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MERRIMACK.

1.

I purrost to write the history of my life, and I will
begin with the first event in which I can flatter myself
my readers may be interested. I was nine years old, and
we lived in Salem, Massachusetts. It was August, and
we arose very early one morning to see the Helen Doyle
away on a whaling voyage to the southern seas.

My father was captain of the Helen ; and while he stood
on Phillips’s Wharf, just ready to sail, my mother, myself
and my brother Jesse, with two or three friends, turned
the corner of Derby-street, running to take his farewell
kiss, and see the good ship under way. We had waited
at home, I remember, for a friend to :ioin us, who did not

‘come ; and though we almost flew to the. wharf, we had
only tinie for a hasty kiss and one or two brief words, be-
fore irny father was hwried from our embraces, and the
vessel gave her broad sails to the breeze.

The hour was very * beautiful, as the Salem people say.
It was an August morning in a double sense. The pale
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dawn had deepened to a ruddy glow; the great warm
sun was just peering above the water, and the white mist
that hid Baker’s Island, crowned Marblehead, covered
the Juniper, and hung waving on the Beverly woods like
a bridal veil, was dissolving in his beams.

Three other vessels sailed from the harbor that morn-
ing. One was bound for Canton ; one for the west coast
of Africa; and the other for Brazil Every sail was

| hoisted, and as the brave old whalér'took the lead, and the
others ran after,—one on her right, one on her left, and the
other in her wake,—they were a handsome sight to see.
The air was finer than usual for that season. The grass
glittered as in the dews of June. The city was bright and
pleasant. The sounds of waking life were full of anima-
tion, and one would have thought we might have been
more cheerful than at an hour of natural g}oorh.

And yet our grief was heavy: we could, not tell why ;
but the very sunshine seemed to give us melancholy feel-
ings. The sights of beauty on the water aI}d on the land
oppressed our hearts, and filled our eyes. again and again
with tears. "My father made an effort fo look cheerful
and speak cheering words, and he smiled as long as a
smile could be told from a tear, and gave the most joyful-
seeming waftures; but it was plain to us that an ominous
grief had touched him, and all that cheerfulness was put
on to comfort my mother and the children.

My mother detected the gloom which my father could
not disguise, and she had frequently wept since the day
was set for the vessel to sail. = It was not all on account
of the long voyage, and years of absence (though that
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anticipation was hard to bear) ; but a strange melancholy
haunted her, stifled her breath, and stirred up the fountain
of her tears. It scemed to her, she has often said, that
the anchor of that tossing ship was cast in her bosom, and
was tugging at the cords of her heart. To please my
father, who liked to remember her last appearance, she
was dressed in white that morning, and I see her stately
form now as she stood on the head of the wharf, her
face glowing with emotmn, her eag\er eyes long following
the vessel, and her rlrrht hand waving adieus.

At last she turned to us, and found our eyes brimming
with tears, while our friends were weeping with us.

“ Why do you cry so, mother? will not father come
home again ¥ inquired I, with a grief which was prompted
as much by her own tears, as by the farewells taken of
my father. o '

“ 1 pray that he may return, my dear,” answered my
mother ; ¢ yet, something grieves me deeply. Iknow not
what it is, beside this separation.”

“ Don’t cry so, mother ; you make us feel so bad,” 1
continued ; “ and tell me, won’t father return pretty soon ?
He came in a year the last time, and that seemed a long,
long while to have him away. Say, will he stay longer
this time, leaving us so lonesome, and keeping you on the
look-out for him day and night "

“ Oh yes; he will stay away longer than ever before ;
he will stay four years this time,—and don’t you remem-

‘ber how short and happy he said that time would be to

him, while getting something more to enable him to buy

us a pléasant home, to quit the dangerous sea and live all
. s ‘ * .
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the while with us. Let us cheer up, Merey, and see how
short and happy we can make the time; and how glad
we can make him when he does return.” f

“I cannot wait four years to see father again,” said
my brother Jesse. “Why don’t he come before, and
bring us more oranges, and tell us more good stories ?
Wagn't that funny he told us yesterday about teasing

the boobies from their nests, and chucking the gravel .

. down their throats -—Wish I .could have gone with him '
Why didn’t he let me go.? I wouldn’t be afraid of a
booby : I've thrown Booby Ben a dozen times ; I wouldn’t
be afraid of a whale neither ; I could catch a whale, for
I've catched cunners and flounders off Beverly Bridge.”

“I'm glad pa isn't a sailor,” exclaimed Milly Dorlon,
with a smile of gladness flashing through her tears.
“Ma would cry hardern you do, Mrs. Winthrop, if pa
was a sailor and went so far, to stay so long ; and I'm
sure J should go cragy.”

“« My father goes ever and ever so far aWay,” said litile
Hannah Buxton. “He goes away off to Providence two

times a year ; and we all feel so bad when he goes, and
so glad when he comes home again! What would we do
if he staid away as long as Daniel Winthrop ?”

“0, I hope he will return—1 think he will return,”
- replied my mother. *‘The Helen ’is a safe ship; she
has a good crew, and sails in a favorable season. But it
was hard to part with him this time! We have had
such a pleasant summer, and he has been so happjr with
little Walter, it is very hard to part again so soon. Don’t
talk to me any more now, children ; I shall feel better

t
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soon. Come, Merey, let Milly and Hannah run home,
now they have seen the ship sail, and we will hasten back
to see if Walter has not been awake and ¢rying more than
we in our absence. Poor boy, I have neglected him so
much since father made ready to sail! Let us see what

- a bright and gentle boy he may become in these four
“years, and how father will shout for joy when he re-

turns again.” : :

“ I know father felt real bad to leave Walter,” said 1
“ While you were down cellar for butter, he took the
little fellow from his cozy crib and hugged him, as if
trying to squeeze him into his heaxt, held his little fat
hands to the candle and looked at them, glanced down at -
his white feet and let a tear drop on ’em ; he did, mother,
and patted his hiead, pinched his neck, hugged him'again,
then kissed him all over his face and neck and hands, and
forced him down as if Walter had clung to him.”

“ And he grieved to part with you and Jesse, too,”
answered my mother ; ¢ and you must love him, and see

how much you can learn and improve before he returns.

0, dear ! this parting with a sailor husband is a bitter
grief to-bear ! Parting at a time, too, when"the cheer-
fullest things make me so unhappy.”

Milly and Hammah directed their steps toward South
Salem, and mother, Jesse, and I went to our home on, ‘
Essex-street near the common. Little Walter opened his -
bright eyes with a wild and laughing gaze as we entered,
and he was caressed more tenderly for what had passed
that morning, while even his song and laugh, too, called -
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back the sorrow to my mother’s heart and filled her eyes
again with tears.

" The sailing of the Helen Doyle that day was an event
of great interest to a large circle of friends. My father
was well beloved in Salem. He was born there; and
was left an orphan when only two years old. He was

said to have been one of those sweet-hearted and swift- |

footed boys who win a person’s love at first sight, and
keep it. “He came up against so many discouragements,
he was a capable man so early, and such an excellent
- seaman, that many appeared proud of his friendship, and
took his welfare warmly to heart. His fiiends were par-
ticularly interested in that voyage on which he had just
departed, and had not the time been mistaken, we should
have found a crowd on the wharf, as they gathered there

an hour aﬂ;erware|1, to shake his hawd and say good-by.

OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM.

II.

My parents had been married ten years, and they
celebrated their marriage anniversary with a family
pic-nic on Backer's Island a week before my father
sailed. I can never forget that day. The island was all
alive with light and beauty, and father said it lay like a

- green-breasted duck on the water. The sky was fine;

the harbor was white with sails, and all the world seemed
to send us words and smiles of congratulation. Father
took his diary along, and after dinner he read the accounts
of all his marriage anniversaries—where he had been,
whom he was with, and what he had enjoyed. Twice he
had been at sea, when the welcome day returned, and
with only three exceptions he had spent it with mother.
They both declared the days had all been happy, and
that was the happiest of all. *Tdb happy,” my mother
repeatedly said,  to return with the same joy again.”
Three children were the fruits of that union—myself,
Jesse, and Walter. I. was nine years old, and 1 well
remember, that up to that day, the only real sorrow I
had ever experienced, was when my father went to sea.
Jesse was six years old, and he appeared a little: red-

haired stranger in the family, resembling neither father

nor mother in looks; but he had a gentle eye and a
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kindly heart, and every hoy and girl was his friend, and
delighted 1o serve and please him.

Walter was so young it would have been hard at that
time to say which of my parents he most resembled.
Young as he was, howévar, he was a real little faney
character, such ag novelists like to deseribe. His “ golden
locks” (as they would have said) fell on his shoulders in
the prettiest shining clusters. He rap alone, bending
back like a major, and moving-his limber legs so lightly
you would have said he could dance a hornpipe before he
was two years old.

Walter was my favorite, as I suppose I must have been
his, for he said he liked everybody, and loved me.. I

loved Jesse very much, but Walter bewitched me with
- that pretty hair, those charming eyes, and crimson velvet
cheeks. -

Poor Walter, how often in after life have I thought of
his innocent ways; and the happiness he gave us at that
time ! He was such a blessing from. the day of liis birth ;
our longly home was made so light and pleasant by his
smiles ; there was such gay and tender music in his
prattle ; he cheered *s0 many lonely hours, charmed s
many sorrows from our hearts ; and wound so many webs
of silken attachment around us, it would have grieved us
terribly if he had been taken away. How blind are we

all to the future, and how little do we know what we ask

for our dear ones, when we pray that they may be per-
mitted to live on earth ! How often in later years have I
thought of the comfort he gave us when a child ! How
I loved to draw him across my lap and bury my face

v
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betwixt the fillets of fat which bound on his double chin,
and kiss him till he made the house ring with his merry
langhter ! '

I wonder not that father tock Walter from his crib that
momming and looked at his dimpled hands, held him in his
bosom, and caressed him as if he would devour the lovely
creature. And I know not what he would have given, at
any time of that lonely voyage, to step into his pleasant
Salem home and enjoy one summer day with us. O, I

“know not how.often hé dreamed of such tender joys, to

be awakened by the creaking of his vessel, or the wind
that wailed among its shrouds &

Amelia Dorlon was of my own age, and we were inti-
mate friends. Amelia’s parenis were poor ‘and not intel-
ligent, but they were very *good people, were much
respected,' and took a world of comfort in their humble

. home: Amelia—or Milly, as we called her, and as I

shall call her often in my history—Milly Dorlon was not
an intellectual girl, and she did not manifest much force
of character, while her appearance was rather comely
than comm’and'ino' But she was a frank and confiding
creature as ever loved a friend.

Hannah Buxton was only six years old, and she was
as prim a little Q,uaker maiden as one could wish to see.
. She was not what you mlght call a Quaker beauty. She
was rather too slender in form .and features, and the
‘freckles were too plenty on her dark brown face. Her
complexion was so different from that of either of her pa-
rents, they were frequently asked where it came from, and

" how it was that she had so slight a family likeness. The
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physical likeness, however; became more perfect in after
years, while already the mental and moral likeness was
true and striking. Decided individual forces were rising
within and around her heart, which held her in great
reserve, and kept her from mingling with others as freely
as most girls of her age; and yet she was generous,
affectionate and good. '
When Milly and Hannah went home, and told their
mothers how my mother wept that morning, they were

very sad, and said thejf would spend the afterncon with -

her, and try to give her comfort. They came over about
one o'clock, but found us not at home. Mother took a
little breakfast on the return, but her house was so lonely

she kept Jesse and me from school for company, and sat

down to her sewing and tried to sing a cheerful hymn,
But she could neither sew nor sing. She whiled away
the time, however, {ill the clock struck eleven, and she
- 'was o miserable she told us we would put Walter into his
wagon, and take her sewing, a book, and basket of re-
freshments, and go and spend the day on the Juniper.
The Juniper is a point of land in the bay, about a mile
east of Baletn; and it takes its name from the juniper
trees which it bears.. Its contour is somewhat broken
by the remains of Fort Pickering, but at that time it was
covered with luxuriant verdure and*tufied with a few

evergreens, which formed delightful shades, and it re-

mains to this day a fashionable rebort for parties, and the
favorite haunt of those who like to go out alone and com-
mune with nature for a solemn or a joyous hour.

We children clapped our hands with- joy, of 'course,
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when the Juniper was mentioned ; and in half an hour
we were past Bentley'’s Rock and the Alms-House,
and within sighf of the tree under which we spread our
blankets for the day. It was a sweet relief to get
on the Juniper. The day continued one of the fairest
and most delicious of the season. The mild, warm,

‘motherly sky seemed to stoop down near us and invite us

to o Test in its placid bosom. The wind came soft and .
fragrant as if blowing from gardens of bloom. Rains
had fallen in such profusion the grass was fresh and
bi'igh} as a green meadow in May, and we needed only
to exchange the cries of the cricket and katy-did for the
songs of the thrush and bobolink, to make us forget we
were on the verge of anturan. ‘ -

‘We children had a jubilee. I romped and raced, as
mother said, like a wild colt. Jesse raced afier me,
clomb all the trees, played hide-and-seek in the trenches
of the fort, and fished for flounders from the rocks.
Walter frolicked like a little corset lamb, now under a
tree, and now on the rocks at the water's edge; and
mother found she must lay aside her sewing and abandon
reading altogether. So she looked after us, and gave
what heart she could to the scene. The sea tossed and
murmured in gentle commotion, and every wave that
rolled against the rocks convinced her, she said, that.
father was ‘having a pleasant voyage, and yet she
imagined more than one peril yawning in the distance,
counted the chances that rose against every mariner’s
return, and endeavored to conceive what her grief might
be if father never came home. She knew that her fow
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friends would not desert her, nor withhold any sympathy
or aid ; but she was so unfortunate in gaining’ friends and
having her true heart understood !  She shuddered at the

very thought of dependence; and, bereft of him who .

was the world to her, what might she do ? ¢ What may
become of these glad little beings,” sighed she, who

bless my eyes with so many of his locks 7’ But she

went to the Juniper fo forget her grief, and those fears
were banished as soon as resolution could prevail. She
cheered her heart and showed a smiling face. She
Joined in our sports ; she caught flounders for Jesse ; she
gathered sea-weeds for me, and shells and pebbles for
Walter. 'In the afternoon Milly Dorlon and Hannah
Buxton joined us, and very soon Mrs. Dorlon followed the
runaway girls, They were welcome company, and they

remained till night. Milly and I were despatched for.

another basket of refreshments ; a fire was kindled on the
rocks, and we enjoyed a fine supper, and returned. at
sunset with our hearts lightened and our spirits restored.
That pleasant day on the Juniper was better than
gociety or any words of comfort for my mother, It

soothed her nerves and solaced her lomely soul: She

read her lesson that evening with a clearer voice and

more cheerful spirit, and found an early and a grateful .

sleep. The next day we had visitors from Wenham, and
Mrs: Buxton and Mrs, Dorlon were over inr the afternoon,
conversmb the whole time in words that fell on mother’s
heart like the comfortmgs of Heaven.

L
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MonTas passed away, and my mother enjoyed many
pleasant seasons, and thought every day, if father was
blessed, what satisfaction they would take in planning the
little home they might be able to have. At first she
desired that it should stand north of Phillips’s Wharf,
near the foot of Derby-street, if they could purchase
there, where we had enjoyed so many delightful walks,
and where, f-rom the chambers, we could have a charm-
ing view of the harbor and its green shores and islands.

| But she changed her mind ; and, after a visit to our

friends in Wenham one day, when she brought home the
gladness and beauty of summer in her heart, she wrote
father a letter, in which she said :—

« T have thought much of late of the dear litfle horme
we are going to have one of these days’; and, unless you
still insist on Derby-street, and your favorite view of the
harbor, I think it must be in Wenham after all, where
things look more beautiful than ever to me ,—‘-or over on
Lafayette-street, beyond Derby’s Farm. Or, if you mqst
‘have the blue se2 before you, why not build near Lynn
Beach, where the grandest waves are rolling, and yet
where one sees no ships depart, and hears no sighs of

- fa;tewell grief ?”
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After the first year, it occurred to my mother that she
could get along in a smaller and cheaper tenement than
the one we occupied, and add the difference in rent to

what che might earn with her needle, so as not to draw

any from her allowance, and have all the more on father’s

return, to buy that little home. Her friends objected to -
the change, as they thought her tenement was small’

enough already, and they knew father would grieve to
. find she had worked so hard and practiced such self-denial
in hi# absence. But she was determined, and she took a
chamber in a large brown old house in Becket court. I
remember how 1 wept when we left our home on the
common for that unpleasant place.

Everything seemed to conspire to gnre ‘us gloomy feel-
ngs, "It was a rough, wild day in March, and we
thought that the wind would blow us away while
moving. ~In the evening a dreary and almost smothering
darkness fell, and it rained in torrents all night. And

the house was so gloomy for the first fortnight ! 1 had -

heard very often of the witches that once infosted Salem.
I had heard of haunted houses and secret murders, and 1

felt, if ever a house had harbored witches or been haunted,

or concealed a murder, it must have been the old brown
house in Becket court. My mother told_ me it was built
not more than a hundred years ago, and that the witches
were all dead.

“ Then,” said I, “this must be the haunted house you
have told such stories of —the house where the bleeding

man appears, crying for help, and screechmg mur—ﬂ

der !’
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“ No, no,"’ said my mother ; “ that house is over the
river, and nothing will molest us here.”

But the house was filled with such a ghostly gloom !
Tt was large as a barn on the ground, and was three
stories high. It had never been painted on the outside,
and on the inside it loocked as if no brush had touched it
since the Revolution. The ﬁre-placgs were large and
deep, and the mantel-shelves were as high as mothe?’s
head, and long and narrow. The base, the chair-

- moulding, the cornice, and casings, were mdlgo blue,

and the ceilings had been whitewashed so many times they
were flaky as the crust of aChristmas pie. The windows _

_were high and short, with little panes of blistered glass.

We took a chamber and two bed-rooms on the second
floor. . . .
Our neighbors below had the reputation of v.ery inne-
cent, people, but their wild and withered look increased
my suspicions of the house, and made me dreadﬂour first
night in the chamber. The head of the farnily must
have been more than eighty years old. He had a long,
thin nose, spotted a little with indigo, which I thought he
must have taken upon it when' the house was painted,
and he made motions with his hands and feet just as I

" had heard the wizards did in ancient time.. He kept

whispering to himself, and laughing and frowning by
tﬁms, as if in conversation with some invisible being, and
weiit around the street picking up pins, nails, and b.uttons,
as they said it was the custom of real wimrds to (.10.

" This old man’s wife looked even -older thgn himself,
and more ‘suspicious. She answered the description of a
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v;ritch. She had a low, wrinkled forehead ; her eyes
were small and staring as a parrot’s, and closely set.
There was a long hair mole of wolf’s gray on her cheek ;
her mouth was hollow, her nose and chin almost met, and
ghe looked as if she could ride a broom-stick when the
weather was mild and there was no wind to blow her
away. She saluted us with a little croupy voice, and she:
was sweeping cob-webs. I could not doubt but she was as

good a witch as old Ma'm Nq'rse or Mary Easty, while

my mother thought they were a harmless old couple as

there was in Sa}em
A son and his orphan children lived with them. The

son was a maniac. It was told us that he had been a

sensible little man, but he was one of the jurors who

. doomed that poor impulsive boy, Mexrill Clark, to the-

gallows, for arson, which others induced him to commit :
that he witnessed his execution, and saw his bright yel-
low hair float on the wind as he struggled with the pangs
of death, and he was smitten with such horror for the
heart-rending scene, and for his own action in the tragedy,
he went home a maniac, and had continued a maniac 1o

that day. This melancholy object was often before our |

eyes, smiling and weeping by turns ; crying now, “Poor
Merrill ! it was my voice that killed thee !”” then, starting
up with a look of frantic joy, and saying, “ Thank God!
" we saved Memill—he was such a pretty, tender boy—we
saved him from the gallows, and he is not dead ! LS
This man increased my tierrors, though 1 was told
that friend Buxton was going to take him away and make

an effort to xestore his mind. The children had wild

pass.
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and glassy eyes, their hair was a smoky white, and they

* kept hitching up their shoulders. There was a smell of

cats and pigs, and snuff’ and fish in the house, and 1 was
startled by the echoes that gabbled and squeaked around

~ the dreary chambers.

However, there were several things to cheer us. On
the first night, in particular, though dreary enough, we
found it more cheerful than we expected. The black dark-
ness without wrapped fold after fold around the city ; the

“wind blew a tersible blast; the thunder echoed with a

sort, of wizard laughter in the gky, and the lightning
startled us often from our seats. But we had our large
chamber lighted with a rousing fire, and spent the night
with some enjoymerit. Milly Dorlon staid with me, and
we read the New England Primer, and {old stories and
riddles till bed-time, and were glad to have the dreams
which we desired, ag we expected they would come to

Number Fonr, Becket court was not, nearly as pleasant

- as the house we left ; but we had a good 1oof and plenty

of room, and what if there were no charming mall, with
its proud old elms in view of our window, to put damask
curtains out of mind, and refresh our weary eyes ? Mother
had a_smaller rent to pay, and with plenty of work and
perfect health, she maintained her little family in comfort,
and sent Jesse and me to school, both summer and winter.

We remained some. time in Becket court, and that
time wrought changes in the forms and characters of the
children. I grew to a goollly stature, if that were all,
and enjoyed such health and spirits, I was willing erough
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~ to be called plain-looking, and to walk the streets with a
rustic gait.
Jesse continued a good and gentle boy, and on his
sunny head a bright hope rested. Walter had lost not a
cluster of that shining hair, nor a charm from his face,
nor a dimple from chin or hand, in those innocent years,
while his milk-white neck was soff and rosy as ever
for a full taste of kisses. Walter was the little darling of
the household. Walter was the pet and plaything of the
~ neighborhood. Half a {Iozen little girls usually contended

for his hand to lead him home from school. The milkman
_had him often on his cart, driving his horse, like a lordly
coachman ; or away on his fatm, feeding cows or finding
hens’ nests. Horses and wagons enough were presented
him to have furnished a royal stable in Lilliput. Old red-
shirted fishermen Iiked to take him out beyond Baker’s
Island to see the sun rise from the ocean, and fish for cod
and haddock. The shop-keepers bantered him, and filled

his pockets with nuts and cakes. And Aunt Bessie

Plympton, a colored maiden, who lived alone in the court,
declared, while ““ mose all ye boys was little sassy snipes,

Waltie Winthrop was a sweet purty picter of a boy as’

ever her eyes did see,” and Walter began to show that he
was flattered by all these notices and praises.

But who could help noticing the cunning little elf? _'
‘Who could help showing and looking praise, if they did

not speak it? Praise, too, that would set that rosy face
dimpling with smiles of triuraph, and light up those
roguish eyes with boastful flashes. ' My mother made
constant exertions to silence the flatteries of friends, and
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conceal her own pride, and yet the boy would find out by
the twinkle of her eye, in the sternest mood—by her face,
long as she might draw it, by the tone of her voice and
touch of her hand, that he was her favorite, and he would
grow vain in spite of her. But that vanity was only
another charm in the eyes of many people.

In these® circumstances, in this dusky old house, we
lived, and counted the months that would soon bring
around the time for father to come home; when one

evening, as we were starting for a walk by the water, a-
sailor ran into the court and gave my mother a letter.
He had just stepped from a vessel that had met with the
Helen Doyle and exchanged despatches a few months be-
fore, and brought letters to friends in Salem. Mother

" knew by the superseription that the letter was from father,

and forgetting to thank the bearer, or invite him in, she
flew to her chamber, and by the light of the setting sun
devoured its welcome words. Father had not seen an
hour’s illness since he left Salem. Allof his crew were

‘well and in'the best of spirits. Good fortune had guarded

the ghip, and guided their ‘harpoons as they lay in a teem-
ing ﬁshery They had already two-thirds of a cargo, and
with a rmghty sperm whale along side, and ten men
bailing and barreling the clearest 011 -what could he
write but happy news? And why could he not make up
a cargo and see Salem again in less than a year after
the letter might reach us? He sent a sailor’s love to
mother, and bade her take comfort; live well, and make
the childrén happy, denymg little Walter nothing that he

mlght w1sh and he would brmg a heart full of love and
2




e Mt A R Ao oo

a .-‘-" - _ = "

MERRIMACK;

a barrel full of oranges to us when he came home. He

- directed her to call on his agent, Mr. Ezra Coleman, for

any funds she might desire, and hoped he would make
enough, ‘beside what was left in that person’s hands, to
procure the Derby-street home, of which they had enjoyed
so many sweet anticdipations. He warmed the children—
“little’ double-chinned, white-throated Walter” in par-
ticulaxr—these are his words— to stand-to for a regular
storm of kisses when he came,”

That unexpected news. was almost too much for my
poor mother. In a paroxysm of joy she erumpled the
letter to a wad on her besom, and soaked it with her
tears. The full moon rose, and after getting Wa:lter to
sleep, she tock me and Jesse by the hand, and enjoyed
her walk by the water. It was an évening I shall always
remember. The very waves seemed to congratulate us
with sympathetic murmurs, and the moon and stars
looked glad on our mecount. We did not return until
nine, and nearly all that night we were kept awake by a
joy that was more refreshing than slumber. Mother and
I talked of the new home, and concluded, if father pre-
ferred Derby-street to Wenbam or Lynn, we would gladly
favor his wishes. But the house should be a cottage of
the Gothic style ; my own room, in one wing, should be

hung with landscape paper, and the little attic chamber

over the porch, for Walter, should be as pleasant as it
could be made. *Our. mosses, shells, foreign birds and
curiosities, should all be arranged in futher’s room, to
remind him of his voyages, and every thing we could
work to adorn its furniture should be done.
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The time Would not be long before. we should see h1m ;
he would return in the loveliest season of the year, and
we resolved to enjoy ouyselves as best we could uniil he
came. We would not go back 1o a larger tenement; we
would buy nothing better to eat or wear than we had
bought ; we would not draw on Mr. Coleman at all for
meney, and no less work should be done in our Becket
chamber ; but we would enjoy ourselves now more than
ever, thinking of what was written in the letter, and of
the love and good foftune my father would bring.
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IV.

ONE mormning, very early, we had risen to talk of all

that happiness, when a neighbor knocked at our chamber-

door. My mother turned pale at first, and I threw up
my hands with alarm, for the knocking was nnusual, and
seemed a startling omen of some great sorrow. But we
soon knew our visitor, and were assured, by his presence,
that he had come on a kindly errand. It was Hannah
Buxton’s father. As the reader must already have sup-
posed, he was a member of the Society of Friends. He
descended from the family of Buxtons who emigrated from
England on the early settlement of Salem ; and he main-

tained a zeal which would have made him a martyr two
hundred years ago.

'Nathan Buxton was abéut ﬁﬁv-—ﬁve years old. He was

a straight, round, noble-locking man, with a rare force

_ and vivacity of both oulward 4fd inward life. His head

had the mould of more than common character. It

_evinced great firmness’; it showed aggressive and even
destructive energy ; but it was amply rounded over the

forehead ; while a stranger judged at a glance that his
soul was mistress of his senses, and had changed all his
passions to principles of Christian life. He had deep and
acute perceptions ; his Roman nose, and fine mouth and
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chin, expressed goodness, firmness, and wisdom combined.
His hair was streaked with a trifle of gray, and was -
brushed back from his forehead, behind his ears, and fell
on his shoulders in venerable waves. His countenance
was of that fresh and rosy cast which a white neckeloth
so well befits, and he always wore one. He wore the
handsomest Quaker coat I ever saw ; there was a damty

. pnde in his Jong brown waistcoat and neat silk stockings ;

and small clothes became him well.

By the familiar voice of this good Friend, iny mother
was saluted on that early miorning, and he said,—* Be
not afraid, Mabel, by this unusual call. Thee knows
I always rise early to haveTny walk and get a thste of
fresh morning air, and I hope I've not fetched thee ill
news. I was told that Daniel had left his money with
Ezra Coleman, and thee had drawn nothing from him
since Daniel went away ?” -

“ Tt is so, friend Buxton,” sald mother, turning pale,
and trembling as she spoke. * But why—what is the
matter 2—nothing bad, I hope 7"

« 1 hope nothing bad, Mabel ; but I fear it is’ commg
out that Ezra is not as trusty as we thought, and I re-.
membered thy money, and hastened here this morning to
advise thee to remove it into safer hands.”

“ Dear me ! I hope we shall not lose all that money.

. Have you heard correctly, friend Buxton? ZEverybody -

gaid Mr. Coleman was a very honest man. We could -

- have put it into the savings bank, but we felt that it
‘would be even safer in his hands. He has all of a -

thousand dollars, which my poor husband earned on the
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stormy sea ; and how can he have a heart to wrong us
out of a cent?” ‘
« I hope it is all safe—I think it is safe, Mabel, if thee

runs right away and sees toit.; But, knowing it would -

be hard for Daniel to lose a doﬁar of his éarnings, and,
fearing it might be unsafe, I thought thee would allow
‘me to set thee on a careful watch.”

I thank you, friend Buxton, for this very kind interest,
and 1 will put on my bonnet and shawl, and ask you to

go with me and see how the matter stands. Mercy, you -

see to Walter, broil the mackerel, and draw the tea; I
will return soon. How can we lose a dollar of that
money which has been so dearly earned, and sacredly
kept? O, I hope all is right I”

- % Be calm, Mabel—be calm, and in patience possess
thy zoul : if it is lost, thee should not let it worry thee.
The money is not so precious as the love which gathered
and saved it. Happy will thy home bé with Daniel
and the children, and that lively faith of .thine, even if

-thee remains poor in Becket court. Have patience
now ; thee has not lost thy fiiends, nor thy faith, nor thy
congcience ; and in any event thee will be richer to-day

than hundreds that have their thougands. 1 fear that

Ezra Coleman is weaker than we, and needs that some

one should walk with him and set his steps aright. But,

however, I hope that he has not even stumbled this time,
"much less stepped away from the good path. Come,
Mabel, take courage, and go with me and see.”

Ny mother put on her bonnet and shawl and went
~ with Friend Buxton to learn the truth of the report. Mr.
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Coleman met them with a face all beaming with the
blandest smiles; and, though he acknowledged he had
trouble enough to justify the rumor, he declared he was
glad they had come to know for themselves how matters
stood, and enabled them to return with the happy assur-
ance that no one would be wronged by him, and every
trust was safe in his hands. ‘ ]

Biit before the week ended, a sad disclosure was made,
and the people of Salem were shocked as by an earth-
quake. Ezra Coleman had failed, and ruined many of
his best friends. ¢ That man of silken words and angel
face,” as Friend Buxton afterward called him, — that
friend of the friendless, as he claimed to be—was a false

- deceiver ; ‘and widows and orphans, servant girls and

operatives, absent gailors, the poor and needy, were robbed
of the little savings they had trusted in his hands.

Every mill of my father’s money was lost, without our
sharing a dollar of what he expected we would draw for
comforts which he knew would be hard to earn by the
needle. And a sad woman, indeed, was my mother, and
sad was my own heart, when the truth at last came out!
We cared little for ourselves, while all might have health,
and plenty of work came in, but it was father’s money ;

" he had earned it all on the sea—venturing among trea-
" cherons cannibals, “suffering the fires of African fevers,

eluding the pursuit of pirates, and returning in winter
often to this wild New England coast, to deposit hundred
after hundred in that false friend’s hands !

My mother took to her bed for four days, and endured
the anguish of her grief. Many attempted to comfort

.4
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her, but there were only three or four who knew in what

way to approach her, or to administer comfort to such a .

heart, while most that was said increased her sorrow.
Lydia Buxton was her best earthly comforter. This good
woman was a type of beauty which I fancied that an
artist must admire. Her form was grace and majesty
combined. Her foatures were chiselled as finely as those
of & Grecian grace, with a full, smooth forehead, and nose
and mouth expressing intelligence, spiritual power, love
and peace. Add to this a soft, white complexion, changing
to crimson when she warmed with emotion or kindled
with thought, a-head of brown hair, too romantic for a
Quaker woman as she was, and eyes that beamed with
the mingled lustre of a warm heart and a sunny soul,
and you will have the best impression I can give you of
my mother’s friend. __ -

Her cap had a Quaker plainness, ixer dress wore the
Quaker color, and there was in them a soft a_nd holy
purity'as of new-fallen snow, or new-blown flowers, while
they were always arranged (unconsciously, I am sure,) in
the best style to reveal the grace of her form and per-
fection of her features. Her voice was soft and rather
low 'p.nd tremulous, but rich and musical. She was
tender-and sympathetic as a child, and yet I fiever saw a
“tear on her cheek, nor observed any sign of weeping,
- except in her eyes, which glistened with tears a dozen
times a day. She had only one habit that I ever disliked,
and that, perhaps, I ought not to have noticed. 1 did not
notice it as I grew older, but children are too close ob-
servers, and too easily annoyed. She kept her mouth and

]

‘time to see her blus
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lips in almost constant motion, as if she we:.re chewing - .

some little honeyed quid. I merited a whipping, when a
curious child, Yor-running up to her one day and asking
her if she chewed tobacco. I was going to offer her some

that father had b:ﬁght home from Cuba, but I had only

and take a quicker rock in her chair
before my mother had me by the shoulder, removing me
with quick, long steps into the kitchen. 1 ought to ha,x‘re
known better, and 1 did not resist my punishment. Lydia
Buxton’s pure lips and pleasant breath should have oon-
vineed me that she used no tobacco ; but what Sh‘.s dl-d
use I know not as any one ever found out. Some said if.
was a little ball of white paper; some said her tongue,
and o'thers,-a. thread of silk ; but it is most likely that the
mmotion was only a habit, and she chgwed nothing at all.

She sometimes made these motions while giving com-
fort in the sick-chamber; but they never anmoyed my
mothet, and she was always stronger and more cheerful
when Lydia had made her a visit. '

She said less than others, but she had learned the '-mys-
tery of comfort, and she soothed mother at last .to remgna:-
tion and peace. 'To have her come in and 'Blt down, if
she spoke not a dozen words, was a solace which she felt

“rmost deeply; and when sorrow had had its day, -she

resumed her cheerful moads. o
Her thoughts were now on my father from morning till
night—on his good fortune at the Whalefﬁshery, and th'e
happiness we would enjoy when he came l:mme. Thls
hope, however, was raised only to be dlsappo(mted., for We
were soon informed, that zgler he had started for home
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with a full eargo, the vessel struck a xeef on one of the

south-sea islands and went to pieces, a total wreck ; and

while most of the crew perished, after his almost super-
human efforts to save.them, he was delivered, as by
mu'acle, taken on board a British brig, and landed in
London, and he wonld be home in five weeks in the
Cleopatra.

When this new grief came upon us, my mother felt

that she had never suffered before, her former sorrows
appeared so light in the contrast. But she remembered,
at length, that her trouble was nothing, compared with
that which the widows and orphans of his lost erew
suffered ; that by God’s mercy father had been spared ;

that he was returning, that his society would be sweeter
than the fairest smiles of fortune, and it was our duty to
put away sorrow, and prepare, with thankful hearts and
cheerful faces, to receive him. These last considerations

wrought a great change in her. So far did they elevate - -

her above her recent grief, that she appeared quite happy

again, and she dreamed of a happy meeting, and told us

what we would have, and ‘how we would all appear, to
make him forget his troubles.

" You would have ‘thought our old Becket chamber had
never made sorrow its guest, if you had given us a visit
-then. Mother became so resolute and hopeful, she imag-
ined she could support the whole family, and she declared
- she would do it gladly, if father would permit her, and
keep from the sea, and make himself happy at home;
‘while Jesse and I were telling how we would rejoice to
see him, and what we would do when a little older, to
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buy 2 home for our parents; and Walter © stood-
morning, noon and night, for that * storm of kisses.”
During the last few days, hardly an hour passed with-
out some one or all of-us running down to Bentley’s Rock, |
to look for the Cleopatra. Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday
passed, and no szght of the expected vessel. Thursday
morning, before we rose, we said we knew she would sail
in sight before the sun went down. At dinner, I remem-
ber, I said my eyes itched, and I was going to- hea,.r some-
thing that would make me ery, a.nd\I hoped it ml-ght be
for joy. Jesse was sent to market for a pair of chickens ;
I went to the store for some coffee, and mother prepared
for getting a good supper, as soon as the vessel should
appear. Jesse still declared he knew father would be

‘home, and have the oranges given out before dark, and

Walter dimpled and shook his curly locks in expectation
of the fruits and kisses. Mother even went and dressed )
herself in white, (the color that father was so fond of,) and

gaid she would go and stand on the wharf, where she

parted with him, and wave to him while the ship was
coming to the shore. Mrs. Buxton and Mrs. Dorlan came
over to witness her joy and give a welcome to Ca.ptain
Winthrop. T
But all at once, my mother turned ghastly pale, and
-weeping with the same grief which oppressed her on the
day my father left, she kissed us, and told us she feared
we would never see him again, for something had assured
her that he was dead! At that moment a little boy
‘came running into the court and stampmg up stairs and

crying, * The Cleopatra’s coming ! joy ! joy ! | joy ! | Mis.
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Winthrop, Captain Winthrop will 'be home in half au
hour!” The boy ran away without waiting to get his
news-money, and we shouted and danced with a joy which
mother could not restrain. We bade her rejoice, and go
and stand on the wharf, as she said she would, and wave
to father as he sailed in. But she hy down on her bed
and wept as if her heart were breaking. In came friend
after friend, to congratulate her; and they were astonished
to find her sobbing and panting in such an agony of grief,
Some ealled it hysterics,' and chided her. We, children,
were indignant because she would not allow us to run
down to the wharf; while none but Mrs, Buxton seemed
to enter into her sympa.th;les or take her part. In halfan
hour, however, the Cleopatra was at her moorings, and a
gailor entered our chamber, and W1th a hushed breath

and moistened eyes he informed my poor mother that her |

husband was no more. ‘
My father had taken passage on the Cleopatra in very
good health; but he brooded over hig troubles, was
attacked by a violent fover, died in eight days, and was
buried in the sea. And the grief which then broke in
upon our joy the reader may imagine if he will. Let the

half raised curtain fall again, that I may not re-enter that

melancholy scene ! that I may not add its crushing griefs
to what I have since then suffered! That was a sorrow
which Mrs. Buxton could not hope to comfort very soon,
and she offered nothing for a week but her ﬁresence, and
attentions to our physical needs, aware that the consola-
tions which mother could receive to bind her broken
heart, were best dispensed in silent sympathy and deeds
of friendly love.
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V.

" It surprised our familiar friends even to see my mother

yield to such immoderate grief, for they knew she had an

energetic will, and faith and resolution, and they sup-
posed she would have been more resigned at the death of
the dearest being in the world. And persons slightly
acquainted were astonished, for they supposed she had not

' much love ; and they were bold to say they would show _

more fortitude than she did, even for the sake of her
children and friends, and they would go about and attend

. church as though yeligion had left a little comfort, and

make the best of their bereavement.

But with all hei' resolution she was crushed by this
last great sorrow, dnd she wept .and moaned incessantly,
and kept her bed, and refused to see anybody but the
Buxtons and two or three relations.

The Buxtons looked after the children, and - taught us
how to appear in Her_room, while they continued to come .
and sit down by her ; and by silent and instant assiduities
they acted the prayers, consolations, and regards, which

" others would have spoken. The prayers were answered

in heaven, and the consolations took root in her heart, .
and budded and bloomed :at last, if not like lilies in a
garden, like lilies in a lake, with all the more flowers, and
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whiter and more fragrant for springing from the waters of
grief. | -

Her faith and will at last revived, and shé®resumed her
cares once more. She had less courage to sew late at
night now than when visions of the cottage home in-
spired her ; she had less economy and skill, and she was
obliged to send me out to servme, at twelve, to help ber
_maintain the farily.

It was my chief comfort to know that I was of a little
service to our melancholy home. I had a stout will, and
while I acted with some resolution for a child, I believe 1

tried to b,pprove myself to my mother and her friends by

-good dispositions ; but Heaven knows how often I came
short of my duty. I had never learned to sew on my
mother’s work, as I had taken charge of the nursery and
kitchen while she made coats and vests. . I had no desire
to learn her trade : I disliked it ; but I performed every-
thing else she dema.nded and she was grateful for my
help. ‘

- At this time a person came to engage me in other

" service. Her name was Carey, and, by the cognomen of
Ma'm Carey, she was known to many people in town.
She kept a little toy and provision shop, and took in wagh-

ing near the comer of Essex and Pleasant-streets ; and as

her last daughter had just been married against her will, -

and left her alone in her home and busivess, she was,

looking around for a girl to take Ler danghter's place..

She heard of me, and called to see me. She called with
one of our friends ; and such were the impressions of all
parties, an engagement was made and I went to live with
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her, agreeing to tend her shop most of the time, and help
her to wash and i iron, when she was hurried, for fifty cents
a week. '

Of the history of my mistress, before I went with her,
I have never been particularly informed. My mother said
she-was of an ancient and worthy family, and had always
borne a respectable name. 1remember I kept ealling her
“ Mother Carey” for a week or so, and the first question
T asked her was, if she was the mother or owner of the
chickens of which I had heard the sailors talk. I would
Yave been glad of an affirmative answer, for I would
nave liked the care of a little peeping brood.

I found Ma'm Carey by no means the worst woman on
the street. She did not at that age pretend to any fas-
cinating ways. She said they called her fair when she
was a girl, and I will add that she may have been prim
and dainty, but now, while her face was agreeable, she
was rather coarse and fat. She was both.bronchial and
asthmatie, and if she attempted to utter a kindly word,
the tones were broken, and were frequently taken for the
opposite of her good intention. She had an unpleasant
way of shrugging her shoulders and pursing her lips,
‘which repelled many persons from her sympathy and
trade. She knew all these misfortunes, and told me I
would find that people-were more shocked by the smallest
personal blemish than by any deformity of the heart.
Her sentiments were on the side of goodness: she en-
deavored to be honest as her business would allow. In

 sickness and distress she was very kind, and by her po-

tent teas and syrups she gave much comfort, and wrought

/
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many cures. But, as she had been twice robbed of her -

last shilling, ehe felt that she ought to be more suspicious
of the world, and conduct her business with more tact
and prudence. '

She kept a tidy shop. You would not have found
" more than a dozen flies in her windows on the latest days
of August, and these were not of that corpulent and
,officious kind which swarm in our large cities. Her
bread, her cakes, her candies, milk, eggs, yeast, and

fruit, were as clean and fresh as any on that street..

I had my instructions on the first morning. I was shown
Where every article was placed, and I soon held the con-
tents of the little shop in my eye ; but I could not help
trembling under the orders she gave me concerning the
trade I had engaged to conduct. I feared I could not
please my employer ; and yet, like George Primrose, 1
had a good knack of hoping, and went about my business.
The first I did.was to go and bring green bushes to hang
arcund the shop, to give it a smell of freéhness, and allure
the flies away from the sugar and cheese. I found time
to help Ma’m Carey a good deal in her laundry, and to
knit and sew for myself occasionally in the shop.

When a customer came, I met him or her with as plea-
sant a smile as [ had, and gave children. and all the best
attention I could bestow. I could dip a pmt of milk i

the smallest moment, and give a measure full. I did up

seeds and spices in the neatest papers and with the clean-
est strings I could find. My radishes and turnips looked
and tasted as if fresh from the garden, my shelves had no
dust, my glass cases were unspotted, my counters and
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floor were tidy as a parlor, and my mistress acknowledged
that I was quick and accurate in making change.

But six months had not passed, before Ma'm Carey paid
me the last of my wages, and told me I might go horne,
and she would look out for another girl. And it was no1I;
withont sorrow that I heard this notice ; I liked the busi- -
ness very well, and had visited my mother an hour every
night, and at the end of each week, laid money in her

~ lap, to pay a portion of her rent, a,ndr saved enough besides

-

to clothe myself.
I claim no merit for this, but I took satisfaction from
these little carnings, and this use to which T applied them,
and wept in fear that my pleasure would ot soon return.
Ma'm Garey found no fault with my services, excepting
that T was a little too frank with her customers. If
night's milk was mixed with morning’s, I felt that I must
tell them so, and mot lie for the world. If the bread or
cake was sometimes two daysold; if the radishes were
not fresh pulled ; if the yeast was stale or the butter ran-
cid;; if our Roxbury crackers were made in Lynn, and
our Spanish cigars in Salem, I knew that my looks would

" confess it if my tongue were tied, and so I allowed my

tongue its own honest way, and a trade was often lost,
when perhaps no one would have been censured for
making a good bargain. But so it went, and-while Ma’'m
Carey praised me for some things more than I deserved, -
she insisted that she must have a smoother tongue to
recommend her articles, and a smoother tongue she. pro-
cured within two days of the time I left her.
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VI .

WaiLE 1 was at service with Ma’'m Ca,rey, my brother

Jesse was not idle. He had a ‘situation as errand-boy in

a grocery store, and carried homte more wages than one
would expect from & lad of his age. It was a grief to
my mother to put us to service so young, Yyet such were

her circumstances, she grieved still more when my wages

ceased. Then the anguish of her bereavement was

. revived: And to this another gnef was added, which
made the bitter cup rum over. :

It was told her, at last, as a current report, that she
had not been kind to my father, and every wound on her
heart was torn open, to bleed and ache with fresh agony,
which no power on earth could soothe. She was assured
again and again, that none of her friends believed it, or
heard it without offence. But the rumor of a thing so
abhorrent .to her heart, was more than she could bear.

- Her faith and will were still firm and resolute, but her

nerves were too much shattered, .and after a struggle and -

a prayer for strength and patience, she fell beneath the
burden of her woe.. A quick consumption seized her, and
she knew her end was nigh. - For herself, she welcomed
the event, and was eager to taste the relief it would bring

o
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“her; but there were her. precmus children to be left w1th-
-out a parent or a home !

There was Walter, the tender, the helpless, the specially
beloved, and how could she leave him to the sorrows and
temptations of this world ? . Inexpressible was my mother’s-
arief as she thought of parting with her children, and
grief at last deprived her of her reason, and in that way
seemed to work its own cure. After that she appeared
to be undonscious of our situation, except for brief and
distant intervals, when she would call us to her bed, and
pity us, and drench us with tears. After that, for mogt
of the time, she imagined she was with father, and enjoy-
ing her former bliss. Sometimes she returned to her hap-
py girthood, and was walking with father hand in hand
to school ; or off a Maying at Orne’s Point, or on Derby’s.
Farm. Agam, she welcomed his return from sea, and
talked with him asif we were all living in the new
horfe we had expected to enjoy. Bometimes she was
ﬁgading her cloth for a family pic-nic on Baker's Island,
and again she would cry out, “It is not so! he is not
dead, I know I shall see him home to-day ! And from
‘all these dreams she would waken and weep to find the
sweet visions were not true. At last, they said her face

- kindled up with a bright and heaveﬁly smile, and she rose

from her pillow and threw up her arms as if to embrace
some person, and ‘exclaimed, “ Joy! joy! we meet in
heaven now, and Walter is with us, and Merey, and Jesse !
—all our troubles are over! joy! joy! joy! we meet in
heaven !”” and after a moment, in which she sat entranced,
she foll back on her pillow, and closed her eyes in death.




44 MERRIMACK;

-~ As we were absent when she died, my mother had in-
formed Mrs. Buxton where she preferred to have us live,
but she died so suddenly, there was no time for further
arrangements, or for the anguish of taking final leave.

" The scene that followed her death I cannot find heart to
describe. I bore myself with unexpected calmness at
first, but when the first stunning effect was over, it seemed
that my heart was broken to pieces. And brother Jesse's
frantic grief, and the heart-rending sobs and cries for

_“ mother, poor, poor mother!” which little Walter kept
up for hours, and repeated for days, increased my anguish,
and made life itself a bitter woe,

Experience has shown me that death is always an
unwelcome messenger. Come when he may to our dear
human homes, we shudder and weep as he enters. Take
whom he will, the young man or maiden, parent or child,
the tears will gush, and the heart will throb with
anguish, while the tongue most cloguently pleads that he

may not lay them in his lonely bed. We may not fear.

that it will go ill with them hereafter; but such is our
human love, we cannot bear to have them leave, though
" it be on a heavenly journey. The separation, the inter-
ruption of dear communings is what we dread and what
- embitters our bereavement. For those cheeks to grow
. wan, for those eyes to be dimmed, for those hands to be:
come cold, that have given us the warm grasp of affec-
tion ; for those voices to be hushed, that have been elo-
quent with accents of love; for our house io echo the
“wailings of sad funeral hours,—tkis gives an anguish that
wrings the tender heart, and with tearful eyes and quiv-

€
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ering breath we name him the King of Terrors. But there
are scenes of death, in comparison with which many
others ealled mournful, appear happy and peaceful. And
0, my friend ! what scene is shaded more deeply with
melancholy ; what event of ‘proiridence is harder to recon-
cile with the infinite love of God, than that of 2 mother

‘closing her tender eyes in the sleep of death, while father-
~less children are left to wander amid the sorrows and

temptations of this world ?
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My mother was buried, and our friends-came together
to learn her last request, and separate the children. - Jesse
was to go with the grocer, whose errands he had done ; but
my poor hrother had a slender frame, and tardy foot, and
the grocer refused to keep him, so he went with our uncle
in Wenham. 1 went with Mrs. Buxton to do housework
for wages, and Walter went with an aunt in Danvers.

. Our geparation was another draught of the cup of an-
guigh, whose bitterness was next to death. I happened
to maintain more firmmess at first than I expected, but
when Jesse claspe& ‘my neck, and pleaded with me to
keep the chamber, and be a mother to him and Walter,
and Walter thfew himself into my arms, crying to have.

me go and sleep with him in Danvers, and feed him till.

mother came back from the sky, I lost my resolution, and
was more of a child than they. My brothers were taken

‘to their new homes, and after I had spent a fortnight with

Walter, I retarned and went to Mrs. Buxton’s. -~ !

For an inexperienced orphan girl, few places on earth

could have been-found more desirable than mine. With
all their affluence, the Buxtons managed their affairs with
economy as scrupulous and simple, as was'their costume
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.~ and address. They resided in South Salem. Their house
- was more ancient in style than years, for it lifted a suit of

gray old gables so common in that town, and had the large
square form and stinted stories we so often see there. It
was the very symbol of quiet Q,uaker comfort. It com-
manded a charming view of the harber, and a glimpse
of the sea, and‘the ships and islands. There were firs
and larches in the door-yard, and it was surrounded with
groups of handsome fruit-trees, which were sheltered by
elms and maples. And while within it was plain and
‘neat in.all apartments, it was filled with good furniture,
and ‘arranged with a convenience which enabled the
women to dismiss their cares in the shortest time, and
enjoy extra hours in conversation and with books. There
was one large parler below, and it was hung with a plain
white satin paper, and ‘decorated with pictures full of

. 'the Quaker spirit of innocence, charity, and peace. One

picture was a grand mountain scene, on which a shepherd
appeared. His flock was grazing on the opening and in
the little nooks around ; his wife sat with her work in her
lap, and her eyes gazing off as if to desery some object in
the valley below ; one of his children was following a
stately old corset with his father's crook ; another was
fondling a meek little lamb in the group, a
blue-eyed cherub with apple cheeks—clasped its fathers
neck, and bestowed a kiss, which one could see admin-
istered. —

Another picture they called the Millennium, and- it
represented not only the lion and lamb in company, but all
the nations of the earth, of every class and cplor, eujoy~
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ing equality and fellowship. - Another gave us Oberlin

and his sweet rural parish in the Ban de La Roche, and
we saw Catholics and Protestants, in one gentle band

“aronnd the Lord’s Table, taking the bread of life from

the Christian pastor’s hands. -

Amother showed us an Asylum for the Blind, and
others, an Orphan’s Home and Sailor’s Snug Harbor.
Another was a picture of Charity, (suggested, as I was
told, by an old poet) beaming with angelic grace and
beauty, crowned with a tire of gold, seated on an ivory
chair, with a pair of turtle doves at her side, and a mul-
titude of babes, receiving her blessmgs and sporting, like
lambs around her,

The other rooms, on the ground-floor, (the lﬂtchen,

espemally) were all as pleasant as the parlor, and were

- not without the large old fire-places, which I have geen
blaze in so many blissful Yankee homes. The chambers

were numerous, and cheerful. - I liked my own exceed-
ingly. It was situated in one of the gables, and was hung

" with three or four pictures, which were designed as

lessons to the occupant. On the north wall was a picture
of Penn and the Indians; on the south was one repre-
senting Wilberforce in the act of unlocking the fetters of
a kneeling slave ; on the east was one representing Eliza-

beth Fry, on a visit to Newgate; and on the west, a |

simple landscape, in which a river flowed, and a herd of
deer were standing, and stooping down to drink—a piece
wrought in German worsted by their eldest danghter.

- From my window I had the finest prospect. It was a

west window, it is true, and T could not sce the harbor

“
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nor the Beverly woods, nor Baker’s Island, which lay in
full view of the east parlor-windows; nor could I, till I
went below in the morning, have a sight of the fields,
sloping down to the shore, as the sun revealed their rich
green verdures and kindled their sweet dews. But I was
not anxious for another room,-or another prospect from

‘my window, I could sometimes desery objects as dis-
“tant as Bunker hill monument, and the Boston harbor

lights. 1 saw the old woods on Swamscot beach, and
the Liynnfield forest,and the little valleys between. 1 saw
Witch Hill on the north-west, (although I would not boast
that that enriched my landscape,) while on the south-
east there was a bea,utiful grove, from which I could hear

. the thrushes smg Then I had the sunset to myself

(which I almost prefer to sunrise;) 1 had the sunset
kindling all the landscape to a radiant verdnre as one
ever enjoyed in the morning.

The Buxton family seat included a few acres on which -
there was a small pasture, a cornficld, garden, and
orchard. The garden was the Pride of South 8 erh;
but the finest ornaments of that happy home- w{;l the
beautiful hearts of the family.

Before 1 went there I thought it was vain in Nathan

to say so much of Lydia as he did. But I soon discovered

(as I ought fo have known long before) that he was re-
served in this respeet, and could have said a great deal
more With even Quaker propriety. His pride was just’
and true. Her character presented some traits which
were the contrast of his own. She was not so much of a

Hicksite as he, and she had less pnde of sect. But,
3
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while I could’ observe that their very contrasts enriched

and exalted each other’s life, I could also discover that’
they grew more like each gther in character and looks as

age mellowed down their being ; and the bliss of that
loving union comes back to me now with his life and her
life blended like the words and music of a hymn,

The Buxtons had a.son and daughter married—one

living in Nantucket and the other in New Bedford ; and -

they had a son and daughter at home. Moses was then
about fifteen, and he possessed most of his mother’s looks,
with his mother's temper and turn of mind; while
Hannah, though not the image, was the echo of her
father. Moses attended the Salem Grammar School,—
' Hannah went to a select school kept in Federal-street;
- and such were the cares of the family I found on my first:
day’s engagement, that all my services were needed in
their ‘home. ‘ ‘ o ,
With all their genial goodness; the Buxtons were very
close and exacting in business affairs; and they

assured me that they were paying me all I could possibly.

earn, with half a dollar a week, although that was the
same that Ma’'m Carey gave me for lighter service, It
was mot without grief that I accepted that pittance.
However, 1 satd-I did not desire more than I could earn,

and commenced my first week’s work. ~They encouraged

me in some of my manners and notjons. They encouraged
my plain-speaking with unanticipated praise. They said

I need not to regret my brown complexion or plain face, -

while I pleased them with opén and innocent expressions,

They were glad that I did net appear very fond of dress, '
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or vain of the little intelligence my mother had tried to
give me. .TheU&id'I was attentive enough to all com-
mands of serviee ; and yet they did not refrain from
giving reproofs at first that pierced and stung my heart. -
They said my patience was too weak, and my passion too
strong, and I must confess that they judged me rightly. I
was far too heady and irascible. I was almost a stranger
to the -spirit of true forgivencss, as my father, mother,
master’ and mistress possessed it. I did enjoy it so

. to see any one come up with, (as we phrased it) when he

had injured or grieved ‘'another ! They gave me the first
reproofs on these dispositions, assuring me they were very
wrong, and could not be indulged in their house. They
hoped to render. my nature more adaptive, that as I
grew 1\1p' I might take the world as I found ‘it, and assist
in making it @s much better as I could. They said I
should be- more saving of my money, and not buy so
many needless things for myself as [ was disposed to, nor
carry &o many trinkets to my brothers. They checked me
and schooled me with words that wounded for the mo-

~ment, all the more keenly, for being mild and kind.

While my heart ‘still grieved with my late bereavement,
and T felt that I ought to be indulged a little on that ac-
count, I went often to my chamber, and wept for the
chidings I received. Yet I knew their goodness and wis-
dom, and hoped all the while to correct the failings they
reproved. I made Mrs. Buxton my purser,— restrained
my spendfhrift spirit, and overcame my failings as fast as
Tcould.

