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PREFACE.

We do not expect the world to receive our smiles with
the instant sympathy and trust which we expect for our
tears. A smile may pardonably be thought a caprice.of -
one’s own. = We write, therefore, with: correspondent f
carelessness or digressiveness, upon incidents that, in -
passing, have merely amused ns—quite prepared to find
that they are not so amusing (at second-hand) to others.

It would be startling to the reader, sometimes, to know .

‘how much truth there is in “ fiction.” ‘Things that could

never else be told, are Hidden in story. And every cir-
cumstance of the narrative may be pure invention,

“while the secret is still told—the soul’s thirst for reveal-

ing it, fully satisfied. After i‘eading a novel’ once, for
the story, it is often a charmmg leisure task to go over'j ;

it thoughtfully, agam, picking out the hidden thread of :
,feelmg or expenence, upon which its pearls are. strung‘
" To value or merit in the sketches which follow, the o

author makes no deﬁmte pretensmn. T}ley record under :
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vi _PREFACE.

more or less of disguise, turns 'of event or of chamcter
which have amused him. In re-eompiling his p_as;
writings into volumes, these lighter ones have been laid
| lillframde, and they are now trusted to take their chance by
o themselves, appeahng to whatever indulgence may bein
store, in the reader’s mind, for a working-pen at play. .

Inmwxm, July, 1858,
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FUN JOTTINGS

LARKS IN VACATION,

UHAPTER L

DRIVING STANMOPE PRO TEM.

In the edge of a June evening in the summér_vacation of 1827,

| I was set down by the. coach at the gate of my friend ]':I“QracéftVén,-‘ |  : .

Pelt’s &pz;,.te:nal mansion—a large, “old-fashicned, comfortable"-
Dutch héuse, clinging to the side of one of the most. romantie
dclls on the North river. In the absence of his whole family on
the summer excursion to the falls and lakes (taken by ;Imost
every * well-to-do” ecitizen of the United States), Hp_racé was
emperor of the Iohg-descépded and as progreésively enricheﬂ |
domain of one of the earliest Dutch settlers—a. brief authonty- '
which he exercised more particularly over an extensive stud and
bins number one and two. ° : o
‘The wost was piled with gold castles, breakmg up the honzan -
with their burnished pinnacles and turrete, the fragrant dsmps
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" noss, of the thunder-shower that had ‘followed the heat of noom
wag in the air, and in a low room, whose floor opened out so exactly
upon the shaven sward, that a blind man would not have known

when he passed from the' heavily-piled carpet to the grass, I

found Horace sitting over his olives and claret, having waited
dinner for me till five (long beyond the latest American hour)s
and in deSpair of my arrival, having dined without me, The old
black cook ‘was t00 happy to vary her vocation by getting a
second dinner; and when I had appeased my appetite, and over-
taken my friend in his claret, we sat with the moonlight breaking

_ across a vine ab our feet, and coffee worthy of a filagree cup in
the Bezestien, and debated, ainid a true embarras des richesses,
our plans for the next week’s amusement.

The seven days wore on, merrily at first, but each succeeding
one grdwing less merry than the last. By the fifth eve of my
sojourn, we had exhausted variety. All sorts of headaches and
megrims in the morning, all sorts of birds, beasts, and fishes, for
dinner, all sorts of accidents in 4ll sorts of vehicles, left us on the

seventh day out of sorts altogether. We were two discontented

Rasselases in the Happy Valley. Rejoicing as we were in vaoa-
tion, it would have been a relief to have had a recitation to read
up, or a prayer-bell to mark the time. Two idle sophomores in
I rambling, lonely old mansion, were, we discovered, a very
insufficient dramatis persone for the scene. '

It was Saturday night, A violent clap of thunder had inter-
tupted some daring theory of Van Pelt’s on the rising of cham-
pagne-bubbles, and there we sat, mum and melancholy, two sated
Sybarites, silent an hour by the clock. The mahogany was bare
between us.  Any number of glasses and bottles stood in their
- lees about the table ; the thrice-fished juice of an .olive-dish and
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a solitary eigar m a silver case had been thrust aside in & warm

‘argument, and, in his father's sacred gouﬁ-chalr, buried to the

cyes in his loosened cravat, one leg on the table, and one some-
where in the nelghborhood of my own, sat Van Pelt, the-eidolon

of exhausted amusement, -

“ Phil 1 said he, starting suddenly to an erect posﬂ:xon, “a
thought strikes me!”

I dropped the eclaret-cork, from whlch I was at the moment |
trying to efface the ¢ Margaux” brand, and sat in silent expecta~
tion. I had thought his brains as We]l evapora.ted as the last
bottle of echampagne,

He rested his elbows on the table, and set his chin between hig
two palms. ' :

“ 'l resign tho keys of this mournful old den to the butler, and
we'll go to Saratoga for a week. What say ¢

¢ Jt would be a reprieve from death by inanition,” I answered,
“but, as the rhetorical professor would phrase it, amplify your -
meaning, young gentleman.” o

"« Thus ; To-morrow is Sunday. We will sleep till Monday
morning to purge our brains of these qloﬁdy vapors, and restore
the freshness of our complexions. If a fair day, you shall start -
alone in the stanhope, -and on Monday. mght gleep in elasgic
quarters ab Titus’s in Troy.”

¢ And you,” linterrupted, rather astonished at his arrangement

i

for one. o o |
Horace laid his haﬁd on his pocket with a look of embarrassed
care, '
“T will overtake you with the bay colts in the drosky, but 1
must first go to Albany. The circulating medium—?

¢ I understand.” - A
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We met on Monday morning in the breakfast-room in mutua

spirits. The sun was two hours high, the birds in the trees were
wild with the beauty and elasticity of the day, the dew glistensd
on every bough, and the Whole scene, over river and hill, was &
heaven of natural delight. As we finished our breakfast, the
- light, -spattering of a horse’s feet up the avenue, and the airy
* whirl of quick-following wheels, announced the stanhope. Tt -was
in beautiful order, and what would have been termed on any pavé
in the world a tastefal turn-dut. Light cream-colorad body, black
wheels and shafts, drab lining edged with green, dead-black harness,
light as that on the panthers of Bacchus—it was the last style of

. thing you would have looked for at the ¢ stoup” of a Duteh home- |

stead. And Tempest ! T think I see him now !—his small i inqui-
sitive ears, arched neck, eager eye, and fine, thin nostril—his
dainty feet flung out with the grace of a flaunted riband—his

true and majestic action and his spirited champ of the bit, nib- -

bling at the tight rein with the exciting pull of a hooked trout—

how evenly he drew !—how insensibly the compact stanhope, just

touchmnr his iron-gray tail, bowled along on the road after him !
Horace was behind with the drosky and black boy, and with a

parting nod at the gate, I turned northward, and Tempest took

the road in beautiful style. I'do not remember to have been ever
so elated, 1 was always of the Cyrenaic philosophy that ¢ happi-

uess is motion,”- and the bland vitality of the air had refined my

senses. The delightful JSeel of the reins thrilled me to the
shoulder, . Driving is like any other appetite, dependant for the
delicacy of its enjoyment on the system, and a day’s temperate
abstinence, long sleep, and the glorions perfection of the morping,

,oBd
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had put my nerves ¢ in condition.” I felt the air as 1 rushed

through. ~The power of the horse was added to my consciousness

- of enjoyment, and if you can imagine & centaur with a harness

and stanhope added to his living body, I felt the triple enjoyment
of animal exercise which would then be his. '

It is delightfal driving on the Hudson, The road is very fair
bencath your wheels, the river courses away under the bold shore
with the majesty inseparable from its mighty flood, and the
constant change of outline in its banks, gives you, as you proceed,
a constant varfety of pictures, from the loveliest to the most
sublime. The eagle’s nest above you at one momient, a.sunny
and fertile farm below you at the next—rocks, trees, and water-
falls, wedded and eclustered as, it seems to me, they are nowhere
else done so picturesquely—it is a noble /river, the Hudson!
And every few minutes, while you gaze down upon- the broad
waters spreading from ‘hill to hill like a round lake, a gayly-
painted steamer with her fringed and white awnings and streaming
flag, shoots out as. if from a sudden cleft in the rock, and draws
across it her track of foam. . ' -

Well—I bowled along. Ten oclock brouaht me to a snug
Dutch tavern, where I sponged Tempest’s mouth and nostrils,
lunched, and was stared at by the natives, and continuing my
journey, at one I loosed rein and dashed into the pretty village
of , Tempest. in a foam, and himself and his extempore
master creating a great sensation in a crowd of people, who &tood
in the shade of the verandah of the hotel, ag if that asylum for
the weary traveller had been a shop for the sale of gentlemen in
shirt-sleeves. '

Tempest was taken round to the ¢ barn,” and T ordei'ed rather
an elaborate dinner, designing still to go on some ten miles in the
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cool .of the evening, and having, of ‘dourse, some mortal hours
upon my hands. The eook had probably mever heard of more

than three dishes in her life, but those three were garnished with .

~ all manner of herbs, and sent up in the best china as a warranty
for an unusual bill, and what with coffee, a small glass of new
rum ag an apology for a chasse café, and a nap ina straight-
backed chair, I killed the enemy to my satisfaction till the
shadows of the poplars lengthened across the barnyard.

I was awoke by Tempest, prancing round to the door in un-

diminished spirits ; and as I had begun the day en grand seigueus,

I did not object to the bill,*which considerably exceeded the out-~

side of my calculation, but giving the landlord a twenty-dollar
note received the change unquestioned, doubled the usual fee to
the ostler, and let Tempest off with a bend forward which served
at the same time for a gracious bow to the spectators. So
remarkable a; coxcomb had probably not been seen in the village
since the passing of Cornwallis’s army.

The day was still hot, and as I got into_the open country, I
drew rein and paced qu\ietly up hill and down, picking the road
delicately, and in a humor of thoughtful contentmeit, trying my
skill in keeping the e&ges of the green sod as it leaned in and out
from the walls and ditches. With the long whip I now and then
i:buéhed the wing of a sulphur butterfly hovering over & pool, and

ow-and then I stopped and gatherad a violet from the unsunned
edo'e of the wood. . ©

I had proceeded three or four miles in this way, when I was
overtaken by three stout fellows,'galloll)inga at speed, who rode
past and faced round with a peremptory order to me to stop. A

formidable pitehifork in the hand of each horseman left me no -

slternative. I (made up my mind immediately to be robbed
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.quietly of my own personals, but to show fight, if necessary, for

Tempest and the stanhope..

“Well, gentlemen,” said I, eoaxzing my impatient hcirse, who
had been rather excited by the clattor of hoofs behmd him, ¢ what
is the meaning of this 7’ i

Before I could get an answer, one of the fellows had dlsmount-
ed and given his bridle to another, and coming round to the left
side, he sprang suddenly into the stanhope. I received hini as’
he rose with a well-placed thrust of my heel which sent him back
into the road, and with a chirrup to Tempest I dashed through
the phalanx, and took the road at a top speed. The short lash
once waved found the small ears before me, there was no stopping
in a hurry, and away sped the gallant gray, and fast behind
followed my friendst in their short sleeves, all iz a lathering
gallop. A couple of miles was the work of no time, Tempest
lying his legs to it as if the sta,nhope had been a cobweb at his
heels ; but 'at the end of that distance there came a sharp descent
to a mill-stream, and I just remember an unavoidable milestone
and a jerk over a wall, and the next minute, it seemed to me, I
was in the room where I had dined, with my hands tied, and a
hundred people about me. My cool white waisteoat was matted
with mud, and my left temple was, by the glass opposite me, both
bloody and begrimed. ‘

The opening of my eyes was a signal for a closer gatheriné
around me, and between exhaustion and the close air I was half
suffoeated. I was soon made to understand that I was a prisoner,
and that the three white-frocked highwaymen, as I took them to.
be, were among the spectators. On a polite application to the
landlord, who, I found out, was a justice of the peace as well, I wag
informed that he had made out iy mittimus as a countérfeiter,
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" and that the spurious mote T had passed upon him for my dianer
was safe in his poésession! He pointed at the same time to a
placard newly stuck against the wall, offoring a reward for the
apprehension of a notorious practiser of my supposed craft, to the
description of whose person I answered, to the satisfaction of all
present. |

Quite too indignant to remonstrate, T seated myself in the ehalr
considerately offered me by the waiter, and listening to the whis-
pers of the persons who were still permitted to throng the room,

I discoveréd, what might have struck me before, that the initialy -

on the panel of the stanhope and the haudle of the whip had been
compared with the card pasted in the bottom of my hat, and the

'want of correspondence was taken as decided corroboration. It

was remarked 3lso by a bystander that I was quite too much of
a dash for an honest man, and that he had suspeeﬂed me from
first seeiﬁg me drive into the village! I was sufficiently humbled
by this time to make an inward vow never again to take airs
upon myself if I escaped the county jail. 4

- The justice meanwhile had made out my orders, a,nd a horse
and cart had been provided to take me to the next town. I
‘endeavored to get speech of his worship as I was marched out of
the inn parlor, but the crowd’ pressed close upon my heels and
the dignitary-landlord seemed anxious to rid his house of me. I

had no papersy and no proofs of my character, and assertion went "
for nothmg Besides, I was muddy, and my hat was broken in -

on one side, proofs of villany which -appeal to the eommonesﬁ
understandmg
I begged for a little straw in the bottom of the cart and bad

made myself as comfortable as my two rustic constables thought -

fitting for a culprit, when the vehicle was quickly ordered from
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the door to make way for a carriage coming at a dashing pace up
the road. It was Vag Pelt in his drosky.

Horace was well known on the road, and the stanhope had
already been recognized as his. By this time it was deep in the
twilight, and though he wag mstantly known by the landlord, he:
might be excused for not so readily 1dent1fymg the person of his
friend in the damaged gentleman in the straw. ,

“Ay, ay! I see you don’ know him,” said the landlord, while
Van Pelt surveyed me rather coldly;  on with him', constables !
he would have us believe you knew him, sir! Walk in, Mr. Van
Relt! Ostler, Iook to Mr. Van Pelt’s horses ! Walk in, st 17

“Stop 1”” I cried out in a voice of thunder, seeing that Horace

 really had not Jooked at me. “Van Pelt ! stop, I say 1"

| The driver of the cart seemed more impressed by the eﬁergy
of my cries than my friends the constables, and pulled up his
horse. Some oné in the erowd c¢ried out that I shéuld have &
hearing or he would “ wallup the comitatus,” and the justice,
called back by this expressmn of an opinion from the sovereign |
people, requested his new guest to look at the prisoner.

I'was preparing to haye my hands untied, yet feeling so
indignant at Van Pelt for not having recognized me that I would
not look at him, when, to my surprise, the horse started off once
more, and looking back, I saw my friend patting the neck of his
near horse, evidently not having thought it worth his while to’
take any notice of the justice’s observation. Choking with rage,
I flung myself down upon the straw, and jolted on w1thout farther
remonstrance to the county town. : ‘ ,

I had been incarcerated an hour, when Van Pelt’s voice, 'I
balf angry with the turnkey and half ready to burst into'a laugh, -
resounded outsnde. He had not heard a word spoken by the

4
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officious landlord, till after the cart had been some time gone.

Even then, believing it to be a cock-and-bull story, he had

-'quietly dined, and it was only on going into i-,he,yard to see after
Lis horses that he recognized the debris of his stanhope.
The landlord’s apologies, when we returned to the inm, were
- more amusing to Van Pelt than éonsolatory- to Philip Slingsby.

!
I

CHAPTER II.

[ 4
"BARATOGA SPRINGS,

Ir was -2bout seven o’clock of a hot evening when Van Pelt’s

exhausted horses toiled out from the Pine Forest, and stood, fet .

lock deep in sand, on the brow of the small hill overlooking the
-mushroom village of Saratoga. One or two straggling horsemen
were returning late from their afternoon ride, and looked at us,
as they passed on their fresher hacks, with the curiosity which
dttaches to new-comers in & watering-place ; here and there a
‘genuine invalid, who had come to the waters for life, noP for
pleasure, took advantage of the coolness of the hour and erept
down the footpath to the Spring; and as Horace encouraged his

flagging cattle into a trot to bring up gallantly at the door of ~

“ Congress Hall,” the great bell of that vast caravanserai
resounded through the dusty air, and by the shuffling of a thou-

sand feet, audible as we approached, we knew that the fashion- &

able world of Saratoga were rushing down, en masse, “ to tea.”

Having driven through a sand-cloud - for the preceding three
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hours, and, to say nothing of myself, Van Pelt being 2 man,

_who, in his character as the most considerable beau of the

University, caloulated his first impression, it was not thought
advisable to encounter, uncleansed, the tide of fashion at that
moment streaming through the hall. We drove round to the
side-door, and gained our pJgeon-hcle quarters under cover of the
back-staircase. ’

The bachelors’ wing of Congress Hall iy a long, unsightly,
wooden barrack, divided into chambers six feet hy four, and of
an airiness of partition which enables the occupa.nf} to converse
with his neighbor three rooms off, with the ease of clerks calling
out entries to the leger across the desks of a counting-house.
The clatter of knives and plates came up to our ears in a con-
fused murmur, and Van Pelt having refused to dine at the only
inn upon the route, for some reason bgst known to himself, I
commenced the progress of a long toilet with an appetlte not
rendered patient by the sounds of cheer below.

I had washed the dust out of my eyes and mouth, and over-
come with heat and hunger, I knotted & cool cravat loosely round
my neck, and sat down in the one-chaiy

“ Van Pelt!” I shouted.

% Well, Phil »”

“ Are you dresyed 7

“Dressed ! I am as pingnid as a pate foze gras—greased to the
eyelids in cold cream !” ’ ,

I took up the sizxpenny glas‘s' and looked at my own newly- -
washed physiognomy. From the temples to the chin it was oneé -
unmitigated red—burned to a blister wjth the sun! I had been
obliged to deluge my head like a mop to get out the dust, a.nd, not
naturally remarkable for my good looks, I could, much !wiarse
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than Van Pelt, afford these startling additions to my disadvanta~

ges. Hunger is a subtle excuse-finder, however, and, remem-.

bering there were five hundred people in this foi'midahle crowd,
and all busy with satisfying their hunger, I trusted to escape:
observation, and determined to “go doewn to tea.” With the
just-named number of guests, it will easily be understood why it
is impossible to obtain & meal at Congress Hall out of the stated
time and place.

In a white roundabout, a checked cravat, my hair plastered
over my eyes & la Mawworm, and a face like the sign of the
¢ Rising ‘Sun,” I stopped at Van Pelt’s door.

“ The most hideous figure my eyes ever looked upon !” was his
first consolatory observation. ‘

“ Handsome or hideous,” 1 answered, “T’Il not starve! So
here goes ' for some bread and butter!” and leaving him to his
¢ applianqes,”‘l‘descended to the immense hall which serves the
comers to Saratoga, for dining, dancing and breakfasting, and in
wet weather, between meals, for shuttlecock and prouflena;diug.

Two interminable tables extended down.the hall, filled by all
the beauty and fashion of the United States. Luckily, I thqught,
for me, there aré distinetions in this republic of dissipation, and
the upper end is reserved for those who have servants to turn
down the chairs and stand over them. The end of the tables
nearest the door, consequently, is occupied by those whose

opinion of my appearance is not without appeal, if they trouble-

their heads about it at all, and I may glide in in my white round-

' about (permitted in this sultr} weather), and retrieve exhausted -

nature in obseunty
An empty chair stood between an old gentleman and a very

* plain young lady, and seeing no remembered ifaces opposite, I
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glided to the place, and was soon lost to apprehension in the |
abysm of a cold pie. The table was covered with meats, berries,
bottles of chalybeate water, tea appurtenances, jams, jellies, and
radishes, and, but for the absence of the roagfg' you might have
doubted whethc_af the meal was breakfast or dinner, lunch or
supper. Happy country! in which any one of the four meals .
may serve a hungry man for all. B

The pigeon-pie stood, at last, well quarried before me, - the
debris of the excavation heaped upon my plate and, appetite
appeased, and made bold by my half hour’s obscurity, I leaned
forward and perused with curious attention the long. line of faces '
on the opposite side of the table, to some of whom; doubtless, I
was to be indebted for the pleasures of the coming fortnight.

My eyes were fixed on the features of a talkative woman, just
above, and I had quite forgotten the fact of my dishabille of com-
plexion and dress, when two persons entered who made consider-
able stir among the servants, and eventually were seated directly
opposite me, '

“ We loitered too long at Barhydt’s,” said one of the most bean-
tifal women I had ever seen, as she pulled her chair nearer to the
table and looked around her with a glance of disapproval.

In following her eyes to see who was so happy as to sympathize
with such a divine creature even in the loss of a place at table, I
et the fixed and astonished gaue of my most intimate fnend at
the University,

“ Ellerton 1”

“Blingsby 1

“ Overjoyed at ﬂieeting him, T stretched both hands across the
narrow table, and had shaken hig arms nearly off his shoulders, and -

asked him a dozen questions, before I-became comscious that » pair
L

1
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of large wondering eyes were coldly taking an inventory of my
" person and features, Van Pelt’s unflattering exclamation upon
my appearance at his door, flashed across my mind like a thun-
derstroke, and coloring through my burned skin to the temples, I
bowed and stammered T know not what, a8 Ellerton introduced
me to his sistor ! !

To enter fully into my distress, you should be apprized that a
~ correspondence arising from my long and constant intimacy with
Tom Ellerton, had been carried on for a year between me and his
sister, and that, being constantly in the habit of yielding to me in
matters of taste, he ha.d I well knew, so exaggerated to her my
personal qualities, dress, and manners, that she could not in any
case fail to be disappointed in seeing me. Bellevmg her to be at
that mpment two thousand miles off in Alabama, and never hav-
ing hoped for the pleasure of seeing her at all, I had foolishly suf-
fered this good-natured exaggeration to go on, pleased with seeing
the reflex of his praises in her letters, and Heaven knows, little
anticipating the disastrous interview upon which my accursed star
~ would precipitate me! As I went over, mentally, thé particulars
of my unbeebmingness, and saw Miss Ellerton’s eyes resting in-
qu’isitively and furtively on the mountain of pigeon bones lifting
their well picked pyramid to my chin, T wished myself an ink-fish
at the bottom of the sea.

Three minutes after, I burst into Van Pelt’s room, teating my

bair and abusing Tom Ellerton’s good nature, and my friend’s
headless drosky, in alternate breaths. Without disturbing the
subsiding blood in his own face by entering into my violence, Ho-
race coolly asked me what the devil was the matter ?

I told him, .

“Tie down here!” said Van Pelt, who was a small Napoleon
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in such trying extremities ; ¢ lic down on the bed, and anoint your
phiz with this unguent. I see good luck for you in this accident,

- and you have only to follow my instructions. Phil Slingsby, sun-

burnt, in a white roundabout, and Phil Shncrsby, pale and well
dressed, are as different as this potted cream and a dancmw COw,
You shall see what a httle drama I’Il work out for you !

I laid down on my back, and Horace kindly anomted nie from
the trachea to the forelock, and from ear to ear. :

“ Egad,” said he, warming with his study of his propdsed plot,
25 he stid his fore-fingers over the bridge of my.nose, “ every cir-
cumstance tells for us; Tall man as you are, you aro 2g short-
bodied a3 a wonkey (no offence, Phil!); and when you sit at
table, you are rather an under-sized gentleman. I have boen as-
tonished every day these three years, at séeing you rise after dinner
in Commons’ Hall. " A thousand to one, Fanny Ellerton thinkg
you & stumpy madn.” ‘

“And then, Phil,”” he eontmucd with a patronizing tone,  you
bave studied minute philosophy to little purpose if you do not
know that the first stop in winning a woman to whom you have
been overpraised, is to disenchant her at all hazards, on your first
interview.  You will never risc above the ideal she has.formed,
and to sink below it gradually, or to remain statiouary, is not to
thrive in your Woomg ?

Leaving me this precocious wisdom to dlﬂ'e“t Horace &escend
ed to the foot of the ga,rden to take a warm bath, and overcome
with fatigue, and the recumbent posture, I soon fell aslecp and-
dreamed of the great blue eyes of Fanny Ellerton. :

2
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The soaring of the .eeta.ve flute in * Hail Columbia,” with which
the band was patriotically opening the”ball, woke me from the
midst of a long apologetic letter to my friend’s sister, and I found
Van Pelt’s black boy Juba waiting patiently at the bed-side with
ourling-tongs and Cologne-water; ordered to superintend my toilet
by his master, who had gone early to the drawing-room to pay
his respects to Miss Ellerton. With the cold cream disappeared
entirely from my Tace the uncomfortable redness to which I bad
been & martyr, and, thanks to my ebony coiffeur, my straight and

plastered locks soon grew as different to their “ umquhile guise”

- a8 Hyperion’s to_a satyr’s, Having appeared to the eyes of the

lady, in whose favor T hoped to prosper, in red and white (red phiz
and white jacket), I trusted that in white and black (black suit
and pale viznomy), I should look quite another person. Juba
was pleased to show his ivory in a complimentary smile at my
transformation, and I descended to the drawing-room, on the best
terms with the coxcomb in my bosom.

Horace met me at the door. ‘

« Proteus redivivus " was Jis exclamation. ¢ Your new name

is Wrongham. You are a gentle senior, fnstead of 3 bedeviled -

sophomore, and your cue is to be poetical.” She will never think
again of the monster in the white jacket, and I have prepared her
 for the acquaintance of a new friend, whom I have just described
~to you. .
1 took his arm, and with the courage of a man in a mask, went
" through another presentation to Miss Ellerton. Her brother had
" been let into the secret by Van Pelt, and received me with great

©
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ceremony as his college superior ; and, as there was no‘other per-
son at the Springs who knew Mr. Slingsby, Mr. Wrongham was
likely to have an undisturbed reign of it. ~Miss Ellerton looked
hard at me for a moment, but the gravity with which I was pre-
sented and received, dissipated a doubt if one had arisen in her
mind, and she took my arm to go to the ball-room, with an undis-
turbed belief in my assumed name and character. |

I commenced the acquaintanee of the fair Alabamian with great
advantages. Received as a perfect stranger, I possessed, from

- long correspondence with her, the most minute knowledge of the

springs of her oharacter, and of her favorite reading and pursuits,
and, with the little knowledge of the world which.she had gained
on a plantation, she was not likely to penetrate my game from my
playing it too freely. Her confidence was immediately won by the.

~ readiness with which T entered into her enthusiasm and antielpated

her thoughts ; and before the first quadrille was well over, she had
ovidently made up her mind that she had never in her life met ono
who so well * understood her.” Oh! how much women inelude
in that appfa.rentiy' mdefinite expression, ¢ He understands km,e:.’ "
- The colonmade of Congress Hall is & long‘promeﬁede laced in
with vines and columns, on the same level with'the vast ball-room

and drawing-room, and (the light of heaven not befng taxed at

‘Saratoga) opening at every three steps by a long window into the

carpeted floors. When the rooms within are lit in a summer’s

- night, that cool and airy ctlonnade is thronged by truants from
the dance, and collectively by all who have anything to expross
that is meant for one ear only. The mineral waters of Saratoga\ .

are no less celebrated as a soporlﬁe for ehaperons than as a tonie

for the dyspeptic, and while the female Argus doges in the draw- -
 ing-room, the fair Io and her Juptter (represented in this oase, we

‘ .




28 - FUN JOTTINGS.

will say, by Miss Ellerton and myself) range af hberty in the fer-
tile flelds of flirtation. :

I had casily put Miss Ellerton in surprlsed good humor W1th
‘herself and me during the first quadrille, and with a freedom based
partlj upon my certainty of pleasing her, partly on the pecaliar
manners of the place, T eoolly requested that she would continue
to dance with me for the rest of the evening. ‘.

“QOne unhappy quadrille excepted,” she replicd, with a look
meant to be mournful,

“ May I ask with whom ?*

“Oh, he has not asked me yet ; but my brother has-bound me

over to be civil to him—a spectre, Mr. Wrongham ! a positive
spectre.” |

“ How denominated ?’ I inquired, with a forced indifference,
for I had a presentiment I should hear my own name. '

¢ Slingshy—Mr. Philip Slingsby—Tom’s fidus Achates, and a
proposed lover of my own. But-you don’t seem surprised.”
o Surprised! [E-hem!
"« Then did you ever see such a monster!
was another Hyperion. He half admitted it himself, indeed ; for
to tell you a secret, I have cmrefspondod with him a year

¢ Giddy Miss Fanny Ellerton 1—and never saw him 1

“ Never till to-night ! He sat at supper in a white jacket and

red face, with a pile of bones upon his plate like an Indian tumu-

I know the gentleman 1

Tom' told me he

lus.” ; -

“ And your brother introduced you #”

“ Ah, you were at table! Well, did you ever see in your tra,-v
vels, a man so unpleasantly hideous ?*?

“ Fanny 1 said her brother, coming up at the moment “Slings-
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by presents his apologies to you for not joining your cordon to-
night-——but he’s gone to bed with a head-ache.”
“Tndigestion, I dare say,” said the you.ing lady. ¢ Never mind,
Tom, I’ll break my heart when I have leisure.' And now, Mr.
Wrongham, since the spectre walks not forth to-night, I-am yours
for a cool hour on the colonnade.” =~ :
Vegetation is rapid in Alabama, and love is a weed that thrives
We discoursed of the lost Plelad_l and.

the Berlin bracelets, of the five hundred people about us, and the

in the soil of the tropics.

. feasibility of boiling a pot on five hundred a year—the unmatrl-

monial sum total of my paternal allowance. She had as many
negroes as I had dollars, I well knew, but it was my cue to seem
disinterested. - ' |

“ And where do you mean to-live, when you marry, Mr. |
Wrongham ?” asked Miss Ellerton, at the two hundredth turn on

5

the colonnade.

“ Would you like to live in Italy T asked again, a8 if I had
ot heard her.

“ Do you mean that ag & sequifur to my questlou, Mz, Wrong-»
ham ;7 szud she, half stoppmg in her walk; and though the sen-
tenco was ;commenced playfully, droppmg her voice at the last
word, with something, I thought, very like emotion.

I drew her off the colonnade to the small garden betweeq the
house and the spring, and in a giddy dream of fear and surprise
et my own rashness ’and success I made, 4nd won from her, a
frank avowal of preference.

Matches have been made more sudden]y
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Miss Ellerton sat in the music-room the next morning ‘after
breakfast, preventing pauses in a rather interesting conversation,
by & running accompaniment upon the guitar. A single gold
thread formed a fillet about her t¢n1ples, and from beneath it, in
clouds of silken ringlets, floated the softest raven hair. that ever
grew enamored of an ivory shoulder, - Hers was a skin that seemed
woven of the’lily-vr;hite; but opaque fibre of the maguolia, yet of
that side of its cup turned toward the fading sunset. There is no
torm in painting, because there is no touch of pencil or color that
could express the vanishing and impalpable breath that assured
the healthiness of so palea cheek. She was slight, as all southern
women are in America, and of a flexible and luzurious gracefulness
equalled by nothing but the movings of a smoke-curl. Without
the elastic nerve remarkable in the motions of Taglioni, she appear-
ed, like her, to be born with a lighter specific gravity than her fel-
low-creatures. If she had flosted away upon some chance breeze
" you would only have been surprised upon reflection.

“T am afraid you are too fond of society,” said Miss Ellerton,

a3 Juba came in hesitatingly and delivered her a note in the hand- .

writing of an old correspondent., She turned pale on seeing the

superseription, and crushed the note up in her hand, unread.” T

was not sorry to defer the denouement of myJittle drama, and tak-
ing up the remark which she seemed disposed to forget, I referred

her to a serap-book of Van Pelt’s, which- she had brought home

wmh her, eontammg some verses of my own, copled (by good luck)
in that sentimental sophomore’s own hand.
“ Aroe these yours, really and really ?” she asked, looking pry-
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ingly into my face, and showing me my own verses, against which
she had already run a pencil line of app‘roba.tion. \
“ Peccavi ! I answered. “ But will you make me in love

with my offspring by réa,dmg them in your own voice.”

They were some lines written in & balcony at daybreak, while
a ball was still going on within, and contained an allusion (which
I had quite overlooked) to some one of my ever-changing admira-
tions. As well as I remember they ran thus :—

Morn in the east! How coldly fair

It breaks upon my fevered ey¢ !
How chides the ealm and dewy air!

How chides the pure and pearly sky !
The stars melt in a brighter fire,

The dew in sunshine leaves the flowers;
" They from their watch, in light retire,
While we in sadness pass from ours !

I turk from the rebuking morn,
The cold gray sky and fading star,
And listen to the harp and horn,
© And see the‘waltzefs near and far :
The lamps and flowers are bright as yet,
And lips beneath more bright than they-—
How can a scene so fair beget
The mournful thoughis we bear away.

*T'is something that thou art not here
Sweet lover of my lightest word ! '
*Tis soméfhing that my mother’s tear
By these forgetful hours is stirred !
But I hdve long a loiterer been
In haunts where Joy is said to be;
And though with Peace I enter in,
The nymph comes never forth with mel

t
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“ And who was this ¢ sweet lover,” Mr Wrongham ? T should
know, I think, before I go farther with so- expeditious a gentlo-
man. ”» )

‘ As Shelley says of his ideal mistross—

‘Iloved—oh, no! I mean not one of ye,
' 'VOr any éarth]y one—though ye are fairl

Tt was but an apostrophe to the presentiment of that which I have
found, dear Miss Ellerton! But will you read that ill-treated
billet-doux, and remember that Juba stands' with the patience of
an ebon statue waiting for an answer 27
T knew the contents of the letter, and I watehed the expressioii
of her face, as she read it, with no little interest. Her temples
flushed, and her delicate lips gradually curled into an expression
of anger and scorn, and having finished the ‘perusal of it, she put
it into my hand, and asked me if so 1mpeltment a production de-
served an answer.
1 began to fear that the eclaircissement would not leave me on
the sunny side of the lady’s favor, and felt the ne’éd of the mo-
‘ment’s reflection given me while running my eye over the Jetter.
“ Mr. Slingshy,” said I, with the deliberation of an attborney,

“ has been some time in corr espondence with you
44 YGS » :

“ And, from his letters and your brother’s commendations, you
had formed a high opinion of his character, and had expressed as
wuch in your letters ?” |

“ Yes—perhaps T did.” .

“* And from this paper intimacy he conceives himself sufficiently
acquamted with you to request leave to pay his addresses ?*”

A dignified bow put a stop to my catechizm.
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“ Dea‘r Miss Ellerton !” I‘sai& “this is scarcely a question
upon which I ought to speak, but by putting this letter into my

hand, you seemed to ask my opinion.”
« 7 did—T do,” said the lovely gitl, taking my hand and look-

ing appealingly into my face ; ““ answer it for me! I have done
wrong in encouraging that foolish correspondence, and I owe per-
haps to this forward man a kinder reply than my first feeling
would have dictated. = Decide for me—write for me—relieve me
from the first burden that has lain on my heatt since—""

She burst into tears, and my dread of an explanation increased.

“ Will you follow my advice lmpholtly 7' T asked. '

“ Yes—ob, yes! 2 : '

“You promise ?”

« Indeed, indeed 1

“Well, then, listen to. me! Iowever painful the fask, I must
tell you that the cncouragement you have given Mr. Slingsby, the
admiration you have expressed in your letters of his talents and

acquirements, and the confidence you have reposed in him res-

- pecting yourself, warrant him in claiming as. a right, a fair trim

of his attractions. 'You have known and approved Mr. Slingsby’s
mind for /years——you know me but for a few hours. You saw
him under the most unfavorable auspices (for I know him inti-
mately), and 1 feel bound in Justlee to assure you that you will like
him much better upon acquaintanee.”

Miss Hillerton had gradually dratm herself up during this splen-

_ did speech, and sat at last as erect and as cold as Agrippina upon

her marble chair,
“ Will you allow me to send Mr. Slingsby to you,” I contmued
rising—*‘and suffer him to plead hlS own cause ?” .

. 2% , ' o
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“If you will call my brother, Merrongham, 1 shall feel
obliged to you,” said Miss Ellerton.

1 left the room, and hwrying to my chamber, di})ped my hea({
into a basin of water, and plastered my long locks over my eyes,
slipped on & white roundabout, and tied around my neck the iden-
tical checked eravat in which I had made such an wnfavorable
impression on the first day of my arrival. Tom Ellerton was
soon found, and easily agreed to go before and announce me by
my proper name to his sister ; and treading’ closely on his heels,
1 followed to the door of the music-room. ‘

“ Ah, Ellen 17 said he, without giving her time for a scene, ¢ I
was looking for you. Slingsby is better, and will pay his respects
to you presently. And, I say—you will treat him well, Ellen,
and—and, don’t flirt with Wrongham the way you did Jast night !
Slingsby’s a devilish sight better fellow. Oh, here he is 1

" As I stepped over the threshold, Miss Ellerton gave me just
enough of a look to assure herself that it was the identical monster
she had seen at the tea-table, and not deigning me another glance,
immediately commenced talking violently to her brother on the
state of the weather. Tom bore it for a moment or two with -
remarkable gravity, but at my first attempt to joinin the conver-
aatidﬁ, my voice was lost in an explosion of laughter which would
have been the death of a gentleman with a full habit. |

Indignant and astonished, Miss Ellerton rose to her full height,
and slowly turned to me.

¢ Peccavi ! gaid I, crossing my hands on my bosom, and look-
ing up penit%nﬂy to her face. .

She ran to me, and seized my. hand, but recovered Lerself in-
gtantly, and the next:moment was gone from the room.

Whether trom wounded pride at having been the subJect of a
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mystification, or whether from that female caprice by which most
men suffer at one period or other of their bachelor lives, I know
not—but I never could bring Miss Ellerton again to the same in-
teresting crisis with which she ended-her intimacy with Mr. Wrong-
ham. She: proffered to forgive me, and talked laughingly enough
of our old correspondence ; but whenever I grew tender, she re-
ferred me to the ¢ sweet lover, ” mentioned in my verses in the
baloony, and looked around for Van Pelt. That accomplished

beau, on observing my discomfiture, began to find out Miss Eller-
ton’s graces without the aid of his quizzing-glass, and I soon found
it necessary to yield the pas altogether. She has since become
Mrs. Van Pelt, and when I last heard from her was “ as woll as

could be expectéd.”

CHAPTER IIL

MRS. CAPTAIN THOMPSON.

Tae last of August came sweltering in, hot, dusty, and faint,
and the most indefatigable belles 6f Saratoga began to show symp-
foms of weariness. The stars disappeared gradually from the.
ball-room ; the barkeeper grew thin under the thickening accounts -
for lemonades ; the fat fellow in the black band, who ¢ vexed
the bassoon, had blown himself from the girth of Falstalf to an
“ eagle’s talon in the waist;” papas began to be waylaxd in thel,r




FUN JOTTIN GS.

: mormng walks by young gentlemen with proposwmm and stage-
coaches that came i with their baggageless tails in the air, and
the driver’s weight pressing the foot-board upon the astonished
backs of his wheelers, went out with the trim of a Vetietian gon-
dola—the drivér’s up-hoisted figure answering to the eurved pro-
boscis of that stern-laden eraft,

. The vocation of tin-tumblers and Water-dlppels was gone. The.

fashionable world (brazen in its general habit) had drank its fill
of the ferrugineous waters. Mammas thanked Heaven for the
conclusmn of the chaperon’s summer solstice; and those who
'eame to bet, and those who eame to marry, “made up their
books,” and walked off (if they had won) with their winnings,
Having taken a less cordial farewell of Van Pelt than I might
have done had not Miss Ellerton been hanging confidingly on his
arm, I followed my baggage to the door, where that small epitome
of the inheritance of the prince of darkness, an American | stage-
eoach, awaited me as its ninth inside passenger. As the last per-
son picked up, I knew very well the seat to which I was destined,
and drawing a final cool breath in the breezy colonnade, I sum-
- moned resolutlon and abandoned myself to the tender mercles of
the driver, ' v
The « ray of contempt” that “ will pierce through the shell of
the tortoise,” is a shaft from the horn of & new moon in compa,ri;
son with the beating of an American sun through the top of a
stage-coach, This “ accommodation ” ag it is sometimes bitterly

called, not being intended to carry outside passengers, has a top

as thin as your grandmother’s umbrella, blaclk, porous, and erack- -

ed; and while intended for a protection from the heat, it just suf-
fices to collect the sun’s rays with an incredible power and sultri~
ness, and cxolude the air that makes it sufferable to the beasts of
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“the field. Of the nine places inside this ¢ dilly,” the four seats

in the corners are so far preferable that the ogcupant has the out~
er side of his body exempt from a perspirative application of hu-
man flesh (the thermometer aby 100 degi'ees of Fahrenheit), whils,
of the three middle places on the three seats, the man in the cen-
tre of the coach, with no support for his back, yet buried to the
chin in men, women, and children, is at the ninth and lowest de-
gree of human suffering. I left Saratoga in such a state of happi-
ness as you might suppose for‘ a gentleman, who, besides fulfilling
this latter category, had been previously unhappy in his love.

