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INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER.

LEst some one, with hard, eritical brow, and eyes in which
sympathy never found a home, should ask us why we make
another book, let us think the matter over, and satisfy oursclves
on that point. Taken unawares, we might he at a loss; for

even where reasons are plenty as blackberries, they sometimeg

© grow on very high branches, as our torn fingers and flounces at,

this moment testify, Rural sarroundizgs make us sauey and
independent, and we shall take advantage of the shelter of
these beetling' rocks, and the murmur of this wild river, to say
forth boldy what we think of book-making. There is, at Ieast, -
a Brown Thresher on the sumach over our heads tln‘n; thinks as

we do, for he pours forth his heart in pood earnest, trusting

Providence for listeners, or finding a justification in the im-

’ pulse.

Books are, in general, what we make them. To some they

. are hardly more than a cerfain wéight of paper and pring, put

together in a puise more or less attractive, and forming o gen-
teel article of furniture. Others, though they go deeper, meet
them always with a demurrer, and never open their covers

" without being inspired with some disparaging thouglt, or some
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destructive eriticism, To such, the Teprésentative of another’s
thonghts and feelings always wears the aspect of an antagonist.
‘ Do you bite your thmﬁb at me, sir ¥ asks one of the retainers
of a belligerent house, the moment le meets any hody not
wearing his colors. ‘I do Dite my thumb, siv,’ is the reply,

and this is sufficient excuse for a fight. Disputat’ons people

will seize still slighter occas’ons, and deal black eyes. and’

cracked crowns, Like wild Trishmen, ‘for the pleasure of it
Preserve us and our pages from such attentions! We kuow
several persons who have reared, and who sustain, formidable
" literary pretensions, upon no better foundation than a habit of
ridiculing and abusing every book ‘they open. Simple hearers
think there must be knowledge where there is so much con-
fidence, and meagure the speaker’s judgment by his self-com-
placency ; so the fault-finders pass for crities. Bl}t, in' truth,
“we receive but what we give,” in this as in many other cases,
A mathematical treatise requ'res a prepared reader ; so does the
- most unpretending volume, aiming at no higher destiny than
the innocent ainusemcnt of a listless hoor, On ounr 'mood's
must depend very much the valuc of any book to us, and of the

lighter books most of all. There are moments when this bird’s-

gong would be, to the ear that now drinks it in with delight, a
mere ‘ iteration,” to which disgust might apply the harshest ad-
jective. Yonder woody height, with its studs of rock and its
thick curtains of evergreen, is to the farmer an image of imper-
tinent hindrance. It keeps the sunrise off his chilly corn-fields
two or three hours; it harbors his stray cattle in unapproach-
able fastnesses; and is, in every way, and for every purpose
but the mere article of firewood, & very cye-sore to him. Yet
there sits a painter, sketching it with delight ; enriching his

*
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porifolio with studies of single stones among its thonsands, and
thinking himself happy when he can scize the character of one
of its mosses. Nature neither placed it there to Pease the
artist, nor will remove it to gratify the farmer, Tt is f(‘n‘ those
who can use it, and pursues not those who cannot.

The multiplicity of books is not surprising, There riceds
many to suit all ; and it is this that humble writers think of,
if they think of the matter at all, when they venture to eall
attention and ask sympathy for their privdtc thoughts,  Seme-
body may be ready to listen, to be cheered ; cven, perhaps, to
be o little instructed, sometimes, by another’s fancics, or reflee-
tions, or experience.  The pleasure of being listened to, is very
great. There is even a necessity in the human mind to commu-
nicate. The silent ccll is ever the home of horror, distrust and
despair, It is the greatest ¢f human misfortunes to he pre-
¢luded from speaking; even to be hindered speaking  out
“fhonghts of & particular elass, has heen thonght, at no remote
period, caunse enongh of war to {he knife, and the' risk of all
else that man holds dearest. Speech, with reason or without

-reason, - season and ouf of season, is one of the necessitios s

and personal intercourse being limited in a thonsand ways,
there must be other means of transporting, thought. Rooks,
then, bficome‘ spiritual telegraphs ; they annoy none 1liat let
them alone ; they answer some of the. dearest needs of those
that use them. If conversation could he universal, there w0ufd
be less writing ; yet there would always be some, for carg
weary sooner than eyes. When friends live together, theiv
letter-cases meed not be roomy, and posterity asks in vain for
their  correspondence” They have had it, he sﬁre; else they
had been uo friends. Now, books are the correspondence of
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4
| ‘ nquer the
friends that have never seen cach other. They cong :
i vho, it per-
limitations of human intercourse, and unite those, W ,d ;f
er, mi really and effec-
gonally present with each other, might never really

tively mect. _ o
- &=
Tor how hard it is to pierce or to surmount that semi-trans

pavent wall of personality, which can ounly be sapped.by IIOI;g;-
and intimate intereourse, and ucver thrown down eve'u by ttlstn,h(;
What is it that keeps us apart, when each would fa,m‘t mclu?t. !
other? Here, in these delicious shades where we are w1A1 lm::;
with eartls, aiv, and sky preaching love and lhm‘m()ny, num )t?‘
of human Dbeings, every one more ¢r less alive to thle bia'li:l;s
of scenery and the softening influence of zlxgree:;b‘e)uui ”
stances, pass each other, daily and hc')m'ly, “‘ntly scmri(, 9; ‘:m
or word of recognition; though there is nothl}lg bat EO?L ﬂ, 1,
or, at worst, indifference, among them. But if by_l'jl}i]]“:cu 1;?1:'
be oue among them ,vﬂm has spoken to the ﬁm - ;I'Omimit
book, that oue is felt ag an 'acqua‘mtance ;.the 11:11];1]S }l)med;d.
having had a wide civculation, no intreduction see (
 Heve, then, is an excuse for b’ooks—onc.: of many. o
Then look at the groups and sohtm“y walkers, jscab -
through these grounds; in the park, a)rflong 1the rzcl;su Zvery
stream, under the shadow of yon weeping e}n,‘ m;] e
sofa aud lounge in the great house. A book. is \111 ‘13 o o
the pocket of each, unless, indeed, afs- some-tim(,s. \:1 ‘ th‘; 1;;03;
the reader has been lulled by the silent friend in ?1 w‘[ﬂ >
benign of slumbers, and has let’ the volumet fas‘.whx S “l,ée};
authors! to condace to so much amusement—to

repose | Who would not make books !

i naking, 4 ertain eritics
Tourists are proverbial for book-making, and ¢

-I R . -t !
geem to feel annoyed by the propensity ;- yet hqw natoral is 1
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i‘To travel and not tell, is superhuman, Now, to recite the
t;hing, with all its particulars, its episodes, its contrelems, itg
raptures, separately, again and again, to cach of your friends.—
15 would take the forty mouths of a Hindoo idol,
attempt this, indced, but their friends
If we have been pr

Some
learn to avoid them.
esent at a railroad catastrophe, we may tell
it ance, or even twice, perhaps ; but if once we succumb to the
temptation to make it our cheval de bataille, we shall easily for-
get which friend we have displayed it to, and buttons will be
left in our hands without scruple, the moment we begin,  Now,
telling the thing in print is quite safe, and can offend no one,
intrude on no husiness hours, be to no one

. a twice-told tale,
So our mind is relioved at small cost, . '

Surely those travellers who have nothin

: 2 to tell aro provok-
ing, if not stupid.

There are some who will make the most
charming tour, be present at the most exciting show, boast of
the most delightful visits, yet mever let g single particular
escape their lips, for the benefit of ahxious

stayers at home. They have seen all, ¢
content,

and questioning
enjoyed all, and they are
An effort of recollection would cost them
and they do not care enoagh for your pleasure t
These are the very people to inveigh against the to
making, Tet us revenge ourselves by saying,
nation has not strength of wing enough to

something,
0 make it
urist’s hook-
that their inagi-
follow the adven-
tures of another, or even power to draw pictures from experi-
ence that shall inferpret those of others,
round, shorn, selﬁsh—looking sun in a fog,
warmth enough, but communicates
stolidly upon us, without putting d

They are Tike that
that has light and
ad little as it can, and stares
own g single ladder of rays
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imaginati i ‘ rrulous - tourist
to help our imaginations. Give us th(:! most garralo '

rather. ‘

Some stupid people have ecalled books unsocial ; they are the
greatest of all promoters of sociability. Begides the more f)b-
vious mse of interchanging, discussing, praising and abusing
them, they furnish a circulating medium of ideas, which, though
kept in mind-purses, and not carried about openly, really keep
society together, too ready at all times to fall apart ’Fhrough
misunderstanding,  Ordinary, blundering talk taxp.resses our
best thoughts but ill, and gives us an insufficient, and often a
mistaken notion of each other’s powers; but when an author,
with a certain air of professional knowingness, says what we
have been dimly thinking, we are as much relieved and bene-
fitted as when an accredited M. D. steps in-and gravely pre-

3 Y 1 . v el 11
scribes the very thing we ave doing for our friend. How many

conversations has ¢ the last number of Bleak House’ opened!

How naturally we test and measure the congenjality or the
ability of our acquaintance, by ascertaining their opinion: of
particular characters! A young lady of our friends says she
never makes up a judgment of any bedy till she has found out

whether he ‘understands Thackeray’ Now,; what @ pleasant -

office is this of general mediator. Let us rejpice that authors

are so numerous, instead of grumbling at the creaking of our

ghelves. In this short life, a short-cut to sympathy is .cgrtainly
very desirable, and books are the general revealers. -

They reveal us to ourselves as’ often -85 to each other,

Mirrors they often are to our faults and foibles ; mirrors, too,

to our nobler selves, less rarely than our modesty may suppose

disguised to us by accidental circumstances, such as want of
success, association with ungenerous or harsh people, or a lack

INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER. 17

of high animal spirits, that almost greatest of earthly blessings,
Anderson’s story of the Ugly Duck, who, accidentally looking at
hiinself in a pond, discovers that he is no duck, but a swan,
illustrates this inimitably. Diffident people draw much comfort
from books ; the more they shrink from free intercourse with
their kind, the more lifted up are they by unexpectedly confront-
ing themselves in a good, i e, an ideal light. ‘As a man
thinketh, so is he ;' but we do not always recognize the value
of our own thoughts till we meet them among strangers, and in.
holiday clothes. A daughter or sister is soinctimes not dis- -
covered to be a beauty, until, by some chance, she is drest for
company, and seen with others of greater pretension ; then how
our respect for her increases |
What flashes come to us from books, sometimes ; flashes that
geem meant for us alone, since others do not always perceive
them ; yet they light up all that will burn within us, We take
up a bhook with very little expectation ; somebody has told us
it is dull, perhaps ; -and there, waiting for us, is just the inspi-
ration, or the warning, or the medicine we have been wanting.
Strange power this, of mind over mind ; that thoughts that
have lain in another’s brain or heart, like strangers, so little
kindred had they with those around them, shall come into mine
with o mission of health and love, proving the best kind of
relationship. When we speak, then, of ‘suggestive’ books, we
say something for the writer aud something for ourselves, A
tiny spark may cause the explosion of a ﬁlagazine and shake
the earth, but the powder must be dry !
At différent times of life we want different books, and to
prescribe long goody essays to young people is useless, let our
tyros be ever 'so docile. They caw’t read such things, or, if
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they can, it is & bad sign, and bespeaks il health of body or
mind, Shall we, then, give them boundless range through the
fields of fiction? The other extreme. We should cut a path
for them with our own hands, and be sure that it bhe full of *
beauty and variety. Drilling enough there is, or ghould be, at
school ; mental gymnastics in plenty for the strengthening of
the intellectual muscles; repose and amugement have their
claims, too, and are too apt to be forgotten. Most people, in
their training of the young, treat Nature as if she were an
idiot, capable only of unintelligible mutterings, not worth atten-
tion. DBut in this way we may make drones or hypoerites of all
but the finest and highest spirits, Books that will excite euri-
osity are among the best ; leading books, that make the reader
‘ask for more. ‘ ‘
Further on in life, we like speculative and didactic books,
interspersed among the poetical and imaginative. We have
begun to question ourselves end others, and to be anxious
about this wondrous being, and its duty and destiny, its mean-
ing and end, Yet, even now, we prefer hooks that help, to
those that seem to satisfy. We are more interested in & com-
panion than in o master, This is the season. of t11e0ry§bui1ding','
and we make our fabric partly, but only partly, from other
“people’s materials, There is sometimes a passion for one par-
ticular hook or class of hooks, but, in general, we crave a
variety, ont of which to pick almost exclusively ome kind
of interest or amusement. At another period, the same book
will, cuptously, afford us a new vein, such as we happen to be
searching for just then. ' ‘
Later still, we love to read discussions of points, which our
own practice has long ago settled for ws, and warnings which
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we ‘mentally apply, with a good deal of zeal, to other people.
The imagination being somewhat dulled, we preach, very con-
scientiously, the superior value of reality, (as if imagination
were not reality ) and lament over the ‘waste of time’ of
those who are still able to enjoy its delights. Fiction we
inveigh against; not because it has ever led us astray, but
because it may mislead others, or we have heard of its doing
go. This being led by isolated facts to forget universal prin-
ciples, is the cause of a great deal of quackery in literature
and morals. 'Things are to be jndged hurtful, nolt si[c;ply
because they have hurt some people, but because they are
hurtful in their nature. Invalids look solemn when they sce
others eating pine-apples; tolerably well people, even, will tell
you that strawberries are poison ; but are they so? It is often
said that nobody is perfectly well, and it is equally correct to
assgrt that no one is wholly sane in mind; care, therefore, is
always necessary, in seleeting food for both body and mind.
But it is not dangerous {0 set a stout boy down to a good din-
ner in all its variety ; neither do we believe it so to turn young
minds“loose in a good library’ In both cases, tastes and
instiuctsAmay be trusted. Ounly let the dinner and the library
be both really good. -

We want different reading for the various times of day ;—
in the morning the bracing, in the afterncon the discursive, in
the evening the social, the harmonizing, or, if possible, the

- amusing.  But there is no reading, now, purely amusing,
With everything that professes to be so, we must tak*dose
“of preventive, as poor Iittle martyr children of ‘eareful’

mothers cannot have fruit until they have first swallowed lime-

‘water. The evening hours should not be spent laboriously, but
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pleasantly, if we would ‘live long and see good days’ Oue

of the good novels or brilliant essays of the present day, read
aloud to the family circle, after tea, is more potent than cham-
pagne in dispersing the day’s eares oF vexations. The sore or
weary track left in the mind by toil and trouble, is more effec-
tually effaced by a bright, cheerful book, than by any mere noisy
or showy expedient. "Happy those who have discovered this!

The times of year, too, ask their various tones of reading.
The hook for January guits not well with the dog-days; the
tender green of Spring barmonizes with one set of thoughts and
studies ; the mellow coloring of Antumn with another. There
are, indeed, books for all seasons; a few written with such a
universality of sympathy and fitness, that in joy or sorrow,
at morning or evening, in summer or winter, we never open
them without finding, Ly a sort of miracle—for Is not genius a
perpetual miracle 7—something exactly suited to our wants,
Putting aside the Book of books, as out of all question, this
remark applies especially to Shakspeare ; but there are also, at
whatever distance, other writers that never come amiss. In
gencral, however, we have our times of year for different classes
of books, and sometimes, when we are fastidious and whimsical,
feel that there are none too many,

Cousidering, then, the wondrous applicability of books to the
needs and notions of us all, and the welcome which the right
oncs are sure to Teceive, it is not to be wondered at that some
of us love to write them. Hspecially does the writer Who has
already found favor count upon an intimate and kindly recep-
tion. 'The old-fashioned expression, ‘Dear Reader,’ has its pro-
pricty. TReaders seem like old friends when we have been able

to intercst them. Affection depends more on the heart and ‘
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mind than on the eycs, and those who sympathize with us in
thought and fecling soon become dear. We talk of ¢ favorite
“authors ;7 aunthors have favorite readers, too; those who are
willing t6 be pleased! |

But, to ‘leave face-making and begin’—Ilet us not he
thought fanciful in offering our new book for the amuscment
of those céol, delicions hours that relieve the summer exhaus-
tion, and incline the mind to quict reading.

- The names of such books are nothing more than a sort of
poctic shadowing forth of their contents. If one writes a novel
Or an essay, & sabire or a poem, its title may be a dircet and
natural growth of the subject or intent ; and even for a miscel-
tanecus gathering, grave and gay, it used to be distinetive
enough to call it such, Yet there has always been confossed
some difficulty about the naming of hooks, and the world has
been subject to periodical whims with regard to it. We all
know the quaint and absurd titles that have been given, not
only to fanciful and poetic tomes, bat to the most solemn, warn-
ing, and exhorting works. For ourselves, being imperatively
called uwpon to find an appellation for this third miscellany of
onrs, (pub]ishers are-very tyrants in these matters!) we
thought it not worth while to puzzle over the nice adaptation
of a name, but best to take the first comprehensive or vague
one that came obedient to our call, and trust to justifying it in
one way if we could not in all. In this, as in other respects,
we trust much ‘to the indulgence of readers who have already
shown themselves kindly willing to be pleased.

Isuanp Hovsy, Bellows Falls, Vermont,
Avg. 1, 1853




SUMMERING,

TaE season of returning to town is apt to be the time when
we ask ourselves why we ever go away. Home looks so de-
lightful after absence ; the joyous faces of meeting {riends so
cheer our hearts, and lift our spirits above the influence of
fatigue and care, that we sometimes think it has been foolish to
leave all these pleasant things, to wander over the face of the
earth, to lie in strange beds, to toss on uneasy seas, to endure
the company of strangers, to renounce oue’s favorite employ-
ments, and, above all, to relinquish the society of those whose
soclety is the chief pleasure of life to us. Very wise people
reproach us with all this; i;hey say, what we cannot deny, that
we should have been mu)ch more comfortable at home ; that our
own houses are more comforfable than hotels, our own beds
than steamboat berths, our own dinners than any that we shall

find elsewhere. These seasible remarks make us quite ashamed

of qur waﬁderings, perhaps. Comfort is so much the business
of life with most of us, that we are quite sensitive fo the
reproach of having mistaken the way to it. The reasons for
going are less obvious than the reasons for staying, and the Joy
of returning makes us feel them with peculiar foree.

But do we remember that this joy of reunion and return is
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purchased by the absence and the journey, with all their trials
and inconveniences, and could not have been felt without them?
Iteration wears out even our best pleasures y emotions are not
to be summoned at will ; the home that we have never left is not
the bome that beams upon us after a temborary renunciation,
Love our friends as we may, we love them better after we have
lost sight of them for a while. Our employments tire, even in
proportion to the ardor with which we pursne them, and their
zest is only renewable on condition of some intervals of com-
plete repose or change of object. So that for the mere pur-
chase of intenser pleasure, it is worth while to refrain for &
time ; but there ave stronger reasons for summer jaunting.
Supposing that cur life has only a certain fixed amount of

power, and that both happiness and duty command us to make -

the most of this power for the work that is given us to do,
seasons of complete change and relaxation, .even of new fatigue
and voluntary privaiion, in unaccustomed directions, must be
advantageous to our bodily and mental condition, since aching
heads, and pinehed and anxious hearts, often admonish us that
too long perseveraunce in a single track is not congenial to so
varied 4 nature ag ours. Even the unbroken enjoyment of

home Iuxuries and ease, is conducive to anything but strength,

either of character or muscles, City life, especially, is notori-
ously unfavorable to vigorous and enduring health ; its excite-
ments tend, more through their ceasclessness than their inten-
sity, perhaps, to insanity and premature decay, or sudden
failure of the energies of nature. We are not of those who
believe city life to be necesém‘ily unwholesome. It would be so
to animals, doubtless ; but man’s bodily condition depends so
much upbn ample and judicious exercize of his mental and
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moral faculties, that some of the disadvantages of too close
contact with others, and of employments more sedentary than
those which are favorable to perfect health, are probably coun-
teracted by the more wholesome uses he may make of brain
and heart, when surrounded by fellow beings, than when in com-
parative solitude. Such a country life as we can imagine,’
might, indecd, unite all advantages ; but we are talking of the
actual, and not of the ideal. ‘

I‘va']inl.s the Dest way of making the most of life, is that
which is pricctised by so many of our eitizens—Iiving in the full
town and partaking of all its intellectual excitements and
means of culture, its cheering social amusements, its varied
buman interests and religious instruction, for the colder part
of the year, while the fireside is so cosy and delightful ; and in
the summer learning a new chapter of life, finding out a new
sct of powers, associating with a new round and variety of
character, discovering the ideas of other people on subjects on
which we might suppose there could be but one way of think-
ing, and, in short, making ourselves ags much new creatures as
possible, with a continual reserve of our old habits and a con-
stant tendency and desire to return to them. To say nothing
of the wholesomeness of fresh air and hardy exercise—-the lnst
a theme hardly to be mentioned to ears polite, in a country
where it is not fashionable to be strong—this way of parcelling
out life is certainly defensible, to say the least. One thing is
certain, that those who have most thoroughly and rationally
practised it are best prepared to defend it.

The question as to how and where the summer is to be spent,
is quite another one, 'To some, the plain farm-house, with the

early voices of birds, and the humbler noisc of the farm-yard,
-2
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new milk for the children, tumbling in hay-mows and riding
without saddle for stout boys, and a thousand pretty country
sports for little girls ;-long walks, and rides, and fishing excur-

sions for the elder, and shaded seats at noon, and pleasant win- =

dows at sunset for all, afford the needful change. To others,
the sea-shore, with its variety and its sameness, its refreshing
surf and its moonlight beach, is more congenial, and braces the
limbs and spirits better. Others long for the excitement of
watering-places to balance the excitement of the city, as he
whose hands have become shaky with brandy must have his
coffee very strong to steady his nerves. Others, again, dream
of the novelties and wonders of foreign lands, and seek the
verification. of their idea at the expense of a long sea, voyage,
and the encounter of strange people and streinge fongues. All
thig while, the wise shake their heads, and congratulate them-
selves updn being comfortable at home,

- The -money that is expended in thiz summer change, is a
prominent objection with most of those who condemn it. They

speak as if they, or any of us, lived by the law of neecessity,

and never spent anything that could possibly be avoided. But,
in truth, this is so far from being the case, that these very com-
fortable people will perhaps spend in the course of the year on
extra luxuries for the table, extra expenses in dress, or extra
indulgence of some sort, what would pay for the summer
recreation twice over. It is simply a  question of spendfng
money in one way or the other for pleasure and advantage.

Perhaps the home luxuries are as injurious as the jaunt would .

be beneficial ; that is our opinion, but it is not the opinion of
every one, '

Some years ago, it was rather unusual for people of moderate
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means to {ravel in summer. Most of our citizens contented
themselves with short trips, or, perhaps, a few weeks’ boarding
in the country. But this was whon our cities were smaller,
our modes of life less mnmatural and exhauvsting, our social am-
bition less pungent, perhaps our physiological ideas less rational,
With great opportunitics for aequiring wealth, came great
anxiety fo adquire it, and with this anxiety, and the success
consequent upon it, perhaps, much disease, suffering, and pre-
mature decay. The wealthy were advised to travel, and soon

_found reason to be glad they had done o ; and their example

has encouraged others, who, though not wealthy, are suffering,
to resort to the same remedy, instead of retiring into a sick
room and tiring the patience of the dyspepsia doctors.

But shall we all wait until we have a claim to be ranked
among the suffering? Does worldly wisdom counsel that? If
tra,velling cures, will it not also have a tendency to prevent
disease? Many are beginning to think so; and when they
find themselves wearied and overdone, do not sit down till dis-
ease has crept over them unawares, but ward it off by refrain-
ing from the toil that had threatened to prodnee it. It used
10 be guite a proverb with the English and French, that all
Americans who came to see them were ill. The remark is no
longer appropriate ; travelling abroad is no longer confined to
the rich and the sick. Health may be still a principal object

. with many, but it is fature health of mind as well as body.

Instroction, too, comes in as a leading mofive ; not instruetion
in the fashions, but in whatever the study of ages has been
able to bring to perfection.

It is & humane impulse, and it has a humanizing effect, to go
out among our kind; to see other phases of character, other
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modes of life, the result of other Igmbits. Tt makes the heart
softer and more affectionate, to discover the good qualﬁties hid-
den wnder umcouth or even fashionablo manuers ; to become
accustomed to the peculiarities of others, and learn how ‘use
lessens marvel, and disgust, also. To go from home attacks
our imperious habits, and makes inroads npen our extravagant
appreciation of personal comforts. To teach humility, there is
nothing like it ; for what can be more exquisitely contrary to
our usual convictions, than the discovery how many nobodies
there arc in the world of as much consequence as ourselves?
In travelling, every grand, personal claim is brought down
to the vulgar test of money. Tet ug try to make our dignity,
or our family, or our reputation, serve us, instead of a full
purse, at any hotel ; our own cook-maidt may take precedence
of us, il she choose to spend her savings while we \p;ttempt to
spare ours. Few will even criticize Ler ANNCrs, if her silks
be rich enongh. Our threadbare gentility will need not only
vouchers but endorsers, if the pockets be not well lined. This
thought is good for us, though not pleasant. Wo take it like
medicine, but it cures without faith. We must payin hard
cash for every extra grain of importance we indulge in.
Among friends and inferiors, assumption does a good deal;
but when we are away from home it is instantly tested,
assayed, as it were ; not like gold, but by goId.zl Now, from a
‘little experience of this kind pride shrinks like a mimosa. We
dare nof say it
Folds up its tents, like the Arplbs,

And silently steals away (—

but it falls back, at least, and bides its time. The world is far

from being one grand, general, Mutual Admiration Society. . The

SUMMERING. 29

eyes and manners of strangers tell us many new and some un-
palatable truths, such as the tongue darcs not utter ; but being
truths, that which is true within us rung to meet and grect
them, spite of our anger and disdain. Perhaps we thonght our

turned silk looked as well as over, until we saw it mirvored in

" Mrs. Grundy’s eyes; but ours arve instantly opened under the

influence of hers. We fancied our son a fine, genteel-looking
young man, until Miss Biggs and Miss Prim gave him the cold
shoulder on the approach of moustached and eye-glassed Mr.
Cackle, Then we fell to comparisons, and for comparisons
there must Le judgment, and for judgment, when we are not
going to tell any body the result, sinccrity ; and so we get to
the reality of thingg, and all our pleasant little delusions fly
away, and leave what* may not look so pretty at first, but
is, after all, mnch more wholesome and more dignified. To be
obliged to contenf ourselves with our real claims iy a great
gain, and it is bought by travel,

We can hardly be said, now-a-days, to obtain much real

_information by travel. Panoramas and books have changed all

that—the former, especially, When one of those three mile
pictures is burnt up, we may reasonably suspect the railroad
and steamboat people of the incendiarism. One cannot but
know beforchand just how evéry place under the sun iz going
to look. Whoever has seen Ratiler’s cosmoramas, has looked
out of the window at the. scenes they represent, ag long as he
liked. When we saw Quebec for the first time, it seemed as if
woe had been gazing at it last week, so perfect was the tran-
seript in & great panorama not long since exhibited. 'The very
vessels anchored in the river were identical, and had never
moved, Niagara is as well known to the shop-boys of New
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York, as to the most cdnscieﬁtious tourist. Still we go, and
feel that we have learned something ; and we are right ; but it
is not something that can be written down or pictured, any-
where but in the individual mind. 8o mmch of the mountain
_ or the cataract as becomes a part of us and of our being, is an
‘Inestimable gain ; nought else of all the costly accomplishment
of travel. ° | |

This is why travelled people are radically different frd;ﬁ
_others, - And the fact that people who are always travelling
are good for nothing, does not conflict with our statement, but
rather confirms it, for they fail in the very point we have speci-
fied. They farnish their minds with little else than a dagucrre-

otype or a :panorama, destitute of the intelligent commentary .
that alone makes such a show valuable,. People who are rest-

lessly racing the world over, year after year, come at length to
be emptied of all but the driest facts, without one grace of
imagination or combination. What they have secn has given
them just enough pleasure or lmowledge to make all that is

~present insipid ; and ag to affections, the insatiable traveller:

must systematically dry them up, in self-defense. Old Weller,
who had ‘bhirty mile of chambermaids” in love with him, and
only laughed coolly in his sleeve at all of them, was not to be
blamed, for how could he return their affection ?

The moon looka
On many hrooks,
The brook can see no moon hut this, -

And a game so unequal must soon end. A
So the love of travelling must have its limits. Ttisa passion
in some ; as much so as ambition or pity, and, like them,
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requires reasonable bounds. The moment we find ourselves
uncasy at home, we should ccase to travel, and sedulously culti-
vate home interests ; engage more earnestly in social life, and,
as far as possible, make ourselves necessary to the people among
whom it Is our duty to live. TFor what state is so terrible as
isolation ? And isolation of mind is worse than all. The
heart must starve and dwindle when it loses the relish for its

-patural food.

Travel, rightly used, makes us happier and more useful at home.
Freshened cycs give a happy shine to whatever they look upon,
and renewed good humor brightens not only our own faces but the

faces of others to us, Stagnation is the enemy of eheerfulness,

The biack pool would run dancing and laughing in the sun, if it
had a proper outlet. "When things do not go right with us, it is
half the time owing to a lack of animal spirits ;. and much of our
discontent with others has the same source, I.et any thing occur
to schthe blood leaping throngh the veins, even something not par-
ticularly pleasurable, and a thousand petty vexations and gloomy
thoughts fly off, we know not whither, showing that they had only
a phantom-iife ; for the mind from the smallest materials forms
images according to its own nature of condition.  Sir Walter
Scott, looking up from a Life of Byron which had absorbed
him for some time, saw Byron liimsglf standing at no great dis-
tance, every lincament perfect ; but when Scott had walked but
a few steps, the figure of his brother poet resolved itself into a
few shawls and plaids, that had been hanging in the hall, day
after day, unnoticed. 8o we have ouly to quit the oecupation
that lias fatigued the mind, and just stir the bleod into a health-
ful flow, to Iet daylight in upon the gloomiest megrimg, and dig-

cover that Providence has no particular spite against us, but
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offers us much more of happiness and comfort than we choose to
aceept, DBut when this g’reat object is accomplished, let us sit
down again, and remember that direct self-cultivalion is by no
means the sole or the highest object of life.

The effect of grand scenery upon the mind is very decided,

and can hardly fail to tend towards good. There may be ag

many wonders in a midge’s wing as in Mont Blanc or the
Mammoth Cave ; but they are not wonders that affect the mind
in the same direction. Providence has so ordered it that the
objects most importa.ﬁt to the great human fu:mily and most ac-
cordant with' our nature, are those which ask ws aid of science
for their eujoyment and appreciation. There is probably no
rational being who is wholly unafiected by the grandeur of
mountaiﬁs, the waving and the shadow of primeval woods, the
thunder of the mighty cataract. Ilowever dull and ignorant
the brain, the blood will theill and the nerves shake at these
menifestations of SBupreme power. Witness the deification of
natural objects in the early days of the world—a form given to
thoughts and feelings which could find no vent or explanation
but worship.  And worship is now the Impulse, but with the
dignity and sanction of knowledge, which transfers the heart’s

instinctive language from the most sublime of created objects to

Him who made them all, and who, from immeasurable distance, .

inspires them with the charm which no human heart can wholly
resist.
But who can measure how greatly eultivation enhances the

power of these feelings—not only direct but general cultivation ;

an acquaintance and fami!iarif:y, not enly with the objects them-
selves, but with what genius has said and. shown of them,
Every real advance, intellectual or moral, tells on our power of
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admirafion 3 the losg or lessening of this power is one of the
gurcst signs of gencral deterioration. The nil admirari, which
some would-be fashionables affect, i3 an emulation towards the
owl and the tortoise. 'The habit of admiring is one of the
noblest ; it is next {o the habit of loving, TIgnorance and envy
are its oppesites ; and the mind and heart may be so corrupted
by these as to resist the feelings of admiration, even when
merely inanimate objects are concerned. But the greatest souls
that have ever lived have owned the influences of natural
scenery most fully. Next to human interest, the poet and the
artist find their best inspiration in wild, sublime Nature. Even
the most verbose descriptions and the poorest paintings of natu-

ral scenery show ifs power over the imagination ; for in ne

other direction are men so apt to attempt the impossible, and to
fancy they have sncceeded because memory supplied to them-
selves all that their skill has been unequal to impart to others.

Let not, then, the impulse to summer travel be classed among
fashionable follies. It may be turned to poor account, indeed,
as witness the unsavory crowds, the steamy lights, the unwhole-
some habits of too many of the ‘refreats alternately made
‘ fashionable” or ¢ vulgar’ by the caprices of a few of the bolder
leaders of ton. . If there be hundreds willing, rather than be
omitted from the list of notables, to swelter amid inconvenicnees
that they would not tolerate at a friend’s bouse, there are thou-

‘gands who roam during the hot months among the mountaing
“and lakes of their own country, or try the fresh breezes of

occan and the wonders of foreign lands, from pure love of
pature and improvement ; who love the freshness of tl.e summer
morning, the forest shade at noon, the moonlit walk, the exciting

ascent of woody mountaing, the roar of cataracts ; rot because
3
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fashion has stamped them for the present, but because, from the
beginning, the Author of all good has placed between these
-objects and the mind of man a sympathy and affinity, the
result of which is proof enough thaf it is His. work and enjoys
His sanction and reward. .

SEARCH AFTER PLEASURE.

% The power of human mind had its growth in the wilderﬁess; much more mnst the
lave and the conception of that Beauty whose every line and o is, at the best, o faded
jmage of God's daily work and an attested ray of some star of creation, be given chisfly
in the places which e has gladdened by planting there the fir-tree and the plne. Not
within the walls of Florence, but'amnng the far-away flelds of ber lilies, was the child
trained who was to raise the headstone of Beauty above the towers of watch and war.”

RuBKIN

TsERE are some people in the world, who, though not averse
to some- of the aspects of fashionable life, yet dislike watering
places. To seek change by going where the whole dnll round
of the winter is repeated—ruminated, as it were ; to seck rural
beauty where nature is put in stocks and stays, and trodden
down and travestied in every possible way ; to seck retirement
where the crowd is more selfish and more encroaching even than
in town—seems to them as absurd as odious.

These originals—these contemners of an authority from which

there is no appeal, none the less confess a love of pleasnre.

* They do not claim to be above the need of relaxation—satisfied

with variety in duty—living martyrs to the gerious and the sad
in life, They have their own simple and odd way of secking

amusement ; & way so odd and so obscure that we have fancied
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a little sketch of it might poss:ess for the fashionable world

something of the zest of novelty ; it is so nataral for those who -

live in o whirl of excitement to fancy that nobedy can of choice
live out of it. "Perhaps it will seem not life exactly, but only
existence, ‘

True fashionabloe life is, however, but partially naturalized on
our fresh - American soil, and in our unworn American hearts
In spite of our efforis to appear as if we were born to it, many
an inward whisper of demur writes itself upoﬁ onr faces ; many
an awkward non-compliance shames our consistency, while it
does honor to our sinecrity and humanity, Nature, nursed by
the mere shadow of our forests and the breath of our virgin
soil, is too strong for us. We have not yet been successfully
schooled into heartlessness. Love, and Charity, and Sympathy,
still yearn withinus, though'they are repudiated by Fashion, who
insists upon undivided sway. So those who would plead for

“simple people and simple pleasures may yet hope a hearing,

—_—

Whether fifty years or five before the time at which we write,
it matters not—for we treat of things with which exact chro-

nology has nothing to do—a ecircle of friends and neighbors,

living in and near a town used in summer as a watering-place,

v, resolved for once to avoid the tedious pleasures and Ionely bustle

which the long days always brought about their homes, by re-
treating to an undiscovered, or, at least, uncelehrated nook,
where nature had as yet. leave to make what faces she liked, and
where 1o impertinent blunder of art had attempted to improve
her fournure. Tt seemed a somewhat rash exp’eriment; this ;
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for the sclection of members of such a party, not being made by
secret ballot, could not be wholly candid and exclusive. Tt waa
by no means certain that six weeks’ of swmmer abandon would
not prove too much for the philosophy of some ; and that near
and constant intercourse, under cirecumstances of less that home-
convenience, might not end in unhappy revelations ag to the
temper of others. DBut the experiment was worth trying, cspeci-
ally as it was of too quiet and humble a kind to exeite invidious
remark.

Then the thing had no unpleasant trammels about it. There
were no inclosing mountains about this “happy valley,” forbid-
ding egress to those who were tired of happiness. There was
even no fixed time for rustication ; nor were friends from with-
out prohibited from joining the party for a longer or shorter
period, in case the taste for rurality shbuld spread. Whatever
liberty ean do for constancy wag provided for, and the most
pradent examination of the materials of the mass discovered no -
dangerous elements. There was not even too much friendship,—
a9 might easily be, since friendship is at least as sensitive and

‘jealous as love. No sentiment beyond kind neighborly fecling,

and the esteem which intelligent habitual intercourse engenders,
had prompted the choice of companionship ; the affinities were
all of the most harmless kind. Love was almost out of the
quostion, as will be seen when we have introduced our coterie
of seceders, '

Speaking naturally, we begin with Miss Ingoldsby, because
her image rises first to our thoughts. She was one of those
women who are more lovely at five and twenty than at sixtecn,
because their beauty lies largely in the expression of soul.
There was a wonderful depth of hgrmony in this young lady’s
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face, that made one forget to notice the rich coloring of her
'complexion, and the corresponding and heightelﬁng darkness of
eyes and hair wilich gerved a$ shadow to those velvet roses.
Tall, quiet, and perhaps a little stately—

Her eyes alone smiled constantly ; her lips had serions sweethess,
And her front was caln—the dimple rarely rippled on her cheek,

You could think of her only as unique ; you never thought of

likening her to any one else. Yet none had less the air of pre-

.tension, or even consciousness. " She was always occupied, and,
whether with mind or fingers, never with self, Elegant tastes
ghe had, but they were for simple things—things whose charm
or value depends not at all on exclusive possession. She talked
. well, but not with intention ; or if with intention, only so for
the sake of others’ pleasure or advantage ; never merely to
shine, or to make some chance scrap -of knowledge tell, or to
frame in some poetical quotation. Cultivation made Miss In-
goldsby only more natural, for she had learned above all things
how hateful is affectation ; and indeed she had always had small
temptation that way, being inevitably charming, and living sur-
rounded by eyesl that assured her she was all they desired,
Therg is no telling how much ruinons affectation and unlovely
effort we might save if we yielded admiration and love more
generously. It is deprecation or defiance of expected criticism
that causes half the paltry airs that spoil society. Her father

was with her, and she was his carthly all ; no wonder she (

- walked with an unconscious queenliness, for what gives such
grace and tender dignity to the manners as the sense of being
wholly loved? Wonld-be people felt her air to be a little re-
served—the ill-natured among them said haughty ; but if so, it
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was only in self-defence. _Reﬁnemént cannot always wholly dis-
guise its suffering, and vulgarity bitterly resents the slightest .

_manifestation of distaste or weariness. But Miss Ingoldsby

was as generally liked as so admirable a woman could be, and
the love of her friends was a kind of quiet enthusiasm, which
did not flow out into the praise which stimulates envy. When
the summer-flitting was planned, the first thought was whether
Mr, and Miss Ingoldsby would be disposed to try it

Mrs. Marston, and her son,—an overgrown boy of sixteen, a
college sophomore, who fancied that study had injured his
health,—are to be counted next; Mrs. Marston, staid, reason-
able, well-road, well-principled ; the youth one just calculated
to keep such & mother’s heart in o continual flutter. These
were near neighbors of the Ingoldsbys at home, and the familics
had an habitual liking for each other; traditional, indeed, for
their forefathers had inhabited the very same spots, and left
many vestiges of their old neighberliness dﬁring the troublous
days of the Revolution. Sec they were well past the eritical
stage, and took each other for granted very kindly—a state of
things favorable to harmonious companionship, even where there
is no great mental or spivitual affinity. After these we come to

- Mr.. Berry, a bachelor, one of the soberest; but so full of

‘thought, and feeling, and poetry, and all romantic lore, that no
one cared to inguire his age, which might have troubled him,
for, thongh something of a philosopher, he was human and un-
married. His worst fault was a disposition to moralize, (some
sald dogmatize) ; unless we consider as such his propensity
to quote poetry, of which ample proof will be found hereafter.

. This habit proved infections, too, or else the natural influ-

ence of woods and fields waked up the latent fires of others
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of the party, so that they took to citing verses hugely, doubtless
to the secret scorn of those who respect only the tangible, or
who have not the blessing (?) of good memory. Miss Berry,

his sister, was a good deal younger, but seemed to have found

time for nearly as much reading. She was‘sh‘y'und timid, how-
ever, and brought ont WhatK she had to gay with a masner at
once hesitating and abrupt. To those who knew her worth,
like these friends and neighbors, she was a delightful companion,
and the party would hardly have missed any body more, always
excepting Miss Ingoldshy.

Will any body be kind enough to inform us what is the origin
of the expression — a grass-widow ? ‘

In vain have we sought a plausible etymology for this strange

phrase, which yet seems fully naturalized among us, and which .

has so usurped the function of defining a certain position, that
we know not how or where to find a substitute. It designates

 lady who is separated from her husband, not exactly by

divoree, but by circumstances which mutual affection is not

quite powerful enough to surmount. We have known a gentle-

man to go to Burope for his health, intending to be absent a

summer or so, and there remain five years, frequently appoint-
ing a time for his return. On the other hand, ladies have
* been so fascinated by Italy, that they have continued to reside
‘there, leaving husband to make himself comfortable at hotels
and boarding-houses at home. For the honor of human nature,
be it observed that these things seldom occur where there are
.children in the case, }

Mvs. Whipple was called, in her neighborhood and at the
watering-places which she was fond of frequenting, a ‘grass-
widow,’ and we must let the title stand for the position in which

-
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she lived, not knowing how to replace it by a better. A de-

“serted wife she was not, exactly, since she was as little disposed

to live with her husband as he could possibly be to seek her
society ; and they were on excellent terms, corresponding with -
great regularity. Scandal had never hrcathed upon Mrs.
Whipple’s good name ; her behavior was unexceptionable ; she
never flirted ; she was no babbler, nor did she often make mis-
chief.” She dressed with all her might and all her mcans ; she
never missed a party of pleasure, or neglected the opportunity
for a visit ; she chaperoned young ladies and advised young
gentlemen ; she knit stockings for the poor and embroidered
slippers and smoking-caps for the rich ; she was an indefatiga-
ble church-goer, and played a capital game of whist ; was an
adept in social etiquette, and an elognent declaimer against, the
follies and heartlessuess of fashionable society, Like that
ingenious little figure, wliich, roll it where yon will, has so many
and such even sides that it always stands firm, Mrs. Whipple
was invariably “all right” with regard to those around her,
Serious with the serions, she never interferéd with the whims of
the gay. Not being inconvenicntly interested in any body in
particular, she was able to make herself agrceable to all, main-
taining & friendly neutrality which interfered with no one’s pri-
vate likings or dislikings, We need not fill up this outline of
Mrs. Whipple's character, for all our readers have doubtless
seen a Mrs. Whipple. ‘
Some people said she had one fault—that she was an unblush-
ing flatterer ; but this was when she flattered somebody else.
'The subjects of her praise seldom complained. We have this
lady to add to our coteris, not, perhaps, because she fell into it
naturally, bat because she was the guest of one of the members.
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Why she accepted an invitation uncongeniaﬂ with her habits, we
can only guess. Boundless curiosity was one of her character-

istics, and perhaps the novelty of the plan tempted her. Or

she might have desired to see how what she called “ sensible”
people—a term which from her lips had always the suspicion of
a sneer—would endure a summer of rural seclusion, There is
nothing of which the world is more incredulous than professions
of distaste for what it loves hest, especially when this distaste
refers to 1o gpecial enthusiasm.

We are saved the necessity of sketching Mr. Aldis, the
nephew of Miss Berry and her brother, by a “ Character” of
Tennyson’s, If Charles Aldis had sat to the poet, the likeness
could have been no more life-like.

He spake of beauty : that thexdl:llll
Saw no divinity in grass,

Life in dead stones or spirit in airs
Then looking as it were in a glass,

He smoothed his chin and sleeked his hair
And said the earth was beautiful.

And so on. ‘
This gentleman—a specimen of a certain sickly and inert cul-
tivation not uncommon among us—was accompanied by his sis-

ter, much like him in fact, but seeming something stronger,

because we do not pay her sex the compliment of expecting so
much from i, A man’s faults sometimes pass for almost graces

in a woman, even though we are far from acknowledging the -
heresy of masculine and feminine virtues; the characters of -

man and woman may be sketched in lighter or deeper tints of
the same color, but the same primaries must serve. Amnme
Aldis had, if any thing, the advantage as to depth, so that she
geemed immeasurably superior to her brother.
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Mr. and Mrs. Shelton, a newly married couple, with Miss
Grove, Mrs. Shelton’s sister, complete the circle. It is hard to
characterize newly married people ; they are generally either
very insipid or very artificial ; that is, they are either much oc-
eupied with each other, or affecting not to be so ; and in either
case not very good company. DBut here were ample walks and
unsearchable rambles, and all abont.the little picturesque vil-
lage which our refugees had chosen, such quiet coveris and
enticing labyrinths as make one believe in fairy land.

There were a thousand good reasons why Mr. Shelton and
hig fair Fgeria—baptismally devoted to forest shades—should

. thread these mossy paths every day, and lose themselves and

become irretrievably bewildered, so that they could not find the
way home until dinner-time, or tea-time, as the casc might be.
Meanwhile Miss Grove was left upon the hands of the publie
for entertainment,; Lut, as she worked in crewels or crochet
without ceasing, she was happily raised above the accidents of
social life, and gave very little trouble to any one.

Grave Milton says—

Coarse complexions
And cheeks of sorry grain wiil serve to ply
The sampler, and to tease the housewife’s wool ;
‘What need a vermeil-tinctured lip for that,
Love.darting eyes, or tresges like the morn?

But nature, though preparing Miss Grove for a teaser of worst-
eds, had been more bounteous than this. She was a pretty
blonde girl, picturesque and ornamental at least, when you did

‘mot examine too closely. “We say no more at present, except

that the young lady wore very long ringlets, which she occasion-
ally sewed or knit into her work, and then snatched out again,




44 AUTUMN HOURS.

leaving not a few stray golden hairs to increase the value of '
the fabric. '

The village Jay not exactly on the edge of the wide oceanm,

bat within sight of it, on the shore of a small cove, rocky and
wild as heart could wish—we dare not name it, lest it be
thronged and spoiled next year. No steamboat bad yet found
it out, nor did telegraph wires vibrate within a dozen miles of
it, The inhabitants, who were divided between fishing and
farming, sent a boy on horseback for the mail every Saturday,
and he often brought hack nothing but a few newspapers.
The present accession altered this matter somewhat, of course;
but even now the very atmosphere was loaded with stillness,

A piteous lot it were to flee from man

Yet not rejoice in nature—

And rejoicing in nature was the daily business of our party, a

. taste in which they all agreed, whatever diversities might have -

heen found :Lrnong them otherwise. They walked, they boated,
they rode ; they made the woeds ring with carcless talk, and
sounds meant on purpose for the echoes, The ladies tried to
learn the art of milking, but found the cows quite too much for
them ; and Miss Ingoldsby amused hersell with feeding the

poultry, until she could not stir abroad without a train of -

sereaming, hopping, fluttering creatures, following her and peck-
ing at her slippers, Mr. Berry put on a gravely knowing air
when he talked with the farmers, bub it was easy to see that he
was stealing knowledge which he was quife unable to repay in

kind. He was preparing for agricultural speeches in next win- -
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ter’s legislature, As for Mr. Ingoldsby, being rather portly .
in contour, he was not particularly fond of climbing rocks, or
jumping across rivulets with the aid of a long slender pole—
favorite gymnastics with some of the party. So he gencrally
set out with a book in his pocket, or some newspapers if there
were any unexhausted, and, when he hegan to fecl rather red
and short-breathed, would sit down in the sha,(‘le,l and, taking
out his glasses, soon lose himself—in contemplation we are bound
to say, for he stoutly denied that his cogitations ever parteck
of the nature of slumber. His reading always turncd to the
general benefit, however, for he remembered every thing worth
rememhbering, and was not too‘laiy or too selfish to tell it for
the pleasure of others, as so many readers are. The Sheltons,

‘we have said, were disposed to be erratic, but we must not

leave the impression that they were silly or ill-bred. 'They-con-
{ributed their part 1o the current social feeling, and gencrously

; allowed their absorption to be laughed at, without putting on

the old rusty defensive armor of dignified looks about it. Mrs.
Marston was always agreeable. She had great calmness of
spirit, and a power of saying just the thing that was needed at
the moment ; was willing to suggest plans and have thém mod-
ified or rejected 5 stay bohind when conveyance was scanty ;
give her opinjon ‘'on any point in.debate, whether she was iute-
regted or notb'; and, in short, made herself of as small account
as he,I'"fr'Iends would let her, as a sensible middle-aged lady

. should, making up her mind that it'was very natgral for society
- to be more occupied with younger claimants upon attention.

Mr, and Miss Aldis, Henry Marston, and Miss Grove, felt
themselves of a good deal of importance, and made very good
company for each other,
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Miss Berry albne, of all the circle, had a passion.” 'We are
sorry to disappoint the reader, but it was not the passion of

passions, but only an insane desire to gather sea-weed, or Alge

as the lady more euphoniously termed the wondrous films of
rose and purple,' and gold and brown, that she waded after, and
gathered, and spre{_Ld' carefully and cunningly on cards. With
her great disk of a straw hat, and her quaint bathing eostume, she
did make a most remarkable figure, slipping off mossy rocks into

crevices that looked black and shadowy and as if they were full |

of eels ; or standing with all gravity, knee-high in water, gazing
fixedly as'if she saw fairy castleé', or were studying the pictured
clouds on the bay’s fair bosom. But the water was not always(
calm enough for these mystic rites, and Miss Berry, in her nat-

- ural form and unpossessed, was one of the most genial, chatty,

agreeable persons in the world. She had travelled, and with
profit, and was full of scraps of pleasant knowledge, which, as
she had gathered them for the pleasure of gathering, she dis.
pensed for the pleasure of dispensing, or because they were the
natural outflowing of the current of pure and lively thought
within, Her cheerfulness was cloudless, and her ready smile
lightened and danced all over her face, till one forgot that its
dominant expression was serious. Society would bhe -sadly off
without a few single women like Miss Berry, unabsorbed by
private cares, and at leisure for special offices of kindness.
She had not been a week at M—— before she was acquainted
with every man, woman and child in the settlement, and knew

‘something abouf their wants and difficulties ; but so quietly and

privately that no one suspected her of spending all the time
during which she was not visible, in devising liberal things for
all cases within her power, -
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To some apprehensions a circle composed of ‘such mafterials as
we have here faintly sketched Would be dull enough. No flirta-
tion ! no balls'! no opportunity for display of dress or equi-
page ! In one word—one magic word—no excitement !

Yet we aver that our party enjoyed every day and hour.

One proof we can offer, which perhaps will seem yet harder

‘to believe—that they wrote a great many long letters. It is

true that this hespeaks a very quiet kind of happiness. We
are not disposed to withdraw from what is sometimes called
pleasure, to write ourselves down for absent friends. A certain
degree of calm is required for the introversion which makes
letter-writing agreeable, and we are not apt to find time for

‘this amid a round of exciting amonsements. The mind must be

free from any irksome compression of circumstancés ; the imag-
ination must he geﬁtly stimulated ; the memory relieved from
present burthens ; time not ‘marked out too severely by recur-
ring duties ; the sympathies not too much drained by the daily
demand which none can shun who face the j(!)stlingiof common
life.

All these conditions being fulfilled, how sweet is the memory
of the absent; how tenderly the claims of old affection urge
themselves | Our very dreams renew the cherished images that
seem faded only because so delicately drawn, It is not at these
times that we criticise those we love. 'We paint them, indeed ;
we cateh full-length views, which we never find time for when
we are with them ; but with what choice and fender touches !
Here we are artistic, if ever. No charm is forgotten—no defi-
ciency remembered. The leading idea possesses us wholly, and -
whatever could contradict it falls into gentle shadow under the
magic light of affection.
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Yes—wo insist that feeling disposed to write letters s a sign

. of happiness, for when we love we are happy. Would that this
onr deep philosophy might shame some one out of saying “I
~ hate to write letters 1” '

Tennyson has a sly touch at the picturesque of a lady’s hand-
writing, when he makes the Prince, trying to write lady-like,
seribble :

In such & hand a8 when a field of corn [
- Bows all its ears before the roaring East.

But the satire which pretends that women wonld rather write
gracefully than legibly is hardly consistent with the other, which
ageribes to them a love of talking ; for surely nobody loves to
talk without being understood, and what else is writing ille-
gibly ? '

The amount of reading accomplished at was not
very considerable. There are seasons when the mind is instine-
tively creative, whether we give it'voice or not. At such times

reading has not its usnal charm, though we may hardly suspect

why. We call the phase dreamy, and so perhaps it is ; but if

we had resolution to embody those dreams, they might be found
to deserve a more respectable name, Miss Ingoldshy was
oftencr seen writing than reading, but she eonld not be per-
suaded to give a rationel and credible acconnt of the multitude
of closely written scraps of paper which slipped into her port-
folio. .

The weather was so delicions that the bay seemed, in its

guietade, like
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A Wue summer ocean, fav off and alone; '

aud the motion of the oars dipping into its glossy Losom was
often all that broke its stillness.  On one side was a bold, rocky
headland ; on the other a grassy poiﬁt stretching down nearly
to the pebbly beach ; and when these were rounded, the shores
on eitlier hand presented great variety of outline, and ample
facilities for bathing. Fishing was unpopular with the ladies,
and although the gentlemen made some desperate aticmpis to
become  interested in -it, they always seemed glad when their
pleasure of that kind was well over; which was not se much to
be wondered at, ag the ungentlemanly fishermen  ahout them
were a good deal more successful. Mr. Berry confessed that he
never canght anything but cold, and so forswore angling alto-
gether. Mrs. Shelton declared her hoshand’s fishing-coat, with
its dozens-of yawning pockets, horribly unbecoming to him, so
of course ke gave it up. Mr. Aldis managed to pop into the
water, and had to be pulled out of it very uneercinonionsly by
two men in red flannel, which quite disgusted‘ him. Henry
Marston alone persisted in sitting in the sun whole days, and
coming home with his nosc blistered, and his fingers looking like
bunches of radishes, much to his mother’s disquiet ; while Mr,
Ingoldshy -joked him wumercifully about ¢ silver looks,” and
promised to eat all the fish of his bona fide catehing ; until one
evening Henry bronght in an cnormous bass, with ample vouch--
ers for its being his lawful captive ; after which Mr, Ingoldsby
grew more respectful, and Henry more enthusiastie, as was to
be cxpected.