- And the first year had not ended, before I was told [
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had made some improvements, and 1 began to enjoy my
new home. I had few idle hours, yet my work was plea-
sant and redsonable, I had all sorts of housework to
learn and do; and when not engaged at housework,
I sometimes made a cheese, or spun a skein of yarn, or
sewed, or pieced bed-quilts. It was the pleasantest thing,
when the warm spring was breathing, to go out doors and
work in the garden. At such times I fancied that it was
wrong to live in houses. They called me vain for this, (and I
suppose my critics will call me sentimental,) but I knew
they shared more of my feelings than they were willing
. to confess. I fancied that we ought only to stop in houses
over night, and during winter, and while the wind was
blowing and the rain was falling. And when the larches
at our door were renewing their green boughf;; when the
maple leaves appeared, and the little hoxwoods were
piled with white blossoms ; when the thrushes gave out
their soft, gurgling songs, and the quails whistled from the
oatlands ; when the pigeons cooed in the woods, and rob-
1ns and sparrows lifted chorus upon chorus to God,—then
it was my delight, (a delight I enjoyed even more than
Maying in the fields,) to make my flower beds, and sece
the com and melons bursting through the velvet mould B
to smell the ﬂom_rers of the tender grape, that were so
‘pleasant to King Solomon, and waich the young fruit-
trees as they relished the dew and rejo1ced in the morning
light.
And while I was learning the arts of housekeepmg
better than from a book, I had time every night before I
slept, to review my early lessons, and pursue new studies

T ta———

RN

orR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. ~ 53

and exercises, to improve my mind. I shall never forget
the interest I found in the lives of Penn and Howard; 1
Mrs. Barbauld’s Poems, and Evenings at Hone, and a
volume of Female Biography. The Vicar of Wakefield

- was the only fiction they permitted me to read. My first

interest in the prisoner, my first hopes of the reformation
of the fallen, were awakened by those books. I laughed -
and wept a hundred times, as Dr. Primrose sat before me
in those prison scenes, which appear at once so humorous
and so tender, and pursued a work of philanthropy which
changed the dark prison to a home of virtue and peace.
I was aided and encoﬁraged in my scripture studies, and
although no effort was made by the family to bend my
mind to their own bhelief, or to take me from the mecting
of my mother’s choieé ; 1 liked a great many of the Qua-
ker sentiments, they were so simple and sincere, and was
happy whenever I attended their meetings. 1 observed a
holy and beautifal worship in their plaeid” and devout
silence ; my young heaxt seemed to glow with the fire of
their own spiritual life when I heard them speak ; those
cordial shakes and greetings after meeting were so 'differ-
ent from the manners of other churches, and so delig}}tﬁll «
to me, I carried a benediction from each service which
lasted through the week. ‘ .
‘Mr, and Mrs. Buxton advised wme to continue at my
dear mother’s church, but Hannah seemed never satisfied
with me unless I -went to her mecting:, She was a born
Friend. Thee and Thou came as by instinct to her
tongue, before ghe was two years old. You could not
have induced her to dofl her prin Quaker dress for the
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world, and now she talked of «

exercising seasons
v ' ns ” an
heart-tendering seasons ;”’ :

. of “low times” and «gj
turbed opportunities,” and of all ih o
were borne againgt error and sin.
self to win me to her way of worship
?

eclectic conld not byt admire her swee
tian zeal.

e “ testimonies " that
Hannah exerted hey-
and the most liberal
t and earnest Chris-

i
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T REMAINED three years at the Buxtons’, and then I could
sec myself that all my little griefs, and all my. tasks and
trials, had been a wholesome discipline, and improved my
mind and heart. I still liked the Quakers, in many
respects, although I did not join their society. I saw the
practical finits of their religion, as borne like catawbas in
sweet ruddy clusters: by Nathan and Lydia Buoxton. [
saw them *walking” with the weak and tempted and
oppressed. I saw their doors often opened to the wan-
dering beggar, the friendless orphan, the penitent convict,
and fugitive slave. Isaw it was the chief fear of their
life that the blessing of those ready to perish might not
come upon them, or that they might stand on the left
hand when the Shepherd divided his sheep from the goats.

While I was at the Buxtons'] saw more of the « Crazy
Juror” of Becket court. Friend Nathan believed that he
could soothe the maniac’s troubles and restore his reason,
and he tool him under his care and walked with him some
time. WHis influence was soon discovered, and he hoped
for perfect success: The paroxysms of insanity grew less -
frequent, and the subject mamfested more reason and

‘tranquillity every day. True, there remained a certain

~
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‘wildness of thought and confusion of ideas, and he was pro-_ |

jecting the strangest schemes of reform that were ever
conceived ; but he had more peace of mind, he was mors
rational in other respects, and his friends were glad they
had not sent him away to the asylum. - ’
His paroxysms varied. When they were iot of hate,
or fear, or grief, they would sometimes appear in pity,
and he wept for the sufferings of man, Again they would
appear in wit, or mirth, and he shook his fiiends with
laughter, or spent a day or week in merriment himself.
Then his mind would wander another way, and “ Poor

Merrill Clark” haunted him, and he strove to escape -

from his own trouble, or to rescue that. unfortunate boy
from his tragical fate. Again, he would imagine himself
Pr. Tuckerman, ministering to the poor and io prisoners:
- 1n Boston, or some one else engaged in an equally philan-
thropic work. |
. And one time, when the Buxtons were in Lynn attend-
Ing yearly meeting, he was seized with another paroxysm;
and fancied that he was Lydia Buxton ; and what ‘should’
he do bl}t steal into her closet and put on one of her
meekest dove-colored gowns, a very peaceful cap, a sober
cloak and hpod, and  enter the meeiing, as they were
weighing the subject of capital punishment, and bear her

. testimony against it ! '

I remember. the surprise and confusion he created—
how Lydia blushed crimson, and chéwed her mysterious
fluid—how others, who knew him, were tried—what an
irresistible sense of the ludicrous followed, and forced a
smile from the “most solemn faces—and with what a

Y
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mixture of cé.lmnesé'__and impatience Friend Buxton said,
“ William, thee miétakes thy mname, and hadn’t thee
better quit meeting now and go home with me? Come,
‘William, we will ,‘i"go home now, and comfort ourselves,
that not many miore Merrill Clarks will perish on the
gallows. Come, 'we have all borne good and suitable
testimony against the evil thee dislikes.” ’
But Williazn Knowlton was amazed at such treatment
from * 2 true and loving husband,” who had always con-
tended for the right of spéech ; and he raised his voice
and insisted .on taking the rest of tlfxe time. Friend
Buxton urged his persuasion, and William raised his voice
still higher, till his testimony was all bornie ; ‘and then,
as if suddenly coming to himsefT he glanced at his dress,
flashed his wild eyes around the house, blushed and
dropped his head, and yan away, not only from meeting,
but from the care of his kind guardian, and I think it
was nearly a month before they heard of him again.
" An incident of this character might surprise my amiable |

~ friends, and even provoke a transient srnile, but it could
_not damp the ardor of their benevolence. They did not

reject the little maniac when he returned, but. persevered .
in their efforts to restore him. And they gave the same

- care to the prisoners ; and many a time was I sent to the

cells with words of sympathy, with articles of comfort,
and books, which they hoped might bring them to repent-
ance. I assisted at Lydia’s table once or twice, when a
fair was given for philanthropic objects. And, to identify
my interests still more with. institutions of reform and

charity, I was induced to contribute a little of my eam-
’ 3* v .
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mngs, to enterprises which the-Buxions told me would
return to me in blessings.

My friends assured me that even my plain and awk-
ward appearance was improved by these good people ; for
thely had touched and chastened me with finer gr’aces
which I needed too much. The lessons and habits of:
prudence I lea;ned of them, were now gratefully remem-
bered. I had supported myself, and had a pretty full
yvardrobe, and handsome little library, with a smjall sum
in my treagury to prepare for a new situation. |

But much as you may congratulate me, reader, on
the‘se lessons and examples which I enjoyed, you will’ not
suppose they found me a very passive subject of their
influence, or that half the steps I took at Buxtons’ were
steps towards heaven. I have to confess many acts of

resistance, and many steps in the ways of evil. It was -

a long while before I could see the duty to the erring and
\ ;epent:,;t vIvhich they said I owed. It was not in gtheir
ome . : -
revenge'at dlsmlssed‘the lgst capability of 'ha,tred and
And here I am reminded of an event which cecurred
here, that. will show how little at times this evil :r::'t
was rgstrained. I have spoken of the garden. It iefd'ld
| Tshe finest summer and autumn fruits. The fence ywh'eh
inclosed it with the orchard, was built so high ;izat ,
one from the street could see an apple, except on t;am
* tallest limbs, and that no one could 'be tempteg to br ;:
.through and steal. But, notwithstanding all precauti ea
1t was known by many of the boys in town that Vi\ferl;lr;z

these tempting luxuries, and every summ

® €T ‘we were
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robbed of many of our melons and much of our best
fruit. After each robbery, I could see that Nathan was -

_more grave and brief, and Liydia sighed ‘frequently, and

chewed, in deeper abstraction, her mysterious quid. I
discovered by the blood in Hannah’s cheeks what a trial
it gave hex spirit, how she had to struggle for an exercise
of true forgiveness, and what an eflort it cost her to “ keep
inward enough to the principle of divine light, and grace.”
But I know not as I detected a less mild and forgiving
spirit. They declared that, muech as theyr'felf the loss of
their fruit, they were more afflicted by the assurance it
gave them of the sinfulness of our nature, and the erimes
and miserjes to which such acts would lead some other-
wise amiable youths.

But one night, during my first summer with them, a
depredatibn was commiited which tried even Lydia's
patience, and troubled Nathan's peace, while Hannah
was absolutely indignant, and I was absolutely mad !

Some boys came into our garden, and not only stole
what they could, and left much bruised and unripe fruit
on the ground, but wasted melons, tore up hills of vines,
and escaped without detection. We were not only vexed
by such mischief, but troubled to find a motive for it, as '
every boy who had asked for fruit, had been -given
some : we were troubled to believe the human heart could
be 'so wantonly vicious. We concluded that some one
should watch the garden after that a few nights, and see

if the rogues could not be detected. .
The next night the gardener engaged to wateh, and
Friend Buxton'and Moses prepared themselves to rise and
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ru.n to his assistance, if he arrested any one. So, about
midnight, a ladder was set up to the fence on the most

distant corner, and three rattle-headed boys were let -

down with ropes, to repeat their depredations. The
commenced with the harvest apples, and gathered i
bushel or g0 in bags, and handed them over to their
companions outside, Then they selected 2 few fine can-
talopes, and some large water-melons. They then be
again to tear up the vines, -
As soon. as they had entered, however, the gardener
crept into the house and called Nathan and Moses, and
they were all in the garden in an instant and saw ’thn'
operations and heard their talk. . -
) .‘: Aﬁe.r 1a11,” said a boy in the garden, in a softer voice
it s, a l1t1:.le foo bad to come here again and steal the lci
n,lans fruit, when we could get all we Want b aski0
I've a notion to go back and leave his apples ang m lng'
alone. I'd rather steal from old Ned Hodges, or D aoon
Dowst : their fences have spikes on 'em, and’we’d e;:::

the fun of silencing their dogs. I've snuff in my pocket

—that will make 'em peaceable as pigs. Or else, let’s

YT

. “ There ain’t so much fin in askin,” said the ser;o d;

*and apples we beg ain’t half so sweet.” o
*We serve him jest xight,” said the third.

give us z? couple a-piece, but he’d be talkin Quaker 4

and askin us to give some old rogue or beggar a Iiﬁ;0 us;

hain’t forget what he done for nigger Bill
black devil's neck—father says, ,

“ He might

~——savin ihe
lwhen he ought 10 've
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danced on the little end of nothin. And he lugged Mose
Prouty home from states-prison, and tried to git him in
among honest folks, *canse. he served his time out—as he
ought’er, and as much agin more—and promised 1o do
better.” ' :

«Old Slick-coat ought to be pestered a little,” said the
fourth, entering the garden, and helping himself to a
golden pippin. *He ought to be pestered : he says he
never gits mad—that a nest of live hornets couldn’t start -
his dander ; but we’ll see if he don’t chafe a litile to-
morrow and look daggers, and swear in his slecves !”

«] tell you what,” Whispered the second that spoke,

«if this don’t raise his Ebenezer a'grain, 1 know what

will. Come, let’s have some fun to-morrow night. There’s
a hornet’s-nest as big as a leather-back pumpkin over there
in Tug-mntton Hollow, where the Quakers turn out their
horses yearly meetin days. They’re your real black-
‘headed hornets ; their stings look like darnin’ needles,
and theyll make a fellow skip Like a sheep over a stone
wall. Let’s go and plug up the nest when ‘the hornets
are all in quarfelin among' themselves, and come ;md tie
it to-old Nate's door-frame, and tie the plug to the door-
handle, and call him out, and he’ll come without dressin,
and out 'l slip the plug and the hornets, and then, I tell
you, if old Buck won’t bound and blaat a little !
«Tt's ‘a bargain,’ said another, and we'll see him
dance like 2 Shaker.— .

& Unele Nate is mild and meek,
He goes to meetin’ twice & week, .
He looks as harmless as a goat,
With apple-tree buttons on his old gray coat.!
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“ Would'nt I like to let the hornets out, swarin like
pirates with their daggers drawn, and when the old man
‘got-to takin’ the pigeon-wing, and blaatin’, jest sing that
to him, and let him dance the figure out ?”
“ You may be sorry for all this, yet,” said the first boy ;
“ and you may yet have to thank him for leadin you back
from prison, and givin you honest work, or savin your
neck from a halter. However, we don't get such apples
as these in market, and he’ll not miss a few. If h& Tdoes,
he may swear in his sléeves, and take it out in swearin.
What '—O !'—by Jimminy Pelt '—that big apple pounced
on my nose, and I thought it was a stone from Ase.—
Jimminy, how my nose bleeds ! It’s a big apple, though ;
it’s a bough apple; are bough apples ripe a’ready ?—Jim-
miny ! it smells as sweet as 2 rosy.” )
“TIl stack up the vines,” said the second, *and pay
old Buck for what people lost by the rascal he bailed out
of jail lagt month. To-morrow night "Il be too scon to
fetch the hornets, won't it? We had better give him a
week to swear in his sleeves, and let down his Ebenezer,
and think his troubles are over. Then, when he’s quiet
again, and the hornets are a little hotter for a fight, fotch

‘em over, and hear ’em cuss, and sec "em dart their daggers

_ at the old Quaker’s legs, and into his face and eyes.”

As he commenced tearing up the vines, the men éfept
into the garden, and observed and seized two of the rogues.
and - frightened the rest away. 'Two of the boys in the
garden instantly leapt up the ropes, and over the fence,
and esca};ed with their comrades, and as they passed out
of the gate, another broke Asa’s hold, and escaped also.
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But one of them, the rogue that tore up the vines, was
secured and?led into the house, when a light was struck,
and Na,thani('aﬁer « g time of solemn waiting, in. which h'ca“
prayed for a tendering of hearts,”’) spoke to him, and test-
fied against his sin. . o

«If my recollection serves me right, frignfi, this is our
first acquaintance ?  Asa; hold the light to hl‘s face.”

" The boy was speechless, and hung down his .heat.i. ,

« 1 am sorry, friend,” continued Nathan, “ it tries my
spirit to have such an introduction to thee. I'm afeard
it will not lead to a very pleasant acquaintance, and our
walk together will require more patience gntl' long suﬁ'er-‘
mg than either of us can show. Howsever, it hia,s begun
as it has, and we'd as good as make the best of it. And
why has thee come like a thief in the night to steal f)ur
fiuit, when thee knows, or ought to know, that we otten
give it away? It pleases us to give away all tha:c we
can spare, but this stealing is a vicious kind of busmgss, '
that tries our patience and troubles our rest. We. ha.v-&
no patience that we wish to spend or h-awls sper,lt. in 1;}’1’15
way. Why's thee here, friend, at this time o’night '

«The boys coaxed me here,” said the poor trembling
culprit. - .

« Make me no such answer,” said N a.than, showing
more impatience in his face and voice tl.la,n 1-10 was ‘wont
to express. * It'sa bad thief that lays his gullt- on others,
Own up, my friend, own up like a l'llla.I'l. That is the way
for thee, if thee would make a yepentance mot to be
repented of. Why did thee come to steal from Ifxe? and

what is more evil, why has thee torn up my vines, and
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destroyed fruit thee did. not wish to take away ? This
looks like revenge, and revenge is worse than stealing.
Look me in the face, now, and tell me when and how 1
harmed thee.”

* I—the boys—"

“Tell all the truth concerning thyself Truth is the
first step in the path of virtue, from which thee ‘has fallen.
. Have I wronged thee ?”

“ No.”
“Have I injured a hair of thy head ?”
" ¢ No."”

“Is it true, as thee told the boys in the garden, that
anybody was wronged by the man I bailed out of
prison ?’ .

“ No, I only tcld them Bo as an excuse for what T did.”

¢ But thee must have some reason to give for tearing
~ up my vines, and saying thee would perster me with hor-

nets Hornets, thee knows, are dreadful creatures to
sting.” -

“1Idid it for fun, and to have something to laugh abont
to-morrow. I would not have brought the hornets here

for the world ; as true as I live and breathe, I would
not.”

~ “But thee's a perverse boy, very perverse indeed, .
and I am more grieved by the lie, and that perversé dis- -
position, than by all the harm thee has done me.’

“1 know it was wicked, and I am sorry [ stole, and |
- lied, and acted as I did. I will never do so again.”
o Ah! thee’s so perverse, I'm afeard to trust thee.”
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“ Do forgive me, do let me go, I will always be good,
as sure as live and breathe.”

“ Thee needs to be exercis;ed, and to have a sound cor-
rection. I would do wrong.to others to let thee off at
this. I must confine thee till morning, and then take
thee before a justice, and see what he will do with =o
perverse a boy. I fear he will send thee to prison.”

The boy began to weep bitterly, and pleaded that he
might not be brought to trial or exposed.

Hannah and I were wakened, as he was brought in,
and were informed of the arrest they had made. We
bounded from our beds, and ran to the head of the stairs
and listened to the dialogue. Mrs. Buxton entered the
room where the prisoner stood, and she and Moses ranged
on one side, and Nathan and Asa on ihe other, When
Nathan spoke of taking the boy to piison, and he wept
aloud, we heard aunt Lydia put in her plea for him, and
Moses support her with earnest words.

“He was very unkind, I know,” said auwnt Lydia,
smoothing back her hair under her cap, and changing her
mysterious - quid to the other cheek. * He was very
unkind to do these things, He ought to confess the worst
and not lay the-sin at another's door. Bat I would tem-

- per my justice with a little love, Nathan,” (the tears start.

ing up and glistening in her mild, sad eyes.) * Keep him

* till morning ; move him .to confess, lead him back to the
‘good way, walk with lim a little that he may not stum-

ble, and then send him home. But don’t take him to
court or prison. It might break his spirit and discourage
him from every effort to be good. Israel said, ¢ There is
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no hope; we wil walk after- ¢ our own devmes, and
the imagination of our evil hearts.” ™

“I know all that, Lyddy, ¢ Without. hope, without God
in the world "—but thee knqws—=—"

-« 0, father! don’t let hiin goto dourt or prison, it might
ruin him forever,” interceded Mosés, holding his mother's
hand in one of his own, and gras'pring his father's with
the other. -

Then they stood in full view' before us, and I looked at

the culprit. I thought I never saW a more vicious-looking
little mischief before. His hair hunrr in “witch bridles,”

as we used to say, all over his. forehead and eyes. He

had an evil look from top fo toe. When he tried to look
up to Friend Buxton, I saw the gudltiest face and eye,
and my heart burned with vengeance. I was vexed with
the whole posse of them for dallymg a moment, to speak
at all gingerly to him. I wanted to rush right down and
shake him, and take satisfaction for my vexation out of his
evil skin, I shouted from above, *1 would take him to
‘prison, Mr. Buxton, I would, Mr Buxton, take him
straight off “this very night. He's a mean little good-for-
nothing thief—he’s worse than a thief, to come here
when he thinks we're all asleep, and cut up his pranks
and shines. [ would let out a fow homets about his ears,
and let him find how it feels to be stung.”

“ Mercy, Mercy, it is very evil in thee, and thou deny- -

est thy sweet name, when thou talkest thus,” replied Mis.
Buxton, with-the tears still sparkling in her -eyes. “ Thou
wouldst have. revenge, and revenge is very wicked.
Wouldst thou make a hardened criminal of this little
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boy? ¢ Thou shalt not smite them, saith the scripture.

~ ‘Wouldst thou smite those whom thou hast taken cap- ’

tive? Set bread and water before them, that they may
eat and drink and go to their aster.” ”

«I beg your pardon, I have no patience at all with the
little rascal I’ said I, * and I would send him to jail and
have him learn better things, Mr. Buxton.”

“ Don’t you do it, father,” cried Moses, with, a vcnce

and look that ought to have shamed me and melted my

heart. ‘

«Y would do it, Mr. Buxton,” said I, while Hannah
remained silent, seeming strangely- enough for her to be
swayed by the last voice she heard.

w“ Mercy, it grieves me to hear thee talk thus,” 1ep11ed ,
Mrs. Buxton. “ The boy has done evil in our sight, but
he looks as though the spirit was willing, while the fiesh
is weak. Has thee a mother, my little friend? Does
thee know how it will grieve thy mother to hear of this ?
and how near thee has been stepping on' the brink of
ruin "

By this time the boy was pierced by the glances which
the mild eyes of Nathan himself sent to his heart, 'and
melted by Mrs. Buxton’s words, and he sobbed and moaned
aloud. After a while, he was able to speak again, and
he ‘made a confession. He confessed that he was “the
ring-leader of the gang, and he came there because
he-had heard the Buxtons blamed for befriending pnson-
ers, and he wanted a little fun at our expense. He
seemed to make a very “honest confessxon, and told what
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his name was, and where he Iwed But I could not get
over his vicious looks, nor the nest of hornets.

He was a w@ow s son. His mother was known to the

Buxtons as a good woman, living in rather indigent gir- -

cumstances. The boy now pleaded that if he was taken
to prison, his mother might not be informed of it, for it
would break her heart. But I thought of the hornet’s-
nest, and renewed my plea that they should punish him,
and Hannah supported me. But Mrs. Buxton. and Moses
' were agéinst us, and Nathan stood a few moments silent,
putting his hair behind his ears, as if doubting what course
to pursue, while Lydia hung on his eyes, and ruminated
with her quid. The hoy repeated his promise never to
do 8o again, and at last Nathan told him what he would
do. He would keep him a prisoner till morning, then
take him before a justice and have him’ tried and sen-
tenced, but, on the boy’s solemn Promise never to do the
Like again, he assured hlm tha.t hig name should be w1t11-
~ held from the public, and if he went 1o prison, his mother
should receive such hints, as to allay her anxiety, while
she should be kept in Jgnorance of his condition and
crime,

The boy was gréa,tly terrified at the thought of going to
prisoni, and renewed his sobs arid pleas. But Nathan
- was unyiélding.‘ He was kind in his treatment, but firm:
in his resolution. So the boy was led up-stairs and
locked into a chamber with Asa the gardener till morn:
ing. He was then taken before a justice and tried, ﬁned,

and sentenced to a month’s imprisonment. He was over-

whelmed with grief and terror by this senicuce, and hung
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down his head and seemed the very picture of despair.
But Nathan relieved him somewhat at first by assuring
him he would pay the fine himself, and still more, by
persuading the justice to suspend the sentence, on the

. boy’s promise that he would go ont of town and engage

with some strict master in an honorable service.
Bonds were given and the boy’s release was granted,

. and Nathan had him by the hand, on the point of leading -

him o his mother, when she met them at the door.of the
justice’s office. Bhe had spent a night of painful anxiety,
and, hearing from one of the other boys where her son
might be found, she had gone to our house and followed
us to court, and met them in time to Jearn ‘what was

" done. I need not describe the scene ‘that ensued, while I

shall. always remember the expressions of grief, mortifi-
cation, and fear, that stood on that poor mother’s face, the
thanks she gave Nathan for his kindness to her son, and
the readiness with which she consented to his_proposal.

To conclude this little narrative, George Milbank—for

that was his name—was taken away from Salem before
another week, and apprenticed to a farmer in Topsfield.
As Friend Buxton tock leave of him, he said to, Geor;.;e,
“ Thee knows by this time, my child, that every vice
has its pumshment Thee cannot escape : God loves us
too well to penmt us to be happy long in sin, or triumph
long in ‘evil, or De satisfied with any low or vicious life.

So keep thy promise from this hour—be honest, get wis-

‘dom and honor, and do unto others in misfortune as we

ila.ve done to thee.”
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MEERIMACK

IX.

A YEAr before I left the Buxtohs, My, Dorlon died, and

Mirs, Dorlon removed to Merrimack, and placed Amelis in a
mill.  Amelia was pleased with her employment ; it gave

ber an independence she had not enjoyed in Salem, and

she was able to clothe herself better and help her mother
more. She and I still kept up an acquaintance, and I
.was- persuaded to leave Salem and enter the Lafayette
Mill. The Buxtons assured me that they found it some-
thing of a trial to release me from their service.. I had
lived in their care so long they were attached to me, and
they told me, when I left them, that it seemed like part-
ing with one of their own daughters. The serene Quaker

face strove in vain to conceal the emotions that were mount- -

ing from their warm hearts when they came to say fare-

well.  But they encouraged the step. They believed it

was not to dash in gayer apparel, or indulge in worldly
* joys, that I desired the bettér wages which were paid
to factory girls. They did not seem to fear that I would

forget their counsels, or compromise one of the prineiples ‘

they had planted in finy heart ; while they were aware
that a trade might add considerably to my resources, con-
firm my independence, and elevate my life.
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They hedped'my trunk with useful presents ; and they
gave me a generous sum of money, besides my wages, and
told me whenever I wanted friends, to come to them,—at
all events, to make them frequent visits, for theyshould
always love Merey Winthrop, and send anxious | thoughts
after her. On the morning of my departure, I rose before
day, and walked out in the twilight to take farewell of

my favorite scenes. 1 went down to the water, and the

rising sun recalled the scene with which I began my
history, while the same white mist veiled the Jumiper,
and sheeted the Beverley woods with an unspotted, crape-
like shadow, that fairly waved in the eurrents of light
like a curtain in a breeze. I carried away that scene as
another picture to illuminate my memory, while the bright
sun daguerreotyped its glowing beauty on my mind, I
bathed my hot forehead in the ocean-water, and picked
up a shell and some pebbles and mosses, to keep in
remembrance of that tender hour.

When I returned to Buxtons’, I found several friends
waiting there to give me a parting word. And among -
them all, there was -no one whose love or blessing was
much more welcome than Bessie Plympton’s. She was a
poor colored woman; it iésj trlie, and was dgspiged by many
for the darker shades which God had given her com-
plexion; and was held as the lowliest and least re-
garded member of the Methedist church. From my
earliest childhood, I was familiar with the hardships
she had endured, and the insults which half a dozen
ill-bred children gave her. Ihad seen the girls make
fun of her eyes and lips, and point to her old bon- _
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net and dress, aﬁd giggle, as she passed. 1 had heard the
boys call her an old nigger wench, and ask how much she
would take a pound for her ivory ; saying they wanted to
have it made up into comsbs. I knew they stoned her
windows, pulled up her own darling sunflowers, and an-
noyed her in many ways. had even heard parents
Iaugh at their sports, (these were very few,) and one ludi-

crous looking mother mqmred “ Was n't it keen in the little

fellow ?”’, when her own foolish, ‘monkey-faced urchin
gave a dead rat to Bessie in a nice white paper one morn-
ing, and as she opened it, ran away shouting, Apnl fool !
April fool I

But poor as my own breeding was, it would have led

me to respect her, if the instincts of my nature had 'r;bt,' '

while the warm summer light of Bessie’s heart hid her
du.sI:y shades from honorable eyes, and fell as a blessing to
be cherished. Bessie loved me and my brothers, and she

could not let me go away without shakmg my hand and |

givihg me her prayers
“Good morning,” said Ito my ﬁlends ; “ good moru-

ing. 1 thank you for this farewell call—Why, if here i is

‘not Bessie Plympton, tco! How good you all are to me;
—you, Bessie, in. particular, have been so kind, I know
. not how 1 shall ever rciurn your love! You were
good to my poor father and mother—you need’nt blush
~and Yarn away, you were good to them, and I will say it ;
and think you, Bessie, I shall ever forget the sunﬂower
you planted under mothér’s winrdow because she would’nt
allow you to do ahything else for the litile trifles that she

gent you ? Will I'ever forget your kind blessings in her J
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sick-chamber; your watchings by night and day; your
cheering words, your tears of love? Kind Bessie, you
know not what a world of good it does me to see you here
this morning !’ :

“Ah, Maircy ! I's afeard it’s but leetle that poor old
Béss ever done for yer folks ! answered she. * I's alwers
so poor I could’nt gior give as I wished I could. But
yer mother was such a nice womern, and so dreadful
clever, I could’nt help wantin to pay back her love. And

_ yer father, I knowed him from a boy, and liked him wal,

I always did, and ef I planted the sun-flower, I knowed
it could’nt blossom half as bright as my love has blos-
somed for ye all. Ye've made me forget my old black
gkin, these many times; ye hev ; and now ye wont scorn
my poor good-bye, Mairey, ¢f Bess is black ye wont, will
ye, Maircy ¢’

“ No, indeed, I will not, my dear fiiend,” said I, “ and

~tHere is no one here that would scom it any sooner for

your complexion. Theéy have seen your white heart,
through all your daxk color, and loved it, I assure you,
Bessje.”

¢ Then good bye, Mmrcy " added she ; “ and be agood
girl for old Bessie’s sake ; and mind what Missy Buxton
tells ye. Don’t listen, Mairey, to every slick tongue ye
hear. Look out sharp fur sich pussons as smokes and
swears, and wears brussels on their upper lips, and takes
shew brushes for their under chins; and perks and per-
lavers, as thousands dew. Look out sharp fur sich like
follers, Maircy ! They're slicker'n ile, and make love so

i
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easy ; but I've heam people tell it's auful da,ngerous‘

bleevin em.
« Don’t forgit what yer mother used to tell ye. Git

religin as quick’s ye ken. Religin’s a dreffel good thing: .
to git. It’s drefful precious. It wont cost ye as much as

& pint o'broth, and it has a ~valley, and a comfort, and a
helpin hand, that all Massa Peabuddy’s gold could not
buy. It's good for the heart and good for the head, Maircy.
It’s good in the day and good in the mnight. It's goed in
joy and good in sotrer.” It has made of my little cham-
ber a pleasanter and handsomer palace than the cne ye

read about to me in *Rabin’s Nights. And O, what oceans |

of pleasant light it has poured into old black Bess’s heart !
Gt religin’s quick’s ye ken, I tell ye, gixt. Then ye'll
know for sure ye've a Father more tender-hearted, than
any buddy here in Salem. Then ye'll know where to
look for a Friend in need, and a hand to lead ye right.
Git religin, and ye'll know a good 'eal more than any
buddy ken tell ye, and be strong in heart, when weak'in
bedy, and jkeep off the Devil, and die in God’s lovin
arms.”

I thanked my old friend for her counsel, promising to
pray for the blessing she recommended, as she went away
orying like a child. I found it harder even than I antici-
pated to part with those who had given me that dear
home, and been to me such faithful friends. But little
was spid at parting. I was too full to speak. Hannah
stood and pressed my left hang, while the others were
ghaking my right, and ~repeating their fow words.of affec-

_tion and counsel. I believe Liydia said, if she had thought

o il
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a week ago what an undertaking it would be, and hoﬁz
we would feel to separate, she should have opposed my
going and tried to make me contented with them a year or
two longer. Her voice was uncommonly tremulous ; her
eyes glistened with unshed tears, and she said “ farewell”
in a tone of tender and patient love, that will be music in

oy soul forever. I took farewell of all, and at nine o'clock

the stage-coach wheeled up to the door, and I started for
Merrimack.

I hardly knew how strongly I was attached to Salem,
until T passed out of Boston-street, and felt that I was
leaving the beloved city forever. I hardly knew my love
for Walter, until he ran to the street, as I passed my aunt’s,
where I had visited only.the day before, to snatch the
last look, and pick up the primer, and trumpet, and
dime, which ] toSsed to him from the coach window. His
head was bare; his forehead was white, and full as a
blown snow-ball ; and his hair fairly glittered in the sun.
His eyes sparkled ; his step was lighter than a fox’s, and.

_that beautiful face and neck were still so tempting to my

eyes, - my sisterly loves were all kindled to a flame, and I
wept that I could not carry him away in my bosom. 1

" would not pass him thus coldly. I stopped the driver

and alighted from the stage, and called my darling back,
and I know not which gave the most or the warmest

" kisses while we clung to each other in a long embrace.

But the driver hurried me, and we tore ourselves apart,
and I jumped into the stage and closed my wet eyes till

* we were a rile away from Danvers.

“ 0, my poor brother Walter !” thought I: “his heart
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_is yet soft and gentle, and he may easily be moulded to a

fine manhood, and I will pray that he may be, and hope
. to assist; but he is soindulged and flattered, and so ready
like a pet lamb to follow all that caress him !” '
That thought of Walter made miles of my ride unhap-
py; but the scénes on my way)were so beautiful, my
cheerfulness returned, and'I loocked back on Meadowvale
with something of delight. Then I indulged in a reverie,
and  brought up months and years of the future to my
-gaze'; with the toils and triumphs of factory life, and tHe
mental culture, and nobler womanhood I resolved to
attain. Then my sweet Quaker home had a tear of

remembrance. Then the forms of my friends thronged

around me, repeating their tender good-byes. Then my

father, mother and brothers smiled upen my dream, and .
my spirit inquired, as it clasped them, if I might not meet

them in heaven! A grander landscape tempted me out

.to a seat with the driver, aid held me in its enchantment -

for half an hour. Jock slackened his reing, and told me
stories about the dangers of city life. I entered the coach

again, and continued my enjoyment of the rich rural

scenery till the city of weavers.rose in &ight. Then
he whipped up his horses o a dashing trot, on an easier
road ; and meadows, gardens and cottages glided past as
if in a wild rotation. Then we met rnore and more peo-
ple in better attire, and we were in the city,—up Chestnut
Hill, and at Mrs. Dorlon’s door. Then I sat down in the
house of my mother’s friend, whose embraces * almost
smothered me, and whose greetings made me feel as if it
were my mother I was pressing to my heart.
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In a fow minutes, Amelia ran in from the mill, « for

. her share of the joy,” as she told me ; and I soon “forgot

that I was not in Salem, and forgot my fatigue, while my
heart seemed lighter even than it was while Walki.ng by
the sea-shore in the morning. Mis. Dorlon set her table
with an early tea ; while Milly insisted that I'should go
with her to the factory, and see where I was to work.
But Mrs. Dorlon called her a crazy colt, and asked if she
supposed I flew there on wings without tiring, or that she
did’nt want my company herself a little while, I refreshed
myself with a cool bath, and tasted a glass of sassafras
beer, and did all in my power to answer Mrs. Dorlon’s
questions, repeating some answers as many as three times.

Chestnut Hill may have been worthy of its name when
the Indian built his wigwam there, but to tell the truth
it was far from any rural romance now.  The only irees
Tsaw as I went to Mrs. Dorlon’s, were two little maples
and a cedar in front of her door. They were poor maysh
maples, with small heads and sallow leaves; and the
cedar appeared as if it was dying of home-sickness in such
a barrer and ungenial spot. I thought the first thing 1
would do after tea would be to bring out a pail of water
and refresh the poor sapling, and see if 1 could not restore
its hopes.

Qur street was one of the worst in the city. It was
crooked and narrow ; the houses were of all sizes and
colors, and huddled together without order ; and they |
stood on such stilted foundations, I feated they would top-
ple down and crush me as I passed. The street was
filthy, and numbered scores of low, ﬁlthy houses. But
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Mrs. Dorlon had rather a comfortable house. It was con-
venient, and respectably finished outside and in. There
was a little grass-plot in front; and another in the rear,'
which a few paﬂs of water would render fine, There
were three or four houses like Mrs. Dorlon’s in our neigh-
borhood, with respectable families in them.

T was taken up stairs after tea, and given-a room with
Milly on the second floor. This room was about ten

by twelve. The walls were poorly plastered, but it was

not a month before Milly and I united our means and
purchased a neat paper, and papered our. room with our
own hands, after eight o'clock at night. ‘We had a béd,
a stand, a lounge, a bureau, and two maple chairs with
cane seats, for furniture, and during the year I attended a,
furniture auction, and bought me a little mahogany what-
not, to stand in a naked corner, and receive my books. I
felt confined and stifled as I sat down in my narrow room
that evening, and comparell it with the dear old Buxton
chamber. A foolish tear stole' down my cheek, and an
irrepressible throb of grief shook my heart.

I threw up the window o get breath, and, while lean- -

ing my head on my hand, and glancing away with an ab-
sent gaze, a scene arrested my eye which I thought was no
~ poor. compensation for what I disliked on Chestnut Hill,
It was a landgcape, go lessened by distance that a painter
eould almost have drawn it on his thumb-nail, and I
never saw a more exquisite gem of beauty. There was
a link of the river in a crescent form, that dashed down a
precipice at last, where I discovered a little cazcade, which
Jooked in the distance like a knot of white roses on a
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silver chain. Between me and the river was & narrow
lawn, whose bright green turf was more beautiful than
velvet, Farther along was a small group of trees, and

- over the river I saw a pasture covered with cattle and

sheep—a cornfield, a cluster of white houses, a white
church-steeple, and, beyond ali, a forest, whose crown
fairly blazed in the glowing splendors of the setting sun.
There was an. indeseribable eharm about that scene,
which banished my discontent, and held me in a pleasant
reverie, when Amelia returned and asked me down into
the parlor. I expressed a preference for my present
gitting and company, but rose and followed her down.

No sooner were we seated than the boarders came into
the parlor, and Milly gave the introductions. These were
Miss Mumby and Miss Logan, and two other girls, who
were all Mrs, Dorlon had at that time, Miss Mumby
was about nineteen : she had a fleshy and florid look, like
the “Marys” and “ Marthas™ one sees often’ among the
pictures in a country parlor. Her taste seemed to run on
gay colors and glittering toys. She sported more finery
than any other girl of the group. She drawled and
minced her words in a manner that annbyeﬂ me. She
gat opposite a looking-glass, and 1 know not how often,

.even while talking, she glanced at her own faif fmage

and .adjusted her curls or her attire. She had o few
pet words and phrases, to express her likes and diglikes,
and they were, “ beyeautiful,” or “ splended,” or * abam-
inable,” or “ silly,” while her favorite exclamation was,
“ 0, murder \"—and I heard them a dozen times or more
in the course of two hours. Her first questions were, if
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there were any witches in Salem now—if I had cver
passed the old Bell Tavern in Danvers, or seen Eliza
Wharton’s grave. | ‘

But, after all, there was something in Miss Mumby
that impressed me a little that evening. She had clear
eyes and an agreeable face and form, and I was con-
vinced that she was at least faithful and open-hearted. I
said, in my mind, May-be you and I can be friends, but
you must off at once, Miss Mumby, with your affee-
tations ; they nettle me sorely. You must arrange
‘your finery better and have less of it, and that of a more
substantial quality ; you must keep your eyes from the
glass while speaking to me; you must courtesy less to
your own shadow ; increase the number of your adjec-
tives to balf a dozen at least, and have a more natural
pronunciation. o '

Anna Logan was a Protestant Irish girl, about my own
age. Her mother was a seamstress and a widow, and
she lived in the suburbs of Merrimack, and supported her-
self and three children with her needle. Mz, Logan was
at Mrs. Dorlon’s when I arrived, and I thought I had
geldom seer, a finer' looking or more energetic woman.
She must have been over fifty, and her hair and cheeks
~ looked like a girl’s, and her voice attracted me the more .
" as it reminded me of my dear mother’s.. I fell in love
with Anna Logan at first sight. I thought of my brother
Walter as the last gleam of the suniset kindled her yellow
flaxen hair—it fell m such glossy clusters Town her white
neck! She was above the medium height : she had a

full, transparent face, gracefully chiselled, looking, ?’Vith_
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its dimples, when she laughed, as if quilted on the cheeks
and chin; touched with white and red so beautifully 1
thought if I were a painter I would like it for a picture.
She had a tender blue eye and stately form, with the
spirit of health and life in its motions. Her arms and hands
were the handsomest I ever saw-—large at the shoulder,
round, and fapering down to her figers’ ends. Her
laugh was as hearty as it was melodious ; and she stepped
as proudly as a colt before a band of music. -

A little before sunset, a young gentleman came in to
take the girls on a walk. Neal Derby was his name.
He wak about eighteen. He was a machinist. He was
not handsome, yet he had a manly form and interesting
look. He had light hair, a ruddy countenance, and a pair
of large blue veins rising between his eye-brows and

- crossing his forehead in oblique lines. The veins I noticed

were invisible while he remained calm and silent, but
swere full and rigid as whip-cords, and very bh_le indeed,
when he blushed with emotion, or kindled with mirth. ' I

- thought his teeth were artificial, they were so white and

regular. His hands looked as if he had spent his time in
a ‘store, amid silks and laces, instead of the creck and
smut of a machine-shop. His linen was the whitest, and
his varnished boots were all a-glow with lustre.

Mr. Derby was intimate at Mrs. Dorlon’s, and 1 was
goon informed- that he was much esteemed. The walk
had been planned before I came. The moon was at the
fall. * The Merrimack was high, the scenery on its banks
delightful, and we had a walk which consoled me for the

loss of my Salem home and haumts. I was allowed to
4
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choose the walk, and they took me down to the scene on
the river which I saw from my chamber-window: We
gat down on a bank half an hour, and enjoyed the land-
scape. It was finer than when seen fromm a distance.
The roar of the little cascade was soothing and exciting
at the same time. The lawn, the wood, the pasture be-

yond the river, and all fairly glowed in the newness of
their verdure, and there came a niingled odor of field and

wood, which was delicious to the sense. I remarked that
T wondered some one had not selected those grounds for a
~villa or cottage residence ; and said I would delight to
have a home, if no more than‘a log-cabin, on that
knoll. .

“ The scene 2s rather beyeauful,” answered Miss

Mumby ; “ but I should want a villa if I lived here. A

cabjn, or even cottage, would be abominable! Who
could content himself in a cabin away here ? 1 should
be afraid of robbers; and, beside, folks would laugh at
any pin-box of a cabin or cottage here. As long as I'in
poor, I chooge to live in a city where no one can distin-
guish my poverty ; and when I am romancing, i always
build something grander than a cottage to live in.” )

“ There is sefnething in that,” added Derby; “and I

confess I should not want to come here to live, till I could
build a house that would attract attention and ad-

miratign.” .

“T'm sure a cottage would be just the thing for a spot
like this,” said Anna Logan, “and I would be content
with a cabin, that I could eall my own,and could open to
my mother and sisters. O, wouldnt little Katy laugh

4
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and shout to trip out on these banks, and pick dandelions
in the spring, and go down under the. trees and curl
them ! And wouldn't the meadow larks sing her to sleep
on the lawn, and the thrushes teach her music in the
woods! (tive me a shelter from the rain and snow down
bere, and ye may have yer dashy houses and ye will
The fields, woods, and waterfall, would make up for all
privations, and satisfy my heart. Hear the cricket and

katy-dids ! When the meadow larks were gone, the katy-

dids would give us music.” . ‘
“ 8o I am sure they would,” answered I, ““and I would
not exchange such a home for the proudest in the city, I
suppose there are paths through that wood? . I like to
walk in a Wood—path. It soothes, and exhilarates me,
and Dr. Pearson says the breath of the woods is better
than medicine. May and June are the times to walk in
the woods. You know the boxwood blossoms are out all
through May ; the flowering locusts and white clover fill
thern with fragranée through the opening of June, and
along towards July we have the laurel blossoms.”
_“Thenin May and June the birds have such a jubilee !”
interrupted Mr. Derby. * The wood thrush opens the
concert as ¢arly as four in the morning, and I have heard
him sing till eight o’clock at night. T have called him

‘the ¢ Chorus-Warbler,” and I have noticed how he con-

ducted the music of the woods. As soon as the other
birds set in with their songs, he seemed to pause in order
to show how poorly they would make out with no ruling
voice to lead. And poorly indeed they sang, and there
was 8 perfeq‘t Babel of notes and sounds. The crows sat
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and cawed, and the squirrels chattered at the scene. Then
_ the thrush gave out a new piece, and ran over it with his
sweet and gureling, yet full and far flowing voice. - Then

the robins and sparrows followed ; then the bluebirds in

the pasture, and blackbirds in the meadow, took the key,
and the song, and brought up their part ; then the chip-
squirrels lent a musical chirp, and the crows and jays

all joined in a chorus of full harmony,'to which even the

- frogs and toads, as with cymbéls, harps, and castinets,
kept time. But 1 weary you, ladies, with this high-flying
- speech. I meant to say I should like to walk in this wood

in May or'June, and hear the thrush with all his per-’

formers give a chorus like the ones I have heard.”

“] think I'd rather hear the Crow Family, or the Ala-
bama Brothdrs,” cried - Miss Mumby. “ Pardon, Miss
-Winthrop, but this enthusiasm for the woods and birds is
what I call a sickly sentimentality. - I don’t want to be-
come an owl or'a. wood-chuck myself, for the sake of the
woods. It would be abominable to one who has lived
long in the city.”

Amelia Dorlon sang a song. M. Derby had read * Sala-
thiel,” and he repeated two or threée passages which he
thought were fine. | They sounded well as he repeated
them, but I thought they needed earnestness and simplicity
- to riake them perfect. He rernarked that the scenery
around us, and the picture language of Salathiel made
him faney we were in Palestine, and were looking down
on the rolling Jordan. KHe then _qudted a description of
the Hudson highlands from Irving, and though I had never
read “ Salathiel,” nor the “ Sketch-Book,” at that time, I

i
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was most delighted with Irving, and desired the repetition
of one passage that seemed rather to paint than describe
the scenme where we were. Then Anna Logan sang a
sweet song, and the woods seemed to dwell on the echoes,

_and repeat them to the hills. Then we listened awhile to

the roar of the waterfall, and started for home. Mr.
Derby quoted a description of the moon and stars from

_ Byron’s Siege of Corinth, which he thought a finer picture

than Pope painted on the etching of Homer; and we

_stepped into the old river road, and fook our way through

Central-street to Qhestnut Hill. The clock struck nine

~as we entered the house, and Mr. Derby bade us good

night, and in half an hour we were all abed, and most of
us asleep. |

‘I slept but little that night. Amelia kept me talking -
till past cleven, and after that, until nearly four, my mind
was too busy with thoughts, and my heart with emotions, .
to sleep. I liked Merrimack far beiter than I anticipated.
True, most of the people looked very strange 1o me, and 1
thought I should never get accustomed to their ways.
And a manufacturing city too, how different in every
thing from still zind. stately old Balem, where there were
no manufacturing interests, and commercial enterprise
passed into affluence and rest, a quarter of a century ago :
But I was excited by so much animation as I found there.
I was pleased -with most of my new acquaintances, and
especially pleased with my evening walk. I'shut my eyes,
and the river seemed to xoll through my-vision ; the banks
and woods re-appeared and glowed with a placid splen-
glor : and the moon, “the cold round moon,” as the pas-
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sage from the poet went, was still « shining deeply
down,” and the stars, |

¢ those isles of light,
- So wildly, spirituslly bright,”

cast sympathetic glances on me. The names of those new

authors lingered like notes of pleasant music in my ears,

and I hoped that I might soon possess their works. Anna

Logan’s song still brimmed my soul with melody, and
T had no yoom for Amelia’s song or conversation. - Amelia
dropped to sleep at last, and I reviewed all my acquaint-
 ances, charmed with the sweet Irish girl; suited with
Miss Mumby’s intentions, and thinking well enough of Mr.

Derby. The future then opened in long and sunny vieﬁrs
before me, and on the last scene there rose a city andl a
mill ; in that city I selected my home, and in that mill T

I‘f);nd myself weaving the snowy webs of a Well-spuil

11e. - : ' -

After that, my mind wandered back to Salem, and to

Becket court. Ma'm Carey’s, Phillips’ Wharf, Buxtons’

a.f’ld the Juniper, in tender and tearful walks and inter-

views, thrilled with a few strong throbs of home-sicknass.

I was with Jesse in’ Wenham, and finally with Walter in
. Danvers ; till my mind floated off on the tranquil waves
of sleep. ' -

SRR e e e T ——

OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM.

X.

T map not caught a glimpse of one real dream, nor
taken an hour’s refreshing slumber, before the bells rang
us from our beds. I forgot my uneasiness, in the excite-
ment of the morning, and was one of the first at the table.
We had a sumptuous breakfast, the very savor of which sent
delicious odors through the house, but excitement destroyed

“my appetite, and I only took a slice of toast and a cup of

‘coffee. . Breakfast over, we went to'the mill, and I had
to remark the light steps and merry hearts with which
the girls all tripped away to their looms. .
-T commenced my first day’s work in the mill. 1 found
myself in company with Milly and Anna, and this kept
me in heart, and gave me hope. I also made two new
acquaintances. There was a stranger in our department,
whom they introduced as Miss Newman. Agnes New-
man was from Quinnebaug. She Was’perhaps a little over
t\fenty. She owed to fine health her fairest outward
charms, which I thought at first were indifferent. She
was bashful and silent. Flashes of crimson came to hex
modest face on the slightest occasion, and ghe could hardly
address another, or be addressed, without a blush. And
yet, as I caught her keen black eye, I saw there wero
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firmness and independence in her character, which trial
and conflict would develop ; that she had that fund of

merry humor which is possessed by'so many of our still.

country girls : that she was shrewd and deep-sighted ;

and while a city exquisite might patronize her, and pity -

her simplicity, and tell her not 1o be afraid of city people,
for they were no better or more refined than country peo-
ple ; she would read his whole character at a glance, take
gay amusement from his patronage and pity, and then
cast hum aside as she would an officious poodle who might

try to lick the freckies from her cheeks. I knew from the -

first that I should like Agnes Newman, be the better for
her society, and better still if I could have her friendship.
Her father was a farmer, and she left her mother, a bro-
ther and sister at home about a year before, and took her
present situation in the Lafayette Mill. She left a fair
and happy home, as I afterwards found, but ther father
had seen misfortunes, and she came to Merrimack to ob-
tain what she could of the means of removing a iortgage
from his farm. There was agt;raee in the steps and
touches of her labor, and I thought if I could acquire her
skill and ease in two years, it would be doing well enough
for poor Mercy Winthrop.

I said to Agnes that I was pleased to make her ac-
© quaintance, and said it with a feeling which_ghe must
have seen in my expression ; but she was so bashful that
she only blushed, and rephed that she hoped I would like
, Iy company.

I met the superintendent in the office, and had not
worked half an hour before he came to our corhef, and
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\b'ega.n to talk. I noticed that he was something of a
- hector, but he had a pleasant word for every one before

he left them, and I thought I should be pleased with him.
He was homely at first sight. He was tall in stature and
awkward in his ways. He had a blue and withered lock

“that contrasted strangely enough with the robust forms
and rosy faces of Salem. His hair was light and thin,
and it seemed determined, in spite of all resistance, 1o

fall over his forehead and annoy his little eager eyes. His
ears were round almost as a weasel’s, and transparent as -
isinglass. His nose was thin and hooked. His eye-brows
drooped at the outer ends, and were high above the nose.
His mouth corresponded with the arch deseribed by his -
eye-brows, and his uf)pef lip, which, after all, was not
disagreeable, reminded me at once of the bill of a bird.
He had long arrhs, long, blue, bony fingers, and a cold,
blue hand. ) | _

But strange as Mr. Olney appeared to me on the first
intreduction, there was something in his eyes and voice
and countenance which attracted and encouraged me,
although 1 did not like his manner of stepping so- un- °
easily about, nor his twittering laugh, nor reeling gait;
still, as I day, I was attracted and encouraged, and I felt
that I should like him well.

* « This is Miss Winthrop, of whom you have spoken to
me before to-day,” said he to Milly Dorlon. I I believe

"I knew her father and mother, and 1 thoughﬁ‘l‘observed

a family likeness. Well, my girl, I am not sorry to see
you here, if you think you will like the loom. I am not
sorry to see you; and,-if you have much of irour father
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and mother in' you, I'll vouch for your success. I liked
your father for one or two things-at least : I liked him for

S

his. aptitudes, and for his resolute pérsistence in what he
undertook to do. Those are the tlﬁ gs that give success.
He followed Davy Crockett’s mo ﬁb\fo a T. He was con-
siderate, very, for a sailor, and h£ :bad an instinet of right
that quite oppressed him at timés; and, when he made
up his mind to do a thing, he went qfh;aad like a seventy-
four. And your mother—wpardoxé me—but she was an
original woman, sweet and tender a8 a child in womanly
ways and feelings, and yet she had firmness, and her in-
dependence pleased me. I saw them but a few times.
They probably did not remember ehough of me to leave

my name with their children, but ‘they left an impression -

on me. If you prefer a life at, the’loom, Miss Winthrop,
I am not sorry to see you here.”

I confess I was touched by what Mr. Olney was pleased
to say of my poor fither and mother—he brought them
so freshly, and in such tender imagés before my mind. I
had to play the baby a moment,“[hnd could not imme-
diately answer ; but, as soon as I could speak, [ géve him
to understand that while there We?e pursuits 1 would like
better than that, of course I wasinot at all ashamed of
being poor, nor of choosing that xqq%sation.

He replied that, “ We are not aﬁ%vays to go by our likes

and dislikes in this world. Like' and Dislike are ofton-

mere caprices ; and, like the false:science the hermit sang
of, they sometimes ‘lead to bewilder, and dazzle to
blind.” There are a hundred occupations, perhaps, which
the mass of women would prefer to yours, Miss Winthrop,
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@nd more than fifty of the hundred would be chosen by

operatives themselves after three or four years in a mill ;
because they are really more pleasant, and give more
scope to one’s faculties, and more enjoyment to the social
and domestic sentiments. But I believe it would be good
for every gixl, rich or poor, to gpend a year in a mill. It
is a good physical discipline. It may even invigorate the
mind, while it puts every heart in communication with
our age, and in possession. of its independent and. pro-
gressive spirit. It will give you independence. And how
little independence many of our American women have!

Some of those even, who are -contending for woman’s

rights, are creatures of impulse or prejudice—soft or con-
ceited things, having no true independence, nor any power

" of perfeet womanhood. = They are not half women, some

of them, and on this account their cause is regarded as so

absurd. You will get independence without mistaking

impudence for it, or running into any senseless fashions.
or mannish ways. Your trade will develop -your gifts,
and mature in you a more powerful, womanly, equable
life. It will even draw out your sensibilities, I think, if
you pursue it in the right spirit. Though you may call
this fancy: certainly, I know the factory girls don’t lose
their sympathies here.” ’

There was such downright earnestness in Mr. Olney’s
manner, and.so mpch kindly sympathy in his voice, 1
was made to feel very much at home, as I heard him,
and was encouraged with my prospects. Ie gave me
as good a situation as was ever offered to a new beginner.
Mgf work, at first, was lighter than at the Buxtong', and
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before night I was vain enough to believe I was not the
most awkward novice that ever entered there, and that it
might not be long before I could tend my looms with an
easy hand and an agile step. The roar of the wheels
and clack of the looms, roused all the spirit there was in
me ; but -1 thought it would whirl my poor head into
delirium and set me to weaving webs of confusion, before
I could get used to the noise. I went to bed that night
needing much rest and sleep, but the mill seemed still to
be roaring around me, and I worked all night in my
dreams. The next day, however, was-less exciting, and
after that I had my rest, enjoyed my sleep, and was
blessed with health and hope. |
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XI.

D'URING the first week, I had as many opportunities to
study human nature as I had to learn the letters of my
trade. The mill was thronged with visitors. Party after
party passed in, made their examinations, gave their
opinions, took their instruction or amusemient, and then
passed out again, leaving us to our work and meditations.
During the week, I suppose about every class of society
was represented in some visiting party. One party I
shall always remember. I believe it consisted of about
seven persons, male and female, young and old. They
appeared to be a Merrimack family, with a party of. out-
of-town friends. They had heard that the mills-would
present something of a holiday appearance that week,
and came to see us as you would go to a museum or
menagerie. I heard the name “ Puffit " given to the lead-
ing gentleman of the group, and started up and looked

“MissPuffit,” and—* Why, Bell Puffit, how you talk "—
and was convinced that that was their veritable christian
name. : .

