his work too ear-
nest-but there were hours when the fulfilment of his
noblest hopes seemed afar off, and the knowledge of
all he was accomplishing .for those who leaned on
him, and the unswerving friendship of more than a
mother's love, seemed insufficient to satisfy the crav-

ing for daily sympathy, for a nearer human com-

panionship, and then the remembrance of these words
came with a soothing like the touch of a soft hand

upon his forehead. Lucy had loved him well enough
to say it and believe it, however life might change
her purpose, and he held her free as air to do so, only

praying that she might be happy.
Hal Bradstreet and Ella Beqkford were both mar-

ried, but not to each other. They had children grow-
ing up around them, and laughed lightly at their.
childish flirtations. Jane Perkins was a fretful, faded
wife, selfishly exacting, as such a nature could not
fail to be in its full development ; and her friend Lucy
could but wonder, and. sometimes chide the restless

mourning of a life that outwardly would seem to have
every desire fulfilled.

Lucy Bradstreet still, Miss Bradstreet now, living
alone with her father, and entertaining his friends,
and the distinguished men he liked to gather around
him, with quiet dignity and composure, yet with the

ease And grace of a woman of the world. No won-
der that Governor Green used to say that she realized
the old English epitaph-

"Polite as she in courts had ever been,
Yet, good as she, the world had never seen;"

and it was especially kind, when it was generally
supposed that she had rejected him, confirmed old
bachelor as he had been considered.

Mr. Bradstreet did not advocate that marriage,
flattering as the proposal was, for his friend had been
groomsman at his own wedding, and, though well
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preserved, could not be more than five years younger
than himself; but it was rather annoying to see all
suitors, however wealthy or humble, transformed into
steadfast friends. It never occurred to him that the
foolish affair. of ten years ago was underlying the re-
serve that so perplexed him. Lucy was the soul of
truth, and he knew perfectly well she had never
heard from young Austin, or he from her, unless in-
directly, and he trusted to the wise man's saying,
"Where no fuel is, the fire goeth out."

"We are to dine at Henry's to-morrow, Lucy, if
you have no engagement, to meet some distinguished
individual, I believe."

Mr. Bradstreet gave the intelligence casually at
the tea-ta'ble, and relapsed into the journal imme-
diately.

"Did he tell you who, papa?" Lucy asked, with
very little interest.

It was a soft evening in early summer, just such
an evening as the one, ten years before, when, for the
first and last time, an arm, that was'not her father's
and not her brother's, had encircled her. Something in
the perfume of the flowers had recalled it vividly. A
sharp pang of hope unfulfilled, a thought of a dreary,
lonely future, came with it. Ten years now since
even the most casual intelligence had reached her-
the election of Carrol Austin to the professorship of
a Western college, a newspaper mention such as had
told her of his ordination. But there was "fuel " in
spite of Mr. Bradstreet's comfortable conclusion-the
remembrance of that happy winter, the knowledge
that he was steadily and successfully pursuing his

TIE ORDEAL. 333

course, and, above all, a deeper appreciation of the

truthfulness and honor, and utter self-sacrifice that

had resigned her.

"Oh, did you speak, Lucy? Who? I really
don't know. Some literary man and his wife, I be-

heve, quite out of Hal's usual line. He's written a

moral philosophy, or something of that sort, that they
are going to adopt in college. I don't see why, I'm
sure, when every one knows Dr. Cogshall's is the

best text-book in the English language. Like every
thing else, though, can't be satisfied without this con-

tinual change."
So Miss Bradstreet made her simple toilet for her

brother's dinner, without the slightest curiosity or
even interest in his guests, and entered the dining-
room rather late to be presented to Prof. Austin !

"I took very good care not to tell her it was you,
Carrol," said Henry Bradstreet, who w9s highly de-
lighted with meeting 'the friend of his youth.'

She's a maiden aunt, you know, but a pretty good
girl still-walks after the old gentleman, and makes

his tea in the most dutiful manner possible."

So he was married; her father said his wife was
to be there. Something had prevented it, for the

rest were familiar faces; she would not ask what, for
a dreary, benumbing feeling came over her. She

had not looked for this as the end of her vigil; but

it was human nature, and she had no right to expect
any thing different, when his last words had been-

"No, Lucy, you must not say so; you are quite
free!" .She did not acknowledge what had kept her
love alive, and how keen the blast that had quenched
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it. She thought it was faith in human nature that
had suddenly been darkened; and she listened, and
replied, and was courteous, even gay; in her bearing,
through all that long, bountiful, wearying dinner.

She stood before the coffee-tray, in the drawing-
room, at her sister-in-law's request, when the gentle-
men came from the table. It was a relief to have
something to do, a shelter from the. few words that
must pass between them. She could not help seeing
that manhood had developed the once slender figure
into full and -noble outlines; that the fair hair was
thinned about his white temples; that he spoke with
a deeper thought and utterance. There was no dis-
appointment in time's work. She wondered if he
thought her -changed. She had found a gray hair
two weeks ago ! She was conscious of the sedate and
thoughtful face that looked out from her mirror to
her-that youth was over, and its illusions, alas !

"You do not ask for my mother, Miss Bradstreet."
She started, for Mr. Austin had come directly to her.
"My mother has not forgotten you, however."

"II have been remiss. I remember her distinctly."
How often had that one meeting been lived over !
and how firmly was the remembrance united to his !

She is well, I hope?"
"Yes, and making my hoine happy, though she

is a grandmother now, and my sisters steal her away
sometimes.

"And Mrs. Austin-she is not with you to-day?
You take no sugar, if I remember." For all her self-
restraint, the delicate Sevres cup trembled in her
hand.

335

"Mrs. Austin 2?-oh, my brother Ben is much too

fickle to think of marriage, even if he were old

enough. He has more flames than our old friend

Miss Perkins used to boast of."

You misunderstand me. My father led me to

suppose that I should meet Mrs. Carrol Austin here
,,

to-day."
"No, Lucy, forgive me; not unless he has with-

drawn the old denial; not unless I am speaking to
her now !" And, as in the old, old times, their eyes
met for the first time that day'; hers with sudden

questioning, and his with a fond, though reproachful.
look.

But they separated again without betrothal, un-
less a fuller and more perfect knowledge of the hearts

and lives of each other forced' it. Not that Mr.

Bradstreet again denied his daughter's hand; she her-

self pointed out to.her friend how impossible it would

be to leave him, now that the habit and usage of a

lifetime had made him dependent upon her for com-

fort and happiness. But their separation was not in

utter silence as heretofore, and Lucy learned, by the
history of his growing honor and usefulness, that,
even in this world, "he that forsaketh houses and

lands, for his Master's sake, shall receive an hundred-

fold."_
The day came at last when she saw the Western

home of which he had so often written. It was to

be hers henceforth, all that she could claim, for her

father's house was already occupied by strangers,
and her cares for him were ended. Alnmost half her

lifetime had passed since she gave the promise she
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had so faithfully kept, and the frail figure that came
forth to welcome her was already bowed with ac-
vancing age. The brown hair was changed to sil-
ver ; the face full of that repose which overshadows
those wh.o dwell in the land of Beulah, awaiting the
messenger of the King, and her kiss was like a bene-
diction, when she folded the daughter she had so
yearned over in her arms.

Mrs. Austin had seen her life-work well rewarded,
despite many changes, many crosses, and more than
one bitter disappointment ; and now that her son's
home was brightened, and his youth renewed with
the accomplishment of all it had desired, she could
fold her hands tranquilly, and say : "It is enough ;
now lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace."
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smooth as hands could make it, tempted her, but din-
ner was nearly ready, and she indulged herself only
by throwing off her street dress and boots for a

wrapper and slippers. It was Saturday, and the

wrapper, which had been worn through the week,
was by no means fresh ; but it was cooler than any
other, and the slippers were the easiest in her collec-

tion, although they had already been condemned for

some very observable holes in each side. Mrs. Mar-
shall was naturally tidy and orderly, and, but for

the force of circumstances, would never have ap-
peared at her dinner-table in this style; but there

were only the children, and no visitor, except her

husband's sister, who, though "the pink of neat-
ness" herself, readily excused the unusual careless-
ness, knowing what had brought it about.

