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The author of this Little book has no word of apology to offer 2 generous
public for bringing hefore them the Tales-and Sketches contained in it, but
the hope that the moral of each may touch the hearts of the youthful reader
and prove of benefit to him. To the mature, experience perhaps hag tanght
them the force and truth of the Lessons of Life, which the author has herein
attempted to delineate. In dedicating this book to the South, she hopes to
be an humble means of awakening her fo the knowledge of suffering in her
midst; and she believes, if her sislers of the South would investigate the
subjeet, they would feel the importance of adding their inite to the ever
increasing social strength of their pative South, and patronize merit at home
instead of bestowing it elsowhere. '

Tue AvTHOR.




SHADOWS OF THE HEART.
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This story was suggested to the Imagination of the writer by the recent and
exciting trial in Europe, leaving a helpless woman dependent on oné whe
had spurned her noble immolation of self on the altar of duty,

HE sun was just sitting in all the splendor of declining

grandeur; its last bright beams fell on the green sward

in front of a little cottage so still that no one would

dream it possessed an occupant. But it did. Seated by

@ table, her hands tightly clasped over her breast, and

a sad uneasy cloud on her brow, wasMrs. Walton:
one glance was enough to satisfy the most superficial observer
of her misery,. whether merited or not; and what was the
cause of this misery ?

A few short years before, she had given her hand, her heart
with all its fresh trusting faith, to one she had dreamed supe-
rior_to his kind, in the possession of qualities, of gentleness,
religion and love. He had, appeared to love, yea, to worship
her, as she had sometime feared to the exclusion of a Divine
Being, and she had felt the weakness of the woman’s heart in
exulting in this soul worship, in believing herself the idol of
her hushand’s dreams. - .

‘Behqld the contrast now! Beven short years had passed;
each one scemed to bring her fresh happiness; she was not
rich in this world’s goods, but she was ‘contented; she cared
for nouglit beyond her little circles, her'cherished home, the.
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Eden of the heart. "So blessed were this family they scarce
headed the chariot of time as he steadily advanced each re~
volvmg wheel, leaving only with them another memorial of
peaceful joy. ,
Ah! how bitter is the thought even in the midst of ha;ppl-’
ness; the dark cloud of the future is mantling over us; we
have im the dream of the present so bright, so: sunny, only a
glimpse of bliss; whilst the thunder roll of destiny is pressing
‘on, and the reality, more overwhelmning from the contrast,
gubmerges us in its rushing waters. .o
Happy the heart with no day dream, the nature, that trust-
ing only in Heaven’s promises depends its all of happiness on:
the struggle to attain that excellence on earth that will ensure
the fulfilment of them hereafter, or happy, thrice happy, the
stoic who wishes for nought, bears all, takes all that comes,
and cares not, whilst the heart is so encrusted with its iey
barrier,~—no beam of hope even can penetrate to melt its cold
philosophy, and leave its victims exposed to the common ills
of life with its sunny dreams but cold realities.
. Alas! we are mortals, and must endure to the end with what
firmness we can summon to our aid; butin our own selfish joysor
sorrows let. the charm of sympathy for others woe find aplace..
Cares (for who is there without them,) were pressing on the
quiet family. Mr. Walton in the romantic dreams, and per-
haps follies, so often seen, enjoying the present, never cast a
thought. on the future. The habit of indolence had grown upon.
him; he could not make an effort, even when his eyes were.
opened to the necessity of doing something for a support; and
he then bitterly deplored the indulgence he had allowed him--
gelf to the expulsion of the duties nature demanded of him.
But it was past, and he weakly deplored, whilst he had not
 the moral courage to face the danger, and make one manly
offort to avert it. Mrs. Walton had felt no uneasiness; no.
- cloud on her horizon warned her of the approach of the ene-
my until he was at the threshold.. She now noticed the thought—
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ful brow of her husband, and with. pain she felt the entire con-
fidence that hitherto existed between them was from some
cause inte;rrupted,‘ and the first shadow fell on her heart,.—
She tried to win back his confidence with the gentle sophistry
of a noble natare, she tried to draw him from indulging the
bitterness of thought, the unavalhng regret, and pomted out
the pleasure of having an aim in life which would not only
furnish home comforts for his family, but give him employ-
ment which would render him happier. :

And have I no aim in life, Mary? Has the blissful past

* been aimless to you? Ifso, I have indeed lived in vain, He

was sensitive, exqulsltely 80, and she who would have suffered
to spare him pain, had but planted the thorn deeper that al-
ready rankled in his breast. He could not brook advice from
his own wife ; she could not understand his morbid pride when
she knew her motives were pure, and his interest she felt was

- her own, and so she went on from day to day, expatiatirg on

a useful life, the happiness of being employed, the misery of
idleness, never dreaming of the storm, the tempest that was
brewing for her. She did all in her power for the comfort of
those around her, and at-first her duties were performed cheer-
fully, but she could not go on alone in the good work, a dis-
content as new as it was painful entered her breast—another -
shadow fell on her heart. _
Despair began to weigh on Mrs. Walton; she felt some-
thing must be done, but what couldshe do? Her husband had
grown morose, she feared to speak to him on the subject so
interesting to her, she feared to have her intentions miscon-
strued, she did pot wish even to appear to dictate to him, and
she hoped finally a spirit like her own would spring up in his
breast,—her hopes seemed on the eve of being realized. Mr.
Walton went up to town and made many efforts to get em-
ployment; his appearance was hailed with delight by many in
the metropolis who had once known and apprecigted his gen-
erous, good natured disposition ; and when he, taking: courage
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frorh«'the kindness of his friends, explained his affairs, and

asked ‘only that their influence should be exercised in his favor, -

they overwhelmed him with promises; he was guileless enough
to believe and to trust them. R

‘But day after day passed, and Mr. Walton felt his friends
" had deceived him. Nothing offered for him to do. She felt
pleased that he should bear his disappointment as well, andstrove
to hide her misgivings and assume a calmness she was far
from feeling. Mr. Walton continued to go to town ostensibly
to seek employment. At first ho returned in a few hours, but
gradually his visit became longer, until weeks would elapse,
and he would not return home, and bitterly his wife felt and
woridered at the change. All associations connected with the
one dear spot-—his home—hallowed by memory, seemed in a
twinkling to have lost its claim on him. With such natures
as Walton’s there is no half-way ground; he could not under-
stand the medium path of duty, aselfishness, the effect of indo-
~lence, had gotten possession of him, and if he enjoyed him-
gelf he cared little about home treasures; the man was chang-
edindeed. He the strong one who Heaven had-ordained the
head of his family, could not stand the shock of adversity;
whilst woman, the weaker being, was compelled to brave it
even smarting under the bitterness of neglect. One evening
he.came home early, she tried to enliven him by cheerful con-
versation, and then read to him; but the demon of ennui had
entered his soul, he sighed for change, his quiet home had no
charms for him. The next morning he left as usual without
an adien even to warn her of his intention, When he reach-

ed London, some young men were starting for the continent,

whither he' had arranged the preceding day to accompany
them.  Mrs. Walton in the meantime was engaged in teach-
ing her children and performing her various duties, looking

forward to the evening for her husband’s return., She was’
doomed to disappointment. He came not, and dreary days roll-

ed on, bringing no tidings of the absent one.

v
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What heart is there would withhold its sympathy from. a
woman in this situation. Widowed by the blighting hand of
death, ’tis true, even that would be better if the objeet was '
worthy, the consolation of that knowledge would, whilst she
mourned her loss, and felt its desolating influence make the
memory of her husband sacred in her eyes, and a‘pleasing
review of the virtues she had reverenced, would prove a talis-
man for her. What a demon man must be when Lo ean wan-
tonly trifle with the feelings of a dependent woman, whose
only fault was loving him too well, whose all of joy on earth
was centred in him, _ :

- At first Mrs. Walton . was uncasy, then images of terror
were conjured up in her loneliness, that well nigh drove'rea-
son from her throne. "But no matter ; the days revolved them-

- selves into weeks, the weeks extended into months, and Mary

Walton and her little ones heard not from the wanderer. And
Walton, where was he? Enjoying the freedom of being with-
out a family, a dearly bought freedom when every natural tie
and all honor were the price. . .- -

He was in Paris—had attached himself to a theatre and led
a gay rollicking sort of life more congenial with his present
feelings than any other. Mary Walton had loved and trusted
her husband; her’s was not the romantic attachment that en-
dures for a season, but the devotion of a life time, or until
wrongs should obliterate it from the heart.

Every extenuating circumstance that oceurs to the mind
lwhe:re a beloved object is' concerned was reverted to again and
again until they were exhausted, and the long protracted si-
lence of her husband at last created suspicions she at first:
sought to repel, but they would return, and she was obliged to
acknowledge the idel so long enshrined in her heart unworthy,
and s.he reflected, no fault of her's had driven him from her.-
A Pride latent, but of a power she dreamed not of possessing,
Whlspere.d if the object was unworthy seek to forgetit. - She
had no time now for day-dreams or regrets, for poverty with




une rlng 1ntmpt* looked to her as father and mother too; but
tcould &he, a helpless woman, do? Hope a,lmost died
w1thm her as she asked herself the question.

_All at.once, as if the light of inspiration; had da.wned on
‘her mind, she remembered that in her youth she often wrote
for her own amtfement ; she thought of her timid aspwa,t,mns,
her fondness for composition, and she seized on, that resort
which misery has driven many a woman to before—her pen.

_The subject that arose pre-eminent in her mind were her own |

wrongs and trials, but her sensitive nature recoiled fromspread-

ma abroad her unhappiness and maklncr her hushand’s deser- -

tiolilof his fmmly public. Iler subJect was finally chosen,
andgvhen once impressed with its force, her genius as a writer
burst.forth and sparkled on every page. She delineated hu-
man nature d8'she had found it, and the very truth of her
“descriptions of the poetry and philosophy of life possessed a
nameless charm to the reader, and he felt as.though he were
living over again certain portions of his own life which he had
imagined forever lost in the vortex of time.

‘Mrs. Walton now wrote as constantly as she could, but her
chlldrgn were still with her, and they_,reqmred attention; she
consequently met with many interruptions. About this time
g friend visited her; she confided her secret, and her friend
saw how imposgible it seemed she could ever finish her hook,

~ and generously offered to take charge of the children for a

while, - The little ereatures bade adieu to their mother for the -

first time with many tears, but they, young as they were, under-
stood necessity alone could make her assume even the sem-
bla.nce of desertion.

~Her book was finished; and now began a series of trials
she had imagined herself nerved to bear. She went herself to
_ Liondon and made several applications.. She was not success-
fuly for scarcely any took the trouble even to look at the
book She knew the great disadvantage she Iabored under
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#h applying herself to the publishers, particularly in London
‘where it is so difficult to get on unpatronized. Mrs. Walton
was not to be turned from her purpose; she was determined |
~.t0 overcome every impediment if perseverance could do any-
thmg Acting on this principle, she applied to a. pubhsher
she knew to be popular,

for the manuseript. He opened and looked at it and said, “If
you will leave it with me a day or two; madame, I can read
and judge of it better.” “Very well, sir,”” she replied, «I

~ will call day after to-morrow.” She left the house and re.

traced her way to her lonely home with a lighter heart. When
she called again, she was received with much respect by Mr.
8mythe who entered at orice on the subject.

I looked over your book Mrs. Walton, it has some good
points, but excuse me if I say some faults, some descriptions
you dwell too long on to please the public taste, and in others
you did not branch out sufficiently, in other words just as we
get interested in a character you leave him; now I always
miss something in a book like that. You do not want it then,
gir, said Mrs. Walton. I would give something for it, it is
your first attempt I presume. Yes, sir. And very fair for -
the first, I will give fifty pounds down for it as itis, I run a
risk by brmgmg it out, always do with a new author, I have
& great deal on hand and might not be able to publish 1t for
some time. -

Will you direct me to another house, sir? I will, madam,
but if you are not successful bring it back, I will give you fifty
pounds for it. Mrs. Walton needed money then, but how
could she part with the labor of months for so small a sum.,

The gentlemen she next called on said they would like to
take it, thought it would sell, but could make no engagement
for some time to come. She went back to Mr. Smythe’s.

Assoon as Mrs. Walton entered the store Mr. Smythé
noticed her care worn and fatigued air, begged her to be seat-
ed; it seemed as if' he had just found out why she wrote, and -




he admired the' womanly delicaéy that prompted the silence

in regard ‘to her circumstances. Under a rough exterior'and
abrupt manners he had o kind and feeling heart, he ‘had

“ known ¢nough of poverty and sorrow in his youth to recog- ..
nise its %:ggilns by a sympathetic chord that.would vibrate in e

his breadt]aud contrary to the general rule, he in present
prosperity, never forgot his own early struggles; he reflected
a moment and said, I will sce what can be done, I will at once
advance you twenty pounds, get the book out as scon as pos-
sible, and if it sells will charge you ten per cent ot the prof-
fits, while the copy right will still be yours, how do you like
that arrangement? _ S ‘

It surpasses my brightest anticipations, and I cannot ex-
press how thankful I am for it.

_ She was paid twenty pounds, and left the store with the

first emotions of happiness she had known for months.

Mrs. Walton had thought when engaged in writing, her
husband’s conduct had destroyed all her affection; now in her
loneliness, when she had taken the first step towards acquiring
an independence, and she felt within the power to do so, she
perceived the void in her heart, the want of sympathy, and
she imagined the pride and-joy he would feel at her success.
Once more she found herself making excuses for his desertien
and dreaming of an elysium in the future, that would rise
triumphant from the ruins of the present. :

. And such is woman’s heart. In the possession of known

and tried affection they have a safe-guard that nothing can
overcome. They derive from the affection that fortitude that
énables them to bear go many ills and woes, everything un-
contiected with the heart are passing shadows. Let them feel
the love withdrawn; indifference weighs on their drooping

spirits; they bend to their- destiny; whilst the storm passes.

on they feel the shock ; and if they even do arise they are liv-
‘ing witnesses of the blight and shadows of the heart.
-~ Mrs. Walton hadnot communicated to any of her own fam-
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ily her husband’s desertion; she had,thought for some time
they did not appreciate as he deserved; ‘and }iad warmlyore. -
sented it How she would not go to thépiiwith complaints.—

- Her heart whispered, he may return;‘hér reason she did not

exercise on the subject; between herself and brother & cool- -
ness had sprung up, and in her situation pride prevented her
making the first advance; she feared she would meet no sym-
pathy from him. ‘ =
»@%%5 onths ‘had passed; Mrs. Walton felt convinced her broth-.
“er,’ Mr. "Wllhlot, must have heard of the change that had-
come omg"r her. Her book even surprised the publisher in its
sale; he could scarcely supply the demand for it, and advised
h..er-to write another ; her brother read with pride the emana-
tions from his sister’s genius, and now, when it seemed likely
she could get along without him, he was seized with a desire
to visit and assist her.  She wWas soon surprised and delighted
10 see l.lim and hear his warm expressions of fraternal regard,
forgetting in the tardy attention the neglect she had felt, and

littlé:dreaming of the selfish ambition that prompted what

seemed to her a natural reparation. She was happy in her
ignorance, as we all are, for if we could see into what is call- -
ed-the heatts of many of our dear friends, whilst deeming our-
selves secure of their disinterested friendship what a shock
we should receive at the hollow protestations that arise. not
from the heart, but a motive. - ,

Help yourself and othes will help you, is a saying in the
world, and its truth was fully attested in this instance by Mirs.
Walton. '

Some natural affection, no doubt, had an influence yet with
Mr. Wilmot; and he quitted the cottage in a better épirit than
he went with. He proposed to himsister to let the cottagé and
for the present take charge of his house intown. Any ch:mge

‘she felt would be a blessing to her now, and she at once. con-

sented, and made preparations té remove. Many of her former-

friends, without her knowledge, became interested in her, and -
5 Bl
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they wished to take’measures at once to shield her from want
for #he future; S not drawn any money from the pub~
lisher for some'tis her children had to begiffitheir stu-
dies with a teacher-she”had already employed, and she wish=
ed to make the first payment for tuition in advance. She
called on Mr. Smythe and heard with consternation that Mr.
“"Walton had drawn every cent she had in the House, She felt
not only mortified that he should have_g;igggped to such meanness,
making a dupe of her in deliberately takingher dearly earne;
support’; that was sufficient to ‘excite her, but that he shout
visit England, even the city shé was in, and not go td.see his.
children, or herself, seemed so strange she could hardly real-
‘izedit. It was all true nevertheless, and she asked Mr. Smythe
for the future to let her have the money as he received it.
She returned home with feelings of indignation and anguish ;
she began to see him, in all the hideous deformity of character,
he had so successfully concealed so long: But to crown all
ghe received from him the following letter:

My Dear WrFe: _

1 #m in London, and would have been to see you, but you have withdrawn

from my bouse and my protection, and sought that of your brother, 2 man

you know it is impossible for me to likg, Hince you huve doné so you can-
-not wonder at my not going. I took the liberty of drawing on your pub-

lisher for a small sum, which I very well knew, my dear Mary would not -

object to. I must congratulate you on your success. I knew you had the
genius, but doubted yeur firmness in persevering ; however I am delighted,
and with many. prayers commit you to the tare of Providence, whilst T
remain as ever,

Your fondly true and devoted hushand, ,

o C. L. WALTON.
| Mrs._Walton read this letter, which, if written by her bitter-
est enemy, could not have insulted her more grossly. The
hypoerisy (a new phase in his character) stood out in bold
relief to the paltry excuses so shallow to the understanding.

- At this time Walton’s conduct became noticed by the pub-#
lic, and many who had never known the happy wife felt much
curiosity and. interest in the infjured woman and the spirited
authoress, whose works seemed to be appyeciated in propor-
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tionsto the sympathy enlisted for the individual. The very
cirgimstance that was the beginning of her happiness, was
also the instrument of good. Thus the ways of Providence
seems ever impenetrable, until many pages of life’s history
leaves it bare to the eye, and imprinted: on'the heart. Mrs.
Walton, though now residing ‘with’ her brother in-one of the
most fashionable streets of the‘great metropolis, still saw little
company and kept h H‘ .as mitch as possible aloof from the
world. This course was'not only-dictattd. by her new avoca-
tion, but by that innate modesty and delicacy that talght her
in her new and distressing situation to give as little cause as
possible for the ever ready slanders of those who select the
most innocent and unprotected for their victims.

About this time her hrother receivéﬁ a letter from a friend.
in Paris, giving an account of Walton's conduct, He had

plunged into every species of dissipation, and came Very near
getting into a sericus serape, when an actfées attached to the

-game Theatre came forward and saved him from the conse.

quences of his folly by false testimony and her purse, which
happened at the time to be full, He. felt gratitude to the
beautiful creature who had perjured herself to save him. Of
courge, with the disinterested and noble nature he had aseribed

to himself, he could do no less, and he threw himself at once .

on her protection and came to England. When their means

- van out he barbarously stole from his wife the support she had
earned for her children, leaving her dependent on a relation, -

and one he knew /e had formerly been the cause of partially

.estranging from her,

This is life, with all its beauties and sweets . ;ha@inspired
bards have sung of for ages. Life to Walton, whilst hie wife
was destined to drain the cup of bitterness to its last drop,

When Mr. Wilmot received this letter he felt so much in-
dignation at the continued insults to his sister, that if Walton
had' been in London he would certainly have rued the day
the letter was received& But the channel divided them ;

i
i

-
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.#nd miscreant though he was, he was safe for the presentzfrom
a brother’s just vengeance. With the letter in his hand; M.
~.W11ma,tq ‘repaired to hissisters room; he naturally shrunk ffom
the task before him, but pride whispered it was his duty.

Mary, said he, I fear you confine yourself too much over
that desk; you should take some recreation. ,

Well, brother, work firsf -and. pleasure afterwards; 1y suc-
cess in writing depends on iy industEy,

* Your success as an antBoress is a ready secured, and for
that réason- 1 see no use in thié constant application that will,
if persisted in, ulnmate[y destm;r your health,

In writing, I find it different entirely to any thlng I ever
attempted. Unless constantly engaged, and the mind absorbed
by the subject, I fear to lose my interest in the story. Tam
compelied to pursue the task to the end, I have nea.l'ly fin-
ished. this, she sajdh with 2 smile.

Vﬂlam, scoundrel muttered Wilmot, and seeing the look of
astonishment on his featur es, said: Sister, it is high time
something was done to free you forever from the wreteh who
has not only basely “deserted you in your hour of need, but
followed that up by conduct, that leaves it due you, as an
injured and innocent woman, to show to the world you will not
_ be farther trampled on. The world expects this of you,

_‘'What do you mean Thomas ? | '

I mean, Mary, you will never be safe from Walton until you
are divorced from him. You thought I should remain igno-
rant of his recent treatment of you, but it is the talk of
Londo@

T care not “for that brother; if people talk about me it 18
their privilege, and they will exercise it. I havg done nothing
to merit censure.

‘I know that, Mary, and the very knowledge of your inno-
eence makes me more anxious to free you. Whilst you are
‘bending over your writing, day a&er day, as the eage stands

;.
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now, you are possibly working for nothing but to suppoﬁr.
 Walton, and the woman who lives with him,

What do you say ? asked the szster, with blanched%eeks.
In plty tell me at once. #
Mary, you should have been prepared for any thmo- -but
read this letter, and if you have a doubt, cast it from you

forever.
She took the letter with a. tr embhng hand, and read—her

« brother lovked i, wondering at the calmness she displayed,

thoggh rejoiced at it—she folded and returned it to him.

“What do you say, now, Mary ?

Give me a month for reflection; though I feel the digrace
more deeply on my children’s account than my own: though I
am now conyinced I have nothing to hope from his affection,
still this connertmn was not entered into by me lightly, and
must not, for my children’s sake, hi:lightly cast aside. I feel’
the awful responsibility of my situation, and must take time to
reflect. 1 must not forget the double disgrace that would
forever,be attached to the name of my children.

The@“ﬂ%sgrace Mary, could be no greater than it is. That
act would perhaps sereen your children from any influence
Walton might choose to exert over them.

And it might give them into his hands, and what should I

% be then, bereft of all I live for now? No, brother, I must

think before I venture to act on this important subject. One -
false step may involve the happiness of this 11fe now, andw
hereafter, my children’s,

I cannot think, Mary, the law would give Walton any of
his shildren when it can he proven so easily he desertéd them.
As you have supported, so you would be considered the prop-
er person to have them. But I will make myself acquainted
with the law on this point hy the time you decide.

In two weeks the second book was finished and in the hands
of the publisher, who. annourced in a leading paper of the
da? another work by Mrs. Walton. But poor Mary was ex-




&
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Hausted by-conétant application and excitement of mind. A
rerg:illness followed. For weeks there seemed no hope for
he?}” it was almost a miracle she ever got well. While

* she la¥y unconscious her book was rapidly circulating, afford-

ing much pleasure and useful knowledge to all who read it,

and at the same time ﬁlling their heartswith sympathy for the h

authoress. Many were the kind enquiries made daily about her,
and great was the joy when it was announced that Mrs, Walton’s

-disease was conquered and she was convaleféént, Her recoves

ery now was rapidly progressing, and she “was soon able to
look into her affairs ; she found many little bills had accumu-
lated against her; independence determined her to discharge

‘them at once without appealing to her brother ; she wrote to’

the publisher, who remitted a much larger amount than she

coxpected. In a few days after Mr. Smythe made his appear-
“ance, and said that Mr. Jalton had called on him for what

money he had of his wife’s in his possession; he had refused

as directed to pay it, and Walton then threatened to have him

sibpeenied to court to answer the charge of withhglding
Fight. k-

' Bat, said Mrs. Walton, Mr, Smythe you know that must

be an idle threat, for how could he, living apart from me, re-
. gover anything? S &

- I'beg your pardon, madam, thé law in'this country gives a

man undisputed right to all property real or personal his wife

e may have, nnless it was previously settled on her, or legally

securred to her, either with the consent of her husband or by
a trustee or guardian. I just received a visit from a man call

“ing himself Mr. Walton’s lawyer, who told me that whatever-

. money I defrauded Walton of, should be instantly given him
for the use of his client, and if not he would recover it by law.
Mrs. Walton now decided to free herself forever from the

. power of a man who knew so well how to use and abuse it.—

She. hastened to her Vbrother,’( explained the circumstance to
him; and -asked him to engage lawyers for her. She %hen
. " K *
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went herself to see a friend who had been a great man in his
ti;lle, but had retired from the profession. She asked if Wal-
ton could claim her children? i

" The case must undergo an investigation before I can_é_mswe‘r"
you. The law, in common instances of divorce, gives the

“children to each parent, but there seems to be a peculiarity in

this, I must say, is not upon record, and if I understand it
Walton could not claim one of his children, but I will conslt
with other lawyers and let you know.

. Well, sir, I wish to be certain of this, for if he can claim
them I will withdraw the suit and either submit to persecution
or:leave my native laud, for I can never trust one of my
children to the care of their unnatural father. '

When Mrs. Walton retufned home she found the following
note : b » '

My Duar Mary: o :
I think it was rather hard of you to draw all your mouey from the pub-

-Hsher, you ought to have left at least half for me. The law allows me a

right to the profits, and while that is on my side I intend to reap half of the
profits at least of every book you write. T should have been better pleased
16 have fegdived from affection what I shall be forced to claim by right.

v

Send me two'hundred pounds for the present and I will wait for-the balance
until’you write another book, but for gooduness sake hurry about it, whilst
the public is in a humor to patronize you. After you write two more we
will go back to our cottageﬁa.i .
Your affectionate hughand, @
: ‘ C. L. WALTON.

Indeed, said Mary, as she crushed the paper in her ha¥s,
We shall see, for if this man. is a knavg'he must certainly take
me for a fool. What a “change had come over the spirit of her
dream.” ' She felt scorn, unmitigated scorn for the author of
siich anote; but a few moments after she could almost have
langhed at the cool impertinence and vanity that caused him to
think she ever would live with him again. She took up her
pen for the first time to write to him, and sent this answer’:
Mz. C. L. Warrox; o :

- I received both the notes you honored me by writing. In placing me in
the light of your banker allow me to say, it will be .impossible to send you

the sum mentioned, or indeed any other stm. In regard'to the'latter part of
your kind: note, permit me to_congratulate you on possessing two faculties

9
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which I did not know of—one an-inventive genius, the other 50 fing an finag:

ination. And allow me to add, a man who has, in an emitent degres, Eh;i

" elementa for composition should exert them for himself in book-writing,

instead:of willingly remaining dependent on a woman. - -

With doe respeet, &e.,
C MARY WALTON.

* Mrs. Walton persisted in her determination not to send him |

money, but his superior cinning was at work against her, The
_ suit for the divorce was progressing, but had not been carried
before the House. She reccived another note, which she
fancied was written with the design to frighten her. It ran thus:

. T have heard you were prosecuting a suit for divorce; I rejoice’at it,
and wish you-success; I shall attempt no defence whatever, but will relieve
rou of one of the children, Caroline ; I have notived she bas a talent I prize;
'{ghe would make a capital actress.
o With respect, &e., i C
_ ¥ 0. L. WALTON.
If he wished or infknded to frighten her from her purpose,
he didit. To see her eldest and dearly beloved child commit-

ted to the care and tuition of the actress at Paris, whose vile

character had spread throughout Europe, and know her daugh- -

ter would early have her example alone, was sufficient. She
found that Walton could take some of the children; &} at once
gave up the suit, and felt heyself not only outraged and’op-
préssed by her husband but the laws<01‘i;er country.

- ®The same day Walton brought suit against Mr. Smythe, on
thegharge already mentioned, and Mrs. Walton was summoned

~.by him as a witness. She willingly promised to_appear in his
favor, not only with the hope-of doing him justice but she felt

truly grateful to the man who had hazarded so much to oblige
and assist he;:. _ ' _ . .

The day of trial came; the court was crowded to excess, and
there was a murmur of ill-suppressed indignation as Mrs. Wal-
tonr’appea,r\ed,' with all her native dignity ¢f manner, leaning
on the arm of her brother. Although her step was firm, her
eyes were cast down and her cheeks flushed to a painful crim-

son.  She really felt ashamed at her position, though conscious

- no fault of hers had caused her presencein such a place. As

£
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she took her seat in the witness box she timidly cast her eye
around, and gather ed more confidence when she met none bu
_glances of sympathy, compassion and encouragement. Seated
just opposite to her was ther hushand; whom she had not seen
for two years; she remembered the past; she forgot her suf-
ferings, her struggles for independence, and memory carried
her back to the day she met him at the altar, a happy, trust-
ing‘bride. For a few moments she lived over again her young
day-dream; she almost forgot where she was; the woman’s
heart was struggling in her breast with pride, wounded pride,
and conflicting emotions created a chaos of the soul that threat-
ened to overwhelm her. All this passed in a much shorter
' time than we have taken to describe it. The counsel for de-
fence rose and opened the case; his ‘}roice recalled Mrs. Wal-
ton to herself’; she made a desperrte effort to control her feel-
ings and succeeded. The witnesses were called; Mrs. Walton
was the most important, but in consideration of her sex she
was allowed time to prepare herself, and a elerk in Mr, Smythe’s
store was interrogated first. When Mrs. Walton rose, so
- great was the interest in the crowd, the Judge was compelled
to call order before the trial could proceed. The interest was
deepin behalf of the ill-fated, whose efforts had not successful-
1y veiled her miseries from the pﬁblic eye. Mrs. Walton gave .
in her evidence in a cali, distinct tone, gathering fresh courage
as she felt that justice demanded she should not spare herself,
but do what was right in Mr. Smythe’s favor. It was of no avail,
,the case  was decided in Walton’s favor. This was English
equity and justice; this the decision of those jurors who boast-
ed of having for their countrymen Mansfield, Blackstone, Coke,
and many others distinguished alike, for their subtle reason-
ing and firm judgment. 'These judged. defenceless woman

s

- with léss leniency than the ancients, and heathen-like awarded

the victory to the strongest. _ _
To think of'a woman living. ir a land with no laws to protect -
her fro’ms‘w‘rong;‘ that she should stand alone a truly isolated
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being; that there was no law, for surely such another case of
man’s villainy cannot occur, for if it did woman would be tram-
pled down to the level of the sca indeed. There is not in the
annals of history a parallel case, and for the honor of all coun-
tries and governments, rulers and legislators, and for the
honor of man, in his progressive civilization, we hope there
will never occur such another.

Mrs. Walton could not believe she was utterly abandoned by

laws she had never outraged, and she determined to appeal to-

a higher power than the court that had done her such injus-
tice, consequently her appeal was made to Parliament. It
was put.off repeatedly, and finally obtained a hearing. It was

warmly debated; a few felt their honor almest depended on -

the decision of the House, but there could not be a change of
laws in her favor; they could do nothing for her; she is still
the vietim of wrong; her genins she dare not exercise. If
the wanderer should sigh for freedom, and turn to our beloved
country for the rest and peace England has denied her, she
will meet not only with the sympathy the stranger is heir to
in our Republic, but the patronage due to merit, ahd the
protection that will shield her from insult.

Women of America be ye ever thankful your lots are cast

in our own free land where even the meanest slave is protected,

where woman's influence is felt and appreciated, where no
tyrant can make her bend beneath the yoke of oppression,
and where the feeling hearts, honorable aspirations and prin-
ciples of ‘her soms would never lead them to desecrate the
~ banner of freedom our forefathers nobly fought to win.

‘A CHRISTMAS SKETCHL

) HRISTMAS day has come. The children could hard-
ly make up their minds to go to sleep. last night, 80
busily were they engaged in their tiny preparations

o> for the next day. They followed mamma about to the
“pantry and closet, peering and prying into everything
until the latest possible moment, and cast many glances

at the bundle papa stowed away in the wardrobe from under
his cloak; and even when they were tucked away in their
little beds they were whispering and wondering what Santa

Claus would bring them. Jane made up her mind to lay

awake and see what the old gentleman locked like; but child-

ren are obliged to sleep, with all their curiosity, Tona and

Harry had their guns ready to fire off, and had planned a nice

ride. Lucy and Ann were going to a ball Christmas night—

their thoughts were not with Santa Claus—and so it did not
rain the next day, it was all they cared about, J ane, and the
little ones, had pleasant dreams; and well they might have, for
their kind father and mother seemed to think of every wa_,j%. to
make them happy, and had ever, as much as possible, sparedr
them every disappointment. ' -

With the first dawn of light old uncle Frank comes in to
m'ake.up @ fire; the boys spring from the bed to catch him

“Christmas]Gift,” but he is on the watch, and calls out first.

The little heads in the trundle bed, in mother’s room,‘pop up

L&
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next, and forgetting the cold, the children run to the chimney
to look in their stockings. Just watch their happy,. laughing

faces; and dear! did you ever hear such a tattering, as their’

wishes seem all gratified-by the considerate Santa Claus, At
last, all was-discussed between them, their hearts Joyous in-
- deed, but they were not quite so exuberant in the expression
of -it. When the children were duly attired in their new
Christmas dresses, they assembled in the comfortable dining-
room for prayer. REach little head has been early trained to
bow, reverently before the Creator, whilst the father humbly
returned thanks for the blessings around them.

‘All were not so happy beneath that roof as the children.
The young ladies looked from their window, and their disap-
pointment was great indeed when they found it was raining.
Oh! dear, said Ann, what shall we do this lonesome day? It

is a shame that Christmas should cothe but once a year ; that we

should Jook forward to it for so much pleasure, and be disappoint-
ed in this way. Itis ralnmg so hard, Lucy, we cannot go to
the ball to-night.

"1 feared it would rain, replied Lucy, and knew we should
have‘such a day, just because I had set my mind on going to
the ball. It is dlways the way, I never want to go any where
but it is sure to rain.- :

T am so, sorry, said Anh, beginning to cry; all our nice
dresses for nothing. When Lucy and Ann appeared their
corrugated brows were sufficient tokens of their sullen tempers,
and their presence cast a shadow on the merry group of smi:
ling faces, in whose imaginations their stores of candy, nuts,
dolls, marbles and toys amply compensated for the rain.—

While indulging in the good things of this life it was a matter
* of'no importance to them whether the sun shined or it rained.

This is some of the philosophy of childhood from which many

with more ‘years but less wisdom, might draw a lesson.
 Mr Clare noticed, with pain, the countenances of his daugh-

ters, and felt how hard it would be for them to meet disap-.