“ Puffit I whispered Agnes Newman, just then, in my
ear,—*“1sn’t that a name, tho’! and ‘the last you ever

~ around to know what it meant; then I heard,*Mss. Puffit,”.

. -
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heard ? But it’s just k¢ name for them, I suspect. Look

again, Miss Winthrop, and see if 't isn’t.”

“ For all but Mrs. Puffit,” answered I. ¢ She does not
geem to match it, nor deserve it.” T watched them more
closely. I measured them and scrutinized their looks.

Mr. Puffit was a gentleman about forty or forty-five years

of age. He was a straight, stout, muscular man, having
the air and motion of a sportsman. His head was rtlJund
at the ears, and flat on the crown : his lips were thick,
and the upper one turned up; his chin was square and
massy ; and he had a pair of black, long, bushy whiskers,
which covered his chin, and most of his vast face, and
which he did not neglect to twirl with his fingers and
nourish with spitile while passing round the mill. His
short, pinched nose was almost hidden by his great pump-
kin cheeks. He had large gray eyes, very flat, and widely
set, and very dull and glassy. His voice was flat and
" broken as an idiot’s. He sported a huge diamond ring on
his right little finger. He wore a black frock coat, of a
ghort and dashy cut, and it locked on the back as if but-
toned around a barrel. He wore a high dickey, while an
ample satin cravat adorned his neck, and almost hid his

bosom. His boots were prunella, tipped with patent- -

leather, and he flourished a rosewood cane with a large
gold head. The said cane was in constant motion : first,

he had the head in his mouth, then the cane was under--
~his arm, or he flourished it before him, or tapped his boot,”

or struck it with emphasis on-the floor.
Mr. Puflit’s wife appeared to have made a great saeri-
fice, in'changing her name (whatever it might have been)
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- for that of her husband, if not in becoming his wife ; and

[ -was prompted to ask the question, “ Why should a woman
give up her name to her husband, after all ’ She was a
woman of very good form, and, though not handsome, she
was agreeable ; and there was a kindly, placid, spiritual
look about her which won the good-will of all the girls.

Master Pufit, also, 1 thought, was libelled by his iame,
and mortified by some of his father’s airs. He often
turned to his mother and blushed when his father’s name
was spoken, and when his father made this and that
remark : and I noticed that he kept hold of his mother’s
hand, and they two walked together.

Miss Bell Puffit had not suffered unjustly, nor been
aspersed by hér name. Her looks were as pat to her
name as were I]lvy Primrose’s feet to the music in the
moonlight dance. She was a second edition of Mr. Puffit,
on softer and smoother paper, and in a smaller form. |
She was dressed in a fawn-colored silk, of a rich and
showy figure, and in a florid bonnet, She displayed a great
deal of jewelry. She tossed her head romantically, und
threw all the pride and parade she could into her steps
and gestures. Bhe had a choice vocabulary of slang
words and phrases, which she displayed in every speech..
She wore an immense bustle, and no less than four wide
flounces encireled her spléndid dress ; and we could see
ap a glance how thankful she felt that she was not a
f} actory girl, and how fondly she doated on her conse-
quential papa.

The Puffits called their friends by the name of Bleb
They were constantly quoting “ York State,” and showed

' N ‘
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great ignorance of factory life. - They ‘were infinitely
pleased with Merrimack, we observed ; and, with open
rouths and swelling words, expressed their interest in the
gights they saw. There was not one of the party, I judged,

(except Mrs. and M@ster Puffit) who regarded the mill in

the light of an institution, and came to examine a noble
branch of industry, and sce how it was conducted, but
they gazed on it all asa mere show, and actually com-
- " pared it once or twice to the musenm and circus, and told
how far it was behind them. :

«This is the way they work up the cotton in Yankee
land,” said Mxr. Puffit, tipping his hat over his left eye,

taking a nip of sweet flag, and resting on his cane with. '

one hand, and thrusting the other into his waisteoat.
« This is the way they do it; and these are the" factory

- girls you’ve hearn so much about.”
¢ 8o 1 see,” replied- Mr. Bleb; “ and they are weaving
at the rate of a hundred yards a day, I *spose. - Cesar!
" how the looms elatter and bang about us. - I should think

‘they’d ketch their aprons in the machinery, or get pulled .

by the hair over some of them are beams or wheels. The
looms keep time perty well, tho’, and on the hull, it’s rather
an excitin scene. But I wouldn't like to have one of my
girls here. I'd rather they’d do nothin and starve.”

«T do not see any great danger,” ;:eplied Mrs. Puffit:
« gverything seems to be well guarded against accident,
and 1 suppose they get used to it in a day or two. I
was a girl, I should like to tend my looms; and I would
do it before T would sew shirts for ten cents, and make
vests for two shillings. I would do it before I would go
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out {0 service in a family, and be treated as too many
servants are.” o '

“ Why, ma, you must be crazy ! cried Arabella. |

“No, Bell, I' am in my right mind, and T wish you
were in your right mind also. In a change of ciroum-

' st:?,nces, I would rejoice at the chance of entering the -
mill.” . S |

“ Now if T ain’t done for a mother " . :

“I have seen the time, Bell, when I would havé been
glad to come here,and felt honored, and not disgraced by
my calling. There is no need of either of us coming
-now, but I honor this life—I honor many of the noble-
he.arted, intelligent girls that work here, and‘I) wish you
might be noble enough to honor them, and take more in-
terest in their pursuit.” ,

“ You wouldn’t ketch my Libby or Clara here.” inter-
rupted Mrs. Bleb, with a haughty smile; « and ’I could

. mot consent to their coming as long as they had a gown to

their back. But what's the use of talkin ?——look at these .

poor wilted things ~what time have they to Improve

their appearance, or go out in sodiety at all ?”
< 3 . l
They have much time to read, and walk, and attend

- lectures,” replied Mrs, Puffit; “ and I doubt, after all. if

there’s a boa;ding-séhool in Merrimack that can tumn
out twenty girls who have more books, or are better in-
formed, than the first twenty you could connt here.”

- ’
‘You'd rather tend shop, if worst comes to Worst—="

“hadn’t you, Libby ” said Mrs. Bleb. « You'd rather sew

or teach, or do a hundred things, wonldn’t you, Libby ?”

“Yes, indeed, a thousand4tknes. Bell says the factory
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girls are shet out of gociety,” answered Miss Bleb, with a

most exquisite simper.

« Why, Bell, did you say that ?"" asked her mother, with .

an expression of surprise and grief. - « You know, Bell,

that is not s0.” :
-« The first society I meant
« Not what I call first society—not the good and in-

telligent.” _
T might take in shoe-bindin, or shirts, ox vests,” said

Miss Bleb, “ and no one would know it, and earn at least
a little spending money, now and then, and keep up my
associations with the gayest girls.”

"
.

. «No matter how much our girls earn in that way for .

spending ‘money and little knick-knacks,” said Mr. Puffit,
tipping his hat over the other eye, and striking his cane
on the floor. “ But to work for a living here in America,
where so many are ready to do our work so cheap—that
would be smart! There is a pretty girl there, I swow,”
—(he whispered " loud enough for us to hear him, as his

eyes foll and fastened on Anna Logan)— she must be an .

Irish girl ; but she’s preity enongh, 1 swow, for a teacher
. or governess, or to take her stand behind a counter, or

make some rich man a wife. She looks familiar. |

wonder now if t'ain’t Mrs. Logan’s daun hter ?  Mus.
g .

Logan malkes vests for me ; she has a gitl in the mill, and

T'll bet a dollar that's the girl. Notice her—that cherry-

cheeked girl there, that touches her looms and takes her .

steps 8o lightly. It's quiteuncommon, to see such a ruddy,
round face here. And don’t she do it up with a taste,
though, Bleb ? She’g determined to rise in spite qf her Irish
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blood ; but she can never rise here. I could do more for

her on vests and overalls. She couldn’t make so much a -

week as she can here, but she’d stand as good s chance
not to wilt, and nobody would know when she was out
that. she done a stitch of work in her er. '. I find tha,tl:
getting a mighty fashion with our American girls, to Iaﬂ'
lady, and make- people think they live Withm;t WI:)rkY
And I don’t know as I blame them at all ;‘ the WOI'lCi

owes us all a’ living—women in partielar—and let 'em |
get it without work, or having people know they work if
they can. I ’spose about half of my sewing women are

. what are called ladies at your balls and parties; and it

ain’t half the time that a woman gives me to understand
that she needs work when she takes it. They male all
s?rts of excuses. Sometimes. they want it for a sewi.:
f.urcle ; Eometimes, for a poor or sick friend thejr are hel .
Ang to support ; and sometimes to pass away time sopi
help ’em along, and nobody abroad has any ide:e hoﬁr
they get money, unless they are rich, or suspects that the
are needy. I'd like to help that Irish girl along in t}iiy
way, and make a lady of her.” . \ 3
“Try and get her for a servant, pa,” interrupted Ara-
hella:: “‘may-be she would make a first-rate one now if
she 5 Irish. The trouble with servants is, you can’t g:at

. first-rate ones even for five dollars a month, and they soon

get seedy, and you must drive them around like dogs, and
tread on them to keep them from being impudent.”
u ‘ot 3 | .
The girls are never impudent to me, Bell,” said her

mother; “and you know I ; . ‘

ow I

on them.” ¥ , never drive them or tl'?.mple
, . .
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“ But you ‘make a slave of yourself, mother, to favor
them. You say, ¢ Betty, please do this, and Y1l thank
you for that’ and mever’ll allow us to call em up

nights, or ask em for a drink of water. 1 wish father -

would get her for a servant—she looks real clean and
Pretty; _She wouldn’t dirty my dresses so hooking ’em,
and I guess she’d be clean about the kitchen and table.
May-be we can get her. See there again—-—she Iook§ first-

rate !’

« Hist " said her mother, at first in a whisper, with
_evident displeasure, but still with a motherly srotle :
<« Don’t flatter yourself that that girl will go out into any
family service.. There’s too much of the woman in her
for that, as long as servants are treated in the common
way. She’s independent here, and has society that she
would not find in one family in a hundred. Bye-and-bye
 she will get martied, and have a sweet little country home
of her own earning.”

« That plain brown girl there seerns to be a new

comer, ¥ gaid M. Puﬁ'it pomtmg down Where I was en-~ -

gaged.
1 guess she’sa new comer, she has so ma.ny gawky
ways,” replied Mrs. Bleb, of York State.

“Don’t she act green though, and have a real country
~ bend and step 7" asked Arabella. )

¢ But she has one thing about her I rather like to see,”
¢aid Bell's mother, giving me & sweet warm smile of en-
couragement « She don’t blush at all by our presence.
Your impudent eye-glass don’t disturb her, I see. She
reckons herself as good as the best who are no better or
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. move accomplished than she. She’s not ashamed of héI
. calling, 1see that plainly enough, and we need not be told -
that she will shift for herself, and have respect enough

shown her.” .

“ After all "the enterpnse I find in Merrimack,” said
Mr. Bleb, of York State, “ I.can’t see that your factory
system 1s any better than southern slavery. 'I should
place the two systems about on a par. Understand me-—
I don’t say much against your system, nor that
either. But I think the slave has an easier life commonly,

~ and is better fed and cared for.”

“ Yes, that’s all very true; I've been"south mg}self; and
know it. There’s more good than evil in both systems,
after all they say. I've been south, and know. .The
‘megroes ain't so wilted and withered as these ‘ere girls.
Both systems are of great advantage to their subjects, but
of the two, as.near’s I can judge, the negroes are the
plumpest and happiest, and don't have to work half as
hard.” :

“ How you talk, Mr. Poffit"” said his wife 5 would
you rather Bell' would be a slave than a factory girl 2"

“1 should about as lief,” said Mr. Puffit.

“ Heavens !” exclaimed his wife.

“ 1 should myself, ma, as lief be a slave. I could have -
easy times of it at all events, and have the fat of the
land to eat and wear, if I was waiting-maid to some rich’
lady. Pa and I seen some tip-top looking wenches in
Virginny, and one or two had first ‘rate times, and was

 better dressed than their mistresses, wernt they, pa?”
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Mirs. Puffit replied only with a sigh, and a look of
quite indignant grief.
« There’s no use talking in this way,” said Mr. Puffit,

striking his cane on the floor, and tipping his hat over the

other eye. “ Come, come, Mr. Bleb, what do o say? 1
like my system better than either. Hickory Hall looms
higher and higher in my eyes. I feel new pride every
time I go back from the mill, and draw the contrast. It
givesme a position in the great busy world. There’s
. something in that, Mr. Bleb. I have a position. My
name is known as far as newspapers circleate. 1 give my
women less wages,—I have to pay my advertising bills,
and to keep a large store. © But a good many women, as I

gaid, can afford to work cheap, having nothing but a little

spending money to look up, while the poorer class I never

see at home. Ihave my position now as one of 'em. I

make the money roll in, J—zell—yow, Mr. Bleb, since I
bought that hundred dollar ticket to Madame YVogel’s con-
cert. That was the coup detat, Mr. Bleb. 1had to get
a lot of new clerks within three days, and a dozen tailor-
esses. They pint me out in the streets, and say, ¢ there
goes Puffit, of Hickory Hall,’ and lots of gentlemen I never
gee before, bow 1o me now gnd say, ¢ How are you, Mr.

Puffit "

This was the climax of that long dialogue. Mrs. Puffit

at last convinced the party that it was impudent to gaze
at us so boldly and so long, and when Mr. Puflit concluded
his defence of Hickory Hall, he tipped his hat on the back
of his head, took the knob of his cane in his mouth, gave
his arm to Arabella, and led the party from the mill.
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The next day another party visited our mill, and left a
better impression. I cannot say that the personal appear-
ance of this party was the most agreeable at first; I saw
that they were a different set, but I hardly knew what to
make of them when they first came among us. They
were six or seven in number, and we, understood that part

 of them came from Philadelphia. They were all plain-

looking people, and were plainly dressed. Some of them
were quite awkward - in their manners, and yet we soon
observed an earnestness, a frank and respectful simplicity
about them, which won our favorable opinions, and at-
tracted our regards. -One was called Miss Warden, two -
others, Mr. and Miss Downs, and if the other nimes were
spoken, we did not understand them. Mr. Olney ushered
them into our department, and left them at the door. |
As they passed around, Anna Logan whispered that she

- had seen three of the company before, and Agnes Newman .

added, that she had also seen them, and had taken them
to be quality people of the genuine stamp. The gentle-
men were earnestly conversing on the new inventions that
had been introduced of late to save labor in our millé, .
and improve the opportunities of the operatives. The
ladies took an interest in their conversation, 1 saw, and
asked many questions that showed they came there to
study great lessons, and inspect the occupation and appear-
anee of a class whose interests they had much at heart.
If they looked at us, it was not with a brazen scorn or an
impudent curiosity, which we often received from personé
perhaps bej;ter dressed, but less refined than they. They
had an affectionate expression, that seemed as plainly as
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. words to say, “ We honor you, sisters ; we honor your

calling, and the. courage and spirit you give to it; and
we are anxious to be assured that you are hopeful and
happy, and that you make the body serve the niind.”

They examined the machinery, they looked at our work,
by “our permission,” they counted the looms that each
girl tended, and asked how many hours we reserved to
ourselves for reading and recreation.

Mr. Downs had two apples in his hand when he en-
tered, and he soon ate one of them ami kept. smelling of

- the other, as if to avoid the scent of the mill. His man-

ner reminded Agnes of & report of him, that he was a
very eccentric gentleman. The unbitten apple he kept
tossing from hand to hand, and rubbing against his cheek
and chin, while he conversed earnestly, and ‘allowed the
others little opportunity of speaking. |
"« never pass through the mills,” said he, “ without
recalling the words of Solomon: ‘God bath made man
upright, and they have sought out many inventions ;' and
thinking that our Westminster fathers gave a wrong inter-
pretation to these words. The word ‘but’ in our trans-
lation may have misled them. I understand the original
to admit just as well of an ‘and, and I quote it with an
sand,’ and to me it teaches a different lesson.” -
« ] don’t know,” said his friend, taking his cane from

" his mouth ; “ but I should fear to change the translation,

or the meaning which is commonly had of it.”

« Solomon,” said Mr. Downs, “must have beheld
many evils in his day. He deplored the sinfulness of
raen, but he nowhere gives us to understand that he ap-
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plied these words' to our depravily. The words them-
selves vindicate man. God made him ! What édignity
of birth and parentage! ¢ God made him wpright !’
What a nature is his, what harmonies in hls eongtitution !
What possibilities must that being possess, of whom i inepi-
Aratmn declares, ‘* God made him upright !’ Wonderfal
mechanism ! Marvellous organ, perfect in all its tubes |

. and valves, and keys and tones! Do you wonder thaf it

plays a tune? Intelligent being, having thought, contri- -

. vance, desire, emotion, hope and power ; can you marvel

that he thinks, and acts, and seeks out many inventions !”

“ No, I cannot wonder at that. Rather should I won-
der if he sought out no inventions.” |

“ Solomon undoubtedly saw many inventions of evil, as
we do now. This wonderful organ went out of tune ;
this intelligent being of perfect workmanship, and a soul
to make him an angel in heaven, was deranged and cor-
rupted, and it was to be expeeted that his inventions
would often be evil.. But there were some good inventions
in that day. Writing had been invented, and the thoughts
of Solomon and David ‘were recorded, for the blessing of
mankind. Architecture had been invented, and xmen had
houses for dwellings, and temples for worship. Music had

 been,invented, and its holy sounds were heard as the

breathing of the Lord. And how many inventions of .
good have Christians sought out! To say nothing of
whole sciences, to say nothing of printing, just think of
the mechanical arts, and inquire jf they do not speak the

capabilities of man, at the same time that we receive
them as gracious favors from God ¥

5*
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“ They really seem so, Mr. Downs, but there are mono-

polies and combinations of a few M@mmonites, who em-

ploy these inventions and reap neaxly all their fruits.”

“But this is not the fault of the inventions. The

inventions are divine, and they always teich me a lesson
when I come here. 1 remember that the masses of the
people have labored too incessantly and taken too little
rest and time for improvement and recreation. Man was
not created to toil every hour, like a dumb animal.
Man was not surrounded with lessons of education,
that he might remain in ignorance, and lavish his earn-

ings on animal lusts and appetites. And if there be any -

sign of depravity, any wickedness of the old Serpent that
destroyed the bliss of Eden, it is evinced, not by the great
and manly spirits who have sought out inventions, but in
the acts of those selfish capitalists who pervert the use

of inventions; monopolize their blessings, ‘and still yoke

the people to labors, with no time for. recreation, or for
social or intellectual improvement. And the word which
(tod speaks to me in these inventions is this, which more
of our manufacturers should heed: ¢ Give my people their
fruits. You have inventions, to save to the entire family
in all labors of every kind, at least six in every twelve
hours of the day. Give my people the advantageof the
six hours’ leisure, to rest themselves, to feed the mind with
knowledge, to cultivate the affections, to cultivate litera-
ture and -the fine arts, to see the beautiful world I have
given them, and bring man and woman to perfection.’
This is the word I hear in the-,voice of these inventions,
and it tells me they are all benevolent, and it speaks of a
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good time coming, when labor and leisure will be equally
distributed, and knowledge and happiness the gift of all.”

Mr. Downs became so animated, I thought he had for-
~ gotten himself, and we were going to hear a sermon right .
there in the factory, but his friends gave him the time of
day,and they turned away abruptly and passed out of
the mill. .

I was encouraged by such visits as that, and went to
my work with a stronger and happier heart when they
were gone. I saw their respect for labor, I saw their
desire to unite the .two classes of rich and poor in mutual
interest and respect, and their words were remembered in
my heart. :

The next day we had the Premdent of the United
States to see us. He was accompanied by half a dozen

- of his ministers, and he frequently said, as he passed

around the mills, “ Well, this is the proudest day I have
yet had m my journey! Here are our institutions of labor
in full operation. Here are the danghters of America en-
gaged in their {foils, independent and happy as were the
maidens of Israel in the vineyards of Engedi, or in Nab-
baoth’g fields. I am prouder than ever of my country and
my people.” :

- Ag the President bowed to us, and left his warm smile

and words of respect and honor in our hearts, I forgot the
Hickory Hall party, and was farther than ever from en-

vying Miss Arabella Puffit for all her fortune ard fine
things.
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‘We measure time by the number of objects we enter-

tain, and the joys and sorrows we experience. So I.mea-
sured my first year in Merrimack, and though the days and

weeks were fleeting, in their time, yet as I recall that year’

to remembrance, it geems the longest of all my life. During
that year, I did something, I fancy, to Invigorate my
" feeble powers, and quicken the activity of my being. As
" 1 climbed the hill of life, the horizon expanded around
me, and brisker breezes fanned my face. I lived in a
new and more animated world. My labors were heavier
than ever before, my trials were great, and I had mo-
ments of gloom and discouragement ; but with- all these

came thoughts and satisfactions that more than paid for

what I suffered.

During that year, 1 purchased a dozen bocks, among -

which, thank God! was Wordsworth’s ¢ Excursion.” I
also had Goldsmith's © Animated Nature,” Miss Sedg-
wick’s “ Poor Rich Man and Rich Poor Man,” and Miss
Martineau's * Society in America.” Neal Derby gave

_me a fine copy of the “ Sketch Book,” and I often read

“that and the “ Excursion ” of a, Sunday evening, on the
knoll near my cascade, till sunset 5y and then returned and
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resumed the enjoyment in my chamber till ten o’clock,

* and retired, and continued it in my dreams.

- During that year, I attended Friends’ meeting a num-
ber of times. It so happened that in vearly every
instance I heard women preachers, and though I did net
adopt all their views, yet I was glad to go with them in
thost things, and always retwrned and passed the week
with a higher reverence for woman, with more fajth in
her holy mission, and a more eager desire fo see her
enlafge her sphere, and shed on the world the sweet influ- -
ence of her nature. I was mspu'ed with new courage,
and prompted to more resolute eﬂdcavors The duty of
improvement called to ‘me day and mght with its elo-
queﬁt voice. The course of time and the plane of eternity
opened before me as one endless scale, which mlght be to

-me a scale of progression. And \ekz.dly though 1 had suf-

fered from early losses and privations, and frail and slow-

footed though I was, I resolved, even if I stepped back-

wards once in.a while, or wandered from the heavenly -
way, that I would stand on a higher summit, at the dawn
of each new year, than I ever reached before.

During that year, I attended a course of lectures on
Astronomy, and that stimulated my weak faculties. The
same gentleman also gave one lecture on the revelations
of the microscope, and what courage I received, and what

faith inspired me, when he led us up to God and rested our

heads on His bosom !

The conclusion of his last Iecture impressed me so
deeply, I remembered every word, I believe, and ran
home and wrote It down in mwf diary. Sometimes, as he

b S
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was giving the magmtudes of creatmn I was amazed and
overpowered by a sense of God’s mﬁn te greatness and
might, and tremblmgly inquired, / VHow can He know little

me, and care for me, and be the Father of a worm ?” -

Then, when I thought of the ammaflcule, and His care for
that, I was sure He cared for me. . And the lecturer’s last
words confirmed my faith. “ While,” said he, “ the
revelations of the telescope declare/the power and wisdom
of God, and show us a universe wllhich He has spangled
with shining suns, and embroidered w1th golden. firma-
ments ; and while the revelations of the microscope declare
the providence of God, and show .us 2 family of beings in
a dew-drop, whose hearts He has ﬁ\l ed with life and joy ;
the revelations of the Gospel decl é" the personality of
that power, witdom and prowdence, and assure ny that
He comes down from the general % the particular, and
regards you and me with an mﬁnxtg\%}?athers love.”

In that time I acquainted myself/ Fwith factory life, and
learned the characters of most of m:{ friends. This new
sphere of action and a,ssocmtmn w:faé somewhat perilous,
and I often trembled before I stepped on my way. Temp-
tations of which I had been ignrorant, I often met ; ‘temp-
tations in the shops and stores, to inflame my love of dress,
and steal away my earnings ; % and tef;nptatlons of other
kinds. To keep up with some of my friends, I soon
found "that I would have to depart a little from my
Quaker slmphclty, and wear more finery, and make more
show. Milly Dorlon was more extravagant than she was
in Salem. Miss Mumby evinced every day more proofs
of a kind hearii, and had her mincing manner been her

E)
r
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-worst failing, no one would have réga.rdéd her a great

deal less, or minded her faults, except to correct them.

- But she had other failings and misfortunes ; and her pas-

sion for show and pleasurecarried her quite away. She
would have the gaudiest dress, and the most pompous
rings and bracelets she could find, and she spent her earn-
ings in complete slavery to fashion.

Mrs. Dorlon’s example was not the best for us. I saw
at a glance, when I entered her house on Chestnut Hill,
that she was not the same Mrs. Dorlon who was my dear
mother’s friend in Salem. She may have had the same
tastes in Salem that were indulged in Merrimack, but
Lydia Buxton held them in check. I soon found that
Mrs. Dorlon was a creature of circumstance-— virtuous
and simple at heart—but swayed to this and that parti-
cular bias by persons of more attraction and will, around
her. She was even vain of the ruddy flesh that now
filled out her face and hands like pin-cushions, and gave
her dimpled cheeks ‘and a double chin.. She wore very
ambitious caps and dashy gowns, and loved to have them
tell her she looked like Martha ‘Washington, as she sat
back with dignity and rocked with her hands on the chair-
arms, and no knitting or sewing in her lap. I believe
she sat so every time she resumed the chair, for weeks,
and took up no knitting or sewing for fear of spoiling the

_' picture. Then somebody of a little energy and sense

happened to say the resemblance to Martha Washington
would be better if she would not brace bac}: so far, apd
would take up her hands and knit or sew ; and after that
I scarcely saw her in her chair without some needlewark.

v
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Mxs. Dorlon talked much louder than she did in Salem ;
and when the subject of dress or manners was discussed,

or some new step was to be taken, or some person was to’
come out or stay in, she sat back in her chair, adjusted

her cap and collar, assumed the air of Martha Washington,
and wondered what people would say.

As for dear Agnes Newman, I dare not tell how much
I loved her in my heart of hearts, nor how much she added
to the power and happiness of my life. A more womanly
wornan I had not found. The first month did not expire
before she confirmed my faith in what Mr. Olney said of
the generosity of factory girls, and of their intelligence
and sense, while I thought she must have possessed just

such a simple, fresh, and full-blown nature as ~Eve's
before her fall. :

" Work did not seem to task her physical powers at all. ‘

It quickened and raized them rather, and she went from
her looms at night as rosy and jocund as Musidora from

her greenlvood shades. She did not laugh as much asAk
many other girls; she was not noisy when she laughed ;

but she was a smiling, sunny creature. She loved joy,
ghe loved wit and humor, 1 saw, more and more, and the

witty and pathetic in books, and in real life, were equally
interesting to her. I remember how she wept when I -

told her the story of a poor girl that the Buxtons had

snatched from the bridge of sighs, and sheltered, reformed,

and made reputable at last, and happy as one could live
in remembrance of an erring and a wasted youth, I
remember how her sense of the ludicrous was touched,
‘and how she langhed and eried together, when I told her

-

&
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the incident of the little maniac who fancied that he was
Lydia Buxton and stolé her attire, and bore her testimony

i

at yearly meeting.

Agnes Newman gave a grace and dignity to labor, and
persons Wisiting the mill were almost certain to speak
with her, and keemed to go away with -more respect for
us all. She loved her work for the discipline it gave her,
and better still for the objec;ts that prompted her 1o leave

- her mother and take her stand at the loom. She had

already sent many handsome little sums to her father;
and as his own endeavors had recently been blest, she
hoped it would not be long before she could return and

‘pay his last debt, and enjoy her beantiful home. -

. For Anna Logan we could feel no pity, except as we
remembered the poor girl’'s orphanage and home afilic-
tions, for she was above pity herself—such pity as we
gave to others ; and -she had a quick, warm Irish heart,
go brimfull of love and pity it flowed over on all that
needed a blessihg..' Her mother lived 1&1 her chamber most
frugally ; still she could not quite support-herself and her |
little girls making vests for I Newton Puffit, Esq., of
Hickory Hall, and so Anna took extra tasks and meted
out the means. But there was nothing in our employ-
ment which could bow her form or flatten her round arms,
or steal the cherry pulp or crimson from her cheeks, or
cool the ardors of her sunny soul. The superintendent
sometimes came in and slipped 2 dollar into her hand for
her mother, and ordered her from her looms. The girls
twrned to and helped her at times; insisting that she must
be too weary to work. “ Oh, I am never weary at all—.
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never weary when I am earning a trifle to rest my sweet
mother’s fingers, and give ber a little more sleep,” was
the faithful girl’s reply. And of course Anna continued
the eentre of many clustering loves ; and it was my own
good fortune to find her heart linked with mine in ties as
tender as espousals. ~ _

I saw Neal Derby often, and with the other girls con-
fessed my obligations for the kind attentions I received
from him, and the pleasant walks on which he led us to
the hills and woods. He impressed me more and more.
.There was such a fresh glow of health on his cheeks ;
there wag ‘such a charming neatness in his person and
attire ; his language was so elegant; and maiy of his
thoughts so fine, I found the friendship on “my part be-
coming daily more agreeable and earnest. I did not con-

sider him perfect Bometimes his character seemed more

conventional than natural ; and he would occamonally,
and, without doubt, uneonseiously, express a thought of

dlscontent, or aversmn, for his trade, and the great ministry -

of labor, that sent a flame of indignation to my cheeks,
and made me question his manhood. When I met him
the next time, however, I was - likely to have these last
impressions removed, and hear something so manly and
 intelligent as to reinstate him in my best esteemn.
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XIIL

Wz continted to rejoice that our friend Olney remained
our superintendent. He had the same strange ways that
I observed with so much foolish humior at our first meet-
ing. He was indeed superintendent, and nobody else.
He was very strict in his discipline, and free to rebuke
any error or vanity that he saw in us. He still had disa-
greeable ways, but he had other characteristics that soon
put these little disagreeables out of mind. I found him
rnore witty and humorous than at first I anticipated. He
had many an innocent joke with us that set a whole com-
pany in a roar of pleasant laughter, and made us breathe
more freely when he was gone. He wag fonﬁ-of giving
us questions to answer. If he found a fine passage ifa
book, he was sure to point it out, or repeat it to some of
us. He often engaged in ammusing dialogues.

“What do -you think of dress?” said he one day, to
Miss Mumby, with- a roguish glance at the finery Olive
hafl put on to show off’ in the eyes of visitors that day.
¢ Do you think those girls are happier or more reputable
who wear so many fine things 7 .

Miss Mumby always quailed before hlm, and she gave
the faintest answer in the affirmative.
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*Why,” said he, “am I not respected '—am I not
happy as I can be on earth? But I have seen the time

when you would have given me the mitten, Miss Mumby;

and spurned me as a'coarse and valgar country clown.
1 was sun-bumnt : I had hands like shovels, and they told

me my feet would fill a half-bushel measure. I wore red

flannel shirt collars in the winter, and went to meeting
barefooted in the summer. What do you think of that?
I remember on a particular time that I went to meeting,
how proud I was of all my new clothes. I had a brand-

new wool hat, glossy as a glass bottle, and turmed up be-

. hind. I had a blue and white cotton coat and trowsers,

and a yellow and purple striped vest with bell-butions,
that would have dazzled your eyes, and

1 see, then, that you had pridé and vanity,” inter- -

rupted Miss Mumby, with a confidence that had been
rising with his last words,— I see you were vain ?

. “Yes, I 2as vain at that time, though you would have
laughed at all the finery I was so proud of, while I con-
fess I was a little ashamed myself, because my trowsers
were cut £o short, and T had to go to meeting barefooted.
I remember the first ball I ever attended : it was at one
Pennington’s tavern, in my native town. The boys went
to extremes in the indulgence of pride, and I caﬁ'ght the
: contaglon, and thought I must have something a little
more dashy than homespun to wear that time. I was
eighteen years old, and every thread of my winter gar-
ments was spun and woven by my mother and sisters
at home. And what made our garments appear coarser

than they might have done, they were made a mile too
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large, or a year and a half ahead, as T may say, that we
might grow into them. Then sometimes a younget
brother took a hohday -suit, which his elder had out-
grown,—had it pressed over, and wore it for new. They
were cut by an old country tailor, in fashions that were in
vogue when he was young —em-

“ 0, you make it too bad, Mr. Olney, I'm sure you do !

13

| interrupted Miss Mumby again, with a hearty laugh.

“No, I tell it just as it is;” replied the superintendent,

and continued : Well, the time cofhe for the ball; I

caught the éontagion of other boys, as I said, and thought
I must wear broadcloth, and have a fur hat, calfskin
pumps, and even a watch. And howdid Ido? I could
wear my brother Luke’s fur hat by tightening the band
a good deal, and sewing a list across it on the inside to
keep it from coming down over my eyes. I could wear
his Bolivar-mixed broadeloth coat with all its bright steel
buttons; by rounding myself out to a greater portliness
with two flannel wrappers and two thick vests.”

“ Murder I”” cried Miss Mumby, shalung herself with
laughter ; “ you are too bad "

¢“No, I tell you the simple truth,” answered he, with
a comical twinlkle of his laughing. eyes.— Well, I thought
Luke’s pantaloons would have to be turned up too much,
and g0 I wore brother John's sleek indigo biues, that my
mother spun and wove out of her finest merine wool.
Then I must have a watch, and I traipsed off two miles
through the snow and borrowed Ase Martin’s-old yellow
pinchbeck, that looked like a warming-pan, and got my
mother to sit up till midnight making a pocket for it in
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the indigo blues. The pocket im;s too small, I remember,

and I hauled out my watch so often during the night I
burst out the sides, and bronzed the pocket till it shined
with the lustre of the watch-case. I remember how I
was cut up, just as. I was setting out for the horse and
cuiter to go and get my Huldah, to have John come in
and looking me up and down two or three times with a
rascally leer, say, very dryly, < Well, George, you arc
rigged out at last for the ball. Look very spruce, very,
George! The pants set well cnough, don’s they? Be

careful of 'em now, and don't get any candle grease on

’em, or stick 'em-up with gin and sugar. Luke’s hat
don't teeter much on your head, doe{’%f ? Luke's coat
looks just as if *twas made for you—round the waist in
particular—and how the steel buttons ghine! But I
S&Y, George,—(here was where the rascal cut me up)—
"ahem '—(measuring me up and down again with his
leering eye)—Greorge, I say, just run out to the corn-house
now and get my stilts and wear 'em,—youn’re welcome to
wear ’em : just get them and lengthen out your legs a
leetle—rthe indigo blues 'll bear it—and then the tail o’
your coat "1l keep up three inches from the floor, and the
boys and: girls won ’{ be treading on it all night.’

“ Well, I got my Huldah and went down to Penning-
ton’s, and was the proudest one out, I assure you, as 1
paraded with -fifty couples to the step of ‘Washington’s
grand march, into the ball-room, and danced the first
figure,~—the ‘ Money-musk.” After that I had rather an
+ anxious and despondent night, for 1 thought of my coat-
slnrts and of John'’s offer of the stilts, and fancied every
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girl but Huldah laughing at me. Certain it was that I
could not get another girl to dance with me all night, and
I had to dance with %er ten times.”

“ But what has all this to do with ladies’ dressing ?”
asked Miss Mumby, after she had wiped the tears of
laughter from her face. “I am sure, Mr. Olney, to an-
swer your first question, ' think we will receive more
respect if we dress in a becoming manner. Your own

~incident proves it. The girls would have danced with

you if you had a,ppeared in a handsome and well-fitted
suit of your own.’ -

I don’t care how finely all yéur rigging fits, but you’ll
be laughed at for your glitter, and your pinchbeck. I
dare say they knew I conldn’t afford the bright steel but-
tons, nor that abundance of broadcloth skirts, and they
were amused to see me fussing so fOOhShl}LWlth the old .
brass watch.

- “ Liadies need more ornaments than gentlemen, and my |

bracelets are not brass or pinchbeck, I'd have you know,
Mr. Olney. ~Ladies must dress a great deal to keep from
being despised.”

“ Does a.nybody despise my sister —Judge Barnard’s
wife 27 : :

“Why, no, Mr. Olney--what do you mean? Mis.
Barnard is one of the upper-ten—and 'she’s your sister ?
I never knew that before.”

* She’s my sister, and she has friends enough in Merri-
mack, that you know. - Well, have you ot noticed how
simply she dresses? There’s not a cottage girl within
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twenty miles that dresses more plain or spends less for
clothing than she.” :

 +But I'll warrant she had on all her rings and ribbons,

and made her silks whistle when she was setting her cap

for the Judge.”

“ That was what I was coming to, Miss Mumby ; and
I tell you, upon my honor, she never had a silk gown till
after she was married and came to Merrimack. I have
seen her go to church in a linen frock and apron which
“she herself spun and wove. And I remember how finely
she looked as she tripped through the lane and across the
strawberry meadow, and how her cheeks glowed, and
how the hearts of the smartest young men palpitated as
she passed between them on the slteps of the old country
church. My sister was dressed in white at her wedding,
it is true, but she paid for all her wedding finery with
what she earned at mother's loom and wheel ; and a

- cheap bombazette was all the black dress ghe had.”
~ % Can you remember all that, Mr. Olney?”

*“ Yes, 1 remember it,all; and I remember how her
associates envied her that black bombazette. It was the
first that was worn in our neighborhood, and the news
went around when she got it as if it had been a gown of

gold. But I must go back to the office; and I wish you .

to remember, girls, that it is not fine clothing or gay Jewelry
that is going to get you enterprising husbands and make
you respected in the world. lIave good minds, well
adorned with intellectual jewels; let health paint your
cheeks, and simplicity grace your forms and ‘manners, and
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you will command admiration and ensure a fortunate and

“an honorable desting. Mind what I say.”

“ But we must conform to fashion, or be Iaughed at,
Mz, Olney.”

“« Ma,ke your own fashions, Mlss Mumby, that is the

true way. Be fastidious in grace and simplicity, then

choose according to your means, and you will make
faghion your servant and not yﬁur mistress. The proud-
est girls in town like to get on their plain cottage bonnets,
and their simple cottage gowns, very often, and all eyes
follow and admire them when they do. And who gave -
thern that fashion ? Some bashful, beautiful country girl
that they saw tripping through the fields, or walking in
the wood-path, with the light of the morning in her eyes,
and its gladness in her heart and on her face.”

6
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XIV.

I pAID a visit to my brothers. I found Jesse quite plea '

| santly situated, and contented ;—in fact, too well con-

tented to encouraze me with the hope of his getting a
g'reat deal of culture, or acquiring any moral power or

social elevation. A harmless, drowsy, peaceful life in the

senses answered all his wishes, and circumscribed his
sphei:e. Tt gratified me to look upon a face so amiable as
his, and to hear everybody call him kind and clever,’ and
agsure me he would be a virtuous man ; at the same time
it would have pleased me more, could I have seen. him
less elated ‘with mere creature comforts, and more inter-

ested in a book, more eager for intellectual pleasures, and

inspired with more manly hopes and aims.

So long as fortune smiled on us all, and Jesse pos_sessed
these comforts of his choice, I knew he would have as
much happiness as merely sensuous objects, mingled with
virtue and kindness, could give; but if misfortune .xre-
turned upon us, I feared that he would be. ill-prepared to
resist the shock, or shield his brother and sister. Howe?rer,
I spent a very pleasant week with Jesse.- We enjoyed
morning walks together, and I read to him: until ke con-
fessed that a passage or two in Goldsmith and Irving gave

~ the sky.”
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him real interest. His room was arranged more plea-
santly, and he was given a couple of interesting books.
We conversed on old times together, commencing with a
laugh, as we related some incident of our young sports |

and adventures, and ending in tears, as we spoke of our

dear parents, and remembered how happy we were the
last bright summer that- our father was at home. OQur
riddles were repeated. Old Blue Beard was reviewed.

- Jesse remembered Jack Sprat and his amiable wife, and

he thought, when he was married, if he and his wife
made out to harmonize their contrasted tastes as well as
that exemplary couple did ; and, while he ecouldn’t eat .
any fat, and his wife couldn’t eat any lean, they miglit
drink the broth together, and lick the platter clean, he
would ask no more of wedded life,

1 described the rapture that thrilled me, and the shouts
of joy I sent from basement to attic, when I found in nmy |
stocking, one Christmas morning, a pictorial copy of Mother
Hubbaxd, that famous epic of the nursery. Jesse had not
forgotten how his head swam as he saw the picture and
read the poem of the old woman who was soaring up and
away, broom in hand, “seventy times higher than the
moon,” to dust the'stars, and “ brush the cobwebsg from

I related something I had read of « Eyes and No Eyes,”
in Mrs. Barbauld.  Jesse remembered an ingident of Rob-
inson Crusoe. I was rehearsing “ Edwin and Angelina,” or
* Lady Margaret and Sweet William,” while he was admir.
ing that wonderful eagacity of the King of Hearts, which -
detected and exposed the cunning rogue who stole the




124 MERRIMACK)

damson tarts and spoiled. a royal feast, “ all on a sum-
mer's day.” [ climbed the delectable mountains, hand 1 in
hand with Christian, and was fanned by cool breezes from

the land of Beulah, while he sat wondering if ever the

cars would go faster than that marvellous man “ of our
town,” whom the robbers came toroboneday ; and who
“ran fourteen miles in fifteen days, and never looked be-
hind him !

W_e recalled our experiences in Becket court. We
retraced our May rambles in * Paradise,” and repeated -

our pic-nics on Baker’s Island and the Juniper. We
talked of the Buxtons till I think their ears must have
burned. We did not pass over our good old Bessie Plymp-
ton. The Crazy Juror was pitied ; Haman Doust, the
hanginan, came in for a share of our conversation, as hav-
ing executed Merrill Clark, and been the terror of Salem

when we were young ; and we remembered how-we trem-

bled, and sometimes fought the old torment, as he caught

us in his snaky arms, pressed us to his face, and bearded

o1 kissed us.

I remained with Jesse a week, and -went to see Walter.
He was still living with my Aunt Dorcas, in Danvers
Aunt Dorcas was about two years younger than my
mother, and though she was much plainer looking, she
recalled mother’s image to my mind. She was left a

widow, without children, about two years before mother

died. She was left with a moderate competence and a
fine warm home, which was ‘shared with her husband’s
mother and a servant girl, whom she took from the alms-

house when young. She was a woman of much resolu-
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tio.n she. managed her affairs with a masculine hand and
judgment, and her fire.side was one of the most cheerful
in town. - ‘

But my aunt Dorcas was not the woman 1o have the
care of g boy like Walter.. Of this L was now more con-
vinced than ever, and I had much sadness during my visit.
Like my mother, she was a person of strong and warm

-~ attachments, and though she had nothing but bereave-

ment to afflict her in my uncle’s death, and many things
to comfort her, which poor mother could not enjoy, her
heart, notwithstanding, was so deeply wounded, that she
was deranged for a whole year after, and that derange-

 ment left .her with 2 morbid tenderness and a weak and

capricious judgment. She almost worshipped that good
mother, who blessed her home, while to Walter she wasg
a slave. ‘

She seemed unwilling that Walter should become a
man, or possess any manly ambition. Indeed, she often
said she wished his hands might never grow, nor harden ;
nor his feet lose their dimples, nor his soft face get brown or
bearded ; and he might always be a child. She could
deny him nothing that he desired. She was always tell-
ing i him what a noble boy he must be ; how generous,
howh self-denying, how persistent in the right and true,

~.. and yét she was educating him t6 disappoint her counsels.

And if my brother had been ever so unselfish, taking
8o many attentions to himself, and sharing so many favors
alone, he was in danger of losing the most manly disposi-
tions. 1 was grieved to discover the dangers that beset
him on every hand. 'Still, with all his truancy, Walter
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managed to master his lessons, and acquire a faste for
reading, geography, and arithmetic, and I saw in hirm
enough that was good, and kind, and manly, to console
me ; and, on the whole, I enjoyed my visit much. The
season was so pleasant, I could not help seeing the world
in many brilliant lights. It was the first of October, and
the sky for a whole week was a pexfect blaze of warm
and yellow glory. The forests were unusually gorgeous.
The oak with its russet leaves, the ash with its purple, ma-

~ ples in scarlet and vermillion, sweet liquidambers in their -

light crimison robes, mingled with green pines and hem-
locks, with dogwood berries and sumach plumes, gave all
the splendors of fairy romance to the woods.

The house within was cheerful, but we could not
remain within doors. We were out in the pleasant sun-
shine during the day, and under the great, warm, smiling
moon at night. We went into the chestnut woods and

scented their fine autumnal odors, and gathered their -

brown fruit.

We visited Lynn Springs, and boated half a day. We
sat down by the silver brook where Harmony Grove has
since risen, and listened to its waters ; read Burng' « High-
land Mary,” and fancied we heard the gurgling- Ayr.
Then Jesse came over, and we went to the old Broad-
street burying-ground in Salem, and spent two hours by
mother’s grave. It actually seemed as if mother’s spirit
had risen, and we had entered the sphere of her attrac-
tion. I could hardly force myself away from the hallowed
spot; and when Walter said he felt something press his
head, and a strange sensation run down his arms and
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throb in his thumbs ; 1 was impressed for the time with

. the thought that mother was there blessing him. We

were neither of us frightened, as we used to be at the

‘idea of spirits, but were drawn up closer to her grave;

encouraged, thrilled with strange and sweet sevsations,
and at last melted to tears. Over that sacred grave I
and my brothers pledged ourselves to high resolutions of
virtue, and promised to befriend each other with entire
devotion until death. Then the attraction was dissolved,
and we passed around the yard.

I was struck, for the first time, with the progress of
Hope in our world, as I traced its records on those graves.

- The first one we came to, had a headstone in good pre-

servation, and we read the date of 1630. The person

.seemed to have died a Christian, and left mourners, but

how were their sentiments described on that stone ? By
words that seemed to have been written more in fear than
hope. And there were the cross-bones and a ghastly
death’s head grinning upon us, as if in scorn of hope and
a future life.

Wg turned away in gloom, and while passing to ano-
ther grave, I asked myself if, after all, we had no more
hope of the dead than was expressed for John Eldon, two
hundred years ago? If the spirit were buried with the
body, and slept through eternity, with only the releasze:of
the final week? And if death were really as ghastly as
his picture above those ugly cross-bones ?

The next grave was that of a young maiden, buried
fifty years later, and about ten years before Salem witch-
craft days. She too was a Christian, and was evidently

’
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a favorite heart of an eminent family. She must have

been beautiful : she must have been cultivated and ac- .
complished. She died in hope ; but that too was a time

of darkness, and how faintly was that hope expressed!
Yet the time till the resurrection was slightly shortened ;
the death’s-head had relaxed its grim features a little ;
the cross-bones had disappeared, and a bright sun was
riging.in the distance and shedding heavenly light.

~ From Julia Putnam’s grave we passed to David John-
son's. He died in 1730, two years before Washington was
born, and I saw a great change. The progressof hope
had been rapid as the rolling years, and on this grave the
‘death’s-head almost smiled ; the rising sunrshone brighter ;

there was a rude cut of an evergreen on the head-stone, |

and an hour-glass to show the time was short ; and if the
epitaph might be believed, the resurrection was quite near
at hand.

‘We passed to another grave, the grave of a little child,
and the death’s- head had disappeared ; roses were sculp-
tured in its place, and the inscription told us the beautiful
boy had passed to the bosom of his Savior, where his
afflicted parents would soon meet him again, and find him
a cherub of light. What a progreszs hope had made in
the last fifty years ! I seemed to trace the change on the
sky, as it passed from a dreary eclipse to the cheerful
splendor of the summer morning. I wept sweet tears of
joy, and passed to another grave. That was made the
last year. It was Mary Taylor's grave. A beautiful

monument stood at the head, and the mound was covered -

with flowers still in bloom. A wreath of roses encircled the
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erown of the monument, and two smiling angels appeared
upon the tablet, bearing the maiden to heaven, while

- she was gazing eagerly to spy the pearly gates, and

seemed actually rising from the marble ; and the epitaph
said ; * SHE IS NOT HERE ; FOR SHE 1§ RISEN.”

We lingered till sundown, and passing out of the gate,
we met Friend Buxton, who invited us to visit his house
the next day. On the corner of Summer and HEssex-

- streets we met little William Knowlton, the Crazy Juror,

and found that in his fits of madness, which still continued
to return, he was full of projects that were going to re-
form and bless mankind. e was now in that mood, and
he told me he had‘f just invented a mé_dicine, with which
he would raise Merrill Clark from the dead, .and by the
sale of which he would get money enough to turn every
prison into an asylum, and give alhome to every poor for-
saken orphan child. I almost wished that every man
who had offended his own conscience would show such a
spirit of repentance, even if others called him mad.

6*
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XV.
Aunt Dorcoas set a fine breakfast before us, and we

would have relished it on any common occasion,: but we
wére so eager to get to Friend Buxton’s, we took it in less

than ten minutes, and were tripping across the fields,

and through « Paradise,” before the dew was off the grass.

We received a hearty welcome at my dear old home. The
- Quaker reserve was Iaid aside all day, and Nathen, Lydia
" and Hannah vied with each other in quiet inquiries and
genial talk.

After the greetings and first questions and answers were
exchanged, and while I still wore my shawl, I ran over
the house ; took a peep into the garden and orchard, and
tasted apples from my favorite trees, to renew my early
memories. . Then with a pippin in'my hand, and my hair
all over my face, I romped through some of the rooms
again, and reviewed the pictures, and went to the barn
and looked at “Sammy ” and “ Pidey,” the old horse
and cow which had often taken food from my hand ; and
finding (as I fancied) that the kind old creatures remem-
bered me, I gave each of them an apple, and heard them
craunch down the luxury with the heartiest zest, and
returned and threw myself into Nathan’s easy chair and

OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 131

repeated all my questions and answers, asif a word had
not been said. ,

Then who should steal up the steps as softly as o cat,
and peep her smiling face into the door, but our old friend,
Bessie Plympton ! -

“ Walk a}ong in, Bessie, never wait for an invitation,
when thee comes here ; thee’s always welcome, walk in ;
here’s a girl that wants to see thee,” said unele Nathan,
smiling, crossing his legs, and smoothing back his hair.

“I know'd she was here, and I could’nt wait a mite
longer. I's lookin to see ef she’s altered a great sight since
I seen her last. Good! She looks more like her mother'n
ever, now, but she needn't be proud, she’ll never look haft
so well. I guess Mairey’s forgot old black Bess, it’s so long
sin she seen me, but I could’nt wait a mite longer, I
wanted to see her so bad.

We were soon shaking hands, and saying * how do you
do?” a dozen times. . - j

Then said Bessie, “ Go'n set down agin yender, and
let me look at ye.” Ye'r jist as big as I thort ye'd ebber. -
be, and now ye laughs agin, I see more of yer mother
about ye,—there ! that was yer'mother right out! how
good it is to look at ye ; but don’t be proud, ye'll never
look haff so well as yer mother did when she was a gal,
nor when she hild ye in her lap. And ifhere aint Waltie

too! Waltie ought ter let me kiss him, but he wouldn’t

like to kiss a poor colored wench. Ah, that perty face !

it lookin a heap too handsome for his own good, I's

afeared ; and them crinklin locks 'nice to look at, but
unfort’nit, I's afeard for Waltie. But if he does dew
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wrong, I hope they'll remember he was left a little orphin
baby, and nobuddy could larn him and watch him as a
mother could.—And here’s Jesse, too '—what made ye
gly behind the door when old Bess come? ye wasn't
afeard of her once, if she #as black; and many and
many a time she’s ketched ye up when ye was black in
the face a squalin, and rocked ye till ye laughed and
whooped, and then sobered ye down into a snorin sleep.

That indeed she has many a time.—Thank ye, Jesse, for '

rememberin old Bess, and givin her such a good shakin
hands.”

And thus Bessie passed around and talked unfil Han-
nah reminded us of something else we had to do. o,
while we were engaged, Bessie went out to the garden
where she had caught a glimpse of some yellow sun-
flowers, and stood and admi:ed them, and wondered if
they were not smaller, and not so yellow as her own.

The Buxtons remembered my predilection for pic-nics, and

though they sometimes called it foolish, and one of the
vanities Solomon condemned, they had prepared to in-
dulge it this time, and now proposed that we should spend

the day on the Juniper. The very word Juniper was

music to my ears, and it revived a train of delightful
recollections ; but, I confess, I was a little -crossed for
once by the proposition, for I wanted to spend all the day
in my Quaker home. I knew not how long it might be

- before 1 should re-visit it, and, as I could only remain a
day and night at most, the time seemed too short to
divide between that and even as tempting a place as the

Juniper.

!
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But of course I assented to their proposition, and the
carriage was brbught,up, and with a full load in it, and 2
small train behind, smiling and chatting like children,
we started for the pic-nic grounds, Bessie begged to go
along and wash dishes, so we gladly accepted her request
for her company, and she was with us all day. It was
the same old J uniper, with every tree still .standing 1n its
familiar verdure, and every stone and tufi remaining as I .
saw it last. The day was quite warm, yet a cool sea-
breeze was blowing when we arrived. Two fishermen
had been despatched at daybreak to procure a supply of
cod for a chowder, and cunners for a fry, and we were
expecting a rare supper. My brothers were in their glory.
Jesse remembered the afterncon we spent there years ago
with mother ; and Walter remembered our descriptions of
the time. The one was soon fishing from the rocks, and
the other was tumbling about the fort and faking great
enjoyment. Nathan laid off his hat, and Lydia her bon-
net, and sitting down under one of the trees, gazed off upon
the water, and conversed in their quaint way, while
Hannah and I went down on the rocks where the waves
were dashing, and read ‘Whittier awhile, and renewed our
early memories. ‘

At noon we took a lunch and enjoyed an hour’s conver
sation, and heard Nathan describe a court-scene which
had recently come off; where by the greatsst efforts he
had rescued a poor girl from destruction, led her away
weeping tears of penitence, and given her a situation
where, by easy exertions and the price of good works, she
could redeem her character and resume her peace.
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¢ She had sinned greatly,” he said ; ¢ and that was her
second, and, as far as I know, her third fall. Her errors
_ 'were getting expression even in her face. Nobody had
an excuse to offer for her except that she never knew her
parents, and had been badly brought up. Nobody had
tried to walk with her. Every one seemed afraid to touch
her, and afraid to have mercy fall once more on her hope-
less head, though they dared themselves to sin every day,
and to ask as often to be forgiven. I saw them look at

me at first with impatience, as I ventured to speak on her

behalf; and some laughed me to scorn, and exchanged
evil glances as I pleaded for no imprisonment and only a
nominal fine, , :

“ My duty was not pleasant at first, I confess, and I feit
like rébuking ‘her sins; but then I remembered Christ’s
- treatment of the sinful, that while he left them to be pun
ished by the Spirit, with chastisements more fearful than
bodily death, he was merciful, and said, (o, and sin no
more.” I pleaded with Judge Whitman to let me take
the responsibility of her conduet, and wallk with her and
give her one more chance to rise.  He answered respeet-
fully, but I saw hiz patience. was nettled, and I had
crossed his will. But he saved her ﬁ'om prison and let
her off’ with a ten dollar fine and strong security. The
fine was paid, and I led the girl away. I received more
mockings than usual from the erowd, but it seemed to me

that the Spirit approved my conduct, and God and the

angels smiled kindly on the simple deed. _
“1 humbly affirm that my treatment punished her at
first far more than a prison would have done, for she
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staggered with faintness, and covered her face and Weft
. bitterly all the way. - I left her with friends, and as I

turned from her, she pressed my hand like a maniae, and
gobbed out something which in substance was, ¢ that ghe
might have been better had her mother lived to train her
up ; but that she was unworthy now, and did not blame
her scorners.” She dared- not to make any promise, ¢ but,
O, how good I will &7y to be !’ she cried thrice, * and re-
tum to you all you have done for me.” There seemed to
be a spark of the real woman in her as she made that
promise, and 1 believe she will keep it to her dying day.
It was a small duty ; but small duties, like small seeds,
bring great harvests, and since it was planted and watered,
I have had an increase of an hundred fold.”.