"You are not eating at all," she said kindly,
after a little while ; "you should have lain down be-
fore dinner ; you are over-fatigued."

"I believe I must lie down presently, though I
shall not have much time; Mr. Marshall comes out
in the early train on Saturday, and Horace will be
with him. I mist be dressed by five, and it is three

now; after three-"
Yes, nearly twenty minutes past when they rose

from the table ; and Mrs. Marshall had just gained
her room, when those waiter came to say that "a poor
lady." wished to speak with her.

"A woman, or a lady? You know what I mean,"
said Mrs. Marshall, arresting the disrobing process
she had already commenced.

"She looks like a lady, ma'am; but she's in a
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great deal of trouble,'and would like to see you her-
self, just a minute, plaze."

Mrs. Marshall was tempted to send down word
that she was engaged, but any one in trouble always
enlisted her ready sympathy; more than that, she
felt that advice and kind words were as much her
duty as almsgiving, so she wearily replaced her
brooch, and drew the easy slippers toward her again.
She did not exactly like to see any stranger in such
a dress, but the least exertion was a task; and she
must use expedition or she would have no rest at all.

A pleasant-looking person of thirty or thirty-five
rose to meet her. She was dressed with perfect neat-
ness and simplicity, and with that appropriateness
which belongs to the Frenchwoman. A plain gray
dress and cape, with collar and cuffs of snowy linen,
her black hair brushed as smooth as satin over a
broad forehead, and hidden away under,a white straw
bonnet, with purple ribbons just touched and changed
by the sun. Her eyes were dark, large, and sad, and,
as she began to explain why she had come, her lips
quivered painfully.

"I am very sorry to trouble you, madame," she
said, in a low voice, with a little foreign accent. "I
am a stranger to you, but I have heard of you."

This was nothing strange; such cases were con-
stantly occurring, where one lady in the neighbor-
hood, taking an interest in some poorer neighbor,
would do all she could in her power to relieve her,
and tell her of others kindly disposed.

Mrs. Marsall was instantly interested. The lady-
like appearance of the stranger, and her evident dis-
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tress and diffidence, awoke every womanly feeling in
her behalf.

"Sit down; pray, sit down," she said, as the lady
still stood, making her explanations, and twisting her
parasol in her hands nervously.

"I know I am a stranger to you, madam, but I
never was in so much trouble in my life-never."
And here she broke down for a moment, trying in
vain to conquer the tremulousness of her voice.

That any one should be afraid of Mrs. Marshall,
who always had an ear for. every pitiful story that a
wayside beggar might have to tell, and who looked
upon any one in sorrow or trouble as a "king's mes-
senger," not to be lightly turned away ! She could
not bear to see it.

"Don't distress yourself; there, I understand it
all; it does not need any apology ; I dare say you
are in trouble. Do you live near here?" she said,
looking into the unfamiliar face.

"I have been here not long. I live up on the hill
-on Frenchman's Hill, they call it."

"Oh, is your husband the bird-cage maker ?"
Yet the bird-cage builder always seemed a thrifty,
well-to-do person, and had a pretty little cottage of
his own. Mrs. Marshall had often thought of the
little French colony on the hill, the only spot on the
outskirts of the town where her errands of good-will
had never called her. They were tidy and industri-
ous, and never seemed to need assistance. She was
glad, since one of them did, that they had applied to
her. We will not say that there was no feeling of
internal satisfaction at having been thus selected. .I
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She was not conscious of-it at the moment, but prob-
ably the evil-Presence that delights to sully even our

best actions whispered: "She must have been told
how charitable you are, and how ready you re to
comfort or assist people."

Possibly he had gained a hearing in the morning,
when she was trudging about in the sun, and so be-

stirred himself more readily. We say "poss bly,"
for she did not confess to any such suggestion , but
we are all very much inclined that way, and tIe ap-
plicant who tells Mrs. Smith that Ikfrs. Jones dd not
give her any thing, rich as she is, anA that Mrs. rown

had said she was sure.Mrs. Black would help h r, for
she always helped every one, is apt to get all sh asks
for. Mrs. Marshall did not consciously give h ed to

any such internal prompting.
"That is not my husband," the woman said, grow-

ing a little more composed, though her fips still quiv-
ered. "I live near there, madame ; I have been he e six

weeks. My husband is gone to France ; I never need

money when he is at home. I never need mone be-
fore. We had a store, madame-in St. Louis---and
lose a great deal of money ; twenty-one hundred dol-

lar. It was a great deal."
"Yes, indeed," said Mrs. Marshall, encouragigly.

She had just the air of one of those neat Fr nch-

women in the small dry-goods shops and vaiety-
stores. "It must have been very hard."

The stranger looked up gratefully at the kind
tone, and went on more steadily:

"Then we came' to New York to see wha we
could do, and my husband he hear that his fader and
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moder was dead in France, and leave him little money.
I will have plenty when he come home. But I must
borrow some now."

"Oh, she only wants to borrow," thought Mrs.
Marshall; "that is encouraging. I should like to
help her, she seems so tidy and civil. Poor soul! and
her husband is in France, and she here among stran-
gers, out of money ; how unpleasant it must be!"

"How did you happen to come to William's
Bridge?" she inquired. "Did you have any relations
here?"

"I will tell you; my child was sick; I have two
children; the doctor say we must come in the coun-
try. It was the doctor's wife tell me to come to
you."

"Oh, Mrs. Hillman ?"
"Yes, madame, the doctor's wife just below. I go

to her, I tell her all my trouble, and ask her to help
me. She say the doctor was away, she have no
money in the house. I ask her if there was no oder
ladies around here I can go to; she say, 'You go to
Mrs. Marshall, she will help you.'"

"Oh, that is it," and Mrs. Marshall began to un-
derstand the case. It was some patient of the doc-
tor's, probably called in for the sick child, and having
no other acquaintances in the neighborhood, she had
naturally applied to his wife in her trouble. "Mrs.
Hillman was right ; I will certainly help you if I
can," Mrs. Marshall said, kindly. "When is your
husband coming back ? "

"On the twenty-fifth of this month, madame, and
I can pay you again. I will tell you. He leave me
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money ; then my broder he say he must go to Cali-
fornia, and he will send me what money I lend him.
I lend him fifty-tree dollar, madame, but he have not
send it yet. So, I have to ask a woman to take my
clothes-I have good clothes, madame-antd lend n
ten dollars. Now, she says she is going away; she
is going in the six o'clock train, and she will take all
my good clothes if I do not get the ten dollar."

" Oh, that would be too bad," said Mrs. Marshall;
"I dare say they are worth a great deal more."
And she glanced at the neat apparel of the speaker,
from the trim boot, just showing under the hem of
her dress, to the bright gold rings in her ears, her
only ornament, save a heavy wedding-ring and gyiard
on one ungloved hand.

"I do not like to sell my ear-ring and my br och
-my husband give them to me ; but. I bring thein,
madame; I thought you would keep them perhaps,

and lend me the money. I bring my brooch in my
purse." And she began to take out a brooc to
match her ear-rings, from an otherwise empty pur e.

"What a taste the French have" for trinket !"

thought Mrs. Marshall, instinctively placing her hand
on the well-worn pin that fastened her wrapper at the
throat. "Here is this poor soul with ornaments far
handsomer than any of mine. But I can't take th m;
it would look like distrusting her.'

The lady held out the brooch. "If you will t ke
it, madame, and keep it to the twenty-fifth-it is o ly
fifteen days."-" She has counted it often enough, I
dare say," thought Mrs. Marshall.

"It is har4 for me to ask you, madame-I never
15*
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want help before ; but my husband is gone, and I am
in so much trouble." Again a mistiness that might
soon be tears dimmed her large, pleading eyes, and
the tremulous voice faltered.

Mrs. Marshall never had a case of this sort be-
fore, among all her dealings with the poor. There
was much begging, and but little borrowing at Wil-
liam's Bridge, although one poor neighbor, to save
her pride a shock, did occasionally ask a loan of
twenty-five cents rather than beg for it. But this
was a different thing ; the applicant was evidently
perfectly respectable and reliable. She asked dis-
tinctly for what she wanted, and no paltry sum. She
was so ready, too, to make it good. Mrs. Marshall could
not bear to take what had evidently been love-tokens
from her husband, and yet she did not like to refuse
a pledge that it appeared a comfort to offer. Her
delicacy of feeling decided.