&
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pointment, as we all have-to do, if any thing so trivial as a
rainy day cculd affect their spirits and tempers so. Tlow was
it possible for them to get through the world without misery ?
Ah! kind father, you have not t_he power to avert unhappiness
from them ; you may, in childhood, shield your tender babes
from neglect and want; you may add to their infant joy and
pleasure, but God alone can give them the hearts of gratitude,
the gtrength to bear the ills of life, After fretting all day,
and makmg their parents as unhappy ag possible, our young
ladies had the pleasure of seeing the sun set clear. The car-

- riage was ordered; their beaux arrived ; they came down to

the parlor nicely dressed and in high spirits, a reaction to bo
anticipated from their excessive.languor during the day. They
were comfortably wrapped up, and as they were getting ready
to leave the room, their mother looked with pride (not unal-

loyed however) on the countenances that could change with

each passing emotion. An involuntary sigh escaped her, as
she inWardly offered a prayer for then‘ contmued happiness.
So selfish are: young ladies in their own natural pleasures they
think every thing that -prevents them from enjoying them-
sclves, as they term it, happens 50 on purpose to enhance their
fancied wretchedness. We do sincerely hope no greater i«

~ ery may ever come to them, when they may look back on that

mmy Christmas day, and whilst contrasting their after teel-
ings, when the world seems dark and dreary, regret that they
could not appreciate: the kind frlends of - their own Home
cireles.
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T has become recently the fashion, for those who can af-
ford it, to visit the North every summer. They admit
tacltly, by this preference, the great superiority they
imagine she has over ‘our own sunny South, with its
’ luscious fruits, cool breezes and fi agrant flowers, Some

'~ Southerners even carry their mania for every thing
North of the Potomac so far as to send their sons and daungh-
ters-to receive such educations as unfits them for the responsi-
bilities that devolve on them when they return to their Sonth-
ern homes. No doubt parents imagine there is more, eclat
attending the debut-of a young lady in society when it is
known she has received a Northern education. And why:is
this? Ave théschools any better, or the teachers more com-
petent to.impart knowledge, or does the Northern airstrength-
¢n the capacity of such young ladies to receive instruction,.or
are their pr1nc1ples improved ? All these questions would
naturally oceur to every reflecting mind, when it is known that
men who boast of strong Republican and Anti-Abolition prin-
mples should deliberately send then' sons and da.whters the

h
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representatives of themselves, where they imbibc such ideas of
Southern principles as are apt to influence .them through
life, in so much as if they are slaveholders they do not know
how to treat their dependants so as to promnote the happiness
of all. We have known several Yankee girls, who professed

“the most bitter antipathy to Southern slavery, marry planters .

and treat their servants more like they were animals, intended
only for their amusement and pleasure, than any Southern
girl could do, who had been brought up with those she is
tmught to regard as having an esz}eoml claim on her sympa~
thies and protection. . :

Mr. Warren was master of a great meny servants. They
were tanght to observe a certain system in their work, and in
fact in every thing. They knew their master could not support
them in idleness, and so carvefully had he instilled habits of
industry into them they never rebelled once that they had to
work, but looked on Mr. Warren as their lawful protector,
whose care over them they never could sufficiently repay. - Mr.
Warren left home with his daughter during the summer
months, and wandered as far North as @aratoga; there Julia
received much attention as an heiress, and although the North-

~ern people talked a great deal about the slavery at the South,

they paid her more attention as the heiress of the wealthy
planter, Mr. Warren of .Alabama, than they would have done
if she had been a Northern girl without any slaves. This is

“one of the consistencies the Northern people boast of.

After spending some months at Saratoga, Julia Warren ac-
companied her father to the city of New York. She had
hired a maid to attend her during her stay at the North but
she did not suit her, and she then hired a colored girl, who
expressed much gratitude that aveal lady from the South was
not above hiring and employing her. Julia soon found she
had indeed been charitable to her, although she was uneon-
scivus of it at the time. The girl, Fanny, had been raised in .
Georgia, and was the personal attendant of a la,dy, who had
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taken good care of her up to the time of her death, but feeling
grateful to her for the devotion she manifested to her in her
last illness, she left her a little money and gave her her freedom.
Fanny now thoujght she had attained the pinnacle of earthly
bliss ; so she got a lady, travelling to New York, to take her
a8 a servant, thinking she wonld meet with no difficulty in the
land of freedom in obtaining employment, but she found her
ideas were altogether wrong ; she could get nothing to- do,
“particularly when it was known she was from the South.
She however managed to get through with her money;.and
was turned into the street, She was taken up thenasa vagrant
and lodged in the watch-house, was very sick, and in that con-
dition had cause to lament the good intentions of & mlst;ress,
who had turned her upon the world, unprotected, to starve.
Julia wept over this story, and mentally'contrasted this free
girl’s condition with her own maids at home, whose toil
was lightened and cheered by kindness, and the certa,mty of a
support from their master, without any care or fear corroding
their breasts. Mr. Warren had thought a great deal on
the subject of slavery, and determined, if he ever went to the
North, he would take the trouble to inform himself respecting -
the free blacks. He found them any thing but free: There
wats ' Jea.lousy ex1stmg between -them and the poor whltes, '
\who, as a class, were in some degreeon an equality with them,
This one thing, neither could forget or: forgive, -and. whilst
'some ‘of the blacks were industrfous and trusted enough to -
: make a support, there were hundreds who were starving, and
'could neither get employment or make money to leave the city,
and they dragged out their miserable existence in the una.va,ll-r

ing regret that they could not have the advantages of those . -

who had masters to feed, clothe, and tend them in sickness, and
secure their happiness without any trouble to them, by eamly'
teachmg them habits of industry. \

One day Mr. Warren received letters from home that re-.

qmred hig .attention, and- he informed. Julia she could elther
L
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seturn South with him, or visit her Aunt in Philadelphia.
She concluded to remain North, and made her preparations to
go to the latter place. Fanny, the girl shé employed, heard -
of her intended departure with many tears, and at last sum-
moned courage to beg Mr. Warren to take her to the South.
He told her he could not do-that, she would soon become dis-
satisfied, and would make his other servants so; also, that he
was a very positive man, and ruled his servants like they were
his own children ; if they did not obey him they were punish—
ed, but as long as they behaved he allowed them every pr1v1-
lege in his power.

0111y take me home Wlth you, Mr, Warren; you will never
have cause to regret it; do not leave me here to starve. As
to your treatment, I know that must depend on myself, and-T.
have suffered here every degree of punishment that slaves ever
do at the South, and know I did not'deserveit. I was whipped
unmercifully at the house of correction, and I know suffered
‘more than if T had be]onged to to a Southern planter, for Ass
interest, if not his heart, would prompt him to some kind of .
care for his property.

It was arranged that Fanny should go to Ph&adelphla as Miss
Warren’s maid. There she continued in Julia’s service, con-
tented by constant attention and an humble deportment to
-show her gratitude to the best friend she had ever met since - -
her days of freedom commenced. . -

If Miss Warren was feted and admired dul'mg her short
stay in New York, she was a great deal more so in Philadel-
phia, when chaperoned by a lady who occupied an elevated
position as the leader of the ton;. this was Mrs. Fielding, her
aunt. Julia soon became the centre of a cirelé, who seemed
to regard her as the bright particular star of the sea.soh, or
some rare exotic from the South, they were bound to cherish
in their colden clime. So the days and the nights passed 80
happily to thlS chﬂd of prosperity she _searcely heeded the
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- flight of time, until 2 letter from home recalled her to hersel
. and the memory of her almost forgotten home;” and she experi-
~enced a little remorse as new as the subject of it. - She now
“looked: forwazd. anxiously to the time when her Uncle and
~ Aunt would -accompany her home. Many regrets, and. per-
" haps more tender emotions, agitated the hearts of the young
- men'in her circle when it was known she would leave them,

an&" several used all their powers of eloquence to persuade her
to Yemain permanently in Philadelphia, Among_ the gentle-
mett 'who visited at Mr. Fielding’s was a student of medicine,

who ‘was much richer in mind and intellect than more solid
treasure. ‘He had admired the belle at a dlstance, ~whilst
~“those “‘who had' wealth at command were trying to win her."
young man’s name Was Herbert; he was from New
Hampshire, and was so rank an abolitionist. he had been often
“hedird to observe that he would not marry a girl whose father
" had. ever owned a slave. He knew all about Mr. Warren and

S th eﬁ)re none ever iimagined he would address the heiress,
pa mularly as he had expressed his ideas plamly enongh.
i A:Il:b \"'her friends had bade Julia adien,and she was to leave
k thifigi for home; when the street bell rang and M.
*Herbert was announced and shown into the dmmg-room, where
‘ a:mﬂy happened to be assembled; Faony was at the,door I8
ing. bﬂ;terly, and: Mr. erldmg was' trylng to persuade Julia

‘e@; it.in: Nem York fearmg ‘Fanny mlght not be satlsﬁed as a
sla.ve,‘ and froe servants in Alabama are obliged by law to
have & master appomted who i is responmble for their conduct’;

 ¢an take her, Aunt Wlll requlre more than one ger-

n;b (f ag o serva.nt when she lea.ves the North.

1 ean Sakes lier very . convemently, but Susan dbjects to a
bi!mk help, and g ha.ve bge ‘aﬁcustomed to her adee 80 long,
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where the children are concerned, that if she continiues to op-
pose it I cannot take her.

Why, Aunt, that is reversing the order of things; I have -

as much regard for @ servant’s feelings as any one; but
should fear, if T allowed them to dictate to me, they would get
the upperha.nd and cease to respect me as a mistress,

Some mlght replied Mrs. Fielding, but Susan is such a
faithful nurée; and unless her feelings were intentionally
wounded, I don’t believe she would leave me for the world.

Certainly not, as long as you give up to her, said Mr. Field-
ing, and I have known for some time she wielded a great in-
fluence in the servants department, as she alone caused you
to d1scharge some of the best we ever had. But seriously,
Sarah, I think ad better take the girl, it will save you a
good déal of trofllifigy and will no doubt prove a valuable as-
sistant to Susan, She is from the South, and seems to diglike
the North so much that I thmk we may safely trust her with
the children.

Very well. If you adwse it she must go; so get ready

¥ Fanny, we leave in the morning.

Fanny was so overjoyed at the prospect of & soon realiz-
ing her wishes she thanked Mrs. Fielding, and flew rather
than walked to the nursery to communicate to Mrs. Susan
the joyful tidings that she herself was @ going to help her
nurse. But she soon found from that person’s countenance
she had made & sad mistake in fer estimate of the joy Mrs.
Susan would feel. She paused as she noticed how very red
her face turned at the intelligence. Mrs. Susan paced abont,
and straightening herself (which was always her position when
deeply offended,) she said:

So Mrs. Fielding is going to take you to nurse her children,
isshe? A black nigger like you, after all the pains I have
. been at with them too. That just beats anything.. I am
glad, I know it, for X will give Warmng this minute, and stay
with nobody that puts me with a nigger; I can tell unm,
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- am only to’ help you ‘Mrs. Busan; you will feel very tired 4

‘tra.vehng with 80 many to attend to, and Mrys. Fleldmg only
wants me to take some of 'the trouble off your hands “but she '
trusta you like she always did.

~I want no help; and if I did it would not be the hkes of ’

“you at all. T choose for a companion but my own color— 3

But I shall give warning, and then you can nurse them all
‘and T will tell um right now. :
" Mr. Herbert had just been seated, when the door was open-
ed with o gentle hand, and Mrs. Susan appeared, looking so
angry that Mrs. F1eldmg expected she would burst out with

her- complamts regardless of any one’s presences wShe how - ]

- éver felt her power as nursery queen, bad never reached her
f'm-&ster He; she knew, intended his chil@8h should be taken
care of; and . was willing to pay a goo ‘but he had no
ides, of her usurping her mistress’ authority, and she retreat-
ed a step when she encountered his calm eye. - : '
_Please marm, she began, when she had recovered her com-
‘posure a little. = B
Never mind Susan, said Mrs. Fielding; he will come to-the
nursery ‘and hear what you have to say. ‘
You may ‘go Susan, said her master, seeing she did not stir

a step.. ' Then very slowly and sullenly she turned to Iea,ve' A  ;

the room, and banged the door after her. .
Now Sarah, said Mr. Fielding, be firm and do not give up

to hier. This is your turning point either to assert yomr lib- :

erty to choose for yourself or become a slave to Snsans

‘wishes.
"I know, Mr. Fleldmg, Susan will leave me if T take Fa,nny

. No she will not; she has too much sense to leave.a com-
fortable home'; she will think twice before she does it. - And
if she- permsts in going let her do 80, you can always hire ger-
vants, and T don’t care if she does. =
I dare say not. What would prove a serious inconvenience
to me, would not at all affect you; men never care for suck’

»
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things, because they know nothing of the trouble. I should
really. dislike to part from a faithtul nurse ; and I know Susan
would cry a great deal.

'She would soon be guieted by a new doll; but my dear, you
are borrowing trouble now, for take my wor d for it, Laura
will stay and Fanny shall go.

- Observing that Mr. Herbert and Miss Warren were engag~ :
ed in conversation, Mr. Fielding proposed to go to the nurse-

y‘a‘nd see what Susan was about. When they reached it, a
scene presented itself they did not expect. Mrs. Susan lad
bozed Fanny’s ears. Fanny was, crying bitterly; Mrs, Susan
wag quarreling and all her clothes strewed about the room.

“What is this noise about, Susan? asked Mrs. Fielding.—
" That nigger had the 1mpudence to say she was going to nurse
the children, and when I said she might, and I would give
warning, she said, I had better stay than to starve; I spose
she wants me for a companion, and 1 boxed her ears for giving

me advice.
You hoxed Fanny, did you? What right had you to doso?

She is nothing but a nigger, is she?
~ She is quite as free as you are, and both are servants. You
are on an equality at the North; you -have been raised with
free- blacks, and it is a strange idea you have taken up that
-her color gives you a right to strike her.
She is freé here, but when she goes with you she won’t be.
. I don’t want to be free, sobbed Fanny; I have been free
long enough, and if I have to stay at this North to. be hoxed
about by every Yankee that chooses to take advantage of me;
' I had rather die. : ‘
~* Susan, said Mr. Fielding, if you w1sh to remain here do so;
do not imagine we wish to take you South, coitrary to your
inclination. Fanny can take charge of 'the children, and
when we getto Alabama we can hire another; I owe you one
quarters -wages, and Mrs. Fielding will give you a certificate
that will soon- gbt' you another place.”*Now understand, we-
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: leave to-m01 row ; if you wish to go, get ready, if not stay, but?_‘
remember, you are never to repeat a scene like this: Susan -
was decidedly outgeneraled this time. She looked at her mis- -
tress, whom the threat -of leaving generaﬂy conquered but:
BAW nothmg in her countenance like | persuasion; 8o she thought |

it time fo come down off her high horse. Muab I go, ma.rm? o

..she asked in an humble toné. , L
- Do'as you like, Susan, - she rephed Fanny, get up and -
" pack your things. -

“That is soon done, marm, smd Fanny All the elothes my -
‘ old rmstress ga,ve me I was obhged to sell to buy bread ~all
I 'have now, Miss Warren gave me, and I will soon be ready '-

The next morning Susan presented herself and bagga,ge at
the nursery door, and in a few hours the whole family were
“on their way to the South * :

Julia Warren was not quite. as free or as hoa.rt—whole as
when she reached the North with her father, for Mr. Herbert's
talents and manly’ character had made an impression on her,
and he had at last summoned courage, when Mr. and Mrs.
TFielding left the room the evening preceeding their departure,
to urge his suit.  Julia had not engaged herself to him ; she
could not take that step without her father’s approbotlon, and
she knew his preJudloes were strong against an abolitiorist 3
her own feelings too were decidedly opposed to Northern
principles; and when she thought of the actual difference ip
the-conditjons’ of the Northern and Southern slayes, she hesis
tated to pmmlse her hand to one unfitted by education to be-

- eome amagter. M. Herbert ‘Wwas, however, invited to visit
_ South, -that his prejudices might give way before the
. itrnth Juli l‘a, said she.hoped he mlght Judge, impartially, but -

o ehe also Wa'med hlm that wmter wasnot the season most pleas-
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New York to Mobile. * Formerlyit was a journey much dread-
ed by old and young, but since the facilities throughout the
Union have been so much improved, it is accomplished in s
short » time one scarcely feels fatigued before arrwmg at the
destination.

. Mrs. Fielding was dchghted to find herself approa.chmg her
native South; the children pleased with all they saw, a stran-
ger would imagine they had been transported from another
hemlsphere, 80 dlfferently they seemed impressed.. They
thought the Alabama river almost as picturesque as the Hud-
son, if it only had nice houses on its banks instead of old black
gin and ware houses. Fanny almost shouted with joy as she
recognized the different plantations, and it seemed there was
a Sally, Judy or Polly of her acquaintance on every place.

. Name o grace, nigger, where did you ever see all these
folks you keep talking bout?

You forget I lived at the South, Mrs. Susan.

‘Spose you did, you was aslave. What time did you have
to visit?

1 used to go about mth my old mistress; and if I was a
slave, I can tell you what I visited enough more than I did in
your big cities at the North, and I had more heart 6 visit
too; cause I knew I should get as much as I'wanted to eat
and wear, and in New York I had to think of every way to
get something to eat honestly.

In due time our boat reached the landing, and our travelers
found Mr. Warren’s carriage ready for them. As soon as
Julia landed, uncle Silas came up to welcome her with his
heamty-——laws Miss Julia, T'se so glad to seé yon, how has you
‘been this long time ? ‘

, Tam well, thank youuncle Silas, but how ate all at home?

ATl well as common, Miss Julia, but dey on the tip toe to
see you; for we was all monstrously put out when massa coméd
‘home widout yoir. It seemed almost like de sun had ‘gone

out, and we felt so lonesome and missed you so much. * I nev-

L] / ‘
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er dxd tell nobody, Miss Julia, but T was a feerd some of' them'
- Yankee gentlemen might try to get you to stay thar,

There is no telling how far uncle Silas might have continu~
ed his speech but just then Susan passed with her eharge,'
and raising his hat from his head he stepped back, and bow-
ing respectfully saluted her as missus, whilst Julia turned
away her head to laugh at Susan’s dignified air, when the
gratifying cognomen met her ear: ,

Well, Susan, said J uha, that is my old driver; what do ybu
think of him?

Is he a driver, Miss Julia; well I declare he is the purtiesst .
nigger I have seen; he feels the difference in color, but I
did not think he was a driver; he looks so good-natured.

He is good -natured; but what do you mean? He has driven
me in my carriage ever since I was a little school girl.

Oh! you mean a coachman; I thought drivers down South
drove the niggers. -

W

Julia found her father Wa1t1ng Wlth open arms to receive
‘her, and "in a short time Mr. Warreng hospitable mansion
seemed like a home, indeed, to Mr. and Mrs. Fielding, At

.- Mr. Warren’s earnest request, they were duly installed for

geveral months, .

How joyful it is to a tired stranger to receive at the hands
of another a cheerful hospitality, as if human beings could feel
for others without regard to the potent power of mammon;
and if it happens to rain when strangers stop for the night at
a hospitable man's house, the master cannot think of allowing
him to leave in the rain, and exerts himself to make the stran-
‘ger feel, ag little as possible, that he is intruding. Alabama
can boast of some such houses, in which there is as much gen-
uine hospitality as any State in the Union. It is true there -
are many exceptions. For instance, we have known persons '
almost to invite their company to leave when they became
tired of their society. If the visitor, judging from the sur-
face of kindness with which he was welcomed, wis slow to take
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hints, he was told that other guests were expected, and that
beds were scarce. If that should by any kind of possibility’
fail, he was informed that the family were vedy anxious to
Pay a visit themselves, which they would do when he left. Of
course this had the desired effect.

Mr. and Mrs. Fleldmo‘ apprehended- nothlng of the kind;
for they knew Mr. Warren was a gentleman as well by prin-
ciple as education, and no daring upstart” with money instead
of manners, i

Julia had to listen to many congratulations on her safe ar-
vival at home from the servants assembled at the door; she
had to make many kind enquirtes, and distribute many little -
presents, which they prized as tokens of rememberance-when
their young mistress was away from them. Now just to
think, said one, Miss Julia was way off wid all dem gay folks
a dancing and a riding, and she nebber forgot her own black
people dat was here working for her; and dat makes it a pleas- .
ure to work for her too.

When the guests retired for the nmht Julia sat with her
father in the parlor and communicated every thing that had
happened to her of any hmportance since he left her. She
did not forget Mr. Herbert ; but also assured her father she
was not engaged, and never would be without his eonsent.— .
Mr. Warren regretted he had addressed his daughter, for it
had not been so long a tipne since he was a young man, that
he could not détect signs of great sympathy for Mr. Her bert,
and he remembered the d:mcrer there is of sympathy kmdhng
into o warmer sentiment, but said nothing against his coming
South. _ o

Julia’s friends heard of her arrival, after so long an absence,
with much pleagure, and hastened to testify to it in person.—
"T[‘he house was soon full, and everything on the place seemed
to feel the influence of uncle Silas’ soul-impressing music.—
One of his greatest accomplishments was fiddling, and he en-
j.nyedl_his own musie, Regularly every night Le was eseorted

5
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to the parlor door, where a comfortable seat was provided for
lim, and then after tuning hlS violin he would draw his bow
‘across it, and logked around on the happy faces as proudly as
‘ if he were “monarch of all he surveyed.” No wonder uncle-
Silas missed Julia. There was no gayety at Oakwood in the
absence of its light-hearted’ mistress. There are no people in

_the world that enjoy music, dancing, sight-seeing, and all
" kinds of gayety more than the slaves at the South. And’

why i is it? Because they have nothing to disturb them; no,
thought for the morrow of what they shall eat or drink.

~ Susan, the Northern servant had not been at Mr. Warren's
Jong before there was a marked change in her; she wondered
at everything she saw. She had been taught that the
black servant at the South was treated like a mute, or was
“never noticed unless work was required, then regularly driven
like a stubborn mule in amill all day. She looked about
‘her with astonishment, and made the followmg comments to
Mrs. Fielding:

I tell you what, Mrs. Fielding, there are no greater bloek-
heads in the world than the free blacks at the North; they
free indeed, if they could only see what quantities of mecat,
meal, potatoes, molasses and vegetables Mr: Warren’s servants
have to eat, and what good, comfortable clothes, they have
ready inade to put on, they would all want to come here; and
as to work, their master gives them, time to rest, and when
he can spare it, lets them work for themselves ; ‘when they are
sick they are well nursed and attended to; and every Sunday
there is preaching at the quarter. Mr. Warren pays a white

"man to preach to them. I never saw such a happy, lively set.

in my life. They are freer, Mrs. Fielding, and have more
‘privileges than we poor whites at the North. T heard them,

. last night, laughing and singing, when they were shelling corn
in the crib; that reminded me of some of our frolics before I

_ went to thé city as a nurse, but we did not enjoy ‘even, that as
‘much as these black people seemedto do, and their master lis-
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" tened to their singing and seemed as much pleased and amused

as they were.. I never shall be satisfied to go back.

- Well, Susan, I am’ sorry to hear you say that, but in every
cage I shall do the best I can for you.

Mrs. Foilding I feel very sad, somehow, and would ra,ther
be like Fanny than what I am; I have none to associate, with ;
it s true you ladies have been very kind to me, but I miss
something, and though I am a servant I cannot feel a compan-
ionship for these niggers; but T tell you what Miss Warren
does, she gets up early every morning and takes a big basket
on her arm and goes to the quarter; she gives aunt Lettie (as
she calls her) medicine herself, and carriés her something nice
to eat. She made her a better set of flannels than I ever
had, and she reads to her; and that poor old black woman gays
continually, God bless Miss Julia, and my master; and I tell
younow I had rather be a slave here myself, and know when I
get old I shall be taken care of, than to go back to the North,
work as long as any one will employ me, and when T am too
old to work either starve in some miserable dellar or garret,
ot else end my days in the poor house.

Susan, said Mrs." Fielding, it is not right for you to talk so;
God made us all, and placed us in the positions he intended we
should occupy. He does all things well, and if we only ‘dig-
eharge our duties fa,lthfully, in our relatwe positions, and trust
in Him, all will come right. I am sorry you are dissatisfied ;
Julia predlcted you would be so, but every one here treats you
kindly, and my children are so fond of yéu I had hoped you
would enjoy your visit as much as I have done.

The truth was, Susan had heard the little children, at the
quarters, designate her as the white nigger, and she was gete
ting sensitive.on the subjeet. One thing she resolved on, and
that was, never to return hombe as & servant. Fanny always
found time to happen in Julia’s room, and help her to dress;
then she would jabber to her about the North, and the Yankee

- girls, and gave many amusing accounts of what she had:seen
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when she was a free woman. She always ended with: if that

is'being free I have had enough. Then she would sometimes -

give a most pathetic description of her sufferings when she was
sick, and the piteous appeals to those around to help her; and
the miséry she witnessed, without the means or 'the strength
to assist any one.. The old associations brought hack t6 mem-
ory, by meeting so many of the friends of former days ine

spired Mrs, Fielding with renewed prefeience for the South,

and many tender: feelings were revived in her leart. She

would have been pleased to reside in Alabama; but Mr. Field-

ing was a lawyer in Philadelphia, who enjoyed a large praec-
tice, and had local attachments of his own, therefore they were
compelled to return, and took leave of Mrs. Warren’s family
with sincere regret, but-many promises of visits for the future.

Susan made her word good; she became Mrs. O'Dolligan
a short time before Mrs, Fielding returned, having some how
made the acquaintance of a young man in the neighborhood,
who having made a living by ditching did not consider him-
self degraded by marrying a white servant. Susan now had
a-few servants herself, and no doubt knew how to be a kind
mistress, as she had'a double advantage Susan had a good

memory too, which was rather disagreeable to her next door.

neighbor, who was also & Northern woman, and had hesitated

for some ‘time whether or not she would visit the former nurse,
and Susan having heard of some remarks she had made, deter-

~mined to geta peep at her. She finally did g0, and found she
had heen a Mrs. Somebody’s cook, at the North. Susan re-
cogmzed her at once, and the next week sent a little girl over
" to ask for some, recipes for cooking, 'addmg, she remembered
“her nice pastry at the North. Mrs. Peat saw at once she was
discovered, and determined to eall on Mrs. O"Dolligan. Susan
was not usually malicious, but in this instance she had no idea

of being put dewn by her countrywoman, who " Was no better' :

than herself. -

Mr. Wanen hadsheard nothmg from Mr. Herbert, and was

b
-
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beginning to hope” Julia had Torgotten him,” when he arrived
in person to prove his constancy. He had graduated; and now

- wagan M. D. Fanny had.given the other servants a hint that

he would probably be their young master; and-when they .
heard he was a favorite of Miss Julia’s, he was certain to have —
attention enough. Every one seemed to vie with each other
which should wait on him most, and the Northern gentleman
was in-a fair way of being spoiled to death.

Dr. Herbert had been ‘a few days at Oakwood, when rising
very early one fine morning he coneladed td*walk out, and took
his way -towards a long row of nicely white-washed cabins,
called the quarters, and occupied by Mrs, Warren’s servants.
He noticed the little children, comfortably clad and playing
about, the very pictures of health and glee. At the back of
every cabin there was a hen-house and a small enclosure or
pateh, which each servant elaimed as oxclusively as his master
did his plantation ; and whatever they made from their patches
was their own. The next thing that Dr. Herbet observed was an
old man, who came along with his basket of corn for the hogs." .
His countenance denoted a cheerful heart. Seeing the young
man he raised his hat politely, and went on to his pleasant
task. Surely, thought the stranger, that old man looks cheer-
ful enough, and seems nicely clothed; he walks along too as if :
he was not hurried a great deal; for my part I have not seen
the servants at the South work any harder than they do‘any
where else.- He walked. along carrying on his soliloquy until

- he came up to an old woman feeding chickens, and accosted her

with-—How many chickens have you?
I have got about thirty myself, Massa; but all these you '
gee alnt mine, dey be}ongs to the field hands, but I feeds them.
all. .
Where do you get corn fmm ?
I feeds them sometimes.on bran and corn, sir, and we always
has nuff of dat. . ‘
But who gives it to you? persisted Herbert, as the remem-
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brance camne across him of ha\'1ng to buy bread by the loaf.
Who gives corn to us, 8ir; why master does.
Your master gives you feed for your chickens, but where
.‘does he get is?

Why, sir, my master always has it. We work for'it with

our hands; master does the head work, planning and so on,
and we colored folks does the planting and gathering. .
'Well, thought Herbert, this is surely a land of plenty it is

a little thing to” judge by, hut it takes Little things to-make a

great one, and to fadge justly, we must wait patiently.

. RBally, said Becky, (the Wwoman feeding the fowls,) when
‘Herbert had passed, Sally, did you hear what that Yankee
gentleman asked me just now ? ‘

No, Becky, what was it?

" He asked me where massa gets corn from ? You know what
dat gal dat cum wid Miss Julia told us bout her cerying for
bread at de worf, and de folks locking her up; and she free?

Yes, Becky, she told me bout 1t and I did feel so sorry for
de gal.

You may pend on it I listened, but T thought Fanny was

lying, but now I bleves’ in my soul de gal .was telling de truf.

- Laws-a-massy gal, T tell you what you nebber catch dis nigger

dar at dat worf anyhow, cause I bliged to hab somethmg to

eat, I is,

Does you recon dey haint got no corn dar nohow?

Spose dey haint got much, and Fanny say de free black
folks hire demselves out and work hard, den de folks ont pay,
if dey dont want to; I would just like to see de place, if massa,
had me long wid him. -

I would not ge. der even wid massa. Ise got n6 pinion of &

‘place where der is nutting for a nigger to eat. Fanny‘ show

' .,her senge for coming back.
“When Dr. Herbort had -reached-the last cabiit he heard a
voice he immediately recognized as Julia’s. She was reading
the Blble to an old servant, who had ceased to work for years.
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She was in her chair by a good fire, and her young mistress
seated on another was reading and explaining such passages

- a3 she thought aunt Lettie did not understand.

This surprised and pleased Herbert more than. any thmg he
had seen, and for the first time in his life it occurred to him
that there might be a great deal of good done for these black
people besides having missionaries, Could he, indeed, recon-
cile to himself that Miss Warren, whom he beheld in Philadel-
phia, the. reigning belle of the season, was seated in an hum-
ble cabin, and teaching from the Sacred-Book an old servant
the way to happiness and eternal life.
~ When Julia finished reading she drew from her basket some-
thing she had brought aunt Lettie to eat; she-then went out
herself and brought her fresh water, and after seemg that she

* was comfortable bid her good bye, amid the b]essmgs showered .

by grateful affection on her.  Julia then directed her steps to
the house appropriated to the little children and nurses during.
the day. She was soon surrounded by the gay troop, and
each one received something from the basket; then giving
some directions she proceeded home.

Herbert almost determined to-give up his prejudices; but .

: they had deeper root even than he imagined ; having been

fostered since he was old enough to think.

Herbert did not wish Julia to suspect he had been watchmg
her and kept out of sight until breakfast time. When they
set down, Mr. Warren said: L
.. Julia, you must have taken considerable exercise this morn-
ing; you are rosy enough for a milk maid. _

She replied, she ‘had taken her usual exer cise before
breakfast.

Mr. Warren attempted to draw from Dr. Herbert his senti-
ments of the subjact of sla.very, but he evaded a direct answer
by acknowledging his national prejudices, and saying that he
had not been Sounth long enough to see as much as he wished,

There has been so much said on the subject by pefsons who.
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. never put.themselves to the trouble to find out the truth,

that the prejudices of the North against the South have been

strengthened. But considering this fact, it always was aston-
ishing what an amount of waiting on Northern girls require
from our servants; how seldom -they can ever spare them to
atténd church, or to pay a little visit, and yet they harp on
the subject of slavery as a national prejudice. :
Tt is well known that Northern people who ¢ome here, take
advantage cf servants, réquire more from them, and manifest
"loss sympathy in their sorrows and losses, than those who have
always beon accustomed to them. ‘
Dr. Herbert, we presume, changed his cpinions, for he and
Julia were married, with the hearty consent of her father, and
. they spent another season at the North. Fanny went too as
. Mrs. Herbert’s maid, but returned again more bitter if possi-
ble against the Yankees than ever; cause, said she, they is so
cantrary ; when I was there, poor and friendless, they had no
use for me, but when I had a kind master and mistress to take
care of me, they tried to get me to stay, but I tried it once and
thiat was enough. ’

SLANDER AND ITS EFFECTS.

EAR a village in Southern Alabama were two cottages

in a mile of each-other. They were so much alike ini

( appearance any traveler would think they were planned
by the same person, and they were called by the neigh-

€9 bors'the Twin Cottages. ' In the door of one of these
- houses sat Kitty Drain; she seemed deeply interested

~ in the book she held, and had been still one hour, 4 leng time

for the wild, restless little ereature. At last throying the
book carelessly to one side she called out, my dear cousin,

~ will you never come along? Will you never, never finish

that tiresome work? The sun is most down, and poor grand-

ma i3 so lonely ; she will think we are not coming.

Kitty, we are to stay all night you know, and need not

hurry, but I will go now, for it seems 'this cap cannot be fin-

ished, 50 we can go on; I will take my work, and whilst

grandma tells us a story I can sew, and what will you do? ~
Do, said Kitty abstractedly, why just nothing. at-all; there

are 8o many thingsto do, I can’t do all, you know, and don's .

ke to slight any. This was an, argument Kitty: often used,’

and  she began to think it an effectual quietus, whenever any

. one seemed disposed to' lecture her—it was certainly unan-’

swerable. - &
Th¢6girls started fo their grandmother’s, Kitty hopping
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and skipping aleng as the fancy suited her, al}'d then walking
- demurely by her morc thoughtful cousin, Anna Wells,

* "Whilst they are on their way we will leave them, to go back
to Kitty’s history. She was an orphan, poor and unprotect-
ed, and Mr. Wells had bronght ker to his house shortly after

his sister’s death. So careful was he of her, so devoted secmed

all the household to her that no thought of discontent had
even entered her mind, and therefore had no fecling of de-
pendence rendered bitter by experience of unkindness:

Anna*Wells still rejoiced in the happiness confcrred by a
kind father and mother ; she felt more sympathy for Kitty
from the contrast. ~ co

_ The girls 'rea,che'd-fheir gmndmother’s house; every thing

around her looked as usual, as neat as a new pin; and it was
always a pleasure tothem to visit her; she was so kind and al-

‘ways glad to see her grand children, and no onc to have seen -

her benign countenance, beaming with affection on her orphan
grand child, would have doubted the sentiments of sympathy
which could not be riven, but more closely cemented by the
last tie between them. - . _

" Kitty sat on a low stool at her feet, regarding her with eyes,
in which affection’s answering cord proclaimed not only sym-
pat}iy, but a warmer, closer sevntiment, rarely seen between
the very young and the aged.