The incident alone would have moved me, but told in
Nathan's own sympathetic voice, and attested with now
and then a dropping tear, it melted my heart. Such
a change came over my feelings from that moment,
that I felt as if I could not enjoy the pic-nic. I wanted
to go and give the unfortunate girl a word of encourage-
ment. |

Hannah was as strict and devoted a Friend as ever,
but I found that an issue of innocent humor had been

-opened in her heart, and seeing my sadness and abstrac-

tion, she rﬁlieved my feelings presently by telling the é_tory‘ :
of an ignorant man” who had been recently sent to her
father by “light young persons,” with the charge not to
take “no * for ‘an answer, for it would be just like her '
father—eccentric man as he was, to appear in & Quaker -
dress, and answer “ No, no, friend, thou hast called at the
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wrong house”—and insisted on being taught dancing ;
and renewed the plea so many times and so earnestly,
that the door had to be shut rudely in his face.
" When I had léuighed and cried together for a little
time, we saw heavy clouds floating over from the sea.
The breeze became damp and oppressive, and Nathan
told us we would not have too much time to return to the
house before it rained. We gathered up our cloths and
baskets. The fishermen came in with their cod and cun-
ners, and we concluded to have the chowder in the house.
The heavens darkened, light feathery clouds floated over
us in rapid succession, and we had to hurry home. We
escaped the shower and that was all. oo
Aswe sat down and gazed out of the open door at the large
warm drops that dripped at first as from mountain rocks,and
then poured like a cataract, Nathan smoothed back his hair,
wiped his forehead, and said, “ The Lord raineth, let the
earth rejoice.” 1 was struck with the full, suggestive
beauty of the words, and thought I had heard one passage
of scripture altered without lessening its meaning, or in-
curring the punishment of those who “ take away from the
words * of the book of God. We saw with our own eyes that
the earth did rejoice and relish God’s pure, sweet, flowing
rain. ' ' , ) |
It was one o’clock, and we had mmuch time before us
for o visit. The fish were taken to the servants, with
orders for supper at six o’clock,. We then resumed our
_conversation. Just ag it became most interesting, a young
man came xunning in from the rain, and ringing the bell
as if on an errand of death. He was ushered into the
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hall and begged to step into the kitchen a little while and

drain and dry his clothes. A change of raiment was.
offered him, which he refused. A roaring fire was built,

and he was soon comfortable. In the course of an hour

the sky lighted up, the rain ceased, and he asked to see

Mr. Buxton. He was called into our room, and behold,

Greorge Milbank stood before us! Nathan had seen him

within a year and knew him, although he had grown.like

a sunflower, and he said,—

“Ah, it i3 our friend George come to visit us —it is
pleasant to see thee here, George,~~very pleasant to see
thee. Has thee rained down from the wet sky ?”

“ Not quite, Mr. Buxton. I came to Salem’ this morn-
g on business for M. Dodge; and I could not return
without seeing you.” | )

“We are heartily pleased to see thee. Take a chair,
George, and sit down. Thee's not going to return be-
fore morning ?” '

“0, yes; I must return to-night.”

“ Then we shall have no visit to speak of. Better stay
all night.”

¢ No, I promised to return to-night.”

“ Then thee must return. But thee can stay to supper

-if we have it early, and then get home in proper season.

Liddy, tell the girls to hurry the supper.”
“ I beg you will excuse me ; I've no oceasion for supper
“ Any promise about being back before bed-time ?”
“ No.” .
“ Then we’ve great occasion for thee, George, and thee
must stay—thee must now, George.” ‘
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“ Well, then, I suppose I must.”
“ Liddy, tell the girls to get on the chowder as soon as

they can, so that the boy may'nt be belated or blamed. -

Let's see, George, thee has never come to visit us afore
since that first evening call—a good while ago.”

“ Ahem '—no—no,; I blieve I have not been here since
then, till to-day. And how many times have I wished 1
had not-made that call, such a one as it was!”

“Bo have we, many times, and most sincerely. But
may-be it will be none the worse for thee in the long run.

As thee did make the call, 'm glad it was on us and

nobody else.” :

“It would have been my ruin, perhaps, had any one
else received me ; but I have felt the keener remorse, and
the more blushing shame, to think it was made on people
go ready to show themselves my best and kindest friends.”

“ But such shame is wholesome for the erring—such
they need to have, or they never reform. It is suffering
for the pure seed. Howsever, George, we'll let all that
pass. We have got acquainted by the means, and both
of us, I trust, are no worse, but a little better now for
that very sad event.” : :

“I don’t know ; I feel far more strength to resist temp-
tation now, and can prize virtue more. But I often feel
that I should have been far better off’ if I had never com-
mitted the offence. It laid a great burden on me, and I
carry it still. Vice 1s a horrid evil, whose dreadfal conse-
quence does not soon pass away.”

“ I suppose thy error made thee a great debtor, too 2—

- without price.”
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but the debt thou owest can be paid without money and
A 1

«T shall be.a great while paying it, I fear, but I sha,ll'
try my best to square the account; and it will do me so
much good to square it ! T could not taste the sweets of
salvation If God had not heen so good as to let me work
1t out.” :

“ Thee knows Miss Buxton and Hannah ?”

“Yes ; I remember their faces, though your daughter
has grown a good deal. I shall never forget them.”

* Does thee know this other girl—this spruce-lookmg
factory girl from Merrimack %

“ No, I don’t remember her; and it seems, too, as if I
had met her before.” L

“Would thee have known this young man, Mercy ?”

“I think I should.” ‘

“ Now she has spoken I think I remember her. She
had her first introduction to me here the night I came to
steal apples and destroy vines.” _

“ She was for letting thee slip off’ unptimished—wasn’t
she, George? She thought Friend Nathan very unwise
that night, and the next morning too.”

«1 shouldn’t have blamed her if she had persuaded
you to let me go to prigon. I deserved it richly, and the
girl was right. Idon’t know as I thought so then. 1
rather suspect, however, that my dandruff’ was raised a
little by what she said ; but it was not many days before
1 thought she had very good reason to be vexed, and to
demand my punishment. Let it pass if you will: I as-
sure her I have suffered more shame and remorse from
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your treatment than I should have suffered from hers.
I went to prison as it was, and staid longer than I might
‘have staid where she would have sent me. I was ecast
into a mental prison for a long while, and my heart was
lashed every day with sorer punishments than a leeper
~could have inflicted. But your course has proved the
best for me; it has saved me from ruin, and established
me, I hope, in the practice of better things.”

I was not prepossessed with Milbank; and, though I
was ashamed of the conduct referred to, I confess 1 felt
that a prison would have been his just desert. I did not
care to shake his hand or sit very near him. We did not
exchange any more words, Still there was great kind-
ness in the glances he gave me, and I felt most unhappy
when I saw a gush of tears follow his last words. The
Buxtons all talked with him cheerfully, and he was soon
in a happier mood. He inquired about Nathan’s labors
of love, and said he often heard of them, then drew out a
paper folded like a letter, saying, one purpose of his visit
was to leave that with 'hitn, to be expended on the first
worthy object of need he might find. He had been some
time saving it, and could not obtain perfect peace of mind
wntil he had handed it over to the Prisoner’s Friend. It
was not much, but it was all he could spare : his heart
was in it, and it gave him great peace to leave it in such
hands. ‘ &

We were called early to supper, and we knew by the
flavor of the chowder that Aunt Lydia had directed the
quantities of cod and rashers, and sliced potato, and

poured in the cream and sprinkled on the mace. We
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knew the fried cunners could not _havé been browned so -
properly, nor seasoned so well by any other hand. The
light cream biscuits were of her own make, and they
were delicious enough without the snowy plates of honey
to which we were served. Our pleasant black tea sent
its refreshing aroma all through the house, and we had
the last bowl oil'; her lemon cling-stone peaches.

Of course we enjoyed such a supper. George Milbank
seemed the happiest of all, and I was struck with the
correctness and fluency of his conversation. He left for
home, and Nathan unifolded the paper, and found enclosed
a ten doliar bank note, accompanied with these words:
“ Greorge Milbank owes a debt to humanity, and he leaves
a part of the interest of that debt with humanity’s Friend.
Please apply it to the most needy case you have on hand,
and believe I am willing to give more.” .

Friend Nathan choked a little, and wiped his eyes, as
he read that note, and he folded up the paper and money
and laid them away in silence, while I could not but
reproach myself that 1 was not as well pleased with the
youngster himself, as I was with his noble deed. "

We had a memorable visit. Hannah took me intca‘n.rj
old chamber at ten, and we slept together. I say slepd:
we ought to have slept, but we could not sleep more than
an hour, and then it was not together, thoughk we
lay in the samne bed. We had too much talking to do te
sleep. And it was not enough to converse on old time,
and ask and answer questions hy the dozen, but Hannah
had to get up once, and light a lamp and read to me onc of
Whittier’s poems,—the Female Martyr. Then I had to
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repeat something from memory, and thus passed nearly
all the night. S
The next morning Jesse returned to Wenham, Walter

to Danvers, and I set out for Merrimack. The parting

was sad as usual, and I had a few sad things to remem-
ber. But I was greatly benefited by the visit. Those
glimpses of October left warm and sunny spots on my
heart. Tﬁe winter éee,nied warmer and more cheerful in
consequence, and I had a better relish for my work, and
for my books and friends. -

I must not forget to mention here, that I passed Bessie
Plympton’s on my way out of Salem, and found my old
friend among her sunflowers, in the little back yard. She
had about fifty of them, and if I had guessed their lan-
guage,” I should have said it described the warm and
constant love of that faithful creature’s heart. They
reflected abundant, if it was homely light, and they held
their mild faces toward their lord, and turned with him

as he rode around the sky. So did her heart reflect abun-.

dant, if it was homely love, and her face was toward
“her Lord from morning until night.

But Bessie was tired of living in Salem, and that morn-
ing, for the first time, she expressed a desire to go to
~ Merrimack. ¢ Does Maircy think poor Bess could keep
soul and body tergether, wid any sort of useful work
thar ?”” asked she, as she led me up to her chamber, sat
- down in her chair, and puffed short breaths. -

“ Well, really, Bessie, you take me by surprise ; but I
should think you could get washing enough from the
boarding-houses, or go into & family and do housework.
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I don’t think there would be any danger of disappointment..
But would not you get home-sick there ? Afier all, Bes-
sie, Merrimack is not Salem.”

“But, I's 5o lonesome here. No buddy but Massa
Buxton’s folks cares for me any more, since so many ‘my
quaintance move, away, and people git so gret and fash-

.- ionble here. T hev to hev the coldest back corner in the

church now. ’Twant so, Maircy, when ole Massa Wilbur
libbed, and preached, and hed Aés way, and made me set
up 'mong others to the communion and forgit that I was
black and poor ! ’Twant so when Ae libbed, and used to
come reg’lar ebbry month, and see’f I was needy, and go
off and hev wood and flour sent to me, and rhy little win-
ders sot wid new glass. Taint so now. The new preach-
er's handsomer,' but he seems afeard o’ colored people. He
takes good texes, but he don’t foller em. Las’ Sunday,
his tex was, ¢ There’s nidder bond rior free, there’s nidder
Jew nor Greek, Af’can nor Ingin in Christ Jesus.” But
he don’t foller his texes nor the people nidder, any more.
0, how times is altered sin Massa Wilbur was here !
Things gits nicer and nicer ebbry day, I know. They
hev velvet covered pulpits and velvet quishioned pews,

- and velvet sarments, and a velvet religin, and sich like ;

but they don’t foller the good old Bible texes and dew a
body good. : :

“ Then the boys is orful ugly yit, Maircy. They laugh
at my fat old body, and keep teasin me for my ivory teeth
to make combs of. See how many paper lights I've got
now in my winder ! The boys stones out the glass and 1

hev to paste in paper, and ole Massa Wilbur don’t come
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any more to have em sot wid glass. Then the boys comes
and sings under my winders a nights. Las night, he ! he!
they sung Heavenly Union, alterin it a leetle. 1 was
mad as hops, and arter all, I could’'nt help laughin, it
. 'was 80 funny.—Curis how they could dicker it up in Zkat
way though. I sung the real Heavenly Union in con-
fence las Sundy night, and yit this went so funny, I laid
on my bed and spatted my hands, and laughed till I eried
aloud. You know the reel hymn goes—
: ¢ I wonder why ole sainta don’t sing,” &o ?
Wal, they had it—

¢ I wonder why ole Bayles don’t sing,
And meck ole Archer’s barn-yard ring,
And tars his ole hat outside in,
And draw his nose down, to his chin,
And sing for heavenly union.”

H

4

But Is tired to death libbin here, Maircy, and if ye sce a
good place for me over thar, you let me know, won’t you, -
Mairey; and O, I'll be so drefful thankful, I will, T will.”

“ T will let you know, Bessie, and be glad to have you
there, if you think you can be contented.”
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XVL

ArTER another year I could discover that my hew\
vocation had wrought a few more hopeful changes in my

life. ] was ercouraged. There were hours, I confess,

when my heart misgave me, and I envied those daughters
of fortune who had pleasant homes, — plenty of books,
and leisure to read, and to enjoy nature and society, with
none of the anxieties which often made me tremble, and
none of the sad recollections which often made me weep.
I thought how sad and how perilous it was to pass through .
this world as I was passing, with no mother to comfort or
advise me. 1 felt that it was very hard to have to de-
pend entirely upon my own exertions for such unsufficing

- comforts as I got. 1 sometimes fancied that nobody really

caved for me, and that I was of no use in the world.
These fancies gave me many gloomy hours, and increased
the sense of loneliness in my yearning heart.

' Then I saw the wants that lay pleading before me. I
wanted two years leiéure, at least, to attend school and
cultivate my mind. T wanted to see my brothers in dif-
ferent situations, and more intelligent pursuits. O, how
I wanted a father and motherand home ! If I had had
parents and a pleasant country home, and hopes of

future independence, like Agnes Newman'’s, I would have
7 ‘
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~ prided myself on working at least four years in the mill, ‘

nor envied the most fortunate lady in town.

1 sometimes dreaméd that father returned from his voy-
age, and built a fine cottage in South Salem, and
mother and all were still alive, and happy to enjoy it.
Night after night I returned to that home, and passed into
the summer-house, and through the grape-arbor, and round
among the maples, pines, and larches, which he talked so
much of planting in his grounds ; then visited the parlor
and lkitchen, and all the chambers, and found them s0
- pleasant, and father and mother so young and happy !
Then I dreamed that I was dreaming, and had no father,
mother, or home, and woke and found my heart throbbing
with anguish and my pillow drenched with tears.

Still 1 experienced happy changes, and felt the rising of
new hopes. I was blessed with a health that even
brought me compliments, gave me spirit and power, ‘and
sent warm surges of the briskest life to my fingers™-ends.

I had tastes which I wonld' not have exchanged for gold

or silver. I had a knowledge of books, and a sphere of
mental life which, small though they were, I had not
dared to anticipate. If I was a factory girl, of course I
had no oceasion to apologize or look down ; and Nature
did not scorn to commune with me, and give me fair pos-
sessions in ‘all her light and-beauty. Irving seemed
pleased to enter’ my pleasant -little chémber,l ag I gat in
sight of my cascade, and talk to me about the “ Van

Tassel House” and the “Alhambra.” Allston painted

pictures for me as for the President’s daughter. Bryant
came and sang to me. Wordsworth toock me away on
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- glorious “ Excursions.” I had read Hawthomne’s © Tales”

more times than he has “told” them; and Barbauld,
Martineau, ‘and Sedgwick, were my constant friends.
‘Who could not feel ennobled by such reputable company ?
Who could not enlarge her library, if not with new books,
with very worthy old ones, in new and more appreciated
readings ? .

I found that even my afflictions, severe as they had
been, were not without their blessing. I needed the very
discipline which they were sent to give. - Orphanage and

~ poverty had early promoted a thrifty, though dlﬂit}ult

~ culiure on one zone of my life. That service of house-

work with Lydia Buxton, and those wise counsels and
faithful Quaker * exercises,” brought forth plants on

‘another zone, gave me a little  breadth of character, .

nourished a few loves and capabilities, and prepared me
to bear the fruits of a rugged womanhood, while clonds

- might rise and ternpests fall.

I made a few more acquaintances, and knew more
about those I saw and met on first coming to Merrimack.
I was still at Mrs. Dorlon’s, and continued to be amused
to see how my kind old friend enjoyed her fat- cheeks, her
double chin, and rounded form : how more and more am-
bitious she was in sta.tely caps and dresses, how loudly
she talked, and how the sweet persuasion grew in her

heart that she resembled Martha Washington. I was
" still very intimate with my fiiend Milly, though her tastes

were running wild, and I feared she would ‘become a com-
plete slave to fancies and impulses which every sensible
girl resisted and despised. Agnes Newman and my other
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friends were still as dear as ever. And, as a matter of

course, we secured the regards of a number of individuals
who moved in the highest circles, which were traced
through aristocratic and through humble life.

There was the daughter of one fine Merrimack family,
whose friendship. was a prize. It was Julia Warden.
The readér may remember the first ‘time 1 saw her,

which was during my first week in the mill, as she passed

our way with Mr. and Miss Downs and others. The
next time I met her was on an é\fening walk by the river,
when we had an introduction. Her parents were in easy
circurnstances, and lived in a beaytiful Tudor cottage on
' the banks of the river. They were intelligent people,
and, having a taste for horticulture and landscape garden-
ing, they had selected one of the most charming sites I
ever saw, and adorned their grounds with every ornament

which art out of nature could bring: So Julia from her

cradle was trained to the finest tastes, and inspired with
great and womanly sentiments.

She was a singular looking girl, and yet, to an intelli-
gent eye, she was rather beautiful. She had a slender
form, her movements were awkward, and she stooped to

" an ungraceful aftitude. She had the lightest brown hair, |

a warm but white and delicate complexion, and lips that
_you often saw apart as if in wonder or abstraction. Her
face was exquisitely chiselled, and her eyes, if they were
blue, and expanded almost to her temples, were full of
expression and light. She had peculiarities of taste that
impressed me very much. Her dress was the plainest—a

shilling print became her better than a brocade would
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some girls ; she had:no curls; but seldom did I see her,
either in summer or winter, when she did not wear a
fresh flower, either rose, violet, or white jessamine, sweetly'
blooming in her plainly-braided hair. '

I have subsequently thought that Julia Warden must
have enjoyed what they call second sight, and been able
to discern truth and beauty blindfolded; and since I
have read Mr. Tennyson’s  Princess,” 1 have been re-
minded of her by his description of Melissa—

* With her lips apart ‘
And all her thonghts as fair within her eyes,

Ag bottom agates seem to wave and flont
In erystal eurrents of clear merning seas.” -

Born to conditions that were almost the contrast of
those which left me an orphan in an humble sphere ; blest ‘
with means and opportunities, independent ot anxiety
and care, Julia Warden had attained a high and accom-
plished womanhood. . She had passed ‘through schools in
which the lowly are seldom placed ; she had studied hu-
man nature, on many sides from personal observation,
and on all sides in books. She had travelled and enjoyed
sojournings, and she stood, at twenty, on a summit of ex-
cellence which too few even of the fortunate classes
attain,

Julia Warden was a welcome guest in the homes of
the wealthy, for they coveted the wealth of her rich mind
and heart. She loved to make friends of the factory girls,
and she gave us favors which cheered our best endeavors,
and won our warm esteem. But she appeared among us
with no patrenizing airs, and she sought our regards with-
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out desiring our worship. We would have despised her if
she had done otherwise, and despised ourselves if we had
thought ourselves so weak and low as to accept a patron-
izing favor. She had sense enoygh to know that our
common sense would spurn such an insult, and feel above
the person who had the weakness to feel above us. She
would meet us half way ; she would come more than half
way, if we were diffident ; she would come among us for
those mutual improvements in which she expected to
" receive as much as she . gave.
outward eonditions of fortune : we Might be more favored
in the inward riches of the soul. She had friends and
admirers among the most respectable people on earth : we
might have more admirers in heaven. She excelled in
learning : we might excel in natural capabilities. She
had more books than she could study as she ought: we
might have more readings of the few best authors. If
she desired, she conld adorn her person with ornaments of
dress too costly for us to purchase; while many of our
number might already outshine her in the ornaments of
grace and goodness. We honored her endowments : she
honored our endeavors, We sometimes repined for being
excluded from her privileges : she reverenced our employ-
ments, and respected those among us most who stood on
the dignity of labor, and insisted on respect. She and we
were daughters of that infinite Father whose estate is the
universe, whose lofty halls have the sun and stass to light
them, whose image and spirit all beings possess, and in
whose mansion we are all to meet for a family jubilee,
and enjoy the same privilege of holy worship and peace.

was favored in the

L]
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We all, therefore, had an affluent Father; we all c;uld
boast the noble blood of which God made presidents’
daughters and factory girls. And Julia Warden would
have betrayed a vain ignorance and folly had she met
and mingled with ‘us, thinking it a patronage or conde-

- scension, and we of course would have shown ourselves

fools, by acting as her inferiors, any further we were
inferior in the virtues and graces of noble womanhood ;
or by respecting ourselves less than she respected us.
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XVIL

It may be that I am noticing too many chargeters, but
my readers will not have a good variety of Merrimack
life if I do not here give some account of the Puffit family,
who may be remembered as having visited our mill. 1

never had a formal introduction to the Puffits, and could |

not reckon them amongst my friends, and yet, by this
time, I think I knew them tolerably well. So distinguished
a family of “ first citizens” were certain fo be known,
even by many who wére strangers to them. Mr. Olney
gave me the history of Mr. Puffit, and the account so
impreesed me, I find that I wrote it- down in my diary
as I received it from his lips :

“ Newt and I,” (Mr. Puffit’s christian name was Isaac
Newton,)—* Newt and 1,” said he, * were school-fellows,
and neighbors’ sons, and I ought to know something about
him. His father was a salt-boiler in Salina, New York,
and there he got acquainted with the Blebs. I always
honored the old man for his calling—at least I did not re-
_gard him with any dishonor on that acconnt,—why should

I? Inother respects, he was not so reputable, for he

loved rum and cider a great deal too well, for which, of
course, Newt was nof to blame. But I used to like Unale
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Ned Puffit, He had such an honest old heart, and he told
such capital stories, and I have drawn many a mug of

" cider for bim in my father’s cellay. The old woman had

a great deal of the swagger about her, and she was not
careful to conceal the shame she felt that they were poor,
and her husband boiled salt for a living. They had a
dozen children, nearly of a piece, and all but two gixls
taking after Aunt Jerusha. Newt was the eldest, and
he and, I nzed to play together at school. He was the
dullest lout we had among us. He could not spell baker
with the book before him, and yet he was always using
bigger words than could be found in the dictionary. I
remember how he read the story of the ¢ Young Sauce- -
box,” in Webster’s spelling-book ; and also his reading of

this sentence—* hens cackle and cluck, horses neigh,
whales spout, birds fly in the air,’ or something like it;

which he drawled out in this manner— hens cackle and

cluck horses, nay, whales spout birds,” and so on. About

the only book he has read since he became a man, is the

Life of Bonaparte. He makes an idol of old Bonie, and

has his ‘statue of plaster at his door, and his picture in

his finest parler. 4 '

“ Well, Newt was always {rying to cut a figure, and
ielling what he would do, and how he would make the
world stare when he went for himself, and accomplished
his designs. He was a great fellow for the girls; and 1
never could divine how he managed to get such a wife as
he has, for the girls made the gayest sport-of him, and
gave him the sack at spelling schools and apple bees a

. hundred times. I cannot fancy how he managed to get

T*
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such & wife. She was:a fine, modest, inteliigent girl—as N

she is a fine woman now ; and was of a family altogether
- above him. . However, he got her.

“ A I was going to say, Hickory Hall has been in him
ever since he crept, and having a good deal of shrewd-
ness and. business talent, he always succeeded in making
a good bargain. He commenced for himself selling the
Life of Jack Miller, on the ground when that fellow was
hanged.

From that he went to. peddhng essences. Then he
~ bought out 2 puppet showman, and went around as Mr.

- 1. Newton Puffit, exhibiting the Babes in the Woods, and
Punchinello. Then he ran up a striped pole, and did
shaving and shampooing.  Then he managed a travel-
ling theatre, I believe ; and changed from that into the
proprietorship of a line of stages between Merrimack and
Meadowvale ; and went on fiom one thing to another till
he set up a little shop of ready-made clothing in Milk- -
 street, and from that he has grown to *the great I. New-

ton Puffit,’ as they call him ;—the #ich manufactarer,
‘(though every thing he has is mortgaged, and he spends’
the most of his income for puffs and advertisements,)
whose store occupies a hundred feet square, and whdse
name is known throughout New England. He has a fine
wife, I will say that,.—she 4s a fine:hearted and intelli-
gent woman, not at all vain of her splendid house or her
swaggering husband’s fame.  They have a son, they tell
me, who is likely to make a man. But ¢ Arrahbellah,’
as Newt ca]'Is ‘his daughter, is a real Jerusha Puffit, and
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it will not be her own fault if ghe is not as’ h:gh and

famous as her fa.ther
Others told- me about the same story of this great

family, and T passed Mr. Puffit’s place every day, and

had a chance to observe both himself and his business.
He had a splendid establishment. It was an immense
building, three or four stories “high, with two large wings,
and I think & long back extension. 1 remember the long
counters; that. used to- look as though they ran to a point
in the rear distance, and vﬁhat endless avenues of lamps

"flamed and glittered above them. I remember the army

of clerks that ran at his beck, and the crowds of women
that came in to take and deliver work ; and their hag-
gard faces distressed me, while I was more thankful at the
same time that T was receiving better wages. I can see
him now, a3 he marched among his dependents, taking
the airs of his favorite hero, clasping his hands behind him,
or thrusting one into his bosom, as he paced his store,

_ and fancying himself, as some already called him, the Napo-

leon of manufacturers. His large windows were hung with
advertidements, which were punctuated with exclamation
points, and written with words no smaller than “ extra,”
* guperb,” magnificent,” and * excelsior.” I1was re-
minded of what Mr. Olney once remarked, that liquor
dealers, quacks and upstarts in our country monopolized
the largest words, wore the' grandest apparel, and lived
in the most :gorgeous "houses ; while the truly good and
great, were simple amid luxury, and more elegant than
‘gorgeous in the style of their costhest things,

This distinguished gentleman sent a wagon up and
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down the streets, with pictﬁres of his establishment and
proclamations of his goods. He resided in one of the
most fashionable houses in the city. He had the finest
horses and carriages, and smoked the best  cigars.
He attended every fair and festival that was likely 1o go
off with a grand success. He was the most conspicuous
- citizen at a concert, lecture or play. Ie walked at the
most fashionable hour, in the most fashionable place. He
waved his hand and tipped his hat to every fast man and
woman, who recognized him, and he was fond of calling
the highest by their christian names. He always attended
church in the morning with hi§ family, and attracted all

eyes by his stately step and swelling form, as he walked

down the aisle. If he stopped in a new place to intro-
duce his business, he quoted the most popular clergyman
in town, and said, ‘“‘my filend, Doctor So-and-so—he’s a
fine fellow,~—how is he?’ -He displayed the proudest
banner and mos pompous motto on all grand procession
days. He sported the most gorgeous costume at the New-
port fancy balls. He received the most compliments from
the either-side press of any man in. New England, and
his advertisements were read in the jowmals of every
party and sect. He always praised a sermon that hit off
the old Pharisees, and told what infamous persons Pha-
‘rach, Herod, Judas, and Ananiag were. He was very
officious when a new minister was settled, and often told
his brethren what prudent ind exemplary people a min-
ister and his wife should be. He always nodded at the
lycenm lectures, which he found it for his interest to
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patronize, and then sought an introduction to the gpeaker
and assured him how well he had been entertained.

One night Dr. Lardner lectured on astronomy, and at
the close, Mr. Puffit got his usual introduction, and after
complimenting the speaker very highly, he said, “ Wal,
you know something about Newton too, I perceive, and I

.8'pose 1 was named after that great man myself.”

_Arabella Puffit resembled her father more and more ;

" and yet I must do her the justice to say, she wag much

better looking, and everybody called her handsome. She
was a subject for a romance writer. She had the * large
dark eyes” they so often tell of Her fine head of hair
would have been styled “ auburn,” .or “ amber,” accord-
ing to their fancy ; they would cerfainly have said it was
“abundant,” or © profuse,” or ¢ tied in massy clusters,”
or “ flowing in shiny ripples over her fair shoulders.”
They would also have said her teeth were ¢ pearls,”
and told us her eyes “emitted a starry light;” though
her eyes, in sober truth, by-the-way, were very dull and
homely, and her teeth were no fairer than Bridget McFar-
land’s or Betty O'Brien’s. '
I'had an opportunity of seeing Arabella at our church,
which she attended in the most showy apparel of any
lady there. 1 also saw her at lectures. At lectures, in
particular, we were often amused by the display she would
make with her note-bock and pencil, 1t was never any
common subject that she would pretend to report, but
always that which was out of ihe reach of common peo-

" ple. I remember, at a later period; when the great natu-

. . - . . .
ralist was going to lecture, she announced him in a sewing .
* Agpassiz, .




MERRIMACK;

circle as; the * Professor of Gasses,” and she went and

pretended to report a lecture on fishes, which was Greek
to many, more learned than she. 1 remember, also, her

reporting one of Emerson’s most ‘mystical lectures. But

on every occasion she was discovered to be staring around -

the hall with her eye-glass during the delivery of the
finest periods, and while at the close she was busy with
her pencil, she was glancing slyly at her collar, or brace-

lets, or stopping every minute to adjust a ribbon or & cuff,

1 shall never forget the time I saw her at her own
home. I went there with Anna Logan. Mis. Logan
made vests for Hickory Hall. She made them for the

lowest prlce that a man could think of giving, and having -

a family of children to feed, she was forced to work very
" often till midnight, and o lessen the allowance of her chil-
dren ; and, sometimes to run in debt for groceries _and rent.
Anna made heroic exertions to help her mother, but very
often her prices would be cut down a shilling or two on
a garment, or ladies of wealth would get her work away,
and do it for half price. It was a time of great distress
among the seamstresses when we called at Mr. Puffit’s
house. A very expensive fashion was in vogue, a.nd: many
ladies of means and leisure were tempted to take sewing,

(professedly for a- poor relative, or for a charity cirele, but

actually) to surpass each other in the- splendor of the
new fashion. Mrs: Logan and a score of other seam-
stresses had been idle for want of work a long time, or
working at prices next to nothing, and actual starvation
was crying in their little dismal chambers. We called to
“see if Mr. Puffit might not be caught in a tender mood at
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home amongst his family, and if we ‘could not induce
him, as he was wl:vmg at a fast and sumptuous rate, to let
others live also : .

I told Anna, as we passed amid his trees and flowers,
on our way to his house, that he must have one trait ot
intelligence, besides that of busmess, a taste and talent -
for beauty.

“Ho!” cried Anna, “he's not a whit more intelligent

forall we see. He knows these things are all the go
with the great folks; he keeps a handy gardener, and

hires the best mechanies to .make all these beautiful
things, I'm certain he does, Iam. He dosen’t know the
style of his house, unless somebody has told him, and if
his gardener had not been here, he would not have known
a larch from a cypress, nor a maple from a gum-tree.
And may-be 1 should’ nt either, if my father hadn’t been
a gardener, and taught me these things with my A. B, C.”

I remarked that I should suppose the influence of so
much beauty would give Mr. Puffit finer feelings and a
tenderer heart.

“ 8o it would most people,” answered Anna ; “but it's
all fashion and no feeling with his lordship, He has a
pictorial bible all glittering with gold,I daresay, and . he
keeps it on a rosewood or marble table, becauge it's the
fashion now. He would live in a log-cabin and plant
nettles and May-weed about his door, if it were the fashion,
and he could go ahead of others in that thing. He would
go to Mormon meetings—he would worship the gods the
missionaries tell of, if they were only popula.r, and he
could be more favorably noticed.”
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‘We were ushered into the living-room, where we found
the gentleman’s wife and daughter at work. His wife
was footing up a stocking, and his daughter was working
the button-holes of a white satin vest. The young lady
was dressed superbly at her work, and she received us
coldly, eyed us with an impudent curiosity, and gave her
proud head a toss that seemed to say, * Keep your dis-
tance, if you please.” But I was more than ever im-
pressed with the goodness and simplicity of her mother,
and felt a fresh regret that she had taken such a husband
and name. She received us go kindfy, we were made to
feel very much at home. Her husband was absent, and
was not expected to return that night, and so we laid our
subject before her,

She was greatly affected by our story She must have
been aware that there was suflering and destitution
among our seamstresses, but she had no idea that one of

. her own husband’s operatives had been reduced to such a
strait as Mrs. Logan. Tears came into her eyes, and
she would _say and do no more till she had given me s
five dollar bank note to take to the poor woman. We assured
her it was not charity we begged for any one, (as we saw
Arabella interpreted our errand) but it was more work for
the seamstresses, and prices at which they and their little
ones could live. 'We told her Mrs. Logan had sickness in
her family, as she had. The good lady said she believed
us, and we were right, but she must relieve her feelings
in that way. “Iam sory to hear your story,” she con-
tinned. “I supposed all owr seamstresses were doing
well and getting plenty of-work. I know not as I can do
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anything with hém—(in a lower tone}—but I'll speak to
him and others, and see what can be done. So many of .
the wealthy take sewing from the shops at low prices—
that is the cause of most of his trouble.—Bell, do lay
down that vest, dear; it is wrong—it is a sin for you to
take that from the hands of the needy, and cause them to
suffer as they do.”

“Why, ma, how you surpnse me !
rising to o more stately attitude, glancing into the mirror,
and adjusting her curls with a hand that sparkled with
jeweled rings. “ You've always told me to be industrious,
you know.”

“ 1 do not care how industrious you ave, bu’c you ought
not to take a stitch of work from your father’s shop, when
g0 many poor women need it. I know we are poor
enough : .
“ What are you saying, ma ? LE interrupted Arabella,
blushing with mortification at the idea of being repre-
gented as poor. Do you say we are poor ? Well, that'’s
the way a good many talk that has their thousands, But

']

replied Arabella,

?

we are not very near the poor-house yet, I hope.”
* Have their thousands, you should say, my dear : ‘ has’
is not correct.” ‘
© « Well, have, if you like that better. You know I
never cared much about grammar even when I was-at
Mrs. Larkin’s boarding-school. It was always dark as
Egypt, and dry as chips to me. But yon talk like other
misers, mother.” '
“ Well, Arabella, we are poor' It requires much of
your father’s income, you know, to pay his interest money
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and keep his business moving on to suit him. I wish the
business were done at less expense, and he could afford
more work to these women at a better price. But you

are not obliged  to take work from the shop, when you

could help me and save the expense of a girl. If you do

take it, you ought to have double the price you are doing

that vest for, and give the money to those that need it.”
“T'm sure I shan’t work for nothing, mother ; and I

shan’t work for a living either,—(glancing at us, and

seeming ‘to say, ‘ as these factory girls do’)—but I il
have some more of ‘that— what-do-you-eall it, lace—and
Mary Wallace is cutting a cupid cameo for me, you know "

“ 1 didn’t know it, my child.”

“ I might as well help her as anybody else—she’s poor’s
Job’s turkey, you know. And— what was I going to
say? Oh—the jeweler on Main-street, below Lawrence
there, that has such a queer name—that makes me think
of a speckled fowl

“ Mr. Dominick ?” : .

“ Yes, Dominick. Well, he’s been keeping a bracelet
for me these three weeks, and T want the lace, cameo,
and bracelet, before next Sunday, you know, ma.”

“1 did not know anything about it, Arabella.”

“And take the shine off from Clara Keezle. She'll
come out then in a new rig, and cut a great shine. If I
don’t make this vest and that boy’ 8 jacket this week, and
get the lace, at least, and make it up, I shan’t go to meet-
ing next Sunday! Pa’ll pay me good wages for all I do.
There’s where I have an advantagéi over Clara and the
other girls that's taking work out of our shop. They
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work for a’'most nothing, as they are able to, and it's
fashionable, and pa"ll pay me good wages. And if I _-
can’t pet ’em done, you know Betty ’ll come out of the
kitchen, when her work is done, and help me. She’s a
hoosher to help out an undértaking, and she makes a

- needle fly.”

« Betty receives only a dollar a week, and you get her
to earn a dollar a week for you in the time she needs o
do her own sewing. It is all wrong, Bell,—all very

‘wrong ; and if 1 had my way, it should not be so. Do

let Misz Logan take that vest and jacket to her mqth?r,
and you go without the lace and jewelry a little while

- longer.”

- “1 don’t see what you mean, ma : you say pa can't
aﬁ'ord to buy the things I want, and keep his buslnesg ad-
vertised, (he could if he was a mird to) and how am'I
todo? I want to be like other gn'ls, you know ; other
girls of all the first families does so »

“ Not the first families, I think, my chxld ,—not the
daughters of the best bred and most sensible families ;.
but only

“ What do you call first, pray, if Sherifi Keezle’s, Mr.
Pinchbeck’s, Dr. Mushroom’s, and t1_1eir cirele, am’t of the
number ?” ‘ ‘ : ‘

“ 1 certainly think they are not, Bell,—at least I never
tanked them as high as the Downses, Olneys, and hun-

‘dreds of the real aristocracy whom I could name.”

“Well, I never saw any first class if those I have
mentioned are not. You know, ma, they are the most

fash ionlable
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“Ah! that may be ?

“ And theéy go to Newport every summer, you know,
and give all the dinners and suppers here in Merrimack
that anybody cares to attend. All their daughters has
these things, and they make it fashionable to take in sew-
ing and buy them in that way, and I don’t want to be
left behind, when they’ve taken so much pains to enjoy
my society. If you talk so about these things, I don’t
know what you will say when you see the gold watches
we have all agreed to get with money earned by sewing
for Hickory Hall.” -

 «T wish I might say something to break up this evil
fashion, and bring relief to many poor women you are all
helping to oppress and starve. I suppose I cannot do
much ; but you go, girls, to Mrs. Logan, and tell her to be
patient as she can, and may-be something can be done to
relieve her. 1 will give her her rent for a quarter at
least. That is mene. my father gave me that, and I
will do as I choose with the rent, if my husband does less
advertising and lessens the number of hig clerks, Tell
- her that her rent is paid for a quarter, and P'll run over
and see her to-morrow.”

* How can you go to-morrow, ma, and leave me to look
after all my company? And you certainly can’t go next
day, for it is Sunday.”

“ Tell her I'll come to-night, and again to-morrow,
and Sunday, if I candoher any good. How, is the lLittle
- girl considered dangerous ? and do you need any watchers
or help? We can any of us watch "
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¢ Ma, it gives’ me such a headache when 1 gointo a
tight sick-room and watch—even two hours, you know.”

“ You can go into & close ball-room and dance all night,
and not have a headache ; but I can go any night and
get plenty of watchers at any time. Do let me know
when your mother wants assistance, and tell her I'll
certainly come over to-night.”

We thanked the good woman for her kindness, took a
little courage from her sympathetic woxds, and left the
Puffit mansion without seeing its lord. The next day,
however, we saw him, and put in our humble plea for
the seamstresses. At first we thought he would grant
our request, for he smiled gallantly, and said, “1 am
very happy to see you, ladies;” but he had a great
many more calls of that kind, he was sorry to add, than-
he could possibly answer ; and his business was so expen-
give, he was under so many obligations to his friends,
(meaning the high families that took sewing from his
shop) and the times Were so dull, he could not indulge his
operatives with any more work, or with any better pay.
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XVIIL

We found an opening, at last, for poor Bessie Plympton,

and she came_to Mermnack This event was not the
smallest of my joy, for hér fair and lowly spirit- was still
bound to my own with many grateful and tender ties.
But what a time she had getting here ! She rigged her-
gelf out in all her new and ‘span-clean clothes,” that
she might win an indulgent smile from the stage driver,
and secure a seat; and I thought myself, when she
arrived, that I never saw her in better trim. Her extra
flesh ‘only made her look more wholesome, and her hair

was as straight as she could comb it, and all nicely tied _

away under a neat and comely cap. Her bonnet, to be
sure, was three years old, and ‘was much longer in front
than the fashion now, but it was very neat, and clean,
and so was her collar, and so were her black silk dress
and purple sillk apron. But after all that, she was
treated with indignities, and had her poor heart deeply
wounded.

« The driver was cross as a dog when I axed him for a
geat in the stage,”l gaid she ; “ and he told me in a huff,

* his seats was for white folks.” I couldn’t help cryin, I

couldn’t, then, and he seed it, and sot silent. Then I

- WO
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said—* What -shell 1.do? I smust go to Marrymick -this
very day, I must go thar, and I can’t go a foot. Do let a
poor woman ride. T'll take as little xoom as I ken.
‘Wal,’ said ke, ‘git in if you mwust go, mebby they
won’t find any fault.” So he took my trunk, and I got
in, End crowded down on 2 seat. There was a man and

nan in the stage, that was reel 'specful to me, and
now I remember they told the driver to let me git in,
while somebudy else whispered so he could hear, *no,
no’” Wal, as I was gwine to say, I took a seat and he
driv away. ‘ ! _

“ Then'I looks around and sees more of the pass’gers.
There was one reel dirty-lookin man, wid a long baird
and red nose and eyes, and fust he begins to swar, then
he hickups, then he drools, then his under chin drops
down his neck, and he reels off into a snorin sleep. 0O,
how his breff smelt, and what a sight we hed afore us?
Then there was a womern as hed a dog in her lap, and
he looked zef he had’nt been near a wash-tub for a yea,r,
and he kep makin sich orful faces'! Wal, as I was gwine
to say, all these was in, and still nobudy found fault of
them, cause they warnt colored folks, -But when I gits
in, I'sees the womern as hes the dog, turn up her nose as
if she was gwinp to meck a gibit of it and hang me up
straight. There was two young big-bugs in with her,
and they hed smellers on thar upper lips, jist-for all the
world like the dog’s, and thar chins tew was like his'n,
and they smelt o’ tobacker, and kep spittin agin the wind
and lettin it blow back in my face.

“ Wal, they didn’t mind the dirty droolin drunkard, nor
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the dirty dog at all, but as I sets down they winks and
turns up their noses, and says, ‘ tew hot in here for nig-
gers,’ and the womern slicks .down her dog’s back, and
giggles ; then pokes one o the big-bugs with her finger,
and gigglés agin like a whickerin hoss. And so they
made fun o’ me all de way here; and at every waterin
place the womern tried to git the driver to make me leave
the stage or ride outside. But she sot right aside the

bairded old drunkard in his dirt, and seed his chin hangin
down, and:didn’t find one single speck o’ fault. But -

there’s one man and womern that looked blacker'n I did
at her; an’ at the big-bugs with her, and whispered to
me not to feel bad, for they showed they was'nt hafl’ as

‘spectable as I that behaved wal, and was clean. Hows-

ever, I'm here in Marrymick now, ye say, and it's all over.
But I can’t help feelin kinder bad, ‘cause I can’i: help my
at or color.” ' '
Bessie rented a small chamber on Chestnut Hill, and
took in washing from the boarding-houses. (She would

have been so happy in the change, if she could only have

had a little pateh of ground for sunflowers!) She soon
gecured a number of kind friends, and received attention
and respect. She united with the Methodist Church in
Merrimack, and enjoyed her religion as highly as when
she first sang thé hymn of * The Young Convert,” or
‘reccived the ministry of Father Wilbur.

She was often at Mrs. Dorlon’s, and I felt that I had

lost a blessing when Idid not take her to my chamber,
and conversé on old times in Salem. She always left me
in tears, for she had a way of saying things that touched
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the deepest feelings: of my heart; and she would give
me such tender accounis of my fa,therx1 and' mother,.and

- my brother Walfer, that my sense of bereavement and
sorrow was renewed, and I mourned more than ever that
my parents could not have lived and kept us together in
& happy home. '

“But the Lor was good in dewin it,—in takin ’em
away,” Bessie would reply to my words of regret; * and
if ye'll git religin, Maircy, ye'll see it all as plain as day.
Our preacher calls our bodies prisons and fetters, and sich
Like,—and I've thought jist so myself more’n onee, I

»hev; and who knows, (if that’s s0,) that when yer

. father'nl 'mother died, they wa'r'nt let out o’ prison, and
all this while ye are eryin so much for, their loss, they're
hevin the greatest and sweetest lib’ty, and are all the
more father'n mother tew ye, and come flyin around je
to bless ye every single day ?”’

“1 don’t feel their presence often enough,” I would
answer ; “and I seldom taste the blessing, if they
give it.” ‘

0, don’t say that agin, Maircy,” she rejoined. “ What
ye call blessing may not be blessins arter all. Sinful
things o’ the world, ye call blessins,  But there’s a great
many blessins we can’t see and know with our eyes.
When they was down here, 1 dessay, Mairey, they didn’t
give ye ebbry thing ye axed, jist as ye axed it. They
knowed wal enough 'twa’nt always best for ye. But
I'll warrant they give ye suthin better’n ye axed in some
other way.

« Jist so, Maircy, the Lor answers prayers. Jist so [
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reely bleeve he lets yer father'n mother bless ye. We
can’t see ’ern. Little Blind Alger can’t see his parrents,
though they come around-cluss up tew him, and smile on
him twenty times a day. He can't see’em, but they
come and smile, and bless him, jist as often. So does
yer parrents come and smile on yew, though yer tew
blind to see ’em. They're dewin all the more fur ye now
they're out o’ prison. The Lor hes a gret many arants
fur ’em to dew,—good arants tew, and not one single bad
one, Maircy. . _

« If twant for their winder screens to hide 'em from

us, we should see the people up there in heaven. When -

I went to Square Sisson’s to clean house, I went by the
‘ parlor‘winders in the streets, and looked up, and tried to
gee the folks through 'em, and "twas all dark as a dungeon
behind. But when I went into the parlor to take ’em out
and wash ’em, I looked down through 'em to the street,
- and seen ebber'n ebber so many people pass. The folks

fthere in heaven looks down through their winder
screens, and sees us as plain as day, while we can’t see a
glimpse of them. Yer father and mother sees ye, Mairey,

u

and does for ye a gret. sight more’n they ever could dew .

here in this troublesome worl. ‘
“Mebby the Lor sent ’em down to git ye in with Massa
Buxton's folks, 'thout anybuddy’s knowin why they
wanted ye, and why ye went there. Mebby they sharp-
‘ened yer taste for lamnin, and sich like, and sent Julie
 Wordin to be yer friend. Mebby they've watched ye and
kep yer young feet from ugly ways. MeBby they’'ve
stoughtened yer heart and hands a leetle, to bear yer
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" burdens better. Git religin, Maircy, and T say ye will see

how certen they may live in heaven now, and dew all

‘these things fur ye.”

I could not dispute such consolation asjthis, for it was
grateful as the sunshine to me, and it was rather con-
firmed by what we seemed to foel ‘when we visited
mother’s grave. I was thankful to my old friend for it,

and I thought if she had been a learned minister, she

could not have comforted me more,
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XTIX.

Azovt this time, George Milbank came to live in Mer-
rimack. He had made a few upward tumns in life since
he went with Farmer Dodge in Topsfield, and now he
began to feel himself a man.. His mother and friends
had desired him to remain on a farm, but that pursuit
was too dull for him. He had behaved himself very well
while there, however, and left Topsfield with many good
wishes enlisted in his behalf. _

(teorge wandered about Merrimack several days before
he could find a situation, and then was compelled to
engage . himself as a porter in a law office, for a hundred
and fifty dollars a year. He saw me pass the office every
day, and recognized me, and came to Mrs. Dorlon’s and

sought my acquaintance. He seemed well enough pleased
to renew his acquaintance with me, though not without
reminding me of the vengeance I wished to call down on
his head in Salem, and the ruin which might have
- crushed him, had my voice been heard. I could not
even then relinquish the little foolish pique I had against
him, and I did not give him a very cordial welcome.
Still I was somewhat ashamed of my conduct, and
allowed him to understand that I felt that I had done
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wrong. I thought he had not ixﬁproved at all in his

.looks. His hair was still long, and he did not -appear

careful about keeping it dressed in a very becoming style.
He was brown as a beaver, his aititudes were awkward,
his gait was careless and heavy, he stooped a great deal
when he walked, and, seen at a distance, people often
thought he was intoxicated. His flat-and-treble voice
was made up of fragments of broken sounds. He was
inattentive to everybody around him, and in fruit-time he

- 'was commonly munching an apple and jerking the core

across the street, or eating a melon and spitting the seeds
and rind in’ everybody’s way. I contrasted him with my
‘elegant friend Derby, and wondered how two young men
could be formed with such different looks and actions.
But I must do George simple justice. At that time I
was surprised by his intelligence, and did not dislike the
glance of his deep black eye. I observed his manly resolu-
tion, ‘and said to myself, “George Milbank need not
always remain where he is.”” 1 took some interest in
him, and was willing to see him rise.

About this time I became acquainted with Rev. Selwyn
Downs, and I must give a brief account of him. Selwyn
Downs was one of the gentlemen who visited our mill
the day after the Puffits and Blebs were there, and who
expressed so much interest in factory life. “He was the
son of a wealthy physician, who possessed one of the
finest situations in Merrimack. Selwyn was an only son,
while one daughter blessed him with the best affection
which a devoted sister could bestow. He had graduated
at Harvard with many honors, and performed the tour of
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Europe, visiting several scenes a-foot, returned about two
yeafs before, and resumed the profession of a pastor, from
a desire which had haunted him, he said, since he was
fifteen. He saw a providence of God in his father's
wealth, and that providence bade him consecrate his life
to & mission of christian faith, hope, and charity. So he
did not accept one of the flattering calls he received to
settle over great and wealthy congregations, and become
the favorite of a devoted people ; but when a city mission
was founded in Merrimack, and several wealthy persons
endowed it with funds, and offered a salary of fifteen hun-
dred dollars for a ‘minister,'Sellwyn Downs accepted the
call, received the salary, and distributed it among the
needy of his flock. ' |

I was not so well impressed with his appearance on an
introduction as I was before and afterwards. His hair

was black and glossy as the locks of a Wampanoag, His

eyes were dark, mild, and intelligent, and his manly face
was mowlded as finely as a woman’s. His elegant form
and soft brunette complexion impressed me in time with
more spiritual loveliness than I could discover even at the
second or third sight. His manner was affable, and yet
there was a prophet’s sacred earnestness about it, while
his electric voice and words seemed scarcely to touch his
tongue or lips as they rolled from. the depths of his ardent
soul. :

Selwyn Downs was regarded by many as guite an
eccentric character; and I heard this manner aseribed to
him so often, that I asked myself what it could mean. I
chose my own definition, and concluded that, to'be eccen-
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trie, in the trne meaning of the word, was to eschew con-

- formity and imitation, and obey the laws of one’s own
- nature and of his God, just as if there were nobody else

in the world to remark upon his actions. Or, if he
recognizes the presence of others, he is simple and truthful
with them as with himself; and, if he likes or dislikes
them, or thinks them wise ox foolish, he frankly tells them
what he thinks and feels. If he hides anything, it is his
own virtues and his neighbor’s faults. - If he does aﬁything -
in secret to avoid exposure and remark, it is the business
of a charitable christian life. ‘

Selwyn Downs had this eccentricity, and his character
appeared the more peculiar as there were too many around
him who avoided ‘eccentricity by formal concessions, and
the open parade of charity, as by fashions and manners
most scrupulously squared by the popular mode. But
I thought of others who bore him excellent company. I
thought of Nathan's eccentricity before David. 1 thought
of Elijah’s eccentric visit to the widow of Sarepta, when
society would naturally say his charities were best be-
stowed among the poor of his own nation. I thought of
Franklin, eccentricé,lly eating his roll in the city streets,
and runnihg the risk of being. taken for a clown, because
his time happened to be precious, and he had an appetite

for food. 1 thought of Oberlin, eccentrically choosing his

mission in the mountains, and associating with the poor
and lowly, when he could have settled in a city and
received his two or three thousand a year.

Selwyn Downs was pastor of a free chapel, in which
he preached on the Sabbath. He established and took
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care of a Sabbath-school of vagrant children. He super-
intended a Thursday evening school, which was princi-
pally filled with poor young people, who had been induced
to come in from haunts of idleness and dissipation. He
gathered children irto the Sabbath-schools of the city,
and into the common schools when he could. He found

places for idle and mischievous Boys. Beside this, he

visited the homes of the suffering and needy, administered
to their comfort, and found illustrations for his sermons.
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XX.

I RETAINED my situation in the Lafayette Mill, and
liked my looms as ever. I sometimes thought my work
tasked my physical powers too heavily, though I could
make it as light and easy as I pleased. But we were
ambitious to tend all the looms, and earn all the wages
we could ; and this ambition became such a habit with
us, we obeyed it as we did the rules and regulations of
the mill. I was often greatly fatigued when I retired at
wight, and as often resolved to make my day’s-work
lighter. But my resolutions were seldom carried out.
‘When nothing else came up to quicken my steps, the
recollection of my brothers, and my desire to assist them
in any time of need, or procure a home to which I could
invite them, renewed my strength, and urged me on to
greater tasks and exertions. .

How many, and how pleasant were the little rural
homes my faﬁcy built for my brothers, and how often did the
fair enchantréss ‘assure me that I was not building castles
in the air! It was always a Swiss coitage, but now it
stood on the banks of the Merrimack, near the cascade I
have mentioned, where we would have our garden and
trees, and keep our dairy slnd poultry, and bring our
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" berries from the hills, and nuts from the woods, and enjoy
our book or a visit from fiiends on the social autumn eve-
nings, and during the summer and winter storms. Again,

it was in South Salem, Lynn, or Wenham; but always in

wview of pleasant woods and waters, and always supplied
with rural luxuries, and enjoyed with books and friends.
The atmosphere of the mill remained unpleasant ; and
that, more than my work, often took the color from my
cheeks, and the vigor from my hand. How different from

that which I breathed in a former sphere! What a prison -

did I seem to enter as 1 returned from & trip to the dear
oId city of peace!

~ 8till T Iiked my employment far better than I antici-
- pated, and saw that much which Mr. Olney predicted
was true. There was a moral atmosphere in the mill
which was breezy and inspiring as -the morning air. I
found that our work had a good influence on our minds.
The girls, with very few exceptions, were fast improving
in its discipline, Tndeed, I found them rising to a strength
of will and breadth of character which I did not expect.
Their sympathies were warmer and wider, and never was
an appeal made to their charity which did not receive a
generous response. They were more ‘independent, and
had higher ideas of woman—of her capabilities, her mis-
sion, and her sphere. I cammot say that this was the
 effect of our work alone, thoﬁgh I am sure that it gave us

moral energy; but our associations, and the books we -

read, and the object for which we labored, did, perhaps,
more than our work, for our character and life. -I could
see that even Miss Mumby was more of a woman than
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when I met her firat, and was not Eio fond of dress, though
she still indulged her folly too much.

Amelia Dorlon was evidently injured by coming to
M"errimack and T began to regard her with anxiety and
grief. It could not have been factory life that stole away
the sweet simplicity of her childhood, and yet she was
greatly changed. She had a passion for dress, which a
portion of her mother’s earnings were taken to gratify.
She was vain of her beauty, and loved to be petted and
praised. She had scarce any mind or will of her own,
and began to be governed by the minds of a giddy circle
and by the tastes and fashions of the world. She ne-
glected her education, and read such books only as gave
our sex a weak and degraded character, and narrow soul
and sphere.

But Agnes and Anna continued to engage my love and
admiration. And what a satisfaction they took in the
objects of their toil, and what discipline and beauty!
Only one more payment had Agnes to make, and her
father wonld have an unencumbered farm again, and she
‘could return, when she desired to, and enjoy more sweetly
her pleasant Quinnebaug home.

Poor Anna suffered many home afflictions, but she had
such a hopeful and sunny nature she enjoyed some happy
days, while laying up means for her own and her mother’s
needs, and while rising to a beautiful life.

We continued to like Mr. Olney, our superintendent,
very much. He knew our nature, and the honor of our
voeation, and could look at our position from our own

point of view. He knew what to demand of us, and
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what was due to us fror our employers; and his interest

extended beyond the consideration of so much service

done, and so much wages rendered. He regarded us as

" moral and intelligent beings, and he did all in his power
to help our education and promote our independence.

. My acquaintance with Neal Derby continued, and my
attachments for him increased as he showed more tastes
in sympathy with mine, and displayed, with few excep-
tions, the signs of 2 manliness which won my admiration.

A fine source of pleasure was at this time proposed,
and a large circle of young men and women was soon
drawn around it. It was proposed by Miss Warden. She
discovered that there was mind and taste among the
spindles. She saw what faculties of thought were flour-
ishing without aid, and amid .disadvantages, as she had
seen thrifty pines and maples flourish on a rock. She
saw what threads of sentiment might be gathered up and
woven into golden fabrics ; what images and ideas could
be looped into festoons of beautiful poetry, or wrought into
webs of eloquent prose, and she invited about iwenty of
us to her parlor one evening, and proposed to form a Book
Society. She would enjoy it herself. She knew she would

- profit equally with us, and- she hoped we would favor her
plan, or offer better ones, and engage in earnest with her.