"I do not like to take your brooch; but I suppose
you will feel better if I do."

"Oh, yes, madame; I would be so glad, I beg you
to take it, and my ear-rings, too." And she hurried-
ly began to detach them.

Mrs. Marshall held out.her hands for them, feeling
very much ashamed of so doing all the while; it
seemed such meanness to distrust the poor soul.

"If we lived in New York, now, it would be anoth-
er thing. I should have to risk hurting her feelings,
and go and inquire about her," she thought, as she
went up-stairs slowly, turning over the matter in her
mind. "I suppose Louis would say I ought to as it
is, and I would go uietly if it were any other time;

but the sun is so scorching, and I should not get b ck
in time to dress for the train. .Iam too tired to ditess

without resting; I should not be fit for any thing his
evening. It would he. a shame to doubt her, t o;
sh'e tells such a straightforward story."

Thinking thus, she turned over the bro oh,
which was large, and had evidently been caref lly
used, for it was scarcely tarnished, to see if there as
any inscription or initials ; but neither of the oina.
ments was marked. They were not to her tast --

too large and showy, but of a new pattern, which he

had seen several of her acquaintances wear ; a centre
of black enamel, with a wrought gold border, an a
gold pendant from the centre, with two loops for ed

of red stones-carbuncles---though Mrs. Marshall id

not suppose the stones could be real.
"See there," she said, passingthrough her sist r's

room on her way to her own. "Isn't that fine?"

"Very," said Miss Marshall, who paused combing
out her long hair before the glass. " Wh , where

did you get them'?"
"They belong to a poor neighbor of' ours, -ho

wants to borrow some money, and begs me to kdep
them till she returns it. I hated to do so, bit I sup-
pose she will feel happier.

"Let me see "-and Miss Marshall bent forward
to examine them. "Not very good taste, as she'?
but then I like a little jewelry, and that goo4L."

She turned back to her dressing-table, where a
single diamond lay on the green-velvet toilet cushion.

It was plainly set with a rim of black and silver, the
whole brooch scarcely larger than an ordina y stud ;
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it was her favorite, almost her sole ornament in use,
and even as it lay quietly, proved its rare value by the
soft light flashing from it.

Mrs. Marshall was quite as decided in her taste,
and her husband had always held jewelry a relic of
barbarism, a poor tribute to any wom of modern
times, so that her experience was very s all.

"I wonder if it is really good?" sh thought, as
she selected an empty box, and placed it safely in a
drawer, a doubt for the first time crossing her mind.

"Let me look at those again, please," said Miss
Marshall, coming to the door. "How much does she
want you tond her?"

"Ten dollars."
"It's not worth that much-I don't think it is,

but the French are never scrupulous about real val-
ues, you know. Are you going to lend her all of
it ?"

"I said I would." And Mrs. Marshall hurriedly
recounted the story.w

"Oh, then, Mrs. Hillman knows all about it, I
suppose. 'But I thought the jewelry looked too new,
as if it had never been worn. Well, I must say you
have had your share of applicants for relief since I
have been here."

There was something in the last suggestion. The
brooch looked very new, the ear-rings a little more
tarnished. Mrs. Marshall took up the key of her.
money-drawer with a little hesitancy. She had ex-
pected to find ten dollars in a certain purse; there
were but five. She remembered, too, that she had
thought, when putting it up, "There is five dollars,
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for a wonder, without any immediate claim on it."
She opened another portmonnaie rather more pletho-

ric; it was "house-money," and never applied to her

own use; but there was a roll of ten-dollar bills, and
she thought she could borrow one for the two
weeks.

Still, with the doubt just infused in her mind, a
wonderful prudence came over her. "I have no right
to risk the house-money, but I can do what I like
with my own; and I always try to be so conscientious
and exact in the use of my means, I do not believe I

shall be allowed to lose it "--as if she had stood on
the bank of a river, and threw in a golden coin, say-
ing, "I mean to do right ; I don't believe it will
sink." The dread of really hurting an innocent per-
son's feelings came over her again, and the ill Pres-
ence, assuming the'soft voice of a ministering angel,
as it can at will, whispered, " Say not unto thy neigh-
bor, go and come again, and to-morrow I will give,
when thou hast it by thee." And again, as she stopd
irresolutely by the open desk:

"Withhold not good from them to whom it is

due, when it is in the power of thine hand to do it."
"Better to give to two unworthy persons than to

deny one really in need," she had often counsell d
herself, and this was such a peculiar case ! She
brought it home : how would she feel if among stra -
gers in a strange country, with her husband abset,
and a sick child to care for, if such a strait had cone

upon her, to have her word questioned, and her hot-

esty suspected? She took what was for her an heor c

resolution, to be prudent, and went back quickly o
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the parlor. The sad eyes were raised with a'hopeful
look; how could she disappoint them!

"I find I have but five ollars," she said, hurry-
ing over the unpleasant reconsideration of her first
generous promise. "I will end you ti at, and per-
haps Mrs. llillman will lend ou the rest "

"She might as well divi e the risk with me, if
there is any," she reflected.

"Well, madame," and the ow voice sank despond-
ingly, "perhaps she may be s kind; but if madame
will give the all, and take y wedding-rings; the
woman go at six, and my goo clothes go too."' She
drew off the heavy, shining ci clets.

"Oh, no," said Mrs. Marsha11, involuntarily. Her
own wedding-ring had neyer een off her finger from
the moment her husband had laced it there. She was
almost superstitious about withdrawing it. "Oh, I
could not take'that !"

But the lady urged it ; an Mrs. Marshall began
to feel ashamed of her doubt . "She knows I sus-
pect her; she wishes to convinc me that it is all right ;
she will give up her wedding- 'ing, in her husband's
absence, too !

"This will convince Adela'de that she is not an
impostor; for these I know o be good gold," she
thought, as they lay in her ha d. "Well, I will take
them," and she turned away a second time.

"She seems so anxious, Ad laide, and is even will-
ing to give up her wedding- ing and guard. See,
these are real, and so large; they must have been
respectable people." But as she turned them over
she noticed that there was no date op either !

j

350 SINGLE LESSONS, Fl E DOLLARS. 351

Miss Marshall had been thinking over the matte-.
She resided in town, and a ne r relative, who was t e

almoner of a Dorcas society, h d told her of so man

ingenious devices.
"Large enough, and good gold, apparently, bt t

hollow, perfectly hollow; only ee how light they ar .
I don't say she means to decei e you; but I would b

careful, Jenny."
Mrs. Marshall felt very unc mfortably as she went

back to her desk. Undoubtedly the right way wouljl
be to go and inquire the truth of the woman's story;
but it was utterly impossible in her fatigued an
wearied state, and so hurried fo time, and then, what
she thought most of, the dread of injuring an inu
cent person's feelings !

"Well, I will lend her five ollars on her honor,'
she decided hurriedly. "If sh is not honest, it ma
touch her, and even then it ma be returned. If sh

doesn't, I can go without my ~ew boots, and mak

my gloves doaanother month. Dear knows, I wan

to do right!"
She gathered up the shining trinkets il her hand

-brooch, ear-rings, and rings and, taking the bil ,
returned to the waiting appli ant. She placed th

jewelry and the money in her ands.
" Here, I have brought you ack your ornaments;

I cannot 'keep them," she said; "it is 'not my way.
I always like to help a poor nei hbor when I can, an
I believe you to be perfectly ho est."

Here she paused, and looked steadily into the lid

tener's face. " If she is not, she~ must show it !" was
her thought; but not a muscle changed, only thai
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wistful, appealing look, and the surprise of having
the ornaments returned.