" 'The nicest little supper imaginable was soon over with, and.

Grandma took her arm chair and sat by the fire, that erackled
and blazed as if it defied the influence of the chilly night
without. : o
Anne Wells drew forth the cap she was making, and Kitty
"seated herself on her favorite steol. ,

Why, Kitty, said Mrs. Wells, I must get some needles child -

and put you to knitting ; you are too idle, my dear; can you
knit? -

A very little, Grandma; T like it well enough, but Somehqwl
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when T come here I love to look at you and see your kniiting
needles ; Lhow they fy about. ‘

You should not encourage an idle disposition ; it sometimes
leads to mischief and causes unhappiness in the end. I have
scen a great deal, and always noticed that the very people who'
always seemed the happiest, are those who are never idle.

Well, Grandma, I am happy enough. 7 _

You ave rather too young, Kitty, to be otherwise, and I

' hope, my dear, you will always be able to say that, said the

kird old lady, fondly laying her hand cn the orphan’s head.

I am fifteen vears 6ld; Grandma; almost as old as Anna.

That is very young; but to illustrate what T mean T witl ‘
tell you cireumstances in my young days that show something
of the mischief Satan finds for idle hands to do. ‘

Oh, Grandma, if it is a story please tell us. :

Well, push up that chunk and draw your seat here,'and I
hope you will listen and be bencfitted by the moral.

My father came to Alabama when I was very young, but I
can remember it and also wy own brilliant expectations of pick-
ng up money@from under the cottor bushes. I had heard
money grew on trees, and that it was so plenty the people did
notknow what to do with it. * I had promised my relations to
sond them even so many bags of shining coin.  When we ar-
rived here we found every thing misrepresented. For the first

few yedrs it was incessant toil from the beginning of a year

until the end, nothing was thought of but making cotton, and
master and servants toiled on alike, whilst the female portion *

of the family were obliged to content themselves in a log pen,

without doors or windows, : ‘

Why, Grandma, interrupted Kitty, how did you get in and
out? Did you go down the chimney like Santa Claus? |

Ok no, my dear, T mean we had no doors hung in the house,

. an,d were. obliged to hang bagging up to keep out the wind,
- ram and wolves, . - .
*




49 . BLANDER AND ITS EFFECTS..

- Wolves! Grandma; oh me I should hav_e‘been frighténqd '

to death. Real howling wolves? asked the curious Kitty.

Yes, real wolves, that came from the canebrakes every nlght
looking for somethmg to eat. Once our old man, that fed
hogs, had actually to take a tree, and sit up there in the cold
untﬂ the ferocious animals chose to go away; but, my dear, let
" me ﬁmsh my story. '

When I was old enough my futher'sent me to school There

were about thirty pupils, but there was very little atte’ntion' :

_paid by the teachers, though tuition and board were enormous-
ly high. We had our own way pretty much, and made good
~use of the opportunity. offered us to.enjoy ourselves. We bes
“eame the wildest set of girla any where to be found, though

from the’ demure countenances of most of us, as We ‘were mar-

shalled to_church, a stranger would judge us gquiet and well be-

- haved. Our teachers required us to behave in publie; they

" were: very particular indeed about the character of the school;

they: were all Northern people, and had peculiar views of edu-

_eation. - There were ten or twelve girls in the first class who
were fully grown, but continued to go to school; some of them

. ' intended to become teachers. One of them was the kindest,

best ereature I ever saw; if any of the small girls were sick

‘Molly Lee always found time to visit and wait on them, She

- tried to study, and besides her books she would find a source of
amusement in many things that other girls of her age would
never cast a thonght on, and she was certain to engage a poi-
tion-of each day in some kind of work.

Aniy Wells was known to be the idlest girl among us; she °

was not popular, but meny feared her as she had often gone to

the: teachers with tales on any who chanced to offend: her, and
somenmes she’ was entirely regardless of truth. She had

. somehow taken a dislike to Molly Lee, and had 2 way of mim-

. icing-every thing she did in such a way that the girls would.

laugh 1mmed1ate]y without intending any harm to Molly.
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Oae day Miss Alston, our teacher, was sick; she asked
Molly to act as monitress that day, and hear the lessons in
her department. Molly cheerfully assented, and none object-
ed to the arrangement exoept Amy. She vowed her. papa did
not send her there to be taught by Molly Loe, and she would
not say her lesson, so she sat sullenly with her book before
her, and her eyes fixed with & soornful, insulting expression on
Molly as she went on calmly hearingthe smallel classes ; final.
Jy she called the Philosophy lesson: ; all arase with alacrity but
Amy Willet, who refused to move,  "We waited some' time but.
she would not come. Molly arose from her seat and went ta
her, : .

Amy, said she, Miss Alston is sick, and asked me to hear her.'
classes to-day ; do you know your losson ?

Is that anythmg to you ? : :

- Yes, Amy, it is; I shall have. to report you:to Miss Alston,
and she, you know, will tell Mr, Hays, Now be advised by
me and go to the class ; if Miss Alston had appointed. you I

* should cheerfully have reclted my lessons,

Well, I shall not.
Molly Lee took her seat and heard all the lessons but

Amy Willet still refused to recite any, and of course was re-

ported to. Mr. Hays, who punished her. This-added to her.
hatred, and from that day she devised every method to bring
Molly into disgrace at school. One day she said her watch
was gone, and came in our rdom to search for it. ,

What are you locking here for? asked Julia Mmor Do
you Buppose your wateh walked in here?

No, I don’t, but there is a girl here, mth all her goodness
qmte mean enough to take.it. :

; Who is that ? asked Julia, .

You will find out soon. ’

If “You don’t leave this room, Amy Wll]et said I we w:il .

_put vou out, a.nd let Mr. Hays know what you ] have saxd

»
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Zhe walked out anid ‘went down stairs; we heard her knock
at Mr. Hays door. We were making ounr comments on her
~ lmpertinence, and adding many threats, snch as school girls
indulgs in, when Mms Alston appearved, with a serions connte-
nance, and 1equested us to go down to Mr. Hays study; that
gentleman was standing on the rug; he madeus seat oursclves,
sent for the other boarders and began the following address:

Young ladies, T sent for you to say Miss Willet has just in-

‘formed me her watch lios mystericusly disappeared; and she

came to me as Principal of this institution and requested me to
~ have the ease investigated. Now understand, young ladies,
Miss Willet accused none, hut in justice to all, and to recover
the wateh, all of your trunks miust be locked into,

Although we felt very indignant at such a procecding we -

clearly saw suspicion was aroused, and each one wished it done
at once to prove our innocence. Mr. Hays asked his wife to
look into the trunks, assisted by Miss Alston; and as we were
all together it was agreed they should be brought down. Mine
was the first opened; and as I knew, no wateh was found; it
scemed the search wonld prove without success. At Jast a
* plain black one was pulled forward which we all recognized as

Molly Lee’'s. We were so certain that it would not be found '

there, we scacely looked .towards it. What was our astonigh-
ment to see Mrs, Hays turn with the watch in her hand, and a
severe look in her face, as she glanced at poor Molly and carried
the watch to Mr. Havs. - .

Miss Lee, 151t pessible! exclaimod all the teachers. The
girls now looked at- Molly with different expressions; all were
astonished but Amy Willet. If you could only have sebn the
glances of mingled triumph and scorn with which she regarded
her—the Jook of nnmitigated hatred. Ilooked from her to
Molly; her Bands were clasped, her cheek ‘deadly pale, and

"anon flushing to'a painful crimson. As the warm Dlood flew
to her temples she pressed her hands to them a moment, arose
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from- her scat and said, with almost her usual quict dignity ¢
Hear me, ‘\’.{1 Hays, T know nothing of that watch ; true it
is fonnd in My trunk, but I did xot put it there, and never

Tut onee had it in my ]mnd

Miss Lee, said My, Iays, T give you my word th;s shall not
stop here, for no young lddy in my charge mu&t rest under
suspicion of such a meanness, .

But the watch is found in her trunk, said Amy.

Yes, Miss Willet, but are you certain she put it in there ?

" exelaimed Miss Alston. For what purpose do you thinka

young lady of Miss Lee’s standing would commit such a erime ?
‘Well, T don’t know, sneered Amy; but a poor thing like

that might steal the watch and raise money on it,

- Miss Willet, interrupted Mr. Hays, I would advise you to

beware what expressions you usk, and I wish to inform you,

once for all, [ will not allow any thing of the kind. Who told

7 you, pray, that Miss Lee was so poor?

'Why, everybody knowsit; and she applied for Miss Alston’s
place in the school when she goes away ; and Julia Minor told
Helen Parish she eried very much when she received a letter
from her br othﬂr asking her for monoy and she had none to
give.” - .

You are an eavesdropper Amy Wﬂlet ag well as a tattler
and slanderer, said Helen Parish. I did not think you were
mean enouvh to De alwa,ys listening to every thlncr we talk
about just to tell it again, : .

. Come, young ladies, you may retire, and remomber, no one
is to repeat what has hd,ppened Miss Liee will remain, said
Mr. Hays. : :

We all pa,ssedf’out some of us castmo' sorrowful glances at
Molly; we indeed feared the evidence was so great against
her she might be ‘condemned i in the opinions of the trustees and

© teachers, althouoh we were certain she had nothing to do. ..

with it.
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© Miss Lee said Mr, Hays kindly, have you had any fallmg
vut with Miss Willet ?

* Nohe, replied Mol]y, but she has manifested a dlshke to me
the whole of the session. I have never seid a word to call
Torth any bad feeling.. '

Have you been in Miss Willet's room lately?

Only once.. Iiastnight I went in afew minutes to see little
Alwe, who had a fever, and I thought she required attention.

.I'have another question yet to a.sk—=wha.t; letter did those

young ladies allude to?
Molly paused, looked down. a moment, then i‘ephed it was
oneé from my brother. By my Uncle's will I heir all ‘his prop-
. _erty, but have no control over it until I am twenty-one years
_ - old; my brother is poor, and lately contracted a debt which
. has distressed him a great deali I wrote to my guardian and
‘tried to borrow the money for him ; he would not lend it to

“me; I-concluded to borrow it from Julia Minor's father, and.

persauded her to write to him, which she did. Mr. Hays tell
: -"me, do you believe I could tuke that watch ? - -
- . No, Molly, I do not, but I shall try and find itall out. Do
you keep your key ? o

" Yes, sir; it has not left my pocket

- Then,, how do you suppose imy one could get into your;

g trunk?

T don’t know how, and she burst mto tears, 4 she thought :

' bf the position she was placed in.
* As Molly left the study Julia Minor went in.  8he told Mr.
Hays, Anty Willet liad said before the girls she hated Molly
. Liee, and she would be revenged on her yet, and have her ex-
pelled from ‘school ;" besides shé had” said many other things,
and had sla.ndered Molly often to the glrls, and other persons
vmtmg at the academy. . ‘

Mr. Hays sent for Mise lelet and - asked her who she

SLANDER AND 178 EFFECTS, Y

" meant when she said there was one in the YOOI mean enough

to steal a- watch ?

She answemd at onee: thai she meant no one par tlcularly, .-
though™ she had' heard Molly Lee ask a goldsn:uth in-town 1f

. 'he would buy a watch from her.

Mr. Hays saw thé chain of evidence thlcken around poor
Molly; many of the girls, too, began to regard her with dis- -

- trust. The goldsmith confirmed what Amy bad said, andias

she had no watch, herself, Mr. Hays did not know what to
think, -Mr. Minor sent Molly the money for her brother,
end he at-once paid the debt. She then asked Mr. Hays.
again if she could take Miss Alston’s place, but he rather
evaded giving her a decisive answer. A week after this Mr.
Hays wrote to Molly ‘advising her to absent herself from -
school until the trustees had a meeting. Julia Mirior now

- drew up a letter, saying she did not believe-the charge against

Molly, and if she was suspended for a gross slander we would
leave school. - Nine of us-signed the paper. The matter-was

. hushed up for'a while in the Academy, but it flew éver town

then it. was reported far and wide, and no one: could posmvely

: contradlct it. But Julia Minor in the same nioble spirit whlch o

dictated 'her letter to Mr. Hays,. wrote out .another paper,
which we signed. She accused some one of putting the watch
in the trunk, and testified to Molly’s high moral and intel-

loctual character. - This had no eﬁ'ect and the time for the

examination wasg rolhng on. Molly studied very hard -and -

- won, the first prize in all her elasses; but her character had

been assailed; she ‘had not been able to refute the _charge, and
therefore few even moticed her, forgetﬁng that slander, like
time, hag no respect for persons or character, but on the. cons~

- trdry chooges those who by their wealth; talents or ‘popularity -
are objects. of efivy or jealousy, Individuals ‘may, indeed,

Xest in Security. for a while; but their turn must come if there
is anythmg ahout them that can be talked about. . A hox;nt;t 3
- t R

oy
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nest-is more preferable .to a sensitive person than a set of

envious, jealous, malicious persons, who are. never happy un+

* less somebody’s character isin the last agonies. -

~ When Molly went.home in vacation she wrote to me to
speild weeks with her ; I went, but never was as much shock-
ed in my life as at the change in her. I begged her to tell
me what was the matter, She rephed by puttmg in my hand
" anote that ran thus:”

| .Miss Lee:—

You will no doubt pardou the' seeming. mdlﬂ'erence which prevented my
visiting you immediately on you arrival af home. The reports that reach-
ed me regarding your conduct at school causes me to write this ; until they-
are proven false, our engagement must end, as. I cannot bmd my 'fate to apy
,woman who has been acoused of crime,

: " Your obedxent servant
» "ROBERT PARKER.

Years have flown since then, brmgmg many cha.nges to me,

but T never shall forget the impression on my mind made by
that note. . The scorn, the bitter scorn, that filled niy breast
in proportion as I knew of Molly’s innocence. I wrote to

that Robert Parker without Molly’s. knowledge; I described

" -the whole a.ﬁ'aar, and wound up by congratulating myself that
my friend hid escaped a union with & young man of his sensi-
tive nerves, who loved the opinion of the world better than he
did her. I was really. 1nd1gnant that Molly should feel it as

she did. It humbled her too in her own eyes. She had

Jearned to love the man with the first warm trustmg affection
of hér woman’s nature; and thus she was repaid. She had
‘ worslupped the ideal; her imagination had filled up the plcture,
- and, she found that her dream’ had ended and the stern reality
Was. before her. '

Molly, said I one day, d.ry your tears, Robert Pa.rker is -

: 'unworthy of you; tear his image from -your heart, give him
back scorn for scorn, and sooner or latér he Will have his just

L xeward. In Iearnmg how he. wronged you he will be pumshed‘ |

B “enough.
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Moily heard now often from her only and dearly beloved
brother; of his rapid- improvement in college, and her heait
rebounded with exulting pride when one of his grateful and
affectionate letters arrived. She.had successfully concealed
from him the treatnient she had received, fearing his proud
spirit might prompt him to some rash act in'her defence.

- Molly now had something else to do beside' brooding over
her sorrows. She knew her brother. could not go through an
entire course without assistance, and fettered as she was by
her Uncle’s will, she could render him none for several years.
She therefore determined to get a situation in a school as as-+
sistant teacher. This she managed to do, and taught about
thirty miles from the academy we went to. She was now.
doing weéll, getting a good salary, and was music teacher too.

I nussed her more than I ever did any one, but at last re-

ceived a letter from her. She was to have a concert, her first

- concert, and she wished me to atbend. Her pupils were all

well prepared, and she anticipated much pleasure,
1 went to A—— the day before the concert was to come off
and assisted in some little preparations, and-at Molly 8 regquest

‘took a seat beside her on the stage. Several pieces had been

performed when a good many persons came in, I recognized
Amy Willet at once, leaning on the arm of & tall, fine looking
young man; she was splendidly ‘attired, and literally éovered -
with jewels, for her father was a very rich man, ‘I looked -
towards Molly to see if she knew the girl, whose vile slaniders
had brought her suth mlsery She turned so pale [ foared
she would faint, and moving near I whispered to Ter, intending
to draw off her attention. Her,only rep]y Wwas Robsrt, and

- she pointed in that.direction.

Well, Molly, said I, they are well matched, pay no - gtten=

tion to them, and you are compe}led “to notice. the musio you

know. -
ThlB seelﬁed sui‘n'clent to arouse her, and I was dehghted to




SRR R T e

T SLANDER AND ITS EFFECTIS‘ |
: §

‘obsetve the composure she showed throughout the evemng.

Amy Willet knew us too, and directed the gentleman’s atten-

i+ ‘tion to the stage in such a pointed manner I felt we were the

- sub;ects of conversation.

Molly boarded. In ashort time she was compelled to give up
~the situation in the school and leave the place. . Molly boro
ithis better than I expected, for I knew many of her plans, and
‘how her heart was set on helping her brother through college;
afid when I returned home and represented the injustice done
*‘her to my father, he determined to advance her the money,
‘and alse invited her to spend some ‘time with us. - We almost
- felt ds happ’y as in our early school days, but Molly would not
" +yisit any one; she was sensitive and feared a repulse We
“were. 1udependent of any one, and did not miss society. The -
‘months few by. almest imperceptibly but we were obhged to
. ' -séparate, and Mol}y returned home. :
P " We met no more for several years, but corresponded regu-
_—I&rly Molly was at last twenty-one; her guardmn insisted
‘on giving her a splendid fete; she objected, but he could not

- with becomitig -eclat. He of course invited the company, and
‘Mr. Willet's fimily, attended as usual by Mr, Parker, were
“-amongthe guests, Amy actually had the impudence to salute,
fMolly as an acquaintance, ~She also called the next: day in
. company with Mr. Parker, who deomed especially anxious to
gultivate & venewed friendshipwith Molly, When they took
" their departure Amy found an opportunity to whisper she was.
. .going to be married soon, and asked if we would he the bride’s
" maids. . We were puzzled at the change, but consented when
e found that Molly was to wait with Charles Willet; 1 bogan
to take then, (as the saying 15,) that cunmng gxrl Wanted the

" thief for a sister-in-law. - - .
' 'J_‘he prepara,txons for the wed(img began they were hurrieé

‘The next day we remarked a coolnoss in the- lady with whom B

think of relinguishing his pet plan of bringing out the heiress .

the eyes of many were open.

"son that made one single effort to assist them at all.

- easily judge which was in the end the happiest.
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hut net enmwh for one week before 1t was to have come off it -
was known that Mr. Willet was broken all to pidees. Gossip
pow handled Amy as roughly as years before it did Molly, and
Miss Lee was an heiress and
Amy Willet poor. |

Robert Parker begged leave to dechne the alliance on the
grounds of & previous engagement, whmh was broken off
through Amy’s artifice. ‘

Mr. Willet’s property was advcrtlsed for sale; the famﬂy
could scarcely believe that poverty had come to them as rich
as they were; they acted as if they never could i 1magme them--

selves otherwise ; but all, even the house they were in, had to go.’

Henry Lee finished at college, took the first honor, @nd re-
turned home in time for the sale.” He bought the home farm
in Molly’s name. and presented it to Mr. Willet his lifetime,
and the much injured and slandered Molly was the only per-:
The
loss of their property had a good effect in some degree on

Amy; she seemed myich humbled, and came to Molly beggmo- L

to.be taught some of the work she had so haughtily sneered at -
and rldlculcd at school. She held her own counsel about the

. watch for some time; but at last overpowered by Molly’s kind-'

ness and delicacy, she confessed she put the watch in the

‘ »tlunk herself; also.that she searched for the key toit before,

but not finding it she tried her own, which fitted exactly; she .
then read Molly’s letters from her brother and Mr.. Pa,rker,
and then the evil spmt within her made her. determine to in-
jure her as far as possible; the arrow aimed at &nother TE-
bounded on herself; and she felt her reward. :
‘Nowmy dear children,” continued Mrs. Wells, Amy was
always idle, or these wicked thoughts would never have enter- -
ed’her mind; and Molly having employment had no time. to
indulge in bad feelitigs to any one, and I ‘am sure you can .

]

-
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- But grandma, said Kitty, what did Molly ask the goldsmith
sbout the watch for?

‘Because her brother had written to her to see wha.t hie could
" get for his,

Is that all, gra.ndma,'a '

Yes; but some time I will tell you another story of gossip,
~and I hope sincerely you will never be led into any error of
the kind, but "always remember the incalculable injury which

may be done an innocent person by that unruly little member
‘-—the tonoue.

A CHAPTER ON OLD MAIDS.

s ——

&

T is often the case that persons of good sense, and natu-
rally kind dispositions, indulge in ridiculing old maids, -

Tt is astomshmg how they can do so, for ﬂg they would =~
pause, in their idle conversation, to reflect, they would

- no doubt feel heartily ashamed; not only at their rude
levxty, but they might perhaps be startled at the die-
tressing causes that often lead a woman to the determination
to live and die an O1d Maid. T never see one but I feel sym-

pathy for them. Each wrinkle and gray hair has its own hié-

tory, which those who Have dear ones to love and be loved by
should learn to respect. Is it not to a woman’s eredit fo re-

- main constant to her first.love? and should the death of her - |
- hopes furnish & topic of mockery to happier ones? - Suppose

the object is false, and the young' lady (for she was young
once) in learning by experience not to trust those vows, which -
Some men amuse themselves by makmg, should fear to trust

also their barque of hope in such fickle hands for Kfe.  If her -

' young ‘affections had been trampled on, for some .richer or

prettler woman, that heart hitherto so credulous and sensitive
receives a shook, and when awakened to the. worthless chm:ac--'
ter of one, deems them all alike, and prefers a, smgle state to

.the uncertain happiness of ma.rmed life.” Some sneer at old

maids becanse, perha.ps, one of ‘their acqmtmce has been
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pi-bven malicious. This is gross injnstice. We may as well
judge every member of a church to be a hypocrite because one
has acted mcwlsxstently " Some of the kindest hearty beat in.
" the bosoms of those who are scoffed at as old maids. They are-
génerally charitable and industrious, relieving mothers of
many - troubles; -they are untiring nurses by the sick couch,

and always . ready to contribute their mite to the comfort of
- the poor and- orphaned children around them, * When they
become attached in a family their affection and influence is felf
- and appreciated by one at least in that famlly—-the mother.
: Many nice little socks would never have been manufactured;

many warm quilts would not have been made and put by for
“winter but for the old lady who sits by the fireside and looks
‘on. the happy faiily around her with bea,mmg eyes and is
looked on by those she assists “With kind regards Therefore,
(mothers, never Iaugh at old maids, or encourage your children
‘to.do so, for the very tattling and malice you affect to abhor,
is generated in their young hearts by the habit of laughing at
?Dthers Young ladles, nevar sneer at old maids, or seek with
. Prying curiosity to fathom the causesof their being' single, ; for
- you wound their sensitive feehngs, ang perhaps madvertently

add one more pang to- their already lacerated hearts; you
- know'not what may be your own future, how soon you may -

lose your lover or he desert you-for-another, therefore treat

_them kindly and politely, and iry to, atone; for the slights they

are subjected to by less resPectful persons. Never encourage
young men to speak slightingly of them in your- presence, and.
- they will always respect the feeling that 1nst1gates you to pros.
~tect those of your sex who have soted with independence

e enough to have the sneer of the world rather than pronounce

mth their lips vows to whleh their hearts cannot respond

‘\&-,

JIMMY BROWN,

'THE COLD WATER CURE.

S

ELL, good morning Miss Sn:uth can't you step ina,
minute?

I bave hardly got time Miss Jenks, but if you will
go down town w1th me I don’t mind’ eommg in; can
you go‘? . ‘

Whero are you going t0?- asked Mrs. Jenks. .
First to the stors to get trimmings for Sally Ann’s new

w

bonxnet, and  then to the tavern to see Mrs. Brooks bout that'

child you know everybody is talking bout
‘What child, Miss Smith?

Why, Miss Brown’ 8 little J1mmy, to be sure ; ha.mt 'you '

heard ? _
Laws, no! -

Well, Miss Brown’s little szmy, smd the old gosslp, pre:

paring to open her budget of news, has been sick for several
days with a brain- fever, and will” you believe it, they do say

that that Doctor. Walter was called in, and is klllmg the cluld’

s with his pathy physic right before his parents eyes.
Well you don't say 0 and what i is to come of it? .

'J"
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For my part, I am going to ask Mis Brooks what to do, . for
Mr, Brooks is a sort of lawyer, he knows near about every
thing, and if he only tells Mis Brown, Dr. Walter is akilling
of her child, she will stop kim.” They just say it will be down-
right murder, for little Jimmy iz a lying most to die, and the
pathy and cold water stuff is killing him; Mis Brown you see
is so crazy bout him she cant see that.

‘This very interesting dialogue was carried on between two
persons, who having no business of their own to attend to,
were constantly meddling with every one else’s. They now
gallied forth to a store, and whilst engaged in jewing the mer-
chant, almost forgot their important errand; but having se-
lected the articles they wanted they took their way to the
‘tavern, and succeeded in interesting Mrs. Brooks in the story,

. As usual, in such cases, the gossips embellished every time
they repeated it until the old lady was quite horrified at the
description, and felt some qualms of conscience at having neg-
locted to visit the sick, ill-used boy so long.

Now, Mis- Brooks, said Mrs. Smith, I feel for that child,
and I shall save him if he can be saved after that Doctor has
poured on so much water. Just sposing we call now and ask
Dr. Lang, in a kind way hke, to go and_see him, would that
.be any harm ? -

I don't know Mrs. Brown doeg not hke people to meddle
- with her, and it would have the appearance of making people
think she was not capablo of a.ctmg for herself. That would
not do I reckon. .

Then for goodness sake tell Mr. Brooks about it, and if he
tells Mis' Brown not to trust Dr. Walter and patines, that will
be doing some good.

 Homoepathy, you mean, Mrs. Smith. Mr Brooks, I know,
thinks a. great deal of Mrs. Brown, and no doubt would de- it,
but for a particular réason.

 What is'it? asked hoth of the gossips in a breath.

‘ &
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I ought not to say; but if you won't tell T don’t mind men-
tioning tluq once, atid it may caution you both, Dr. Walter
is a man it won’t do to interfere with, for he loans ont money,
and Mr. Brooks might get pushed, though I don't say he is
now; then Dr. Walter buys up notes, and if he knew we talked
about him he might injure us in that way, therefore you see it-
is no use in making our opinion so public, for he will get hold

- of 1t

Mis Brooks, that just accounts for a thmg or twd*I know
of, and proves Mr. Brooks head aint so long for nothing. Now, -
last night at supper, my old maw comed in, and says he, Mar-
garet, the Dr. has got a new kink in his head about that sick
child. What's that‘? said I. He is trying cold water, and I
know he will bring him through. If he does, everybody cught
to know it, for it will be the greatest cure ever heard of, and
Dr. Band’s says if that child gets well 1t will be little short of
a miracle.

Why, qays 1, he never can get we]] for how can cold water

cure a sick child, Now, Mr. Smith, you know I don’t wash
our children but once a month, and whenever I does it they

“are sick right off, and I have children enough to know ail

about it, and it won't do. Well, Margaret, says Mr. Smith,
don’t say any thing agin it any way, for if Dr. Walter hears
it, and he gets mad, he can ruin me.

Tived.out by the extraordinary exertions in behalf of the
unconscious Jimmy, the ladies returned to their homes, Mra.
Smith found her haby sereaming with all its strength. Her
second who ‘'was sick, when she left it, was tossing about with
hlgh fever, the fire had. gone ‘out in the kitchen, she had for-
gotten in her hurry to give out dinner. Here was a nice state
of things. She saw by the clock it was almost time for her
husband to come to dmner and she felt natural uneasiness
“‘enough to prompt her to attend- to that little neglected one,
whilst the babe’s screams must be hushed. - Then in her mo~
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ments of refleciion she recalled, with startling memory, her .

_husband's earnest request, nay command, that she should not

- . say anythmg calculated to injure Dr, Walter in his profession ;
and shie also recollected she had exposed that, and the state of

‘hxs affairs, where she was certain all would be repeated again.
»" Oh, woman’s tongue, what mischief it can do when allowed
to do its worst ; and never checked by intellect, wizdom or a
‘good heart; it can scatter ruin before its insidious poisens like
~ the bredth of ‘the deadly serpent ; it can sting to death the
most trusting nature and overwhelm in one m;ghty girocco of
despair thousands who feel its influence. '

" Mrs. Smith’s reports flew like the swift winged messenger
from house to house, for there were others in the little vﬂhge
who had nothing else to do but rehearse all the slander they

“heard, dreamed or 1magmed
* Little Jimmy Brown wag ill, o ill that every physmlan m

" the pla'ce who heard of his femarkably dangerous symptoms

gave him up in their own minds,

When Dr. Walter was appealed to for his opinion he said
he did not- despair, it was the strangest ease he ever heard of,
but he hoped his treatment would, hive a good effect, and
‘whilst. there was life there was hope. ~His enemies said no
doubt he would not commit himself by positively asserting
“anything. There were so many ill-natured remarks ma.de
the Doctor must have heard of some; bt he treated them

\;;' . with silenée, politely answering all, even those he knew doubt-
. ,ed his skill. ;

~Ina chamber with the sick boy sat his mother, her eyes

ﬁxed on his’ countenance so changed by illness; hope had

.'nemly dled thhm her the father mdeed had long smce ngen '

' hlm up.

* Little Jlmmy wag ]ymg wu:h ‘his, head suspended g0 the
_ physmmn cotlld attend more convéniently. A.favorite servant
- of the family had nothing to do but fo pour the watew.on his .

*

1
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head. The child was moaning and fretting with pain, and the
Doetor watching for hours together the least favorable change
At last the child is seized W1t.h spasms, and at each convulsion -
the heart of the mother is pierced with sympa,thetm pain.—
Pray, mother, if you ever bent that proud heart in silent
prayer to your creator, pray. - Thy will be done, oh Lord;
but no; she thinks it is no time for prayer, but action; she
cannot trust the being who gave her that child, but wants,

more human aid.
Phe anguish is past; the promise of mercy has gone forth-

and little Ji 1mmy Brown is better ; the skill of the Doctor is
established in all reﬂeotmg minds, and he is entitled under
Providence to all the gratitude a mother’s heart can feel.
Jimmy is better, but no one could expect immediate recovery

“he cannot speak, and now his parent feared his mind was

injured; and as the thought crossed her imagination she re-
proached the God who ha,d Keard her prayers by saying she .

~ would rather he should die.

- And do we not all so when some loved one is spared to us? '

" aré we not apt when the dahger is past to forget whose mercx-

ful hand turned aside the blow ?

All in good tlme, Mrs. Brown, said the Doctor, hope for
the best.

" But, Doctor, is it not singular he has not spoken yet, and
the other Doctors think it doubtful he ever will; do you thmk
he will speak? :

Probably he may about Christmas. '

‘When Mrs., Smith’s child got well so she conld take her

round on the circuit of gossips she had quite cha.nged_her
mind, or in the terror she had undergone for her imptudence, - -
had actually forgotten her previous sentiments; for when she
heard of the child’s strange recovery sho exclaimed: .

Well, I declare, I always knew that child would get- Well if

" Dr. Walter was called in, and I 5hall wash my children here-

after every day, that I will.

L
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the words passed her lips the memory of formcr happy
hours rose to her mind, and she turned her head away
ta hide the tear that fell unbidden from her. eye.

@HERE is no place like home, sang Anna Hall, and as

" Onece she remembered when a happy girl her fond pa- - -

rents waited to welcome her to 2 home of comfort and
pleasure ; when, after toiling for ten months at school, she
looked forward to a home as a paradise of éase and tranguil
joy, and she was sure of that hearty welcome from friends, du-
- ring her vacations, that school girls can fully appreciate.
Later in'life Anna ITall had another home; she had given
* her hand to her heart’s choice, and cheerfully hoped to travel

along life’s journey resting on his strong arm. There, too, were -

the little ones who clustered around her fireside, and her home
‘was a happy one. She had learned, day after day, to look for
the caresses which had been the spontancous oﬂ‘ermg of hearts

~ . brimful of warm affection.
- But all had passed away as bubbles down the stream of time;

Her fond parents lay side by side in the narrow tomb; her
1rlhood s home had passed into the hands of strangers.

_Misfortyne comes not singly, and adversity came to the.

Ha.lls_ Anng’s husband is an inmate of the Lunatic Asylum;
her children. withered like frail flowers, and all but two*were
dead, and they are taken by her wealthy relations, whilst she,
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far away from her childhood’s home, is trymg to ma,ke a Imng
by teaching.

My readers, if any of you are in an unhappy frame of mind,
if oppressed with ennui, you think yourself the most miserable
on earth, and 1mag1ne you were created by Providence as an
especial object of misery; remember the desolate feelmgs of
Anna Hall, orphaned, widowed, childless and homeless, with
no frlendly connections even, to bind her to this life, and yet
she sings with pathos “There is no place like home.” She
has, no doubt, felt the misery of having no home, or livihg de-
pendent on others; perhaps she has been tauntod Wlth ity -
which added doubly to the poisched sting. )

Thank God, my readers, you have health and friends, homes
and home comforts, and appreciate them as gifts from a wise -
Providence, designed to contribute fo your hap;%ess a8 you
pass shrough this world. If, however, any should glance over

- these pages who have heen bereft of all that makes life desn‘a.—
. ble, may they receive condblation in the asdurance that though

they are exposed to the storms of life the “wind shall De, -
tempered to the shorn lamb.”

L]




DESTINY. |

A TALE OF LIFE.

1

3T wasg the hour of twilight; when the face of; all nature

 presents to the senses the quict of a closing day; when

“even the apimals seek that dreamy repose §o refreshing

7 .after a day of action.
> . The city of W

‘a8 a commercial port, for all the stores were closed,
yere loungers in the streets. . The river glanced in

. tj;e g}jﬂ"ﬁtmhght a8 if no troublous wave had ever crossed its

: ‘bosom. The pure white rock, with its thick clustermg
grean folla,ge, shone conspicuous over the dark stream; and in
n warehouse, on the shore,”glimmered a hght, hke a beacon
'sta.r, to guide the boats safely info port.