She proposed a method of raising funds for a library,
by which she engaged to get large assistance from her
wealthy filends, and she suggested the regulations of the
society ; which she thought should meet once a week,
and take exercises in reading and composition. Her sug-
gestions werc approved and adopted with delight. A
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society was organized, and the houses of three or four
friends were selected as places for the meetings. There
was not a girl at Mrs. Dorlon’s, excepting Milly, who did
not rejoice to'be a member, and she too went along with
the rest. .Full twenty girls attended the first night, and at.
the second meeting, a fortnight after, a dozen young men
were admitted to membership. Mr. Olney heard of our
movement, and he handed in a check for fifty dollars,
(the contribution of himself and a few friends,) told us to
lay it all out for books, and informed us that his danghter
would be glad to join us. Selwyn Downs was greatly
interested, and he gave us aid and counsel. We had a
fine sum of money to commence with, and a handsome
library was purchased.

But in signing the by-laws which, after six months,
required a weekly composition, some of the girls pledged
themselves to an undertaking of which they had little
idea. Most of us had a good common-school education,
all of ug wrote a fair hand, and some had produced essays |
and stories of great merit, while a few had never attempted
an effort of the kind. Poor Anna Logan could write after
copies, but she could not originate a written sentence.
Miss Mumby was but liitle ahead of Anna, although her
opportunities had left her without excuse. Milly Dorlon
wrote a passable letter with a little help from the ‘¢ Model
Letter Writer,” while Agnes Newman could describe a
landecape, incident or character, in a style whmh delighted
Julia Warden.

Such was the power of Julia’s inspirations, however,
we all fook courage, and thought we could produce any-
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thing which she proposed ; and we promised, that after
six months we would read our compositions in the
Circle. And Julia was much gratified to get pledges
from Miss Mumby and Anna Logan, believing the com-
positions would come before maﬁj fines were paid. Anna
was assured that she had a store of fine pieces, in prose
and poetry, in her mind, -and a way should be found to
unroll them to the light. Olive was told that she could
write her thoughts as well as she could speak them. Milly
was advised to burn her Letter Book, originate more
interesting letters from her own mind, and let the Circle
know how she felt and thought. And George Milbank,
(who ‘was also of our number,) gave us to expect early
efforts from him.

Some of us blushed, when we thought what we had
engaged to submit to that learned lady ; and others mani.
fested confidence and pleasure. We induced Julia, against

her will, to preside over the Circle. She then opened an

evening school, to which we were all invited. . It was

conducted in an apartment of her father’s house, and =

Anna Logan’s blue eyes sparkled with tears, and she
uttered a thousand thanks from a heart all warm with
Irish love, as she was taken under special care.
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XXI.

‘WE now experienced one of those great revulsions
which sometimes afflict our country, and are felt so severely
by the operative classes. Public confidence declined,
money almost ceased to circulate, and cotton fabrics fell
to the lowest prices. The consequence, of course, was,
that our wages were reduced, and we were obliged, either
to quit the mills, or to spin and weave at prices which
hardly defrayed our weekly expenses. The corporations
suffered, I believe, comparatively little. Their directors
had more foresight than we poor girls, and they were
strongly fortified against the crisis. They counld not suffer
much, and they might have prevented our suffering as
we did, had they drawn a little from the funds which a
long course of prosperity had enabled ther to treasure.

'Mr. Olney was by this time an owner and director in
our mill, and he made every effort in his power, at first
to prevent, and then to ease the blow which fell upon us.
For the honor of the corporation, ‘h'e insisted we should
not be permitted to sacrifice a dollar. He had certainly
one-third, and I believe almost & majority of the stock-
holders and directors on his side, and for a time we were
encouraged with the hope that we should not have our
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work diminished, nor our wages cut down. It did our

hearts good, and it exalted our faith in man, to see how
Mr. Olney and many others pleaded for the operatives,
and what satisfaction they took in this business. But all

their pleadings were overruled, and our wages went down .

with the briefest notice. :

I myself felt the reverse geverely, but the fruits of a
stern economy remained to support me now, and I was
enabled to live, and do soinething for the relief of others
more needy. Miss Mumby was overtaken by adversity,
like an unsuspecting traveller by a storm, and she had
to lament her extravagance with mortification and with
tears. Mis. Dorlon suffered considerably, and she laid off

her Martha Washington airs, and forgot her growing
pride of dress for a season, amidst the extra exertions she

was compelled to make, to support her family and keep
up her house. Amelia wept and grew pale amidst her
privations. Anna Logan suffered, for her needy mother
had taken many of her earnings, and she had but little
left n the bank. Most of the operatives suffered. Qut.
of our large number, it is probable that a few were forced
to temptation by their necessities, and many who had
couniry homes returned to their parents. -

There was a great deal more suffering in Merrimack.
than . any one knew, for many were too proud or teo deli-
cate to make their sufferings. known. The crisis lasted
for a long time, and many who could not continue in the
mills, went out to service in families, or took up some
other pursuit. From most other vocations, however, they
were repelled by the same stern necessity which drove them
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from the loom. Shoe-binding was as poor as mill work.

They were not invited to any clerkships in the stores, for
that occupation was already overrom with young men.
They could not set types, nor get many chances to learn
book-binding. There was great and grievous suffering.
A large majority, however, had practiced such ecomomy,
that they met the exisis with very good success, and took

. some discipline from it.

It had often been said -of us; that we were a class of
slaves, bound to an oppressive system, and dependents
on the will of our masters, We had replied, that the
only slavery we had seen was that of idleness, ignorance
and vice,—which prevailed, alas! too widely in our own
free and virtuous New England ;—while we enjoyed great
independence. And though our corporations ought to

" have done more for us, and not suffered us to work for

low wages whilst they abounded in resources which we
had helped to gain; we were, after all, a great deal in-
debted to them for cur independence, and we were none
the worse perhaps in the long run for what we suffered ;
certainly not for the discipline our sufferings gave us.
Many of our number had stock in the mills, and hand-
some deposites in the banks, and I never knew three out
of a dozen refuse to give generous assistance to others
who were needy. We had our mutual aid and relief so-
cieties, and great exertions were made to distribute our
comforts and equalize our blessings. And we had much
sympathy and assistance from the best and most able
families in town. Between the poor and the truly wealthy,
there was warm fellowship and love, and if the poor
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were thankful for assistance, the Wealthy were also thank-
ful for the blessing they zeceived in assisting the poor, and
a crisis which brought suffering - and desututlon, also
abounded in moral comfort and improvement.
T ulia Warden was unusually active, at this time, pro-
curing money from the rich and distributing it among the
poor. Mr. Olney was active, and many a sad heart was
relieved of its burden by his generous hand. 501w3 n
Downs seemed to take neither sleep nor rest from his
incessant labors.  This, indeed, was a time tb display his
eccentricity. He had many contributors in counsel. He

held in his hands a hundred threads of charity, and he

wove them into golden webs of blessmg and of joy. And if
the proverb is true (as the least experience assures us,)

- that it is more blessed to give than receive, he was one of -

the most blessed of men,—he was beatified on earth. He
had all his salary to give, and he gave it freely. He had
an ample allowance from his father, and that was
not withheld. And some would have thought, when they
had given their money, it was all they could or were
required to do. But money was the poorest of Selwyn’s
charities. It was good, it procured comfort for many,
bat it was the least of his charities. He gave his influ-
ence to every bengvolent enterprise. He gave a good and
eamest word in favor of every humane object, and to
comfort every sad heart he met. He gé.ve unceasing la-
bors. He gave his own earnest and loving heart with
every thing else contributed, and that was what sanetified
his chanugs, and made them of real worth. There were
not many sick-chambers among the poor of Merrimack
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which were not lighted by his smiles, cheered by his
words, or replenished by his charities.
There was ‘one chamber within the circle of }ns mis-

“sion to which I was invited, in company with Agnes

Newman and Anna Logan. It was that of a dear friend,
whose name was Rachel Wilbur. She sent word to us by
Selwyn that she desired to see us, or we might not have

" been informed in time to meet her again on earth. She

carried a pale and anxious countenance the last time we
saw her, and long ‘before this crisis oceurred. But when-
ever she had been questioned as to her health, or the con-
ditior of her funds or family, she smiled and gave us
cheerful answers. She always hoped her dear father was
going to do better now he was resolved to sign the pledge,
and her mother was convalescent, and their friends were
kind, and she expected a good sitnation in a shop the next
day, and all that; and she was sure that none of them
needed- any assistance. !

And thus, with our attention drawn a hundred other
ways, we lost the impression that Rachel was a sensitive
creature with a womanly spirit of independence ; we for-
got that she econtinued to find little or no employment
abroad, and that there was want and suffering in her
-home ; we neglected for several months to visit her, and
when we went again, we beheld a sight which haunts me
with grief at this hour. .

Rachel's proud spirit had led her to conceal her suffer-
ings. She had not found the employment she desired :
she had not obtained one situation which had been promised
-her, and she remained at home and gave way to anxiety
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and gloom. And many were the causes of this great

sorrow. Her father had at last signed the pledge and

become a sober and kind man; but he, too; could find
little work, and a portion of the pittances he earned had
to go to pay liquor bills long since due, instead of buying
bread for his hungry family. At last he was laid up with
sickness, and had to be fed and tended, instead of being
able any longer to bring a loaf or a candle to his poor
- needy home. Then Mrs, Wilbur was brought down with
a fever, and Rachel struggled long between want and
death to comfort her, and raise her from her bed. But

she died at an hour when a prayer was going up. for -

relief from those grim enemies, and was buried without
the knowledge of many who thought they had any sym-
pathy or assistance to spare. A fow weecks after the
funeral, Rachel took a severe cold while looking for work
—a quick consumption followed, and we found her nem&
her grave.

Qur first words to her were choked with sobs, and were
uttered in a prayer for her forgiveness of our neglect. Our
first sights, as we turned our eyes from the pale sufferer,
were those of _poverty and grief. There were only a few
brands on. the hearth. Her little brothers and sisters

gathered around her bed with looks of hunger staring

from their sad faces, and showing by their hair and gar-
ments how they had been neglected since Rachel was
brought to her dying bed. One had a crust of bread ;
another had a slice of cold pudding which somebody had
handed in; and another was eating a seed-cake. The
chairs were, most of them, out at the bottom and covered
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with dust. The kitchen furniture was scattered about

the hedrth and on the table, showing too plainly that a

man had been trying to do the housework, in the loss of
womanly aid> The curtain of one window (of faded green
paper) was pinned up at one side, and left to dangle in
the most slatternly way; while the other was parily
torn off, and partly tied. The bedclothes were soiled, and
the thin rag-carpet was littered from end ‘to end.

The wretched condition of that once tidy and orderly

chamber we knew troubled Rachel even more than her
gickness. She could not open her eyes without seeing
them, and she was so wasted she could not lift her hands
to her head. A smile passed over her face as we entered,
and she was glad to have us take her hand and kiss the
tears from her cheeks which she could not wipe away. We
sat some time in silence after our first words, and looked
the sympathy and love which we could not speak; we
then asked Selwyn for her father, and inquired how she
had been for the last night.

Selwyn supposed her father would soon return, a.nd
Rachel whlspered that she had been comfortable since

relief was brought. But she had suffered from hunger

and cold as well as sickness. She had suffered from be-
reavement and loneliness, and all that can tear a tender
heart with grief. She was attached to life, and had not,
without many pangs, resigned herself to part with it, and
with her father, and the world, and obey God’s will.
But ‘still she had' comfort with her suflerings; she pos-
gessed a firm and intelligent. faith ; she believed the dead
would rise again, and rise immediately, and as they were

A P SHI T A A
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prepared for the office, that they would take up some
heavenly occupation, and do all the more for their friends
and the world for being free and immortal. She believed
that the spiritual spheres of heaven and earth toueh each
other, and in Christ’s reign it is all one future and one

sphere. She believed this, and her soul was anchored .

within the veil. We could see how one might be very
strong in weakness, and rich in poverty, and peaceful
in grief and sorrow. It seemed to us that that dismal
chamber had become the gate of heaven, and was passed
by angels that moming. We were melted to tears, and
yet. lifted with spiritual power as if angels were minis-
* tering to us.

Rachel could not speak above a low wlﬁsper, but she
assured us it grew brighter and brighter before her, and
there was less and less to trouble her in this world. Hey
father came in with a melancholy look and sat down
with his chlldren around her, and then Selwyn Downs,
in a low and tender voice, conversed with her as we
imagined the Savior himself would have done. He con-
fossed that death itself; in any light, is terrible, and that
this poor girl had had her part of suffering, and weighed
her cross with Christ’s, He had nothing to say about the
certainty of death, nor that all of us would scon have to
follow ; mor that others guffered more than she ; nor that
it might have been better or worse in any other cireum-
stances. But he expressed a sympathy of heart ‘and
faith and hope. He cited words of comfort from the bible.
He talked of the resurrection, and the pleasures and em-
" ployments of heaven. He spoke of the happy death-
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scenes he had witnessed, and the words of triumph which
dying saints had uttered.

«If Christ,” said he, “ were to pass thzs way, as he
went through Jericho and Jerusalem, and step into thls
chamber, lay his hand on this pale sufferer who is about
to beeome his bride, and restore her to this world’s health

~and life, we would fall at his feet and worship him with

hearts too full at first for words of praise. We would rise
and cry hosanna. We would glow and gladden in his
marvellous light. And the word would go abroad to other
hearts and homes, until thousands were surprised and re-
joiced by the news of the great miracle, Itwould be great ;
we would have reason for all this joy and gratitude. It
is blessed to live in this world, and to have our friends
live here as long as Christ can spare them.

“ But, after all, we are sure of a greater blessing, and
a grander miracle than this would be. Suppose he came
and healed her, would it not be with a health still sub-
jeét to sickness and pain? Would it not be for a life
still subject to want, temptation, sorrow and death ? But
we have the sure promise of the gospel, that Christ will
come and lay his hand on the spirit of this daughter, and
raise it to a life of heavenly health, and heavenly joy
and peace ; and this latter miracle is to be chosen before
the former, and in behef of this, Wf can triumph over
death.

As he uttered these words, a smile of triumph again
kindled Rachel's face, and something ingpired her voice

" to give an audible response, and tell us she Was now 1m-
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patient for that heavenly life. She then sang a verse of

Mr. Bryant’s hymn:

0! there sre days of sunuf rest,
For every dark and troubled night!”

These were her last words. Her voice fell like a sinking
breeze, and as. we glanced at her again, we found she had
passed away. i

The scene which followed I need not detain the reader
to describe. The father had been forgiven the errors of
his evil life, and the trouble he had inflicted on that de-
voted heart, and he needed not to have asked those mute
lips to forgive him again. The children were in the care
of friends, who would not see them suffer any more, but
it was no wonder they thought the last friend was dead
when Rachel expired, and feared everything that a
rex}l_embrance of hunger, cold, nakedness, and bereave-
~ment could bring. We had none of us reason to wish
 that freed spirit to return, nor to weep over its liberation,
and yet we grieved deeply for our loss, and our tears were
w;u'.-m and many. Our dear Rachel Wilbur was buried
by the side of her mother, and was followed to her grave
by many loving friends.
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I xnow not that there was a single class of artisans who

- did not suffer from this unexpected crisis, for even the

seamstresses and shoe and bookbinders experienced good
or evil days, as the factories prospered or declined, And
sorry am I to say, that a few families did a great deal to
reduce the wages of seamstresses, binders, braiders, and
others, by taking work home and doing it at any price
which manufacturers would give. I have already men-
tioned those who took it from Hickory Hall in this way. I |
have mentioned Miss Puffit, and the lace and jewelry she
was going to purchase with money received for work. This
fashion, I believe, became more prevalent with a certain
get, as work grew scarce, and wages declined. There
was a great rage for watches at this time ; nothing as
cheap as fifty dollars would answer for a watch, and the
fashion said it must be earned by sewing, or braiding, and
not purchased by any rich papa’s money. This fashion
was introduced and maintained, as it appeared to us,
without any care for the sufferings and oppressions it
would cause. It was supported by many who desired to
be regarded as the aristocracy of Merrimack  Miss Puffit
followed the example, notvgiihstanding all her mother’s
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protests and entreaties, and her father mdulged her on the
ground that other gixls did so, and Bell must not act sin-
gular, or be outdone.

About this time, Mr. I Newton Puffit allowed his
daughter to give a great party to what they called the
elite of the town. Mrs. Puffit protested against it, when
there was so much’ suffering around them, and she needed
more means to relieve the poor she visited. Furthermore,
she said, they were not able to give such parties as Bell's
asdociates were making, and would expect, and she should

be very unhappy, if they went against her wishes this

time. But Mr. Puffit saw many reasons for crossing her
dear wishes. He regarded the affair from a wozzldly point
of view, and judged that nothing could contribute more
to his repufation, or secure a better influence for Hickory
Hall. There should be an author and artist or two invi-
ted ; and if Gen. Buzbee, Prof. Bounce, the dancing mas-
ter, Dr. Mushroom, -inventor and proprietor of the celebla-
ted Passamaquoddy Mixture and Killorcureal! Pills ;

Washingtont Pinchbeck, Esq., the Rev. A. Sweet Pretty—
man, and a few other prominent gentlemen, with their
ladies, conld be induced to attend, the affair would be so
much the more respectable, and so much more would be

done to convinee the world that the word Puffit expressed

nothing of his character or fame.
A few mémbers of the press should also be invited, and
_their reports would be filled with eulogy and exclama-
tion. * Qur gentiemanly ~host, his lady-like wife, and
splendid daughter,” would be mentioned, and every dress,

every display, all the courses of the supper, and the dis- -
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tinguished guests, would be complimented, and this woul&
reflder the position of the family more certain and con-
spicuous, and hundreds would for the first time learn who
I. Newton Puffit was.

Mrs. Puffit still protested against the party, and against
many of the guests her husband spoke of inviting, and

repeated, that she should feel grieved and injured if it §

were given. But all her arguments and protests went for
nothing, when another family promised Mr. Puffit tha.t

they would give the next party, and invite some of their

Newport acquaintances, if he would take the lead.

. This family were no particular favorites of that good
woman, but Arabella and her father liked them, and
sought every means to secure their alliance, and she was
at last compelled to yield her consent and hold her peace.

And as this famdy ranked themselves with the highest,
and took a leading part in many great affairs, I may be
pardoned if T introduce them to my readers. Their name

. was Keezle : they were a numeérous famlly, and their his-’

tory, if brief, is not without its interest and lesson. M.
Keezle commenced life- as clerk of a porter-house in a
dark quarter of the town, and his wife sold cigars in a
corner of the market. By-and-by he rented a grocery,
and sold ‘liquor "and oysters on his own account. They
were married, and he opened a liquor saloon and oyster
stalls, and she did the cooking for the establishment.

- Their business was very prosperous, and finally they

opened o splendid. house called the “Mount Vernon
Shades,” and had fulllength portraits of Washington and

Lafayette on the right and left of the street-door, withan

'
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aflable smile and courteous bow, pointing customers
into “ The Shades.” This place they conducted about a
dozen years, and retired (with a hundred thousand dol-
lars, and with the office of Sheriff, which Mr. Keezle's
.party gave him,) to a magnificent villa just over the
county line, (where the sheriff’s sheriffalty lay) within a
convenient distance of the city.

The Keezles had a son at college, and their eldest
daughter had returned from boarding-school, (as “ Betsey
Baker” did) « with a finished education.”

Mr. Keezle was one of your jolly-faced worldlings, and
at first he made me think of Santa Claus, as Clement

Moore describes him, and afterwards he reminded me still

more of 2 little alabaster image with a squatted lump of
a body, a flattened head, and shining face, which the sea
captains brought frorn~India and set up in the: Salem
musgeum. He commonly wore a cloak, wrapped it around
him with an air of prodigious consequence, and took a
lordly, rolling step, when he entered church. He smoked
prime cigars, and drove fast horges on the turnpikes,
~ tossing his change or ticket haughtily to the toll-women
as he hurned like a whirlwind past, and a,lways told them
to pick it up.

"+ He was sometimes heard to say he “ hated the whole
caboodle, of the clargy,” and yet he supported meetmgs,
and insisted on having a loud voice.in all church business,
and I fancied that more than one clergyman rather courted
his favor, were quickly apprised of all his afflictions,
visited him, and were glad enough to take the tempting
sums he contributed to their churches. He was not often ad-
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mitted to the circles of those who held virtue and intelli-l
geance with their wealth; but all of the Puffit class of

. citizens courted his society, and showed him very respect-

ful favor. It was fancied that he sometimes got a better
seat in the cars than a poor, honest laborer, or éolored
man, but never when Conductor Olney (our superin-
tendent’s brother) had command. It was known that he
found better quarfers in the hotels, met more gentlem_anly

- clerks in the stores, got an eaxlier steak at market, though

a dozen were in turn before him; was more frequently
honored at public dinners and meetings, and was jostled
less rudely on the sidewalks, than many of his poor but
honpst and intelligent neighbors who wore coarser cloth

" and made less noise in the world.

Mrs. Keezle was a tall, thin woman, with brownish hair,
and a blue and bony face. Her nose was high and
hooked, almost as a parrot’s bill. Her eyes were gray,
and were hungry-looking and deep-set. Her mouth
was wide and square, and her liPs would almost pinch a
pin in two. Her hands were long, and blue and bony as
her face, and her voice was as shrill as a guinea fowl’s.

- It was said that Mrs. Keezle was far less ugly when

she sold cigars in the market, and that she had acquired

- the worst of her present looks while perfonmng the

honors of * Mount Vernon Shades.”

The Keezles supported everything in their establish-
ment that any of .the fashionables did, and were deter
mined to make the most of a worldly life. They were
greatly annoyed b}y appeals to their charity, and did not
like to hear of the cries or claims of the poor.
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They contributed freely to the suppbrt of the church,
but nothing seemed to offend them sooner than a begging
sermon or a coniribution box. Selwyn Downs never suc-
ceeded in winning a chaniy from them. They reminded
him. that there was a poor-house, and he need not come
again il that was full. They gave next.to nothing to
relieve the distressed in that sad year. They even in-
creased the oppressions of the poor. They were still bent on
gain, and a few wealthy families kept them in countenance
while reaching their selfish ends. They did not mcrease
our embarrassments, it is true, but they did' much to dis-
tress the braiders, knitters, and seamstresses. 1. Newton
Puffit, Esq., of Hickory Hall, bid up for cheap work, and
Mrs. Keezle, two of her daughters, and their set, ‘were
braiding hats for four pence, knitting stockings for a shil-
ling, making overalls for ten cents, and shiris for twenty-
five, while poor, dependent women were living in dark
chambers and starving, without work, or with work at
prices which would not buy them food and raiment.

" I confess, I found it hard- to be reconciled to this state
of things in a christian city. I thought in my mind what
a quiet, but no less certain and drenching Quaker storm,
the Buxtons would call down if the fashion were intro-
duced in Salem. I knew, indeed, that Christianity was
Heaven’s first-born truth, and there were hundreds of

christians in Merrimack who would have adorned a mem-

bership in the old Apostles’ church, yet when I saw the
Pudfits, (Mrs. P. excepted) the Keezles, and others of their
set, courted and petted by some of the ministers and

churches of our city, I fancied that they would have
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received Dives Himself with a warm right-hand of fellow-
ship, appealed to his judgment or sense of propriety on
many grave questions, submitted to his dictation, with ex-
emplary patience, and sent him to heaven at last in a golden
chariot all grandly arrayed with his purple and fine
linen. ’ :

Encouraged and sustained by Sheriff’ Keezle and’ his
family, Mr. Puffit suppressed his wife’s remonstrance, and
permitted his daughter to give a splendid party. The
geason at Newport had just closed, and several families
and friends who had spent the summer there were invited,
with the Puffit eléte of Merrimack. I need not detain the
reader to describe the preparations which were made for
that party, nor the sumptuous tables that glittered in the
lampfight, nor the costly wines and liquors that were
drank, nor the dances, or other amusements.

Mr. Puffit was said io have been disappoinied in seeing
only two daily journals represented, but he should have
been satisfied with the reports which they gave. One of
them was headed,—* The Puffit Party !” and the other,—
« Newton Puffit, Esq., or the Sunny side'of Hickory Hall !”
“ Our host ” was praised for his “ unbounded hospitalities,”
and his ““ gentlemanly spirit and bearing ;" and a glance
or two at his “mammoth business” was not omitted.
His daughter was complimented—even her dress, her
jewels, her splendid hair, “ locking like ripples of light,”
the romance of her ¢ larpge, Iustrous eye,” and “the in-
comparable beauty of her form and feature’,f’were de-
scribed ; and it was averred, “ without . being irtvidious,
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" that Arabel Puffit and Clara Keezle were the Belles of
the Merrimack Ball.” '

One of the journals gave a few jtems of the liberal
outlay which was made for that grand occasion. After
agserting  that Mr. Puflit was *the Napoleon of manu-

facturers,” it stated the amount of the refreshment and -

Japonica bills in round numbers, and concluded by saying
that these generous disbursements all went to restore the
equilibriﬁm of property; and this falling and rising of
the rich and poor on the scale of .wealth; was an eternal
see-saw that kept the world in balance.

Another journal took a different view of the subject,
and said— We are dubious about this see-saw keeping all
the world 7z balance. The fast manufacturer, who knew
no better use for his money than to spend five hundred
dollars and more on a single party, is in one of the scales ;

the editor of the Eagle, with a two thousand dollar office,

in ditte. We also have nothing personally to complain of,
but when we look into the other seale, and see there a thou-
sand poor women, driven, some to despair, others to suicide,
and others to infamy, because they cannot acquire, by any
gort of honest industry, the two dollars per week which is
the lowest surn with which they can keep soul and body
together ;—when we read the police reports, showing how
many poor children are driven forth from the cellars and
. garrets of this. Christian city, to gain, by means of -vice,

their own and their parents’ subsistence ; when we know

and reflect, that not less than two thousand inhabitants of
Merrimack are to-day destitute and out of work, living
from hand to mouth on public or private charity, and
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falling daily from want into crime, we find it impossible
to balance the world’s good and ill fortune, as our neigh- -
bor so readily thinks he does. The old Book says, (Prov.
xi: 1.} ‘A false balance is an abomination - to the Loxd,’
and our neighbor should be careful and not be caught usfng ‘

- that sort,”

O%
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In the meantime our 'evening—sch)ool flourished, and
Julia Warden was taking her pleasure from it, as from

society and 'books. Some of the girls commenced with
* much embarrassment. When she reflected, Miss Mumby’s
florid cheeks turned pale, at the very thought of attempt-
ing to read before her accomplished tutor. She had the
confidence to be quite familiar with Julia when she glit-
tered in her rings and flaunted in her ribbons and flounces,
" but to read before her! « O, murder ! eried Miss Mumby,
(using this favorite exclamation for the last time,) «1
ghall show myself a dunce !’ But Julia repeated her
invitation, and Olive prepared herself for the trial. She
went and returned encoinaged, and went again, and
returned with still more courage, and with such an open
pronunciation, and such a full, clear, and pleasant voice,
m lieu of her old affectations, you would scarce have

!

recognized her speech.

Anna Logan needed not to have blushed at all to begin
with Julia. Good reading and thinking, good prose and
poetry, she had in her, and all there was to do was to
teach it the art of expression. Julia Warden had a key
to unlock™ her treasure-holding nature, and she gave her
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enconraging Jessons. Anna swallowed them all, as I have
seen a caged canary swallow seeds and water after a
day’s neglect. Anna astonished her tutor by her progress,
and when six months expired, she was the first on hand
at the Book Society, and having no notion of paying a
fine, she slipped a composition into Julia’s hand.

The project of a manuscript periodical was discussed,

~ and it received great favor. We decided that it should be

a quarterly. Julia Warden was requested to occupy the
editorial chair, but she declining, Agnes Newman was
persuaded to teke it, with the understanding that Julia
should assist her. It was to contain the value of four
letter-sheets, and be read by the president. We called it
the “ Garden.” We hoped that on gquarter-mghts we
might find it dressed and bleoming with not unsightly
flowers. a : .

Our hopes were very well fulfilled. The evening of the
first number came, and Julia’s parlor was filled with
members and guests. The “Garden” was the subjeet
of entertainment for the night. Agnes thought her part
must be done as daintily as possible, and she had four

- ‘elegant letter-sheets tied with a blue ribbon, on| which

were written her brief editorials, and wafered the con-
tributions. She asked her assistant to read it. For -
lovers of beauty, it was delightful to gaze on the bril-
liant Julia, as she received the * Garden,” and took
her chair to read.  She appeared quite majestic when
seated, the bloom on her cheek was kindled up to its
warmest glow, the white jessamine, as usual, adorned her
hair, and the' beautiful thoughts shone in those clear and
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liquid eyes, more brightly than * bottom-agates.” Lovery
of musi¢ were thrilled by her voice, and the whole party
sat hushed as in a trance, while she read the “Gar-
den.” The editor's greeting came first ; then I had an
apology for a story on the * Restored Conviet.” Then
came a careless and clumsy sketch from Milly Dorlon.
Then Julia’s essay appeared. " Then Agnes’ piece “was
read. Then Anna Logan heard her article, and she
blushed and grew pale by turns, with hopes and fears, as
she was thrilled with the music of the reading, and ob-
served the expressions of the company. Then came Mr.
Derby’s * Apology for Labor,” which gave me a shock of
anger that I could not conceal. It appeared with stric-
tures by the editor, on the title and the spirit of the
theme, which all of us enjoyed. Then came a poem
from Fanny Olney. Then came editorials : then Celia
Downs had an article, and others followed. Even Miss
Mumby was not left hopeless ; the editor was encouraged
by her efiort, and had desired to accept her piece ; but it
wag blemished with too many faults, and with a little
friendly advice, she and a few others were told to try
again, and hope for acceptance next time.

We mnever forgot that evening. Every impulse of
womanhood seemed fo be aroused and inflamed in our
bosoms. One year ago, many of us were ignorant of a

capability of the kind, and wondered how others could

weave their ideas into articles of such rerit as these pos-
sessed. Now all hearts danced with hopé, and .some of
ns thought it would be easy to bedome authors. Miss
Mumby toek hope with us, and that very night she would

OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 205

have given Anna Logan her choice of all her * tinkling
ornaments”’ in exchange for the ornaments she saw out
shine these in Anna's beautiful piece on * Friendship,”
which Julia read in the * Garden.”

We were quite astonished with our own efforts. Were
those the articles we ourselves had written ? The words
were ours, with a few slight corrections ;—we were too
familiar with them to mistake the}n, but how differently
they sounded when set to the music of Julia’s voice ! And
her emphasis and modulations brought beauty out of sen-
tences which we had feared would sound flat, and gave
‘meaning to passages in which we ourselves had discovered
no meaning. Really, who could help having hope? and
who would not try to outdo herself next time? Who
would not abandon toys and tinsels, and retrench the ex-
penses of the wardrobe, to buy a little more paper, and
have three or four new books to read ? 'Who would not
gaze less at this one’s bonnet and that one’s attire, and
care less about plays and shows, and examine more closely
the erown and apparel of spring and summer, consider
the beautiful stars, and admire the shows of God?
The party broke up, and Mr. and Mrs. Warden and Mr.

" and Mrs. Olney declared they never had been more agree-

ably entertained.
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AT eur next meeting, we had reading and ormtted
compositions. We had taken turns in selecting books to
be read ; it was now my turn, and I laid my book on the
table. It was a work which Mrs. Dr. Mushroom gave
me. I was at the doctor's one evening to ask for a little
help for our Operatives’ Aid Society, and observed this
book in the hands of the baby, who was tossing it gaily
about the room and threshing it on the floor, as if it had
been a rattle or ball. I took it up, and the first page
gave me an interest which the lady discovered in my
eyes.

“ What, pray, have you found in that book, Miss Win-
‘ thmp, which makes your eyes flash in that way 7 cried
Mrs. Mushroom, starting up with surprise. |

“Why, beautiful thoughts ;—the whole page is very
beautiful,” I answered with enthusiasm. “ And so i
this page, and I should like to read it through.”

“ Do take it along home with you and read it. I would
give it to you, if you would accept such a present.”

“ Accept it? If the whole book is as fine as this I
- have read, I should treasure it 25 a precious thing.”
~“How people differ in their tastes! Phebe Frances
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: brought it home—the word * Nature’ on the title page

took her eyes, and she thought she might be pleased with
it. But, la, I don’t wonder that the author was ashamed
to put his name to it, it is such a wishy-washy thing. We
tried to read it, but it was so° dry and flat, after reading

_Mrs. Rowson, I gave it to the baby. :She is tickled to

death with it; she has had a wild frolick with its rattling
leaves, and has been cutting her teeth on the cover. It’s
a first rate tooth-cutter, don’t you see itis ? It has saved
me the expense of an India-rubber ring. Take it home,
if you want it, and keep it, in welcome.”

1 took it home and read it twice through. It contained
some opinions that did not square with my own, nor add
at all to its interest or beauty. But, with few exceptions,
I read it with a rare delight. It seemed the expression
of a thonsand thonghts in my own mind which I had not
found words to utter ;- and it described scenes and impres-
sions which I could not have attempted, yet, which I
fancied I remembered to have witnessed and felt. I took
it to the Circle, and it was now opened as the book of
the evening. -

Neal Derby read the Introduction, and it was generally
understood. The first page, in particular, was spoken of
as very fine. Julia was so pleased, she took the volume
and repeated this sentence as trne and beautiful : * The
foregoing generations beheld God and nature face to face;
we, through their eyes. Why should not we also enjoy
an original relation to the universe ?”

Then Julia read the first chapter, on * Nature.”
Several criticisms were offered. Miss Mumby liked. the
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reading, “but for her life she' could not get interested in
the story,” and Neal Derby thought it a little dry. Milly
Dorlon hoped it would interest her more as we proceeded.
But a few of us were animated as by inspiration. Anna
' Logan was ‘““all ear,” like the Spirit in “ Comus,” to
. take in its beauty, and she cried—« a body of my little
learning must be a dunce of a judge indeed; but I say
for it, Miss O'Warden, as I understand it, that's a web of
- real glossy silk, and none of your rusty linsey-woolsey.
Read that again about the stars, if you please, Miss
O'Warden. That's a bit of beauty, I'm sure it is.”

Julia read—*If & man would be alone, let him look
at the stars. The rays that come from those heavenly
worlds, will separate between him-and vulgar things.
One might think the atmosphere was made transparent
with this design, to give man, in the heavenly bodies, the

perpetual presence of the sublime. Seen in the streets of -

cities, how great they are! Tf the stars should appear
one night in a thousand years, how would men believe
and adore ; and preserve for many generations the remem-
brance of the city of God which had been shown. But
every night come out these preachers of beauty, and light
the universe with their admonishing smile.”

Fanny Olney admired the passage on the woods. 1
thought you were reading prose till you came to that,”
said she, “but that is poetry, I'm sure it is.”

“No, it is prose,” replied Julia.

- Let me take the book and-see for myself, It s prose
in form, eertainly, but poetry in thought and measure. Did
none of you mind its lyrical measure ?”

‘ i
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“1 did,” answered Celia Doms, her face kindling

with the light of thought. o

“ And sure Z did. It ran round and round like a thread

on a reel "’ cried Anna Logan.

1 can read it without altering a word, and make good
blank verse of anapestic measure,” said Fanny

“ In the woods, too, o man casts off his years,
- As the snake his slough,
.And at what period soever of life,
Is always a child,
In the woods, is perpetual yonth.
Within these plantations of God,
A decorum and sanctity reign,
A perennial festival's dressed, _
And the é‘uest sees not how he should tire
Of them in a thousand years.”

The girls were sustained, and I called their attention
to the passage on the landscape. Miss Mumby thought
it silly enough, in a printed book, to say,—* Standing on
the bare ground—my head bathed by the blithe air. and
uplifted into infinite space—I become a transparent eye-
ball.” Celia Downs declared there was a fine suggestion
in the language. Neal Derby remiarked that he might
understand it better if he stood on his head. George
Milbank admired the close of the chapter. .

Fanny Olney read the chapter on “ Commodity,” and
Neal Derby read the one on * Beauty.” He read it
eloquently, and began, from thatinstant, to take an inter-
est. So did Amelia, while others of the Circle enjoyed
the finest pleasure. Fanny read for the second time this

passage—- How does Nature deify us with a few and

cheap elements ! Give mehealth and a day, and I will
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make the pomp of emperors ridiculons. The dawn is
~ my Assyria; the sunset and moonrise my Paphos and
unimaginable realms of faerie ; broad noon shall be my

England of the senses and the understanding ; the night

shall be my Germany of mystic philosophy and dreams.”

I remarked that I should remember that thought in all
my rambles, and feel how wealthy I was with the assur-
ance of the author, that ¢ every rational ereature has all
nature for a dowry and estate.” ‘

But there was not time for all we wanted to say, and

the book was passed to Arabella Puffit, who had come with
_an acquaintance without any invitation. She was some-
what vain of her reading, and was anxious all the eve-
ning to get the book into her hands and display her ac-
conmiplishment. She read, but while by her very emphases
we knew she did not understand the author, she made
such fashionable work with her vowels, and lisped and
minced so genteelly, her very s's hissed her, and her
audience failed to understand a word.

Celia Downs took. the volume and was requested to
read that fine passage again. Several admired particular
sentences, while Milbank was struck with this: “ The
world is emblematic. Parts of speech are metaphors,
becanse the whole of nature is a metaphor of the human
mind.” :

I saw a world of meaning in the words, while Miss
Mumby rubbed her eyes and called them downright non-
sense. And Arabella Puffit thought as much 2 month
ago,” and declared she would have staid away had she
known that shallow book was to be read. But the volume
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required double the number of its own words to point out
its meanings and beauties, and it was passed to Agnes

Newman, who read the chapter on “ Discipline.” As she
concluded, Anna Logan cried, “I declare again, there is
more of his musical measure as you call it. For the
round world 1t sounds just as I've heard the wood-thrushes
sing,

¢ Nature 1s thoroughly‘ mediate~ ’
* * * ¥

Man is never weary working it up.

He forges the subtile and delicate air

Into wise and melodious words,

And gives them wings ag angels

Of persuasion and command.’ "

QOther comments were made on the hook, and Miss
Mumby read the chapter on *Idealism,” and cried, 1
will not try to understand it—so there! It is unfit even
for a baby to cut her’ teeth on.” But others admired.
Anna Logan felt more beauty than she could express, and
said, “ Miss Mumby understands with her elbows, I .,
think.” -Here Miss Puffit arose and went to the mantel-
piece, and interrupted our reading by eriticising a pair of ;
marble bosts. “1 have a better pair of busts for my
mantel—a pair of splendid fancy pieces,” said she, ad-
dressing Miss Ward_en ; “and they make yours look tame
enough, Jule.” ’ ' ‘

« Mine 'suit me very well,” rephed Miss Warden.

“This one is tolerable—but why didn’t you get iwo
alike while you were about it 7’ continued Arabella, toss-
ing about as if on elliptic sprmgs, and glancing offen into
the mirror.
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“ One Shakespeare is enough for one shelf, ig it not,
Miss Puffit?” replied Miss Warden.

“QOho! it's a Shakespeare, then, is it ?” cried Arabella ;
“ I thought it was a fancy piece. If I was going to select
a real character, I would have a Napoleon by all means,
as pa wanted me to when I got mine. But what old

woman is this o mateh your Shakespeare? How she

puckers down her mouth! How silly her halr is cut!
Pray who do you call her, Jule ?”

“1 bought it for a Milton, after I had read ¢ Comus’ and
¢ Paradise Lost.” It suits my ideas of dear old Milton,”
replied Miss Warden, with anger in her eyes.

“ Milton who?” asked Arabella, with a ludicrovs air
of vulgar curiosity, and turned again to contemplate her
beauty in the glass.)

“1 beg your pardon—the poet, John Mﬂton, Miss Ara.-
bella Puffit !

“ Well, if that hasn’t done me brown! ¥ thought it
was some old woman, and wondered, too, why you stood
her up there. If they both had pipes, and a mug
of beer between ’em, I surely should have took 'em - for
Darby and Joan. But I don’t pretend to have much
taste for these plaster things any way. What be they

good for 7”7 And Arabella tossed and wriggled to her seat, °

unconscious of the kind of amusement her criticisms
gave.

Neal Derby read: the next chapter on Spmt ”  The
interest of the book was sustained, and Anna Logan read
the last on *“Prospects.” -

We were all astonished at the prorrress Anna had made
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in reading. It was apparent to our minds now that she

" had taken private lessons. Her voice was as liquid and

musical as that of the thrushes she mentioned. Her em-

~ phasis and pauses were just, and a dainty dash of the

cunningest Irish brogue was the charm of her pronuncia-
tion. Anna paused and repeated this passage as she
read : “Infancy is the perpetual Messiah, which comes
into the arms of fallen men, and pleads with them to
return to paradise.” Then she turned her blue eyes in
tears aloft, and after a2 moment’s silence, which affected
us all, she exclaimed, “ As 1 have a soul, I'm sure he’s
told a gracious truth here !”

“(, mercy, what a tas’ce ' exelaimed Miss Arabel
Puffit. L -

“ T must confess, Anna,” said I, ¢ that I cannot agree
with you here. I hardly know what the author means,
but the word ‘Messiah® is so sacred, I think it ought
never to be applied to any being but our Savior himself.”

“ But hear what I was going to say,” replied Anna,
“ True as I live, when little children with their innocent
smiles have ta’en sad feelings from my poor heart, and
coaxed me to lie down on the couch of their sweet warm
joy, I may have been wicked, but I thought Christ was
in ’em ‘all, and had made me a bed in heaven.”

“ There is nothing irreverent in that, and I begin to
think Anna understands our author better than we,” in-
terrupted Julia Warden.

“ Just only think, Miss O'Warden,” contmued Anna,
“ Christ was once & little white baby of 2 fellow, and I'll
warrant he had a laugh as tender and gay as a robin’s,

and a happy heait, too, and gentle ; eyes brimfull of tears
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for every sad and forsaken thing; cherry checke and a
rosy mouth io make a lovely picture as your dainty eyes
would wish to see. I shall have a bright dream of those
little Messmhs‘ this blessed night—if it’s not wicked to
talk so—for the words in this book will open my sight on
a dream.” -

“1 am rather pleased with the thought,” returned
Julia ; ; “ and, considering that the soul will progress in
perfection while Ged exists to attract it with his love, can
it be irreverent to inquire if every little child may not
possibly rise in heaven to the fullness of that stature
which Christ in his humanity exhibited on earth

“ 0, the thought is too gracious for a body like me to
goil with thinking. 1 would sooner look at it in an inno-
cent dream‘, '.answered the bea.utlful Irish girl.

“ The sleepy book has set me dreaming already,” cried
Arabella Puffit.

“And Mercy Winthrop must have been put to her
trurops to bring such a flat story here,” added Miss
Mumby. '

8o I think,” cried Bell “1 wouldn’t give Charlotte
Temple for a bushel-basket full of such books. It’s dry
ag chips.”

«J can understand Addison and Irving better,” said Mil-
bank, “ yet this is not a dry author, let me tell you, He
has said some things that I held my very breath to hear.”

“1 have learned a great deal by this convér;sation,”

~said Julia Warden.

“And so have I,’—“and I,” added a number, while

Neal Derby gave the hour of the evening, and the cixcle ,

“broke up.
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XXV.

At this age, 1 was quite surprised, as I reviewed
my life, to see how I had bome its trials and labors,
and What attainments I had been able, -by constant
and difficult efforts, to make. Others could hardly have

" shared my sentiments, for they knew not the loneliness 1

felt, nor saw the clouds of despair which darkened the morn-
ing of my helpless orphanage. Few persons knew my

trials, or saw the obstacles that I had to overcome before

I could hope to conquer my discouragements and acquire

the little education and independence which I thought

would suffice my eager heart.

To others, no doubt, my attainments at this time ap-
peared indifferent ; with myself, they were the subject of
no vain pride. Still, I was surprised by what 1 had
attained in my voeation, in the resources of womanly
independence, in the simple faculty of writing, in the
knowledge of books, in fiiendships and enjoyments; for I
remembered my sad childhood—I remetnbered the slonghs
of despoﬂdency T had ‘passed, and the flinty summits on
the mountain-way of life that my tender feet had climbed.

I was mistress of my work. I had a good physical
constitution, and had long received wages from which
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I made handsome deposits -in the bank. I had friends

enongh,—after the negleot of some, and the desertion of
others who could not endure my blunt ways, and with
whom I would not mix my individuality,—I had friends
enough, and most of them were of the kind that I could
admit to the closest intimacy, and give the full confidence
of my love. I had thoughts that were my companions,
giving me happy days and a sense of self-reliance. 1 had
a sight which admitted me into the very sanctuary of
" Nature, while many others, more fortunate in worldly
possessions than I, appeared blind, and searched in vain
for the door through which I entered. I loved books, and
had that faculty which enables every true reader to go

behind the words and commune with the very souls of

" authors, and appropriate a part of their own radiance to
the light of his being. '

I had one friend whom I loved even more, that he was
a natore by himself, and did not -absorb my identity
while he attracted and won my heart. - For Neal Derby
—10 tell the whole truth——my love at this age began to
assume the character either of a very fine passion, or a
full and fervent principle. I believed it was the latter.
For, although I lpved him with a feeling which I could
* not think of giving to another, and an eye which saw no
scene of perfect beauty which his presence did not grace,
‘yet, so well I thought I commanded my self-respect all
the time, I would not harbor a suspicion that he was my
superior. He was better looking of course, and knew
more than I, but T did not feel that a union with him
could exalt me in anything but happiness and a mutual
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progress which "he might shafe I did not worship him,
and would not have done so for anything he could render.
I did not overlook his faults or errors; I thought I could
analyze my sentiments, and know that if my love had
Passxon for its rapiure, it was on principle that it reposed.

Derby seemed to return my love with the warmest
affection. Over and over again he declared that my im-
age was the subject of his dearest thoughts and the bliss
of all his pleasures. And T must believe that his love
was earnest and sincere. Such attestations as he gave
could not have been feigned. But all the while it seemed
a passion, and not a principle. Still we cherislied our
affiance az the most sacred tie on earth, and talked more

~ and more fieely of our happy mariage-day. ~ We enjoyed

the same vmts with Nature; and the same authors, and
read aloud to each other in the fields and in the house.
We enjoyed the Bock Society and the “ Garden,” and were
glad to see the progress which each other made. We )
attended the Lyceum Lectures and sat side by side.

And this last privilege was most happy. To enjoy this
we were willing 1o retrench the expenses of the ward-
robe. We went with pencﬂ and paper to carry away
what we could retain of every lecture. The lectures
toned up our mental appetxte%s They helped us to
understand the times. More than any other institution,

., more even than the Pulpit or Drama, the Lyceum

spoke out, reflected, illustrated the spirit of the times. I
never knew cne enjoy that privilege better than Derby
did.- He ofien expressed the wish that he might stand

before such audiences and hold them suspendcd in such a
10
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trance of delight as the eloguent lecturers did. For me it
- was a sweet share of my happiest fortune.

We attended the same church. That also was a privi-
lege. Derby had a firrn and rational Christian faith, as
it seemed to me, and he was well esteemed in the Church
of the Mediator. I attended there occasionally, at first,
because I liked the minister, and though 1 was not satis-
fied with some of his doctrines, and my Quaker tenden-
cies recoiled fiom o many ceremontes as were observed
in'the service, and I combated some of Neal's opinions, yet 1
found that they agreed with mine in the main, and finally
. from choice I went there all the time, while several of
my friends attended with me.

I'began to enjoy Mr. Snewden’s ministry as much as I
admired the man. T liked his appearance, an{} yet there
was nothing about him of that smooth, faney finish, which
has given so many success. Some persons, nay, all I may
say, who ji;dged him at first sight, or when he was not
animated, or without . entertaining his thoughts and sym-
pathies, called him plain and homely. B Hf: was tall in
stature ; he had a pale face and spare features, with a
jutting forehead and bushy eye-brows. His hair was
gray, and helooked like a soldier who has performed long
marches and survived deadly battles. But he looked well
enough to an actual acquaintance, who was in sympathy
with his life and ideas, and especially, so, when emotion
lighted ﬁp his benignant face. He was a.noble, natural,
warm-hearted man, accepting his sacred office, to become
useful to mankind, and not to gain a character which he

did not possess, and a position' which he could not other-
- - ' .
wilhar
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wise hold. He'had a strong, yet sweet and sympathetic
voice. His face and eyes began ‘to kindle with his first
words, and when in his happiest mood, a bright erimson
spot of the size of .a half cagle came out on each side of
his furehead and blushed like a cherry, till he retired
from .church. He preached extempore, and conversed
with his hearers rather than declaimed, folding his arms
on the bible at certain places, and talking like a father
to his children; then 1ising, and- with a few simple ges-
tures, seeming to give them the bread of life out of his
open. and liberal hands. He made no attempt to produce
tears ;—all conscions effort he rejected, but he scarcely
preached a sermon when he did not occasionally choke
with some sudden emotion, while his warm eyes flowed
with tears ; and so great was the sympa;chy between him
and most of his hearers, that- their eyes freely responded.
He had some side appeal to children in almost every ser
mon, and if he was vain of anything in his office, it was
that children understood him, loved to hear him preach,
and clapped and shouted, and came out to meet him when
he made his pastoral calls. _

_1 am not aware -that’ Mr. Snowden often went back to
Jerusalem to denounce the Jews for selling the gall and
vinegar which increased the anguish of the Cross, though 1

. knpw he abhorred that sin in his ‘heart. But he often

denounced men in Merrimack.for selling strong drink, and
declared that those who put the bottle to a neighbor’s
lips offered gall o Jesus, and repeated the inslts of his
crucifixion, He did not preach against the tyrants of
Rome and Babylon for enslaving the Jews, but he de-
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nounced the sin of slavery in his own country. He did

not preach a great deal against the old Pharisees; but’
while he held them in abhorrence, he reproved and
rebuked their descendants,"'who were in that city and in -

that church. He prophesied some, for he held that the
minister was'to prophesy as well as reprove, and to keep
- the people in hope, while urging them on to the crusade
against evil. Me insisted on having as much salary as
his people could easily raize, that he might indulge the
luxury of alms-giving ; but he held that the jingle of
silver should be a part of the after music that celebrates the

‘suceess of a godly ministry, and not the reveille to tempt

a sluggard into action.

I repeat, I liked Mr, Snowden better, the more I saw
him and heard him preach. But there were many in
his church who were bold to say he was not the man for
Merrimack, and just as I began to feel most at home
there—tio enjoy his influence in my own life, and fulfil
Bessie Plympton’s praye}s, he sent in his resignation and
- took himself away.

There were "grave charges brought against him, and
those who believed them true coﬁld not well uphold him
as a minister, or refrain from treat'mg him as a fallen
man, He was charged with Falschood, Sabbath-breaking,
Fanaticism, Heresy, Laxity of ceremony, and _B]asphemy.
I confess I was much astonished to hear such cHarges
brought against a man who appeared so meek and pure
as Mr. Snowden, and I had some fear, at first, that his
accusers might procure his expulsion from the ministry.
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But when [ heard the specifications, my fears were
allayed, and I still upheld my minister.

Specification First :—Mr. Snowden had gone home
with a country family of his church, one Sabbath afier-
noon, and while the lady was getting tea, her little hoy
became very troublesome, and to entertain the child and
relieve the mother, he whittled out a top and set it spin-
ning around the floor, and causing the boy to clap and
crow ; and thus he broke the Sabbath.

Specification Second :—Mr. Snowden had said the Sa-
vier’s denunciation, “ Woe unto you, Seribes, Phal:isees,
hypocrites ! for ye devour widows’ houses, and for a pre-
tence make long prayers : therefore ye shall receive the
greater damnation:” was every whit as true of modern
as it was of ancient sinners.| Thus he was guilty of false-
hood. ) ‘ |
Specification Third :—Mr. Snowden had mixed up tem-
perance, peace, abolitionism, and kindred follies of the
day with religion, and preached them several times a year
from his pulpit. Thus he was a fanatic.

Specification Fourth :—Mr. Snowden was an orthodox
minister, and yet a rumor went forth that he entertained
some peculiar opinions concerning the devil. He kaew
there was a devil, that is certain. He believed he was a
very competent  devil, a very dargerous and deceitful
devil, but he was in doubt either about his ommipotence,
or eternity, or he may have dropped the suggestion that
the common portrait-of his infernal majesty, which fixed
him out with a cloven foot and pair of horns, was not origi-
nally his, but appropriated from the Greek god Bacchus,
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in the same way that some of the Catholic images of the
Virgin and saints were taken from the heathen goddesses
and graces. Mrs. Keezle heard this rumor, I believe, in
Andover, while taking tea one afternoon, and she drew

froon the table with grief and astonisfxment, and could

not finish her fourth enp. * That caps the climax !” cried

- she, clasping her blue hands and looking up to heaven. .

“If that is true, it is énough for me ; T'll not sit under
his pfeaching another day. - I was tired enough before—
that is bejrond endurance. I wonder if he thinks he will
convince the church that there aint any devil, and carry
them away with his Lies.”

“I did not say he doubted- the existeiice of a devil,”
answered her informant ; “ he believes that as firmly as
we do ; and would be an infidel indeed if he did not, in
these times ; when the proofs of his existence are plentier
than flies.” ‘ .

“ All the same, and just as bad ; and he might as well
not believe in any God. I shall ask Mr. Snowden next
Sunday morning for myself, and if it’s true, I shall shut
my pew-door and go home. T'll not sit under a lie if it
does come from a minister.”

Mrs. Keezle went home with a heart throbbing with
~ excitement, and published abroad the astounding news.
The next Sabbath mioming she watched her opportunity,
and as the minister entered the church, she accosted him..
“ Mr. Bnowden, I want to ask you one question.”

“T will hear it, Mrs. Keezle,” said he, with a calm-and )

gentle smile.  “I will hear it, and answer it if I can.”
“ Do you believe in the devil, Mr. Snowden ?”

-
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“ What, whé,t‘! Mrs. Keezle—what is that you ask ?” ,
starting back with a look of astonishment.
“Do you—a—do you, Mr. Snowden,—hem '—a—do

you believe in—the devil ?”

“ No, no, no, Mrs. Keezle, I do not, upon my word—I
do not ¥ * . .

“ Why-—who—what do you believe in, Mr. Snowden ?”

« My dear woman, I believe in the Lord Jesus Christ.”

The charge was sustained, and Mrs. Keezle slamimed
her pew-ﬂoor in the minister’s face and went home, and
Mr. Snowden was accused of heresy for saying he did not
believe in the devil, and adding, at a subsequent time,
when sorely tried and provoked by his accusers, that he
regarded the deévil as an infernal old reprobate, and he
had no respeet for him at all. ’

Specification Fifth :—When Mr. Snowden married Mary
Ellen Pinchbeck, he did not command her to obey her hus-
band ; and thus he was lax in his ceremonies. '

Lastly, he was charged with blasphemy, because he
went to Deacon Krummit (who was a liquor dealer) and
asked him—after a customer went out of his shop with a
jug of rum in his hand—if he would kneel down in his
closet that night and pray Ged to sanctify that jug of

“rum to the drunkard and his family.

There were a large number of Mr. Snowden’s parish-
loners—a large majority even, who were so friendly to him
that they upheld him in all these errors, and insisted on his
continuing as their ministér. I confoss I was myself of -
that number. But the minority had it in their power to
render his situation extremely unpleasant, and he de-
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manded a dismission. His friends remonstrated, and he
pe;sistgd in his demand. He thought there should be
union to insure good success, and he could be more. useful
elsewhere, They offered to leave the minority in posses-
sion‘of their church, and go off’ and build a better one for
him. He feared that strifes and rivalries would continue
a-nd interrupt their progress, fcind destroy that good chris-
tian spirit which is the life of a church. He counselled
his friends to be patient, unite with the contrary party on
another man, and let him goaway. So at last Mr. Snow-
den preached his farewell (which seemed to us a funeral}
germon, ar_x'd settled over.a church in Dexter.

‘ Then came the tixial of candidates, and the Rev. Mr.
Prettyman was heard, with the hope (although he was
particular. te state in his letter to the committee that it

was by no means likely that he could be induced to setile .

in Merrimack,) of becoming the pastor of our large parish,
and preaching in our beautiful house. If he did not en-
tertain this hope, I am sure he folt like Sally Smith in
the tender-tale of “ Ruth,” in respect to having a sweet-
heart, whom at last she rejected,—he felt, I say, that
“one likes to be axed,” and so he made his very best
effort, in hopes that a eall would be voted the next morn-
ing, and in the next * Christian Envoy” it would be pub-
lished that the first Oongregatlonal Church in Merrimack
had called the young and gifted A. Sweet Prettyman to
become its pastor ; but it:was not yet known whether he
wbuld be induced to accept that very flattering invitation,‘
or settle in Boston, Worcester, Plymoufh, or New Haven,
u.rhere churches were anxious to secure his labors.
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Mr. Prettyman’s christian name was Alpheus Sweet,
afier that of his maternal grandfather, as I was informed,
but he always wrote it A. Sweet Prettyman, and as it
was the manner of many to say this and that was a
sweet, pretty thing; as more than one young lady had

_probably called I}inf a sweet, pretty man, while recalling

his dear image or glowing with love which his eloguence
had kindled, it was thought by some that he took a hint from
this double adjective, and from his singularly appropriute
surname, and wrote his name with the ﬁ_;_'st, nitial, and
the middle and last in full. "

This gifted young clergyman was not indeed very manly
in his person, but he was protty. * He had black hair that
curled in ringlets all over his head, and fell down on his
‘glegant shoulders. His eyes were_not black, but they

_ were pretty, and their lashes were black and as long

and beautiful as ever were a girl’s. His face was pretty,
especially with such whiskers as he wore. His rmouth

. was round, and his lips ruddy ; his chin, of course, wore

a cunning little dimple to match a pair of dimples on his
cheeks. He wore a wide and snowy dickey without a
‘neckeloth or eravat. He had gold spectacles, which all

~ perceived he prized; and he geemned to judge that he

could not have been ministerial without the large white
handkerchief which he waved. His dress was in perfect
style ; his elocution was elegant, his gestures were 8o tasty
and well-timed, that shrewd Anna Logan suggested they -
were all made to match before he left his closet ; and he
had eome from college, and what had he to fear?