"I will lend you five dollars on your word; it is
all I can really call my own. See, I trust you per-
fectly. I do not know you, but I will believe you; I
will not believe you deceive me. You can take the
money."-

"But if madame will take the brooch perhaps."
"No," said Mrs. Marshall, steadily.
"Or the ear-rings; my brooch I have not worn

much."
"I see that it is quite new," said Mrs. Marshall,

thinking of her sister's warning on that score.
"My ear-rings is more soiled; my little children

climb up on my knee and pull them, madame knows"
-and she tendered them almost humbly.

"Yes, but I do not care to take any thing but
your word. I would not lend you the money at all,
if I did not think you were honest." And again Mrs.
Marshall looked steadily and searchingly in the wo-
man's face.

"Not many ladies would do so, madame ; you are
very, very good."

"No," thought Mrs. MarshalL. "Louis says there
are not many such soft-hearted 'stupids ' in our
vicinity."

" I will go to the doctor's lady, she will lend me
the rest ! You think so, madame? I tell her you
have help me?"

"Yes ; tell her I have loaned you half of what
you need; if she can she will give you the rest, or
perhaps tell you some one else to apply to." And Mrs.
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Marshall received the grateful woman's thanks stand-

ing; for it was late, and she felt still more nervous

and excited from the interview. The thanks were
neither profuse nor stereotyped, ut quiet, ferve t,

and respectful, a relief, after the noisy Irish bene ic-

lions she often received.
She stood for a moment watchi g the neat figure

as it passed swiftly down the grave walk, which tae

gardener was rolling for the Sunday inspection 1 is

master was sure to give. The ma looked up, bo h
bowed, and the gate closed upon hr.

"Was that a Frenchwoman, m'am ?" asked t eQ
nurse, as she came in, leading her little charge by t e
hand.

"Yes," said Mrs. Marshall, abruptly ; "have y u
ever seen her before?"

"Oh, no; but I thought mayte it was so 1e
lady's French nurse come of a me sage she was a

tidy one, any way."
It was too late for the nap, and !Irs. Marshall sat

down in her easy-chair, and put 1er hand on hir
throbbing temples. She did not f el satisfied ; s1 e
was half inclined to be vexed with h r good sister f r
having such a suspicious. temper, an4 with herself f r

allowing her heart to lead her heal, as it had dog e

more than once before in her histor .
"It will do no harm to send do n and see what

Mrs. Hillman really does know about her," was a
thought full of relief. "Nora ! "-a d she went into

the hall, calling Nora, whose move nts were always

as qatick as her wit. " Nora, you aw that person
who was here just now; she says er name is M s.
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Sauty "-unfortunate name for the reality of her
story! "Hurry down to Mrs. Hillman's, ask Mrs.
Hillman what she knows about her, and whether she
has lent her five dollars; tell her I have done so.
Possibly she may be there still; if she is, tell her the
lady would like to see her another moment."

"Yes, ma'am," said the girl, and with all quick-
ness, but greatly wondering who the mysterious
stranger could -be that had interested her mistress so
deeply.

It was not five minutes before she returned in
breathless haste; reflection had taken the place of
feeling, and Mrs. Marshall was almost prepared for
her message.

"Mrs. Hillman sends her compliments, and she's
just been there and gone, and she never laid eyes on
her before to-day, and she's sorry for you, for she's
afraid you've lost your money."

"Did she tell Mrs. Hillman I had lent it ?"
"No, ma'am; she said you said you would lend

her five dollars if she would lend her five."
Hateful duplicity! "False in one thing, false in

all." Mrs. Marshall's face burned with mortification,
with anger, with remorse at her own careless waste-
fulness. She, who always held herself responsible for
every talent's tenfold repayment, who had been so
happy of late with increased means of usefulness, and
gratefully hoped it was a reward of her faithfulness
in small things, acknowledging it as a trust, who
made a conscience of every dollar she expended for
herself or family, to throw away such a sum reckless-
ly upon a professional impostor, perhaps; for if she

was an impostor, her perfect natural ess could only
have been acquired by long practice.

She knew so many ways in which it might have

been expended with good results ! he had longed
to make a useful parting gift to a fr end going over
the sea, to purchase a new dress fot poor body who
could not get to church for want of clothes, and
there was another behindhand with her rent, and yet
another whose husband had broken is leg, and the
expecting additional domestic cares ! Forty demands

at once sprang up suddenly to her rec election for that

very five dollars she had thrown awa .

She covered her face with her han is. "Oh, what
can I do?' Why should such an ex erience happen
to me, when I try so hard to do right,! What can I

do?" And with her face still bowed, she sought the

never-failing help that had made many a "crooked

path straight" for her wandering feet.
She acknowledged her fault as umbly and as

openly as a child ; she promised to d better for the

future if she might still be trusted wi h means to re-

lieve the unfortunate; and then she fe t calmer, as if

forgiven though erring. "Perhaps G d will help me
to get it back again, or put it into the woman's heart

to send it to. me-such things have been!" And

with the thought she sprang to her feet and went out

into the hall. The window toward the stable-yard
was open, and she saw the man putting the horse into
a rockaway. She had herself given him a message
to execute before he went to the train.

"Nora would know her again," she said to her

sister, who came out to sympathize with her in the
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annoyance. "I think she may go with John, and he
can stop her if he sees her coming out of any house;
she has probably gone down the road on the same
errand."

A fierce shriek from the express train tearing along
the track, the white line of vapor issuing among the
trees, half a mile or so away, gave a new direction to
her thoughts. If she were a professional impostor, she
would perhaps be satisfied with her day's work, and
return to New York in the down train, nearly due;
it might be gone before John reached the depot; but
he could inquire, at all events, and if such a person
had been a passenger, it would end any further search,
andi be a "melancholy satisfaction" at least.

Nora's quick mind caught at the idea. "I should
know her in twenty, and John and the porter could
keep her safe enough, if she's there and going," she
said to her hurried instructions. John was just driv-
ing round front the stable.

"You have no time to lose, Nora. Drive fast,
John. Oh, I wish I could go myself!" And Mrs.
Marshall glanced down at her limp wrapper, the
creased white skirt, the dilapidated slippers. But no
one could see them in the carriage, and she could ac-
complish twice as much herself. What could John
and Nora do, after all, but identify the person?

There was not a moment to lose. She snatched a
broad garden hat from the stand, trimmed with bright
blue ribbons, and threw a large gray travelling-cloak
over her shoulder, hoping with all her heart that she
should not meet any acquaintances. It seemed as if
John would never get started, or get over the ground
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half fast enough when they were outside the gate.
Every load of hay requiring transportation for miles

around appeared to be on the road expressly to delay

them, so of carts for mending the road, and small

children who persisted in seeing how closely they
could run before the horse without being knocked

down. Every nerve was on a strain, every moment

she expected to see the cars rushing into sight, and
John taking matters as quietly as if he were just
jogging to the depot for his master.

"Keep a good lookout, Nora. You look on that

side, and I will on this."
But there was not a glimpse of the stone-colored

dress and the purple ribbons, though. they had ar-

rived at a hill that commanded the whole road.

"How foolish I was to expect to find her here !"

she thought. - "She may be partially honest, after

all; she could not have known about Frenchman's

Hill if she had been a stranger, and located herself so

correctly." It was almost a relief net to trace the

object of her search. She thought of telling John
he might turn, but concluded, as she was so near, she
might as well inquire of McCarty, the railroad porter,

who lived near the foot of the hill, if he had such a

neighbor. There were more people than usual in

waiting for the down-train. She hurriedly scanned

the groups scattered about the ladies' waiting-rooni,
as they drew up to the door.

"There she is, ma'am," called out Nora, excited-

ly. "I see the purple ribbons !"

"No; you are mistaken." And Mrs. Marshall
drew a long breath of relief, ending in a half sigho
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disappointment. She was not an open impostor, at
all events, and yet to have found her would have
ended the affair.

"But there she is, ma'am-sure, she is; I see the
purple ribbons," persisted Nora, instinctively starting
out of the carriage herself. ." There, in the gentle-
men's room, Ars. Jfarshall!"

And there she was, true enough, in a far corner,
evidently seeking to avoid observation, and attended
by a tall, showily-dressed man, with the unmistakable
profile and beard of the Hebrew race.