T was dressed in a white roundabout and trowsers of the same,
a straw hat, thread stockings, and pumps, and was so far a bless-
ing to my neighbors that I looked cool. Directly behind me, oc-
cupying the middle of the back seat, sat a young woman with a
gratis passenger in her lap (who, of course, did not count among
the nine), in the shape of a fat and a very hot child of three years
of age, whom she called John, Jacky, Johnny, Jocket, J acket,
and the other endearing diminutives of the namesakes of the great:
apostle. Like the saint who had been selected for his patron, he -
was a “ voice orying in the wilderness.” This little gentleman
was exceedingly unpopular with his two neighbors at the windows,
aud his inoursions upon their legs and shoulders in his occasional

- forays for fresh air, ended in his being forbidden to look out at

cither window, and plied largely with gingerbread to-content him
with the warm lap of his mother,- Though I had no eyes in the
back of my straw hat, I conoeived very well the state in which &
compost of soft gingerbread, tears, and perspiration, would soon -
leave the two, unserupulous hands bekind me ; and as the jolts of
the coach frequently threw me back upon the knees of his mother,
I could not consistently complain of the familiar use made of my |
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roundabout and shoulders in Master John's constant changes of ’

position. I vowed my jacket to the first river, the moment I
~ could make sure that the soft gingerbread was exhd.usted——but I
kept my temper,

How an American Jehu gets his team over ten miles in the
hour, through all the variety of sand, ruts, clay-pits, and stump-
thickets, is a problem that can only be resolved by riding beside
him on the box. In the usual time we arrived at the pretty vil-
lage of Troy, some thirty miles from Saratoga; and here, having
exchanged my bedaubed jacket for a clean one, I freely forgave

little Pickle his freedoms, for I hoped never to set eyes on him

again during his natural life. I was gomg eastward. by another
coach, ’

Having eaten a.salad for my dinner, and drank 2 bottle of iced

olaret, I stepped forth in my “ blanched and lavendered » Jjacket -

to take my place in the other coach, trusting Provxdence not to
affliét me twice in the same day with the evil I had just escaped
and feeling, on the whole, reconciled to my troubled dividend of
. etermty I got up.the steps of the coach with as much alacri ity

as the state of the thermometer would permit, and was about

drawing my legs after me upon the forward seat, when a clammy
hand caught me unceremoniously by the shirt- coller and the voice
I was just beginning to forget cried out with a ehuekle “ Dadu

“ Madam ! I gaid, picking off the gmgerbread from my shirt
as the coach rolled down the street, < T had hoped that your in-
fernal ohild—

1 stopped in the middle of the sentence, for a pair of large blue
eyes were looking wondermgly into mine, and for the first time I
observed that the mother of this fimiliar nuisance was one of the
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h prettlest women I had seen since I had becomo susceptrble to the

charms of the sex,
i Are you going to Boston, sir 7 she inquired, thh a half

timid smile, ag if, in that case, she appealed to me for proteotion

on the road.
“ Yes, madam 1 1 answered, taking Little Jocket’s pasty hand

into mine, affectionately, as I returned her hesitating look ; may
T hope for your society so far 2”

- My fresh white waistcoat was soon embossed with a dingy yel-
low, where my enterprising fellow-passenger had thrust his.sticky
fist into the pockéts, and my sham shirt-bosom was reduced incon-
tinently to the eomplexion of a painter’s rag after doing a sumset
in ga.neboge. I saw everything, however, through the blue eyes
of his mother, and was soon on such pleasant terms with' Master

- John, that, at one of the stopping-places, I inveigled him out of -

the coach and dropped him "accidentally into the horse-tromgh,
contriving to scrub him passably clean before he could recover
breath enough for an outery. I had already thrown the residuum
of his gingerbread out of the window, so that his familia.ritiesl for
the rest of the day were, at least, less adhesive..

We dropped one or two waj-passengers at Lebanon, and I was
left in the coach with Mis. Captain and Master John Thompson,
in both whose favors I made a progress that (I may as well de-
pone) considerably restored my splrlts-—-lmd flat by my unthrift
wooing at Saratoga. If a fly hath but alit on my nose whén my’
self-esteem hath been thus at a discount, I have soothed ‘myself
with the fancy that it preferred me—a drownmn' vanity wrll 50:
catch at a straw' o

As we bowled along through some of the lovehest seenery: of‘
Massachusetts, my companion (now become my charge) let me &

1
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little into her history, and at the same time, by those shades of
insinuation of which women so instinctively know the uses, gave
me perfectly to comprehend that I might as well economize my
tenderness. The father of the riotous young géntleman who had
made so free with my valencia waistcoat and linen roundabouts,
had the exclusive copyhold of her affactions. He had been three
years at sea (I think I said before), and she was hastening to show
kim the pledge of their affections-~come into the world since the
good brig Dolly made her last clearance from Boston bay.

I was equally attentive to Mrs, Thompson after this illumina-
tion, though I was, perhaps, a shade less enamored of the inter-
.esting freedoms of Master John. One’s taste for-children de-
pends so much upon one’s love for their mothers !

It was twelve o’clock at night when the coach rattled in upon
the pavements of Boston. Mrs. Thompson had expressed so
much impatience during the last few miles, and seemed to ghrink
so sensitively from being left to herself in a strange city, that T
- offered my services till she should find herself in better hands, and,
as a briefer way of disposing of her, had bribed the coaehmaﬁ,
who was in a hurry with the mail, to turn a little out of his way,
and leave her at her husband’s hotel.

We drew up with a prodigions clatter, accordingly, at the Marl-
borough hotel, where, no coach being expected, the boots and
bar-keeper were not iinmedia.tely forthcoming, After a rap “to
wake the dead,” I set about assisting the impatient driver in get-
ting off the lady’s trunks and boxes, and they stood in a large
pyramid on the sidewalk when the door was opened. A man in
his shirt, three parts asleep, held a flaring candle over his head,
and looked through the half-opened door.

.
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g Captain Thompson up ?” I asked rather brusquely, irritated J-
ot the sour visage of the bar-keeper.
¢ Captain Thompson, sir !” ‘
¢ Captain Thompson, sir!!” I repeated my words with a voice
that sent him three paces back into the hall. S
“ No, sir,”” he said at last, slipping one leg into his trowsers,
which had hitherto been under his arm.
¢ Then wake him immediately, and tell him Mrs, Thompson
is arrived.” Here’s a husband, thought I, as T heard something
between asob and a complaint issue from the coach-window at
the bar-keeper’s ’;ntelhgence. To go to bed ‘when he expeeted
his wifs and child, and after three years’ separation! ~She might
as well have made a parenthesis in her constancy !
“ Have you called the captain ? I asked, as I seb Mastor J ohn
upon the steps, and observed the man still standing with the can- -

dle iun his hand, grinning from car to ear.

¢ No, sir,” said the man, )
“ No1” I thundered, * and what in the devil’s name is the rea~

son ¢

“ Boots 1 he eried out in reply, show this gentleman‘ forty-
one.’ Them may wake (Captain Thompson as likes! I never
hearn of no Mrs. Thompson !”

Rejeeting ani ungenerous suspicion that flashed across my mmd
and informing the bar-keeper en passant, that he was a brate and

- o donkey, I sprang up the staircase after a boy, and quite out of

breath, arrived at a long gallery of bachelors’ rooms on the fifth
floor. 'The boy pointed to a door at ghe eud of the ga,llerj, and .
retreated to the banisters as if to escape the blowing up of a-
petald
Rat-a-tat-tat !

—_—
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“ Come in!” thundered a voice like a hailing trumpet. I took
the lamp from the boy, and opened the door.. On a narrow bed
well tucked up, lay a most formidable looking individual, with a

face glowing with carbuncles, a pair of deep-set eyes inflamed and

. fiery, and hair and eyebrows of glaring red, mixed slightly with
gray ; while outside the bed lay a hairy arm, with a fist like the
end of the club of Hercules, His head tied loosely in a black
gilk handkerchief, and on the light—sﬁand stood a tumbler of bran-
dy-and-water. ‘ :

“ What do you want »” he thundered again, ag I stepped over
the threshold and lifted my hat, struck speechless for a moment
with this unexpected apparition. i

“ Have I the pleasure,” I asked, in a hesitating voice, ¢ to ad-
~ dress Captain Thompson 7”7 =~

“ That’s my name !”

“Ah! then, captain, I have the pleasure to inform you that
Mrs. Thompson and little John ave arrived. They are at the
door ‘at this moment.” ‘

A. change in the expression of Captain Thompson’s:'face check-
ed my.information in the middle, and as I took a step backward,
he raised himself on his elbow, and looked ‘at'me in a way that
" did not diminish my embarrassment.

“I1 tell you what, Mr, Milk-and-water,” said he, with an
emphasis on every word like the descent of a sledge-hammer ;
“if you’re not out of this room in two seconds with your ¢ Mrs.
Thoropson and little J. ohn ' Tll slam you through that Wmdow, or_
the devil take me .

I reflected as I took another step backward, that if I were

 thrown down to Mrs, Thompson from a ffth story window I should
not bein a state to render her the assistance she required ; and
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remarking with an ill-feigned gayety to Captain Thompson that
so decided a measure would not be necessary, I backed expedi-
tiously over the threshold. AsT was closing  his door, T heard
the gulp of his brandy-and-water, and the next instant the empty
glass whizzed past my retreating head, and was shattered to pieces
on the wall behind me. : ' '

I gave the “ boots” a cuff for an untimely roar of laughter as
I reached the staircase, and descended, very much discomfited and
embarrassed, to Ms. Thompson. My delay had thrown that lady
into a very moving state of uﬁhappiness. Her tears were glisten-
ing in the light of the street lamp, a.‘_nd\ Master John was pulling
away unheeded at her stomacher and crying as if he would: split
his diapliragm. Whatto do? I would have offered to take her to
my paternal roof till the mystery could be cleared up—but I had
been absent two years, and to arrive at midnight with a woman
and a young child, and such an improbable story—I did not think
my reputation at home would bear me out. The coachman, too,
began to swear and make demonstrations of leaving us in the
street, and it wag necessary to decide. -

“Shove the baggage inside the coach,” I said at last, * and drive
on. Don't be unbappy, Mrs. Thompson! Jocket, stop crying,
you villain! T’ll see that you are comfortably disposed of for the
night where the coach stops, madam, and: to-morrow I'll try a Tittle
reason with Captain Thompson.” How the devil can she love

_such a voleanic specimen! I muttored to myself, . dodging in-

stinetively at the bare remembrance of the glass of brandy-andr

‘water, : 7
~ The coachman made up for lost time, and we rattled over the ,
pavements at a rate that made Jocket’s hullybaloo quite inaudible.

As we passed the door of my own home, I wondered what would be
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the impression of my respectable parent, could he see me whisking
by, after midnight, with a rejected woman and her progeny upon
my hands ; but smothering the unworthy doubt that re-arose in my
mind, touching the legitimacy of Master John, I inwardlylvowed
that 1 would see Mis. Thompson at all risks fairly out of hor
imbroglio, ' o

We pulled up ;yith a noise like the discharge of a load of paving-

stones, and T was about saying something both affectionate and con-

- golatory to my weeping charge, when a tall handsome fellow,; with a
face as brown as a berry, sprang to the coach-door and seized her
in hisarms! A shower of kisses and tender epithets left me not
a moment in doubt. There was another Captain Thompson!

He had not been able to get rooms at the Marlborough, as he
had anticipated when he wrote, and presuming that the mail would
come first to the post-office, he had waited for her there,

Asg I was passing the Marlborough a week or two afterward, T

. stopped to inqﬁire about Captain Thompson. I found that he was

an old West India captain, who had lived there between his eruises

for twenty years more or less, and had generally been supposed a

* bachelor. He had sudaenly gone to sea, the landlord told me,
. smiling at the same time, as if thereby hung a tale if he chose to
tell it. . .
“The fact is,” said Boniface, when I pushed him a little on the
subject, * he was skeared off.”

“ What seared him » I asked very innocently.

“A wife and child from some foreign port 1” he answered laugh-
ing asif he would burst his waisthand, and taking me into the
back parlor to tell me the particulars,

MEENA DIMITY;

Ok, WHY MR. BROWN CRASH TOOK THE TOUR.

Fasuion is arbitrary, we all know. What it was that origin-
ally gave Sassafras street the right to despise Pepperidge strect,
the oldest inhabitant of the villige of Slimford could not positive-

ly say. The courthouse and jail were in Sassafras street ; but the

orthodox church and female seminary were in Pepperidge street,

Two directors of the Slimford bank lived in Sassafras street— -
two in Pepperidge street. The Dyaper family lived in Sassafras
stroet—the Dimity family in Pepperidge street ; and the fathers of
the Dyaper girls and the Dimity girls were worth about the same
money, and had both made it in the lumber line. There was no
difference to speak of in. their respeotive mode of liviugmﬁone in
the oducation of the girls—none in the family gravestones or
ehﬁreh¥pews. Yet, deny it who liked, the Dyapers were the . .
aristocracy of Slimford. ' S

It may be a prejudice, but I amh inclined to think there is

~ always something in a nose. (I am about to mention a trifle,

but trifies are the beginning of most things, and T would account
for the pride paramount of the ‘,Dyapersl, if it is in any wiy possi-
ble.) The most stylish of the Miss Djapers.—H&rrietDyé;per—,—
had 2 nose like his grace the Duke of Wellington. x}\Teither her
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father nor mother had such a feature; but there was a foreign
umbrella in the family with exactly the same shaped nose on the

ivory handle, Old Dyaper had once kept a tavern, and he had.

taken this umbrella from a stranger for a night’s lodging. But
that is neither here nor thers. To the nose of Harriet Dyaper,
resistlessly and instinetively, the Dimity girls had knocked under
at school, There was authority for it; for the American eagla
had such a nese, and the Duke of Wellington had such a nose;
and when, to these two warlike instances, was added the nose of

Harriet Dyaper, the tripod stood firm, Am I visionary in be- -

lieving that the authority introduced into that village by a fo-
reigner’s umbrella (so unaccountable is fate) gave the dynasty to
the Dyapers? )

I have mentioned but two families—one in each of the two
principal streets of Slimford. Havmg 2 little story to tell, I
cannot afford to distract my narrative with unnecessary asides ; ;9
and T must not only ‘omit all deseription of the other Sassafrasers
and Pepperidgers, but I must leave to your imagination several
Miss Dyagers and several Miss Dimitys—Harriet Dyaper and
Meena Dimity being the two excluswe objects of my hero s Sun-
day and evening attentions,

Tor eleven mouths in the year, the loves of the ladies of Slim-
 ford were presided over by indigenous Cupids. Brown Crash and
~ the other boys of the village had the Dyaﬁers and the Dimitys
for that respective ‘period to themselves, The remaining month,
when their sun of favor was eclipsed, was during the falling of the
leaf, when the “drummers” came up to dun\ The townish clerks
of the drygoods merchants wé too much for the provineials,

Brown Crash knocked under ‘and sulled, owing, as he said, to
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-the melancholy depression accompanying the fall of the deciduous

vegetation. But I have not yet introduced you to my hero.
Brown Crash was the Slimford stage-agent. He was the son of
a retired watch- -maker, and had been laughed at in his boyhood'
for what they called his ““airs.” He loved, even as a lad, to be
at the tavern when the stage came in, and help out the ladies.
With instinetive leisureliness he pulled off his cap as soon after
the ““whoa-hup” as was necessary (and no sooner), and asked the
ladies if they would “ alight. and take dinner,” with a seductive-
smile which began, as the landlord said;  to pay.” Hence hig
promotion. At sixfeen he was nominated stage-agent, and

thenceforward was the most conspicuous man in the viilage 3 for-

“man” he was, if speech and gait go for anything.

But we must minister & moment to the reader’s inner sense ; for
we do not write altogether for Slimford ‘eomprehension. Brown
Crash had something in his composition * above the vulgar”? If
men’s qualities were mixed Like salads, and T were giving a “‘re-
cipe for Brown Crashes,” in Mrs. Glass's style, I should say his |

two prineipal ingredients were a dmtlonary and a dunghill cock—

for his language was as ornate as his style of ambulation was
deliberate and imposing. What Brown Orash would have heen, "
born Right Honorable, I' leave (with the smaller Dyapers and
Dlmltys) to the reader’s fancy. My. object is to show what he
was—minus patrician nurture and valuation. Words, with Brown.
Crash, were suseeptlble of bemg dirtied by use. He liked a clean

_ towel-—he preferred an unused phrase. But here stopped ‘his

peculiarities. Below the epidermis he was like other men, subjeot

to like tastes and passions. Andif he exprossed - his- loves and

hates with grandiloquent i 1ma.gery, they were the honest loves and

1

AJ
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hates of a week-day world—no finer nor ﬂlmeler for their bedoek-
ed plumage,

To use his own phrase, Brown frequented but two ladies in

Slimford—Miss Harriet Dyaper and Miss Meena, Dimity. The -

first we have described in deseribing her nose, for her remainder
Was comparatively inconsiderable, The latter was “a love ' and
of course had nothing peculiar about her. Shewas a lamp—no-
thing till lighted. She was a mantle—nothing,except a8 worn by
the owner. She was a mirror—blank and unconseious till some-
thing came to be reflected.. 'She was anything, loved—mzlovcd
nothing ! And this (it is our opinion after half a life) is the most
delicious a.nd,‘ adorable variety of woman that has been spared to
us from the museum of specimen angels. (A remark of Brown
Crash’s, by the way, of which he may as well have the credit.)
Now Mr. Crash had an ambitious weakness for the best society,
and he liked to appear intimate with the Dyapers. But in Meena,
. Dimity there was a secret charm which made him wish she was
an ever-to-be-handed-out lady-stage-passenger. He could have
givén her o hand, and brought in her umbrella, and bandbozx, all
day long. In his hours of pride he thought of the Dyapers. In
his hours of affection of Meena Dimity. . But the Dyapers looked
down upon the Dimitys; and to play his card delicatcly be-
tween Harriet and Meena, took all the diplomacy of Brown
C‘raéh The unconscious Meena wowld walk up Sassafras
streot when she had his arm, and the scornful Harriet, would
be there with her nose over the front gate to smeer at them.
He managed as well as he could. He wenton light evenings
to the Dyapers—on dark evenings to the Dimitys. He took
town-walks with the Dyapers—ecountry walks with the Dim-
itys. But his acquaintance with the Dyapers hung by the eyelids.

*
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Harriet liked him; for he was the only beaﬁ in- Slimford whose
manners were ot belittled beside her nose.  But her acquaintance
with him was 2 condescension, and he well knew that he could not
“hold her by the nose” if she were offended. Ohmo! Though
their respective progenitors were of no very unmequal rank—
though a horologist and & ¢ boss lumberman® might abs-@ifactly'
be equals—the Dyapers had the powrer' Yes—they could lift
thim to themselves, or dash him down to the Dimitys; and all
‘Slimford would agree, in the latter case, that he was a “slab” and
a ¢ small potato 1 | '

But a change came o'er the spirit of Brown Crash’s dream !
The drummers were lording it in Slimford, and Brown, reduced
to Meena Dimity (for he was too proud to play second ﬁddle to a
town dandy),was walking with her on a dark night past the
Dyapers. The_ Dyapers were_hanging over the gate, unluckily, -
and their Pea,rl-street admirers sﬂ:tmo ‘on the top rail of the fence.

¢ Who is it ?” said a strange voice.

The reply, sent upward from a scornfully projecting under Ilp,
rebounded in echoes from the tense nose of Miss Dyaper.

“A Mr. Crash, and a girl from the back street !” -

1t was. endugh.' A hot spot on his cheek, a warm rim round

. his eyés, a pimply pricking in his skin, and it was all over! His

vow was made. He coldly bid Mecna good night at her father’s
door, and went home and counted his money. And from that

~ hour, without regard to sex, he. secretly accepted shillings from

gratified travellers, and “ stood treat ”” no move. * ¥ &

Saratoga was crowded with the dispersed muclei of the .
metropolises. Fashion, wealth, and beauty, wore . there. * Brown
Crash wag there, on his return from a tour to Nlagara. and tha

lakes.
3
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*Brown Crash, Esq  was one of the notabilities of Congress
Hall. Here and there a dandy ¢ could not quite make him out,”
but fhere was evidently something uncommon ahout him, The
~ ladies thonght him “of the old school of politeness,”‘and. the
politicians thought he had the air of one used to influence in his
oounty. His language was certainly very -choice and peouliar,
and his gait was ‘conscious  dignity itself. He must have been
carefully educated ; yet his manners were popular, and he was
_particularly courteous-on a first introduction. The elegance and
ease with which he helped the ladies out of their carriages were
particularly remarked, and a shrewd observer said of him, that
“that point of high breeding was only acquired by daily habit.
He must have been brought up where thero were carriages and
ladies.” A member of Congress, who expected to run for gover-
nor, inquired his eounty, and took wine with him. ~ His name was
mentioned by the letter-writers from the springs. Brown Crash
was in his perihelion !

The season leaned to it’s close, and the following paragraph
appeared in the New York American :—

“Fashionable Intelligence.—The company at the Springs is
breaking up. We understand that the Vice-President and
Brown Crash, Esq., have already left for their respective residen-
ces. - The latter gentleman, it is understood, has formed a matri-
monial engagement with a family of ‘wealth and distinotion from
the south, We trust that these interesting bonds, binding toge-
ther the leading families of the far-divided extremities of our

eountry, may tend to strengthen the tenacity of the great Ameri-

can Union " ‘
" % * % . * "

1t was not surprising that the class in Slimford who knew every-
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thing—the milliners, to wit~—moralized somewhat bitterly on Mr.
Crash’s devotion to the Dyapers after his return, and his conse-
quent slight to Meena Dimity.  If that"was the effect of fashion

“and distinction on the heart, Mr. Crash was welcome to his hon-

ors! Let him marry Miss Dyaper, and they wished him much
joy of her nose; but they would never believe that he had not
ruthlessly broken the heart of Meena Dimity, and he sught to be
ashamed of himself, if there was any shame in such 2 dﬁndy.” ‘
But the milliners, though powerful people in their own way,
could little affect the momentum of Brown Crash’s glories. The
paragraph from the “American” had been copied into the “ Slim-: -
ford Advertiser,” and the eyes of Sassafras street and Pepperidge .
street were alike opened. They had undervalued their indigenous
“ prophet.” They had misinterpreted and misread the stamp of
his superiority. He had been obliged to-go from them to bere~ -
cognized. But he was returned. He was 'there‘ to have repara-
tion made—justice done. And now, what office would he like,
from Asgsessor to Pathmaster, and would he be good enough ‘to
name it before the next town:meeting ? Brown Crash was king of
Slimford { |
And Harriet Dyaper ! The scorn from her lip had gone, like,
the blue from_a radish! . Notes for ¢ B. Crash, Esq.,” showered
from Sassafras street—bouquets from old Dysaper’s front yard
gliaed to him per black boy—no end to the endearing attentions,
undiéguised and unequivoocal. Brown Crash and Harriet Dyaper
were engaged, if having the front parlor entirely ziven up to them -
of an evening meant Vanything’-—if his being. expécte‘d every night
to tea meant anything—if his devoted (though she thought rathér
cold) attentions meant anything, |
- They didw't mean anything!  They all di'dn’t mea.n" ‘any-
LA :
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thing ! What does the orthodox minister do, the third Sunday

after Brown Grash’s return, but read the banns of matrimony

between that faithless.man and Meena Dimity !

But this was not to be endured. Harriet Dyaper had a coysin
who was a ¢ strapper.” He was boss of a sawmill in the next
county, and ho must be sent for.

He was sent for.\

# * * oy * *
“The fight was over. Boss Dyaper had undertaken to flog
Brown Crash, but it was a drawn battle—for the combatants had
“been pulled apart by their coat-tails. They stepped into the bar-
room and stood recovering their breath. The people of Slimford
_ orowded in, and wanted to have the ma‘ter talked over. Boss

¥

Dyaper bolted out his.grievance.

U Gentlemen " said Brown Crash, with one of his irresistible
come-to-dinner smiles, “ I am culpable, perhaps, in the minutizo
of this business—justifiable, I trust you will say, in the general
scope and tendency. You, all of you, probably, had mothers, and
some of you have wives and sisters ; and your * silver cord” natur-
ally sympathizes with 2 worsted woman. But gentlemen, you are
républicans! You, all of you, are the rulers of a country very
large indeed ; and you are not limited in your views to one woman,
nor to a thousand women—to one mile nor to a thousand miles.
You generalize ! you go for magnificent pi‘incipleg, gentlemen !
You secorn high-énd—mightiness, and supereilious aristocracy 1”

“ Hurra for Mr, Crash !” eried a stage-driver from the outside,

“ Well, gentlemen ! TInwhat I have done, I have deserved well

of a republican country! True—it has been mj misfortune to

roll my Juggernaut of principle over the sensibilities Qf' that
gentleman’s respectable female relative. But, gentlemen; sho
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offended, remidilessly and grossly, one of the sovereign people!.
She scorned one of earth’s fairest 'da.ughtars; who lives in a back
street! Grentlemen, you know that pride tripped up Lucifer!
Shall a tiptop angel fall for it, and a young woman who is nothing
particular be left scornfully standing ? Sh‘z;ll, Miss Dyaper*have

" more privileges than Lucifer ? I appreciate your .indignant

negatlve'
“ But, gentlemen, I am free to confoss, I had also my repub-.
lican private end. You know my early history. You have

 witnessed niy struggles to be respected by my honorable contem-

poraries, If it be my weakness to-be sensitive to the finger of
scorn, be it so. You will know how to- pardon me. But'T will
be brief. At a particular orisis of my acquaintance with Miss
Dyaper, I found it expedient to transfer my untrammelled ten

dernesses to Pepperidge street. My heart had -long been in

. Pepperidge street.” But, gentlemen, to have done it without

removing from before my eyes the contumslious finger of the scorn
of Sassafras street, was beyond my capabilities of endurance. -
In justice to my present *future, gentlemen, I felt that I must
remove ¢ sour grapes ’.from my escutcheon—that I must soar to
a point, whence swooping proudly to Meena Dumty,I should
pass the Dyapers in descendmg'

*(Cheers and murmurs.) :

“ Gentlemen and friends! This world is all & fleeting show.

The bell has rung, and I keep you from your suppers. Briefly. -
- I found the means to travel and test the ring of my metal among

unprejudiced strangers. I wished to achieve distinetion and -
return to my birthplace; but for what ? Do me justice, gentle-
men.. Not to lord it in Sassafras street. Not to carry oﬂ" a
Dyaper with tnumphant elation! Not to pounce on ‘your a.nsto-

- H
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oratic No. 1, and link my destiny with the d1sdamﬁ11 Dyapers !
~ No! But to choose,where I liked, and have the credit of liking
-it! To have Slimford believe that if I preferred their No. 2, it
was because I liked it better than No. 1. Gentlemen, I am a
republican! I may find my congenial spirit among the wéalthy
- —I may find it among the humble. But I want the 11berty to
choose. And I have achieved it, I trust you will permit me the
liberty to say. Having been honored by the dignitaﬁgs of a
metropolis—having consorted with a candidate for gubernatorial

dlstmctxon——-havmg been recorded in a public journal as a com~

panion of. the Vice-President of this free and happy country-—
you will believe me when I declare that I prefer Pepperulge
street to Sassafras—you will oredit my sincerity, when, having
been  approved by the Dyaper’s betters, I give them the go-by
for the Dimitys! Gentlemen, I have done.”

The reader will not be surprised to learn that Mr. Brown
Crash is now a prominent member of the legislature, and an

excessive aristocrat~—Pepperidge street and very demoocratio

-speeches to the contrary notwithstanding.

MRS, PASSABLE TROTT.

“Jo suls comme vous. Je n'aime pas que les autres golent heurenz.™ -

TaE temerity with which I hovered on the brink of matrimony
when a very young man could only be appreciated by a fatuitous
cradulity. The number of véry fat mothers of very plain families '
who can point me out to their respective offspring as their once
imminent papa, is ludicrously improbable. The truth was that T
had a powerful imagination in my early youth, and no * realizing
sense.” A coral neck-lace, warm from the wearer—a shoe with
@ little round stain in the sole—anything flannel—a bitten rose-
bud with the mark of & tooth upon it—a rose, 2 glove, a thimhig

. —cither of theso was agony, ecstasy! To anything with curls

and skirts, and especially if enciroled by a sky-blue sa,sh my
heart was as prodigal as a Croton hydrant, Ah me!

But, of all my short eternal attachments, Fidelia Balch (since
Mrs. P. Trott) was the kindest and fairest. Faithless of course
she was, since my name does not, begin with a T.—but if she did
not continue to love me—P. Trott or no P. Trott—she was
shockingly forsworn, as can be proved by several stars, usually-
considered very attentive listeners. I rather pitied poor Trott— -
for I knew SO

“ Her heart—it was another’s,” '
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and he was rich and forty-odd. But they seemed to live very

-harmoniously, and if I availed myself of such listle consolations

as fell in my way, it was the result of phllosophy I never forgot
the faithless Fidelia.

This is to be a disembowelled narrative, dear reader—skipping
from the maidenhood of my heroine to her widowhood, fifteen
years—yet I would have you supply here and there a betwecnity.
My own sufferings at seeing my adored Fidelia go daily into ano-
ther man’s house and shut.ﬁhe door after. her, you can easily con-
coive. Though not in the habit of rebelling against human insti-

tutions, it did seem to me that the marriage ceremony had no.

business to give old Trott quite so much for his money. But the
aadravatmg part of it was to come! Mis, P. Trott grew prettier
every day, and of. eourse three hundred and sixty-five noticeable
degrees prettier every year! She seemed incapable of, or not
li:i_ble to, wear and tear; and probably old Trott was & man, in-
doors, of very even behavior. And, it should be said, too, in ex-

planation, that, as Miss Balch, Fidelia was a shade too fat for her

model. She embellished as her dimples grew shallower Trifle
by trifle, like the progress of a statue, the superﬂmty fell away
from nature’s original Miss Balch (as designed in Heaven), and
when old Passable died (and no one knew what that P. stood for,

till it was betrayed by the indisereet plate on his coffin) Mrs,

* Trott, thirty-three years okl, was at her maxzimum of beauty.
Plump, taper, transparently fair, with an arm like a high-con-
dluoned Venus, and a neck set on like the swell of a French

born, she was consumedly good-looking. When I saw in the pa-~
per; “Died, Mr. P. Trott,” I went out and walked past the

house, with overpowering emotions, Thanks to a great many- re- 4

fusals, 1 had been faithfal ! I could brmg her the same heart
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unﬁéed and undamaged, which I had offered her before! T could -
generously overlook Mr. Trott’s temporary occupation (sin(}e‘h'e
had left us his money ! )—and when her mourning should be over
—the very day—the very hour—her first love should be ready
for her, good as new! ‘

1 have said. nothing of any evidences of eontmued attachment’
on the part of Mrs. Trott. She was a discreet person and not
likely to compromise Mr. P. Trott till she knew the strength of
his constitution, - But there was one evidence of lmgez:mg profer-
ence which I built upon like 2 rock. I had not visited her during |
these fifteen years. Trott liked me not-—you can guess why!l
But I had a nephew, five years old when Miss Baleh was my
¢ privately engaged,” and as like me, that boy;' as could be cop-

_ied by nature. He was our unsuspecting messenger of love, go-

ing to play in old Baleh’s ga:den when I was forbidden the house,
unconscious of the billet-doux in the pocket of his pinafore ; and
to this boy, after our separation, seemed Fidelia to cling. He»
grew up to a youth of mind and manners, and still she cherished
him. He all but lived at old Troti's, petted and made much of
—her constant companion—reading, walking, riding—indeed,
when home from college, her sole society. Are you surpriséd

that, in all this, there was a tenderncss of reminiscence that

touched and assured mq? Ah—

% On revient toujours
A ses premiers amours

I thc;uo-ht it delicate, and best, to let silence do its work dur- -
ing that year of mourning. I did not whisper even to my nephew

Bob the secret of my happiness. I left one c\ard ot condolenee.\-
3"‘ '
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- after old Trott’s funeral, and lived priv ate, counting the hours.
The slowest kind of eternity it appeared !

The morning never seemed to me to break with so mich diffi-
culty and reluctance as on the anniversary of the demise of Mr.
Passable Trott—June 2, 1840. Time is a comparative thing, I
\vell,] know, but the minutes seemed to stick, on that interminable
morning. 1 began to dress for breakfast at four—but details are

tiresome. Let me assure you thai twelve oclock, A. M., did -

arrive! The clocks struck it, and the shadows verified it.

1 could not have borne an accidental % not at home,” and I re-
‘'solved not to run the risk of it. Lovers, besides, are not tied to
knockers and ceremony. I bribed the gardener. Fidelia’s bou-
doir, I knew, opened upon the lawn, and it seemed more like love
to walk in. She knew—I knew—Fate and circumstance knew
and had ordained~~that that morning was to be shoved up, joined
on, and dovetailed to our last separation, The time between was
to be a blank. Of course she expected me. o

'The garden door was ajar—as paid for. 1 entered, traversed
the vegetable beds, tripped through the flower-walk, and—oh
bliss I—the window was open! I could just sce the ]‘wy;')tia,n urn
on its pedestal of sphinxes, into which I knew (per Bob) she threw
all her fadmg roses. I glided near. I looked in at the window,

~ Ab, that picture! She sat with her back to me—her arm—

that arm of rosy alabaster—thrown cavelessly over her chair—
her egg-shell chin resting on her other thumb and forefinger—
her eyelids sweeping her check——and a white—yes ! a white bow
in her hair. And her dress was of snowy lawn~—white, bridal
white ! Adieu, 0ld Pagsable Trott ! -

I wiped my eyes and looked again, © Old Trots portrait hung

on the wall, but that was nothing. . Her guitar lay on_the table,
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and—did I see aright P-:-—a winiature just beside it ! Perhaps of
old Trott—taken out for the last time. Well—well! He was
s very respectable man, and had been very kind to her, most
likely, ‘ | |

% Fhem !” said I, stepping over the sill, ¢ Fidelia !”

She started and turned, and cerfainly looked surprised.
 «Mr. G 17 said she.

¢t is long since we parted I I said, helping myself 0. °

“ Quite long !"said Fidelia.

“ 8o long that you have forgotten the name of G—— I ask-

* ed, tremulously.

“ Oh no !” she replied, covering up the minjature on the table
by a careless movement of her scarf.

“ And may I hope that that name has not grown dlstasteful to
you ?” I summoned courage to say. ‘

“ no! Ido not know that it has, Mr. G—1"

The blood returned to my fainting heart! I felt as in days )

of yore.

¢« Pidelia !” said I, “let me not wa.qte the preclous moments,

You loved me at twenty—may I hope that T may stand to.you

“in a nearer relation! May I ventare to think that’ our family is

not unworthy of 2 union with the Balches >—that, as Mrs. G—,
you could be happy 27 '
Fidelia looked-—-hesmated——took up the mmlature, and clasped
it to her breast. ‘
“Do I understand you rightly, Mr. G——1" she tremulously
exclaimed. “Bat I think' I do! I remember well what you
were ab twenty ! This picture is like what you were then—with

" differences, it is true, bus still like! Dear pmture ” she exclaim-

ed again, kissing it with raptwre. ~~ * .

A PR
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(How could she have got my miniatt'lfe ?~-but no matter—
taken by stealth, I presume. Sweet and eager anticipation !)
“ And Robert has returned from college, then ?” she said, in-
quiringly. |
~ “Not that I know of,” said L.
« Indoed !—then he has written to you !
b ‘.Nef recently 1?

“ Ah, poor boy! he anticipated! Well, Mr. G T owill

not affeat to be coy where my heart has been so long interested.”
(L stood ready to clasp her to-iny bosom.)

“,'!I'ell Robeit my mourning is over—tell him his name (the . -
name of G——-, of course) *“is the music of my life, and that T

will marry whenever he pleases ”

A horrid suspieion .crosued my wind,

“ Pardon me!” said I; ’wfte'nevefr he pleases, did you say ?
Why, particularly, when }Le pleases 7

‘“La! his not bemg of age is no impediment, I hope 1" said
- Mrs. Trott, with some surprise. ¢ Look &t his miniature, Mr.

" G———1 1t has a boyish look, it’s true—but so had  you—at

twenty 1" ‘
Hope sank w1thm me! I would have given worlds to be away.

The truth was apparent. to me——perfectly apparent. She loved .
that boy Bob—that ehild~~that mere child-—and meant to marry -
him!  Yet how could it be possible! I might be—yes—I

nust be, mistaken, Fidelia. ‘Balch—who was a woman when he
was an urchin in petticoats! she to think of ma.rfying tha,t‘ boy !
I wxoilged her—oh I wronged her! But, worst come to the
“worst, there was no harm in having it perfectly understood.

« Pardon me !” gaid I, putting on a look as if I expected a
' shout of laughter for the mere supposition, “ I should gather---
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(eatégorieaﬂy, mind you '—only categorically)—I should gather
from what you said just n_ew——f]md T boen a third person listen-
ing, that is to say—with no knowledge of the pe.rﬁies)—I should
really have gathered that Bob—Tlittle Bob—was the happy man,
and not I'! Now don’t laugh at me !”

“ You the happy man !—Oh, Mr. G——! you are joking!

" Oh no! pardon me.if I have uniutentionally misled you—but if I

marry again, Mr: G , 3 will be a young man!!! In short,
not to mince the maﬁter, Mr. G——, your nephew is to become
my hushand (nothma unforeseen turning up) in the course of the
next week! We shall have the pleasure of seeing you at the
wedding, of course! Oh no! You! I should fancy that no.
woman would make fwo unequal marriages, Mr G G‘roed
morning, Mr. G—-——— 1 ' |
I was left alone, and to return as I pleased by the vegeta.ble
garden or the front door. I chose the latter, bemg gomewhat
piqued as well as inexpressibly grieved and dlsappomted But

~ philosophy came to my aid, and I soon foll mto a mood of spe-

culation. | ;

¢ Fidelia is constant!” said I te myself—* constant, after all !
She made up her mouth for me at twenty. But I did not-st@
twenty ! Oh no! I, unadvisédly, and without preparatively cul-
tivating her taste for thirty-five, became thirty-five. And now |
what was she to do? ~ Her taste was not at all embarked in Pa.s--
sable Trott, and it stayed just 9s it was-—waiting to; be called up
and used. She locks it up deeently till old Trot} diee, and then '
reproduces—wheﬁ ?  Why, just- whet she locked up—-a ta,ste for :

~a young man at twenty——and just such a young man as ‘she loved

when she was twenty ! Bob-—-of course ! Bob is hke me--—-'Bob
1s twenty Be Beb ber hushand ! :
" But I esnnot say I quite like such eonstancy [




THE SPIRIT-LOVE OF “IONE §——,"
(SINCE DISCOVERED TO BE MISS JONES. )

. Nor long ago, but before poetry and pin-money were discover-
ed to be cause and effect, Miss Phebe Jane Jones was one of the
most charming contributors to a certain periodical now gone over
% Lethe’s wharf.” Her signature was “JIone S 1 a neat
- anagram, out of which few would have p‘i-cked‘ the monosyllable
engraved upon her father’s brass knocker. She wrote mostly in
verse ; but her prose, of which you will presently see a specimen
or two, was her better vein—as being more easily embroidered,
and not cramped with the inexorable fetters of rhyme. Miss
Jones abandoned authorship before the New Mirror was estab-
lished, or she would, doubtless, have been one of its paid contri-

butors—as much ( we” flatter ourselves) as could well be said
of her abilities.

The beauty of hectics and hollow chests has been written out

of fashion ; s0 I may venture upon the simple imagery of truth
and natare. Misz Jones was as handsome as a prize heifer.
She was a compact, plump, wholesome, clean-limbed, beautifully-
marked animal, with eyes like inkstands running over, and a
‘mouth that looked, when she smiled, as if it had never been open-

»
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ed before, the teeth seemed so fresh and unhandled. Her voice

~ bad a tone clear as the ring of a silver dollar; and her lungs
must have been as sound as a pippin, for when she. laughed

(whick she never did unless she was sarprised into it, for she lov-
ed melancholy), it was like the gurgling of a brook over the peb-
bles. The bran-new people made by Deucalion and Pyrrha,

" when it cleared up after the ﬂood, were probably in Miss Jones's

style.

But do you suppose that * Tone S———-—” cared any thing for
her good looks! What—value the poor perlshmg tenement
in which nature had chosen to lodge her intellectual and spiritual
port! What—care for her covering of clay! What—waste
thought on the chain that kept her from the Pleiddes, of which,
perhaps, she was the lost sister (who knows) ? And, more than
all—oh gracious !—to be loved for this trumpery-drapery of her
immortal essence ! ' '

Yes—infra dig. as it may seem to record such an unworthy
trifle—the celestial Phebe had the superfluity of an every-day -
lover. Gideon Flimmins was willing to take her on her outer
inventory alone. He loved her cheeks—he did not hesitate to
admit ! - He loved her lips—he could mot help specifying ! He
had been known to name her shoulders! And, in taking out a
thorn for her with a pair of tweezers ome day, he had. literally
exclaimed with rapture that she had a heavenly little pink thumb.

- But of % Tone S——" he had nover spoken a ‘word. No, though
ghe read him fmthfully every effusion that appeared——asked his

opinion of every separatg stanza—tallked of ¢ Jone S— " ag the
person on earth she most wished to see (for she kept her hterary
incog.)—Gideon had never alluded to her a second time, and
perseveringly, hatefully, atrociously, and with mundane motive
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only, he made industrious love to the outside and visible Phebe !
Well ! Well ! o

Contiguity is something, in love; and the Flimmiﬁses were
‘neighbors of the Joneses. Gideon had another advautage——for
Opheha Flimming, his eldest sister, was Miss Jones's cternally

attached friend. To explain this, I must trouble the reader to -

take notice that there were two streaks. in the Flimmins family.