- Just opposite the landing was - the residence of otie of the

wealthiest citizens of the place. . The porch in front seemed

" %o be tenante& by several ladies and gentleman, who often

‘ pausa’d in their converaatmn to listen for some object anxiqusly
expected. At last a young man starts up ; “there it is;" he
exclaimed, “the boat is most here.”” Slmultaneoualy the hands

at the waréhouse came out, no, doubt happy in the thought that . -

-;thelr whole days Jabor: would socn-be: accomplished. . Many

, in ®outhern Alabama, would -
mﬁvut that time have gwen a stranger a true idea of its
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hearts beat anxmuslv as the p1 oud steamer bounded ommld
with giant strides and crowded decks to her landing. If those

“on ghore waited to gréet the absent with affections fond em- -

brace, the travelers were none the less impatient to return to

< friends ‘hey had left, but whoge images were engraved on the
. memory by the tenderness of years.

The langhing voices were borne on-the still air, and wafted
to these on shore. Mothers even imagined they recognized
them, and each dear expected one was pointed out.

Ah! happy girls, your knowledge of life had. bromght no
chill to dampen memory, no shrmkmc from closer contact with
the world that had been to you nothing but an Eden, whose
flowery paths you had trodden with the lightsome ]'oy of youth.

It is said that fate sometimes casts on the mind, in its gayest
moods, some overshadowing of its fature. That the laugh is
often hushed; the smiling countenance veiled with terror at
the 'incomprehensible something that steals like a mantle of
might on its victim, and chases happiness away. -

" Eva May was returning from school ; she had not only done

. honor to herself, but the fame she had acquired preceded her
. to her Southern home, and her appearance was anxiously ex-

pected by the gay, in memory of her lightsome spirit, and the

_anticipated festivities that would celeblate her return home.

She had mever been a favorite with the grave or sedate; she
was too laughter-loving, and they thought too reckless of
Woundmg feelings.

" But few could penetrate into the hidden mysteries of Eva's

-heart. Her sensitive nature could not brook the prying euriosity,

or the criticisms of those not disposed to be merciful o real or
imaginary faults. Some of the most censorious of the inhabi-
tants of W had Prop*hecled when Eva veturned, that .
pride’ would prevenﬁ the renewal of the intercourse with her
sthool companions; but it is probable, as these predietions
Were faghﬁtlly repeated to her, they might have caused her-to
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regard with distrust and preJudlce those she came home pre-
pared to love.. Certain it is, from the time she was told of the
- reports about her, she could not e pr'evaﬂed on to receive

'wswers, and became almost a recluse in-her habits. A few
* young gentlemen,-and fewer young ladies, could boast the en-
tree to Mr. May’s house, and if ‘any jgayety was contemplaﬁed

Eva's mysterious conduet plu it to flight.. She refused every -

" invitation, and returned none ; so the people of W- SZave
- over making advanees to her, and presumed she acted as she

did on account of her father's wealth. Iva May was indepen- .

dent in every respect ; she despised gossipping and took ho
trouble to hide her opinion; she was odd in her taste; dress,
manners, and conversation, but there was a- piquancy that
charméd even while it amused. She had talent and conversed
with fluency on such a variety of subjects that few ever tired of
listening, and as to memory it was astonishing how she could
_ repeat the sentiments of writers of every age and clime. With

what tenacity old associations, old feelings, hopes and memo-.
ries clung to her. Her mind was easily impressed, and when

once it- had become so nothing eould erase the prints; even
" qeeans of tears could 1t obliterate the feelings of an hour.
Such a character has the seal of destiny on it from its birth.
The more highly that genius.is enthroned in the mind, the
more surely does the sensitive heart feel every blight, every
- passing breath, until destiny accomplishes its victim’s fate.

Was Eva. amiable? many asked: She was good hea)rtedr'

and had the- elements within her of great happiness or much
misery: Alag! fortune had smiled too benignly on the heir-

oss; she was never controlled; never crossed in her slightest .-

‘ whlm, never thwa,rted in a wish. Geniug and talent were cul-
‘,twated .whilst the aﬂ'ectlons and stemper were left to starve,
or prey with a morbid appetlte on themselves,

. Eva'shut herself up with her books, and from an indiffer-

ence to society, she became almost a misanthrope. Byron,
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Schﬂler, Goethe, Young and Churchill beczme her compan-

ions, whilst the sighs of Werter met too eager, and too éntire -

a response in her -young heart. Even then, when this-thirst

E for knowledge assailed her, if some kind friend had sought to

remove her more sombre studies,-and gradually lead her to

*“the contemplation. of Campbell’s Pleasures, Cowper's Piety,

Moore’s Humor, .or Aikenside’s Heart Treasures, she might
have become at least happy enough to appreciate that friend’s.
disintorested kmdness But destiny had set its”seal on ity
vietim,

The summer had passed away and Eva awoke from! the
trance in which genius bad beguiled her, and’another phase

of character appeared. Although Mr. May had almost des-

paired of her doing so, she consented to spend the winter i
M- . Her books were packed, and she once more step-
ped on deck of the same gallant steamer that had borne her
with such gay hopes to.her home. Those hopes had heen
wrecked, and fond memories crushed. Would the future be
brighter ? ? She asked herself the question. Fate only could
answer, but taking her seat on the guards, she soon became
absorbed in her reflections, and did not notice for sometimg

" the observations of those aromnd, or that she had attracted

such attention. In a little while she was startled at hearing

remarks, she knew were mtended for her, but disdained to
‘note-beyond a guiet scorn, more cutting than Words, to” the

persons that made’them, Eva saw plainly she was unpopdlar;
that envy rankled too decp for her to subdue it, and pride
was proused in all its flerceness.

Y

The heiress could not hope for solitude on the deck of a _

- steamboat, and she became the centre of attraction t6 those,

whose curiosity or cupidity, rendered her an object of far
more interest than she-had ever appeared. At first, Eva al-

" "lowed herself to be amused, then she tired of such marked

attention, but ﬁnally succumbed to what seemed mewtable,

n-
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-and she became a belle. - Onee the- emancipated sthool-girl
tasted the pleasures of the ball room, once felt the potent
" charm of flattery and adulation, and her books remained in
their musty covers, whilst the sentiments once impressed on

her mind were retained, and whilst indulging the misanthropy

of the past gave herself up to the levity of the present, and

became.a votary of f&bhlon, yea, a very worshipper at her
‘shrine.

The winter was nearly over; every young man of any con-
_sequence in her circle had offered himself to the beautiful
heiress, and been" honestly rejected. .One evening she was
on the ﬂoor with a friend danecing La Craccovienne; she was
dressed in her fairy robe of spun glass work, and fel happier
than she had done for many months before. If the light

sparkled on her dress reflecting its costly splendour and

scintillating .its beams like myriads of diamonds, it also re-
flected'in her eyes the exatement of the hour. Her face was
. lighted up with smiles, her light laughter, so joyous, entranc-

ed the listener by its childlike natural glee, and the quick wit
and lively repartee charmed her partder as ‘they glided by

" with fiying feet, even when the music ended; and Eva stood
at the end of the saloon surrounded by a crowd of beaus,

each one eager-by his devotion and attention to enlist. some

interest in his behalf.

Standing by the door, with folded arms and dignified

mem, was & gentleman who presented a favorable contrast to
the butterflies-around ; on his brow was the majesty of thought;

- in his eyes-beamed the tender-sympathy of a manly nature.—

‘He-gazed st Eva with the wrapt attention one would a Deity.
She felt the magnetism of his. glance. Graduslly the effer-
vesceiit gayety, of her feelmgs passed away and thought once
‘more Tesumed its sway. - Several days had come and vanished

with the wheels of time, and ‘Eva, remained at home, but the

ima,getof the_.ﬁtranger was. with “her, and if at first, isight she
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felt impressed by the magic glance with which he regarded ..
her ; he also found Fate had heartlessly wrecked his bark of
hope and life on a desert strand.

They met once again at the Opera, and nelther dreamed of -

‘the danger of meeting until it was too late.

1t is not love, said Eva, (when describing her feehngs,) but
a species of magnetism involuntarily attracting two minds by
a sympathy neither he or I could resist. The fieart had noth-
ing to do with it. -

A few nights after the Opera they were mtroduced and in
a short time Eva May was carried fainting from the room. A
disappointment, a blight had fallen on her pathway before she

“knew, or was prepared for it. The man whom her imagina-
tion had invested with the grand qualities of her’s, and whom -

she had regarded as connected with her own destiny, had al-
ready linked his fate with another, and when she fainted it was

his wife that supported and revived her,

In all minds that suffer from intense feeling, be it for good

.or ill, the passions have their sway; they rule with a strong
-grasp those who admit their power, whether directed by nature

or education. There is-no passion that exercisessuch control
over strong minds as that of Jealousy, because of the sensitive
craving for aﬂ'ectlon, and the suspicious fear of its being with-
drawn.” Now appeared the most beautiful and heroic trait in .
Eva's character. Louise Lowell was ill; few indeed expectéd
she would ever recover, Her husband was almost beside hini-
self with grief and remorse perhaps that he had for a time un-
intentionally allowed his affections to wander from her. The
physicians pronouced that nothing but the most unréitting

 attention, the'most careful 1 nursmg could restore her. As.soon

as Eva Ma,y heard their opinions she took her station by -

" Louise, and never left her until she became convalescent; then

no power or persuasion.could induce her to remain; her mis-
sion wag ended; her womanly sympathy had. resppnded to

#
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. nature’s call and instead of an enemy she made a friend of

" Louise, whose kindness to her in after years testified-to the

 beautiful strength of gratltude.

~ Eva left the city for her home, but the guiet of her hfe‘
was gone; & nervous thirst for excitement seized with avidity

on her; and she plunged in the vortex of gayet;r Whenever
she found it, until even that lost its charm.

Mr. May noticed a change in his daughtm, and he fe&red-

~ #@for her to remain stationary daring the summer ; he persuad-

ed her to travel, about, and the beneficial effects of moderate-

exercise, and new scenes soon displayed themselves in her
countenance and manner. Her mind gradually recovered its
tone; and though far from happy she was more cheerful.

" “Bva was still a belle. As one by one of her suiters were
kindly dismissed, some said she was excentric enough to re-
main an old maid, Her friends even thought it time to in!

terfere, and tried to persuade her she would be happier mar- - '

. ried-than sifigle. But she was an heiress, and thought no one
- could love her disinterestedly ; she feared the golden charms
of hér money bags might rival her in her husband’s affections.
- Mr. May’s heaith was such "at this time that he thought,
perhaps, change would benefit him. He owned soveral large
plantations, and often spent some days at each, Kva now
‘became his constant companion. It was in* one of these little
"excursions that she met several persons, whose influence oirer
her lasted for years ‘some indeed until the end of her life.—
"Mr. May's carriage was at the door, he waiting ‘patiently for

‘his.daughter to appear, and she was on her knees before a -
huge trunk, packing presents and comforts for the servants

she was going to see for the first time. After she had finish-
“ed and the trunk was sent down, she looked about for some

-~ favorite authors to enliven her anticipated loneliness, whilst

her father would be engaged in plannmg improvements on
' h1s planta.tmn. So she drove off; she felt as if something

%
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would happen to her before she stood again in the patcrnal

* mansion that would mﬁuence‘\er in after life ; but no vision
-of dark ghadows, and stormy passmns arose 10 the- -imagina~

tion of the heiress. :
During her visit to the country, among the acquaintances

she made, was a young lady, almost the only ofie she visited -

sans ceremonie, - Bva learned to love ‘this girl with that fond

-and devoted love that nothing but the most disinterested sym-

pathy between friends can cement. They were as diffevent
as possible, yet they understood each other perfectly. Evs
May kuew nothing of religion; never once had she reflected
on its importance. Seldom, indeed, had she ever entered a
place of worship: but during her visit to her friend they at-
tended church. Eva sat down, greatly amused at the curious
glances directed to her, but at last a deep, manly voice in-
terrupted the gilence of the church. The minister seemed to
feel the responsibility that rested upon him, and whilst setting
forth the beanties of the faith he professed, thcre was s0
much meekness and patlence in his manner, so much deep-

toned pathos in ‘his voice, that was calculated to 1mpress the -

congregation favorably, Eva, for the first time felt, in spite
of herself, that something else was required of us here, besides

secumng as much frivolous pleasure as we can. The minister

also made an impression on her. - As soon 48 she was seated
in the carriage with her friend she said : '

I am sure your minister has a hlstory Do, Emma, tell it
o me.

He has a hlstory, a touching one, but the evil of ]:us boyhood

has passed away, and in the “mesk humility of that man you .

can perceive he has suffered as few ever do.
- Iknew it. "Was he crossed in love? asked KEva.

. Heis engaged, report says, to a young lady. H‘owew"er the .

‘match is opposed by her friends; but I have ‘heard he had
other sorrows. :
Poor man, I plty and sympathmc w1th him, truly
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Take oare, Eva, do not think tos much of lum

. The fllendly Wwarning eamé Fi00 late; the poisoned chalice *

“was already at her hps, and destmy bxd her quaff it o ‘the
~dregs. -

No one can ever know how poor Eva, suﬁ'ered The un-
dreamed of misery pursued her, and though she tried to for-

get, or to persuade herself that imagination had directed her ,‘
feelings, and jested about thé . minister, yet his image would

not leave her; and when the realization of her hopes became
impossible, the phantom of all her dreams of happiness was
ever present. It was in a mood of reckless misery she as-
-sumed a gayety, suspicious from, its very exubelanc.e, and with
-some_young companion she took a solemn and fatal vow to
marry the next man that addressed her.
Fate threw in her way a young man who seemed handsome

'enough His dark eyes, soft in their expression, betokened to .

the physiognomist a mild disposition and a gentle heart. His
manners -were gentlemanly and modest. His conversation,
though’ not at all brilliant, was interesting:in a general way.
- He had enjoyed many opportunities to inform himself on sub-
©jects - calculated to please the lisiener. Eva knew the young
man had no pretensions to the intellectual elegance she ad-
mired, but she thought what was Wantmg in mind was fully
compensated for in the heart. She imagined him gentle and
kind, and it was the general opinion that he was not intel-
llgent enough to atone for mental deficiences.

They were married. The chrysalis, in its naked deformi-
ty, left its shell, not thinking enough of public opinion when

the object was gained to practice.a little deceit. He laughed

. and jeered at her for listening to his soft words; for believ-
ing that he could love her; for being fool enough, as he said,
 to marry him. Without any provocation he laughed at her
vanity, and coarsely taunted her with believing anything but

';“the old man’s money ‘caught him; and hmted that as her .
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fathél would not trust him with any portion of his property
he would oblige him by dropping off, as the races Would soon

" come on, and he wanted money.

Eva found, with astonishment, the man she had marrled Was
a fiend in human shape; a demon; who seemed determined to.
exercise all the power he could attain. He hecamea gambler,

‘and drunkard. Sometimes he would pretend to feel affection

for her, and took her with him to visit several cities;_he sub-

-jected her publicly to every species of mortification he could
- think of. Indeed, his system of persecution was refined only

as an accomplished villain could make it.

Eva had never loved the'man; she could not even respect
him; he was too entirely selfish in his nature to think of any
one’s cowfort but his own, and too mean to care for the opin-
jon of the world; so Eva’s father fed the cieature, and < was
eontent to lead a life of dependent monotony and nothiigness. '
Like his prototype, the spaniel, he would have fondled on the.
hand that inflicted blows; but to a woman, he would threaten
and curse. Nothing in the world proves more surely an en-
tire want of manly mdependence than the habit;of cursing at a
woman ; her defenceless position should at least shleld her
from insults, which sbe is obliged to take; and in pity to her
helplessness and se3, a man would scorn what a sﬂly coxcomb
would practlse '

‘Days of misery passed: Eva had borne as much as her deh- |

- cate frame could bear, and she was laid on a bed of sickness.

Then her mind reverted to the many blessings and advantages.
she had enjoyed ; how she had repined when she should have
rejoiced.. In that lonely chamber, deserted by the world, she. -
thought of how much good she might have done. ‘Sheremem-
bered the talents entrusted to her care might have assisted to
alleviate untold misery; the misery of poverty and neglect.

In the quiet of a sick chamber the heiress even depended

on hireling nurses for that attention whmh should hzwe been
.16
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the free .offering of friendship. But where were the friends.

that would have courted and fetéd the rich and happy ? Echo
answered where? Eva was alone, and often came over her
memory, like the distant sound of far off musie, the voice of
the m1mster she, had listened to with smeh curious attention.
- 'She was; awakened to a'sense of her own unworthiness, and
the Providence who had chosen her fiend husband to work out
~ her. destmy, mercifully made him the instrument of her
‘ .repentance : ‘

Eva gave birth to-a boy, and as the first wail of the tender
infant met hér ear she thought net of herself but he who was
conmected to h,er'by fate ; and whilst humbly praying that her
babe might never be like its father, a prayer for that father
“likewise ascended from the. couch of the sick—the dying Eva.
- Perhaps, even, when all was dark .te the hapless woman,

 there’ might have stolen across her brain new hopes, that the .

link between herself and husband might bring future ha,ppmess
- to her, or repentance to him.

" But the father noticed not hxs little ba,be, he cared mot for
its suffering mother, but blind and infatuated mortal as he Was,
- still farther tempted God’s judgment.

The fiat had gone forth, and Eva, the miserable Liva, sank |
to rest. Cowld death shield her from the insplts of her drunk-
en demon hushand? It eould not; his conduct was too hor- -

rible, after this sad event, to contemplate, and we pass over it.
* Fva was laid in the silent tomb; and the beautiful -heiress,
once wild with happiness, gay in heart, then mighty in genius,

and finally an object of pity, as her miseries and disappoint. -

ments became universally known, had alf passed away, and

nothing remained-—but a' memory—as if fate intended to ef-

face as.much as possible, one by one, those connecting Knks
‘that ever bound her to this life. 'The proud steamer, that for

 yeats floated magestlcally on the broad bosom of the Alabama, = .

" bad been numbered with the things that were, and had passed
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away. Like Eva's hopes, there was nothing but the wreck to -

testify to its pristine beauty and strength. Twice had the

steamer, with flying penants, borne Eva into ports where her
destiny seemed a bright and happy one, only to make the re-
ality ‘a startling truth followmg the pea,ceful dream of joy.

~As Lva’s hopes weye wrecked, as her prospects, entrusted to

the pilotage of her husband had been ruthlessly devoured by
the flames of passion, so had the Orlean St. John been de-
stroyed in the very midst of her season of grandeur.

Splendor and magnificence, genius and intellect, hope and
happiness, all are governed by an unseen fate, but directed,
we believe, by an unseen but merciful Providence. A few
short years have passed since the circumstances we. have
feebly endeavored to portray. The'scourge that desolated the
South, was raging with unabated fury. Many of the good,
the talented of our land, were the first victims; and they were
mourned as only the worthy can be—but alas! the diseage was
impartial, and ohe.of the first who -was seized was Eva May's

_husband. None deplored his logs——he died as he lived——a

mad, wild, and infatuated creature, that none could mourn.
The babe had followed its mother, and all three rested in

different places. Money has power, but how often is that-

power abused: Eva’s father had toiled to amass wealth he

~coveted for his daughter; the title and eclat of an heiress.

God allowed him to' go on and prosper, but it was indispensa-
ble there should be an offering to fate, and the parents hearts

were- wrung by the misery of their ‘child. Money was the

cause of all the mischief, and the love of ‘money accomplished

Eva May s destiny. _ .
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A LIPE OF IISTAI{FS

NHERE is nothing on earth so 'surprising to p"rosperous

people as the bad luck that seems to Hover- around

others; they contimially say that it is bad manage-
ment, and if they had such chances they could get

along. In'many cases it is true; for men that love -

money for itself, will have it, if their getting it depends

on mdustry and unceasing toil after wealth,
_ Some time sipce there was a young man who had a very
' good_begmnmg, and stood a fair chance of being wealthy; he
“had been brought up to do nothing, and scarcely to think for
himself, He took hig proper ty. a,nd moved to another State,.
whele it was reported that cotton grew luxuriantly, and money
"was plenty. There was angther who moved to the same State;
- he had nothing but the hand God: gave him; a good conscience,
and a manly, mdependent spirit. . He looked around him and
concluded to' get a clerkship in a store; he was poor and pa-
_tient ; he had a gmall salary and his board, and felt within

* - Wim- the -will to work his own way. The first young man

(w}ipm.we will qall H_ari-y Clifton,) bought a small place.and
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* went to work; he was restless, however, his house looked lone-

ly, his meals afforded him little enjoyment, he was too soéial,

and could not make up his mind to forego for a time the..

pleasule of society. Every one: thought he was the best fel-
lowin the world, and encouraged his visits.

The merehant’s. clerk, Joe Simnons, plodded on the same .
routine every, day in the year; he had to rise early, sweep the
store, aet as clerk and ervand boy, fold and unfold ealico,
and, although something within him often whispered he was -
superior to this employment, and snight, by his  talents, com-
mand something more congenial, his good angel said, “perse-
vere if you would attain independende.”’

One day Harry Clifton rode up-to the store, and Joe Sim-
mons went behind the counter to wait on him—*Joe,” said
he, ““L wonder how you can stay contented behind that coun-
ter measuring off cloth from day to day; I could not stand
it.”  “No, Harry, you are too restless to stand it, hut I am
poor and obliged to do what you are not compeiled to.”” . “I
think you made a mistake, Joe, when yon went in that"store, .
you have talents that might have become brilliant in law.”
“Ah!” said: Joe with a sigh, “that wadone of Iy, dreams
ence. I used to think, When a boy, if I only had *the chance I
conld be as eloquent as Dem osthenes, but poverty brings -

down such aspirations, and I think now, if T make & living it -

is all T can expect.” A living,” said Harly contemptuous-
ly, if T don’t make money I shall be surprised.” “You are
different from me,  your situation is widely different . from
mine, you already have ‘a living, and therefore you ate right

to try and get as rich as you can, but [ have to make a hvmg, .
‘and it would be ridiculous in me to talk about getting rlch '

till T do. Bat Harry T will tell you where your danger is.’
Where is'that?”” he asked rathet indifferently. “In living
too fast; many young men begin in that way and make 2 great

‘mmtake, when they do their moncy comes easy “and it’ goes

&
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 etisy, and they never find out their mistake until it is too late
to’remedy it.” Harry Clifton never could stand advice, s0
- he'mounted his horse and rode off, while Joe looked after him
a few minutes, then with a'sigh he turned again to folding
" and replacing the goods. * * ' A year passed, and Joe
‘Simmons had an offer of a better salary in the same town, “He
no l'onger swept the floor, but often was seen bending over
the desk engaged in the more arduous duties of book-keeping.
Harry Clifton had hired out his servants and had' no employ-
ment himself; but few troubled themselves about that, he paid
-his debts and was a good fellow still,

Time flew by with rapld wings, to one bringing with it steady
advancement and mature reflection, while to the other it lagged
_heaviljr He did not know what to be at. He wished it would
rain, then he wishéd the sun would shine. He wished there
was a war he could go fo and kill somebody, or die a hero
- himself. Then he wished he was married, and did all he could

to get married, never dreammg how entirely such a restless
‘being* was unsuited to insure to himself er others quiet happi-
“fess. Joe Simmons also thought he would like to be married,
but he had no hom® and his ideas of independence forbade his

gettmg married until be could earn a home and comforts -

around him.

In another year there was a war; indeed it seemed that fate N

~ was determined to mduloe Harry’s wishes for a time, to show
“more glaring his mlstakes. The mesting was held for the
' ‘p’u’rpos'e of getting volunteers, and as usual, great excitement
(Whmh many mistook for patriotism,) prevailed. - Men walked
about singing “Hail Columbia” and the “Star Spangled Ban-
ner,” as thomgh the Union depended upon the exertion of

their stentorian voices.: Women talked about the war as if

the Mexicans Wwere at theit gates, and their feebls complmnts

could protect them. ‘Some, like Jopn of Are, would have

buckled on the armoy, and Would have led the armies to Vie-
&
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_tory; but their high flights of patriotism would be cut short

by the cries of their little responsibilities, and their general-
ship was immediately called in requisition to quiet home dis-
turbances and leave the United States armies to quell foreign
tumults. Young ladies (though having nothing of that kind
to look aftei) talked abont heroes and wars, powder and shot,
the cannon’s roar, and love of country, until many young men
caught the infection and stralghtway enlisted.

Do things in a hurry and repent at leisure, is something that
young men hear but.never take in more than the sound, until
the meaning forces itself on them by the mistakes of their lives.
Harry Clifton heard of the war. At first he thought he would
go, but it might be more trouble than he could f01 esce. The -
enthusiasm though rose to such a height, so many mar ried men
said that if they were single they would £o, his scruples were
geuerally overruled, and he enlisted as a volunteer. The mu-
sic of the company was exhilar ating; the United States flag
floated gallantly on the breeze, and the farewells to the com- -
pany, breathed from the lips of beauty, as with enthusiastic -
patrlotlsm, they bade them “God speed,” and the soldiers
started with bright anticipations of v1ct01y and success, to the
far off fields of battle.

After sea sickness enough to shake their patriotic ardor to
its foundation, they landed with sba,rcely strength ‘enough to
walk much less to march; and floating through their addled
brains was & faint idea they had made a great mistake when
they enlisted in the war; and this idea strengthened whilst
their bodies weakened from exposure to tropical heat and

“winds. They were destined to take long marches through the

burning sand, and yet tried to keep up their sinking spirits, -
and a show of patriotism. - Harry Clifton marched along, but
often wished for his*horse, and said he could not stand it, but
there was no help for it; his horse (uneonscxous of his master’s
wish, and no doubt enjoying his repreive from & gallop to
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town every day, and standing in the sun for hours, and per-
haps wondering where his gallant master was, and if he had
forgotten him,) was leisurely grazing in green pastures, and
poor Harry was oblige to trudge aleng. Some of the soldiers
thonght (no doubt) if they were only at home, that would be
glory enough for them, without traveling through sand and
rain to fight for it.

Joe Simmons, mesnwhile, steadily progressed in his wpward
course ; he worked hard all duy, and when night eame he took
that repose so sweet and so refreshing to an honest man. At
the close of a few more years he opened a small store for him-
self; he bought for cash, and he sold for cash. He almost
began to despair of making money, as the town he lived in
seemed decidedly to favor the credit system, Merchants would
encourage their customers to buy to any amount they thought

- they were good for, until they ran out theu credit, when they

coldly turned them over to the county sherift and looked out - -

for more to ruin. It js astonishing how sensible people allow
themselves to be gulled by merchants and their soft words.
We often hear, “Welll I bought a great deal more this morn-
ing'than I intended.” Oh! that credit system; how many
are ruined by it; if the people of the South could only make
up their minds to pay as they go, much would be saved that is
now yearly thrown away on interest. The most systematic
men seem to be fascinated by the credit system ; they postpone
paying their store bills and almost forget .them, whilst the
cautious merchant adds interest to the principal, and com-
pounds it, until the amount is astonishing. Joe Simmons’ pa-
tience was nearly exhausted, but worth and true merit will
make themselves known in a community, and gradually his
star rose in the ascendant. Customers who became disgusted
with the enormous prices at other stores, txcused by the long
credit the merchants allowed, found out it was cheaper to buy
good articles for cash; and from his obliging manners he be-
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Game-» favorite with-the ladies; and in a short. time enlarged
his stock, and was considered as thrving 2 merchant as any in
the city.

In a year or two he ma.rrled ;-and all his household. learned

~ the gra.nd principle of industry and econony. Joe felt that

kowever brilliant he mlght have become in the realization of

his young dream of securing wealth and fame as a lawyer, that
he could scarcely have been happier, or made others more so,

than the consciousness of a life of patience and rectitude had
done. There was no mistake in him, because he had chosen ‘
the rwht——had cultivated right prineiples. :
Harry Clifton was illin Mexico; the burning heat, exposw €,
toilsome marches, and night exposure, were too much for him.

‘He was a favorite with the soldiers; all felt pity and sympa-
thy for the poor fellow, and. they tended him .as well as men

ever cah in sickness, but he pined for his home and friends far
away; and the idea of dying in a distant land, with no tender
nurse beside him, filled him with horror. Many dropped off in
the same mess, and why might not he? But God was merci- -
ful and spared his life, either that he might profit by his mis-

‘takes, or that others might be warned—not to allow them-

selves to become so vacillating in their opinions of others. .
“One night after Harry Clifton r'ecovered he was on guard,
-when- the ory of “the Mexicans are on us” reached his ear.
Immediately all was bustle in the camp; the enthusiasm which
brought the soldiers so far, again kindled in their breasts as
they girded on their weapons, and prepared for a defense; all

~ determined to ‘'sell life dearly, and we are proud to say, in

‘Alabama men knew not the name of fear, and no doubt would"
‘have fought bravely enough, It was amgsing to see what a
-variety of sentiments filled the bosoms of the men whilst their

_preparations were goingon. Some chanted a requiem to them-

gelves, as heroes of the baitle field; some apostrophised the

Generals for never allowing them a chance, in a regular battle,

11 ; .
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where they felt their heroic deeds would win them a name to
make posterity stare; others improvised verses to the girl they
left behind them, and requested, if they fell, a lock of hair

should be sent, dipped in their own blood, a memento of their-

deeds of daring. Finally they were equipped; no Mexicans
hove in sight, and the soldiers were ordered to sleep on their
- arms. It%was a mistake, and similar mistakes were constantly
occurring, raising the expectations of our brave men to the
highest pitch, only to make the disappointment more poignant
and hard to bear. It was hard that partiality should be shown
towards other troops, whilst the Alabama regiment were al-
lowed to remain inactive—+this same dull routine following each
day. Of course they became low spirited and indolent, and

had time to note the injustice which compelléd them to wear -

the trammels of the military law, whilst others enjoyed the
more active exercises. A \

The .war ended, and the soldiers (who lived, and did not
desert,) returned to their homes restless, unhappy creatures for
life. -

Harry Clifton made many mistakes after this severe lesson.
He trusted all mankind. He knew his own heart was full of
honest sympathy for his species, and believed they were in-
spired with the same feelings. * But, alas! when his property
was all gone, he found out that his life had been one of mis-
takes, and was almost tempted to treat every man like a villain,
until he found him otherwise, '

- A man feels desolate indeed when he awakes from a dream
of friendship and finds naught but the casket where he expect-
ed the gem. All his trust in mankind, his feelings for years,
* undergoes so sudden a change it takes time alone, with its ever
healing balm, to heal the wounded heart. * * * *° *

 TWILIGHT.

beauties of God’s creation, is perhaps the happiest in

the day; it seems if one possessed of a bad conscience,

if the world seeméd dark and dreary, if friends forsook

and fortune turned her face away, if the dark mentle

of the future ever filled the mind with forebodings only

more terrible than the reality of the past, a portion of this
misery might be dissipated by gazing on the sublime diapason
of the heavens at twilight. If the miserable and guilty would
go to some sequestered spot, and whilst gazing on the stupen-
dous works of God, admis His greatness and goodness, deep
contrition and awe would fill the soul. With the christian,
that is the hour for communion with saints—when their good
angel admonishes them to forgive mankind, and look to our
Heavenly Father for pardon. _ ' :
Twilight is the hour when poets are inspired, and some of

@HE hour for calm repose, when éontemplating the great

 the grandest productions of art ever executed took their birth

in the artist’s brain, when at the close of a day’s labor they
gave themselves up to one hour of pleasing reflection and glo-
rious anticipations. We view the same sky that Byron, Moo.re,
Cowper, Burns, Thompson and Campbell did whilst composing

" gome of their sublimest poetry; and Young was renowned for

the sentimental rhapsody with which he enjoyed twilight's
mystic hour, . ’
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) OMAN’S influence is especially felt in the home cir-
cle; she is the weaker, physmallv, and yet in many
other respects the stronger. There is no question
of what she can bear, but what she is obliged to bear
in her positions as wife and mother, she has her
troubles and anxieties which man, the stronger, can

never know. Many annoying things to woman passes unno-
ticed by those whose thoughts and feehnn's naturally lead them
beyond their own homes.

“Man is the more restless being. Nature designed it so ; for
if woman, with her home dutles, her children and ser\ra,nts
were to feel one tithe of the impatience of restraint that mar;
manifests at being compelled to remain in one place, her life
would be a misery indeed; therefore God has shown his wisdom
in creating woman the most patient and untiring in the per-
formance of her duties. _

"To a true woman home is her world, and no queen, surround-
ed by her ministers of state, her robes of regal splendor, and
all the embellishments and eIega,ncws of royalty, feels more
pride than a mother in her own home, in the midst of her help-
less children. Iivery woman has her mission, and it were wise
if no thouéht of envy, no false pride enter the portals’of her
heart, raising up a barrier between her duties and the strict
performance of them. Sometimes, indeed, a woman is com-
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pe}]ed by stern necessity, to take other. duties than those of
her home. Often has it been the case that thr owing aside for
o time her necdle she takes the pen instead; this is an addi-
tional responsibility, and God help her to dizcharge her duties
there regardless of the petty sneers of those who having noth-
ing else to do can afford to sneer.  Giod bless the patient wo-
man, whether found at midnight alone by the couch of suffer- .
ing infoncy, or-bending over the tablets, strengthened by the
honest desire to wmn, not fame, but independence.

It is strange what difference there is in women; some have

- no time for aught else but the striet discharge of duties con-

nected entirely with their own households; they lose sight of
others suffering around them. This particular class dwindles
into nonentity, aud imperceptibly to themselves become very
slaves to the habits that have gotten possession of them to the
exclusion of nobler sentiments.