Mrs. Marshall almost sprang over the wheel as
she leaped to the platform, in her indignation at the
barefaced trickery, and coming so suddenly upon its
full proof-for what could she be doing here, if her
story were true? And who was this attendant?
Her peculiar costume-half chamber, half garden--
was entirely forgotten as she swept through the little
crowd of men straight up to the stranger, her hat
falling back upon her shoulders, the open skirt of her
wrapper streaming backward. She felt as if she
could have shaken the woman on the spot, as she ad-
vanced, unmindful of the stares she encountered. The
woman did not see her till she stood directly before
her.

"I have come for that money," she said, without
parley. "Where is it ?"

"But, madame--"
"You have deceived me; you have not told me

the truth." She felt as if her face was on fire, and
her voice sounded so hard that it startled her.

The start of astonishment had passed from the

woman's face, and the old beseeching look was

there.
"I have tell madame the truth; I-"
"What are you doing here, then? What are you

waiting for this train for ? "
"I was going to see a lady I know at the next

station."
The man came up quickly, with a puzzled, question-

ing look, evidently seeing something had gone wrong.
"Who is this man, then? He is your husband.

You said he had gone to France. Give me the

money," said Mrs. Marshall, impatiently.
"It is my broder, madame.-Tell her, Henri."

"I am her brother, madame.. I just meet her

here-"
"I did not know he was return. You see, ma-

dame, I meet him when I leave you, by accident.

I have tell you the truth."

"I am on my way now to see about that "-and

Mrs. Marshall pointed to the hill-before her. "If

you are honest, you shall have it again. Give it to

me now."
The waiting groups drew nearer. Mrs. Marshall

did not recognize any of them but the gardener be-

longing to a friend's place, on his way to town for a

holiday Sunday.' They were nearly all men of that

class, and showed evident interest in what was go-
ing on.

The woman drew out her purse slowly. "I have

change it for the tickets," she said.
"Never mind ; give me the rest."-

She exchanged glances with her accomplice
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quickly-a- flashing, half-determined look, you would
never have supposed those pleading eyes capable of
giving.

The man glanced at the little group of curious
faces around them and nodded. Mrs. Marshall looked
up at him; the full red lips, and bold black eyes, the
showy necktie and guard-chain, told their own story.

"She tell you right, madame. But you shall
have the money." And he drew out of his own
pocket silver to complete the sum.

Mrs. Marshall grasped the whole amount eagerly,
scarcely believing her own good fortune. "You are
not telling the truth, she said; you know it. I ought
not to let you go, even now ; I ought ts have both of
you arrested. How dare you deceive me so ! " And
she turned away, for the first time conscious of her
peculiar toilet, and that she was the centre of obser-
vation.

The woman started up and hurried after her
through the throng. The threat which had escaped
Mrs. Marshall's lips, she herself scarcely knew how,
had evidently startled her.

"You will find you are mistaken, madame; but
I give you the money, as you think so. Will come
and show you."

"Very well." And Mrs. Marshall did not even
look up, at first, as she disposed of her dress in the
carriage.

"I will come, madame-on Monday, madame "-
and she put out one foot on the carriage-step to de-
tain the vehicle, glancing up the long railroad track

-as she did so.
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"I will hear what you have to say there. Drjve
on, John "-and she looked up to see the dark eyes
flashing, and the white teeth gnawing the thin lips
nervously. "I am going now to inquire at the
place you directed me to.-Come, John." She leaned
back in the carriage, exhausted, but too thankful for
words that she had regained the money.

" That was good for you, ma'am," said Nora, re-
joicingly; "but she oughtn't to be let go, deceivin'
others with her fine story."

"No one else will be such a fool," said Mrs.. Mar-
shall, almost impatiently. "And now, John, for the
)bird-cage man's."

"She's walking after the carriage," said Nora,
twisting her head back to watch the pair left on-the

platform; "both of them are, and there comes the
train."

"They won't miss it, never fear for them," said
John, nodding his head sagaciously ; "the ould beg-
gars !"

And so it proved; for they turned as soon as it
came in sight, and hurried back to the depot.

"Good riddance," said Nora, as she saw them
climb in a car, and drew in her head contentedly.
"It's just lucky you are, and that's a fact."

But who shall say it was luck? Not Mrs. Mar-
shall, who looked upon the most trivial event of her
life as directed by an ever-watchful Providence, and
saw that this experience was fraught with its own
lesson.

"Of course °no such person had been heard of
there," she said, recounting the adventure to her

16
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sister-in-law. "I knew it perfectly well before I went
up the hill, but I sent John to inquire, to make sure.
It is a lesson I shall never forget."

"But I don't'see why you should have had such an
experience," said Miss Marshall.

"I do," said her sister, humbly ; "to teach me to
be calmer, more moderate in my judgment of people,
not to let myself be imposed upon by a pitiful story,
and take no pains to prove it true, and so deprive
those of help who really deserve it. I see, Adelaide,
that we are not only to be ready and generous, but
wise and careful stewards for God."

We have given Mrs. Marshall's experience with-
out adding one incident or word to an actual trans-
action, thinking that it might serve to remind others
of the lesson she was so dearly taught,-" It is re-
quired of a steward, that he be found faithful"
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my tresses; the violets, my eyes are the same hue
as theirs. Yes, I am beautiful."

"And all things beautiful are loved," said the
- voice.

But the maiden did not heed it. The long shining
threads passed more slowly through her fingers, her
head drooped forward as one whose mind is filled by
vexing thoughts. Nay, in her moodiness, the psalter
from which she had chanted her morning hymn, with
a heart full of praise and innocent adoration, slipped
to the ground, and lay, with all the treasures of the
life to come, unheeded at her feet.

And there slept her faithful Leon, his long curl-
ing ears o' erlapping those white and dimpled feet,
half buried in the rich moss of the river bank; and
the sleeves fell back from her rounded arms as she
clasped her hands bitterly, and they gleamed forth
like ivory to the soft light of the crescent moon just
floating upward. Her heart had not deceived her--
Meeta was very beautiful.

"Fie on thee for a dreamer ! " said the voice
again, but more gayly and still nearer ; while a
woman, young, and also strangely lovely, sprang
from her concealment behind the brake of flowering
shrubs, whose thick stems and tall uplifted spires of
blossoms had hidden her.

Meeta started to her feet, and the silken tresses
broke from their fastening, falling over throat and
waist, and adding tenfold to her delicate beauty.

"Thou child ! " said the gay intruder, clasping
her waist half caressingly, half in playful anger.
"So I have found thee at last, dreaming over thine

own beauty, and weary of the daily toil it cannot

lighten. Pretty Meeta, no wonder that this graceful

form shrinks from such coarse garments, that these

delicate limbs find no rest on the straw of thine hum-

ble pallet. And these hands, so chiselled, so daintily
colored, blushing to the finger-tips at their own per-
fection--ah, there are cruel marks of toil upon them!

Look at my hair, Meeta, wreathed and flowing !

What would I not give for tresses like thine ! Yet

never before has even the moonlight looked upon its

heavy waves unfolded. Thy feet should be dainti-

ly sandalled. See!" And she trod a light and

springing step, as one that bounds through an

airy measure.
"'Thou here ! " said the young girl, slightly shud-

dering.
"Nay, nay, girl! is this thy greeting to an old

friend, who has lft soft lights, and gallant cavaliers,
and the merry dance, to come in search of thee? See,

there they are, the gay revellers ! The prince himself

does not disdain to mingle with them; these very roses

in my bosom were placed there by his hand. And he

has heard of thee ! So, blushing.! Well, mayhap it
was a little bird told me the tale, how a fair maiden

spun in the sunshine, and sang so merrily, that the

very thrushes came to listen, and the brook danced to

the music. But another than the thrushes came, and

thought the singer wondrous fair, and sought her side

to tell her so. And the maiden blushed, but would

not smile. Her blue eyes were veiled and downcast ;

bud a new light burned therein, kindled by those

kindly glances. Ah, thou srest I know the tale; and

If
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now he waits for thee, to make thee his own, amid
all that splendor ; and I come, thine old friend, a will-
ing ambassador, to bid thee join our gallant Com-.
pany !'

"Hush, Norna! Why have you come to me?
You know-you know what separates us. Leave me
to my simple, humble life. Leave me to peace and
obscurity."