Fat Mrs, Flimmins, the mother (who had been dead a year), was.

a thorourrh ““man of business,” and it was to her downright and
upright management of her hushand’s wholesale and retail hat-
lining establishment,. that the family owed its prospenty
Heredotus T Flimmins, whose name was on the sign, was a ﬂn,msy-
ish kind of sm-hmg dying man, and nobody could ever find out
what on _earth he wanted. ~Gideon and the two fleshy Miss
Flimminses took after their mother, but Ophelia, Whox,e semi-
translucent frame was the envy of her faithful Phebe, was, with
very trifling exceptions; the perfeet model of her sire. She
f_ievotedly loved the moon. She had her preferences among the
stars of heaven. She abominated the garish sun. And she and’
Phebe met by night—on the sidewalk around their mutual
nearest corner—deeply veiled to conceal their emotion from- t};e
intruding gaze of such stars as they were not acquamted with—
and there they communed !

I never knew, nor have I any the remotest suspicion of the
reasoning by which these commingled spirits arrived at the con-
clusion that there was a want in their delicious union. They
might have known, indeed, that the chain .of bliss, ever so far
extended, breaks off at last with an impeffect link-—that
though mustard and ham may turn two slices of innocent bread
into a Faandwich', there will still be an unbuitered outside. But.
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they were young—they were sanguine. Fhebe, at least, believed
that in the regions of space there existed—** wandering ‘but not
lost”—the aching worser half of which she was the © better”—
some lofty intellect, capable of sounding the unfathomable abysses
of hers—some male essence, all soul and romance, with whom she
could soar finally, arm-in-arm, to ‘their native star, with no

changes of any consequence between their earthly and their

. astral communion. It oceurred to her, at last, that a letter ad-

dressed to him, through her favorite periodical, might possibly
reach his eye. The following (which the reader may very likely
remember to have scen) appe;‘red in the paper of the following
Saturday — .
“ To my spirit-husband, greeting :—
¢ Where art thou, bridegroom of my soul ? Thy Tone S-

calls to thee from the aching void of her lonely spirit! What
name bearest thou? What path walkest thou? How ean I,

-glow-worm like, lift my wings and show thee my lamp of guxdmg

love? Thus wing I these words to thy-dwelling-place (for thou
art, perhaps, & subscriber to the M r).  Go—truants !

Rest not till ye meet his eye. ‘

« But I must speak to thee aftcr the manner of this world.

“7 am a poetess of elghteen summers. Fighteen weary years
have I worn this prison-house of flesh, in which, when torn from
thee, I was condemned to wander: Bat my soul {s untamed by
its cage of darkness! I remembef, and remember only, the lost
husband of my spirit-world,” I perform, coldly and scornfully,
the gnheavenly necessities of this temporary existence ; and from -
the windows of my prison (black—like the gllmpses of the mid~
night heaven they let m) I look out for the coming of my spirit-

lord. Lonely ! lonely !




66 FUN JOTTINGS.

¢ Thou wouldst know, perhaps, what semblance T bear since
my mortal separation from thee. Alas! the rose, not the lily,
reigns upon my cheek ! I would not disappoint thee, though of

that there is little fear, for thow lovest for the spirit only. But

believe not, because health holds me rudely down, and I seem
not fragile and ready to depart—believe not, oh bridegroom of
my soul! that I bear willingly my fleshly fetter, or endure with
patience the degrading homage to its beauty. For there are

soulless worms who think me fair. Ay—in the strength and

freshness of my corporeal covering, there are those who rejoice !
Oh ! mockery ! mockery! ' |
“ List to me, Ithuriel (for I must have a name to call thee by,

and, till thou breathest thy own seraphic name into my ear, be-

- thou Tthuriel) ! List! I would meet thee in the darkness only!
Thou shalt not see me with thy mortal eyes! Penetrate the
past, and remember the smoke-curl of wavy lightness in which I

floated to thy embrace! Remember the sunset-cloud to which
we retired ; the starry lamps that hung over our slumbers! And

on the softest whisper of our voices let thy fhoughtfi pass to mine!
Speak not aloud! Murmur ! murmur! murmur! |
“Dost thou know, Ithuriel, I would fain prove to thee my
freedom from the trammels of this world ! In what chance shape
thy accident of clay may be cast, I know not. Ay, and T care
~ mot! I would thou wert a hunchback, Tthuriel ! - I would thou
wert disguised as a monster, my spirit-husband! So would I
prove to thee my elevation above mortality! So would I show
thee, that in the range of eternity for which we are wedded, a
moment’s covering darkens thee not—that, like a star -sailing
through a cloud, thy brightness is remembered while it is eclipsed
~that thy Tone would recognize thy voice, be aware of thy
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presence, adore thee, as she was celestially wont—ay, though
thou wert imprisoned in the likeness of a reptile! Ione care for
mortal beauty ! ‘Ha! ha! ha !—Ha ! ha! ha! ‘
. % Come to me, Ithuriel ! . My heart writhes in its eell for con~
verse with thee! I am ‘sick-thoughted! My spirit wrings its
thin fingers to play with thy ethereal hair! My earthly cheek,
though it obstinately refuses to pale, tingles with fever for thy
coming. Glide to me in the shadow of eve—softly ! softly !

¢ Address ‘P’ at the M——r office.

o - % Thine, 4 ' “JonE 8—— 7

B ks * * * *

Thére came s letter to ¢ P.” " o

¢ * * * e *

It was an inky night. The moon was in her privafe chambem
The stars had drawn over their heads the coverlet of elouds and
pretended to sleep. The street lamps heartlessly burned on.

Twelve struck with ¢ damnable iteration.” '

On tiptoe and with beating heart, Phebe Jane left her father’s
area. Ophelia Flimmins followed her at a little distance, for
Tone was going to meet her spirit-bridegroom, and receive a
renewal of hLis ante-vital vows; and she wished her friend, the
echo of her soul, to overhear and witness them. For oh—if
words were anytﬁing—if the sbul cowld be melted and poured,
lava-like, upon “ satin post”mif there was truth in feelings mag-
netie and prophetiq-hﬁhem was he who had responded to, and
corresponded with, Ione 8—— (she writing to “ I,” and he to
« Py, the ideal for whom she had so long sighed—the lost balf
of the whole so mournfully incomplete—her soul’s missing and
once spiritually Siamesed twin! His sweet letters had .echoed
every sentiment of her heart. Ho had agreed with her thaﬁ

e
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outside was nothing—that earthly beauty\ was poor, perishing,
pitiful—that nothing that could be seen, touched, or desoribed,
had anything to do with the spiritually-passionate intercourse to
which their respective essences achingly yearned-—that, uﬁéeén,
" unheard, save in whispers faint as a rost’s sigh when languishing

at noon, they might meet in communion blissful, superhuman,

and satisfactory. :
" Yet where fittingly to meet—oh agony' agony !

The street-lamps two squares off had been taken up to lay
down gas. Ophelia Flimmins had inwardly marked it. Between
No. 126 and No. 182, more particularly, the echoing sidewalk
‘was bathed in unfathomable night—for there were vacant lots
occupied as a repository for used-up omnibuses. At the most
lonely point there stood a {ree, and, fortunately, this night, in the
gutter beneath the tree, stood a newly-disabled ’bus of the Knick-
erbocker line—and (sweet omen 1) it was blue! In this eovert
could the witnessing Ophelia lie perdu, observing unseen through
the open door ; and beneath this tree was to take placef the meet-
ing of souls-—the re-interchange of sky-born vows—the immate-
vial union of Ithurial and Iome! Bliss! bhss l—exquisite to
anguish. . :
But—oh incontinent vessel—Ophelia had blabbed. The two
fat Miss Flimminses were in the secret—nay, more-~they were
in the omnibus! Aj-——deeply in, and portentously silént, they
sab, warm and wondering, on either side of the lamp, probably
extinguished for ever!" They knew not well what was to be.
" But whatever sort of thing was a “ marriage of soul,” and
whether “ Ithuriel” was body or nobody—mortal man or angel
in a blue scarf—the Miss Flimininses wished to see him. ~Half

an hour before the trysting-time they had fanned their way thither,
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for a_thunder-storm was in the air and the night was intolerably

—close ; and, climbing into the omnibus, they reciprocally loosened -

each other’s upper bhook, and with their moistened collars laid
starchless in their laps, awaited the opening of the mystery. _

Enter Ophelia, as expected. She laid her thin band upon the
loather string, and, drawing the door after her, leaned out of its .

- open window in breathless suspense and agitation.

Tone’s step was now audlble, returning from 132. Slowly she
came, but invisibly, for it had ‘grown suddenly pitoh-dark ; and

only the far-off lamps, up and down the street, gerved to guide .
her footsteps. o |

But hark! the sound of a heel! He came! Tney met!
He pa;*,sed his arm around her and drew her beneath the tree—
and with whispers, soft and low, leaned breathing to her gar. He
was tall. He was in 2 cloak. And, oh extasy, he was thin!.
But thinkest thou to know, oh reader of dust, what passed on
those ecthereal whispers? Futile—futile cariosity! Tven to
Ophelia’s straining ear,, those whispers were inaudible.

But hark! a rumble ! Something wrong in the bowels of the
sky! And pasﬂ! pash !—on the resounding roof of the omni-
bus—fell drops of rain—fitfully ! fitfully!

“ My dear ! whispered Ophelia (for Ione had borrowed her
chip hat, the better to elude recognitibn), ‘ agk lthuriel to step
in.”? ' o N
Ith.inieI started to find a witness near, but a whisper from .
Ione reagsured him, and gathering hls cloak around hls face, he
followed hig spirit- ‘bride fnto the *bus. .

The fat Miss Flimminses contracted their orbed shapes, and
made themselves small against the padded extremity of the
vehicle ; Opbelia retreated to the middle, and, next the door, on:-
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either side, sat the starry bride and bridegroom-—all breathlessly
silent, Yet there was a murmur—for five hearts beat within
that 'bus’s duodecimal womb ; and the rain pelted on the roof,
pmlsful-hke and unpityingly.

~ But slap' dash ! whew ! hed.vens '—Tn rushed a youth drip-
- ping, dripping ! |

“ Get out !”” cried Ione, over whose knees he drew himgelf like
an eel pulled through a basket of contorted other eels.

Come, come, young man ! 1 said a deep bass vome, of which
everybody had some faint remembrance.

“ Oh ! cried one fat Miss Flimmins.

€ AR soreamed the other.

“ What-—dad I’ exclaimed Gideon Flimmins, who had dashed
into the sheltering ’bus to save his new hat—*‘ dad here with a
giﬂ Py

But the fat Flimminscs were both in convulsxons Scream !
soream ! scream !

A moment of confusion! The next mgment a sudden llght'
A watchman with his lantern stood at the door. e

“ Papa !” ejaculated three of the ladies. o

“ Old Flimmins !—my heart will burst !’ murmured Tone.

The two fat girls hurried on their collars; and Gideon, all

amazement at finding himeelf in such a family party at midnight

in a lonely ’bus, stepped out and entered into cornverse with the
guardlan of the night.

The rain st0pped suddenly, and the ommbus ga.ve up its homo-
- geneous contents, Old Flimmins, who was in a violent perspira-
tion, gave Gideon his cloak to carry, and his two arms to his
two pinguid adult pledges. Gideon took Ophelia and Phebe, and
they mizled. Mockery ! mockery! -
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Ione is not yet gone to the spirit-sphere—kept here partly by
the fleshy fetter over which she mourned, and partly by the dove-
tailed duties consequent upon annual Flimminses, Gideon loves
her after the manner of this world—but she sighs “when she
hears sweet music,” that her better part is still unappreciated—

- unfathomed—* cabiued, exibbed, confined !




THE GHOST-BALL AT CONGRESS HALL,

I tras the last week of September, and the keeper of * Con-
gress hall” stood on his deserted colonnade. The dusty street of

Saratoga was asleep in the stillness of village afternoon. The -

whittlings of the stage-rﬁnners at the corners, and around the
leaning posts, were fading into dingy undistinguishableness. - Stiff
and dry hung the slop-cloths at the door of the livery stable, and
drearily clean was doorway and stall. “ The season ” was over.

“ Well, Mr. B—— 1"’ said the Boniface of the great caravan-
sary, to a gentlemanly-looking invalid, crossing over from the
village tavern on his way to Congress spring, * this Iooks like the
end of it! A slimmish season, though, Mr B I 2Gad,
things isn’t as they used to be in gour time? Three months we
used to.have of it, in them days, anc'l the same people coming and
- going all summer, and folks’ own horses, and all the ladies drink-.
ing ehampagne' And every ¢ hop’ was as good as a ball, and'a,
ball—when do you ever see such balls now-a-days 2 Why here’s
all my best wines in the cellar; and as to beauty—pooh '-they’re
done coming Zere, anyhow, are the belles, such ag belles was

“ You may say that, mine host, you may say that!” replied

© ing—was he awake ? .
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the dawaged Corydon, leaning heavily on his cane,—* what—
they’re all gone, now, eh—nobody at the ¢ United States ???

“ Not a soul-—and here’s weather like August I—capital weather
for young ladies to walk out evenings, El.nd, for a drive to Bar-
height’s—nothing likeit! It’s a sin, I'say, to pass such weather
in the city! Why shouldn’t they come to the springs in the
Indian summer, Mr. B— :

Coming events seemed to have c’ast then- shadows before ‘As
Boniface furned his eyes mstmctwely toward the sand hill, whose
cloud of dust was the préeursor or new pilgrims to the waters, -
and the sign for the black boy to ring the bell of arrival, behold;
on its summit, gleaming through the nebulous pyramid, like a
lobster through the steam of the fisherman’s pot, one of the red
coaches of ¢ the People’s Llnc

And another !

And another !

And another ! ] , ‘

Down the sandy descent came the first, while the driver’s horn,
intormittent with the erack of his whip, set to bobbma every pine
cone of the adjacent wilderness. ,

“Prr—r u—te——too-—toob—_-pash *—crack !~~snap !—-prer-—r
—rut—rat-—rrus /! (Flang I—Hip 7

Boniface 1aid his hand on the pull of the porter’s bell, but the
thought flashed through his mind that he might have been dream-

1 -

And, marvel upon wonder !-—a horn of arrival from ‘the otfwr
end of the village! And as he turned his eyes in that’ dlreotwn, )
he saw the dmmer turnouts from Lake Sacrament—extras,
wagons, every vanety of rattletrap conveyance—pouring in like

4
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an Irish funeral on the return, and making (oh, climax more
satisfactory !) straight, all, for Congress Hall!

‘Events now grew preeipitate—

Ladies were helped out with green veils—parasols and baskets
were handed after them—bao-gao'e was chalked and distributed-—
(and parasols, baskets, and baggage, be it noted, were all of the
com plexion that innkeepers love, the.indefinable look which betrays
the owner’s -addictedness to extras)—and now there was ringing

~of bells; and there were orders for the woodcocks to be dressed
with pork chemises, and for the champagne to be iced, the sherry
not—and through the arid corridors of Congress Hall floated a
delicious toilet air of eold eream and lavender—and ladies’ maids
came down to press out white dresses, while the cook heated the

curling irons—and up and down the stairs flitted, with the blest

confusion of other days, boots and iced sangarees, hot water,
towels, and mint-juleps—all delightful, but all incomprehensible !

— Was the summer encored, or had the Jews gone back to Jeru- .

salem ? To the keeper of Congress Hall the restoration of the
millenium would have been a rush-light to this second advent’ of
fun-and-fashion-dom ! _

Thl}s far we have looked through the eyes of the person
(pocket-ually speaking) most interested in the singular event we
~wished to desoribe. Let us now (tea being over, and your
astonishment havmg had time to breathe) take the devil’s place at
the elbow of the invalided dandy bef’oxe-mentloned and follow him
over to Congress Hall. It was a mild -night, and, as I said
before (or meant to, if T did not), August having been pre-
nntnreiy cut off by bis raining successor, seemed. up agam, like
Hamlet’s governor, and bent on walking out his tiwe.

Riee (you rep;gmber, Rice—famous for his lemonades with a
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corvective)—Rice, havmg nearly ignited his forefinger with-
charging wines at dinner, was out to cool. on the colonnade, and
B——, not strong enough to stand about, drew a chair near the
drawmg'-room window, and begged the rosy - barkeeper to throw
what light he could upon the multitudinous apparition. Riee
could only feed the fire of his wonder with the fuel of additional
circumstances. Coaches had been arriving from every direction till
the house was full. The depa.rt.ed black band had been stopped
at Albany, and sent back. There scemed no married people in
the pasty—at least, judging by dress and flirtation. Here and
there a belle, a little on the wane, but all most juvenescent in
gayety, and (Rice thought) handsomer girls than had been at
Congress Hall since the dajs of the Albany regeney (the regency
of beauty), ten years ago! Indeed, it struck Rice that he had
seen the faces of these lovely g1rls before, though they whom he
thought they resembled had long since gone off the stage—gra,nd-.
mothers, some of them, now ! -

Rice had been tqld, also, that there was an extraordinary and

" overwhelmingearrival of children and nurses at the Pavilion

Hotel, but he thought the report smelt rathor like a jealous
fioment of the Pavilioners, Qdd, if true—that’s all !

Mr. B had taken his seat on the colonnade, as Shakespere
expresses it, ¢ about cock-shut time”«mtwﬂight—and in the

. darkness made visible of the rooms within, he could only dlstln—

guish the outline. of soie very exqmsxte, and exquisitely plump-
figures gliding to and fro, winged, each one, 'with a pair of rather

, stoutlsh but most attentive admirers. | As the eunfew hour stole '

away, however, the lidies stole away with it, to dress and at ten
o’clock the sudden outbreak of the full band in.a mazurka., drew _
‘Mr, B——s .attention t0 ‘the dining-room frontage- of ‘the
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colonnade, and, moving his chair to one of the windows, the,

cockles of his heart warmed to see tho orchestra in it glory of

old—thirteen black Orpheuses perched on a throne of dining-

tables, and the black veins on their shining temples strained to

the erack of mortality with their zealous exeention. The waiters,

meantime, were lighting the tin Briareus (that spermaceti monstor

so destructive to broadcloth), ami the side-sconces and stand-

lamps, and presently a blaze of hght flooded the dusty evergreens

of the facade, and nothing was wanting ‘but some fashionable

Curtius to plunge first into the void—some adventurous Benton,

“to set the ball in motion.” ‘

Wrapped carefully from the night-air in his cloak and belcher,

B—— sat looking earnestly into the room, and to his excited
senses there seemed, about all this supplement to the summer’s
gayety, a weird mysteriousness, an atmosphere of magio, which
wad observable, he thought, even in the ‘burning of the candles!
And as to Johnson, the sable leader of the band—¢ God’s- -my-
life,” as Bottom says, how like a tormented fiend writhed the
cremona betwixt his chin and white Walstcoat' Such musie,
from instruments so vexzed, had never! split the. ears of the
Saratoga groundlings since the rule of St. Dominick (in whose
hands even wine sparkled to song)——no, not since the golden age
of the Springs, when that lord of harmony and the nabobs of

lower Broadway made, of Congress Hall, a paradise for the

unmarried ! Was Johnson bewitched ? Was Congress Hall
reposséssed by the spirits of the past? If ever Mr. B )

sitting in other yeats on that resounding colonnadeq had felt the
* magnetic atmos;)here of people he knew to be up stairs, he felt it
mow! If ever he had been contented, knowing that certain

bright creatures would presently glide inte tha visual radius of

I

after years of matrimony. - And now and then B
_ hand to his head-—for he was not quite sure that he might not
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Black Johnson, he felt contented, inexplicably, from the same’
cause now—expecting; as if such music could only be #4eir herald,
the entrance of the same bright creatures, no older, and as bright
pressed his

be a little wandering in his mind. o
* But suddenly the band struck up a march! The first bar wafs
played through, and B looked at the door, sighing that this
sweet hallucmatlon——t‘ms waking dream of other days-—was now'
to be scattered by rejahty. He. eould have filliped that mer-
genary Ethidpia.n on the nose for playing such mgsie to s1§ch
falling off from the past as he now looked to see enter.- ‘

A lady crossed the threshold on a gentleman’s arm. ~ |

“Ha ! ha!” said B——, trying with a wild effort to langh, and
pincliing his arm into a blood blister, “ come-—this is foo goodl
‘Helen K ! oh,no! Not quite erazy yet Ihope—not 80 far
gone yet ! Yet itis! Iswearitis! And not changed ‘either !
Beautiful as ever, by all that is- wonderful' Psha! Dl not be
mad ! Rice !—Are you- th%re ? Why who are these coming
after her ? Julis L——! Anna K——, and my friend F_rmny !
The D——s! The M s! Nay, I'm dreaming, silly fool

that Tam ! TI call fora light ! Waiter!! Where the devils
! ‘ .

the bell ## _ :

And aspoor B msxstlng on finding himself i in bed, reached
out his hand to find the bell-pull one of the waiters of Congress
“Hall came to hig sammons. The gentleman wanted nothing, and
the waiter thought he had' eried out in his nap; and rathgr em-
barrassed to explain his wants, but still unconvinced of his freedom
from dream-land, B—— drew his hat over his eyes, apd his cloak
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around him, and serewed up his courage to look agam into “the’
enchanted ball-room. .

The quadrllles were formed and the lady at the head of the
first set was spreading her skirts for the first avant-deuz. Sho
was a tall woman, superbly handsome, and moved with the grace
of a frigate at sea with a nine-knot breeze. ‘Eyes capable of tak-
ing in 1odgers (hearts, that is to say) of any and every calibre and
qualify, a bust for a Cornelia, a shape all love and Iightness, and
a smile like a temptation of Eblis—there she was—and there
were fifty like her—not like her, exactly, either, but of ker con-
stellatlon—mhelles,_e‘very_uone of them, who will be remembered by
old men, and wused for the disparagemerit of degenerated young-

lings—splendid women of Mr- B ’s time, and of the palmy
time of Congress Hall—— :

. The past—the past—the past 1"

Out on your staring and unsheltered lantern of brick—Your
“ United States Hotel,” stiff, modern, and promiscuous! Who
ever passed a comfortable hour: in its glaring cross-lights, or
breathed a gentle sentiment in its unsubdued air and townish

open-to-dustiness ! *What is it to the leafy dimness, the cool

sha,dows, the perpetual and penswe demi-jour—what to the ten

. thousand associationg—of Congress Hall! Who has not lost a

leart (or two) on the boards of that primitive wilderness of a
colonnade ! Whose first adorations, whose sighs, hopes, strate-
igies, and ﬂjrtatmns, are not ground-into that warped snd slipper-
polished floor, like heartache and avarice into the bricks of Wall
street! Lord bless you, madat ! don’t desert old Congress Hall!
Wo have ‘done going to. the Sprmgs——(we,)——and wouldn’t go
 there again for anythmg, but a good price for a pang—-(that is,
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exoept to see such a sight as we ave describing) buh we can nob

"bear, in our midsummer flit through the Astor, to see- charming
?

girls bound for- Saratoga, and hear no talk of Copgress Hall ! |
What ! no lounge on those proposal sofas—no pluck ab the bright
groon leaves of those luxuriant creepers whilp listening to « f,he-
voice of the charmer”—no dawdle on the steps to the s'prlng
‘(mamma gone on before)—no hunting for #hat glow-worm in the
shrubbery by the music-room—no swing—no billiards—no morn~
ing gossips with the few prmleged beaux admitted to the up-

stairs entry, ladies’ wing ?

“1°d sooner be set quick i’ the earth, -
And bowled to death with turnips,”

" than assist or iﬁingle in such ungrateful forgetfulness of pl_ea.su'rg-

land! But what do we with a digression in a ghost-story ?
The. ball weﬁt on. Champagne of the “exploded” eolor (pink)

was freely circulated between the dances—(rosy wine suited to
the bright days when all things were tinted rose)—and wit, ex-
ploded, too, in these leaden times, went round with the wine ; and
as a glass of the- bright vintage was handed up to old Johnson,
B stretched his neck over the window-sill in an agony of ex-
pectation, confident that the black ghost, if ghost he were, would
fuil tp recognize the leaders of fashion, as he was wont of old, and

to how respectfully to them before dunkmg in their presence.
Oh, murder ! not he! Down went his black poll to the musie-
stand, and up, and den é,gain, and at every dip, the white roller -
~ of that unotuous éye was brought to bear upon some wel-remem-
bered star of the aseendant ! He saw them ag B— did‘!l : I—Ie. '
was not playing to an unrecognized 'compan}: of late-comers to

! .
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Saratoga—anybodies from any place! 'He, the unimaginative

African, believed evidently that they were there in flesh—Helen,

the glorious, and all her fair troop of contemporaries !—and that

with them had come back their old lovers, the gay and gallant

Lotharios of the time of Johnson’s first blushing honors . of

renown ! The big drops of agonized horror and ineredulity rolled
* off the forehead of Mr. B ! '

- Butsuddenly the waiters radiated to the side-doors, and with
the celestial felioity of star-rising and morning-breaking, a . waltz
was found playing in the ears of the revellers! Perfeot, yet when
it did begin! Waltzed every brain and vein, waltzed every swim-

- ming eye within the reach of its magic vibrations! Gently away
floated couple after couple, and as they cireled round to his point of
observation, B—— could have called every waltze1 by name—
but his heart ‘was in his throat, but his eyeballs were hot with
the stony immovabléness of his long gazing. '

Another change in the music! Spirits of bedewlment' could

not t%at waltz have been spared! Boniface stood wa.ltzmg his
head from shoulder to shoulder—Rice twirled the head chamber-

maid in the entry—the black and white boys jspun' round on the

colonnade—the wall-flowers in the ball-room crowded their chairs
to the wall—the candles flaved embracingly-—ghosts or no ghosts,
dream or hallucination, B—— could endure no more ! He flung
off; his cloak and hat, and jumped in at the window. The divine

TEqnly C had that moment risen from tying her shoe. With
* a.nod to her partner, and a smile to herself, B—o encirclod her

round waist, and away he flew like Ariel hght on the toe, but his

‘face palhd and wild, and his emaciated legs playmg like stioks i in
hip unfilled trousers. Twice he made the circuit of the room,
'ex?;hng.a.ppm_jeqt.ly less surprise than_pleasure by his sudden ap-
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pearance then, mth a wavering halt, and ‘his hand” Taid tremn-
lously to his forehead, he flew at the hall-door at a tangent, and
rushing through servants and spectators, dashed across the por-
tico, and dxsappeared in the darkness ! A fortmght’s bram,fever
deprived him of the opportunlby of repeating this. remarkable
flourish, and" hig subsequent sanity was estabhshed through some
eritical hazard. o

There was some mquxry at supper about “ old B ,)? - but
the lady who waltzed with him “knew as little of his-coming and.
going as the managers ; and, by one belle, who had been ab some,
trouble in other days to quench hlS ardor, it was solemnly. belxeved
to be his persevering apparition. o

The next day there was a drive and dinner at Ba.rhelght’s, and
back in time for ball and sapper; and the dayafter there was a
taost hilarious and memorable fishing-party to Saratoga lake,.and
all back again in high Torce for the ball and supper; and go'like
a long gala-day, like a short summer carnival, all frolie, sped: the
week away. Boniface, by the third day, had rallied his recollec~
tions, and w1th many a scrape and compliment, lie' renewed his
acquaintance with the belles and beaux of a brighter period of
beauty and gallantry. - And if there was any mystery remaining

in the old funotionary’s mind as to'the identity and miracle of-

their presence and reumon, it was on the one point-of the Iadxes"
unfaded lovelmess———for, savmg a half inch aggregation in -the
‘waist, which was rather an improvement than otherwise, and ‘a
little more fulness i in the bust, which was a moist embelhshmg difs
ference, the ten years that had gone over them had made no mark
on the lady portion of his guests ; and as to the gentlemen—buty
that is neither ‘hLere nor there They were “men of mark ”
4* o s . . . .
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young or old, and their wear and tear is, as Flute says, “ a thing
of naught n . |

It was revealed by the keeper of the Pemhon, after the depart-
ure of the late-come revellers of Congress Hall, that there had
been constant and secret visitations by the belles of the latter so-

journ, to the numerous jnfantine lodgers of the former. Such a-

troop of babies and hoys, and all so lovely, had seldom gladdened
even the eyes of angels, out of the cherubic choir '(let'alone the
Saratoga Pavilion), and though, in their white dresses and rose-
buds, the belles afore spoken of looked like heautiful elder sisters
to those motherless ynungiings, yet when they came in, mothers
confessed, on the morning of departure, openly to superintend
the preparations for travel, they had so put off the untroubled

maiden look from their ‘countenances, and so put on the inde-~

soribable growing-old-iness of married life in their dress, that, to

the eye of an observer, they might well have passed for the moth-
ers of the girls they had themselves seemed to be, the day before,

only.

ment on the needlessness of the American haste to be old, we are

not at liberty to mention. The reader will have surmised, how-.

ever, that it was some one who had observed the more enduring
quality of beauty in other lands, and on- returning to his own,
looked in vain for those who, by every law of nature, should be
still embellishing the society of which he had’ left them the bud-
ding flower and ormament. To ge't them- together - again, only
with their contemporaries, in one of their familiar ha,u‘nts‘of pleas-
ure—to suggest the exclusion of everything but youthfulness in
dress, amusement, and occupatmn—-to bring to meet them their

old admlrers, married hke themselves, but entering the field once -

" ings exacted of him ;

Who devised, planned, and brought about, this praetlcal com-
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more for their smiles against their rejuveneseent husbands—to
array them as belles again, and see whether it was any falling off
in beauty or the power of pleasing which had driven them from
their prominent places in social life—this was the obvious best
his immediate eircle of friends the service his feel-

way of doing
the only way, indeed, of convincing these

bright creatures that they had far autlclpated the fading hour of

bloom and youthfalness. [Pensez-y !




PASQUALL, THE TAILOR OF VENICE.

CHAPTER L.

G1aNNINO PASQUALI whs a smart tailor some five years ago,

occupymg 2 ool shop on one of the smaller canals of Venice,

Four pairs of suspenders, a prin$ of the fashions,and a motley row
of the gay-colored trousers worn by the gondoliers, ornamented
the window looking on the dark alley in the rear, and, attached to
the post of the water-gate on thg canal side, floated a small black
gondola, the possession of which afforded the same pmof of
prosperity of the Venetian tailor which is expressed by a ‘horee
and buggy at the door of a snip in London. The place-secking
traveller, who, nez en Pair, threaded the tangled labyrinth of
a]leys and bridges between the Rialto and St. Mark’s, would
searce have observed the humble shop-window of Pasquali, yet
he had & consequence on the Piasza, and the lagoon had seen
his triumphs as an amateur gondolier. GHannino was some thirty
years of age, and his wife Fiametta, whom he had matried for
her zeochini, was on the shady side of fifty,

If the truth must be told, Pasquali had discovered that, even
with a bag of sequins for eye-water, Fiametta was not alwaya the
most lovely woman in Venice. Just across the canal lived old
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Donna Bentoceata, the nurse, whose daughter Turturilla was like - .
the blonde in Titian’s pictui'e of the Marys ; and to the charms of
Turturilla, even seen through the leaden light of poverty, the un-
happy Pasquali was far from msen31ble -

The festa of San Antonio arrived after a damp Week of No— |
vember, and though you would suppose the atmosphere of Vebice
not liable to auy very sensible increase of moisture, Fiametta, like
people who live on land, and have the rheumatism as a punishment
for their age and ugliness, was usually confined to her brazero of
hot coals till it was dry enough on the Lide for the peacocks to
walk abroad. - On this festa, however, San Antonio being, as eve-
ry one knows, the patron saint of Padua.; the Padovese were to
come down the Brenta, as was their custom, and cross over the
sea to Venice to assist in the celebration ; and Fiametta once more
thought Pasquali loved her for herself alone when he swore by his
rosary that unless she g.ccornpaﬂied him to the festa in her wed-

ding dress, he would not turn an oar in the race, nor unfasten his

gondola from the door-post. Alas! Fiameita was married in the
summer solstice, and her dress was permeable to the wind as a
cobweb, or gossamer. Is it possible you could have remembored
that, O wicked Pasquali ? ' .
Tt was a day to puzzle a barometer ; now bright, now rainy,
now gusty as a corridor in a novel, and now calm a3 a lady after
a fit of tears, Pasquali was qp eamrly and waked Fiametta with
a kiss, and, by way of unusual tenderness, or by way of ensuring
the wedding dress, he chose to- play dressing maid, and-arranged
with hig own hands her jupon and fazzoletia. She emerged: from
her chamber looking like a slice of orange-peel in a ﬂower-bed ”
but sm1hng and nodding, and vowing the day warm as April, and
the sky mthout a eloud. The Wldenmv circles of an eceasionel, .
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drop of rain in the canal were nothmg but the bubbles bursting

after a passing oar, or perhaps the last flies of summer. Pas-
 quali swore i was weather to wip down a peri.

* As Fiametta stepped into the gondola, she glanced her eyes over

the way and saw Turturilla, with a face as sorrowful as the first

day in Lent, seated at her window. Her lap was full of work

and it was quite evident that she had not thought of be’nw at the

~ festa. Fiametta’s heart was already warm, and it melted quite at -

the sight of the poor girl’s loneliness.

“ Pagquali mio !"” ghe said, in a deprecating tone, as if she were
uncertain how the proposition would be réceived, “I think we
could make room for poor Turturilla 1
A gleam of pleasure, unobserved by the confiding sposa, tinted
faintly the smooth olive cheek of Pasquali.

“Eh ! diavolo I” he replied, so loud that the sorrowful seam-
stress heard, and hung down her head still lower : ; ““must you take
pity on every cheese-parmg of a ragezza who heppens to have no
lover! Mave reason! have reason ! The gondola is narrower
than your brave heart, my fine Fiametta ! I”  And away he pushed
from the water-steps, ~

Turturilla rose from her work and stepped out upon the rusty
gratmgs of the balcony to see them depars. Pasquali stopped to
gtease the notch of his oar, and between that and some other em-

barrassments, the gondola was suffered to float directly under her
window. The compliment to the generous nature of Fiametta,
was, meantime, working, and as she was compelled to exchange a
word or two with Turturilla while her husband was getting his oar
into " the socket, it resulted (as he thought it very probable it
would), in’ the good wife’s renewing her proposition, and making a

point of sending the deserted g1r1 for her holiday bonnet, {Pas-
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quali swore through all the saints and angels by the time she had
made herself reaay, though she was but five minutes gone from
the wiedow, and telling Fiametta in her ear that she must congid-

er it as the, purest obligation, he backed up to- the steps of old

Donna Bentoceata, helped in her daughter with a better grace -
than could have been expected, and with one or two s_hert and
deep strokes, put forth into the grand canal with the velocity of a
lance-fly. A

" A gleam of sunshine lay along the bosom of the broad sllver
sheet, and it was beautiful to see the gon@elas with their ‘g:-xy celler-‘
ed freights all hastening in onedireetion,, and with a swift track
to the festa.  Far‘up and down they rippled the smooth water,
here gliding out from below a palace-arch, there from a narrow
and unseen canal, the steel beaks e_urved and flashing, the ;wa,ter
glancing on the oar-blades, the curtaing moving, and the fair wo-
men of Venice leaning out and touching hands as they neared
neighbor or acquaintance in the elose-pre<=31no gondolas, It was
a beautiful sight, indeed, and three of the happiest hearts in that
swift gliding company were in Pasquali’s gondola, though the bliss
of Fiametta, I am compelled to say, was_entirely owing to the
bandage with which love is so mgmﬁea.ntly painted. - Ah ! poor

Fiametta ! .
From the' Lido, from Fusina, from under the Bridge of Slghs‘ .

from all quarters of the lagoon and from all points of the floating
city of Venice, streamed. the flying gondolas to the Giudecea.

The narrow walk along the edge of the long and close-built istand
was thronged with' booths and ‘promenaders, and the black ‘barks
by hundreds bumped their steel noses against, the pier as the agi-
tated water rose and fell benea,th them. * The gondolas intended
for the race pulled slowly up and down, close to the shore, exhi-
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biting their fairy-like forms and their sinewy and gayly dressed
gondoliers to the orowds on'land and water j the bands of music,

attached to different parties, played here and there a strain ; the

eriers of holy pictures and gingerbread made the air voeal with
their liSpiné and soft Venetian ; and all over the scene, as if it
was the light of the sky or some other light as blessed but less com-
mon, shone glowing. black eyes, black as night, and sparkling as
the stars on night's darkest bosom. He who thinks Iig‘:htly of
Italian beauty should have seen the women of Venice on St. An-

" tonio’s day 32, or on any or at any hour when their pulses are
beating high and their eyes alight—for they are neither one nor
the ofher always. - The women of that fair clinie, to borrow the
simile of Moore, are like lava-streams, only bright when the vol-
cano kindles. Their long lashes cover lustreless eyes, and their

“blood shows dully through the cheek in common and listless hours,
The calm, the passive tranquillity in which the delicate graces of
colder climes find their element are to them a torpor of the heart
when the blood scarce seems to flow. They are wakeful only to
the energetlc the passionate, the joyous movements of the soul.

- Pasquali stood ereet in the prow of his gondola, and stole fur-
tive glances at Turturilla while he pointed away with his finger
to call off the sharp eyes of Fiamefta ; but Fiametta was happy

. and unsuspicious. Only when now and then the wind came up
chilly from the Adriatie, the poor wife shivered and sat.closer to
Turturilla, who in her plainer but thicker dress, to say nothing
of younget blood, sat more comfortably on the black eushion and

" thought less about the weather. An oceasional drop of rain fell

on the nose of poor Fiametta, but if she did not believe it was
the spray from Pasquah s oar, she at least did her best to believe

50 ; and the perfidious tailor swore by 8t. Anthony that the clouds
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were as dry as her eyelashes. I never was very certain that Tur-

turilla was not in the secret of this day’s treacheries.

" 1Phe broad centre of the Giudeeca was cleared, and the boats

took their places for the race. "Pasquali ranged his gondola with
those of the other spectators, and telling Fiametta in her ear that
he should. sit on the other side of Turturilla as & pumshment for
their malapropos invitation, he placed himself on the small re-
mainder of the deep cushion on the farthest side from his novrr
penitent spouse, and while he complained almost rudely of the
narrowness of his seat, he made free to hold on by Turturilla’s
waist, which no doubt made the poor 'girl’s mind more easy on the

~ subject of her dntrusion.-

Who won and who lost the race, what was the deviee of each
flag, and what bets and bright eyes changed owners by the result;
no personage of this tale knew or cared, save Fiametta. She
looked on eagerly. Pasquah and Turturilla, asﬁthe French say,
trouvaient awutress chats @ frotter ,

After the decision of the grand race, St. Antonio bemg the |
protector, more particularly of the. humble (** patron of pigs’ m‘
the saints’ calendar), the seignoria and the crrand people. gener-
ally, pulled away for St. Mark’s, leaving the erowded Giudecca
to the people. Pasquali, as was said before, had some renown as
a gondolier.’ Something what would be called in other countries
a sorub race, followed the departure of the winning boat, and sev-

eral gondolas, holding each one person only, tlook their places for .
the start. The tailor laid his hand on his bosum, and, with the
smile that had first stirred the heart and the sequins of Fiametta, .
begged her to gratify his love by acting as his make- -weight whils
he turned an oar for the pig -of St. Antonio, The prize roasted

to an appetizing crisp, stood high on a platter i in front of one of
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the booths on shore, and Fiametta smacked her lips, overcame
her tears with an effort, and told him, in accents as little as pos-
sible like the ereak of a dry oar in the socket, that he mlght set
Turturilla on shore. a

A word in her ear, as he handed her over the gunwale, recon-
ciled Bonna Bemtoccata’s fair daughter to this conjugal partiality,
and stripping his manly figure of its upper disguises, Pasquali
straightened out his fine limhs, and drove his bark to the line in a
style that drew applause from even his competitors. As a mark
of their approbation, they offered him an outside place where his
fair dame would be less likely to be spattered with the contend-

ing oars ; but he was too generous to take advantage of this con-

siderate dffer,‘ and orying out as he took the middle, « ben pronto,
signori 1 gave Fiametta a confident look and stood like a hound
in the leash.

Off they went at the tap of the drum, poor Fiametta holding
her breath and clinging to the sides of the gondola, and Pasquali
developing skill and musele—not for Fiametta’s eyes only. It

was a short, sharp race, without jockeying or management, all fair

play and main strength, and the tailor shot past the end of the
Giudecca a boat’s length ahead. Much more applauded thaua‘l.
king at a coronation or a lord-mayor taking water at London
Astairs‘, he slowly made his way back to Turturilla,and it was
only when that demure damsel rather shrunk from sitting down
in two inches of v&at}er, that he discovered how the disturbed
element had quite filled up the hollow of the leather cushion and
made a peninsula of the uncomwplaiving Fiametta. She was ag

" well watered, as a favorite plant in a ﬂower-garden.