He appeared to know his audience at first sight, and
10% :
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:

he trusted much to his choice and treatment of subjects
for success. For his first sermon I must gay he had an
excellent text. It was this : “If the first-fruits be ‘holy,
the lump is also holy ; and if the root be holy, so are the
branches.” His expla.natzon of the figure, first-fruits, was
so original and striking, I remember it, and remember
also how the intelligent portion of the audience smiled as
they heard it, and what a stream of warm compliments
he drew from their siiles. . ¢ This, my friends, is a very
simple and a very beautiful figure when it is understood,”
said he, with the prettiest gesture of his lef: hand, and a
flourish of his handkerchief with his right,— very beau-
tiful ; and it is necessary that I should explain it to you.
It is taken from the first fruits of the orchard. The first

 fruits are the first apples that fall from the trees before
their time, in August or September : yow call them wind-
Jalls.”?

His second sermon was still more wonderful to many.
He made frequent references to the interests of Merri-
mack, and frequent ‘appeals to the people, rich and poor.

" He revelled and rested on the musical sounds of hls voice,
as I have heard a fine canary. He put his hand on his
heart ;- he rolled_his eyes to heaven, and their dark, long
rlashes lay far up on his brows; he paced and courteswd
in the most elegant attitudes; he talked of white-vested
angels and their starry lyres ; of Paradise and its jeweled

_walks and amaranthine bowers. He declared that the
blest would eat manna and drink ambrosia in heaven.
The flowers and trees, the stars and mountains, were
woven into webs of soft and smooth and radiant speech.
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" And all this elognence he called to his aid, witlt. alll the,
pretty gestures * made to match,” to show forth his views
of fhe « Migsion of Labor.” But‘, after all, .there were
many who were not won by his sermons. His eloquence

. was too exu})erant; his gestures far too nice and neat. | HIS‘
- ideas were not true to life. He did indeed tell us that

the pyramids of Egypt, the halls of Monteztima, and the
granite . shaft on Bunker Hill, were all monuments of
labor : ithat Franklin learned a trade, and Sarah Martm
\;vas a milliner ; and he doubted not that our great Martha
Waéhington had turned cheeses and spun flax and wool.
He knew many wealthy ladies who were not ashamed to
take in sewing and knitting from the shops. But some-
how he failed, as Mr. Snowden wOuldl nolt ha,v'f.: dmfle’ to
deduce from these names and facts anything to inspixe us
with pride and honor for our calling. We felt, as we
trusted his representatmns, that labor with them was but
a dreaded necessity—a stepping-stone to honorable en-
gagementé, and nothing of which they were by any means
proud. We thought it was no honor to the wealthy ladies
whom he mentioned, for, according to his preaching, they
did not labor with an honorable aim. He rather-patn?n-
ized labor, and apologized Ifot it, than vindicate?d .1ts min-
istry and honor. It was more on the submission and
contentment of the worker than an appeal to our man-
hood and womanh‘ood or to our selfrespect. It would
have separated, and ot united the employer and em-.
ed. - ~

pl{gome, however, admired Mr. Prettyman greatly,— he
wis so eloquent " — so" beautiful "’—* 5o full of stars
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and gems !
» subject of a good hour’s mirth.
“And tell me, tell me—did ever ye hear such a

preacher?” cried Anna Logan, as she sat down with us’

in Mrs. Dorlon’s parlor, after church. “ And were ye ever
treated o such a sweet dish of pinks and posies afore ?”

““Ithought he was truly eloqu'nt,” réplied Miss Mumby ;
«“ and how sweetly his glasses become him

*Mercy . cried I, ““do you call that eloquence—that
florid stuff? What was it after all but perfumes more
. sickening than wilted lilacs "—-—ﬂowers without beauty—
foam without a spoonful of wine?' What sensible thing
did he wutter ?—what idea that was true or practical ?
Mr. Snowden has enough in his head to set up a dozen
such dandies.”

“ That indeed he has !’ added Anna Logan.

“But how you talk, Mercy Winthrop ! replied Miss
Mumby. “I am sure Mr. Snowden has no gestures but
such as a gawky would make—shaking his hand above
his head, or smiting the pulpit sometimes with his fist.
And, beside this, they are too angular, as Newton Puffit
says. And you know his voice ain’t half so beautiful as

Mr. Prettyman’s; and Mr. Prettyman has such a sweet

mouth, and holds his handkerchief so gracefully! I'd
rather sit under him than a hundred Snowdens. I really

hope they’ll settle Mr. Prettyman. I shall freeze to ice -

if Mr. Snowden concludes to stay.” :

“I will sign twenty-five dollars to get Dr. Prettyman,”
sald a gentleman,' who entered the room at that moment, -
full of the eloquence of the day. “Dr. Prettyman is the

—while, for many of the girls, he was the
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man for Memrimack. I b'lieve he's a D.D.—ain’t he,
Mis. Dorlon 2 He’s the man for Merrimack. We want
a minister that'll wake us all up and fill our church.
Dr. Prettyman could do that thing! He's ben to college,
and they're all carried away with him in Boston. He
expects invitations from Salem, Springfield, and Newbury-
port. He says there’s a bare possibility that he may be

induced to settle in Merrimack, for he likes the climate,

and does not dislike the folks. We must have a pasture
that's in demand, and has a repitition abroad.”

« And did ye say ¢ pasture?’ ' asked Anna Logan, as her
shrewd ear caught the mistake. “Did ye say, ‘ pasture”
Then pray, sir, don’t be giving us pastures of pinks anfl
posies. I'd sooner feed among thistles, and I wowld surely. ’

# Sherifl’ Keezle says, ¢ if we'll get Dr. Prettyman here,’
says he, ‘to preach the reel gosspil,’ says he, an(l. h_av,e
no more niggerism, or striped-pig prea,ching, or women's
rights, nor any more o’ that sort o’ slosh in our pulpit,
he'll sign a hundred dollars hlmself and furnish the min-
ister a horse and carriage whenever he wants to ride’
And I—tell—you, Mrs. Dorlon, there arnt no use o’ get-
ting one of your scrub-oak preachers into our mahogany
pulpit, there arnt.” .

“ We've not heard a clergyman for a year,” said one
young lady, “whose voice pleased me half so well ag Mr.
Prettyman’s. And he’s rightly named, he 18 @ sweet preity
man. And DI've heard before that the Keezles are very
fond of him. That is a great deal, after all, to have
their sanction and support. He puts up at Sheriff’ Kee-
zle's, and report says he and Clara correspond. A sweeter
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voice T think I never heard. How gracefully he clasped
his hands in prayer.”

“And did you ever hear such a prayer as he makes ?”

asked the gentleman of Miss Mumby.

“ Never indeed !” replied Anna, snatching the answer
from Miss Mumby's mouth.

“I don'’t praise prayers very often,” continued the gen-
tleman ; “ they are too golemn a, thing to praise. But I
will say, that “first prayer this afternoon was the greatest
prayer that was ever made to a Merrimack audience !”

“I can say as much, for it was made to the audience,
and not to the Lord,” replied Anna Logan.

“ Well, there’s no "counting for tastes ; and we ought'nt
to criticise prayers ; but if Dr.. Prettyman can’i pray
Parson Snowden into an ampasand, T'm no judge of good
praying, that's all.” :

“ Well, a sweeter voice I never heard,” replied Miss
Mumby.

“ Too sweet, altogether, for 2 plain taste hke mine,’

said I :
“ And too sweet for mine,” added Anna. Logan. «I

don’t like a man all honey and ﬂoweré I want some

brown bread and butter, and slaw, and baked beans, and
that sort of every day fare, and not have new-year’s knick-
knacks for ever.”

“ But he took such an interest in operatives,” answered
Miss Mumby. :

“ Yes, and he put all that on for the occasion, hoping
we wauld have him for our minister,” mterrupted Anna.
“ That was all blarney, as you say of us Irish. His man-

L
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ner showed what it was. ' An interest? What do we

~want of such interest? He would apologize for us, just
a5 if we were ashamed of working in a mill, and must have

excuses for being caught with our hands at a trade. We
don’t want a minister that takes us aﬂ\ for fools.”

~ “You are right, Anna,” said 1. “If a minister comes
to Merrimack and would speak of our industries, let him -
take his silk gloves off, and lay away his glasses, and
eschew nonsense, and talk like a man.” Let him charge

us to fulfil our great duties, and honor our voeation. Let

him not speak of labor as if, like vice, it pleaded extenua-
tion. Let him not instance Franklin at his press, Wash-
ington at his plough, and queens and ladies at their
needles, as apologies for labor, and honoring it. Let him
say, rather, that labor honored them. Let him show, if

- we are true to ourselves and it, how it will honor us, and

get respect for us.’ ‘

“ Wal, something must be done pretty quick,” said the
gentleman, “ or we shall lose pew rent, and have to put
our hands in our pockets again, or make up deficiencies
by assessments. I'm tired of Snowden’s hobbies, specially
his temperance hobby ; he's wore that out and out. And
ta’int gosspil. As Sheriff Keezle suys, Saint Paul ad-
vised Christians to take a little liquor for the stomach'’s
sake ; and Paul took a drop himself now and then, Kee-
zle says, and had to take it, to keep up his spirits, and
keep off the ager in the marshes of Greece and Rome ;
and going to Rome, Paul patronized three taverns in a
‘single morning, Keezle says, and he’ll prove it from the
book of Acts. We can’t afford to lose such families as
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th inc
hee Keezles, Puffits, and Pinchbecks, Sheriff Keezle says
won't stand such things an r
won y longer, -he says ;
- : y3; hor he
Nol: t‘il give h’ls money, he says, for such kind of pl’-eaching
o Sewont go there to meeting, he says, if they ge't'
nowden. He'll tear out his quishions fust, and

nail up his pew and fat his hogs in it. Puffit. t0o is out

::;h .Snowden, "cause he preached on the Widow’s C
o %‘we that imprudent Hickory Hall sermon Somrjer,
12’8 got to be done quickl n a *
¥, or we shall
A : run all down.
- :gi 1;I say, an'd Sheriff Keezle says, and so says Newton
» and Milton Pinchbeck, that A. Sweet Prettyman

(

man for us.”

am]c?::t :ﬁe ‘mPfeS'Slons of Anna Logan were so general
gregatgion ihOPel'atwes, and the best families of the con-
to Preac:l; tl?et'mt h:‘R.ev. Mr. Prettyman was Dot ‘invited
o igain that season, Then there was a
sigh that Mr. Snowden was permitted to resign so sud-

d l C‘l I . [‘ ] : ] M v
F ) rn. B p

:;-a; i:nii;sz.h He found a more faithful people than many
o old o arge, an(:‘; .the only comfort we could obtain
as by settling the minister who reminded us m t of
“plain old pastor.  With him, both Derby and m oslf'o ore
Pleased, and I continued to attend that chure e

'
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XXVI
1 wiLL now detain the reader witha brief account of
my brothers, and of friends whom I have not recently
mentioned. 1 visited my brothers twice a year, and they
visited me in Merrimack, passed through the mills, and
made free acquaintance with factory life. Jesse con-
tinued to find an indulgent uncle and easy iimes. He
took an aversion to a trade while young, and he was not
compelled to learn one. This was a great misfortune.
e had mechanical talent ; he would have made a ma-
chinist, had his ambition been prompted a little, and his
manhood aroused and encouraged. A trade would have
given him more force of character, and made him more
independent. ‘ o o
But his will was left like a garden-pea, unhoed, and
with no bush to climb. It appeared vigorous at firat, but-
before the first blossom broke, it ceased to grow upward,
and, drooping, ran in 2 narrow cirele on the ground. In
the same way his thoughts and tastes were neglected, and
now he was almost as childish as at ten, and without
manly aims or resolutions. He'had sometimes tended my
uncle’s shop, eating as much candy as he sold. He had
held a flag at the railway crossing. He had curried
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horses and run on errands for sfable-keepers. He worked
a little on a farm, hammered a little in. a blacksmith
shop, rowed boat for pledsure parties on the lake, went on
mackerel voyag'es, drove horse for ice-cutters, and just
when he had g hotion, attended school.

He was still most amiable—a finer or tenderer heart .

never beat in human hosom ; but it was an amiability
which made every little bargain out of pocket, ran itself

out of -breath to get the name of being a good fellow, did -

everybody’s errands for ndthing, sacrificed his own roind
and interest to give everybody a litt, to agree with every-
body and make him easier, happier, and more independ-
ent than himself, , o
And at the climax of this disposition, he had, of course,
to be married, before he was nineteen. Mary Jane
Felt -was poor and unfriended, like himself, and she had
such an unkind mistress, and so hard a lot, she oxcited
my brother’s sympathy, and he fancied it would seat her
on a flowery bank in paradise, to marry her; and the
sooner the union was consummated, after she was sixteen,
and the sooner she took her translation, the sweeter and
more enduring would be that little cosy heaven which
they would both enjoy. Mary J. ane was in raptures fo
be assured of such a dear ‘world of bliss, and they were
married, and now they had so much love and leisure they
were content to live in the smallest shanty of a house,
without an extra bed, or three suits of apparel, or a taste for
sensible books, or one great spiritual view or intellectual

Pleasure ; and were jocund as a mnest of wrens or
robins.

235

' . oM.
OR, LIFE AT THE LO

I still loved Jesse, and hisd ?ral;nty V;’lc;:l;iwza:zdb:ir;

e to me had it been 2
Elz:s:;:ttain:rﬁ?iideavors could procure. I Iovgd ;2:
sizter Mary. How could I hzlpﬂl::ﬁng; :.t ;rz::;z; 1&;0 a ;ut

? ed them both . )
tionate'::eii };3‘1:53 I.!owItlllz‘irr minds and hearts. had been
Wmsl grtled what low views of life they eutejrtamed, hov:
rouch f ’their being was in the senses, while streams o
m‘_"‘fh 01 life were flowing from their souls undireeted and
Splr:;:are:; and in what meshes of slavery, need, vexa-
};2?1, and gl‘;ef, they found themsehfes Qn_tangledt;misted -

I visited Walter, and found that my aunt g ised o
following out the course. she had -co'mmence vith e

j bov. And reared amid fsucl:1 H}ﬂuences, -
POO:d }trhat Walter gave so few indications of manly life?
Ei(;:; :.rleaf on a stream as he was, who can \zo:c_le;::;f

he followed the whirl of every t-addg.r? . lv&llmive ) “:; sk
ate with vicious hoys of superior Il.fldl‘i'ld.ua' ];1 nc; e
can wonder that these held him mn their influence, |

i 7
" stamped their image on his character !

I continued to love Walter even l:r_mr; ;-::iile: l(:;:.s ;T;iil
{1 neck m

o ﬂ'le b:: };v:iﬁ}iszv:‘::zted the blessing of a father's
fast m(.)r;l: gwa.s the little milk-white dove my mothe; |
10veid have carried in her bosom to heaven, at}d ‘whom .
Woc;.l 80 oﬂen‘preésed to a heart that yearned to a;]bsorl
illiam. Tis still increasing beauty touched mel:l alr:i(:n c{)‘l\‘zm

rieved when I found that T could not sn?,;fl:‘ i fom
fhe whirlpool which I feared already held him

suspected tide !
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I enjoyed several of my visits to Walter quite v‘vell;
but the last time T was in Danvers I spent in tears, while
I carried home a burden of sorrow. Walter had too
much judgment npt o possess a keen senge of right and
wrong.  He was naturally intelligent, but, as I have
said, his will was ‘weak, and he followed every current
and eddy near which he happened to float; and while I
Wwas seating mysclf, on my last visit there, a neighbor
came in and informed my sunt that my brother and three
other boys had been stealing money from merchant Snd-
bury’s drawer. The words went like daggers to my heart.
Those innocent hands did not look ag if they could steal,
and, though I may have been very wrong, I could not
persuade myself to believe that others had not enticed him,
What to do, I did not know. Forgiveness of the crime
did not scothe my anguish, whilst I could not feel assured
that this was his last Uransgression. I would willingly
have scen him shackied and taken to prison for a year, if
I could have believed that punishment would reform him.
‘Walter ran in pale and trembling with guilt and terror,
threw himself into my arms, and declared that it was the
first crime he ever committed. * He knew it was no ex-
cuse for him that he had been strongly enticed, and he
even concealed that fact fyom us, whilst he frankly con-
fessed all ‘he did, and pleaded that we might not grieve so
for him. He did not care what they did with him, if we
would be more cheerful, and take his promise of
doing better in the future, Intended truth.was ever a
pProminent trait in Walter, and I believed that he would
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‘ i is gpirit was
strive to keep his promise ; but T knew that his spirit w

too weak. . o -
It was a day of sorrow and mourning. ~ But Mr. Sud

bury heard the truth of the case, and came in “;llthf-:;z
excuse for Walter, and said he was \.wve-lcome to tI tla g
shillings if he would never steal again. -'Before herd,er i
took my brother alone and pleaded with hun ttt tr).r a

than ever to be a man. 1 promised to assist him in every

" good endeavor, and in every trouble. I left him a little

money, wiped away his tears, and pa?:ted ﬁ:;m;‘ hlm:
cheered by a trembling hope. Ikept locking bac ?r a.n::s
ther and another sight of his dear face, ‘and Walter’s ey
followed me until 1 passed behind the hills. . .
During that visit I saw the Qrazy Juror again, an the
fancied that he had just invented a»perpevtual motion, ‘t;:
profits of which would enable him to fill the world 'V;‘ll
schoolhouses and asylun}s, and give every pml): orph;z;
money enough to raise him abo've want, a‘nd -;:Pf "
from temptation. How I did wish that his wild fancy
!
coﬁi ]:;Z;r::‘atl.lm to Merrimack,‘I‘ thoug-ht of 'Georgciaf M:l;’
bank’s error, and how I felt towards him for ’the offen -
at Friend Buxtons’, and merchant Sudbury’s example
n rebuke. y
ga‘;:eir':li ? i{:tfuned, 1 should not forget to say I also wsn;,(:
Friend Buxton’s family, and was present at I;'Iann:uhat
wedding. 1 went over three or four days be I-;)re et
- happy event was consummated, and heard from Hann

i tship. .
wn lips the story of her cour
i “ Tl}ien you have coneluded to marry young, they tel

~
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me, Hannah, and not to wait as long as you used to say
you would,” said I, as I sat down with her in her cham-
ber after tea. “I conclude, of course, that your heart
has found its chosen mate ; and who may he be? A
Friend, I dare say.” -
~ “Yes, a Friend indeed, I trust,” rephed Hannah. « His
name’ is Seth Parvin, Thee’s seen ‘his father and
mother at yearly meeting, Mercy ; they are Dexter peo-
ple. For a while they were for travelling with Robert
Barcla}r,‘ may-be thee remembers to have heard, and
rejecting Elias Hicks' testimonies because he travelled
too fast. Thee never saw Seth, I think, for he was never
here till thee went to Merrimack.

“I saw him, for the first time, at yearly meeting in
Lynn, and I feared I never should be able to commune
with him in a very friendly way. He seemed to bea
gazer, and I thought that the Spirit burned low in his
heart. We had a solemn time. The heaviness of death
seemed to rest on the assembly, and a Friend proposed
that after the business was over, the men and women
should sit together, and strive by mutual prayer to relieve
ourselves of the load. Then we had a season that was
satisfactory to every one, I think, but me.

“Seth Parvin sat near me, and while by a glance
I perceived he was comely and - gracious about his face
and mouth, I did not hke the worldly gazing that he in-
dulged in. He gazed at me, and I was disturbed, and my
communion was destroyed. I thought as I left meetmg
I would never like to gee him again. Bat does thee be-
ieve me, Mercy ? that very night both he and his parents
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came over, to our house to tarry. We spoke to each other,
and he was very forward for a new acquaintance.
«1 went into the garden to train a young rose, and
directly he came out and professed to think‘ the garden
looked pleasant to him. Then he "broug.ht ﬂf)wers to me,
and asked their names, and stood gazing into my face
awhile, each time, after I had given him my answers.
Then he asked to walk by my side ; I thought I must be
fnendly, and took his arm and walked with him a few
minutes. He pointed out different scenes in the land-
scape, and said they plea,sed him, and he should like to
dwell in such a home as ours. Then he told 1T1e about
Dexter, and the woods around it and waters in sight, and
of his pleasant home and comely acres. '.I‘hen he asked
me whose testimonies 1 preferred, Elias chk?’ or Robert
Barclay’s. 1 answered, Elias Hicks’. ' He said he agreed
with me now, but once he travelled with Robert Barcl'ay.
“ Then he asked me if I thought pogtry was to-o frivo-
1ou§ 1o read. . I answered, George Byron’s ig to-q .fr’wolous,
and so is Thomas Moore’s, and Nath‘anigl VV.IHIIS ——fave.n
Nathaniel’s seripture poems axe frivolous, for it is vain in
that man to make even good paraphraseg of seripture
scenes and characters, which are so much better as we
find them in the bible. These 1 consider frivo.lo?s, but
did thee ever read Bernard Barton’s, Mary Howitt’s and
John Whittier’s verses ? I asked. He answered that he
had read them often. So have I, said I, and they are
rood and suitable. reading. Then I find, answered he,
that our views ate harmonious, and I would like to ask
f thee would not thmk it suitable and proper for us to
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set our affections on one another. I was amazed by the
question, and told him plainly, that I feared we could’nt
walk together as the kindly affectioned should. I left
him in much confusion, and ran into my chamber and
wept. We met again at tea and bréakfast, and exchanged
farewells when they departed ; but I had no will to see
him any more.

“ After a while, T met him again at yearly meeting in
Newbu‘ryport. It was a solid satisfactory season, and I
found my affections much drawn out. Several saw their
way clear to bear testimony with great power. - Seth
~ Parvin sat in stlence till all had spoken, and I did not see
him indulge in one worldly gaze.. Then he rose and
spoke. He spoke against standing still i Zion, and apart
from the interests of the sinful and suffering world. He
spoke .for the prisoner and slave. He spoke for peace
und good will among nations and men. He looked
far comelier to me than ever before. My prejudices van-
ished. My heart was drawn towards him. I said to
myself, * If the Lord and thee are willing, I can call thee
now my own.’ o *

“ We shook hands after meeting, and I suppose he saw
that my views were changed. Ile asked me, that after-
. moon, to walk with him. I consented. - He said he felt
that it would be proper for us to exchange the single for
the married state, and asked if I could not travel with
him now. I answered that such a thing might be. And
be his wife ? I gaye him a rose I held in my hand, and
he took my silence for assent. Our promises were ex-

changed, and our union has been perfected. Thee must

'OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 241

stay, Mercy, and see our marriage accomplished at a sol-
exan meeting of Friends next First day.”

I staid and saw her marriage accomplished, with Seth
Parvin, of Dexter, and I thought him very comely, and
in every way suited to be Hannah Buxton’s husband.

11
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I »ETURNED to Merrimack, and as I entered Mis.
Dorlon’s parlor, I was surprised with unexpected hews.
Several friends were there to welecome me, and every face
announced the news with smiles of joy before-a word was

‘spoken. It concerned Neal Derby. He had been” sud-

denly called to Boston, and what could I imagine it was

for 7 I could not imagine, and they: told me an unecle of

his had died and left him fifty thousand dollars. “ What
~ doIhear?” cried I. The words were repeated.

“It is true——~true as the bible,” added Miss Mumby ; |

“and now you M be 2 great lady, as Neal’s last words
were, ¢ Mercy shall be a lady, for I will make her one.’ ”
“ No more of a lady than she is now, I'm sure,” replied

Anna Logan, with a flash of innocent anger. = What

indeed can a few dollars do,—what can fifty thousand do,

pray tell me, Miss Mumby, to make more of a lady of

Mercy, or gentleman of Neal 7"’

’ T hope it will not make a fool of her, said George
Milbank, who happened to be in.

- And though I liked his words well encugh, and he

appeared better to me that, afterrivon thaxn ever before, I

secretly inquired, “ What business have you w:th our
affairs ¥’ '
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“« There’s a great deal in wealth to make a true and

" happy lady, after all,” replied Miss Mumby, “ and I wish

I had it and was above tending looms'in a cotton-mill.” '
They said I turned pale, and I believe it, for I quivered

~ like a poplar 1eaf and sat down, unable to answer a

single word, while another of our aequaintance came in,
and, dropping a low courtesy, « wished me a world of joy.”
Whereupon, Anna Logan cried, ““If Alice were rich, I do’
believe she wounld want no mortal body to go to heaven
who was too poor to wear silks and jewels, and go up
there in the first-class cars. That kurchey, Mercy, was
for your riches; and not for yourself, I know. Nome's
gladde1 n I that Neal’s to get such a pile of gold, and I
wish you the sweétest joy; but tell me this—wouldnt I
be insulting a fiiend to suppose she could feel herself more
of o lady,—in the proudest home that gold can buy,—than
she has been? It’s the clever heart, Miss Oiive,-——it’s the
knowing mind, and the knack of thinking handsome
thoughts, and acting the good and noble woman, that
makes your finest lady of all’

My color returned in blushes for Anna’s extravagant .
praise, but it 'all went again when Mrs. Dorlon came in
with her Martha Washington airs, and repeated the news
with congratulations. For-a rgoment I felt like a ninny ;
then one single pulse of pride shot through me; then I
feared and gasped and trembled and then all thoughts
scemed to desert my poor throbbing brain. 1 sat and
rocked and rubbed my forehead and gazed on the floor,
then 1 roge and thanked them for ‘their joy and good
wishes, hoping, if such should ever be my fortune, I might
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mqke good use of it. I gave Anna a wet cheek and a
“warm kiss, and went away sobbing to my chamber.
Some of the company were surprised by my conduct,
Whlle Anna’s blue eyes kindled, and her impulsive and

too -partial heart prompted her to say, “I told ye Miss -

Winthrop was a born lady.”

I threw myself on my bed, and, burying my face in my
pillow, relieved my feelings with a flood of tears. Why
I felt precisely as I did, I could not tell. The affliction
at Danvers had left me in the melting mood yet why
(should I not now weep for joy?

- There was joy in my tears (I speak it not in self-

praise ; heaven knows how imperfect I was in christian -

love, having the impulse often instead of the prmclple 3)

- but if T know my own heart, I was glad of the prospect

of having more power to relieve affliction and enlarge my
resources of knowledge; and I rejoiced at the idea of
adding to the testimony of others whom I' knew, my
own witness that the truly affluent are lowly and
loving as the poor, and feel humbled, rather than exalted,
by the responsibility of worldly wealth. '
- After that, for an hour, I believe, I set my dull fancy to
work, and built a pretty air-castle or two, and figured myself
at its door distributing alms té the poor, or receiving them

to its refuge, or something of the kind ; and this prompts

me now fo consider how much easier it i1s for. fa.ncy to
plan fine charities, and decelve us with the dream that

we are doing this'and that benevolent thing for the needy,

than for the will and hand to accc‘miph:sh what we plan
or dream.—And I rejoiced for other reasons, yet grief
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mingled with my joy, stirred up the springs of feeling, and
filled my eyes again with tears. With small discernment I
knew Derby better than he knew himself. I knew what
a fine mechanic he was, and how happy he had been at
his trade. I thought of the' fifty thousand cares and
responsibilities his fortune would give him. I thought of
the fifty thousand temptations it would offer, the fifty
thousand drops of fiery intoxication it would pour upon
his soul, and the firmness he needed and the strength of
roind and heart it would reguire to sustain himself now ;
and from the sadness of these thoughts, I know it would

have been a joyful relief to hear that it was all a misun-
%

derstanding or a dream. *
I was soon called to tea, but remained on my pillow.
Anna Logan was sent up with tea and biscuit : I drank
the tea, and asked her to pray for Derby and myself. A
soft, sweet prayer from Anna’s pure heart ascended to
heaven and soothed me, and I felt better. I then desired .
to see Derby. - 1 felt that I could not wait till he returned,
to unburden my heaxt of its pressing emotions. I dreamed
that night that he was directed to open a chest for his
fortune, and whilst doing it a butterfly flew out and alighted
on the lid; then it grew to a beautiful woman with
‘wings, clasped him, bore him up to. the clouds, and

dropped him, to be dashed to the dust.
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Dersy was expected home on the next moming, but

- he did not return until after the fourth day, and the time
seemed. an age to me, so great was my desire to exchange
with him the. burden of our hearts. But during his
absence I felt the assistance of Anna’s prayer, and enjoyed
a serenity which I had feared I might not maintain. I
worked on as usual, singing my old songs at my looms,

and enjoying the various fancies which that sudden turn
of romance had set flocking through my mind.

Derby returned and called for me at Mrs. Dorloh’s, '

expecting to meet me in a transport of jdy, and was
much surprised to hear I had taken the event 80 coolly,
and -woven my tatks of cotton -the. same as before.

He had imagined that my joy would keep me away from .

my Jooms. It was an hour before I was rung to sapper,

and he could hardly restrain the impulse which prompted

him to run to me. Yet, if I was so cool as to work in

the mill on such a day, he would be cool enough ot to

meet me there. e said he would return in the evening,

and went to his boarding-houge.

In the evening we met, and our meeting was quite

happy. Derby rejoiced, even with tears, to inform me
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that the fifty thousand was certainly his own, and I had
far more joy than grief that night. I rejoiced to ex-
change with him fresh assurances of love. I rejoiced to
see_him o0 happy. Yet, I managed to maintain the
serenity which he saw in me three™ weeks ago, and,
although he should have known me too well to suppose
I could change my nature on euch an occasion, and so sud-
denly, he was amazed at the indifference with ‘which 1
regarded the event. He invited me to walk, and disclosed
to me his purposes. 1 discovered that he was greatly
excited. His uncle’s large bequest had given him feelings
and ideas of happiness and greatness, which I feared were
the romance of passion, and not the reality of prineiple
or good sense. I replied to him frankly, reproving his
‘extravagance, cautioning his Judgment “and tempermg
down the heated ardors of his mind. He charged me
with too cold 2 heart, and too much of 2 calculating
nature. But our reproofs were'all given in love, and we
returned from our walk with renewed attachments, which
we solemnly vowed that death alone should sever.

I returned, however, with the determination to contmue
at my looms until our marriage. I conceived it the part
of a true woman to resist the splnt which I feared might -
exalt my friend above the true balance of his being. I

_ was but one of many in Mersimack who loved employ-

ment,—who admired examples of labor. I needed still -
more of its discipline. I needed its wages, if not for my-
self, for my destitute brothers; if not for them, for a hun-
dred sufferers around me. Suppose 1 became mistress of
all that wealth, what move could I be than an humble




248 . MERRIMACK;

- stewardess of God? . And since for much given to me
mueh would be required, when could I ever be free from

- needs? and when might plenty tum my hand from that
labor which could earn food and raiment for some poor
child of God? I confess, at this hour, I can see that
my sentimentality (as I suspect some may call it) appears
a little extravagant, but so I felt and fancied then, and it
was no merit of my own that I did, for my mother in-
stilled these things into my young heart, and the Buxtons

. fixed them there. I said to myself, “ T will not waste a
day ; T will return to my work to-morrow ; I will add to
my earnings,’ and prepare for every future day, which,

how affluent and happy soever, nust be a day of need.” .

But Derby wounld have kept me from the mill. He
confessed :that he had a right to be proud of his wealth,
and his pride was vﬁoundéd"by my course.’ He would
take a recreation, and ‘when he returned 1o employmeﬁt,
it should be that of -8 manufacturer ; or, he would huild

& villa, and spend his time overseeing the decoration of its
grounds. It would’ pain and mortify him, he said, to
think of my working in the mill whilst he was enjoying

his delightful leisure. He would rather be married im-

mediatély, and place me in.‘a,-spléndid mansion, or take

me on a tour of the lakes, or of Europe, if I would. con-
sent to the honorable (&hémge. He commanded me to
quit the mill forever. '
Perhaps 1 was foolish-—perhaps I did wrong in not sub-
mitting to one or iwo of his wishes, and obeying this last
‘command. But I was not ready for marriage. The day.
had been set a full year ahead—it was fixed and con-
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secrated in my heart, and I could not consent to cha?ge
jt—whilst I felt that I must be more of a woman before
I could be a true and happy wife. 1 was ﬁrm, a‘fld‘.i very
likely obstinate, and we parted. We parted .klfn lnezs:
exchanging once more the fondest a.sm_lrances 0 m(rli f;
yet we were both grieved by the necessity of such a . _
ference. Derby quitted his trade without ceremony, part;a1

with his old companions, and commenced boarding at the
Merrimack House, whilst I gave an eager heart to my

old occupation. \ | T
A few friends. were surprised by my course, and sug

) gested that it might be hazardous, as I might fret away

the delicate cord which bound Derby to me. 1 wasqﬁ-
fended by the suggestion. If that cord were so easily

. fretted as they feared, it was best, was it not, to sunder it-

now, although it might tear my heart? If there w;re
the possibility of change, how much better for me to dis-
cover it now whilst he and I were free! 1 x?mde no ?,n-
swer to such words. | .

| Derby’s fortune gave him character with many .Who
Jooked down upon him before, and admitted him to circles

_ in which he had never expected, if he desired, to ap-

pear There was real romanee in the event which

changed his life (cold and ‘prosaic as he .said_ I was, tqve:; |
1 could discern it ;) that romance lay ar(?und his existen
now as the shimmering iris of beauty lies on a sumrlner
landscape, when kindled to the softest and w?,rmest g OZ
by the mild midday sun: it gathered admirers aroum

him, and how could he resist the charms of fashion and

.F . e
pleasure whléh they Oﬁé?edl‘l*
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We were invited 1o splendid parties ; we attended three
or four in company. I was pledsed with some of
Iy new acquaintances, though I liked my old friends best.
Derby improved in - personal appearance every day. A
month’s leisure with more generous living ennobled his
manly air and countenance, and he was a star and a
centre of attraction wherever he appeared. He was in-
‘toxicated with splendor and delight. I saw it the first
evening we were out together to a party; and the flat-
teries which fanned him, and the atientions which he en-
grossed, broke up the balance of his mind.

e |
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Tue second party we attended, after Derby received hii _
fortune, was at Shenff Kegle’s!l the very last ,place
would have gone to a year ago. 1 We.nt to.Gl.am_s par.ty,
and as we all have excuses for our little .IHOOHSlStenGl;S
1 must be permitted to offer one for going tl.le‘re.. ;tt
was not on my own, but Neal's account. By 3-r1eldmg o
his wishes on this occasion, 1 hoped. to lead. him by my
own on another ; and temper the spirit of his ro‘mancli, i
little, and restore the balance of his better .lee. o
failed of my object, the more was my fortune or misfor-

tune. If I lost my bird by going with him so far from the

cage and indulging his gay flittings, my error was ‘unde-
i it ‘was unselfish.

'?]g;lei:jc: tb::ely alluded to Sheriff Keezlfa’s residelece.
It was a villa of a mixed Grecian and Gothic stylef, nstlzg
from an enclosure of twenty acres, and Pverlo?k:ng y e
city with a splendid view. There was something r:; ir
imposing in the aspect of the house as we approac'hh it,
notwithstanding the vulgar mixtlfre .of styles whxc" we
observed, and the look of counterﬁa_l;c‘ richness and lzlem:u:
beauty which everywhere appeared. ‘We. percelvebo_a A

glanee that it was new, although buned_ in green bowery
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andj‘pretending to vast antiquity;.and that it was built
of pine and hemlock chiefly, although it displayed as real
free-stone as paint and sand could make. Sl its pointed
%a,bles, its dusky poreh, its dérmor windows, and winﬁ 3
outspread among dark trees, engagéd my fancy, and ga

%

thought ran through my head that if T married N. eal, and

we built a house, we would have something quite as fine

The grounds, the trees, i i
und es, the evening, charmed
entered the house. g ot e

as I could.

Our hosts were in their happiest mood, As I looke;i u
on the-proud Sheriff; although he was dressed superbl ];
Aat' ﬁr%t thought of the alabaster image in Salem Muselfz,n |
with its bald, flattened head, and its great shiny lam o;'

_a face. Then the “ Mount Vernon Shades” passed belf:)re
me; then I'let by-gones be by-gones, and received his al-
!ant attentions. AsImet Clara arrayed in her brocade ind
_]e\nfelry I remembered where most of the money was mad
Whlcl‘l purchased them, and of the sewing she had don:
for chko.ry Hall, to enrich their splender. Perhapé these
were envious thoughts, but I could not help them any more
tl‘man I could those which beset me as Newton Puffit and
his daughter entered.  But I endeavored to supi)ress them
and enjoy what I could of the company and the night ?

-So‘on a.ﬂ‘.gr I met these magnates, I was happil s'ur-

_Prised to see Mr. Oluey and his lady enter, and I fa};lcied
they were surprised, if riot slightly offended with them-

selves for being there; and then who should come in, but

Lawyer Aiken and his wifo, with George Milbank, ,wiio

had forn‘aed\ a slight acquaintance with the Sheriff’ at Mr.

prepared’.to muke as much of the party
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Aiken’s office, and could not refuse an invitation, which he
had not expected to receive. A large company was in
attendance. I had the honor for the first time of meeting
Prof. Bounce the dancing-master, and he locked as though
he had just stepped out of a band-box,—so finely was he
dressed—and squared évery attitude, and swept every
gesture by some rule of grace or line of beauty. Gen.
Buzbee was there, in the bravest bearing, and most ‘gal-
lant smiles. - Dr. Mushroom, inventor and proprietor of
the Passamaquoddy Mixture and Killorcureall Pills, with
his wife and two daughters, came floating and glittering
in as from some enchanted hall. They were followed by
Mr. Washington Pinchbeck, and one or two mill-owners "
with their ladies, besides many others, whom 1 need not
particularly name. | ,
. 1 heard it frequently asserted, that the Keezle villa was

" never before set out in move brilliant order. It was past

the season of roses, and yet the scent of these favorite
flowers regaled us on every hand. There was a profusion
of light in splendid lamps, and in all the colors of the
rainbow, glittering and flaming upon us. Yellow and
crimson in brass and satin adomed the windows. The
carpets were more florid than a garden of holiyhocks and
marigolds. Busts of Washington and La;fé,yette, Franklin
and Webster, adorned the mantelpieces, and pictures of
French beauties in lithograph smiled charmingly from the
wgll.‘ The sofas, chairs; and ottomans blushed n _crim-‘
sort velvet, and 1 dare say the mantels would have been
* yellow or crimson too if marbles of these colors could
have been found. The tables were loaded with costly ~
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luxusies which surprised my most romantic expecta.tions,k

and there were wines and cordials in one room for the
.temperate, and the choicest foreign liquors in another for
those who indulged a social glass.
As soon as he entered the parlor, the Rev, Mr. Pmtty-
man discharged his protest against the sinful fashion of
* dancing, and when urged to taste a glass of wine, or some-
thing strongér, he replied that it would be unministerial
~ in him so much as to taste what others might most prop-
erly enjoy; but he would respect th hospitality of the
house enough to step into the other room and enjoy a glass
of -cherry cordial, or raspberry syrup He took a second
glass of each during the evening, as there was only suffi-
. cient alcohol in'them to preserve theu: flavor, a.nd they
* ‘were so choice and fine. .
“This gentleman had a social word for many of the
guests. He was greatly taken up with little Carl Keezle, -

and bantered him, took him on his lap, and told him sto- |

~ vies. “This little lad must be a minister when he be-
-comes a man,” said My, Prettyman. :
“ No I won't, sir ; pa says I may be a lawyer, or keep
d big hotel,” answered little Carl, twining his leg around
Mr. Prettyman’s, and tossmg the clergyman 8 hand up
and down on his kiee.
“ What, my hand=ome- feliow would 'nt you like to be a
minister "
«“No, sir, I' guess I should’nt hke to be 2 minister ; ;
ministers gets talked about, and has too many fusses.” .
- % Not good and' prudent ministers, my dear.”
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u Mr. Snowdén gets tﬁlked about, and some call him
good " . .
* But ministers have such a plea.sant happy hfe, my
boy, I know you would like to be one.’ E
« No, sir-ee, I jest would'nt, neither,” answered little.

Carl.
« Not if you could ha.ve all the best people for your

friends ?”

“ No, sir.”
« Not if you could always be givén the best room where

- you went, and sleep on the softest feather-bed and take

the liberty of all the fine house ?”

« No, sir :

«Not to have chickens for every meal, and -live on
cake and pie ?”

“ No, not for chickens, and cakes and pies. 1 get’em
every day now, and we’ re going to have ducks and smelts
to-morrow, hnd venison next day.”

« Not to get two thousand dollars a year, and have
presents of cloaks, powns, slippers, lounges, easy chairs
and the like, and know how many love you” _

« Not I. Td ruther be a lawyer, and talk sauce to
witnesses, and make great speeches and get rich; or keep
a.big hotel, and have my sweet juleps. and cigars, 25
pa.pa did in the Shades,” said little .Carl, patting. Mr. ’

Prettyman playfully on the cheek, and dancing away into

another room, while the gentle divine turned and contern-
plated Miss Clarissa’s charms with attentions which re-
mmded me of the famous Ichabod Crane, Esq.; once prm-
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cipal _1.)f Sleepy Hollow School, whom Mr. Irving deseribes
s ogling Miss Van Tassel.. -

‘Mkr. Olney seemed to be out of i}is sphere that night,
-and what the rest of the company lacked in sense, he

made up in tart humor and impatient wit. Mrs. Keezle:

ren_:a.rked, that “he must have dined on razors, he was
g0 dreadful keen.” He gave Neal Derby a shot or two
'Whil.'.'.h brought the red blood to his forehead, and sesmed
to prerce him through, whilst they wounded me deeply
-I thought he might have spared Neal a little longer, anti
seen how he passed his trial. He was kind and sn;ilin
to.me, {for which I did not thank him,) ‘but the most hi
said to me was in a whisper, that he was glad T had not
been disposed to show myself a fool. -
They had grand musie, and searcely any thing but

walizes were danced the whole night. There were groups

.‘ engaged in conversation, and groups enjoying lighter and
: lc.mder pleasure. Mr. Puffit at last became weary of dan-
cing, and fook a seat by Neal Derby, and proposed a
play. Several persons were sitting neal;, and one pro-
po§ed one thing, and another, another. Neal said, « I;Jet
us have Charades.” Lawyer Aiken proposed # tl;e ood
. old.-fa;tshioned Trencher, which they used to roll at couit
quiltings in New Hampshire, after they had dazicéd 'on?tr

~ their-stocking-feet on the sanded floor.”” Geoige Milbank

proposed Proverbs. Mr. Puffit inquired the character of
that play, and George explained : * Form a circlo of alli
‘the ruom but one. Send one out for 2 moment ; take som:
famll.lar proverb, give a word of it to each individual inr
the circle, then lead in the absent person, present him to
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the . individual - having the ‘ﬁfst -word, _ and let himgo
around the circle in the way, the sentence runs. He asks
each one a question ; the person replies, and in that reply

returns his word. He guesses-the word, and studies out

th,é proverb from the answers they give. If he getfs it,
he triumphs and sits down ; if he fails, he goes out again. .
If any one reveals the proverb by th‘f answer, he has to
go out,” &e. ' o

 They soon understood the play, Neal was sent out and
several proverbs were proposed. Ms. Pinchbeck offered
‘one : “ Out of fashion, out of the world” Gen.
Buzbee offered another : « Faint heart. never won fair
lady.” Newton Puffit offered another: * Money buys
what talents fail to win.”. These were rejected, and
George Milbank proposed one : * He that by the plough
would thrive, himself must either hold or drive.” 'This

_ was accepted, and ‘distributed ; Neal was led in and

guessed it on Greorge’s own &;nswerv,lﬁ:om the emphasis he
accidentally laid on the word. “thrive.” George went
out, and a number of proverbs were proposed, which

. were not accepted, and Lawyer ‘Aiken proposed a Latin

one that he fancied they could give in pretty good Eng-
lish answers. It was « Sic tramsit gloria mundi.”
He suggested that the one having the word gloria,”
should end it with an ah, in the manner of street preach-
ers. A gay laugh rang out; the proverb was given, and
George retwrned and began his questions. “ Well, Miss
Puffit, whom do you prefer as'an author, Mis. Rowson or’

j Frederika,_ Bremer 7 : . ‘
« Mys. Rowson, of course. What do I 'know about
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Frederick Bremer, when I never read his works ? You .

must be sick to ask me such a quesfion,” replied Arabella,
with a triumphant toss of her splendid head, while some
laughed at the success of her-answer, and others at her
mistake, ' )
Géorge reviewed the answer, and passed to Lawyer
Aiken. “ What do you find in that book to interest you ¥’
“0, 1 was looking over some of these astronomical
1ables, and seeing when we ghould have another change
of the moon, or transit of the planets,” replied that gen-
tleman. : '
George reviewed the answer, and passed to the next,
“ Miss Winthrop, did you notice the fields as you cam
here to-night ? were they not fine 2

* Very,™ said 1, “ but not so fine as the sky ; it was so-
clear, and soft, and full of gloria.”

“ Gloria,—Glori-ak ? said George ; - what can that
mean?  You must be sick.'—¢ Changes of the moon.'—
‘ Glori-ah.” * Sick '— changes '—* glori-ah.’ 0, ho! 1

‘shall not have to wait till Monday to guess that proverb ;
I have it, *Sic transit gloria mundi ;' but I did not ex-
pect a Latin proverbh.” : ‘

_' After a while, proverbs lost interest, and conversation
ensued. Mr. Puffit related a conversation he had with a
man who quoted to him, * In Adam’s fall we sinned all,”
as scripture, and after enjoying the laugh he excited, he
said, “ Itold him he would find
ander Pope’s works.”

-

that scripture in Alex-

- “Then yon had forgotten your old primer,” said Mil.
bank, with a roguish smile, at the gentleman’s mistake.

“rate for Arthur.”
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C# Tt is in the Iprimer! isn't i_t? I swow, 1 thought it
was Pope’s. But let’s have another.dancei. : Co-me ;:1:11
txip it as you go, on the light fantastic toe,’ as Grmalki
i eth.” _ |
s“{':’ ;J:’lhfa;\;r. Puflit, Jim Allerkin dit.i’nt write that,
poetry, Jason Mushroom wrote it last winter for a motto
on our ball tickets,” ihterrupted Clara Keezle, with sur-
Pn‘s‘e'.You’re mistaken there, Cad,” said Ara,bel.la P.ufﬁt;
« Jason didn’t write it, he borrowed it from a piece in my
album, which Arthur Pinchbeck wrote, and I call it first
Hereupon, a smile was exch anged by a few :)"f the gro;p,
‘and something was said about * L’Allegro, and what
Milton might be thinking, if he saw and heard our c_on-r )
ion that night.. _ ‘
ve;sa::c;avored gto enjoy the evening, espet_aial]y after 1
saw three or four of my friends there, but I ?Vas most of
the time too absent-minded to enjoy any .thmg but m3;
thoughts. ‘I conversed with George Milbank . severa
times, and observed the improvements he had n?a.de, both
in mind and manners, since he came to Mernmaf:k. I
studied Neal Derby, and saw that he was gr_ea,tl.y intoxi-
cated with the ép‘lendor of the scene, aﬁ'd the gayety
and beauty of many of the guests. I studied Neal, afxd
ﬁbserved the expressions which he gave of the conflict
that was raging in his heart. I stu(.lied ohe young .lady\
more particularly _‘than others, not' w1f:h envy,. bflt. with It: :
mingled pleasure and pain, admiration and dishike. .
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was Bell Puffit, who made herself familiar with both
" myself and Neal. ‘ o
Two months ago, I had heard Neal Derby laugh at
Miss Arabel’s expense, while I was certain that she would
have spurned him, and called him what éhe did other
swains that she rejected—* a gawky,” or “a clown,” if
he had presumed to offer his addresses to her. But a
wonderful change had come. He was now worth his
thousands, and was admitted to a circle which decided
the positions of many ambitious young men. o
Bell continued the same wild and gay hearted creature
-that she was when I first met her, and she was improved
in those personal lights and graces which I find the men
admire. Her eyes were more lively now, and their dark -
long lashes were quite romantic. Her hair was adorned -
-with Cupid’s-darts and roses, and bound in a beautiful
fashion. Her brilliant orange brocade would have stood
alone on the floor ; her white neck and arms and fingers
sparkled with jewelry at every motion she made in the
light. Her finely chiseled cheeks were eream and
crimson, as mellowly blended as were ever those colors
on a rareripe peach. Her lips were proud and luxuriant ;
she had a roind and majestic form ; and I can afford to .
do her the justice fo add, that whilst her very life was in
 the senses, and show and gayety were the passion of her
heart, she had gained some intelligence by observation,
and even by books of late, and was not now a'strang‘er to
the tenderness and sweetness of her sex.
Bell appeared occasionally to set a romantic eye on the
Rev. Sweet Prettyman, at Clara’s ‘pdrty, and she en

" gtrange emotions, and 1 retired to a

261

OR, LIFE ATTHE LOPM.

couraged his ogling with geveral fascinating glances ; 'b_ut ‘
che also. hovered around Neal Derby, and gave hu;
marked attention. Isaw that she was beginming to ad-

would have rejoiced if he had only known

ire him, and
mire hin, e

how to walfz, and taken a bout or two with her o
i I was not jealous, 1 beg the reader
at my heart swelled with

pillow that night on

spacious parlor floor.
10 believe, but I confess th

~ which I found no sleep. .
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XXX,

].).AYS elapsed, and I saw more and more to confirm my
belief that Neal and Bell were lovers. They fre-

quently met, and she cast around him such intoxicatine
g

. charms that his head at last became giddy, his affiance
wavered, and he was heard to express the wish that he

might marry her and me together.  Then he 1ma—-

" gined that he had never heard of me, and Arabel was
his first and only love. Then he fancied me dead, and
himself planting roses over my yet moist grave, and going
home with a sad countenance to kiss and wear, for a
lonely hour in his chamber, the slippers I had wrought in

- Toses with my dying hands; and, by-and-by, getting so |

reconciled to his bereavement that he could wear those
dear sl‘lppers out on the veranda of his hotel, and &t
down in company, with his coat thrown back on his
shoulders and his thumbs in his vest, and enjoy a mild
cigar, and find consolation in his ‘thoughts of Arabel.
Then old loves returned, and he was all the more for
Mercy Winthrop, and calling on Heaven t6 forgive his
truant heart. Then his brain whirled rotnd and round,
and his heart panted for a more romantic hliss, New
intoxications fired and raised him; a relapse succeeded :
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he Pltled and he loved me; ; again he was seized w:th
new distractions; and he changed his manner toward
me and demanded a dismission.

I discovered the change when it lurked only in his

" eye, or appeared in a stiffened smile, yet I concealed

my susplcxons—l was going to say even from my own
heart. 1 hoped they were false, and desired the day to
come when I might be his honored wife. But my sus-
picions were confirmed, by his neglect to visit me on
setting out alone for his tour of the lakes. I knew of his
intentions, for he had informed me, and asked me to go
along. But, for a fortnight “previous to his departure, I
had not seen him, nor received a word. The hour of that
event 1 had only learned by accident two days after, and
T was quite prepared for such a letter (if any) as he ad-
dressed me from Oswego' The letter was written, he

informed me, to redeem a promise made some time ago.

It was a long one, and seemed to’ have been designed to
solace me and eool off my affection, while he “ took the
liberty to set before me another object for my heart’s em-

" brace.” He touched upon the theme of first love, and

argued its “ folly” and “illusion” as eloquently as ever
he had protested that first love was heavenly, and true,

and without change. He did not close without informing -
_ me that % our engagement was made before either of us

considered the acinal nature of the vows, or on what the
loftiest yearnings of our souls were placed.” That “I had
rié]_:ed everything in giving such unreserved love to him.”

That * a separation was ‘better before than after the un-,

fortunate nuptials were consecrated.’ That « far better
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men than himself adinired me, and would rejoice to make
me happier than he feared he could render one of my
peculiar nature ;" and, in short,~as others had written a

hundred times before— whatever might be the result of .

that letter, he could never forget the pleasure he had
taken in my society—that my love for him would remain
a bright spot en his memory forever, and he should never
cease to esteem me highly as a fréend, nor cease to wish
me well.’ '

I happened 10 be one of those beings whose hearts may
be more easily broken than bent,—I must foolishly con-
fess, since he has passed ‘to his account, and cannot be
flattered by my weakness,—and, while I expected such a
letter, if any, its coldness froze me so snddenly, I verily
thought I could not survive. Tell me, ye who laugh at
my folly, for I am bravely over it now, and no word of
yours shall wound me,—tell me, how could I at that

time have borne my disappointment diﬁ'eréntly, and made -

up for all-that vanished love? How could I have gone
to work, with the hand of a heartless changeling, coolly
untied the knots of that sacred attachment, and fastened
my heart again to any man on earth? The possibility
of the thing was a mystery which I did not try to solve.
Delirium or death at that time was easier for a nature
and for ties like mine. I spent the day in my chamber,
and in what a state of mind (under pretence of sick-head-
ache) 1leave the reader to imagine. But it was only one day
of solitnde and sackcloth ; for my pride ‘soon returned,
and I was'ashamed of inyself that I had mourned for the
~ desertion of one whom I ought to have been glad té
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abandon before it was too late. Then there arose a pity
for the misfortune of his fortune, and, O, what tender,
girlish Iove reached forth and snatched back his image to
my bosom! Then my heart throbbed with anger, and
my cheeks burned with indignation, and I was chafed
and insulted by the baseness of a soul that would attempt

~ sueh- consolations for me, while he declared his love for

another ; (I smile now as I recall the pexfect tempest of
indignation and scorn that my maiden heart ‘was then
able, with so little conscious effort to raise, and what
smlhngs a.nd what poutings rose in succession, as love
blew hot or cold) and I crumpled the insolent letter in
my hand, tore it to pieces, and paced the room, I dare
say, as romantically and with as queenly pride as the
heroine of any novel. Then, of course, I melted down
and sobbed and sxghed I searched my library for a book
which might apply to my case, and express my mingled
emotions. I read Lady Byron's reply to her lord’s Fare
thee well,” and found not my anodyne\ there. I opened
the  Sorrows of Werter,” and shut it before I finished the
first chapter. 1 went to Amelia’s table and took ‘¢ Alonzo
and Melissa,” but that was intolerable, and I dashed it
on the floor. I took down Irving, and read with fresh
interest his ¢ Pride of the Village,” but found I was neither
so urthappy nor so resigned as that heroine, and received
little comfort from her case. Then a poetical inspiration
geized me, as I believe it does most persons in that situa-
tion, and I perpetrated three or four delightfully bitter
stanzas * On Man’s Inconstancy,” and I remember each

stanza had eight lines of common metre, and began with
12
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. “Oh! and ended with “Man’s Inconstancy.” And so
-1 ran on, pretty much, I suspect, as a hundred of my
readers (if 1 have so many) have done at the romantic
turn of life; very soon relenting and pitying poor Derby
for his weakness, and for the sad and desolate life I was
certain he must live:; and at last T tossed his detested
image from me, and, with pride and resentment, returned
him a merited reply. I had the satisfuction of hear-
ing that it arrested -his romantic progress,’and made him

ineffably wretched for more than a week. Bllt Arabel

returned to his thoughts, and his own pride compelled
him to send me a cold and final answer.