After &11; however, Mr Berry cruelly started a doubt whether
Henry might not have bought the vouchers as well as the fish |
4
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“ What do you suppose the people are saying of us at Lav-
ington, now 1” exclaimed Mrs. Whipple, as the party were gath-
ered in a great old-fashioned poreh at nightfall, ‘.Wa’,tching the
spatrkles on' the water and the spurklés on the land,—a wide

meadow near at hand furnishing myriads of fire-flies j—and Ns-

tening to the katy-dids, and “inhaling the odors of a labyrinth
of honey-suckles and roses, .that had gl‘own; untrained, all about
the windows and doors of the antignated house.

“Pitying us, no doubt,” said Mr. Shelton.

‘“ Abusing us, rather,” said Mr. Berry.

“0Oh no—not abusing——onﬂy thinking us very silly,” said
Miss Ingoldsby.

“ Or very romantic,” Mr. Aldis thought. .

Mrs. Marston imagined the prevailing idea fo be that they

were very exclusive,

“Bo is every one who does not give a large party cvery time
he wants to ask a friend or fwo to dinner,” said Mr. Ingoldsby.
" Exclusiveness is justly offensive where it is an object—where
we exclude for the sake of éxc]uding. "The exclusiveness of
fashionable life excites odinum only becanse it is well understood
to be deliberately practised, as a means of distinction, We

shall not be suspected of any thing of that kind, I hope and

believe.”

* Perhaps the worst thing that will be said of us,” gaid Miss

Berry, “ may be that we fancy ourselves very, \scnsible, and set
up to be wiser than our neighbors,”
“ An imputation that we ought to bear patiently,” observed
her brother, ‘‘ seeing that it comes vefy near the truth”
“Is it s0?” asked Miss Ingoldsby ; “T imagined we were
only rational.”
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“Yes, but to be rational, in so original a way, may be felt ag

 an imputation upon the rationality of those who choose a very

different mode of passing the summer.”
“You may dépeﬁd upon it,” said Mrs. Marston, “ we ghall
be accused of having made a desperate effort ot originality.”
“We ought to be canonized for that, at least,” said Mr.
erry. *“ An Amcrican who ventures upon any thing original,

in the social way, is a hero, and stands a chante of being a

martyr.. We are more completely the slaves of preseription
than any other people.  Imitation is our national vice”

-4 We must not pride ourselves toe much on originality in this
instunce,” said Miss Bewry, “ for I confess, as far as I had any
part in suggesting the idea, it was caught from a poem of Mre.
Browning’s—a poem called The Island, which I dare say you all
know.”

“Oh.no, we dow’t, 'm sure,” said hall a dozen voices.
“ Yoﬁ will repeat it for us, Miss Berry.”

Miss Berry said she knew only a few verses of it-—those
which put the thought of such a guiet summer sojourn in her

head.

A boon, O world, o boon of thee!
New turniaway thy fice,
And loosen from thy elasp my hand,
A An'd lpt me (ream aspace | ‘

* * * *

My dream ig of an island place
The distant zeas are folding;
And over which, the only watch
Those troopéd stars are holding:
These bright, still atars! they need not seem
Brighter or stiller in my dream !




AUTUMN HOURS.

Hills questioning the heavens for lighf—
Ravines too deep to scan,

As if the wild earth mimicked there
The wilder heart of man;

Omnly it shall be grecner far

And gladder, than hearts ever are.

"Around, above, the pluméd trees
Their gracious shadows throw ;
Through whose elear fruit and blesseming
Where'er the snn may go,
The ground beneath he deeply stains,
As f;hiqin o through eathedral panes.

But lttle needs the grourd heneath
The shining fremmn above her,
Where mamy Meiades of fowers,
{Not one lost ystar her over;
The rays of their unmumbered bues
Being refracted by the dews,

Nor think erch archéd tree with each
Toe clusely interlaces

T admit of vistas vpening broad
"And sweet, sun-basking places,

Tpen whose sward the antlered deer

View their own imsge, long and elear.

Unless they faiﬁer would behold
That image on the seas,
Whene'ers a way through shelving roeks
And over-braneling trees,
Whose doves from half-closed lids espy
The green and purple fish go by.

My aoul in love bounds forwarder
To meet the bounding waves!
Beside them is the home for me,
‘Witkin the coral caves:
And near me two or three may dwell
Whom dreams fantastie please as well
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£ saéd that two or three might choose

. Their caves Psside mine ouwn,

Those who would chenge e din of man
Fop nature’s noller tone—

Man's veering heart and careless eyes,

For natures steadfust symputhies,

This last stanza, containing the germ of this social seclusion
which was not exclusion, Miss DBerry repeated with especial
emphasis. She had a vast fund of romance in the bottom of
her é'oéd heart, and lived as much on poelry as any one can
who leads a life of active uscfuluess, or rather more, perbaps,
thsmiany one can who daes sl Jead a useful life.  Those have
the best right to the poetry of Life who fulfil all its uses. The
“ calm, hi:t?%?heric tine” is heard only by the ear of labor.
Misg Berry’s dark, piercing cycs always saw more than other
people’s, beeause there was nothing human that did not interest
her, so that she had ne scasons of vacuity—none of these faint~
ings of egotism which we call low spirits. A Denevolence that
knew ne pause forbade stagnation, and the health of mind
which attended it brought health of body too. She was a
spirit of pure life wherever she appeared ; her very beauty was

inspiring,.

Beauty | had she then beauty ? Could the possessor of such

a soul be without it ?

The essence of all Beanty I call Love,

The aitribute, the eviderce, and end,

The consununation, {o the inward sense, .

Of Beauty apprehended from without,

1 stjiil call Love. As form, when colorless,

Is nothing to the eye—that pine tree there,
Without its black and green, being all 2 blank—
o, without Love, is Beanty undiscernad

In man or angel.
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This beauty Miss Berry possessed in perfection, and it dif-
fused itself like a rosjr sunset hue wherever she lived and moved.

“They will expect yow to write a book, Miss Berry,” said
Mrs. Whipple, continuing ihe suggestion of what was the
thought at Lavington. '

This alluded to a malicious repert of some enemy of Miss

Berry’s, that she had written books—not generally believed,
however ; she was too pleasant and natural fo fill cut the pop-
ailar notion of an authoress,

She blushed, and asked what material could be found under
such eiremnstances. :

“0h, I dow’t know—T dare say you can find some. What
do youw think of describing ourselves and our doings ?”

“T protest against that,” said Miss Ingoldsby. “I am so
idle and good-for-nothing, that I decline being put into print.
I propose rather that Miss Berry should devise a book on
morals and manners, culled from the gubslance of our sage con-
versations. We are very wise, here ; and eutertain virtuous
snd highly commendable sentiments at small cost, since our
temptations are few,. Suppose we give the world the advantage
of these by the aid of our friend’s pen.” ' ,

Miss Berry would not own that she possessed any power of
the kind described. ' -

“Tt appears to me,” she said, “ that our book should be &
joint-stock affair, each member contributing something.”

Of course, each person vehemently protested that he or she
wag entirely unable to coutribute auy thing to such an under-
taking, and the subject was dropped. '

The world has lost mueh by this impression that to write
down oue’s thoughts for the sjrmpathy, encouragement, or
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instruction of others is a peculiar crait. But, in truth, the
lines of Wordsworth on a kindred theme might be applied to
those to whom the name of author is a bughbear:

on haply by a femper too severe,
Or @ nice backwariness, afpeid of shame;
Nor heving & er, as Ljs adounced, been led
Ly vircumstunce lo fake unle the height
The measure of ﬂt,(’?ﬁéel‘!:r’ﬁ; these javored lelngs,
Al but @ seattered few—live out their time
Fiushanding that achich they possess within,
And go to the grave untheughtof  Strongest minds
Are gften those of whom the nolsy world

+ Iears least,

The spontancous effusion of thought would roll back at least 2
part of the great tide of mere imitative or mechanical writing,
that threatens to overwhelm the public mind and patience. If
each one endowed by nature as the poet supposes, gave forth

that which Le had an impulse to utter, and nothing else, we

should have more authors and fewer volumes ; the choicest
essence of every man’s cxpericnce, and the most delicate aroma
of cvery fancy’s flowering. Treasures are cven now Jying lost
in private letters, which would suffice for the germ of many a
work with which the press and the people groan. Pearls lie
ungathered in many a conversation, that would put to shame
the claborate artificial gems that glitter in ostentatiouns efforte
at style aund effect.  As many people are wiser than they
know, as there are those not o wise as they think ; as many
need g filllp to their vanity, as there are that would be the bet-
ter for au cxtinguisher on their conceit. The standard of
writng would be insthntly raised, if the stores of wit and wis-

dom, lov: aid Lower, that warm life creates in the depiths of
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nany a dull-seeming mind, were conscientiously devoted to the
general good—considered common property, of which the indi-
vidnal possessor is only one of the stewards. What are rubies,
so long as they are not brought out into the stm that formed
them ? They belong to the day, and fulfil their destiny when,
seb in gold, they contribute to the world’s heaunty, or pass from
hand to hand as agents in the world’s affairs. ~If it be culpable
to hoard our worldly goods when we see our brother have need,
it is worse to keep back our good thonghts—far more needed
than food or raiment. “ Man shall not live by bread alone.”

See with what simplicity even Poetry is content to teach the
humblest truths :

Distempered nerves

Infeet the thoughts ; the languor of the frame
Depresses the sonl’s vigor.  Quit your couch—
Cleave not 5o fondly to your woody cell;
Nor let the hallowed powers that shed from Heaven
Stillness and rest, with disapproving eye
Look down upon your teper, through a watch

" of midnight houts unseasonably twinkling.
Take eourage—and withdraw yourself from ways
Thut Ton not parsllal to Nature's conrse,
Rise with the lark! your matins shalt obtain
Grace, be their composition what it may,
If bat with bers performed,

One might suppose such o homily taken from Armstrong's
“Art of Health, but it is Wordsworthy.rhb condescends to lee-
ture on early rising. Why are homely themes considered incon-
gistent with great ones—or the low with the high? Why nof
learn from Natore how common things borrow dignity from the
medimm through which they pass? I it were not for a petty
notion as to the graceful and the worthy, many a fresh thought
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would fall like dew on the world’s parched heart, instead of ex-
haling in mere * peculiarity ”—is not that the word for those
who wish to be true to the inward promptings 7—or dropping in
tears, throngh despair of sympathy or fellowship.

The sincere horror which many people feel at the name of
authorship is a mere delusion ; for who is shocked at being the
author of a long letter—a veritable piece of composition ; of a
conéprvatory, an cxhibition of taste ;—or of a great blotchy
looking piece of worsted-work, a proof of misapplied perseve-
rance ;—or a new faghion, an attempt at invention? But a
hook I Ah! that is the bughear. But if a book were simply
an cbullition—a manifestation—an expression of sentiment—a
token of the within—why should pride or difiidence have any
thing to do with it ?

Ts a person supposed to be invariably proud of the book he
writes 7 How often is it an engine of the keenest mortification,
from its failure to express his thought! Instead of being sus-
pected of pride or vanity, the anthor descrves eredit for humility,
when he throws himsclf before the world, saying—* Here is my
thought—do you like it? T hope you do! To me it seems to
have a true life, and T sow it in hope that it may spring up and
bear fruit in other hearts.”

If we were contented with things as they are—if no pictures
of the possible ever colored the shifting surface of our thoughts—
if the actual world were beantiful enough, and our actual lot in
it happy enough, to sat}sfy the longings of the divine within
us—it would be less wonderful that we should feel no impulse

towards bringing our inner and higher selves into communica-

_ tion with the secret hearts of thosc about wus. People walking

at. leisure over a flowery plain, with no fixed object in view, no
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difficulties to surmount, no advice to ask, no aid to give, might

naturally enough stray about in silence, caring little for each

other for want of a common object.  But ascending a rogged

steep, beset with snares and pitfalls, and eheered by few pas-
sages of beauty—Ieading none the less to all that the imagina-
tion and the heart were created to covet—can we plod on,
with no need of sympathy, 1o interest in the success or failure
of others, no desire to make our hard-carned knowlcd% of
parts of the way useful to the toiling ? Especially when we
find flowers and fruit, is it generons not to tell ?

Oune good result of shaping and fixing our thoughts in words,
is the greater power and prominence given to the Ideal by thug
endowing it with a body something less spiritual than its own,
Its influence for good—for refreshment——for consolation—is
greater, both for oursclves and others, when we lave caught
and held it while it can be exdmined and applied. We call its
effects illusion, sometimes ; are thoy not rather truth, and the
common and vulgar iu which we are content to live the illu-
gions ?

We are shy of confessing our Ideal ;- the world’s formalities
and pretended realities govern us with so deadly a power.
Heartless ridicule is the sharpest of swords to a.sensifive mind.
Not all the conscionsness of truth and worth that earnest sincer-
ity of purpose inspires, can fully shield us from the fear of this ;
and many a thought is crushed into silence by despair of sympa-
thy. In this view, authorship may indeed be deemed a craft or
mystery by itself, since it requires elements not found in eVery

character ; there is sensitiveness ,—yet it does not suffice to
deter ; and sceming despair, yet, with a secret talismanic drop
of hope at the core—hope that amid the scorn of the many will

:
1
|
t
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yet be found that precious elixir—the sympathy of the fow. /

Withoat this, no one could write, even though he “understood

-all mysteries.”

i

There is no phantom that we chase more hopeless%y than
Leisure. If it does not come to us, we need never gm.; 0111.‘-
selves the trouble of pursuing it. 1 it be for us, we can find it
in town ; if not, we shall be as far from it in the country. -l'\?.\-fc
carry ourselves and our habits with us wherevcrfve g0, mf: uf—
*sumstances, thongh important, have less to do w1‘th the disposi-
tion of our time than we suppose. . We never (]U..ltc feave homg
belind, or we should more casily be content Wfth new S(',UIIC'H
and people. Every day of our refugees broug]‘at 1Ls full umploy:
ment with it ; each morning had its plan—ofispring mostly o‘i
the doings of the day before. Hvery body wondered ‘pilzj.mt there
was so little time for anything ! I have not accomplished a
bii more here than I should have done at home I murmared
Miss Grove, plaintively, over her worsted-work.

Rural amusements are particularly thievish of time, from the
fatigue they occasion. There i3 a sweet wearliess after 'u, dzLy'
in the fresh air, that leaves us fit for nothing hut.tulkmg ‘01
dreamiﬁg. Thig idle fallow state of mind and body is good for
both, let severe utilitarians say what they will.

“1 feel pomtlvely ashamed,” would Miss Ingoldsby exclalm,
of my idleness. Not a single thing of any value have I done
since we came here. -1 brought hooks, they are u,lrn‘u)st un-
opened ; work, T have hardly even thought of it. This will
never do! See what an amount of spinuing our lostess and
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her daughfcel~s have finished ! That huge pile of rolls in the
upp.er chamber is diminished more than half, and the basket of
: f}k(:f]s has grown proportionably. And this, besides all the
aking and hutter-making for us—* s i )
—ior we eat
o appeties g ve eab as If we carned
“I'm sure T earn mine,” said her father ; “don’t you call
rowing over to the island, yesterday, Somethmg ™
114
Why, father, you did not touch an oar 1 said Miss In rolds
by, langhing. i
o“ 7 .
; No, indeed ! it was quite enongh to hroil so far in the sun.
shall not make many sach expeditions with you. If you are
s;o] flznd of the island, why not encamp there ? there is plenty of
shelter 5 those old huts are
zood enough for a
ladies and gentlemen,” ) Py o rommie
i

0! that would be so nice 1” said aII the young ladies at

once, and the thing was carried by acclamation.
“But beds 17 said Mrs. Marston,
13 M . ’

0O, you might come back in the evening. To go over in the
morning, with provisions for the day, might do very well ; but
these broils for pretended ﬂshmgs I can't encourage. You m1g11t
give Blinor one of the caves on the north side for a Iouse
of Industry, to which those who brought consciences with them
into the country could retire for certain portions of the day
while we hardened ones, who came on purpose to be idle, coul(;
find amusement for ourselves.”

“ And take naps undisturbed,” said Miss Inrroldsby slyly.
&N J

Naps, indeed ! One can never meditate without being gus-
pected of napping ! .But really, I have reason to think our
hosts would be glad to have a little breathing time ; Mrs, Tor-
bet hints somethmg about wanting to ‘clean up ;’ you know thig
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iy her first experience of a constant house-full.  She has hitherto
had only an occasional lodger or two-—an artist or a city fisher-
man—for short periods ; and as she received us at some sacrifice
to her orderly habits, T think it would be but kind to absent

" ourselves as much as possible for a few days.”

The idea took, amazingly ; the younger members of the party
thought it would be nice to slecp over there, too, but this
was vetoed. A few boat-loads of couveniences furnished the
two fishermen’s huts quite satisfactorily to the zealous pick-nick-
ers, and the vicinity of the island to the shore made supplies by
no means difficalt. There was a perecptible brightening of eyes
and reddening of checks when the preparations were begun.
Such fiying wp and down stairs ! Such breathless eonsultations,
such wise housuﬂfuly expedients | Time flew faster than ever,
and suel &,hmrp appetites were earned, that Mr. Ingoldshy ob-
served lie feared it would prove but a poor speculation for Mrs.
Torbet, after all. :

THE ISLAND.

The first day was spent mostly in making arrangements and
saying how pleasant it was; on the second, Miss Ingoldshy
established her House of Industry, and invited all well-disposed
persons to give it their countenance during certain warm hours
of the day. It was a sort of eavern, looking oui upon the sea ;
rather br oad than deep, but well fringed with shrubs and vines,
and easily eked out, as to shade, by the aid of a gay calico cur-
tain of Mrs. Torbet’s. There was a cool spring near, over
which it was proposed Mrs. Egeria should preside ; but this was
goon found to have the offect of depriving the commonwealth of
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the services of her Numa, instead of only fitting him for publie
daty. Miss Berry discovered new exploring grownd for her
favorite pmrsuit, and conld not find much leisure for qu'et home
industry ; but Mr. Berry, Mrs. Marston and Mrs. Whipple were

constant attendants at the House of Tndustry, while fhe circle
was fitfully enlarged by the rest, as rambling fishing, boating,

o7

or picking the small {ruits that grew plentifully about the rocks,

gave them leisure, or made them desire’ repose. My TIngoldsby |

felt it his duty to pay some attention ‘to the preparations for
dinner, so that he lingered o good dea]l about the lnts, where
that mundane affair was transacted. Geor e I\Lnston being at
an age when the mere exertion of the muscles is 1Je(1=;me per-
formed no small amonnt of rowing, and sometimes persuaded
Mr. Aldis to help him ; but that gentleman found the exercise
bad for his hands, his nerves, and his scrupulous delicacy of cos-
tume. e preferréd attending his sister and Mw Grove, who
frequently became—so to speak—a little weary! of the grave
pursuits of the Iouse of Industry, and planted thémselves tn a
narrow woody dell hard by, where they dcvoted]y worked cush-
ions, knit tidies, or braided slippers, while Mr. Aldis read poetry
to them, original and sclected.

It is strange what a home feeling springs up under snch eir-
cumstances ; how a thousand pleasant domestic habits grow into
the day’s doings, supplying the place of novélty, incident and .
enterprise.  Nature is ever ready to hint to us where to find thle
sweetest and most constant pleasures, as soon as we ean be per-
suaded to lay from our weary shoulders the burden of conven-
tion. This living on the istand and heing driven to a multitude
of expedients and inventions to supply deficiencies, gave more
bleasure to all, than the most elaborate provision of comforts
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could have done, that left no room for personal exertion and
ingcnuity, The ladies declaved they were living their haby-
house days over again, playing dinner-and-tes-company ;
making one movable do the work of a dozen ; and the rodest
fragment scem an article of farniture or decoration, all by the
magic of imagination.

Tt was

Broken tea-cups, wiscly kept for show—

in the true spirit of the poct. Fauey, with the reins on her

neck, playing the pleasantest antics imaginable, and robody to
point the reasonable finger, aud bring on a feeling of siliness
and shame at the thonght of being so casily amused.

This came, however ; for there was onc day o most nnex-
pected and only half-welcome irr uption from Lavingfon—h
party who, being on a summer tour, had coneluded,—propas
to noth ng—+to make o visit to their rusticating feiends, and sce
how they and solitnde were agreeing.  There was Miss In-
goldshy arranging a houguet of wild flowers for 1he dinner
table, i a vase which had very ninch the look of a superaniu-
ated pitcher ;. Mrs, Whipple preparing grasses for preservation
with fingers none of the cleanest ; Mrs. Marston helping the
tidy little maid of Mrs. Torbet to shell a great basket of fresh
peas ; all the young people scouring the rocks, and suffering all
sorts of disfigurements among the briers, in search of {ruit for
the dessert ; Miss Berry‘ ever 50 far ont in the water, dripping
like a nereid, and her hrother watching her from the Leach with
some ansiety, under shelter of an enormous umbrella. Mr.
Ingoldsby alone retained some Kprctcnsion to gentT'ty, for he sat

on the shady side of the hut in which his daughter was {litting




64 AUTUMN HOURS.

abont, his handkerchief on his head, occasionally looking in at
the little window, of what was facetiously termed the saloon,
making remarks upon passing affars in a dolee far niente sort of
way, now exclaiming at Miss Berry’s 06011pation, now wondering
when the young folks would return, now asking some fatherly

question about the dinner arrangements, which were ordinarily
not a little modified, perhaps bLenefited, by the care he had

learned to feel. ahout such things, as he said, during ‘a long
peried of widowhood,

Upon our party, thus primitively and carelessly disposed,
down came a whole carriage-load of gay, idle; fashionable tra-
vellers, full of questions and wonders, and not a little inclined
to quiz the simplicity which conld enjoy a rusticity so absolate,

“And we dare not aver that the phllosophy of our friends was

wholly unraffled, when the new-comers examined into their daily -

" occupations and amusements, and could not hide their surprise
that that was all ! “Ts it possible you ean prefer this to a good
hotel 77 V

qupv he who cannot be tempted to try his hfxppmeqs by

‘another’s standard |

' The younger members came ,in, like the Miss Flamboroughs,
“all blowsed and red with walking,” and wanted to run away,

buﬁ there was no hiding-place but the other hut, with its cook-

ing-stove and seething dinner. | So they were obliged to show
their fragmentary selves, with whom the briers had .made sad
havoc. Mr. and Mrs. Sheldon presented a tolerably decent

figure, for they had been reading in some cunning arbor in the .

woods, not so far off but they could hear the fresh and high-
pitched voices of the visitors, and now descended, cool as possi-
ble, to assist in deing the honors. Mr. Ingoldshy’s great
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solicitude was about the dinner ; but the homsewifely thought

of Mpys. Torbet had foresecn the difficulty, and she was already
packing into the boat sundry good things which her time of res-
pite had enabled her to prepare. So there was no Iack, cither
of eatables or appetite ; and the feast, though spread when the
gun had not long passed the meridian, was full of relish and
hilarity, all lit{le embarrassments forgotten. '

Every body who folt at home was now anxious to do the
honors, for the guests* enjoyment of the rural dinner had some-
what modified the distrust with whicl they were first veceived.
Hach point of view, every lovely woody dell, all the scaward

caves, were visited in tarn, for the bounds were narrow, and

seemed still smaller when cxhibited for admiration.

«1 don't know Low it iz that we arc se happy here,” said
Miss Ingoldsby, apologetically, ‘“ unless it is that mankind has,
aftev all; a good deal of taste left for savagery. T confess this
place would lose great part of its charm for me if it were
habitually occupied by parties of pleasure. T love its freshness,
its rudeness, the mark of nature’s fingers every where. I would
not have it “ improved’ for the world,

1 love
A savage place, as holy and enchanted
As e'er heneath a waning moon was havnted—"

“You are quite poetical, T declare 1” said one of the ladies.

“ We came here on purpose,” Mr. Berry replied ; “and Miss
Ingoldsby is trying hard not to be ashamed of it while you are
here.”

“Q, it must be perf‘ectlj delightful,” said the iady, BUPPress-
ing a yawn. “I qguite envy you!”

Mrs. Whipple was voluble in praise of the whole affair, for

: b
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- she had po idea of letting any one suppose she was tired of it.
She had never been so happy in her life, she said.
“ Migs Ingoldshy is trymg to win Milton’s pl'alse—-

Tady, thal in the prime of earliest youth
‘Wisely hast shunned the Broad way-——"

said Mr. Bradhurst, one of the newly arrived, thinking of the
crowded thoroughfare he was most familiar with, “ And she’
has shown her nsual taste, But who is the lady in the water ¢ ™

Mz. Berry said, laughing —* Since it is the fashion to quote

Milton,—

Babrina is hey name, a virgin pure;
“Whilom she was the danghter of Loerine.

She, guiltless damsel, Hying the mad pursuit

Of her enraged stap-dams, Guendolen,
Commended her fair innocence to the flood,

That stay'd her flight with his cross-flowing conrse.
The water-nympls, that in the bottom stay'd,
Held up their pearléd wrists and took her in,
Bearing hor straight to aged Nereus' ball,

‘Who, piteous of her woes, rear'd her lank head—

“hut whether he gave her that great straw hat I canuot say.
By mere mundane reckoning she i my gister, bewitched by
alge, but otherwise a woman of some sense and diseretion.”

“ Mise Berry ! is it possible ? how she is transformed 17
And indeed she made a strange figure, wading painfully
towards the shore, not seeing the strangers at all—her costume’
o decided * Bloomer,” All her party felt somewhat ashamed
of her, thongh ashamed of themselves for feeling so,
" «&he’ pursues beauty after her own fashion,” said her bro-
ther .
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T'o her the meanest flm that floats can bring ‘
Thoughta that do slmest e too deep for sneers—

Pardon me—I was led on by stress of parody. As to my sis-
ter’s passion for those slimy pets of hers, I may characterize it
in the words of another, if you will allow a little license :

Her sanity of reason not impaired,—

(whatever you may think from present appearances, )

Say rather, all her thoughts now flowing c]ea,rl
From & clear fountain flowing, she looks round
And secks for weeds, and finds the weeds she seeks,
Uniil abhorrenee and cuhtempt are things

Bhe only knows by namie; and, if she hear

From other months the langnago which they speak,
Bhe is compassionate, aud has no thought,

No feeling, that can overcore her lova

Miss Berry had by this time reached the shore, and perceived
herself to be the observed of all observers. The great straw
hat could not conceal her Llushes, but she soon found her el

possession, and stood quietly while the little maid wrung the
water from her skirts,

“You see how hard we work for amusement,” she said.

“Why don’t you confess the truth,” said her brother, langh-
mng,—*“that we camo here on purpose that we might be foolish
without being ridiculous? Al winter long the town compels a
pretence of wisdom, or its counterfeit, gravity ; and if we go
into the fashionable country, the necessity continues. Here we
have leave to air our nonsense and cultivate our whims.”

“There must be plenty of time to live the ‘inner life’ here,”

“gaid a gentleman of the new-comers, ““if abstraction from earthly

things he esseutm,l to that—»
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“We are not so much abstracted as jrbu 'niight suppose,” Mr,
Berry replied 5 “we are getting acqnainted with common things
—we are looking down into the machinery of life—drawing
sage conclusions as to the working of t];gt maehineiry-studying
humanity in the abstract, as it were.” = ¢ .

“Preeious little humanity you can see here, T ghould think 17
said Mr, Bradhurst.

“What we do see is gennine ; and besides, we see a good deal
that is not here. Yon do not know the advantage that we
have for sfudyiug you all at a distance ; how philesophically we
scan your motions and spy. out the secret of your pursuits. The
wise sayings we have nttered on human life and action and the
emptiness of worldly pursuits, would fill a respectable volume.”

A1 wish you wonld write them down, that we may quote
them to you next winter, when you arc a3 deeply immerséd as
ourselves—all the more deeply for the self-complacency you are
gathering now, which will leave you more vulnerable than ever.
We'd “bring your proverbs to confute your life.” 4

“ Like the rest of the world, we shall be so content with the
wise things we have said, that we can easily console ourselves
for the inconsistency of our doings, Besides, we have only to
adopt the popular philosophy, which tesches that our actions
are of small moment provided our sentiments be noble.” ]

“On that plan” said Mr. Bradhurst, “I do not see but you
may lay up a large anount of virtne here, and have the privi-
‘lege of drawing from your stock for a long time after. At any
rate, I hope you will write the book. 1 should be delighted to

see your sifting of these conventional ideas, to which we are all -

so enslaved. One must have studied Tife from various stand-
points, to do the thing well.”

L1

. . -
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“We have something of the kind in contemplation,” said
Miss Ingoldsby, * though whether it will be as wise a book- ag

.you propose is not yet settled.”

“Tet it be a picture of fashionable life, by all means,” said
Mr. Bradhurst, “ with grave saws on the danger of wealth, and

recommendations to rural life and simplicity. Be sure you end

by making your heroine become a member of several charitable

gocietics.”

“If I do, I shall make her say very wise things on the ad-
vantages of combined cffort—" , ‘

“1dare say | Ladies arc never at a loss for ingenious reasous
to justify what they choose to do.”

“ Be sure,” said Mr. Ingoldsby, “ to let her grow so indiffer-
ent to the things of this life as never to know what's for dinner
until she sees it on the table.”

“ Ah, papa;” said Eliwor, “that is a stroke at my poor -
housekeeping.”

“ Al literary ladies are alike,” said her father, “and the
heroines they draw are like themselves, not very practical 1

“ 1 wish you would write a novel, father,” said Miss Ingolds-
by ; 1 should like to see your ideal women 1”

“Tt would be a family portrait, I suspect,” said Mr. Brad-
hurst, archiy, ‘ ' -

This visit was not entirely without results, for the random

- falk it brought suggested some things to the minds of our

sojourners, and modified and systematized their emplojrmcnts a
little. What we say in joke is often half earnest ; aud, while it

* is allowed that this little truth accounts for a good deal of the
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iilwill that is in the world, it must also be eonceded that gbod
ideas are sometimes suggested in joke, that would never have
been broached seriously. Mr. Bradhurst’s hint of a book con-
* taining such views of fashionable life as would be likely to pre-
gent themselves to a ruralizing ‘party, who could be cheaply
wise while looking at the world from a distance, did not slide off
at once amid the other dadinage of the hour. Several of the
party mused upon it, and felt that the Island, with its exciting
yeb quiet life, and perfect abandon, [was ust the place for writ-
ing, since it so much favoved reflection and remark.

#If solitude thy stéps hath ever led .
To the wild ocean's echeing shore,
And thou hastlingered there
Until the sun’s broad orb
Seemed resfing on the burnished wave,
Thou must have matked the line
Of purple gotd that motionless
ilung o'er the sinking §phere.

Miss Ingoldsby repleated these lines in a soft, musing‘voice, a8

she Tooked from the beach that evening, after the guests had’

departed, while the whole atmosphere was aglow with those

delicions sunset hues that seem like heaven let down upon a
7 peaceful, happy earth. Purple was the tint most felt, a purple
that gave the poet’s “ hyacinthine flow” to the dark locks of
the speaker ; but the fires had not all faded, for a light as of
ruddy gold was on her check, and- on Ler whole figure, as she
stood, her light scarf fluttering in the rising wind of sunget.

“ Unhappily for your quotation,” said Mrs. Marston, “ you
cannot see the sun from here, . 4

“ How literal you are, Mrs. Marsion ! I saw the sun when

el
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I repeated the verses. Are one’s bodily eyes all? When a
poet saggests a picture, I do not care to compare items.”
“‘Tmagination makes the hest clairvoyants,” said Mr. Berry,
“ Miss Ingoldsby is an excellent sleep-waker, A tworld bgyond
the visual scope’ is always open to her, while we, poor
outsiders, are straining our cyes and wits after the actual.”
“Thank you, Mr. Berry, though I do not quite know
whether you are in jest or earnest. The impressions ieft on my

~mind by beauty of any kind, are not, T am conscious, as defined

and accurate as they should be, and ) have an instinctive fear
of examining and attempting to regulate them, lest they evapo-
rate in the process.”

T was not Jjesting—you arc gnite right—why should you
analyze 7 Leave that to the crities. Let them pi'ck»gcatc.r—
while you enjoy. It is not every thing that will bear pulling to
pieces ; a cobweb is annihilated in the process, yet o cobweb, all
rainbowed over with sun and dew, is very beautifal. If one
should attempt to demonstrate the beauty of one of those
changeable silks that yon ladies are so fond of, by drawing out
the threads to show how the effect is produced, what would be-
come of the Iustre and harmény ?  There is no very close anal-
ogy between the aspect of earth and sky at this hour and the
beauty of the human countenance ; yet I never see 4 rich even-
ing, like this, close in after a brilliant day, without thinking of
the contrast between a laughing blonde and the dark spiendor
of southern beauty, which seoms to have absorbed the sunshine
that the other reflects.”

‘“ A geene like this,” pursued Miss Ingoldsby, “ excites emo-
tion, and such emotion is so much better expressed in poctry
than in prose, that I am content to scize on the first lines which
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come mnaturally to my thoughts, even thovgh to another they
may seem hardly descriptive.” '

“ Their presenting themselves is proof that they are descrip-
tive,” =ald Mr. Borry. “The poct thought little of items,
One who knows, tells us how such things are prompted : -

i spirit drank
The spectacle ' sensation, soul and form,
All melted into him? they swallowed up
His animal being: in them ke did live,
And by them he did live; they were his lifa,
In such aceess of 1nind, in such high hour

Of visitation from the livihg God,

Thuugﬁt was not; in enjoyment it expired.

Why not use them in an equally liberal spirit ¥

“ Ah,; Mr. Berry,” sald Mrs. Marston, “ your armory is so
well furnished with poctical reasons for whatever you choose to
support, that it is vain-to contend with you. We must try to
_ see the sun where he is not, when you and Miss Ingoldsby will
it'so”

“You will lose nothing by at least feeling him where he is
not,” said Mr, Berry, ‘ What a delicions haze is about us

now ! It is as if the air were filled with powdered gold.”

“ Yes—like the Dantzic brandy that John Gray gave us one
day,” said Henry Marston, who had been amusing himself by
switching up -little wreaths of dry sea-weed, with a cane, which
habituaily furnished a large part of his Dcéupation when he was
not fishing. . “T never in my life saw any thing so beautiful as
that brandy ! It was full of little bits of gold leaf, that moved
about as if they were alive.” .

‘ Every body laughed at this odd assoeiation of sunset with a
rich liqueur, but it was not, after all, a very unnatural one.
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Deliciousness of any kind is akin fo deliciousness of evefj kind,
Porhaps each one of the company had, at the moment, in the
secret recesses of thought, some association with the scene,
1v'vhich, if told, would have seemed hardly moro directly connect-
ed with it than Henry Marston’s, But the boy, carcless of
reputation and accustomed to sympathy, blurted out his rough
thought, while men and women, long subjected to the social
world, hid theirs, instinctively.

A pause ensued—for convention, which forces us to be silent,
can hardly force us to talk, when the soul has flown off, with

. . . . i
wings just snatched from memory, to regions whither no common

companions can follow. The air was darkening, and that chill
coming which sbems all the chillicr for the glow of the past
hour. The faroff line where heaven and occan leaned one
against the other was nearly lost in the blending color of the
two, and a silver gleam danced over the black waves in the
middle distance. Enoogh of sunset tone, however, lingered in
the air, to prolong the enchantment of the scene ; and the stars
flashed out, at first one by one, afterwards in quicker succession,
and then in troops, as if there was a festival in heaven, the out-
ward signs of which were vouchsafed to mortal eyes.

“ Do you know why the planet Venas is so beautiful to us 2
said Mr. Aldis, who was generally suspected of studying earthly
gtars with much more devotion than heavenly ones.

Most of the party took the question for a conundrum, and
sundry desi)eratc and some gallant guesses were hazarded.

“ Ol no—but really—there is a reuson. It is because she is
g0 ugly on a nearer view.”

“Pray who has seen her nearer  said Mrs. Marston, always
dispdsed to be literal.
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“ Astronomy, ma’arp,” said Mr. Aldis, meekly. ““It is under-

stood—seen, indeed, as well as if one were poised on the point
of one of our moon’s horns, with a boundless privilege of ¢xam-
ination,~—that Venus is a mass of barren and cloud-capped
mountains, which reflect every ray of the sun, A soft, green,
arable surface would make a shabby evening star for us.”

“ Vive ln loidewr P said Miss Ingoldshy. u

“ It is positively the only instance I ever knew in which ugli-

ness was an advantage,” said the gallant Aldis, with a look of

general application, meant to include all the ladies. He had
been in the habit of communicating this tid-bit of astronomic
information to his female friends, with an express reference to
the nice things it gave him occasion to say.

“You cannot deny that beauty is sometimes a disadvantage,”
said Mrs. Marston. |

“Oh, my dear madam,” said Mr. Aldis, dlscomﬁtted at being
thus pushed from the pinnacle whence he meant to have dis-

" pensed a shower of pretty compliments, “ what a sentiment |

Beauty a disadvantage 1” ‘

“Yes,” said Mrs. Marston, in her quiect way, ““unless
coquetry is commendable. Beauty certainly makes a great
many coguettes.” -

“ Do you think so " exclaimed Miss Berry ; “1 must say I
have fancied that security of pleasing preserved some pretty
women from those unhandsome efforts to attract interest which
constitute coquetry. Certainly some of the plainest women I
have known have been among the vainest.” '

“ Unless we helieve beauty to be the result of mere acmdent »
observed Mr. Berry, “ we have a right to expect good qualities
. where we find it, though Nature’s fitnesses may in all cases be
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marred, in a great degree, by untoward circumstances. I intu-
itively look for goodness where 1 see beauty.”

“That is rather a hard doctrine for us plain people,” said
Mrs. Whipple.

“1 hardly know any plain people,” replicd Mr. Berry, not
taking the bait ; “ for the darkest complexion, the most obligue
nose, the worst marking with small-pox, does not make a face
ugly for me. I can discern the original beauty through all
those, Tt is only when the structure of the face is bad that I
find it absolutely devoid of beauty, and behind such faces 1 con-
fess I never look for goodness, though culture and grace muy

‘do much,”

“1 heard 2 painter say onece,” said Mre. Whipple, * that he
had never been able to transfer to capvas the beauty e saw in
the plainest face, althongh to ordinary apprehension some of
these faces were ugly enough, and he was accused of ‘flatter-
ing 7 them.”

‘*_There must be some truth in the old proverb—

Benuty lies
In lookers? eyes—"

said Mr. Ingoldsby
“So muech,” said Mr. Berry, “that I beheve if & dozen

. women, chesen indiscriminately, were passed in review before

twice as many men, every one of them would find an admirer—
that is, one who would pronouuce her handsomer than the rest.”
“ 1 see you are determined to console us, Mr. Berry,” said
Mrs. Marston, langhing ; “you found your first observations
were getting you into trouble, and you are adroitly drawing off.”
“ On the contrary,” he replied, “ It is only want of space for

. amplification that mokes me seem to hold uutenable opinions
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with regard to beauty. One does not want to seem & preacher,
under the light of an evening like this.”

“Why not take your subject into our hook 7 said ‘Miss
Ingoldshy ; *there would be ample space for your ¢ OplﬂlﬂﬂS’
0dd as they may be.”

“Agreed ! but we are all to help_

“ Oh yes—and then we can all put in our saws—

“ Any thing hut augers,” said Mr. Ingoldshy.

‘Everybody laughed at this sally of the old gentleman, but as
the party returned home in the boat that cvening, lthe book was
farther discussed, and, in spite of modest disclaimers, fairly
planned and agreed upon.  The. rotation of anthorship was to
be decided by lot ; each chapter to be read aloud in full con-
clave, and aceepted or rejected by candid vote, every body
promising not to be offended. Any amount of private consulta-
tion was admissible, and no digression to be complained of ;
the House of Industry to be given up for a certain number of’
hours every morning to the writer of the day.

“We shall find Mrs. Shelton ont, now,” said Mr. Berry ;

“she cannot keep herself any longer so cunningly behmd ths;
veil of silence.”

The fair Egeria blushed and S&ld she feared she should make
a poor figure as & writer, but no one believed this, for she had
the air of one on whom nothing was lost ; one of those who

Fear
No petty customs or appearances,
But think what others only dream a'bc;ut;
And say what others dare but think; and do
_ What others would but say ; and glory in
What others dared but do—
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As if she never schoot'd within her hreast
One thought or ﬂ,ehn,,, but gave holiday
To all.

And yet, we must not let the poet betray us into giving an idew
that she was bold, or less thun exquisitely feminine. The

world is so unused to candor in women, that it almost demands

disguise ; and to be true in sp%ech, however gently, stamjg 8

woman an Amazon, in some agprehensions, Not so with our”
friend Shelton, who loved this trait in Egeria, and met it well
by equal trathfulness, devoted as he was. This probably ac-
counted for the fact that they were mnever tired of leing
together, and talked bub little with other peoplé. They, prow-

ised to try a chapter between them, and Mr. Berry slyly adviged

them to let it 'be one of their threc-honr woodland talks. -

That very cvening the lots were drawn, and the first chapter
fell to the share of Mr. bury, just- as every body hoped it
would.

“Now don't be too hard mpon us, Mr. Berry,” said the
ladies ; “your first chapter will of course be the key of the
whole. Be merciful—don’t cut out too much work for ns ! If
you plan a story, do not sketch out too many characters for us

to fill in ;—if an essay, let it be a light one, not too learned—"

« It T understand rightly,” said the pioneer, “ all we want i3
some slight web, into which our various sentiments, called into
livelier life by this fostering shadc and sunshine, may be woven,
for our delectation in after time, and in memory of our summer
sojourn. This is all, isn't it ? I am not sure but our circum-
stances are better suited to thinking than to writing down our
thoughts. Cumberland said any beauty of outward objects
about hLis study distracted his atbention and impoverished his
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faney ; he loved best to write with a dead brick wall before |

him.”?

“Oh the cave—the House of Industry ! that is the very

place ! nothing but sky and occan before you, and the vanish- -
ing line so far off that there seems no barrier between you and

the infinite. Oue’s thoughts will come naturally and flow
smootily there, untangled with conventiong—untinged with
prejudices, O, we shall do great things, T foresee |7 ‘

So spake Miss Ingoldshy, the golden current of whdso spirits
was already quickened by the new plan, and reflected a thou-
sand pleasant, dancing fancies. She cheered on her kind bach-
clor-friend to his work, and ushered him, in langhing state, to
the House of Industry, which she had new decked for the oeca-
sion, adding great hranches of evergreen for more shade, and a

carpet, “lest the chill of the sand-floor should strike to the -

writer’s brain,” she said. .Over the little table was pinned a
scroll, on which figured this inscription, in antique Lhal'acter :

Here i3 a place
To meditate thy sylvan music in,
Doth not the work grow warmer with the hum
Of fervent bees, blithe muriurers at their tofl §
Here—wesry waif of life! find happiness—
Iiere make thy quietary! O believe g,
Beclusion Es the blessedest estate
Life owns! Would'st be amoug the blent on earth
Hie hither! :

“ One would think you expected me to be very romantic,”
said the’ debutant, “but if so you will be sadiy disappointed ;
for those who. are always borrowing poetry from other people
are sure to be hopelessly commonplace themselves. But run

away, all of you—giglets—and leave me to my dreams, such as
they may be”
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Thé next evenmg but one—in the old farm-parlor, after the
party had returned from the island,—a golemn session was held
upon the first chapter of the new hook, the reading of which
was inftrusted o Miss Tngoldshy, as the blushful modesty of the
writer forbade his giving it voice himself, ,

s Phis T sappose is to be called the seedling chapter,” said the

reader.

12
“Pray don’t eall it the preface | Prefaces are 50 dull !

exclaimed Miss Grove, and some of the others.
Mr. Berry waited very patiently till all had spoken, and t]mn
said, *“ Any thmg you like, but wait il it is accepted before

you name it.” ,
. Miss Ingoldshy began with the motto from Spenser’s Hymn

to Beauty, which we should love to quote entire, for its pith
and suggestiveness :

s« How vainely then do ydle wits invént,
That beautie is nought else but mixture made
Of colours faire and goodly terap'rament
Of puro complexions that shall quickly fade
And passe away, like to a summer’s shade ;
Or that itis but comely eomposition
Of parts well measur'd, with meet dizposition!

“Ro, every spirit, as it is most pure,'
And l;ath in it {Pe more of heavenly light,
So 16 the fairer bodie deth procure
T'o habit in, and it more fairely dight
With chearfull grace and amiable sight;
For of the soule the budie forme doth ta];a;
For soule is forme, and doth the bodie make,”

« Monstrous long motto,” said Mr. Ingoldshy.
« Tt contains the sense of the chapter,” replied the author.
« Ah ! that indeed 1” said the old gentleman, dryly.
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“Three gentlemen were discussing—as gentlemen sometimes
will—the chances of happiness in matrimony, and the various
eircumstances, cautions, errors and (elusions, which influence or
affect those chances. ,

* Nothing would tempt me to marry o beauty,” said one.

“Why not?” inguired another. - “If you had said that
nothing would tempt you to marry fnr beauty, I could hgwe said
amen ; but surely beanty could be no objection.”

¢ For my part,” said the third, ““although T would not marry
for beauty, I certainly would never marry without it.”

Here were three friends, who agreed on most poiuts, wholly
at variance on that jmportant one, the choice of a ‘wife, The
first whe spoke had passed thirty, and began to look on
marriage as a terrible risk ; something on which a man must
heware of trusting his faney ; a matter with whieh imagination
must have nothing to do. He thought warried happiness, if
found at all, must be found mathematically—each step tried
and proved, and the whole brought to irrefragable demonstra-
tion. 1t was beeause this care was not taken, he said, that
there are 5o many nuhappy matches in the world.

Beauty, thercfore, as it proves ﬁothing, lie considered a
useless, or cven a pernicions element in the ealculation. *“ Qne
who wishes to steer by the compass dreads all distracting
forces. A man can jadge more coolly of a demn’s character
if there be no charms of face to warp his appreciation. Sweet
smiles may seem amiable ; o fair, smooth brow, gentle ; dimpled
checks, cheerful, and good-humored. 'Time will spoil these
things, and then what remains? It is better to build one's

hopes on solid foundations—to love. ¢n rational principles,
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How many evils would the adoption of this plan have pre-
vented " (

Somebody once said, “the progress of science gives us reason .
to bope that in time physicians will be abie to ascertain and
cure the diseases of the human  frame, with as much ease and
aceuracy as the watchmaker discovers and regulates the aberra-
tions of a time-piece.” A comfortable prophecy, but unhappily
spoiled by a commentator, who remarks that when the progress
of science enables the watchmaker to mend a watch whife it .45

* going, we may indeed hope tu see the type realized in human

affairs. It is not diffienlt fo apply, this citation to the opinion
of our bachelor friend on matrimony. ‘

The second speaker, still lingering in the fringes of the twen-
ties, could not decide so philosophically as to the nhimportance
of that which has, in a thousand ways and in all ages of the
world, vindicated its right to be considered as one of the great
moving forces of life. His own heart had told him that one
might as well reason against its pulsations, or attempt to force
back the blood which it sends rushing to the check at the very
sight of a beantiful face, as contemn the value or underrate the
power of personal loveliness, Thus sensible of ifs influcnce, he
was willing to assign beauty its due weight i that great '
balance on which so much of life’s hope depends, while he pra-
dently decided that it ought not to bribe Fancy to turn the
sca.le ‘Wise young ‘man !

So young so wise they say do ne'er live long,

The third speaker had no air of rashuess farther than was
implied in the remark we have quoted. Not marry without

beauty | He had seen almost thirty years, and as much of life,
6 .
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in a quiet way, as men generally see in that time; and pos-

sessed, among his friends, a reputatmn for unnsual steadmess of
character. ‘

“Why, Ellis,” said the first speaker, * that is the last senti-
ment I should have expected from you! Ts it possible you con-
gider beanty a matter of such moment 7

“ How can I consider it otherwise ? I place it only where

- Providence has placed it. Beauty is necessary to my happi-
ness ; I was born to love it.” '

“ Yes—beauty in general—not mere human beauty, how-
ever.” . )

“ Mere human heauty! What an expression I Can one
see beauty in stars or flowers who does not see it a thousand—
fold in the human countenance and fignre 77 .

“0 I grant you—a beautiful face is very charming, but we
were talking of marriage, which is a matter to he. settled for

life. If beauty enter into the caleulation, a man may be but

poorly off after it is gone, as it soon must be. Except as a sign
of the qualities which beauty ought to represent, I care little
for it—in the choice of a wife, I mean” :
“You grant me all T ask. Ttis as asign that I consider 1t
‘essential, and lasting, too. True beauty cannot fade.”
“ Come, come—you are wandering from the poi,ut-—-—leading us

off from the absardity of your looking mpon beauty as essential

in a wife, by transferring the assertion to the beauty which is
the result of inward excellence. On that kind we have no dis-
pute with you.” ' o

“ But you are mistaken if you suppose that my beaunty is. to
be merely symbolical. 1 insist on the outward graces of clear
complexion, bright eyes, harmonious features, and a graceful

'
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person. No hard-featured, angular, 'shrill-voicedj angel would do
for me. Such must find mates in men like you, who scorn the
aid of 'imaginai}iou.‘ I look upon a truly beauntiful face as asort
of tramsparency, made to glow and dazzle by the light behind
it. If the picture be opaque, some one else may pecp and pry

- after the lamp—I cannot.”

“Tt is plain to see that you do not believe in the goodness

of ugly girls.”

“In their gooduess, yes—in their charmingness, no. If my
sister were very plain my affection for her would be none the
Jess, for in that case love began before criticism awoke, With
regard to any other woman it is different. There can be no
love without some degree of fagcination, and with me there jsno
fuscination without beanty.”

“Tt is happy for women that all men are not of your mind.
As to myself, for instance, intellect is much more apt to en-
danger my liberty than mere beanty.”

“ What—intellect alone | without feminine graces—without
evidence of heart gualities! Would you have your wife chop
logic - ih you—think of convincing while you think of dining—
taik blue to your visitors—be on the watch for her rights
rather than her dufies-—harden herself by theorizing and criti-
cising ! Give me a2 woman to whom her husband and ler
houschold are of the first importance, and who is able by her

sweet domestic graces, to conscle, to soften 7 Mr. Ellis

stopped, nearly out of breath with his own vehemence.

“Why, really,” said his cooler friend, “I bad no idea you
had studied this matter so deeply, or felt so warm an interest in
it. Has not your theory a practical basis—is there not some




84 ) - AUTUMN HOQURS.

fuir original of this fine picture ?—or is your imagination the
sole artist 1 ' _
Mr. Ellis blushed a little, and did not reply dlrectly “ My
notions,” said he, ** date from as far back ag I have thought of
the subject at all,
in the world—to be the chief harmenizer, consoler and beauti-
fier of human existence ; to be an angel of peace ‘and .mercy 3
to- bumble herself that she may be exalted, to obey that she
may rule ; endowed with a rare instinct of right, which fits her
for interposing between man’s passions and his actions, to be an

impartial spectator and judge of thie straggle of life, and a
guard against its worst temptations.”

“ And is beauty essential to all this ”

s Gertzunly ; for she must first win man’s heart and get the

great power of imagination on her side. Without this, she can -

be but as man to man. Her friendship with him, be it ever so .
sincere and steady, will be subject to the dangers of dispute ang-
rivalry. Fstcem there may be, but esteem does not exclude the
pride and self-reservation which so limit and chill ordinary
friendship.”

“ You would not have love without friendship 77

“ No—but ro sooner friendship without love.”

“What do you think of this description of friendship? I .
am not sure but I may trace back some of rﬁy notions to it :

A flower which, fresh as ifap]nnd i’oses arg,
Lifts its bold bead Into the world's pure atr,
And blooms most ractiantly when othevs die—
Health, hope and yonth, and bright prosperity
Ayd, with the light and odor of its bloom,
Bhining within the dungeon and the tomb——-r"

‘Woman secms to me to have a special office
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. ' : ! . .
“ Think of it? that it is love to be sure ! the more as the de-

- - . - - lfle '
seription of the *friend, d}rectiy after, suits my idea of a wi

axtremely well :

A lovely soul, formed to be blessed and hless;

A well of sealed and sncred happiness !

A lute, which thess whotm love has taught to play,
* Make musie on; to cheer the eoughest doy,

1 think T could be quite content with such friendship apd such
a friend.”

¢ But there is not a word about beauty "

“That is presupposed. Don't you sce that no mere mortal
could actually fulfil all these dreams, and that in order thut they
may be enjoycd there amst first be some illusion ? Illusion there
must be, and some find it in wealth, some in position, some in
accidental circumstanees ; you, it scems, in intellect, which daz-
zles and astonishes——"

“ Mhere is no illusion about intelicet.”

“You might as well say there is no llusion about wealth—
that 2 man who marries a rich wife for her moucy, gets all that
he expected. It is not so. Not supposing any decid.cdly mer-
cenary motive, there is yet a charm about the appliances o'f
wealth which often makes young men sincerely think they are in
‘love, when in truth the same g?rl without money would never
attract them for a moment. So with your intellectual flame—
the 'pleasure you find in her Drilliancy leads you to fancy t}.lat
all is in unison with thie charm. Now I hold that my illusion
is not only the most gracious but the most natural and safe, for

beauty is, after all, and even according to your clu!]y view, &
symbol, which wealth is not, nor position, nor yet your idol, in-
tellect.”
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“What did the poet mean by ‘something than besuty dear-
er ' Is it not what we can all discern in the faces of those we
love ‘ ‘ -

* Certainly—in the faces of those we alveady love, If my
beloved—provided I had one-—were to lose her face by the
small-pox, I think—I am sure—I could love on, perhaps all the

~more tenderly for a touch of pity. And so with the changes
wrought by time—the original image would maintain its place,
and overp.ower, with its very shadow, all the creeping unseemli-
ness and sad.changes of years,” '
* It seets to me that pity may be an element of love ; and
if s0, why not the pity which one feels for a very plain woman 27
“1 think pity a very unsafe foundation. If the ecause be
lasting, one’s life must be permanently the sadder ; If it be
temporary, theve is danger that all charm may depart with it.