< Pasqmlz mio ! she said in an 1mplormg tone, holding up -
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the skirt of ‘her dress with the tips ‘of her thumb and finger;
¢ gould you just take me home while I change my dress ?” |
“ One rhoment; Fiametta cara ! they are bringing the pig 17
The erisp and succulent trophy was solemnly placed in the .
prow of the victor’s gondola, and preparation was made t§ oon-
voy him home with a triumphant procession. ~A-half hour before
it was in order to mo.v'e-—an hour - in first making the eircuit of
the grand canal, and. an hour more in drinking a glass and
exchanging good wishes at the stairs of the Rialto, and Donna
Fiametta had sat too long by two hours and a half with scarce a
dry thread on her body. What afterwa.rds befell will be seen in

the more melancholy sequel

OHAPTER II

~ Tue hospital of St.. Glrolamo is attached to the convent of‘
that name, standing on one of the canals which put forth on the
seaward side of Venice. - Itisa long building, with its low windows
and latticed doors opening almost on the level of the sea, and the

wards for the sick are large and well aired ; 5ﬁt,'except when the

breeze is stirring, impregnated with a saline dampness from the
canal, which, as Pasqua.li rema.rke‘d; was good for the rheumatism.
It was not so good for the patient. X

The loving wife Fiametta grew worse and worse after the fatal
festa, and the fit' of rheumatism brought on by the -'sl‘ightness‘ of
her dress and the spattering he bad given her in the race, had
increased by the end of the week, to a rheumatic fever.:: Fia~

‘metta was old and tough; however, and struggled manfully
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(woman ‘as she was)- with the disease, but being one night a Tittle
out of her head, her loving husband tock occasion to shudder at

the responsibility of taking care of her, and jumping into his
gondola, he pulled across to St. Girolamo and bespoke a dry bed

and a sister of charity, and brought back the pious father Clas- .

paro and a comfottable litter. Fiametta wag dozing when they
arrived, and the kind-hearted tailor willing to spare her the pain
of knowing that she was on her way to the hospital for the poor,
set out some meat and wine for the monk, and sending over for
Turturilla and the nurse to mix the salad, they sat and ate away
the hours-till the poor dame’s brain should be wandering again.
‘Toward night the monk and Dame.Bentoccata were comforta-
bly dozing with each other’s support (having fallen asleep at
table), and Pasquah wmh a kiss from Turturilla, stole softly up
stairs.  Fiametta was muttering unquietly, and Workmg her
fingers in the pa,lms of her hands, and on feeling her pulse he

found the fever was at ity height. She took him, besides, for the

prize pig of the festa, for he knew her wits were fairly abroad.

He crept down staifs, gave the monk a strong eup of coffee to

get him well awake, and between the four of them, they got poor
Fiametta ‘into the htter, drew the curtains tenderly around and
deposited her safely in the bottom of the gondola. '

Lightly and smoothly the winner of the pig pulled away with
his loving burden, and gliding around the slimy'corners of the
palaces, and hushing his voice as he cried out *right !’ or
“left1” to guard the coming gondolers of his vicinity, he
arrived, like a thought of love to a maid’s mind in sleep, at the
door.of St. Girolamo. The abbess looked out and said, ¢ Bene-

dicite P? and the monk stood firm on his brown sandals to reccive

the precious burden from the arms of Pasquali. Believing ﬁrzﬂly

1
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 that it was equivalent to committing her to. the hand of St.

Peter, and of coorse abandoning all hope of seéing her again in
this world, the soft-hearted tailor wiped his eye as she was lifted
in, ind receiving a promise from Father Gasparo that ke would -
communicate faithfully the state of. her soul in the last agony, he
pulled, with lightened gondola. and heart baok to his widower’s
home and Turturilla.

Por many good reasons, and apparent as good, it is a rule in
the hospital of St. Girolamo, that the sick under its holy charge
shall receive the visit of neither friend nor’ relative. If they
recover, they return to their abodes. to earn caﬁﬂlosfor‘the altar
of the restoring saint. If they dié, their élothes are sent to their”
sﬁrvivin‘g friends, and this affecting memorial, besides_communi-
cating the melancholy. news, affords all the particulars and all the
consolation they are supposed to require upon the sub;eot of their- .
loss. R

Waiting patiently for Father GasPa,ro and his bundle, 'Pasqua,h ‘
and Turturilla gave themselves up to hopes, which on the tallor’s
part (we fear it must be admitted), augured a quicker recovery
from grief than might. be credited to an elastic constitution,
The fortune of poor Fiametta was sufficient to warrant Pasquali
in neglecting his shop to celebrate every festa that the church
acknowledged, and for ten days subsequent to the committal of
his wife to the tender mereies of St. Girolamo, five days out of -
seven wag, the proportion of ‘merry holydays with * his  new"
betrothed. | '

- They were sﬂstmg one evening in the open. plazza of St. Mark, '

in front of the most thronged café ‘of that matehldss: squaro.'
The moon was resting her silver disk on the point of the Campa-:
nile, and the shadows of- thousands of gay Venetians foll on the
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immense pavement below, clear and sharply drawn as a black
eartoon. The fopr extending. ;é":ides of the square lay half in
shades half in light, with their iﬁﬁumérable -columns’ and balcor
nies and sculptured work, and, frowning down on all, in broken
light and shadow, stood the arabesque structure of St. Mark’s
itself, dizzying the eyes with its mosaics and confused devices, and
thrusting forth the heads of her four golden-collared steeds into
the moonbeams, till they loocked on that black relief, like the
horses of Pluto issuing from the gates of Hades.. In the centre
of the square stood. a tall woman, singing, in' rich contralto, an.
old song of the better days: of Venice; and against one of the
plllars Polichinello had backed his wooden stage, and beat about
his puppets with an energy worthy of old Dandolo and his helmet-
ed galley-men. To those who wore not the spectacles of grief -
o discontent, the square of St. Mark’s that night was like some
cozening ¢ableaw. I never saw anything so gay. :

Everybody who has “ swam in a gondola,” knows how the

cafés of Venice thrust out their checkered awnings over a portien
of the square, and filled the shaded space below with chairs and
marble tables. In a corner of the shadow thus afforded, with
ice and goffee on a small round slab between them, and the flat
pavement of the public promenade under their 'fe’ét, sat our two
lovers. © With neither hoof nor wheel to drown or interrupt their
voices (as in cities whose streets are stones, not water), they
murmured their hopes and wishes in the softest language under
the sun, and with the soffo voce acquired by all the inhabitants
of this noiséless clty Turturilla had taken ice to eool her and
coffee to take off the chill of her ice, and- a bicchiere del perfetto
~amore to veconcile these two antagonists in her digestion, when
 the slippers of a"monk' glided by, and in a moment the recognized:
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- Father Gasparo made a_third in the sﬁadoWy corner. 'The ex-

pected bundle was under his arm, and he was on his way to Pas-

_quali’s dwelling. Having assured the disconsolate tdilo_r. that she

had unction and wafer as became the wife of a citizen of Venice
like himself, he took heart and g;féw content that she was in hea-
ven. It was a better place, and Turturilla for so little as a gold
ring, would supply her place in his bosom. -
The moon was but a brief week older when Pasquali and Tur- ;
turilla stood in the church of our lady of grief, and Father Gas-

| paro within the palings of the altar. She was as fair a maid as

ever bloomed in the garden of beauty beloved of Tlt:an, and the
tailor was nearer worth nine men to-look at, than the fraction of
a man considered usually the exponent of his profession. - Away

~mumbled the good father upoﬁ the matrimonial service, thinking
.of the old wine and rich pastries that were holding their sweet-

ness under cork and crust only till he had ‘done his ceremony, and

| quicker by some seconds than had ever been achieved before by.
‘priest or bishop, he aivived at the putting on of the ring. Tlis

hand was tremulous, and (oh unlucky omen!) he dropped. itwith-
in the gilden fence of the chancel. The choristers were called,
an'd Father Gasparo dropped on his knees to look for it—-but-if -
the devil had not spirifed it away, there was no other reason why.
that search was in vain. Short of an errand fo the goldsmith on
the Rialto, it was at last determined the wedding could not pro-
ceed.” Father Gasparo went to -hide his impatience within the

- restiary, and Turturilla knelt down' to pray against the arts of

Sathanas. Befme they had settled severally to their piows oceu- . -
pations, Pasquah was half way to the Rialto. L
Half an hour elapsed, and then instoad of the light grazing of

o swift-sped gondola along the church stairs, the splash of a snl~ .
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len oar was heard, and Pasquali sfeppéd on shore. They had
hastened to the door to receive him;monk, choristers and bride
—and to their surprise and bewilderment, he waited to hand out
& woman -in a strange dress, who seemed disposed, bridegroom as
he was, to make him wait her leisure. Her clothes fitted her ill,
‘and she carried in.her hand ‘a pair of shoes, it was casy to sce
were never made for her. She rose at last, and as her face be-
came visible, down dropped Turturilla and the pious father, and
motionless and aghast stood the simple Pasquali. Fiametta step-
ped on shore !

In broken words Pasquah exphmed He had landed at the
stairs near the fish ‘market, and with two leaps reaching the top,
gped off pés’t the buttress in the direction of the goldsmith, when
his eourse was arrested by encountering at full speed, the person
of an old. woman. Hastily raising her up, he recognized his
wife, who, fully recovered, but without a gondola, was threading

the zig-zag alleys on foot, on her way to her own domicil. Afier

the first astonishment was over, her dress explained the error of
the good father and the extent of his own ‘misfortune. The
clothes had been hung between the bed of Fiametta and that of

a smaller woinan who had been long languishing of & consump-
tion. She died, and Fiametta’s clothes, brought to the door by

mistake, were  recognized by Father Gasparo and taken to Pas-

quali.
The holy monk, chop-fallen and sad, took his sohtary way to
the convent, but with the first step he felt something slide into

the heel of his sandal.  He sat' down on the chureh stmrs and

absolved the devil from theft—it was the lost ring, which had
fallen upon his foob and saved Pasquah the tailor from the pairs

of. b:gamy

THE WIDOW BY BREVET.

Ler me introduce the courteous reader to two ladies.
Miss Picklin, a tall young lady of twenty-one, near enough to
good-looking to permit of a delusion on the subject (of which,

* however, she had an entire monopoly), with cheeks always red in

a small spot, lips not so red as the cheeks, and rather thin, sharp-
ish nose, and waist very slender ; and last (not least important),
a very long neek, scalded on ecither side into a resemblance to a

scrgll of shrivelled parchm_eht; which might or might not be con-

sidered as a mis-fortune—serving her as a title-deed to twenty
thousand dollars. The scald was inflicted, and the fortune left in
consequence, by a maiden aunt who, in the babyhood of Miss
Picklin, attempted to cure the child’s sore throat by an apphca-'
tion of cabbage-leaves steeped in hot vinegar. ™

Miss Huphemia Picklin, commonly called Phemie—a good-
humored girl, rather inclined to”be fat, but gifted with several
points of beauty of which she was not at all aware, very much a
pet among her female friends, and admitting, with perfect sincer- -
ity and submission, her sister’s exclusive right to the a.dmn'a.txon
of the gentlemen of their acquaintance,

Captain Isaiah Picklin, the father of these Iadles, Wwas & mer- |
9
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chant of Salem, an importer of | figs and ‘opium, and once master -
of the brig « Simple Susan,” which still plied between his ware-
house and Constantinople—nails and codfish the cargo outward.
1 have not Miss Picklin's permission to mention the precise date
of tho events I am about to record, and leaving that point alone
to the imsigination of the reader, I shall sct down the other par-
ticulars and impediments in her “ course of true love” with his-
torical fidelity.

Ever since she had been of sufficient age to turn: her attention
exclusively to matrimony, Miss Picklin had nourished a presenti-
ment that her destiny was exotic ; that the soil of Salem was too
poor, and the indigenous lovers too mean’ and that, potted in her
twenty thousand dolla,rs, she was a choice pmductmn, set aside
for flowering in a forcign’ clime, and destined to be transplanted
by a foreign lover. With this seeret in her bosom, she had re-
fused one or two gentlemen of middle age, recommended by bher
tather, beside sundry score of young gentlemen of slender reve-
nues in her own set of acquaintances, till, if there had been any-

'thing beside poetry in Shakspére’s assertion that it is—

< Broom groves
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves,”

the neighboring  brush barrens * of . Saugas would have sold in
lots at & premium. It was possibly from the want of nightingales,
to whose complaining notes the gentleman of Verona ¢ turned his
distresses,” that the dlsqa.rded of Salem preferred the consolations
of Phemie Picklin.

" News to the Picklins! Hassan Keni, the son of old Abdoul
Keui, was coming out in the * Simple Susan!” A Turk—a live
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Turk—a young Turk, and the son of her father’s rich cOrréspon’-
dent in Twkey! “Ah me ' thought Miss Picklin.

The captain himself was rather taken aback. He had known
old Abdoul for many years, had traded and smoked with him ‘1711
the cafés of Galata, had gone out with him on Sundays to lounge
on the tombstones at Scutari, and had never thought twice about
bis yellow gown and red trowsers; but what the dewce would be
thought of them in Salem ? True, it was his son ; but & Turk’s
clothes descend from father to son through three generations ; he
knew that, from remembering this very boy all but smothered in
a sort of saffron blanket, with sleeves like billowcases—his first
assumption of the foga virilis (not that old Picklin knew Latin,
but such was ¢ his sentiment better expressed”). Then Ae had
never been asked to the house of the Stamboul merchant not in-
troduced to his wives nor his daughters (indeed, he ‘had forgotten
that old Keui was near cutting his throat for asking after them)
—but of course it was very different in Salem. Young Keui
m.ust,b’e the Picklin guest, fed and lodged, and the girls would
want to give him a tea-party. Would he sit on a chair, or want
cushions on the floor? Would he come to dinner with his breast
bare, and leave his boots outside ? Would he eat rice pudding

with his fingers > 'Would he think it indecent if the girls didn’.

- wear linen cloths, Turkey fashion, over their mouths and noses ?

Would he bring his pipes ? Would he fall on his face and say
his prayers four times a day, wherever he should be (with aclean
place handy) ?  What would the neighbors say ? . The ecaptain

-wurked himself into a violent perspiration with merely thinking -

of all thls

The Salemites have a famous niuseurh, and know ¢ what mian-
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ner of thing is your crocodile ;” but a live Turk consigned to
Captain Picklin! It set the town in a fever!

It would leave an indelicaté opening for a conjecture as to Miss

Picklin’s present age, were I to state whether or not the arrival
of the * Simple Susan” was reported by telegraph. She ran in
with a fair wind ore Sunday morning, and was immediately board-
ed by the harbor-master and Captam Picklin ; and there, true to
the prophetic boding of old Isaiah, the young Turk sat cross-leg-
ged on the quartef-deck, in a white turban and scarlet et ceberas,
smoking his father’s identical pipe—no other, the captain would
Lave taken his oath!

Up rose Hassan, when informed who was his visitor, and taking
old Picklin’s hand, put it to his forehead. The weather-stained
sea-captain had bleached in the counting-house, and he had not,
at first sight, remembered the old friend of his father. He passed
the pipe into Tsaiab’s haod and bogzed him to keep it as a me-

mento of Abdoul, for his father had died at the last Ramazan.

. Hassan had come out fo see the world, and secure a countinuanee
of codﬁah and good-will from the house of Picklin, and the mer-
chant got astride th tiller of his old eraft, and smoked this news
thlourvh his amber-mouthed legacy, while the youth went below
to get ready to go ashore,
- The reader of course would prefer to share the first impressions
of the ladies as to the young Mussulman’s personal appearance,
and L pass at once, therefore, to their disappointment, surprise,
mortification, and vexation; when, as the bells were ringing for
chureh, the front door opened, .their father entered, and in follow-
ed a'young gentleman i frockeoat and trowsers! Yes, and in
his hand & hat—a black hat—and on his feet no yellow boots, but
calfskin, mundane and common calfskin, and with no.shaved head,
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and no twisted shawl around his waist ; uothing to be seen but a
very handsome young man indecd, with teeth like a fresh slice of
cocos-nut meat, and a very deliberate pronunciation to his bad
English. '

Miss Picklin’s disappointment had to be slept upon, for she
had made great outlay of imagination upon the pomp and circum-
stance of wedding a white Othello in the eyes of wondering Salem ;’
but Phemie’s surprise took but five minutes to grow into a posi-
tive pleasure ; and never suspecting, at any time, that she was vis-
ible to the naked eye during the eclipsing presence of her sistef,
she sat with 2 very admiring smile upon her lips, and her soft
oyes fixed earnestly on the stranger, #ill she had made out a full
inventory of his féatures, propOrbi.{)ns, manners, and other stuff
available in drelain-laud. What might be Hassan’s impression of
the young ladies, could not be gathered from his manner ; for, in
the first place, there was the reserve which belonged to him as'a |
Turk, and, in the second place, there was a violation of all orien-

tal notions of modesty in their exposing their chins to the maseu-~

line observation ; and though he could endure the exposure, it was
of course with that diffidence of gaze which aceompanies the eon-
sciousness of improper objects—adding to his demeanor another
shade of timidity. ' '.

Miss Picklin’s shoulders were not 1nvaded quite to the limits
of lterra cogmita by the cabbage-leaves which bad exercised such
an influence on her destiny ; and as the scalds somewhat recem-
bled two maps of South America (with Patagonia under each
ear), she usually, in full dress, gave a clear view of the sarround-
ing ocean—-msely thinking it better to have the geography of her
disfigurement well understood, than, by covering & small extrem- -

ity (as it were the isthmus of ‘Da,nen), to leave an undlscovered
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North America to the imagination. She appeared aceordingly at

dinner in a costume not likely to diminish the modest embarrass-

ment of Mr. Keui (as she chose to call him)—extremely Elecofleﬁé,

in a pink silk dress with short sleeves, and in a turban with a

gold fringe—the latter, of course, out of compliment to his coun-
try. ¢ Money is power,” even in family circles, and it was only
Miss Picklin who exereised the privilege of full dress at a mid-
day dinner. Phemic came to table drvessed as at breakfast, and
if she felt at all envious of her sister’s pink gown and elbows to
mateh, it did not appear in her pleasant face or sisterly attention.

The captain would allow anything, and do almost anything, for
his rich daughter , but as to dining with his coat on, in hot wea-
ther, company or no company, he would rather—

“be set quick 1’ the earth,
And bowled to death with turnips —

though that is not the way he expressed it. The parti carré,
therefore (for there was no Mrs. Picklin), was, in the matter of
costume, Tather incbngruous, but, as the Turk took ii for granted
that it was all according to the custom of the country, the earving

was achieved by the shirt-sleeved captain, and the pudding  help-"

ed 7 by his bare-armed daughter, with-no particular commotion
in the elements. Earthquakes do not invariably-follow violations
of ctiquette—particularly where nobody is offended.

After the first day, things took their natural course—as near
‘a8 they were able. Hassan was not very quick at conversation,
always taking at least five minutes to put together for delivery a
sentence of English, but his laugh did not hang fire, nor did his

qods and smiles ; and where ladies are voluble (as ladies some-
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times are), this paucity of ammuniiion on the gentleman’s part is
no prelude to discomfiture. Then Phemie had a very fair smat- -
tering of Italian, and that being the business Janguage of the Le-
vant, Hassan took refuge in it whenever brought to a'stand-still
in English—a refuge, by the way, of which he seemed inclined to
avail himself oftener than was consistent with Miss Picklin’s ex-
clusive_ property in his attention. Rebellious thougfh Hassan
might secretly have been to #4is authority over himself, Phemie
‘waslno accomplice, natural modesfy combining with the long habit |
of subserviency to make her even anticipate the exactions of the
heiress ; and so Miss Picklin had “ Mr. Keui” principally to
herself, promenading him \through the streets of Salem, and be-
stowmg her sweetness upon hiui from his morning entrance to his
evening exit; Phemie relieving guard very cheerfully, while her
sister dressed for dinner. It was possibly from being pormitted to
eonverse in Italian during this half hour, that Hassan made it the
only part of the da.y in which he talked of himself and his house
on the Bosphorus, but that will not aceount also”for Phemie’s “
sizhing while she listened—never having sighed. before in her life,
not even while the same voice was talking English to her sister.
. Without going into a deseription of the Picklin tea-party, at
which Hassan was induced to ﬁgure in-his oriental !c.o'stum,e,' while
Miss Picklin sab by him on a cushion, turbaned and (probably)
cross-iegged,"_d la Sultana, and without recording other signs sat- .
isfactory to the Salemites, that the young Turk had fallen to the
scalded heiress— | |

% As does the ospray to the fish. that takes it,
By sovereignty of nature —

I must come plump to. the fact that, on the Monday following
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(one week after his atrival) Hassan left Salem, unaccompanied
by Miss Picklin. As he had asked for no private interview in the

best parlor, and had made his final business arrangeménts with the

captain, so that he could take passage from New York without
returning, some people were inclined to fancy that Miss Picklin’s
demonstrations with regard to him had been a httle premature.
And “some people” chose to smile. But it was reserved for
Miss Picklin to look round in chureh, in about one year from this
event, and have her triumph over f‘séme people ;” for she was
about to sail for Constantinople—-;“ sent for,” as the captain rude-
~ ly expressed it. But I must explain. ,

The * Simple Susan ” came in, heavily freighted with .a con-
signment from the house of Keui to Picklin & Co., and a letter
from the American consul at Constantinople wrapped in the in-

voice, With the careful and ornate wording of an official epistle,

it stated that Effendi Hassan Keni had called .on the consul, and
partly from the mistrust of his ability to express himself in Eng-
lish on so delicate a subject, but more particularly for the sake
of approaching the object of his affections with proper deference
.and ceremony, he had requested that officer to prepare a docu-
ment conveying a proposal of marriage to the daughter of Cap-
tain Pieklin. The incomplete state of his mercantile arrange-
ments, while at Salem the previous year, would account for his
silence on the subject at that time, but he trusted that his prefer-
ence had been sufficiently manifest to the lady of ‘his heart; and
as hig progperity in business depended on his remaining at Con-
stantinople, enriching himself only for her sake, he wag sure that
the singular request appended to his offer would be taken as a
mark of his prudence rather than as a presumption. The eabin
of the “ Simple Susan,” ag Captain Picklin knew, was engaged on
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her next passage to Constantinople by a party of missionaries,
male and female, and the request was to the intent that, in case
of an acceptarice of his offer, the fair daughter of the owner would
come out, under their sufficient protection, to be wedded, if she
should so please, on the daj of her arrival in the “ Golden Horn.”

- As Miss Picklin had preserved a mysterious silence on the sub-
jeet of “ Mr. Keui’s ”” attentions since his departure, and as a lady
with twenty thousand dollars in her own right is, of course, quite
independent of parental coutrol, the captain, after running his eye
hastily through the document, called to the boy who was weighing:
out a quintal of codfish, and bid him wrap the letter in a brown
paper and run with it to Miss Picklin'——taking'it for granted that
she knew more about the matter than he did, and would explain
it all, when he came home to dinner,

In thinking the matter over, on his way home, it ocourred to
old Picklin that it was worded as if he had but one daughter. At
any rate, he was quite sure that neither of his daughters was
particularly specified, either by name or age. No doubt it was
all right, however. The girls understood if.. ‘

“ So, it’s yow, miss!” he said, as Miss Picklin looked round _
from the turban she was trying on before the glass.

¢ (ertainly, pa! who else should it be »”?

And there ended the captain’s doubts, for hé never again gos
sight of the letter, and the turmoil of preparation for Miss Pick- -
lin’s voyage, made the house anythmg but a place for getting an-
swers to nnpertment questions. Phemie, whom the news had
made silent and thoughtful, let drop a hint or two that she would’
like to see the letter ; but a mysterious air, and “La! chlld, you
- wouldn’t understand it,” was check enough for her tlmxd curios-
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ity, and she plied her needle upon her sister’s wedding dress
with patient submission. '

The preparations for the voyz-mkge‘ went on swimmingly. The-

missionaries were written to, and willingly consented to chaperon
+Miss Picklin over the seas, provided her union with a pagan was
to be sanctified with a Christian ceremonial. Miss Picklin replied
with virtucus promptitude that the cake for the wedding was al-
jready soldered up in a tin case, and that she was to be -married
immediately on her arrival, under an awning on the brig’s deck,
and she hoped that four of the missionaries’ wives would oblige
her by standing up as her bridesmaids. Many square feet of
codfish were unladen from the * Simple Susan? to make room
for boxes and bags, and one large case was finally shipped, the
contents of which had been shopped for by ladies ‘With families—

no book of oriental travels making any allusion to the sale of such -

ar tlcles mm Constantinople, though in. the natural course of things,
they must be wanted as much in Turkey as in Salem.

The brig was finally cleared and lay off in the stream, and on
the evening before the embarkation the missionaries arrived and
were invited to a tea-party at the Picklins, Miss Picklin had
got up a-little surprise for her friends with which to close the

party—a “ walking Zadleau,” as she termed it, in which she should
| suddenly make her apparition at oue door, pass through the room,
- and go out at the other, dressed as a sultana, with a muslin kirtle
and satin trowsers. She disappeared accordingly half an hour
before the breaking up ; and, conversation rather languishing in
ker absence, the eldest of the missionaiies rose to conclude the
evening with a prayer, in the midst of which Miss Picklia passed
through the room unperceived—the faces of the company being
turned to the wall.

THE WIDOW BY BREVET. 10

‘The) next morning at daylight thé “ Simple Susan' put to sea
with & fair wind, and at the usual hour for opening the store of
Picklin and Co., she had dropped below .the horizon. .Phemie
sat uponwthe end of the wharf and watched her till she was out of
sight, and the captain walked up and down between two puncheons‘
of rum which stood at the distanee of a quarter-deck’s length from:
each other, and both father and daughter were silent. The cap-
tain had a confused thought or two besides b‘he grief of parting,

. and Phemie bad feelings quite as confused, which were not all

made up of sorrow for the loss of her sister. Perhaps tl_le reader
will be at the trouble of spelling out their riddles while I try to
let him down softly to the catastrophe of my story. |
Without confessing to any ailment whatever, the plump Phemie
paled and thinned from the day of her sister’s departure.- . Her
Epirits, too, seemed to keep her flesh and color company, and ab
the end of a month the captain was told by one of the good dames .

‘of Salem that he had better ask a physician what ailed her. The

doctor could make nothing out of it except that she might be

fretting for the loss of her sister, and he recommended a change

" of scene and climate. That day Captain Brown, an old mate of

Tsaiah’s, dropped in to eat a family dinner and say good-by, as he
was about sailing in the new schooner Naney for the Blaqk sea—
his wife for his only passenger. Of course he would-be obliged

* to drop anchor at Oonstantmt)ple to wait for a fair wind up the
Bosphorus, and part of his errand was to offor to take letters and

nicknackeries to Mrs. Keul. Old Picklin put the two things to-
gether, and over their glass‘ of wine he proposed to Brown to take
Phemie with Mrs. Brown to Constantinople, leave them hboth
there on a visit to Mrs. Keui, till the* retarn of the N ancy from
the Black sea, and then re-embark them for Salem. Phe}me
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came into the room just as they were touching glasses on the
"agreement, and when the trip was preposed to hershe first eolor-
ed violently, then grew pale and burst into tears ; but consented
to go. And, with such preparations as she could make that even-
ing, she was quite ready at the appoiﬁted hour, and was off with
the land-breeze the next morning, taking leave of nobody but her
father. And this time the old man wiped his eyes very often be-
fore the departing vessel wag “ hull down,” and was heartily sorry
he had let Phemie go without a great many presents and a great
many more kisses, * * * ¥ |

A fine, breezy morning at Constantinople !

Rapidly down the Bosphorus shot the caique of Hassan Keui,

- bearing its master from his country-house at Dolma-batchi to his
warchouses at Galata.  Just before the sharp prow rounded away
toward the Golden Horn, the merchant motioned to the caikjis to
rest upon their oars, and, standing erect in the slender craft, he
strained his gaze long and with anxious earnestness toward the

- sea of Marmora. Not a sail was to be seen coming from the west,

except a man-of-war with a crescent flag at the peak, lying off

toward Scutari from Seraglio point, and with a sigh th’a‘b carried
the cloud off his brow, Hassan gayly squatted once more to his
eushions, and the caique sped merrily on. Tn and out, among
the vessels at anchor, the airy bark threaded. her way with the
dexterous swiftness of a bird, when suddenly a cable rose beneath

her and lifted her half out of the water. A vessel newly-arrived L

was hauling in to a close anchorage, and they had crossed her
hawsér as it rose to the surface. Pitched headlong into the lap
of the nearest caikji, the Turk’s snowy turban fell into the water
a;nd';was carried by the eddy under the stern of the vessel round-
ing to, and as the caique was driven backward to regain it, the
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barcheaded owner sank back aghast—SipLE Susan or SitEm
staring him in the face in golden capitals.

“ (Qh! Mr Keui! how do you do ! cried-a well—remembered
voice, as he raised himself to fend off by the rudder of the brig.
And there she stood within two feet of his 11ps-—-Mlss Picklin in
her bridal veil, waiting below in expectant modesty, and though
surpriéed by his peep into the eabin windows, excusing it a3 a
natural impatience in s bridegroom coming to his bride.

The captain of the Susan, meantime, had looked over the taf-
forel and recognized his old passenger, and Hassan, who would

have given a cargo of opium for an hour fo compose himself,

mounted the ladder which was thrown out fo. him, and stepped
from the gangway into Miss Picklin’s arms! She had rushed up
to receive him, dressed in her muskn kirtle and satin trowsers,
though, with her dramatic sense of propriety, she had intended to
remain below till summoned to the bridal, The eaptain, of course,
kept back from delicacy, but the missionaries stood in a clustgnjr
gazing on the happy meeting, and the sailors lqoked over their
shoulders as they heaved at the windlass, As Miss Picklin-after-
ward remarked, “it would have been a tableau vivant if the deck
had not been so very dirty I”? :

Hassan wiped his eyes, for he had replated hls ‘wet turban .on
his head, but what with his escape from drownmg, and whai; ?rlth
his surprise and embarrassment (for he had a difficult part to play,
as the reader will presently understand), he had lost all memory
of his little stock of English. Miss Picklin drew him ggritly by ,

"the hand to the quarter-deck, where, under an awning fringed
with curtains partly drawn, stood a table with a loaf of wedding-
cake upon it, and a bottle- of wine and ‘a bible, She nodded to
the Rey. Mr. Griffin, who took hold of a chair and turned it
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'rdund, and placiﬁg it against his legs with the back toward hin,
looked steadfastly at the happy couple. ‘
* Good morning—good night—your sister—aspetta ! per amor?
di Dio 17 crled the bewﬂdered Hassan, giving utterance to all the
Engllsh he could 1emember, and seizing the bride by the arm.
“ These la,dles are my bridesmaids,” said Miss Picklin, point-
. ing to the missionaries’ wives who stood byy in their bonnets and
shawls. “I dare say he expected my sister would come as my
bridesmaid I she added, turning to Mr Griffin to explam the
outbreak as she understood it. :

Hassan beat his hand upon his forchead, walked twice up and
down the quarterdeck looked around over the Golden Horn as if
in search of an mterpxeter ‘to his, feelings, and finally walked up
to Miss Picklin with a look of calm resignation, and addressod to
her and to the Rev. Mr. Griffin a speech of three minutes, in Tia-
lian. At the close of it he made a very ceremonious salaam, and
offered his hand to the bride ; and, as no one present understood
a syllable of what he had intended to convey in his address, it
was reccived as pfobably a welecome to Turkey, or perhaps a for-
- mal répetitinn of his offer of heart and hand. At any rate, Miss

Picklin teok it to be high time to blush. and take off her glove,
and the Rev. Mr. Grilin then bent across the back of the chair,
joined their hands and went through the ceremony, ring and all.
The ladies came up, one after another, aud kissed the bride, and
- the: ‘gentlemen shook hands with Hassan, who received their good
wishes with a curious look of unhappy resignation, and after cut-
ting the eake and permitting the bride to retire for a moment to

- calm her feelings and put on her bonnet, the bridegroom made :

rather a peremptory movement of departure, and the happy cou-
ple went off in the caique toward Dolma-batchi amid much waving
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of haﬁdk.e'rchiefs: from the missionaries, and hurrahs from the Sz;'-
lein hands of the Simple Susan.

And now, before giving the reader a translation of the speech
of Hassan before the wedding, we must go back to some little
events which had taken place one month previously‘at Gonstap-‘ 3
tinople.

The Nancy arrived off Seraglio Point after a very remarkable
passage, having still on her quarter the northwest breeze which

* had stuck to her like & bloodhound ever since léaving the harbor

of Salem. She bad brought it with her to Constantinople
indced, for twenty or thirty vessels which had been long - waiting
a favorable wind to encounter the adverse curzent of the Bospho-
rus, were loosing sail and getting under way, and the pilot,
knowing that the destination of the Naney was also to the Black
sea, strongly dissuaded Captain Brown from. dropping anchor in
the Horn, with a chance of losing the good luck, and lying, per-

" haps a month, wind-bound in harbor.- Understanding that the

captain’s only object in stopping was to leave the two ladies with
Keui the opium-merchant, the pilot, who knew his residence at

- Dolma-batchi, made signal for a caique, and. kept up the Bospho-

rus. Arriving opposite the little village of which Hassan’s
house was one of the chief ornaments, the ladies were lowered

_into the caique,and sent ashore—expecting of course to be

received with open arms by Mrs. Keul-and then, spreadmg all |
her eanvass, the swift little schooner sped on her way to Tlgbl-
sond.

Hagsan sat in the little pavxhon of ‘his house which looked. out -
on the Bosphorus, eating his pillau, for it was the noon of a holy~
day, and he had not been that morning to Galata. Recognizing
at once the sweet face of Phemie as_ the ca%que came near ‘the |
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shore, he flew to meet her, supposing that the  Simple Susan”
had arrived, and that the lady of his love had chosen to come
and seek him. The reader will understand of course, that there
was no * Mrs. Keui.” ’

And now to shorten my story.

Mrs. Brown and Phemie were in Hassan’s own house, with no
other acquaintance or protestor on that side of the world, and
there was no possibility of escaping a true explanation, The
mistake was explained, and explained to Brown’s satisfaction.

Phemie was the ¢ daughter” of Captain Picklin, to whom the

offer was transmitted, and as, by blessed luek, the Nancy had
outsailed the Simple Susan, Providence scemed to have chosen to
" get right for once, the traverse of truc love. The IEnglish
embassy was at Burgurlu, only six miles above, on the Bospho-
rus, and Hassan and his mother and sisters, and Mrs. Brown and
Phemie were soon’on their way thither in swift caiques, and Z/e
happy couple were wedded by the English chaplain, The arrival
of the Simple Susan was of course looked for, by both Hassan
and his bride, with no little dismay. She had met with c‘ontrary
winds on the Atlantic, and had been caught in the Archipelago
by o Levanter, and from the damage of the last she had been
obliged to come to anchor off the little island of Paros and repair.
This had been a job of six weeks, and meantime the‘ Nancy bad
given them the go- by, and reached Constantinople. |
Hassan was daily on the look-out for the brig-in his trips to

town, and on the morning -of her arrival, his mind being put at

ease for the day by his glance toward the sea of Marmora, the
stumbling so suddenly aud so unprepared on the object of his
dvead, completely bewildered and umnerved him. Through all
his confusion, however, and all the awkwardness of his situation,
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therp ran a feeling of sclf-condemnation, as well as pity for Miss
Picklin; and ‘this had driven him to the catastrophe described
above. He felt that he owed her some reparation, and as the-
religion in which be was educated did not forbid a plurality of
wives; and thers was no knowing but possibly she might be
inclined to  do in Turkey as Turkeys do,” he felt it incumbent
on bimself to state the'fict of his previous marriage, and then
offer her the privilege of becoming Mrs. Keui No. 2, if she chose
to accept. As he had no English at his command, he stated his
dilemma and made his offer in the best language he had—Italian
~—and with the results the reader has been made acquainted. w
Of the return passage of Miss Picklin, formerly Mrs. Keui,
under thé charge of Captain and Mrs. Brown, in the schooner
Nanvy, I have never learned the particulars. She arrived at
Salem in very good' health, however, and has since been distin-
gumhed prmelpally by her sympathy for widows—based on what,
1 cannot very positively say. She resides at present in Salem
with her father, Captain Picklin, who is still the consignee of the
house of Keui, having made one voyage - out to see the children
of his daughter Phemie and strengthen the merecantile connexion.
His old age is creeping on him, undistinguished by anything
except the little monomania of reading the letters from his son-
in-law at least a hundred times, and then wafering them up over

the fireplace of his counting-room——in doubt, apparently, whether .

he rightly understands the contents.




NORA MEHIDY;

OR, THE STRANGE ROAD TO THE HEART OF MR. HYPOLET
'LEATHERS,

Now, Héaven rest the Pheenicians for their pleasant invention

of the art of travel.

This is to be a story of Iove and pride, and the hero’s name ig
Hypolet Leathers.

You have smiled prematurely, my friend and reader, if you -

“think you see” Mr. Leathers foreshadowed, as it were; in his
pame.

(Three mortal times have T mended this son of s goose of a
pen, and it will nol—as you see by the three unavailing attempts
recorded above—it will mof commence, for me, this tale, with a
practicable beginning.)

The sun was rising (I think this promises well)—leisurely rising
was the sun on the opposite side of the Susquehannak., The tall
corn endeavored to lift its silk tassel out of the sloppy fog that

had taken upon itself to rise from the water and prognosticate a

hot: fair day, and the driver of the Binghamton stage drew over
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his legs a two-bushel bag as he cleared the street of the village,
and thought that, for a summer’s morning, it wag * very cold ”—
wholly unaware, however, that, in murmuring thus, he was ex-
pressing himself as Hamlet did while waiting for his futher’s
ghost upon the platform. _ |
Inside the coach were three passengers, A gentleman sab by '
the window on the middle. seat, with his eloak over his lap, watch-
ing the going to heaven of the fog that had fulfilled its destiny.
His mind was melancholy—partly for the contrast he could not
but draw between this exemplary vapor and himself, who was
“Dbut a vapor,””* and. partly that his pancreas began to apprehend
some interruption of the thoroughfare above—or, in other words,
that he was hungry for his breakfast, having gone supperless to
bed. He mused as he rode. He was a young man, about twen-
ty-five, and had inherited from his father, John Lieathers, a gen-
tleman’s fortune, with the two drawbacks of a name troublesome
to Phosbus (% Pheebus ! what a name 1), and premature gray
hair. He was, in all other respects, a finished and well-condi-
tioned- hero—tall, comely, courtly, and accomplished—and had
seen the sight-worthy portions of the world, and knew their dif-
ferences. Travel, indeed, bad become a kind of diseased neces-
sity with him-—for he fled from the knowledge of his name, and
from the observation of his gray hair, like a man fleeing from
two fell phantoms. He was now returning from Niagara, and
left the Mohawk route to see- where the Susquchannah makes its
Great Bend in taking final leave of Mr. Gooper, who lives above ;

% Y Man's but o vapor,
Full of woes,
Cuts a caper,
" And down he goas. ”_Famdmr Balmds

.l -
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and at the village of the Great Bend he was to eat that day’s
breakfast. N
On the back seat, upon the leather cushion, behind M, Lea-
thers, sat two other chilly persons, 2 middle-aged man and a girl
of sixteen—the latter with her shawl drawn close to her arms,
and her dark eyes bent upon her knees, as if to waim them. (as
unquestionably they.did). Her black eurls swung out from her
bbnnet, like ripe grapes from the top of an-arbor—heavy, slum-
berous, bulky, prodigal black curls—oh, how beautiful! And I
do not know that it would be a ¢ trick worth an egg " to make
"any mystery of these two persons. The gentleman was John
Mchidy, the widowed tailor of Binghamton, and the lady was
Nora Mehidy, his daughtgf ; and they werc on their way o New

York to change the scene, Mrs. Mehidy having left the painful-

legacy of love—her presence—behind her. TFor, ill a8 he could
afford the journey, Mr. Mehidy thought the fire’'of Nora’s dark
eyes might be put out with water, and he must go where every
patch and shred would not set her arweeping.‘ She *“took it
hard,” as they deseribe grief for the dead in the country.

The Great Bend is a seene you may look at with pleasure,
even while waiting for proerastinated prog, and Hypolet Leathers
had been standing for ten minutes on the high bank arcund which
the Susquehannah sweeps, like a train of silver tissue after a
queen turning a eorner, when passed him suddenly tripped Nora
Mchidy bonnetless, and stood gazing on the river from the outer
edge of the precipice. Leathers’ visual econsciousness dropped
into that mass of clustering hair like a ﬁng into the sea, and dis-

appeared. His soul dived after it, and left him with no sense or’

remembrance of how his outer orbs were amusing themselves.
Of what unpatented texture of velvet, and of what sifting of dia-
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mond dust were those lights and shadows manufactured ! What
inmeasurable thickness'in thoss black flakes—compared, with all
Iocks that he had ever seen, as an edge of cocoa-meat, fragrantly
and newly broken, to a torn leaf, limp with wilting. Nora stood
wotionless, absorbed in the incomparable' splendor of that silver
hook bent into the forest—Leathers as motionless, absorbed in
her wilderness of jetty locks—-till the barkeeper rang the bell for
them to come to breakfast. Ah, Hypolet ! Hypolet ! what dark
thought came to share, with that innocent beefsteak, your morn- -
ing’s digestion ! | ‘ |
That tailors have, and why they have, the handsomest daugh-
ters, in all countries, have been’ points of observation and specu-
Iation for physiology, written and uuwritten. Most men know
the fact. Some writers have ventured to guess at the ocoult se-

‘eret. But T think “ it needs no ghost, come from the grave,” to

unravél the matter. Their vocation is the embellishment—part-
ly indeed the ereation—of material beauty. If philosophy sit on
their shears (as it should ever), there are questions to decide
which discipline the sense of beauty—the degree in which fashion
should be sacrificed to becomingness, and the resistance to the
invasion of the poetical by whim and usage, for example—and as
a man thinketh-—to a certain degree—so is his daﬁghter. “Beau-
ty is the business-thought of every day, and the desire to know

‘how best to remedy its defeots is the ache and agony of the tailor’s

soul, if he be.ambitions. Why shiould not this have its exponent
on the features of the race, as other strong emotions have—plas-
tic and malleable as the human bedy is, by habit and praecticc.

Shakspere, by-the-v&a.y, SyS— :

7Tis use that breeds a habit in a man,
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aud 1 own to the dulness of never till now,apprehending that this -

remarkable passage typifies the steeping of superfine broadeloth
(made into superfine Aabifs) into the woof and warp of the tailor’s
i&iosyneracy. Q. E. D.