He commenced his letter with a description of scenery,
which he ventured to suggest I would heartily enjoy. He
knew I would not be disappointed in Niagara Falis, if I was
with the Erie Canal, or Montezuma marshes. ' If I could

, pass' under the cataract, I was braver than he: but he
had no doubt my emotions would be sublime, if I main-
tained my balance, and did not turnble over and down to

the dark and roaring abyss below. (Perhaps along here,

as I read, I fancied for once that it would be a sweet
‘'relief to go there and “tumble over into that dark and
roaring abyss,” but I solemnly protest, I have not the
faintest remembrance of if, though I did suspect that
‘eruel Neal wrote the line to suggest such a iragic im-
pulse). From that he went on to caleulate “the time
it would take for the rocks to crumble away to Lake Erie,
and what a deluge would overwhelm New York and

Canada, when Lake Erie, Huron, Michigan, Superior, and

~even the Lake of the Woods came pouring down through
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that rifted gate of waters.” He sketohed his Impressions
of a book he had been reading, and of a play he attended
in Bufialo. Then came the long reserved subject of our
separation ; and, after arguing coldly its advantages, and
dwelling chiefly on the incompatability of our tastes and
tempers, he told me fo go to him, if ever I wanted a
Jriend, (the word friend was in italies) and concluded
the letter with a prayer that my life might be one of
happiness, and death to me might be—
 The Xind and gentle servant, who unlocks,

‘With noiseless hand, life's flower-encireled door,
To show me those I love.”

The last letter might have wounded me more than the
first, but all the woman was so roused in my soul, I hore

(it ‘with a smile. For the former Derby I could mourn as

for one buried in the grave, but for the present Derby, of
course I felt by this time a very cool contempt, and re-
joiced even at times of elevated feeling, that I had ‘not

‘been wedded to one so selfish and inconstant.
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XXXI.

1 WENT on my walks as vsual, and thanked the blessed

stars as I paced the old mill among my jocund looms, that .

I had not been lured away from them. ' Instead of at-
tempting to hector me as one or two did, most of the girls
_expressed a silent sympathy which comforted me more
_than words. They hinted again and again the gladness
they felt that 1 had never been vain of the prospect of a
fortune which had relieved me of so false a friend. Julia
Warden was more than ever my dearest friend now, and
Celia and Agnes assured me in a dozen tender ways that
recent events had raised me in their esteem, and redoubled
the interest they had taken in my welfare. |
Soon after I spun my poem on “ Man's Inconstancy,”
I had a visit from Bessie Plympton. She heard of all my
troubles, and came to comfort me. ¢ Ah, Mailcy, Maimy,
yer face is lookin a heap too pale and sober,” eried she,
after a.dozen apologies for intruding on my grief, « Ye
musn’t take on in this way, girl, 'twont dew, and ’ t aint
the way to git red o’ trouble. I 'spose ye feel orful bad,

and think yer heart'll break, and all that, but la, there’s -

trouble a sight harder’n this to git over. Ye'll be as chip-
Per as a wren in a year, see’f ye don’t; and wonder, then,
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what made ye take on so bad about a feller that thought he
loved ye and didn’t love ye none o’ the time. Cheer up,
Maircy, sich troubles is only a sort o’ mumps or measles
that most everybuddy hes to hev. Cheerup, there’s better
fish in the sea than hes ever been ketched.
“Iknow jist how ye feel. It seem’s zef ye was lookin
at the world through a smoked glass, now don’t it? and

everything was kivered with a kind o’ yeller gloom. I
know jist how ye feel; ye want to look at the moon and
make vairses all the hull time. Ye think ye love him to
death, and think ye don’t love him ; ye dream he's drefful )
lovin and then drefful false and hateful. I know jist how
ye feel ; ye want to read love stories all the hull time,
and don’t want to read ’em, they make ye feel- so bad.
Ye have a queer kind o’ hard-and-tender, sick-and-wal,
glad-and-sober, smart-and-foolish feelin all over ; now don’t
ve, Mairey, and want to hear mournful tunes, and be by -
yerself?

“ T know jist how ye feel. I felt so myself when Solon
Nuby (the slick.tongue !) found out he didn’t love me’s he
thought he did, and traipsed right straight away’s he
colld go and hed Susan Dike. O I felt zef my heart was
runnin out o’ my eyes, then I did, Mairey. I could never
git overit in this world, I said, and I'd run right away and
live in the woods, or eat pounded glass, and die. Then
how queer I felt all oveﬁ’*‘and how the vairses run through
my poor head ! Curis, how easy 'tis to make vairses when
a body’s been a little disappinted ! But la, Mairey, *twant
a year afore  was glad the feller left me, fur he left Susan
feelin wuss 'n I, and I b'lieve it’s a sight better to hev em
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“cool and quit afore than arter a body gits tied to ‘em for
ever. Cheer up, Maircy, and ye'll find that this little
storm’ll only fetch a brighter sky and sweeten the air
around yer heart. Ease yer heart a makin vairses; then,
sure, it'll never break.” -
Whilst T was absent visiting my brothers, Dr. Downs
 and his wife planngd a’journey to Philadelphia, and now
they beset me to quit the mill for ten days at least and g0
and stay with Celia till they returned. I made strong
objections at first, but when, to my surprise, I was in-
formed that consent from the superintendent had been
gained, and there was deposited to my credit in the bank
more than the amount of my wages for that time, I was
wounded & little in my pride at first, then a sense of their
great goodness touched me, and I yielded to their wishes.
‘They departed on their journey, and I went with Celia
and remained a fortnight instead of ten days. I never
. can forget the time I spent with that dear girl. Selwyn

was still engaged in the city inission, and boarded at

home. Julia Warden was often over, a day and night,

and they were all genial and happy as a flock of sum-
mer bivds. I felt that none of them had acquainted me
with half their goodness before. They treated me as if -
nothing at all had happened, and no Neal Derby had
been born.  And yet there was a tendernes in their most
lively manner which touched me, and, had I been mourn-

ing for my mother, I should have tasted full and frequent
cups of comfort with my sorrow.

A finer season than that I never saw. . The fields were
still verdant as in May, for the after-grass in the

hay-
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fields was in full bloom, and the banks of our bright r:iv.er,
and the pastures on the hills « stood dressed in hvnjlg
green.” Bessie’s group of sunflowers waved like stately

- palms in her little garden, and she sat and sarig beneath
them, and no doubt thought, if not of the palm-groves of -

her fathers in Africa, of the shade she expected to ﬁne} in
heaven on the banks of the river of life.. The cardinal
flower displayed its scarlet coronal, and the yellow fox-
glo{fe gemmed the road-side and starred the fields. The
pond-lily had just begun to whiten the bosoms of the
lakes and nod above the waters, a8 if giving glances‘ or
gestures of encouragement or love to her less }J.eall.‘giful
sister, the yellow water-lily that rose and waved in sight.
The dahlias were all out, and the cones of the pie ax-ld
cedar gave a “good smell” as ever Solomon tasted in
the gardens of Mount Zion. The air was pure and clear,
and the mountains seemed to have come down near to us
and cast their sympathies around, us, while the sky "-.vould
stoop and retire at different hours of the day, and _dlsplaz
every tint and shade, from deep orange to a white and
glowing silver, as the different hours went by. The
fairest fruit and the finest books, Tafnd even lectures, that
yéar, were In Season. N . .
Selwyn had labored with unremitiing e:xertlons during
the sumumer in the city mission and evening sc_hool,:and
he now took a fortnight and joined us in our recr.ea.tmns.
T had not dreamed that a person so gracious in his looks,
could be so genial in “society as I then found him. He
was even humorous and witty ; and such a deference ar.ld
tenderness for woman as he showed unconsciously, (while

» b e S e i 2
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he disputed with us often, and candidly mentioned our
faults,) did more than I then suspected to restore my faith
in man. 1 found my aflections springing up like a rent
vine, and climbing around him. He was.more than
usuaily attentive to poor Mercy Winthrop. He and Julia
joined us in cur walks and pastimes. Two whole days
we spent on the hills and by the river side, taking refresh-
ments along, and reading aloud to each other, when we
did not walk. We took long rambles in the woods, and
*“ came to curselves,” (as the little book on-Nature, which
~ we read in the Circle, had promised,) and “cast off our
" years,” and foimd that “ perennial festival dressed,” of
which “the guest sees not how he should tire in 2 thou-
sand years."”

I desired, after a long absence, to visit the cascade I
had so learned to love, from the picture of beauty it dis-
played in view of my chamber window, and walking down

- near there, one afternoon, we found that a little cottage had
gone up, and a site of three or four acres of ground had
been fenced in and planted with trees, flowers and vege-
tables, and made already a pleasant country home. I
was surprised by its appearance, for 1 had not observed it
before, and was still more so, as we called at the
door for a pitcher of water, to find George Milbank there.
He blushed with surprise, and insisted on our going in.
Then we were introduced to his mother, a fine and spirited
old lady with a musical voice, whom I began to remem-
ber as having seen years ago in Salem. And this was
her home, and she and George together had earned, pur-

chased, plantéd and built it, and they were to keep it and
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live. together antil death! “A capital thing for you
both, George,” I could not help saying,‘ “and I am glad
you have sueceeded so finely, only I may envy you for the
scenery you enjoy.” We exchanged a fow banters, and

nothing would do but We must all go n and take a cup

of tea. The house as yet was nearly all kitchen, and the
floor was without a carpet, but it was laid.of “smooth
white ash, and was so clean it was really invitmg. - Then
I cannot say but we were tempted by the character of

. . .
the supper, for, said Greorge, “ Come in—now, come along

in, and take supper. What if you were not invited beff)re,
we are just as glad to see you. Comej mother was just
saying the supper would taste better with a table full of
friends to share it, and you don’t know what-we ha‘.re
got. (‘ Why, George, you are rude,’ interf:upted Mys. Mil-
bank). T've been out on the hills, and pl?zked atwoquart
‘pail full of late blackberries,—the freshest, and largest,
and sweetest I've seen this year, and-mother has‘ made
a shortcake as large as your apron, Mercyg-’-(‘ (:eorgg,
George, how you go on !')—full as long am.i wide as your
apron, and she’s going to split it and butter it, and sweeten
the berries with maple-sugar—(‘ Why, George," do hold
your tongue ! they'll think we never had anything to e,at
before "')—maple-sugar’s the thing for that, and we’ll

have such a berry pie as you never tasted before in your .

lives.” o
« Well, now, my dear, are you really done ?” .mq-ulr.ed
Mrs. Milbank ; “ are you done ? If you are, I will invite

' thern in to tea. We can’t promise you much, but we shall
be very glad of your comp?lglg + and a cup of tea and

Sreorpe, <t 0o e PR M By




274 MERRIMAOK ;

som.e bre_ad and butter may refresh you. \Take<som‘
c}'1a1rs. My tea-kettle. will soon boil, and we will .
hinder you a great while.” ’ oo
We could not resist the invitation, and took tea with
Gfeorge and Mrs, Milbank. Tt was a pleasant time T]h
windows were all up, the air wag delightful, ar;d ‘ W:

formed an acquaintance-with that little rural home, and

with Mrs. Milbank, which we long held dear

After tea, George and his mother took us through their |

garden, and showed us their trees. * You know this t
I suppose, that 1 have selected for the avenue,” re'fi
(ieorge. * They are not very large yet, but are fasfr o
ers; and will be magnificent when about ten ears glg’?‘f"
“ They look like button-wood,” said one yand “‘)b‘
wood,” said another. , -
“ No,” said he, * they are the tulip-tree. Ree wh
an elegant leaf they have, what a brilliant gloss ?t
and how beautifully scolloped. See here, how thy ;green,
and sprays unfold from each other. They’are ve X :”;’5
when grown, their sprays are elegant and benrg sli]&zte .
.scroll, and a tulip-tree fifty feet high is the finest hfa .
n a forest. It always reminds me of an elegant sto tJth
Perfect woman ; and far better than the wee in’ 'l?'e .
1t answers the words of Coleridge— Most beaulzif gi ;'Mh’
est trees—the Lady of the Woods.” We next sé.u . fo?-
o.f black-walnuts planted near the house for sh“:ia -
silver birches, a maple or two, a liquidamber a:d . ;nd
fine evergreens. George and his. mother joi’ned usa i::

walk to the cascade '
. » and we returned, and
with us to a lecture in the city. . they went

"0k, LIFE AT THE LOOM. - 278

One of the best courses of lectures was given, earlier
than usual that year, and at the expense, chiefly, of
the factory girls. There were two on Natural History,
which interested us' much. There were three on
Astronomy, 'given in a popular style, from which the
dullest of our number retired animated and improved.
We had one on he Dignity of Labor, by a clergyman
from Medford, who began with an apology, not for the
subject of his lecture, but for society, that it should
require a word to be said in vindication of a thing so noble
and divine. We had one on Howard and Prison Reform,
and oue on Oliver Goldsmith. I think I never was more
inspired or ennobled by any course of lectures than by
that, or received ideas that I so long remembered.

In company with Selwyn, (with whom I now felt that
I had for the first time. got acquainted,) we visited the
institutions of Merrimack, and heard their objects and
history explained. The rest of the time was spent in the
cheerful parlor or on the beautiful grounds of my dear
doctor, and the time seemed very short, though 1 stayed a
fortnight before they returned. They told me they had
not regretted my staying with Celia and Selwyn, for 1

appeared as if I had been quite happy, and my health were

a good deal improved. My heart did have its happy hours

and days, and the happiness was of the kind I expect to

taste In heaven.
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XXXIIL.

DI-:‘RBY returned and resumed his old quarters at the
Merr.lmack House. I was told that he appeared far better
for his recreation, and aflected the gayest spirits.’ I too
was better for a_time ; and I know not that the reader
would thank me for what I might relate of a fow months
that followed. Of course there were times of excitement :
there were accidental meetings to bring the hot blood tc:
my forehead and ruffle my peace, and 1 must have been
more than mortal to have escaped an illness which I suft

f'ered for several weeks, from an epidem-ic that prevailed
i Merrimack. But I had faith and ‘hope tosit by m
- bedside, and before I recovered even, I was convinced tha.ltr
my illness came not withont a blessing. |

My friends were kind to me before, and I thought I

‘had been thankful for their love, but I have found lt:’here
is nothj{lg Like suffering to kindle the ardors of lo.ve to
put bliss into smiles and joy into sympathies, and o,en'
our hearts to thanksgiving. To me, every ﬁie;ld seemI:—’:d |
at that time, to have been transfigured to a being of su er:
hm‘f‘tan beauty and perfection. The whole circle-—Agies
Julia, Anna‘, Jesse, Mary, Walter—as they visited mt;
then,—each ready to bear my pains,—each striving to
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outdo the others in kindness,~—seemed to me like a “flock

- of cherubs just lighting down from heaven, to save me

from death and solace all my griefs.

As I recovered in the sunshine of this love, it appeared
1o me that a new world was opening around, and new
sensations and enjoyments of a sirange, exalted and spirit-
ual nature were rising before me. Walter was twice 10
sce me, and to assure me how good he had been since 1
was in Danvers. Julia and Celia came’ in and read to
me, as soon as I could sit up; and after that, Selwyn
gave Julia and me a drive on'the banks of the Merrimack,
and I remember with what keen satisfaction I enjoyed it
all. As soon as I was able to undertake a short excur-
sion, Lydia Buxton came with her carriage and took me
off to Salem for a visit of three weeks. While T was
under her eare, the carriage was constantly going, and 1
was taken to Wenham, and Danvers, and after that to
Dexter, to see Hannah in her new home.

I was delighted with my visit. I found my gentle
friend in a little rural nook, about half a mile from the
‘village, on the corner of a handsome farm which her
husband received from his father. They ehjoyed a plea-
gant old farm-cottage, with innumerable out buildings, all
of the same Quaker style and color. There was a large
' ereek about a quarter of a mile away,—an inlet of the
‘sea, that turned a grist mill of which Seth’Parvin was

also the ownper, and on the other hand, an orchard
which scented the air with the fragrance of its fruit.
We talked volumes, of old times. We had our plea-
gant rambles. We went through the mill: we visited
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Mr. Derby, but'while hiz presence disturbed me little, I
had less enjoyment in pleasures that once were grateful to
me. I mingled with my friends of the Book Society. 1
visited scenes of nature, and there found great delight.
And Mr. Derby seemed quite happy. He continued -
his addresseé to Arabel, and she was such a fascinating
beauty, I know not that Lought to have wondered at the
axdor of his love. I can well afford to say that she was
worthy of his hand and heart, for I began now to feel
that she was more voluptuous in appearance than reality.
Passion, gayety, pleasures of the eye, tongue, ear, and
heart, were so early developed in her, they seemed 10w
to be possessed in innocence, and ' she gave' her gay life to
them as a saint gives his heart to heaven. She was 2
lively companion : . she had passed through the high
schools (notwithstanding she often ignored her grammar
and quoted history and geography poorly ;) she enjoyed
large expectations ; she had much of the woman in her

nature and dispositions; he gave her his whole heart,

and she becarne his bride.

I need not detain the reader with any long account of
the wedding, though it was the great event of the year in
Merrimack, The Rev. A. Sweet Prettyman married
them. It was rumored among her father’s customers,—

it was even printed in the papers and published abroad,—
that Newton Puffit, Esq., of Hickory Hall, gave his
daunghter a bridal wardrobe costing a thousand dollars,
and a party costing five hundred more ; that he built her
a splendid Tudor cottage, and gave her a carriage and
horses worth many additional hundreds, while Mr. i

o e ettt e e b — .
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Derb i NS
man 3; (i:; lttwvzzz privately reported) presented his clergy

. Y quarter-e. i . et
his own bride’s hands, agles in a sillk purse knit by

f
JOF company, and gave and attended parties

on ds if drawn b ,
Y coursers of the g .
Wr : . . un, iIn a ]
eathed with roses, through™ airs of perf; chariot
gardens blooming whit perilime, and over

and love, e with flowers of gladness, beauty,

Time rode

The happy pair received throngs
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XXXTIIL

Ler us now return to other characters. The reader
has probably felt some interest in Greorge Milbank, and

!

may obtain some relief from my tediousness if I give more

account of him. I found it difficult at times now to con-
vince myself that this young man was ever the “ Litle

George Milbank ™ whom I first saw under arrest at Na- -

than Buxton’s. He must have been very small, and I
rather large of my age at that time, for it appearéd to me
that I was much the oldest. 1 was not, ‘however,
a single year his senior, and he had fairly overtaken and
gone beyond me now in everything. He was a large and
stately man as you would not find five in fifty. He was
nobly formed, and I must say that, exéept Selwyn Downs
1 think he had as manly and expressive a countenance -as
1 ever saw. His face was too brown to be called beau-
tiful, but I considered him fortunate, and even manlier
looking for having that dusky hue. His eyes were full
and black——exceedingly black and spirited ;—his fore-
head was round and “high; his nose, lips, and chin,
resembled the picture of Edmund Burke’s; and his voice

had become clear and rich in every note of the octave, -
and completely at his command. This I must say for-

i
I
i
i
i
IR
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~ Milbank ; and 1 may add that his mental

and moral por-
trait was equally engaging,

except, perhaps, in a trait or
two, which simply rendered him disagreeable to, per-
sons of a different turn. He was too fond of eontro-
Vversy to suit many people; and he seemed to have too
little mercy on those he“happened to confute,
far too inquisitive as many fancied,

sent-minded frequently ' that . his convers
rapid showers, alterna.ting with long an
that were tedions to endure,

He was o ab-

d dreary pauses

But he had one trait that I
admired. He was very respectful to women, when hig
mind was at home, and he seemed to practice the senti-
ment of Richter, regarding all women sacred for his
mother’s sake.

His eareer, like that of hundreds of our selfmade men,
would have given another bright page to our history,
He remained at this time in the same law-office where he
entered in quality of a poor, bashful porter, several years
ago. But he no longer performed the same menjal duties.

. He remained a porter not above a year; but daring that
time he was the Pporter in great earnest, and would not
have been induced to act as anything else. He was
early and late at the office ; he performed with alaerity
every command he received, and stood on tip-toe, ‘his
master said, while it was given. The oflice was kept in
the finest order all that year. His errands were done
with unfailing correctness and despatch. He even took
duties on himself that were not required of him, such as .
blacking his master’s boots, milking hiz magter’s cow, and
doing service at the house. ' ' |

-

He was

ation came in .
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At the same time his eyes and ears were always ope:(;
‘ an
%o catch ideas, and study chardcter wherever h;al w:s, by
1 nd.
ithout a bock or pen mn ha .
he never sat down wi or  hand. B
i i jces became indispensable,
faithfulness his services : -
intelligence and progress created such an 1ntere.‘3,’cﬂﬁman
master, that at the end of the first year, the gen
1

e g
admitted him to a clerkship in his office, gave him

salary of two hundred doliars, and took him into his own
fanli)lxlal;i:;bf}?::.year, 1 believe Geeorge found a g;e:.;ededzl
1 1 attend lectures am -
" l'e-lsurfulflmi\i[ﬁ sAt;lliynagl'i'e him lessons to study, pro.b-
:):1:11: gn? m;xthematicsd to solve, and books to r?aq, w};i}:
he called in one or two of Georg-e’s comp'ft:}:o:.:e fl "
them quesﬁons for debate, and: disputed Wt1 L e ,his
often as once a week. He discovered g a o i
clerk which he little suspected wh‘en he first ea pered the
office, glad enough to get swe-aepmg and err d o
found in the young man quick apd‘kegn p.e p. ; i
iii\?e reason, a free and accurate uttera‘nce,dwnl;ae. i\;;i
ment which few of the better educa‘tted. ar‘1 m » xpe
1 d possessed. In short, Mr. AlkeI} dlsf:overe -
Eergj:ee l\lr;lilbank had every natural qualification .for ]g. .S;;
ceessfgl lawyer, and he sent hin;'tc:l Lil‘;vl‘i[l?:;lgclgiz I::ans
. on, ‘
fo; \ 't)holojfr}:?nc:: r::v: [;telst::(;tngl, and took hix:n as a stu-
;::J risalved to see what he cau%d make. (;)f"alslz?.a .
George had the faculty of getting the ide

d the substance bf a book before others could have read
an
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them ; and i
; and it was sea W '
rce two years
afler he com :
4 menced

law studies for the Pprofession,

the bar, wi )

o thre;Wlty the most cordia} greetings, and gained 1
> suits in -the court . ’ wo
. 8 . .

reputation, » which made him quite a

before he wag admitted to |

i
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XXXIV.

1 wouLp like to give as cheerful a chapter to every
other friend as I have given to George Milbank ; but 1
must continue to weave many sable threads with the
brightest texture of my work. Amelia Dorlon re-appears
in a character from which I would have given the world ’
to save her. The temptations of false life in Merrimack
were too powerful for her, and she yielded more and more -

" 4o their delusive influence. The passion for dress, in
" which she had always been indulged ; her love of flattery

and favor, and her fondness for gay and extravagant life,

increased with her years.

She was not without intelligence or a taste for worthy
books and lectures at this time ; but a passion for vainer
pleasures predominated, and it was with grief and anxiety
that her friends for 'the last few years had watched her
steps. She was still kind-hearted as a child. She was
handsome in appearance. She still maintained her chas-
tity, although her conduct excited gcandal_and reproach.
But she gave little heed to that injunction of the scripture
which wams us to * abstain from all appearance-of evil.”
And beside, she contracted little vices which nothing but
true history would prompt me fo record. She took no
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step to sec ' i
P 1o secure that moble independence (¢ characteristic

of N N i
ew England) which so many of the factory girls

m . .
cu:;;z::nzd;‘ sf:.he 1"_nade no parf.itfular effort to rise by self
the sk, und suved noting 40 mei e e

\ | g 1o assist her mother,
;tz’cz:t:;;y; :ihe spent all hfﬂ' wages as fast as they wzg]el
o ?hefldeavor of keeping up with the style of
i~ addresse(s - ewr thousands to disburse. She accepted
with e Bewuty, and yot o s g oo L
to anything more serions than I t'Of P
pref;z;rid a dance to a lccfure at (:.]r(ll; z:ze‘;qfxlldh:v;lesie

would have liked to see her at partj : :
occagions, and during virtuousph]:u::,a:lfebifirzz Ptl:Per
zzw lw'eek, anfl rgmain all night. She neglected mof:
more 'the circle of her old friends, and seemed bet
pleased with the smiles of some gay strang o
her mother’s love. o tham even

-m :;ft:- receivin-g and dismissing a score of beaux, a‘ person

e :) a:ua;z?::::tance, who declared his admiration, took -
Lo e h: :‘; and made her believe he was seriously
e morast lj, young r}rjan of wealth and fashion,

e il e than Amelia. could earn at her looms,

mith all a 81: mother could assist her, to support her

mea::y eSI;Ie:o:nng her new rank, She resorted fo othey
mean ..th began to borrow 2 dollar  here and there
ong ihe gitls.  Her lover continued his adg

praised the rich taste of her toilet, and conﬁrrﬁed ézisjs,

n

?

- ghould balk her desires.

o,
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But she must have a white satin dress for that occasion,
and how was it to be obtained? She had soon found
© that borrowing would not supply her resources ; she was
already tending more looms than her strength well bore ;
she had no rich papa or uncle to solicit for a present, and

how in the world could the dress be obtained ?
- natively conscientious ;-she would not have stolen 2 book to

She was

keep herself from ignorance, nor a loaf of bread, before
she would starve; but she must have the brilliant satin
to adorn her anticipated bridal, and nothing, she resolved,

: So she visited several stores in
Merrimack with the determination of getting trusted.
But her character had suffered so much of late, no one
would give her credit for a satin dress, while no less than

 three gentlemen offered to trust her for a print or delaine.
Neither of these would answer, and she went to another
store with the intention of stealing a dress, and returning

the pay as a case of conscience after she was married
and had a rich husband’s purse at her command. But
stealing was entirely a new employment, and she returned
to her mother’s without having a conscience to attempt
she fulfilment of her design.

The next evening she renewed her resolutions, but she
‘ound no opportunity to renew the attempt, and returned
wgain disappointed. At length she went to Boston, and
‘alled down some fine satins on the counter, and while
he clerk’s attention was turned another way, she slipped

.rich pattern under Kéf shawl, and, pretending not to be

nited, walked out of the store. But in the blindness of

er passion, she could not see that sharp eyes even on
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earth were watching her; and she had not been five
minutes i her hotel, preparing to go home, before an
officer entered and arrested her, and she was lodged in
prison.

Conscience was now wakened, and she was over-
whelmed with remorse and shame. She was questioned
a8 to her name and residence, but, from pride and fear of
having her crime‘ known in Merrimack, she refused to
tell.  The questions were kindly repeated, but she covered
her face, turned to the wall of her prison, and gave them
sobs and moans for answers.- The keeper’s wife came in
with & heart full of sympathy, and attempted to soothe
her and give her refreshments, but no attention could she
win. :

The cierks at the store and oﬂicérs of the police gave

various conjectures concerning her character. Her face |

- was so florid, and she was .80 fancifully dressed, it was

' thought by some she was a girl of the town ; while others
supposed her an accomplice of a band of thieves ; and one
or two were of the opinion that she had just come from the
country, and this was her first step on the road to crime.

Her mother and friends at home, you may well cons

‘ceive, were alarmed by her long abeence, and various
fears were expressed concerning her fate. ‘Mrs, Dorlon
‘begged that her absence might be kept from the papers
until a thorough search had been made, while George
Milbank volunteered to g to Boston in search of her.
Amelia continued moaning in the agony of shame, sus-
- Pense and terror;, and on the next morning, and at the
following noon, she . refused to take any nourishment, and
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to inform her inquirers of her name anfl hor'ne.1 '11‘;11:
officers were repeating their questions nnpa.tlen; yh -
next afternoon, when Friend Buxton am.i Dr. Te tf EII-JS
pened to enter the prison. They were mformeti 0 ;t
new culprit, and passed to the cell where she lay.

was so long since Friend Buxton had seen Amelia that he

addressed her at_ first without suspecting Who‘ she ;vas.
She turned her face to the wall, and uttere(’i a cry o z;lIl-
guish, which would have melted a.. He.ro‘d s heart. " e
paused at the door and held back his f{.‘le.'fld. by a su lén
check, and whispered thatf he felt fl.s if it were: c;;u:o t;
intrude upo.n the presence of such grief. They bot stho
cilent for a moment, when Dr. Teft suggested that | ey
might win her confidence ar;_d soothe her, and do some-
i her. o , .
thl;‘fi:‘;il Buxtonb assented, approached her gently, g.nd in
the kindliest tone began, “ We are very safl for the:e, Ey'
child. Does thee want a friend to walk with thee in thy

- troubles? Be not comfortless. Thy error might have

been worse, and thee might have been II.IOI‘e fﬁegdliess.
Be calm, my child, and hear us. There 18 .mu}(:h h :}1;:
for thee, and we are thy friends. Trust us now,:— us
grief, and trust us, and see what we can do. T}}e poor

i ‘, llowed her sighs, uncovered her-face arfd r08€,
glrtll swi:h her eyes still on- the floor, and clasping her
;:hd:,v sobbed out, * Huve 1 i;. frienti;O heaven}y qu?

to advise me or help me ?” .

ts fl ;Z(;ifr::el::, we are friendg., and fve ‘will adv.ise m.u,df

help you,” answered Dr, Teft, his voice broken with griet

and the tears trickling (].O“_;l;;’ his face.
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‘ ?"" I\{I;ay we know what thy name, and where thy home
18" mquired Friend Buxton, with difficulty.

¢ O,'my mother! it will kill my poor mother if she
knows it ; and I cannot tell, she shall not know what I
have done ; I will die in prison first.”

.“ But we are true friends ; tell thy whole story, and we
will grrange 1t so that thy mother can bear the news
hTelll us thy story in all confidence, we will keep - it, and

elp thee out of thi ,
thel:l o of this great trouble. Thee hag a mother

¢ Anfl how can she live when she has heard of this m

;{‘hls must be thy firat offence, and how‘did it hap-
pen? Some uncommon temptation must have moved
thee to it.” : |

“0, I"have done wickedly,—1I see now that I have "

Thc.ae speaks truly, but the wicked may repent and
. find relief and friends. Thy sin may not be so dark as
Mary’s, and she repented and was forgiven.” |
“ Hexe I am in prison, sir, and what h
| t
o e , Bir, at hope can there he

“ ’.[the .'E..ord locketh -down from heaven, to hear the
groaning of the prisoner,—he heareth thy groans, and
will forgive thee, and set thee on thy feet.” .

“I'have done evil, evil, evil,—but—I have no excuse ;
I thought I had an excuse, but I have not.’’ -

“ What is the excuse thee was going to give ?”

“It was not an exeuse,—O, can :

-0, an i
Do s y one help Milly

- “Milly Dorlon ? Is that thy name? Then I hope I
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am an old friend of thine. Thee’s from Merrimack, I
suppose, and thy mother's called Chloe

¢« am known, and this is Mr. Buxton! But do not
scorn me ; O, do not tell my mother '—You never helped
one as low as I am.” .

“ Trust us, Milly; we are thy true friends, and we
would lift up the lowest, as we hopé to rise ourselves.
But how did thee come to this?” :

Amelia became more calm, and told her story in the
simplest truth. Triend Buxton replied to her, that she
had done wickedly, but he was glad that it was the first

‘offence, and that in the most important respects her virtue

was still pure. He gave her a father’s counsel, encour-
aged her, and promised that he would help her to the end.

Before these friends left the prison, George Milbank
entered, and added his assurance to what had been said.
Greorge had resisted the temptations before which too
many of his profession fall, and preserved s manly and
sympathetic heart; and he was resolved to make what
reputation he might enjoy, by maintaining the right, assist-
ing the weak and unfortunate, and delivering the op-
pressed. I was informed that he took great satisfaction

" in the assistance he rendered poor Amelia. And, to con-

clude the story in a few words, Friend Buxton visited the
merchant, and persuaded him to be gentle as he could in
the prosecution. He also visited the officers of justice,
and gave Amelia’s history and prepared them for a mild
adjudication of the case. '

Greorge defended Amelia on her trial. She was fined

" in a moderate sum, which he and Friend Buxton paid,

L o S A B s R
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and, leaving the parties in Boston pledged to secrecy,
they returned -with her to Merrimack. On their way
hither, Friend Buxton reproved and warned her. She gave
him the most solemn promise of reformation, and he de-
livered her to her mother. As he left Amelia that night,
he i)ressed her hand tenderly, and said, « Remember, Milly,
it is written in the scripture that ¢ some of them shall fall,
to try them,and to purge, and make them white.’”

A few friends were made acquainted with Amelia’s
necessities and new resolutions, and. she wanted for no
assurance or aid which she did not promptly receive.

As Friend Buxton left George Milbank, he assured him
that it pleased him va_s,tl‘y to meet him on such business
28 had brought them together the day before; and he was

persuaded that at such a rate the manly young debtor '

would soon come out even with the world. And he had
been again and again rejoiced to hear what George was
doing for the friendless, how well he had kept his first
promise, and he often thanked the Lord that he did not

follow Mercy Winthrop’s advice. :

*“ Ah, George,” he continued, “ I take pleasant satisfac-
tion in these little christian daties ; and yet, I believe, I
am oftener mocked than praised. They tell me I am, an
arrant ‘cheat, for that I cheat the prison of its lawful
- subjects, (which I have never done) and the gallows of
its victims. But thee knows enough to tell me whether
any one has beén punished less, or has found an easler
escape, because I tried to walk with him and prevent his
continnance in evil. The same justice which would
punish every fault, shonld not doom the offender to a life

| 00 993
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of sin, but arreét"him, reform him, and teac.h 1.11m t-o l:;rle
virtue more than ever he loved vice. It is just in o
Lord to punish every sin, but it would be contrary to bis

_ benevolent will to doom the sinner to perpetual. trans-

gression when by a helping hand he ganl cor}vert hfm Td
lead him to holiness and peace. But to return -:;.dld._t ee
ever see a man or woman, George, who was punished les;
for an offence because it was forgiven on rte.pt?ntance, an

a virtnous life induced? Was not the mlmstryrof pt}ni
ishment fulfilled the same, and wag not that painiu

ministry a process of restoration ? They say I keep bad

company. James Kimball went off no longer ago t:lan
last Fourth day and affirmed that ‘he saw one wan of:,
two burgiars, and a pickpocket, at my tal.:ule, and mebxln
their midst, conversing with them as with respectable

folks. The truth ir, George, they had all been to prison -

and served out their time, with every sign of reformation,

. and the chaplain sent them to me, requesting rae to help

them to places where they could reclaim their chara.c_t‘ers
and live useful lives without reproach. 1 was giving

them advice when James stepped in, and he might have

seen by their tears that they were punished ‘and g:lﬁevzd
by the very words which assured them they ha..d a glen )
and 1hat there were hope and honor for them Etlll.‘ ( I}lle 01
them sobbed and wept when I told her of a I?Iace‘ Where
ghe could do service for kind friends, and cned: O,h'sxr(i
this is better than I could dare to ho?e; but if I ha

always been good, I might have been dmng fa;’others nmz
what they are doing for me, and escaped the shame an

nn

anjguish 1 shall carry to my grave .
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“ Were you ever deceived, Friend Buxton, by such per-
sons when you bailed them, or helped them ?—did tfl
ever rob you or leave you in the lurch . o

“ Not many times. A boy stole my watch once, while
1 wag tahng him to a good home and friends, and ,I h
paid three forfeited bail-bonds. But this i must aa(‘i:;e

- George, the boy became sick as death of his bad bargain,

:::d in less than a month he returned the watch of his
wafﬂ:::ollit,e;nd two of the forfeits were sent me after-
‘ “I had like to forget another case. It wag that of
discharged convict. He had been imprisoned for th ﬁa
and served his full time, and appeared to be an alte:ed,
?an. I had him about me a week before I could get
im employment. I was careful to keep him from temp-
tation, yet he managed one night to empty my p;)cket pf'
& dollar or so in change. I knew that he wds the .oﬁ'end i
b.ut treated him as though I had lost nothing, and all Wer,
rl.ght. I got him a place in the heighborhc;od and sa::
hn'.n every day. He showed by his manner th,at he wa
guilty, and endeavored to avoid my presencé ; but ;
sought him often and mquired, ¢ Aafon, how’s thc;e do by

- this time? Feel no kind of a desire to indulge the old

error, I suppose? I am glad to hear thee’s getting alon
so well. Shut thine eyes, Aaron, against all temptationsg
If ever thee wants money, and must have it or suffer 'tell.
me, and thee shall have help. I would rather i;ré
thm‘zsand dollars than see thee forsake thy virtue i ai ;
Iwill not fear for thee, but I had almost said if g;h:a'

. should ever be tempted to take what belongs to another

e A S AL . —

© gaving.”
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I should rather ‘it would be from me than any one else,

‘that I might still hope to save thee, and help thee to live

and die a good and honest man. But I will not fear any
such thing, if only thee’ll let me know when thee’s
likely to suffer for need of help.’ '
« 1 gaw that I touched him, as 1 had never before ; his
head dropped, tears were in his eyes, he groaned, and
passed along without making answer. ‘But the next day
he came to me and confessed his erime like a2 man, and

. told me how keenly he had suffered his great punishment,

I rebuked and forgave him. He continued long to suffer
for the offence, but I know that Aaron Melcher never
committed another crime. And I might relate other cases

of confession and repentance.” o
«That i¢ indeed encouraging, and it shows a great

deal of goodness in poor human nature which is worth

% Ay, ay, thee’s right there, Georgé ; there’s a Hitle

ark of yirtue in every heart, remaining as the earnest of

&p
s to all men that

redemption, and ¢ we are made all thing
by all means we may save gome.’ ” :

I was touched in my heart by the part which Milbank
performéd in this little drama, and also by this conversa-
I could not even then dismiss the impression he

tion.
d a culprit before me.

gave me when years ago he stoo
Had he snatched me fiom drowning waters, I know not

that T could have falt quite as well towards him as though
I had never heard of that single offence ; but his conduct
to Arnelia touched me, gave me grief for my aversion, and
inade him look better to me than ever before.
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XXXV,

T  met i i l
E passed, and I met niore trials and overeame more

gnefej.. Blft they were small and few, for the course of
my vising life was smooth and bright. My brother Jesse -

remained lhappy, and Walter kept out of that forbidden
way frorp which he had returned with a penitence that
touched while it consoled me. I found that Walte{:‘
charac.ter had suffered somewhat from the hal;its of indr i
lence in which he was indulged, and from one or t\'rvot;
uflfortunate situations into which evil associates led
_ hfm. '.l|‘rue,‘ those who knew him best, still confided mn
. his motives as in the child-like tenderness of his. freé and
f)pen heart, while they lamented his feeble will and stroﬁ

mmpulses. But somehow his character suffered greaﬂf"

among the people, and many vicious things began to be - -

lai.d to him which he was incapable of doing. These
things gavte me much trouble, and yet I clung to.my de::
brother with all* the attachment of a sister's love. 1
. thought I was improving him, and found consolation .
But while the next year was passing, the ve ;3 rth
seemef:l to weep for the crimes of men, and one chirr{nc;-Et
committed which overwhelmed me with the crow g
woe. Poor orphan Walter, how had I ever tremble(rin ]i{:)f

bttt S A o e
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thy fate! Thou wert so unfortunate in having that gift
of beauty which brought flatteries to thy ears! thou wert
left unprotected and ungoverned when guch a tfander child!
0, I have sometimes prayed in my grief that the Lord
would 'take thee into his heavenly bosom before that white
neck of thine should wear the first faint blemish of vice,
and while those dimpled hands were soft with a baby’s
innocence' Was our angel mother permitted never to
return to thee, to bless thee, brace thy delicate feet, and
guide thy tottering steps over the flints and through the
thorns of life’s perilous way? Has she now no care for
her daxling? Weeps ghe no tears?—breathes she no
prayers ?—offers she mot her warm heart still to pillow
thy throbbing temples }—or sees she the consuramation of

things—to know assuredly that

% The light of smiles shall fill again
he lids that overflow with tears,”

and 1s she therefore reconciled to all our transient suf-

forings ?

 Walter's first offence was stealing money from Merchant
Sudbury’s drawer. For that he gaffered the anguish of
deep and bitter remorse ; and for some time afferwards he
endeavored, as earnestly as any youth could amid such
influences as were around him, to rise to an honorable
manhood. But may we not have expected too much of
a tender lamb left on the earth while the winds of winter
blew, reared from its helplessness by one not its mother,
petted and caressed by all who were charmed by its
or melted by its griefs, and allowed to follow

beauty
who had given it a crumb of love, wreathed its
' 13%

everybody
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neck with flatteries, or divided its one attachment into
hundreds of fond and capricious loves ?

? believe, at this time, his conscience was still so {rue
to its native instincts that he would have shuddered at
dehberate vice, and revolted at downnght falsehood. 1
believe he was not naturally wicked. But, alas ! for the free
impulses of his heart which had been growing ungoverned
all this time ! - He was often found in.bad eompany, and
after a while, committed another act of vice. Thi’s he

bitterly repented ; but when we all hoped he was fortified

against farther temptation, he committed fresh offences
which degraded his character, and destroyed the confi ’
dence of most of his friends. i
- My .aunt Dorcas died, and Walter left Danvers without
informing Jesse or me of his purpose, and was persuaded
to indulge his passions and choose his associates amon st
the unworthy, who flattered him and led him farther astrf
After that, a single glance could have measured his faljlf
A party of gamesters in Dexter met him and decoyed
him into their dens. He became their comrade : and
after an attack had been made upon their e:atabhsh;nent
and while they were burning with revenge, the house of
an assailant was set on fire, and my brother was arrested
at the door with a blazing torch in his hand '

I knew he had gone’'away, and made every exertion to
find him and bring him to Merrimack, where I was pro-
‘mised a good situation for him, But after tracing him to.
three or four places, I could hear nothing farther from
him for six months or more, when I received a letter.

It was written in prison ' It was bnef-—-—lt was traced
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in an agitated hand, and blistered all over with tears.
He confessed that his life of late had been exceedingly
vicious—nay, inexcusably criminal. He expressed the

deepest remorse ; he was in despair; and yet he denied -

the crime for which he had been arrested. He related
many cireumstances of his life in that town. He con-

fessed he had been in the toils of the ereatures who _

swore revenge on that house; he explained why he
was out at that evil hour, and why he happened to be
found ‘where he was arrested. He was aware that every
circumstarice appeared to accuse him, and a denial of the
act could not save him ; yet, for my comfort, and that of
our brother and friends, he sent us his denial in the most
solernn words he could write, - He knew that a case of
arson could be easily made out against him, and that the
penalty was death
He anticipated an early trial, and begged to see us be-
fore he died, if we would not feel polluted by the presence
of one who had been so wicked. He Was suffering for
want of comfortable clothing, and informed me that in-

stead of the soft bed in which he had buried himself ,

every night at home, he had now—so crowded was the
prison—only the cold stone floor with a bundle of straw
to sleep on.

He feared that Jesse could not have a heart to see him
in that dismal cell with chains on his arms and ankles;
but, said he, ¢ Mercy, you have more courage than he,
and if a sister can stoop to a brother who has fallen so
low, after all your tears and entreaties, O, do come and

speak one word fo me before I die! Come and tell me,”

Y




300 ‘ ME!RRIMAGK;

if you can love me still! . Come and bathe my hot
f‘orehead, if you can touch me now'! Hold my hand
1 yours onee more, and tell me if I may be forgiven! 0

if mother were alive, would she not still be kind tc;

her lost Walter? Mercy ! she told you to be a mother to

us, when you hecame a woman, and you have been all

that you could be tome. Will you not step into her -

place again ‘and come to my prison, and sit by ‘my side
an hour? Come and gee ﬁ1e,-—ma.y-be I can convine

yo.u that I did not set fire to the house, nor intend such :
thmg.. If T can, and you at last forgive what I confess, I
can die without a murmur. I had rather die than ha;r

?rou believe I would commit such a crime as arson. Ther:
1s great excitement here, they tell me. People are en-
raged against me, and not without reason. Some ‘would
be glad to take me out of Prison and hang me on g tree.”
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XXXVI.

An hour before I received Walter's letter, I had review-
ed my griefs and trials. 1t was a gloomy hour, for 1t
seemed to me, that with all my strength and resignation,
with all my faith and hope, I had been more keenly
afflicted than any one I knew, and my sufferings had
been more than I could bear again. Then my heart
wandered away like a fond shepherdess in search of the

“lost brother, a_;nd the letter was thrown into my lap whilst

1 was unconscious of the presence of the bearer. I knew
the superseription. I stripped the sheet half in two to
learn the worst. I glanced over it o catch all the dark
and terrible words, and—O, may the curtain mnever be
raised from' the scene of anguish which ensued! And
let me hurry through the scenes that followed, if I can,

* without recalling many of their heart-rending griefs.

I know not how long the first scene lasted, but I found
that I had a Helper, and God was pouring strength into
my heart ; and I arose and maintained a composure which
surprised my friends. The tidings flew around the city,
and as many of my friends as could venture to intrude
on MYy SOTTOW were around me, begging me to trust in
God and their true hearts, and prepare for the crsis -
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which I had so soon to meet. I wanted to fly to m
poor brother, but I could not start until another da .
and then who would go with me? I had several oﬁ"ei;
of protection. Selwyn Downs visited me that night, and
of.fered t_o takg me to Dexter. George Milbank volunt:aered
his services as Walter’s attorney, and assured me that he
would defend him with his best eff'orfs, and see that no
more than justice was done,

‘ I now remembered that my dear Hannah Parvin re-
sided at Dexter, and 1 thought of her father, and resclved
to go out of my way to Salem, and ask him to take
me fo Walter's prison. I had every needed assistance
The factory girls gave me generous aid, while the War:
dens, Olueys, and others, followed their example. Mone
for expenses, clothing for Walter, and means to buy a bedy
and every comfort he might need in his prison, were pile(i
before me, and more of it came from my bank deposits
than my kind friends were willing I should draw.

The next day I went over to Salem. Friend Buxton
-had gone into the country with two vicious boys for whom
he obtained situations, and he was not expected to return
before night.- That day seemed ‘a year, and that night
an age. But he returned, and said he would go with me :
and tI?e day was spent in such tender and encouraging con:
ve;sﬂa-thn, it passed away at last, and I hed a little sleep
s?t nlght to refresh my strength and prepare fof my
journey. ' '

I fancied before that I knew the sweet and tenﬂerl .

gopd_ness of aunt Lydia, and had taken heavenly blessings -
from her lips and hands; but this time she excelled her-
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self. 1 thought she needed not wings to make her an
angel, for she was already an angel of love and comfort
on earth. She was thinner and paler than m former
years. The long, ‘silky brown hair, which her cap could

not hide, had grown quite gray, and" her voice was more
_tremulous. But there was more spiritual ardor kindling

her pure cheeks, and tears glistened more frequently in
her eyes. She seemed to feel that much conversation
would wound my feelings more-than it would -comfort,
and her words were brief and fow ; but they went right
down to the aching place in my heart, and eased it as
1o other words had done; and in her presence, and in
each little act of kindness she did for me, there was a
virtue that I received and kept for the trial I had before

me.
. % Dear Walter‘! I hope Hannah has heard of his troubles -

" and vigited him,” she said, once or twice to herself. « Dear

boy ! I remember how his mother loved him, and how
pitiful he looked when she lay in her cold winding-sheet

in Becket Court '—He was a comely boy, and I feared hig

beauty might cause him to fall. Such a tender, white
neck for the gallows'—oh ! it cannot be '-——my heart is
at rest there—the motherless lamb will not be slain 1™
Then she roused from her abstraction,'startecl’ about to
put up something more for me fo carry to Walter, and
repeated the assurance that Hannah would befriend us-
both till the end of our troubles.

Morning armived, and we set out for Dexter. 'The day
wasg fair and happy, but it seemed to me as the light

. that shines on the windows of a prison. My outward
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sight was shut, and my inward eyes were fastened upon
my brother in his cell. Friend Buxton endeavored to

. . 4 .
animate me with firmness and resolution. He entreated

me to hope for Walter’s life, and never forget that death
on the scaflold, terrible indeed’ as it was, could not give
him so much suffering as a year's imprisonment, with the
shame and agony of unrepented crime. He was glad
that Hannah would be there to help me with her sym-
pathy and aid. He hoped that my christian faith would
do something for me now, for now it was that I needed it
most, and it was given 1o sustain me amidst the darkest
troubles. ' :

An angel from heaven could not have outshone Nathan
Buxton in my gratefal eyes, nor could he have spoken words
more refreshing or consoling. The woman rose in me
with new energy and courage, and I felt that I could bear
Walter’s sufferings in addition to my own, and be resigned
to0 a8 many more as the good Lord might lay upon me. In-
this resolute spirit we arrived in Dexter, and were wel-
comed by iny dear friend, who had just returned from
a visit to Walter, in which she gave him changes of linen,
" and expressed her regret that she could not have been
before Mr. Snowden with a comfortable bed. As soon as

I could hurry them away, my friends directed me to hig
cell.
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XXXVIL

Mr. SN‘OWDEN raet us in the street and went with us to
the pricon. Mr. Parvin introduced me to the keeper, ar;ld
gaid, in an entreating tone, which led me to suspect the
character of my new acquaintance, that I woulid esteem‘
it an especial favor if 1 could meet my brother alone.
But if the tone of my petitioner had not led me to fear
a brief or negative answer, thel keeper’s appearance and .

manner would. . .
Te was a tall, stout person, with a hard face and im-

- pudent eyes. As Mr. Parvin presented my request, he

gave me a cold and unfeeling 1001}, and‘ gaid, ¢ that’s no; ‘
allowed heré, mum.” Mr. Parvio rephed. that he woul_
vouéh for me and for the safety of the prizoner, and 00]1:-
cluded,  thee knows me well enough, Thomas, to take
msz‘vlv'zl:'I krnow you wal enough, but 'tain’t my orde:r? to
connive in this way. Sheriff Keezle’s cm:sed. pertic’lar |
"bout his orders, and he'll blow me sky high if he hefn-s
’ r give any lib'ty.”

thi:“t SIh‘:iz'm;c{:ezi b cri):ad 1, as the name sl.mt --.like a
barbed arrow through my heart ; and’ ‘th.en, 'm s:leng:::
inquired, * is it possible that my brother is in A7s power !

;




306 MERRIMAOK;

And though I knew Sheriff Keezle, and had been to his
house, as that of a friend, I now falt Jegs hope for Walter
“But this'will be no connivance. The young WOman-
feels that: her grief is too sacred for our eyes;' and it is
proper that she should meet her brother the first tim
alone.” : ' | R )

13 I ? z
can't digo W i
isobey orders, 20 how. There ain’t no use in

it, as I see. She'll feel Jest as bad alone with him ag if -

I was lookin’ on. - There needn't any of you go in, but 7
g}:’ if she goes. It never hes, and it never shejl be said
that ever a SaW or razor went into Dexter Jail while I
was keeper, aither in a dish of soup or under a woman’s
apron. There you hev it, Parvip ‘a
) » and k
mean—he! he! he . ‘now et
‘ t“ But I must see my brother, if you will permit me,”
mterrupted I.  “T cannot wait an i ' :
to lead me in,” ‘ ’ ilonger’ e e you
“Yes, 'come on, you can  go in with me. I guess
:Valtll .kmder like to-see you, though he was up and
l.ow;rn with a colie all last night, and I left him asleep a
ittle while ago. Come this iss Wi
. way, Miss Wint: i
on the sunny side.” ’ R e et
t ,..So he led e through a dark alley, Ppast twenty or
hn:l:y cells, and in the darkest corner he paused; unlocked
ag ron door, and ushered me in.
) “ Here’§ where your brother rooms now,” said he;
-and yender he lays asleep on that low bed. Wake,
hlfnj and 'ha-ve your say as soon as Possible, for I've other
things to do in the Jjail.” -
“ Thank you, sir,” said I, and hastened to the place whe.re
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niy brother lay. There was but one small window, and it
was so covered with cress-bars, that only a few stray

‘beams of light entered the cell; but as they fell almost

directly on him, I recognized his face. - His bright hair
ghone in the sunbeams, and a pleasant smile immediately
kindled his pallid cheeks as if he had just dreamed he
was innocent, and had been provéd and acknowledged so.
I could wait no longer. I knelt- by his bed, grasped his
cold hand, shook him,{ and said, * Walter—my brother
Walter I” He opened his eyes with a stare, arose, gazed
on me an-instant as if to assure himself I was not an
apparition or a dream, threw his arms around my neck,
sobbed “Mercy I and we held the embrace in silence.
Our lips clung together I know not how long; yet the
keeper should not have been so impatient : it would not
have seemed long to him if he had been Walter Win-
throp. But our silence was interrupted by his saying,
# (Clomie, come, Walt, be short as yoﬁ can with her, for I
must be away. Say what you are going to nmow, and
come again by-and-by, if yon must talk any longer.”

And while he struck up a low whistlé, *which - sent a
chill of anguish through me, I conversed a few minutes
with Walter. ,

“I dreamed that you had come to see me, Mercy,” said
he,  and that I had just passed my trial and was cleared,
and you led me home in triumph. But am I not dream-
ing stil? O, have you been so good as to come and see
me as you used to, and act the same to me?” . .

“Itis I, Walter, and I am your sister Merey still. I
always loved you, and I always shall love you, though I
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am shocked by your errors and grieved for what
sufter,” : -

“.Tllen you got my letter ?—But you couldn’t believe
XII(-.% mmnocent of this erime, I have been so bad in other
things.—Hannah Buxton has just been here, and made
me feel better.. "Mr. Snowden visits me every day-—your
good Mr. Snowden of Merrimack—he visits me: and tells
me I am his brother, and God loves me, aﬁd I shall not
want for friends. He assured me that you would not
scorn me, but be-my dear sister still. I feel se much
better since he came in and talked with me, got me a

better cell, fetched me a bed and blankets, and prayed

\ vsixth me. Do you believe, Mercy, I couldn’t persuade
him to make a prayer 1ill he brought in a bed and blan-
kets, haq my handeuffs loosened, and I was allowed to
read an{cli vlr]rite?‘ ‘He said; his prayers would not be
answered till zhat h
oo Moror ad been done. Then )’rou gfnt my

“You used to tell me the fruth, Walter, but I know
fmt what 4inﬂuence your errors have had to tempt you
1n‘to 'habits of falsehood. If you are guilty of this :nd
are like many people, it is natural to deny 1t. Still £ Tove
you, my brother, and have come to do what I can for
you.” . '

' “I repeat to you, Merey, that I have been wicked

smc.:e I saw you, and have lost my character, and nobod

believes me now. But, as there is a God in heaven, be}:

:.'ore. him T swear I am innocent of this crime. I can die -
orit. I expect to die, for appearances are all against

me, but if you and Jesse will believe me innocent, I care
| 2

E
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nothing for others. Heaven knows I am innocent of arson.

I hope I will be forgiven my other sins, and I can die

happy. - But where is J esse, has he forsaken me now ?’
« Jesse will be here to-morrow, and is ready to help

you what he can.”
« Come, come,” interrupted the keeper, “all that is

uhnecessary. If you hain't nothing more, let us get

away.”
« One word more, Merey,”

believe me innocent % ‘ & ,
-« T know not,” said I; “I have not seen him, but he

knows that you used to tell the truth, and I hope he will

believe you now. I am sure [ believe you.”
« What! what? that I am innocent of this? Can

said Wala.lter—-“ Does Jesse

you believe me innocent of arson (%
«1 do, dear Walter, I do. Appearances are against

you ; you will, most likely, be convicted, and. perhaps die
on the scafiold, but 1 believe what you tell me, and shall
believe you, though all the juries in the world condemn

b2

you. .
« (0,1 thank you' I thank you, my good and kind sister.

The gallows can’t hurt me now,—though I should like to
live and prove to you how Ican merit some of this love.
" But the gallows can’t hurt me now, and 1 will die happy

as T can in the remembrance of those other vices that

have burned my heart.” o

«1 shall stay in Dexter till afler your trial,” said I,
«that I may visit you every day, sit- with you when
you are tried, and comfort you. Take courage, brother ;
you are not deserted. You have plenty of friends who
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pity you, and will aid you, though they have been shocked

by your sins. We are stopping with Hannah Parvin,

Friend Buxton will be in to-night to see you and’ hear

your story. . Greorge Milbank has promised to defend you.
George has become a very successful lawyer, and he vol-

unteers -to be your counsel, if you have none, and will .

accept him.”

‘0O, Heaven ! this is being too good o me ; I can onl'y‘
say thanks, thanks, thanks to you all, and may Heaven
reward you. IO, I—can’t talk any more now, Mercy.
Let me hold your hand a minute—one minute more —
Jailor, if you please,—I have but one sister,—~you km;w
Jailor, what it is to have even one sister that loves yoi;
when others hate. She has come away here to see me,~—
don’t let my chains scare you, Mercy—they are easy on
my arms and ankles now, and I am better off than when
I wrote you. Don’t weep for me. As I was going to say,
Jailor, she has come away here to see me—and you must
indulge us a minute more,”

“ There, there,” gaid the jailor, ¢ the minute isup. I
know these sisters is very good friends ; ; mine was the
dearest friend I hed afore she died, but I remember her, and
I feel a little different. toward you, I confess, Miss Win-
trop, from what I did when you come in. I hope I war'nt
rude to you—but T must ask you to leave him now, and
when I hev more leisure, you shall stay longer if you
choose, and T’ll not take much pains to hear all the talk
that’s goin’ on between you.”