"Peace! ha! ha!" laughed the stranger, gayly.
"Such peace as thou hast known since then ! To
wake wearily with the day's dawn, every limb ac iing
with the labor of yesterday; to go about house old
tasks, disdaining even the lightest, because of the
servitude of which it is a badge; loathing the co rse
dark bread, and the crisp water-cresses, with vis ons
of flowing wine and dainty cheer, that come by ri ht
to others far less beautiful than thee ; turning- the
heavy wheel without a song, while musing upon all
these things, and donning this coarse robe . ith
thoughts of the silken softness shrouding forms far
more coarsely moulded !-if this be peace!"

The girl pushed back the heavy hair which seei ed
to stifle her. She no longer resisted; sye stood p s..
sive in that soft, yet compelling clasp.

"Come with me," said Norna. "'Tis but a st p.
A light wind will waft us to the other sore. Co ne
nearer, and catch the soft breath of perf ume gushi g
from those fragrant groves. Hear that burst of f s-
tal music, ravishing the very soul as it steals over the
water ! See, the lights are gleaming; but not move
brightly than the eyes of love that will welcome the !
-such wild, fervent devotion as thy silly heart never

dreamed of! giving up the very love of heaven for

thine ! living for thee-dying for thee, Meeta !"
The pure white hand trembled, the ulaiden's

bqsom heaved with a low, shudderingsigh.
"Come-come away.. I cannot wait longer upon

thee. Every hour shall bring some new joy from the
love that has no law, buxt thine own sweet will.

Away with toil, and care, and servitude! Away,
tasks unmeet for thee ! Jewels. shall shine upon this

fair round throat, and loop back the rich drapery that
will add a thousandfold to thy charms, and flash in
thy floating hair. Come away, Meeta, and be-"

"Such a one as thou !" said another voice, coldly
and sternly, to the beautiful, guilty creature.

"Once more," cried Norna, with 'a wild inipa-
tience, stamping upon the flowers at her feet, while a

fierce gleam shot through the pleading softness of her

languid eyes-" wilt thou come, Meeta?",

A quick, gasping throb, one beseeching glance to

the serene heavens, one thought of prayer, a ping,
and the struggle was ended.

"Nay, leave me, for thy very touch is pollution,
sending a strange fever through my brain; thine eyes
thrill me with fearful thoughts'. I cannot go with

thee ! I may not even listen to thy words ! Leave

me, Norna ! Leave me, for the lve of Christ !"

And then, with a loud, insulting laugh, the baffled
temptress had departed, and Meeta stood with hands

enclasped, and eyes lowered dow, listening to anoth-
er voice, the counsel of one who had been her guide

from childhood.
"Follow me, for I have nevei deceived thee," she
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said. "This is no place for thee, in the very sight
of such mad revelry. Ah, was it wise to leave the
shadoW' of the cottage roof, and plant thy wheel
where sounds like these float past? Is it maidenly to
stand there with thy girdle unbound, and the winds
toying with thy hair? Bind up thy scattered locks,
and let me lead thee."

The rustling foliage of the grove, the ripple of the
waters, the gleaming of distant lights, the faint gushes
of song, and mirth, and laughter, the perfume of flow-
ers-all these were left far in the distance; for their
path lay beneath the shadow of a huge cliff, past the
chapel with its silent spire, down the rugged steps
hewn in the living rock; a rough, toilsome way, and
Meeta's' delicate feet were torn and bleeding when
they reached the smooth, hard beach. They stood
there alone, with but the heavy shadow of the cliffs,
the light step of the faithful Leon, and the deep,
solemn roar of the waves breaking at their very feet.
The cool salt breeze came freshly to the burning fore-
head of the maiden. It was this deep calmness this
solemn voice of the sea, this cold kiss of its waves,
that her fevered heart had need of.

"Look, Meeta, far out upon the wide expanse.
Wave after wave, rising, falling, stretching out t9 the
horizon, bounded only by what we have called heaven.
It is thus with our lives. Standing upon tlie na row
beach, we look out to an eternity, boundless. a the
sea would seem to thee. Ever its waves are riding,
falling. Ever we hear the deep warning voice o its
waters. Look, child; I do not chide thee.

"Look in thine own heart, Meeta. Thou ,hast
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been sorely tempted. How as it that thy heart
never throbbed rebelliously bef re? Ever since thine

orphanhood thou hast eaten he bread of cheerful

labor. It is no new thing t. thee! Probe more

deeply still. There was a day when an evil shadow

fell upon thy path; then was it that thy dreams be-

gan. Sitting hour by hour be ide the still waters of
the lake, laying thy white feet thridding the tresses

that fell around thee, enamoure of thine own beauty;
so pride came, and by pride th angels of heaven are

debased-pride that would no let thee kneel to ask
purely, 'this day thy daily bread;' and so the need-

ful petition which follows it w as no longer uttered.

Am I not right, Meeta?"
The listener gave no response, but still stood droop-

ing and downcast, as the founta of penitence and eon-
trition welled forth in her soul at these gentle words.

"These rocks are cold and tare. The'sea has a
hoarse murmur, the wind is shiill, but it is more like

our life than the scenes thou past left behind. Its
lessons are oftentimes cold and harsh, its paths rug-
ged, but no poisonous breath comes in such an air as

this, strength only to nerve th frame, and lightness
to raise the drooping spirits. I have brought thee
here to show thee paths of happiness---not such as
Norna wooed thee to with her wild eloquence. The

world lures thee with all that an delight the eye, or
charm the sense. Its flatteries are sweet, its pleas-

ures grow in the distance. But the soft words are

hidden wounds, that burn and rankle; the pleasures

have a wild unrest, more fearful for their passing ob-
livion of care and sorrow. Then the brow is wreath-
ed with flowers but to cool the throbbing pain, and
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behind the false smiles tears are prisoned. .Ask orna
if she is happy, save in forgetfulness, or mad rep elry.
Do I grieve thee, Meeta ?"

"Oh, no! no! thou art too kind ! " she nurmtred.
"So the heart-this wild, restless, fluttering heart

hath other teachers, and our Father sends us the mes-
sage. Toil is lightened when we take the tak as
from His hand; and affliction is but a passing cloud,
whose showers bring blossoms from the earth. To
some are given lowly ways to tread, though bright-
ened by a cheerful spirit, and made rough only with
thorns of our own fostering. Beauty is this gift,
Meeta, and shall we make His gift a minister t un-
holiness, offering it upon the altar of sinful passions ?
Oh, Meeta, the angels are beautiful, but they are
likewise pure !

"And be thou, too, pure in heart, for this is far
greater loveliness than symmetry of form, or the
wealth of flowing tresses. Guard it tenderly from
every evil thought ; let no vain imagination, no helf-
ish longing dwell there. For none but the .pur in
heart are pure in word anti life; and without pu 'ity
there is naught of peace."

Oh, it was a gentle pressure, far more kindly th1an
the thrilling clasp of Norna, and the voice hadl a
touching cadence more musical than the wild melody
the revellers sang. So they turned; and, with the
sea before her, an emblem of the eternity in which
the sands of life are-merged, and the chapel-cross far
onward pointing to the serene heavens, the humble,
struggling prayer for penitence cast out Pride, and
the maiden's heart welcomed gladly its guest of old
Content,
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ale 1 vol., 12mo. loth. $2.00.

eresting to allow the reader to lay it
ad."

Gharle Dickens.

The Cheap Popular Edition of the Works of Chas.
Dickens. Clear type, h ndsomely printed, and of convenient

size. 18 vols., 8vo. Paper.

Pagea Cs. Pages. Cts.