Other -women think and live only for fashion, They are
miserable if a dress should not fit, but no thought of the pa-
tient, toiling, dress-maker ever crosses their brain. These vain
creatures’ greatest happiness, next to being indisputably in the -
© fashion, is to gaze at -thomselves in the glass, to be forever
trying on their things, and teazing people for their opinions of
them; or listening to fulsome flattery and disgusting compli- -
ments from dependants, who finding them relished with zest,
have always a stock.on hand. Fashions should not be entire-.
ly disregarded, as no lady likes to attract attention to her
dress by appearing singularly attired in a style worn long ago,
but the feeling that would prompt one to a due regard to the
opinions of fr 1ends is entirely different from that experienced
by ladies of fashion, In the first place they do not particu-
larly affect the cognomen of woman ; tha.t even is obsolete,
L and lady is the term now:

Deliver me from those would-be-ladies of faghion that imag-
ine themselves, and all connected with them, the most inferest-
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ing topic of eonversation that can possibly be introduced in a
morning visit, and never are troubled with memory enough to
think they entertained you in the same language at your last
visits to them. Deliver me from that lady of fashion who is
above noticing the children God has given her; who leaves
them to the care of servants, night after night, while she, re-
gardless of aught but self, and the frivolous pleasures of the
season, flies to the ball room, the opera, and every other place
she dares to enter, for gayety. We would not wish to be mis-
understood; no one could condemn any woman for occasionally
leaving home for the purpose of social visiting, but every one
who knows anything of ladies of fashion will understand it is
not once or twice a week, but every night that home is desert-
ed, husbands wishes disregarded, and children left to carcless
servants. : -

Children require the watchful care that none but a mother
can give, and it is too often the case that fashionable mothers
think if money is paid out to teachers, and their children ap-
pear well, they have done their duty, and nothing else is
required of them but an introduction to fashionable society.

Many a neglected child has possessed, naturally, the ele-
ments of happiness, but from ignorance of the world, and a
sensibility which is prematurely blunted, causes an irritability,
a morbid eraving for what is least attainable, a dissatisfaction
with the whole world, that ends in the formation of a character
miserable in itself and making all in its influence so.

A. mother’s watchful eye alone can early detect, and a

-mother’s firmness can eradicate such pernicious principles;
and Grod who gave them the privileges they enjoy in our happy
land, intended they should not shrink from the duties of their
positions.

RICHARD WILBURN,

ALL’'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.

M was Sabbath morning; the family of Mr. Wilburn kad
assembled for morning prayer, and as the first bright
beams of the sunlight fell on the wuplifted head of the
father, as he returned thanks to God for another day of
rest, and besought his mercies for the future, it seemed
a halo of divine inspiration had surrounded the group;

and indeed such a scene is worthy of the description of the
poet, or delineation of the artist. _ : |

Mr. Wilburn’s family consisted of his wife, two damghters,
and four sons ; they were all pious, having been trained fromn
infancy to revere religion. The impressions received from the
precepts and example of parents, who felé the responsibility
that devolved on them, had grown with their growth; and
proven a shield when absent from home and exposed to temp-
tation. Two of the sons had graduated at the University and
returned home. They had professed s change of heart, and
joined the Episcopal church, though their parents were Meth-
odists. There had never been but two churches erected in the
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little town where they resided—one Methodist, the other Bap-
tist. It is the privilege of all, in this free country, to worship
God as 1t seems right to the conscience; and all, even the
slaves of America, enjoy it as mueh as any other people.
Therefore Mr. Wilburn, who was not a bigot but a christian,
wished his children to think and act for themselves in a matter
so important.

The eldest daughter, Emma, had been sent to a Presbyte-

rian school, and here imbibed the notions of that denomina-
tion, whilst Lucy was a Methodist. Although this family
were so divided by their different forms of worshipping God,
they met on the grounds of christianity, and lost sight of the
forms in the amity of religion, the piety of the heart. There
were no hard words or bickerings.

On the Sabbath morning on which our story begins there
was a protracted meeting, held by the Methodists, and the
whole family consented to attend church together. Richard
- Wilburn (the eldest son) knew of the prejudices of many per-

sons in regard to the Episcopalians, and feeling nothing but
~charity and brotherly love towards all, he fook his seat in his

father’s pew, which was fronting the pulpit. Many were the
curious glances directed towards the young man, that absence
from home had rendered almost a stranger, and his apostacy
from the church of the village had been heard of, and pro-
duced a very different effect from what the same intelligence
did on his own family.

Mr, Wilburn had been advised to take his sons from eol- |

lege before they became entirely corrupted, but he determined
‘to leave them with God, and felt no misgivings from their choice
of a church. His own mother had been a pious woman, a
member of the Apostolic church, and he had joined one. He

imagined that having seceded from that would naturally have

‘& child’s respectful feelings towards its mother, and so far he
had no cause to think otherwise. Mr. Sympson, the pastor
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of the Methodist church, was a plous, upright man, who felt
the dignity of his calling as a minister of the gospel; he loved
every body, and as far as possible did good to all. Between
himself and every other denomination, their subsisted charity
and brotherly love. He was conscientious in his preference
for the Methodist church, but he was a free man, and respected
the exercise of freedom in others on all religious and political
subjects, As it was a protracted meeting, ministers from
other cireuits had been invited to attend, and the pulpit was
filled. The church was already nearly filled, and still the
crowd was pouring-in. The Baptist minister and his flock at-
tended, - Finally a hymn was selected and read, and Mr. Wil-
burn asked to raise the tune, which he did—his family imme-
diately joined, and Richard, who had a fine bass voice, was
conspicaous in the congregation. The -hymn coneluded, the
whole church knelt in solemn prayer. A scene of this kind
has always iiﬁpréssed me with awe. Often it is associated
with the appearance of the Hosts in Heaven at the last day,
when every nation, notwithstanding their different beliefs on -
earth, shall be assembled before the Supreme Judge, there to
give an account of the talents entrusted to their care, and of
their power and influence in this world; how they were applied
in charity and brotherly love. The prayer, though long, was
solemn and impressive; leading the mind away from earth to
the contemplation of the saints in heaven. o
The text was taken By Mr. Daniels, who had been invited
to preach-on that oceasion, and Richard was prepared to.listen
attentively, hoping the eloguence of the minister would atone
for the absence of the Litany, and the services of the Episcopal
church; nor was he disappointed in the first part of the ser-
mon. The house was still, and the undivided attention was
sufficient to encourage and inspire a man much less eloguent
than Mr. Daniels. He seemed at once impressed with

the subject he had chosen, but the wind that veers in its
12 '
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course from East to West was not more sudden than the
change in the speaker. He left his glorious subject of redemp-
tion to the world through the blood of the Lamb; he forgot
his sacred calling, and from the time he touched upon doc-
trines he was no longer the dignified speaker, but the madman,
who felt himself privileged to insult his hearers, and protected
by their forbearance and the sacred desk.

Richard could not believe his ears and his sight hiad deceived
him, but he listened still. Mr. Daniels was on the subject of
baptism. As far as his knowledge went he uprooted the be-
lief and doctrines of the Baptist church; he next deliberately
ridiculed the old fashioned Presbyterians, with their Calvinism,
Predestination and Election; but when he got to the Episcopal
.ehurch he could scarcely express his contempt. He jumped
and sneered, gritted his teeth and grinned, desecrated the
sacred volume by beating it with his fists, as if he were angry
—it had dared to lead the apostates he was reviling in the
light of christian charity. “The church,’” he screamed, “The
church of England, with her Apostolic succession and idle
fables, has dared to raise her gothic head in our free country,
with her priests and her robes; and, my friend, my Metho-
‘dist brethren, it is the stumbling block in the way of the chris-
tian; it is the grand scheme of Satan, the enemy of mankind,
‘to confound our belief, pervert our understanding, and finally
to seize our souls for his terrible mansions below.”

Richard could scarcely suppress a smile when the speaker

sat déwn, overpowered by his fanaticism and the unusual ex-

ercise of jumping and stamping in the pulpit. Perhaps the
many meaning glances cast to him from the brothers and
sigters (who looked on him as something worse than an infidel)
also assisted the action of his risibilities; but he had little time
‘to suppress or indulge, for Mr. Sympson atose and said, “let

us pray.”’ Richard remembered whose house he was in and )

knelt, whilst the good pastor (as far as it was possible) seemed
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to try, by his humility, charity and sympathy for all denomi-
nations to dispel from the congregation the impressions of the
latter part of the sermon, whilst he alluded to the former in a
solemn, soul-inspiring strain; alluding to the Lamb who died
for all, until many sobs in the congfegation attested the re-
freshing influence on the hearts of the assembled multitude.
The prayer ended, another hymn was read by Mr. Damels,
and then he made a few remarks about the importance of sa-
ving the soul. = After speaking about twenty minutes, using
the most terrible illustrations to frighten out of their wits, the

"superstitious part of the congregation, he wound up his appeal

to the imagination, not the heart, by asking those on the front

. seats to make way for the mourners, which would kneel at the

front bench, whilst the brethren sang the hymn he had read.
Then he raised the tune in a loud voice, utterly regardless of
tune or melody, and clapping his hands so violently that 1t
seemed chaos had forever usurped the places of veneration,
decorum, or even religion. Several arose, and running for-

~ward through the aisles fell at the altar, displaying not the

contrite heart but the frightened intellect and distorted fancy.
The singing was going'on, the people groaning, the mourners
mghmg, and the minister, at the top of his voice, exhorting all
who wanted to save their souls to come then, and employing
every text in Secripture to threaten, to frighten those who were
not professors, and losing sight entirely of God’s mercies, his

" willingness to forgive, his power to save, and above all that

we should love him entirely, as he first loved us. It is aston-
ishing how ministers can become so overpowered by the un-
bounded excitement of their awn feelings as to forget for one
moment the immense responsibility resting on them, to lead -
the minds and hearts of their hearers aright in the paths of

. religion, instead of trying to make maniacs of those whose
_ merves were not stronf enough to stand the frightful visions of

the imagination, called up with the deliberate cruelty of fanati-
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cism. The services were concluded, and Richard was engaged’

in renewing his acquaintance with some who -would not be
governed by prejudice. Mr. Wilburn was a hospitable man,
- one that loved to see his table well filled, and on an occasion
like this the ministers were invited to his house. Richard

was struck still more by the contrast in the manners of the -

pastor and Mr. Daniels; the latter scarcely assumed the dig-
-nity of a gentleman; and noone, to listen to the strain of
levity, and the light manner of tulking of the Methodist
churches, would think he was a minister any more than he was
the manager of a Theatre, who wag anxious to get the patron-
age of the masses. Heseemed particularly taken with Einma,

who, with horror, he found a Presbyterian, so he devoted the

balunce of his stay in attempting to proselyte her, but to no
purpose—for what she had witnessed so recently only con-
firmed her in the doctrines of a chureh that censured such
malice and inculcated charity. TFinding he could make noth-
ing of Emma, he turned to her father, and very rudely in-
quired, “how he, believing in the Armenian doctrines, could
allow his child to go where he might have been cortain she
would have imbibed the C‘LlVll’lIStic, which were entirely Oppo-
site in every thing but the point of baptism,”

In vain, Mr. Wilburn said, he wished his children to be
happy; and to be so, there were some subjects on which they,
as rational beings, were required to think and act for
themselves,

“Well,” said Mr. Daniels, “do you not think yourself in

the right?” “Do you not think, as a Methodist, you are

happier than you could be in any other church?”

“At the time I joined the Methodist church, Mr. Daniels,
there was no other here that I preferred, nor is there yet, but.
my mother was an Episcopalian, and as 1 attended that church
80 long, and knew so much about it, I always intended to be

confirmed some day, but I came here, where I have lived, and
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joined the Methodists. I do not regret the step, and do not
know that I shall ever become an Kpiscopalian. I find no
fault with the church T am a member of, but wish some who
compose it had a little more charity than T know of.”

Mr. Daniels had no idea he was alluded to in the latter part
of brother Wilburn’s remark, but answered in such ahusive
terms of the Episcopal church that Mr. Sywpson interfered,
and explained that two of the young men present were com-
municants in that church. It is probable tco that he tried
privately to impress on his mind the great evil he was doing

" the church and the causo of christianity generally, by throw-

ing stumbling blocks in their way.

Mr. Daniels very often afterwards preached to Mr. Symp-
gon’s congregation, or rather that part of it that filled Mr.
Wilburns pew; but when Emma knew of his appointments she
generally excused herself, and afterwards married the Baptist
minister who officiated in the village, much to Mr. Daniels
chagrin; who declared that water and ice ought to agree, as
both were composed of the same elements. Many langhed at
the ineffectual attempts at wit the minister chose to indulge in,
to hide his disappointment; and some told him it was the first
time they had ever known so much fire fail to melt ice.

Some time after, the good people of the village were aston-
ished to hear that an Episcopal minister would preach in the
school house the following Sabbath, and through curiosity (as
few of them had ever even seem a Priest of the church of
England) deserted their own minister, and flew to see, to hear,
and to criticise. The young Rector of a neighboring Parish,
at Richard Wilburn's request, consented to preach in the vil-
lage once a month j but there were few to make the responses
from prayer books, except Mr. Wilburn’s family. At the end
of a year the Bishop made his annual visitation, and to the
surprise of many there were nine conﬁrmed mcludmo Mr.
Wilburn, his wife and daughter, and two sons. The friend-
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ship between himself and the good Methodxst pastor;. Mr.
Sympson, continues to this day, and the latter has been heard
. to remark, that when next he had a protracted meeting he
would try and engage ministers to-assist him who had the fear

of God before- their eyes; who perform their dnuties with a -

view to d;rectmg sinners in the way of salvation; who could

preach their own doctrines without condescending to aet the.

part of a tragedlan or commedian in the pulplt by ridiculing
others.

Mr. Bympson, no doubt, attributed the loss of so many of his'

congregation to the effects of this sermon, which all his subse-
quent efforts were not able to dispel from the minds of those
who heard it, and he determined hereafter to countenance no
* minister, Whether Methodist or not, who could stoop from his
exalted calling and inculeate principles entirely opposed to the
democracy of a free and enlightened people.

WOMAN'S TRIUMPH.

N ONSTANCE RA'YAwas a spoiled child of fortune, who
naturally had a good heart, some talent, and many-
qualifications. Had they béen early cultivated or
made to expand as she advanced to womanhood, she
would undoubtedly have been a brilliant woman.

Many & one passes for a commonplace, because having all
they wish, or rather all their wishes anticipated, by an enerva- -
ting prosperity, become nothing but the butterfly of fashion,
whose only aim in life is to sip the dew of adulation as they
lightly flit from flower to flower. They have never been tried
in adversity’s fire; they know nothing of its purifying power,
but bask in the sunshine of life, lwmg only to be petted and
admlred -

Constance Ray was the only daughter of parents immensely
rich. She had one brother, who so far had stood the test of
prosperity; he could not dwindle into the nonentity of fash-
ion, who only thought of his-own pleasures and the fit of his
coat. He had aspirations of a higher kind, and to the horror

~ of bis aristocratic. relations determined to exert them, not to

acquire more wealth, but to exert the talents heaven had given

“him for the benefit of his species. He was studying the law.

He chose that profession so ennobling in its tendency, so hon.
orable to man, and one, too, the nation is ‘depéndent on. I¢
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T akas. o yast ﬁel_& to. exert hls t:ﬂents in, yet he shrank not from
" ihe contest wherein he had many competitors. :

M =Bay had a neice entirely different from his gay daugh-
- ety She was tmud and shrank from ‘contact with the world,
e, 1f an intnitive sensxblhty warned her of its hollow friend-

' shlp and heartlessnees She had married three years before
s B young merchant of B ﬁrm in a nelghborm% city, and the i in-

- fimacy between_.the counsins had never ceased, though Frank
. Ashton’ had warned Ellen not to depend too much on her

'-cousm for. sympathy, when they were so widely different in
every respect. . And she, with as much mdzgnatlon as her
‘ _gentle nature would allow, Warmly $ssured him of thei 1n3us~
tlce of h1s suspieions in regard to Constance.

"It was a busy and, anxious time in the commercial world.
‘Many merchants who had never felt the pressure, now found
3 would be. 1mpess1ble to weather the storm.” Those who had

" t,ﬁe hlghest reputation, and had never been known to be be-
hmd hand in taking up their notes, were now protested, and
- 1one could assist, or rather they would not, for as day after
. day a failure was announced, the brother merchant avoided,
like a pestﬂence, those who had often accommodated him.

For some tire Ellen Ashton had noted the cloud on her

husb&nds brot, and not only curiosity but kinder 1mpulses
_ Prompted her to inquire the cause of his abstraction. He wag
- -gonscious of this solicitude, but hoping something would be
' done ‘e tried to laugh away ber fears, and ﬁnally succeeded

111 ea] i_ng them._, He was now daily confined at his store, but

“no merch:int s wife expects anything else, as they are all'at
es obhged t0 supermtend

'l‘he Hhorning was parmcular}y dehghtful Ellen had just -

PR i had her household duties and had taken down from a num-
= gbeir ‘of 'dearly prized volumes a book, which she intended to

:ﬂgeruse! 'but firsy she looked around to see that everything was

ﬁrranged as she w1shed. She had just commenced ‘reading
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when the door bell rang, and immediately the door was opened
by a servant, and a gentleman shown into the parlor. Ellen:
waited not for a summons from the servant; she already re-
cognizéd the voice of her cousin Walton, #ho had often acted
a brother’s part to the orphan girl, and it was with a light step
she hastened forward to welcome him. After many questions
in regard to Constance and all those she had loved in her old
home, and never could forget in her new, she perceived a more

‘thoughtful expression on her cousin’s face than she remem-

bered as natural, and feeling unusually gay she rallied him
unmercifully on the state of his heart. He was confused, but
so candidly confessed his intention of turning benedict as soon

- as hé commenced - his profession, she perceived that nothing

of that kind disturbed him. It is said that “commg events
cast their shadow before them.” This may be true in many
cases, but in the present one it was not, for Ellen felt tio dread
presentiment to warn her of the future, and had never felt so
blythely happy in her life. Walton Ray had heard the house
Mr. Ashton was in was on the eve of failure, and kike a true
friend he sped to advise or assist the unfortunate. He hoped

" to be in time, but as he reached the city he heard the deed

was already done—the notes of the firm protested. He went
immediately to the store, but learned Mr. Ashton was not in,
He found from Ellen’s manner her husband had not prepared
her for the crisis, and alrcady in his heart blamed him for
not doing s0; hut probably in the same ecircumstances he
might ha.ve zwted in the same way, for all noble minds shrink
from inflicting wounds on those thoy love, and often forget
that woman, who is weak in prosperity, rises superior to the
blasts of adversity, Itis an impetus to her, whilst man,
strong in conscious “power and influence, bends before the
blasts. .

The street door opened, and Ellen knew her hushand’s step,

though it was not as ﬁrm as usual: It was not the hour he .
13
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. generally came home, but she thought not of that, in her ege

- *gefness.to conduct him to her cousin. He passed cn to the.
chamber, and when she stood before him the first glance was
‘enough to satisfy her he was under the influenge of painful
" exeitement; his face was deathly pale, his eycs as though their

brilliance had been quenched with tears, and his hand shook =

as he extended it to her. She was astonished to find him

thué, but . tock the seat-he gave her, whilst she tried to listen

to.what he evidently had to tell her. Men might, in their igno-

rance, laugh at the man who would tremble before his gentle

wife; but those who read this story, at least those who have

tasted the bitterness of ‘adversity, can well understand Mr. -
; Ashton’s feclings when theéy remember the day they®were
- compelled to tell their own wives the history of their reverses.
Tt is not the craven dread of exposure that makes them fear,

nor is it the fear of displeasure; it is the thought that she; whe -

‘throtgh this world had to participate in the changes of life,

- would not be strong enough to bear what had so nearly erushed

him..' How can any person, know another’s strength until it
is tried? .. - )

- Tt is the sympathy of a noble nature that inakes men fear
to be the bearer of sad mtelligence, and it is only when sym-
pathy is acting against the'material courage, they fear. I'm
not speaking of cowardly natures; I know nothing of them
and therefore could not undertake to describe them.

Ellen waited long for her husband to speak ; he was strug-
gling to regain his composure. ~ At last she arose, went to him
and said: Frank,sI see plainly something has distressed you,

- and you dislike to tell me. I can bear any thing but to see

.y'éu‘_disturbed; tell me at once what is the matter. .

‘Ellen,.if I am distressed it is wot for myself; I fear you
" ‘cannot bear what I have to tell you.

I canyindeed T can. Have you heard from ybu‘r mother ? #

) . Any bad hiews from home? Tell me, Frank.

L3
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At the name of hismother the tears that could not flow befors
‘now gushed forth, and Ellen was more frightened than ever,
In the far off home his widowed mother and helpless sisters
dW(‘ElfJ‘, and he }md yearly sent them encugh rﬁoney and ncees-
saries to contribute not only to their comfort, but hé haid com-

- menced the education of his sisters. One of his fondest an

ticipations was to introduce his wife {to those he had so long
wished to see) the ensuing summer. | '
| Frank, exclaimed Ellen, have you no confidencein me ?
[.i?ell me at onice what disturbs you? Cousin Walton is waiting |
in the parlor. - :

- Well, Ellén, T came to tell you I am a ruined man; hence-
forth I am to be sneered at and derided as the broken mer-

.. chant, who foolishly lost his all by speculations he had no

right to risk. J¥ven my honor, no doubt, will be suspected
Oh! Frank, what do you tell me? Your honor -
' ! sus
and by whom ? : Lo | pecfed,
I spoke, Ellen, in the commercial light; my bills were pro-
tested to-day; I could not get money to meet a single «e-
mand, and therefore I meant only in that light ; thank heaven -

- in-every other I am still the same. But I am ruined yall I

il}m;e iill be sold. Tt is the thought of the misery you will
eel that unmans me; the sli : i ) iy ’
fosl was upmans me; lights that will be given to the
Think not of me, Frank, but try and pay all your creditors.
I can do, I dare say, very well, and you, if you Iose‘ndt'yﬁﬁ;
energy, (a8 s0 many do under distressing circumstances, ) will
certainly be able to get employment, and all will be well ;gaih
Now come, dear Frank, Walton will think we have for;goﬁtel;'
him. - ' | .
Go, Ellen, I will join you soon.
No, no, I shall not leave you; come along Frank.
. IThgy entered the parlor and the young men cordially shook
hands. No one could judge from Elen’s face that she had

'
1
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lateiy heaid that all she possessed would shortly pass into othen
‘hands, but she felt deeply how painful would be the changes
‘that -awaited her. But as the trne woman should, she tried
to hide her mental disquietude; she wished not to add anather
-pang to the unhappiness she knew oppressed her kind and
indulgent husband, - - .

She - commenced a conversation, which as soon as ' she saw,
her husband. felt interested, she withdrew to superintend ‘the
" preparations for dinner, - Never before had every thing around
“ber seemed to be sg valued, as one by one she looked at her
‘household goods, and thought they would soon be taken from
‘her. She counld not allow her mind to dwell on the subject ;

the tears would come with those clinging remembrances. The

shock was sudden’ she had not reflected and calculated, and
~ ghe determined, if possﬂole, for the pr esent to banish all selfish
féeling.

‘Buch resolutions are truly heroic in a woman, and one that
p.cts thus would contmue the same noble forgetfuluess in every
othet sphere.

She ran-rapidly up stairs and peeped in the nursery. thtle
Charlie, her only child, was sound asleep in his crib, uncon-
geious of all in the world, His old nurse, to whom he was
so much attached, was faithfully watching his slumber. Ellen

~ glanced at the child but thought’ littfe of him, when she re- -

" membered that his mammy, who hie loved and who she trusted
with her- greatest treasure, was & portion of Mr. “Ashton’s
pruperty, and he had said every thing was to be sold. She
" burst-into tears and rushed out of the room. She could not
"pow restrgin the torrént that, pent up, oppressed her heart.

~ She heartily wished she could indulge in that relief of a sor-
" rowing heart, ‘But Frank would suspedt something and come
to look for her, so she made another effort to calm her feel-
) mgs, Dbathed her eyes and went down,

She met her eook before 1ca£h1ng t‘ne kitchen. She Wag &
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cross, ill-natured creature, who' ‘was never satisfied if there
was not g disturbance in the kitchen, so had come to complain

of the housemaid and the other servants, and’ forgetting in her -

exciternent all respect for her mistress, said she had rather be
sold than stay' there any longer. This was disagreeable, but
Elen thought perhaps if she knew there was any probability
of her being sold she would think differently. ‘

Walton Ray remained several days; looked.into all the

papers of the firm and did everything he could, but he had .
not the ready money to pay off any debts. His sympathies,

as well as his affections, prompted him to try everything and
let Mr, Ashton resnume his stores.  He said nothing to any

one, byt took the stearnboat for home with many warm impul- ‘

ses and giant r¥olutions to assist his friend.

- Constance Ray was seated in the splendidly furnished par-
lor of - her father’s mansign, She was surrounded with every
luxury that arf, fashion, and .wealth conld invent or procure,
Visiters had just departed, and she was engaged in that puz-
zhng and momentous question, what she should do with her-
self all evenings? when Walten, who had been absent several

“days, entered the room. The meeting was ag cordial between
the brother and sister as if they had been separated a much

lontrer time,
Waltou, especially, was delwhted to meet her alone, khow-
mg her influence with their father., He looked_ upon her asa

“powerful auxiliary in behalf of the great schemes he nourished

for the benefit of Ellen and her husband. Constance, he
knew, had always possessed the warmest affection for Ellen,
and he. prepared to unfold the circumstances of their sudden
reverse, certain of her sympathy and co-operation. When he
concluded he looked at, his sister, surpnsed beyond measure

‘at her sxlence.

‘She at last said, Mr. Ashton should not have ventured his

all in the though_tless manner he did; g0 many failures should

e e
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- - have warned him to be more pmdent at least until this evisis
18 passed. Why, the man has acted foohshly by your ac-
count. I do not pity.him but feel very sorry for his wife.

~.Constance, is it possible you can drgue so cooly when Ellen’s
interest is concerned? Is this your affeetion? .

My affection, brother, has nothing to do with it. If I had

“the power I would do all I could for Ellen, but still should
feel at liberty to think her husband had been wrong in thus
recklessly hazzarding all his property in one 8pecul.1tmn, and
I shall tell her so. _ 4

No, sister, do not. -Ha,fl‘ you but. seen ‘the fortitude, the
patience, with which she bore this unexpected reverse, had
you witnessed the tender sympathy and affection she felt for

~ her husbahd the entire trust and confidence #hich she shows

for him, you would never wish to dispel it by 1nsmua,t1ng‘

anght against Ashton. I never felt so deeply the worth of a

true woman than whilst listening to her ready sophistry that

~ beguiled him for the time, when I knew the ho*htness was
-assumed to hide her own heavy heart.
- What-did you wish to do for Mr, Ashton? asked Constance.
1 -wished fo become the purchaser at sale of the store, house
and servants. I wish to allow Ashton to keep possession, and
as hls debts will be paid I could give him time to repay me.

Fa.ther will never consent to that, it is too romantic to please

ihlm. No one would do as much for Mr. Ashton as that..

. Walton saw . plainly that Constance would never agree to

wha.ﬁ he'proposed, at least she would take no part in it, and
he knew his fathéer too well. to suppose. he would do as much
for Ellen, if Constance did not ask it, as a favor to herself.

“Mr. Ray would not hear of the arrangement. He did not
think: it a-safe mvestment for Walton, and  therefore -set his

face against it; and as his son was dependent on him, his gen-
. erous wishes were overruled by necessity. Hehadsaid nothingto
' ‘Mr. an& Mrs. Ashton to raise their expectatlons, and that was
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" some comf’oxt as he eould ot bear the 1de& of adding to their

misery a disa ppourtment .

Constance Ray, try as she would to do so, could not oblit:
erate from her memory the sweet friend in whom she was sure
to meet.a sympathizing listner in her childish and scliool girl
sorrows ; and when she retired for the .night Ellen’s misfor-
tanes would occupy her thoughts, and even in her slumbe“rs

- that night Ellen’s form was before her. .

But money had hardened her heart; ; in the mo rnmg the

“same ideas resumed their sway,

Meantime Mr. Ashton had done all 2 man could t; save hig
ereditors what justly belong to them, and the time of the sale
was rapidly approaching, and he could *think of no where to
move his family to, and could get no situation for himself, He -

- was by nature energetic, and Ellen had entertained no fears
- for him, but now he was utterly dispirited. Down the street

he met nothing but advice and eondolence. Neither did him
eny good, but from his inability to take either he felt them al- -
most as insults, Promises from friends held him up for a time,
but he soon found those the most ready to make them were not
always willing to carry them into execution. So Mr. Ashton,

to escape the world’s heartlessness, gradually learned to linger

in his quiet home. That home, which a few days would gee
him- driven from, and still'he knew not where to find another, -
Ellen noted the.change in her husband. . She could not speak
to him then.about it, for fear he might misconstrue. her
meamng

~ But what was she todo? She sat.-down to thmk.

‘Frank. was in the nursery. with his boy when Ellen, with.
her bonnet and shawl, looked in. That’s right Frank, said; |
she, please stay with little Charley, I wish io go oui; & whiles. .

‘Where to, Ellen? asked Frank.

To return a visit of Mrs. Wilsons ; that kind old la.dy wﬂl

© never forgive me lf I nen'lect her longer. . So,.good-bye, .
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Frank B}ghed 48 the door closed, and he wondewd if womteil

o 'Were as heartiess as he had found men. But, thought he, no
‘onie could sneer at iy gentle wife.
El!ens choerfiilness; assumed for the time, gradually van:

ished .a8 she slowly descended the staivs, and she alwmost re: -
solved to go back moerd than once. She hesltated-———-wha.t if
Mrs. Wllsbn should choose to be from home? What if she 3

should meet cold glances instead of friendly greéting? But
o thought she, duty calls me to do as ] intend: I have
chosen gnd I will'do all I can, whether it be little or much:
Then choking back her natural pride she pulled her veil down
" 'and walked on as if she felt the necessity of speed to check her
msmg @motions.  ° :
Mrs: Wilson was at home, and did not keep Ellen wa.ltmg
'Iong eriough to look around with envious eyes on the elegant
. fua:mture, even if she would have done so anyhow..

“Mrs. Wilson ‘was a lady of fortune and a widow, with one

* gon and four daughters. She had+aken a fancy-to Ellen; and
the feehng was warmly reciprocated. Ellen had visited there
i oftener ihan at any other place at the South,

- Ellen rose to meet her, undecided how she should speak, but
st Wilson made her feel at home immediately, and no one
cov}d have detected any différence in her- deportment. She -
- tvas one of the few women who could forget a person’s circum-

stanees sometimes; and eould judke of character and worth
| ‘without viewing it through a golden microscope,

‘E.len was almost gay, for a little while.. She had been con-- ’

fined at-home 5o long that she enjoyed the first erx}anczpatlan
. from care like other mortals: She wished a change.. -
. 8he gat an hour, and seemed likely to forget the object of
' her visit, . At ldst she said, Mrs. Wilson I am anxious fo get
some- pupllé in music, and knowing your influence thought
' ‘perhaps jou could assist me, Thanks tomy Uncle Ra.y I
- have xultwated mus:e, and feel gratlﬁed to. teach

L3
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“Tean give you two scholars myself, Mrs. A%hton My

dauﬂhtcr have been, tﬁmg lessons from a German, and yes-

terday he paid his last visit, so it will suit' me emct}y, and you
may depend on wy doing what I carntfor you.

Ellen bad commenced thanking Mrs. Wilson but was 1nte1-

rapted by the door bell,and othei visitors appesred. ' She was.

“acquainted with the ladies, though she imagined they had for-
~gotten her. Their nods of recognition were scarcely percepti-

ble. Mrs. Wilson repeated her name 'to them. They were
determined however it seemed to preserve the same demeanor.
Mrs. Bell looked at her coldly from head to foot, and scem-
ing to consider she had noticed her enough turned quite away
totalk to Mrs. Wilson. Miss Ghrace Bell, her daughter, seemed
fascinated by Ellen’s mild but dignified bearing. She addressed
a few gentences, but sométhi‘ng in mamma’s eye warned her to
make no advances to poor people, 80 Ellen had leisure enough
to listen to the conversation .between T‘\f[xs Wilson and Mrs.
Bell. - :
The fashions were discussed the last new novel criticised or
praised as it merited, then home affairs was the next topic.
Nowis it not provokmw Mrs. Wilson, that Mr. Grabbelstein
will not give any more lessons, and Jemina Jane is just at the
age to forget 'all she lLa s learned. Ulemitina quite cried her
eyes out' when he called to bid us farewell, which, by the way,
we could have dlspensed with in a’countryman, bus Professor
Grabbelstein always had such a distinguished air.
* Mamma will have it heis a baron in disguise, chimed in qus
Grace. - I do not’ care a great deal. ‘Lbout his going myself,
though I took lessons, but} fear before we get another teacher

the little wnls will: forget all about what I\lr (nabbelatem wag .

at such paing ‘to teach them. :

Ellen sat and heard all ; but somethm opr oveﬂted he; Q«ymg a
Word to these people who gecomed ready to cry down American:
*teachers, and she had not reached the clectioneering point yete

14
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-1 have engaged a tea,cher for my httlo girls, said Mrs, Wil-
-‘son, and no doubt when Maria refurns she will take lessons.

 Who did you get? - -

Mrs. Ashton is to teach them.-

" Bless me, do you play? asked Mre. Bell, as her eye rested

on Ellen’s pl#n but neat shawl and dress, then glancing down
at her own elegant silk and costly mantle. .

Yes mam, simply answered Ellen. ‘

Do play for us, asKed Gra,ce, and Eilen seated helself at
" ‘the instrument. : )
‘Not even Mrs. Bell could find fault with her execution.
‘Miss ‘Grace then seated herself and played very sweetly
 several German airs; but Mrs. Wilson, who was areal connoi-
sure of music, could tell the difference in their performance.
However, Mrs. Ashton refurned home, having engaged her
pupils, and the next day she was to call at Mrs. Bell's between
ten and eleven o’clock, to give her first lessons.. Mrs. Wilson’s
da.ughters were to go in the afternoon.’ -

" Where have you been, Ellen? asked I* mnk 1t seems an
age since you went out. '

I am sorry, dear Frank, I left you so long, but you will ex-
cuse it when you hear tHe success of my visit. Ellen then

gave him an aécount of what the sreader . already knows,

. omitting only what she knéw would be disagreeable to him. |

" Prank did not seem overjoyed. Ah! Ellen, said he, I can-

not bear- the idea of your gdin«r about giving -lessons. T am
willing to work f01 you, but that you should have to do so
: unmans me.

Why not, dear Trank, T am strong and there is nothmg now
you can do but wait until the busy season hegms and you will
have youy hands full. Mind, now, I predict that more than
one merchant wﬂl need the services of Frank Ashton.

I hope that wxll come true, for'is wxll k111 me to stay here

WOMAN'S TRIUMPH. - o 110

domg nothing, and you toiling over town gmng musie lessons.
T shall despise a Piano after this.

No you will not, and you will see.