Nora Mehidy had ways with her that, if the world had not been
thrown into a muss by Eve and Adam, would doubtless have been
kept for queens. Leathers was particularly struck with her never
lifting up her eyelids till she was ready. If she chanced to be
looking thoughtfully down when he spoke to her, which was ber
habit of sadness just mow, she heard what he had to gay and
commenced replying—and then, slowly, up went the lids, comb-
ing the loving air with their long lashes, and no more hurried
than the twilight taking its fringes off the stars. It was adorable
—altogether adorable! "And her hands and lips, and feet and
shoulders; had the same contemptuous and delicious deliberate-
ness. ' ’

. On the second evening, at half past five-—just half an hour too
late for the © Highlander ? steamer—the ¢ Binghamton stage *
slid down the mountain into Newburgh, The next boat was to
touch at the pier at midnight, and Leathers had six capacious

hours to work on the mind of John Mehidy.. What was the pro-

cess of that fiendish temptation, what the lure and the resistance,

is a seeret locked up with Moloch—but it was successful! The

glorious chevelure of the vietim—(sweet deseriptive word—cheve-

lure ))—the matchless locks that the matehiocks of armies should -

have defended—went down in the same boat with Nora Mehidy,
~ but tied up in Mr. Leathers’ linen pocket-handkerchief! And,
in one week from' that day, the head of Hypolet Leathers was

shaven nude, and the black curls of Nora Mehidy were placed .

upon its irritated organs in an ncomparable wic!!
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; -
A year had elapsed, It was a warm day, in No. 77 of the As-

- tor, and Hypolet Leathers, Esq., arrived a week before by the

Great Western, sat aiding the evaporation from his brain by lotions
of iced lavender. His wig stood before him, on the blockhead that
was now his inseparable. companion, the back toward him ; and
as the wind chased off the volatile lavender from the pores of his
skull, he toyed thoughtfully with the lustrous curls of Nora Me-
hidy. His heart was on that wooden block ! He dressed his own
wig habitually, and by dint of perfuming, combing, and caressing
those finger-like ringlets—he had tangled up his heart in their
meshes. A phantom, with the superb face of the owner, stayed
with the separated locks, and it grew hourly more palpable and
controlling. The sample had made him sick at heart for the
remainder. He wanted the rest of Nora. Mehidy. He had eome
over for her. He had found John Mehidy, following his trade
obsourely in a narrow lane, and he had asked for Nora's kand.

But though this was not the whole of his danghter, and he had

already sold part of her to Leathers, he shook his head over bis -
shiny shears. Even if Nora'could be propitiated after the sacri-
fice she had made (which he did not believe she could be), he
would as lief put her in the world of spirits as in a world above
him, She was his life, and he would not give his life willingly to
a stranger who would takeé it from him, or make it too fine for his
using. Oh,no! Nora must marry a tailor, if she mé,rry at all—
and this was the adamantine resolution, stern and without appeal,
of John Mehidy. | ' o
‘Some six weeks after this, & new tailoring establishment of
great outlay and magnificence was opened in ‘Broadway. The
show-window was like 2 new revelation of stuff fo_r trowsers, and
resplendent, but not gaudy, were the neckeloths and waisteoatings
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—for absolute taste reigned over all. There was not an artiels

on show possible to William street—not a waistcoat that, seen in
Maiden lane, would not have been as unsphered as the Lost
Pleiad in Botany Bay. It was quite clear that there was some

one of the firm of *“ Mehidy & Co.” (the new sign) who exercised -
his taste ¢ from within, out,” as the Germans say of the process
of true poetry. He began inside a gentleman, that is io say, to-

guess at what was wanted for a gentleman’s oufside. He was a
tailor-gentleman, and was therefore, and by that quality only, fit-

ted to be a gentleman’s tailor.

The dandies flocked to Mehidy & Co. They could not be
measured immediately—ol no! The gentleman to be built was
requested to walk about the -shop for a half hour, till the foreman
got him well in his eye, and then to call again in a.week. Mean-
time he would mark his customer in the street, to sec how he
performed. Mehidy & Co. never ventured to take measure for
terra incognita. The man’s gait, shrug, speed, style, and qual-
ity, were all to be allowed for, and these were not seen in a min-
ute. And a very sharp and stylish looking fellow sesmed that
foreman to be. There was evidently spoiled some very capable
stuff for a lord when /e was made a tailor.

, “ His leaf,
By some oer hasty angel, was misplaced
In Fate’s eternal volume.”

And, faith! it was a study to see him take a customer’s measure !

The quiet eontempt with which he overruled the man’s indigenous
idea of a coat !—the rather satirical comments on his peculiarities
of wearing his kerseymere !—the cool survey of the adult to be

embellished, as if he were inspecting him for admission to the

'NORA MEHIDY. 191

grenadiers !—On the whole, it was a nervous business to be meas-

“ured for a coat by that fellow with the devilish fine head of black

hair !

_ And, with the hair upon Ais head, from which Nora had once
no secrets—with the curls upon Ais cheek and temples which had
once &lumbered peacefully over hers, Hypolet Leathers, the fore-
man of “Mehidy & Co.,” made -pe1-seve91;ing love to the tailor’s
magnificent daughter. For she was magnificent! She had just
taken that long stride from gitl to woman, and her person had .

* filled out to the imperial and voluptuous model indicated by her

deliberate eyes. With a dusky glow in her cheek, that looked
like a peacly teinted by a rosy twilight, her mouth, up to the
erimson edge of its bow of Cupid, was moulded with the slum-
berous fairness of newly wrought sculpture, and gloriously beau-
tiful in expreséion. She was a ecreature for whom a butterfly

might do worm over again—to whose condition in life, if necd be,

a pnnce might proudly come down. Ah, queenly Nora Mehidy !

But the w oomw——alas ! the woolng throve slowly ! That love-
ly head was covered again with prodigal locks, in short and mas-
sive clusters, but Leathers was pertinacious as to his property in
the wig, and its becomingness and i'ndispen'sableness—-_—and to be
made love to by a man in her own hair —to be obliged to keep -
her own dark curls at a respectful distance I—to forbid all inter-

‘course between them and their children-ringlets, as it were—it

~ roughened the course of Leather’s true love that Nora must

needs be obliged to reason on such singular. dilemmas. For,
though & tailor’s daughter, she had been furnished by nature with -
an Imagination ! | ,
But virtue, if nothing more and no sooner, is its own reward,
and in time  to save its bacon.” John' Mehldys foxtune was
6 : . :

Kl
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‘pretty well assured in the course of two years, and made, in bis
own'line, by his proposed son-in-law, and he could no longer re-
fuse.to throw into the seale the paternal authority. Nora’s hair
wa;s,: by this time, too, restored to jts pristine length and luzur-
iousness, and, on condition that Hypolet would not exact a new
wig from his new possessions, Nora, one summer’s night, mado
over to him the remainder.. The long-exiled locks revisited their
natal soil, during the caresses which sealed the compact, and a
very good tailor was sboiled the week after, for the married
Leathers beeame once more a gentleman at large, having boughit,
in two instalments, at an expense of a hundred dollars, a heart,
and .two years of service, one of the finest properties of which
Heaven and a gold ring ever gave mortal the copyhold! -

-

THE MARQUIS IN PETTICOATS..

(THE OUTLINE FROM A FRENCH MEMOIR.)

I INTRODUCE you at onee to the ilartiuis de la Chetardie—a
diplomatist who figured largely in the gay 'ag'e of Louis XV.—and
the story is but one of the zllummated pages of the dark book of :
diplomacy. : -

Charles de la Chetardie appeared for the first time to the eyes.!'

of the king at a masquerade ball, given at Vetsailles, under the:

auspices of la belle Pompadonr. He was dressed as a young lady
of high rank, making her début ; and, so perfect was his acting, )
and the deception altogcther, that Louis became enamored of the
" disgnised marquis, and vmlentl_y exclted the Jealousy of "¢ Ma-
dame,” by his amorous attentions. An eclaircissement, of course,
took place, and the result was a great parbiaiity for the marquis’é
society, and his subsequent employment, in and out of petticoats,
in many a scheme of state diplomacy and royal amusement.

~ La Chetardie was at this time just eighteen. He was very
slight, and had remarkably small hands and feet, and the radiant
fairness of his skin and the luxuriant softness of his profuse‘
chestnut ourls, might Justly have been the envy of the most
deheate woman, He was, at ﬁrst subJected o some ndxcule for
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his effeminacy, but the merry courtiers were soon made aware,
that, under this velvet fragility lay concealed the strength and
forocity of the tiger. The grasp of his small hand was llke an
iron vice, arid_ his singular activity, and the cool couran'e ‘which
afterward ’gave him a brilliant eareer on the battle-field, estab-
lished him, in a very short time, as the most formidable swords-
man of the court. His ferocity, however, lay deeply concealed
in his character, and, unprovoked he was the gayest and most
brilliant of merry companions.

This was the age of occult and treacherous dlplomacy, and the
court of Russia, where Liouis would fain have exercised an influcnce
(pnvate as well as political in its results), was guarded by an
1mp1acab1e Argus, in the person of the prime minister, Beostu-
cheff. Aided by Sir Hambury Williams, the Enwhsh ambassador,

“one of the.craftiest men of that erafty period, he ‘had succeeded
" for some years in defeating every attempt at access to the
imperial ear by the secret emlssaues of France. The sudden
appearance of La Chetardie, his- cool self-command, and his

suceessful personation of 2 female, suggested a new hope to the -

king, however ; aad, called to Versailles by royal mandate, the

young marquis was taken into cabinet confidence, and a seéret..

mission to St. Petersburgh, in petticoats, proposed to him and
aceepted. -

With his instructions and secret dispatches stitched into his
corsets, and under the ostensible protection of a scientific man,
who was to present him to the tsarine as a Mademoiselle de
‘Beaumont, desirous of entering the service of Elizabeth, the
niarquis reaehed St.. Petersburgh without accident or adventure.
The young lady’s guardian requested an audience through Bestu-
cheff, and ha,vmg dehvered the open letters recommending. her
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for her accomplishments to the impexrial protection, he begged
leave to continue on his scientific tour to the central regions of
Russia. |

-Congé was immediately granted and on the disappearance ef
the savant, and before the departure of Bestucheff, the tzarine
threw off all ceremony, and pinching the cheeks and Jmprmtmcr
a kiss on the forehead of the beautiful stranger, appointed her,
by one of those sudden whims of preference against which her
ministers had so much trouble to guard, lectrice intime et particu-
lidre—in short, confidential personal attendant, The blushes of |
the confused marquis, who was unprepared for so affectionate a
recoption, served rather to heighten the- disguise, and old
Bestucheff bowed himself out with a compliment to the beauty
of Mademoisclle de' Beaumont, veiled in a dlp]omatlc congratula-
tion to her imperial mistress. ‘

Elizabeth was forty and a little ﬁa;ssée, but she still had pre-
tensions, ahd was particularly fond of beauty in her attendants,
fomale as well as male. 'Her favorite, of her personal suite,
at the time. of the arrival of the marquis, was an exquisite’
little creature who had been sent to her, as a compliment, to this . -
particalar taste, by the Dutehess of Mecklenberg-Strehtzma Kind"
of German “ Fenella,” or *“ Mignon,” by the name of Nadége
Stein. Not much below the middle size, Nadége was a model of
symmetrical proportion, and of very extraerdinary beauty. She
h‘l.d been carefully educatea for her present situation, and was
hmhly aceomplished ; a fine reader, and a singularly sweet
musician and dancer. ‘The tzarine’s passion for this lovely .
::ttendant was excessive, and -the arrival of a new favorite of the
same sex was looked upon with some pleasure by the echpsnd
remainder of the palace idlers,
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Elizabeth summoned Nadége, and commiitted Mademoiselle de
Beaumont temporarily to her charge ; but the same mysterious
magnetism which had reached the heart of the tzarine, seemed to
‘kindIe, quite as promptly, the affections of her attendant.
~ Nadége was no sooner alone with her new fiiend, than she
jumped to her neck, smothered her with kisses, called her by
every endearing epithet, and overwhelmed her with questions,
mingled with the most childlike exclamations of wonder at her
own inexplicable love for a stranger. In an hour she had shown
to the new demoiselle all the contents of the little boudoir in
which she lived ; talked to her of her loves and hates at the
Russian court ; of her home in Mecklenberg, and her present
situation—in short, poured out her heart with the naif abandon

of a child. The young marquis had never seen so lovely a crea-

ture ; and, responsibly as he felt his dificult and delicate situa-

tion, he returned the affection so innocently lavished upon him,
and by the end of this first fatal hour, was irrecoverably in love,
And, gay as his life had been at the French court, it was the first
and subsequently proved to bo the deepest passion of his life.
On the tzarine’s return to her private apartment, she summon-
ed her new favorite, and superintended, with condescending solic-
itude, the arrangements for her palace lodging. Nadége inhabit-
ed a small tower adjoining the bedroom of her mistress, and above
this was an unoccﬁpied room, which, at the present suagestion of
the fairy little attendant, was allotted to the new-comer. Th.e
staircase opened by one door into the private gardens, and by the
_opposite, into the corridor leading 1mmed1ately to the imperial
chamber. 'The marquis’s delicacy would fain have made some

objection to this very intimate location ; “but he eould hazard no-

thing against the interests of his soVerelgn, and he trusted to a

- was not the most mtolerable of ‘necessities.

‘a
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“gpeedy termination of his disguise with the attainment of his

objegt. Meantime, the close ne:ghbmhood of the fair Nadege

The marquis’s task was a very difficult one. He was instruct~

-ed, before abandoning his disguise and delivering “his secret
- despatches, to awaken the interest of the tzarine on the two sub-

jeets to which the documents had reference : viz., a former par-
tiality of her ma.jresty for Louis, and a formerly discussed project
of scating the Prince de Conti on the throne of Poland.” Bestu-
cheff had so long succeeded in cutting off all approach of these
topies to the ear of the tzarine, that her ma_]esty had probably
forgotten them altogether. '

Weeks passed and the opportunities to broach these delicate
subjects had been inauspiciously rare. Mademoiselle de Beau-
mont, it-is true, had completely eclipsed the favorite Nadége ;
and Elizabeth, in her hours of relaxation from state affairs,
exacted the constant attendance of the new favorite in. her. pri-
vate apartments. But the almost constant presence of some
other of the maids of honor, opposed continual obstacles and in-
terruptions, and the tzarine herself was not always disposed to
talk of matters more serious than the eurrent trifles of the hour.

She was extremely indolent in her personal habits ; and often

‘reclining at length upon cushions on the floor of her bdudoir, she

Jaid her imperial head in the lap of the embarrassed demmselle,
and was soothed to sleep by readmg and the ba.thmg of her tem-
ples. ~ And during this period, she exacted frequently of the mar-
quis, with a kind of instinetive mistrust, promises of eontinuance
for life in her personal service, *

_But there were sweeter hours for the enamored-La Chetardie
thin those passed in the presencé of his partial and imperial
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mistross, Encireled by sentiuels, and guaided from all intrusion
of other eyes, in the inviolable sauctuary of royalty, the beauti--

ful Nadége, impassioned, she knew not why, in. her love for her
new companion, was ever within call, and happy in devoting to
him all her faculties of caressing endearment. He had not yet
dared to risk the interosts of his sovereign by a disclosure of his
sex, even in the confidence of love.” He could not trust Nadége
to play so difficult a part as that of possessor of 50 embmassmg
a secret in the presence of the shrewd and observing tzarive. A
betrayal, too, would at once put an end to his happiness. With
the slight arm of the fair and relying creatuve about his waist,
and her head pressed close against his breast, they passed the

balmy nights of the Russian summer in pacing the flowery alleys =

of the imperial garden, discoursing, with but one reserve, on
every subjeet that floated to their lips. It required, however, all
* the self-control of La Chetardie, and all the favoring darkness of
the night, to conceal his smiles at the maive confessions of the
uncouseious girl, and her wonderings at the peculiarity of her
feelings. She had thought, hitherto, that there were affections in
her nature Whlch could only be called forth by a lover. Yet
now, the thought of caressing another than her friend—of repeat-
ing to any human ear, least of all to'a man, those new-born vows
of love—filled her with slarm and horror. She felf that she had
given her heart irrevocably away—and to a woman! Ali, with
what delirious, though silent passion, La Chetardie drew her to
Lis bosom, and with the pressure of his lips up,on hers, interrupt-
ed those sweet confessions !

o

Vet the time at last drew near for the waking from this celes-

tial dream,” The dlsgulsed diplomatist had found his opportunity, -
- .and had sucocssfully awakened in Elizabeth’s mind both curiosity
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and interest as to the subjects of the despatches still sewed safely

in his corsets. There remained nothing for him now but to scize
a favorable opportunity, and, with the delivery of his missives, to
declare his sex to the tzarine, There was risk to life and liberty
in this, but the marquis knew not fear, and he thought but of its
consequences to his love. I |
In La Chetardie’s last interview with the savant who conduet-
ed him to Russia, his male attire had been suceessfully transfer~
red from one portmautean to the other, and «it was. now in his
possession, ready for the moment of need. With his plans
brought to within a single night of the dénouement, he parted

from the tzarine, having asked the imperial permission for an

hour’s private interview on the morrow, and, with gentle force
excluding Nadége from his apartment, he dressed himself in his
proper costume, and cut open the warm envelope of his despa,tch-
es. This done, he threw his cloak over him, and, with ‘a’ dark
lantern in his bard, sought N. adéwe in the garden. He had
determined to disclose himself to her, renew his vows-of love in
his proper guise, and arrange, while he had acecess and opporsu-
vity, some means for uniting their destinies hereafter. n
As he opened the door of the turret, Nadége flew up the stair
to meet him, and observing the eloak in the faint glimmer of the .~
stars, she playfully endeavofed to envelope herself in it. But
seizing her hands, La Chetardie -turned and glided backward,
drawmg her after him toward a small pavilion in.the remoter part
of the garden. Here they had never heen interrupted, the

empress alone having the power. to intrude upon them, and La

(Chetardie felt safe in devoting this ‘place and time to the double

disclosure of his seeret and his suppressed passion. :

Persuading her with dlﬂiculty to desist from puttmg her arms
6* ‘
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about him and sit-down without a caress, he retreated a few steps,
and in the darkness of thé pavilion, shook down his imprisoned
locks to their masculine abandon, threw off his cloak, and drew
up the blind of his lantern. The scream of surprise, which
" instantly parted from the lips of Nadége, made him regret his
imprudence in not having prepared her for the transformﬁftio.n,

but her second thought was mirth, for she could believe it of

~eourse to be nothing but a playful masquerade ; and with delight-

ed laughtgi' she sprang to his neck, and overwhelmed him with
‘her kisses— another voice, however, joining very unexpectedly in
the laughter ! |

The empress stood before them !

For an instant, with all his self-possessmn, La Chetardw was
confounded and dismayed. Siberia, the knout, the scaffsld, flit-
ted before his eyes, and Nadége was the sufferer ! But a glance
at the face of the tzarine reassured him. She, too, took it for a
girlish masquerade '

But the empress, unfortanately, was not disposed to haye 2
partner in her en_]oyment of the society of this new appantmn of

% hose and doublet.” She ordered Nadege to her turtet, with

one of those petulant commands which her attendants understood

to admit of no 'delay, and while the eclipsed favorite disappeared

with the tears of ﬁnwilling submission in her soft eyes, La Che-
tardie looked after her with the anguish of eternal separation at
his heart, for a presentlment crowded irresistibly upon him that
he should never see her more !

The empress was in slippers and 7obe de nuit, and, as if fate

had Jdetcrmined that this well-kept secret should not survive the.

bour, her majesty laid her arm within that of her supposed mas-
querader, and led the way to the palace. She was wakeful, and
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| wished to be read to Aleep.‘ And, with many a compliniént to
sthe beauty of Her faverite in male attire, and many a playful

caress, she arrived at the door of her chamber.

Bat the marquis could go no farther. He had hitherto been
spared the embarrassment of passing this sacred threshold, for
t}le passée empress had secrets of toilet for the embellishment of
her person, which she trusted only to the eyes of an antiquated
attendant. La Chetardie had never passed beyond the.boudoir
which was between the antecﬁgmber and the bed-room, and the
time had come for the disclosure of his secret. He fell on his

" knees and announced himself & man !

Fortunately they werc alone. Incredulous at first, the em-
p-ress listened to his asseverations, however, with more amusement
than displeasure, and the immediate delivery of the despatches,
with the commendations of the disguised ambassador by his royal
master to the forgiveness and kindness of the empress, amply
secured his pardon. But it was on condition that he should

~ resume his disguise and remain in-her service.

Alone in his tower (for Nadége had disappeared, and he knew
enough of the cruelty of Elizabeth to dread the conseqﬁences to
the poor girl of venturing on direct inquiries as to her fate), La
Chetardie after a few weeks foll ill ; and fortunate, even'éb this
price, to escape from the silken fetters of the enamored tzarine,
he departed under the care of the imperial physwlan, for the

~ more genial climate of Trancewnot without reiterated promises

of return, however, and oﬂ'ers, in that event, of !mhmlted Wcalth
and advancement. |

But, as the marquxs made his way slowly. toward Vlenna, 2
glea.m of light dawned on his sadness. The Princess Sopbm
Charlotte wag newly affianced to George the Thlrd of England




132 | ¥UN JOTTINGS.

and this dzmghtei' of the house of Mecklenberg had been the
playmate of Nadége Stein from infancy till the time when,
Nadége was sent to the tzarine by the Duchess of Mecklenberg.
Making a cpnfident of the kind physician who accompanied him,
- La Chetardie was confirmed, by the good man’s better experience
and‘knov&ledge, in the belief that Nadége had shared the same
fate of every female of the court who had ever awakened the
joalousy of the empress. She was doubtless exiled to Siberiaj

but, as she had committed no voluntary fault, it was probably -

without other punishment ; and, with a playmaté on the throne of :
- England, she might be demanded and recovered ere long, in all
her freshness and beauty., Yet the recent fate of the fair
Eudoxie Lapoukin, who, for an offence but little more distasteful
to the tzarine, had been pierced thfough the tongue with hot iron,
whipped with the knout, and exiled for Life to Siberia, hung like
a cloud of evil augury over his mind.
The marquis suddenly determined that he would sce the
affianced princess, and plead with her for her friend, before the

.splendors of a throne should make her inaccessible. The excite-

ment of this hope had given him new life, and he easily persuaded
his attendant, as they entered the gates of Vienna, that he
required his attendance no farther. Alone, with his own servants,
he resumed his feinale attive, and directed his eourse to Mecklen-
berg-Strelita. :

The princess had maintained an intimate correspondence with
her playmate up to the time of her betrothal, and the name of
Madémoiselle de Beaumont was passport enough. La Chetardie
had sent forward his servant, on’ arriving at the town, in the
neighborhood of the ducal residence, and the reply to his missive
wag brought back by one of the officers in attendance; with erders
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to conduet the demoiselle to apartments in’ the castle. He was
veceived with all honor at the palace-gate by a- chamberlain in

waiting, who led the way to a suite of rooms adjoining those of
the princess, where, after being left alone for a few minutes, he

" was faniliarly visited by the hetrothed girl, and overwhelmed, as

formerly by her friend, with most embarrassing caresses. - In the
next moment, however, the door was hastily flung open, and
Nadége, like a stream of light, fled through the room, hung upon
the"neckl of the speechless and overjoyed marquis, and ended

with convulsions of mingled tears and laughter. The moment

‘that he could disengage himself from. her arms, T.a Chetardie

requested to be left for a moment alone, He felt the danger and
1mpropr1ety of longer maintaining his disguise. Ho closed his
door on the unwilling demoiselles, hastily changed his dress, and,
with his sword at his side, entered .the adjoining , reception-room
of the princess, where Mademoiselle de Beaumont was. nnpa-
tiently awaited.

The scene which followed, the mingled confusion and joy of
Nadége, the subsequent hilarity and masquerading at the castle,
anid the particulars of the marriage of the Marquis de la Chetar-
die to his fair fellow maid-of-honor, must be left to the reader’s

.imagination. We bave room only to explain the reappearance of

Nadége at Mecklenberg, o

Nadége retired to he;* turret at the imperative command of the _
empress, sad and troubled ;' but waited wakefully and anxiousiy
for the re-entrance of her 'disguised companion In the course
of an hour, however, the sound of a sentrnel’s musket, set down
at her door, informed her that she was a prisoner. She knew.

- Flizabeth, and the Duchess of Mecklenberg, with an equal

knowledge of the tzarine’s character, had provided her with a




134 . FUN JOTTINGS.

rgsource against the imperial eruelty, should she have oceasion to
use it. She crept to the battlements of the tower, and fastencd
a handkerchief to the side looking over the public square.

The following morning, at daylight, Nadége was summoned o
prepafe for a journey, and, in an hour, she was led:between
soldiers to a éarriage at the palace-gate, and departed by the
northern egress of the ecity; with a guard of three mounted Cos-
saeké. In two hours from that ti-me, the carriage was overtaken,

the guard overpowered, and the horses’ heads turned in the direc- .

tion of Moscow. After many difficulties and dangers, during
which she found herself under the charge of a Mecklenbergian
officer in the service of the tzarine, she reached Vienna in safety,
and was immediately concealed by her friends in the neighbor-
hood of the palace at Mecklen]oerg, to remain hidden till inquiry

should be over. The arrival of Mademoiselle de Beaumont, for

the loss of whose lifes or liberty she had incessantly wept with
dread and apprehension, was joyfully communicated to hér'by her
friends ; and so the ljeade:r knows some of the passages in the
eé.rly lifé of the far-famed beauty in thelFx-'ench eourt in the time
of Louis XV.—the Marchioness de la Chetardie.

TOM FANE AND L

% Common as light is love,
And its familisr voice wearies not even” -

SmeLLEY.

Tom Fane’s four Canadian ponies were whizzing his light
phaeton through the sand at a rate that would have put spirits -
into anything but a lover absent' from his mistress.. The ** hea-
ven-kissing 7 pines towered on every side like the thousand and
one columns of the Palwologi at Constantinople; their flat and
spreading tops shutting out the light of heaven almost-as effec-
tually as the world of mussulmans, mosques, kiosks, bazaré,‘and
Giaours, sustained on those innumerable capitals, darkéns the
subterranean wond'er‘ of Stamboul. An Ameriean pine forest is
as like a temple, and 2 sublime one, as a.njr dream ' that ever en-
tered into the architectural brain of the slumbering Martin. The )
Yankee methodists in theirﬁcamp-ﬁleetihgs, have but-followed an
irresistible instinct to worship God in the religious dimuness of
these interminable aisles of the wilderness.

Tom Fane and I had stoned the storks together in the palace
of Croesus at Sardis. We had read Anastasius on a mufti?s toreb
in the Nekropolis of Scutari. We had burned with fig-fevers in
the same caravanserai at Smyrna. We had cooled our ho; fore-

—
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heads and cursed the Grecks in emulous Romaie in the dim tomb
" of Agamemnon at Argos. We had been grave at Paris, and
merry at Rome; and we had pie-nic’d with the beauties of the
Fanar*in the Valley of Sweet Waters in pleasant Roumelia; and
when, after parting in' France, he had returned to England and
 his regiment,’ and I to New England and law, whom should I
meet in a summer’s trip to the St. Lawrence but Captain Tom
Fane of the th, quartered at the cliff-perched and doughty
garrison of Quebec, and ready for any ““lark ? that would vary
the monotony of duty !

Having eaten seven mess- dinners, dris iven to the falls of Mont-
morenel, and paid my resPects to Lord Dalhous;e, the hospitable
and able governor of the Canadas, Quebee had-no longer a temp-
t’at'ionj + and obeying a magnet, of which more anon, I announced
to Fane that my traps were packed, and my heart sent on, a
Pavant courier, to Saratoga. ’

“Tg she pretty »” said Tom.

“ As the starry-eyed Circassian we gazed at through the grill
in the slave-market at Constantinople !””—(Heaven and my mis-
tress forgive me for the comparison !-—but it conveyed more to
Tom, Fane-than a folio of more respectful similitudes.)

- “ Have you any objection to be drawn’ to _your Iady-love by
four cattle that would buy the soul of Osbaldiston 7"

¢ ¢Objection I quotha ?”

The next morning, four double-jointed and WGll-grocmed pomes
were munchmg their corn in the bow of a steamer, upon the: St.
Lawrence, wondering possibly what, in the name of Bucephalus,
had set the hills and churches flying at such a rate down the river.
The hills and churches came, {0 & stand‘-stlll with' the steamer
 opposite Montreal, and the ponies were landed and put to their
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_ mettle for some t'wenty miles, where ‘they were destined to be as-

tonished by a similar flying phenomenon in the mountains girding
the lengthening waters of Lake Champlain. Landed at Ticon-

deroga, a few miles’ trot brought them to Loke George and a

‘third steamer, and, mth a winding pa.ssage among green islands

and overhanging preclplces loaded like a harvest-wauon with
vegetation, we made our last landmﬂ' on the edge of the pme for~
ést, where our story opens. ,

“ Well, I must ohject,” says Tom,’sgtting his whip in the
socket, and edging round upon his driving-box, “] must ebject
to this republican gravity of yours. I should tdke it for melan-
choly, did T not know it was the ¢ complexion’ ¢f your mnever-

smiling eountrymen.”
“ §pare me, Tom! ¢I see a hand you cannot see.”  Talk to

your ponies, and let me be miserable, if yon love me.” |

“ For what, in the name of common sense? Are you not
within five hours of your mistress ? Is not this cursed sand your
natal soil? Do not a |

| ‘The pine-boughs sing
Old songsswith new gladness ¥

and in the years that we have dangled about, ¢ here-and-there-
jans’ together, were you ever before grave, sad, , or sulky ? and
will you without a precedent, and you a lawyer, inflict your stu- -
p:dlty upon me for the first time in this waste and being-less
solitude ?. Half an hour more of the dread silence of this forest,'
and ‘it will not need the horn of Astolpho to set me irremediably
mad I ' ‘

“If employment will save your wits, you may 1nvent a scheme '
for marrying the son of a poar gentleman to the ward of a nch
trader in rice and molasses.” -
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% The programme of our approa.chmg campaign, I presume o

* Simply,? |

“ TIs the lady willing »°

"% T would fain believe s0.”

“ Js Mr, Popkins urtwilling #”

% As the most romantio lover could desire.”

“ And the state of the campaign ?”

“ Why, thus : Mr. George Washington Jefferson Frump, whom
you have irreverently called Mr. Popkins, is sole guardian to the
daughter of a dead West Indian planter, of whom he was once the
agent, I fell inlove with Kate Lorimer from description, when
she was at school with my sister, saw her by favor of a gmrden-
wall, and after the usual vows—"?

“ Too romantic for & Yankee, by half !”

“ —Proposed by letter to Mr. Framp.”

¢ Oh, bathog I”?

“ He refused me,”

“ Because——"

¢ Imprimis, I was not myself in the * sugar line,’ and én secun-
dis, my father wore gloves and ¢ did gothing for a Hving —two
blots in the eyes of Mr. Frump, which all the waters of Niagara
would never wash from my escutcheon.”

“ And what the devil hindered you from running off with her

“ Fifty shares in the Manhattan Insurance Company, a gold

‘miné in Florida, Heaven knows how many hogsheads of treacle,

and & million of aeres on the banks of the Missouri.”
“ ¢ Pluto’s flame-colored daughter ? defend us! what a living
El Do ado I,

“ All of which she forfeits if she marrles w1thout old Frump’s
eonsent.””

TOM/FANE AND I. 189

«T geo—I see! And this Io and her Argus are nqw rd‘rinking'-

the waters at Saratoga P’f

“ Even so.” : |
4Pl bet you my four-in-hand to a sonnet, that I get her for:

you Before the season is over.”

¢ Money and ail #”

¢ Mines, molasses, and Missouri acres !”

« And if you do, Tom, I'll give you a team of Virginian bloods
that would astonish Ascot, and throw you into the bargam a for-
giveness for rldmo' over me with your camel on the banks of the
Hermus,”

“SBanta Maria! do you remember that spongy foot stepping
over your frontlsplece ? *-1 had already cast my eyes up-to Mont
Sypilus to choose a.clean niche’ for you out of the rock-hewn
tombs of [the kings of Lydia. I thought you would sledp with
Alyattis, Phil 1”7

We dashed on through dark- forest and open clearing, through
glens of tangled cedar and wild vine, over log bridges, corduroy
marshes, and sand-hills, till, toward evening, a seattering shanty-
or two, and an occasional sound of a woodman’s axe, betokened
our vieinity to Saratoga. A turn around a clump of tall pines
brought us immediately into the broad street of the villagey.and
the flaunting shops, the overgrown, unsightly hotels, riddled with
windows like honey combs;, the fashionable idlers out for their
evening lounge to the waters, the'indolent smokers on the colon- :

‘nades, and the dusty and loaded coaches driving from- door to

door in search of lodgings, formed the usual evenmg plcture of

the Bath of America. - . ' ;
As'it was necessary to Tom’s plan that my arrival at Saratogu

should not be kuown, he pulled up &b a small tavern at the en~:
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trance of the street, aiid dropping me and my baggage, drove on

to Congress Hall, with. my best prayers, and a letter of introdue-
' tion to my sister, whom I had loft on ker way to the Springs with
a party at my departure for Montreal. Unwilling to remain in
such a tantalizing vicinity, I hired 4 chaise the next morning‘, and
despatching a note to Tom, drove to seek a retreat at Barhydt's
—a spot that cannot well be described in the tail of a:paragraph;

. Herr _Barhjdt is an -old Duteh settler, who, till the mineral

springs of Saratoga were discoveréd some five miles from his
door, was buried in the depth of a forest solitude, unknown to all
but the prowling Indian. The sky is supported above him (or
looks to be) by a wilderness of straight, columnar pine ‘shafts,
gigantic in girth, and with no, foliage except at the top, where

~ they branch out like round thbles spread for a banquet in the -

“clouds. A small ear-shaped lake, sunk as deep into the carth as
the firs shoot above it, black as Erebus in the dim shadow of its
hilly shore and the obstructed light of the trces that nearly meet
over it, and clear and unbroken as a mirror, save the pearlspots
of the thousand lotuses holding up their cups to the blue eye of
~ heaven that peers. through the leafy vault, sleeps bencath his

-window ; and aroynd him, in the forest, lies, still unbroken, the

elastic and brown.carpet of the faded pine tassels, deposited in

yearly layers since the continent rose from the flood, and rooted a
foot beneath the surface to a rich mould that would fatten the

Sympleglades to a flower-garden. With his black tarn well -

stocked with trout, his bit of a farm in the clearing near by, and
an old Dutch bible, Herr Barhydt lived a life of Dutch musing,
talked Dutch to his geese and chickens, sung Duteh psalms to the

.echoes of the mighty forest, and, except on his far-between visits

to Albany, which grew rarer and rarer as the old Dutch inhabit-

H
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ants dropped faster away, saw never a white human face from one

maple-blossoming to another.
A roving mineralogist tasted the waters of Saratoga, and like

" .the work of a lath-and-plaster Aladdin, up sprung.a thri iving vil-
lage around the fountain’s lip, and botels, tin tumblers, and . .

apothecaries, multiplied in the usual prqportion,io each other, -
but out of all precedent, with everything else for rapidity.
Yibraries, newspapers, churches, li{rer'y stables, and lawyers, fol-
lowed in their train; and it was soon established, from the plains
of Abraham to the savaﬁnahs of Alabama, that ne. person of
fashionable taste or broken -constitution could exist through the -
months of July and August without a visit to the chalybeate
springs and populous village of Sarzitogg.‘ It. contained seven
thousand inhabitants before Herr Barhydt, living in his wooded .
seclusion only five miles off, became aware of its existence. A
pair of lovers, philandering about the forest on horseback, popped
in upon him' one June morning, and thenceforth there Was 10 rest -
for the soul of the Dutchman. Everybody rode down to_ea.t his
trout and make love in the dark shades of his,mii'rlore'd lagoon ;
and at last, in self-defence, he added a room or two to his ghanty,
enclosed his cabbage-garden, and put a priee upon his trout-din-
ners. The traveller now-a-days who has not. dined’i at Barhydt’s
with his own champanrne eold from the tarn, and the white-headed

old settler garghng” Dutch about the heuse, in’ his manifold |
vocation of cook, ostler, and Walter, may as well not have seen

. Niagara.

Installed in the back- chamber of the old man’s Iast addltlon to ;:{‘ 4

~ his house, with Barry Cornwall and Elia (old fellow-travellers of
mine), a rude chair, a' ruder, but clean bed, and a troop. of

t‘uoughts 50 perpetually from home, that it mattered very httle'
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wHat wag the complexion of anything a;bout' xﬁe, I waited Tom’s
“operations with a lover's usual patience. Barhydt’s visitors sel-
dom arrived before tiwo or three o’clock, and the long, soft morn-
: lngs, qulet ag a shadowy Elysium on the rim of that ebon lake,
were a8 solitary as a melancholy man could desire. Didst thou but
know, oh! gentle Barry Cornwall ! how gratefully thou hast been
read and mused upon in those dim and whispering aisles of the
fox;e?t, three thousand and.more miles from thy smoky whereabout,
methinks it would warm up the flush of pleééure around thine
 eyelids, though the goldeﬁ-tresseq Adelaide ! were waiting her
© good-night kisses at thy knee! | e

1 could stand it mo longer. . On the second evening of my
‘séélusion, I made bold, to borrow old Barhydt’s superannuated

-~ roadster, and getting up the steam with infinite difficulty in his -

ricketty engine, higgled away, with a pace to which I could not
venture to affix a name, to the gay scenes of Saratoga.

1t was ten o’clock when I dismounted at the stable in Congress

Hall, and giving der Teufel, as the old man ambitiously styled his
steed, to the hands of the ostler, stole round through the ga.rden
to 'the eastern colonnade.

I feel called upon to describe “ Congress Hall.” Some four-
teen‘or fifteen millions of white gentlemen and ladies consider
that wooden ‘and windowed Babylon as the proper palace of
" Delight—a sojourn to be sighed for, and sacrificed for, and econ-
h omlzeé for—the birthplace of Love, the haunt of Hymen, the
arena of Fashion—a place without which a new lease of life were
@?va‘luelessmfor"ﬁrhie’h if the coujuring cap of King Erricus itself
could noﬁ ‘furnish asseason ticket, it might lie on a lady’s toilet as
. u:motlced asa bride’s night-cap a twelvemonth after marriage.

I gay to myself sometlmes, as 1 pass the window at “White’s, and

/
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- §ee worldusick worlding with the curl of satiety and disgust on

his lip, wondering how the next hour will come to its death, ¢ It
you but knew, my friend, what a campaign of  pleasure you are
losing in America—what belles than the bluebell slighter and _

fairer—what hearts than the dewdrops fresher and clearer are liv- -

ing their pretty hour, like gems undived for in the ocean—-what

7 loads of foliage, what Titans of trees, what glorious wildernesses
of rocks and waters, are lavishing their splendors on the clouds:

that sail overthem, and all within the magio circle of which Con-
gress Hall is the centre, and which a circling dove would measure
to get an appetite for his bréakfast—if you but knew this, my
lord, as I- know it, you would not be gazing so vacantly on the
steps of Orockford’s, not consider ¢ the graybeard’ such a lagga.rd
in his hours

- Congress Hall is a wooden bulldmg, of wlnch the size . and,
capacity could never be definitely ascertained. . Tt is built on: a
slight elevation, just above the - strongly-impregnated spring
whose name it bears, with little. attempt at architecture, save a -

. -spacious and vine-covered colonnade, serving as a promenade on

citber side, and two wings, the exfremities of which' are lost in
the distance. A relic or two of the still-astonished forest towers
above the chimneys, in'the shape of a ‘melancholy\groui) of fira;
and, five minutes’ walk from the door, the dim old ﬁilder_xi‘_egs‘
st‘ands looking down on the village in its primeval g‘ré,ndeur,. like
the spirits of the wronged Indians, whose tracks are scaree van-

ished from the sand. In the strength of ﬂ:e“ summer” SOIstice,‘j‘i"fl o

from five hundred to a thousand people dine togetherat Congress 3
Hall, and after absorbing® as many bottles of the best wines pf |

 the world, a sunset promenade plays the valve to the sentzment |
- thus generated and mth a-cup of tea, the crowd . separates to

&
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dress for the naghtly ball. - There are.several other hotels in the
,vdlage, equaily crowded and equally spacious, and the ball is
given alternately at each. Congress Hall is the ¢ erack” place,
however, and I expect that Mr. Westcott, the obliging proprieto;’-,'
- will give me the preference of rooms, on my next annual visit, for
thls just and honorable mention.