As to loving a plain woman' through pity, it woald certainly be

very generous, but rather dangerous ; unless one had thorongh-
1y tried the temper and durability of one’s generosity befﬁre, for
such exalted states do not last. Besides, it would be very fool-
il in you to pick out, for your devetion, a woman who was

lain to you, since there might very likcly be men to whom she

was not plain, and whe would therefore have a more natural and
eertain affinity with her.”

0, then, your beawy is not altogether a thing of rule—
something to be defined and inventoried, tested and decided
upon without appeal ! Yeou count affinity for something—”

“For much, for it seems to be essential to that mysterious
thing which we call fascination, in these cases.”

e g

SEARCH AFTER PLEASURE. 87

“It is because men—and women too—set out with the idea
that fascination is just the thing they mgst resist ; that m'ar-
riage, heing a serious matter—as it certainly is, and gomething
more terrible, even-—must be undertaken like the transfer of an
estate, with all the forms of law—mno lppetry—«no trust—no
glory—no romance. They put the whole thing into the form
of a problem, and when all the ifs are answered properly, go on
in the comfortable conviction that they have acted wisely, when
in truth ‘fhey have only been completing arrangements for pass-
ing life in a sort of wminor key—t]}e joy-chords renounced—the
running bass of eare and sorrow certain, while thg\ heart-cheer-
ing majors and soaring lark-trills which belong to love arc out
of the question for ever.”
T do not see but you would banish prudence altogether—?
“Not ab all—but .I would kecp it"in its place, which is
gecondary, at best, ‘VI would have prudence do the work of pru-
dence, not the work of love. When I marry—if I ever do
marry—you will probably think me very imprudent. T shall
not procced scientifically. I shall be dispoaed to apply to t-hat
subject what I remember reading on a different one—* Loglleal
processes cannot demonstrate every problem worthy of our faith.
The whole man must advance to the proof of a spiritmal prob-
lem, and he must test it by his totality of thought and fecling.
Then faith in a thing indemonstrable becomes a rational pro-
longation of reason. ”

&%“ You are more scientific than I, after all—at least you

ttempt to find a key which shall uniock all mysteries—a.
spivitnal passe-parfout. After all, I dare say we do not differ

“If this affinity and this fascination are so. powerful, it is
strange there are so many wnhappy marriages.”

essentiadly. You must remember that all T said at the begin-
ping was that X would not marry a beauty. Now by a beauty

]

2
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I mean so. cthing very different from a handsome woman. A

beanty is one whose outward loveliness is the most striking

thing about her—the thing first thouglt of and mentioned
where she i spoken of—her distinetion, in short. Tt must
require an amount of excellence alinost past hoping for, to bear
this' withou$ serions' injury to the character. Such a woman is
subject to the insidious influence not only of direct and obvions
praise,—against which we can imagine a raro specimen of the
sex to be on her gunard,—but of the continual and involuntary
flattery of every eye she meets—a far subtler and more intoxi-
cating incense, which must have intense operation, for good or
evil—and who guestions which-%—on the habits of the mind, I
should fa,ncy that in this, as in other cases, the more potent the
stimulus und the more fixed fthe labit, the more demoniae would
be the irritability which must result, from its withdrawal. I
should be'sorry to be the husband ,dffa decaying beauty”

“You have but a poor opinion of the sex, cvidently ;.and you -

do not believe as I do i the significanee of beauty. * Is it possi-
ble you can eall that face beautiful which has in it the eXpres-
sion of a mean, ﬁarrow egotistic soul ; a heart untouched by
generous affection—a mind wholly ououpled by trifles 17

“ No—but a worshipper of beauty is hable to be so dazzled ‘

by the magic of colors and Tines, as not to perceive the real
character of the entire expression”

“I never saw a face in which ch&mcpar was not the first
thing that struck me. The buman face is Heaven’s title-page
to the great hook of mmd and it gives truly the main fopic, at -
least. And unlike other title-pages, it grows clearer and more
legible with age. Tt may require a practical or even a pro-
phetic eye to read it early ; but day by day its letters deepen
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and iricrea‘sé in number, until at last it becomes a tolerable
table of contents.”

“Yon grow figurative. Yet there are hypocrites—

“True—hut hypoerisy is written, too.” '

¢« Qwedenhorg thinks that the face is But-aynarred, distorted,
or imperfect manifestation’or expression of thy soul, Lere ; bul
that in the other life it asserts its Shpremacy mo fglly, o that
the body is compelled to conforin withont reservation. Thi's
change -will, however, be gradual, and hypoerites, true tq their
hahbits, will be the last to undergo it fu its completeness.
When it is accomplished, they are to be the most hideous in

i

aspect of all sinners.” . .
“They are so now ; but Swedenborg deserves the world’s

-gratitude for the picture, To be the ugliest man in eternity—

what a destiny 1”
#Yes—Tfor you lovers of beauty ! After all, except as an,
- expression of moral qualities, beauty must be.a matter of taste
—subject to no rules—"

“ What says our oracle in ¢ Modern Painters ¥—¢ Perfect
taste is the faculty of receiving the wreatest possible pleasure
from those material sources which are attractive to our morle
nature in its p'urit'y and perfection, Taste, properly so called, is
the instinctive and instant preferring of one material object to
anbther, without any obvious reagon, except that it is proper to
human nature in its perfection to doso. * * All our moral
foelingiare so inwoven with our intelleetnal powers, t'ha,t ﬁe
cannot afiect the one without in some degree addressing the
other ; and in all high ideas of beauty it is more than probable
that much of the pleasure depends on delicate ar.ld untraceable
perceptions of fitness, propriéty and relation, Whl?h are purely

¢




90 - AUTUMN HOURS.

intellectual. * *  But yet there is no immediate ezertion of
the intelleet ; that is to say, if the person receiving even the
noblest ideas of simple beauty be asked why he likes the object
exciting them, he will not be able to give any distinct reason,

nor to trace in his mind any formed thought to which he can -

appeal as a source of pleasure, ”

“ All that is very true ; but I doubt whether the human face
is included, since its beauty is any thmg but simple. ‘The
- * Howadji’ thinks the perfection of all beauty consists in bal-
ance—* as the most exquisite of summer days so breathes. balm
into a vigorous and healthy body that the individual exists
without corporeal cousciousness, yetis then most corporéallj
perfect. Beautiful balance, which is the character of perfection’
in homan character or nature, allows no prominent points,
Washmgton iz undoubtedly always underrated in our. Jjudgment,
because he was so well proportioned ; and the finest musical

-performance hag such ease and quiet, and the colors and treat- .

ment of a fine picture give such propriety and harmony, that we
do not at once know how ﬁne itis. It is the cutting of a razor
80 sharply edged that we are not conscious of if, - We have all
seen the same thing in beautiful faces. The most p;‘x'manent and
profound beauty did not thrill us ; but présently, like air o the
lungs, it was a necessity of mﬂer life, while stukmg beauty is
generally 5 disproportion, and, so far, a monstrosity and a fault.
Men who feel beauty most pr ofoundly are often unable to recall
the color of eyes and hair, unless, as with artists, there is an in-
voluntary technical attention to those points. For beanty is.

radiance that cannot be analyzed, and which is not desmbed
wheq you call itrosy. Wanting any word which shall express
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it, is not the highest beauty the synonym of balance ? Does
this seem to you just ¥

«T belicve, in order fully to accept it, I should substituie
“harmony’ for ¢ balance” But L love the Howadji for sdying
that ‘nothing in nature is purely ornamental’ This thought
hallows that insatiable thivst after beauty which the prudent
repard as a femptation and the narrow-minded as a-si.

We live by admirstion, hope and love—

yet how large a portion of mankind endeavor to stifle these im-
pulses of nature, and to close np, by sordid cares, every avenue
provided by bountcous Heaven for pure and exalting pleasures |
We need not seek pleasure ; it is enough to fit ourselves to
receive it It is a flower whose odor the wise inhale in perfec-
tion in the open air and hanging on its fresh stalk ; plucked
and erowded and deprived of wholesome atmosphere, it brings
pain and death to those who seck it amiss. But shall we re-
nounce its use ¥ 'The pursuit of bLeanty may make heartless
egotists and sensualists, but it is none the less conducive, In
natutes better tempered, to the highest virtue and religion.”

Here D&VidSOD, the younger of our three friends, gave an
unseemly yawn, to signalize his recovery from a nap, the natu-
ral result of all this grave discussion.

“Where are you now P’ he said; “who gives in? Tias
Ellis converted you, Whitethorne 7

“There was no need of conversion,” said Mr. Whitethorne,
quictly. ‘* We think very much alike in the main ; but Ellis,
having a personal interest in the matter, has gone further into
it then I have, and I chose to make him talk it ont. I shall
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watch very closely to see how his theory answers in his own
case.”

“ On the other hand,” said Ellis, ¢ I shall remember our con-
versation when 1 call to pay my respects to a very plain Mrs.
Whitethorne. But I will not look hard at you—that would be
too savage.” o ‘

“I give you leave ; the woman is not born yet that T shall
marry.” '

“ 0, then—you contemplate doing a very foolish thing some
years hence 7 Very likely ; but don’t say T led you into it.”

“You may both please yoursclves with theorizing, if ‘you
will,” said Davidson. “T am no philosopher or metaphysician,
but a very commonplace. fellow, and shall content myself with
falling in love in the old-fashioned, headlong way. Here, in a
Reverie I have been reading;—Mrs. Norton's—I find myself and
my future admirably described : |

“ Lot her be young, yet not a child,
Whaee light and fnexperienced mirth
TIs all too winged and too wild
For sober earth:

Too rainbow-like yneh mirth appears,
And fades awsy in misty tears.

% Let youth's fresh roses still gently bloom
Tpon her smooth and downy cheek ;
Yet let n shadow—not a gloom,
But soft and meek—
Tell that some soreow she has knowan,
Though not a serrow of her own.

% And let hereyes be of the gray,
The soft gray of the brooding dove,
Full of the sweaetzad tender ray
Of modest love:
For fonder shows that dreamy hue,
Than lustrous black or heavenly blue,
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# Let her be full of quiet grace;
No sparkling wit, with sudden glow
Brightening her pure and chiseil'd face
And placid brow
Nat radiant to the stranger’s eyel

A ereature easily passed by—

( Wit wouldn’t do for she at all,” said Davidson, parenthet- '

fcally.)

“But who, once seen, with untold power
For ever haunts the yearning heart,
" Laised from the crowd that self-samo hour
To dwell aparé;
All sainted and enshrined to be
The idol of & memory,”

“ That's when T've fallen in love with her, you know ;—-that’s'
%o be her distinction,” continzed Davidson, with a look of ex-

quisité self-complacency, half-sincere, half-affected.
“ Very reasonable, indeed,” said Ellis. Al you ask is

Mo Angel, but a deaver being, all dipt
In Angel instinets—breathing Paradise,

Interpreter between the gods and mon,

Very reasonable
And the friends separated, cach well content with his own

!”

wisdom, - i

Pttt e

A dead pause followed the reading. Mr. Berry was tolerably
_philosophical, as people having a due allowance of self-esteem
are able to be in such cases ; but we cannot deny that he felt a
little fidgety. ‘
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* Most righteous judge—a sentence ! come—prepare ” he
exclaimed, misapplying Shylock’s words to his purpose. Do
not keep me hanging by the waist, but finish me at once, merei-
fully.” .

Nohody liked to speak first, but some one at length fmur- -

mured—

“1Is it not rather grave 7 :

“ Yes—and a little formal #” said another—

“ Shouldn’t you have described them a little, to give an inte-
rest 7 was the third eritic’s hint— ‘

“And the place where they met”—said Miss Grove, who
read novels in the intervals of her erewal doings—

“ What T most admire,” said Miss Ingoldsby, “is the mercy
Mr. Berry has shown to those of us who are to follow, in not
. providing such entanglements at the outset as might. have
proved terribly hampering to our gening in the unravelling. He
lias contented himself with the suggestion of the Simplest pos‘;i-
ble elements, and left us to weave our own webs at’tcr our own
fashion.” :

But Miss Ingoldshy’s commendation did not save the chapter.
It was decided, una vece, to be too grave, and the author with-
drew it, promising heroically to take his chance anew, and try
again, if the lot should fall upon him.

The next trial resulted in a call upon Mrs. Marston, who de-
clared that, with this warning before her, she should take care
to be frivolous enongh, at least, .

“ But remember what we said to Mr. Berry, and do not cat
ont too much work for your successors,” said one of the party,
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“1 dox not think my invention will overflow into any great
variety of characters,” said Mrs. Marston, laughing ; “I am .
mueh more afraid of the sin of penuriousness. I suppose,
although Mr, Berry’s chapter is condemned, T may make use of

his characters, if I please?”’
«Q certainly "—and Mr. Berry declared he should feel

more than consoled for his failure if his suggestions proved of
use-—which was probably the lady’s benevolent thought, for
there was a lingering compunction in all hearts at the uncere-
monious rejection of Mr. Berry’s effort.

“ T promise you my ehapter will be very maternal,” said Mrs.
Marston, “for T must draw on experience for inspiration.”

Miss Tngoldsby read Mrs. Marston’s chapter too: the com-
pany having first decided to call the new undertaking -

THE ISLAND STORY.

Each several life yet opens with the view

Of that uublighted world where Adam drow
The breat]i of being s in each several mind,
Howaver eramped, and fettered, and confined,
The innate powet of beauty folded lies,

The bride was in her pearls—milk-white ones on her neck
and arms, the gift of love,—clear glittering ongs dropping from
her eyes, joy’s counterfeit of sorrow. All outward preparations

" were finished, but she felt as if the inner were yet to begin—
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.
8o strange did the present, for which the past had so long been.
laying the foundation, seem to her surprised thoughts. The .
misty bridal veil hung across the mirror, Wditiug the summons
which must bring tears and fears and flutterings to a point ;
but there was another veil—misty too, yet cousciously felt—
over the mind of the young girl, usually so clear and careless.
There are moments which reveal us to oursclves—present our
past like one unbroken picture, and our fature like a threat ora
promise, the awful alternative to be decided then and there.
These moments are God-given, but how seldom are they so re-
garded | We feel the compression from withont more than the
impulse from within, “ Tt is too late to think.” Too late to
think! It may be so with regard to a jaunt into the country,
when friends we have eéhgaged are waiting ; but for a journey
from which there is ne return—is it ever too late ?

“There is gnidance for cach of us, and by lowly listening we
shall Lear the right word.” But circumstances so fill our ears
that we can hear nothing. '

|

The clock on the mantel struck the. halthour, Bridesmaids
fiitted about, like changing summer clouds in the rosy light of
morning. The attendants were giving the last, anxions glances
at the bride—sole thought of the hour—to see that no delicate

* ordering of graces had beeu forgotten. There were Econ—

sultations as to whether it would be practicable for her to\carry
the wondrous gleaming fan with the bouquet and handkerchief,

“ Katherine, darling,” whispered good Aunt Susan, *“there
are @ few minutes yet; send away all these giddy girls, 1




*
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want to talk to you a little, dear, Sit down 'by me on the sof ;7
and she drew the ethereal white figure towagds her.
" Oh—dear Aunt—I can’t possibly sit down }—it would tum-
ble my dress so 1”7 said Katherine, through all her tears. The
outward was too much for the inward.
A pang shot through the good heart of Aunt Susan, She had
“held fast her simplicity of soul through all life’s changes and
temptations, and never could learn to believe in or be prepared
for any thing else in others. She half perceived how deeply
the prospect of a wealthy marriage, and the preparations for i,
which had made Kathevine the single object of attention and
-, effort for some weeks, had already tinged the natural and happy
~ . thoughts of the young girl. Buat she was all indulgence ; her
heart, quick as lightning, framed an exeuse for the sceming friv-
olity, and she yielded her point.

4 Well, dear, we will §nand, if you like it betler”—but the
change of position quite disconcerted the little speech she had
devised for the seemwly unburdenment of thoughts that would
not be kept down. ‘

‘ Katherine, darling,” she said, repressing the inipulse to put
her arm round the graceful waist now guarded with grandeurs,
“all T wished to say to you was that—that T hoped—that I
Was afraid—that-—I wished you to be quite certain—sure—that
you love Mr. Ellis well enough—" A

“Oh Aunnt Susan ! how cen youl do you think-—can you

" suppose—” and the bride looked as indignant as truth and na-
ture would let her; for Aunt Susan had touched the tender
place in her conscience,—the place she had found too tender for
her own handling,

“ Have paticnce with me, my love, and have courage to look

T
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the simple question—Do I so love Mr. Ellis that I would not

only prefer hira to all other men if T were again free to cfnoose, |

but that my happiness would be seriously affected if this mar-
riage were not to take place 7 Try to put out of the question
that you are engaged to him—that all is ready for the marriage,
that it would he so terrible to retreat! Mo malry, under the
least delusion is far more terrible. Do try, my darling, to search

your heart, as you hope for happiness, your own or his. Just

think of that noble, generous creature waking up to the convie-
tion that you had never truly loved him for. himself—that your
true, real heart is not his—that you have been dazzled by eir-

enmstances—deceived by your own ove of all that is beautifal,

that only imagination is on his side— :

“Dear Aunt Susan, how can you talk s0? What has put
these thoughts into your head? To be sure I love Mr. Eilis.
You know how good he is—how kind—and how devotedly he
loves me. I am sure you don’t think I love any body else ?”

“No, indeed—or I should never have allowed Mr: Ellis to
suppose you free. My fears have no reference to any other at-
tachment, but only to the depth and fervor of this one. To
speak plainly—as I can and wust speak to you, my dearest—
Mr. Ellis is ten years older than yourself—his character is grave
and thounghtful-—his tastes are sober—his ideas decided and
somewhat strict. He is excessively in love with you, and~<he
isrich. You know aswell as T, my love, that it was your beauty
that first attracted hj\but your many excellent-qualities have

won over his whole heart, and a strong nature like his loves
once and always. What I fear is that you may be unconsciously
deceiving yourself and him into a belief that your attachment is

at the tfuth, be it what it will. Have you ever asked yourself

i bt

st i 7D
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of the same deep, devoted, exclusive character as his, while you

—not mere than is
are perhaps more influenced than you suspect

natural in a young girl frugally bred—Dby the prospect of a de-

sirable position in society, and o life of elegance and indulgence.
1t is this that T hdpe and pray you will consider. Do—dear
love! Never mind conscquences—I will take all that is possi-
ble upon myself Do not mistake gratitude, pride, gratified van-
ity, even approbation and respect for ove of the best of‘ nien,
for love. Dear Kate—life will not be all a play-day—it is not,
even when we love ever so truly.  Trials must come—trials of
patience, of temper, of fortitude, of truth. It will not be suf-
ficient that your husband loves you ; you maust love him, too, to
make these things tolerable.” '

“1 do, indeed ! dear, dear, good Aunt Susan,” said Kathe-

. rine, throwing her arms round her aunt’s neck—but carefully,
? b

beeause of the lace on her sleeves ;— I do love him—better

- than any ene elsc in the world—exeept you—" and she spoke .

sincerely and warmly, for Aunt Susan’s allusion to Mr. Elliss
excellences had brought bim up before her imagination in a sort
of glory.
~ ¢ But you must love him more than you love me " said Aunt
Susan, with a éigh which was not expressive of very full satis-
faction. “Suppose 1 should tell you, now, that Mr, Ellis had
lost his for‘tuue, and that you must prepare to begin your mar-
ried life in a small house aud in a very cconomical way—-

“What do you mean, dear Aunt Susan 7 exclaimed Kathe-
rine, suddenly pale with agitation.

Here was a sudden and loud rapping at the door.

“ Mrs. Ashmore ! Ka.tf;? ”
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“What 4o you mean—tell me, for pity’§ sake 17 reiterated

the bride, never heeding the appointed summons.

“Only to ask you the simple question, my love—7

“But there is really no such thing ? tell me—is theve 7

*Katherine !  Mrs. Ashmore | every one is waiting 17 whis-
pered somebody through the keyhole. ¢ My, Ellis is here—do
comg 1V ‘ -

Aunt Susan could not speak—she could hardly bear to part

with her Katherme thus ;—she held her fast, as if that would

do any good. Iler maternal, her. virtuons, her holy instincts
had taken the alarin—or rather the secret fears which had beset
her for wecks, had just then come to o crisis. |

“There 4 no such tling, is there ?” said Katherine, with
quivering lips— ' @

“No, dear | no—” said poor Aunt Susan ; end resiguing the
object of her eare with a secret prayer—a prayer of faith—she
-opened the door to the bevy of br'ide-maidens; “and a manly
face thidt promised all that face can pi‘onﬂse of trath, honer, and
generous love—-

Love—healer of all ills—solver of all doubts—sad indeed is
the bridal wh‘eye thou art wanting ] At this one, of Katherine
Fountain and Henry Ellis, Love presided, indeeﬂ; but hardly
with equal favor. 'Td the bridegroom he gave all his enchant-
ments ; and if the bride seemed less endowed, perhaps it was
only becanse of the greatness of the gifts on the other side. We
would be far from hinting that Katherine felt indifferent to the

. L/ H
man she was to marry-—one whese merits’ commanded affection

as well as respect ; but only that for want of greater insight

and fuller appreciation, her attachment hardly equalled his great
deserts, and would scarcely have satisfied the delicate Tequire-
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ments of his heart if he could have scen hers fully unveiled.
Katherine was of that shy and rather rescrved character whieh
leaves a great deal for the imagination, and the imagiuation of
a lover asks no Deiter background for its glowing pictures.
Young, unformed, but of duzzlng heauty, Katherine’s vory want

of cultivaticn had Leen couverted into a charm for the accom-

-piished wan of society.  Disgusted with the flippant coldness of

psendo-cultivation, real freslmess of mind was of delicious prow-
ise to hlm; and the idea—not very distinetly developed—of giv-
ing this duetile mind all it uceded to bring forth its latent power,
had been a fascinat ng one to him, from is first scquaintance with
Katherine. On her part, the very sense of Lll's’s superiority
had in some degree seared away frecdom and warmth {rom her
affection for him.  Where there is decided mental inequality,
there may be respeet, esteem, grativnde, pride, willing dependd-
ence, perfeet trust—but there can hardly be love in its highest
form. .

But we have kept our bridal party too leng waiting for the
bride. The veil, adjusted to the last degree of grace by skilful
hands, gave the sole charm lacking to her beauty, and with one
more parting kiss to Aunt Susan, she passed into the wavering
cloud of bride-maidens, not witheut a trace on her brow of the

single anxious thenght called up by the recent conversation,

Mrs. Marston’s opening ehapfer met with more favor than
Mr. Berry’s had done. The young ladies were delighted with
the bride’s beauty and with her marrying -rich. They only
thought the hook concluded as soon as begun. “What more
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can be said 7 After a young lady is married, her history eannot
be intevesting ;” at least Miss Grove thought novels about
married people were always stupid.

Other objectipns'.tlleye were—such as Mrs. Marston’s not hav-
ing indicated distiuctly enough the direction of the story, but
this she said she purposely left epen for her snceessors, only a
general agreement having heen come te as to its tone, The
next lot fell upen qu Shelton, who consented te serve only on
condition that she should be allowed to scek help from her his-
band.  This, of course, was readily grauted by the high

~ contracting powers, aud the resalt was the chapter that fol-
lows : - |

This chapter Mrs. Shelten chose to-eall

PROGNOSTICE,

. Ier short life
As il of music as-the crowded June
Of an unfallen orb,

The promise te the fatherless is fulfilled in the tenderness
which their condition awakens i in the hearts of the good. How
often they seem better cared for than the childven of the living
and prosperous ! What a sacredmess there is about our
thought of them—the dead sceming all the while to fix their
searching, unwavering, undeceivable eyes upon our doings
toward them! Was not the uncle of the Babes in the Wood
the only eruel guardian uncle that ever lived ? ‘

Not such, at least, were Unele and Aunt Ashmore, to whose
eare Katherine Fountain and her baby-brother were left when

1 T Rt
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their mother died, and their father became something worse
tha,n dead. 'The busy world thought the good couple had -
chlldren cnongh of their own, and that their means were none
too wide for their nceds. DBut with hearts that could hold the
world, their house had necessarily an clastic virtue too, and
both found nlenty of room for the tweo poor, little, desolate
pretty creatures, whose unconsciously appealing looks would
have unlocked more obstinate doors. The boy was almost an
infant in arms; Katherine a year or two older. Aunt Susan
had two of nearly their age—a circumstance which she insisted
made it all the more convenicnt to attend to the new-comers,
So the little ones grew up together, Uncle Ashmore never
prospering extravagautly, but satisfled with finding himself no
worse off at the end of the year than at the beginning. Fru-
gality and liberality went hand in hand in the establishment, as
they ought oftener to go.

There no forced efforts for delight were made,

Joy came with prudenes and without parado}

The common comfort they had alt in view,

Light were their troubles and their wishes few;

Thrift made them easy for the coming day,

Religion took the fear of Death away;

A cheerfnl spirit still insured content,
And Love smiled round them wheresoe'or they wont,

It will be easil§ perceived that this was no splendid’ lot.
Where there are greal, liberal hearts and no fortune, modest
wishes and industrious and cconomical habits must watch to
keep the peacs. “Debt is a far worse wolf than poverty,” said
Uncle Ashmore ; and hig family were taught to think like him,
at the expense of many & pleasant mdulgence that their neigh-
bors hoasted,
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¢ ‘OO ; v
Look at what we hme, and not at what wo ha,ven’t 7 wag
3

another of his favorite sentences—hard precept, but benign
H .

The philosopher who could say, “How many things are here
that I' do not want | has few disciples in any age—pei‘ha 3
.fe“‘ref' in ours than any. Temptations to expense are the mol;t
Ingidious in the world ; taste seems to sanctify some éf them
a’nd for the rest we appeal to nature or necessity, In thig )ar’
ticular, the two young Fountains proved, as they grew u llik-
eag.lcts in a dove’s nest.  Good and amiable as they wcri’ ang
loving and grateful,—they showed their alien hlood by a jchou—
sand aspirings—not perversely exhibited, but unconscionsly be
* trayed. Katherine was a beauty—that seéme'd to aécounjtl'r fo—
he'r love of ‘dress, aud a certain wilfulness that sometimer
gmeve@ Aunt Susan.  George was handsome, too, and populs :
at school; good-humored, but self-indulgent, fl,fhe Alsht)n .
children were so much like their parcnts in gentle ’roiodn: I;e
that they looked up admiriﬁgly to the'dazzlinmgif?s of t?l,‘
orphans, and yiclded thewm a willing homage thu: had ﬁo tai L
of envy, "
_ M15 Ashmore was qgnite i'ight when she said that Katherine’s
Peauty first attracted Mr. Ellis. He had been introduced toh
]fl the country, where she seemed a wood-nymph, in the racéfe;'
simplicity of her dress and manners. Pure a,n,d happyg enti1
excited by rural sights and sounds and all the beaming c’ilile OE}'r
51.1mmcr pleasures, and lustrous with flitting smiles and dpa;l fan-
cies, Katherine’s fascinations were irresistiiale. To Ellis shl
was only the more & delicious wonder for being found a:mone
plain, unpretending people, He was any thing but a mere m .
of the world, in the ordinary sense of that term. Ho loved f;m
world for the good that is in it, but he.was much better ﬁtt‘elg

AR e e, . E
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and more disposed to lead than to follow it.” Tis taste, highly
cultivated and even fastidious, yet seldom interfered with his
strict interpretation of the rule of duty ; and even Katherine’s
charms would have had litéle effect on liim, beyond the passing
moment, if he had not felt sure that the source of all this
bewitching outward harmony was within. The sweetness of
her temper was as little to be doubted as the rosy whiteness of
her complexion ; her face was as full of quick intelligence as of
gymmetry, and the glorious beauty of her cyes did not conceal
the gentle kinduess that shone through them. Mr. Ellis felt
that.He had never -seen her equal, and he was right ; his only
error was in supposing her more developed than she was.
Aunt Susan’s process,—the result of tender affection and heav-

enly instinet—was any thing but a forcing one, It was her

“pature to bear as much of every one’s burdens as she possibly

conld  to make all the saerifices, and take a1l the blame ; and
a more ingenious creature in contriving excuscs for every onc’s
deficiencies’ but her own could not be found. This is the des-
cription of no great disciplinarian, and the effect of training on
this plan was evident through the household, and particularly
shown in Katherine and her brother, who would have borne and
well repaid a stronger system. When Aunt Susan’s elder ebil-
dren bad reached the ntmost to which direct instruction could
bring them, their cousins were yet in a forming state ; and
a,ltﬁough their ability was evident, it was still uncharacterized
and almost wnused.
To the imagination of a lover, however, it is not wonderful
that Katherine was all-perfect. :
A man sometimes finds himsclf, at thirty, romantic for the
first time—a phenomenon whose cause we leave to the explora-
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tions of the omniscient psychologists of onr day. Mr. Hilis
fancied himself the coolest judge in the world ; but in truth,
from the time that he beeame fascinated by the excessive loveli-
ness of Katherine’s face and figure, it was only faney.” The
most commonplace of lovers could not have been further from
any thing that deserved the name of judgment. His devotion
filled the whole field of vision with a glory that scemed to him
to emanate from the central form ; and to the idol herself the
light was equally magical. “ While I was happy I was amia-
ble,” says Madame De Stael, in the person of one of her herg-
ines, hinting at once a point for self-examination, and a reason
for pa,tiénce towards the mnamiable. To be admired and 16ved
is an incentive to worthiness, in a generous nature ; only mean
souls grow arrogant by spontaneous homage. The love of such
a man as Henry Ellis naturally made Kitherine an angel, and

so jostified his most extravagant though‘s. That she should

give him in return as much of her heart as sh%a wasas yet eoﬁscious
of possessing was inevitable, and it was with entire sincerity
that she owned & preference which implied all he wished. The
marriage tock place after a short engagement, for there seemed
10 very obvious reason for a long one ; and the usual round of
gay bustle followed the weddingjaunt. Katherine’s frousseaw
had been all that Uncle Ashmore’s means would allow, and her
husband’s gifts left nothing to wish for. The world presented a
new side to the young wife, What an easy, charming world it
was! No more longings after beautiful things—no more talk
about economy—no more visions of what might be ! Every
thing was,—in actual possession. The exercise of refined taste
seerned a sofficient object in life, and harmony of wishes in that
direction ample security for mazried happiness.

+
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. The furnishing of a handsome house in — Square gave de-
lightful occupation for some weeks.  There were‘ g0 ?nm.]y
chérming things to be examined, so many proportions to be
consulted, so many colors and blendings cousidered, that each
evening found Katherine as weary as if she had besn .doomed to
wield the suicidal needle, to win a pittance that might d?fcr
starvation, The power of indulgiig the taste for the first time
was intoxieating, and who can marvel 7 The house scemed to
grow under her hands, as room after room assutned the aspect
and complexion of her choice. Mr. Eilis seldom illtel‘ful’e(ji,
though his travelled taste might have corrected some errors i
the way of display, and certainly would have preferred that
works of Art should have been more prominent than the mere
upholstery and cabinct ware of which Katherine was but t:oo
fond. Indeed it would have been wonderful ift our young wife,
untanght in Art and surrounded in her native city by examples
of the most vulgar splendor, had heen able wholly to avoid the
American vice of unmeaning gorgcousuess, without plan or
'principlé of harmony. To have persuaded her to prefer a fine
landscape to a great mirror, wouldlha,ve been ifmpossible, and
Ellis was too indulgent to insist on the picture without the
preference. Te chose to wait nntil his wife’s taste demanded
something more refined than the glitter she saw about her,
Even in matters which concerned himself personally, he yiclded
every thing, for what she preferred soon scemed to him best,

A month or two went by in returning visits, card-leaving, and
receiving company. Mr. Ellis bore his part in all this most g.a,l-
lantly, thougﬁ it required no extraordinary amount of su,lgtu:lty
to perceive that after a certain time it began to weary his very

soul. Katherine, to whom it was a novelty, and who had—or
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fancied she ‘had,—notﬁing' else to do, went on with heroic
strength, and evidently thoaght it was to be always so.

»'It would be curionis to discover—if we could discover—how
large a part of young girls’ notions of life and ideal of happi-
ness and propriety is derived from fashionable novels, The
writers of those repositories of wisdom so crowd their pages
with splendid and fascinating images of the pleasures of society ;

—make people so easy and graceful, so witty and wise, in

drawing-rooms and boudoirs ; paint dinners all clegance and

vivacity, balls all admiration and success—that the inexperi-
enced must fancy social life to be a picture of light and p'eas-
ure, knowing no weariness, disgnst, or disappointment, Tt takes
no great expericnce to care the delusion, but it requires a cer-
tain amount ; and to some natures the waking up from the
dream is not without bitterness, The disappointment that waits
upon unfounded expectations is not the least sovere; and it is
easy to seek in petulant injustice revenge for the mistake

None are more disposed to nndervalue society than those who

once overrated ifs attractions.

— But our bride is 2 long way off from this point ag 'yet.‘ ,

“Pray give me credit for having kept carefully within the .

depths—or shallows—of my own experience,” said Egéria, after
she had listened, with some tremors and blushes, to the reading
of her little effort. T never knew, before, that I could write
any thing but a letter or a school exercise ; and ilideed, with-
out Mr. Shelton’s suggestions I should not have dared attempt
any delineation of character. Yot I found a little reflection -
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bring me quite vividly what would be the probable result of the

training of Aunt Susan—"

The chapter was graciously accepted, and Miss Berry chosen
by the lot ok the next adventurer.; .

“ I shall moralize, of course,” she said, laughing ; * you know
me, of old.” , .

But all said moraliziuglwas’ sometimes in place, and, in ireat-

iug of the significance of Beauty, could baxdly be omitted.

“ We must have'a Christmas dinner ! a family dinner,” said
Mrs. Ellis to Lier ughand, in council, after wedding visits had.
“somewhat slackened,  “We will have Aunt Susan and Uncle
Ashmore, and all the children and Gteorge, and your sister and
Mr. Fufield and Mary, and your Uncle Deane—7

“You musw't set your heart upon all that, dear,” said M.
Ellis, “ for I dare say your Uncle and Aunt will think we onght
to dine with them, The elder members of the family generally
claim the Christmas dinner.”

“ 0 bt T can casily persuade them ! They will come heve, 1
kunow, if T wish it.” ' ‘

Mr. Ellis felt as if it would be more kind and delicate not to
persuade them, but he did not say so  He would hardly coun-
tenance himself in thinking so, since Katherine was coneerned.

So the Christinas party was invited. .

The Tufields were of that class wonderfully numerons among
us—a class peculiar to our cbuntry——who live at board beeause
their means will not allow of their being surrounded with pri-
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vate splendor of their own ; of course they had no ObJGCthH to

dining out on Christmas day
But Aunt Suvsan and her husband were, as w:e have gaid
" people whose rich natures had resisted the world’s petlifyint:
influences, and retained, in splte of the attrition of city life, the

freshness and simplicity which only good and warm hearts have

any right to. To them, accustomed as they had long been to

fee their own board crowned with good cheer, and .surronnded
by happy and beloved faces on Clristmas day, the idea of dining
any where but at home was sadly against the grain, so that

they, for once, resisted Katherine pretty stardily, DBut Kathe-

rine was in no humor to be resisted. There wus a Chnm]mgne

flush i
about her life, now, that gave a heightened and illusive -

color to whatever she desired, and urged her towards its attain-
ment with an impetnosity unsnspeeted duoring her soft, embryo
days. It is a rare mental soil in which ewothm does not grow
rapidly under the tropical sun of sudden prosperity : and the
more imaginative the qual'ty, the more Juxuriant and overshad-
owing the product. Experience of power made Katherine feel
(not think) herself omnipotent in her sphere, and she never
doubted but she could make Uncle and Aunt Ashmore, whorn
she loved o dearly, happy in Ler way instead of their own. 8o
she prevailed, and they exchanged their comfortable dinino-
room, with sprigs of hox stuck in the window-pan'es, hranches bbf
hemlock and wreaths of green forest fringe about the pictures
and a bright, hospitable Christmas fire burning in the grate f'm"
their niece’s too magnificent suite, eurtained with satin and ’lace
till one could not distinguish the snow falling thick through the
air without, and warmed by a furnace in the cellar tlll you felt
uneertain whether a fan or a fire were most desu‘able.
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“Tad not we better have a little fire, Katherine 77 said MI‘.
Ellis ; ““ Aunt Spsan will miss her cheerful corner-seat, I am

afraid.”

“Fire | oh dear, no—I am sure 1t is very warm here 7 And
she appealed to “the thermometer, which tyrannizes over one’s

pataral and unanswerable sensations in so mawy houses.
Fler mind’s cye, if not her bodily one, was fixed on the pol-

. ished grates, which, though they had been left open at Mr, KL

lis’s suggestion, for the very purpose now in question, she could
not hear to sec defaced. So she did not consent, and the Ash-
mores arrived, opportunely for her, before therc was time for
farther debate. |

There was a hearty as well as graceful welcome for these hon-
ored guests, for whom Mr, Ellis had already learned to feel the
affection and reverence pf a son. Katherine’s delight was un-
bounded, and animation and plezmure so heightened her beauty,
 that her indulg ent relatives looked at her with new pride, and a

new sense of her right to power.” George I’ountmn, as he kissed

~ his sister, brought out his own 'Op.m«on, brother-like—

“ Why, Kate, you grow handsomer every day 1

Katherine met lier husband’s eye, and blushed, not very pain-
fully. | |
“Po you find it warm cnongh here, Auntie ?? said she, as
D Aunt Susan took her seat on onc of the half-dozen sofas. ' (A
greaﬁ defeet of fashionable drawing-rooms is that they have no
natural social centre, They scem made for undistinguished
crowds, with no common interest'or.impulse.)
“Q dear, yes—very warm [” said Aunt Susan, whose rosy
face wove a deeper hue than usval. She took afan from her
pock:et, and Katherine looked at Mr, Ellis as much as to say,
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“You sce F was right” e did not remind her that the cheer-
ful fire he had recommended need not have increased the heat.
““Mr. Enfield, Mrs. Enfield and Miss Enfield,” said the ser-

vant, opening the door, and the party thus anuounced by their .

own order, came splendidly into the room, as -if for o visit of
ceretmony.

Mrs. Enfield was a Sta,tely lady, Mr. Infield o vidging msig-
nificant little gentleman, with his hair brushed wildly upwards
to increase his apparent height ; Miss Enfield, a Jittle e, palufaccd
girl, with the very liahtest han, and large red lips rather scorn-
ful in expression, Her hands and arms were of a papery white-
ness, and so fleshless that her numerous bracelets and rings

seemed In constant danger of falling off,  This delicacy her

mamma prized very highly, while to indifferent eyes it scemed a
presage either of early decay or a sort of half life for a longer
period, . )

Mr. Deane came next, a pale, serious clderly man in black,
with hardly the face or spirits for a Clristmag party ; but Kath-
erine’s gracious mauners and Kind attentions soon won him to
some degree of cheerfulness. Ie was a widower, and had, not
long before, lost an only son—his sole remaining child.” He
seemed bent on watching George Fountain, who, full of life and
health, nust have . formed a striking ﬁlemento of his loss. We
love to try every new sword in the old wound.

“ Bless me ! how hot youw've got it here, Ellis 17 said Mr. Ea-
field as soon as he had made his how. * You will have to serve
us all up with the baked meats 17

“Is there a fan, Mrs. Ellis 7 said Mrs. Enficld, who, quite
aware that her husband’s danger was that of insignificance, al-
ways endeavored to give digiity to his whins by assenting to
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them., The fan being brought, Mrs. Enficld condescended to
tarn her attention to Aunt Susan.

#Slocking weather, Mls Ashmore ! Dreadful driving to-
day 17

“We walled,” said Aunt Susan.

“0h I did wou, indeed ?” o
“Yes,” said Mr. Ashmore, my wife calls her India-rubbers

rd
her iron-grays ; they carry her every where, and she is a cowa

about riding.”

. Unele and Aunt Ashmore wero so old-fashioned that they still

dared to say “riding,” although the Euglish say “ driving.”
They adhered to the old Bible English. .

“For my part,” said Mr, Enfield, inspecting his patent leath-
ers, " I-found it guite enough to walk from the carrin:ge to thg
door.”

“ Yos—I was nearly blown away,” said his wife. It was ‘
horribly ﬂ%sagreeable.”

# All for want of habit,” said Mr. Ashmore,  * The doctors
would rot have so many cases of dyspepsia if every body walked,
‘Have a carriage,’ says Emerson, ‘and you lose your legs.’?

«Q, very likely,” murmured Mr. Luﬁdd cvidently qulte con-
tent to take the carriage without the legs.

The children now came -bouncing in. Their happy faces and
Joyous tones did something towards overcoming. the ice of the
Enficlds. The elder found amuscment on the sofa-table ; little
Willie went into raptures at the Maltese cat that lay domng on
a cushion ; while Susan, the image of her good mother, soon
plzm'ted herself in the window, to observe the storm and watch
the poor children, who were piteously eudea.voring to find bits of

8
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Wood or coal wherever the wind had blown the snow from patches
in the vacant lot at the corner.

“Oh, see | the wind has carried off that little glrl’s cloak that

she was holdmg on with one hand while she picked up a long .

pwce of hoop ; and now she is running after it thr ough the deep
drift ! See her poor red feet ! She has canught her cloak, now,
but there’s a naughty boy has run off with her piece of hoop.”

Mr. Ellis went to the window. “Whats all this about cloaks
and hoops, Susie ?” said he, o

“ Oh—there they go—they have gone round the corner—IT
believe the wind blew them round. But there’s a lady—with
her umbrella loaded with wet snow | Shes coming here; I de-
clare ! O—her umbrells is turned wrong side out, and her bon-
net is almost off 17 ‘ :

“Tt is Mrs. Dibble,” said Mr. Ellis, “out on one of her ex-
peditions of mercy, I have no doubt.” ,

A ring was heard, and at the same moment a servant an-
nounced dinner,

¢ Say we are at dinner, John,” said Mre. Ellis.

“Katherine, dear_don’t send away Mrs, leble—and in such
a storm, too | Ask the lady in, John.”

“Dibble 17 exclaimed Mr, Euﬁeld, sotto voce, “ what a vulgar
name—"’

‘“And what a vulgar woman ! sajd his w1fe a little louder, as -
. Mrs. Dibble entered the room breathléss from the storm, her
hair blown about her face and her cheeks all wet and red,
Katherine had looked vexed, but her hushand found - time to
whisper, “It will be but for a moment—Mrs, leble never
wastes her own time or any body’s else.”

“ Excuse me,” gaid the visitor, as soon ag she had recovered
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herself a little ; “T ghould hardly have dared to enter any other
nouse in — Squar'e in this way, and on Christmas day, too—
but I felt sure of you”

She leoked rather at Mr than Mrs. Elhs as she said this, not
purposely, but by instinet. -

“You will come in to dinner with us,” said Katherine, kind-

ly; “our dinner is just on the table.”

. “ Oh, thank you—no,” said Mrs. Dibble, and she arose at once.
“ What I wished to say was, that there is a :family abgolutely
starving, within a few rods of your house, and I came to beg
something warm for them fo eat, immediately.”

“Qtarving 17 was exclaitiéd on all sides
o« Yes, indeed !—without a morsdl. for nearly two days—a
mother and three little children, faint with hunger, and shut up
to die, for the poo;"soul had come to the awlul résolution not to
try any longer.” '

A thrill of horror ran through the group ; Katherine's check
b}anchéd, and tears came 1o hor eyes. .

“We will send something instantly,” she said ; ““let us go to
the dining-room.”

It was casy to select from the abundance of delicacies there,
and Mrs Dibble’s experience enabled her to choose with judg-
ment. . .

“J will go 1” said George Fountain.  “ Let me go—1 would
rather carry the basket than not ™ And Le was off in & mo-
ment, Mrs. Dibble following as fast as she could.

“You will at least come back and dine with us ?” said Kath-

Gl ine.

“ No—not to- day-—m‘my thanks. I hope I have not spoiled

your Christmas dinner.”

}
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But, to the honor of our human hature, be it said, sﬁch ob-'

carrences will throw a damp over plenty and magnificence. The
contrast is too horrible ; and though it always exists, and we
know it, yet we eannot face its actual presence.
full of contending emotions, There was certainly something a
little trying to a young housckeeper in the interruption. ) A
diuner is not perfect if it waits ten or fiftcen minutes after it
should be eaten, and this was Katherine’s first large dinner.

But then the opposite thought that there are thonsands who
have no dinner !

" Very odd woman—that Mrs. Dibhle 17 said Mrs. Enfield.

“She is always engaged about other people’s business.”

“1 fancy her husband would rather she should attend to hel"
own,” said Mr. Knfield.

“These very bencvolent peolble 7 sald the lady, with a little
toss of the head, ‘‘are generally indiffercut to the comfort of
those immediately dependent npon them, Home duties are not
showy enough for them.”

Mrs. Ashmore and Katherine both looked ready to excla'im ‘
sl this sweeping judement, but Mr, Ellis said, quietly——

“T believe Mr. Dibble ig very much of hig wife’s mind, and
feels willing she should give up a good deal of her time to the
care of the poor” = ] | |

“Poor devil I” sald Mr. Enfield. “T dare say he tries ;co

make the best of it ; but I pity him, or any other man that has
& bensvolent wife 17

This was said with great self—compla,cency, and Mrs. Enfield
evidently felt as if she had received a comphment

“I muet confess,” said Mr. Ashmore “{hat T shouid not like

Katherine wag ~

‘
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my wifc to neglect home affairs for the sake of looking after the

poor.”
«But isw’t it possible,” said Mr. K llis, “to attend to the

poor, and o home affairs too ? I suppose L must not guote
Auat Susan herself as an instance, here "—uwith a smile full of

meaning at hor—-*but I know another lady who is a wonder in

that ,Wuy.’ ’ J ‘

“ find it quite as much as T can do to attend to my own
duies ! said Mrs. Eufield, sharply.  She was evidently rather
excited by her brother’s remarks, for the marabouts and golden
fringes of her head-dress quivered as she spoke. “Nobody need
Le poor, in this country,” she continned, “if it were not for
dissipution and improvidence ; and to be always giving is ouly
an encouragement to vice. I'w sure T dow’t know: who would
give me money, it T wanted 161 Do yon, Mr, Ashmore 77

“ What we give sanclifies what is left,” said Mr. Ashmore,
who Iiad no idea of Leing wnderstood to take sides against ehar-
itable effort.  “Bul T weant that [ thenght it would be hard
for me to muke the sacrifice Mr, Bllis was speaking of”

“T think the kind of charity practised by Mr. and Mrs. Dib-

ble o very difficult one,” said Mr. Ellis; * willugness to ald the

poor by persoual services bespeaks u deeper sense of

more sel=denying virthe—than the largest aposmon to give,
which is often a mere impulse. Vinet speaks of a clergyman
who, after guietly listening to whatever of rade repulse the
coarsest nature could prevail upoun itself te effer in reply to his
plex for the wretched, wounld say, with wnvaffled brow and

unshrinking perseverzmce-—‘ £t mes pawvres? T should consi-
*

. der that man's claim to sainthood well established.”

“I have tried it, myself,” said Mr. Ashmore, “and I know




A R e == e et B

118 AUTUMN HOURS.

the mean f'eehng that comes over one is so humiliating, and the
cold, stingy looks of those we apply to so provoking, that it
would be far easier to give the whole sum required, out of one’s
own pocket, if that were possible.”

“And yet,” said Mr. Deane, who denies that we ought to
be obliged to those who save us the time and trouble of search-
ing out misfortune ?  Like Spenser’s Angels—

They their sitver bowers leave,
To come 1o succor them that syopor want-—
And gl for love smd nothing for reward ”

“An%ls I eXCIdl]ll(’[] Mps. Enfield, who soon wearied of any

subject not spiced with personality, “T think Mrs. Dibble is
very little like an angel ! She has nothing attractive about
her.  She is always full of some iden of her own, and cannot
talk as other people do. Then how she loo'ks._! Her honnet is
a perfect sight, and she wears a cloak that makes her look like
one of her own profigés. The servants are afraid to let her
in!”

“ I should really think,” said- Katherine, who coveted beaunty
in every thing, “ that it was not necessary f'or her to dress quite
s0 shabbily,”

“1 can tell you, dear, why she does 80,” said Aunt Susan.

“She appropriates only a certain sam yearly io her private ex-
penses, and out of that, proportioned as it is to her husband’s
means, wust ecome her personal charities, So she hardly allows
herself what is hecommng. T dare say she would be sorry to -
kuow she looked so shabby to others.”

“How silly I said Mrs. Enfield, half aside. "

“I mean to have a talk with her about it one of these days,”

Rttty ptisc g
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continued Aunt Susan. “It isn't any body’s duty to look

ugly.”
“ Labor lost I” said Mrs. Enfield, whose temper 'seemed irri-
)
tated by the justifying and respectful tone of Mrs. Dibble’s

defenders.  © Your true charitable phenomenon is always proud

as Lucifer and gelf-righteous as & pillar-saint—I detest the
whole tribe.” |
Discussions of this kind have a wonderfully (]lSt!llblll“" HOWeT

! r voice, not subjeet
on some people. There is a pertinacious inne

to the rules of good society, which takes the side of truth and
goodness, coming vexdtiously in aid of the argument or defence

from without. Conscience tells us-—

<} every just man, that now ;)ines with want,
Had but a moderate and beseeming share
Of that whieh lewdly-pampered Luxury
Now Leaps upon some few with vust excess,
Nature's full blessings would be well-dispensed
In unsuperfiuous, even propaortion,
And she no whit encurabered with her store;
And then the Giver would be batter thanked,
Hig praise dus paid.

When George Fountain 1eturued he gave the most hoart-
rending acconnt of the poor fam'ly, intermixing his pity with
gtrong eommendation of Mrs. Dibble.

‘ Mr. Enfield pushed away his plate, and moved petulantly
several things which stood near it ; and when Katherine kindly
offered him various delicacies, declined them, shortly enongh.
Mrs. Enfield immediately put qn the air of an injured person.
Mr. and Mrs. Ashmore had not saveir faire enough to look a3
if nothing had happened, though they tried with a,l_l their simple
might. The children, who had been able to keep up their own
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private fun for a while, at length began to be sensible of the
presence of a hosti‘le clement, and they fell into a staring silence
Mr. Deane alone seemed to forget all in his admiring sym'n;
thy with George’s humane enthusiasm. He gat dOW: b Ifi;n
and drew him info conversat‘ion, which, however didy
become general. ' , "
The games in the drawing-room did something, and thé tea
a-nd coffec something more.  Mrs. Enfield consented to play and
sing, and though see wonld abttempt nothing bot grand It&iian
cavatinas, and Uncle Ashmore’s old-fashioned carsLdid nokt quite
relish the foreign tone, yet really good music will speak for i(zsclf
and he was delighted before he knew it, and so were all EveJ;
Mr. Enficld could not resist tho general pleasure, the 1('}SlS a8 it
wag dne ‘Fo his wife ; so music proved, in this case, what it should
always in this jarring world of ours,—a compelling . spirit of
health.  The evening elosed gaily, and Mrs. EHfs’s'ﬁrrst. dinner-
party would pass for a success, according to all the roles
But when all had departed, and K:Ltherine, alone Wi;)h her
‘md, Was talking over the matter, she confessed that h
iskmas party had to her been 4 failure. ‘ -er
.“ I hardly kpow what was the reason,” she said : “hut cer
tafn‘ly Aunt Susan and Uncle Ashmore were not in ?their uqua;
spirits, The children, even, were dull ; and theén that maln;mr;-

pos visit of Mrs. Dibble—?  She st ,
ed her. 165 opped, for her heqrt reproach-

Mr. Ellis was too generous to bring forward all the reasons

he could have suggested for the failure of the Christmas part
“ My sister and her husband,” he g o

aid, are inharmonions

: , ar peo-
ple.. They are spoiled by prosperity and indolence, and their
native good qualities are buried under-a load of pride- and ex

" - thing
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clusiveness. 'They seeni laboring to satisly themselves with the

oxternals of life, and the rebellious longings of their hearts for

something better give them a discontented air.  Then Mr. Deane

is too profoundly sad to be fully sympﬁthctic with any gayety.
e scems interested in George, but in nothing and nobody clse.”

Katherine sat for some time in silence.  Mrs. Dibble and her

errand passed in review, and it s tos be feared, although perhaps

the young wife would hardly have owned it to hersclf, that she

seeretly referred the clouding over of f€ party to the nnlucky
* preference given by that lady.0 hier house over any other

in the square. Thero was something oflicious about it—some-
that violated the lienséamnces,~-that obtruded uncomforta-
ble images in the midst of luxury and happiness.  Ju these days
the death’s head is banished from the feast. “There must be
poor pcoph%there always have been and there always will be.
We are surrounded with them ; it is in vain to make ourselves
ancomfortable about any particular instance. Teople like Mrs.
Dibble, who go about ferreting them out, are always very disa-
greeable. They forget every thing else ; take no intercst in so-
ciety.” '

Did Mrs. Ellis say these words to her husband 7 No indecd—

To speak them were a deadly sin!
And for having but theught them, her heart within

A treble penance must be done,

- She reproached herself, all the while ;>but the brightness of her
‘new lot had already begun to affect her genmeral estimate of
things. All recollection of unhappiness or want was distasteful.

An existence beautified by love, wealth, station, Art, refincmient,
was her ideal of happiness. Such a picture her life now pre-
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sented in prospect ; and the view excluded, for the momén:t all
s0rrow, whether her own or others. She found no place in her

landsc: “hr ‘
scape for a ‘brown tree’ unconscious that the glare was
even now injuring her moral sight.

—

“Ah! Aunt Aunie,” said Miss Aldig. *
]
must have written a book I”
“Why, pray?”

now we know you

. . 1
a Ilttle Whlle 1

rest,‘;:i ;l}:iz:]z-see what your chapter will be,” said some of th
“Miie ! oh, T wouldn’t write one for the world ! The lot
kad better. not fall on me, for I should have to refuse.” "
But the perverse fates called hLer, the very next tim.e and sh
could be saved from a fit of crying only by her uncle’s omising
to serve in her stead. Mr, Berry said he beg

to try his hand again, now that the lines
a little.

an quite to Jong
OF o B . ha.d been marked‘ out

¥ objected, but it may be imagined
how all laughed when the old bachelor announced the chap:er'as

HOUSEKEEPING.