Ellen commenced her lessons the next day The Misses
Bell were not quite ready for her, so she had to wait in the

. mugie room. This was not agreeable, but prudence whispered’

patience.

At Jast two gawky girls of fourteen and sixteen made their
appearance, accompanied by | Mrs Bell; then the latter with-
drew, leaving them to their Tiew teachel Ellen got along -

- well enough that day, they were by no means so stupid as
" their appearance denoted or 8o far advanced as their mother

Liad said.

In the evening Mrs. Wilson’s "daughters came, and Ellen
gave them lessons on her own instrument. In a fortnight she
had eight pupils; and it seemed to her if she could but get

 away from the house beforé the sale, and Frank could get
something to do, she would be quité happy again,

A month afterwards the ominous red ﬂag waved from the
window, and Frank Ashton’s comfortable: home went to the
highest bidder. .

Ellen was still at the house. Al she could keep was moved
into her room, and her other furniture was sold. She did not
inquiré who bought it, knowing well *hat would' do her no
good. A gentleman in town bought the servants, but not be-

ing able to kire them all out, left the cook and nursé for a

time. Ellen had almost weaned Charlie from his nurse, ex-

) pectmg she might be sold off—she was dehghted though to be
" allowed to keep hera little while.

-Ellen, said Frank, do you not think 1t strancre your uncle
and cousin have never written to you ? _
Yes I do, Frank I can’t bear that, and tears rose to her o
eyes. . ; S
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Wa,lton plomised to be. back before this, and he has not
. gome ; no doubt he has forgotten us. - -

No, no, Walton would .never for geb, us now. 1f there is a
‘good heart on earth it is his. '

You always said so of (}onstfmce yot her true character
- appears now. She is like her father and worships gold.
“ Hush, hush, Frank ; don’t Judge her yet—have patience.
Ellen, if T could cret angry with you it would be when you

. say that. - Fave pamence indeed when I havé been Job per-
sonified- for the last two months, waiting for What I ca,nnot

tell, : .
Walton promised to sce if he conld wet me somethmo’ to do,
but he has for cotten us too.

“No more was satd of Oonstance or her father. The next
. thmtr that was heard from them they were on 2 Northern tour,
and Ellen now felt that she was forgotten indeed. -

Several months passed. Ellen, in her task as teacher, had

toundergo many disagreeable: things, but the consciousness of *

right gave her strength to triumph over all. She had as many,

pupils as she could attend to. There was one thing that dis-

tressed her beyond bounds, that was the change in her hus-
* band. He would sit for hours in silence, with the most list-
less .air. - His energy was gone; his belief of all that was

good in human nature was shaken, and he ceased to try to get

employment. - He no*longer dreaded to seo his wife go out

exposed to the sun and rain, He neticed nothing but Charlie, .

and graduslly he secemed to Jose the power to amuse his un-
7 happy father.

- He was changed meed a,nd Ellen saw him becoming moro’

imbedile every day. It was with terror she owned it to her-
gelf, but she thanked God the demon of interaperance had’
never appeared fo have an influence over him. Ellen knew
‘Mz, Bell had a large mercantile establishment down. town, and
- was. oonmdci ed admost a merchmt prm.cc. He had onee been

Y

-
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a clerk in Frank’s father’s store,and she would appeal to. him
without consulting Fr a,nkw—who hugged his pride closel than
ever, sinee his. dlsapnonmnent& bewun. :

Mr. Bell was never at homo the kours his danghters tOOL~
their -lessons, so she called at the store and pr]funed all to
him. He, however, had no necd for his services, and Ellen,
in despair, sat down to write to Walton. . Whilst she was wri-
ting Frank took up a piece of paper and seribbled on it, then
relapsmrr into listlessness he dropped the pamu, and threw

s himself back on the couch.

Ellen finished and sealed the letter, then stooped down and

took up the papers; on one were innumerable figures, on the

other a few verses, which she found very pretty ; and the idea
occurred to her perhaps, after all, he might e destined to

- make his living. by his pen. Then, as she noted his indolent
posture, the idea seemed ridiculous. She said these vorses are -

very pretty, Frank., Are they? Yes, and I am sure you
could write a pretty book—did you ever think of that? Oh

yes, I thought of every thing, but it is no use to think, I shall

never be anything bust the poor devil I am now,

Don’t, Frank, yoa shock me by such f)pocchcs—what on
earth makes you talk so?

~Experience of the world’s heartles %ness, and the decelt and
selfishness of those I loved as friends, has changed my nature.
Ellen, think of me as I was, and forget what I am,

-How can I forget what you are, Frank, when I sce you are
so changed? Why will you allow people’ to have such infly-
ence over you. If you cannot get employment here you can
elsewhere. The world is wide enough, and you must not, for
my sake, give away to your feelings any onwer.

Where can I go? :

To the village your motlier lives in.

T eannot, Ellen. If I cannot help my mother I will at leass
not be a bm den on her.
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‘Forgive me, Frauk, hut that is nonsense. A man of your

- age, scarcely in the prime of manhood, talk about being a bur--

den. Any one would suppose, to hear you talk, you were
dreadfully off with chronic rheumatism, or else your limbs were
 broken. 1 know you can find something to do in Yankeeland

and we will go. Ellen paused, s flush passed over her hus’ .

band’s face-—whether it was pain or anger she could not de-
termine—he rose and left the room.
Constance Ray was at-a ball at Sar atoora, the admired of

‘all admirers, and the gayest and happiest girl present,” Her-

fond father had been trying to make his way to her for some
-time. At last he did so, and whispered there were many new

“arrivals of his -acquaintance. _Just then, a younw lady beauti-

fully and elegantly attired, appeared

Who is it ?- was immediately Wh1spered around It was at .

‘last decided to be Miss Bell, and in tho course of the evening

Constance was introduced; found out all about Ellen; was 7

- shocked to hear she'was giving muisc lessons for a support,
~ and determined to Wnte and beg her not to do so.
'She did not mention that Mrs. Ashton was a cousin of her’s,

imt as&00on as they arrived at home and her beaux took his depar-

ture, Mr. Ray discovered his daughter indulging in a very
- bad humor, which, by the way, was no rare occurrence for this
~overgrown pet. What is the matter, daughter? Dld you not

.~ enjoy yourself to-night? ‘ _
I did at first, father, but, aftcr I was 1nt10duced to MISS

Bell I did not.

“Why, not jealous, I hope, you have no cause to be.

" Oh! no, ot jealous answered the conscious beauty, Con-
stanee Ray has never had cause to be yet, she added proudly

. Well, what is, the matter then ?

Will you believe it father, Ellen Ashton is music teacher to
Miss Bell’s sisters, and Frank ‘Ashton allows her to support
‘him while he docs nothlnn-
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Well Ellen’is right to 1';0115 herself.  Atany mte I gave her
every advantage, and she is compe’cpnt to teach music or any

thing else. What is wr ong in that?

Why, father, T cannot bear the idea of my ¢ own cousin teach—

‘ 1110' those vulgar people. ~

For my part, Constance, I applaud Ellen’s conduct I ex-

~ pected when Ashton failed to reeecive lettors from them ask-

mg my a881stallce, but not a word has reached me, and I ad-
mire their pride.

Indeed, father, you and I think dlﬁ’eiently I didnot dream
they were so destitute as that, but I would much rather Ellen
had written to us for money than to teach, as she is doing.

Ellen is a noble girl, and when we return home write and
ask her to spend the winter with us.

Constance had no idea of doing that, she Would willingly
have helped her poor relationsto have sustained an outward
gentility, even if they suffered mentally. The opinion of the

 world she had great'respect for, but as to the comforts of life

she never gave a thought on that subject:
Ashton’s conduct had been grossly misr epresented and she

" at once resolved to write to Ellen.

But where was Walton this long time? Steadily pursumg '
the study of law, and his sister rarely saw him. e was to
be married -to an heiress as soon as he got his diploma;
and Constance, already weary of the North, commenced her

pr eparatlons to return, which she was pa,rtwula,rly anxious to
do, in time for the commencement in the coliege Walton -

was at.
~ Ellen, in the meantime, toiled onr regardless of self. Little
Charlie had heen sick, and she was often obliged to leave him ﬁ

- to attend to her pupils—then through the hot sun shé tottered

home, woakened by sitting up so much with her sick child—
and at every step some new anxmty erossed her mitd, and she

. wondered how lonw tIus misery. would last ? if God had for-
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gottéﬁ her. Then as she thougut ﬁﬁme was no pr Ospgct for .

a change for the better, her weaker nature would almbstforee
the tears-to her eyes. This was no rare tmnw now for:poor

- Ellen. She was a true woman, and when her str ong aﬁ‘éatﬁ.on

“and-good senso led her to a sacrifice, she could nerve hergelf

for a time to bear it. But she had hoped against hope, and -

she felt a 1cb01hous fu,hnw to the will of God that painedk

deeply pained, her naturally trusting heart. She was: butw’ g

human nature after all; she had been disappointed in those-

she most trusted ; an\{iety had left its impression on her fea- L

‘tures, i her wasted form and feeble step.-

How much misery Constance -could have spared hcr She
had Wealth and her wishes gratified, and was: safed with the
continued ‘round of pleasure. She never Would‘ﬁ]gmfe missed

some of her worldly store, or the influence she might have ox- -

- erted in behalf of Ellen’s husband, in asmstmg liim to"get 4
situation'in which he might have earned an 11idcpendence fm
his feeble wife and helplcss babe. - :

, - The rich have their influence with all ; and with many, money, . %
~. has a power that moral worth and humble merit never can,at:": !
. tain without- assistance. Shall the rich man hesitate-to- help

_the poor-one? Shall he content himself with his own happi-
ness, whilst those who have a claitn wature has gwen them on
him, Waste away from want, when all their energies have been

_exhansted in unavailihg efforts to get ‘employment, when one

word from the rich man might secure to them an independent

"81tuat10n ?  Did God, who made them both, intend the eleven
talents should. be buried, whilst suffenrw was around them ?
Never. And what a terrible thing it will be for the rich man
to know the awful retribution that so surely is desig'ne_d;"for

~him. * God has not forgotten, and never will forget, to whom

he entrusted the most talents. Prosper now, eat, drink and
be merry; but the night cometh to all alike.

Ellen reached home, and after gazing a moment at Charlie -

&
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she fell on hm knees at the bedside and prayed fox strength
to bear on.

Constance wrote to Ellen, but there was nothmg in her re-
proachful way of mentioning Mr. Ashton, and in her quies-
tions of why she did not appeal to her father instead of teach-
ing for a supporf;

If she had Wwished to help Ellen Would nothing content her

_ but the submissive request<—the humbling to beg ?

No, E]Ieu -was not certain if she could have forgotten her

~ mdependence and written her unecle he Would« have assisted

het, ,any sooner, Walton had not forgotten them. Ile suc-
ceeded in getting a situation for Aghton, and Ellen had the
letter containing the, offer in her hand, _and was going down,
stairs to carry it fo her. husband, when a report of a pistol, re-

' verbe‘ratmg ‘through the houﬁe, struck a chill to her heart.

Ellen flew to the parlor dOOl’,‘--—lt was locked, and all was @tﬂl
When the lock was forced; : AShton, the once happy Ashton,
wag eltering in his blood, the.pistol still. clasped in his hand.

Tt séemed as if Providence had given her the strength she had

prayed for to meet what now seemed petty evils, ‘as the great- . -
er one of losing: her husband, came over her.. She stooped to

feel if his heart beat, but her own hand trembled so much she

cpuld not tell, but the blood was flowing in a stream from his
Sldve, With an aching heart she procured some fresh water,
and aucceeded in stopping it; then finding her servant was
not. ag; ]}ome shé caught up a shawl closed the door and 1an

“for a dgqtor.

Frank Ash’mn had given way to- r’espau‘ he would net be -

~ a loafer; to sgve hlmself from the imputation, he had been

content to stay : at. home He had taken it into his head that his
wife’s friends shghted her on his account, and it- seemed 1im-
probable to him any thing would ever oceur for the better.

. He thought if he was out of the way his wife and child would
~fare better. This idea fastened on him, and -every day he

15
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“would find himself planning some new mode of self-destruction.
He grew more morbidly sensitive, and inagined his wife looked
coldly on him.

The doctor came and proceeded to examine his patient, WhO
he said, just had life in him. He probed the wound and smd
he could not find the ball. Another physician was ealled in,
‘and Ellen left the room. | ' '

Her feelings now were more easily imagined than described,
but she felt hard. No tender emotions filled her heart; she
thought indeed of her peculiar situation; but the idea of her
husband’s deliberately seeking to leave her alone in the world
by committing suicide, seemed to harden her, and she fels
nothing for herself, except that she was a deserted, helpless
woman, at the mercy of such circumstances as fate  chose to
weave around her. Her situation was indeed peculiar, and in
tearless sorrow she tried to bear it She tried to tear such
thoughts from her breast. She thlew herself in a chair by
the bedside of her sick boy, but heeded nothing arcund.
Hours might have flown by, ‘still she sat there the picture of
cold despair, whom the world’s sneers could not harm. - At
last she heard voices below, and remembered the fearful cir-

cumstances of the morning. She went down stairs. Dr. B.
met }mr and taking her hand kindly said the ball was extract-
ed, and they hoped his patient was better, he had not spoken

- and scarcely seemed conscious, but such was apt to be the
«¢ase after losing so much blood. Ellen heard with her ears,

- but without understanding; and if she had, she felt so changed

in heart she could not feel as much interested as she had done.
She could not care whether her hushand lived or e'hed

My réaders, this picture is not overdrawn.’ Did you ever

‘feel much love and esteem for any one? Did you trust that

: frlend and feel as much faith in her’ protestations as you in.

your heart was capable? Did you ever invest her with such

‘a’'semblance of the personation of Truth that you eoild not
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doubt her? You felt if you were to do so great holence
would be done to your heart; it would .receive a blow that
would seem to stagnate its hfe blood. Did you ever then in
one moment, When unprepared for it, see that friend undergo
a change that convineed vou of her unworthiness? Were you
not sur pmed to behold a Medusa where you had. worshipped
a Venus? Were you not shocked to find so much deceit, so
much guile in that artful friend, who had awakened you from -
your dream of trusting friendslnp by one act? If you never
knew this you cannot imagine it, and would be cxeunsable for
thinking it an overdrawn picture. You'may never have known
when you began to love, but if you have ever been deceived
once, when. you most trusted, you would know the minute you
ceased to love. o

Ellen Ashton sat that night by her still unconscious hus-
band. The physician was present, and had advised her more
than once to leave the room and take a composing draught.
He promised to sit up if she would retive. Ile noticed her -

‘bewildered glance and feared the shock she had felt that day

might affect her brain, There was far more danger to Aer
heart than brain, for that received a shock indeed; and: she,
try as she did, to do her duty, conld not divest herself of that
cold, bitter feeling. Dr. B. made many kind i inquiries in re-
gard to the state of mind Mr. Ashton was in when he .ad at-
tempted the deed that so nearly deprived him of life. Ellen
told him all; how he had-at first struggled with adversity, and
finally had succombed to circumstances bevond his control,

The doctor (like every other acqumntance of the Ashton’s)
had entertained very different sentiments in regard to his con- -
duct, he thought any man that would be content to let his
wife support -him ought not to be countenanced in society.

. He judged from the surface, without taking the trouble to look

deeper—indeed his profession did not-allow him time to see
about any one’s affairs but his own. Whep,}Ellen’, kowever, told
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. him the sad tale of all their suﬁ"ei*ings, how she had tried to
bear her trials without complaining, and finding that rare
- thing, a sympathizing listener, she laid bear her heart. The

~ doctor was moved, and he promised to do what he could, if her .

"husband ‘ever recovered, to atone for the neglect and coldneas
of the world towards them.

- A good and skillful physmlan always has a powerful influ-

ence in a community. Ileis oftentimes drawn into the midst
of a family in the most intimate manner, and therefore has

m(any" opportunities of doing good besides administering medi---

cine. He can, by a few kind words, turn the tide of pablic
‘opinion from an innocent person, who has been too harshly
‘jndged, or he can instil the subtle poison of suspicion more
, covert]y than any other person; therefore Dr. B. really had
it in his power to be of service to the Ashton’s, and.the influ-
"ence he exerted in their behalf was soon known to Elen.
Gentlemen who had long ceased to visit Frank now called, and
" Ellen was relieved of much watching by their kind attentions
" to her husband. Ladies too came to regard her self-saerifi-
¢ing spirit with 'a.dmiration, and showed their sympathy in
many delicate ways. And several of them, whom she had
‘deemed forgetful even of her existence called to ‘sec the little
boy.” :

- Of com‘se, the music was given up for a tlme, and she feared
she would lose her pupils entirely by 15, but the doctor set all
. that right. - Mr. Ashton had been sick’ 2 week, and good Dr.
B. cautioned Ellen, whenever he was conscious, to take no
notice of the late occurrence, and to.assume a cheerful
countenance. ‘

If her husband had been prost1 ated on a a bed of gickness, -

cavsed by any thing but an attempt to destroy himself; she
could have assumed a gayety, even if that was necessary to
~ promote his recovery, but how eould she now ? o

‘No sign of recognition yet appeared. Once only had Frank -
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anclosod Lis eyes, but no sound escape& his lips,  Charlie was
a great deal better, and often asked for papa, when his mother-
told him he could not sec him, he was sick. Heg said ne more, -
but Ellen fancied he looked melancholy, and the thought of
the selfishness that prompted the husband and father to be

© willing to leave two defenceless beings, unprotected, at the

mercy of the world, to w hose coldness to encounter he preferred
death.

One day Ellen sat by the bed, in he1 chamber with a book
in herhand, but her mind was so pre-occupied she could not get
interested, though the work was written by'her favorite au-
thor, and she remembered with what avidity she, in her happy
days, had looked for any thing new from his pen. There was

" ‘a slight movement on the coverlet that attracted Ellen’s atten-
‘tion; she turned and saw the dark cyes of he husband fixed

on her face; she saw he had recoved his senses sufficiently to
recognise her, but she did not know how to spea,lz to him.  He
attempted to cpuﬂ( but was too weak, and pity for a suffering
being filled her heart; she went to the bed and asked if he
wished for anything. His only reply was water, and as soon
as he drank it he closed his. eyes again, and his wife thought
he slept.  He was far, very far, from sleeping ; his mind was |
busy with the past; he was fully aroused to a sense of his
conduct, so different from Here; no morbid sensitiveness now

-bamshed reason_from her throne, but the image of his tollmg

wife arose up before him, and he reflected what her feelings
must have been, during his sullen fits of despair; -that she had
no companion but himself; .and he realized how entirely un-
worthy he had become, but also felt convinced he had -been
actuated by temporary derangement in many things. For the

~ first time in months he reproached himself, and then from his

heart ascended an Humble prayer to Heaven :
Frank Ashton now daily improved, but often hecame 50 ex-
cited, th® physicians had to reiterate their cotamand of perfect:
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quiet and silence, as a relapse would throw him into as bad &
‘situation as their united skill, and the power of Providence
. had juét' rescued him from. His every f&culty,- 50 long sub-
jugated by imbecile indolence, now scemed surprisingly acute,
and his mind was stretched to its utmost tension as he lay
revolving many plans for the future.  He knew -hls wife’s dis-
position well; he had always considered her amiable, and of-
ten congratulated himself on his luck in securing such a trea-
- sure, yet he had never dreamed of the sacrifices she was capa-
-ble of making for him until he saw the test of affection.in the
‘hour of adversity; how ‘beautifully and heroically she had
combatted with that stern teacher; how bravely she had ae-
cepted her por.tibn of earth’s trials none knew better than
himself, and as he noticed her averted eye, and imagined less
gentle feelings filled her heart, he reflected if she was weak
then, he thought.she had borne enough to make her so.
‘Frank Ashton judged his wife’s feelings rightly, and he

hoped she would upbraid him; any thing was preferable to the-

air of constraint she wore in his presence. Very few women
would have been silent, when their hearts were full of wound-
ed fee‘liﬁgs_';' and when Frank found Ellen superior to them in
this respect, he. thought all was over between them, for if
there was no quarrel there could be no reconciliation; he
wished she would appear angry awith him, that would relieve
him of some distress of mind, Ellen understood nursing, and
under her care Frank was soon convalescent. 'The thought
that his wife performed the duties of a nurse mechanically,
-without being prompted by affection, nearly drove him to the
unmanly conduct. of finding fault, but he could not do =o, for
all his wishes were anticipated, but all confidence seemed to
be at an end. Ellen had never reverted to the suicidal at-

tempt of her husband, and seeing the subject always on his -

mind’s he gave him no opportunity to allude to it.
Little Charlie had recovered, and Illen ,f.ﬁshed to resume
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her music. She now received a note from the gentleman who
purchased the house, she was still occupying; it was respect-
ful, but the notice to leave, which it contained, was also posi-
tive. ‘She had no.one to apply to but her friend, the doctor,
who made every attempt to get her a small house, but without
suceess, and she was forced to engage one room at a boarding
house. She soon felt the difference between the bustle of a

"boarding house and' the quiet independence she had enjoyed in

her own home. Mrs, Ashton’s pupils increased ; indeed she
could have gotten more than she could possibly attend to, and
she was getting along very well. Frank seemed so well now
she ventured to show. him Walton’s letter. - She said to him,
one evening after tea, here is a letter from Walton, would you
like to see it Frank? ‘

He extended his hand in silence. After reading it he said,
I see by the date of this letter, Ellen, you have had it some
time. Ah!if I had only known of this kindness many bitter,
painful moments might have been spared us both. Did you -
answer it ? S .

No, I'did not, I received it the day—(she hesitated a mo-
ment and continued) the day you were taken sick.

- Speak out, Ellen, and say at once, (for I have seen it plain-
ly) since the day I lost your respect and affection by acting
like a selfish fool.

Ellen was silent, yet she felt the imploring glance with which
Frank regarded her, as if .he haped she would deny that her
heart was changed towards him. If she had listed only to the
dictates of her kind and gentle heart, its sympathy would have
caused her to forgive and forget, but her woman’s pride whis-
pered how cruelly her feelings had been trampled on, and she
would rather be guided by principle than sympathy now. _

‘Ellen, said Frank at last, I cannot live in this way any lon-

.ger; I cannot bear the coldness of your manner tome, it sends

a chill to my heart; yet you were so attentive to me, antici-
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pating every wish and securing every comfort, there was noth-
ing tangible to reproach you with. I canuot describe my
feelings, Ellen, they are so miserable; but if. you knew all I
suffer your heart, if you had ever loved me, would relent. ~ Will
you never cease to tfreat me 80 °?

You are allowing yourself to become excited ; the physicians
said youhad best be quiet for some time, it may cost you your
fife to talk so much, and this subject had better be avoided
in future.

Avoid this subject? -Good Heavens! has'it come to this?
As to living, Ellen, I do not care to prolong life when my
wife wishes any subject to be avoided between us. I have
loved you as no man ever loved before. I would have toiled
for you cheerfully, but despair drove me to desperation. -1
could not bear to see you, who had been raised in the lap of
luxury, and surrounded by loving friends, forced to eke out a
seanty income by the drudgery of teaching, whilst I was doing
nothing. The Tempter also urged you would be better off if
I was gone; you would be once more beneath the protecting
care of your uncle. I am a miserable man—hy did you not
let me die, rather than restore me for this?
~ TI1let you die, Frank, you forget what you are saying surely.

It was -God who spared your lite, perhaps that you might
repent of your great sin.

1 do repent, Ellen. I was deranged or I never would have
been - guiliy of such a cowardly act. Will you, can you, for-
give me, or will you, like the rest of the world, turn a deaf ear
to the entreaties of a poor man?

Frank Ashton, for shame to talk to me in that way, when
you know that poverty in my husband’s circumstances would

only bind-me closer to him. You should have known me bet-

ter, and if my course since your failure has not convinced you
of the disinterestedness of -my character, a sermon from my
Yips would not do so. If you choose to accuse me of different
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-?en;iment‘s ~from -these I have- always entertained for. you it
is not my fault. - o ‘ e
‘1 -Forgive me, dear Ellen; I am well assured of your - strug-
»glgs and triumph ever pride in many instances, You;‘ eonduct
through your trials has done eredit to the sex, but-I feelI :
‘have lost the place I once- aocupied in .your affeetions and
I never knew-how to-appreciate your love -before. ‘I‘deéé'ﬁe
t.her unh-?’[)piness- in store for me, and if you will only have pa-
ktlenc‘e with ‘me, I shall try in time to submit to the chinge: I ‘
:shall write at once to Mr. Ray, and if the situation he 01.’!';31‘9(1j
15 yet vacant, I will take it immediately, - o
Ellen was pleased to see the good effect of her kind cousin’s
le_tter, but so0 long 2 time had elapsed and 'norepiy had béen
sent to~it;"ahe feared it was lost to Frank; she did nbbthiﬁk
even Wa'ltg'r would wait for un answer so long, but he 'a‘rr#h“ ed
every thing as well as if hie had foreseen all that had b’c‘éﬁfi’d” '
and- there was a fair prospect of a change for the: :bette'i'fiii" |
the"pecupiary circumstances of the Ashton famflyl e
* Mr. Ray had really admired the noble conduct of his high-
mlflded neice, and without the knowledge of 'C'on'stati'r:‘él-“ligéé
written to invite her to pay them a visit.~ She deelined it 'h‘o:v'irﬁ-.-' :

R I

ever, -an‘d soon after received a letter from Constance, th
of which was riot suited to the ‘sensitive pride of hei' o

~and it was not replied to. Walter continued .their £l

frlend, slféx?vipg there was some native nobleness of chiructer
w?};ch' even the possession of wealth could not alloy, or associ-
ation with the world, could not change. =~ . .
| .Mr: ‘Ashton 'e_ntered ‘on his duties as clerk, With-blié;&ét:efa?-
mination of making another start in-life, His énérg‘j";éeéﬁi (’i

- to return’ with the ‘incentives to acquire an indépendence, and

the ho‘j-,?i of earning’a home for his absent wife and child:
meémory of -passed happiness was revivedin his heait;” a5
thought-it he ‘gver,had-' another. ‘fireside of his own- ’
know‘hig to-keep-it. . It scems to ﬁ;l_:ié“’the Lot of huin
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Bever to appreciate justly what belongs to us until we are de-

prived of it, then indeed the heart yearns fo}', and fully values

what has now become unattainable. o

. Mrs. Ashton toiled on in her vocation. Her reward was

success. She had striven with the bitterness that oppresse_d

hér, and partially triumphed over it, yet at times she felt it

when reflecting on the selfishness of the world. Indeed, the
world had treated her badly, and she no longer trusted the

smiles and promises of people as implicitly as she had done,

but-in overcoming her credulity she had acquired a philo‘sophy_
that taught her submission. If a woman wishes to triumph
over adversity or misery of any kind, let her first learn to look.
it f‘gteadily in the face, meet it firmly, and bear it. bravely.
When -she Has this knowledge she can overcome misfortune,
and. sarmount. obstacles that at first appeared unendurable.
One of the Lessons of Life that we all have to learn, sooner or
later, is.to bear. When we reflect who sent our trials, surely
we should tiy-to bear what we cannot avert. -

_ " It.is true there are many heartless people in the world, very -

syQoi;ljants of fashion or.wealth, who might pass our sorrows
~ by without notice, but,they too have their own miseries, and
" while.they are wrapped up in selfish pining there are still kind

‘hearted friends to sympathize, much more than the sufferer is -

aware until some act of noble generosity, shows the injustice
of judging all alike.

.

Ellen felt_the foreé¥of this whenever she compared the char-
actors of Walter and Constance. She was convinced the lat- .
tor-hud. felt no.real affection for her—that in her own happiness

ﬁislfer had forgotten her. She did not envy her, or did she dream

of :ﬂl_eédarrk ‘mantle of despair settling with terrib.e weight on .

this speiled:child, or her heart might have forgotten some of

* . jtg'own sorrows, and she might have invoked at the Mercy seat.

in a portion of the strength which had been given
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Constance Ray had hitherto defied fate; she had imagined
herself superior to the weaknesses of human nature, and had
often boasted she had ‘never loved, and could not love in vain. ;
One night she entered the ball room with the flush of conscious
beauty and power on her brow—she was immediately surround-
ed by the crowd of beaux, who were ever ready to bow in hom-~
age to this peerless queen of beauty. She indeed affected the
majesty of royalty as she looked down on the conterie, so ready
to be enchained; but she also had leisure to observe a spirited
flirtation not far from her, between a young lady of her ac-
quaintance and a stranger. She also marked the glances of
admiration cost towards her by the gentleman, and thought

- she had never beheld a more intelligent countenance, or more

beautiful eyes. Constance liked every thing, and when she
was informed the gentleman in question was not only an Eng-
lisman hut a titled otie, she determined to captivate him, and
she did not hesitate to declare her intention. Someé lady, who
heard her remark, said it was reported he was already engaged.
That makes no difference, answered the proud girl, I have
never failed, and consider myself skilled in the art of beau-
catching. : ' :
But, said another, his lordship is in love with the young
lady, and not easily caught by another. .
I shall' not despair, answered Constance, besides I do not
believe him capable of any such weakness as falling in love, he
has too much mind to think of such nonsense. '
Why, Miss Mary, said a gentleman present, I am astonished

- to hear such an opinion from you. Do you not candidly be-

lieve in the power of love? Do you not really think there is
such a thing as constanecy ? ‘

No, indeed I do not; I think there is affection in the world,
not too deep though to be governed by ambition or pride, but
as to the sentiments the Poets call love, that is the creation of

their own imagination, and soun%s very pretty in poetry or
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noyels. For such commonplace people'as fill the world at pre-
sent, there is too much romance and too little reality.

This reply was overheard by the young Englishman, and he
had too much ambition not to determine to change sentiments
go bravely and cooly expressed. He promised himself to con-
~ viace the proud American there was such a thing as love.. He
was soon after introduced, and Constance was really charmed
with the versatliity of his conversation. From this time Lord
D became & regular visitor at Mr. Ray’s house. The
pride of Constance vamshed ‘before the smiles and soft words
of the stranger, and the effect (which in spite of her gelf ) was.
produced on her heart was such as the reader -has no doubt
anticipated. . Constance was unsought won; she was undoubt-
edly in love, and allowed it to be seen so plainly in her man-
ners, when the object was preseni, that it became a topic that
was often discussed by the fashionables  who had time to ob-
serve such things. Those who had privately envied the belle
now publicly ridiculed her, particularly as it was also kncwn
Lord D had never proposed to her.’

-Strong and impetuous in temper, spoiled and flattered from
infancy, all her whims and wishes gratified, such a denowment
might have been expected. Before she had never seen a
young man whose heart she could not conquer.  Previous suc-
‘cess had emboldened her to declare what she had done so pub-
licly. She had trifled with the most sacred affections of sev-
eral, only to throwthél aside when she became tired of their oft
repeated. vows, Now she had practiced every art, then her
affection actuated her to ca,ptnate the man she loved, yet she
did not even know what impression she had made on him, but
he was certainly not at all broken hear ted. This farce of
which Consgwe was the principal actress, was looked on with

so much interest by the fashionable clique in the city, was
obliged at last to end, and jts termination was entxrely different-

from that. desired and expectcd by the rich and bmutxful Miss
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_Ray. TLord D informed his friends he would shortly

leave the hospitable shores of America, and Constance looked
forward to a farewell visit as If she anticipated an avowal, but
she was disappointed, she received only a note of adien, where-

" inhe expressed his gratitude for her attention and politeness.

to. him, and the assurance of reciprocating it if she visited:
England

When Constance learned he had actually departed, she was
overcome by the first feeling of mortification and slighted af-
fection she hud ever known.  Pride whispered scorn, but her.
heart repelled an ebulition of that kind in its soft emotions—
love was predominant—~and she who had bravely boasted of
her power over others, felt at last her’s was not the only.in-
domitable will; and as she knew how well her disappointment
was understood she was anxious to leave the city, she. wished
a change of some kind to dissipate Imemory—so many hew
emotions were agitating her that her health was actually in.
~ danger. Constance felt only, as a woman can, the need of
~ sympathy, and instinctively her heart turned to the long neg-
lectéd friend of her childhood; she thought of Ellen, and
When she retired for the night she made up her miud to pre-
pare the next day for a speedy journey to the South. -

It was midnight. The superb mansion of Mr. Ray was as
still as though no living soul was beneath its roof. The
watchman’s step could be distinctly heard as it foll upon the
pavement and died away in the distance;s" At last there was a
ring at the ‘door, and the sleepy footman was aroused -suff-
ciently to understand a messenger had arrived in great haste
for his master to go to No. - , the residence of Mr. Ray’s.
former partner, who had been taken suddenly ill. The phy=-
sicians had told him if he wished to arrange any matter to. do'
80 at once, as they apprehended a speedy termination of the
disease; they feared fatally. o T

Mr. Ford (the sick man) had fo¥"some time appear ed mel-

o
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ancholy; his frxends observed it, and feared something serious,
but they were-not prepared for the shock that awaited them;
neither did they dream of the regret he had suffered for one
deed—one false step in his walk throngh life. :

Mr. Ray hurried to the house of his friend, found him
changed by the few hours of illness, his weeping family were
avound him, and he seemed so weak Mr. Ray feared he had
- arrived too late; but Mr. Ford no sooner heard his voice than
he requested all to leave the room, then giving Mr. Ray a
small key requested him to bring him a sealed packet with an

address on it. e then asked his friend if he would promise-

to deliver it with his own hands? Mr. Ray promised to do all
he desired, and he said he hoped at last to be able to do jus-
tice to the owner. Ah! said the dying man, none but God
knows all I have suffered; what agony, what remorse, during
the sleepless nights of a long existence; but, Ray, it was not
at first my fault, only when I found the mistake I did not have
moral courage to retrieve my error—and 1 have felt the full
‘misery of one false step. You will think of me as a hypoerite,
and the world will never know how I came to act as I did.

My name, once so honored, will be branded with infamy, and

my wife and children will suffer for one act pf my life.

Be calm, Ford, I know not. a circumstance of younr life that

would not honorably stand the utmost scrutiny, and I am con-

vinced your motives, no matter for what, were pure. Your :

character is above suspicion.

It bas seemed so,’ Ray, I know, but even you, my fuend
‘will not consider me an honest man when you learn the con-
tents of that packet. I have not long to live, and I wish to
inform you of something else, which I fear you will think in-
'~ excusable. During your absence I thought there was a pros-
pect of making a good speculation; I bought the cargo of the
ship H . In swnmg he notes I wrote Ray and ?Ford

itiea
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thinking it such a good investment I was anxious you should -

have advantage of it.