OLIVER TWIST......172..25 NICHOLAS NIC-
AMERICAN NOTES.104..15 KLEBY........34O- .35

DOMBEY & SON... . .356..3 LITTLE DORRIT....330. .35
MARTIN CHUZZLE- PICKWICK PAPERS 326..35

WIT ................ 342..3 DAVID COPPER-
OUR MUTUAL , FIELD...........351.35

FRIEND.........330..3 BARNABY Rt1UDGE.257..30
RIS...........162. SHOP..........221.30

TALE OF TWO CI- SKETCHES ... ..... 196..2
TIES.................144..2 GREAT EXPrCTA-

HARD TIMES, and TIONS...............184. .25
ADDITIONAL UNCOMMERCIAL
CHRISTMAS STO- T RAVE L L ER,
RIES ................ 200.. 25 PICTURES FROM

BLEAK HOUSE......340..35 ITALY, etc........300..35

D. Appleton & Cmpany's Publications.



4 D. Appleton & Conpany's .Publicatigns.

THE COMPLETE POPULAR LIBRARY EDIlION. Hand-
somely printed in good, clear type. Illustrated wih 32 Engrav-
ings, and a Steel-plate Portrait of the Author. 0 vols., small
8vo. Cloth, extra. $10.50.

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. With Illustrations by arcus Stone.
London edition. 2 vols., 12mo. Scarlet Cloth, $5.00; Half Calf, $9.

]irs. Ellis.

HEARTS AND HOMES ; or, Social Distincti
1 vol., 8vo. Cloth. $2.50.

)ns. A Story.

"There is a charm about this lady's productions thdt is extreme-
ly fascinating. For grace and ease of narrative, she is unsurpassed;
her fictions always breathe a healthy moral."

M~argaret Field;
BERTHA PERCY; or, L'Esperance. 1 vol., 12mo. Cloth. $.50.

"A book of great power and fascination..... .In its pic-
tures of home life, it reminds one of Fredrika Breme1's earlier and
better novels, but itpossesses much more than Fred ika Bremer',
descriptive power.r

Julia KavUanagh*

ADELE. A Tale. 1 thick vol.
l2mo. Cloth. $2.00.

BEATRICE. 12mo. Cloth. $2.00.
DAISY BURNS. 12rmo. Cloth.

$2.00.
GRACE LEE. 12mo. Cloth.

$2.00.

MADELINE. 12mo. Cloth.
$1.50.

NATHALIE. A Tale. 12mo.
Cloth. $2.00.

RACHEL GRAY. l2mo.
Cloth. $1.50.

QUEEN MAB.
X2.00.

SEVEN YEARS,
Tales. 12mo. C

SYBIL'S SECO:
12mo. Cloth. $2.(

WOMEN OF C]
ITY, Exempla?
and Charity.
$1.50.

DORA. Illustrated )
1 vol., Svo. Paper,
$2.00.

"There is a quiet power in the writings of this gifted
is as far removed from the sensational school as any o
novels can be."

l2mo. Cloth.

and Other
oth. $1.50.

D LOVE
0.
HRISTIAN
'y for Piety
12mo. Cloth

y Gaston Fay.
$1.50. Cloth.

uthor, which
f the modern

ii. Appleton Compcany's Publications. 5

]riargaret Lee.

DR. WILIER'S LOVE; or, A Question of Conscience.

AJovel. 1 vol., 12mo. Cloth. $200.

Olive Logan.-
CHATEAU FRISSAC; or, Home Scenes in France. Au-

thoress of "Photographs of Paris Life." 1 vol.,'12mo. Cloth. $2.00.

lMaria . e!Iacintosh.

AUNT KITTY' S TALES. EVENINGS A DONALD-
12mp. Cloth. $1.50. SON MANOR. 1vol.,12mo.

CHAI S AND COUNTER Cloth. $1.50.
C H AR M S. 12mo. Cloth. TWO LIVES; or, To Seem
$1"..and To Be. 12ino. Cloth.

TWO PICTURES; or, How
We S e d Ourselves, and
How the World Sees Us. "THE LOFTY AND LOWLY.
1 vol.,l2mo. Cloth. $2.00. 2 vols ,12mo. loth. $3.00.

"Miss Macintosh is one of the best of the female wrjters of the

day. Her stories are always full of lessons of truth, and purity, and

. goodness, of that serene apd entle isdon ich comes fbom no

source \so fitly as from a refied and, hrist an womnu."

Alice .Ha e
The COOPERS ; or Gett- g'LOSS A GA ; or, Mar-.

Un er Way. A Tale of 11al garet' Iome. 1 vol., 12mo.

Life. 1 vol., l2mo. Cloth. $1Y0. Mlothi. $ 50.

The lamented Cousin Alice, better know s the author of nu-

merous juvenile works of a pp dlar character ly wgote two.works

of fiction, which evidence that he could hax e net ith equal suc-

cess in that walk of literature. They both ear th impress of a

mind whose purity of heart was proverbial.

Hele odt.

LIGHT. 
Tovel. 1 vol., 12mo. Cloth 1.5 .

lMiss a 1e6o

THE HILLS OF THE SHA-- MY .R ER S KEEPER.
TEMUC. 1 vol., 12mo. Cloth. 1 vql., 2 IQ. Cl th.. $1.5.

$2.00.
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Sarah A. Went.
SMILES AND FROWNS. A Novel. 1 vol., l2mo. Cloth. $1.75.

Anonymous.
COMETH UP AS A FLOWER. An Autobiography. 1 vol., 8vo.

Paper covers. 00 cents.

NOT WISELY, BUT TOO WELL. By the author of " Cometh up
as a Flower." 1 vol., 8vo. Paper covers. 60 cents.

The name of the author of the above is still buried in obscurity.
The sensation which was created by the publication of " Cometh up
as a Flower" remains unabated, as the daily increasing d mand
abundantly testifies. No work, since the appearance of 4' Jane
Eyre," has met with greater success.

LADY ALICE; or, The New Una. A Novel. New edition. Paper.
50 cents.

NA DGE ; cr, Night and Morning. A Novel. 1 vol., 12mo. Cloth.
$1.75.

SHERBROOKE. By H. B. G., author of "Madge." 1 vol., 12mo. Cloth.
$2.00..

MARY STAUNTON: or, The Pupils of Marvel Hall. By the
Author of "Portraits of My Married Friends." 1 vol., 12mo. Cloth.
$1.75.

MINISTRY OF LIFE. By the Author of "Ministering Children."
Illustrated. 1 vol., 12mo. Cloth. $2.00.

THE VIRGINIA COMEDIANS; or, Old Days iln the Old
Domninion. 2 vols.,12mno. Cloth. $3.00.

WIFE'S .STRATAGEM. A Story for Fireside and Wayside. By
Aunt Fanny. Illustrated. I vol., 12mo. Cloth. $1.530.

I
D. Appleton & Compan's Publiat ons 7

Captain .M1abryatt.

lMarryatt's Popular novels and Tales. ne 4 and beau,

tiful edition. 12 vols., 12mo. Cloth. 21.

Or, sparately :

PETER SIMPLE. 12mo. Cloth. MIDSHIPlY ASY. 12mo.

$1.75. Cloth. $1
JACOB FAITHFUL. 12mo. PACHA OF Y TALES.

Cloth. $1.75. l2mo. Cloth, $ . 5.

NAVAL OFFICER. l2mo. THE POACHE l2mo. Cloth.

,MCloth. $1.75. $1.75.

KING'S OWN. l2mo. Cloth. 1 THE PHAN O RIP. 12mo.

$1.75. Cloth. $1.7.'

JAPHET IN SEARCH OF A SNARLEYQW 12mo. Cloth.

F A T H E R. 12mo. Cloth. $1.75.
$1.75. PERCIVAL NE. 12nio.

NEWTON FORSTER. 12mo. Cloth. $1.75.
Cloth. $1.75.

Fine edition, printed on tinted paper. 12 vols., larg 1' mo. Cloth,
$30.00; Half Calf, extra, $54.00.

THE CHEAP !POPULAR EDITION O M R ATT'S
NOVELS. To be completed in 12 volumes. Pr t d fr m new

stereotype plates, in clea type, on good paper. i e p r o1-
ume, 40 cents.

" Capt. Marryatt is a classic among novel-writerb. A bett r idea
may be had of the sea, of ship-life, especially in the na y, fro tl1ese

enchanting books, than from any other source. Tie, ill ' nltiue
to be read as long as the language exists."

]Jiss Jane Porter,

SCOTTISH CHIEFS. A Romance. New and handsbm e ition With
Engravings. 1 vol., large 8vo. Cloth. $3.00 ; Half Cal etr , $5. 0.