“ Look af the woman here, with the new sonl
- Like my own Psyche's * fresh upon her lips
Alit, the visionary butf:erﬂy,'
Waitlng my word to enter and make brighlt,
Or flutter off, and léave all blank gs first.

“Had 1 green jars of malachite, this way
T'd range them—where those sea-shells glisten ebove

Cressets should hang, by right: this way we'd set

The purple earpets, as these mats are laid.”

.

A bt o ot o

promising

A e W e it T
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Happily the gayeties which follow a wedding do not last al-
ways. There is a time to he sober, too, and this Mr. Ellis was
prepared fully to enjoy. Katherine thought she had been long-
ing for it, but the fascinations of her mow life were potent, and
her estimate of sobriety was not always that of her husband.

If conirast be au clement of harmony in married life, no
conple could be better mated. The character of Ellis was one
of remarkable solidity ; his opinions had foundations ; he was
thorough fh every thing. Born to fortune, his tastes had been
cultivated at home and refined by foreign travel ; hig associalos
were select, his intimacies few. How a man of his stamp hap-
pened to be captivated with Katherine Fountain—a girl whose
education had been imperfect, whose few, accomplishments were
of a middling order, whose patural powers were in 2 manuer stag-
nant for want of healthful stimulus and a guiding spirit—we
have already seen. Mr, Ellig's admiration of beanty, and his
firm belief in its significance, had led him to overlook all that
might to a cooler eye have been evident deficiency, in 8o exquisite
a croature, the extreme worth of those who Lad trained her heing
a sort of security that in the deeper accomplishments of the
heart she could not be wanting. A young womau hrought up

under Annt Susaw’s infiuence must have in her the genius of

good wifehood ; Katherine was sincere and not without serious- "

ness ; she was young, and there was ¥ime for every thing, If
she carcd rather disproportionately for. things essentially frivo-
loug, that was natural at her ‘a‘lge. Tt would be her hushand’s
delightful task to regulate and inform her taste, giving to every
object its due place, and gradually replacing the lower by the
higher. If she evinced an undue pertinacity at times, it was

the inmate strength of her character, her high senso of duty, and
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her adherence to what seemed to her right
apply and co is rigidi i joc
. t j)_rm); i nfine this rigidity of will to subjects of importance
ake 1t a most valuable ity, i ose
. alus quality, in a world half
o make valuat alf of whos
8 are sins of vacillation' and want of couraze i
So reasoned our sage lover ; and w i
7 ;
he thought beauty like his w
Her form had anzundul

and constraints of faxl

¢ can hardly wonder that

ife’s must hespealk every virtue,

! ating grace which not all the artifices

o dcmid};?ntu]:ould. have spoiled, and her movements,
te tricks whicl

T g 1 caprice iny
distinetion of sgs aprice mvents for the

disant exclusives, were striking

beauty not enongh prized i S
y enotgh prized in our young wo 1
& women, and whick, when

not, as in this ease
8¢, a natural gift is the frai
o . , 18 the fruit of on
training.  With this CXPressiv s
accorded a face in which coloy
ly that the eye was

¢ elegance of form and motjon
. L] ’
2nd outline harmonized so sweot-

a cluste at a loss to analyze the charm. T was like
stér of dewy blossoms when the mornin

upton it, fusing its loveliness in light. No strong trait of cha
v - ) N )
;c“fr:zsha(? a8 yet writton i-tseﬁ?f Iegﬂﬁﬂy on this delicate Sﬁrfaeet‘-
| ony & .tablet of excellent possibilities. The comploxi ’
was lily-fair, and the cheek tinged only with g oo, o
e-motiou quickened the cloguent blood. In
rine’s face leaned a little to the sad ; for
wholly gay : and this sw ’

g san first shines

flitting rose, ag
expression, Kathe-
delicate beauty is never

ect saduess promiges th
- € sympath:
tenderness whose Jack even beanty fa ympnthy and

ils to
The training of anc supply

houry s . Hmulyhpanfarzafure seems 6 the imagination no
3 . A fs Aiscovered, before he had far passed
e -1c-) of married Iife, that to play th
the transition from girl to woman is'not gn easy one for a |
Y.cmng love prompis praise, and is the happy'pa:rcntl«ofa on
scmust flattery ; and when love as true and tender ventu::scon-

e guiding spirit in

to

It needed only to
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speak another language besides this its first, the seusitive car is

apt to deteet or fancy harshness, in the softest tones that can

frame words of reproof-or even adviee. It was not long before

Katherine began to feel herself wonnded by differcuce of opin-
Her ideal was built up

i

ion, by ohjections, by hesitation, even.
furnished only by her own imagination, and she

of materials
d that a wife who wholly and ardently loved, would

never suspecte
have borrowed from the beloved one a thousand tints and graces
for the fabrie, if not the very foundations. She felt her hus-
band’s superiority with pride, but not withont a sceret and wn-
recognized pain,  He was s0 reasenable | she did not relish the
phintentional compulsion of his calmer and Dbetter regulated
ndture, and in her heart she called it an iron will, never suspect-
ing the adamant of her own, hy. means of which she discovered,
or thought sbe discovered, the unyielding nature of his. Yet

these difficulties were but incipient.  The carly domestie skies

were rosy and tranqull, and only a traified eye could havewlis-
corned in- the horizon the hand’s breadth of cloudy har that
threatened their happy calm,

Mr. Bllig’s fivsé care had been to invite George Fountain to
hecome an inmate of his house, and his foxct to procure for him
_the Lest instruetion, and to give his rveally fine talents every op-

portunity of development. This delighted Katherine, and she

acceded willingly to her husband’s suggestion that she should

take part in sich of George’s lessons as befitted her, for the

sake of regular occupation during a portion of the worning, as
well as to snpply certain deficiencics in her edueation.  This
went on adm:u'ably. Katherine found herself all the wore ab
leisure for this regularity of employment, and the pleasure of
improvement began to make itself felt. Eliis looked on,
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del

- not wanting, He turned Katherine’s attention to books, aud

read with her his favorite authors. Her taste, naturally good,

began to expand under cultivation,
unfolded itself i proportion,

and her discrimination
It was all a delicions voyage of
discovery, through summer seas, touching at islands of adven-

ture and pleasant surprise, with a pilot who possessed the happy

power of guiding the winds and smoothing the waters at hig
will, ‘ ‘

Love at the bhelm and Ppleasure in the breeze,

Mr. Deane was often present at these readings, and contyiba
uted not a little by his taste and knowiedge to their v
interest, while it wag delightful to the young
somewhat to relieve the meluncholy with whic
fortunes and disappoiniments had

ariety and
people to be able
' a serics of . injs-
shadowed his life. Tfe pos-
sessed an easy fortune, but those were gone with whom he
could have enjoyed it, and failing health secmed to his S0mme-
what morbid feelings a reason for not

efforts against the encroachments - of
Fountain he

making more resolute
Sorrow.  In George
always took peculiar interest, A resemblan ¢,
fancied or real, whicll Mr. Deane pl

between George and his lost Son, gave him a wonderful chyrm
in his eyes. Katherine, who was proud of her brother, soon
learned to love My, Deane, and the little P
amicably, and settled into ag habitaal affect;
lived togethep always,

And happy would it have been
could have continued unchanged,
marked by exciting events, yet full

cased himself with tracing

arty moved on ag
on, as if' they had

if' this simple state of things
Such seasons of calm, an-
of pure and wholesome life

ighted; and his own personal part in the lahor of love wag

* ask her to stay with us”
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. lang
d meaning, are the seed time of the future. But the p :
an . . o
of life of those who live in society are much at thebme ¥ "
‘ i i had not been mo
i library in Square
circumstances. The ' o
than a few months the scene of the studies and amusenllc !
1, . _ o e
have mentioned, when Mr. Ellis came in one morning, lo ,
we hav , 1o In one men o
ing blank and almost vexed, and holding in his hand a n
ing blank a
from Mrs. Enfield.: . ' -
“ My sister writes me,” he said, “ that our cousin Mrs ft
: ' + t )
John, of Baltimore, is coming here for o few wecks ; and -
, ing and she is not, we sha
as we are at housekeeping 1
o ‘ This was a compliment the Enfields
ipnific nicnt
often paid their friends—onc of the dignified and conve
‘boarding-hounse existence.
results of boarding . - .
"Katherine suppressed an exclamation of dismay, which she
a“ . k .-
‘ first visit from
ing on the occi®m of a ‘
felt would be unbccomi g : T e
her husband’s relations ; but a Jong perspective of 1ntelru1; - ,
G & . )
dreaded figures o .
i rced goyety, with the t Mr
eonstraint, and force ‘ \ e -
and Mrs. Enfield intermixed, rese up before her startled imag

. = H TS,
nation S}le Ielllembe} )d hELHIlD’ h[‘,ﬂld S()]Hetl“nc” Of W h‘]at M
v

w i ) y renc d
isi » annual recirrence ha
" 8t. John's visits were, and that their ¢

"been one motive for the Enfields’ breaking up housekeeping.
een , ing 1 reep!
“« What shall T say, dear 77 said Ellis, with a smile that had
4 [» <l re b} ‘
; inkle in the eye.
a doloreus twinkle in I
¢ Oh; that we shall be very happy, of course,” said Kathe
: ’ i irit, “ though I own I feel my
rine, smiling hack in the same spirit, o |
K H o »”
incompetency to entertain qu St. John. o
“You need be under no uneasiness on that score,” sal X
i ; er
hushand, ““for Mrs. St. Jobm is a lady who always makes N
usy . Y ‘ .
ishes ];nown and contrives to entertain herself wherever s
wis )

is,”
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ocre ; so she endeavored to excuse herself, but there was no

escape. She felt hersclf to be succeeding pretty well, when
Mrs. St. John exclaimed, ““ My dear Mus. Ellis! T forgot to
ask whether “there are draperies in Eugene’s room. If there
are, I fear I must trouble you to have those removed, too, for 1
would not dare to allow him to sleep under them. His health
is very delicate 1”

Glad to escape the piano-forte, Katherine withdrew to give
the necessary orders. Mrs, St. John surveyed her retreating
form through her glass with the eye of a connoisseur.

“ A beautifal creature 17 she said, encouragingly, to Mr.
Ellis. “ You have really done honor to your taste. She wants
nothing but an air of fashion. Her tournure is clegant, though
I see her maid docs not understand dressing her hair.”

“ She dresses her own hair,” said Mr. Ellis.

«Oh! it iswb possible | Tow very odd! Violet shall

dress it for her, and then you will see the difference.”
. Mzr. Ellis felt that he did not care to sce any difference 3 but
knowing Mrs. 8t. John of old, he did not say so. Katherine
retiirned, after a while, looking, sooth to say, a little flnshed
and uncomfortable. She felt as if she was already half turned
out of her own house. '

After some little delay, the parfy were satisfactorily disposed
of, and the family had retired, when Mrs. St. John’s maid rap-
ped at Mis. Bllies door, saying her mistress could not sleep, and
“would like a glass of champagne. |

This brought, our host began to hope his cousin was now
comfortable for a few hours ; but in o moment a loud shriek
wag heard, and every body was at once in commotion,

Violet had managed to send the champagne cork full in her
9
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mistress’s face, whither a great part of the wine Had followed if.
So the bed was fo be changed, and fomentations to be applied
to the probable bruise, all which oceupied several persons until
near morning. We can hardly say that the young housekeeper
bore all this with perfect equanimf@y. -

‘“ Patience, Katherine dear,” said her husband. “ Mrs, St.
John will settle down after a few days. Change of Iﬁlace
always makes her rather restless at first, but when she gets ac-
customed to us she will become quieter.. She is veally & woman
of many good qualities, spoiled by indulgence ; oné of those
who, instead of restraining their 'Wq,nts, feel it an absolute duty
to gratify them all. That she likes a thing, is a sufficient rea-
son to her for requiring it ; that she does not like another, an

“equally good reason for refusing to put up with it at all. Tn

this way she hag become sensitive to the smallest inconvenience.”

Emerson says that “to him who wears shoes, the whole
earth iy covered Wlth leather ;7 a deep lesson to such as carry
about with them habits Lalculated to do any thing but protect
them against the ronghnesses of life,

Katherine had begim to fecl a little anxious as to what this
disposition of her guest might require of her, but there was
something so imposingly elegant about Mrs, St. John’s manner
of doing the most ungracions things; and she so lavished kind
words and expressions of endearment through all, that there
arose a kind of admiration and wonder which half neutralized

~ the vexation ; and our young wife, imaginative and new to life,

was exeessively suseeptible to such influences. She had already
felt the first springings of an ambition of society, and Mrs.
8t. John offered what was the most needed ag to manner—ex-
ample, which good Aunt Susan and her simple circle had not
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ag that lady did not wish to be dressed a motnent too soou; for
* fear.of faintness, The table was accordmg]y removed to a-room

guranco she ventured to rise, and in just an bour made her ap-

-and soft manners ; wholly untrained, except to follow his own

- ed Katherine, ever alive to whatever stimulates and gratifies the -

&
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“

been able to supply;. So Katherine, occupied in studying her
as a study, soon forgot, spite of private vexations, to judge of her

as a woman.

Breakfast the next morning were no simple affair, easily dis-
patched and soon forgotten. There were so many things to be
changed before Mrs. St. John or her son conld possibly touch a
morsel, and théy had so leisurely o manuer of proceeding, that
the morning was well advanced before it was finished. In the
first place, the lady felt the need of the morning sun, and to

breakfast in a room which did not receive it chilled her for all
day ; this was announced by her maid before Mrs. 8t. John rose,

on the other side of the Louse, and in duc season Mrs. St. John
was notified that breakfast waited her convenience. On this as-

pearaice below, Meanwhile her son had been exploring the
house, spending some time on"the roof with his dog and George
TFountain, and sending his ubhappy black boy upﬁ nd down stairg
for various articles, which he threw into the garden in vain at-

tempts to indnce the too sensible brite to jump after them This
Eugene was & handsome creatnre, with hiy mother’s sofi eyes

inclinations ; but by nature amiable endugh, and not devoid of v
ability. What with personal beauty and elegance of dress and
manner there was a splendor about them both that soon fascinat-

msthetic facnlty. Not all the airs they took or the trouble they
gave conld wholly disgust her, though her husband often looked

e i s N U S AR
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at her, surprised that she could endure unrofffed what was to his.

sense of propriety and kindnesy-so trying.

Breakfast over, and all the heatings and coolings and toast-
ings and fannings requived by Mrs. St. John happily accomplish-
ed, the hostess proposed to show her the house, which, being the
still fresh fruit of her taste, was a sabject of some little natural

pride. Kugenc and his dog accompanied them, in a skirmishing

sort of way—in and out, before and after them, and making the
tour as much in the way of exercise as of examination,

“Engene, my love !” said his mother, “you shouldn’t let

your dog jump on those ewshicns ! There ! he is on the bed

You must veally restrain him. Yeu indulge him too much.”

“0h he's quite cleﬁn, mamma, I assure you,” said Eugene ;
“he has been well washed this morning.” )

* But perhaps he is damp, my dear.”

“(h, 1 fancy not !* .

Certain tracks on the pillows spoke to the point, but the
dog was allowed to continue his innocent gambols. '

Mrs. St. John admired judiciously, but found something to sug-
gest in every room ; and Katherine seemed to herself to be une
der the influence of some magic eyesalve, so much did her
grest’s remarks enlighten her as ta the possibilities of her house.
Of the library, however, Mrs, St. John expresséd ungualified ap-
probation ; it was s0 quiet, so charmingly fitted up, and, open-
ing into the conservatory, had the aspect of perpetual summer.

“You must pcsiti‘vely'let this be my domain while T stay with

u you,” she said ; “it is quitc a little snmmer heaven! I adore

books and flowers, and then this bay-window on the garden, and
this Juxurious divan—O ! you must really let me have a little
bed here ; a mere sofa, or something of that sort. I don’t mind
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what it is, in such a delightful place,~-though while we are put-

ting up a bed, it is certainly just as casy to have it a comfortable

one. You will, dearest Katherine, won’t you? you are o ami-

able'th‘ant one is not afraid to ask you for any thing I” ‘ |

et —

Katherine muemured something about the library’s being her

husband’s peculiar gronnd, but Mrs. 8t. John with the most in-

-
o BT

ginuating smile, said, turning to Ellis, “OL, Henry will not

TR i S

mind 1 He knows my odd ways, and will indulge me, ¥ know 17

SRy

' And the thing"was settled, mem. con., and the state bedstead

T e,

l} ‘ which, with its delieate drapery, Katherine had thought the

" pretiiest thing that ever was seen, camé inglorious into the li-

brary, shorn of its Lonors, and looking ouly eumbrous and sadly

out of place. The removal of the bed hronght with it that of

- most of the furniture that belonged to it, and a general turn-out

in the libraxy cunsued. But the pleasure expresséd=by Mrs. St

John was considered, by herself at least, ample consolation.  “I

shall be o happy heee 1 she said ; “T shall hardly know when

40 leave yon I

And truly she seemed guite content in her new quarters, dis-

covering every day some new mode of rendering them still morve

. eomfortable, such as begging Mrs. Kllis to allow Egg\cne to oc-

L cupy a small room adjoining, which had been used- for some of
‘ " the morning lessous, now alas | quite broken up.  We need not .

“ ' go further into particulars, but leave Mrs. St. John's ways to

the reader’s imagination,

What is more important, Fugene became guite inseparalile

from George’ Fountain, whose studies were pursued but nomi-

nally after the arrival of these absorbing guests. Every day

brought its plans and pleasures ; Mrs. St. John had a large cir-

ele of fashionable friends, and the once guiet house in
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Square was the rendezvous of many f’ery elegant and important
people, who professed to have no business in life. Mr. Deane
and all sober friends were in the shade, at least, while the Xn-
fields and their set reigned triunfphant. Parties followed parties,
for Mrs. St. John's delicacy of health never prevented her going
any where, and Katherine could seldom be excused from accom-
panying her, ’"

“T shall stay with you so short a time,” would the fair guest
Bay ; “you must gratify me ! Do, darling.” And truth to say,
Katherine soon was nothing loth,

A new world was opening npon her—a world of imposing ele-

gance;, accomplishment, enjoyment, and, above all, admiration,
for in it her beauty was as if new found. 'That all this proved
intoxicatiug, who can wonder? Exquisitely dressed, with the
aid of her husband’s ‘indulgehce and Mrs. St. John’s practised
~ taste, Katherine found herself every where “the cynosure of
neighboring cyes,” and in those eyes she read such confessions
of her loveliness as not all the more measured: and principled
admiration of her husband could counterbalance. She even be-
‘gan—oh 1 ungrateful heart of woman l—to fancy that Ellis had
never done her justice. "The voice of flattery is louder than the
tender whisper of affection ; the praise of indiffcrenee far bolder
than the delicate homage of respect. Mr. Ellis saw with pain
his wife’s gradual subjection to the influence of frivolity, but in-
stinctively forbore direct vemonstrance. Mrs. St. Johns power
of faseination, her ceaseless efforts to draw Katherine into ‘the

circle in which she herself delighted to move, and the soft grace

with which she turned aside whatever objection he eccasionally
interposed when some new entertainment was talked of, quite
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that with that much desived era he might once more find his
wife all his own.

Philosophize as we may about the folly of yielding to social
compnlsions, they exert inmmense power over us all ; and, once
within their charmed circle, cscape requires a degree of resolu-
tion poésessed by few. Why did not Henry Ellis at once rein-
state his household gods, and banish by a word the unconscious
troubler of his peace ?  'Why did he allow his wife—young, beau-
tiful, and inexperienced—to be caught in the vortex of faghion-

. able life, which his soul detested ?

These were perhaps some of the reasons: Mrs. 8t. John's
annual visit was usually a short one ; she was a widow, and
Henry one of her very few surviving relations. She was not a
person of evil intentions, and her manner was so gentle and per-
suasive that to offend her would have scemed brutal, There was
ﬁothing of positive and obvious evil threatened ; Katherine’s
manners were so pure and uncxceptionable that no breath of
glander could approach her ; her husband could only ohject to
some loss of her society, and as this was voluntary on her part, his
pride demurred a little at the thought of complaint.  ILe suffered
certainly some feeling of estrangement ; his affection was disap-

. pointed, but of this Katherine seemed and was wholly uncon-

‘scious, because she really knew little of the nature of deep and
exclusive attachment. In this way the thing went on from day ../
to day, Mrs. St. John raling and overruling, Ellis secretly un-
comfortable, not to say miserable, and-—Katherine perfectly
happy.

Upon the int’igiacy of the two young men there seemed to be
scarcely any check within the power of Mr. Ellis. He advised

baffled him. He resolved to await his cousin's departure, hoping George, continually, and endeavored to induce him to pursue
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his studies with some regularity ; but without apparent perversé-
ness, the young man yet managed to elude the kind care of his
brother-in-law.  Brothers-in-law are not usually‘very bold er
very welcome advisers of young men.  Aunt Susan and Uncle
Ashmore were alarmed and unhappy, and remonstrated, but with
as little effect. George’s friend; Mr. Deane, who might-in his
prime have had an iuflucnce over George for good, had becn so
weakened by affliction that he ageravated the ovil by supplying
him with the money required for a participation in young St.
Jl'ohn’s expensive Labits. Expense was the worst feature of
those habits as yet ; vice was only in erspeetive ; hr ex-
pense would have been out of theyquesptionp fer. (30,01‘);:, S;;tl;{?:t

tl'ae injudicious indulgence of Mr. Deane. Riding and driving, -
’.

trying and buying, comparing and exchaﬁging horses, formed
the present passion of Tugene, and in these fancies he found a
ready coadjuter in George, characteristically ineclined to the.
same indulgence ; and the two young men immediately drew
about them several of like tastes and worse ones—the ; Yery com-
panions from whose influence and example George Fouatain
with his personal advantages, his facility and his disposition t(;
pleasure, required to be most carefully shielded.

Before the day fixed for Mrs. 8t; John's departure la‘rrived
* she began to complain of her eyes. ‘She could not imagine how-
she had injured them ! but those who observed her late hours
and her general imprudence and self-indulgence, did not find it
very surprising that they exhibited symptoms of inflammation.
Here wa¢ a calamity ! A celebraled oculist was immediately
consutted, a dark room was preseribed, and a whole row of vials
displayed. -Such cartainings and screenings !’sueh contrivings
of delicate nourishment, that the doctor’s views and Mrs, St.
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Johi's might he made to harmonize, the former forbidding
every thing but what was simple, the latter resolutely deter-
mined to taste nothing that was not delicious. The house was
like a hospital, although the disease was no more severe than
many a woman in different circumstances finds compatible with
the full performance of all her houschold dutics. Katherine’

was wholly taken up with her friend’s misfortune, and learned
to speak of it in termg no less exaggerated than her own ; while

‘Fllis felt almost reconciled to the prolongation of the visit, by

the cireumstance which kept both ladies at home.

But George Fguntain paid dearer for the detention, for he
became more and more deeply acquainted and engaged with a
sch of dissolute young men, decent in exterior, but in reality in-
fected with every vice. Ellis ,in vain cudt,avm ed to keep
advised of his movementg, and to convinee Mr. Deane of the
“danger of his protégé.  Mr. Deanc contented himself with the
hackneyed observation that ‘young men will be young men,’
continued to supply George with money, and allowed it to be
generally understood that he meant to make him his heir.

This gave the finishing stroke to George Fountain’s self-re-
‘straint. ~ Mr. Deane had indeed but a moderate fortune, but to
a young man who had never had command of money it secmed
inexhaustible. A short carcer of extravagance proved perfeetly
intoxicating to Gleorge’s unbalanced mind, and before the state
of Mrs. St. Johw’s eyes permitted her depmtur he had

launched out into the most absurd expenses, and bhecome one of
the lcaders of the set in whose wake he had at first timidly fol-
lowed. Dress wag with him a mania, although he professed to
dislike ladies’ society ; to be ‘stylish’ had become his highest
ambition, and the imitation of ‘ fast’ men his only study. Tven

™
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Katherine, although the fashionab nonchalance he had acquired

rather dazzled her, secretly feared a moral change for. the

worse ; althongh she habitually defended her brother from what

.she called and thought the severe Judgment of her hﬁsb#nd

ncfore experienced friends regarded George and his pursuits ané;

1 his companions with grief and foreboding. The experien;ze of

Mr.. and Mrs. Ashmore, joined with their unworldly purity of
estimate, filled them with the saddest prognostics. o

*“He will be just like his father 1 said Aunt Susan, weeping.

Unbappy the son of whom the good say this with tears of
gorrow | b '

—

b Rememberl, ;adies, that T am all anxiety,” said Mr. Berr
a8 the reader ceased. “I have heard of a young Ia..d why;
after much flutter and announcement ‘ came out. but ﬁslrldiu :
th‘at nobody paid her any attention, went in @ga;.in., No;v as mg
:iebm‘. was a f&inre, I think I have shown encrmous courage iz

c?mmg out’ a second time ; so pray be mereifal 1” -

They were so, of course, for could they expeet human nature
to endure another rebuff?  They [)rafsed the chapter

With many a word of kindly cheet,
. In pity half, and half sincere,

“If it is too long,” said Mr. Berry, “give me some credit for
not going on and finishing the story, as I was strongly tempted
to do. One gets so interested in these things.” ) e

Fate selected Mr. Shelton next, and it was in vain he ureed
that the chapter contributed'\by Fyeria ought to satisf \gthe
law—hushand and wife being one. He was cntangled iuylong
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wregths of grape-vine, and led to the. House of Industry by
laughing girls, while Mr. Berry, enjoying his reluctance, cried—

% a, Apollo! floats his golden
IEair, all mist-tike where lie stands ;
‘Whilg the muses hang enfolding
Kuee and foot with faint, wild hands ¥
Meath the clanging of thy baw,
Niobe looked lost as thou!”

The only grace the victim could obtain was leave that Igeria
should share his seclusion. This was mere policy, for he would

"have done nothing but doleful things else.

t What boots the canning pilot's skill
To tell which way to shape their course,
When he that steers will have his will
And drive them where he Jist, perforee.
8o Reason shows the truth in vain -
' When fond Desire as king doth reign.”

Once more in undisputed possession of his wife's sotiety,
Heunry Ellis set about a return to the habits of life that had
been productive of so much happiness before Mrs. St. John's
arrival. Masters were recalled, the library restored to its'
proper calm, and the morning hours once more devoted to ime
provement. But where was the, presiding spirit of the placeand
hour? Her graceful semblance indeed was there ; she would
not unamiably resist her hushand’s wishes ; bat she counld not
recall her interest in the pursuits which had begun to charm her
before she ate of the tree of the knowledge of admiration and
excitement, Musie alone sho continued to pursue with enthusi-
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asm, beeause she liked it ; that she did not like other things
was now quite sufficient reason for declining to attend to them,
George, taking shelter under her example, disliked almost
every thing too; and Ellis had the vexation of finding his
wishos thwarted and his judgment practically contemned, by
those whom of all others he sought to benefit, *He remonstra-
- ted, but Katherine only wepl, and Georgo poﬂtua. He offered
to make any change in plans, modes or teachers, but nothing
was proposed. - This passive resistance was too much for even
his paticnce, and he gave up. He returned gradually to his
own favorite employments, and left his wife to hers, not without
a feeling of disappointment, as if a cloud had come between
him and the sun of his lifo, With George, however, he coytin-
ued to struggle, as he would have done with a predetermined
suicide. ITe accomplished at last the great object of removine
the young man into the family of a clergyman in the countryc
with whom he was to study for at least onc year, Mr. Dean(;
promising that during that period his now adopted son should
Teceive no money heyond a certain stipulated‘ allowance, suffi-
cient. for necessary expenses, .
When it was time for the gay world to retreat into the coun-
try for -the summer, Ellis proposed to his wife a tour which
should embrace several of the most striking points of interest,

and give him at the same time an opportunity of introducing
her to a beloved _sister, whom the accidents of life had placed
m & remote county, where she lived in that sort of unsuperflu-

-ous state which, while it allows ecomfort, forbids much journey-
ing, and renders the occasional visit of a dear friend balm for@
whole year. |

“ My sister will he delighted to see you,” said he, “and she
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really has a right to see you. I engage beforchand that you
shall love her, for you cannot help il. She is the most loveable
creature in the world, and I long to see the two beings I love

"best towether, Then you have never scen the White Mountains,

nor the Lakes, nor Niagara—"

“ Nor any thing,” said Katherine ; “but I was in hiopes you
would be disposed to go to S . Mrs. Ainslic and Mus.
Hartington and Madame de Blainville are going there, and all
the Prestons and Miss Demarest—every body, in short.”

It there was any thing that the sonl of Henry Klhis lated, it
was o mere fashionable watering place, with “ every body” for
gociety—a summer sojourn which owes its sole charm to the
mowentary caprice of a few leaders of ¢on ; without recommen-
dations of secnery, of healthfulness, of agrceable walks and
rides, or any thing else that rational hman beings should cou-
sider in choosing a place of retreat from the wearing excite-
ments and unhandsome emulations of the city.

¢ 0 Katherine,” he said, “is it possible you can like such a
place as S- 1 Surely, dear love, you have had enough of -
the fatigue of ‘company and dress this winter | You arc thin—
you need 1'ecruitillgmrcl)ose;”

“ Travelling is not repose, I am sure,” said Katherine, with
an air somewhat tinctured with displeasure.  “ If you think I
deed nothing but repose, we had better stay at homg”

Lllis felt pained by her manner, and by her forgetting to no-
tice his desire to visit his sister. She remembered this efter-
wards, and said she would make his sister a visit if he wished it,
—and with this rather ungracious consent he contented himself
as best he might. The result was a sort of compromise,—six

weeks at , and then a short tour and the proposed visit.
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people who have-no desire to belong to the fashionable world,
i borrow no charm from it.”
ani ;Vl:zr;;;'o;d them,” said Katherine, pettishly ; « 1 kno:w
plenty of disagrecable good people, but I find no pleasure in
their society.” |
an sighed. ’
f:fl'l taISIu;;‘cnool pgeOple were like you, dear Aun{;i,”——she added,
repenting 3 “ but some of them are so-unlovely l” . - J
“There are worse sing.than sins against taste,” said Mr. bl.
“ Allowing that good people are not as cm:eful to be agreea i:f
as they ougbt to be, it may still be a quesmon' whether our vld
tue is not safer in their company.- The- expemer.lce of tlhe WOI(; !
says yes. It tells us of the insidious evils of .a life of p. eas.ur“.j
“You speak as if pleasure meant vice,” said Kath(.‘.rme ,t :
think. it means beauty, and grace, and innocent eXBltel.llCtl, ,
whatever gratifies our taste without doing %lmy b(.)d.y harm, .
“1 quite agree with you, dear,” Ellis replied, willing 1:0I S-OOb -
the irritation which he saw reddening the cheek of his . uer
loved ; *“ there is only a question of amount PetWeer}E;. fmm.
estimate is the same, but T should perhaps differ a little ‘ t
you as to the prominence-to be given to 131e§sure as a pm;s;u;f.
I enjoy it most when it comes incidentally, and as the resu

‘ L ; ) . O
~ other pursuits, and T cannot but think you will one day do s

too.” , o w
He stopped, for he hated to seem to lecture, and his wife for
bore to reply, for she did not wish to be convinced. A moment
after, he asked,-——~
“Kate, dear, did you ever read Wordswortli’s Ode to

Duty 2 : '

Katherine said “No.”
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“Pray read it, love ; I consider it one of our daties to learn -

it by heart. You brought & stanza of it to my mind—

“There are who ask not If thine eye
B¢ on them; who, In love and truth
Where no misgiving is, rely
TUpon the genial sense of youth ;
Glad hearts! without reproach or blot,
Who do thy work and know it not !
Oh! if, throngh eoafidence misplaced,

They fuil—thy saviag arms, dread Power, around them east!”

Eatherine blushed, and tears filled her eyes. Ellis, drawing her
tenderly towards him, went on :

“Berena will be our days, and bright
And happy will our nature bs,
When Love is an unerring light
And joy its own security.
And they a Llissful course may hotd
Even now, who, not unwisely bold,
Live in the spirit of this creed,

Yet seek thy firm support, according to their need.”

Katherine smiled up into her hushand’s face through her tedrs,
fecling, she knew not why, as if a new chord had been struck
between them. Ilow often is poetry the interpreter between
heart and heart that might otherwise be slow to understand
each other |

‘I sometimes think you don't sympathize with me,”. she
said.

“Do you ever think your happiness is not mine ? that I havé
a wish separate from you? - Naughty girl! T set you the
whole Odg to Duty as a task, and command you to repeat it to
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me this day weck, Madame Florette and the whole army of
dress-makers to the contrary notwithstanding.”
“ Ah—1I see’ you think I am wholly occupied with dress-

“makers and nonsense |”

“Ben Jonson says ‘rich apparel hath strange virtues; it

maketh him that hath it without means esteemed for an excel-

lent wit; he that enjoys it with means puts the world in

remembrance of his means ; it helps the deformities of nature,
gives lustre to her beanties, and makes a continmal holiday
where it shines” Queen Elizabeth had three thousand gowns,

and she was a wise woman surely 1”

. Katherine was not above Lalf satisficd with this gay answer.
She detected in it something like contempt for the pursuits of
which her heart confessed the charm. ' But the affection that
glowed and sparkled in her husband’s eyes almost consoled her

~for the satire. Aunt Susan inguired about the journey and the

time of return. .

“ And Greorge is not to come home until October ¥

“ Not on any consideration.”

“You will certainly be here in time for Mary’s marriage 7

“ Certainly—without fail ! Nothing would tempt me to miss
dear Mary’s marriage.” ' ‘

Mary Ashmore was to be married in October to a junior

‘p;,rtner of her father, “ not rich,” Aunt Susun said, “ but good "

Dear, good Aunt Busan ! who had been able to live half way
through this gilded, tinsel, hard world of ours, not only uncor-
rupted by its cold and false maxims, but absolutely untinged

“by its pervading colors. Katherine, though partaking of her

nature, had yet some different elements in her composition ; so
the Ellises went to S~ |
10
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In its best aspect, life at a fashionable W’&Eering-placé isa

seene of ““strenuous idleness.” Days undivided by regular em-

ployment are necessarily long, and it thercfore becomes an object.

to kill Time. Towards this all ingenuity is directed—self-inter-
est stimulating the invention of hotelkeepers, and necessity that
of their guests,—until at length killing Time becomes a pursuit,
and thus satisfying—in some sort—the éraving of nature,
appeasesher reproaches.  We have heard of gentlemen racing
snails, and betting on push-pin, and ladies playing jack-straws
and gambling privately for bonbons, as vesources against ennui ab
a watering-place ; but these stories must refer to more simple
and innocent days than ours. Idleness is no longer the worst
sin laid at the door of fashionable summer recreats. Idlenessis
supposed, in some codes, to be a very commendable thing, in
summer ; a wholcsome let-up after the laborions excitement of
the winter ; & salutary sle-p of the over-wearied powers, driven
to their utmost tension during the remainder of the year ; and,
perhaps, allowing the strain to be necessary, the unbending of

the bow is necessary too. But idleness is a medicine that must

be pure in order to le elficacious. Tt will not do mixed with
the most pernicious stimulants—the concentrated essence of the
drugs that did the mischicf. We canuot cure the effect of late
hours, '1101,nneopathically, by sitting up later ; neutralize the ex-
travagance of the winter by the greater extravagance of the
sunuper, or wipe out, by new flirtations, the scandal of the old ; -
nor can we atone for the unwholesome practices of nine months
of the twelve, by still greater outrages upon nature during the
other three. Rural retirement is indced salutary to jaded
spirits ; rural sights and sounds are balm to world-wearied
senses 3 rural quiet a lifespring to exhausted brains. But it is

o et T
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* the farth-house, or the plain, rural residence, or the exhilavating
" tour : not the gay season at a great hotel, that can yield these.
Contrast the life of fashion at a watering-place, haunted by
\thosc who seck in the country only a meaner city, with this
beautiful pic’iiire of swamer hours renewing.a mind worn with

noble labors.

How often, hithler wandering down,
My Arthur fornd your shadows fair;
And shook to all the liberal alr

The dust and din and steam of town!

A j‘uy to liimn, in this retreat
Imimantled in ambrostat dark,
To drink the csoler air, and mark

The landscape winking througis the heat,

Nor less 1t pleased, in livelier moods,
Beyend the hoanding hill to stray,
And break the livelong summer dzy

With banquet in the distant wouds;
' *
W

Whereat we glanced from theme to theme,
Discus-sed the Booeks to love or nate.
Or tonched the changes of the Btute, ;
Of threaded some Socratic dream.

But if I praised the busy town,
e loved to rail against it still,
For, % ground in yonder social mill,

We rub aeach other's angles down,

And merge,” lio said, “in form and gloss
The picturesque of men and man,”'——
No wonder that Katherine and her husband came to soch
different opinions as to the best way of passing the summer,
when his ideal was that of the poet, while hers was shaped by

the counsels —-conscious and anconscious—af—Mrs, St. John,
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“The sources of thought multiply beyond ealeulation the
sourees of feeling, and, mingled, they rush togeﬁher in a torrent
deep and strong.”

Much of cultivation must yet pass inte the murmuring eur-
rent of our yonng wife's thoughts, before she will discover her

true self. Certain vases of rare and delicate device are so con- .

trived as not te diselose their most precious beauty antil wine is
pouved into them, and a lamp’s rays set streaming through their

magic enamelling. High romantic love was the wine that Kath-

erine’s nature ueeded, and Love the lamp that must give life to

her toveliness. A present the outward filled and occupied her
wholly—net, indeed, withont an occasional misgiving as to the
dignity and permanence of her pleasures, but with an intoxica-
tion that dvowned importunate thoughts, = Her husband, Seefng
her error, wai%cd with a neble patience for the awakening,
Firm in his ereed that beanty so harmonious as hers must have
a deep and sacred signilicance, he watched the fusing elements
of her character, as the alchemist of old time gazed reveren-
tially into the erncible which was te give to his longing . eyes
pure gold or the solvent of all mysteries. The image of 'what
she wonld be was drawn so clearly on his heart, that whatever
seemed for the moment to differ from it was but as a passing
shadow, sure to leave the picture unchanged, or enly the
brighter for the momentary eclipse. Katherine felt some secret
undefined conseionsness of this, and had already learned to seck
approbation in her hushand’s eye, or to avoid that eye when she

felt it would not give the response she began te covet ; but the

bewildering round of emptiness in which she was now engaged,
drew her, by new attractions, further and further from this her
better home and centre, and the people with whom she assoei-

S
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ated managed very soon to give her husbaud in her eyes the air

~of o sort of Mentor—of undeniable wisdom, but given to incon-

venient applications of it ; a person to he propitiated rather

than satistied ; one who mis_tobk lack of sympathy for disappro-

batien, and inc:@acity to enjoy for moral distaste. Like a

rchild’s fairy pinnace on a summer sea, Katherine flitted before

the silly gale; but there was all the while, lying under the

waves, a strong though slender threud, Jeading to a kind and

judicious hand, ever ready to draw the frail bark 1o iis baven .
of safety on the approach of danger. ‘

Happy wife ! to be so loved by such a heart. Happy hus-
band | whose calm Love itself could not unbalance ; whose
tenderness 'was not' weakness, nor his guiding restraint ; who
could respéet difference and walt for assimilation ; tempering
decision with indulgence, and jealously watching his own deepest

convictions lest they should tend to oppression.

Thus ended the chapter of Mr. Shelton, on which the judges
took occasion to quiz him a little, becanse he secmed s0 knowing
about the tactics of married life, aud especially the whims aud
perverseness of young wives, ‘

“ 0, my wife hielped me, youknow ! he said ; “she knew by
ipstinet all abeut being perverse, although she has not begun to
practise it jfet, I consider it very fortunate that I hit upon
just such a subjecty ‘forewarned forearmed,’ you know. I
bave her renunciation of all that’s naughty, under her own’
hand.” ‘

The chapter beiﬁg accepted, Miss Ingoldsby was at last
chosen scribe. ‘
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“It i3 too bad,” she said, “that I, who know nothing of

married life, should be fated to this chapter, where of course
our young wife must behave shockingly, It will really go
against my convictions, for it seems as if it would be easy to be
good, with such g husband.”

“Don’t you know that your very good men always have bad
wives " said Mrs. Whipple~—

“ What a horrible Hibel upon our sex !” exclaimed Mrs. Mar-
ston. “If you mean weakly indulgent men, who are too indo-
lent to treat their wives as if they were rational beings, T agree
with you ; but I do not call those good husbands! A certain
kind of indulgence is merely covert insult to the supposéd weak-
ness and inesmpetency of the woman. I thiuk eur * Woman’s
Rights’ people quite right in protesting against consideration
which is not respect.”

“ But we are not making our hero a merely indulgent hus-
hand—"

‘ Pray make him a man, while you are about it ;” said Mr.
Ingoldsby, “not a milksop, so in love with his wife’s pretty face
that he makes a baby of her N

“I should like to see what kmd of a hero you would draw,
papa,” replied Hlinor, laughing,

“ A fine sturdy fellow, with a will of his own,” éuiﬁ the old
gentleman ; “one that wonld have no nonsense! One that
would have blown Mrs. 8t. John sky-high! This Ellis lets
every body walk over him.”

“Wait for the end,” said the several authors—and Mr. In-
goldshy seemed quite content to wait. |

Miss Ingoldsby’s ehapter was called
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VENTURINGS,
If ve are foir
Mankind will ¢rowd about yon, thick as when
The tull-faced moon sits silver on the sea,
The eager waves 1t up their gleaming heads,
Each shouldering for her smile,

After a fortnight at 8——, Mr.. Ellis was obliged to return

to town on business, and just as he was considering how best to

leave Kathering in that giddy whirl, to his no small vexation
‘Mrs. 8t. John and her son arrived

“ Now there will be no d1ﬂmulty n__said Mrs, Ellis.

Her husband said nothing,
" “Kugene can go with us every where,” said Mrs, St. Johu.

There was but one direction in which it would have pleased -
Mr, Ellis to sce the young man escorting his mother—viz.
directly back to Baltimore

“ Be prudent, dearest,” said the anxious husband, at parting ; ‘

* 2 - .
“ you are in a nest of eruel slanders and envies. Do not think

me over-careful if I advise yon not to join in any party of pleas-

ure while T -am absent—-"

“ You make me think of Blue-Beard,” said Katherine, laugh-

ing.
. Take care, then,” said I’lhs “That Mrs. St. John does not

prove a ‘ Sister Anne’ 7

Tt would have been a treat to s cynical observer to watch

Mrs. St. John's course at S ; to see her, whom no luxuery
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of appointments could satisfy, cooped uwp in a wretched little
nook ; her, whose delicacy at table almost prevented those about
her from enjoying any thing, seated at a reeking, buzzing, scuf-
fling dinner of hundreds, where the ntmost vulgarity of manners
and costume made elegance look tame, and taste faded, in com-
parison ; her,” for whose puvaey no drawing-room could he
closely enough curtained from the light of commen day, seatod
in a staring parlor or walking a public puzza surrounded by
strange women, and stared at by smokmn‘ men.  The shadowy
and shrinking feebleness of last winter was changed into o de-
fensive manner, as of one who must be prepared for emergen-
cies and impertinences ; the. calm self -complacency which had
distingunished her maintien where there was no threatening of
direct rivalry, had changed into an anxions look, which watched
and weighed cach new-comer with painful or exulting self-com-
parison. People, like pictures, have their own proper 1ights;
and in the glaring cross-lights of & Mrs. St. John's grace
and charm were nearly lost. Tiven to Katherine’s apprehen-

sion, much of her goddess-ship slid off by such rude contact ;and

Mrs. St. John, though still and ever the “glass of fashion,”
sank down among the approachables, and shared her pedestal
with several other rulers of the hour, as well farnished as her-

self with all that commands the liphomage of places like
B

The amusement first proposed after Mr. Elfis's departure was -
tableaur, and instantly the question arose, Is a tableaux party
8 ‘“party of pleasure ?”

o Demdedly not,”" Mrs. 8t. John said ; “a party of pleasure
meant going away somewhere, while thls was to be held w1thm
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doors. A party of pleasure involve.d risks, quite out of the
queétion in this case s and tebleauz in particular, though rat'her
out of fashion, were so elegant, when properly (i. c. expensive-
Iy} doue, and so free from all objection even to the most fastidi-

" ous, that they could not be included in Mr. Ellig's prohibition.”

« Tt was not prohibition,” Katherine said ; “it was only ad-
vice.” : o
«« A1l the same thing, my dear ! A husband’s advice is like
a royal invitation—equivalent to a command. But as these tab
leaux cannot possibly be construed into an infringement of the

Awfal rule, supremacy and sway,

that you scem o think his prerogative, I hope you will not re-
fuse and so disoblige us all. It must require animmense amount
of amiability to be #o submissive! Happily for me, my poor
husband Ziled me to be independent. He never interfered with
my wishes any more than T did with his. He thought me quite

- competent to judge for myself.”

(i 80
«T dare say you were so,” said Katherine; “I am nof

gure with regard to myself.” .
“TWhat sweet meekness] You arc really the model wife, I

declare I” 4 . -
“ Henry has had so much more experience,” snid Katherine,

# and bis judgment is so much better than mine, that T always

feel bound to obey his wishes”
“QObey ! oh dear! I thought #kat word was forgotten, by

even the most dutiful wives.” .
tCall it what you will,” replied Katherine, who felt a fittle

mortified at having used so old-fashioned an expression, “I think
it right to be guided by his advice.”
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“Your good aunt brought you up charrﬁinwly, my dear, 'm;d
your hushand ought to be much obliged to her for it. Butwh
will you put such things in his head 7 This is the very time tf)r
establish your position ; if you begm now-—and of your own ac-
cord—for T am sure Henry does not desire it ,~—to play the child
towards him, yon wust do it all your life, for men never yield an
inch once gained.”

This idea of competition was new to Katherine, but it did not‘
wholly displease hor, Mrs. St Jolin was so mu,ch older than

hers-elf, and had seen so much of the world, that her opinions.
cartied a sort of weight with them, especially-as they almost

always favor rine'’s inclinati
3 ored Katherine’s inclinations. So the tableaux car-

ried it, the more easily as there was a possibility that Jllis might
return before the day proposed,

“Here is the list,” said Mrs. St J ohn, ag she came into Kath-
eriue’s room, after breakfast the next morning, ‘Joan of Are
in prison’—(Mrs. Vandewater will take that, I know; her tall
masculine figure and black hair will Jjust do.) ‘Buckmghqm
and Fenella '—(that was contrived to give a character to M(ilss
| Pyne-—the great fortune--she will be magnificently dressed, and

she’s a dwarf, yon know ;) ‘ Paul Clifford and his Coanpan;0ns '
drinking —(that’s for the young men.) ‘Faust and Margaret?
was proposed, but that’s so common now, yon know—"

Katherine had never even heard of the eharacters
‘ “T3 i;n’t possible I” Mrs, St. John said. ﬁext comes

Greek fugitives after the massacre of Seio’—that will afford
opportunity for most picturesquo dresses,”

1
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 And where are these dresses to come from at such short no-

tice 7 asked Katherine.
¢ Qh, many of us have fancy dresses, from former oceasions,

~and cvery body has things that can be altered.  Besides, many

elegant materials can be had here. Your maid will casily make
up any thing you will want,”

‘“What character is proposed for me 7

“ We thonght of the parting of Thekla and Max, in Wallen-

stein?

A pm,tmff ! but who would be Max ?”

« My, Mansticll—or indeed any of the tall handsome young
men—"

#Q, indeed you must excuse me ¥ ¢ried Katherine, blushing §
“ any thing of that kind would be quite out of the guestion, I
could not think of it ”

“Pon’t be pradish, my dear I You have only to stand Tn at-
titudes, looking at each other.”

But Katherine’s 1ntura1 sense of pl()})] ity had warned her,
and she stood firm here. “ You must think of something clse,”
she said.

“Well, there is ¢ Exchanging old Lamps for new ones ; the

Princess giving Aladirs lamp to the old magician disguised as

a pedler. That allows a magnificent 'l‘mklsh dress ; and Mr,
Qandford, who has been so many years in the East, bas a book
of Oriental costumes, and can give you every instruction.  Miss
Morgan and her faithful sw ain, Mr, Pratt, will be delighted to
do Max and Thekla”

The dress of unlimited sumptuou%ness decided Katherine, who
andertook the Princess Badroul Boudour, and with the aid of

Mr, Sandford’s costumes and exquisite sng rostions, and the nim-
§ g s
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ble fingers of the most invaluable of French maids, she was ar-
rayed in robes of glory that would have satisfied the Princess
herself. Her dark hair, partly bound in a silver net, was braided
and tasselled with pearls, and her bosom covered with jewels,
{:_row after row, till the the last, with its gorgeous solitaire, fell
below her waist. No glaring colors extinguished the delicacy
of her complexion. All was white, except the ¢ Jjelick” of rose
and silver, and a loose-sleeved robe of soft purple, that gave
beautiful relief to the splendors of therest.  Rich bracelets, and
a fan of white down, the handle of which was studded with
amethysts, finished the costume. No wonder Mrs. 8t John de-

L .
clared Katherine ‘lovely as a dream ;7 no wonder Katherine's
mirror confirmed the sentence. '

Nothing was spared in the arrangements, Practised hands

took ecare of every particular, and not a point was neglected.
Soft, preparative music filled the intervals of darkness and an-
ticipation, and when the curtain was W:thdrawn a fine manly voice
recited a few lines of poetry, dimly tlacmrr out the sentiment of
the tablean. to be announced. When the company were placed,
@ fow notes from the trumpet commanded silence. 'Wild, exalt-
mg' music, dying mto a wail of sorrow, ushered in these verses :

« HeavazE!y guardian, maiden wonder!

Lorg shall France resound the day

When thou camest, clad in thunder,
Blasting thy tremendous way.,”

And Joan of Arc wag annomnced,

' The light and the darkness were so admirably managed that
the ilinsion was almost perfect, and as the curtain cloged on the
beroie captive, kneeling on her straw,—her hands crossed o her.

THE ISLAND STORY. i 15"{

.

bosom, her long hair lying as it were dead on her shoulders, and
her eyes uptarned in prayer,—a tempest of applause shook the
place.. “Encore! Encore !” was the cry—but there were to
be no encores, which are always of questionable po]ucy in tab-
leauz ; so the trumpet sounded and the music went on in a

gtrain half frolic, hﬂ,lf sad, mtroduc.ng Buckingham and Fe-
nella—the courtier in & costume of faultless elegance—the fairy
figure before him half enveloped in a veil of silver gauze, just
llftcll by two snowy arms, so &s to show a magnificent dress, and
a very sweet face, not qnite fery enongh for Fenella’s, This
picture, too, was very successful.

Next came Max and Thekla—pale, desolate, despairing ;

with music of Beethoven and these wailing verses :

# A grief without a pang—void, dark, and drear;
A stifled, death-like, unimpassioned grief,
« Which finds no naturai ontlet or ralief,

In word, or aigh, or tear,

The world is empiy—the heart will die,
There's nothing to wish for beneath the sky1
Thou Hely One! call thy child sway !

1 have lived and loved I

“The performers of this scene were indeed an affianced pair, kept
in long suspense by the tenacious vitality of some unhappy un-
cle or aunt, whose shoes they felt obliged to wait for; so of
course their personation of Max and Thekla gave rise to many
a joke—for to your fashionable joker nothing is sacred. They
made a very cffective picture, but as the subject forbade the
charm of dress, it fell rather coldly after the dazzling scene that
preceded. A few young lovers in their secret Thearts felt its
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power by Sympathy ; but the tompany at large were impatient
for the text,—Paul Clifford and his robbey fricnds, earousing,
This was ushereq in by no Very sentimental strains, but by o
symphony that sounded very mue) like the old Tvish soxng,;
“ Fill the bum}'rb/r- fair 1”7 - )6 poctry wasg evidently designed to
hint at some refincment of 4]0 original idea of the seedle ; it ig

hardly iy the Spirit 6f Paql Clifford’s caronge »
Not with o ray

Bora wiicre e winds of Shirgz play,

Or the fiery blood of the ripe Tokay.

But wine—bring winig,
Flushing bigh“wit) its growth divine,

In the erystal depthg of iy soul to shie

Whase glow wag canght .

From the warmth whiel, Faneys suinmer bronght

To the vintage fields of the Land of Thought}

Panl and hig companions looked v

ety much at home, holding

up brimming glasseg in various attitnges,
Ing a toast op swelling a chorys,
though one of the spectators

as in the act of echo-
The scene wag highly approved,

objected that i ought to lave

here dim wit}, cigar smoke,

made a spleadiq gee

been shown through an atmosp
The ‘Greek Fugitives?

being fresh from & fancy by
The Princess Badroul

e, the dresseg
Il of the past winter,

Boudour came
splendors through which shone the softer light of her heanty,
and contraster artistically with the dark mufffed figure of the
magician, whoge basilisk eyes wore fixed ntensely on hep inno-
cent face. The Voice announced the Op

next, beaining with

iental vision thus ;
Benutiful pre the maids that plide ‘

On surnmmer eve throngh Yemen's glades,

And bright the glaneing lyoks they hige

i
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Beneath thetr litters' roseate vells;

And brides us dolicate and fair
As the white josmine Howers they wear

Hath Yemen in her biissful climes,
W ho, lulled in coal kiosk or hower
Before their mirrors count the time,
And grow stlll lovelier every hous,
-Light as the angel-shapes that bless
An infant's dream, yet notthe lesa
Rich in all woman's loveliness,
* * * ® .
l i i irati s the envi-
Vebement were the manifestations of admiration a o
) i ' treaties for
i i ture, and loud the en
ai this exquisite picture,
ong curtain hid - an @ the s
:ore—only this one ! But this impartial rules e,
ot the oo | rmurs i cparation
I the trunpet drowned applauses and murmurs in prey
and the _
or tha next scene—, _ .
f tle Nell and her Grandfather, beautifully done, by a
e ‘ i her young
igure stooping to her y
i d -a tall, reverend figa
lovely child and a . : | P
face as if to drink new life from its superabundance.
ace as

iri ic foreshadowed thus :
music, the spirit of the picture was

Love, strong ns Death, shall conquer Death,
]

Through struggle made moro glorious ;
This daughter stills her sobbing breath

Renouncing, yet victorions,

Behind the curtain, meanwhilp, a difficulty had' am:;m.deljifz
Henderson, who was to personlai(:é ‘ICa]EySf;‘ir:;);lr;E?i ;;aid)l "

; 8, was taken ill (only hystorieal, 4,
:lclrilr(;fnz])lrjie,ady, and the exquisite c]aSSfic drapery th::.l haIL::
been prepared for her was going a hegging for al,\fI 'ﬁfalml.is .
‘was soon discovered that it would fit nobody hut Lf. d:.ess,ing
she would be “so good ! as to take the‘ trouble o

again—"’
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- Katherine was very réluctanf, but she had not learned to say
no ! so she was disrobed and - draped for Calypso—a name
known to her only through the pages of her school Telemague.