You muely did not do that, Ford. Why dld your not tell
me sooner 7

Because I hoped to pay for the goods before this, and I
found they did not sell.

When are the notés due? asked Mr. Ray.

In one month from this time, but you need not be a loser by
it, for I have enough to pay for it. I know I did wrong, but
the owners offered bU.Ch rare inducements, and I soon expected
to double the money on them.

- Mr. Ford grew weaker rapidly; his fmmly were called in,
and in a few hours he expired. Mr. Ray left the house with
a much more serious manner and thoughtful countenance than
when he entéred it. e was sorry to lose his friend it was
true, but he also had another cause for uneasiness, he was
very much interested in the store of Mr. Ford, he had large
sums in it although he had refired from business, and he was’
anxious to investigate the state of affairs, as he could not im-

- agine how far his friend had entangled them by his rash and

unaccountable’ carelessness. The morning after Mr. Ray’s
visit Constance came down to breakfast, with a languid step

‘and discontented brow. After the usual morning salutation

she said:
Father T am so tired of the city, do take me to the South.

 Shall I get ready ?

I cannot go yet daughter. Mr. Ford died last night, and
he told me enough to make me uneasy about the money in-
vested in mercantile business.

. Are you not jesting, father? What can you have to do in
a'store? I thought you had retired long ago. .

.80 I have, ostensibly, but J have an interest in the store that

i well worth the trouble of making ; p% effort to save it.

Cannot the clerks see about it ?

ER
2
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< [The clerks, indeed. Constanee, your father has toiled early
and late to obtain this money you enjoy so well, but never yet
has he trusted any one to see about his affairs.  You do not
know what is at stake.

- Father, somehow 1 have thought more of Ellen lately than
I have done since she left us. Had.you not better send her

some money ?
- Why did you never ask that before, Constance ? -

‘T dor’t know, father, I could not think of them as very poor

until we heard that Ellen had turned music teacher. I can-
not bear for her to be obliged to do so when we have 8o much
around us, and concluded if you would send her money it
~would prevent her doing so. ~
Your pride had more to do with the idea I guess than your
affection, and you do not know Ellen if you think yourself able
to bribe. her to forego what duty dictates. However, I heard
they were - getting along better. Ashton has some situation
in-a store. Walter had some romantic notion about assisting
them, but I could not give away as much as he wanted to set
them .up -again, and nothing, else would. content him. Neo
doubt he has accomplished his wishes in this time. Heis a
noble hearted boy.
.Constance felt the sting of conscience as she heard her
brother so spoken of, and remembered how entirely different
she had acted. She replied, sarcastically, if you admired his
generous impulses so‘much, , why did you not cultxvate them in
him, father ?

" -..To tell you the truth, Constance, I expected you would have
nsiﬂ%ted on my advancing the money, but when I found youso
eareless about it I thought myself it was ridiculous in me to
gwe such a sum to Ellen, and allow her husband to do noth-
ing.’- I have heard since, that Ashton has been treated badly,
that he wvas not'so muchgg blame after all.

- Well, father, when can we:leave the city ?-
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In a few days, I hope. I have business at the South, and
if possible shall leave in that time, perhaps the first of next
week.

Constance could not account so well for the change in her
feelings as the reader perhaps, who has patiently followed us

‘to this part of her character. The bells had many acquain-

tances it is true, many dear friends who, when fortune smiled,
smiled too, and were rewarded for their flattery by invitations -
to parties of pleasure at the rich man’s house. There was no
real or intimate friend in all her cirele to whom she could un-
bosom her heart’s secret. Memory carried her back to her
earliest years, when Ellen was indispensable to her happiness.
Now she was sated with the world’s light gayety, and craved
the gentle friendship she feared had been alienated from her
by her falge pride.

Mr. Ray, from the breakfast table, hastened to the store of
Mr. Ford; he found it a scene of dlsma,y and confusion ; the
clerks had just heard of the sudden deccase of the head Uf the
house, who left them the evening before as well, apparenﬂy,
as usual. The street doors were closed but the crowd had as-
sembled in the counting room.

Mr. Ray’s anxiety soon enabled hun to dismiss them, and
assisted by the book-keeper, he looked over the papers that
particularly concerned himself. He was astonished at the
confusion that pervaded every portion, there was nothing clear.
He found he could do nothing until the funeral was over.

* * * * * * * *

Frank Ashton persevered in his good resolutions; he gained
the confidence of his employer, and was getting a good salary
He wrote for his wife and child to come to Charleston. Ellen
however thought it her duty to continue teaching until her
patrons could engage another to fill her place. Two impor—
tant events had happened to our kind friend Walter in the

meantime. He had graduated in law, and married the girl
17
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" of his choice. She was a noble hearted woman, or he never
could have loved her as his wife. She had often heard Wal-
tér speak of his unfortunate cousis. She felt interested in

the touching history he gave her of Kilen's trials, and 2t once

proposed a plan for her relief, it was the same Walter had de-
sired his father’s assistance in, and he immediately acceded to
it, expressing his admiration at his wife’s generous feelings.
She was rich enough to do far more than she proposed; and
both Walter and herself were as eager as children when filled
with the delight of doing good. How their souls expanded,
how happy they ‘made themselves in the pleasure they antici-
pated for others, how their hearts were filled with gratitude
to God for the power'to do good which he had bestowed on
them, the miser can never know. The hard hearted miser
who hugs his gold; regardless of the misery around him, can
never feel the delight of relieving the wants of a fellow crea-
ture. © The rich relation, conscious of his wealth and conse-
guent power, who dares to forget the claims of humanity,
whilst the God who gave him all he has is looking on him and
his suffering creatures, would not believe that happiness could
o easily. The rich man often arrogates wisdom
making and keeping his money. He thinks
every body-else ought to work for and make money too; but
he does not dream, that in proportion to the wealth he pos-
‘gessed, sb it was intended he should bestow, and that he was
an especial object of Providential regard. Let him beware
then or “a camel can go through the eye of a necedle sooner
than he can enter the portals of heaven.”

Walter Ray and his happy bride set about fulﬁlhng then'r

" yesolutions; and they were anxiously awaiting the arrival of
Constance, hoping not for any assistance from her, but they
wighed to make their cousin’s 'happiness motre entire by pre-
genting to her aﬁ'ection%ﬁforgwencss an object of penitential
friendship. * Walter intended taking a bridal tour to the North
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but for Constance’s intention of visiting them; and he looked
forward to the meeting with the pleasure a kind brother ever
feels to see his earliest playmate, or his dearly beloved sister
after a separation. He was indeed anxious to Introduce her
to his bride, who was already prepared to meet and love her
as a sister. No brother was ever more pr ond of a sister than
Walter was of his; he considered her unconquerable in heart,
Her beauty, queen-like manners, and mental superiority, were
all appreciated by him, but he deplored the excess of pride
which he knew was the mainspring to many of her eccen-
tricities, ’

Since the conversation between the brother and sister, about
Mz. Ashton’s failure, he had actually fared she had very little
natural affection for any one but hunself ke thought she
would be won by Clara’s affectionate manners.

Some time after this Frank Ashton received a very unex-
pected letter from Mr. Ray, desiring him to come- at once to
the North, on business of pressing importance to himself. He
was at a loss to understand what he could possibly have to do
in Philadelphia, but the letter informed him it was urgent.
He requested his employer to spare him, wrote to Ellen and
prepared at once to go. ' g

Ellen received his letter with no less astonlshment than he
felt himself, but that evening she came to her solitary home,
in lower spirits than usual; she had many lonely hburs; her
landlady was so eross she avoided her,-and the other boarders
were mostly gay and fashionable. .She imagined they had no
use for the poor music teacher. Her services had been called
into requisition on several occasions when the young pg(')p'le
wished to have a dance after tea. Ellen invariably complied
with their request to play for them, although she was gener-
ally fatigued by her day’s round of engagements. Charlie
was her only solace in her lonely moments; she would listen
to his innocent prattle, and watch his many little attempts to
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amuse her, with a mother’s grateful pride; but he retired
early to bed, and then she was alone with her thoughts. She
felt like a widow, alone in the world; she had enough to brood
over, but trueto her principles, she banished selfish regret and
prayed for strength to triumph over herself. :

It was on one of these lonely evenings she received a note;
tq her joyful surprise it was from Walter. He was in the city

with his wife, and was anxious to see her. Ellen called the

" next day at the hotel. Her impatience to see and thank her

consin for his kindness to her husband was not to be overrnled
7 by any conventional considerations, and she called much ear-
 lier than a striet regard to the rules of etiquette would permit.
Walter and his wife were however ready and delighted to re-
ceive her, and she spent several happy hours in conversation.
Clara Ray proposed to Walter that evening to do what he had

promised in regard to Ellen. If she had been prepossessed.

in her favor before she was a great deal more so after seeing
Yer, and she was surprised at the cheerfulness of o%; who had

been so unfortunate. Her sweet manners were caftulated to-

win any heart.

" A few days after Ellen’s visit her cousins called and request-
ed her to.ride ‘with them. Charlie (poor little fellow) was de-
lighted',r'?ah_d' "Ellen, in watching him, did not remark which

“direction they took until the carriage stopped; she looked
from the'window and beheld her old home, she had never ex-
pected to visit it again. Walter alighted, quite as a matter of
course, and handing out hjs wife turned to assist Ellen. She
drew back and said:

‘T*do not know the people here, Walter, and cannot get out ;

it is one of my weaknesses not to be able to visit old scenes

without appearing silly, therefore you must excuse me.

No, no, Ellen, get out, this time; take my word for it you
know the people well enough. I would not hurt your feelings
for the world, ‘
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* Charlie was already jumping about in great glee at finding
himself no longer confined in the small, close room at.the
boarding house, but in a nice yard. Ellen descended from the -
carriage, and was seized directly in a pair of strong arms.
She recogmzed Sally, the house maid, and felt so glad to see

"~ her, she almost returned the embrace. - Walter led the way into

the house, and it seemed to Ellen either she was ‘dreaming

- then or she had just awakened from an unpleasant dream.

Perhaps some kind fairy, with the touch of her magic wand,
had transported her back to past scenes. The parlor door )
was open, and they entered it; there seemed the same furni-
ture, carpet, and every thmg Just as it was the first day
Walter Ray had visited her.

Ellen looked in wonder, first around her and then at Wal-
ter; but she could not even then understand the mystery ; she
saw Walter smile at his wife, but she expected nothing.

The people here do not seem particularly anxious to see us,
let us look about the house said Walter.

The idea of hunting up people when visiting was ludicrous
enough to make Ellen laugh, but Walter persevered. - He went
up stairs, called out to them to come up, and as Clara arose
with wife-like alacrity to obey, Ellen could do nothlng else but
follow—she stood at her chamber door, which her consin had
thrown open; there too were the countetparts of her furniture,
and toadd to her joy aunt Charlotte (her old nurse) was seated
by the crib, looking as if a day had scarcely passed away
since she saw her there last.  Ellen now actually rubbed her
eyes, to assure herself she was not asleep, and after speaking

-to the faithful old servant, and receiving a hearty shake of the

hand, which convinced her of the reality of what she saw;

she walked gravely up to Walter and ssud Do tell me what
all this means?

1t means, my dear Ellen, that 3 you are in your own home,.,

v
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with your own servants, and that some (and T trust all) of
your bitter trials are at an end.
~How is this, Walter ? - .

That matters not now, dear Ellen, but as we intend to be

your guests for the present do ask us to sit down.

- Did you do this for me, Walter? I sce it all now. But I
cannot -thank you as I ought. It was you who secured the
situation for Frank; you are the cause of his doing so well;
and now you have given me back the dearest spot on earthm—-
my home. :

Do not attempt to thank me, Ellen I know your aﬁ'ection—
ate, grateful heart as well as you do, and in assisting you have
added to my own happiness, besides it was not my doing alone
but Clara also wished to restore what was lost to you, by no
fanlt of yours, but the misfortune of your husband. -

Ellen could only press Clara’s hand, but her eloquent eyes
revea.led the feelings her lips could not express.

“The trunks soon arrived from the boarding house and hotel,
and there is seldom to be seen a happier group than assembled
at the tea table that night—where Ellen, with the gentlé grace
80 natural to her, presided. Charlie was hilarious in his de-
" Iight when he was told he was a¢t his own house. After run-
ning abiout he set up an hour later than usual to have a romp
g Wlth Walter.

o After tea Walter remarked—I have been expecting to
‘hear. you say, if Frank was only here, but not a word of the

-poor-absent fellow has escaped your lips. Is there unything '

to pay betwen'you? .

Nothing at all, but Frank is in Philadelphia, here is a letter
from ,hlm and also one from your father, which Frank enclosed
te me. Icannot imagine what business conld have car ried him
North, but' wosld not be surprised if he does mnot visit his
mother before he returns.. But, Walter, how can I live here,
for Frank has written to me to join him in Charleston?

t
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Suppose he has, Ellen.

Why, of course, you know I must do so.

I do not know any such thing. If he tells you to- go to
Africa, will you go? asked Walter.

That depends on circumstances ; if he were a mlssmna,ry, or
if it were to his interest to go there I would cheerfully accom- -
pany h1m

You are a pattern of a wife, and if Clara, ever gets refrac-
tory (mind, I do not say she is now) I shall give her in your

* charge.

* % * * * * ok
The reader has, no doubt divined that the packet left by-
Mr. Ford was addressed to Mr. Frank Ashton, and as Mr,
Ray had promised to deliver it in person, and could not leave
home, hie wrote to Frank, as we have already seen. .Mr. Ray
wished some assistance himself to set matters right as far as
possible, and knew of no onc more capable of acting for him
than Frank, so he was doubly éompelled to entreat his imme-
diate presence. Frank arrived safely in the Quaker City, and’
after changing his apparel presented himself at Mr. Ray’s,
and was at once ushered into the parlor. He gazed around him

. and sighed as Le contrasted this splendor with the little room

he ima gined Ellen still occupied at the boarding house. = Mr.
Ray came in, and after many kind questions about Ellen and
Charlie, expussed himself much- pleased by the promptness
with which his summons had been answered, and then explain.
ed his business with him, and handed the packet of letters to
him. Frank opened it and an exclamation of surprlse esca.ped
him as he read.

Old Mr. Ashton was at one time a partner of Mr. Ford’s B
they prospered for many years and both became rich; ‘they
however failed and Mr. Ashton was poor, whilst Mr. Ford
kept up above the tide. It was said thie latter had his wife's -

* fortune, which was made over to her. They lived on, and the

v
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world wag no wiser on the subject. - Mr. Ford, in his letters
%0 Frank and his mother said that by a mistake of-his partner
_a-large'sum had gone to Mr. Ford that Ae had found out since
ought to have belonged to them, that he always intended
telling ‘Mr. Askton, but he had invested the money; and
before he could get it in again he died; also, that-it
wag . his intention to restore it but he WIShed to use it,
qn_d finally - could not do so without exposing the part
he had acted. When he heard of the failure of Frank, and
imagined the comparative poverty of his mother, and remem-
bered: how many luxuries lie had enjoyed when they had noth-
ing, remorse seized on him, and that he knew at titnes he had
been insane. He then gave him directions how. to get the
money, and Mr. Ray was the trustee appointed to see it paid.
Frank’s feelings are not to be described, they were so varied—
joy,-sorrow, pity and indignation by turns agitated his breast.
Ashe thought of his mother 8 sorrow and privation his indig-
nation was wrought up to the highest pitch; then quickly he

" would consider that the object of. it had been hurried into -

qtériiity, there to render an accoumt of his-deeds here; then
to be judged for defrauding the widow and orphans. As he

sd'reﬂected,'pity for the wife and orphan children of Mr., Ford

overruled his temper, and he promised to repay good for evil,

and show more mercy to them than their father had ‘shown to

his miother and sisters. ~ :
~With Frank’s assistance Mr. Ray succeeded in extricating

lmnself from some of the difficulties Mr. Ford had gotten him

mto, but-he-still lost some heavy sums.

The inoney which belonged to old Mr. Ashton mcludmg the
mterest amounted to sixty thousand dollars. Frank received
one. half in‘eash and notes for the balance, with security.

He tﬁen found: Mr. Ford was far richer'than Mr. Ray. drea.med
~ of; for.all of-his children were well prov1ded for.
Frank Ashton’s business was concluded in Phﬂadelphm, he

i
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was anxious to see his-wife and chlld butt he could not forego
the opportunity which presented itself to visit the home of his
boyhood and he paid his mother a short visit. -His mother’s
Joy at the unexpected meeting only equaled her sorrow at 80
soon parting from her only son. But he tore himself away,
-with the promise, however, of bringing his wife and child to
pay her a long visit. Often after, the murmured blessmg of
his good old. mother fell on his heart like some bright sunbeam,
to charm away and dispel alike the clouds and storms of life,
Frank had promised to see Constarrce on his return, and was at a
loss to account for the sadness her countenance. now habitus
ally wore. There was little pride in thp,t; step. now; -he had
never admired her character, but he saw she waigios ¥appy,

and, in spite of his knoweldge of her coldness to hirgself . fon-

merly, sympathized with her. She was so anxious to visit the

South, he would have offered to escort her if he had known he °
had a home-to conduet her to. Constance did not wait for an
inyitation, but made her prepar&tioﬁs ; 'and'when he arrived
in Philadelphia, he found her ready to accompany: him, and-he

felt like the gallant Frank Ashton of yore, having under his

protection the beauty and belle of the North.

Constance was still a little wilful and perh&ps selﬁsh for
while takmg advantage of Mr. Ashton’s escort, A% & recourse
from ennui, she chose to forget the bad opinion she had pre-

viously entertained of him. Reader, do you suppose that sixty
‘thousand dollars could have exerciged the power of: metamor-

phosing the idle vagabond into a sunitable travelling companmn
for Miss Constance Ray? Perbaps it did.

-‘When our travellers reached Charleston, Frank stopped at
the most fishionable hotel. The beauty and reputed weal}:.h ,
of Miss Ray created quite a sensation, and Frank speedily
found hims¢lf an object of some importance, on whom-was re-
flected some light from the Northern star. Constance would

not remain in Charleston . any Ionger than was abaolutelv ‘-
18 '
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cessary for Frank to take leave of his Tate employer, which he
did with many expressions of regret on both sides.. Now the
1mpat1ent heart-of the husband and father bounded within him
ag. .each puﬂ' of the steamboat brought him nearer, and nearer,
to, hls fondly loved wife and child. He arrived in Montgom-
.ery, a;nd after’ conductmg Constance to a hotel he jumped into
‘2. hack ‘and drove to the boarding house, where he had left
Elléﬁ. + He thought . now of nothing but to see_her, and . be
ru,shed up-stairs and knocked at the door, he remembered well

enough Ellen had been gone a fow days only ‘when a party -

of young ladies arrived and took possession of. the room she
thad occupied. - They heard the step on the stairs, and sappo-

sing it was the maid who had been sent for water, one of them.

opened the door just as Frank knocked; he was preclpltated
into the rooin exclaiming, my dearest wife, when he. discovered
h Ista,ke. He could not think what had become of EIlen,
o a,nd of ‘course  felt uneasy., He went down, met no seryant,
but ‘rang. the. bell, and enquired of the waiter Where Mrs.
Ashton Was. .

'She ha.lnt here Bir; she went away fouy Weeks ago Wlth a
Za,c'ly and gentleman, but if you W111 set down sir 1 Wlll ax
pnissus. -

Fra.nk reﬂewed no 1nf0rma,twn and left the house puszzled_

how o proceed. He dismissed the hack and was walking
alang, he scarcely knew where, when a familiar voice accosted
him. - On looking up-he saw Dr. B——, in his buggy; he
] er_led towards him and explamed what he was deing there.
Getin Fra,nk said the doctor, I will soon drive you Where
¥ Wléh to go. They stcmrted off at a brisk trot and pulled
up;af Bllen’s house:

. You forgot, doctor, said Frank, this is not the place.

¥ a.ith aint 1t? Get out and see. Look! is that not, 5ﬁﬁe .

l’xt,t . fellow ? - He is trying to get that great dog up by the
collar L
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Yes it ig, said Frank; whose child is it ?

I don’t like dogs much, said the doetor, but why he did not
Iike them we shall never know; for just then Frank was guilty
of a great piece of rudeness, for he liked to have run over the
good old doctor, and “perhaps he might have thought there
was @ dog after him; but Dr. B turned back; taking
Charlie in his arms, and walked lelsurely to the house with him,
Frank was surprised and delighted to find Eilen lookmg so
well.  He thanked Walter until he told him to hush and tell
him about home,

Frank then remembered Constance at the hotel, and aaked
Walter to go for her,

- No, Clara and I will spend the night with her, ‘and we mll
dme with you to-morrow.

-Ellen protested against that - arrangement and said she
would run up and fix a room herself directly, and she should
come there. '

You may as well brmg her Wa]ter, for when Ellen sa,ys
sha.ll it is seldom, but she means 80 in earnest: =~

- Poor, hen—pecked individual, don’t teach that to CIara.lf '
you please, said Walter as he vanished throuvh the door,
accompanied by Dr. B :

Clara hastened to her room to arrange her dress to meet
. her new sister-in-law, and the husband, wife and chlld so long
sepa,rated remained together :

After every encomium had ‘been exhausted in her descrlp-
tion of Walter’s conduct to her, Ellen and her husband were
disoussing the cause of the change in Constance, which: Was 3
subject of much surprise to them, inasmuch as they Were una~
ware of the state of her heart, and did not deem her- eapa.ble
of any sentiment that would have been lasting,

. Now, Ellen, I wish you to tell me candidly if you have
forglven me ? - Tell me if you love me as you did once? -
© Yes, Frank, I conquered the first bitter: ‘proud feehngs I
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&bt had, but it ost mio ‘nany struggtes I do lnve you, and
st you always DOW. - ' o

YBlsad you; my. own dear Ellen; for that sweet assura.nce.

Y’au'jﬁhall never again have ¢ause to think you trusted in vain.

'y frm?@ “this hour to emulate your unselfish character,

, never agaln shall you have 'the trials you ha.ve

ﬁﬁé’ﬁﬂaheﬁ and handed her a. parcel -which her uncle sent her.

¥al very costly presents were contained in it; and one
ﬁd doﬂars. Ellen of course was very much pleaSed ‘but

thmight of past sorrows crossed her mind, present Jays
Walter and Constance now appeared,

rliands met as if ‘B0 estrangement had ever  entered

.- *fThe’subdued expression on Constance’s face was

iafked by all, but the changé of scene and the genial pewex'
Mﬂ@pmess around her seemed to a,waken new emotions in
v heart’s she was drawn from herself, and seemed to enjoy
]f very much in the sweet socwty of E]len and Cla.ra.

The man ﬁho bought it would have failed, and was

to escape 1t by selllng it agam, and as you were zmt

funcier the sun, but do you auppoae I'am. going‘

every thing you have?
crsfr, T'da not, but you will put me to serious ‘inconveni:
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ence if you do. not take this store, for the arrangement on my-
part iz closed, the money is paid, and if you-will take it, pay
me interest and the principle whenever it is convenient.-

. Can you trust me as-much as that, Walter - :

" I can, Frank; and now let.us go to your store. . = .

- Tt really does my heart good to see a man- like you, but ;
can pay you now for the store. You forestalled my mtenbian
to buy it. - T :

Frank then related to his frlend the clrcumstances attendlng
Mr: Ford’s death. - .

The -happiness of this famlly was complete, each member
geemed determined to enjoy the present and let the future
alone. - The reaction in Constanee was over, and the Seeds of

 disease, in her robust -constitution, were speedily developing’; .

perhaps the sudden change from North to -South; with the
anxiety she had suffered, assisted it. Her symptoms increased;,
she had never been ill before, and she became extremely rest-.
less and miserable. .Her- fever ‘was very high, and inher

. méments of wild delirium theseeret of her heart was bresthed
. to sympathising ears. Ellen and Clara never left. the sick:

girl; and she lay completely exhausted, as weak as an infant.
At times. she ‘would rave, and - every scenc she had la.tely

~witnessed was vividly described. Mr. Ray had been sum-

moned by the physicians, and now Constance was perfectly
uneonsclous. For days and weeks the family were in despair,
but God at last restored her to health, a.changed woman, con-
tent to remain away from the world.and its influences. © It is
true Constance still had wealth, and many men would. glazdly
have. aspxred_to her hand in marna,ge. She did.not encourage.
any; her disposition to flirt had passed away forever. In:the
society -of those who had provén-their -friendship for her, by
fnrgwmg and trymg to forget her faults, she was amply .€0me~
pensa.ted for the loss of the heartless gayety, miserable selfish-
ness-and tinsel show of happiness she had .voltmtanly, rolin-
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disished. © Ellen had been mstrumental in leadmg her mind to

iighor ‘anid nobler aims than she ever dreamed of; she had

ht:Her o res’c her hopes of future happmess on the only

o' basis, . It was well indeed- for the motherless. girl that

erﬂshm}owmg of the fafure drove her to take refuge

thé fridndly roof of the only true friend she' had ever

-~ Jilen had repa.ld neglect by kindness, met repen-

alf. way, and in remembering the bright connect-

m Yindks  inv ‘the chain of life, had, with the humtble -spirit

of o éhﬁstmh, forgotten those ca.nkered by fhe rust of neglect
m ambition.

¥ “years passed and C‘onsta.nee called herself an’old

M"’% She lived alternately with Ellen and - Walter. The

nof both: loved aunt Conny, as they fondly called her,

for the" patlence ‘with which she listened to - thel:r chtldl,sh

Spmibwe :

feritlo reader our story is ended " May the moral in it

-vénkk the hearts of all whose patient kindness pronipted them

 fodead of the-trials and final triumph over mlsfortune, of the‘

_Me and endurmg Ellen Ashton.

THE IRISH EMIGRANT

This story” was suggested to the authors imagination by readmg those
beautifal lines, .

w I’m sitting on, the stile, Mary.”

ENNIS O'CONNELL was a stout, industrious young
.man, who won the good will of all who knew him. -,

The old *Squire, whose family had owned the estate

 from time immemorial on which he was born, had often

notlced him, kindly, and éalled him a fine lad. - Per-

haps that was the first word of praise the- ‘poor orphan

boy had ever heard, and it stimulated him to be worthy: of the

"Squire’s good opinion, and produced effects. more beneficial fo

@ disposition like his, than rebuffs and any chastisement. - Degi--

nis, from this time,,made it convenient to meet "Squire Cullen’
often in his rides, and contrived to be useful to him on many

-occasions. At last -he bade Dennis go up to the Hall and he -

would see what could be done for him. 'He took him. into-ser- -
vice -as a groom, and soon found him as trusty a retainer ag

any he: had. There was nothing the lad could mot do;-and

always finding time, besides his own duties, to assist every one

“else, he became a man of some. importance among the tenants;

the yeoman's daughters especially regarded him with pleasant
smiles ; . but for some, time Dennis remuained insensible tothem.

There. was a protty blue-eyed lass, bg} the nanie of Mary Ma-
_hon, who- at last attra,cted and won his beart. ‘Dennis’ hap-
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pened to. pass:the -widow. Mahon's one cold frosty: mormng,
- Mary-wag trying. 0 get her favorite cow, Brown Bess, in the

to milk ;: the lazy - thing did not care to leave her warm

hgm o be m;lked and Mary. was. coazing.her to go in, .whep

- Dennis passed He was bashfal but naturally gallam, and no

,._;Mamy §'tosy cheeks: ‘had somethlng to do in. the matter
Aat@pped t0.1ook at.her, -

% Your cow:seems mlghty hard to ma.nage, th1s cowld morn-
m,g, Miss, let;me help yer.” . s
i % Thank. yer,. gir,” saild Ma,ry, w1th her most graceful com:—
tesy. .. Somehow it took a long time to get. the cow in, and a
‘_longer time than usual for Mary to milk, for Dennis, not con-
tenp. with assisting her.in the first-instance, found some p
4 w.Waiting, as long as- possible, before he retired. .

'rom; this time-our hero was a regular visitorat, the wuiow '8

; hg%q,,:md if there was any thing to do, potatoes to: dlg, fenges
mmend up,: Dennis was convenient to_ do if,-and. the widow
l&@nm}zﬁq Jook for him and miss him when. absent a.]most ag
zuehias did her lovely daughter. The.servants at- the HaJl
potjmagine what had come over Dennis, and whgspered

to:.each. other that thelad “wernt half as useful or smart and

s

' hg}ndy a8 he.was .some time back.” Dennis kept- his own se-

£rety N0t even to M.Lry had he ventured to betray. if; exgept by
' t(hgﬁg;htgtlg marks of affection, , prized and understood where the
affegtion. that- prompted them is reciproested ; so indeed it-was

ju.this, case. . Dennis knew it by .the blushing cheek, the
: gﬁpza@!;}mg eye, and half averted counteuance _bus hecould not

,@ ;ahe' v;r;dow Ma,hon 8 cottage was at thls tlme the nea,test in
- theiyillage.. Its nicely. kept walls and. flowers gave any ope
a@‘éeaw of the taste and refined feelings of its vecupants.. -Jusk

i&e, -oni-the. hilk was a little. farm: hitherto. wsed; by, the

| W;mlon the .estate, - The house was; on: the top of . the, hilt
' ‘anrzpmded by:a.grove whose thxck foliage alloWGMBly . pats
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tial glimpse of the porch, on which clustered, in thick branches,
the ivy, and in the yard were a few shrubs planted by the
steward’s daughter. Dennis hud oftentimes ddmired this place,
and wished he was 2 man that he might rent it; he judged if
he was a -man he could accomplish all his wishes; then he
wished he was rich enough, but this seemed, the older he grew,
something for which he might sigh in vain; and he gradually
grew ccntent and gave up his boyhood’s dr&m The little
vnlla.ge church, with its humble but nicely kept yard, was also

in sight of the widow's house, and ‘lately every Sabbath morn-

ing, Dennis, dressed up in his smartest suit, called to escort
the.old lady and her pretty daughter to church. Ah, happy
times were those. When church was ‘over, the -three. took a
quiet dinner together, en ivened. by-good-humored conversa
tion—then a walk in the green fields and.- meadows mh.ﬂmg
the sweet - fresh air, terminated the day of rest. With reno~
v,a.l;ed hea,rts ‘they commenced each week;- cheerfu.lly.v.thew'
labors were performed, and all learned to look torward to the:
next Sabbath with anticipations of renewed pleasure. They"
were 80 happy as it was, it seemed ‘they caréd not for. any-
ohamge, -and therefore Dennis was content to- be with the girl-
he loved best, as it was, than to engage ber hand without’

knowingwhen' their union’ could be consmmmated. ‘Squire:

Callen always knew what was going on, and finding that Den- -
nis did not speak to.him about his/love aﬂ'.m', and thinking it-

- time he was settled, quietly made his arrangcments to., give-

him a pleasant surprise. - - - - *

“ About this time "Squire Cullen’s son, who lzved in London,
came. on a visit' to Ireland; it was seldom he eame and every
one:dreaded a visit from him. - He.waslike many absentees,

‘ashamed of his Irish home—his plam, good bearted father weg-

too unao,ph:stmated to suit his taste—he did not scruple to say-
the home people were low.and vulgar, and the Irish were only:.
haif:civilized;. he: even ca.med his ndacuiuus weakness sg, far-as
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‘tu_d’eny“ he was born among them. ’Squire Cullen was a man

of sterling sense, and depised affectation above anything else. -

He had been proud of his own son, and deeming him possessed
of -more brilliancy of "infellect than in reality he ha.d,- he was
persuaded to send him to Oxford, Young Cullen was at first
reserved - and” sensitive. - Had bis father pursued a different
course with him, there is no doubt -he might have continued,
not only fond.o® his Irish home, but free from those habits he
had. contracted: during his college life, 3t once enervating and
eontemptzble. " ’Squire Cullen was liberal to a fault; could he
‘then refuse his ows son money when he fondly believed in his
 simplicity he was rapidly. advancing in his tuition? . It was
ouly when the. priest of the village church gently opened his
eyes to.the fact.of his'son’s extravagance, that -the old man
witha- algh turned ‘away. It was arude awakening, at his
time of life, ﬁ-om a dream of the pleasant future he wasg to spend
with :the son_he doated upon by his side to soothe his last
,honrs, to. begmle hig time “with the. learning he imagined he
Ymul,d acquire. - Young. Cullen fell into bad- hands at Ox-
i+ The lordlings and scions of aristocracy heeded not his

long line of ancestry, because they were Irish, and contemp-
tuously meptmned the home of his c]:uldhood until ha gmdtb-'

thmkmg, hey easﬂy led hlm on to vice. ‘He a.lways hacli |

. money, and that wag an open sesame to the first circles, - He
,leftg‘Oxford and in . spite of his father's wishes, too often ex-

regged, he - took, _up-his residence in the great -metropolis of
| Eng a.nd his morals ‘were not improved, and in a little while

the' exotw from- the Emerald. Isle; became so much acoustomed.

to-the -foggy a,tmosphere of the modern Babel, he could not

‘hve out of it. . Thomas Cilllen affected the extreme of London

¢ fhlon 3. he kept his. house in. Portnam Square,. his eurricle
and-blooded horses were praised and coveted by all, his club,
whetein he, Adrawled out - many idle hours, the Opera, . Theatre

v
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and Jockey club, were extensively patronized by him, his ser-
vants liveried and well trained, supperted ‘his consequenee too
well'to do-without them, and money flowed in on his ample

. -coffers as if by magic; few thou@hts did he expend on the

source’ fr&h whenee it came, 80 he had it.. His summers then
were passed at Cheltenham, Bath, Brighton, or at the hospi-

table country seats of those who intended to winter under his

protection, - ‘Sometimes having nothing else to do, he would
run up to Cullen Hall for a few days, to stir up the tenants,
and cheat his simple-hearted father out of more money, and
into the belief that he was a dutiful son, and that the airef-
London was necessary to his existence. Thomas affected the

_ cockney pronunciation, much to his father’s disgust; he was.

gelfish in the extréme and a fop, se there was very little con-
gemahty of feeling between them. ’Squire Cullen loved Ire-
land . with a patriotic a_rdor———so beautiful and touching in-its
strength and endurance-—had tried every - persuagion and in-
ducement to get his son to live "on the paternal estate, but’
without avail, and - he had recently expended. such sums of
meney - that the old man was actually obliged to mortgage-a
portion of land to raise it. He expostulated with him on the

“course he was pursuing, but as usual, with no- other effect than
.an impertinent yawn, and s muttered -ahathema againgt the

dullness of Ireland., It is true, his father might have refusedl
‘him money, but he could not be harsh with his only motlferless
boy. D

-~ Whenever, Tom Gullen pald a visit to the Hall he succeeded
in- carrymg off all the money that could be squeezed out of the
tenants, besides privately persuading the steward to press them -

_ gtill -harder. - He looked over the rent roll and not unﬁ'e-
_ -quently found fault thh hig father for lettmg the la,nd so
, cheap o

~Young ("ullen wag 80 mueh taken W1th Denms he made Hp

' hls ‘mind to-take him home with him for his valet. - He hap-
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joiiell hen to haive- dismissed: the impertinent- one: who had’so
Yong-lorded it overr the household of his indolent master, that
thie:athérservants threatened to leive, so the valet had to gos.

and'in‘Toin Culler’s wind, Dennis was dlready elevated to the:

H’éﬁor"éﬂ”’positioﬁ -of - wajting upon-him;- he did not &eam that
aﬁﬁunsopmstmated Trighman who knew nothing. of “the ‘world;
could-do a.ught. but accompany ‘him wheresoever ‘he led ; and:
a8 London - was the po]ar star-to which he was’ attracted, he
consideréd norpersuasion. was’ necessary, no duty of ahy we:ght
in the scale of -inclination: RS
/+Pennis'had - been-alinost thrown into convulswns, durmg 3
eo,rrversataon between the 'Squire and his soh, and was:ready.
to-lawgh out- whenever he saw him ; he.could ‘scarcely repress
avainile at his foppish appearance, and his funny. talking.