We saw that the jailor had grown a little tender,
promptly complied with his request, and gave him our
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hearty thanks for his kindness. Walter pressed his cold
lips on my flushed cheek, and gave me a kiss which I
returned as I hung on his neck, and then hastened out of
the cell, promising to come again in the morning.

I joined my friends in the hall, and we returned to
Hannah Parvin’s. J :

The next day, George Mllbank came, and as Nathan
shook his hand, he said, “Thee told me, years ago,
Greorge, that thee owed a debt to humanity, but I think
it has been paid, and thee's getting so much beforehand,
thee has many treasures laid up in heaven. That is right,
my friend, lay up all thee can in that bank. It gives
better interest than stock in railroads ox cotton-mills, and
thee can draw on it any day I am glad to see thee
looking after this poor boy.”

The young attorney turned his face away, and made a
low and brief reply, and they started for the prison.
George alone entered the cell, and when the keeper
withdrew, he heard my brother’s story.

Walter was disappointed in George, and the next
morning he expressed his regret that another attorney
had not been engaged. George showed him so little sym-
pathy, that his hopes were dashed and his heart was
filled with grief. He questioned him on circumstances
that did not concern him at all, (as my brother imegined)
he raked up every thing that Walter had said and done
for a year. He looked him through and through with
those sharp, unfeeling, lawyer eyes. He repeated some

. questions in-different forms; he came up on unexpected

tacks, and with questions, the intent of which could not be

}
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suspeeted till after they were answered. Had Walter
been on a witness-stand, suspected of malice and perjury,
he could not have passed a more searching ordeal. Greorge
gave no replies to any questions, and left him in suspense
and trouble.  As my brother attempted to describe it to
me the next day, he sobbed, and eried, 0, Mercy, I
have no friend, after all, but you! I wish you would
plead my cause. I believe you could save me.” -

I was myself igdignant- and disappointed, and would
have liked to dismiss Milbank and engage another attor-
ney. But my friends thought he would be faithful, and
do as well as any one else, and we had 16 retain him.
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- XXXVIIL

TaE next morning, George Milbagk and Friend Buxton
left Dexter, and Jesse arrived from Wenham. Walter
had written him soon after he informed me of his impris-
onment, and he made all haste to visit him. He was
even more wretched than Walter in this misfortune, and
I hope I may never again witness such a scene as we had
when my dear brothers met in prison. I endeavor to
suppress even a memory of it while I write, but it \?'il}.
force itself back on my mind, and I find my heart aching
once more with inexpressible anguish. The sobs and
moanings of these fond brothers ; Walter's pleas for for-
giveness of many other sins, and protestations of inno-
cence in this; and Jesse's entreaties, choked with sobs,
that Walter might believe he was forgiven, and receive

till death a brother’s faithful love ! O, I know the reader

will not ask me to describe what he must too vividly
imagine ! . ) '

The keeper received us with all that cold and rude for- -
mality which chilled my heart the day before, and I was
fearful he might not be moved with pity again, nor aflord
us a private interview. But his heart could not withstand

the pathos of that meeting of my brothers. I soon dis-
14
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covered that he was aflected, and he turned his back for
a few minutes, then vetired from the cell and left us
alone for half an hour. It seemed as if poor Jesse’s
heart would exhaust itself in tears. \

Much as we loved Walter, and horrible to us as was
the idea of his dying on the scaffold, not one of us
wished to have more than justice given him. We did not
blame the citizens of Dexter for feeling as they did. We
revered the laws, even amidst our heart;rending SOTTOW.
Often as Friend Buxton had dencunced capital punish-
ment, both Jesse and I had believed that the gallows was
a Christian institution, and was to be upheld ; and had

_'we been persuaded that our brother was guilty of a capi-

tal offence, I think we would have submitted to the law,

But we hoped and prayed that justice might now be vindi-
_cated without the shedding of blood. '
Thdt evening we paid another visit to Waiter. Mr.
Snowden read the 15th of Luke, and conversed half an
hour as though the spirit of the Lord were upon him, and
he had been ancinted to preach deliverance to the cap-
tive and heal the broken heart. By turnsj we ourselves
were cast down with grief, and Walter became our com-
forter. And whilst he shéwed more and more innocence,
in respect to this alleged offence, I found his remorse for
his errors growing more intense as the proofs of our love
and devotion affected his heart.
The next morning Jesse returned to Wenham, and I
began to prepare for the trial. We examined the street
in which Walter was arrested, and gathered and sifted

all the circumstances that we supposed Milbank would .
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vequire to fortify his case. I framed more than one theory

on which I hoped Walter's innocence might be vindicated,
and now and then received a word of encouragement

~ and sympathy. But strong and resolute as I was, my

heart often sank within me, and dark despair came hover-
ing around.

A few enlightened and humane citizens of Dexter
sided with me, and were anxious to have my brother

~cleared. But community in general were greatly in-

censed against him. And this was not without reason.
The crime of arson is more cruel than many kinds of
raurder, and the people of Dexter were familiar with iis
horrors. During that same year there had been half a
dozen dwellings burned by the hands of incendiaries, and
in one instance two children perished in the flames. The
terrors of the people were so excited, they dared scarcely
1o lic down in their ‘beds at night, lest they should be
driven from them, or wrapped in flames before morning.
And when 1 was informed of this, I did not wonder that
so many clamored for my brother’s blood. :
Neither could I wonder, although I wasz thrilled with
the keenest anguish, as I passed unrecagnized t}_n:ough the
streets, and heard this one say he hoped” my brother
would be hanged, and that one’ reply, that hanging was
to0 mild a punishment, and he ought to be burned. But
Heaven helped me-in my sorrow, and I performed my
duties with' a courage which I had not expected to enjoy.
1 continued to visit Walter, and did everything I could to
prepare him for his trial. I was often attended by some
humane friend, who gave lLim words of sympathy and
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corofort, and was glad to find him sirengthened and
celevated above the deepest sense of anguish, by the les-
gons he drew from the seriptures.

The night before the trial, Friend Buxton, George Mil-
bank, and my brother Jesse, returned to Dexter. I re-
ceived messages of love from my friends, accompanied
with generous donations, many of which were from the
factory girls. Three or four of us visited Walter before
the prison was closed for the night, and after Milbank
had reviewed his case in a private examination, and left
my brother with burning eyes, Mr. Snowden read a chap-
ter in the bible, and we prayed and sang a hymn, and
left, bidding him prepare for the worst and hope for the
best. :

I questioned Milbank concerning Walter's prospects ;
I watched his counfenance and tried every meang to dis-
covei his opinion, and get a little comfort for mysell’ and

brothers. He was respectful as ever, but the brief and

blind replies he made went like arrows through my heart:
‘I asked Friend Buxton again if we had not better retain

another attorney, but he “supposed George would an-

him,
It may be well imagined that we took neither slumber
nor rest that night. We joined a circle of friends in
Hannah Parvin’s parlor, and heard words of comfort that
seemed to come from heaven. But how could we be
comforted ? O, what could save us from shuddering
terrors and ghastly dreams? '

swer,” and bade me be patient and leave the case with' _

A
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XXXIX.

Tug day of trial came. It was fair a.md b.right i'q the
earth and sky, they told us; but to us, {ts brlghtnesrsi‘ \:;:
more gloomy than clouds. Ever-y smiling bea;n ; ihe
genial sun appeared ghastly and intolerable, and, d‘o gd
a fresh breeze fanned my cheeks, I seemed choke a}.:n
stifled with sultriness, and gasped and sobbed f-'or breat h

Walter's case came on; Sheniff Keezle led him from t ;
prison, and we walked with him to the bar. I seated
mysélf by his side in the box, Jesse was orfly selzia,rHa,te
from him by the iron paling that fence.ad us in, and Han-
nah Parvin, in her placid Quaker attire, sat xext to me
on my left hand. Walter looked tha.a best that I had seeri
him since I found him sleeping in hxs.dungeoil,-—t'he mo.s -
confident and cheerful. His fine bright hair fa.1r1y glit-
tered in the sunlight ; the excitement of the morning glzl:;re

a glow of health to his cheeks, and he seemed more1 i de :
a beautiful wax-figure than a boy of flesh and b o; L
But Jesse was more dead than nl'n.fe—so g:reat was flE
terror and confusion—and many mlstopk him at first for
th?l‘i:s:::t-house was crowded with s.pgctators, and so
generé.l was the impression of Walter’s guilt, the very atmo-




318 MERRIMACK;

sphere seemed to accuse him. A few kind persons were
present to cheer us with thelr sympathetic glances, whilst
‘such was my excitement, I fancied that my eyes et
hundreds of the most malignant faces I had ever be-
held.

I was happily disappointed, however, in three of the
parties. The jury were all intelligént looking men, and
their amiable and sad faces assured me, that if they con-
demned my brother, I might believe the verdict a reason-
able (as the evidence appeared to them) and an honest
one. The judge impressed me deéply. I know not that I
took a fresh hope from his countenance, though I anxiously
watched for one; but I was struck with involuntary re-
verence by his solemn air and patriarchal mien. The
states-attorney also convinced me at first sight, that he was

2 gentleman, and I made up my mind to believe that the ‘

prejudices of the mob would not be allowed to take the
place of law or testimony., ’

And if I could see justice and humanity on the faces
of those parties, what must I not have found I our dear
and devoted friends? How must Friend Buxton have
appeared in that noble air, in that beaming smile of
heaven, which sat upon his open, peaceful face? What
must I have thought of faithful Hannah Parvin nestling
- nearer and nearer to my throbbing heart, as if to help me
bear still more of its awful burden? What must I have
thought of my revered Pastor Snowden, as he seemed to
be transfigured to a seraph before me? And what of
George Milbank ¢ y

I can scarcely tell how George appeared to me. His
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bearing towards Walter had given me such a.nxict;:r of Ia”ce
that I must have regarded him with great impatience, if
not with aversion and distrust, that moming. He had
not slept an hour the night before ; he had hardly spokén
to a peison since he left Walter's cell, and, when ad-
dressed by others, he gave the ghortest and most mys-
terious answers. I remember I said in my heart, as he
rose to speak, “ Why is that man here to stand between
my brother and death 7 Why did I not retain Mr Barton
of Salem?”

I will not say how Sherifl’ Keezle appeared to me, as
he came to take charge of my brother and guard him
with stricter vigilance. The reader may believe that
there was no being on earth or in heaven to whom 1
eould compare him.

The case was opened by the states-attorney in a firm,
deliberate, confident speech, which was free from cruelty

. on the one hand, and tenderness on the other. My bro-

ther pleaded, « Not Guilty,” and there was a tf)ne .of tr.ue
simplicity and frank and conscious innocence in his v01c,e
and manner, which roused up the judge from a moment's
indifference, as I fancied, and gave the jury new and pro-
found impressions. .
The evidence was taken ; the states-attorney made his
plea; and, while certain passages made me gasp and
tremble for the mornent, I know not that it damped my
ardor, or dashed my hope. He depicted the scenes .of
affliction created by the crime of areon in Dexter, during
the past year. He deseribed that crime in words th.at
made every one shudder with horror and alarm.. He in-
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quired, “ What act could be more crﬁe], or more worthy
the infernal demon himself, than to invade the sacred
peace in which a trusting community repose, enter a
quiet home in which, at still midnight an innocent family
slumber, and cause the very walls that shield, and
the roof that shelters them, to become, without a mo-
ment’s warning, the flaming agents of their destruction
He then gave a rapid sketch of iy brother’s history in
Dexter, as it had been revealed by evidence. He reviewed
“the testimony on the immediate circumstances of the
crime, appealed to the crushing fact of my brother's
arrest within the door of the dwelling, with the torch
that kindled the fatal fire, —appealed to this as sufficient
to establish his guilt beyond all question, and brought his
argument to a close. '

George Milbank rose and replied. My readers may
imagine my feelings as they followed the train of his
remarks, and may be assured that I took comfort from his
words. They may assist me now to divine the object of
his former coldness and severity, and believe it was ex-
hibited while striving the more faithfully to understand
and vindicate my brother’s cause.

He frankly confessed there were many circumstances
that bore heavily upon his client’s hopes; and the fact of

‘his arrest in the burning house, at first sight, appeared

enough to establish convietion. But he trusted ihe Jury
would solemnly weigh all evidence in the balance of
clear and dispassionate reason, and let neither their own
prejudice nor that of the Justly-excited community influ-
ence their verdict. He declared it as the full conviction
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of his mind that Walter Winthrop was innocent of arson.

« He has been a wayward boy, I know,” said he; “hig
friends are afflicted to know that he has heen greatly afnd
inexcusably vicious, and we are willing .1_1e f,hould sufler ;
we know he will suffer terribly for all hl_s. thces. But he
is innocent of arson, and we are not w111.1ng ”he should
guffer the punishrrient awarded to that cn@e. Geo?g}fi
then gave his theory of the case. That fire-brand Wllx;c
they had produced, he said, was not the torch that kin-
dled the fire in Abel Dalton’s house. Fortuna:tely, the
brand had been preserved, and he had found its exact
counterpart on Dalton’s wood-pile. He sh(?wed them a
billet of wood taken from the pile, from whlc.h the }.n'anfi
must’ have been riven in the woods, and with which lt.
must have been piled. And how came the' brand on fire,
and in Dalton’s house that night? '.Ehe prisoner averred,
with an air which carried its own evidence of truth,.that
he saw the flames, ran into the open door, found a pile c-yf
wood and shavings in the room on fire, and phfcked t:hlS.
away in hopes to arrest the ﬂames..- But while hedwali
passing out, the room was wrapped in a blaze, and a
sumed. :
W“‘f ﬁg ::;lat story was more reasonable? What m?re
anreasonable than te suppose the incendiary had carried
a blazing fire-brand through the stre:ets of Dexteri! Hov;
could he hope to do it without Instant detection a-n
arrest? What thing more reasonabli? than t::) suppose
that the billet had been carried in with shafrmgs fo1: a
pile, and the fire then kindled by matches, after which

the incendiary fled, leaving Jn open door, znd inming
: ‘ 14°
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round the corner out of sight; and that immediately after
his escape Walter Winthrop came along, discovered an
open door and lighted room, ran in, and seized a part of
the fuel to throw it out doors and extinguish the flames,
when he was arrested, and the fire burst forth into such
a conflagration as to prevent the discovery of its origin.”

This is a faint outline of his argument, and he pre-
sented it with a calm and heartfelt earnestness which
won the sympathy and respect of those even whom he
failed to convince. After this he proceeded to speak of
the féllibility of such evidence as was relied on for con-
viction in this case, and the awful responsibility of de-
ciding that the prisoner was guilty.

Had he been opposed to capital pun-ishment, he said,
he would have made no appeal to the jury on that ques-
tion. They were to decide on his guilt, and not his pun-
ishment. He had always been ‘averse to addressing the
sympathies of a jury when their judgment alone was to

- decide. But he could not forbear to set before them the
youth and orphanage of the tender boy whose life was in
their hands, that their verdiet might be more deliberate.

- And he would also have them inquire who was to suffer

most in the case. It was not the unfortunate Walter

Winthrop, though his punishment would be great. Having

an innocent conseience to sustain him, even his dread of . -

the gailows must grow less and less, and when the fatal
hour arrived, his paine would last but a moment. The
punishment would not all fall on the prisoner. Here was
an innocent sister whom they would punish more than by
a hundred deaths on the scaffold.

3
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«You will erect the gallows over the family altar,”
gaid he, « and the scene of his execution \\‘filln be r.e-m}acted
there day after day, and year after year, w]\nle his kindred
Jive on earth. Every morning will awaken them .ta ﬁ.xe
memory of his tertible death ; every night t'hey will Wl.t-
ness it again and again in their dreams. His image will
pass before them with hands clasped in prayer, and thes.e
innocent eyes blinded by the horrid death-cap.; and then:
hearts will shudder and bleed with unimagma?:le: woe !
0, who would not rather suffer any other s‘tfﬂlctmn on

earth—except the horror of a guilty consc1ence—thran
have a brother or friend perish on the gallows? Who
would not almost feel relief to suffer in his gtead * If
this boy is innocent, and you shed his blood, that b]m.}d
will be upon you and your city and state,. and God Tml,l
require it of you. If he is guilty, and you in your serious
doubts decide that it is better to let him live,than ru-n the
risk of slaying the innocent, he will not go unPumshed.
The Avenger of crime sees him and marks hlr.n; and,
though be may wander free as air, the c.hastemng. las-h
will scourge him—the chastening fire will burn in his
heart, and give him misery and woe till he confesses,
repents, and rises to such a height of goodnes-s that thf
cloud of sorrow may shrink to a point and vanish away.
He made other arguments and appeals that 1 cannt?t
remember, and some far more powerful than these. His
form had grown more manly and engagintg for the' last

year, and now his eyes and face were kindled w1th- a

majestic, (yes, this is the true word,) moral beauty, which

T never saw before. T suppose my feelings colored my
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object with some exaggerated lights, but I am persuaded

that most of that beauty beamed from his stately form
and the majestic moral manhood which now inspired his
soul. He softened the harsh features of the spectators—he
melted even the judge to tears, and, as I fancied, touehed
the jury.

My brother Walter bore the trial with astonishing com-
posure, until Milbank came to speak of the sufferings of
hie brother and sister, and then he wept as if his heart
had been full of tears. He recovered his serenity, however,
and heard the judge’s charge. - It was kind and tender
even toward Walter at times, and we were persuaded it
was honest and unprejudiced, but it was not long before

we discovered that the judge believed him guilty, and our

hope passed fromt him and fell before the jury, and clung
tp their feet, as it were, and sobbed, and cried for merey.
The jury retired, and Walter was remanded to prison,
where two of us remained with him until nine o’clock
the following morning. Then it was announced that the
verdict had been rendered, and with bounding hearts we
returned to hear it. '

In the meantime, Gieorge Milbank prepared us to ex-
pect a conviction, but gave us a little courage to hope for
a commutation by the governor. I need not describe the
scene that followed, but hasten to the close of this painful
narrative. The jury found it difficult to agree, but at
last -they agveed to bring in a verdiet of guilty, with the
recommendation of mercy to the governor, in considera-
tion of Walter’s youth and orphanage.

The reader may imagine my feelings as the word

OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 325

“ Gmlty ” fell upon my ears, whilst I must say that Wal-
ter became our comforter, and assured us he was ready
to die, and the most he could suffer now was for his bro-
ther and - sister. We embraced him long and fondly, and
declared that we would be the world to him until death

_should part us, and meet him in heaven, and love him

forever. This last scene was too much for Jesse, and he
left the court-house in a passion of tears. But not being
able to quit my dear Walter in this hour, I sat by his
side, and held his head on my bosom while he heard the
judge’s sentence. I could not but vespect that ven-
erable man, and Walter remarked the same, although
}u; addressed us words of death. The sentence was very
brief and decided, on the justice of the verdict, and
against the least hope of pardon or commutation. The
judge bade my brother dismiss every hope of life, beyond
the few days now granted as a preparation for death, and
look to God for that mercy which he had no right to ex-
pect on earth. Yet he was so tender in his manner, and
fatherly in his words, and wept so freely himself while
speaking, he touched us far more than the verdict of the
jury did, and drew a greater profusion of tears. The
jury and the 1a_wyers wept. The spectators wept—even
Sheniff Keezle relaxed his hard features for a moment,
and I believe if a petition had been immediately cireu-
lated we should have had nearly all 1o plea.d for Wal-
ter's- life.
‘We returned to the prison, where Shenﬂ' Keezle set a
gtricter watch over Walter, but where we ‘Were permitted
to remain sometime. Mr. Snowden went with us, and
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he spake “good words and comforting words,” and after
another consultation with Milbank, I think we felt almost
as cheerful as before the trial. True it was, that Walter
gained strength in 'p_loportion to his. peril, and from that
hour he comforted us and made the greatest effort to have
us resign ourselves to his death. :

We returned to Hannah Parvin’s, where every provi-
sion was made to mltlgate our anguish and rally our
wearied hopes. A petition to the governor was drawn
. up, and arrangements were made to ciroulate it. It was
suggested that I shiould take it to a fow prominent citi-
zens of Dexter, Salem and Merrimack, and that Mr.
Snowden should attend me on my errand.

We made our first call upon Abel Dalton, whose house
had been burned. He professed great pity for the boy,
had promised to sign a petition on his behalf, and it was
judged that his signature would have great weight with
the governor. He was not in town, so we followed
him out to his farm, and found him in the field
husking corn. Mr. Snowden opened a conversation, and
inquired how much he lost by the fire. He answered that
there was no insurance, and his loss was great.

“ Yes,” replied Mr. Snowden, “ your loss has been
~ great, but your sufferings are nearly over, while Miss
Winthrop's are just begun.”

“ Ay, ay, I know all that,”” answered Mr. Dalton,

“and God knows I would do anything in my power to
case her of her troubles,”

“We have come to see what you can do,” éald Mr.
Snowden. .
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« ), that would be little, I'm afraid, but God knows 1
pity her, and her brother too, if he has done evil:”.

« And have you not said you would sign a petition to
have his sentence commuted t¢ imprisonment for life ?”’

“ Well—ah-—yes, yes, 1 believe I did sey g0 once when
1 felt pretty bad for the boy.”

« And will'you not sign a petition now, sir ¢’

« 1—I should like to do it, but,—I'm afraid the people
would be mad at me if I did,—I don’t know, but I think
1'd better not sign any such. thing to-day.”

« But make 1t your own case, Mr. Dalton. Suppose
he was your own boy, and an orphan, and you could look
down from heaven and see men signing petitions to save
and reform him, would you not bless them ? ‘Would you

" not rejoice? Suppose you were in this. poor girl's place,

would you not think every body ought to sign it, and save
your orphan brother *” o
Mr. Dalion was touched by this appeal. His eyes
filled with tears, and with stifled words hegaid— I should
and I would sign it now, if I had pen, ink, and paper.”’
« Here are pen, ink and paper,” said Mr. Snowden,
taking those articles from his hat, and handing them to
him. :
¢ But there is no table to wnte on,” said he.
« Il make a table in a hurry, replied Mr. ‘Snowden,
“and set his hat on the ground, laid out the paper, filled
the pen, and handed it to Dalton to write.
« But my hand trembles so I cannot write now,” said
he, .seemning more undecided than ever.
« 1 will steady your hand,” rejoined Mr. Snowden,
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; and Abel Dalton submitted, knelt, and without any aid
wrote his name under the petition, in a stiong and legi-
ble hand, cut a fine flourish under it, rose and said, « there
make the most you can of that! I “hope it may, d(;
something to save the boy.”

We thanked him heartily for this great kindness, and
proceeded next to wait on the clergy of Dexter. But
here, at first, discouragements met us which almost froze
my heart, and quenched my brightest hopes. Many of
the clergy had evidently taken the alarm which all other
citizens felt, and respectfully as they treated me,
they were disposed to express little merey for my brother.
One blamed the jury for recommending mercy. The
Rev. Mr. Hare was afraid wé were fast approaching a
ﬁme when the gallows would be abolished.

* And is it not time it was abolished, and 1rﬁprlsonment'

_for life substltuted for capxtal punishment ?” inquired M.
Snowden.

““ Are you indeed serious with your question ? o ‘asked
Mr. Hare, starting back and blushmg with marked sur-
prise.

“I am in serious earnest,” replied Mr. Snowden.

“ But, sir, I judged by your air, a moment ago, as well
as by your apparel, that you were a clergyman.”

“ So indeed I am.”

“A clergyman, and speak against that law of God
which says, ¢ Whoso sheddeth man’s blood, by man shall
his blood be shed "

“1 perceive, sir;, that you and I differ very widely, and
I trust, smcerely, in our understanding of the divine

-~
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word. I revere it as much as youdo. I would see it
fulfilled. But I take that to be simply a warning or pre- |
diction, which you take for a command.” '

Here they went into an argument for nearly an hour.
They both understood the subject, and made good
defences of their yviews. Mr. Snowden concluded his last

- argument with several striking facts of history.

« And what does all that prove against the gallows ?”
asked Mr. Hare; with a face flushed with emotion.

« Prove ? what does it prove ¥’ replied Mr. Snowden.
¢ It proves that God alone has rightful power to take the
life of his creatures; it is what God has told us—
¢ Dearly beloved, avenge not yourselvés; but rather give
place unto wrath : for it is written, Vengeance is mine ;
1 vnll repay, saith the Lord. Therefore, if thine enemy
hunger, feed him ; if he thirst, give him drink : for' in so
doing, thou shalt heap coals of fire on his head. Be not
overcome of evil, but overcome evil with good.” It proves

“that your text is a divine warning, which teaches the-

sanctity of human life, and it is true to-day as anciently,
and will be morally or literally fulfilled in the fate of
blood-shedders, whether they be governments, socletles, or
individuals. I will submit to our present laws, and insist
on their execution, where the guilty incur their 'penalty,
until they are repealed. DBut my heart and conscience
are against the shedding of human blood.”

« | must confess, sir, that [ am touched by your man-
ner and facts, but still 1 must believe the text is”
a command to society to execute capital punishment on
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murderers, and I must stand up for that wholesome insti-
tution.”

‘ & Then I suppose,” said Mr. Snowden, “ we have no
hope of getting your name on this petition, which prays
for an erring’ orphan’s Lifs §” .

“ You mistake me, sir,—I will sign the petition with all
my heart. Much as I fear the tendency of the times, I
beg you to understand that I love mercy, and will pray
for it when I ean. I cannot believe this boy guilty of

arson. There is something mysterious in this affair which

has troubled me much. But if 1 believed: him. guilty, I

would pray for mercy in his case, for I cannot be respon-

gible, as a member of this commonwealth for the death
of such an orphan boy.”

The tears rolled over Mr. Hare's face, as he s:gned
the petition, and as he shook hands with me at the door,
he left a gold eagle in my hand, and said, “ God give you
success, my faithful girl.” ‘ .

‘We passed around Dexter. Three or four selectmen
signed the petition, and others refused. One who was

a professed enemy of the gallows dared not sign it, the -

community were so much excited against the offender.
A Congregationalist, Methodist, Baptist, and Universalist
minister gave us their names, while 3 larger number of
clergymen Ieﬁlsed The principal members of the Friends’
Bociety signed it, and we left Dexter with more hope than
fear.
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I xxow it was not superstition which assured me that
the hand of Providence strengthened me, and its voice
cheered my soul as I took leave once more of my. ci’toomed
brother, and started for other towns with my petition. ’I
remembered, for the hundredth time, Bessie Plympton's
prayer. My heart overflowed with thanks that thu:
prayer had been fulfilled, and as we were passing ou

" of Dexter on our way to Salem, we met faithful Bessie

in the return coach, and jound that she had sent a
secret application by Milbank for s situation at service
in Dexter, in order that she might see Walter in his
captivity, show him her sympathy, plant a sunflower
under his prison window, if she could, and minister to
his needs. Milbank had apphed to Hannah Parvin for
a place, and she sent for Bessie to enter her family and
«“help her affairs along.” We had time only for a few

words. But this last instance of devotmn touched me

more than anything else for days, and my eyes were once
more raining tears. Bessie, too, appeared to be something
more than human now, and the radiance of her warm
and holy spirit hid from my eyes ‘the sable shadows of

her face.
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1 urged my dear old friend to accept of the eagle Whmh
M. Hare gave ne, but she refused it, rebuking the offer,
and asking what I supposed she needed even her own
money for, if not to help God’s crying children.

I arrived in Salem that afternoon. The time drew

- mnear the day of exeeution, and I found I should have to
be very busy, if I accomplished my designs,

I passed around with my petition. I met with a fow
refusals, and heard similar expressions for and against my
brother, which had been made in Dextor. But as 2 gen-
eral thing, I was received and answered with a kindness
which kindles my heart with sweet rapture at this hour.
The spirit of the town, I may say, clasped me to its
bosorn and blessed me, and wiped away my flowing tears.

" 1 obtained a hundred of her noblest nameg, and was sure
that in every name a warm heart was given. Besides,
scaicely one who favored me, permitted me to depart
without leaving a generous present in my hand.

I will here detain the reader a moment to mention a
single name which I received on my ﬂetition in Salem,
and to render my last account of the person who gave it.
It was William Knowlton, the Crazy Juror. After years
, of sad insanity, he had been blessed with a restoration of
his reason and peace; and he acquired time and
means to devote to the relief and comfort of orphan chil-
dren, whose eries he thought were the most piteous, and
whose trials, sufferings and temptations, the most myste-
rious and heart-rending of any on this earth. If a ves.
tige of his old mania survived, it was absorbed in this \
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one passionate devotion, which enkindled and engrossed
all the ardors of  his life. BT

His conscience had ceased to acouse him, but still it
lived a new and nobler life. He kept calling my brother
«« Poor Merrill,” and when I corrected him, he answered,
that he saw Mexrill Clark in every child of misfortune tolA
Whoﬁz he gave assistance or relief. He gave me a quarte:r
eagle with his name, and sprinkled my petition with his
tears. ‘ .

Trom Salem I went to Merrimack, and there, too, 1
received the kindest sympathy and help. The factory
girls flocked around me, and showered me with blessings.
The proprietors and managers of the mills assisted me
unasked. Most of the ministers helped me,-—in short, my
friends burdened me with kindnesses, whilst a few persons.
whose names have appeared in_ my history, were protest-
ing that my brother deserved death, and it would be rob-
bing justice of her nghtf'ul sa.cnﬁce to snatch him from
the gallows. :

The day set for visiting the govemor arrived, and I
was led before him by Friend Buxton and Geo;ge Mil-
bank, attended by Mrs. Buxton, who insisted on going
with mé We found the governor in session with his
council, and ready to receive our petition and hear our
plea. -As nearly as I can remember his excellency, he
was a person of ordinary appearance, ‘but there was some-

thing in his countenance that encouraged me, and he
read the petition with evident feeling, commended my
devotion, and assured me that he would rejoice to favor
my prayer, a.nd he would do so, if he could ﬁnd any t}qng
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to justify the act. But he would give me no false en-
couragement. Many flagrant crimes had been committed
of late; the people were clamoring for vengeance; he
had been censured for granting pardons and commutations
which seemed to be justified ; and whilst I must remem-
ber, that he could not reverse the sentence without clear
and weighty reasons, with consent of his council, he
would give as favorable an answer as he could. .
The next morning was set for the answer, and we
retired to the house of a friend, They exerted themselves

to the utmost to- comfort and encourage me, but' I now ,

felt a terrible anxiety which had not troubled me since
the day of Walter's trial, and by what T read in their
sad faces that anxiety was increased. -Still, I trusted that
the orphan’s Father and prisoner’s Friend lived in ‘heaven,
regarded us in love, and ‘would answer our prayer.

Isat down to dinner with the vest, but I was too sad
to eat. After dinner, they took me out on a pleasant
drive to pass away the time. But the light and beauty
of the day were as darkness and gloom to me, and my
heart was trembling before the governor, or weeping
with my brother in his prison: 1 returned to a pillow on
- ‘which Ifound nothing but gloomy hours and ghastly dreams.
The hour arrived, and we waiied on the governor

again, and I discovered by a glance that we shotld either |

get mo answer that day, or one that would crush our
hopeg. The governor appeared sad and care-worn, and
Iregarded his council with increased aversion and dis-
‘trust. 1I'also feaved that his excellency had more kind-
ness than decision, and the first word he uttered confirmed
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my fears. At first; he assured e, he had des:ired to
grant a commutation, but his council opposed him, and
insisted that in this case an example was required. I
renewed my plea with all the eloquence of an agonized

“sister’s love. George Milbank pleaded for a respite, at

least until the case might be reviewed. Friend Buxton
added his plea. ‘ ;

4 Thee knows, Robert, what a responsibility is resting-
on thee now, and the consequences that rhust follow thy
decision. -I entreat 'thee to use prayerful consideration.
There are reasonable doubts of this boy’s guilt. If he is
not guilty, (as I verily believe he is not,) and his life is
required, another innocent will be sent before God, laying
his death to our charge, and the hearts of many will be
pierced with anguish as with a sword. Thee will (fem_em-
ber all this, Robert, and give it due concern, and know
that if his Tife is spared, his friends will be saved fiom a
rnore dreadful agony than he could suffer on the scaflold;
while God will surely take care that he is punished for
every sin, Follow the Lord’s example, and not destroy
life, but save it. When he raised Lazarus, he delivered
him to his sisters, whose -‘heé_uts were breaking with the
sorrow laid upon them by their brother’s death. Suppose
this boy is guilty, society has in a.'me'gnsure' made him what
he is, and he has been torn from his friends and ’buried In
the grave of moral death. Let society, thnlmgh‘ thy hand,
raise him from the dead by kind and salutary treatment,
ind’deliver him to his sister with a free and comely moral E
iife o S o
The governor replied, that he would not decide against
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us then, but appoint another meeéting, and in the mean-
time go over to Dexter and review the circumstances of
the case. He went to Dexter and returned to tell us he
could discover nothing that would justify him in reversing
the sentence of the court. My poor innocent brother (as I
- regarded him) was after all to die a folon’s death, and
Sheriff Keezle was to shed his blood ! Then it appeared
that the scene of his execution, in all its horrible reality,
passed before me, and I heard the death-march and saw
the coffin, shroud and cap,—I gazed on his ghastly face
and quivering form, and witnessed his last struggles. Then
it seemed that the arms of my God had forsaken me, and

my head whirled, my heart bounded as if breaking out of

my bosom, and sank down exhausted ; my breath stopped,
my strength failed, and I reeled and fell upon the floor.

Reason returned, and I felt once more the help of
Heaven. If my brother was to die thns, I would hasten
- 10 his cell and attend him while he lived. This required
courage and resolution, and I received it. I hurried back
to Dexter, o bear the fatal tidings.

But I found that in my absence my brother’ had
fallen ill, and he was not able for several days to_re-
ceive my message. He had only a fortnight to live, and
a2 whole week elapsed before he knew the governor's
answer. He received it with a composure which reas-
sured me of his innocence. He declared his perfect
submission, and gave me words of comfort which I was
almost astonished to bear. His only trouble now was
for Jesse and me, and the other good friends who had
done so much for him. He was anxious, he assured me, .

¥
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to join our parents in a sinless world, and to commit
himself to the arms of that God who knew his iunocence
of this erime, and had forgiven all his sins.

Jesse came to Dexter, and he and Mr. Snowden and

I were constant in our attentions at the prison. Time

flitted like a dieam. Sheriff’ Keezle seemed impatient
for the slaughter. The scaffold waserected. Two days
would accomplish the cruel vengeance of the law. My
brother’s illness returned. The last noon appeared, and
he was faint and prostrate on his bed. The last night
arrived, and he was a little better, We remained until
morning in his cell. After midnight he revived still
more, and with our dearest Walter clasped between Jesse
and myself, we sat and conversed with a calmness which
the Lord must have sent.

We took from him a few simple keepsakes, and received
the messages he desired us to bear to his friends. He took
from us a sentence or two, unconsciously uttered, and said
he would remember them in heaven. I saw the power
which faith has to abolish time and space, and dissolve
every veil and wall of this dark and hard materiality,
and open the heaven of heavens around a believing soul.
Death, in my brother’s view, was now no more than a
turn on the way of life, and to leave this world was but
to step from one apartment of God's house to another
more peaceful and glorious. '

The morning advanced,~—the clock struck eight, and
after having religious exercises, we took our last farewell
—and such a farewell! O, the Lord preserve me from

even a recollection of its angulsh! We again com-
- 15
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mended Walter to the God of the innocent, hastened to

the house of our friends, and reeled upon our beds in a
transport of woe. ‘ :

" But at nine o’clock we were informed that a messen-
ger had: gone to the governor the morning before, with
a certificate from physicians, stating that Walter would
be too ill to meet his execution as appointed, and a respite
of two weeks had been granted. That, even, was a
blessing fo us, for which we thanked the Lord with sobs
and tears of gratitude, and we hastened to our brother
~ and embraced him in our joy. But he received the news
with sorrbw, and declared that it was a cruel merey.

-
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XLIL

WaLTER recovered. Time fled. The scaffold was
again adjusted, and my brother gave his thoughts to God
and immortality. His calmness (which forsook him for
a single moment on the morning we left him to die) re-
turned, and he conversed with us like one inspired. ' He
prayed for us as often as we prayed for him ; general

~ astonishment was excited by his behavior, and the im-

pression that he was innocent seized upon another and
another mind. Another petition was suggested, was cir-

_culated in Dexter, and received five hundred names.

Two days before the time set fox the execution, I
waited again on the governor. He received me with
kindness, as before, and appointed the day following,
at nine in the morning, for a final answer. I prayed
that the appointment might be earlier by a day, or I
might only have time to return and embrace my brother’s
lifeless form. -The governor assured me, that in case of
a favorable answer he would despatch a special messen-
ger before me, and order a stay of execution. I submitted.
The final hour came, and as the governor discharged his
apologies, and was proceeding to deny my last sad prayer,
a messenger entered, and asked him to reverse his an-
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swer. An amazing disclosure had just been made in
Dexter.

Walter's innocence was vindicated. The guilty one,
who had attempted to conceal the crime, could not con-

ceal it longer, and had gone before the magistrate with

a confession of his guilt. An order was sent to arrest the
execution. But there was not a moment to lose: The
rhessenger must hasten with all speed to be in time to
snateh my brother from the gallows. I insisted on going
with him. We had short relays of horses, and urged
them to their utmost speed, and yet it seemed, at times,
as though our carriage-wheels were rolling backwards.
As we were entering Dexter, it for the first time occur-
red to me, that the citizens would not permit the execution,
even though the 'governor’s orders were a week behind,
and T dismissed my long and sad anxiety. But I did
- not dismiss my haste. We flew through the town. I
| passed familiar fiiends without seeing them, and was
greeted with congratulations that I could not hear. I

wag set down at the door of the prison, and rushed to my
brother’s cell. We embraced and exchanged our joy in

silence, with throbbing hearts and streaming tears. The
only words he could utter as they knocked off' his chains
and led him forth from his prison were these—" Thank
God, my dear sister l-—my life now is yours! and I w:ll
be a man I’ | _

But I have been too. long reciting this sad story, and
the sequel shall be short. Against the desires of my
friends, arrangements had been made in my absence to
form a procession to welcome my brother back to society,
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and express to him the joy which the people felt that
they had not shed his innocent blood.. A carriage was in
readiness to convey him from the prison to Mr. Parvin’s,
and it was decorated with flowers and banners, and drawn
by four white horses. . o
Soon after we met, the selectmen entered in procession,
led Walter to the carriage, handed him, Jesse, myself, and
two or three friends in, and against our earnest entreaties,
drove through the principal streets, and were nearly an
hour before they set us down at our good friend’s door.
And such a scene of joy as met us along our way,! Such
shouts and congratulations !  Such waving of handker-
chiefs, and tossing of hats! The demonstration touched
my heart, and more than atoned for the expressions of .
vengeance which hundreds had given a few days before.
Jesse and Walter leaned on each other, locked arm in
arm, and weeping and sobbing like children. We all
wept, and we saw tears on the faces of those who saluted

" us with joy.

The afternoon had been one of those seasons you some-
times experience when the air seems to smother and sting
you, and there is no life stirring in the world. As we
entered_: 'the prison, I perceived a bank of dark clouds in
the west, and the sun half hidden above it by a dense.
and lurid haze. As we entered our carriage and moved
in the procession, s refreshing breeze came up and lifted
the manes of our horses, fanned our hot foreheads, and
seemed to pass through our hearts. I looked again, and
saw the dark cloud-bank change to a bright purple, and

- the great glowing sun dip behind it with a smiling
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face. Then the purple dissolved to a splendid orange,
and the sun flung back a thousand beams, darting north
and south, touching the eastern horizon, and changing
every cloud and vapor into silver and gold, and some took
, wings of doves and some of angels, and all seemed to
greet us with the prophet’s words,—* Ye shall go out
with joy and be led forth with peace : the mountains and
the hills shall break forth before you into singing, and all
the trees of the field shall clap their hands.”

-
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I rose the next morning, finding for the first time in .
days, how completely my suflerings and exertions had
exhausted my strength. I was faint and weary as from
illness, or a long and perilous race for life. And yet, I
suppose, I had as great occasion to rjoice as any being
in the world. My very troubles had given me moral
energy as they exhausted my physical powers. I had
geen many good things brought out of evil. And my
darling brother—had not the Lord delivered him? was
he not now my own? and was he not henceforth conse-
crated to a life of manly virtue? Could I have poured
out my soul in thanks like a river, I could not have ex-

"pressed all my gratitude.

But still I had one sorrow. And sure I am- that my
readers will not censure me when I tell what it was, 1
shared it’ with Walter and many other fiiends. I sor-
rowed for the poor trembling culprit who had incurred

 the indignation of the people, and was so soon to feel the

terrible vengeance of the'law. It seemed to me then no
more than just that he should suffer death, and I revered
the law whose majesty had been insulted. But still I
grieved for the criminal and- his afflicted family, and
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hoped that his punishment might be commuted to im-
prisonment. He expressed great relief, and even satis-
faction, when he had made confession : ; but what a dif-
ferent death must his be from that for which Walter had
prepared! To his dungeon, and to sit by his side on the
scaffold and cheer and soothe him, and give ‘him triumph,
that great Comforter, an innocent Conscience, could not
come. And he lacked faith and hope. He lacked moral
courage. He was faint and ghastly from what he had
suffered. From the very hour that he committed the
crime and fled, he had been ternbly punished, and after
my brother's arrest, his pains were angmented an hun-

dred fold. Every thought and reflection had punished

him. In every dream at night he had been arraigned,

condemned and punished. “Every object in nature, every

face of man, whether frowning or smiling, had seemed to

- accuse him and demand a confession, that the innocent
might live, -

But he had an innocent wife and children to share his
anguish and suffer his disgrace : he had everything to
lose, and for a long time he had neither heart nor courage
to confess his crime. He was brought into the hall of the -
prison as Walter was led out. He rushed upon my bro-
ther and sobbed his confessmn in a ery of agony, which

_makes me shudder as I write. He threw himself down
on Walter’s feet, clasped them, kissed them, and pleaded
for forgivene_ss. I could not witness the scene ; and while
I moved away, my byother Jified him to his feet, returned
his kiss, repeated his hearty forgiveness, and prayed God
to forgive and bless him as they led him to his cell.
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I retuined to Merrimack, taking Walter along with me.
A situation at a trade was offered him in Salem, but I
could scarce endure to have him out of my sight. I had
not ‘known that my love for him could rise to such a
height.‘ I could fancy the mother’s love and joy who
clomb the flinty mountain cliff and snatched her babe
from the eagle’s grasp. With a sad heart, now beginning
more than ever to suffer for the vices of his youth, Walter
went to 'a. trade in' Merrimack, and boarded at Mrs.
Dorlon’s, where I saw him every day.

I returned to my looms once more, and their cheerful
clack was music to my ears. I observed a few changes
in my company, but there were Agnes and Anna yet at
my side, and Mr. Olney was still our superintendent. 1
worked a number of weeks and found my moral strength
and serenity more than I anticipated, but my physical -
energy remained quite exhausted, and I needed relaxation
and repose. 1 was advised to retire to the country for a
month at least and refresh my wasted powers. My dear

_ Agnes Newman was about to return to Quinnebaug and

prepare for her bridal; she had often desired me to go

~ with her; she repeated her invitation, and I accepted.

But I could not get away from Mexrimack again until
I had paid * an old-fashioned visit” to Dr. Downs’ family;
go I went home with Celia and spent a week—a short
week, in one sense, our occupation was so great; and
long in another sense, so many bright satisfactions were
crowded into it;—a dear, social, happy week, during
which was revived in my mind the full idea of a real

New England home; a home blessed with moral joys
, 15%
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an‘d 1‘nte}1e.ctua1 lights ; a home where love, thought, and
prnciple sit supreme, and the passions attend as menials
We had conversation and communion ; we had reading

and story-telling; we had charades and proverbs; we

‘made snow-images and Christmas-trees for the young,
L

and wrought New-Year's gifts for the old, Belwyn was
, homel a few hours every day, and he entered warmly into
our enjoyments, and increased ‘them many fold. Several
of our young friends visited us, and I felt, as I left, that I
“had added many treasures o my mind, while is;ués of
love, thought, beauty, and power, were opened all around
my heart. That “ bright, particular” week was anofher
of the things I expect to remember in heaven. Still my

‘ physmal strength was not restored, and 1 went with

Agnes 1o her country home. -
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XLIIL

IN Quinnebaug we enjoyed the pleasures of what, if 1
were a poet, I would call a ¢ Summer Home in Winter -
Time ;” for, although we had winter around us, it was
all summer and sunshine in the home of my sweet

" friend.

Mr. and Mrs. Newman wore still living in the
bloom and checrfulness of life, and they had a son and
daughter besile Agnes to render their - home happy.

‘They possessed an ample farm on the sunny-side
- of the viver. They had a large and pleasant old

house, and everything about them for corfort and true
life. They were an intelligent couple, blessing God
for the little New England school-house, and for a
library of fine books which they had upon their shelves.
Their children were well educated. Their farm was
picturesque.  The first hemlock-forest I ever saw was
there; and there were pine woods covering hundreds
of acres, beside large forests of oaks and chestnuts. In
front of their house the Quinnebaug was as beautiful
as the Merrimack, and half a mile away there was a fall,
which appeared in the distance like a miniature Niagara,
We had all varieties of weather. The day after we
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arrived, we had a snow-storm. It was mild and still as
a mid-summer eve, when it gradually cooled, ‘retaining
its stillness, and enclosing us in an atmosphere of clearest
blue, and the soft white snow sifted, a day and a night
from the clouds. The fences were burdened, the stumps
were crowned as with marble capitals; the trees were
sheeted as with dimity, and quilted as with wool.
Flocks of white snow-birds chirped about the house ;
broods of timid quails came hovering around the bam,
and the crows were in confusmn, hghtmg on the top-
most branches of thé trees, or soaring high mto the
heavens to get above the storm.

The weather changed and a roa.nng wind piled the
snow into drifts, and wrought it into pillars, scrolls, and
domes of every style and form of architecture. The
weather changed again; the atmosphere eoftened, a
black mist came over, and we had a fow hours’ rain.
The Wmd then blew from the north, and a cold frost suc-

ceeded, and transmuted the world to ery stal. It remained .

very coldl for a week, and, though the sky was clear all
that while, the crystals were not dissolved.

And what a scene ensued ! The keen air inspired us -

with unwonted vivacity ; and during that week we

seemed to walk in fairyland. We ran on the glittering

snow as on marble. We glided through the woods, and
gazed at the dark evergreens and yellow maples as they
waved their flaming Jewels.  'We traversed the river for
miles, admiring each picturesque curve and cascade. We
gazed on the fields and forests, as they shone in the sun-
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light and moonlight, and answered the cold, bright glances
of the stars.

But our happiest hours were in the warm, bright par-
lor at night, as we read or conversed, or compared our
impressions of the world. Before I returnéd to Merri-
mack, Agnes was mazried to a farmer’s son, and we had
a country wedding worth describing in a book. The
month seemed to pass in a week, I was so happy. My
strength was restored, and, with a che’aerful heart, 1
returned to my looms.

On the evening of my return, I looked over my ac-
counts, and found I had nearly two hundred dollars, in
mioney received as donations, more than I had expended
on all ‘my efforts to save my brother's life. I asked
Walter and Milbank to mark with me, and say what dis-
position 1 should make of it. We all marked “ Charity.”
So, after giving a portion {0 the felon’s widow and orphans
at Dexter, I divided the rest between the ¢ Children’s
Friend Society of Merrimack,” the * Prison Reﬁ?rm Asso-
ciation of Boston,” and Friend Buxton’s mission in Salem.
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XLIV.

[t is still the fashion to wind up a story, as the enrap-

tured hero of Sleepy Hollow would have wound up affairs .

at the Van Tassel House ; with ‘the pigeons snugly put to
bed in a comfortable pie, the ducks pairing cosily in
dishes, the geese swimming in their own gravy, every
turkey daintily trussed up with his gizzard under his
wing and a necklace of savory sausages; and himself
married to the blooming Katrina, and away, at last, *to
Kentucky, Tennessee, or the Lord knows where.” Even
history and biography seem -often to slide into this old
fashion,‘and:thg turn of events compels me to follow it fur-
 ther than I like, in conclusion of my narrative.
The reader of course anticipates the end of several
. characters who have figured in these pages, and of others
I need render but a brief account. It was to be expected
that Newton Puffit and the Keezles could never extract
the real wealth of their great fortunes, without finer
minds, ‘better tastes and nobler hearts than they pos-
sessed ; and that the very riches they obtained might be-
come the agent of their wretchedness and fall. The

- 1
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reader will not be surprised to hear that Amelia
Dorlon reformed, and now lives respected ; whilst one of
her mill-companions has laid off’ her vanities at last, be-
come intelligent, and retired to a happy, though unpre-
tending home. And what could any one expect of Anna
Logan, but that she would be well married, have means
to relieve her mother, and enjoy the finest life ?

Mis. Dorlon united her means with those of Amelia’s
husband, and they built & pleasant home near her old
residence, and more than ever, at this age, she resembles
the last picture of Martha Washington. '

The. Buxtons, with their noble hearts and wealthy
memories, would have been honored and blessed, though
begging their bread from door to door.

My brother Jesse lives in comfort, and possesses a
manliness which the discipline of sorrow assisted him to

gain. Walter is more cheerful now than he has been

since his trial. He is respected, he is master of a trade,
and pursués a course of self-cultire which improves him
every day. .

You will say with me, that Julia Warden pairs off well
with Selwyn Downs, and you cannot be surprised at their
marriage, nor fail to believe that she assists him in the
city mission, and they live many years in one.

George Milbank has an extensive practice, and most
of his cases are those of the injured and oppressed. He
still possesses the rural seat near the cascade, and has a

handsome Swiss cottage, where one of the finest land-

~ scapes in New England may be seen. I once.disliked

men of his profession, and was surprised tfo see the girls .
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go eager for lawyer-husbands. But my mind is somewhat
changed, and I now regard a manly lawyer with respect,

I re_spectf:d George Milbank before he came to Merrimack ; |

and when he rescued Milly Dorlon from destmetion, I
gave him my admiration. As he next appeared, to de-
fend my brother, that feeling was filled with gratitude,
" and the trial was not ended, before it was enhanced an
hundred fold. ' ’

My former serenity returned, and I found every affee-
tion for him engrossed in ardent and exalted love, and
when I asked how I nﬁight reward him, and he replied,
¢ Marry me, if you think I can make you happy,” I could
neither conceal my joy, nor disappoint his hopes.

‘We have shadows with our sunshine, and troubles with
our peace ; and yet we are far more happy than I used
to fancy wedded life would be. Bessie Plympton has a
chamber in our cottage, and a patch of sunflowers in our
garden, and she sings of “ Heavenly Union,” and dreams
of the land of rest. ,

On last Wednesday afternoon, the present members of
the Book Society, with three or four of my old mill-
companions, had a picmnic in our grove, and came to
the cottage at night, and read “ Kavanagh,” and tasted
the first catawbas we have brought in this season.

We have just had a visit from Mr. and Mrs. Buxton,
and next week we are going to Salem, and if the weather
continues mild, have a pic-nic on the Juniper.

As our chimney glows with the first autumn fire, and
my mother Milbank plies her needles in the corner, and
my little rosy Selwyn dreams of his hobby-horse and
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bugle at my feet, new issues of joy spring forth, like Jjets
of water from a fountain, and sweetly shower my heart.
My husband ‘is out amongst his . trees, and when he
comes in for the evening, we are going to resume a course
of reading, which includes the memoirs of Lady Colqu-
houn, Sarah Mayo, and Mary Ware. . “
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ment and information are equalty balanced.”— Boston Traﬁm‘:’tzpt.

« This is one of the most entertaining books of the sesson."—N. ¥. Recorder,

« It portrays in life-like colors the characters and daily habits of nearly all the Eng
lish end Ivish celebrities of that period."—N. Y. Courier and Enguirer,

S,

JOMINI'S CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO.

The Political and Military History of the Campaign of ‘Waterloo
ft:om0 the French of Geny. Baron Jomini, by Li%ut. S V. Bener
U. S. Ordnance, with a Map, 12mo, cloth, 75 cents.

# Of great value, both for its historical merit and its acknowledged impartiglity."-»—
i n, Boston, :
Ckpl?i}f; f::me’n reparded in Europe as a work of more than ordinory merlt, while
to military men his review of the trctice and manaeuvres of the French Emperor dur-
ing the few days which preceded his final and most disastrous defeat, is considered as
instructive, as it is interesting.”"— Arthur's Home Gazetts, - . Wit
«Itis a standard authority and illustrates a subject of permanent interest,
military students, and historieal inquirers, it will be a favorite reference, and for the
general reader it possesses great value and interest.”— Boston ’I‘mmcri;:t. i 4
« It throws much light on often mooted pomta_rea;zectmg Nepoleon’s military an.
political genius, The trauslation is one of much vigor."—Boston Commonwealth. N
1t supplies an important cbapte;h ubtal;;a ?\170“ inferesting and eventiul period of Na
eun’s military career."—=Savarnn y News,
po.l' !l: is ably w-gitten and skilfully translated.”~-Yankes filade.

¥y




kEDi"IEL]fE NEW AND POPULAR PUBLICATIONS.

THE MASTER BUILDER -

- Or, Life ata Trade. By Dar Kerroee Lik, author of ¢ Sum
merfield, or Life on the Farm.” One vol., 12mo, price $1.00.

“ He is a powerful and graphie writer, and from what we have seen of the pages o,
the * Master Builder,’ it is # romence of exeellent aim and suceess.”—State Rogister.

* The * Master Builder’ is the master production. It is romance into which is inatilled
the renlity of life: and incentives are put forth to noble exertion and virtwe. The story
is pleasing—almost fascinating ; the moral is pure and undefiled."—Daily Times,

“1ts descriptions are, many of them, strikingly beautiful; commingling in good pro-
portions, the witty, the grotesque, the pathetic, and the hercie. It may be read with
profit as well as pleasure.”—drgus. ’

- “The work before us 'will commend itself to the masses, depicting as it does most
ilrnphical!y the struggles and privations which await the unknown and uncared-for

echanic in his journey through life. It is what might be called a romance, but not of
love, jeslousy and revenge order.”—Lockport Courier,

“ The whole scheme of the story is well worked -up and very instructive,”—Albany

Kzpress.
GRISCOM ON VENTILATIQGN.

The Uses and Abuses of Air: showing its Influence in Sustaining
Life, and Producing Disease, with Remarks on the Ventilaiion
of Houses, and the best Methods of Securing a Pure and Whole-
some Atmosphere inside of Dwellings, Churches, Workshops, &c
By Jonn H. Griscom, M.D. One vol. 12mo, $1.00.

“This comprehensive treatise should be read by all who wish fo secure henlth,
and especially by those constructing churches, lecture-rooms, echool-houses, &c.—It
s undoubted, that many diseases are created and spread in consequence of the littie
attention paid to proper ventilation. Dr. G. writes knowingly and plainly upon this all-
important topic.”"—Newark ddvertiser,

“The whole book is a complete manual of the subject of which it treatz; and we
venture to say that the builder or contriver of & dwelling, school-licuse, church, thea.
tre, ship, or steamboat, whn neglects to inform himself of the momentous truths it
asserta. commite virtually & crime egoinst society.”—N, ¥, Metropolis, .

s When shall we learn to estimate &t their proper value, pure water and pure air,
which God provided for man before he made man, and n very long time before he
permitted the existence of & dector ¥ We compend the Uses and Abuses of Air to our
readers, assuring them that they will find it to ¢ontain directions for the ventilation of
dwellings, which every one who values health and comfort should put in practice."—e

N Y Dispatch. f

HAGAR, A STORY OF TO-DAY.

By Améﬁ Carey, author of ¢« Clovernock,” * Liyra, and Other
Poems,” &c. One vol., 12mo, price $1.00. o

“ A etory of rursl and domestlc life, abounding in humor, pathos. and that natural-
ness in chargeter and conduet which made ¢ Clovernook' so great a favorite last season,
Passagea in ¢Hagar' are written with extraordinary power, its moral is striking angd
fust,”and the book will inevitably be one of the magst popular productions of the sea
son.

“She hae a fine, rich, and purely original genius. Her country stories are almost
anequaled,”—Knickerbocker Magazine. - 5
- «The Times speaks of Alice Carey s standing at the head of the living female wri-

ters of Americw, We go-even farther in our favorsble judgment, and express the opin.
ion that smong those living or dead, she has had no equat in this country ; and we know
of few in the annals of English literature who have exhibited superior gifts of real po
etic geniua,"—Th: (Poriand, Me,) Eclectis. .
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