Far lovelier than her castern gorgeousness was this calm, sim-
ple, Greek draping, relieved only by its purple horder and a
i slender tiara of gold, binding the beauteous forehead. The /

, o £
legend ran thus :

Like & merble statue placed,

Looking o'er the watery waste,

‘With ite white, fixed gaze;
There this goddess sits—her eye
Raoised to the unpitying sky '

Tlhere, through weary days,
Mng she asked of yonder main
IIim it will not bring sgain.

. The last picture was that beautiful one from Tennyson’s
¢ Princess,” where

Leaning deep in broidered down, thay sank
Their elbows : on a tripod in the midst

A fragrant flame rose, and before them glowed
Fruit, viand, blossemn, amber wine and gold,

Ida, reclining among her maidens, asks for musie,

And s mald ' . 1 z;
Of those baside her, smate her barp and sang : ’ ?ﬁ B

This group was exquisite, both from the number and grace of
the figures and the perfection of the dresses and accessories.
The song eame in well as an introduction :

Tears—ldle tearse—I known not what they mean—
‘Tears from the depth of somo divine despair—

‘appearing in their fancy dresses. Katherine, swrounded by

was herself for the first time.
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Bise in the heart, and gather to the eyes,
In Iouking on the happy autuwmn felds,

And thinking of the dayathat are no maore,
* * * *

Dear as remembered kisses after death,

And sweet as those by hopeless Fancy foigned
On lips that are for others ; deep as Love—
- Deep as first Love—and wild with all regret— .

O Death jn Life, the days that ave no mere.

The damsel with the harp who

Ended with such passien, that the tear

8he sang of sheok and fell, an{erring pearl,
Y.ost in her bosom—

was Katherine again, whose classic Calypso costume had been
urged as a reason for pressing her info this scrvice, the scene re-
quiring as many characters as possible.
At the conclusion of the fableaux the ballroom wag thrown f
open, and dancing commenced, the characters of the evening ‘

admirers, and excited by the events of the evening, was the
heroine of the hour. Her manner had lost none of its quiet-
ness, but the flush on her check and the -dazzling brilliancy of
her eye confessed the intoxicating power of admiration. Mis.
St.iJohﬁ fed the flame unwea,riedly;:Katherine, she declared,

“The world has never known you yet, my dear! You bave
passed for a pretty woman ; but hereafter you are stamped as a
beauty. You may do as you like after this. Nothing too
bizarre for a beaunty 1”

“Mrs. Ellis, allow me to introduce one of Paul Clifford’s
: 11
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companions,” said Eugene 8t. John, bringing George Fountain
to his sister. A

“ Gedrge I” was all that Katherine could say:

“ Yes, to be sure | why, you're ot a bit glad to see me !
This is giving a pleasant surprise to one’s sister with a ven-
geance | 'What the deunce ails you, Kate 7 Afraid father Ellis
won't like it, eh? can’t help it~he must learn.”

“ But your promise, dear George,” said Katherine, almost in
tears. “ You promised positively—" |

‘¢ Oh, promises made under compulsion are not binding, you

know! We have Paley’s aunthority for that. When I was in

the screws between EKllis and Mr. Deane, I would have prom-
ised any thing, rather than be lectured auy longer. But never
mind all that! You are splendid to-night, I feel really proud
of you. Everyhody is talking about you.” ‘
Katherine blushed. * Hush, George! don’t be so foolish,
You haven’t told me yet how you happened to come.” ,
“(, a bhird of the air carried the matter—I heard there
were to be goings-on here, and I thought I would pop in ubon
you. You did not see me at Paul Clifford’s table, did you ?”
- ¢ No-—surely—"
“T was there, snug enough, but I sat back, for fear seeing
me wnexpectedly might confuge you when your turn came.”

Katherine’s excitement, which had not from the first been

without a secret hackground of uneasiness, had reached its
height and was at the _turning—poin’ﬁ when George presented
himself, and this occnrrence hastened on the hour of'depression ;
g0 that when to the world without she seemed at the top of her
triumph, she was in reality already paying dear for it. She was
too inexperienced to know why, but the events of the evening
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began now to assume a different aspect, and she was ready to
condemn herself for entering inte the matter at all during her
husband’s absence. 'While envy, hatred and malice and all un-
charitableness, were waked into sudden life by her supposed
usurpation of all the honors, she went to bed thoronghly sick

~of herself and every body about her, and when she arose in the

morning and found that George and his companions had thoughi,
proper to ‘make a night of it’—construing into night all the
hours until sunrise—she hegan at once to wish for her hushan’s
return, and to dread the thought of his coming. She had
slightly mentioned the plan for fab/eauz when she wrote him,
but in his daily leiter he had not onee alluded to the subject ;
and though she had disregarded this silent objection, which she
nevertheless understood, yet in the retrospect it made her un-
happy. - So powerful an influence had the firm and manly char-
acter of Kllis established already in the mind of his young wife,
in the midst of boundless indulgence.

-

Two days longer elapsed hefore Mr. BHlis returned—quite long
enongh to allow the fableauz party to have rfpened its fruit of
geandal, misunderstanding and endless t'ttle-tattle. First of all
was the story of a miserable scene of debauch, in which George
Fountain, who had been attracted to S——hy the fableaur, was
the head and frout, and next came a furious chmity on the part
of Miss Henderson against all and several who had heen acces-
sory to the transfer of her part of Calypso ‘o Mrs. Elis. She
was “ porfectly well—only a little agitated—and wonld have been
ready in a few moments, when Mrs, St. John and Mrs. Preston
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seized the opportunity and the excuse to thrust Mrs. Ellisintoit {
And Mrs, Ellis was very ready to consent,—not satisfied with
having the most magnificent dress of all for her own cha,ractor.,
¢he must suatch at the classic one too | the thing was too plain v
And a considerable party of gessips of no partieular charming-
ness took part with the injured damsel, ‘ |

Ou the other hand the war was maintained none the less
kcenly that the party most concerned refrained from all share in
it. 1t was said that envy or jealousy of the Princess Badraul
Boudour was the soul cause of Miss Henderson’s hysterics, and
that she would have conirolled them if ghe had thought any one

else—above all Mrs. Ellis—would be found to take her place, as &

that haffled her plan of creating a sensation by the omission of
one of the scenes promised in the pregramme—ete.

As this was the enly quarrel that concerned our heroine, we

owmit specification of the rest, but they were many.

Mrs. St. John in vain endeavored to persuade Katherine to -

be very guarded in her account of matters to her hughand, and
above all to' conceal from him the visit and L}sgracelof George
Fountain, The first mention of the subject brought a rush of
tears to the young wife’s eyes, and she forstalled the grave ob-
Jjections she somctimes dreaded, by giving ber husband a full
history of the affair from heginning to end, and taking shame

and blame to herself for having been induced to appear in so

public a way without his presence for her shield and sgfety.
Mrs. St. John, whose ideas on some points were, like those of
many persons of her stamp, more vulgar than she fancied,
was shocked to hear Katherine say, weeping—* I will never do
s0 again, IHenry—never 1”7 It was so childish! she said, but
My, Ellis thought it most womanly ; and he felt that his wife
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had never looked lovelier than when, with gentle eyes overflow-

ing, she thus threw herself upon his tenderness, and owned her
need of aid and connscl, in matters which, to coarser apprehen-
sions, might have setmed to nced none. And when, as new
scandals had their fungous growth out of the first, her delicacy
received still deeper wounds, through erucl imputations and the
insinuations of malicious tongues, and she hegged her hushand
to take her from a scene which had now and forever lost all its
charm for her, e blessed the seeming chance whieh bad bronght
about this salutary lesson—a lessen which had done move to-
wards unveiling to Katherine the real spirit of the sociely in-
which she had been ambitious to move, than whole howilics of
advice and warning from her hest friends could have done.
There are no lessong like thase we give aursclves.

In cage onr readers should feel any interest in the after fute
of the Miss Henderson who fignres semewhat conspicuously in
the present chapter, we may wention, in passing, that not lnug
after the wounding of that young lady’s feelings by Mre. Illlis,

. Mr. Ellis obscrved in the papers & notice of her marriage to his

old friend Davidson, who, in his speculations in matrimeny had
made it a peint that Lis wife should be

“ Not radiant to s stranger’s eye—

A creature eusily passed byt

+

Miss Ingoldshy would not stay to hear the crificisms on ber
chapter, but ran away as soon as it was finished. Perhaps she
was ashamed of having made public her idea of wifely duty.

“ Good advice,” said Mzr. Shelton.

“Fine talk !” old Mr. Ingoldshy muttered, (o disguise the
pleasnre he felt, | '
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The lot, now mueh narrowed, fell this time. to Mrs, Whipple,
who declared she had never written a line in her life, but if Miss
Berry would help her— ‘

* Let us be rural, this time,” said that lady ; “T am tived of
artificial life”

Here is the chapter :

LIFE’S LESSONS. .

Henceforth I shall know
That Nature ne'er deserts the wise and pure,
No plot so narrow, be but Na;.m-e there,
No waste so vacant, but mway well employ
Each faculty of sense, and keep the heart
Awaketo Love and Beauty,

Piercefield was a little, eommonplace, country village, boast-
ing few people of any pretension to cultivation, but sitnated in
a romanticaily beautiful part of the country, where, if any
where, Nature might be considered as nmaking amends for the

want of a mere attractive human interest. Mr, Dudley, the

brother-in-law of Henry Ellis, had a large farm on the outskirts
of the village ; a farm so large that it absorbed all its own pro-
ceeds year by year, since the only way to make it a$ all profita-
ble was to cultivate it upon & large scale. This, in & region
where domestic service is considered a degradation, invelved a
most onerons amount of care and labor on the part of the mis-
tress, a devoted wif and mother, who had thrown herself wholly

into her hushand’s plans, and sacrificed herself to the rebuilding

of his fortune and credit without reserve. Katherine found.

Mys, Dudley a woman still in the prime of life ; past the dewy.

freshness of her beauty, but hardly less lovely in its maturity.
The principal charm of her face to the common obgerver was
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A smile that turns the sunny side o' the heari
On zll the world, as if herself did win
By what she lavished—

but there was a depth of expression behind that smile euch as
belongs to a strong character only.
'Thiz lovely, equable temper and these cheerful spirits were
very necessary to Mr. Dudley, who, though a man of seuse, had
 been so depressed by misfortune that it required resolution of
the strongest wing to bear him up. The children looked up to
their father with reverence, bat they ran to -their mother with
love and confidencé ; the whole vitality of the house seemed to
flow from that one gracious source.
It will readily be understood in what light such a sister would
be regarded by Henry Ellig, himself so warm, true,'and good ;
‘of such a sunny temper and such purity of intent. They met,
after loug separation, with a tenderness that only the good and
true can feel ; each looked into the other’s eyes with the sense
of a whole life’s love and memory ; and after & moment’s inquir-
ing pause;one thought of the possible effect of those dividing

',ﬂears,—-theremgnition and the union were perfect—

As when two dew-drops on the petal shake
Teo the same alr, and tremble deeper down,
And slip ‘at ‘once, all fragrant, into aze,

Katherine, very susceptible of all extraneocus influences, soon
felt the power of this one—of goodness dignified by eclegant
manners and high cultivation. The behavior of Mrs. Dudley
under the most irksome duties, was a daily Jesson as well as a
secret marvel to our young and over-induiged wife. I ow such
a woman—full of all elegant tastes and capacities—formed to
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shine in the most refined society—could bring herself to perform
cheerfully the least attractive household labors ; to endure the

most vulgar and stolid minds.about her, and to toil, conselen~

tiously and without the appearance of disgust, for the improve-
ment of even the least hopeful subjects, was indeed wonderful ;
in any country but ours it could hardly scem unaffected. She
was a woman able and willing to “die daily ” to all she prized

of outward grace, hvmg all the while the richest and most

precious life within herself, and giving it out, witheut stint, in
‘blessing all around her, Katherine, who knew little of any but
town life, felt herself in o new and strange school, and hetook
herself to the requisite study, very conscientiously.

Mr. Dudley was a man of many virtues, but also of a gi'eat,
though uncenscious selfishness. "'Whatever his wite did for him
or for others seemed to him no more than her duty, because it
accorded with her whole character ; whatever he himself did
that was comiendable had its full value in his eyes, to say the
least, perhaps from a scerct consciousness of the effort it cost

him to be generous in o single instance. ‘When two such cha- _

racters as his meet in mafrimony, the friction ends in constming
flames, each claiming what the other is least willing to grant ;
but where the selfishness of one is mot by boundless generosity
in the other, there is fitting like that of the cast to the mould—
sharp points at one side finding suitable recessions on the oppos—
ite. No pair conld be better matched—on $his principle—than
Mr. and Mrs. Dudley; and Henry Ellis, while he saw his
“brotherdn-law’s faults, had the satisfaction of thinking his sister
very happy, She felt that she was born “not to be ministered

unto, but to minister ;” and she accepted her lot with wonderful
_satisfaction.
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o, too, the life they led at Pierceficld seemed, to his better
regulated judgment, one of great respectability and usefulnes‘s,
instead of a mere Joss and burial, as Katherine called it. Their
fortane, moderate as it was, and reguiring the strictest economy,
was much superior to that of their neighbors ; their cultivation
and refinement, and of course their resources, infinitely greater.
Their influence, theréfc_n'e, was powerful for good, even though
the people about them did not willingly defer fo them. There
is, unhappily, in the ruder portions of this land of liberty of
ours, an aversion to superiority of any kind—especially to that
of mind and manners ; but as Providence has made the influ-
ence‘ of such superiority -inevitable, it tells on even the most
ungracious subjeets. Then Mrs. Dudley’s extreme kindness of
hedrt and manner ; her devotion to the sick and suffering ; her
generous disposition, and the simplicity with which she was
content to live, made her, personally, very popular, and gave
the greatest foree to her kind hints and suggestions of improve-
ment. Without the harshness of Mrs. Mason, in the ¢ Cottag-
ers of Glenburnie,” so long the type of the lady Mentor in low .
and coarse life,——who is described as saying the rudest things in
her zeal to make people polite,—Murs. Dudley contrived, in a
thousand ways, to contribute to the civilization of all who came
in her way, principally by example, but also by precept, when
she could contrive to soften the implied reproof by a tangible
.benefit, To fill a place like this, an instinet for doing good
must come in aid of principle ; for dmly and hourly occasion for
the excrcise of 4 benevolence which seems small but is great,
wonld weary any thing but instinet.
Katherine, however, could hardly help looking upon such a

lifé as that of Mrs. Dudley with pity—almost horror, So con-
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trary was it to her own cherlshed ideal of luxurious ease, &0
unsuited to the delicacy and refinement of her gister-in-law, that
she soon began to return, by a matural revulsion, to her old
ideas of fashionable life, The very morning after the arrival of
the city visitors, as the family sat at breakfast, an ill-looking
man, rough as Hyrcanian bear, came in, and with his hat on
- and an air of perfect nonchalance, demanded rather than asked,

some medicine or salve which Mrs. Dudley had been in the

babit of snpplying to his wife, signifying at the same time that

he was in a hurry and could not wait a minate. Mrs, Dudley

left her guests and attended to his wants immediately, as il it
had been the most natural and reasonable thing in the world—
a proceeding which bronght Mrs, Dibble and the vexations of
the Christmas dinner to our young wife’s mind. She soon
found, however, that this was the rule, not the exception, and
that Mrs. Dudley was in the habit of sacrificing lier own pleas-
ure, unreservedly, to the necessities of her poorer neighbors,
On oue of these oecasions she could not help saying—*I should
think you would teach these people better manners by letting
them wait a little. One would suppose they thought they were
doing you a favor when they ask one.”

“On the contrary,” said Mrs. Dudley,  they never forget a
kindness. - What seems to you rude carelessness is often real,
pressing haste, or only bashfulness, whick their pride makes them
anxious to conceal. They are unwearied when we are ill.”

One morning a charming ride had been planned—the horses
were standing saddled at the door, and Katherine and Mrs,
Dudley, both fully equipped = Amazone, and fall of animation,
were about to set foot in hand for mounting, when a message

came from a poor woman a mile off, saying that ler baby was
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very, very 111 and ehe hoped Mrs. Dudley would come and

gee it. }
“ Ah ” said Mrs. Dudley, “poor Mrs, Green | another of her
J

Little sufferers with water on the brain, I dare say. Of course
nothing can save it, but T cannot refuse to go where my mere
presence will give so much comfort. You will excuse me, dear
Katherine, I know, though you cannot share my's wympathy with

¢ occa-
n her former distress on thes
the mother, not having sce :

sions.” .
Ro saying she went quictly to change lier dress ; her horse

 was put up, and the party went without her.

Another time, as soon as hreakfast was over, Mrs. Dudley
said—* This day shall be yours ! T have put aside or disposed
of every thing that could interrupt us, smd‘wc \:\:111 havemm(lle
day’s solid, home enjoyment—always provided,” she art : I,
checking herself, “that no poor soul has to be nursed. - Bu
do not know of any illncss in the neighborhood. ‘We will have

ice time 17
Suil; zel':fcf);ok brought by Mr. Ellis was to bo the ‘groundwork
of this nice time, and the ladies with their sew.ing sat down to
enjoy it, while Mr. Dudley kept himself as quiet as he could,

‘ not coing out of the room about some farm-care more than once
c . + . 3
. The air was delicious ; a window

1

in ten or fifteen minutes, "
opening on the garden afforded the prospect of a flowery wor
and admitted its perfume ; the birds were singing as if there
were neither sin nor sorrow on earth. .

«T really envy you, Eliza,” said Eilis, stopping to enjoy the
gcene. ‘There is somethmo- in these aspects of naturc that
fills my mind with an indescribable calm, and I cannot help fan-

e’s soul in quict, in a sense
eying that one might here possess on q
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hardly to be expected in the city. Rural sights and sounds iike

these have an effect on my whole 'being—”

“Is Miss Dudley at home ?” said o voice in the entry, not ru-
tal exactly but rustic—and in walked a lady and her little gird,
to spend the day. |

Here was atrial | No saying ‘engaged’ or ‘not at home’
no gnarding the avenues and looking over the banisters

Mrs. Dudley reccived the intruders so kindly that Katherine

almost coneluded she must be perfectly indifferent to home com-
fort. The elder visitor took out Ler knitting, and the little girl

asked for something to eat. The carpet was soon strewn with
fragments of bread and butter. Thig, too, Mrs. Dudley bore
‘with equanimity, and even Katherine could not mmgme it was
because she was {ndifferent to neatness.

The good lady began telling Mrs, Dudley the history of her
troubles. Mr. Elis and Mr. Dudley walked out.

soon fell asleep in her arm chair near the window. When sho

awoke, the guest was still droning on, weeping oczcasionally H
Mg, Dudley all attention and sympathy. ’

. “Who could have given your son such bad advi ice, Mrs.
Srmth P she was saying, just ag Katherine- awoke ; and Mg,
Bmith began, nothing loth, ot a new chapter of a(,udcnts. The
li‘ttle girl was meanwhile amusing herseif dromming on the
piano.

Katherine retreated to her room.  * One must require no ‘Iittle
obtuseness,” she soliloguized, * to endure such inflictions.-
people have no sensitiveness ”

After & while Mrs. Dudley came to her, * Come down now,
dear,” she said, *“poor Mrs. Smith has ‘gone to lic down awhile,

The recital of he? troubles has quite overcome her, although it

Katherine

Some
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s a great comfort to her to find a listener. Her lot has been a

peculiarly bard one.  She has been a williug martyr to her son’s
children—two or three helpless little girls under the care of a
very bad step-mother, who, liaving one child of her own, seems

" to desire nothing so much as to be rid of the others. If Mrs.

&mith had a home to take them to, she would gladly relieve the
cruel woman of the burden ; but her son has spent afl her prop-
erty, and she can live nowhere but with him, although his affec-
tions are totally alienated from her. She could support herself,
but not without leaving the children to their fate, which she can-
not think of. The greatest earthly comfort she has loft is an
occasional hour of tulk with me, recounting the sud eircumstan-
ces of her darlings, and asking adviee in cver new difficulties oc-
casioned by the mancuvres of an unprineipled and selfish wo-
man. One of the children is deaf and dumb, and on that ac-
count the object of especial dislike to the step-mother, and solici-
tude to the ‘grandmother. I am sorry she happened to choose
to-day, dear, but I cou]d not refuse to give her what little conso-
lation is in 1oy power.”

Katherine's seerct indignation against Mrs. Smith's trouble-
some troubles was a little softened by this exposition, and when
the story was repeated to her husband his interest was immedi-
ately excited. Tle eauged himself to be introduced to Mr Smith,
who was not so much a bad-hearted man as weakly under the
influence of a bad woman.

After eonversing awhile with this blinded father, Mr. Tillis
took occasion to speak of the little deaf-mute, and to urge her

being placed at the Tustitution, as the means of making her use-

" ful and happy. At first Smith quite scouted the idea, especially

on account of the expense ; but a little more tall on the part
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of Mr. Eltis induced him to listen with favor to the plan. And
when the rich man from town offered himsclf to take charge of
the little girl, to place her at the Institﬁtion, watch over lLer
welfare and see that she wanted for nothing, even the stepmother
was somewhat mollified, and the matter easily arranged. Our
respect for the humblest is immediately increased by ﬁndiﬁg them
cared for by important people.
“How glad T am, now, that poor Mrs, Smith happened to
come while you were here !’ said Mus. Dudley.
‘ have thought to mention her troubles to you,

apt to be absorbed by one’s own affairs”

“I might never
Henry. One is so

So large a part of the grandmother’s solicitude was now re-
moved, that she was like a new creature the next time she called.
The younger children could get along comparatively well, she
said, and the fact that the elder was under the protection of
Mr, Ellis, had already wrought a change in the houschold,.
“Ah, Mrs. Dudley,” said poor Mrs, Smith, “qa biéssing always
follows you ! No wonder you always seem so happy I
To Henry Ellis his sister appeared so beantiful, and the uses
she made of her difficult position so diégniﬁed and excellent, that
he could not help hoping that Katherine, under the influence of
such a life and character, would cateh some. new light on her
own path and its true end. If Mg Dudley had been deficient
in outward graces, he well knew disgust would h

ave superseded
conviction,

Katherine revolted so against whatever was not
beautiful, that no amount or tone of worth could interest her, if
accompanied by coarseness of manners and habits, But even
here, where the beautiful harmony of real delicacy with great
sacrifice of personal tastes, in a way of life that would never be
chosen as the ideal home of delicacy, were exhibited in perfec-

4
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tion, Mrs. Ellis, still fascinated by the outward, felt SO'(I.]eﬂllng‘
more nearly allied to horror than adiniration. She saw, md.ccl(ll,
the beauty and the virtue, and not with indifference, or whuhlvy
without profit ; but her heart secretly longed for scen(fs ]1]\0
some of those she had Iived in sinee her marriage, and of wh{ch L 1€
charm had not yet been exhausted. Spite of the admiration
and love she could not but feel for her sister-indaw, and her
sense of new light from many things she had seen and heard, 4
she was quite as glad to quit Picreefield as she had been to es-

" cape from B , and when her husband expressed himself with

enthusiasm on the subject of Mrs, Dudley’s character and ugeful-

ness, he was pained to discover that the disagreeables of. (‘,Olll’l-
try life were alone prominent in her mind, He took pam.s ;)
bring her to a juster estimate of the value and truf: pleasure o
life, by placing side by side some of the trinls of city and couru(;t
try life ; recalling the coarse and cruel things fhe h‘crse]f l.ch
noticed among people of great pretension to polish f’md .cultlva-
tion the grudging charity, the contragted prodigality ..and
meanness, the heartless neglect and avoidance of poor 1‘clauc.)us '
which is but 100 general among tl,he prosperous ; the self-sceking
hospitality, the hollow friendship, the keen 1‘1va11:yf—ull tllmt
rankles and festers under the gilded surface of 1.,0w-u life,
—put with little avail. Kathevine persisted in thinking all
this tolerable, in preference to the outward coarsenoss of the
Cm‘l'n(t;i; can e virtuous in town,” she said, “but I, at least,
conld not be happy in the country.” ' .
Tt is only an abstract question,” her hashand 1‘0})110(1; a
question whether a life whose main ohject is personal 1ndulgciliti |
and enjoyment is the most beautiful, dignified and happy life
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“T do not know—TI am no heroine—T am willing to take the
risks and disadvantages of a life of elegance and ease,” said
Katherine, “and leave self-denial o those who like i1 I
should be wretched to live as your sister does.”

“ You forget that her way of life is her own free choiee—her
offer of aid in retrieving her hushand’s affairs. Docsn’i it seem

to you that any life acquires. dignity under such circumstances ?

Would my sister appear more *lady-like,” in your eyes, if she
had eome with her children to my house, a3 T invited her to do,
while her husband underwent alone the toils and sacrifices neceg-
sarj for the re-cstablishment of his fortune ? T cannot believe
it! Her tree character never made itself known until adversi-
ty laid bare its roots. She might have\pasz;ed for a merely
elegant wowman, if Providence had not hrought her to the test.”
Katherine was silenced, if not convineed.

After this chapter was read, Mrs. Whipple said—“1 need
not tell you that T didn’t write it.”

Miss Berry sut with her eyes fixed upon the floor.

“T thonght,” said Mr. Ingoldshy, “that such high-flyifig sen-
timents hardly sounded like you, Mrs. Whipple ! You ¢ love’
the sweet sccurity of streets,” and would find yourself as little
able to appreciate the charms of conntry life as T should, I dare
say. But who is to come next ¥

Only Miss Grove and Mr, Aldis 1emamed, and as they had
taken the opportunity of the rest being engaged with the story
to fall desperately in love with each other,—contrary to all the
statutes,—any help from them was ont of the question. They
begged off, and it was at last decided that the sketch should be
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finished as best 1t might, by the general contribution and con-

sultation of those who began it. .
« Oply make it very moral—" said Mr. Ingeldshy, with a

comical grimace— )
H H — - i
“ Now father, you are too bad 1” said Elinor j-* you kuow

was hegun with the e;\presq pullosc of making it hold all our

wise saws—" - -
H T £ qaprcr ot
T can tell you,” said her father, ““if you ‘rush into prh

the world will only laugh at your Utopian notions.” |
«Then the world oughb to be ashamed of itself!” said Miss

Klinor.

THE WAY OF THE WORLD.

God berds from out the depth and says—
¢ ] gave thee the preat gifeof life;
Wast thou not called in many ways?
Are not my earth and heaven atstrife
1 gave thee of my seed to sow,
Bringest thou me my hundred-fold
" Qan 1 look up, with face aglow,
And answer—* Father, here is gold'?

George I‘ountuin recalled to town by the illness of Mr-
Deane; was now always at his sister’s side with snggestions as to
what was proper or desirable-—suggestions which referred to
the notions of the gay young men—(‘ whom call we gay ? The
innocent are gay’'—) the gay young men with whom he associ- |
ated. Greorgé’s favorite word of commendation was ‘ Noble I’
a dangerous word unless we fix its signification very accurately ;
his invariable epithet of condemnation ‘ Mean ¥ a term quite as
often misapplicd by the thoughtless, His taste ruled his sister’s

more than wag wise or fitting, his posﬂ;lon as one of the oracles
12
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of fashion giving him peculiar power on Katherine’s weak side.
His feclings were congenial with her own ; his views of life
Imore generous and elegant than any one’s, in her estimation,
The orphan fellow-feeling that had united them so clusely during
early life, Katherine’s marriage had done nothing to loesen, for
Ellis’s extreme kindness of heart and boundless regard for his
wife had induced him rather to promote than dlscourage the
intimacy. Now, however, he was sométimes pained to observe
that where his views and George’s happened to differ, as they.
often did, the latter’s were sure to prevail with Katherine ;
George taught her what to require and what to refuse; his
opinion of her husband’s plans and proceedings was the guide
of hers. George could even make the solid and principled gen-
erosity of his brother-in-law appear meanness, when he ehose ‘fo
contrast it with the lavish expenditure of people of similar for-
tune. Tt is not wonderful that this state of things appeared in

differcnt lights to Katherine and her husband. He judged asa .

man, she felt as an idol, whose right 1t was 10 receive as offer-
ing all that was precious, incurring ‘no responsxblhty i return.
This is no uncommon plase of young wifehood, but a grave
Mentor might remind the worshipped that the position of an
idol is hardly consistent with the more honorable one of a duti-
fal and true wife, Love’s ﬁgﬁres of speech to the contrary not-
withstanding. The wise bride soon steps gracefully down from
the pedestal where she stood: properly enough for awhile, to find

more secure and dignified footing nearer her husband’s heart of

hearts—that deeper and more serious heart which poets may not
sing about, but which a man gives to his duties, his responsibil-

ities, his hopes and resolutions for time and etermty *Itis in -

slose contac@ and communion with this that a wife must stand,
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if she wouid realize the ancient symbol of two hearts pierced
through with one and the same arrow. Flowery bands there

may be, and the more the better ; but the arrow must be of

steel.
Mary Ashmore’s wedding rave occasion {o new differences of
opinion between Mrs. Ellis and her husband—differences gently

-urged on his part, but tenaciously adhered to on hers. Kathe-

rine’s affection for lier cousin naturally showed itself in expen-
sive.gifts ; she felt no hesitation in suggesting what would be
desirable, because she stood ready to supply whatever Awnt
Susan decided to be beyond her means. Mr. and Mrs. Ash-
mqi‘e shook their heads at this; they disapproved it and it
troubled them ; but it was one of the hardest things in the
world to resist. Ellis, too, remonstrated. .

“ Proportion, dearest Kate,” he said, “i¢ an element of
beauty. Do not fancy that I object to the cost of what you
are doing for Mary ; I desire only to sce more reference to her
past habits and her probable lot in life. She wili be obliged fo
content herself with a plain and economical style of living,
which 1 fear will seem only the plainer for these £y gifts of
yours, I would give her an equal amount—yon and I can
never do enough for your aunt and her family—but let it be in

some more suitable, if not useful form.”

Katherine did not relish - this, although Flis backed his re ,
monstrance w1th a handsome gift in money to Mary from him-
self,

“ Yon want me to be as wise as yourself, Henry,” she said.
“ Bvery body gives elegant bridal gifts, now, A bride really
appears forlorn who has not splendid gifts and a rich trousseau
te show. Mary is too sensible a girl to suppose it is to be
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always so ; do let me indulge myself in getting her a few pretty
things—perhaps the last she may have, poor girl! T don't
think Sidney Parker will ever be rich—he is too much like
Uncle Ashmore himself”

There was something in Katherine’s mode of saying this that
implied no great respect for a man who was not likely to make
himself rich. .

“Uncle Ashmore is too habitually generous ever to acenmu-
late much property,” said Ellis. ““He secs so many eases in
which a little money will do a great deal of good, that he can-
not resolve to refrain for the sake of laying by more than a de-
cent provision for his family. He does not even gratify himself
by deoing good in a censpicuous way ; his bounty flows in those
silent and uncounsidered ehannels which' drain off the meats of
showy charity. Far less does he desire to see his family wear
au uppearance above their means.?”

0, nobody thivks of dressing according to-their means,”

said Katherine ; “the idea is exploded.” ,

“You are o sativist, without knowing it,” replied her hushand,
“If I had said any thing as severe against the dishonesty in-
duced by the prevalent passion for dress, you would have thought'
me very harsh.  But pray don’t let us contribute more than our
share to the general ovil.” |

But George prevailed, and Mary Ashmere, without other
dower than her parents’ goed nome and her own sweetness of
chataeter, entered upon her married life with an cutfit that in sine
pler times would have befitted an heiress.

This is but a sample of the influence exercised by George
Fountain upon his sister—trying, certainly, to her husband, but
of little moment compared with the deterioation observable in
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George himself—observable to every eye but Katherine’s. His
habits, his companions, his_sentiments, were all more and more
annoying to Mr. Ellis-—nearly as much so, perhaps, as was the
conseionsness of Ellis's pure and scarching eye to the ycfnng
rowé. Both would have been heartily glad of a separation ;
bui Ellis kept down the thought from love to his wife and a de-
sive to benefit her brother, while Greorge refrained from casting
loose this last anchor in the respectable, lest Mr. Deane sh.ould
take the alarm. How often, in families seemingly harmonious,
exist these opposing forces, so equally balanced that it would
take no more than a straw’s weight to revolutionize the whole !

The Spring brought George Fountain a good excuse for
changing his quarters. Mrs, St. John did not make her annual
vigit, but went to Paris Instead. Another visitor, however, cven
mora ‘importaﬁt and importunate, and certainly more welcome,
made his appearance, in the shape of a little boy—with dark -
eyes the ‘very moral’ of Katherine’s—and a habit of making

his wants known with very little scruple thronghout the quict

halls in Sqnare. Here was an affair! It scemed to be
the deliherate conviction of the honsehold that there never had
been a baby born before, so infinite were the preparations, and
agitations, and consultations ahout him and his mother. Aunt
Husan was young again ; the younger Ashmores had to be cx-
clnded by main force ; the nurse ruled the house, and the new
papa’s mild eyes glistened from morning till night, spite of Fl;e
efforts he made to be philosophically composed. All was pure
gunshine in his mind, for he felt sure that the opening of this
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new spring of natural tenderness would earry away all the rub-

bish of Fashion that was threatening to incrust his wife’s heart.

And at first it seemed 80. But with the return bf health and

streugth came back the old solicitude about modes and magni-

ficence ; and Aunt Susan’s ways of thinking, -and her notions of .

the simplicity proper in all arrangements about the infant, were
set aside by.the nurse’s incessant suggestions that Mrs. Preston
had this and Mrs, Fitzgerald that ; such and such plans were
always pursued in Mrs. Basinghall’s nurseries, and such and such
others had been condemned by Dr. Fairlove ; till all interest in
the child personally threatened to be swallowed up in arvange-
ments for his making his début in life under proper circumstanc:s

This folly came nearer to exhausting Ellis’s patience than any-

thing yet, and he tried both persuasion and author ity aga,mst

it, but with htt]e avail. The nurse was quite too much for him.

. Not?:ung less than a couniry-iouse now met Katherine’s

ideas, and but ene region offered an eligible site for this* in her

opinion ;—that which included the summer residence of certain-

persons whom she called her friends, though they had little in

common with her except the love of cxpense and show. Hilis

" 8oon perceived that she had set her heart fully on this, and he

yielded with the bcst possible grace-—as he always did when he
yielded at all—an example for all good hushands !

Behold our friends, then, installed in what was tp be styled,
by some stretch of poetry, a rural re&dcnw though, except in
the lack of some few conveniences, it was to all intents and
purposes a city house, with n‘othing like country about 1t save ‘
the trees and flowers. Town habits—a phalanx of town ser-
vants-—visitors most urban, who would have been amused to see
one of the neighboring farmers seated in the drawing-room, or

4
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one of his dauwhters received except in 4 menial position—
these made up the ruralizing of our heroine's ideal. Her visit‘
0 Mrs. Dudlcy scemed only to have taught her what to 'w(nd
she had no more -communication w;th her rustic or even her
plain neighbors than if they had been Caffres or cannibals, and
considered herself as fully excused from caring for their weal or
woe as if she had been in —— Square, or studying politieal
economy. . We need not say that this state of things accorded
but il with Mr. Ellis’s more humane and patriotic theories, and
it is to be confessed that, bug for the baby, this summer would
have heen one of little sympathy of enjoyment hetween husband
and wife.

Not that M. Ellis rehehed-——few hushands do,- -mb(,mg entirely
superseded, by his son ; finding himself of no account in compari-
gon with ¢ the baby,” and being unablo to win his wife’s atten-
tion to any employment that had the slightest interest for him.
The house was practically a nursery, as far as its main object
of attention was concerned, and this did not accord, in any
_degree, with its master’s ideas of what was proper ; but with
his usual patience he bore all, and waited for better times.  His
confidence -in Katherine’s good sense and good feeling was
unshaken and he always looked forward with sure hope to the
_time when she would be disposed of her own accord to remedy
what he disapproved.,

Goorge remained in town, in attendance on Mr. Deane, who
was becoming'more and more feeble, and seemed likely soon to
lay down his earthly load. Mr. Ellis would fain have had the
old gentleman removed to his house, but - this George opposed
resolutely, on the score that the invalid would be obliged to
chanige his physicians, and George now ruled Mr. Deane entirely.
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Gay and handsome as ever, always good-humored and ready for

social enjoyment, he wag universally popul

ar, and had hosts of
friends,

Katherine was very proud of her brother—proud of
the abilities which every body said he had, although Le had

mever yet put them to any use beyond the pleasure of the

moment ; prouwd of his elegant, dashing manners, and of his

fashionahle connections.  She would fain have called her son
after Dim, but Mr, Ellis so urged the ple
would give Unecle and Aunt Ashmore, t
give him her uncle’s name, feeling, however, that she made a
great sacrifice to her hnsband’s wishes, for it had become a

sacrifice in Katherine’s eyes to give up Ler own will in any
thing. '

asure the compliment
hat she consented to

Bo the summer wore away, and then the antwmn and the

winter, in outward ealm and secret conflict, of feeling—not the

conflict thut results in guarrels and disaffection, but a state that

88, corroding its substanes day by

ctations of it, uniil we learn io suphe
stitute something else for it—business, or ple
indifference.

detracts much from happine

day, and lowering onr expe

asure, or vice, or
It is somewhat strange that, refe

rring as we ali
do, nominally, to ene

standard of thought and action, there
should be so many practical discrepancies,
more intelligent reference to that

‘many of them |

A leartier ang
standard would obviate S0

Mr. Deane lingered, in prolonged suffering and sadder

sadder decay, throughout the next winter,
lectful of the sick bed, but romors of the irregularity of hg

habits had hecome public, and his handsome face be
tales of 1

and
George was not heg-

zan to tell

ate hours and indulged passions, in the relaxing of itg
clear-cat outlines and the inequality of its onee perfect complex-
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His youthful freshness was already gone ; P}‘:mltl; (;1;2060_

ingness vulgarized his calm Smtuesque.beaut.y | tu .-onvuntimml

generating into Beau Brummelt ; elassic Pm‘l{fydml ‘zt‘carly sool-
’ . o gy ty had departed lus

'pettiness. \.mth\ hﬁ h:r%f ;E(L)L:vyof it ; alternations of wild gay-

nature, or at least the now eharacterized his behavior, even to

ion,

ety a mooldy reserve o -

" o could no longer be blind to the unhappy change,

o ue s e, 1t was
| y wi i sistance, ;

i it only with painful re ‘

aditled it o e e

hig sister, wi
though she ] o
Jong since My, Ellis had attempted in the les s 1
i is wife’s earnest entreaty, he soug
: , NOW wife's earne
-other-in-lay, but now, at his
other-in-law, - ety he st
N te conversation with him, though with faiut hoy A
- ary replies
ice. Asg he had expected, he met only ang y, plies,
e 1 tions not to undertake ‘lecturing,’ as re-
ting can .

a priv

and guch insu

A I - abherir e

able him to bear, . N IR
to enable hl'm o ck of black reality in the midst of atherine’s
g a spe

it wver, and truth
Some truths ﬁgshcd out of it, however,
Katherine was a mother, now,

Here wal
golden sky !
X it costs.
: avs worth what ) 4 vorminded her
is alway Ler of & son ; and Greorge’s misconduct reminded
—-the mother o 801 5

ing be dressed and
that & son is not a mere plaything—a puppet to be

od. to feed the vanity of the hour; or & f.uiry creature,
e is to prove a talisman against cvil. A young
Whose('b C&T“t -};115 1‘efer2 every thing to the new object of inte.rest,
. SE(;L(} ya thousand fresh, enlightening thoughts of the
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~and ours condition

‘ mhappy
little one on her lap, as she wept over the unhappy

£ her brother, though she was far from a full perception of his
of her brother,
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Things went on this way until Mr. Deane’s death—an event
long expected, and which Katherine and her husband—now al-
most of one mind as to George—hoped might work & salutar
chapgc upon the object of the poor old man’s mistaken kindnasj
George used to be deficient neither in generosity nor gra’zitude'
but .who could recognize the ingenious, warm-hearted bov of thcz
Christmas dinner-party, in the blasé, prematurely old, sel;lsh and

grasping heir, who evidently fi ;
- y felt relieved b .
benefactor ? y the death of his

The opening of the will was not caleulated to calm the turbu-

:znt n;md of the unhappy young man. Besides providing mnch
ore largely than George had expected for some rafher distant

refatives, Mr. Deane had hampered the residue of his property |

with many cautious restrictions, all evidently referring to George’s
habits of reckless expense ; and, to give the ﬁniShiI.;U' strokeg to
the heir’s vexation, had left Henry Ellis sole trustee tJWith more
than usual diseretionary power. George now, thro;&ing off all
restraing, behaved like a madman, insulted his brother-indaw
and cast his sister from him with expressions that eut her to th ,
heart. : )
.Katherine, long self-deluded, was now ufterly astounded,—
frightened to the shelter of her husband’s love and wisdom ,b
her brother’s fury-—his despair~his threats against himself-;hii-
execrations of the very memory of his ill-judging friend. "She
had as yet seen only the gentler side of human nature ; she
lfardly suspected the existence of such passions as the once ;cind
‘]O_YU-HS, affectionate George Fountain exhibited under the‘stin ; '
of his present position, so much worse, from causes unknown fo
her, than it appeared outwardly. As in conscions weakness she
torned to her hushand for support under this overwhelmiﬁg afflic-
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tion, she began to perceive the value of finmmess united with
kindness like his, and to appreciate the difference between her
brother’s splendid exterior and real selfishnesg, and the calm, bal-
anced, considerate and seemingly exhaustless goodness of him
whom she had, by some strange delusion, learned to look wpon
as an unsympathizing jundge. Mr Ellis, exasperated as he had
been by George’s insane conduct towards himself, went at once

“into the most careful and patient examination 'of Mr, Deane’s

affairs, and was shocked to find how little would be left at
Greorge’s command after the provisions of the will had been car-
ried out, and the enormons expenses of the peor old man's long
illness at a fasbionable liotel, and under the care of several phy-
sicians, discharged. George must applyl himself at once to the
study of a profession, and under what disadvantages !

So thought Ellis in his kindness, but he little suspected then
what he soon-after discovered with horror—the extent of those
disadvantages. Deluded by extravagant ideas of Mr. Deane’s
fortuue.,l and thoroughly entangled with vicious companions,
George had in the course of a single year managed to dissipate

" the whole and even more, by anticipation, and was now in debt

far beyond the compass of the estate which had been his ruin.
Besides this, surrounded by sharpers, he had been led, in hiy ig-
norance, into transactions which might involve the total loss of
honor and credit. Mr. Ellis made this discovery, as we have
said, with horror ; to hus wife it was absolute prostration. Her
excitement almost equalled George’s own ; and when the first
grief had In a measure exhausted itself in tears, she displayed a
force of passion and resolution that astonished her husband.

“ Save my brother, Tenry ” she sobbed, clinging to him as
she would have clasped a life-bnoy among midnight waves in a




188 AUTUMN HOURS.

tempest ; “Save him, oh my husband, like yourse
I am ready to make aij sacrifices—to ’
than gee Greorge disgraced

If—at any cost 1
part with every thing, rather

I‘JIAES aia & y '1} O a I:]]e W “]e ()i & S“:"'
'y 1 I'm d, agltatEd, [+ COnse: us II } i l,

cret pIeasure in E}JiS i ol
evidence of dee ing
| ; deep feeling and unsuspected
strength in his wife, ¢ i of

i)t almed and comforted her with promises of

) rolessions—worth somethi i
ething from him i
' . —of an interest
in George’s welfare second only to her own

£ -

Only be calm, dear love ” he said

H

“and let onr kind:
‘ z it
to George be real. Kindness

by kmdnesHe 1:;15 suﬂ'ere.d enough already, poor fellow |
s o 8. 1o step in, at once, between him and

‘ ‘ » would be any thing but kind. Think of hi
fu.lture Iife—of his character—.aj] is at stake at this erisis .
his reputation is of minor importance, since reputation '11' b
eartied ; but that, too, shall be saved, Only be patic © an
let us act deliberately and with Judgment.” " l'wt’ "
.We cannot follow this generous brother-in-law through tf |
dlﬂiculi?ies and trials involved in thege promises to h'b " y
c:;ough that he fulfilled them all, and that she held fastlsbw}:;:
:iozr;?:;d:t;::ieed in thF:‘ first passionate grief and mori:);ﬁca-
ided the discovery of her brother

Even

‘ : s position, but
E:;Ir?:is hs:gg'ested in part.by an anconfessed distrusl;) of the, pk::'i-:
e ppiness of the ]lfe. that had for a while so enchanted
€0t undergo any sacrifice required for George’
She even weut beyond her husband’s thouglits
complete change of life in consequence ~0f’ hi’s
George’s debts ; and Ellis, not forgetting,
ed by this realization of his best hopes of ’

s redemption,
in desiring a

payment of
in the delight inspir-
Katherine’s character,

~—lost—ruined! © wy brother—
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the possible temptations of old association after the storm of
feeling should have suhsided, consented to a reduction of expen-
ses further than was necessary, -and allowed Katherine to follow

- out the promptings of her cnthusiasm, and regulate their new
" establshment on a scale more moderate than he himself would

have ventured fo propose, but which, nevertheless, accorded

" yery well with his principles and even his taste.

“Do not undertake more than you can bear, dear Kate”-—

he said, smiling,

“ Never fear,” she replied, “I am stronger than you think,”
—and truly her husband began to fecl a sort of awe of thisher
new power. . Men of seuse, even, are apt to be astonished af

any evidence of strength of character in women, perbaps natu-

rally enough,
It would be difficult to give a just idea of all the circumstan-

ces attending the mew state of things, George, after going
* through every phase of passion, rejecting all aid from his broth-
er-inlaw,; saying every reckless word and doing every unwise
thing that an ungoverned young man might under the circum-
stances contrive to crowd into the space of a fow weeks, cae
at last to seo himself as be was, and fo understand something
of Mr. Ellig's character. When he had reached this point, it is
not wonderful that he soon began to feel the hwmiliation proper
to the contrast. What Ellig’s superiority in mere wisdom could
never have done, his inexhaustible patience and umnistakable
goodness accomplished. Here, as elsewhere, & life proved irre-
gistible where arguments were - powerless, and George’s proud
heart at; last bowed itself in confession and regret ; and while,
as wueh for his sister’s sake as his own, he accepted the sacrifice
she was proud and happy to make with her husband’s full con-
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Zent his spirit arose at once to the desire of reparation by self
enial, Iabor, and the thorouwh renunciation of the delusions that
hud onece so much power over him.

L v ;
But T most run away, Kate,” he said ; ““T cannot face the

sight of the change you and Henry make for my sake, Let
bury myself in-the country, for a time, at least.” | .
“You need not quite bury yonrself, George,” said Mr. Eilis,
smling ; “I dare say my sister wonld be*happy to reccive
if yon w ould like to study with Mr, Dudley.” T
“.O, it she wonld 17 said Katherine ; “but I know she willl
she is all goodness,” And tears filled her eyes as she recollected
how pooriy she had once valued that goodness, e
And George plunged into the study of law with all the im
tuosity of - devotion that he hatl been wasting on unwortll:e-
pursuits, and met manfully the disagreeables attendant on hl.:
:mw life and the total renunciation of his old companionshi
Triuls there were, many and bitter, for no soul not utterl dp
praved ever passes out of the- gla,re and gloom of wceymte-
purer light and air w1thout horrible pangs of refrospection ; b (t)‘
there was in Greorge I‘ountam as In his sister, a latent owu
of which the outward symmetry and harmony, that d:stm«rI:ushe:l
them both, was Nature’s gracious token. Stunted by ccvil eI
ture, thwarted by unhappy circumstances, misused and oisoflué;
~under the allurements of viee, mind and body would havz det e'
orated together ; but watched over and preserved ﬁ‘om i‘em‘
taint by pure influences in childhood, and borne up thr ata;
temptation and difficulty by such wisdom and kmdnepsq asou”
be found only among those who are at one with God and T e{jin
ness, the accord designed by Providence between beaut 00(;
virtue was once more apparent ; and Katherine and her bx:yot?;r
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seemed to the fow about them who knew all, more lovely in the

new light and glow of grateful and exalted fecling, than even in

the unruffied attractivencss of‘their earlier graces.
«TThis is your doing,” said Katherine t0 her hushand, in 8

moment of grateful emotion ; and the few words and the look

ied them, said more for the past and the future
Need we say that
But

that accompanl
that whole volumes of regrets and promises.
he felt, in that moment, the reward of Lis patient love?

guch hearts are their own reward.

v

% All-givors neoﬁ no gifts."

These lineg of Anne Liynch hint at the secret of such a charac
ter ; let us recommend them-as a life-text

Go forth in life, O Friend, not seeking love,‘ ,
A wendicant, that, with imploring eyo
And outstretehed hand, ssks of the passers-by
The almas his strong necessities may move.
For such poor lve, to pity near allied,
Thy generous spirit may not stoep and wail,
A suppliant whose prayer may o denied,
Like & spurned baggar's o6 4 palace gate]
But thy beart's afluence lavish nneontrolid ;
Theo largess of thy love give full and fres,
As monarchs In tleir progress seatter gold;
And be thy heart like the exhaustless soa,
That must its wealth of cloud qn{] dew beatow

Though tributary streams of obl or (ow,

¢ Pumph!” said Mr. Ingoldsby ; “I wish all these fine do-

ings were irue, but—"
“ But they could be, papa I’ exclaimed Elinor—
¢« And have been,” said Mrs. Marston, with the air of one

prepared to defend her position.

¢
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Bub My i |
' » Ingoldshy only shook nis head, and what sad things
T i :
a e‘lmphed by such shales of the head in old people!
1 I . H= | I - ‘
am afraid George I in is poi
o ‘ orge Fountain is going to Lurn out a spoon,”
gaid Henry Marston— ’
49 l”'
on Mmed silver i
. “71 wean only silver, I suppose,” said his mother, ‘‘not
gold.  Would you rather i
see ltim a dagger, pierc
. a dageer, piercing the heart
that loved him 77 ’ i -
 Any thing not » sait '
g not soft,” said the youthfal sage——
rTs s L] . ! ' -
N 0 ¢ i ‘
”othmg 18 50 "s0ft) in your sense of the word, as wicked-
ness,” was Mrs. Marston’s rep i .
) Mrs. Marston’s reply fo this sally ; “none require so
much courage as the good.”

“And now only one more chapter,” said Miss Ingoldsh
“Bee that flash of scarlet on the maple yonder, and thz; eiloy.
?eavcs ol t.he tocusts.  We shall leave the woods when th); .
in all their splendor. Who shall object to our American );::r‘:
of gorgeous colors, when Providence sets us such an example |”

i I) o 1
rovidence -
dence does not put them upon man, or even woman
t

though,” sai - f i
gh,” said her father, laughing, “bat only on plants, parro-
quets, rattle-snakes and the like—

@ ik ? an . ' |
I think” said Mrs. Whipple, who felt a little stirred by this
glance at her tender point, ““ that Providence in not cléthing ug
at all, gave us all creation to choose out of”

“So think the Indians,” persisted her antagonist 3 “and g
they stick feathers into their ears and bones thr(,)ugh the'o
noses, It is all a matter of taste, certainly ; but I slm'II blr
glad when we got beyond the aborigines fn our choice of (‘?oiorse
and begin to dress for beauty rather than for display of weulth’
'Dl'ess never would have called forth the censure of the wise if'
it had been used only to enhance human loveliness, and not,
gratify human pride,” ’ *
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“ Dear me }” exclaimed Mrs, Whipple, puzzled by this heresy,
“ then one ought to wear nothing but what is becoming ! I

don’t know what would become of the mantuamakers [?

Far the wnost loved are they
Of whom Fame speaks not with her clarion-voice
In regal halls; the shades o'erhang their way ;
The vale, with its deep fountains, is their choice,
And gentle hearts rejoice
Around thair steps, till silently thep die,
. As n stream shrinks frota summer’s burning eyo.

This is the hour of your trial, the tnrning-point of existence,
Soed for the coming days; without revocation departeth
Now from your lips the confession—bethink ye before ye make answer!

" 'We have now to look upon the Ellises in a new position.
With what hope of success can we undertake the task of
showing happiness in o way of life neither rich nor poor—Ilaek-
ing both the dignity of splendor and the picturesquencss of
poverty ; requiring no great and showy sacrifices, and admitting
of none of those magnificent virtues which are sure to bring
their reward of public praise as well as secret self-complaceney ?

In the first place—what did ‘ the world’ say ?

If our hero and heroine had emerged from a plain mansion
into a palace, the world would have been decply interested ; its
sympathies would have been cxecited, its affoctions active j it
would have felt the force of the injunetion to ¢ rejoice with those
that rejoice,’ for it is a very amiuble world under such circum-
stances. 'To he sure it might have scrutinized a little the sources
of the golden stream ; it might have made scientilic inguirics

into the nature of the chrysalis which gave o magnificent
13
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papillon to the sunshine ; while it would have conscientiously
endeavored to moderate the self-gratulation of the débutans by
suggesting as many mortifying drawbacks as possible. Bat it
wonld have smiled, and bowed, and gazed, and praised, most
satisfactorily. All the charming qualities of the happy pair
wonld have shone out anew, like jewels in a fresh and fashiona-
ble setting. From corﬁmonplacepecple they would have flower-
ed out into prodigies.