The dinner-tables were plled into an orchestra, and draped

“with green baize and green Wreaths, the floor of the immense hall |

was chalked with American flags and the initials of all the heroes
of the Revolution, and the band were playing a waltz in a style
that made the candles quiver, and the pines tremble audibly in
their tassels. The ball-room was on the ground floor, and the col-

onnade upon the garden side was crowded with spectators, a row -
of grinning black fellows edgmg the cluster of heads ‘at every -

window, and keepmg time with their hands and feet in the irre-
‘sistible sympftthy of their music-loving natares. Drawing my
hat over my eyes, I stood at the least- thronged window, and con-
cealing my face in the curtain, waited impatiently for the appear-
ance of the dancers. '
The bevy.in the drawing-room was sufficiently strong at la.qt
4nd the Jady patronesses, handed in by a state governor or two,
and here and there a member of congress, achieved the entre with
their usual 1ntrep1d1ty ‘Followed beaux. and followed belles.
‘Such belles! Slight, delicate, fragxle-looklng creatures, elegant
as Retasch’s angels, warm-eyed as Mohammedan houries, yet
timid as the antelope whose hazel orbs they .eclipse, limbed like
‘nothing earthly except an American woman—I would- rather not
‘goon! When I speak of the beauty %f my countrywomen, my
beart swells. I do believe the New World has a newer mould for

its uiothet:s and daughters. . T think T amnot prejudiced. I have

R
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been years away. I have sxghed in France 1 have Iovu,d in
Italy ;. I have bargained for Cireassians 'in an eastern bezeetem,
and I have lounged at Howell and James’s on a suniny day in the '
season ; ‘and my eye is irained, and my perceptions qmckened
but I do think (honor bright ! and Heath’s ¢ Book of Beuuty”
forgiving me) that there is no such beautiful work of God undeér
the arch of the sky as an American girl in her bellehood. |

Enter Tom Fane in a Stultz coat and Spardmg tights, locking
as & man who had been the mirror of Bond street might be sup- |
posed to look, a thousand leagues from his clib-house, Sk
leaned on his arm. I had never seen her half so lovely. Fresh
and calm fyom the ~s§clusion of her c‘ha‘mber,‘ her transparent
check was just tinged with the first. mounting blood, from the
excitement of lights and music. Her lips were‘SIightIy parted
her fine-lined eyebl ows were arched with'a girlish surprise, a.nd
her ungloved arm lay ecarelessly and eonﬁdmgly within ° ln-; as :
white, round, and slender, as if Canova had wrought.it in Parlan
for his Psyche. If you have mever seen a beauty of northe}n
blood nurtured in a southern chmef the cold fairness of her race
warmed up as if it had been steeped in some golden sunset aud
her deep bluc eye darkened and filled with a fire as’ unnaturally
1esplendent as the fusion of erysoprase into a diamond, and lf you
have never known the corresponding contrast in the eharacﬁer,' |
the intelligence and constancy of the ‘north'kindli“ng' with the
enthusiasm and impulse, the passionateness. and the abandon: of'
a more burnmg latitude—you have seen nothing, let me 1nsmu- ‘
ate, thouuh you “ have been i’ the Indies twwe,” that could gw«a o
you an idea of Kate Lorimer. o |

- She waltzed; and then- Tom, danced wzth my smter, and thon, |

: remgmug her to another pa,rtner, he oﬂ”ered kla arm agam to Mlssy
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Lorimer, and lefs the ball room with several other couples for a
turn in the fresh air of the colonnade. I was not jealous, but I
felt unpleasantly at his returning to her so immediately. He
was the handsomest man, out of all comparison, in the room, and
he had dimmed my star too often in our rambles in Europe and
Asia, not to suggest a thought, at least, that the same pleasant
eclipse might occur in our American astronomy. I stepped off
the colonnade, and took a turn in the garden.

Those  children of eternity,” as' Walter Savage Landor poet-
jcally calls * the breezes,” performed their soothing ministry upon
my temples, and I replaced Tom in my confidence with an heroic

effort, and turned back. A swing hung between two gigantie

pines, just under the balustrade, and flinging myself into the
cushioned seat, I abandoned myself to the musings natural to a -

person “‘in my situation.” The sentimentalizing promenaders
lounged backward and forward above me, and not hearing Tom’s
" drawl among them, I presumed he had returned to the ball-room.

A lady end gentleman, walking 1 in silence, stopped presently, and
leaned upon the railing opposei;e the swing. They stood a mo-
ment, looking into the dim shadow of the pine-grove, and then a
voice, that I knew better than my own, remarked in a Jow and
. gilvery tone upon the beauty of the night. _

She was-not answered, and after a moment’s pause, as if
resuming a conversation that had been interrupted, she turned
very. earnestly to her companion, and asked,  Are you sure,
quite sure, that you could venture to marry without & fortune »

¢ Quite, dear Miss Lorimer !’

| 1 started from the swing, but before the words of execration
that rushed choking from my heart could struggle to my lips,
they had mingled with the erowd and vanished.
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I strode down the garden-walk in a ﬁlren%y of passion.
Should I call him immediafely to account ? Should I rush into
the ball-room and accuse him of his treachery to her face ?
Should T drown myself in old Barhydt’s tarn, or join an Indian
tribe, and make war upon the whites ?  Or should I—cowuld I—
be magnanimous—and write him a note immediately, offering to
be his groomsman at the wedding ? |

I stepped into the punch-room, asked for. pen, ink, a.nd paper,
and indited the following note ;- '

“Dear Tom : If your approaching nuptials are to be sufficient-
ly public to admit of a groomsman, you will make me the happi-
est of friends by selecting me for that office.

“ Yours ever truly,
 Pgrp,”

‘H‘aving despatched it to his room, I flew to the stable, roused
flerr Teufel, who had gathered up his legs in the straw for the
night, flogged him furiously out of the village, and giviag him the

rein as he entered the forest, enjoyed the seenery in the humor

of mad old Hieronymo in the Spanish tragedy—‘ the moon

dark, the stars extinet, the winds blowing, the owls shrieking, the
toads croaking, the minutes jarring, and the clock striking
twelve 17 .
‘Early the next day Tom’s “ tiger” dismounted ab Berhydt’e
door, with an answer to my note, as follows :—
¢ , . ' ‘ S
Dear Pain: The devil must have informed you of a secret
I supposed safe from all the world. Be assured I should have
chosen no one but yourself to support me on the occasion; and

however you have dlscovered my design upon your treasure,
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thousand thanks for your gemerous consent. I expected no less

from your noble nature.
“ Yours davotedly,
¢ Tont.
¢ P, §.—1I shall endeavor to be at Barhydt’s, with -materia,ls for

the fifth act of our comedy; to-morrow morning.”

(e Oomedyl 1* call you this, Mr, Fane ?” I felt my heart turn
black as I threw down the letter. After a thousand plans of
revenge formed and abandoned—horrowing old Barhydt’s rifles,
loading them deliberately, and discharging them again into the

- ajr—T flung myself exhausted on the bed, and reasoned myself

back to my magvanimity. I would be his groomsman !

It was a morning like the burst of a millenium on the world,
T felt as if I should never forgive the birds for their mocking
enjoyment of it. ~The wild heron swung up from the reeds; the
lotuses shook out their dew into the lake as the breeze stirred
them, and the senseless old Dutchman sat fishing in his canoe,
singing one of his unintelligible psalms to a quick measure that
half maddened me. I threw myself mpon the yielding floor of
plne—tassels on the edge of the lake, and with the wretched school

. phLIOSOphy, “ Si gravis est, brevis esty’ ” endeawored to put down

the tempest of my feelings.

A carriage rattled over the little hridge, mounted the ascent
rapidly, and brought up at Barhydt’s door. ~

“ Phil 1 shouted Tom, “Phil 1" |

I gulped down a choking sensation in my throat, and rushed up
the bank to him. A stranger was dismounting from his horse.

¢ Quick !” said Tom, shaking my hand hurriedly— there is - =

no time to lose. Out with your inkhorn, Mr. Poppletree, and
have your papers signed while I tie up my ponies.”?
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“What is this sir?” said I, starting back ag the stranger
deliberately presented me with a paper, in which my own name
was written in conspicuous letters. ' . ' |

The magistrate gazed at me with a look of astonishment.
“ A contract of marriage, I think, between Mr. Philip Slingsby
and Miss Ka_ﬁﬁerine Lorimer, spinster. - Are you the gentleman
pamed in that instrument, sir 277 '

At this moment my sister, leading the blushing girl bjr'the
hand, came and threw Ler arms about my neck, and drawing her .
within my roach, ran off and left us togethel

There - are some pure moments jn this life that deseription
would only profane ‘ |

We were married by the VIIIage magistrate in that magnificent |
sanctuary. of the forest, old Barhydt and his lotuses the only
indifferent witnesses of vows as pa,s,siona,tej as ever trenibled: upon'
human lips.

I had scarce pressed her to my heart and dashed the tears from
my eyes, when Fane, who had looked more at my sister than at
the bride duung the ceremoty, left her suddenly, and thrusting a
roll of parchment into my pocket, ran off to bring up his ponies.

I was on the way to Saratoga, 2 married man, ind my bride on

the seat beside me, before T had recovered from my astonishment.

“ Pray,” said Tom, “if it be not an impertinént‘ question, and -
you can find breath in your ecstacies, how did you find out that
your sister had done me the honor to accept the offer of my
hand #

The resoundmo' woods rung m’ch hig unmereiful laughter at the
cxplanatmn.

“ And pray,” said I, in'my turn, ¢ if it is not an imperf-inent
question, and you can find & spare breath in your ecstacies, by
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what magic did you persuade’ old Frump to trust his ward and
her title.deeds in your treacherous keeping #”

“Tt is a long story, my dear Phil, and I will give you the par- '.

ticulars when you pay me the ¢ Virginia bloods’ you wot of,
Suffice it for the present, that Mr, Frump believes Mr. Tom

Fane (alias Jacob Phipps, Esq., sleeping partner of a banking- -

~ house at Liverpool) to be the accepted suitor of his fair ward.
In his extreme delight at seeing her in so fair a way to marry
into a bank, he generously made her a prosent of her own fortune,
signed over his right to control it by a document in your posses-
sion, and will undergo as agreeable a surprise in about five min-
‘utes as the greatest lover of excitement eould desire.”

- The ponies dashed on. The. sandy ascent by the Pavilion:
. Spring was surmounted, and in another minute we were at the
door of Congress Hall. The last stragglers from the breakfast
table were lounging down the eolonnade, and old Frump sat read-
ing the newspaper under-the portico. |

“ Abha ! Mr, Phipps,”? said he, as Tom drove wp—** back so
soon, ¢h 7 'Why, I thought you and Kitty would be Billing it till
dinner-time !? ' ‘
¢ Sir 17 gaid Tom, very gravely, ¢ you have the honor of ad-

dressing Captain Thomas Fane, of his majesty’s —th Fusileers ;
-and whenever you have a moment’s leisure, I shall be happy to
submit to your perusal a certificate of the marriage of Miss
Katherine Lorimer to the geﬁtleman I have the pleasure to pre-
sent to you. Mr. Frump, Mr. Slingshy 1’

. At the mention of my name, the blood in Mr. Frump’s ruddy
complexion turned suddenly to the color of the Tiber. Poetry

alone can express the feeling pictured in his eonntenance +—
‘ : :
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“If every atom of a dead ran’s flesh

. Should creep, ench one with a particular life,
Yet all as cold as ever—’twas just so:
Or had it drizzled needle-points of frost,

. Upona feverislil head made suddenly bald.”

George Washington Jefferson Frump, Esq., left Congress Hall
the same evening, and has since ungraciously refused an invitation
to Captain Fane’s wedding—possibly from his having neglected to
invite him on a similar occasion at Saratoga. This last, how-
ever, T am free to say, is & gratuitous supposition of my own.
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Tz moon shone hke glorified and ﬂoatmw dew on the bosom
of the tranquil Pei-ho, and the heart of the young poet Le-pih

was like a cup running over with wine. It was no abatement of -

his exulting fulness that he was as yot the sole possessbr of the
secrct of his own genius. Conscious of exquisite suseeptibility to
beauty, fragrance and music (the three graces of the Chinese),
he w2s more intent upon erjoying his gifté than upon the awak-
ening of envy for their possession—ihe latter being the second
Jeaf in the book of genius, and only turned over by the finfer of
satiety, Thoughtless of the acquisition of fame as the youthful
poet may be, however, he is always ready to anticipate its fruits,
and La-pih committed but the poet’s error, when, having the gem in
his bosom' which could buy the favor of the world, he took the
favor for granted without producing the gem. o

- Kwonfootse had returned a conqueror, from the wars with the
Hwong-kin, and this night, on which the moon shone so gloricusly,
‘was the hour of his triumph, for the Emperor Tang had conde-
scended to honor with his presence, a gala given by the victori-
ous general at his gardens on the Pei-ho, Softened by his exult-
ing feelings (for though a brave soldicr, he was as haughty as

s
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Luykong the thunder-god, or Hwuyloo the monarch of five), the
warlike mandarin threw open his gardens on this joyful night, not
only to those who wore in their caps the oold ball significant of
patrician birth, but to all whose dress and mien warranted their
appearance in the presence of the emperor.

Like the realms of the blest shone the gardens of Kwonfootse.
Occupying the whole valley of the Pei-ho, at a spot where it
curved like the twisted cavity of a shell, the sky seemed to shut

in the grounds like the cover of a vase, and the stars seemed but

the garden-lights overhead. From one edge of the vase to the
other—from hill-top fo hill-top—extended 2 broad avenue, a pa-
goda at either extremity glittering with gold and scarlet, the sides
flaming with colored ljlmps and flaunting with gay streamers of
barbarian stuffs, and the moonlit river cutting it in the centre, the
whole vista, at the first glance, resembling a girdle of precious
stones with'a fastening of opal. Off from this central division
radiated in all directions alleys of camphor and cinnamon trees,
lichted with amorous dimness, and leading away to bowers. upon

‘the hill-side, and from every quarter resounded musie, and in

every nook was seen feasting and merrlment
In disguise, the emperor and ‘imperial family mingled i in the
crowd, and no one save the host and his daughters knew what

 part of the gardens was honored with their presence. There was,

however, a retreat in the grounds, sacred to the privileged few,

and here, when fatigned or desirous of refreshment, the royal

personages laid aside disguise and were surrounded with the defe-
rential honors of the court. It Was-'- so contrived that the access
was unobserved by the people, and there was, therefore, no feel- -
ing of exclusion to quelify the hilarity of the entertainment,
Kwonfootse, W!iﬂ; all his pride, looking carefully to his _pqpﬁlarity.-
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At the foot of cach descent, upon the matted banks of the river,
floated gilded boats with lamps burning in their prows, and gayly-
dressed boatmen offering conveyance across to all who required
it ; but there were also, unobserved by the crowd, boats unligh ted
. and undecorated, holding off from the shore, which, at a sign given
by the initiated, silently approached a marble stair without the
" line of the blazing avenue, and taking their freight on board,
-swiftly pulled up the moonlit river, to a landing concealed by the

shoulder of the hill. No path led from the gardens hither, and

from no point of view could be overlooked the more brilliant
scene of imperial revel. |

It was verging toward midpight when . the unknown poet, with
_brain floating in a celestial glddmess of delight, stood on the
brink " of the gleaming river. The boats plied to and fro with
their fremhts of fair damsels and gayly-dressed youths, the many-
colored lamps throwma a rainbow pxofusxon of tints on the water,
and many a voice addressed him with merry invitation, for Le-
pih’s beanty, so famous now in history, was of no forbidding state~
liness, and his motions, like his countenance, were as frankly joy-
ous as the gambols of a young Jeopird. Not inclined to boister-
ous gayety at the moment, Le-pih stepped between the lamp-
bearing trees of the avenue, and folding his arms in his silken
vest, stood gazing in revery on the dancing waters. . After a few
moments, one of the dark boats on which he had unconsciously
fixed his gaze drew siléntly toward him, and as the cushioned

- stern was brought round to the bank, the boatman made a rever-

ence to his knees and vat waiting the poet’s pleasure.

Like all men born to good fortune, Lie-pih was prompt to fol-
low the first béckonings of adventure, and asking no questions, he
quietly embarked, and with a quick dip of the oars. the boat shot

.

THE POET AND THE MANDARIN. - . 15§

from the shore and took the deécending current. Almﬂost ig the
next instand she neared again to the curving: and willow-fringed
margin of the stream, and lights glimnrered through the branches,
and sweet, low musie became audible, and by rapid degrees, a
scene burst on his eye, which the first glimpse into the gate of
paradise (a subsequent agreeable surprise, let us presume) coulfl
searcely have exceeded, |

Without an exchange of a syllable between the boatman and
his freight, the stern was set against a earijeted stair at the edge
of the river, and Le-pih disembarked with a bound, and stood
upon a spacious avea lying in a lap of the hill, the entire surface
carpeted smoothly with Persian stuffs, and dotted here and there

with striped tents pitched with poles of silver. Gharlands of

flowers hung in festoons against the brilliant-colored cloths, and
in the eentre of each tent stood a low tablet surrounded with
couches and laden with meats and wine. The guests, for whom
this portion of the entertainment was provided, were apparently
assembled at a spot farther on, from which proceeded the deli-
cious music heard by the poet in approaching ; and, first enter- .
ing one of the abandoned tents for a goblet of wine, Le-plh
followed to the scene of attraction, .

Under a canopy of gold cloth held by six bearers, stood the
imperial chair upon a raised platform—not oceupied, however, the
august Tang reclining more at his ease, a little out of the cirele,
upou cushions canopied by the moonlight. Around upon the
steps of the platform and near by, were grouped the noble ladies
of the court and the royal princesses (Tang living much in the
female apartments and his daughters numbermg several score), -
and all, at the moment of Lepih’s joining the assemblage, turning
‘to observe a damse! with a lute, to whose performance the low
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sweet music of the band had been a prelude.  The first touch of

the strings betrayed a trembling band, and the poet’s sympathies
were stirred, though from her bent posture and her distant posi-
tion L:e had not yet seen the features of the player. As the tremu-
lous notes grew firmer, and the lute began to give out a flowing
harmony, Le-pih approached, and at the same time, the listening
groups of ladies began to whisper and move away, and of those
who rax'nained, none seemed to listen with pleasure except Kwon-
footse and the emperor. The latter, indeed, rivalled the intrud-
ing bard in his interest, rolling over upon the cushions and rest-
ing on the other imperial elbow in close attention,

Gaining confidence evidently from the negleet of her auditory,

_ “or, as is natural to women less afraid of the judgment of the other

sex, who were hLer only listemcrs, the fair Taya (the youngest
daugl.ter of Kwonfootse), now joined her voies to her instrument,
and sang with a sweetness that dropped like a plummet to the
goul of Le-pih. . Ho fell to his knee upon 2 heap of cushions and
leaned eagerly forward. As sho became aflerward one of his

most passiotate themes, we ave cnabled to reconjure the features

that were presented to his admiring wonder. The envy of the
princesses was suflicient proof that Taya was of rave beauty; she
had that wonderful perfection of feature to which envy pays its
bittersst tribute, which is apologized for if not found in the poct’s
ideal, which we thirst after in pictures and marble, of which love-
liness and expression are but lesser dogreos——fainter shadowings.
She was adorably beautiful. The outer corners of hor long
almond-shaped eyes, the dipping crescent of her forehead, the
pencil of her eyebrow and the indented corners of her mouth—all-
these turned downward ; and this peculiarity. which, in faces of a
less elevated character, indicates a temper morose and repulsive,
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'in Taya’s expressed the very soul of gentlé and lofty melancholy.

There was something infantine about her mouth, the teeth were
so small and regular, and theiv dazzling whiteness, shining be-

tween lips of the brilliant color of a cherry freshly torn apart, was

in startling contrast with the dark lustre of her eyes. Le-pil’s

poetry makes constant allusion to those small and snowy teeth,
and the turned-down corners of the lips and eyes of his incom-
pm"able mistress. _

Taya’ song was a fragment of that celebrated Chinese romance
from which Moore has borrowed so largely in his loves of the
angels, and it chaneed to be particularly appropriate to her de-

serted position (she was alone now with her three listeners), dwelling

as it did upon the loneliness of a disguised Peri, wandering in

exile upon earth. The lute fell from her hands when she ceased,
and while the emperor applauded, and Kwonfootse looked on her
with paternal pride? Le-pih modestly advanced to the fallen
instrument, and with a low obeisance to the emperor and & hesi-
tating apology to Taya, struck a prelude in the same air, and
broke forth into an inﬁpu]sive expression of his feelings in verse.

It would be quite impossible to give a translation of thiz famous |
effusion with its oriental load of imagery, but in modifying it to
the spirit of our language (giving little more than its thread of
thought, the reader may see glimpses of the material from.
which the great Irish lyrist spun his woof of swoet fible. Fixing

his keen eyes upon the bright lips just elosed, Le-pih sang :—

When first from heaven’s immortal throngs
The earth-dootned angels downward came,
And mourning their enraptured songs,
- Walked sadly in our mortal frame ;
To those, whose Iyres of loftier string
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Had taught the myriad lips of heaven,
The song that they forever sing, .
A wondrous lyre, ’tis said, was given.
¢ And go, the seraph warder said,
As from the diamond gates they flew,
* And wake the songs ye here have led
In earthly numbers, pure and new!
i And yours shall be the hallowed power
To win the lost to heaven again,
And when earth’s clouds shall darkest lower
Your lyre shall breathe its holiest strain !
Yet, chastened by this inward fire,
Your lot shall be te wall alone,
Bave when, perchance, with echoing Iyre,
* You touch a spirit like your own;
And whatsoe’er the guise you wear,
To him, ’tis given fo know you there.! 7

The song over, Le-pth sat with his hands folded across the
instrument and his eyes cast down, and Taya gazed on him with
Wonderingiooks, yet slowly, and as if unconsciously, she took
from her breast a rose, and with a half-stolen glance at her father,
threw it upon the lute. But frowningly Kwonfootse rose fmm
his seat and approaehed the poet.

“Who are you?” he demanded angrily, as the bard placed
the rose revé-ently in his bosom.

“ Le-pih 17

With another obeisance to the emperor, and a deeper one to
the fair I‘aya, he turned, after this concise answer, upon his heel,
lifting his eap to his head, which, to the rage of Kwonfootse, bore
not even the gold ball of aristocracy.

¢ Bind him for the bastlnado' ? cried the infuriated mandarin -

to the bearers of the 0anopy.
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The six soldiers dropped their poles to the ground, but the em-

peror’s voice arrested them.
¢ He shall have no violence but from you, fair Taya,” said the

softened monarch “call to him by the name he has JIISt pro-

nounced, for I would hear that lute again "
¢ Le-pih! Le-pih!” cried instantly the musical voice of the

fair girl.
The poet turned and listened, mcredulous of his.own ears.

¢ YLe-pih { Le-pih ! she repeated, in a soft tone. |

Half-hesitating, half-bounding, ag if still scarce believing he
had heard aright, Le-pih flew tfo her feet, and dropped to one
knee upon the cushion before her, his breast heaving and his eyes

flashing with eager wonder. Taya’s courage was at an end, and

. she sat with her eyes upon the ground.

“ Give him the lute, Kwonfootse!” said the emperor swing-

1ng himself on the raised ehair with an abandonment of the impe-

rial avoirdupois, which set rfnging violently the hundred bells sus-
pended in the golden fringes.

¢ Let not the crow venture again into the nest of the eagte,”
muttered the mandarin between his teeth as he handed the instru-
ment to the poet.

The sound of the bells brought in the women and courtiers
from every quartcr of the privileged area, and preluding upon
the strings to gather his seattered genses, while they were seat-
ing themselves around him, Le-pih at last fizxed his gaze upon the
lips of Taya, and commenced his song to an irregular harmony
well adapted to extempore verse. We have tried in vain to put
this celebrated song of compliment into Einglish stanzas. It com-
menced with a descripﬁon of Taya’s beauty, and an enumeration
of things she resembled, dwolling most upon the blue lily,
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which seems to have been Le-pih’s favorite flower. The burthen
of the eonclusion, however, is the new value everything assumed
in her presence. ‘¢ Of the light in this garden,” he says, ¢ there
“is one beam worth all the glory of the moon, for it sleeps on the
eye-of Taya. Of the air about me there is one breath which my
soul drinks like wine—it is from the lips of Taya, Tayalooks on a
flower, and that flower seems to me, with its pure eye, to gaze
after her for ever, Tﬁya’s jacket of blue silk is my passion. If
angels visib me in my dreams, let them be dressed like Taya, I
love the broken spangle in her slipper better than the first star of
evening, Bring me, till T die, inner leaves from the water-lily,
sinoe white and fragrant like them are the teeth of Taya. Call
me, should I sleep, when rises the trescent ﬁloon, for the blue
sky in its bend cuives like the drooped eye of Taya,” &e., &ec.
“ By the immortal Fo ! cried the emperor,, raising himself
bolt wpright in bis chair, as the poet ceased, “ you shall be the
bard of Tang! '.I‘hose are my sentitents better expres ssed ! The
lute, in your hands, is my heart turned inside out! Lend me
your gold chain, Kwonfootse, and, Taya! come hither and put.it

on his neck !

Taya glided to the emperor, but Le-plh rose to his feet, witha -

slight flush on his forehead, and stood erect and motionless,

. ¢ Let it please your imperial amajesty,” he said, aftera mo-

ment’s pause, * to bestow upon me some gift less binding than a

chain.”

¢ Carbuncle of Budha! What would the youth have!” ex-
claimed Tang in astonishment. ¢ Is not the gold chain off a
mandarin good enough for his acceptance ? ¥

“ My poor song,” replied Le-pih, modestly casting down his
eyes, “is sufficiently repaid by your majesty’s praises. The
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chain of the mandarin would gall the neck of the poet. Yet—
if I might have & reward more valuable—"

“In Fo’s name what is it 7’ said the embarrassed emperor,

Kwonfootse laid his hand on his eimeter, and his daughter
blushed and trembled.

“ The broken spangle on the slipper of Taya " said Le-pih,
turning half indifferently away.

Loud laughed the ladies of the court, and Kwonfootse walked
from the bard with a leok of contempt, but the emperor read
more truly the proud and delicate spirit that dictated the reply;
and in that moment pfobably commenced the friendship with
which, to the end of his peaceful reign, Tang distinguished the
most gifted poet of his time,

The lovely daughter of the mandarin was not behmd the
emperor in her 1nterp1etatlon of the character of Le-pih, and ag

she stepped forward to put the detached spangle into his hand,

- she bent on him a look full of carnest curiosity and admiration.

‘s What others give me,” he murmured in a low voice, pressing
the worthless trifle to his lips, “ makes me their slave ; but what
Taya gives me is a link that draws her to my bosom.”

Kwonfootse probably thought that Le-pih’s audlenee had lasted
long enough, for at this moment the sky seemed buwrsting into
flame with a sudden tumult of fire-works, and in the confusion that
immediately succeeded, the poet made his way unquestioned to
the bank of the river, and was reconveyéd to the spot of his first
embarkation, in the same silent manner with Whmh he had ap-
proached the privileged ares. .

During the following month, Le-pih seemed much in request at
the imperial palace, but, to the surprise of his friends, the keep-
ing of “worshipful society” was not followed by any change in

i




169 ' FUN JOTTINGS.

his merry manners, nor apparently by any impl'oveme_,nf in his
worldly condition. His mother still sold mats in the publio mar-
ket, and Te-pih still rode, every‘few days, to the marsh, for his
panniers of rushes, aud to all comers, among his old acquaintan-
~ ces, his lute and song were as ready and gratuitous as ever.

All this time, however, the fair Taya was consuming with a
passionate melancholy which made startling ‘ravages in her
health, and the proud mandarin, whose affection for hig children
was equal to his pride, in vain shut his eyes to the cause, and ate
up his heart with mortification, When the full moon came
round again, reminding him of the scenes the last moon had shone
upon, Kwonfootse seemed suddenly lightened of his care, and his
superb gardens on the Pei-ho were suddenly alive with prepara-
tions for another festival. Kept in cloze ccl)nﬁne'ment, poor Taya
fed on her sorrow, indifferent to the rumors of marriage which
could concern ounly her sisters ; and the other demoiselles Kwon-
footse tried in vain, with fluttering hearts, to pry into their
father’s secret. A marriage it certainly was to be, for .tho
lanterns were painted of the color of peach-blossoms—but whose
marriage ? _ ‘

-Tt was an intoxicating summer’s morning, and the sun was
busy calling the dew back to heaven, and the birds wild with
entreating it to stay (so Lie-pih describes it), when.down the nar-
row street in which the poet’s mother plied her vocation, there

came & gay procession of mounted servants with a led horse

richly caparisoned, in the centre. The one who rode before held
on his pommel a velvet cushion, and upon it lay the cap of a

noble, with its gold ball shining in the sun. Out flew the neigh-

- bors as the clattering hoofs came on, and roused by the eries and
the barking of dogs, forth came the mother of Le-pih, followed by
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the poet himself, but leading his horse by the bridle, for he had
just thrown on his panniers, and was bound out of the city to cut
his bundle of rushes. The poet gazed on the pageant with the
amused curiosity of others, wondering what it could mean, abroad
at so early an hour ; but, holding back his sorry beast to let the
prancing horsemen have all the room they required, he was
startled by a reverential. salute from the bearer of the velved
cushion, who, drawing up his followers in front of the poet’s
house, dismounted and requested to speak with him in private.
Tying his horse to the door- -post, Le-pih led the way into the
small room, where sat his mother braiding her mats to a cheerful |
song of her son’s making, and here the messenger informed the
bard, with much eireumstance and ceremony, that in consequence
of the pressing suit of Kwonfootse, the e‘mperor had been pleased
to grant to the gifted Le-pih, the rank expressed by the cap
borné upon the velvet cushion, and that ag 2 noble of the celes-
tial empire, hé was now a match for the incomparable Taya.
Furthermore the condescending Kwonfootse had secretly arrang-
ed the ceremonial for the hridal, and Le-pih was commanded to

mount the led horse and come up with his cap and gold ball to be

made forthwith supremely happy.

An indefinable expression stole over the features of the poet as
he took up the cap, and placing it on his head, stood gayly before
his mother. The old dame looked at him.g moment and the
tears started to her eyes. Instantly Le-pih plueked it off and
cast it on the waste heap at her side, throwing himself upon his
knees before her in the same breath, and begging her forglveness
for bis silly jost. '

“Take back your bauble to Kwonfootse 1’ he sald rising
proudly-to his feet, ““and tell him that the eniperor, to.whom I
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know how to excuse mysclf, can easily make a poot into a noble,
but he cannot make a noble into a -poet. The male bird does not
_ borrow its brighter plumage from its mate, and she who marries
Le-pih will braid rushes for his mother 17

Astonished, indeed, were the neighbors, who had learned the
errand of the messenger from his attendants without, to see the
crest-fallen man come forth again with his eap and cushion.
Astonished much more were they, ere the gay eavaleade wore
well out of sight, to see Le-pih appear with his merry counten-
ance and pleheian cap, and, mounting his old horse, trot briskly
away, sickle in hand, to the marshes. The day passed in won-
dering and gossip, interrupted by the entrance of one person to
the house while the old dame was gone with her mats to the

market, but she returned duly before sunset, and went in as -

usual to prepare supper for her son. ‘

The last beams of day were on the tops of the pagodas when
Le-pih returned, walking beside his heavy-laden beast, and sing-
ing a merry song. He threw off his rushes at the door and
entered, but his song was abruptly .checked, for a female sat
_ ona low seat by his mother, stooping over a half-braided mat,
and the next moment, the blushing Taya lifted up her brimming
eyes and gazed ab him with silent but pleading love.

Now, at last, the proud mermiment and self respecting confi-
dence of Le-pih were overcome. His eyes grew flushed and his
lips trembled without utterance., With both his hands placed on
his beating heart, he stood gazing on the lovely Taya,

“Ah1” cried the old dame, who sat with folded hands and smil-
ing face, looking on at a’scene which she did not quite under-
stand, though it gave her pleasure. ¢ Ah! this is a wife for my

boy, sent from heaven! No haughty mandarin’s daughter she !

°
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no proud minx to fall in love with the son and despise the
mother! Let them-keep their smart caps and gift-horses for
those who can be bought at such prices! My son is a noble by .
the gift of his Maker—better than an emperor’s gold ball! Come
to your supper, Le-pih ! Come, my sweet daughter !”

* Taya placed her finger on her lip, and Le-pih agreed that the
moment had not yet come to enlighten his mother as to the
guality of ‘her guest. She was not long in ignorance, however,
for before they eould seat themselves at table, there was a loud
knocking at the door, and hefore the old dame could bless her-
self, an officer entered and arrested the daughter of Kwanfootse
by name, and Le-pih and his mother at the samestime, and there
was no dismissing the messenger now. Off they marched, amid
the silent consternation and pity of the neighbors—not toward
the palace of justice, however, but to the palace of the emperor,

where his majesty, to save all chances of mistake, chose to see l
the poet wedded, and sit, himself, at the bridal feast. Tang had
a romantic heart, fat and voluptuous as he was, and the end of

hig favor to Le-pih and Taya was the end of his Iife.
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THE COUNTESS NYSCHRIEM,

AND THE HANDSOME ARTIST.

- -
Tuat favored portion of the light of one summer’s morning

that was destined to be the transparent bath of the master-piocos

on the walls of the Pitti, was pouring in a languishing flood
through the massive windows of the palace. The ghosts of the
painters (who, ministering to the eye only, walk the world from
cock-crowing to sunset) were baunting invisibly the sumptuous

rooms made famous by their pictures ; and the pictures them-

selves, conscious of the presence of the fountain of soul from

which gushed the soul that is in them, glowed with intoxicated

mellowness and splendor, and amazed the living students of the

gallery with effects of light and color till that moment undiscov-
ered. ' ’ ‘

[And now, dear reader, having paid you the complithent of
commeneing my story in your vein (poetical), let me come down
to a little every-day brick-and-mortar, and build up a fair and
square common-sense foundation].

Graeme McDonald was a young hxghlander from Rob Roy’s
country, come to Florence to study the old masters. He was an

athletic, Wh;:)lesome, handsome fellow, who had probably made a
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narrow escape of belog simply a fine animal ; and, asg it was, you
‘never. would have picked him from a erowd as anything but a

hussar out of uniform, or a brigand perverted to honest life.
His peculiarity was (a,nd this T forsce is to be an ugly sentence),
that he had peculiarities which did not seem peculiar. Ie was
full of genius for his art, but. the canvass which'served him as a
vént, gave him no more anxiety than his pocket-handkerchief.
He painted in the palace, or wiped his forehead om a warm day
with equally small care, to all appearance, and he had brought
his mother and two sisters to Italy, and supported them by a
most heroie economy and industry—all-the while looking as if the
“ sifver moon” and all the small change of the stars would scarce
serve him for a day’s . pocket-money. Indeed the more I. knew
of MeDonald, the more I became convinced that there was an-
other man built over him. The painter was inside. And if he
bad free thoroughfare and use of the outer man’s windows and
ivory door, he was at any rate barred from’hanging out the small- |
est sign or indication of being at any time * within.” Thick as
hard as he would—devise, combine, study, or glo;?v with enthusi- -
dsmfthe proprietor of the front door exhibited the same care-
less and smiling bravery of mien, bebaving invariably as if he
had the whole tenement to himself, and was neither proud of,
nor interested in the 'doings of his more spiritnal inmate—lead-
ing you to suppose, almost, that the latter, though billeted uﬁoﬁ‘
him, bad not been properly introduced. The thateh of this com-

mon tenement Was of jetty black hair, curling n most opuient
- prodigality, and, altogether, it was a house that Hadad, the fallen

spivit, might have chosgn, when becoming incarnate to tempt the
sister of Absalom.

Perhaps you have been in Florcnce, dear reader, and know hy
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what royal liberality artists are permitted to bring their casels "

into the splendid apartments of the palace, and copy from the
priceless pictures on the walls. At the time T have my eye upon
(some few years ago), MoDonald was making a beginning of a
copy of Titian’s Bella, and near him stood the easel of a female
artist who was copyieg from the glorious picture of * Judith and

Holofernes,” in the same apartment. Mademoiselle Folie (so she

was called by the clderly lady who always accompanied her) was
a small and very graccfully-formed creature, with the plainest
face in which attraction could possibly reside. She was a pas-
sionate student of her art, pouring upon it apparently the entire
fulness of her life, and as unconsciously forgetful of her personal
impressions on those around her, as if she wore the invisible ring
of Gyges. The deference with which she was treated by her
staid companion drew some notice wpon her, however, and her
progress, in the copy she was making, occasionally gathered the
artists about her easel; and, altogether, her position among the
silent and patient company at work in the different halls of the
palace, was one of affectionate and tacit respeet. McDonald
was her nearest neighbor, and they frequently looked over each
other’s pictures, but, as they were hoth foreigners in Florence
(she of Polish birtk, as he understood), their conversation was in
French or Italian, neither of which languages were fiuently famil-
jar to Graeme, and it was limited gemerally to expressiéns of
courtesy or brief eriticism of each other’s labors.

As T said beforo, it was a “ proof-impression” of a celestial

summer’s morning, and the thermometer stood at heavenly idle-
ness. MeDonald sat with his maul-stick across his knees, drink-

ing from Titian’s picture. An artist, who had lounged in from
the next room, had hung himself' by the crook of his arm over a
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high peg, in his comrade’s casel, and every now and then he vol-
unteered an observation to which he expected no particular an;
swer.

“ When I remember how little beauty I have seen iﬁ the
world,” said Ingarde (this artist), I am inclined to believe with
Saturninus. that there is no resurrection of bodies, and that only
the spirits of the good return into the body of the Godhead—for
what is ngliness to do in heaven ?”?

MeDonald only sald “ hm~~hm 1"

“ Or rather,” said Ingarde again, ““1 should like to fashion a

- erced for myself, and belicve that nothing was immoital but whias

was heavenly, and that the good among men and the beautiful
among women would be the only reproductions hereafter. How
will this little plain woman look in the streets of the N ew Jern-
salem, for example 2 Vet she expects, as we all do, to be recog-
uizable by her friends in Heaven, and, of course, to have the
eame irvedeemably plain face ! (Does she understand English,
by the way—for she might not be altogether pleased with my
theory 177) | '

“T have spoken to her very often,” said MecDonald, ¢ and I
think Fnglish is Hebrew to her—but my theory of heauty eross-
es at least one corner of your argument, my friend ! I believe

- that the original type of every human face is beautiful, and that

every human being could be made beautiful, without, in any

essential particular, destroying the visible identity. The likeness

preserved in the faces of a family through several generations is
modified by the bad mental qualitics, and the bad health of those
who hand it down. Removethese modiﬁcations, and without
destroying the family likeness, you would take away all that mars

the beauty of its particular type. An individual countenance is
8
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Fan mtégral work of God’s makmg, and God saw that it was

good ’, when he made it. Uglinessy as you. phrase it, is the dam-
age that type of countenance has received from the sin and suf-
fering of life. But the type can be restored and will be, doubt-

less, in Heaven 17’

'« And you think that little woman’s face could be made beau-

tiful-?”

“ I know it.”

“Try it, then! Here is your copy of T1tlan s ¢ Bella,’ all fin-
jshed but the face. Make an apotheosis portrait of your neigh-
bor, and while it harmonizes with the body of Titian’s beauty,
still leave it recognizable.as her portrait, and Il give in to your
theory—Dbelieving in all other miracles, if you like, at the samo

'S

time !
Ingarde laughed, as he went back to his own picture, and Me-

Donald, after sitting a few minutes lost in revery, turned his
easel 50 as to get a painter’s view of his female neighbor. He
thought she colored slightly as he fixed his eyes upon her ; but,

if 'so, she apparently became very soon unconscious of his gaze,

_and he was soon absorbed himself in the task to which his friend

had so moekingly challenged him. !
" II. )

[Exzcuse me, dear reader, while with two eplstles 1 build a
brldo'e over which you can cross.a chasm of amonth in my story.]

“ To Graeme McDowaLD.
“gir: I am intrusted with 2 dehcate commlssmn, whieh I

know not how to broach to you, except by simple proposal.
Will you forgive my abrupt brevity, if I inform you, without fur-
ther preface, that the Countess Nyschriem, a Polislf lady of high
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birth a?ld ample fortune, does you the honor to p"‘r0pose ft;r your
hand. If you are disengaged, and your affections are not irre-
vocably given to another, I can conceive no sufficient obstacle to-
your accoptance of this brilliant connexion, The countess is .
twenty-two, and not beautiful, it must in fairnpés be said; but
she has high qualities of head and heart, and is worthy of aﬁy
man’s respect and affection. She has scen you, of ‘course.,"and
-eonceived a passion for you, of which thisis the result. Iam
directed to add, that should you consent, the following conditions
are imposed—that you marry her within four days making no
inquiry except as to her age, rank, and property, and that, with-
out previons interview, she come veiled to the altar.

“ An answer is requested in the course of to- -mOITow, address-
ed to ¢ The Count Hanswald, minister of his maJesty the king of
Prussia.’

“T have the honor, &e., &e. “ Haxswarp,”
McDonald’s answer was as follows :—

“Tv m1s Exceriescy, Hawswarp, &c., &e.

“ You will pardon me that I have taken two days to conSIder
the extraordinary proposition made me in your letter. The sub-

. Jeet, since it is to be entertained a moment, requires, perhaps,

still further reflection—but my reply shall be definite, and as -
prompt as I can bring myself to be, in a matter so important,

“ My first empulse was to ;'eturn“your letter, déclining the honor
you would do me, aud thgn]iing the lady for the complimeht of
her choice. My first reflection was the relief and happiness which
an independence would bring to a mother and two sisters depen-
dent, now, on the precarious profits of my pencil. And I first
corisented to ponder the matter with this view, and I now consent
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to mar;'y (frankly) for this advantage. But still I have a condi-
tion to propose.