The great popularity of this novel has rendered itn ces ary to
furnish this handsome edition in large, readable t$7pe, ith -'ppro-
priate embellishments, for the domestic library.
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Sr Walter Scott.

WAVERLEY NOVELS. The Cheap Popular Edition of the
Waverley Novels. To be completed in Twenty-five V lumes,
from New Stereotype Plates, uniform with the New Edition of
Dickens, containing all the Notes of the Author, and.printed from
the latest edition of. the Authorized Text, onfine white p per, in
clear type, and convenient in size. Each volume illustrat d with
a Frontispiece. Pronounced "A Miracle of Cheapness."

Order of Issue.

1. WAVERLEY.........25 15. PEVERIL OF THE
2. IVANHOE..... ..... 25 PEAK............... 25
3. KENILWORTH.........25 16. Q U E N T IN DUR-
4. GUY MANNERING...25 WARD.............25
5. ANTIQUARY............25 17. ST. RONAN'S WELL. .25
6. ROB ROY.................25 18. REDGAUNTLET......25
7. OLD MORTALITY.....25 19. THE BETROTHED,
8. THE BLACK DWARF, and HIGHLAND WI..

and A LEGEND OF DOW..................25
MONTROSE'.......25 20. THE TALISMAN.....25

9. BRIDE OF LAMMER- 21. WOODSTOCK........25
MOOR.................... 2 5 22.FAIR 1EAIAID OF

10. HEART OF MID-LO- PERT ............ 25
THIAN...................25 23. ANNE OF G E IER-

11. THE MONASTERY.. ..25 STEIN.. .. 25

12. THE ABBOT....-........25 24. COUNT ROBERT OF
13. THE PIRATE.......25 . PARIS ........... ..... 25
14. FORTUNES OF NI- 25. THE SURGEON'S

GEL................25 DAUGETER......... .25

The Complete Popular Library Editi n of the Wa-
verley Novels. Handsomely printed, in good clear type.
Illustrated with numerous Engravings, and a teel-plate Portrait
of the Author. 6 vols., small 8vo. (Uniforms with the "Popu-
lar Library Edition of Dickens.") Cloth, extra 10.50.

D. Appleton c Company's

WAVERLEY NOVELS. Black's Edit:

Steel Engravings. 25 vols., 8vo. Fi

$175.00. Morocco, antique, $250.00.

AMY HERBERT. A Tale. IV O R . A Story

12mo. Cloth. $1.50. try L fe. 2 vols.

CLEVE HALt. A Tale. 12mo. KATH RINE

Cloth. $2.00. vols., 12mo. Clot

THE EARL'S DAUGHTER. MARGARET I
I2mo. Cloth. $1.50. -vols., l2mo. C1 t

EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. URSU A. A Tai

12mo. Cloth. $1.50. 2 vols., 12mo. C

A G L I M P E OF THE LANE ON PAl
WORLD. l2mo. Cloth. $1 75. Tale. 3 vols., 12r

GERTRUDE. A Tale. 12mo HOME IFE.

Cloth. $1.50. 12mo. Cloth.

"Scarcely any modern Engli

Sewell; and so long as the Eng

'Amy Herbert,' 'Gertrude,' etc.,

hac

The popular Novels of W. M. T

THE LUCK OF BARRY)
L NDON.

CONFESSIONS OF FITZ-
BOODLE.

MR.BROWN'S LETTERS.

JEAVES'S IARY.
MEN'S WIVES.
PARS SKETCH-BOOK.

ceray.

aACKERAY coifp sing

PUNCH'S PIZ

ISTM.

A S HA BBY 4:
STORY.

THE YELLOW 

PERS.
BOOK OF S1 B

1 vols. in 6 12mo. Cloth, t0.50; Half Calf ext
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N NEW PUBLICATION
OF

D. APPLETON Co0, NE YRK

Dorat. By 7ulia K vanzg.
i vol., 8vo. Illustrated. Paper covers, $ 50o; cloth, $2.

"A charming story, most charmingly written; full of incidents and
full of character. This delightful and enthralling na rat ,
respects, the happiest effusion of Miss Kavanagh's imagi ation."',Sun-.

Not Wisely, but Too W l. By
ot isl , u T o W 1.the 

Author of " Cometh up as a' Flowe ." On vol.,
8vo. Paper covers, 6o cents.

"A powerful pen. Equal in graphic delineation to 'J ne Eyre.' 'The
style is original and suggestive."

7ohn Milton and His
An Historical Novel. By MAX RING. i vol., 8vo.
Paper covers, $1.50; cloth, $2. With Ill stratio s.

"The great poet of 'Paradise Lost' is the most prom nent cha eteof the work, and the most important episodes of his en f are
narrated in a charming manner." ~ - eenfli

The Ocean World: A 15e
tive History of the Sea and Its Inhabitants. .By LOiIS
FIGUIER. I vol.,Svo. With 424-111ustrati ns. Cqth
$6; half calf, $8-50-.

The author of this work possesses the faculty of pres nting science
in an attractive form. The illustrations are admirably dr wn.

The Wverley ovels. Sir
W ALTER SCOTT. T e completed in vols., at
2 cents each, or $6 the .

No library is complete without a opy. of the Waverley N vels, and

every one cannot fail to procure one a~ this low price.

Baurncckais :14n Hisi icdl
Novel. By A. E. BRA HVOGEL. Tra si te by

IERESE J. RADFORi With eight Ill s rations,
by GAST9N FAY. r vo ., 8vo. Paper coy rs $11.50;
cloth, $2.dO.

- Beaumarchais the poet, the courtier of the court of ar e A toi-

nette, is an admi able subject for an historical romance. T e author

has treated the s bject with great a l ity."

The G obe Ea ion of di-
bras, a oem. By SA EL BUTLE13. 11 strated

with Portraits, and continuing a new and c mplete

Index. i vol., i6mo. Pr ed on tinted pap . Price,

These editions are neat and'tastef 1, dmirably adapted for b ari s.

Th Elements o /iysiolog zd
, Hygiene: A Text-Book f r Educational In t} utions.

By THOMAS H. HU EY and WILLI JAY
Y 9 UMANS, M. D. i v 1. 12mno. Cloth. pages.
Price, $2.60.

u Afte a careful examination, we a consistently comme d his book

not only as a class-book, but as a fa ly necessity. In our p nion, no
divine command is more frequently r en th n this : 'K w thyself.

every head of a family, and espe illy ever mother, sh 1 under-

sand th physical organization of r child, that she may f ly guard
ei s health and properly govern its bo ."--Indiana State Jou a.
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NEW PU.L CA TZON . 3

The Globe Editmoo the e
rusalem Delivered of Torquato Tasso. Translate into

English Spenserian Verse. With a Ii e of the Ai thor.

By J. H. WIFFEN. Illustrated withy ix fine Ste 1 En-
gravings. i vol., 16mo. Printed o tinted p per.
Price, $1.50.

This is the neatest library edition of that remarkable poem of Tasso
ever published.

New Grammar of Fred cGram-
mars. Comprising the substance of all the most ap-
proved Grammars extant, but more specially of the
standard work, "Grammaire des Gr mmaires," sanc-

tioned by the French Academy and e University of
Paris. With numerous Exercises an4 examples illus-
trative of every Rule. By Dr. V. D FIVAS, M. A.
I vol., 12mo. 290 pages. Price, $ 5

"At once the simplest and best Grammar of the Fr nch I nguage."-
Literary Gazette.

"This is beyond comparison the best Grammar we ha 'e ever met
with."-Dublin Monitor.

Ghas. Dickens's Works. ivols.
Paper covers, price, $5.

THE SAME. 6 vols., cloth. With 32 Illustrations. Price,
$10.50.

This edition is compact, neat, cheap, and readal'le. It is handy td
travel with, and convenient in size. 500,000 volumes have already been
sold. -

The Stratford Shakesteire. Ea
ited by CHARLES KNIGH T. Six vols., small 8vo.
Price, in cloth, $1o; half calf, $20; full calf, $24.

This is the most compact and desirable library edit on of hakespeare
published.
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