But as nobody but sentimentalists praise the sun when it woes
behind a cloud, so the amiable world was entirely content thas
Mr. and Mrs. Ellis, after a brief period of brilliance, should be
as retiring and retired as they pleased. As to the why and
wherefore, that certainly was a nine days’ wonder. TLosses
there had been none, that any body could discover ; ‘specula-'
tion’ perhaps, but where 7 It might be a fit zof penuriousness,
on finding how much it took to keep up a handsome establish-
ment and an expensive wife, for Ellis was always something of
a prig ! But the thought of his having paid his brother-in-
law's debts never entered any hody’s head. George was sup-
posed to have done that, (foolishly !) out of Mr. Deane’s prop-
erty, leaving himself nothing. : |

We dare not say that what the world, lately so important to
Katherine, said of her change of appearance, was of no moment
to her. There were times, certainly, when this was the case, but

those were times of excitement, which do not last always. 8o

she was subject to alternations—trials of fecling—waverings of
resolution—misgivings as to her own strength—and—for we do
pot claim for our heroine a position beyond humanity—doubts as
to whether so much was really required of her. 'We cannot

always bear in mind all the stringent particulars ender which we
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came to anusual and trying decisions ; so that after the bencfit

" of those decisions has begun to be felt, we are prone to question

their wisdom. This is one of the effects of the *imperfection
of the ingtrument,’ as the piano-tuners say ; a lack of perfect
proportion in the action of our powers. But Katherine had a
perpetual memory of George’s altered—lowered face, during
that miserable winter, when the radiant eyes of his guardian
angel must have been turned awa;, discouraged ; and a perpet-
wal eomfort in an occasional view of his cleared, animated, sclf-
vespecting look under the toils of study, cheered by the con-
scionsness of honest intent. The world did not believe in the
permanéuce of this change, for in all similar cases, from Prince
Hal downwards, it takes refuge in doubt fromi the mortifying
gense of the failure of its spells. Yet, happily, instances in

I which it is at last forced info faith are neither few nor obscure..

It was curions and affecting to see how much the old inti-
macy of communion with the Ashmores revived under the new
circumstances. Not that Katherine had ever intentionally
chilled the dear friends of her infancy by word or lock She
had been disposed to load them with benefits, beyond their wil-
lingness to accept, and she had given no little thought to the
\:Vays and means of doing them good. DBut there is an irresisti-
ble effect of great difference of position and outward circumstan-
ces in keeping friends apart. The poorer feel it if the richer
do not ; and the space between grows insensibly wider, in spite
of the sincercst efforts on both sides to bridge it over. TIow
happy was good Aunt Susan to have the cold veil removéd that
éhe had felt, if not seen, interposed between her darling and
herself ; and how happy was Katherine to find herself once

more nestling, as it were, under the beloved wing ! How much




196 AUTUMN HOURS.

more at home did all feel in the new house, comfortable and
elegant as it was, thau in the midst of too great profusion of
expense and oruament ! And hew much more time there
scemed for hospitality, truly such, when a host of stately people
who had given no pleasure ceased coming because they were no
longer invited. The Enfields concealed their wonder and dis-
gust under polite cooluess, for they had ‘no patience with such
absardity.”  Mrs. 8t. Jobn wrote letters of condolence which
made Katherine laugh.

Besides the more obvions sources of the guiet happiness
which became gradually and gently the habit of our heroine in
her less splendid home, was one of which she had had no pre-

vious couception, and for which she had laid no plan. The djs-

charge of half her servanis had brought her into more intimate
persoual relations with her own domestic affairs. It may he
oufy a fancy of ours, that Providence has so decidedly fitted
wowi for household cares, that she is never truly and healtiuly
happy without them ; blﬁt if it be a fancy, it is one which much
observation has confirmed. If there be any thing likely to
banish the ficud ennusg from the dwellings of women of fowune

it is the habit of assuming 8 moderate share of the daily cares
which go to make home home. To do every thing by proxy is
to deprive ourselves of a thousand whelesome, cheerful, innocent
interests ; to nourish our pride and indolence at the expense of

lour affections; to sacrifice the life of life to a notion of gentil-
1ty, poor, hollow and barren ; nay, is there not something

almost impious in scorning the position for which God so eyi-

dently designed woman, and living an artificial life of our own
devising, deputing our duties and privileges to hirelings ?

It is a singular delusion, this, of some women, and of Ameri-
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can women in particular, for we know that cven in England
women of fortune are much more truly domestic in their tastes
and habits than we. We remember a story of a certain Duchess
cleaning some picture-frames, when a profegée who happened to
be present, officiously desired to take. the office upon herself,
« Child 1 said her grace, ¢ dow't you suppose I should have
called a gervant if T had not chesen to do it mysclf 17
" The German ladics, with all their cultivation, take the most
intimate intercst in houscholdry, and they are remarkable for

cheerfuliess of temper, for natural and charming manners, and

for the intelligence and vivacity of their conversational powers.
Who knows but the terrible dearth of subjects of conversation

- among us might be somewhat mitigated, if our ladies spent a

part of every morning among the various ecarcs and duties, oun
the proper performance of which so much of the comfort and
hmppmess of life depends, and which call into action far higher
powers than ‘those required for the bald chit-chat of an evening
party, or the inanities of a miorning call 7
The universal sentiment of men is in favor of active domestie
habits for woren. Tt is said that men “love to sce women del-
1cate,’ and so they do, doubtless. But does any moderate
amonnt of attention to home affairs deprive a lady.of her deli-
cacjr? It may prevent the delicacy of dyspepsia, but few gen-
tlemen admire that, Indeed we have yet to discover the man
of senge who is displeased by his wife’s personal care of the
confort and economy of her house. Those whose lives are em-
bittered by the lack of it are not far to seck, No houses are
regulated with such neatuness, accuracy and elegance as those
" in which the ladies of the family take a personal part in house-
hold duaties. -
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G'roet.he says of a young woman of his friends—and a man of
gemus 1 entitled to speak for his sex—*" After the death of he
mother, she displayed a high degree of activity as the hela:l‘
of a nuwerons young family, and, alone, had sustained her father
in his widowhood. The future husband could thus hiope an

equal blessing for himself and hj
is deseendants, and e
cided domestic happiness. S

Every one confl
essed that she
woman to be wished for, ey

She was one of th

ose, who, if th
do o
not inspire vehement passion, are found to excite a universal

pleasure. A lightly formed, symmetrical fignre—a pure, health
nature, and the glad activity that arises Jromit; an 'a;?zemfz .
rassed care. for daily necessities, with all these she,Wa,s endow&:{
Th; ofservatlon of these qualities was always agreeable to rZe
an !
o always sought the society of these who possessed
Yes—we chall have all the gentlemen on our side whén we
venture to think domestic employments' suited to women of 1}
fortunes—to universal womanhood, indeed. So we Ingist that
Katherine was bappier, when, with less intervention of eIy :
she took upon herself a certain share of the daily recurrin ‘M:is
ties. Especially with regard to her son did she find her hga, ‘i:
ness increased by discarding much of the hireling aid she -gi}d
for a while been persuaded to think lecessary. Nature, no

louger repressed by stupid conventions, sprang up free and joy-
ous in the heart of the young mother, and yielded all tJhyt
wealth of tender, indescribable, but most precious joys whi a11
so richly repays the thousand cares and sacrifices of sztermltc

Tn short if the Ellis sunshine seemed to the world without g
be somewhat obsecured, it was only becausel the :radiance Waz
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concentrated within  To those most concerned it certainly
seemed doubled.

“ But there was no splendor and it is in vam to preach that
gplendor is undesir able.” * Cela dépend. Splendor is of various
kinds. We talk sometimes of splendid talents, and we bow be-
fore them ; and we think of splendid goodness, though we may
use another epithet. Neither of these was cxcluded from the
new régime. DBut in ordinary acceptation, splendor is the vesult
of lavish expenditure.  'Was that lacking ! 7 To say nothing of
the gxft to George—a gift which he firmly determined should
prove only a loan, but which was hevertheless a free gift from
the givers—what else the Elfiscs bestowed, by secret and open
channels, would have kept up the old dazele, and saved the
world the trouble of all its conjectures. Uncle Ashmore fell
into some trouble through that good son-in-law of his—perhaps
Mary’s bridal gifts had induced extravagant notions into her
househouldry, but this we doubt, for Aunt Snsan’s, daughter
would not be likély to go far wrong. Certainly some clouds

~ secmed impending over that happy family.

Katherine wept at the thought. It will beso hard for dear
Unecle and Aunt Ashmore in their old days”—she said.

Mr. Ellis only laughed. His wife looked up, astonished.

“ Don’t you know, dear Kate,” said the quict man, * that it
would hardly require more than what your shawls cost only a
few years ago, to free your uncle from his embarrassments ?
And don’t you know that not buying the shawls and fifty other
things Iphat gave us no real pleasure, leaves us plenty of money
to do as we like with ?”

Katherine's eyes grew larger ab this, and her hus‘band LOﬂtlﬂ-

aed ;
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“Korglve me, my dearest, for not having told you this
before ; for having allowed you to think our present moderate
style of living really necessary in prudence.  'When you proposed
_the change, in your tender solicitude for George, 1 could hardly
refrain from assuring yon at onee that I could and would do alt
you wished, without the need of any marked alteration in our -
mode of life. But the desire that you should try something
whieh I earucstly believed more congenial to your fine, true
nature, was too tempting | I allowed you to regulate matters
as you chose ; always intending, as soon as you had had time
for a fair trial, and an'oppbrtunity to know your real tastes, to
restore you to the former position and way of life if you deliber-
ateljr preferved it. A thousand times I have been on the point
of saying this to you, but I confess you have seemed to me so
much more at home—so mueh more my own—-so much more the
Katherine of my’ dearest dreams, in your simpler and more
natural form, that T could not, {or very selfishness, find coumfre
to offer yon a return to the old grandeur—ecold and sterile as it

seemed to me, and threatening a gradeal obscuration of my

wife’s best graces. But I offer it now, and without a shadow

of hesitation, for it was not the condition T feared, but your "
estimation of it, and the habits of thought it seemed likely to
induce. Now—with your present views and ohjects; and your
past experience—I Lave no fears, aud if you decide to return to
-——— Buare, or a similar house, T shall be entirely content,”
Katherine did not receive this confession- with indifference,
For a moment she felt something akin to resentment. Had she
then been allowed to make sacrifices for nothing 7 Had she

been treated like a child, who must be deccived into being:
good ?
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But kit was only for a moment’.l The next brought mor:
gracious thoughts. One look at her husband—one thought o
what he was-—of his pa.tlence, his unselfishness, his devotwnlto
her.—cleared her mental horizon at once. Light from his cha-
racter seemed to irradiate her whole path, past and futu-re.‘ y

With a gush of grateful tears she threw hersell into hig
EWﬂﬁs]i‘(;-rgwe you, Henry 17 she said ;  forgive you for your 1:1‘?(;
and goodness—for making me s0 happy ¢ What gentle
method could you have devised for awakening me from my
dream? Dear husband——dearest friend—I owe myself to you:
Love and truth have revealed life to me. Tow could you have

. answered it to yourself if you had let me sink juto nothingness

. under delusions so fatal I”

] know not,” he replicd ; “yet I confess I was completely
at a less. Your convmtlons were brought about by 130&13
wholly beyond any power of mine. We canuot devise m]lj (,rm
ate circurastances to suit our wishes. Happy those w (;) ae
willing to use such as ave offered by a benign Provi Icu; :
Still, dearest Kate, remewber I am ready and willing to enla :
our way of lifc- whenever you desire it ; there may be very goo

ing so.”

reff‘;”:}i;‘i 2;; desire it,” she replied, “ for there is o sense Oj
weariness and disgiist comes over me whenever T think -of 1'5he li :
we used to lead, Not that I pretend to have grown m(.hﬂ‘irefl
to wealth, or the privileges it buys, or the eouseqlfencf: it %ivus{;
I love to spend money as well as ever, but ‘spendlng it Wlt‘l‘()‘l;l
_display, and for objects which the world cannot apprecia e:
seems t0 me a higher pleasure than any that show ever gave-mc:

Of mere luxury we have enough—all that we can really enjoy ;
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for T have discovered that whatever of it we provide beyond a
certain limit is not for onrselves, and becomes a burthen. Tf,

with abundant means, you were disposed to-hoard,” she added,
smiling, “I believe I should be a very bad wife ; but-as you

love to spend too—why, it seems to me we shall be very happy

as we are.”

“Ts that all ? said Miss Grove, when the reader stopped.

“What more would you -have ?” said Mr, Berry ; “is not
every body very happy, and haven’t we made ont our case 7

“But I thonght yon wonld have told us more about George‘
—how he behaved, and whether he ever foll in iove

“O you know it would be long hefore it was proper for
George to fall in love, and when he did there would be a great

deal to be said about it ; we must reserve that for other sam-

mer hours in the House of Industry.”

“I consider the permanence of the young wife’s conversion so
ticklish a topie,” said Mr. Ingoldsby, with his usual disposition
to a certain quizzical skepticism, “that I hold you very wise to
stop where you do. The brother’s reformation I can believe in,
for it is easier to forsake vice than folly.”

“Bhall T tell you papa’s creed—only pretended, though—-
about women ?” said Elinor ; ““he often repeats these lineg :

¢ Is it that for such ontward ornament

‘Was Iavished on their sex, that inward gifts
‘Were left, for haste, uafinished—judgment scant,
Capacity not rais'd to epprehend . '

Or value what, is best
In cheloe, but oftest to affect tho wrong P »

“T counld bury those lines so deep under a mountain of oppos-
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ite ones, from poets of all time,” said Mr, Berry,  that it would

take another summer to find them. But tell ug whether we

have proved our position ¥’
« ardly,” said Mr. Ingoldsby ; * for after all, you have heen

‘ obliged to resolve Beauty into Virtue.”

“ Not at all—we have only shown that Beauty and Virtue
are a twin growth, and canuot be separated without violenee to
Nature.” ) ' ’

1 ?
« And do you feel entitled to end with a Q. E. D2
« We must leave the decision of that question with our read-

ers.”




WOMEN OF THE REVOLUTION.

Coxswrrive how highly every age has prized the history and
biography of previous times, it is matter of surprise that there
are not always found those who systematically record passing
events and delineate living characters. Fame is, indeed, in &
good degree, an affair of distance, It is difficolt fof friends,
associates, or contemporaries to be sure that' actions or events,
which arise from the present condition of things, will seem as
important to posterity as to those who have an immediate inte-
rest in the emergencies which gave them birth, But the desire
to know what has been done and said by those who have gone
before us—who helped to prepare the world for thé coming of
our day—is so universal, and we are so often vexed to think we
know so little, that it seems wonderful that mere sympathy
should not lead us to prepare pleasant things of this sort for the

people whose pioneers we are. How delicious are the bits of -

private history now and then fished up from the vast sea of
things forgotten! How we pounce upon some quaint diary,
some old hoard of seemingly insignificant letters, some enlight~

ening passage in an old author, who little suspected his blunt -

quill of playing the part of an elucidator of history! What
could repay the world for the withdrawal from its knowledge of
the straight-forward fibs of Sir John Mandeville, illustrative as
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-~ they are of the state of general credulity in his doy? Or of

Pepys’s Diary, or Horace Walpole’s, or Madame de Bevigne'’s
letters, or Bozzy's inestimable jottings 7

Each and every generation livesin “a very remarkable age,” v’
and it is obvionsly a high moral duty of somebody to writg it
down, circumstantially, for the benefit of those who arc destined,
through its preparing influcnee, to enter upon experienees still
more remarkable.  Yet when we would seck materials for the
minute private history of a time, in the bosom of whose com-

mon life were contained the charactcrizing elements of this

. great empire-—as the rich satin folds of the tulip are traceable

in a bulb whicl looks very like that humble picce of domesticity,
an onion—we arc obliged to search as if for the proverbial
needle ; to dive into family records, dim with the dust of time,
or useless from the suspicious coloring of pride or affection ; to
call upon the East and the West, the North and the South, to
rummage the memory-garrets of their * oldest inhabilants ;” in
short, to pick, as it were, from thorns and briers by the way-
side, stray locks of the material which should have been carded
and spun by the growers, ready for the weaving skill of the
present day. ‘

Al honor, then, to the patriotic labors of those to whom we
owe the gathering of these fragments! Ilonor to Mrs. Ellet,
who has alom; ‘done for our Revolutionary mothers what so
ma,nj men have been zealous in doing for their own sex, ever
gince the national stroggle was ended. ,

No one perhaps will question, that the wemen of the Revo-
Intion bore a far larger share of its actual hardships and suffer-
ings than the men, The life afield, shorn though it may be of
home comforts, has its poetry, its inspirations, its heroic element,
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for compensation of its ills. The very physical influence of

duties performed i 2 onen ai o et .
pertormed in the open air—of excitement, exercise, vari-

cty, and liberty, Is enlivening and invigorating to mind and body
reciprocally. Military discipline,—the stimulus of command

~and of subordination, of regularity, of enter;rise, of endurauce,

—las a tendency to maintain the spivits in a somewhat cquable, -

i not clated state, and to keep sad personal thoughts at hay.
Activity having a diveet bearing apon the great object in view,
keeps up the heart more casﬂy and more steadily than quieter
service can, It is, indeed, an attainment in philosoply to ha,ve,‘
and to be consoled and snstained by, the feeling that

* They also serve who only stard and wait."

To do is the great pleasure of life ; to éuﬂ’er,;or to be paésive, is
a sustained effort of self-denial. ‘

It was to this difficult service that the women of the Revolu-
tion were called. The hard labor of waiting, in paticat anxi-
ety and a composare that did not exclude agony, while Tus-
bands, sons, fathers, brothers, went in search of danger, called
forth fortitudg and faith far beyond that required for 11Eght~
watches under snowy skies, or forced marches without shocs.
To follow, with heart and eye, day after day, the ebbing life of
& darling child, whose father was far away and unconscious of
the blow that hung over him, drew more severely upon the
springs of life and hope than a wound in a skirmish or a baffled
enterprise.  The women’s Iot, in those times, was the ingenious
prolongation of torture with which the savage takes care not to
kill—torture that would nerve the impatient soul to pray for a
bullet, rather than to dread it. To prepare a loved one for the

camp and the battle, to see Lim depart, yet withhold the pre-
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test that nature must prompt, were enough ; how much more
was it to combat his own misgivings at the thought of leaving
lonely and unprotected his dearer than life ; to nerve his Leart
for the strife by a deep sympathy in his sense of wrong ; to
send him f'orthl in the spirit of the Greek matron, with a charge
to return with his shield or upon it The noble qualities called
forth by circumstances such as these, excite the maginationand
thrill the heart, till' we are in danger of forgetting the hatefnl-
ness of war. A young girl throws herself between a threaten-
ing pistol and her father’s body, and by her intrepidity preserves
him from butchery ; and again, when she is threatened with
death if she refuses to give information of the course taken by
a party of her countrymen, bares her bosom to the shot of
a brutal marauder, who is only prevented from murder by the
shame or the humanity of a cowrade who strikes up his weapon,

A wife, who hag seen her hugband shot down by a mnsket level-

led over her own shoulder as she entreated for his life, after-
wards keeps watch over his blood-stained corpse in a lonely
house, in the midst of cnemics, resolute to protect the precious
remains from farther outrage, Can men do these things ?

A war of invasion, whose guccess depended upon the devasta-
tion it might be able to carry info private homes, foll, of course,
very heavily upon women, and awakened a spirit and called
forth a resistance which are habitually foreign to the sex. The
peculiorly feminine quality of fortitude was wormed by excite-

ment and ontrage into courage ; a sense of responsihility, and

 the necessity of earing for the absent, produeced prndence and

" awakened ingenuity ; all frivolons interests were thrown out of

sight by the continual presence of important duties ; in short,

woman was forced, by the dread power of necessity, into the
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excercise of those noble qualities with which her Maker endowed
her when he gave her to be the helpmeet of man,—qualities too
generally allowed to lie dormant under the circumstances of
common life, or suppressed because man, the ruler of her des-
ting, approves rather the lighter graces which threaten no com-
petition in his own peculiar sphere of self-complacency. The
impression left by this simple record of woman’s part in the
revolutionary struggle is that of the general toue of feeling
rather than of particular incidents of heroism ; we remember

not so much that particular women did or suffered particular

things, as that the whole tone of female society was raised,
The standard of behavior was a heroie one ; the emulation was
0o longer who should be most fastidious and dependent ; who
should act the part of “the tender and delicate woman, which
would not adventure to set the sole of her foot upon the ground
for delicateness and teuderiess,”—so favorite a 7ole ordinarily,
that women will endure much rather than appear able to endure
any thing ; but who should utterly ‘put away self, forget privi-
leges, forego indulgences, encounter dangers ; who should bind
up wounds, walk noisome hospitals, convey intelligence, defend
the obnoxious, It seems, truly, to have heen woman who held
the keys of the precious reservoir of Hope from which was
drawn strength to endure to the end.” Invaders, far awaf from
their wives and danghters, may fight perfunctorily and fail ;
fnen drawn up in defence of their own firesides, and receiving
ever new supplies of cnergy and assurance from the home stores,
are irresistible, '

But it is time to turn from our general view of the influence
of woman upon the gréat contest, to the contemplation of pai-
ticular characters and incidents. And we begin naturally with
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the mother of Washington, who struck the key-note of this high

harmony when she gave her faultless son to lis couniry without
a tremor ; and who afterwards uttered as a comment upon the
homage offered him by a grateful nation— George was always
a zood boy.” The Spartan smplicity and dignity of this matron
make her a very classie. 1f without injury to the sterner fea-
tures of this character, it werc possible to infuse among its
elements some of the lighter feminine graces, we eould find it in
our hearls to advise our young countrywomen to study it as the
type of American womanhood.

Tn the traits of many of the heroines of the carlier days of the
‘Revolution, we find a remarkable union of strength and softness,
courage and refinement, simplicity and shrewdness, the fruit of
patriotic sentiments engrafted on the habits and acquirements
of aristocratic society. Mrs. Reed, Mrs. Schuyler, Mrs. War-
ren, Mrs. Montgomery, and ‘niany others, were of this class of
women. Their adventures are less striking ; bui their charac-
ters no less admirable, than those of women whom cirenmstances

brought into more conspicuous relation with the war. Mirs.

"Knox was perhaps the most splendid of these ladies, both on

account of her elegance of person and manner, and the strength
and perseverance of her character.—Ifer position in society was
next to that of Mrs. Washington, ever licr intimate friend ; and
the aged officers who still survive, and love to talk of the scenes
and adventures of that day, never fail to speak of Mre, Knox,
of her beauty, her wit, her gay and free manners, and the kindly
and hospitable manner in which she knew how to entertain
guists of every degree, .
Like otlier women of marked intellectual power, who are ren

dered conspicucus by station, Mrs. Knox cxcited envy, and
14
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became oceastonally the subject of severe and ungenerons
comment. ITer very frankuess, the result of conscions strength
and honesty, was turned agaiust her by petty minds. Thus, a
traditional speech of hiers, in the declino of life, purporting that,
if she could live her life over agzain; she wonld be “more of a
wife, more of a mother, more of a woman,” than she had been,
has been interpreted as an expression of remorse 3 while, in
trath, it is no insigaificant proof of virtue. It was doubtloss

prompted by the spirit of humility which implies a 'recoghition ‘

of the highest and purest motives of conduct,

Lest this remark and others, exceedingly natural and prﬁ,ise-
worthy, currently ascribed to Mrs. Knox, should be miscon-
strued to the disadvantaze of a distingushed woman, whose
candor and modesty were enhanced, in the decline of life, Ly the
adoption of a religious standard of action, we venture to insert
8 passage or two from a private letter, written by a still surviv-
ing danghter, who fecls a daughter’s interest in the memory of

a beloved mother, while she carefully disclaims all wish to make
one s0 loved pass for

“Tlhis faultless monster whom the world ne'er saw.”

“I claim for my mother no perfect’on of character ; she un-
doubtedly ad her share of the failings which attach to us all.
I am very conscious that the partiality of friends, and particu-
larly of children, is too apt to give a brighter coloring to the
character of those who were so dear to them than truth will
warrant. In this case, however, T would say, that while ample
justice is done, as I think, to my mother’s intellectnal powers
which were undoubtedly of a superior order, and 2ave her a:.
commanding influence in society, it may not per}{aps be equalty
acknowledged that she had heart as well as mind. Those who
knew her intimately would, I firmly believe, bear full testimony

H
i
1
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to the warmth of her domest’'e attachments. A more devoted
wfe and mother T never knew. The keenest sorrows of her 1 fe
sprang from this source. Tt was the w Il of God to tuke {rom
her nine of her twelve children, prev.ous to the st Ml greater trial
of part'ng with the busband of ‘her youth, the frend and com-
pan‘on of mauy cventful years, and many scenes of joy and
sorraw ;. and the anguish she endured on these trying oceasions
gave abundant evidence that her heart was feelingly alive to the
tender and sacred elaims of wife and mother.  Yet I think it
very pmlmblﬁ, that in the retrospect of a long life she may have
seen nuch to regret—many dutes imperfectly performed —
instances innumerable n which a different course ought to have
heen pursued,  Feslings ke these T have often heard her ex-
press, and can now most fully sympathize with  Her lot was-
cast in the midst of all that was wost attractive in our land ;
yet T do not lielieve in its busiest scenes she ever lost sight of
her more private and indispensable dutics.”

After the conclasion of the war, and when the services of
General Knox were no longer required by the country, he re-
tired to a splendid country residence in Maine, where his wife
assisted him in dispensing a hospitality such as this country hag
geldom seen. It is said to have been not unuseal with them to
kill an ox and twenty sheep on Monday morning, to be con-
gumed in the eourse of the week by a concourse of guests for
whom a hundred beds were daily made. Among the visitors
entertained here were the Duke de Liancourt, who was, as he
gaid, heir to three Dukedoms, yet without a sn't of elothes to
his back, until supplied by Gencral Knox ; Talleyrand, who
pretended that it was impossible for him to learn Iinglish, while
he had two masters and was believed to understand the langnage
thoroughly ; Lafayette, who remembered to inquire for his friend
Mrs. Knox, when he visited this country as “the natiow’s
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guest ;” and many others, who have figured on the stage of his-
tory. At Boston, Lounis Philippe and his brothérs, the Dukes
de Montpensier and de Charolais, had been frequent visitors at
the house of General Knox, and found solace in the friendship
of its fair mistress ; and at all times and in all places where
this happy couple resided, their society was sought by the
great, the patrioiic, and the distinguished.

The charaeter and adventures of the Baroncss de Rledesel
are well known, and as she did not helong to the patriot side,
we shall have nothing to say of her here. Not that we can
notice each of the heroines of the time, even by a werd ; we
shall he obliged to content ourselves with recalling a fow of
those whose position or adventures render thom peculiarly
interesting or worthy of contemplation. -

Lydia Darrah was a Quakeress of Philadclphia, who, while

entertaining perforce a party of the enemy, played the eavesdrop-
per, and used the information she obtained at the keyhole to
save the Americans a surprisc at White Marsh. Those who
approve of war cannot object to this mede of obtaining intelli-
gence ; and the sagaeity, courage and perseverance of the good
woman certainly deserve all the praise bestowed upon them.
How Lydia. stood with the Quaker meeting, after this exploit,
we are not informed.

“The celebrated Miss Franks” was noted for “the keenness

of her irony, and her readiness at repartee ;7 but the sharp
speeches recorded of her are lacking in the delicacy which should
distinguish feminine wit. Mrs. Ellet’s sketch of this loyalist
lady, converted late in life to more patriotic predilections, is
enlivened by an account of the * Mischianza,” a festival given
by the British officers in Bhiladelphia; as & parting 'compliment '
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to Sir William Howe, on ‘'his departure for England, when he
was superseded by Sie ‘Henry Clinton. This account of an
American festival of the olden time—-one of the very few for-
mally recorded in our annals, is especially interesting, from
having been originally written by Major André, who contributed
largely to the more poctical portion of the festival.

“The entertainment was given on the 18th of May, 1778. It
commenced with a grand regatta, in three divisions. In the
first was the Ferret galley, on board of which were several gen-
eral officers and ladies. In the centre, the Hussar galley bore
Rir William and Lord Howe, 8ir Henry Clinton, their suite,
and many ladies, "The Cornwallis galley brought np the rear—
General Knyphausen and soite, three British generals, and
ladies, being on hoard. On cach quarter of these galleys, and
forming their division, were five flat boats lined with green cloth,
and filled with Jadies and gentlemen. ~ Tn front were three flat
boats, with bands of mmsic. Bix barges rowed about each
flank, to keep off the swarm of boats in the river. The galleys
were dressed in colors and streamers ; the ships lying at anchor
were magnificently decorated ; and the transport ships with
colors flying, which extended in a line the whole length of the

‘¢ity, were erowded, as well as the wharves, with spectators.

The rendezvous was at Knight's wharf, at the northern extrem- -
ity of the city The company, embarked at half-past four, the
‘three divisions moving slowly down to the music, Arrived
opposite Market wharf, at a signal all rested on their oars, and
the music played “God save the King,” answered by three
cheers from the vessels, The landing was at the Old Fort, a
little south of the town, and in front of the bmldmg prepared
for the company—a few hundred yards from the water. This
regatta was gazed at from the wharves and warehouse% Ly all
the uninvited population of the city.

“ When the general's barge pushed for shore, a salute of
geventeen guils was fired from his Majosty’s ship Roebuek ; and,
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after an inlerval, seventeen from the Vigiant. The procession
advanced through an avenue formed by two files of grenadiers,
each supported by a line of light-horse. Tie avenue led to a
spacious lawn, lined with troops, and prepared for the exhibit on
of a tilt and tournament. Tie music, and managers with tfuvors
of wiite and bluo ribbous in their breasts, led the way, followed
by the gencrals and the rest of the colupany.

“In frout, the building beunded the view through a vists
formed by two trinmphal arches in a line with the laneding p!hce
Two pavilions, with rows of benches rising one above another,
received the ladies, while the gentlemen ranged themselves on
eacit side.  On the front seat of each pavilion were seven young
ladies as princesses, in Turkish habits, and wearing in ther
turbans the favors meant for the knights who contended. 'Phe
sound of trempets was heurd in the distaunce ; and a band of
kunights in ancient habits of white and red sill, mounted on gray
horscs caparisoned in the same colors, attended by squires on
foot, heralds and trumpeters, entored the lists. Lord Catheart
was chief of these knights ; and appeared in houwor of Miss
Auchmuty. One of his esquires bore his lance, another his

shield ; and twe black slaves in bluc and white silk, with silver

clasps on their bare necks and arms, held bhis stirrups.  The
band made the eircuit of the square, saluting the lad’es, and then
ranged themselves in o line with the pavilion, in which were the
ladies of their deviee. 'Ther herald, after a floursh of trumpets,

proclaimed a challenge ; asserting the superiority of the ludies

of the Blended Rose, in wit, beauty, and accomplishment, and
offering to prove it Ly deeds of amhs, according to the ancient
laws of chivalry. At the third repetition of the challenge,
another herald and trumpeters advanced from the other side of
the square, dressed in black and orange, and proclaimed defi-
ance to the challengers, in the name of the kaights of ihe
Burning mountain. Captain Watson, the chief, appeaied in
honor of Miss Franks ; his device—a heart with a wreaih of
flowers ; his motto—Love and Glory. This band also rode
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vound the ]iéts, and drew up in front of the White Knights.
The gauntlet was thrown down and lifted ; the.mllcoum,e‘lj too_k
place.  After the fourth encounter, the two chiefs, spurring te
the ecentre, Tought singly, till the marshal of the field rushed
between, and declared that the ladies of the Blended Bose and
the Burn'ng Mountain were satisfied with t‘he pr:)ofs of love a}nd
valor already given, and commanded their l{mgh?:s tO.dCSISt.
The bands then fled off in diffcrent directions, saluting the
ladies as they approached the pavilions. .

“The cowpany then passed 1 procession thrcTugh 11'.[11]1‘1)11:11
srches boilt in the Tusean order, te a garden in ,f'ront ?i‘ .1.hf>
bulding, and thence ascended to a spacious hall 1:)&‘11[;0(.1. I e
tation of Sieuna marble. Iu this hall and apartment ad_]om.mg,
were tea and 1'cf1'cslixllct)ts; and the knights, kneeling, recewe(} .
their favors from the ladies. On entering the room appropri
ated for the faro table, a cornncopia was seen filled with frait
and fowers ; another appeared in gonw onf, shrunk, reversed,

“and empty. The next advance was to a bullroom painfed in

pale blue, pannelled with gold, with dmppinfg; {estoons 0[" flowers;
ghe surbase pink, with drapery festooned in blue. Elghrty.-ﬁve
mirrors, decked with flowers and ribbons, refleeted the [ ght h:om
thivty-four branches of wax lights. On the same ﬂoor‘ }verre imu‘l
drawingrooms with sideboards of refreshments, also chclm'atqd
and lighted up. The dancing continued till ten; the wm_dows
were then thrown open, and the fireworks eommenced with a
aghificent hougquet of rockets,
ml‘t‘:‘;{;c;;elve, qlal'ge folding doors, which had hitherto heer,n
conecealed, were suddenly thrown open, "discovcring‘* a ﬁ.plendul
and spacious saloon, richly painted, and brilliantly illmminated ;
the mirrors and branches decorated, as a'so the upper ml)l.e ;
which was set out —aecording to Major André’s account——.w;th
four hundred and -thirty covers, and twelve hundred (]l‘ShCS.
When supper was ended, the herald and trumpeters ofl the
Blended Rose entered the saloon, and proclaimed the .hcallfh of
the king and royal family—followed by that of the knights and
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ladics ; each toast being accompanied by a floarish of musie,

The company then retarned to the ball-room, and the danung
continued .11 four o’clock,”

How faded and old fashioned all this looks to the haughty
eyes of the present creuu ation, when no one goes into company
intending to do any thing but criticise others! yet it malkey one’s
ancestors appear very amiable. Bonkommie is nearly obsolete,
for it requires ‘shuplicity, and a degree of confidence in others
that is a shicld against ridieule. Oune thing is elbvious, such
amusciuents sappose accomplished people.

This entertainment took place at the opening of the spring -

which followed the dreadful winter at Valley Forge. - After this
period, the scene of action was in g great measure c]mlfrcd to

the southern country, and the war took a more romantic char-

acter. Bavannal was surrendered to the British at the elose of |

1779, and on the 12th of May, 1781, Charleston capitulated,
and was occupied by 8ir Henry Clinton, who from that centre
of operations harrassed the surrounding country at pleasure.
The bad faith of the Beitish ¢commander, by means of which one
portion of the inhabitants were terrified into adhesion to the
crown, nexved the hearts and arms of many more, who, under
every disadvantage, and at the imminent risk of all they held
dearest, commenced a partizar and skirmishing wﬁrfure, far more
wearing and distressing than the pitched battles at the North,
from the inunedinte dangers of which, at least, women and chil-
dren and helpless age weve safe.  Civeumstances like these nat-
urally cailed forth a kind of personal heroistm, for which there is
little field in regular warfare, Instances mnot unfrequently
occarred, when all, for the moment, depended on the courage,

the ingenuity, the firmness, or the judgment of a woman ; when
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children without hesitation risked their Yives at the call of duvy
or affection ; when the negro forgot the stupidity which his mas-

ter is so foud of mputing to him, and under the stimulus of love
or pity, was -iuspiréd with an ingenuity of equivocation or a
boldness of defence quite at variance with his sepposed charac-
ter. The cﬁmpamtive simplicity of plantation life imparts a
healthful tone to love and fricndship, and depth and coustaney
to all the domestic affections; and we love to think of the
women of the South as the gnardian angels of their firesides or
their palmetto shades, ever ready, with sweet influences, to ward
off, as far as human creatures may, the curse of slavery, and
meliorate, as ouly gentle creatures can, its sting.
Mrs. Gibbes, the first lady ou the Southern list, may serve as
a type of one class of the heroic women of the South.  'With the
quict energy of a veteran commander, she prepared her housc for
the recept.on of the invaders, attull they had alrcady 'buuoundul
it, oud that closcly.  She did not couquer, but she disarncd the
enemy, by opening the front door when all was ready, and show-
ing the majestic form of her invalid husband, helpless in his
great arm-chair, and surrounded only by women aud children.
And when ler beaatiful plantation was given up o rathlesy pil-
lage, and the officers became her compulsory gucst.s, shg con.tiu—
ued to preside at the head of her table, awing the mtruderf ll'lt()
respect and decent ovder by the power of her pres-cuce.. Flying
aftorwards in the midst of & heavy fire from the river, and h:w
ing under her charge, with the helpless husba‘nd, sixteen child-
ren,—her own and those of her sister—she dIIS(JOVCI‘S. ol 1'c.a?h-
ing the neighboriug plantation, towards which tlaen: fu%'mv.g
steps were directed, that a little boy—one of her sister’s—I8

missing.
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“The roar of the distant guns was still heard, breaking at
short intervals the deep silence of the night.. The chilly rain
was falliug, and the darkness was profound. Yet the thought
of abandoning the helpless boy to destruction was agony to the
Liearts of Lis relatives. In this extremity, the self-devotion of a
young - girl interposed to save lim. Mary Anpa, the cldest
daughter of Mrs. Gibbes—then only thirteen years of age,
. determined to venture back, in spite of the fearful perd, alone-
The mother dared not oppose her noble resolution, which seemed
indeed an inspiration of heaven ; and she was permitted to go.
Hastening along the path with ali the speed of which she wag
capable, she reached the house, stidl i the undisturbed POsSCSS-
fon of the enemy ; and entreated permission from the sentinel to
enter ; persisting, in spite of vefnsal, till by carnest importonity
of supp lication, she gained her object. * Searching anxibusly
through the house, she found the child in & room in a ihird
story, and liftiug him joytully in her arms, carricd him down, and
fled with Lim to the spot where her anxions parents were await-
ing hev retmen, The shot still flew thickly around her, frequently
throwing up the carth in her way ; but protected by the Provi.

dence that watches over innocence, she joined the rest of the
family in safety ” ‘

Mis. Martha Bratton, beginning her carcer of heroism by
defying the brutal Huck, at the head of his cavalry, and per.
sistig in her refusal to say a word that should endanger her
hushand’s safety, finished it by blowing up a depdt of powder
Jjust as the enemy was approaching it.

“The officer in command, irr'tated to fury, demanded who had
dared to perpetrate such an act, and threatened instant and
severe veugeance upou the culprit.  The intrepid woman to
whom he owed his disappointment, answered for herself. ‘It
was I who did it, she replicd. ‘Let the consequence he what
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it' will, 1 glory in having prevented the mischief contemplated by
the enemies of my country.’”

Mrs. Thomas was of &'milar spirit ; and we might ennmerate
a hLost more, if the South were not 5o rich in hicroines,  Miss
Luugs‘tou, a g'rl of sixteen, already under British bau for having
been more than suspeeted of giving private information to her
countrymen, seis ont on “foot, aloue at night, to cross a deep
river in order to warn her brother and his associates of a threat-

ened attack.

“ She entered the water ; but when in the middle of the ford,

becae bewildered, and kuew not which direction to take. The

hoarse tush of the waters, which were up {0 lier neck—the
blackness of the night—the utter solitude around her—the
uncertainty lest the next step should inguiph her past help, con-
fused her ; and losing in & degree her self-possession, she wan-
dered for some time in the (,hannel without knowing wi ther to
turn lLer steps. But the cnergy of a resolute will, under the .
care of I'rovidence, susta,ined her.”

Mary Slocumb, the w1£e of a lieutenant of rangers, who wag
absent with a party on duty when Tarleton took posqesslon of
his plantation, had all the spirit of border chivalry,—that of the
Ladye of Branksome herself,—

«Through me no friend shall meet his doom]
ere, while I live, no foe finds reom 1"

In the war of words she was Idecidedly too much for Colonel

Tarleton, who gave his orders for scouring the country all the
more venomously in cousequence of the defiant tone of her
answers to his searching questions, and her biting allusions to
his own ill-fortune at the bastle of the Cowpens. A most stir-
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licutenant and his family would

" ] .
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I saw
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*
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stable, saddled my mare—as flect and easy a nag as cver trav-
elled ; and in one minute we were tearing down the road at full
specd The cool night seemed afler a mile or two's gallop to
bring reflection with it ; and T asked myself where I was gong,
and {or what purpose. Again and again I was tempted to turn
back ; but 1 was soon ten miles- from home, and my: mind
became stronger every mile I rode. I shouid find my hushand
dead or dying—was as firmly my presentiment and conviction as
any fact in my life. When day broke I was some thirty miles
from home, I knew the general route our little army expeeled
to take, and bad followed them without hesitation,  Alout sun-
rige, I came npon a group of women and children, standing and
sitting by the roud-side, cach one of them showing the same anx-
iety of mind. I felt. ~Stopping a few minutes I inquired if the '
battle had beeu fought. They knew nothing, bat were assem-
bled on the road to catch intell'gence. They thought Caswell
had taken the right of the Wilmington road, and gone towards
the northwest (Cape lear). Again was I skimming over the '
‘ground through a country thinly settled, and very poor and
“swampy ; bub neither my own spirits nor my heaunsiful nag’s
failed in the least: We followed the wellmarked trail of the
troops.
“The sun must have been well up, say eight or nine o’clock,
when I heard a sound like thunder, which I knew maust be can
non, Tt was the first time I had ever heard a canuon. I stop-
ped siill ; when presently the cannon thundered again. The
battle was then fighting. What a fool I my husband conld not
“be dead last night, and the battle only fighting now ! Btill, as
I am go near, T will go and sce how they come out. So away
we went again, faster than ever; and 1 soon found by the noise
of guns that T was near the fight. Again T stopped. L could
hear muskets, I could hear rifles, and T could hear shouting. b1
-spoke to my ware, and dashed on in the direction of the firing
and the shouts, now londer than ever. The blind path T had
been following bronght me into the Wilmington road Ieading to

\
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Moore’s Creck Bridge, a few hundred vards below the bridge.,
A few vards from the road, mnder a clnster of trees, were lying
periag s twenty nen, They were the wounded. T koew the
Spot 5 the very trees 5 and the position of the men 1 kueiw as if
Tl seen it thonsaud tinies. 1 had scen it all nighi 1 T suw
all at once ; but in un instant wy who'e sou! was centred in one
spot  dor there, wrapped in his Lioedy guard-cloak, was my Iing-
bund’s lody U ITow T passed the few yards from my saddle to
the ploce I never knew, I remenher uncoverng hig lead and
secine a face clothed with gore from a dreadfyl wonmi across
the temple. I put my hand on the bloody face ; ‘twas warm
antl an wabneien voice begged for water, A sinall cump-kettle
was lying near, and a stream of water was closo by, T bronght
it poured some in lis month i washed his face ; and behold—
it was Trank Cogdell. e soon revived and could speak. I
was washing the wound in his head,  Said Le, “ 1t is hot that |

it is that hole in my leg that is killing me.” A puddie of blood

was stundng on the ground about liis feet. 1 took his knife, cut
away his tronsers and stocking, and found the Llood came from

a shiot-hole through and through the fleshiy part of b feg. I

looked aliont and could <ee nothing that looked as if it would do

for dressing wounds but sonte heurt-leaves. I gathered a hand-

ful and bound them tight to the holes ; and the bleeding stopped.

I theu went 1o the others ; and—Doctor | 1 dressed the wounds -
of many a brave fellow who did good lighting long after that

day ! I had not inquired for my hnshand ; but while I was busy

Caswell eame up.  ITe appeared very much surprised to sce me ;

and was with bis hat in his hand about to pay some compliment :

but I interrupted him by asking—* Where is tmy hushand ¥

“*Where he ought to be, madam i in parsuit of the enemy.
But pray,’ said he, ‘how came you here ¥’

*10h, I thought,” replied T, ‘you would nced nurses as well.
as soldiers.  See! I have already dressed many of -these good
fellows ; and here is one "—going to Frank, and lifting him up
with my arm under his head, so that he could drink some more
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stood before me. ' ; . o ?
“YWhy Mary U he exclaimed, * What are you doing th

; . 9
Huge'ng Frauk Cogdcll, the greatess ?"Epl-obz!‘tc)l{l thrc u‘i:;y‘il.ld
“ Iy the middle of the night, I agan mounted my 1‘111 .t‘l
started for home. Caswell and my hushaud w:.mtrsﬁlln.u to' sb(“yt
il next morning, and they \1\'101114 ls;ntd]g tl;:“tlyt;:(:, 1001:11;:1,%“(1
! vanted to sec my chudd, and 1 1o : %3 e
3?) 'pait; who couid keep up w}th me. What'a.]hf{qj? lll.tt‘ltlzmll
"bad hack ! and with what joy did T embrace wy civld 4 lie

to meet me 17

i g and her
Lest we should be wanting, both to Mrs. Slocunh an

anweleome guest Coloncl Tarleton, we give o passage which
does eredit to them both.

“When the British army broke up their encampment at th((;

[T 1

plantation, a sergeant was ordered by Colenel Turleton tor s‘t-}n
in the door till the last soldier had gone out, to ensure }_‘}lOLf}t(;;
tion to a lady whose noble hearing had insp red them a'l wi :d
the most profound respect.  This order was oheyed : the] g1‘1ml
bronght up the rear of that army in their march northward.

Mys. Sipcumb saw them deparé with tears of jloiy'r : a,nd' on h}e;
knecs gave thanks, with a full heart, to the Divine Being wh

had protected her.” ‘

This lady lived, through a_ll her toils and dangers, a happy
wife for sixty years, with the husband of her ym'lth. In her
seventy-second year, being afflicted with a cancer in her hané},
she with characteristic bravery beld it forth-to 1?]10 Surgcolns
knife, declining the usual assistance. She dle.d in 1836, her
hushand in 1841 —the patriarchs of their district.
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The exploit of Mrs. Motte, who furnished the arrows which
were (0 carry combustibles to the roof of her own new and val-

uable mansion, ie well known., It may not be equally so, that

after Ler husbund’s death, finding that through (Le disastrous -

accidents of the times, Lis estater was insolvent, Mrs. Motte
determined to devote the remaider of her life to the lionorable
task of paying his debts,

“Her friends and counections, whose acquaintance with her
affairs gave weight to their judgment, warned her of the appa-
rent hopelessness of such an effort, But, steadfast in the prin-
ciples that governed all her conduet, she persevered s induced a
friend to purchase for her, on credit, o vuluable body of rice-
land, then an uncleared swamp—on the Santec—Uuilt houses
for the negroes, who constituted nearly all her available pro-
perty—even that being encunhered with elaims—and took up
her own aliode on the new plantation, TLiving in an humble
dweliing-—and relinquishing many of lLer habitual comforts—she
devoted herself with such zeal, wutiring industry, and indomita~

ble resolution to the attainment of her ohject, that her success

triumphed over every difficulty, and excceded the expectations
of all who had disconraged her, She not only paid her hus-
band’s debis to the full, but seenred for her children and
descendants a handsome and unincumbered estate.”

This is the heroism of peace, a far more difficult heroism, we
must take leave to say, than that of war, even for women.
Actions to be truly great must be performed withount the stim-
ulus of present excitement. The true dignity of such as this
will be recognized when war is forgotten, or remembered as an
almost impossible barbarism of past ages.

Further south, we come upon the exploit of a * war-woman ”
indeed, Nancy Hart, a Georgian Amazon, hideous in person as
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ferocious in nature, is represented as having shot a man or two
with her own' hand, in her own house, and coolly recommended
the ha,uging of four more before her door, on a tree which may
still be seen. The stream near this Penthesilea’s bower is called
« War-woman’s Creek,” in her honor. Nature makes strange
mistakes sometimes, and seems to have given the virago’s hus-
baud the milk omitted in her own composition. At least, we
judge so from the fact that Naney called him “a poor stick.”

Mrs. Ellet’s account of the women of Kentucky includes
many very interesting anecdotés, illustrative of Indian cruclty,
and female courage and pa,trlotic feeling. The satisfaction with
which we read these touching records of American pioneer life
makes us regret, that so mueh more is doubtless lost than saved.
These things happened in.days and regions belonging far less to
‘the pen than the axe and the rifle. Tt were worth a pilgrimage
through that land of “forest, flood and fell,” to glean the frag-
ments yet extant among those who must soon pass away.

There is a thrilling story of Wheeling, on the Ohio, then
called Fort Henry, whither, in 1777, a.large Indian force was
brought by a notorious remegade and tory, Simeon Girty.

" Within the fort were collected, as usual, all the helpless of the

neighborhood, and a garrison numbering harely twelve, inelud-
ing boys, the rest having been killed in an attempt to dislodge a
party of savages near the fort. The stockade was stormed by
the Indians, and defended by the marksmen within with good
hope, until it was discovered that the powder was exhausted.
The only supply lay in a house about sixty yavds from the gate,
In this emergency, when all depended on obtaining the powder,
and the person who should seek it must become a mere targed

for the savage horde without, a young girl, Elizabeth Zane, vol-
- 1 :
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unteered to be the messenger, insisting that no one else could be
as well spared. The blood thrills as we picture her, leaving the

fort on this desperate errand, reaching the house in safety, emerg-

ing again with the keg of powder in her arms, and skimming the
ground toward the gate, amid a shower of bullets. But the
buliets had no billet for her, and she reached the fort in safety,
We need not say that her heroism saved her friends.

We have adopted something of geographical order in our
sotice of particular persons ; but we proceed to call up several
characters, omitted in our pursuit of the more heroic and poeti-
cal instances of feminine patriotism.

And first comes Mrs. Bache, the only daughter of Franklin.
Like many other ladies of that stirring and stimulating day,
she wrote many and good epistles. She begins her letters to her
father, * Honored 8ir” and ends with saying “ There is not a

young lady of my acquaintance but what desires to be remem- .
bered to you.” The simplicity of her habits does eredit to her -

father, who, figuring at the court of France in his blue woollen
stockings, writes reprovingly to her about Philadelpbia gaieties,

“ But how could my dear papa give me so severe a reprimand
for wishing a little finery? He would not, I am sure, if he knew
how much I have felt it. Last winter was a season of triumph
to the whigs, and they spent it gaily. You would not have had
me, I am sure, stay away from the Ambassador’s or General’s
entertainments, nor when I was invited to spend the day with
Greneral Washington and his lady; and you would have been
the last person, T am sure, to have wished to sce me dressed
with singnlarity. Though I never loved dress so much as to
wish to be particularly fine, yet T never will go out when I |
cannot appear so as to do credit to my family and husband,
» » + . I can assure my dear paps that Industry in this
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conutry is by no means laid aside ; but as to spinning linen, we
cannot think of that till we have got that wove which we spun
three years ago. Mr. Daffield. has bribed a weaver that lives

on W's farm to weave me cighteen yards, hy making him three
or four shuttles for nothing, and keepng it a sceret from the
country people, who will not suffer them to weave for those in
town. Th's is the third weaver’s it has been af, and many fair
promises I have had about it. ’Tis now done and whitening ;
but. forty yards of the best remains at T.Aitz yet, that 1 was to
have had home a twelvemonth last month.  Mrs. Keppele, who
is woue to Lancaster, is to try to get it done there for me ; but
Hiot a thread will they weave but for hard mouey. My maid is-
now spinning wool for winter stockings for the whole family,

‘which will be uo difficulty in the manufactory, as I knit them

myself, T ouly mention these things that you may. see that balls
are not the only reason that the wheel is laid aside. . . .
. : This winter approaches with so many horrors, that
I shall not want any thing to go abroad in, if I can be comfort-
able at howe. My spirits, which I have kept up during my
being drove about from place to place, much better than most
people’s I meet with, have heen lowered by nothing but the
depreciation of the money, which has been smazing lately,‘ 80
that home will be the place for me this winter, as I cannot get

" a common winter cloak and hat but just decent under two hun-

dred pounds; as to gauze now it is fifty dollars a yard, ’ts

beyond my wish, and I should think it not only a shame but a

gin to buy it, if T had millions.”

Mis. Bache mérits her place among. the heroines of the
Revolation by personal services in the hour of deep need.

“Tn the patriotic effort of the ladies of Philadelphia, to fur-
nish the destitute American soldiers with money and clothing
during the year 1780, Mrs Bache took a very active part,
After the death of Mrs. Reed, the duty of completing the col-
lections and contributions devolved on her and four other ladies,
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25 & sort of Exccutive Committee. The shirts provided were
cut out at her honwse. A Ietter to Dr. Franklin, part of which
has been published, shows how earnestly she was engaged in the
work, 'The Marquis de Chastellux thus describes a visit which
he paid her about this time: * After this slight repast, which
only lasted an hour and a half, we went to visit the 1adies,
agrecable fo the Philadelphia custom, where the morning is the
most proper hour for paying visits,. We began by Mrs. Bache.
She merited all the anxiety we had to seo her, for she is the
danghter of Mr. Franklin  Simple in her manners, like her
respected father, she possesses his benevolence. She éonducted
us into a room filled with work, lately finished by the ladics of
Philadelphia. This work consisted neither of embroidered
tambour waistconts, nor of net work edging, nor of gold and
silver brocade. Tt was a quantity of shirts for the soldiers of
Pe'nnsylvama. The ladies bought the linen from their own
prw‘ate purses, and took a pleasure in cutting them out and
sewing them themselves. On each shirt was the name of the

married or unmarried lady who made it
( ; and the
twenty-two hundred, » 7 o0 ey amoniied to.

In another letter to her father, speaking of her having met
with General and Mrs, Washingtonvseveral times, she badéls
“He always inquires after yon in the most affectionate manner’
and speaks of you highly. ‘We danced at Mrs. Powell’s on yom"
birth-day, or night, I should say, in company together, and he
told me it was the anniversary of his marriage ;
twenty years that night.” Washington dancmgf The statue
stepped down from its pedestal !

Miss Mary Philipse,—afterwards the wife of Captain RO"’EI;
-N[orris, who was attainted of treason, and suffered conﬁscat?on
In punishment of his “loyalty,”—is celebrated ag having fasci-
nated Washington, when, in his twenty-fourth year, he travelled

it was just
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from Vlrglma to Boston, on horseback, attended by his aides-
de-camp. He was entertained in New York at the house of
Mr. Beverley Robinson, whose wife was the gister of the charm-
ing Mary Philipse. Tt seems quite problematical whether the
young chief actually offered himself and suffered the mortifica-
tion of a refusal, but it is not disputed that his heart was
touched, and that the young lady might have been the wife of
the Commander-in-chief, and the lady of our first President, if
she had chosen. She is represented to have been onc of those
who rule all about them by an irresistible charm, and the henor
in which her memory is held among her descendants proves that
Washington was wise in love as well as in war,

The wife of the traitor Arnold was the daughter of Edward
Shippen, Chief Justice of Pennsylvaiiia, of a family distinguished
among the. aristocracy of the day, and prominent after- the
commencement of the contest among those who cherished
loyalist prineiples. She was a beautiful girl of cighteen when
ghe became the object of Arnold’s attentions ; but although he
appefus even before marriage, to have imbued her with his own
discontented and rancorous feclings towards those who thwar ted
his plans of sclfish ambmon there is not a shadow of proof that -
the knowledge of his treason did not fall on her, as on the coun-
try, Lke a thunderbolt. But it cannot be pretended that she
was one of the women who help to keep men {rue and hrave.