“ In the studies I have had the opportunity to make of the
happiness of imaginative men in matrimony, I have observed that
their two worlds of fact and fancy were seldom under the countrol
of one mistress, It must be a very extraordinary woman of
course, who, with the sweet domestic qualities needful for com-
mon life, possesses at the same time the elévation and spiritnality
requisite for the ideal of the poet and painter. And I am not
certain, in any case, whether the romance of some secret passion,
fed and pursued in the imagination only, be not the inseparable
necessity of a poetical nature. For the imagination is incapable
~ of being chained, and it is at once disenchanted and set roaming.-
by the very possession and certainty, which are the charms of .
matrimony. Whether exclusive devotion of all the faculties of
mind and body be thefidelity exacted in marriage, is a question
every womat should consider before making a husband of an im-
aginative man. As I have not scen the countess, I can general-
. ize on the subject without giving offence, and she is the best

judge whether she can chain my fancy as well as my affections, or
yield to an imaginative mistress the devotion of so predominant a
quality of my nature. I can only promise her the constancy of
. & husband. o
« §till—if this were taken for only vague speculation-—she
might be deceived. I must declare, frankly, that I am at pres-
ent, complotely possessed with an imaginative passion: The
object of it is probably as poor as I, and I could never marry her
were I to continue free. Probably, too, the high-born countess
would be but little jealous of her rival, for she has RO pretensions
to beauty, and is an humble artist. But, in painting this lady’s
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portrait—(a chance experiment, to try whether so- plain a face
could be made Jovely)—I have penetrated to so beautiful an
wnner countenance (so to speak)—-I have found eharms of impres-
sion so subtly masked to the common eye—I have traced such
exquisite lineament of soul and feeling, visible, for the present, I
E_be]ieve‘, to my eye only—that, while I live, I shall do irresistible

%omage to her as the embodiment- of my fancy’s want, the very

spirit and essence suitable to rule over my unseen world of im-.
agination. Marry whom I will, and be true to her as I shall,
this lady will (perhaps unknown to herself) be my mistress in
dream-Jand and revery. " ‘

* This inevitable license allowed—my ideal world and its de-
votions, that is to say, left entirely to myself—I am ready to
accept the honor of the countess’s hand. If, at the altar, she
should hear me murmur another name wilh her own—(for the
bride of my faney must be present when I fved, and I shall link
the vows to both in one ceremony)—-let her not fear for my con-
-stancy to herself, but let her remembér that it is not to offend:
her hercafter, if the name of the other. come to my iiprin dreams,

“Your excellency may command my time and presence.
With high consideration, &e., |

“ GraEME McDonaLp,”

Rather agitated than surprised seemed Mademoiselle Felie, -
when, the next day, as she arranged her brushes upon the shelf
of her easel, her handsome neighbor commenced, in -the most
fluent Ttakian he -could commind, to invite her to his wedding,
Very much surprised was McDobald when she interrupted him in
English, and begged him to use his native tongue, as madame, |

* her attendant, would not then understand him. He went ‘on
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delightedly in his own honest language, and explained to her his
in.mginative admiration, though he felt compunectious, somewhat,
that so unreal a sentiment should bring the blood into her cheek,
She thanked him—drew the cloth from the upper part of her
own picture, and showed him an admirable portrait of his hand-
some features, substituted for the masculine head of Judith in the
original from whieh she copied—and promised to be at his wed-
ding, and to listen sharply for her murmured wame in his vow at
the altar. THe chanced to wear at the moment & ring of red cor-
nelian, and he agreed with her that she should staud where he

could see her, and, at the moment of his putting the marriage

. ring upon the bride’s fingers, that she should put on this, and for-
ever after wear it, as a token of having received his spiritual vows
of devotion. ‘ |

The day came, and the splendid equipage of the countess
dashed into the square of Santa Maria, with a veiled bride and a
cold bridegroom, and deposited them at the steps of the ehurch.
And they were followed by other coroneted equipages, and gayly
dressed from each—the mother and ‘sisters of the bridegroom
gayly dressed, among them, buttlooking pale with incertitude and

dread.

The veiled bride was small, but she moved gracefully up- the

aisle, and met her future husband at the altar with a low courte-
sy,' and made a sign to the priest to ‘proeéed with the ceremony.
McDonald was colorless,” but :firm, and indeed showed little
interest, except by an anxious look now and then among the
crowd of spe'ctators at the sides*of the altar. He pronounced
with a steady voice, but when the ring was to be put on, he look-
~ ed around for an instant, and then suddenly, and to the great
scandal of the church, clasped his bride with a passionate ejacu-

.-
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lation to his bosom. T%e cornelian ring was on her finger—and
the Countess Nyschriem and Mademoiselle TFolie—his bride and
his fancy queen—were one. '
This curious event happened in Florence some eight years
since—as all people then there will remember—and it was pro-
phesied of the countess that she would have but a short lease of
her handsome and gay husband. But time does not say so. A ¢
more constant ‘husband than MecDonald to his plain ‘and titled
wife, and one more continuously in love, does not travel and buy
pictures, and patronize artists—though few except ‘yourself and -
I, dear reader, know;thé philosophy of it!
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THE INLET OF PEACH-BLOSSOMS.

Tae Emperor Yuentsoong, of the dynasty Chow, was the most

magnificent of the long-descended sucoession of Chinese sove-
reigns. On his first accession to the throne, his chalaoter was so
little understood,, that a conspiracy was set on foot among the

yellow-caps, or eﬁnuchs, to put out his eyes, and place upou the

throne the rebel Szema, in whose warlike hands, they asserted,
the emplre would more properly maintain its ancient cvlory The
gravity and reserve w}nch these myrmidons of the palace had con-
strued into stupidity and fear, soon assumed another complexion,

however. The eunuchs silently disappeared ; the mandaring and

princes whom they had seduced from their allegiance, were made
loyal subjects by a generous pardon ; and in a few days after the

period fized upon for the consummation of the plot, Yuentsooug.
set forth in complete armor at the head of his troops to give bat- .

tle to ‘the rebel in the mountains,

In Chiaese annals this first enterprise of the youthful Yuent- |

goong is recorded with great pomp and particularity. Szema wag

a Tartar prince of uncommon ability, young like the emperor, -

and, during the few last imbecile years of the old sovereign, he
bad gathered strength in his rebellion, fill now he was at the head
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of ninety thousand men, all soldiers of repute and tried valor,
The historian has unfortunatcly dimmed the emperor’s fame to
Earopcan eyes, by attributing his wonderful achievements in this -
expedition to his superiority in arts of magie. As this acoount
of his exploits is only prefatory to our tale, we will simply give
the reader an idea of the style of the historian, by translating lit-
erally a passage or two of-his description of the battle :—

“ Szema now took refuge within a cleft of the moﬁntain, and
Yuentsoong, upon his swift steed, outstripping the body-guard in

" his ardor, dashed amid the paralyzed troops with poised spear, his

eyes fixed only on the rebel. There was a silenee of an instant,
broken only by the rattling hoofs of the intruder, and then, with
dishevelled hair and waving sword, Szema uttered a fearful im-
precation. In a moment the wind rushed, the air bIa.ckened and -
with the suddenness of a fallen rock, a large cloud enveloped the
rebel, and innumerable men and hofses issued out of it. Wings
flapped against the eyes of the emperor’s horse, hellish noises
screamed in his ears, and, completely beyond control, the animal
turned and fled back through the narrow pass, bearing his i impe-
rial master safe into the heart of his army.

“ Yuentsoong, that night, commanded some of his most expert
soldiers to scale the beetling heights of the ravine, bearing upon
their backs the blood of swine, sheep, and dogs, with other im-
pure things, and these they were ordered to shower upon the
combatants at the souad of the imperial clarion.. On the follow-
ing morning, Szema came forth again to offer battle, with flags
displayed, drums beating, and shouts of ,trjﬁmph and defiance.
As on the day previous, the bold emperor divided, in hi.sjimpa}- ‘

 tience, rank after rank of his own soldiery, a and, followed olosely

by his body-guard, drove the rebel army once more into their
g%
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fastness. Szema sat wpon his war-horse as before, entrenehed
amid his officers and ranks of the tallest Tartar spearmen, and
as the emperor contended hand to hand with one of the opposing
rebels, the magic imprecation was again uttered, the air again
filled with cloudy horsemen and chariots, and_the mountain sha-
ken with discordant thunder. Backing his willing steed, the em-
peror blew a long sharp note upon his silver clarion, and in an
instant the sun broke through the darkness, and the air seemed
filled with paper men, horses of straw, and phantoms dissolving
into smoke. Yuentsoong and Szema now stood face to face, with
only mortal aid and weapons.”

© The historian goes on to record that the two armies suspended
hostilities at the comqmnd of their leaders, and that the emperor
and his rebel subjget having engaged in single combat, Yeunt-
soong was vietorious, and returned to his capital with the formida-
ble enemy, whose life he had spared, riding beside him like a
brother. The conqueror’s career, for several years after this,
seems to have been a serits of exploits of personal valor, and the
Tartar prince' shared in all his dangers and pleasures, his insepa-
rable friend. It was during this period- of romantie friendship
that the events oceurred which have made Yuentsoong one of the
idols of Chinese poery. __

By the side of a lake in a distant province of the empire,
stood one of the imperial palaces of pleasure, seldom visited, and
aln'losi:.j\n ruins. Hither, in one of his moody periods of repose
from war, came the conquetor Yuentsoong, for the first time in
' ye::a,rs separated from his faithful Szema. In disgnise, and with
anly one or two attendants, he established himself in the iong
silent halls of his ancestor Tsinchemong, and with his boat upon
the lake, and bis spear in the forest, seemed to find all the amuse-
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ment of which his melancholy was susceptible. On a certain day
in the latter part of April, the emperor had set his sail to a fra- - .
grant south wind, and reclining on the oushions of, his batk, :
watched the shore as it softly and silently glided past, and the lake

sing entirely encircled by the imperial forest, he felt immersed in
what he believed to be the solitude of 2 deserted paradise. After
skirting the fringed sheet of water in this manner for several
hours, he suddenly observed that he had shot through a streak of
peach-blossoms floating from the shore, and at the same moment
he became conscious that his boat was slightly headed off by
a current setting outward. Putting up his helm, he returned to

" the spot, and beneath the dreoping branches of some luxuriant

willows, thus early in leaf, he discovered the mouth of an inlet,
which, but for the floating blossoms it brought.to the lake, would .
have esca.ped the notice of the closest observer. The emperor
now lowered his sail, unshipped the slender mast, and betook him
to the oars, and as the current was gentle, and the iulet wider
within the mouth, he sped rapidly on, thrqugh what appeared to

be but a lovely and luxuriant vale of the forest. Still, those

blushing betrayers of some flowering spot béyond, extended like -

~ a rosy clue before him, and with impulse of muscles swelled and
 indurated in warlike exercise, the swift keel divided the besprent

mirror winding temptingly onward, and, for a long hour, the royal
oarsman untiringly threaded this sweet vein of the wilderness,

. Resting a moment on his oars while the slender bark still keps.
her way, he turned his head toward what seemed to be an open-
ing in the forest on the left, and in the same instant the boai‘.‘rﬁn,
head on, to the shore, the inlet at this point almost doubling on
its course. Beyond, by the hummmg of bees, and the singiag of -
bn:ds, there should be a spot more epen than the tangled wzlder-

A
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ness he had passed, and disengaging his prow from-the ‘alders, he
shoved the boat again into the stream, and pulled round a high
rock, by’which the inlet scemed to have been compelled to curve
its channel, The edge of a bright green meadow now stole into
the perspective, and, still widening with his approach, diselosed a
slightly rising terrace clustered with shrubs, and studded here and
"there with vases; and farther on, upon the sawe side of the
‘stream, a skirting edge of peach-trees, loaded with the gay blos-
soms which had guided him hither. ‘ |
Astonished at these signs of habitation in what was well under-
stood to be a privileged wilderness, *Yuentsoong kept his boat in
mid-stream, and with his eyes vigilantly on the alert, slowly
made headway against the current. A fow stmkes with his oars,
however, traced another curve of the inlet, and brought into view
a grove of ancient trees soattered over a gently ascending lawn,
beyond which, hidden by the river till now by the projecting
shoulder of a mound, lay a small pavilion with gilded- pillars,

'glibtering like fairy-worksin the sun. The el;lperor fastened his.

boat to a tree leaning over the water, and with his short spear in

‘his hand, bounded upon the shore, and took hjs way toward the
shining structure, his heart beating with a feeling-of wonder and

interest altogether new. On a nearer approach, the bases of the |

pillars seemed decayed by time, and the gilding weather-stained
and tarnished, but the trellised porticoes or the southern aspect

were laden with flowering shrubs, in vases of porcelain, and caged

bivds sang between the pointed arches, and there were manifest

signs of luxurious taste, elegance, and care.

A moment, with an indefinable timidity, the emperor paused

hefore stepping from the green sward upon the marble floor of the

pévilion, and in that moment a curtain was withdrawn from the
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‘ door, and a female, with step suddenly arrested by the sight of

the stranger, stood motionless before him, Ravished with her
extraordinary beauty, and awe-struck with. the suddenness of the-
apparition and the novelty of the adventure, the emperor’s torgue

“cleaved to his mouth, and ere he could summeon resolution, even

for a gesture of courtesy, the fair creature had fled within, and
the eurtain closed the entrance as before.

Wishing to recover his composure, so strangely troubled, and
taking it for granted that some other inmate of the house would
soon appear, Yuentsoong turned his steps aside to the grove, and
with his head bowed, and his spear in the hollow of his arm, tried
to recall more vividly the features of the vision he had seen. He

* had walked but a few paces, when there came toward him from

the upper skirt of the grove, a man of unusual stature and erect-
ness, with white .haif, unbraided on his shoulders, and every sign
of age except infirmity of step and mien, The emperor’s habit-
ual dignity had now rallied, and on his first salutation, the coun-
tenance of the old man softened, and he quickened his pace to meet
and give him welcome. ’

“You are noble ? 7’ he said, with confident inquiry.

Yuentsoong colored slightly. |

“Tam,” he replied, “ Lew-melin, a prince of the empire,”

¢ And by what aceident here ? 77 L

Yuentsoong explained the ‘clue of the peach-blogsorﬁs, and
represented himself as'exiled for a time to the deserted palace
ujpori the lakes. = : |

“1 bave a daughter,” said the old man, abruptly, “who has'
never looked on hurnian face, save mine.”

¢ Pardon me !” rephed his visitor ; “ I have thoughtlessly in-
truded on her sight, and a face more heavenly fair—"
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The emperor hesitated, but the old man smiled encouragingly,
% 1tig time,” he said, ‘“ that I should provide 2 younger de-

fender for my bright Teh-leen, and Heaven has sent you in the
season of péach-blossoms‘, with provident kindness.*' You have
frankly revealed to me your name and rank. Before I offer you
the hospitality of my roof, I must tell you mine, Iam Choo-
tseen, the outlaw, once of your own rank, and the general of the
Celestial army.”

The emperor started, remembering that this celebrated rebel

was the terror of his father’s throne. -
“ You have heard my history,” the old man continued. “T

had been, before my rebellion, in charge of the i_mperial palace on
the lake, Anticipating an evil day, T secretly prepared this re-
treat for my family ; and when my soldiers deserted me at the
battle of Ke-chow, and a price was set upon my head, hither I
fled with my women and children ; and the last alive is my beau-
tifal Teh-leen, With this brief outline of my life, you are at
liberty to leave me as you came, or to enter my house, on the
condition that you become the protector of my child.”

The emperor eagerly turned toward the pavilion, and with a
step as light as his own, the erect and stately outlaw hastened to
lift the ourtain~hefore him. Leaving his guest for a moment in
the outer apartment, he entered to an inner chaam'bérlin search of
his danghter, whom he brought, panting. with fear, and blushing
* with surprise and delight, to hér future lover and protector. A
portion of an historical tale so delicate as the description of the
heroine is not work for imitators, however, and we must copy
‘striétly the portrait of the matchleSs Teh-leen, as drawn by Le-

% The season of peach-blossom was the only season of marriage in ancient
China. B}

THE INLET OF PEACH.BLOSSOMS. 183

pih, the Anacreon of Chinese poetry, and the econtemporary and
favorite of Yuantsoong. )

« Teh-leen was born while the morning star shone upon the
bosom -of her mother. Her eyo was like' the unblemished blue
lly, and its light like the white gem unfractured. The plum~
blossom 'is most fragrant when the cold has penetrated its stem,
and the mother of Teh-leen had known sorrow. 'The head of her
child drooped in thought, like a violet overladen with dew. Be-
wildering was Teh- geen Her mouth’s corners ’were\dxmpled, yot
pensive. The arch of her brows was like the vein in the tulip’s
heart, and the lashes shaded the blushes on her cheek., With the

© delicacy of a pale rose, her complexion put to shame the floating

light of day. IHer waist, like a thread in fineness, seemed ready
to break ; yet was i stralght and erect, and feared not the fan-
ning breeze and her shadowy grace was as difficult to delineste,
as the form of the white bird rising from the ground by moon-

light. The natural gloss of her hair resembled the uncertain

sheen of calm water, yet without the false aid of unguents. The
native intelligence of her mind seemed to have zained streﬁgth
by retirement, and he who beheld her, thought not of her as hu-
man. Of rare beauty, of rarer intellect was Teh-leen, and her
heart responded to the poet’s lute.” '

We have not space, nor could we, without ecopying c'{u*eetly
from the admired Le-pih, venture to describe the bringing of
Teh-leen to court, and her surprise at finding herself the favorite
of the emperor. Itis a romantie circumstance, besides, which
has had its paraliels in other countries. But the sad: sequel to
the loves of poor Teh-leen is bus recorded ia the cold page of his-
tory ; and if the poet, who wound up the climax of her perfee-’
tiops, with her susceptibility to his Jute, embalmed her sorrows in
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verse, he was probably too politie to bring it ever to light. Pass
we to these negleeted and unadorned passages of her history.
~ Yuentsoong’s nature was passionately devoted and cenfiding ;

and, like two brothers with one favorite sister, lived together

Teh-leen, Szema, and the emperor. The Tartar prince, if his
heart knew a mistress before the arrival of Teh-leen at the palace,
owned afterward no other than her; and fearléss of check or sus-
picion from the moble confidence and generous friendship of
Yuentsoong, he seemed to live but for her service, and to have
neither encrgies nor ambition except for the winning of her
smiles. *Szema was of great personal beauty, frank when it did
not serve him to be wily, bold in his pleasures, and of manners
almost femininely soft and voluptuous. He was renowned as a
goldier, and for Teh-leen, he became a poet and master of the
lute ; and, like all men formed for ensnaring the heart of women,
he seemed to forget himself in the absorbing devotion of his idol-
atry. His friend, the emperor, was of another mould. Yuent-
soong’s heart had three chambers—love, friendship, and glory.
Teh-leen was but a third in his existence, yet he loved her—the
sequel will show how well! Tn person he was less beautiful than
majestic, of large stature, gud with a brow and lip naturally stern
and lofty. He seldom smlled even upon Teh-leen, whom he
would watch for hours in pensive and absorbed delight ; but his
smile, when it did awake, broke over his sad countenance like
morning. All men loved and honored Yuentsoong, and all men,
except only the emperor, looked on Szema with antlpathy. To
guch natures as the former, women give all honor and approba-
tion ; but for such as the latter, they reserve their weakness !
Wrapt up in his friend and mistress, and reserved in his inter-

course with his counsellors, Yuentsoong knew not that, through-
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put the imperial city, Szema was called “ #%e kiew,” or robber-
bird, and his fair Teh-leen openly charged with dishomor. Go-
ing out alone to hunt as was his custom, and having left his signet
with Szema, to pass and repass throuch the private apartments at his
pleasure, his horse fell with him unaceountably in the. open’ field.
Somewhat superstitious, and remembering that good spirits gome-
times * knit the grass,”” when other obstacles fail to bar our way
into danger, the emperor drew rein and returned to his palaco. It
was an hour after noon, and having dismissed his attendants at
the city gate, he entered by a postern to the imperial garden, and
bethought himself of the concealed couch in a cool grot by a
fountain (a favorite retreat, sacred to himself and Teh-leen),
where he fancied it would be refreshing to sleeﬁ away the sultri-
ndss of the remaining hours till evening. Sitting down by the
'side of the murmuring fouttt, he bathed his feet, and left his slip-
pers on the lip of the basin to be unencumbered in his repose

- within, and so with unechoing step entered the resoundlng grotto.

Alas ! there slumbered the faithless friend with the guilty Teh-
leen upon his bosom ! - : u
Grief struck through the noble heart of the emperor like a
sword in cold Blood. With a word he could consign to torture
and death the robber of his honor, but there was agony in his
bosom deeper than revenge. He turned silently away, recalled
-his horse and hun.;tsmen',. and, outstripping all, plunged on
through the forest till night gathered around him. |
Yuentsoong had been absent many days from his capitol, and -
his subJects were murmuring their fears for his safety, when
a messenger arrived to. the eounsellors, informing them of the ap-
pointment of the eaptive Tartar prince to the government of the -
_provines of Szechuen, the secpnd honor of the Celestial empire.
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A private order accompanied the announcement, commanding the
imm'ediate. departure of Szema for the scene of his new authority.
Inexplicable as was this riddle to the multitude, there were those
who read it truly by their knowledge of the magnanimous soul of
the emperor ; and among these was the crafty object of his gen-
“erosity. Losing no time, he set forward with great pomp for
Szechuen, and in their joy to see him no more at the palace, the
slighted princes of the empire forgave his unmerited advancement.
Yientsoong returned to his capitol; but to the terror of his
counsellors and people, his hair was blanched white as the head
of an old man! He was pale as well, but he was cheerful and
kind beyond his wont, and to Teh-leen untiring in pensiye and
humble attentions. He pleaded only impaired health and rést-
- less slumbers as an apology for nights of solitude. Once, Teh-
leen penetrated to his lonely chambew; but by the dim night-lamp
she saw that the seroll over her window* was changed, and
instead of the stimulus to glory which formerly hung in golden
letters before his eyes, there was a sentence written tremblingly
in black :=—

“The close wing of love covers the death-throb of honor.”

Six months from this period the eapital was thrown fato a
tumult with the intelligence that the province of Szechuen was in
rebellion, and Szgema at the head of a numerous army on his way

* The most common decorations of rooms, halls and temples, in China, are
ornamental serolls or labels of colored paper, or wood painted and gilded, and
hung over doors or windows, and inscribed with a line or couplet conveying
some allusion to the circumstances of the inhabitant, or some pious or philo-

sophical axiom. For instance, 2 poetical one recorded by Dr. Morrison =
% From the pino forest the azute dragon ascends to the milky way,”

typical of the prosperous man arising to wealth and honors.

b
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to seize the throne of Yuentsoong. This last sting betrayed the
serpent even to the forgiving emperor, 4nd tearing the reptile at
last from his heart, he entered with tRe spirit of other times into
the warlike preparations. = The imperial army was in a few days
on its warch, and at Keo-yang the opposing forces met and pre-
pared for encounter. |

With a dread of the popular feehng towards Teh-leen, Yuent-
soong had commanded for her a elose litter, and she was borne
aftor the imperial standard in the centre of the army. On the
eve before the battle, ere the watch-fires were lit, the emperor
came to her tent, set apart from his own, and with the delicate -

care and kind gentleness from which he never varied, inquired

how her wants were supplied, and bade her, thus early, farewell
for the night ; his own custom of passing among his soldiers on
the evening previous to an engagement, promising to interfere
with what was usually his last duty before retiring to his couch.
Teh-leen on this occasion seemed moved by some irrepressible .
emotion, and as he rose to depart, she fell forward upon her face,
and bathed his feet with her tears.  Attributing it to ome of those
excesses of feeling to which all, but especially hearts ill- at ease,
are liable, the noble monareh gently raised her, and, with repeat-
ed efforts at reassurance, committed her to the hands of her
women. His own heart beat far from tranquilly, fof, in'the
excess of his pity for her grief he had unguardedly called her by
one of the sweet names of their early days of love—strange word
now upoen his lip—and it brought back, spite of memory and truth,
happiness that would not be forgotten! '

1t was past midnight, and the moon was riding high in heaven,
when the emperor, returning between the lengthening watch-fires,
sought the small Iamp which, suspeng}ed like a star above his own
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‘f
tent, guided him back ‘from the irregnlar mazes of the camp,
Paled by the intense radiance of the moonlight, the small globe

' of alabaster ‘ab length became apparent to his weary eye, and

with one glance at the peaceful beauty of the heavens, he parted

the curtained door beneath it, and stood within. The Chinese 7

histdrian asserts that a bird, from whose wing Teh-leen had
once 'p]uci:'ed an arrow, restoring it to liberty and life, and in
gratefil attachment to her destiny, removed the lamp from the
imperial tent, and suspended it over hers. The emperor
stood beside her couch. Startled at his inadvertent error, he
© turned to retive; but the lifted curtain let in a flood of moon-
light upon the sleeping features of Teh-leen, and like dew-drops,
the undried tears glistened in her silken lashes. A lamp burned

fointly in the inner apartment of the tent, and her attendants,

sle‘pt‘ soundly. His soft heart gave way. Taking up the lamp,
he held it over his beautiful mistress, and once more gazed pas-
sionately and unrestrainedly on her unparalleled beauty. The
past—the eaﬂy' past was alone before him. He forgave her—
there, as she';slept, wnconseions of the throbbing of his injured,

but noble heart, so close beside her—he forgave her in the long

silent abysses of his soul! Unwilling to wake her from her
tranquil slamber, but promising to himseli:', from that hour, such
sweets of confiding love as had well nigh been lost to him for
cver, he imprinted one kiss upon the parted lips of Teh-leen, and
sought his couch for slumber.

- Ere daybreak the emperor was aroused by one of his attend-
ants with news too important for delay. Szema, the rebel, had
been arrested in the imperial camp, disguised, and .on his way
'~ba(§k to his own forces, and like wild-fire, the information had
spread among the soldiery, who in a state of ‘mutinous exeitement,
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were with dlfﬁculty restrained from ruahmﬂr upon the tent of Teh
leen. 'At-the door of his tent, Yuentsoong found messengers
from the alarmed princes and officers of the different commands,
imploring immediate aid and the imperial presence to“al'lay the
excitement, and while the emperor prepared to mount his horse,
the guard arrived with the Tartar prince; ignominiously tied, and
bearing marks of rough usage from his indignant eaptors. ‘

% Loose him 1 cried the emperor, in a voice of thunder.

‘The cords were severed, and with a glaﬁce whose ferocity ex-
pressed no°thanks, Szema rear ed himself up to his fullest height,
and looked scornfully around him: Daylight had now broke,
and as the group stood upon an eminence in sight of the whole
army, shouts began to ascend, and ghe'armed'multitudé;, breaking
through all restraiat, rolled in towaf& the centre. At‘ttacfed l;y

- the commotion, Yuentsoong turned to give some ‘orders to those -

near him, when Szema suddenly sprung upon a.n officer of the
guard, wrenched his drawn sword from his grasp, and in an
instant was lost to sight in the temt of Teh-leen. A sﬁarp
seream, a seeond of thought, and forth again rushed the despe-
rate murderer, with his sword flinging drops of blood, and ere a .

foot stirred in the paralyzed group, the avenging ‘cimeter of

Yuentsoong had cleft him to the chin.

A hush, ag if the whole army was struck dumb by a bolt from
heaven, followed this rapid tragedy Droppmg the | polluted
sword from his hand, the emperor, with uncertajn step, and the
pallor of death upon his countenance, entered the fatal tent.

He came no more forth that day. The army was marsha.lled

- by the princes, and the rebels were routed with great slaughter s
~ but Yuentsodno' never more w1e1ded sword. “ He plned to‘

death Y says the historian, * Wlth the wane of the same moon.
that shone upon the forgweness of Teh—leen.” |




THE BELLE OF THE BELFRY;

OR, THE DARING LOVER.

A GRISETTE is something else beside a * mean girl” or 5 “ gray
gown,” the French dictionary to the contrary notwithstanding,
Bless me ! you should see the grisettes of Rochepot! And it
'you wished to take a lesson in political compacts, you should un-
derstand the pgrisette confederacy of Rochepot! They were

working-girls, it is true—dressmakers, milliners, shoebinders,

- . -1 . N .
tailoresses, flowermakers, embroideresses—and they never expect-

ed to be anything .more aristoeratic. And in that content lay
their power. ‘

The grisettes of Rochepot were a good fourth of the female
papulatmn They had their jealousies, and little scandals, and

heart-burnings, and plottings, and counterplottings (for they were

women) among themselves. But they made common cause °

agaiust the enemy. They would bear no disparagement. They
knew exactly what was due to them, and what was due to their
superiors, and they paid and gave oredit in the coin of good-
manners, as cannot be done in countries of ¢ liberty and equahty ”
Still there were little shades of difference in ‘the attentmn shown

them by their employers, and they worked twice as much ina day -
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when sewing for Madame Durozel, who took her dinner with them,

sans fagon in the work-room, as for old Madame Chiquette, who

dined all alone in her grand saloon, and left them to eat by them-
sclves among their shreds and scissors, But these were not slights
which they seriouslyresented. Woe only to the incautious dame
who dared to seandalize one of their number, or dispute her dues,

or encroach upon her privileges ! They would make Rochepot as

uncomfortable for her, parblen ! as a kettle to a slow-boiled lob-
ster. '

- But the prettiest grisette of Rochepot was not often péﬁﬁitte‘d .
“to join her companions in their self-chaperoned excursions on the
holydays. Old dame Pomponney was the sexton’s widow, and .

she had the care of the great clock of St. Roch, and of one only
daughter; and excellent care she took of both her charges.
They lived all three in the belfry—dame, clock, and daungh-~

 ter—and it was s bright day for Théﬂais'When she got out of

hearing of that ¢ tick, tick, tick,” and of the thumping of her
mother’s cane on the long staircase, which alwa.js kept time with it.

Not that old Dame Pomponney had any objection to have her
daughter convenably married. She had been deceived in her

“youth (or so it was whispered) by a lover ahove her condition,

and she vowed by the cross on her cane, that her daughter should
have no sweetheart above a journeyman mechanio. Now the

ing little- firtation. with a gentleman before they married the

leather-apron-—just to show that, had they by chance been born

ladies, they could have played their part to the taste of their
lords.” But it'was at this game that Dame Pomponney had burnt
her fingers, and she had this one subject for the exerclse of her

- pawers of mortal aversion.

- romance of the gmsettes ( parlons bas ) was to have one charm- |

%' .
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‘When T have added that, four miles from Roehepot, stood
the Chéteau de Brevanne, and that the old Count de Brevanne
was a proud aristocrat of the amcien regimé, with one som, the

young Count Felix, whom he had educated at Paris, I think T

have prepared you tolerably for the little romance I have to tell

you.

Ei_n the street of Rochepot. The grisettes were all abroad in their
holyday parure, and the gay soldier soon madé an acquaintance
with one of them at the door of the inn, and informed her that he

* had been sent on to prepare the old barracks for his troop. The

hussars were to be quartered a month at Rochepot. Ah! what
a joyous bit of news! And six officers beside the colonel! And
the trumpeters were miracles at playing quadrilles and waltzes !
And not a plain man in the regimenf—except always the speaker,
And none, except the old colonel, had ever been in love in his
life. But as this last fact réquired to be sworn to, of course he

was ready to-kiss the book—or, in the absence of the book, the

‘next most sacred object of his adoration. F

“ Finissez done, Monsieur P’ exclaimed his pretty listener, and
away she ran to spréad the welcome intelligence with its delight-
ful particulars. |

The next day the troop rode into Rochepot, and formed in the

great square in front of St, Roch ; and by the time the trumpeters .

had played themselves.red in the face, the hussars were all ap-
propriated, to a man—for the grisettes knew enough of a march-
ing regiment to lose no time. They all found leisure to pity poor
Thénais, however, for there she stood in one of the high windows

of the belfry, looking down on the gay erowd below, and they

‘knew very well that old Dame Pomponney had declared all

Tt was a fine Sunday morningl" that a mounted hussar appeared
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 soldiers to be gay deceivers, and forbidden her daughtér to stiv
. into the street while they were quartered at Rochepot.

Of course the grisettes managed to agree as to each other’s se-
lec‘tion of a sweetheart from the troop, and of course each hussar |
thankfully accepted the pair of eyes that fell to him. For, aside
from the limited duration of their stay, soldiers are philogophers,

* and know that “life is short,” and it is better “ to take the goods
.the gods provide.”” But “after everybody was helped,” as they

sdy at a feast, there appeared another short jacket and foraging -
cap, very much to the relief of red-headed Susette, the shoebind-
er, who had been left out in the previous . allotment. © And
Susette made the amiable accordingly, but to no purpose, for the
lad seemed an idiot with but one idea—looking for ever at’
St. Roch’s clock to know the time of day! The grisettes
laughed and asked their sweethearts his name, but they signifi-
eantly pointed to their foreheads and WBiSpered_sqmething about
poor Robertin’s being a privileged follower of the regiment and a
protegé of the colonel. - |
Well, the grisettes flirted, and - the old clock at St. Roch
ticked on, and Susette and Thénais, the plainest and the prettiest
girl in the village, seemed the only two who were left out in the
extra dispensation of lovers. And poor Robertin still ‘persisted
in occupying most of his leisure with watching the time of day.
It was on the Sunday morning after the arrival of the troop
that old Dame Pomponney went up, as usual, to do her Sunday’s
duty in winding up the clock. She had previously locked the
belfry door to be sure that no one entered below while she was
above ; but—the Virgih’imlp us !—on the top stair, gazing into
the machinery of the clock with absorhed attention, sat one of

those devils of hussars'! « Thief,” vagabond ” and  houge-
: 9
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Lreaker,”-were the most- moderate epithets with which Dame
Pomponney accompanied the enraged beating of her stick on the )

resounding platform. She was almost beside herself with rage.
And Thénais had been up to dust the wheels of the clock! And
how did she know that that scélérat of a trooper was not thero
all the time ! v .

Bat the mtruder, v_vhose face had been concealed till now,
turned suddenly round and began to gibber and grin like a pos-
sessed monkey. He pointed at the clock, imitated the  tiek,
tick, tick,” laughed till the big bell gave out an echo like a groan,
and, then suddenly jumped over the old dame’s stick and ran down
stairs.

« El& -Sainte Vierge ! exclalmed t.he old dame, “it’s a poor
_idiot after all ! - And he has stolen up to see what made the clock
tick! Ha! ha! hal Well!—well! T cannot come up these
weary stairs twice a day, and I must wind up the cloek before I
go down to let him out, ¢ Tick, tick, tick !>—poor lad! poor
lad! They must have dressed him up to make fun of him—
those vicious troopels' Well l—well 1

And with pity in ber heart, Dame Pomponney hobbled down,
stair after stair, to her chamber in the square turret of the belfry,

and there she found the poor idiot on his knees before Thénais,

and Thénais was just preparing to put a skein of thread over his
thumbs, for she thought she might make him useful and amuse

him with the winding of it till her mother cameﬁdown. But as

{he thread got vexatiously entangled, and the poor lad sat as pa-
tiently as a wooden reel, and it was time to go below to mass, the
dame thought she might as‘well leave him there till she came
back, and down she stumped, lockmg the door very Bafely behind

“her.
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Poor Thénais was very lonely in' the -belfry, and Dame Pom-

_ponney, who had a tender heart where her duty was not involved, -

rather rejoiced when she returned, to find an unusual glow of de-
light on her daughter s cheek ; and if Thénais could find so much
pleasure in the soclety of a poor idiot lad, it was a sign, too, that .

‘her heart was not gune altogether after those abominable troop-

ers. It was time to send the innocent youth about his business,
however, so she gave him a holyday eake and led him down stairs
and dismissed him with'a pat on his back and a striet injunction
never to venture again up to the “ tick, tick, tick.” But as she
had had a lesson as to the ‘accessibility of her bird’s nest, she

" determined theneeforth to lock the door mvamably and carry the:

key in her pocket. . :

While poor Robertin was occupmd with his researches into
the “ tick, tick, tick,” never absent a day from the neighborhood
of the tower, the more fortunate hussars were planning to give
the grisettes a féte champétre. One of the saints’ days was com-
ing round, and, the weather permitting, all the yéhicles of the
village were to be levied, and, with the troop-horées in harness, -
they were to drive to a small wooded valley'in the neighbofhodd :
of the chateau de Brevanne, ‘where seclusion and a. mossy carpet
of grass were combined i ina little pa,ra.dlse for such enjoyment.

The morning of this merry day dawned, at last, and the' gri-

- gettes and thenrad mirers were stirring betlmes, for they were to
breakfast sur l’imbe, and they were not the people to turn, break-

fast into dinner. -The gky was clear, and the dew was not very
heavy on the grass, and merrily the' vehioles rattled about the
town, plekmg up their fair freights from’ its obscurest corners.
But poor Thénais looked out, 2. sa.d ‘prisoner, from her high win-
dow in the belfry
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Tt was a half hour after sunrise and Dame Pomponney was

créeping up stairs after her matins, thanking Heaven that she
had been firm in her refusals—at least twenty of the grisettes
havmg.ga,thered about her, and pleaded for a day’s freedom for
her imprisoned daughfer. She rested on the last landing but one
totake a little breath-—but hark l-—a man’s voice talking in the
belfry ! She listened again, and quietly slipped her feet out of
her high-heeled shoes. The voice was again audible—yet how
could it be! She knew that no one could have passed up the
_stair, for the key had been kept in her pocket more carefully
than usual, and, save by the wings of one of her own -pigeons,
the belfey window was inaccessible, she was sure.  Still the voice
"went on in a kind of pleading murmur, and the dame stole softly
up in her stockings, and noiselessly *ol)ened'the door. There
stood Thénais at the window, but she was alone in the room.
At the same instant the voice was heard again, and sure now
that one of those desperate bussars had climbed the tower, and
unable to control her rage at the audacity of the attempt, Dame
Péfnponney clutched her cane and rushed forward to aim a blow
a‘tf thie military cap now visible at the sill of the window. But
at: the same instant the head of the intruder was thrown back,
and the gibbering and idiotic smile of poor Robertin cheécked
her blow in its descent, and turned all her anger into pity.
Poor, silly lad! he had contrived to draw up the garden ladder

and place it upon the roof.of the stone porch below, to climb

and offer a flower to Thénais! Not unwilling to have her daugh-
tei’s mind occupied with some other thought than the forbidden
excursion, the dame offered her hand to Robertin and drew him
gently in at the window. And as it was now market-time she

~
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'bid Thénais be kind to the poor boy, and locking the door behind

her, trudged eontentedly off with her stick and basket.
I'am sorry to be obliged to record an act of filial disobedienco ,

'in the heroine of my story. An hour after, Thénais was wel-
comed with acclamations as she suddenly appeared with Robertin B

in the midst of the merry party of grisettes. “With Robertin—
not as he had hitherto been seen, his eap on the back of his head
and his under lip hanging loose like an idiot’s—but with Robertin,
gallant, spirited, and gay, the handsomest of hussars, and the
most joyous of companions. And Thénais, spite of her hasty
toilet and the eloud of conscious disobedience which now and then
shaded her sweet smile, was, by many degrees, the belle of the
hour; and the palm of beauty, for once in the world at least,
was yielded without envy. The grisettes dearly love a bit of

Jomance, too, and the cxrcumventmg of old Dame: Pomponney by'. ’

his 7use of idiocy, and the safe extrication of the prettiest girl of
the village from that gloomy old tower, was quite enough to make
Robertin a hero, and his sweetheart Thénais more mterestmg “
than a persecuted princess. | : '

And, seated on the ground while their glittering cavaliers |
served them with breakfast, the light-hearted griscttes of Rochepot
were happy enough to be envied by their b,ettersi; But suddenly
the sky darkened, and a slight gust murmuring among the trees,
announced the coming up of 'a summer storm, + Sauvé gui peut !
The soldiers were used t‘o.eﬁergencies,and they had packéd‘up
and reloaded their cars and were under way for shelter almost as

-soon as the grisettes, and away they all fled toward the nearest

grange—one of the dependencies of the chétean de Brevanne.
- But Robertin, now, had suddenly become the dlreetor and rul-
ing spirit of the festivities. The soldlers treated h1m w1th in-
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-stinctive deference, the old farmer of the grange hurried out with
his keys and unlocked the great storehouse, and disposed of the

 horses under shelter; and by the time the big drops began to -

fall, the party were dancing gagly and sécurely on the dry and
smooth thrashmg-ﬂoor, and the merry harmony of the martial
trumpets and horns rang out far and wide through the gathering
tempest ‘

The rain began to. come down very heavily, and the clatter of

a horse’s feet in a rapid gallop was heard m one of the pauses in

the waliz. Some one seeking shelter, no' doubt. On went the
bewitching musie again, and at this momert two or three couples
ceased waltzing, and the floor was left' to Robertin and Thénais,

whose gracefal motions drew all eyes upon them in admiration, -

bmahng in each other’s faces, and wholly unconscious of any
other presence than their own, they whirled blissfully around-—
but there was now another spectator. The horseman who had
been heard to approach, had silently joined the party, and mak-

~ ing a courteous gesture to signify that the dancing was not to be -

intérrupted, he smiled back the courtesies of the pretty grlsettes
—for, aristocratic as he was, he was a polite man to the sex, was
the Count de Brevanne. . '
“Felix 1" he suddenly eried out, in a tone of ‘surprise and an-
ger. . AR o N
The musie stopped at that imperative call, and Robertin turn-
ed his eyes, astonished, in the direction from which it came, ﬂ
The name was repeated from lip to lip among the grisettes,
“j‘ehx P? “ Count Felix de Brevanne " :
But without deigning another word, the old man pointed with
his rldmg-whlp to the farm-house. The dzsgumed count respects
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fully bowed his head, but held Thenaxs by the hand and drew her

gently with him.
« T.eave her! disobedient boy !’ exclaimed the father.

But as Count Felix tightened his hold upon the small hand he

© held, and Thenms tried to shrink back from the advancmg old

¢ in unex- .
man, old Dame 'Pomponney, streaming with rain, brok

pectedly upon the scene.
« Disgrace not your blood,” smd the Count de Brevanne at that

‘moment.