+One day. Dennis was riding a-spirited ‘mare, and young Cal

'}en, aftér:duly admiring his equestrlanshxp, in taking what he:
consadored an’ -awful leap thhout movmg in his saddle, ca.lled
'outs- S | -
‘%Stwop, thir., stwop, I tell you.””

haty ‘
e I want to take you to Lunnun. ' RS

#What, yer honor'? ' asked Denms, mth ‘the greatesb»
s:mplmiky - :

"« I'want to take you to the grea;t clty of Lunnuu th me_

, to be my wallet.”
- in4¥er wallet, yer-honor, Wh&t may that be 2 L
“‘fMy‘ wallet to dwsss m2; you must got weddy at once.”” .
“Gat wedidy,” repeated Dmms “its morried . yer honor-
mianesi-well faix, yer ‘honor, its pls.sed I'd be sure, to- get
morrled any day, at BL” - -
it Yowg don; (e unl rsta.nd me, T-don’$ wmh you'to get ma,n-

 vigdy bt - ;o be” Weddy o - go mt me- to the blg tovm nf.’
Imuhf"‘ B - . w e e

2 Denms pnlled up 1mmed1ately before hlm, a.nd ra.lsed hlsf

| self he took: his hat off respect[’ully and smd
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= Qure, yer honor, I-thought getting- morried- an& wedded,
was.all the same; and as I sa:d before, I-am just as convenient
asa meat axe, I hope the girl 1s, but -she ben’t it London, ab
a}l ” : .
“Why, you wa.scal cawn't. you. thmk of anythmg but get:~
tlng ‘marrieéd?  You shawl go wit me, hand you must- be. weds.

) dy to-morwor.”

- 4Yes; yer honor, I wzll go and ax her this minit,” . .
-Dennis:put spurs to his-horse, and was so overcome with
laughter at the coxcomb, he came near falling off. -
The next morning the young Squire (as the tenants ealled

.hun) left the Hall for his'own home, but ha;‘fmled in persuad- .

ing Dennis - to accompany him.. - He could ot leave old Ires
land, if-it.was boggy and barren; as had been:said of it—he.
could not leave the kind-old-'Squire, and last but not least, he
would not leave Mary. - Goad conduct and worth merit a - re«

- ward; and-the 'Squire was not forgetful of Dennis; the recent.

trial he had been put to, the brilliant offer he had rejected, when:
so imany would have willingly accepted, to see Londoen; was &

proof to 'Squire Cullen that he might indeed frust Dennis, for -

he was not to'be oorrupted The "Squire sent for Denms a.nck
thus addressed him: . : S
. - ‘‘And so, Dennis, you wish to get ma.rned P Lo e
Denms was for a moment surprised, but recollectmg Iuma
b
«J ghould like to, yer honor.” : %
“Then why not,” asked the ’Squzre, F‘do 8o 4t once, I want
to see you settled. SN . F
- %I have never asked the gar] yer honor ; T am too poor o
get.morried ; ; if I'cannot mJ.ke a woman’s condmon better, 37
don’t want to make it worse.”’ S T P
. ¢That is an honest and honorable sent:ment and’ should ‘be
thought of by everyman: .If all were like you there would
not be so many miserable women in the word. Iinfend:tode




] -.-f;e for me to do withott you, I W111 not be so selfish as
. toJ:eep yoir here when you.can do-better.” L

M . #0h; yer honor, don’t send me away; I don’t want to do

_any.better than I am doing here; you are kind to me and 1

_'.Tca,nngt leave you for another master, if he was to offer me a
¢ g‘f;gmg. -Nobody ever thought of takmg me but yer honor;

'Lhope you-are not mad with me.’

- #*Mad. with you, Dennis ! who put that idea in your hea,d‘?
1 don t want to give you up to any one, but to change our po-
"s1t1011§, from master I shall become your landlord .and you my
tenant. Pretty Mary Mahon is a good girl, and. nursed me

Weﬂ through the most pain I ever had. I shall give you the
- cottage on the hill ;. so you can go now and tell Mary.””

- “God bless yer honor‘ exclaimed Dennig, “you make me

the haapplest man in Irela,nd " and he abruptly qultted . Squlre
Gnllen § presence. ,
Was it mgraﬂtude, or any want of respect tha.t induced

,lmn to do.so? IHis heart was almost bursting with its full,

{ ,‘wai'm, gra.teful affection, .and 2 load of anxiety had been hfted
from:his breast—the genexosity” of the "Squire so unexpected

- }w eerf,a,méty of soon marrymg hig long-loved Mary, and the -

_ a,nd;-Dénnls plea,ded in such tender fones, if not courtly, at
:Ieast-worthy of hlS warm, trustmg hea.rt and awakened “a re-

_ taught iumself to. rehnqmsh as an attainment forever
'mposmble to. him, became vacant, and ’Sqmre Cullen told -

' -'Denms at once to fake possessmn - His joy was unbounded
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and he was happily engaged now every day in preparing for
the wedding. In'due time “the ceremony was performed in
the little village church, and Dennis led his smiling bride !
away to her new home.  Of all the crowd of villagers assem-
bled, not one. jealous or envious heart beat in the bosoms of
those who heartily saluted the bride and wished her many long
years of happiness. How sweetly Mary looked in her simple
white dress, smiling through the tears of joy, and gratefully
listening to thema.ny kind wishes of those she-had known from
childhood. N

The widow Mahon ha.d been the kmd nurse of half the par--
ish in seasons of illness; they had often too, wept and sympa-
thized with her in affliction ; she had been called on to mourn
the sudden death of an only son; she had indeed tasted bitter
ness enough t. feel a little: joy now; and as she noticed the
beaming glances of the happy pair, she wished in her heart the-
happiness of the present would last forever; she even, for the
time, forgot past sorrows in the joy. of those she loved. The
widow, at the earnest request of her son-in-law, left her cot to’
share her Mary’s home, and their joy was complete. = Dennis
became quite a farmer; he was noted for having “the finest
pigs, and was' considered the most industrious tenant the
’Squire’had. Mary took delight in house-keeping ; she was
as smart and tidy as she had ever been, and soon became fa-
mous for her nice, yellow butter. Many flowers bloomed in

. her yard, and the pleasure she felt fully compensated her for

the time and attention she expended on them. Gradually

' this happy pair gathered around them some of the elegances’

of life, and their prospects were as  bright as a day of sunshine,’

~ with no-visible cloud in the horizon. ’Squire -Cullen often

called to see his favontes and when he was sick they went to
the Hall and nursed him with such patient affection, that he
never once regretted the generous 1mpulse that prompted hlm
{o-assist them. :
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. How -happy a sensatlon must be created in the heart of a
rlch man when. he assists others, to see their comfort and hap-
+ piness and feel that it was he who conferred it on them ;. how

_pleasant to the generous man alone that secured it. = How .

~much happier is this feeling of self-satisfaction and a,pprova.l
RE % geod aetion,-than that experienced by a rich man in
-'_,thle fulness and - plenty of his stores, when seated at his own
ta.ble, surrounded with so many dishes, his- dainty and pam-
' pered .appetite. knows not what to take first, yet he is fully
aware of the many poor around him who have meager fare,
,agld oftentlmes need the necessaries of life, his heart is incrust-
fed in it8 avarice, frozen by his long continued prosperity. Ah!
,Be dreams 1ot that there is a way to melt him; and the God

tha.t .gave him wealth, power and influence, never intended

];ml to. sneer at those poorer than himself. In conferring
happmess we are happy ourselves; in passing through life
doing no’good, thinking only of our own selfish pleasures, we
| éver secure any permanent happiness for ourselves. . The

'lﬁshima,n wxll grasp at happiness, and when it is almost in
) aeh it vamehes, and, Tantalas like, he is doomed to in-
cessant dlsappomtment No memory of good actions fills up
i;he ‘vacuum n_his mind, no conscious knowledge of havmg
_ a:ppfopnal:ed the talents God gave him, in the right way, pity,
pity is due the \miser, or the selfish rich man, whose infatua-
tion- causes him to throw away life’s happiness for the sake of

tbe monsy bags that contain the almlghtv dollars. He learns
at het how hollow a delusion wealth is without the disposmon .

to apply ﬂ; for the beneﬁt of ‘his species.
mre Cullen’s health had failed, no longer could e mnunt

rite hunter for a steeple chase—no longer the sounds

s dogs, in pursuit of game, was music to his ears; but he
W w extended on_his sick couch, dependeat even for
8 1sement, ‘upon those around him. Old age had chilled
mfany"'of his impulses, but did he regret his kindness to Den-
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nis and Mary ?. Never.- ‘While his son was recklessly si;uan-
dering money in London, regardless of his father’s inereasing
age-and infirmities, these young people devoted themselves to
securing him comfort and peace, the remnant of his’ days. -

- Dennis  tended the Sqmre with the affectionate- sohc:tnde
of a:son, and it was ‘Mary’s gentle hand that smoothed his
pillow. As he had sowed so had he reaped, and often-he
thanked the poaver which had enabled him to do as much good,
and socure for himself  two friends who would remain- by lnm'
even when his own son had deserted.

- The *Squire often thought of providing for Dennis in his

‘will; +he had no idea of leaving him dependent on his son, or

entirely on his own exertions for a support. -He had men-
tioned the subject, but mvanably Dennis evaded it, and turned -
the conversation to more cheerful topics, fearing any trouble
of the mmd would i injure the body. .

~ One mormng ‘Dennis awoke earlier than wsual, and with 3

.trepldatlon he could not account for, hastened to his fmend’

room. “Squire Cullen’s own servant was not yet up. . It Was~
many minttes - before, Dennis' succeeded in opemng the door,

_ but when he entered the chamber, he found his beloved bene-—

factor no more.” 'In'the silence of night, unwatched, the spmt

 of this noble man had passed aw, y- His body was cold, and

he lay like a ch.lld in a'deep sleep. The smile of peace was‘on
his” face, and no corrugated brow testified to any struggle.
Dennis gazed on the countenance of the dead in speechless ‘
horror. It seemed as if the contact of ‘those icy ﬁngers that
had often kmdly closed over those of the orphan boy i in the
waitrith of  high health, had chilled his frame.  But memory
Wag' busy, and Dennis reahzed mdeed that he who had so

, kmdly talked to him only the previous night, had indeed | p&as-

3

ed away forever. As one afier anothef®of "Squire ﬁuﬂen‘;s?

klnd’ actd arose’ before him, he could not control hls emotm ; ,

20 .
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a.ud no child ever wept. with more abandon of grlef than t!ns
grateful son of Erin.

«The attorney of "Squire Cullen took possessmn of the Hall
in' his pon’s. name, sealed up all the effects as_prescribed by
Taw;: ond Dennis remained alone with the body of his master,
like gome faithfal animal, to guard it until his son, for whom
a courier had been dispatched, should arrive.

. ‘Several days passed, yet the young man didenot come, and
at length the attorney gave orders for the funeral. The bell
of the village church tolled forth the loss to the parish of the

"friend of the poor, the munificept master, the kind and lemient
land-lord, The: bod,y was followed to the grave by a-solemn

gasion of tenants, whose smothered sobs and- respectful
gramty testified to the sorrowful a,pprecmtmn of one, the loss

of whom, they should ever feel. The priest, in his long black

robes, prg:elied the coffin to.the vanlt, and ever and anon some
- pussige of scripture fell from his-lips to eateh the attemtion
aiid ‘rivet  the ‘hinds of all who were -assisting at the solemn
. cépemonies, thatiBinere was an awful reality in death, which
m”wntémplauo tof the sad recent-event should brmg home
W-Wery ‘one present :
e kind-hiearted *Squire was mourned by his poor tenants,
1ot 4 the ¥ick are generally; the body was laid in the dust

With many of ‘his ancestors, and the vault was closed. The
villagers sadly a:nd silently dispersed from the church yard,-

bk g#thered i groups’ on their way home, to discuss the

many virtues of their departed friend, and the positions they

dmpzéd_by the sudden decease of their land-lord. Ommous

mdhad 'v?efre the shakes of the head when the heiy’ s na.me was‘

“’6031"’ Sald one, “qorra 4 blt of a home will I'have now,
s ’t:s troth T teil .you £ dark day it was for us ‘whin hé
ﬁreﬂ. Mony a.nd mony 15 "the tune I have been thh the
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'Squ;re in the chase, and kind was he too. Och ma vi)urﬁéen',
a sad day we’ll have now.” ‘ ‘

“ Yes, said another, “whin my Little boy Tommy was sake,
it was the bread and the broth that he brought him,-and Whin
I sorried for that I could not stay atthe house and ‘was-not
able-to bide with kim, the *Squire himself it was who tould me
to go, and whin my pratees needed he kindly sent and:had
“them cared for. - -0ld Ireland has no truer heart tham the one
we have just laid away in the vault.” ‘

Dennis heard these remarks, but with bowed head he pasaed
on to the Hall; his grief was too deep, too fresh were -his
wounds to allow him to speak of.the *Squire’s virtues, and he

“was perhaps the only one who grieved entirely for the frxend

without thinking of the futux;’e

- Human nature is a subject inexhaustible to the mmd of -man
—-the contemplation of it under different circumstances, con-
tinually furnishes new ideas. Many writers have,- no doubt,
considered themselves able to solve all the questions. that arise
a8 t0 the motives that originate action ;- but: exper;ence teach-

“es us daily, that when we can really do s0, we will have'made

a discovery to equal the Philosopher’s stone in .importance. .
To judge by ones self is no criterion for an opinion of human
nature ; for how many different emotions agitate the human
heart. Let. this be as it may, the majority thirk of and ave
governed by their own interest; and in the midst of da.nger or-

_suffering, each one is occup1ed in seeing if he Wln be camd

for.
“When young Cullen at last reached his lonely home' he re-
quested his attorney to make every arrangement as. 8007 28

k poss:ble, as it was his intention to leave forever his home, and

live in London ; there was 1o lmk now to bind him to Ireland,

‘He had none of his father’s patrlotlsm, and the mere ides of

lmng among his fenants, was not to be endured. ..
. The Will was looked for in the. old escritoire that for ma.ny
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long: years had stood in the-old stone Ilbra.ry, attached to the .

conmpany room ;- in place of the Witl however, were some time-’
~ ¢olored . deeds -that bore unmistakable “evidence of the debis

that’had been contracted—these debts had been cancelled by
 thé economy of the father, and to keep his son from the debt~
of’s prisen, -other mortgages had been given. No Will could
beifound, - Leaving no other heir, making no Will, all of the
property reverted to young Cullen, and he had the power to
~ do-with the estate as he chose, except the portions under deed

of -trust. The Stewaltd of the estate took up his residence at
the - Hall, all arrangements were speedily concluded, and

'Squire -Cullen left the home of his ancestors, the land of his

birth, forever.” His last act was dictated by a mean spirit of
" avarice .and selfishness. He informed the tenants he wished

the-time-of their-dues changed, and demanded one half in ad-.
vance.. Those who could do so, paid the money; then he re-

quired.: Atithes. omeall they possessed, which was a species of

taxation, that rendered a tenant on the estate as dependent as.
if he had nothing in the-world. © Murmurs, not loud, but deep,

wereruttered at this unheard of proceeding. For the sake of

. the-woiren :and -children who had the ghelter of homes, it was

considered politic to suppress them. 'The tenants suffered in-

deed for the common necessaries:of life. Fleeced of all their

nibn'éy, ‘with no.considerate friend up at the Hall to help them
1&31ckness, they felt almost too discouraged to go to work;

- they knew the season had been most unfavorable for crops;

a,n& theyhad no time to lose in useless repinings; and with

"'ﬁ.ccord yet with heavy hearts, they went to their daily

""Ni) longer the stout yeoman’s whlstle resounded in’

nelghbor ‘met ne1ghbor and some jest was teld

uwas no jesting now, the shadow had fallen on -their

paﬁhﬁay “and in stern terror they awaited the crash of utter -

!
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want, it seemed impossible to avert. The many pale, sad,
anxious faces of the women, as they looked on those who .
might shortly perish before their eyes, the deep sighs from
their over-burdened hearts, were as mdlcatwe of mlsery as the
despondency of the men. g SRS
: Dennis -and Mary still lived at then- cottage-home, conse-
crated to them by the pure happiness of their guileless Joving .
hearts; they were happy yet, as much so as it was posstble:
for them to be after the recent death of their friend and bene-
factor, but the time for which Dennis rented the cottage was
nearly expired, and he had some misgivings that he would not’
be fortunate in his application for it again. *Tis. sa,id»,»a,nd'

‘truly too, that misfortunes come not singly. About this time

Dennis had his first illness and consequently his erop was be-
hind, but the friends whom he had often helped when a lad,.
did what they could to assist him; the greater partof his.
crops were destroyed. - Dennis. became very serious:after-he.
reeovered ; he felt a sinking of the spirit, that it was ne nse
to struggle with his fate. The beautiful and aifectmnate traits
of character now called into action'in the hosom of his.wife,
taught Dennis to appreciate her disinterestedness, and  his..
faith in her strengthened every day, in the gentle efforts:she-
made to-comfort him. He perceived'the total forgetfulness of
self—he felt he possessed a treasure in her affection ‘that the..
wealth of the world.could neither lessen or increase. Dennis
had little time for melancholy reflections, for the doctors bills
remained to be settled, his rent was due and it became pretty
clear to him, that a part of his fine team must be sold. to . pay
these debts.. He found a purchaser at. once and sold the. cat-
tle.  He was. congratulatzng himself on being fortunate i in

‘ gettmg a good price when he reached home, to find another

m.agony. He could do nothing to relieve it. and- if dled
Dennis was stout hearted, but so many thmgs coming 80 near;

one after another, nearly broke him down, and in despair ke ~ - |
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went-into the house. ' 'Mary, the ever watchful Mary, noticed
ot ‘once that there was something amlss and eagerly asked
'w“hat. )
e QR 1 Ma.ry, T am most like a child, I lose all X have.
“What now, Denms, have you lost ? 7
O sold a part of my team, to keep the bailiff out of the
: h(mﬁo *when T 'came home to-day my favorite ox was sick—
he dled, ahd it seems dark and dreary will my future be.  How
T am to get along I cannot see. What shall T do? what shall
‘ I do?”

“«Ah! darling, said Mary, 'tis a p11:y it'is true that you
should suffer so, but your tithes will be less and you will not
be compelled to sell anythmg to buy corn.’

“Gentle sophistry, springing from a warm disinterested hea,rt
to begtile the strong man in his hour of sorrow. How much
should men appieciate a tender, affectionate wife, in adversity,
one who feels for her hushand, rather than herself, and has
the fortitude to bear or to brave adversity’s fires, so that he

‘wlio first feels the ‘scathing blow, is left to'her. Whatis a-

-inbre’beittifal sight than to see a tender, gentle woman try-
ing'to- protect the - strong arm upon which she Jeans, in trust

and"conﬁdence ? "Dis not really protection she gives, but in
,.bearmg her dwn sorrows and thrusting them not on the already
“overburdened heart of her hushand, she insensibly draws him
 froin-those ‘sorrows by exciting in him a spirit of admiration
“gnd & desire to emulate her example. '

" "Aft'the period we date this story, Ireland presented a pic-
,"ture of idesolation and want ; the long drought shortened the

wrops; and the soil, from never being fed, was like a sterile

{I -Fi g g Povorty and ‘want in their - gauntest forms, visited

fuany families: Mothers with their half starved little ones,

ot where'to: ‘get bread to sustain the life which it was

'oa;'lys-ag'"ony to keep. ‘Oftén-in dividing the meager pittance
whiek chant*y had bestowed; and there was not enough for all;

a

-
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it was the mother who weht without that her offspring might
not suffer; and yet with all this self-denial, she had not the
power to prevent their little frames from suﬁ'enng the keenest
pangs of hunger. Often, with a babe in her arms, who, strove '
with vain efforts to draw sustenance from its starving mother,
she would do the little house work required, content, to work
still for those she loved. So weary was that aching frame 2t
night, that when it was laid on the bed to rest, the gpirit in it
wished for & kind friend to leave her chlldren to, that she
might go to her long home. v

Despair, deep, dark despair, cast its mantle of gloom over
the land, and many deaths occurred from want. As may.
bave been anticipated, the tide of emigration strengthened in
its -current, and all who possessed any means at all, were
ready to leave their native lands for bread. Tt was a terrible ‘
thought that their own fire-sides were no longer resting plages
for those who had never dreamed of leaving them for any newer
onos ;*many of the tenants were born and raised, marmed,, and
f.heu' children first saw the light in ‘their own pa.terna.l homqs,
yet famine was. abroad in the land, and with sad feelings, the -
Trish prepared to seek, what was denied them at home, in g, new.
land. The question arose, where should they go? and hearty
was the, response, America. Yes, America, whose army. were
open to receive the thousands of oppressed and st&rvxng for-
elgners who could get no work in their own countries. . Den-,
nis saw that Mary drooped every day, like a tender flower e3-
posed for the first time to the chilling blast of winter, or the
burning rays of the sun with nothing to restore it. It is true.
Mary had never heen rich, but she had never folt what it was.
to want; her simple 1 wishes were all gratified ;. and if she had,
been rea.red in the la.p of prosperity, she could gsearcely have

‘ ha,d a8 llttlo canse to dread poverty. Now there was a cons
“teast; she often wanted the necessaries of kife. - Dennis did
‘not know of thls 3 she could not pain him by telling him that
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she, his darling, was growing weakéy every day from want of
- food; yet it was so, and became so apparent, that Dennis at
last pexcewed that somethmcr was wmng and he became
uneasy.

One Sunday evening they Walked to the church, that village
church in which they had been so happily united. Sad changes
crowded on their memories, and thoughts too painful for
expression occupied their minds in silence; they once more
stood at the vault of their late friend. Mary knew the
’Squire’s patriotic love for Ireland, and with her own hands
had planted the shamrock and the thistle (the national em-

blems,) to express, humbly though it was, her memory of his -

kindness. With a sigh Mary turned from the vault, and
Dennis said :—

“So many of our people are going to America, darling,
would you like to go?”

¢ Ah! Dennis, I shall never leave Ireland I cannot leave
mother, and she is too old to cross the ocean.”

- «Then, Mary, I shall have to leave you, for I can get noth-
- ing to do here.”

“That is true, Dennis, you wﬂl go and leave me in this
church yard, I feel it, I know it.’

“Ah! Mary, leave you, don’t grieve me so, you make my
heart ache. Leave you! never, never! You are the day-
time of my life! I could not live without you, and your brave
good heart to cheer me on.”

They walked on to the stile, the old trysting place, and
again many fond reminiscences of the past came over them;
. they gazed in cach others faces, as if indeed they were about
to part. It was near night when they reached the house; the
widow Mahon, now 6ld and infirm, had gene to rest. Finding
ghe slept, Mary softly closed the door, and went to see what
could be found for supper; when at last she put the simple
meal before her husband she felt sad, her heart almost choked

illness ; H yet the house was uncomfortable, a.nd it seemed mx-l", o
possxble for any-oné to survive the change.. ‘Poor Mary, she baid
Bunk mto msenmblhty By the kmd assustance of a nexghhor a

,jonly‘, 'lnld, she was nea.rly demented, and’ maved abou
| some: (me ina dream. - Mary was unwnsclous of all: ‘a,ro
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give ber ‘back to ‘them. Dennis took his little babe in his
arms; Wxth the. feehngs of a father who feared, by its posses-
sion, the life of its mother might be sacrificed. From the first

“hour of its bifth, the infant showed symptoms of illness; day
after day all expected it would breathe its last. - It was nowa
‘week: old; and Dennis hoped it would recover. Mary had
‘seemed better, was entirely restored to consciousness, and her
_ hushand, in the fulness of his. heart, seated himself by her to
reiterate his joy at her apparent change for the better. Mary
“listened to the tender affection which breathed from: every
 woid; she understood the weight of anxiety that had been
lifted from his brest; then turning her mild blue eyes on him
she said:—

-« Dennis, I shall not be with you long, but don’t mourn for

‘me, you have one little babe, be father and mother both to it ;
be a kind son, as you have always been tomy poor old mother,
" ‘and bury me darling under the hawthorn tree in the httle
church-yard _

" _Borrow was in that humble cot,—~such sorrow as the poor
can feel who have nothing left to them, when one true heart

which they have trusted and tested has not been found -

wanting. -

"«Ah!” said Dennis, “Jife is a misery to me now; never
“ghall I know what joy is again. The life of my life is gone.
_Ah‘ Mary, darling- Mary, ma vourneen acushla, misery on me

now that thou hast gone.”
In these wild exclamations of the sorrow which almost con-
. sumed him, emanating from a simple, trusting heart, bursting
" -mth its - welght of ac-ony, this devoted hushand exhausted
hxmself o
. How. beautlfully Ma,ry Jooked in death. . She was laid out,

'-I:-‘and gome kind friend who knew her fondness for flowers, had’ "
S l’wreathed her placid brow in a chaplet of roses, fit emblems of .
SR the beauty and decay of hfe, or the casket Whlch has encased
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" a gem of too much brilliance. Sweét was the smile on her lip,

o natural and life-like it seemed every moment she would

~wake up, and Dennis could scarcely be persuaded-to leave her.

His wild sorrow at the time drove him to despair, and he wished
for death. to relieve: him from his misery; then remembermg
the charge of the departed one, the disconsolate father sought
for his child.

The Irish, as a nation, unite many beautiful traits of fcha.r-
acter, beautiful from their very simplicity. Sympathy is a
feeling that like electricity only wants a touch, and it spreads
from one to another with electric quickness and force. The
Trish wake or funeral wasnever omitted ; and intending to carry
out this ancient custom, the mourners met at Mrs. Mahon's.

'Tt is true they had known of Mary’s many virtues;, and had

loved her for her gentle smile and kind heart. But such vio-
lent sorrow as they demonstrated, was not pleasing to Dennis.
He felt for the first time there was something in the custom,
which jarred on his excited feclings. In vainhe expostula.ted
They seemed deterntined to havc a wake, until in pity to
Dennis’ distress, Mr. Oneil, the steward, stepped in and said:

« My friends our distressed neighbor cannot bear the-idea
of a wake, his sorrow is too deep; and although it 13 a custom
to which you have been used to conform, still in this instance N
it is better to be governed by his feclings than your wishes.
He apprematcs your kind intentions, and begs yon will accom-
pany him in silence to the grave of his wife.” :

¢ Sure, and troth yer honor,” said one, “tell him the wake
shall not cost him a red cent; the mourners do not charge hun,

“and it is-myself that will pay for the whasky.”

The wake was reluctantly abandoned, and the funéral could .

no longer be delayed. The little babe had fallen asleepin
the midst of the distress for its mether. It was forgotten.
‘When Dennis went to look for it, as we have said, it was cold

as the mother; yes, dead.. The little ono was - beckoned ‘to_
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heaven by its mother whose short but bitter experience had

taught her too much of life’s sorrows and troubles to be willing '

0, leave it t0 come in contact with them. Dennis felt resigned
to this blow ;. -he had wished to raise the child, but had made
up his mind i it should be taken to be resigned to the decree
of ‘asuperior will and judgment. The little babe was wrapped
in a tiny white shroud and laid on its mother’s breast.
~* Words cannot describe Dennis’ lonely sorrow when he re-
turned from Mary’s grave. Was not his condition pitiable?
‘Homeless; without money or friends, at least efficient ones
friends who could assist him to obtain employment which woul(i
have been doubly welcome to Dennis now; he wished to be
actively engaged in body, hoping to quiet the severe struggles
of his mind. Then Mary’s mother was left with him, and poor
creatare she had sunk into a state of apathy, sorrowful indeed
1o contemplate.

One by one the friends of her childhood were removed from

her; then her parents sunk to rest, leaving their daughter to

-the merciful care of those who had charity enough to protect
her. Her good temper and industrious habits procured her
N ufgiends ;" and as she was very pretty she was recognised as the
. 1—.);6113 of the village. Among the rustic beaux, she married a

+  young sailor, James Mahon, and he sapported her at home, in
~what was considered a genteel way, for several years. At last
- his:ship sailed for a longer cruise than usual. He was gone
-two years. - When he returned his wife and child really needed
asgistance, and it was the sailor's honest industry and _econom})fi

-{so'rare a_jewel in sailors) that once more made them happy

;ar;in‘('i"*.c‘dmforta-ble. James Mahon staid at home some monghs
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hood; this was a sudden stunning blow; she was just recov-

cering from its.effects when Mary. was married. Then came

three years of uninterrupted happiness, when Mary’s death

“oceurred, to end forever her joy on earth, So it is in life, in

the very midst of pleasure and happiness, oftentimes preparing.

is a test of the power to endure, that would thrill to the core
if it could be foretold. We poor mortals repine at troubles

trivial in their nature without considering how many greater

might be sent to prove to us the omnipotence of God.

After a few days of sorrow had passed, Dennis felt it a duty
in him to try and aronse himself from the painful indifference
which he was aware was gradually creeping over him. The
widow, too, needed his care particnlarly, for ever since her
loss she had sat in her chair by the window, her eyes fixed on

the church-yard, whose many simple slabs and monuments

were perceptible in the distance. No one who had, with the
kindest impulses, visited the widow, had succeeded in drawing
her into conversation; her mind seemed to have been en-
tranced, or enveloped in a mantle of thought of despair too
overpowering for the strength of her brain. Dennis would
eoine in and the two sat in silence hours together. Mary’s
low seat, with the cushion she had fancifully wrought in her
happy days, (und which some friend had preserved for her)
reminded them of her; her gown, a present from Dénnis at &
fair they had attended together, hung where it was put when
taken off, and every thing in the room, as little as it was, con-
tinually brought to memory Mary’s form and manner. Dennis,
convinced of the necessity of cxertion, offered himself -to a
small farmer as-an assistant in his daily labor. He was paid

- a small sum, but not enough to supply the few wants of him-

o ---r‘:@fhj‘rleghis‘ ship was undergoing vepair, and preparing for an-
o _‘:;ot:hj"_ej‘:}*_ cruise. This time they parted to meet no more, - In &
few months ‘after her. husband left his native shore Mary”was
o r bom,she riever knew the blessing of a father. The subject

- -of this sketch lost her oldest child, a son, in the priﬁne of ‘man-

solf and the widow. Every evening Dennis passed the village
" chureh, and the wish to rest himself beside the new made grave
was irresistible. The only pleasure he had now, wis to.sit
.there in the quiet twilight and think of her. His mind would

[
'
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become so absorbed in reflection on the past, he would stay for
hours, and when the villagers saw a figure after night walking
- about the church yard, the report that the church was haunted,
‘was the consequence; some said the spirit of the "Squire had
been ealled away so suddenly he had something to settle and
could not rest.
- “ILalways thought it strange the. "Squire did not provide
for Denms, but the rich cares not for the poor except when
_ they want their use, but the ’Squire was so fond of him any
- one in nature would have given the lad a little, and his son
that lords it over us would not have been hurt a bit by it.”
.-*Come now, Barny,” said another, “nara a man, nor a wo-
man, saving her majesty in all Ireland, shall say a harm word
. agin the "Squire, for Dennis tould me it was a fault of his own,
- ng.money was left to him, for whinever the maister spake, a
- -word-of it he himself always said another time. would do as
well; he had rather have nothing, than the maister should worry
abeut it, and that is the troth. The man, continued the exci-
ted Irishman, who says a shame word agin the dead shall get
-,thxs from the living, and he shook his stout hawthorn stick in
“a.mest pugilistic manner. ‘
%It is after fighting, you be,” said Ba.rny, at once a,ssummg

the most convenient atntude for the exercise of his brawney -

arms. *TFaith and be Jasus, come on then—I am ready for

Cooyou”

#Take back what yo“u said "bout the "Squire.”
%I said. nothing “bout the "Squire, God bless his soul, but
-~ the rich folks that keeps us poor tenants under them. Fortu-

s na.tely by this speech a sympathetic chord was reached, which
o ,'vxbr;;ted so powerfully, a response in the Leart of his fellow
_rtenant ‘that his wrath was at once disarmed, and the stick de-
. seended to -the ground instead of on Barney’s shoulders, and

-*shakmg hands heartily the two adjourned to the village inn,
. ,.kand Tlm called for a quart of ale to wash down any hard .
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feehngs they forgot for a time the ghost but w:nlst d1scuss—
1ng the second quart,a little girl ran in-and said the ghosﬁ wag,

. in the church yard; these two valient knights had boasted-of

their superior courage, but like boasters in general, Wheu an
opportunity occurred for displaying their courage, they backed
out from the landlords proposition to proceed to the churely
yard and see what it was that disturbed the peace of the |
village.”’

Whilst Dennis was innocently causing such commotion by
his singular fancy for the church yard, he was revolvingin his
mind, for, perhaps, the thousandth time, some manner of esea-
p