“She was young, gay, and frivolous; foud of display and
admiration, apd used to luxury ; she was utterly unfitted for the
duties and privations of a poor manw’s wife. A loyalist’s daugh-
ter, she had been tanght to mourn over even the poor pageantry.|
of éolonial rank and authority, and to recollect with pleasure
the pomp of those brief days of enjoyment, when military men
of noble station were her admirers.
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“Mrs. Aroold whs at breakfast with her hushand and the
aides-de-camp—Wglshington and the other officers having not
yet come—when the letter arrived which bore to the traitor the
first intell'gence of Andrd’s capture. He left the room imme-
diately, went to his wife’s chamber, sent for her, and brieﬂy
informed her of the necessity of his instant flight to the encmy.
This was, probahly, the first intellizence she received of what
had been so loug going on; the news overwhelmed ler, and
when Arnold quitted the apartment, he left her lying in a swoon
on the floor.

“ Her almost frantic condition is described with sympathy by
Colonel Hamilton, fa a letter written the next day : ‘The
General’ he says, ‘went to see her ; she upbraided him with
being in a plot to murder her child, raved, shed tears, and la-
mented the fate of the infant. . . . . . All the sweetness
of beauty, all the loveliness of innocence, all the tenderness of a
wife, aud all the fondness of a mother, showed themselves in her
appearance and conduct.’—Ile, too, expresses his conviction that
she had no knowledge of Arnold’s plan, till h's announcement
to her that he must banish himself from his conniry forever.
The opinion of other persons qualified to judge without preju-
dice, acquitted her of the charge of having participated in the
treason. John Juy, writing from Madrid to Catharine Livings-
ton, says—‘ All the world here are cursing Arnold, and pitying
his wife” And Robert Morris writes— Poor Mrs. Arnold |
was there ever such an infernal villain I’

“Mrs. Arnold went from West Point to her father’s house ;

but was not long permitted to remain in Philadelphia The -

traitor’s papers having bheen seized, by direction of the Executive
authorities, the correspondence with Andrs was brought to
light ; suspicion rested on her ; and by an order of the Council,
dated Oct. 27th, she was reqnired to leave the state, to return
so more during the continvance of the war, She accordingly

'departed to join her husband in New York. The respect and

forbearance shown towards her on her journey through the
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country, notwithstanding her banishmeflt, testified the popular
belief in her innocenee, M. de Marbois relates, that when she
gtopped at a village where the people were ab’?ut to burn
Arnold in effigy, they put it off till the next night.”” .

Trath to say, these reminiseences of the women of our forming
day are so interesting, that we might extract more than half
the book if we should indulge our disposition to hold up to
honor the daughters of the various portions of this extensive
country, whose characters were brought out by the influences
and chances of the times. We owe them an incaleulable debt,
to be repaid only by the best possible use of the blessings they
bequeathed us, and an interest in the future of our country equal
to that which inspired their efforts and sacrifices.
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WESTERN TRAITS.

Tr there be a country on earth where hospitality is free and
hearty, it is ours. Whatever faults we may possess a8 'a people,
this one virtue—if virtue it may be called which is rather a
gratification than a sacrifice of the natural promptings--~is ﬂoﬁr—l
ishing to a degree unknown elsewhere. It seems the spontane-
ous and generous frait of our overflowing prosperity ; the impul-
give rendering to the fellow-creature of the debt which we owe
to the All-bounteous Parent. When not” erushed by self-in-
duced Pennry, or chilled by empty pride, the American heart

' responds to the elaim of the stranger with unerring, electric pre-
cision. Whether guests are numbered in thousands, while the
government is called upon to play host, or the single stranger
knocks at the door of a log-cabin in the midst of o prairie, no
hesitation occurs as to the reception, refreshment, and aid of the
weary and discouraged traveller. If immigrants overflow our
alms-houses and hospitals, we build more ; accommodating the
surplus, meanwhile, by temporary arrapgement, at any cost. If
private visiters come down upon us in avalanches, we turn the
house out of doors, and make beds in impossible places, rather
than refuse to open our doors to any one coming in the sacred
‘character of guest. If our national character suffer—according
to certain English observers—from the lack of the ennobling se-
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timent of loyalty, we may console ourselves, at least in part, by
. :

the reflection that a feeling and habit of hespitality Is ennobling '
too, and perhaps proves no less in favor of the couniry than the
other, espeéially since it often involves some sacr.fice of time, incli-

nation and worldly goods, while loyalty may, and often docs
~ evaporate ini words, Tt is easier to swing one’s hat and ejacu-
late, “ God save the queen !” while we foss off a Lumyper, than
to receive a poor family, furnish them with food and ledging,
and speed them on their way, John BulP’s loyalty has never
made him look more swectly upon the tax-gatherer, or embrace
with fraternal warmth his Irish fellew-subjects ; while our hos-
Apitality opens its doors to those whom taxes drive out of their
homes, and to the Irish who flee before the tender mereics of
their more favored countrymen. There is a vast deal of spurious
but showy gentiment in the world,

But as a matter of individual and seM-sacrificing virtue, com-
mend us to the hospitality of the. western settler. Tt extends
not only to his neighbors and friends, those who may possibly
have an opportunity of returning the kindness, but to busincss
visiters, tax-gatherers, duns! Kvery decent (white) man is °
asked to stay to dinner, whether he come to buy land or to
serve a writ. This good nature often subjects the inviter to
strange table-fellows, but your true Western man is not fastidi-
ous. He will see ‘unwashen hands, on his knives and forks
rather thau endure the thought of having transgressed the laws
of hospitality.

This feeling is peculiarly exhibited in the urgency with
which he invites his old parents to ‘come out West, for-
getting‘ the unavoidable dangers of the change. And it is

no less remarkable how many, unappalled Ly the prospect-
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of leaving the home and the associations of youth, are finally
induced by affection or compelled by poverty to Join their
prosperous children in their new abode, It will be long ere we
forget the coming of two old people—the pé,rents of our talka-
tive neighbor, Mrs, Titmouse, whose log-house stood in & lonely
spot, where the deer ran past the windows to be shot, and the
fox took care of the chickens. "Mrs. Titmouse was a perfect
Croton in conversation. Ier daily talk was like streams, Jjets,
douches—everything but the standing pooi or the useful hydrant
which gives you just as much as you want.

““I want to speak to ye jist one minute,” she would say, if
she caught you passing her door. “Sit down now, do! he;e’s
a seat”—(wiping it with Sally Jane’s sun-bonnet). “Fve seon
the day when I could ha’ gi'n ye a cheer that hadn’t ‘& broken
back. My old man’s shiftless like, ever since he walked out of
the third story door of the mill, and hit his head and spoilt that
new cap o his'n. That cap cost twelve shillin’ if it cost a‘cop-
per. He bought it down to Galpir's ; or rather I bought it, as
1 may say, for I airnt the money, by spinnin’. Spinnin’ isn’t
sich very bad business, after all, for I airt enough by my wheel
last year to buy that ’ere cap, and them ‘ere sashes, there in
the corner. If my old man warn’t quite so shiftless, we should
ha’ had something for winders besides cotton sheets, for them
sashes has sarved for hen-roosts this six months. Its. ra’ Iy .
astonishin’ how hens does love to sleep where you don’t want
‘em to. They allers roosted on the teester of that bed il we
got them sashes. ¥'d rather have ’em there than on the bed.
though.” ’

Thus much would be said while the chair was dasted and the
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visiter placed in it. Then would the good dame seat herself
upon the bed-side, aud continne :—

“Tolks way ‘think, scein’ me so Kind o’ scant off, that I
hain’t never been used to nothin’ ; but I ean tell ye wy folks
down east is forehanded foiks. I've got a cousin that keeps as

 handsome a shoc-store ss there is standin’ between tlus and
Detroit.  And my uncie’s daughter, Malindy Brown, is murried

to a cap’u of a vessel—hus Lout runs on Connecticut river— I
dave say you may have heard of hun—one Jabez Colil, Aud
my cousin, Joe¢ Binks, is & good farmer, with everything com-

fortable. When T wus down east he g/n me lots ¢ thiugs.

Look a here, now 1”7

And with the word, the speaker, in the vehemence of her
desire to produce proofs of her gentility, would hop up on the
biock which served for a sort of stand by the side of the fire,
and reach down a huge bag of dried apples, which must be
“hefted” on the failing knees of the visiter, in proof of the
forehandedness of the friends who could afford to give such evi-
dence of their interest in Mrs, Titmouse. “Theyv'e got apples
as plenty as‘taters,” she would say, with a sigh, “aund wool
and flax too, for all ’m so poor. But I'm goin’ to have my
old father and mother come out here, to see how poor folks live,
and I dow't believe but what they’ll be pleased to see the open-
in’s too.” '

The old father and mother did come, and were duly installed
in the ¢ teestered” bed, while everything that the poor farm
afforded was put in requisition for their comfort. Chinese exag-
geration, “ Every thing 1 have is yours,” is literally acted upon v
in the woods in such cases. No reserve is thought of, from the
best bed (though it be the only oue) to the last fat chicken, if
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it will pleasore the honoved guest, pa‘rtiéularly if he com{; from
“ th.e east,” that land of dear and splendid memories. .~

But all Mrs. Titmouse’s care did not succeed in ia;arditlg off
the Destroyer, whose way was made easy by the weig;h.t of
years, the effects of hard work, thé change of climate, and the

‘ marsh malaria, which steamed up more venomonsly than usual
in the autuwn of the year in which they came to visit theiy ﬂuz
ent daughter. Both the old people died ; the man first, and
the wife of grief for her lost companion. Only four wecks inter-
vened, and the second funeral under such circumstances drew
together the whole neighborhood, _

Poor Mrs. Titmouse took her sorrow différeutly from other
people. When her friends came to honor the sad occasinﬁ
they found the coffin on its tresscls in the open air, under the,
shade of an ancient tree, and the bereaved daughter hovcriﬁg
about it with her usual appearance of assidnong inefficiency, and
an unceasing gush of words. She recounted again and again,
as new parties came in, the whole story of her invitation to her
pa?ents, their acceptance, their journey ; what she had done

- and tried to do for them while under her roof ; the first symp-‘
toms of incipient fever ; the whole course of medical treatment ;
the approach of danger ; the fears and the regrets of the sui‘?t‘eri ‘
ers and herself ; the consolations of the minigter ‘; the words of
the fatal hour (chiefly her own) ; the preparations for- burial
and the difficulty which occurred as to the dig‘gingj of the graves’
because the money, which must be paid in advance, was no';
forthcoming. 'These comprised but a portion of ihe topies with
the discussion of whick Mrs. Titmouse sought to relieve her

heart, while her apron was every moment lifted to her eyes, 10
. . :
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wipe away the tears ever called up anew by the words associated
with all these sorrowful circumstances.

After the clergyman commenced his duties, habitual respect

* dammed up the stream of talk ; but during the long drive to

the grave, and at the grave itself, Mrs. Titmouse found herself
refreshed enongh to recommence the story of her woes. =he
was glad, at any rate, she said, that the old folks had snch
decent funerals. She didn’t believe they would have had better
at ““the east” though all their people were so forehanded ; and
she would never forget Mr. C.’s kindness in getting them graves
dug, and would pay him out of the very first spinning money
she got. As for her husband, she insisted he was so shiftless,
that there never would have been any graves dug if they had
waited -for him. To be sure, he said his back wag Jame, but it
wast’t so lame but what he could sit on the eounter at the store,
playing checkers with that loafer, Levi Cram, until sun-down,
never thinking of what was to he done.

At the grave the complaint took the form of more vehement
lamentation. All the While‘they were lowering the body, Mrs,
Titmouse stood looking in and wringing her hands. * Oh, my
poor old father and mother! T'm sorry enough that ever 1
asked ye to‘come away from your comfortable home, out here
into fhe Michigan to die, away from every body ! Not but
what it’s a good place to live and die in, and T'm sure ' under
an everlastin’ compliment to the neighbors for their kindness,
and particularly Mr, C., for having the graves dug, and lending
us his wagon ; and if our pigs turn out any thing, which I'm
afraid they won’t, I shall certainly send Mr. C. one, hesides
paying him in money.. Or if the pigs ghouldn’t do well, perhaps
the chickens will. Any how, I'll find something, for 'm under
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an everlastin’ colmp}iment ; and hope when any of yon gets into
trouble, yowll fiud them that’s able and willip’ to help ye,
though 1 wouldn’t advise any one to bring their old father and
motuer out here, for though it’s a good country enough for them
that’s strong and hearty, it ain’t no place for old folls.”

This is but 4 trifling specimen of Mrs. Titmoise’s grief-
prompted oration ; for pen and ink are tob slow to give any
idea of all that she managed to enunciate while the monld wag
filling in. Hep talking was so proverbial in the whole neighbor-
hood, that g reprobate fellow in telling the particulars of g fit
of illuess, which had brought him to the verge of the grave,
added : “ But after all, the Lord wag very good to me ; for he
never let old Mother Titmouse come near me, or I shouldut
have sot here this day.”

After our experience and observation, we cannot, recommend
‘the emigration of people advanced in years, thohgh we are far
from predicting for them the fate of Mrs, Titmouse’s parents,
Under the most favorable circumstances, there are many priva-
tions to be undergone in a new conutry ; and though the disor-
ders which belong to a luxuriant soil in the first stages of its culti-
vation, are not generally fatal to the young and robust, the con-
stitution of the aged lacky stamina, to rally after the first attack

But to those who do g0, We can promise hospitality une- .

qualled in the richest dwellings of the old world The ready
hand, the hearty greeting, the offered bed, the bounteous téb]e,
the best seat at the fire, await the traveller who comes to the
conntry with the intention to settle, Those who fly to the prai-
ries in pursuit of g new pleasure, may sometimes meet the cold
shoulder—indeed, some have mzde complaints of that sort ; but
our knowledge of western people assures us that if the other
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cost ever so much time and thought, prayer and anxiety. This
being the case, the form of sainthood perhaps more needed
among us than any other, is a inanifest superiority to the cor
ruption of riches, and a determination, known and read of all
men, to consecrate the fruits of industry and blessing ‘to the
Lord who pernits their in-gathering. The triwmph of the rich
man over his riches is a great victory, now and here.  (arlands
and civic crowns mightx well be adjudged to such a hero. Ie
must be no devotee to poverty, no despiser of the thrift, the
enterprise and the glorious success of our conventional life ; but
one who, having entered largely into trade, and fully succeeded,
learns to make his gains the fuel of that holy fire which alone
has power to consume all selfishness in the career of charity.
- Such a man, if we have rightly rcad various notices of his
character and actions, was the late Amos Lawrenee, whom we
cannot forbear to mention wlien we think of some of the saintly
lives lately closed among us. Known alike as the head of one
of the most distinguished commereial houses in the United
States, and as the most liberal dispenser of charity in the most
beneficent city in the world, we cannot but feel that he is indeed
an exdmple of the virtue we most need. Nowhere is the influ-
- ence of wealth likely to be worse than where its duties are so
little determined by established requirements, or hereditary
obligations, and where every man ig the exclusive controller of
his own possessions. Over all the temptations besetting the
wealthy class in our country, Amos Lawrence must be confessed
to have obtained a complete victory. He began as a poor boy;
he made his fortune by hard work ; he grew up under the spur
of emulation ; he dealt in a coinmunity where a moderate gener-

osity would have conciliated the entire respect of the public;
16 :
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be wag neither a partisan in politics, not a sectarian in religion.

There scemed nothing, in short, to turn him agside from the
ordinary course of rising men about him .
indefinitcly, bestowing liberally from time to time of his surplus
on special charities, but always adding house to house and harn
to barn, as the inevitable and laudable business of a wealthy
and prosperous man.

But Mr. Lawrence did no such thing. The moment he fonnd
himself possessed of the means to satisfy

the natural and proper
claims of his family, he determined,

—hot to leave the cares and
labors of business for the enjoyment of lnisure or self-cultivation,
but to consecrate all that should reward his future indu
the immediate benefit of his fellow-men. e resolved never to

be any richer ; thus rebuking the spirit of accumulation, while
-on the other hand he honop

siry to

ed the spirit of enterprise, by contin-
uing his activity, and devoting its proceeds to the necessities of
the less able or less fortunate. Tn pursnance of this plan, he is
during the last twenty ybars of hig
than half a million of doltars, an amount not more
remarkable than the mode in which it was distributed. He was
no lavish or fitfal giver, Me made it literally the principal
business of his life, during the period we have named, to search
out, by inquiry and reflection, the best and most nsoful forms of

Eberality, He spafed 06 personal labor in the details of his
benevolence,

believed to have given away,
life, not Jess

The time and counsel, the sympathy and tender-
ness he bestowed were in proportion to the constancy and

magnitude of hig Pecuniary donations. He was as careful in

distributing as if he had been responsible to & board of directors,
and yet as free as if he were the almoner of a fortune in which

he had no personal intcrest. The warmth of his heart never

; going on to aceumulate -
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on the soft, sensitive countenance of that holy man, all farrowed
over as it was with siniles and tears ; or saw it kindle with the
rapture of devotion as he walked among the scenes of the
Nature he loved so enthusiastically ; or as he listened to the
appeals of religious truth ; none that ever heard him gpeak of the
sorrew or suffering of others, or was privileged to partake of his
own morc immediate and private griefs—can think of Amos
Lawrenee otherwise than as a true and Llessed Saint. The city
of Boston owes a statue to his metnory ; for his character was
intimately associnted with his person, and his inspiring face
ought never to become unfamiliar i a community wh:re his
name will never dic,

Only in one ¢ity that we know of—Genoa—is there a place
hallowed all about by the statues of men who, from the means
and habits of private fortune and private life, have done some
great, quiet good to the state. The walls of the old hall of
Ban Giorgio seem endowed with sentient and tender life,
as the traveller reads from modest scrolls, the records of civie
services done by those grave, plain citizens to their birth city,
One procured a remission of the tax on salt, long a burthen to
the poor; another dowered many young maidens; another
built & bridge much needed, and so on. Happy Genoa, that
reared and knew how to value such citizens ] Happy Boston,
that could line a great chamber as nobly ; wise Boston, if she
see fit to do it !

We cannot estimate how much our great metropolis, New
York, might be able to do in this way, if she ‘were disposed to
dedicate a pantheon to beneficence instead of wealth or talent. -
She has at least her Peter Cooper, who, in the prim;a of his
days, consecrates at once, to a benevolent institution on the
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largest seale, a sum nearly equal to that we have mentioned as
the twenty yoars’ contribution. of Mr. Lawrence to the good of
his native place. But canonization very properly awaits the
sea) of death ; and we prefel to speak of & mildly shining light

- just gone out, to our mortal apprehension, in the death of

Father Hopper, a Quaker of our city, and for almost threc-quar-

" ters of a century known as the friend, advocate and helper of

all the wretchied and the oppressed, of whatever name, crecd or
color.* Tis bright, benignant face is now forever hidden from our
sight ; his cheery step will no more attract the reverent aiten-
tion of the stranger ; we have no longer the benefit of his
advice when the wretehed is to be saved or the erring admon-
ished ; but the remembrance of the just man will mever die
out of the-hearts that have known and loved him.

“The rich and the 1)061‘ meet together, and the Lord is the
Tather of them all,” might stand for the motto of M. opper's
life. That the most remote of these two classes stood on the
same level of benevolent interest in his mind, his whole carcer
made obwous, he wag the last man to represent as mtumlly
opposite those whom God has always even ““to the end of the
world,” made mutually depcndent, He told the simple truth to
each with equal frankness ; he helped both with equal readiness.
The palace awed him no more than the hovel sugrested
‘thoughts of superiority. Nothing human—however grand or

. however degraded—was-a stranger to him. In the light which
‘came to him from Heaven, all stood alike children of the Great
® The s]f&ht sketeh of Father Hopper, inaerted here, s taken from a little book by

the present anthor, called the ¢ Helping Iand,” writien for the beneflt of the ¢ 1lome,’ of
the New York Prison Assoelation, go long an object of interest with him  Tlia life has ~

since beon published by Mrs. L. M. Child.
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above #. Mo loved to talk of interesting cases of reform and

recovery, both because these things occupied his mind, and
because every one loved to hear Lim ; bub the hearer who made

+hese disclosures the oceasion for uwnme
1 vanity to have pro;mpted them, soon found

aning compliment, as if

he fancied a cravil

- himself rebuked by the straighi-forward and plain-spoken patri-

Precious indeed were those seasous of outpouring, when
sgested anotler, till the listener secmed
wlife and obscure wretchednesg
Tor,

one intercsting recital su
10 see the whole mystery of prisor
laid open before him with the distinctaess of a picture.
strange as it may seem, our fricnd had under his plain garb—
unchanged in form since the days of Dr. Frankliy, to go no
further back—a fine dramatic talent, and could not relate the
numblest ineident without giving a pieturesque ot dramatic
one character, now for another, with a

turn, speaking ‘now for
This made his

variety and discrimination very remarkable,
~company greatly sought, and as his strongly social nature read”
ily 1'eSpended, his acquaintance was very large. To cvery one
¢hat knew him personally, I can appeal for the truth and mod-
eration of these views of his character and manners. o

A few biegraphical items will close what T venture to offer

here, : :
Isaae . Hopper was born December 3, 17%1, in the township

of Deptford, Gloucester County, West Jersey, but spent o large
portion of his life in Philadelphia, where he served his appren-
‘ticeship to the humble calling of a tailor. But peither the
necessity for constant occupation nor the temptations of youth-
ful gaicty, prevented his commencing, even then, the devotion of
a portion of his time to the care of the poor and ncedy., He
bad scarcely reached man's estate when we find him an active
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while evén a dying spark of good feeling remained. Up to

February 1852 did this venerable saint continue his abundant
labors ; when @ gevere eold eo-operating with the decay of

pature, brounght him his sentence of dismissal. He felt that it
and with the serious grace that marked every

was on the way,
ey about

he 4id, he began at once to gather his earthly rob
him and prepare for the great change, which no one conld dread
Tt was hard for those who saw his ruddy check and
air and sprighﬂy movements, Lo
drawing nigh ; bub he
his friends conld

thing

less.
sparkling eye, his soft brown
feel that the time of his departure was
knew and felt it, with motre composure than
1t might well be said of this our beloved patriarch,
not dim, nor his patural force abated” To
city, for which he

summon.
that * his eye was
ihe Tast of his daily journeyings through the
generally used the rail-road, he would never allow the drivers to
stop for him to get on or off the car—feeling, as he used smil-
“very jealous on that point.” Few cver

ingly to observe,
for not

passed him in the street without asking who he was ;
only did his primitive dress, his broad-brimmed hat, and his
‘a,ntique shoo-buckles, attract attention, but the beauty and
benevolenee of his face was sure to fix the eye of ordinary dis-

: ¢ lecture, and those who

cernment. He wag a living temperane

desire to preserve good looks could not ask a more infallible

recipe, than that sweet temper and outflowing benevolence

which made his countenance please every eye. Gay and cheer-
he had ever some pleasant anecdote or ammsing

ful as a boy,
al bear-

to relate, and in all perhaps not one without a mor

not thrust forward, but-left to be picked out by the hearer
w how great strictness in

turn
ing,
at his leisure. Iie séemed born to sho
exsentials could exist, without the least asceticiem in trifics, Any
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* a memorial of gratitude to God and man. Oue would think

there were instances enough of the curse that attaches, by
@ natural process, to wealth unblest, if’ the sweetness of doing
nobly were not inducement enough. May the day be not long
deferred whczn humauity and public spirit will not appear s6
gplendid as théy do now ! ' '
“Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of his
gaints ;7 precious should their lives be in the hearts of living
Such lives need little commendation ; simple description

men.
They cannot be coutemplated without

is their best praise.
profit, let us hope without some attempt—some hope—at least

some wish—towards imitation. Well says the prayer book :—
“We bless Thy holy name for all Thy servants departed this
life in Thy faith and fear.” The aroma of such lives is sanative
to all around. Preaching may fail, but a good life nevef;

_ there is something in onr nature that mil}st ever respond and

thrill under the influence of heavenly charity. With these men,
it was no incident, but an object—ike object%—for which they
lived. They saw work to he done for their fellows and they
did it. It seems on this simple statement ag if no man could do
otherwise and be a man ; yet by the condition of things around
. us, how few there must be that view the duty of life under so
simple and true and wholesome an aspect ! '
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“You forget, my dear,” said Mr. Austiﬁ, quietly, < that I
warned you against doing too much, not too little. My fears
point rather toward Mary’s becoming a mere automaton, for
want of the habit of thinking and acting for herself, than to any
deficiency in the list of her accomplishments. Mary ig goven-
teen now, and might be trusted, I think, to Ler ewn judgment
sometimes. But you know, I never interfere, my dear,” Mr.
Aunstin concluded, as he saw a look of deep dejection settling on
the face of his wife. “ I dare say you know best, but I thought
1 would make the suggestion,” And the good husband took
his hat and gloves and went off to his office, rather sorry that
he should have said a word which might grieve or discourage
‘the most anxious and self-devoted of mothers, even for the
benefit of the most precions of daughters,

M, Austin, on her part, was made irremediably miserable
for the whole day. If she had a hobby, it was the education
of Mary. She had been a theorist on the subject of education
before she possessed a daughter on whom to practice ; and
when she had oné, she began on the most profound principles
laid down in her favorite books before the child was a month
old. It proved no “easy matter to adhere closely to rules, for,
to her surprise, she found many cases not provided for in any
of the hooks ; but she did what she could. When she could
not follow Mrs. Hamilton, she tried to find a precedent in
Rougsean, and when Mrs. Child failed her, she sought instruc-
tion in Mrs. Chapone, or Tocke, or Hannah More, or Dr.
Gregory, or some one of the good ladies who have given tons
of advice to the wives, mothers, 'gra,nd—mothers and cousins of
England and America. And now to meet an implied censure I
and from her husband, who had always approved of all she did,




254 AUTUMN HOURS,

and contrasted Mary and iler
girldom, so exultingly | Tt w
“ Mother,”

accomplishments wigh universal
: as toe nuch for hep
. said Mary, entering at the moment,
“1;“ n]mc"h more had come fuI upon the unh

other I shall T wear my new dress to-

philosophy.

appy parent ;

: day 7

‘Wear whatever you like, Mury,” :
« 1

ternnned to ]JCg‘iil at once to give
a sort of (ICSI)

supervision,

Mary looked ot h :
ab ner mother, scarcely trggti
observed the cloud, and adde’d “p ¥ trusting her ears. She

rather T should wear something

“No, my dear,” was the -
drew in a complete puzzhe, noimll{]izr\l:iigr ?fly. . o
an cmergeney.  She stond balanein
ghe longed to wear, aud the old one g
her mother wished her to put on, in
The new one wag taken ap ’
and the old one glanced
mos$ elapsed,

said Mrg, Aunstin, de-
up to her own contral,
for the sacrifice of her cherisheq

Mary
awr nerving hep

ethaps, mamma, yon wonld
se 7

hat to do in 50 trying
g between the pew dress
1€ more than half suspected
8 most painful uncertainty,
and laid down a hale dozen
nced at as often
and the first mastep’

: times,
the time for dressing g
s s hour wag ¢ in
m : : a8 on the point
riking, and stil] Mary dutifully halaneed, What o r}I' "
the sound of hor mother’s voice at the door et s
o H -
. Mary, I think ag the walking is v
gomg out, perhaps you h
another day,

S very bad, and you are |
had better reserve your n 4
but you can dy Just as you fijen
pleased—the mother 4o think .

ew dresg for
And both were
she had not contro]led_Mary, and

aved ' :
for herself. ed the new trouble of deciding

when all thig

WHAT MUST BE MUST.

CHAPTER TI,

Wae Mémry always so submissive ! She endeavored to be so,
for she wag a good girl ; but she did not invariably sueceed, for
she had been endowed by nature with a mind and heart, and

. such things are apt to assert their rights in spite of education:
 Habit has a wonderful influcnee, and makes things eagy which

would elee be intolerable. Mary had uvever known freedom of
any kind. She had always been swrrounded with tender re-
straintg, as if by a metting of strong wires, gilded, but impas-
sable. Young companions had been selected for her, brought
in with a formal introduction and a command, implied at least,
to love and cherish ; but these expedicnts turned out, as such
things always must, complete failures, and Mary preferred her
boolis, her music, her flowers and her needle-work, to such un-
natural associations. So she grew up a perfeet child, without
any of those precocious initiations into the ways of the world
which are so apt to be the conscquence of unlimited acquaint-
ance. She read many books, but they were oither books of
direct instruction, conned at the ratc of a ccrtain number of
pages per day, or they were full of erasures, leaves pasted to-
gether, and notes of qualification or dissent, the work of the
mother who had determined to he taste, conscience, and judg-
ment to her danghter, until such time ag she should have arrived
at years of discretion, When this important period was likely
to arrive it was not easy to say. At seventeen it was certainly
as far off as ever. ‘

But this hint from Mr. Austin, this cruel blow from a quart-y
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crossing.

She was rather pleased with the novelty,
errand very well, though with somewhat of

picious air of a deaf and dumb
bat not of it,

and performed her
the timid and sus-
person, who walks in the crowd
On her retarn, a beautiful large dog attracted
her attention as she was crossing the street, and the next in-

pated, this flash of unweleome light,
ut darkness, changed the whole cur-
Such things come upon

force and form to sus-
e entertained but would not acknow-

i and in coming to this
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stant she was Lnocked down by a passing carriage, driven at

us.
the furions rate so common among .
The blow was slight, but it frightened her excessively, and

he was taken up and put into another carriage by the gentle-
gh -

" man to whom the dog belonged, before she fully recovered her
man o

consciousness. As soon as she was sofficiently collected bt_(i
name her address, she found herself on the 'wa,y homc,b ‘ e
wildered and amazed, but not so unhappy as might hav‘e u;n
expected. It was an adventure, and the gentleman was very
-entle ; not very old, .
ge[zl:l‘it];)a:niér fathe{"s door, Mary, in a1¥ sim]gflicity mvlltzd
her protcétor to come in, an invitation which he did [:Ot f;: cc?;
accept, Mrs. Austin, who had scarcely yet begun obetp )
her danghter’s return, was confounded at the accident, : };1 yht
more so at the sight of the handsome young .mau. She OU.f;'
of certain old fables and fairy-tales, in which the very .mtcailz
that are a,gl(:pmd to avert the decrees of fa;ttla, onl.y ortem“ethe
seeafe ﬂmir fulfilment. - She saw, as in a magic mirror, ad "
trouble that would follow this unfortunate rencontre, and she

could scarcely be civil to poer Philip Wentworth, who looked

very innoceént and inoffensive, and handed her lis card thh s:n
air which said, “ you see, my dear madam, you have noiihmg 0
fear,” while Mary related in her artless way the terrible ad-
’
veuture. o
The protector made his call very short, and Mrs. Austm.dtg
i e
not invite him to repeat it. But Mary did, and he promis
guite readily. ‘ o
“ How could you do so, Mary P said Mrs. Austin, _—
“'Why, dear mother, I thought you had [rrgotten it,” sal
? h /)

Mary ; “and hei ;s 50 pleasant.”

L3
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CHAPTER IV.

Tamves went on after this, just ag might have been expected
Mrs. Austin’s worst forebodings were realized. Philip Went:
worth continued to visit Mary, and Mary evidently liked him
akthough she was not the girl to fall in love undutifally Withollf;
}?ave. Some young ladies read novels as some old ladies read

Domestic Medieine,” for the purpose of studying symptoms
and discovering the true causes of their own fce?lngs.’.’ Bu;:
Mary had read few novels, and those not of the deseription of
which love forms the staple, so she had heard but little about
symptoms, and forgot that she had any “feelings” 'The edu-
cation went on very much as usual, since the sad consequences
of trusting her ont alone had fully convinced Mrs. Austin that
she had been premature in allowing her to think for herself
She nevel: went to balls, and not often tb parties, and saw noi;
muTh society of any kind ; but when she did go out, it was
;c;; l}t Wzi(; to see how often she happened to meet Philip
. N Ow any young gentleman who shold have shown an es‘ ecial
liking for Mary, would have been disagreeable to Mrs AI:lst' |
at least while Mary was so young ; and Philip Wentw;)rth. Wl;:
particularly unpleasing, because he had his fortune to mai:e in
the first place, and also, because, secondly, ke evinced quite too
much disposition to consider Mary as a free agént and to see
her act as one.  Kvery possible obstacle was thrown in the wa
of‘ .their intercourse, except absolutely forbidding Wentworth’z

visits. This step the respectability of his connections and his

WHAT MUST BE MUST. 259

own unexceptionable character forbade; ab least Mr. Austin
would not hear of 1t There is no knowing what Mrs. Austin
might have done if she had followed out her own ideas of pru-
dence. But in the midst of her perturbations, and when she
had got so far as to lose half of every night's slecp in cogi-
tations, as to ways and means of preserving Mary from the
snares of matrimony, Philip Wentworth was fortunately obliged
to make a journey to the far Qouth. He called to say farewcll,
and Mrs. Austin almost groaned aloud, to sec the look of undis-

" guised, regret with which Mary gave him her hand at parting.

Mary was an artless child, and she lay silent on the sofa half
the evening after Philip’s departure, and then opencd the ptano
and played vollmtm'ics'uutil’bed-time. Mrs. Austin gave her
busband ‘another look, which said as sufficiently as looks could,
“ you see it is all over.”

But the next morning Mary resumed her cheerfuiness, and
after a few days scemed almost to have forgotten Philip.
Hope revived in Mrs. Austin’s bosom, and when, after a fow
weeks, Mr. Austin found himself called to spend a part
of the summer at the West, and invited his wife and daughter
to accompany him, the careful mother felt as if the game was in
her own hands. The journey, the new faces, the new world,
would do wonders, Young people arc always absorbed in
the present, and Mary would soon forget Philip Wentworth.
She showed no great dsposition for the trip, but acquieseed
quietly, and took all proper interest in the elegant outfit which
her mother thought proper to provide for this peculiar mode of
# coming out,” the only one to whieh she meant ever to subject
N

Mary.

i
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primeval woods. The welcome was in proportion to all the
other abundance. .

Mr, aﬁd Mrs, Austin could not but find all this very charm-
ing for a day or two, though they were not the sort of people
for the country, But Mary! Never was there 2 creature 50
happy. It was her first sight of unmarred Nature, ar.ld a.ll ﬁer
troubles, (if she had any,) were forgotten in the intoxication of
a sweot and most natural pleasure She rode, she ram, she
elimbed fences, she milked cows, (or tried to do it,) she fed the

 chickens till they followed Ler in flocks. She rambled in the

CHAPTER V.

On board the lake steamer our travellers fonnd a very charm-
ing old lady, who had resided for some years at the West, and

who, with the frankness characteristic of that sociul region, im-

parted the fruits of her observation of settlers’ I'fe with great
deal of vivacity and good nature She happened to be going to

the same hotel at Detroit, and as she remained there for several

days, the acquaintance had become pretty well ripened before
her son came with his carriage to take her home, At parting
she gave Mr, and Mrs. Austin and Mary a pressing invitation
to visit her in the country, an invitation which they promised to
accept before they left Detroit to return to the city.

Detroit is an exccedingly pleasant place for a sojourn.
IFehly cultivated society, a charming situation, amusements of
all sorts, musie, riding, driving, steal a,wﬁy the hours before one
is aware. Yet our Mary, instead of gaining in health and spir-
its, evidently declined every day. 'The. rosy cheek paled, the
bright eye was too much shaded hy its pearly lid, the fingers let
fall their rings, through loss of their pretty roundness. Mrs.
Austin began to fear that the climate did not agree with her
darling, and urged Mr, Austin to hasten their return home.
But this was not a proper or even a prudent season for a return

to the city, and Mr. Austin proposed first a visit to Mrs, Ellery,
the pleasant old lady of the steamer. So to Meadowbank they
weut and found & farmer’s paradise—flocks, herds, geese, chick-
ens, turkeys, horses, dogs, and last a good, comfortable, spacious
house, well shaded, and within a fow moments’ walk of the

“dense old woods with Mrs. Ellery’s grand-children, from hreakfast
time £ dinner, in spite of all Mrs. Austin’s fears of ccugars
and Tattle-snakes. This was evidently the place for her, what-
over it was to‘her father and mother, and they were 1'elucta,n1.: to
propose the return for which their souls were Ionging.. Besules.
how to prolong a visit of those guests, who must consider them-
selves only chance agquaintances ! It would never do, and Ma-
ry was desired to prepare for the re‘Furn to Detroit. Here was
a sa,;i affair.  Mary cried heartily, she conld not help it. The
love of troes, and grass, and thronging domestic creaigm:es‘, is a
fountain of pleasure to unspoiled hearts, and to Mary this
source of happiness was so mew. Fortunately, good Mrs.
Ellery needed not the sight of her young puest’s tear-stained
eyes, to impel her to kind urgency for a longer visit ; and when
Mr. and Mrs. Austin could not be prevailed upon, she begged
for Mary, until Mr. Austin was fain to yield. The idea of
leaving Mary behind, could not, at first, he made intelligible to -
Mrs. Austin, The imprudence, the utter insanity of trusting a
child of ;fhat age alorie, was too gredt. DBut her husband, who
had .o.bserved with delight Mary’s spirits and returning roses,
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reminded her that the child could hardly be considered quite
alone, with good Mrs. Ellery, her son, and his wife, and their
children, not _tq mention the horses, cows, pigs, chickens and
tambs, with whom Mary was nearly as intimate and as happy.
1Ie suggested too, that while she was in the woods she was not
near Philip Wentworth ; and we rather think it was this crown-
ing argument, which he wisely reserved for the last, that decided
the point in Mary’s favor, o

]

CHAPTER VI.

The wild delight of flying about from morning till night
palled somewhat, after a few days, and Mary found her chief
pleasure in the graud old woods that skirted the ample farm of
Mrs, Ellery. Here she would wander, half pensively, “ think-
ing,” of course * of nothing at all,” or recline on some mossy
bank, while the children wreathed her hair with the thousand
wild flowers that bleomed in every spot to which the sun found
access. So - charming was the calm solitude, that she often
remained with her young companiong in some favorite gpot, un-

til the westering sun, and the voice of lowing herds returning
to their milking, recalled her wandering thonglhts.

It was on some such occasion, when a splendid sunset, such ag
one sees to perfection in the country of the great lakes, detained
her later than usual, that she was alarmed by the bqunds
of what she thought might be a wild animal, which approached
from the side next Mrs. Ellery’s, 1b a moment it stood before
her, and proved to be only a large spotted dog, very much like
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the one which introduced her to Philip Wentworth a few
months before.

“(Carlo !” she said, and the (ine fellow wagged his tail as

_ intelligibly as a dog could, and laid his head against her hand.
Could it be her old acquaintance ?

“Carlo |7 she said again, and bowed her head over him, till
the flowers fell from her head in showers on his broad back.
“Where is thy mastef ? But this question was in her heart
only, when she raised her head and he stood before her.

.Tlo describe the blashes that ensued, would require an imagi-
nation as vivid as that of Ole Bull’s friend, the painter, whe
heard searlef in eertain tones of the violin. The tounes of Philip
Wentworth’s voice produced a deep red color on Mary Austin’s
cheeks, but we do not atfempt to Aphilosophize upon the fact.
Ouwr readers must make what they can of it.

“How did you come here 1” was Mary’s first colierent ques-
tion. &

“I- came, like little Red Riding Hood, to see my grand-
mother,” said Philip ]aughing; “bat I find you have been be-
forehand with me, with your pot of butter, or custard, or ‘some-
‘thing which has stolen away her heart, while I was away.”
And they went home together arm in arm, after a fashion which
would have made Mrs. Austin groan indeed, if she had been
perched in one of the great oaks, looking on.

That evening Mary never thought of writing to her mother,
to tell of this unforeseen accident ; but with morning came cool
reflection, and she sat down and wrote a long, dutiful letter,
mentioning, just before the close, that Mr. Wentworth had
arrived on a visit to his grandmother, Mrs. Elery. This she
knew would bring her parents, post-haste ; and when she had
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thns discharged her conscience, she was not very sorry when
Mrs, Ellery informed her that as there was only a weekly mail,
her letter conld not reach Detroit in several days.

We do not pretend to have been present at all the conversa-
tions which may have passed between the two friends, thus re-
united, when they thought themselves far asunder. We -dare
say they had many adventures to relate, with descriptions of
people they had met in their travels aud such Yke topics. We
have reason to helieve they learned to understand cach other
very well ; although we will answer for it that Wentworth was
too much of a man of honor to entrap the guileless Mary into
an engagement without the sanction of her parents. He had

~been educated by old-fashioned people. |
_ “There I” said Mrs. Austin to her hushand, ““yon see, my
dear, what your plan of trusting Mary to her own guidance has
come to, at last ! T told youso! T knew this wonld be the
consequence ! After all my care and anxiety, she is gone I?
and the good lady dropt some natural tears. ‘

“Gone I what are. you thinking of, my dear! instead of
losiug a danghter we have gained a son, and 4 capital fellow he
is, too ; honorable, considerate, and as fond of Mary ag you can
desire.  All your care has met with its reward, and Philip wiit
bear witness to the fact a dozen years hence Eiducation hag
done its part admirably thus fur, but now that nature has
asserted her rights, it will go on more profitably than ever.
Mary will be quite a woman hy the time she is ready to be
married !?

And this was al! the comfort Mrs. Austin had from her hus-
band, so unreasonable is the stronger sex.

————

MAKING LOVE SCIENTIFIGALLY.

# A monstrous spectacle upon the earth,
BPencath the p!e:u:;ﬂ.nt sun, among the trees,
 —A heing knowing not what Love ial
A man that dares affect
o spend his life in servieo to his kind

Tor no reward of theirg, nor bound to them

By any tie. w ® * ®

There are strange punishinents for sueh.™
: " Browyina's Paracelsus.

Amoxa the Fabliaux of the twelfth and thirteenth centories

" ig a laughable story of the philosopher Aristotle, who is repre-

cented as saddled and bridled for the amusement of a pﬁnlici(}us
beauty, and canteri‘ng about a garden uader the weight of he'r
slendor form, while Alexander, afterwards the (reat, the pupld
of Aristotle, enjoys the joke from a window. Tt scems that the
sage, having, discovered the devotion of his angust disciple t-o
the lady in question, had reproved him very sharply for his
weak subjection o the tender passion ; representing love as
incompatible with the study of philosophy, and ridiculing the
idna of 2 man of sense placing himself in the power of a woman,
naguratly his inferior in the seale'of ercation, The pgp_il wasg a
goad deal nettled by the severe remarks of his master, hut. ]_1e
concenled his vexation, and humbly promised that the fascina-
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tions of heauty should no longer seduce his thoughts from the

contemplation of wisdom.

But he had devised a subtle, we had almost said a savage
method of revenge upon his master, and very soon found an
opportunity of putting it in practice, In cold blood and with
malice aforethought, he managed to place the stern preacher of
prudence and self-command within point-blank range of the
lady’s eyes, and won her over to use, in the service of his
revenge, all the powers of fascination which had proved effectual
in enslaving himself. The philosopher was of course veryéoon
charmed into forgetfutness of his grand dogmas, for your philoéo-
pher is proverbially weak at all weapons but his own. Beauty,
wit, grace, were put in requisition with the fullest suceess ;
coquetry added her freaks; and, in a word, in o marveHousij

short time, the wise man became a fool, as so many wise men |

have done before him under the same circumstances,  And fhus
we arrive at the explanation of the scene with a sketeh of which
we began, Among the incredible follies which the malicigus
beanty devised for the humiliation of her awkward captive, wag
a requisition on her part that he should snffer himself to be sad-
dled and bridled, and accept, for the reward of his obedience,
the honor and delight of carrying his goddess about her garden.
He only stipulated for a scene closely shielded from vulgar eyes,
lest, by some accidental betrayal, his reputation as a teacher of
wisdom should suffer, and above all in the estimation of his royal
pupil. An inner court of the palace was therefore chosen, and

among its flowery alleys did the delighted sage prance with his

fair burden. But, in the very midst of his happiness a dread
sound-—a sound as of unhallowed laughter—struck his ear, and
looking upward, he beheld in a window the face of the future
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co;lqueror of the world, relaxed to its last capability in keen

relish of the joke. .
History wisely stops here, nor strives to express the inex-

pressible, in describing the abasement of the great teacher and
example of philosophy, thus forced to he his own refuter. . But
we can casily conjecture that from this time forth the pupil was
pot troubled with any very severe remarks on the al.).@urd‘ity of
being in love ; unless, indeed, the teacher drew fmw unction for
his homilies from the bitterncss of his own experience. ‘

We see, then, that philosophy began very early to he c.onsu'i-
ered as ihe enemy or antidote of love. What foundation in
fact there may be for this notion, it is difficult to say, so fow
successful experiments are on record. That it ought to be so
has always rather been taken for granted than proved.

Sil" Tsaac Newton, however, was a man of realities, and of
him it may truly be said that science was his mistress. -She
upheld his spirits, consoled his solitnde, brought him I‘O(:I‘C&LthTl,

- and absorbed his affections. He evidently thought with Mil-

ton—

How charming is (}ivine Philosophy !
Not harsh and emfybed, as dull foola suppose,

But musical as is Apollo’s lute,
Is it not strange, by the way, that Shakspeare uses the very
same comparison in speaking of Love, the antagonist of Philoso-
phy ?

For valor, is not Love a Iercules?
Subtle ‘a3 Bphinx s as sweet and musical
As bright Apolle's lute, strung with his hain

But so extremes meef.




268 ' AUTUMN HOURS.

Newton, however, wag not always and at all periods wholly
invulnerable to the subtle shafts of the- most insidious of ene-
mies. 'We hold that a man must be thoroughly dipped—bathed,
indeed—in self-csteem, to render him proof against such arrows ;
but the youthful suseeptibility of the sage weigher of the planets
proves that his immersion had not been complete. Iistory
deigns, for once, probably in consideration of the eminence of
the subject, to record the fact of his having been, at a certain
time, de-eply smitten with the danghter of the lady with whom
he lodged,—an illastration of the wellknown ywinciple, that
attraction i o mueh the more potent as the attracting bodies
are ncarer to cach other. Whether he went so far as to enroll
her among the celestial phenomena we are not informed, but the
attraction seems to have been proved beyond a doubt, and we
have reason to suppose it was on 1he one side g;ravityl, and on
the other magnetism or electricity.

One would think that love thus founded on the immutahle
principles of sclence must have proved an excepfion to the
vulgar rule, and gone on with the précision and harmony of the
spheral cllipses.  But our philosopher had discovered that,

besides attraction, there is another irresistible foree in natnre—

that of repulsion, Now it was his habit to think ount every
thing ; he said in his later days, that if in any respect he had
been more suceessful than other men, it was only by a habit of
thinking. Accordingly, we must suppose that he pondered
much and long upon the wonderfully curious attiraction to which’
he found himself subject, and speculated as to its probable
results. He speculated on the tremulousness which he observed
in himself under certain circumstances, as Lie Verrier pursued
the chain of reasoning which ended in the discovery of a new
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planet. But one of the conclusions to which his researches in
other directions had brought him, was, that however close may
seem the approach of any two bodies, there is always an actnal

space between them, produced by this said power of repulsion.

- How then could he, a philosopher, be satistied with the idea of

a union in which repulsion as well as attraction was to play its
part? Was it not nataral to refer the many unhappy mar-

riages which had come under his notice to a want of recoguition

of this fact in scicnce ? Tow should he ascertain whether, in
this case, the repulsive power of the youné lady might not over-
come her aliraction?

He had spent the morning in his study, laboring te fix his
atteution on the grand problém of the universe, but smrprised
and vexed to find it wandering towards that insignificant,
comet-like nebula, a young woman,-which no telescope that
has yet been invented has suceeeded in following rapidly enough
to ascertain its laws of revolution. Moore hag aptly expressed

the puzzle into which an astronomer might be thrown :

“Then awake till rise of sun, my dear,
But the sage’s glass we'll shun, my dear;
Lest in watching the fiight,
Of bodies of light,
He might happen to take thee for one, my dear!”

But our sage was too wise to try a telescopic view. He

~ adhered to his old rule of thinking, but found hosts of diffi-

.culties arise in the course of his investigation. He no douht
tried figures, but they probably ran into such sums as
these—*“Two lips, indifferent red ; two gray eyes, with lids
to them ; one'neck ; one chin ; and so forth” Or perbaps he

endeavored to set forth the substance of his thoughts in dia-
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grams, but fonnd the angles anything but right ones, and
the straight lines strangely deviating into the line of heauty.
In this perplexity, we may fancy him suninoned to the dinner-
table, and seated oppesite the gentle disturber of his peace, eat-
ing a delicate pudding—

¢ Made by no hands, as you may xuess,
But those of Fainly Faipe"

\

and, at the same time, deﬁouring the maker with his eyes.
Anon lse invites the maiden to a scat near the windbw, resolved
that certainty of some sort shall end this confusion of his geo-
metrical pericraninvm,  Once well placed, with green, waving
woods before him, and the soft summer wind playing balmily
about his hrow, he falls again into his old trick of thinking, ‘and
forgets the firm practical intent with which he. ¢hallenged his
lady-love to a private interview, She, poor girl, had found but
few defences against the amiable countenance and wild, gentle-
manly, serious manners of the young student, and her little
heart went pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, while he gazed out of the case-
ment, she all the while thinking he was but finding fitting words
wherein to declare his mind to her. He, meanwhile, has lighted
his pipe, and by its aid put on a more deeply reflective air than
before. But, alas! the clouds which undulate and ascend
80 beautifully from the meerschanm, do but suggest to the C(;gi-
tating astronomer fresh thoughts of the peopled skies. e has
forgotten earth, and all earth’s daughters; his mind has de-
seribed a paralolie curve, and alighted on frigid Baturn, the
aspiring smoke serving as a Jacol’s ladder between the terres-
trial and and the superluniry. By and by the fire burhs Tow,
the ladder grows feeble ; the theughts do not descend, but they

MAKING LOVE SCIENTIFICALLY, a1

deputo a Tay of intelligence to renew the nerial rounds. OQur
philosopher, conscious that something is wanting, puts forth his
hand ; it falls on the not wuready fingers of the patient damsel.
She blushes, she trembles, she wonders within herself whether
propriety does not require that she should withdraw those poor
little digits. But ere she can scttle this point satisfactorily to
hoth love and prodence, the youthful sage has decided it by
gra:Sping her hand firmly, and raising it—can it be that, in sud-
den and momentary boldness, he is abont to carry it fo his lips ?
That were, indeed, to cut the gordian knot that scemed inextri-
cable. DBut, no! he stops-—he removes the pipe from his
mouth, and lowers it to meet the slender fore-ﬁnger of the
maiden. A moment more—a shrieck—and Newton is a bache-
Tor for life !

And the maiden—did she exclaim, in the bitterness of her
heart,

* 0 star-cyed Beience, hast thon wandered there
To walt us Lome the messago of Despair ¥

Or did she quictly bless her own stars, that had, by timely
warning, saved her from a crazy spouse-? Ag for the lover,
being, as Sir David DBrewster assures us, “destitnte of the
facalty of imagination,” he had pjrolmbly understood literally the
poetical expression, “ ivory fingers,” and so concluded that a
. young lady’s pretty little index was the very thing for a tobacco
stopper |
History is defined to be * philosophy teaching by éx,umple,”
but this example of ours must be classed amongst the warnings,
Liet us be just, however. Perhaps if some Niebuhr should sift

the records of an occurrence so long accepted by the world ag a
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significant fact, we might come to a different conclusion as to
the real canse of the accident by means of which this promised
conjunction became a transit, and Newton was self-condemned
to an abstrast contemplation of the literal, rather than an actual
enjoyment of the poetical heavens, while the bashful maiden

was lost, like a meteor, in a cloud of smoke. We should, cur-
selves be disposed to lay the blame on tobacco, and to look
upon this story of the philosophie outrage on the young lady’s
finger as a sly invention ‘of some wag, who, knowing that ridi-
“cule iz more potent than argument, chose this way of sending
forth a * Oountér-blast,” less ponderous, but more pungent, than
the famous one of King James the First, of blessed memory,
What, indeed, could more surely eunlist the gallantry of the
world against tobacco, than the thought' that it could so obfus-
cate the wits of the wisest as to lead to a cruel confounding of
animate with inanimate matter under such delicate circumstan-

ces | Would any man, “as is a man,” as Mrvs. Cluppins says, -

put himself under the inflzence of a mnarcotic which may lead
Lim to mistake a pretty girl for a stick, and treat her accord-
ingly ? ’ ' '

It is pleasant to find that Newton, thongh he thus went off
in a tangent, under the influence of a disturbingl foree, did not

wholly renounce his allegiance to his chosen centre of attraction,

We are assured that he continued all his life to feel the soft
compulsion, and to follow with a quiet, but devoted attention,
the fortunes of her who had in youth been his acknowledged
cynosure. A tender friendship occupied the place from which
Love had been seared ; and our hero and heroine, after this
momentary” perturbation, became “ binary stars,” which Sir
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William Hersehel informs us, “ perform revolutions around each
other, each having its own orbit.” The lady’s included a hus-
band and children ; but the philosopher finished his cycle with-
ont ring or moon, a crystaliine sphere in the grand empyrean,
or region of perpetunal serenity.

18




~ AN INCIDENT IN DREAM-LAND.