"The offending couple stood aldné'in the centre of the floor, and
the dame cbmprehén&ed'tha.ﬁ' her daughter was disparaged.
“ And who is disgraced by dancing with my daughter #? she -
sereamed with furious gesticulation.
The old noble made no answer, but the grisettes, in an under
tone, murmured the name of Count Felix !
¢ Ig it he—the changeling! the son of a poor gardener, that is
disaraced by the touch of my daughter ?? |
R dead silence followed this astounding exolamation. The old
dame had forgotten herself in her rage,’and she looked abous
with a terrified bewilderment—but the mischief was done. The -
old man stood aghast. Count Felix clung still closer to Thénais,
but his face expressed the most eager inquisitiveness. The gri-
settes gathered around Dame Pomponney, and the old count, left
standing and alone, suddenly drew his cloak about him and step-
ped forth into the rain; and in. another moment his horse’s feet
were heard clattering away in the dn-ectmn of the chitean de
Brevanne.
We have but to: tell the sequol.
The incautious revelation of the old dame . turned out to be
 true. The dying mfanh daughter of the Marchioness do Brevanne
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had been changed for the healthy son of the count’s gardener, to
secure an heir to the name and estates of the nearly extinet fam-
ily of Brevanne. Dame Pomponney had assisted.in this seeret,
and but for her heart full of rage at the moment, to which the
old count’s taunt was but the last drop, the secret would probably

have never been revealod. Count Felix, who had played truant

from his college at Paris, to come and hunt up some of his child-
ish playfellows, in disguise, had remembered and’ disclosed him-
self to the little Théuais, who was not sorry to recognize him,
while he played the idiot in the Belfry. But of course there was
uow no obstacle to their union, and united they were. The old
count. pardoned him, and gave "the new couple a portion of his
estate, and' they named their first child Robertin, as was natural
enough,

THE FEMALE WARD,

MosT men have two or more souls, and Jem Thalimer was a
doublet, with sets of manners corresponding., Indeed one identity

‘could never have served the pair of him ! When sad—that is to

say, when in disgrace or out of money—he had. the air of a good
man with a broken heart. When gay—flush in pocket and hap~
py in his little ambitions—you would have thought him 2 danger-
ous companion for his grandmother. The I?S.tr impression did
him more injustice than the first, for he wag really very amiably
disposed when depressed, and not always wicked when gay—but
he made friends in both characters. - People seldom forgive us
for compelling them to correot their first impressions of us; and as

“this was uniformly the case with Jem, whether he had begun as

saint or sinner, he was commonly reckoned a deep-water fish ;
and where there were young ladies in the case, early warned off
the premises. The remarkablé exception to this rule, in the o~
cident T am about to relate, arose, as may naturally be supposed,
from his appearing, durmg a certain permd, in one character-
only. : :

To begin my story fairly, I must go back for a moment to our

junior Jem in college, showmg, by a little passage m our adven-
9% : o
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tures, how Thalimer and I became acquainted with the conﬁdmd
gentleman to be referred to.

‘A college susgensmn very agreeably tlmed in June, left my
friend Jem and’ myseIf masters of our travels for an uncertain
period ; and as our purse was always in common, like our shirts,

 love-letters, and dlsnraees, our several borrowings were thrust
into a wallet which was sometimes in his pocket, sometimes in
mine, as each took the turn to be paymastér. With the (inter-
cepted) letters in our pockets, informjng the governors of our de-
- graded position, we’ travelled very prosperously on—hound to
Niagara, but very ready to fall into any obliquity by the way, - We

artived at Albany, Thalimer chancing to be purser, and as this.

funetion tacitly conferred on the holder all other responsibilities,
I made myself comfortable at the ‘hotel for the second day and
the third—up to the’ Seventh-—rather wondering at Jem’s
depressed spmt_s and the sudden falling off of his enthus;a_sm for
Niagara, but content to stay, if he 1ii:ed, and amugsing myself in
the side-hill city passably well. It was during myfamlﬂes with-
out him jn tHis week that he made the aequaintance of a bilious-
looking person, lodging at the same hotel—a Louisianian on
a tour of health. This' gentleman, whom he. introduced to
me by the name of Dauchj, seemed to have formed a sudden
- attachment to my friend; and as Jem had a “ secret sorrow”

_ unusual to him, and the other an unusual secretion of bile; there

was of course between thom that “ secret sympathy” which is the -
basis of many tender friendships. I rather liked Mr. Dauchy.

He seemed one of those chivalric, polysyllablc southerners, inca-
pable of a short word or a mean action, and, interested that Jem

 should retain his friendship, I was not sorry to ﬁnd our. departure

- follow close on the recovery of his spmts :

T e e A I P T M

TSt ot gtk T B P R

THE FEMALE WARD. 903

We went on toward Niagara, snd in-the irresistible confidence
of canal travelling I made out'thesscret of my fidus: achates.
He had attempted fo alleviate: the: hardship of & deck passage
for a bright-oyed girl on board the steamer; and, on going below-
to his berth, left her his greatcoat for ‘a pillow.. The stuffed
wallet, which somewhat distendéd: the breast :pocKet, was probably
in the way of her downy cheek; ‘and Jem’ supposed ‘that ‘she
simply forgot to return the “removed deposite”—but he did not
miss-his money #ill twelve hours:after, ahd then'between lack of
means to pursue her, and shameé at the sentiment he had wasted,
kept the disaster to hlmself and ; passed a molancholy week in
devising means for replenishing. - Thrm;gh ‘th1s ;ptmserasq vein,
bowever, lay his way out of the difficulty; for. he ‘thus totiched
the soul -and funds of Mr. Dauchy:. The ébfre‘spdndenée (com- -
menced by the repayment of ‘the loan) was kept. up stragghngly
for several years, bolstered somewhat by barrels: of marm*ala.de,
boxes of sugar, hommony, &.c., till finally it~ ended ‘in- “the
unlooked-for consignment. which forms the subject of my story. -

Jem and myself had been a year out of oollege, and weore pasgs
ing through that * tight place” in life, commonly uiderstood in -
New England as “ the going in a the lttle end of the horn.?

' Expected by our prents to take to money-making like ducks fo

swimming, deprived at once of college allowance, called o_n to be
men beoanse our éducation was paid for, and frowned upon’ at
every manifestation of a lingering taste for pleasure—it was not
surprising that we sometimes gave tokens of feeling ¢ crowded, ”7
and obtained somewha.t the reputation of * bad subjects”——(usmg -
this expressive phrase quite literally)., Jem’s share of this ‘odor

of wickedness was much the greater, his unlucky devxltry of

countenance dou;g him its usual digservice ; but like the gontle-

L.
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man to whom he was attributed as a f‘avowte protegé, he wag

“not g0 black as he was painted.”

We had been so fortunate as to find one believer in i;hehfuture
cilmination of our clonded stars—Gallagher, “ mine host”—and
for value o be received when our brains should fructify, his white
soup and “red-string Madeira,” his. game, turtle, and all the
forthcomings of the best restaurant of our epoch, were served
_ lovingly and charged moderately. Peace be with the ashes of
William Gallagher ! The brains Aave fructified, and “ the
value” has been reveived—but his name and memory are not
¢ filed away with the receipt; and though years have gone over
his grave, his modest weleome, and generous dispensation of
entertalpment and service, are, by one at least of those who en-.
joyed them, gratefully and freshly remembeled'

We were to dine as usnal at G‘rallagher’ at gix—ono May day
which 1 well remember. I was just addressing myself to my
day’s work, when Jem broke into my room with a Jetter in his
hand, and an expression on his face of mmgled embarrassment
and fear.

“ What the deuce to do with her ?” said he, handing mo the
letter ' :

“ A new scrape, Jem 777 T asked, ag I IOOked for an instant at
the Dauchy coatof-arms on a seal as big as-a dollar,

“ Serape ?—yes, it 45 a scrape !—for I shall never get out of

" it reputably. What a dunce old Da.ﬁehy must be to send me a

girl to educate! I a young lady’s guardian! Why, I shall be
the laugh of the town! What say? Isn’t it-a good one ¥
Thad been carefully perusing the letter while Thalimer walked
. mhloqmzmg about the room. It was from his old friend of mar-
malades and sugars, and jn the most confiding and grave terms,

i
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- _gg if Jem and he had been a couple of contemporaneous old | '

bachelors, it conalgned to his guardianship and friendly counsel,
Miss Adelmine Lasacque, the only daughter of a neighboring

‘planter!  Mr. Lasacque havmg no friends at the morth, had

applied to Mr. Dauchy for his gmdance in the selection of a pro-

per person to superintend her education, and as Thalimer was
the only correspondent with whom Mr, Dauchy had relations of

friendship, and was, moreover, * fitted admirably for the trust by
his impressive and dignified address,” (?) he had “ taken the

liberty,” &e., &e. .
“ Have you seen her ?” T asked, after a long Jaugh, in whwh

Jem joined but partially.

“No, indeed! She arrived last night in the New Orleans
paeket and the captmn brought me this letter at dayho'ht with
the young lady’s compliments. The old sea-dog looked a little
astounded when T announced myselt ‘Well he might, faith ! I
don’t look like a young lady’s guardian, do 127

“ Well—you are to go on board and fetch her—is that it 2”7

“ Fetch her ! Where shall I fetch her? . Who is to takea

- young lady of my fed:chmgP I can’t ﬁnd a female academy tha,t.l

th)
I can approve |

1 buist into a roar.of laughter, for Jem was in earnest with his
seruples, and looked the picture of unhappiness.

¢ say I can’t find one in a minute—don’t laugh, you black-
guard ;—and ‘where to lodge her meantime ? What should T say
to the hotel- keepersP They all know me? It looks dewhsh‘,
odd, let me -tell you, to bring a young girl, without matron or
other acquamtance than myself, and lodge her :ab pubho

house.” o
« Your mother mush take your charge off your hands.
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“ Of course, that was the first thing T thoughjs of. You know
my mother! She dow* half helieve the story, in the first place
If there 1s such & man as Mr. Dauchy, she says, and if this is f;
¢ Miss LaSachu'e,’ all the way from Louisiana, there is but one
 thing to do—send her back in the packet she came in! Shell
have nothing to do with it! There’s more in it than I am will
ing to explain. I never mentioned this Mx. Dauchy. before,
Mischiof will come of it! Abduction’s a dreadful thing! If I

will make myself notorious, I need mot think to involve m
mother and sisters ! That's the way she talks about it.” y
“ But couldn’t we wmollify . .your - mother "——-for, after all, her
countenance in the matter will be expected » ,
“ Not s chance of it! 1
“ The money part of it is all right ? »
. “Tarn the Ietter over.  Credit for a Iarge amount on the Robm~
sons, payable to my “order only ! 7

“ Faith ! its a very hard case if a nice girl with plenty of
money can’t be permitted to land in Boston! You didn’ ask the
captam if she was pretty ? » |

“ No, mdeed' But pretty or plain, T must get her ashore and
be civil to her. I must ask her to dine! T must do somethin
besides hand her over to a boardmg—school - Wil you come dowf
to the ship with me?”

My curiosity was quite aroused, and I dressed immediately.
On our way down we stopped at Gallagher’s, to request a little
embelhshment to our ordinary dinmer. It was quite clear, for a
variety of reasons, that she must dine with her guardzan there, or .
nowhere. Gallagher looked surprised, to say the least, at our
proposxtlon to bring a young lady to dme with wus, but he made

J
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no co'mm'e'nt beyond a respectful‘remar.kﬂ’mt “ No. 2 was very

pnvate '
We had gone but a few steps from Devonshlre street when J em

- gtopped in the middle of the side-walk.

“ We have not decided yet. what we are to do with sts
Lasacque all day, nor where we shall send her baggage,nor where
she is to lodge to-night. For Heaven's sake, suggest. somethmg "
added Jem, quite out of temper. ' ‘

" «Why, as you say, it would be heavy work to walk her about
the streets from now till dinner-time—eight hours or more !' Gral-
lagher’s is only an eating-house, unluckily, and you are so well
known at all the hotels, that, to take her to one of them without a
chaperon, would, to say the léa%t,.give occasion for remark. Bus
here, around the- corner, is one of the best boarding-lhouses in |
town, kept by the two old Misses Smith. You might oﬂ'er to put
her under their protection. Let’s try.” o

The Misses Smith were a couple of reduced gentlewomen, who
charged a very good price for board and lodging, and plqu,ed :
themselves on entertaining only very good company. Begging
Jem to assume the conﬁdent tone which the virtuous character of
his errand. required, I rang at the door, and in answer to our

jnquiry for the ladies of the house, we - were shown info the -
basement parlor, where the eldest Miss Smith sat with. her spec-
tacles on, adding new vinegar to,some pots of pickles. Our
business was very briefly stated; MI.SS Smith had plenty of spare
room. Would we wait & moment till she tied on the covers to

;

her pickle-jars ?
The cordiality of the venerable demowelle evzdently pub Thal-

imer in spirits. "He gave me & glance which sald very plamly,
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-4 ¥ou see we needn’t have troubled our heads about this 1" —but

the sequel was to come.

Miss Sinith led the way to the second story, where were two

very comfortable unoceupied bed-rooms.
“ A single lady 77 shé asked, -
¢ Yes,” said Jem, “ a Misg Lasaeque, of Louisiana.”
“ Young, did you say

“ Seventeen, or thereabout, I fancy. (This was a guess, but
Jem chose to appear to know all about her.)
“ And—ehem !—and—quite alone
“ Quite alone—she is come here to go to school.”
“ Oh, to go to school ! Pray-—w:ll she pass her vacations with
your mother ?”?
“No 1™ said J em, soughmg, and looking rather embarrassed,
4 Indeed ! She 15 With Mrs. Thalimer at present, T presume.”
“ No—she is still on shipboard I Why, my dear madam, she
on]y arrived from New Orleans this morning.”
‘“ And your mother has not had time to see her !
Mrs. Thalimer will accompany her here, of course,”
Jem began to see the end of the old rgaid’s catechism,
thought it best to volunteer the remainder of the information,
“ My mother is not acquainted with this young lady’s friends,?
he said ; ““and, in fact, she comes introduced only to myself.”
H She has a guardian, surely ?? gaid Miss Smith, drawing

back into her Elizabethan ruff with more dlgnlty than she had
hithérto worn. -

and

“I am her guardian 1 rép]ied Jem, lookmg 8 red and guilty

as if he had really abducted the young lady, and was ashamed of
his errand,

The spmster blli her hps and looked out of the mndow.

'I understand.
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¢« Will you walk down stairs for a moment, geutlemen,” tsllx;
resumed, “ and let me speak to my sister. I should have ot
you that the rooms might possibly be engaged.. Tam not qui ; |
sure—indeed—ehem—pray walk down and be seated a momt;nt t

Very much to the vezation of my discomfited friend, I burs

" into a laugh as we closed the door of the basement parlor be-

hm‘(‘i;;x don™ realize my confoundedly awkward posiifioz:l,.” said
he. I am responsible for every step I take, to fhe girl’s father
in the first place, and then to my friend Dauchy, one of the mo;;
chivalric old cocks in.the world, who, at the same time, cou '
never understand why there .was any difficulty in the mai:;er

And it does seem strange, that in a city with elghty thousand in-
habitants it should be. next to 1mpossub1e to find lodging for a

ady, a stranger !

“?:::: ;onf;mng hofv to tell Thahmer that ¢ there was mo ob;
jection to the camel but for the dead cat hung upon its :::eck

when a maid-servant opened the door with a message—* Miss

Smith’s compliments, and she was very sorry she had no room to

gpare 17

« Pleasant ! m gaid Jem, ¢ very pleasant! 1T suppose every other
keeper of a respectable house will be equally sorry. Meant:}xlne,

¥'s getting on toward noon, and that poor girl is moping onI 8 g-
bo.a.rd wondering whether she is ever to be taken ashore! Do
you think she might sleep at Grallagher’s " . f. |

¢ (lertainly not !  He has, probably, no accommodations for a

lddy and to. lodge in a restaurant, after dining with you there,
' b

would be an indiscreet first step, in & strange city, to say t]:e l;ast
But let us make our visit to your fair ward, my doar J em! Per«

L
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haps she has a face innocent enough to tell its own story—like
the lady who walked through Erin with the show-white wand.?

The vessel had lain in the stream 31l night, and wag just haul-
ing up to the whirf with the moving tide, A crowd of Epeota-

tors stood at the end of her moomng cable, and, as she warped in,

universal atténtion seemed to be given to a smgle objec%t Upon
a héap of cotton-bales, the highest point of the confused lamber
" of the deck, sat a lady undor a sky-blue-parasol. Her gown was
of pink silk ; end by the- volume - of this showy material which
was ' presented to the eye, the wearer, when standing, promlsed
to turn out of rather conspicuous stature. White gloves, a pair
of ‘sﬁpetb‘ amethyst braceléts, a string of gold-beads on her neek,'
and shoulders quite naked eiough for a ball, were all the dis-
¢losures made for & while by the envious -parasol, if we except a

little object in blue, which seemed the extremity of something -
she wag s'itting on, held in her loft hand—-;and which turned out

to be her right foot in 2 blue satin shpper !

I ‘turned; to Thalimer. He was- hterally pale -with consten-
natlon -
Rl Hadn’t you better send for a carriage to take yom‘ ‘ward
away ?? T suggested. S -

“You don’t believe that to be MISS La.sa.cc_gue, surely 17’ ex-
claitaed J em, tnrnmg upon me with an imploring look,

«Suoh is my foreboding,” I ‘replied; “but wau: 2 moment,
Ieér face may be pretty, and you, of course, in your guardmn
ca.paéxty may suiggest a mmphﬁcahon of her toilet. Consider !—

‘the poor girl ‘was never before off the plantatwn—-—-—at least, 50

. says old Dauchy’s letter.”
N The sailors now began to pull upon the stern-lme,iand, ag’ the
~ ghip eame round, the face of the unconscious ob,]ect of curiosity
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stole into view. Most of the spectators, after 2 single glance,
turned their aftention “elsewhere with a smile, and Jem, putting
hik hg,nds into his two - coat pockets -behind him, walked: off
towards the end of the pier,. whlstlmg to hlmself very energetl- )
cally. She was an exaggeration of the pecuhar physmgnomy of
the South—lean rather than slight, sallow rather than pale. Yet
1 thonght her eyes fine.

Thalimer joined me as the ship touched the dock and we
stepped on board together. The dabin-boy confirmed our expec-
tations 2s to the lady’s identity, and putting on the very insinu-
ating manner which was part of his objectionable ‘exterior, Jem

_advanced and begged to know if he had the honor of addressing

Miss Lasacque.
‘Without loosing her hold upon her right foot, the Iady nodded

% Then, madam 1? gaid Jem, “pernnt me t% mtroduee to you
your guardian, Mr. Thalimer !”

% What, that old gentlemen coming this way " asked Miss La.- :
gacque, ﬁxmg her eyes on & custom-house eﬂicer who was walk-

~ ing the deck.

Jem handed the lady his eard.
“ Tha is my name,” said he, ¢ and I should be happy-to know

- how I can begin the duties of my office!”

“ Dear me ! gaid the astonished damsel, droppmg her foot to
take his hand, *isn’t there an older Mr. James Thalimer ?* Mr.
Dauchy said it was agentleman near his own age"’ ' -

“T grow older, as_you know me longer 1 Jem replzed apolo-
getically ; but his ward was too well satisfied with his. appearance,

to need even this‘remarkable fact to console her. . She" came -

down with -a slide from her cotton-bag ele#aﬁpn,fcal‘lei tq‘t.he
aook to bring the bandbox with the bonnet iait, and ‘meantime-
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gave us a brief history of the inconveniences she had suffered in
consequence of the loss of her slave, Dinzh, who had died of sea~
sickness three days out. This, to me, was bad news, for I had
trusted to a “lady’s maid” for the preservation of appearances,
and the scandal threatening Jem’s guardianship‘lboked, in conse-

quence, very lmmment

“I am dylng to get my feet on land again 1 said ’\llss Ta-

sacque, puttmg her arm into her goardian’s, and turning toward

the gangway—her bonnet not tied, nor her neck eovered, and
thin blue satin slippers, though her feet were small, showing forth
in contrast with her pink silk gown, with frightful conspicuous-

ness ! Jem resisted the shoreward pull, and stood motionless and

aghast.
“ Your baggage,” he stammered at last.
“ Here, cook I” “cried the lady, ““tell the ocaptain, when he

- comes aboard, to send my trunks to Mr. Thalimer’s! They are

" down in the hold, and he told me he couldn’t get at %em till to-
morrow,” she added by way of explanatlon to Thalimer.
I felt constralned to come to the rescue.
- “ Pardon me, madam !” gaid I, ¢ there is a little peculiafity in
our climate, of which you probably are not advised. An east

wind commonly sets in about noon, which makes a a shawl very

necessary. In consequence, t00, of the bronchitis which this sud-
~den change is apt to give people of tender constitutions, the ladies

" of Boston are obliged to sacrifice what is becomang, and wear their °

dresses very high in the throat.”

“La!” said the astonished damsel, putting her hand upon her
bare neck, “is it sore throat that youmean? I'm very subject
to it, indeed! Cook! bring me that fur-tippet out of the cahin !
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I'm so sorry my dresses are all made so low, and I haven’t a shawl
unpacked either !—dear! dear!”

Jem and I exchanged a look of hopeless resignation, as the .
cook dppeared with a chinchilli tippet. A bold man might have
hesitated to share the conspicuousness of such a figure in a noon
promenade, but we each gave her an arm when she had tied the
solled riband around her throat, and silently set forward.

. It was a bright and very warm day, and there seemed a con-
spiracy among our acquaintances to cross our path, Once in the :
étreét, it was not remarkable that they looked at us, for the tow-
ering height at which the lady carried her very showy bonnet, the
flashy material of her dress, the jewels and the chinchilli tippet,
formed an ensemble which caught the eye like a rainbow; and

truly people did gaze, and the boys, spite of the unconscious look

which we attempted, did give rather disagreeable evidence of be- -
ing amused. I had vafious misgivings, myself, as to the necessity
for my own share in the performance, and, at every corner, felt
sorely tempted to bid guardian and ward good morning; but
friendship and pity prevalled By streets and lanes not caleu-
lated to give Miss Lasacque a very favorable first impression of

Boston, we reached Washington street, and made an intrepid.

 dash across it to the Marlborough hotel. -

-Of this public house, Thalimer had asked iny opinion during
our walk, by way of introduéing an apology to Miss Lasacque for
not-tak‘ing her to his own home. She had made it quite elear
that she expected this, and Jem had nothing for it but to draw
such a picture of the decrepitude of Mr. Thalimer, senior, and

“the bed-ridden condition of his mother (as stout a couple as ever

plodded to church!) as would satisfy the lady for-his short-eom-
ings in hospitality. This had passed off very smoothly, and Miss
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Lasacque entered the Marlboro® guite prepared to lodge there,
but very little aware (poor girl!) of the objections to receiving
~ her-as a lodger. '

Mr. , the. proprletor, had stood in the archway as we -

entered. Seemg.:no haggage in. the ladys train, however, he had
not followed us in, supposing, probably, that we '_Were callers on

some of his guests. Jem left us in the drawing-room, and went
“upon his errand to. the proprietor, but after half an hour’s absence, -
came back, looking very angry, and informed us that no rooms-

were to-be had! Instead of taking the rooms without explana~
tion, he had been unwise enough to ¢ make a clean breast” to Mr.

—, and the story of the lady’s being his “ ward,” and come
from Louisiana to go to school rather staggered that dmereet pet-
son’s credulity.

Jem beckoned me out, and weheld a little council of war in
the entry, Alas! Ihad nothing to suggest.\ ~ I knew the puritan
metropolis very well—I knew its phobia was “the appearance of
evil” In Jem’s care-for-nothing face lay-the leprosy which closed
all doors against us. Even if we had succeeded, by a coup de
main, in lodging Miss- Lasacque at the Marlboro’, her guardian’s
daily visits would have procured for her, in. the first week, some
intimation that she could no longer be accommodated, ;

“We had best go and dine upon it,” said I; * worst come to
the worst, we can find some sort of dorimitory fof, her at Gal-

lagher’s, and to-morrow she must be put to school, out of the
| reach of your ‘pleasant, but wrong society.’ ?

“I hope to Heaven she’ll ‘stay put;” said Jem, Wl.th a long
sigh. -
We got Miss Lasacque again under way, and avoiding the now

crowded pavé of Washington street, made a short cut by Theatre
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Alley to Devonshire street and Gallagher’s. Safely.landed in
“No. 2,” we drew a long brtJath of relief. Jem rang the bell

“ Dinner, waiter, as soon as possﬂale »

“ The same that was ordered at six, sir ?”
o Yes, only more champaa-ne, and bring it immediately. Ex-
cuse me, Miss Lasacque,” added Jem, with a grave bow, “ but
the non-appearance of that east wind my fiiend spoke of, has
given me an unnatural thirst, - Will you join me in some cham- -
pagne after your hot walk ¥

“ No, thank you,” said the lady, untylng her tippet, * but, if
you please, I will go to my room before dinner !*? ;

Here was trouble again!. Ithad never occurred to either of
us, that ladies must go to their rooms before bed-time,

¢Stop ! eried Jom, as sho laid her hiand on, the bell to ring for =
the chamber-maid, * excuse me-*-;-I must first speak to the land-
lord—the room—the room is not ready, probably ! 1

He seized his hat, and made his exit; probably Wlshmg all con.
ﬁdmg friends, with their neighbor’s danghters, in a better world !
- He had to do with 2 man of sense,however. Gallagher had but :
one bedroom in the house, which was hot & servant’s room;and

~ that was his own. . In ten minutes it was ready, and at the lady’s -

service. A black scullion was _promoted for the nonce, to:the
, bost of chamber-maid, and, fortunately, the plantation-bred girl
* had not been long enough from home to be particular, She came |
to dinner as radiant as a summer-squash, ‘

With the door shut, and the soup before us, Thalimer’s -spirits - -
and ming ﬂlmg‘oﬂ' their burthens together. Jem was the plea- |
santest table-companion in the world, and he chatted and made-
the amiable to his ward, as if he owed her some amends for the =
awkward position of which she was so blessedly unconseious.
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Your ““ dangerous man” (such as he was voted), inspires, of course,

mo distrust in those to whom he chooses to be agreeable. Miss

Lasacijue grew, every minute, more delighted with him.. ‘She,
* .

too, improved on acquaintance. Come to look at her closely, -

Nature meant her for a fine showy creature, and she was “ out
of eondition,” as the jockeys say——that was all! Her features
were good, though gamI;Oged by a southern climate, and the fever-
and-ague had flattened what should be round and ripe lips, and
reduced to the mere frame, what should be the bust and neck
of a Die Vernon. I am not sure I saw all this at the time. Her

subsequent chrysalis and emergence into a beautiful woman natu-

rally color my descript_,ion now. But I did see, then, that her

eyes were large and lustrous, and that naturally she had high
spirit, good abilities, and was a thorough woman in sentiment,
though deplorably neglected—for, at thé age of twenty she could
hardly read and write! It was not sufprising that she was
pleased with us ! She was the only lady present, and we were
the first coxcombs she had ever seen, and the day was summery,
and the dinner in Gallagher’s best style. We treated her like a
" princess ; and the more agreeable man of the two being her gﬁar-
dian, and responsible for the propriety of the whole affair, there
was no chance for a failure. 'We lingered over our coffee ; and
we lingered over our chassecafé; and we lingered over our tea;
and, when the old South struck twelve, we were still at the table
: in “No. 2,” quite too much delighted with each other to have
thought of separating. It was the venerated guardian who made
the first move, and, after ringing up the waiter to discover that
the seullion had, six hours before, made I-ler' nightly disappear-
ance, the lady was respectfully dismissed with only & candle for
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her chamber-maid, and Mr. Gallagher’s room for her destination, |
wherever that might be!

We dined together every successive day for a week, and during
this time the plot rapidly thickened. Thalimer, of course, vexed
soul and body, to obtain for Miss Lasacque a less objectionable lodg-

ing-—urged searcely more by a sense-of propriety than by a feeling

- for her good-natured host, who, meantiwme, slept on a sofa. But the

unlucky first step of dining and lodging a young lady ata restaurant,
inevitable as it was, gave a fatal assurance to the predisposed
scandal of the affair, and every day’s events heightened its glaring
complexion. Miss Lasacque had ideas of her own, and very in-

~ dependent ones, as to the amusement of her leisure hours, - She

had never been before where theve were shops, and she spent her

first two or three mornings in perambulating Washington street,

‘dressed in a style perfectly amazing to beholders, and purchasing

every description of gay trumpery—-the parcels, of course, sent
to Gallagher’s, and the bills to James Thalimer, Blsq. ! To keep
her out of the street, Jem took her, on the third day, to the rid-
ing school, leaving her (safely enough, he thought), in charge of
the authoritative Mr, Roulstone, while he besieged some school-
mistress or other to undertake her ciphering and geography. She

was all but born on horseback, however, and soon tired of riding

round the ring. The street-door was set open for 2 moment,

+ leaving exposed a tempting tangent to the circle, and out flew

Miss Lasacque, saving her “ Lieghorn flat,” by a bend to the sad-

dle-how, that would have done credit to a dragoon, and no more

was seen, for hours, of the “bonnie black mare” and her rider.
The deepening of Miss Lasacque’s passion for Jem, would not

" interest the reader: She loved like other Women, timidly and

pensively. - Young as the passion was, however, it came too late
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to affect her manners before public opinion had pronounced on
them. There was neither boarding-house nor “private female

academy” within ten miles, into which ¢ Mr. Thalimer’s young

lady” would have beon permitted to set her foot—small as was
the foot, and innocent as was the pulse to which it stepped.

Uncomfortable as was this state of suspense, and. anxious as
we were to fall into the track marked ¢ virtuous,” if virtue would
~ only permit ; public opinion seemed to think we were enjoying
ourselves quite too prospc;rously. On the morning of the seventh
day of our guardianship, I had two calls after breakfast, one from
- poor Gallagher, who reported that he had been threatened with a
prosecution of his establishment as a nuisance, and another from
poorer Jem, whose father had threatened to take the lady out
of his hands, and lodge her in the insane asylum !

¢ Not that I don’t wish she was there,” added Jewm, “ for it is
a very fine place, with a nice garden, and luxuries enough, for
those who can pay for them, and faith, I believe it’s the only
lodging-house I’ve not applied to 1?

I must shorten my story. Jem anticipated his father, by riding

over, and showing his papers constituting him the guardian of
Miss Lasacque, in which ecapacity he ‘was, of course, authorized
to put his ward under the charge of keepers. Everybody who
knows Massachusetts, knows that its insane asylums are some-

times brought to bear-on irregular morals, as well as on diseased

intellects, and as the presidiug officer of the institution was quite
well assured that Miss Lasacque was well qualified to beecome a
patient, Jem had no course left but to profit by the error. The
poor girl was invited, that afternoon, to take a drive in the coun-
try, and we came' back and dined without her, in abominable
spirits, I must say.
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Provided with the best instruction, the best of eare taken
of her health, and the most exemplary of matrons interesting
herself in her patient’s improvements, Miss Lasacque rapidly
improved—more rapidly, no doubt, than she ever could have
done by control less rigid and inevitable.” Her father, by the
advice of the matron, was not informed of her location for a year,

.and at the end of that time he came on, accompanied by his

friend, Mr. Danehy. He found his daughter sufficiently improved
in health, manners, and beauty, to be quite satisfied with Jem’s
discharge of his trust, and we all dined very pleasantly in ** No.

23 Miss Lasacque declining, with.a blush, my invitation to her

to make one of the party.




THE PHARISEE AND THE BARBER.

SHEAFE LANE, in Boston, is an almost unmentionable and ple-
beian thoroughfare, between two very mentionable and patrician
streets. It is maiualy used by bakers, butchers, urchins going to
school, and clerks carrying home pareels—in short, by those who

care less for the beauty of the road than for economy of time and

‘shoe-leather. If you please, it is a shabby hole. Children are

‘born there, howeier, and people die and marry there, and are -

happy and sad there, and the great events of life, more important
Ithém our 'liking‘ or disliking of Sheafe lane, take place in it con-
tinually. It used not to be a very savory place. Yot it has an
indireot share of such glory as attaches to the birth-places of men
above the common.. The (present) great light of the Unitarian

church was born at one end of Sheafe lane, and one of the most’

accomplished merchant-gentlemen in the gay world of New York
: “wa;s born at the other. Aud in the old Hay-market (a kind of
cul-de-sac, buried in the side of Sheafe lane), stood the dusty lists
of chivalrio old Roulstone, a gallant horseman, who in other days
‘would have been a knight of noble devoir, though in the degene-
- raey of a Yankee‘l'ustrum, he devoted his soldierly abilities to the
‘teaching of young ladies how to ride.
Are you in Sheafe lane ? (as the magnet.mers inquire. ) Pleaso
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to step baﬁk 'twenty-odd years, and take the hand of a 1ad

: wi.th’z‘m rosy face (ourself—for we lived in Sheafe lane twenty-

odd years ago), and come to a small house, dingy yellow, with a
white gate. The yard is below the level of the street. Mind
the step. '

The family are at breakfast in the small parlor frontmg on the
street. But come up this dark staircase to the bedroom over t_he'
parlor—a very neat room, plainly furnished ; and the windows
are curtained, and there is one large easy chair, and a stand with
a Bible open upon it. Tn the bedlies an old man of seventy, deaf, |
nearly blind, and bed-ridden,

We have now shown you what comes out of the. shadows to us,
when we remember the circumstances we are about to body forth
in a sketeh, for it can scarcely be called a story. .

It wanted an hour to noon. The Boylston elock struck eleven,
and close on the heel of the last stroke followed: the tap of the
barber’s knuckle on the door of the yellow house in Sheafe lane.
Before answering to the rap, the maid-of-all-work filled a tin can
from ‘the simmering kettle, and surveyed herself in a three-cor-

Zered bit of looking-glass, fastened on a pane of the kitchen win-
dow ; then, with a very soft and sweet *‘ good morning,” to Rosier,
the barber, she led the way to the old man’s room, '

“ He looks worse to-day,” said the barber, as the skinny hand -
of the old man crept up tre:ﬁblmgly to his face, conscious of the
daily office about to be performed for him.

“They think so below stairs,” said Hamet “and one of the
church is coming to pray “with him to-mght Shall I raise him-
up now?”

The barber nodded, and the gu‘l seated -herself near the pillow,,
and lifting the old man, drew him upon her breast, and ag the’

LN
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operation went rather lingeringly on, the two chatted together
very earnestly. ‘

Rosier was a youth of about twenty—one talkative and caress-
ing, as all barbers are ; and what with his cwrly hair and ready
swile, and the smell of soap that scemed to be one of his natural
properties, he was & man to be thought of over a kitehen fire.
Besides, he was thriving in his trade, and not 2 bad match, All

of which was duly considered by the family with which Harriet -

lived, for they loved the poor girl,

Poor girl, I say. But she was not poor, at least if it be true

that as & woman thinketh so is she, Most people would have -de-
. scribed her as a romantic girl. And so she was, but without,
deserving a breath of the ridicule commonly attached to the word.
She was uneducated, too, if any child in New England can be
called uneducated. Beyond school-books and the Bible, she had
read nothing but the Scottish Chiefs, and this novel was to her
what the works of God are to others. It could mever become
familiar. Tt must be the gate of dream-land ; what the moon is
o a poet, what a grov'é is to a man of revery, what sunshine is
toall the world. And she mentioned it as seldom as people
Praise sunshine, and lived in it as unconsciously.
- Harriet had never before been ott to service. She was g
farmer’s daughter, new from the eountry. If she was not igno-
rant of the degradation of her condition in Life, she forgot it habit-
ué.lly. A oheerful and thoughiful smile was perpetually on her
lips, and the hardships of her daily routine were enconntered as
things of course, as clouds i in the sky, as pebbles in the inevita-
ble path. Her attention seemed to belong to her bedy, but her
consclousness only to her imagination. In her voice and eyes
. there Was 1o toueh or taint of her laborious servitude, and if sha
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hiad suddenly f)een “ made a la,dy,” there would have been no-
o

thing but her hard hands to redeem from her low* condition,

Then, hard-working creature as she was, she was touchmgly beau- |

tiful. , A coarse eye would have passed her without notice, per- .

haps but a painter would not. She was of a fragile shape, and had
3

‘g slight stoop, but her head was small and exquisitely moulded,

and her slender neck, round, graceful, and polished, was set. upon
her shoulders with the fluent grace of a bird’ Her hair was
profuse and of a tinge almost yellow in the sun, but her eyes

~ were of a blue, deep almost to blackness, and her heaVy eye~

Jashes darkened them still mofe deeply. She had the least possi-

ble color in her cheeks. Her foatures were soft and unmarked, |

and expressed dehcacy and repose, though her nostrils were (;;11;?-
ble of dilating with an energy of expressmn that seemed wholly
foreign to her character. '

Rosier had first scen Harriet when called in to the old man, six
months before, and they were now sapposed by the family to be
engaged lovers, waiting only for a little more sunshine on the bar-
ber’s fortune. Meantime, they saw each other ab least half an
hour every morning, and commonly passed their evenings to-
gether, and the girl scemed very tranguilly happy in her prospect
of marriage.

At four o’clock on the afternoon of the day before mentioned,

Mr. Flint was to make a spiritual visit to the old man. Let us

first introduce him to the reader. )

Mr. Asa Flint was a bachelor of about forty-five, and an ac- _
tive member” of a church famed for its zeal. Hewas & ta?l mal'l,
with a little bend in hislback and commonly walked with his.
eyes upon the ground, like one intent on meditation. His cor::-
plexmn was sallow, and his eyes dark and deeply set; but by

[
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dint of good teeth, and a little * wintry redness in his cheek,” he
was good-looking enough for all his ends. He dressed ia black,
as all religiois men must (in Boston), and wore shoes with black

stockings the year round. In his worldly condition, Mr. Fling -

had always been prospered. ITespent five hundred dollars a year
in his personal expenses, and made five thousand in his business, and
subscribed, say two hundred dollars a year to such societies as

printed the nameof the donors, Mr. Flint had no worldly ac-
quaintances. He lived in a pious boarding-house, and sold zll.

his goods to the members of the country'éhurches in eommunion
with his own.” He “loved the brethrén,” for he wished to con-
verse with no one who did not see heaven and the ‘church a his
‘back—himself in the foreground, and the other two aceessories in
the perspeétive. [Piety apart, he had found out at twenty-five,
that, as a sinner, he would pass through the 1Ivrrorld simi)ly Asa
Flint—as a saint, he would be Asa Flint Plus eternity, and the
respect of a large congregation. He was a shrewd man, and
chose the better part. Also, he remembered, sin is more expen-
Bwe than sanctlty :

At four o'clock Mr. Flint knooked at the door. At the same
hour there was a maternal prayer-meeting at the vestry, and of
course it was to be numbered among his petty trials that he must
find the mistress of the house absent from home. He walked up
stairs, and after a look into the room of the sick man ; dispatched
the Iad who had opened the door for him, to request the ¢ help”
of the family to be present at the devotions.

Harriet had a rather pleasing recollection of Mr. Flint. He
had offered her his arm, a week before, in coming out from a con-

ference meeting, and had “ presumed that she was a young lady

THE PHARISEE AND THE BARBER. - 925

on a visit” to the mistress ! She arranged her *kerchief and took

the kettle off the fire.
Mr. Flint was standing by the bedside with folded hands. The

old man lay looking ‘at him with a kind of uneasy terror in his
face, which changed, as Harriet entered, to a smile of relief, She
retired modestly to the foot of the bed, and, hidden by the cur-
tain, open only at the side, she waited the commencement of |
the prayer. : '

“ Kneel there, little boy I said Mr. Flint, pointing to a chair
on the other side of the light-stand, * and you, my dear, kneel

here by me! Let us pray!” °
Harriet had dropped upon her knees near the corner.of the

‘bed, and Mr. Flint dropped upon his, on the other side of the

post, so that after raising his hands in the first adjuration, they
descended gradually, and quite naturally, upon the folded hands

of the neighbor—and there they remained. She dared not with-
draw them, but as his body rocked to and fro in his devout ex-

ercise, she drew back her head to avoid coming into further con-

tact, and eseaped with only his breath apon her templesl.

It was a very eloquent prayer. Mr. Flint’s voice, in a worldly
man, would have beett called insinuating, but its kind of covert
sweetness, low and soft, seemed, in a prayer, only the subdued
monotony of reverence and devotion. But it won upon the ear

" all the same. He began, with a repetition of all the most sub-

lime aseriptions of the psalmist, filling the Toom, it appeared to

Harriet, with a superhuman presence. She trembled to be so

near him with his words of awe. Gradually he took up the more

affecting and tender passages of soripture, and drew the tears into

her eyes with the pathos of his tone and the touching imagés he

 wove together. His hand grew moist upon hers, and he leaned
10* %

.
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* closer to her. He began, after a short pause, to pray for her
| especial]y;——that her remarkable beauty might not be a snare to
her—that her dove-like eyes ‘might beam only on the saddened
faces of the saints—that she might be enabled to shun the com-
pany of the worldly, and consort only with God’s people~-and
that the tones of prayer now in her ears might sink deep into her
heart as the voice of one who would never cease to feel an inte-
rest in her témporal and eternal welfare, His hand tightened its

grasp upon hers; and his face turned more toward her; and as

Harriet, blushing, spite of the awe weighing on her hoart, stole a
look at the devout man, she met the full gaze of his coal-black
eyes fixed unwinkingly wpon her. She was entranced. She
dared not stir, and she dared not take her eyes from his.  And
when he came to his amen, she sank back upon the ground, and
covered her face with her hands. And presently, she remembered,
with some wonder, that the old mah, for whom Mr. Flint had
come to pray, had not been even mentioned in the prayer.

The lad left the room after the amen, and Mr. Fl