~ Ir happened once that Love—proverbiallly touchy, we all
know—took high offence at the negleet of his whilom sworn
friend and brother Hymen, who, he declared, had ceased to in-
vite him to his magnificent parties in town. Finding his tem-
per too warm upon the occasion, he sought the cooling influence
of rural shades, and there amused himself and forgot his pettish
enmity, in sending sportive arrows among groups of simple
nymphs and swains, as they raked the new-mown hay in com-
pany, or pared the luscious peach or the firmer apple, to dry, in
gay festoons, * for winter, which they knew must come ;” or
husked the golden corn, or hound the lachrymose onion wreath-
wise upon its supporting wisp of straw. But, ere long, weary-
ing of such inglorious sport~—not unlike that of the royal enmuyé

who shot from his gilded balcony whole hecatombs of game, so

trapped that it could neither fight nor fly—he left the rustie

herd, and took his way along the banks of a hbright and rapid
stream, which rolled its gleaming waves through foliage of every
hue and ouiline, reflecting at times the surn, the snowy cloud,
the lamps of night, the leaden hue of storms, the appalling as-

pect of the tempest—all distinet at intervals, yet at intervals .

S

BN N PR i 1 i S B S Tk

T

AN INCIDENT IN DREAM-LAND, onh

again fused, as it were, info one enchanting and larmonions
whole, Love called the stream Poetry, and declared that e
would always dwell by its side.

As he strayed along delighted, leaning occastonally over the
living mirror, that he might see how it enhanced the splendor
of his blcuuty, he beheld, reclining in the shadow of a rock, o
heavenly form, whose wings, folded in repose, and a celestial
halo round his brow, declared him still unchanged by contact
with the things of carth. By the radiance which shone
through his closed lids, and by the lyre clasped, even in slecp,
to his bosom, Love knew the bright visitant to be Genius. Ile
called him with his most persuasive voice—and Love’s tones are
almost irresistible—but in vain. The sleeper’s head was pil-
fowed on a bed of poppies, and a drapery of deadly nightshade
hung from the rock which shaded him from the sun. “T must
see those rainbow pinions unfolded to the light 1 said Tove ;
“of all my claims to immortality, none counld be so indisputable

as the subjugation of this glorious being to my power I”

Aud, selecting one of his keenest arrows, and new-stringing
his bow with a braided tress of golden hair, he wounded the
unguarded bosom of the slumberer.

The youth staried—opened his cyes, bright and dewy as the
first glad smile of morning, and spread wide his radiant wings
as if to find safety in flight. But he Leeame conscions of the
sweet venom which was spreading through his veins, and, with
a glance halfreproachful, half-adoring, he bowed the kuee to
Love and owned his resistless power, and asked his suprene
will, '

- “®ing 1” said the conqueror ; and the blended music of
voice and lyre filled the whole. air, and, borne along by the
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waves, awakened < to thrilling life all the spiritual things th'at
haunted the green recesses of that charmed spot,  Love
crowned the captive with flowers, showered delicious odors
around his dazzling brow, brought honey in the eomb white as
the foam on the billow, and presented to his eager lip a lily-cap
of sparkling wine. Wood-nymphs and naiads, hovering round,
beheld their own beautiful forins reflected in the erystalline
wings of the stranger, but though various and chaﬁgéful ag the
light of parting day, one face, and one only, was there seen in
every dress, recognized throngh cvery disgnise. The forms and
masks were painted by Fancy,—the one face was the work of
Truth. “ And now,” said victorious Leve, “ fake me to thy
own hright sphere 1? :
Prompt to obey, the pleased subject tried his glittering wings

for an upward flight. "Alas ! overcome by the too sweet ban- .
guet, Genins sunk back npon the roses which the vietor had

spread around him. The bhalo faded from his head ; his Iyre

reclined against a myrtle—mute, save when a breeze from the

lauguid south awakened a faint-echo of its former power, -
““Bleep then—stupid thing 17 said Love, enraged at the effect

of his own spells—and he was about to shake over the lids of

the fainting captive the baleful dust of Oblivion, when a fearful

forin appeared from a rugged wood at ne great distance. His' |

hair hung in wild elflocks about his - wasted features, and his
squalid garments searce concealed his meagre limbs, His éyes
seemed of stone, and in his hand was an iron sceptre, which hag
often caused even Love to tremble,

“Ha! Poverty !” said the bafled tyrant, as he flew to the
safe shelter of a neighboring tulip tree, yielding the field for the
moment to his old enemy, that he might watch the effect of his
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presence upon the glorvions being whom his own arts had reduced
to utter helplessness, The flowers drooped ; the grass withered ;
and the breezes which & moment before had breathed of sum-
mer, became chilly as if wafted from a wandering ice-herg.
With a scpulchral voice did the skeleton visitor call on Grenius
to arise.

“ Clome ! let me see these goudy wings of thine [” he said,
with a sncer. But the youth, shuddering, folded their filmy
leaves over his eyes, to shnt out the hatefol apparition. Pov-
erty pushed him rudely with that eold irom seeptre, but the
torpedo touch seemed only still further to paralyze his facultics
“ Thou dost not feel me yet 1”7 exclaimed the fiend ; and cven
as he spoke he took the form of . a hidcous dragon, whese folds,
surrounding the vietim, began to narrow upon his shrinkiug
form, and, continually contracting the spiral eircle, threatencd
to crush him inevitably and irretrievably.

Then rose the noble vouth, roused by the too eager malice
of his foe ; and shakiﬁg off alike the poppies of Indolence, and
the roses in which Love had enveloped him, he streiched his
glittering pinions, spurned the earth with his foot, and soaring
majestically toward heaven, looked down with seorn wpon
scowling Poverty, while the radiance ahout his brow resmmed
its power, and dazzled al! but Love. That wily god, pursning
the npward flight of Genius, strove again to entrap him hy
means of certain nets of silk and gold, whieh he had found al-
most always snceessful with the song of earth, bat the ]10;1\'011-
born youth shook them off with a smile of contempt, while he
gang to his enchanted lyre a hymn so glorious, that earth's

inmost heart thrilled to the melody, and Love, for once, owned

himself In turn a eaplive.
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Love has been since that time rather

sub ins—whi ose i
due Genius—which we suppose is the reason why so many
of onr peets are bachelors,

essential service to the susceptible child of Heaven, but we
?

never heard that Gleniug loved him any -the bhetter for it
I?ymen still plays his old tricks—forgetting to invite Love to
Lis more splendid feasts, but condeécending to admit him when

his rich friend Mammon is not expected
E. Sranspury *

* : » 0 ) ’
Nore~I found this Iittle sketch, with others, in an unfinished

form, among my mother's papers.—{. M. K.

shy of attempting to

Poverty claims to have been of -

THE VISION AND THE CREED 0" PIERS
PLOUGHMAN. '

Wk ave apt to doclaim against the corruptions of the age in

which wo live, and to imagine that no preceding one hos eqnal-

led it in all the crimes which might be expected to call down
the véngcan‘ce of Heaven upon nations or upon individuals. The
follies and vices of our.own time are magnified to us by the
various passions, prejudices and preposscssions which lelp to
make up our estimate of passing events, while we judge of those
which transpired long since, with the coolness of abstraction and
the charity of indifference.

But the observation of the witty and wicked Lady Mary,

rthat in all her travels she had met but two kinds of people—

men and women—might serve all travellers and all time. Not
only in great affairs can we trace eontinual reeurrence of the
same causes with the same consequeﬁccs, but the very tattle of
a village or the jealousies of a household have had their proto-
type thousands of years ago.- Babies cry now-a-days in the
very same tones which served little Cain and Abel for the
expression of their sorrows ; and no less do the grown—uiy Caias

and Abels of our time make use of the very same modes of
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showing their different characters, that we find so strikingly

described in the most ancient of all histories.

The old-fashioned notion of the- dlgmty " of hlstory has
:gwen rise to continual efforts to hide this simplicity or sameness
In the true records of human action. ‘It has been thought
necessary to dress np and render conspicuous a certain class of
favel;ts, while another class, perhaps far more efficient in produe-
ing the real features of the age, are unnoticed and forgotten,
For these we must go to ancient rhymes and homely chronicles—
compositions ealled forth by the spirit of the times, and not
encumbered with any character or “ dignity ”-to support ; and
in their quaint and simple pages we shall find truths that writers
of more pretension shun to tell, or perhaps pass over as unworthy
of notice,

“The Vision and the Creed of Picrs PIoughman,”‘ is one of
the most striking of these pictures of the times ; and the scarce
black-letter volume, to which formerly none but. antiquaries had
access, I8 now“newly imprinted,” with all its grotesque and
arabesque decorations, its vermilion letters, its frontispiece . of
most original design and perspective—the ploughinan holding
the handles, and hig faithful spouse bearing the goad which is to
urge to their duty & pair of the most. extraordinary oxen—and,
floating over all, the motto—@¥0Y speed pe plowgh any

send us Kovwe gwolk,* among William P; ckering’s resus-

citations of the treasures of the olden time. To those who love

to have the stately and somewhat formal mareh of history

varied by an occasional quick-step, we recommend a pernsal of
this work, of which we will here offer g short account.

This curions poem is supposed to be the work of a monk—

* God speed the plough and send us corn enough.
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some say a monk -of Malvern, Robert Longlande or Langlande
by name, one “of the many who quitted their monasteries to

advocate the cause of the Reformation. David Buchanan,

indeed, claims the honor for a canny Scot, but this is econsidered
rather an instance of patriotism than of ecritical actunen in the
commentator. The year 1862 is assigned as the date of
the performance. At this time, England, in common with the
rest of Europe, had lately been the theatre of dreadful calami-
ties, Twelve years before, a pestﬂence had swcpt off one half
the popula,tton . but this half being the poor and ilt fed, the
higher classes, neglecting a warning whieh did not fall dircetly
upon themselves, hecame more cruel, oppressive, and licentious
than before. DBut another pestilence, as if commissioned to
arouse them from a guilty insensibility, soon after desolated
their ranks, spreading wmourning and tervor thronghout the
haunts of splendid vice, and leaving the homes of the poor com-
paratively untouched. Contempomneously with this plague
came a tempest, whose sweeping rmn filled ail hearts alike with
trembling and dismay.

At this awful Juvlcture when the publlc congeience was, as it
were, laid bare by the severity of eaven, the satirist chose his
time. Some Latin poems attributed to Walter Mapes, and a
colleetion of politieal songs, containing, in small compass, all the
chief points of accusation against the different orders of socicty,
preceded the Vision of Piers Ploughman. Those who consider
songs and poems as too trivial to be mentioned among the great
events. of such a period, must remember that one who had
enjoyed unusmal opportunities for studying the movmg causes of
human events, said that if he could have the making of the lal-
lads of a nation, he would care litile who made its laws.
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~TAnd i ) ic ti
€ven in our own unpoetic time we have ample evidence that

the fictions of Dickens, the * Rhymes,” of Elfiott and the gongs
of Thomas Hood, have told, with marked and most imporfant em- -

phasis, upon the feelings and sentiments of whole nations, Still
more potent must such things have heen thn literature was
anything but a drug and a bye-word ; and we think those ér'r
little who look upon the satives of the fourtecnth century as mo-
mentous features in the aspect of the time.

The “ Roman de la Rose” had brought into vogue a new spe-

cies of composition, and it seems to have afforded a model for
the style of our author, conveying instruction under the veil of
allegory. This civcumstance, may, perhaps, be thought. to detfact
'somewha,t fro'm its merit in a eritical point of view: hut practicall

it i? really mﬁher an advantage than a blemish; s7iuce the naturajlr
tediousness of allegorical writing is much relieved by an oceasional
forgetfulness on the part of the aunthor, which seems
the reader from the close attention requir
threaded story. |

to exense
ed by a long two-

The Vision comes to one who, weary of the world, falls asleep

beside a: stream, amid the goft and beautiful scenery of the Mal-
vern H].HS: He sees a vast multitude assembled in a fair nead-
ow, typifying the whole world of mankind -

f H

. attracted 2
side by the Tower of Tr At

uth, the right aim of man’s pileri '
, pilgrimage
and on the other by the “Dungeon of Care,” the dwe]ling~p1ac;

of wrong—more attractive in real life than in this poetical pic-

‘ A dongeon thereinne
With depe diches and dérke
And dredfaile of sight, ‘
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We cannot followsout the impracticable intriescies of the
story ; ‘I‘thc fair ladye of leere,” the personification of holy
cliureh, who offers to instruct the dreamer ; the lady Mede,
(earthly reward,) who attracts those whose mind is not firmly
fixed upon better things io come ; Cyvile, or Law, potent yet
slighted ; Conscience, who is proposed as o husband for lady
Mede; but declines the union ; Repentance and Heope, who per-
quade the multitude to set out on a pilgrimage in search of

Mrath ; Kynde, or Nature ; Do-well, Do-better, and Do-best,

very lmportant personages, figure with a multitude of others
whose characters and offices are too complicated for analysis
within reasonable bounds. The conclusion of -this thronging
mareh is rather unsatisfactory, being one .of those *wherein
nothing is eoncluded,” but the writer scems to have designed to
paint human life as it is : in which case to have depicted a gen-
eral amelioration of mankind as the result of any elforts or cir-
cumstances, would have been as incorreet as the invariable prac-
tice of the novelists of our time, who reward virtae with worldly
prosperity, in the very face of the daily dispensations of .Provi-
dence. ‘

The language of the Vision is such as few can read without &
glossary, but this requisite is found at the conclusion of the vol-
umes. Here is a sbccimen of the very simplest : |

_ wNo, quod Paclence paciently,
And ouf of Lils poke hente
Vitailles of grete virtues
For alle manero beestes,
And seide, “ Lo here, tflode y-noghe!
It éur Vileve be trewe,
For lent nevera was if,

But liflode were shapen,
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* Wher-of or wher-far
Or wher-by to libba,"

The last in i el .
quatrain ig for encouragement-—assuring the hungry

that wherever there is life, there also lifiode” or livelihood is

provided, Unfortunately, the hungry man may reply, as we are

t I . . . N
old onc did since Piers Ploughman's day ;

“Yes, yo 3 b i
1 , your re.verence i but Providence sent the baby to my
rouse, and the victuals to yours

The work abounds with g sort of quaint wisdom, homely, but -

genial ; expressed in g style half axiomatic, half mystical, ‘The
whole tener {s ag purely democratical as if it had seen th'e light
only since the French Revolation, Indeed Piers has bfl

called the sans-culotte of the fourtecenth century, N

The poem is considered & perfect specimen of the Enrr]isli

ton : j i
gue before grammar wag a. science, and the study of it ig -

r'ecommcnded as tending to elucidate many of the real diffeul-
ties .of the language. It is g fine exainple of that style of versi-
fication which was the only one in nse among the Anglo-Sax-
ons in the early times of theip ]it‘emfum Rhywirg verse b d
not yet been introduced into England. The characteristic af
the only versification attempted at the period ﬁas a I;i‘nd Of'
alliteration, go arranged thut in every couplet,there should s
two principal words in the first line beginning Wilth the same Ieti
ter, which letter must also be the initial of the ﬁrét word
which the stress of the voiee falls in the second line, This kir(::il
of p-oetry Is mingled, after the thirteenth century with rhyme ;
b1.1t in an irregular manner ; and purely aIliterafi;e oetry ,
still in use among the lower orders when Pierg S
written, The adoption of it in satire seems to

as
Ploughman wasg

; have a polities]
m g I ‘
eaning, as referring the grave matters in question directly to
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the judgmeﬁt of the common people. The simple, uncorrupted
heart of the Ploughman is represented as the dwelling-place of
virtue and troth ; while the great, with their insolent retainers,
appear as practicing cvery species of injustice and ofpression,
the merchants every extreme of dishonesty, and even the
clergy the ruinous vices of extortion, intemperance and license,
not to speak of a total disregard of the dutics of the saered
office. And it was appropriate to clothe this unsparing view of
the state of the country in the poetry which was alone familiar
to that class of readers, who were held up in it as the represent-
atives and guardians of all that was left of virtue and religion.
Tu this point of view the poem possesses much interest as a doc-
ument of literary history, connected directly with the time a$
which it appeared.
~ An attempt to modernize or rather to translate Piers Plongh-
man, was made, early in the present century, Here is o

specimen, followed by the original :

L
Next Avarice came; but how he leck'd to say

‘Words I do want that rightly shall portray

. Like leathern puise his shrivell'd cheeks did show,
Thiek-lipp ’d, with two blear '3 eyes and beetle brow;
In a torn thread-bare tabard was he clad,
Which twelve whole winters now in wear he had.

ORIGINAL,

“ And than came Coveitise
Kan I hym nsught diseryve;
86 hungrily and holwe
Sire Hervy hym loked.

He was bitel-browed
And bleber-lipped also,
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With two blered eighen
As 8 blynd bogge 3
And as a lethern purs
Loiled hisa chekes *
‘Wol sidder than his chynne
Thei chyveld for elds
And in a tawny tabard
Of twelve winter ago,” &e.

The “newly jmprinted # edition of William Pickerell whose

emblematic device, after the true antigue fashion, figur

o ¢s on the

looking pike or pickerel~—is taken from a fine folio manuscript
on velurm, written in-a largeé hand, undoubtedly contemporary

thh the author of the poem, and in remarkably pure English
with ornamented initial letters, s to

Trinity College, Cambridge.

It is in this “ Vision,” th ‘
‘ ,” that the celebrated pr
which mentions ey e

The manuseript belongs to

a king who shall extirpate monasteries, and
scatter monks and nuns to the four winds,

#Ag ther shal come g kyng

And confess yow religiouses

And bete yow as the Bible tolleth
For brekynge of youre rale;

And emende monyals*

Monkes and chanons

And puter to her penaunes

Ad prisiinum statum ire,

And barons with crles beten hem
Through Bautus-virres techynge
That bir barnest clayman 4
And blame yow foule,

¥ F ¥ £ x ¥ £ » LI

*
Monyals—puns, + Ba;nes—clzi[dren. 1 To claim

‘Page in a circle made up of @ulielmus and o greedy-
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And thante freres in hir fraytor *
Hhul fynden a keyo

0Of Clostantyn's eofres

In whick is the eatel )
That Gregorie's god children

Han yvelet despended. '
And thaunae shal} the Abhot\o!f Abyngdone
And gl his issue forevere

Have & knoek of a kynge

And inearsble the wounde.

That this worthe soothe seek ye
That oft over-se the Bible,” &e. &e.

_ This prophecy is certainly remarkable, yet we can scarcely
consider it miraculous, since’the excesses into which the religions
houses had fallen were such ns to render it very likely that some
monarch, either virtuons or passionate, would make sweeping
work with them at no very distant date. ~ If the sufferings of
the lower orders, the vices of the great, and the excesses of the

" clergy were what the Vision describes them to have been, we

suay marvel that the Plonghman did not forotell a shower of fire
which shonld purify the entire realm as well as the monasteries,
since professed moralists are generally not backward in prophe-
cying, and even invoking, the vengeance of Meaven upon other
pcople"s sine.

As to the prophetic part, Philippe de Comines, as far back ag
Rdward TVth's time, says the English were never without some
prophecy or other to account for whatever events might oceur.
These predictions, from the oracular form in which they were
delivered, had at least half the chances in their favor—as
wi;hnesé that which threatened evil to Edward IVth—saying

* Fraytor—refactory. 1 Yvele—ovil
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that one whose name hegan with (f, should succeed him ; a
prophecy which cost the life of George, Duke of Clarence, but

which was considered equally well fulfilled by the usurpation of
Gloster. :

A LEGEND OF EAST ROCK.

It is many years since an individual of singular appearance
took up his abode in ‘the vieinity of a' populons town—-an unu-
sual choice of place for one whom misfortune or misanihropy
seemed to have rendered averse to human socicty, but not

“an injudicions one in this casc, since the spot afforded the soli-

tude of the desert without its remotencss from succor.

Hig humble dwelling, ¢onstructed with little skill or care, and
searcely discernible in the tangled thicket, was situated upon
a rough hill that rose with picturesque abruptoess from the leyel
Pain; toward the town rocky and precipitous, but descending
on the oprosite side with a softer outline. The gray rock was
in some places naked to the sun ; in others, covered with soil
for the most pﬁrt closely wooded., One spot, in the very midst
of the deep shade, was susceptible of cultivation. Tt was bt a
strip, but it repaid the rude culture of the recluse with food

‘snffigient for him, and served also to pasture two or three sheep

—not doomed to bleed for their master’s gratification, but to be
harnessed with strips of bark to a little cart, which served

“him many useful purposes during the Summer, and when Auntumn

blasts hegan to lay bare the branches, bore his few movables

toward the pleasant sonth. No one knew where he made

his winter abode ; but the flitting was regnlar as that of the
19 ‘
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birds, and when they and the flowers returned, back came our |

hermit to his hovel on the rock.

" When we first heard of his existence, he was seilom disturbed
or intruded npon. Curlosity bad subsided, and the determined
gilence of the recluse was not caleulated fo induece a chanee vis-
iter to reprat his visit.  Strangers were somctimes taken to the
hermitage, but to those who had associated the flowing beard,
staff, eross and rosary with the idea of a lermit, onr recluse
seemed but a poor represcutation of the cluss. Tle was a
coarse, rough-losking person, clothed in a sort of Robinson Cru-
soe style ; and his whole air was one which the most romantie
imagination. would have found it difficult to iivest with the
character of saintly vepose which™ always. marks the hermis
of story. A student would sometimes ferminate his ramble by
a short rest in the bough-roofed hovel, or a schoolboy spend his
Saturday afternoon in its neighborlood, for the sake of sharing
the contents of his hasket with the lonely tenant ; ‘and in such
cases the reeeption eoffered by the recluse was guiet but kind,

and the offered dainties usually repaid by the gift of some .

of nature’s freasures, which an out-door life enabled him
to procure. He would heat his rude oven, and bake apples

and potatoes for his guests, while they gathered berries or ram- |

‘bled through the cragey solitudes. But he scarcely ever spoke, -

and most of h's days were passed in absolute solitude.

The accomnts T had heard aronsed no little interest or carios-
ity respecting this strange being, when I was one day informed
that the hermit was in the kitchen, and had asked leave to take
—not exactly “the husks that the swine did eat”—but a piece
of white bread which had been consigned to that base use by
an untbrifty maid, and which had eaught his eye as he passed
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1

her ‘terri'tory, driven from his wretched lome by the pangs
of hunger. I had heard that he sometimes asked als in
the kitchens of lis young visiters, when from want of foresight
he found himself without provisions ; I was, therefore, not
surprised when I heard of his coming.  Quite curlous, however,
I followed my informant immediately, and found a tall, meagre
figury, clad in a sort of wrapper of the coarsest kind of hlanket-
ing, cenfined at the waist with a picce of rope. IT's hair
was “sabie-silvered,” and scemed ntrerly uneonscious of comb or
seigsors ;' and his Deard nof “descending” but full and bn-ly,
concealed completely the month and ehin, to which T usually
look for the expression of character. So much of his face
as could be seen showed little trace of refined scnsibility. Il's

- eye was cold and stern, and one found it d'fficalt 1o Lelieve.

it had ever been otherwise ; vet I fancied—who eonld forbear
fancying something, of an individual so singular in his appear-
auece and habits 1—that the deep furrows of his Lrow were not
the gradual work of time, but the more severe scoopings
of remorse or regret, and that they spokd of pangs snch
as onuly the strong mind can suffer. |

My gaze offended or disconcerted him, for he stepped without
the door, so as to screen himself from further serutiny, I
Lastened. to repair the involuntary fault by addressing him
conrteously, and inviting him to come in, He neither spoke

nor raised his eyes from the ground ; so, dirccting apart that

food should Dbe set hefore jlli:n, I left him to dspose of

it at'his’pleasurc,‘ for it was evident that he was painfully shy,
and that my presence was both unexpected and unweleome.

I heard of him occasionally through the Summer, but
sothing of novelty or interest until +he hoarse voice of Antumn

v
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was heard on the hill, and the strides of approaching Winter
rustled among the dry leaves of the forest, when it was ascer-
tained that the reeluse still occupied It's airy suramer l\)owvr,‘
being too unwell to commence his usual migration. Preparing
a few of the little comforts of the sick room, T accompanied b's
young friends to the rock, in hopes of d'scovering the nuture of
his illness and being able te contribnte to its cure. ‘

Forlorn and desolate indeed was the situation of the poor
solitary. Tle had been unable to gather in the produnce of his
little plantation, and the corn was yet on the stalk, and the
potatoes in the grouud. The trecs, stripped of their covering,
1o longer afforded shelter to the nuserable hovel, and the her-
mit Jav exposed to the chilling wind, warmed only by the poor
sheep which huddled ronnd him, haviug followed him to “his
retreat for protection from the blast, or for the food which the
bare and frozen hanks now denied them,

He received thankfully the provisions we offered, but re-
sisted every proposal for remeving him to a mere comfortable

asylum, or even for improving the miserable pallet on which he -

lay. He showed no symptoms of any particular disease, but &
general decline” of the pewers of Tife, TMis appearance was
much altered, and his face of a transparent paleness ; but this
might well have been occasioned by the want of such food as
his feeble ’a,ppetite required. He felt quite sure he should
be better now, and said he had lain in bed onl'y to keep himself
warm. Finding him resolute in rejecting further aid, the young
people gathered a supply of fuel, and filled his kettle and hung

it over a good fire, and arranged the few comforts we had
brought on a rnde shelf by the hedside, and we left him’

to himself, feeling that however grateful he wight he for
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intended kindness, human socicty was cvidently dstasteful
to him, u

It was evident {0 us all that he was much softened since
his illncss.  He no longer maintained an obstinate s'lence, nor

when he spoke was it with that deep hoarse voiee which had
been remarkable before.  There was more of refinement in his
langnage, and of intelligence in his eye ;3 and I could not help
thinking that the roughness I had noticed had been artificial—
assumed only to soit the character he had atdopted. Our yonng

people now visited him more frequently, and others, hiearing of

* hig indisposition, offered more comforts than he would copsert

to receive ; but he declined gradually, so gradually, indeed,
that those who saw ,him often were scarce aware of the change,
antil one mornng he was found dead in his bed.* No clue o
his name or kindred was found among his poor cffeets ; but le
had consigned to one favored individual a memeir of his life, or
at least of that portion of it which had heen passed among men.
Other papers there were——the outpourings of o vehement gpirit
~'\——qu a rebellious and wntamed heart, which had dared to sit in
judgient ou the decrees of the Most High, and to draw from
the varions ealamities of life bold and Llasphemous conclusions
against the justice and goodness of Providence, These wore
of course committed to the flames ; but the short record of h's
own disastrous cereer, written apparently in a different spirit,
and after he had ceased to ‘““contend against God,” is here
given, not without a hope that nseful lessons may be derived
from the errors of a proud and sclf-deifying heart.

*Those of our readers who were acquainted with New Ifaven thirty-five vears ago will
roeognize in this eketeh an attempt to describe the person krown gs ¢ Tho Hermit of Iest
Rock.” Wa muost be pardoned for irmggining his anteeedenta,
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My father was o substantial farmer, By unremitting industry
in curly Iife he had ammussed a few hundreds, and these had
become thousands by prudent masagement and rigid cconomy ;
so that frow my earliest recollection he was at ease us to worldly
possessions,  Hig own ecareer laving been thus prosperous,
he nuturally desired that his only sea shounld follow in his
footsteps, and with his neble farey inherit his foudness for
agricuifural pursuits.  Though deficient in edncation himsclf, he
allowed we its advantages, and 1 was many years at’ school,
with only the cceasional ntervuption of a sumunons hane when
huying or harvesting required the entire force of the household.
At such thues wy father spoke often to me of lis wish that
1 should be prepared to relieve him frow’ the cares which

his years began to render irksome ; of my own good fortane in

being the inheritor of such a farm, aud of his In having &

sou capuble of carrying oub his plans of further improvement—
but I was fated to disappont him. Fated, &'d Isay! Lot me
rathier own that at school I inbibed a love of letters, but not a
senso of daty ; a high opinion of my own powers, and a secret’
convicton that those powers would be wasted in the inglorious
pecupation of Lilling the ground. My thirst for kuowledge
referred only {o mental gratification ; and 1 pursued my studies
with an ardor of which those whe have always hiad ready access
to the treasures of litcrature can have but ltle couception.
At home T searce saw a book, beyond the Bible and a féw ele-

mentary works ; and when at college my eyes first opened upon
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the stores of ages, T became absolutely intoxicated with delight,
and rioted indiscriminately in whatever scemed for the moment
most desirable to my excited fancy, The result of this kil of
reading was anything but advantageous. Mental disspation is
gearecly less injurious to the moral sense than i ity ruinous
brother, vice, The generous and self-denying virtucs are alinost
ag Incompatible with the one as with the other,  Under the influ-
ence of my new-found pleasure, it-cost me not a pang to disap-
point the long-clicrished- hopes of my father, and it was with o
secret swell of conseious superiority that T announced to him my
resolution never to be a farmer.

His anger -and hLis astonishment knew no bounds. e bit-

terly lamented his folly in having sent me to college, “ although,”

as he observed, ““there was nothing in the nature of learning to
make a fool of a boy,” This was very true, yet the small and
ill-chosen and worse digested amount of it which I had imbibed,
had only filled my head with vanity, and my heart with unduti-
ful thoughts. The entreatics of my mother and s'ster delayed
the catastrophe for awhile. ‘My father consented to try me at
business, and I coudescended lo be tried ;i but nothing but

disaster ensned.,  When not willfully carcless, I was ruinously

abgent-minded, and it was not until T had killed half the com,
by letting them spend the night in a field of clover, and spiked
the best horse ontthe tonguc of a stage-coach, while I lay read-
ing Thomson’s Summer on the top of a load of hay, that my
poor father gave it np ‘n despair. He gave me a small amount
of money, & horse, and a s-upfﬂy of clothing, and then, with
anger in his eye and grief and mortification in his heart, sent me
to seck my fortune where I could find a situation more congenial
to my taste.
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Tn spite of my headstrong folly, I counld ot bt feel a Little

misgiving as I turned my back on my homg and on the kindest

of mothers, and.prepared to try the wide world for a subsistence.
The “still small voice” that upbraided me with the sorrow of
my parents, I strove to silenee by a determination to return to
them, when I should have earned g nane and a fame that should
cover the waywardness of my youth, and crown their latter
days with pride aud joy. As.a stepping-stone to fortune, how-
ever, it was necessary that I should imnediately determine
upon some mode of earning a regular subsistenee, and my pas-
sion for Looks, not to say my incapacity for anything clse,
pomted at once to the situation of a teacher. I bad vo Qread:
of this vecupation. T aseribed the various satirical desvriptions
of its orrors to the incapacity of those who had attempred it.
To a teacher qualified as I felt myself to be, I was confident the
whole favored district would throng ; and I anticipated with
delight the astenishment of the natives, wlen - they should
- discover the attainments of their schoolmaster.

The first dufficulty that eccurred when T sought this delight-
ful employment was the lack of proper testimonials, Tt had ot

eintered my mind that a person of wy uppearance and acqu.re-

ments would need credentials among ignorant rusﬁcs; bul
1 found, with no little disgust, that I was l'equir.ed to go
througl with the whole forniula of recommendat.ons and certfi-
cates, and prove my title to the Louer of teaching a districe
school by as many pupers as would have served to accredic
a minister plenipolentiary. A long interval occurred before
certificates could arrive from my Alma Mater, and by the time
I had been cxamined and entered upoun by new duties, an

acquaintance with my patrons and their children had served to
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damp my ardor conmdelably I dr opped, by degrees, the hopes
of making orators and statcémen out of the materials committed
to my care ; and contented myself with the more modest liope
of eradicating some of the bad habits and ignorant conceits of
my pupils—a sad and discouraging task. To write upon .hlunk
paper is easy, but when the surface has already been scribbled
over, who can expect to0 pr oduce fair and graceful lines ?

Mosi of my scholars were the sons of farmers, who lad
no idea that the whole of a eliild’s time ought to Le given to the
school. Many omissions occurred,‘aud thoso who did attend
regularly came to the writing-desk or the reading class with

* hands hardened by labor, or heads preoceupied by more conge-
: . H v I 1 O
nial ideas. These difficulties, however, lessened in no degree

the expectations of the pavents.

“1 expect,”-said one sturdy father to me, ¢ thal now we've
got sich a high-larnt master, my boy’ll write like eopper p].Lte
afore the gquarter’s out ;7 and auother, whose son spc ot o full
“month i committing the multiplication table, told me, he lar dly
knew how to spare him for three months, but he 1v§mzntcd he
“ghould “larn surveying.” ‘ :

The proportion of reasonable parents and capable children
was lamentably small ; but all this T could have horne if I
had found what I expected—abundant lcisure for reading.
But alas | the mornings and evenings, which were to have con-
soled me for the most laborious drudgery, were not at my com-
rmand.  That odious “ boardiug round ”—a custorm whieh ought
“to be abolished by statute—gave me every weck a new home,
if such scjourn may bear the sacred name of home ; and every
home seemed more uncomfortable than the last. One single

fire for the household, during all the morning business, made
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reading impessible in winter weather ; and in ‘the evenings,
when, children and business being out of the way, I might have
had a chance by the fireside, I found myself so fagged Ly the
labors of the day, that even books had no charm which could
sustain niy drooping eyclids. The comfortable and well ordered
bome T had left often rose sweet and tempting upon my weary
soul ; but pride forbade me to confess my ervor and seek again
its sheltering roof. I knew my father would be 1eddy to receive
me at a word ; but that word T determined never to qpcak

To a tempm‘amcnt such as mive, the trials at which I have
but hinted were . unreasonably severe. . Better regulated minds
would have found them muoch more tolerable ; to me they were
irous entering the soul, and I felt often tempted 1o fty from
them, as I had done from other aund far less evils that had.
thwarted wy bent at home. 1 did, however, exercise sufficient
self-command to fulfl my agreement ; but no entreatics could
induce me to engage with the same set for another season ; and
with the pittance which my winter of torment had carned, I
set forward again, hoping to find somo nook of carth where the

abilities which T still valued, thougl at a more reasonable rate, .

might procure me a lvelihood while I was deciding on a per-
watent plan of life,

I came just at evening upon a lovely spot—a village lying on

a small but rapd stream which flowed throngh a Lighly culti-

vated valicy. There was a mill with its busy, pleasant hum ;a
smitl’s shop tound which the usual number of idlers were col-
Nleeted ; a weat tavern where there were no idlets at all ; one
pretty street throungh which, at this sunset hour, many fair
forms were flitting ; and, on the brow of a hill which overlooked

the whole, a church on whose taper spire the last rays of the
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gun scemed to linger with affectionate delay. 1 gazed with de-
light, and, still as sanguine as over, decided that this favored
spot should be my home for the present, A school Aere,
I thought, could not be like other sehoole—and, as far as my
own experience went, T was for onee right.

There wag o lack of testimonials this time, and T soou found
mysell establisked in a seleet schoel, which proniised betler s.up—
port and niore leisure than I bad enjoyed inmy former sitw-
ation. I cntered upon my new duties with intevest, but had
already begun to -discover that all schools in the couniry are
alike in some particulars, when an incldent oceurred w Lich
changed at onee the bent of my repining thoughts, und the
whole color of my life.

Margavet ———, a beautiful girl whose health had f:'lem
childhood Leen so delicate as to prevent her from aticading
school regularly, was now, in her seventecnth year, placed un-
der my chatgc. Iier father, the rich man of the neighberhood,
wag anxious that Margaret should employ an interval of

1mplovcd strength in repairing, as far as possible, the deficien-

cies of her carly training, and he reguested extra attention on
my part, in the shape of private lessons, which brought me
cvery evening to his house. .

. My imagination had often dwelt on the lovely beings who rise
under the ercative wand of the pect, and I had sighed to think
that only in hooks may we hope to mect these shapes
of beauty, lit from within by souls yet mere divine; Lut
in Margaret — d'd my charmed cyes dis.covcl‘ more than
boet ever painted. The softest beanty—a clear zm‘d most
ingenuous mind—and a gentleness whicl ean never be feigned—
all the qualities which I should have chosen if I had been
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endowed, Pygmalion-like, with the power of giving life to the

dreams of fancy, were unmited in this fair ercature. There

lacked only that knowledge which it was to be my blissful task

to impaxt, and which her young enthusiasm drank in as does
the thirsty earth the long delayed shower. How T rejoiced

that her mind had been no further cultivated ! ¥ would not

that any other breath should aid the expansion of this tender
flower. And none other &id : it was mine to wateh its unfold-
ing, and imbibe its fragrance ; mine to wear it in my heart of
hearts. Lessons which books do not furnish passed between
the master and the pupil.. Margaret accepted my offered

heart, and as frankly gave her own in exchange ; and in less -

than two years from the time when I first saw her she became
the dearer pﬁrt of myself.

Is not this a trick of theimagination? Have I—the outeast
of society-—the disowned of Heaven—the companion only of the
“beasts that perish--have I ever been the beloved of Margaret
—the pride of our parents—the approved and applanded of all
within our little cirele ?  Ts this cold and almost pulscless heart
the same which once swelled with triumph as I gazed on my
wife's sweet face, and fed my pride with the thought that if I
had tamely yielded to the inglorious lot marked out by my father,

I should never have found thig--the world’s best treasure ?

Alas! what darkness would have veiled that joyous scene if
Fate had foreshown, in the place of the happy bridegroom, the
squalid wreteh whose appearance now scarcely claims -_kindred
with his species ! ‘ ‘

My fathef, pleased with a wealthy and influential connection,
made generous provision for my outset.in life. My sister had
married, and ber hushand proved a valuable substitute for an
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undutiful son, Th's fortunate circnmstance conveniently served
to quict those froublesome whispers with whicl conscience
would oceasionally beset me. Yet the sadness which had
become habitual to my mother’s face, conveyed a reproach
to my better sense wlich selfish pride could never wholly

disregard.  Lvery look of hers told me that no sonsindaw

could ever supply my place to her ; and that the disappoint-
ment oceasioned Ly my cold-hearted desert’on had thrown
a chilling shade on the evening of her days.  Dut one glance at
my idol always sufficed to put to flight every repentant thonght.

Yet the part of my life which I look back npon with the least
remorse is the period that immediately followed my marriage.

During those four happy years, inspired by the varions cxeellen-

. cos in my wifc’s character, T labored assiduougly to correct my

faults. 1 forgot my -sclf-importance as far as possible, and
endeavored to promote the happiness of all around me, even at
the sacrifice of so. ¢ of my own cherished inclinations. Tmper-
fect os were my cfforts, they were s'neere, and with my Marga-
ret, at least, eminently suceessful.  Never was the pure light of our

" domestic happiness dimmed for a moment, even by the overflow-

ings of that wayward self-will which had so often hrought tears
to the eyes of my poor mother,  How indecd could T have Tived
to tell this sad story, if to all the rest were added the recollec-
tion that I had ever inflicted oue pang on that loving heart ?

It was my intention, when I began this recovd, to have
passed over the incidents of my early life, and to have recalled
little more than the horrible catastrophe which has darkened
the sun and extinguished the stars to my blighted soul for so
many years, But with the attempt to say anything of myself,.

- human feelings and the natural longing for human sympathy
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revived at once within me. Recollections of the entive past
flooded my soul, and wonld have vent. TFar diffeveat have loug

been my coutemplations, and who does not know that rebellious

thoughts brng the'r own just misery with them? The very
consolation which I experience in the recital of my sorrows,
reproaches me wﬁth the insane folly of having withdrawn mysell
from my kind until T am no longer fit for their communion.
But I must not lose time whieh I feel will be but shert,

My father-in-law had large contracts connected with infernal
improvements, and, besides keeping his a.ccounté, I freguently
superiitended the Tabors of his workmen in the quarty and in
the forest. The latter was to me an over new delight. To ex-
plore its #tangled th'ckets, to roam through long branch-roofed
vistas until the resonnding strokes of the woodman were lost in
the distance 5 and then, amid the hush of ‘noanday twil'eht, to
give myself up to.romantic musings or to solemn contemplation,
was among the very fow enjoyments that could reconecile me to
leaving my happy home, even for a day.

On one of these occasions, when I had strayed nntil huneer
overtook me, and 1 had begun to think the way home would -
seem too long, I came unexpectedly upon an Indian wigwam.

Its inmates, a yonng man and his mother, rece’ved me with
grave courtesy ; and, at my request for food, the white-haired
squaw set before me corn-bread and suceatash, with a calabash

of water, which was nectar to my cager thirst. The 'vouhg' ‘
“

man, a tall and well-looking specimen of his race, was one whom

we had employed in searching for timber suited to our purposes,

and T took this opportunity to engage him to explore a new.and
T

wild track for some trees of great size which were necessary at .

that time, His manner had that cold and stern indifference
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which veils the fiery soul of his race ; but he promised compli-

—anee and T left him, having in vain tried to press npon himself

and his wother sowe compensation for my refreshizent.
In consequence of my commission, Indian John, as this young

man was called in the neighhorlood, came several times to my

_ house, and upon one occasion crossed my wife’s path as she was

going out. It was thon that T learned that Margaret liad a
deep and anconquerable dread of an Indian.  Tler family
acconnted for it by the cireumstance of her having been fright-
ened by one when o child.  The occurrence, as repeated to me,
did not scem likely to have made so lasting an tmpression on the
mind of a girl bronght up on the outskirts of civilization ; hut it
proved to be indelibly imprinted on her imagination, and was
suppos d to have been the first cause of her delicate health. A
country girl entrusted with the care of her when four or five
years old, took her one day into the woods near her father's, in -

search of wild flowers 3 and, leaving her under a tree {o amuse

“hersell with those already gathered, penetrated further, hoping

to find some still brighter and more beautiful. In her absence
a drunken Tndian found the child, and for mere misclief, ag is
supposed, gave one of those shrill yells, said to be among the
most appalling of all carthly sounds. 'The girl, bronght back
by the whoop, found Margaret in strong convulsions ; and for
some weeks ghe lovered between life and death, and afterward
suffered many yearvs from the enfeebled condition of Ley nerves,
Evor since that time she had dreaded the sight of one of the
dark race, and 1 now understood why she bad always declined
my invitations to go with me to the forest. She refrained from
mentioning her secret “foars, for she shrunk from avowing what

she considered a silly weakness. 'With her a weakness was not
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a thing to be boasted of, but to be struggled against and over-
come, ' ‘ | :

But now that T had discovered this tender point, T made it
my study to guard my beloved from every chance that could

excite such painful feelings. I took measures to put an end to

Indien Jolw’s visits—deelning his services, and forbidding my
men to employ him.  8till lie had requests to prefer, oceasion-

ally ; and finding he continued to show himself at my door, I

represented to him my wife’s fears, and fool'shly bribed him to

absont himself, After this T found he would take advantage of .

my absence to apply for food and money, as if determined to

enjoy the pleasure of tormenting one who dared to east dishonor

on his haughty race. At length, distracted by his pertinacity,
I threatened and then struck him. He neither returned the
blow nor offered resistmwe; when I put him forth forcibly, for-
bidding him ever to approach my doors again.

But Margaret never was at rest affer that unhappy day. An
Indian, she said, never forgave ; and she was convinced, by the
diabolical glance which John cast upon me as I spurned him
from my door, that he would only wait some safe opportunity to
take his revenge, She thought not of herself-—her fears were

for me alone ; and I readily promised not to wander forth alone,

as had been my wont, but for her sake to be ever wary of my

exasperated encmy.  Yet I often reminded her of the subducd
condtion of the Tndian race. “The white man,” T said, “has a
bridle on the neek and a bit in the mouth of the savage ; he has
broken his spirit and bent him to his will. 'The red- man is no
longer the untamed and untamable. The deadly hatred, unap-
peasable but by the blood of the offender, is no longer part of '
his nature. Ilis vices as well as his virtues have lost their
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savage strength. The whiskey of the white man has obliterated

all that is fearful, as well as all thot is grand, in hiz eharac-
ter. There is nothing to be feared from so contemptible & being
as the wretched Tndian” ‘

She heard me shudderingly ; for an antipathj go deeply rooted
is not to be influenced by reasoning. 1 found her often depress-
ed, and the palencss which had marked her when I first saw
her, began agaln to encroach upon the roses which heaith and
happiness had brought to her cheek, Tloping, by a temporary
absenéc from the sceng of such unpleasant impressions, to dissi-
‘pate their effect, T proposed to her a visit of n few weeks to my
jparents, who were always del'ghted to have her with them, and
to whom she was warmly attached. She assented gladly, and
we prepa.t\‘ed for the journey. |

Visions of my home ! how iz it that, after all thiz dreary inter-
val, ye rise on my soul with the freshness of yesterday ! That
pretty eottage—that trellised poreh, with its pendant wreaths
and its overhanging roof—the trees which my own hand planted,

~ and which. grew to my wish, as if proud to shade the dwelling

of Margaret | Tlow often, snee that dreadful day, have T stood
again amid those fairy scenes, holding that dear hand in mine,
and listening, as of yore, to that softest volee; then started
from my broken slumber to solitude and wretchedness 1 Oh!
the bitterness of the contrast 1 Yot werc not those gleams of

" bliss an earnest of what may yet De in store for the reclaimed

wanderer ?

Being obliged to be absent for a few hours in preparing for
leaving home, T took my wife to her father’s, not liking to leave
her exposed to any agitating accident in her present feeble state,

T told her T wounld return to tea, aﬁdf hade her be ready to set
an
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out for my father’s on the morrow. * Ready, ave, ready 1”7 was

her swmiling reply, as I mounted and 1ode off, full of spivits and .

fearless of all ill.  When I reached the spot where the road
wound round a hill not far distant, I turned to exchange a part-
ing sign, knowing that Margaret would watch me till ‘T disap-
pearcd.  She never looked lovelier.  She stood on the stcjjs of
the portico, one arm thrown round a slender pillar, and the rich
drapery of honeysuckle mingling with the Lright tresses wlhich
descended in enrls to her bosom. As I gozed, she kissed a
white rose which she tossed toward me, aud then waved her
hand as if to bid me begone. Why do I deseribe her appear-
ance in thut particular moment, when I must have scen, her so
often with greater advautages of dress and situation.  Alus! it
was the last time | T never saw her thus again,

After fin'shing my business at the nearcst town, I hastened
homeward, and reached my father-indaw’s about dark. On
inquiring for Margaret, I found she had gone home kalf an hour
before, having yet some little affairs to attend fo, in preparation
for her journey. I hurricd home, but no fond welcome awsaited
me. My wife had not returned. I stood ag if transfixed, A
dread misgiving seized me ; yet it was so indefinite than T knew
not which way my fears poilltcﬂ. Her maid thought she might

have gone for some trifling purchase to the village quite near

ug, but on inguiry it was found that she had not been scen |

there. Every house in the ne'ghborhood was tried, and tho
alarm became general.  Her father now joined me, and his first

inguiry was whether any Ind’ans lhad been seen about, Well

do T remember the icy dart that pierced my heart at that ques-
tion, After all my incredulity, T felt at once certain that
Indian John was in some way concerned in our loss, Th's was
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at once confirmed by the answer of a boy in the erowd, that he
had met Indian John on the road, on horschack, with a sick
sqnaw wrapped in a bianket before him ; aund, he added, that
he thought that he had the ;Stlllil‘e’s bay horse. T flew to the
grable—tlhie hiorse was gone,

We were soon mounted and on our way to the woods, 1
burst the door of the wigwam—it was deserted.  'We had now
no clue fo guide us; but followed any patl we happened to
desery, by the light of a clonded moon  Onee or twice we
fonud the clearings of white men, but when aroused they eould
give us no information. At length, just as the day was hreak

ing, we reached the hank of a river, and a Jog-hut, the owner

cof which told us there were wigwams on the oppostie side, T

was about to dash into the stream, but the man ealled to e to
tuke his boat. The ford was not safe, he said, though an Tndian
had crossed it that night on horseback. T left the hoat for
men in their senses, and made my own way across, I know not
how, )
From this moment my recollections hegin to be Tess distinet.
I remember the beating of my heart, which shock me from head
to foot. T remember, too, that with a_tigor-like stealth, T crept
to the nearcest hut, and looked through a crevice in the side. I
gee my wife now—as she sat on the Qround, propped againat the
wall--her face pale and swollen, and her cyes so fixed and
glassy that T thought for a moment T beheld but her lifeless
body. But the Indian too was there, and, as he moved, those
death-like orbs turned their ghastly lght npon him, with an
expression of such terror—I stood like stone—cold, powerloss,
almost senseless—till he moved toward her—then, with a yell
like his own, I sprung upon him—but T know no more. . . .
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We were in the boat on the river—they put ﬁn oar into my

hands, and y wife lay in her father’s arms unconscious of our
presence, or of any thing that had befallen her. Oue man
g;teered, and another held the cord with which they had bound
the arms of the Indian. My mind wus perfect chaos—Dbitt one
idea stood out clear amid the confusion—that was vengeance:
“ Vengeance !” scemed the voice of every breath I drew, and all
distracted as I was, I had yet mind e.ﬁough left to plan its ex-
ecution. I had no weapon -for instant action ; but the idea of
plunging the wretch into the water, as soon as Marearet should
be in safoty, and holding him ihere mutil his hated breath had
ceased, feasted my boiling passions, and I rowed with convalsive
eagerness to hasten the blissful moment. Vengeance was sure,
and already I scemed to roll the sweet morsel under wny tongue,
when the Indian, bursting the cord, with one bound sprung
over me, seized Margaret, and, with a yell of trinmph, plunged
with her info the water. I followed, but rage hlinded me ; and
he eqsily eluded my grasp, darting off whenever 1 approached,
and always kecping his helpless burthen under water. Ab
length, casting toward me the now lifeless corpse, he ymade for
the farther shore. To others I loft the care of my beloved
while I pursued her destroyer. 1 overtook him as he gainec;
the opposite bank, grappled with him, and snatching his own
knife, buried it'in his heart. He fell dead, but my hatred still
sarvived. I continued to plunge the weapon again and again
into his abhorred carease, until my fiery strength faled, and ¥
sunk cxhausted and insensible wpon the ground. The efforis
of those abount me recalled me to a brief sense of my nLgery, but
fever and delirjum followed, and, before I recovered my reason,
the form I had so idolized was forever hiddeu from my sight.
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Trom the time that 1 ouce more awoke to the knowledge of
my utter desolation, my mind las never possessed its original
clearness, until nmow that the light of awother world seems
rapidly opening upon i, Yet I remember the slow retuen of
reason, and that the first use I made of my powers, was 10
crawl to the window of the room, to look at my cuce bajpy
home, I had been carvied to my futher-indaw’s, and nursed
with all the care that cruel kindness could snggesi, lo preserve
& life which could be but a Durthen. DMy illness wust have
been of long coutinnance. The fields were bare ; the lrees

were in the latest livery of autumn,  The littic brook, bouud

“iey chains, no longer sparkled on its way, as when Margaret.

and I last stood on itg green banks, dnd gpoke of ity swees
music, and of the old willow which shaded hail its w.dth,
Death scemed . stamped upon all things,  Whin my cye rested
on that licloved roof-—the window where she sab ab work so
often—the arelied gate at which sho used o wait my alighting
—1 expected to scé a funcral procession puss down its leaf-
strewed walk., When I last saw it, all was repose and heauty
without ; all love and happiness within, Now—Dlut who can
enter into such feelings 7 Let me lasten to a conclusion.
When my strength returned, and T wag endeavoring to forin
gome definite plan for the wretehed remmant of Ife, I was in-
formed that a trial would be necessavy, A trial ! 16 was bub
a foru, they snid, but it must be submitted to. T was passive
—dumb with utter misery —yct T mnst undergo an examination,
and T did endure it ; I vemember the tearing open of my yet
bleeding wounds—the coarse handling of those who ecould not
couceive the torture they were inflicting ; and 1 wus told that

T must be ready to auswer yet again. Frow that time 1
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brooded over the means of escape from this new suffering—not
ouly for my own sake but for that of others. T shudder even
now at the recollection of my feclings toward the wnconsc’ous
quesiioner ; for the maduess of grief was yet on me, and the
rude calling up of the image of my lost love, pale, dying, ag T
hod lust Beheld lier, bronght also the bl'nd rage: of the moment,
til T louged to cluteh again the l'oohm(r kpife, It was too
uel, T left the roof which so kindly sheltered my wreteled
head, and rushed onward without a plan —withourt a hope for
the futare, I need not dwell upon iy ushappy wanderngs ;
upon the cold, the hanger, the bitter suffering, which assails
him who roams withons money and without friends. The wants
of the body were disregarded until they hecame intolerable,
and then, if some knd hand ¢'d not sive what nature required,
I dug the carth for roots,of elimbed the trees for nuts, like the
scarce wilder denizens of the forest, By day my thoughts
wandercd in aimless misery from my past happiness {o my
Present condition, too often mingl'mg with thoughts of woe,
blasphemons murmurings against the Author of wy being. In
. dreams the Tast dread scenc was a thousand times repeated.
Again T grappled with the destroyer of my peace, and felt his
wirm hlood inany face 3 or endued by a revengeful fancy with
supernatural power, and no longer I'miiced to snch puny retr’bu-
tion, whole tribes scemed given to my revenge. I hnted them
to the brink of preeipices, and hurled thera headlong down ;
or, kindlng foreste, and enclosing them within the’ bTﬂ.zing
eircle, T gloated upon their fieree agonies, unxatisfied cven then.
After a whole year of wandering, during which T endured more
than words can deserbe, T bethought me of this wild spot. I had

visited it once dur'ng my college Tife, aud knew it was ’mo diffi-
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| cult of acecss to~be thought worth enltivation, Fere T built this

rude shcd,ahd none noticed or molested me, One winter I had
passed in the half-roofed hovel, but at the return of the next I
left it for a warmer clime, but hastencd back in the spring, in
time to plant for the support of the life I loathed, yet might
not, unbidden, lay down. These journeyings, the tillage of this
hard soil, and the daily wants which belong even to savage
life, occupied nruch of my time ; but 1 hnd still many hours of
wretehed leisure, in which to brood over the past, and to lift
my daring thoughts in impotent questionings of the justice of
God,

The change that has eome over my feclings, though one
which has turned darkness to light, and blasphemous murmur-
ings to humble praises, is one which, with all its Llessedness, T
am uuable to deseribe. T know not” when it was that T hegan
to be a new creature ; but I know that the first proof of it, 1o
mny own conviction, was the longing desire to return to my parents
—to throw myself at their feet, and ask their forgivencss for
my early fault, But, alas! I had thrown my life away. Not
only were my habits such that I could now scarcely endure the
gight of my fellow beings, but the years that had elapsed since
my mad flight, left no hope that my parents were yet among
the living. I must carry this sorrow with me to the grave, in
"humble hope that my late repentance may he accepted.  Havng.
been found of Iim that 1 songht not, I wait with a calmness
beyond my hopes, for that ‘happy moment when, in His good
pleasure, He shall dismiss me from the scene of my sins’ and
sufferings, to an union with the loved and lost.




