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the muisio of & emglng brook, with It tl-lpge of wild tnken a greet deal of pn.lne with you, and you hnve\
flowers, +He said- no word of eonsolatlon, ‘ut every - lived with us 50 long, that' folks hardly take you for
action betrayed - brotherly tendorness aid onre-— Irish.. It may be you'll enm your lxving by your
he.could'go mo- further, without unlooglhg the tide needls, yet.” -
of decper feeling, which became strongek sach hour. l “ Couldn’t I do aomethmg now, Aunty?” said
The prlest cnme, and ,Aunt Ruthy, ohaonmged by Dora, eagerly; “ 1t’s earning monoy thnt 1 came in
our.loeity by belng ‘present ; and thoughfl;x"dld make help mother, and if possnble earn & support for my-
her ache *from the crown of her head eoil;e goles of #0lf; can’t'you tell me any way, that I oan do it ?” " °
her feet, to see them'low Irish in the m ‘parlor;” | - Aunt Ruthy looked at the Bénutiful girl before
| yet sho'survived it ; eepeemlly, when she fbund that  her, fuir as & lily, with deliopte litfle hands that

" look right at the priest all the time.” ./ i/

Ve ) I~X'll."‘l‘

"A rnoe. whose luslory le et onee 8ad,

M i ,r\::l'i“- 5

penuum a.nd eloquent—ud and eouehlng nom its mournml nnd tnglo lntereq:,
nnd eloqnent. ln lu glorloue lneplretlon and teaching'to’ lnnnk!nd."

B Auxr nu'mv 8 ,ruxs. o
Aunt Ruthy was bustling round thie ‘house; dneter

‘and broom in hand; arffon her ‘heid'a hn.ndkeréhlef

to' proteet hier oap from' the *dust,'while her tohgue,
that aa’yet felt no touch of rheumetmm,moved more
glibly than her hpnds and feet. < i

T declare, Diah, [ ‘oan hardly believe thet I am

allve and in my senses! Who would have thought 1,

thiat 2'd seo- the ity g hen: & Catholio- priest should
bandmltted into:this~ house: to solemriize & \funeral?®
It's an awful ides; and I'm afeared of: the judg:
ments of Heaven. - What would- old Parson: Williams
have said if ;he'd:a thought- the:baby he baptized, |
and that I carried to'ineetin’ mysslf: in his long
white gown' and ‘beautiful worked cap; with_lots' of
ra’al thread -1ace on it, looking like ! little -angel
tight frot heaven ;' what -would ‘he have said if ‘he
oould have loakéd iforard to this day, and seen Ed-
ward oper this houee to & man who :worahipa ple-
ters, and ‘pretends to forgive sing 2. i
:Why, he used.to :predch agin peptwy with nll hle
might, and e’enamodst thumped the cushion to- pieoee,
‘when'he told about Babylon and the beast, .. :
*J wouldn’t have cared so-. mu h if he'd. only let
him into the office, but he's gin''dpders to have the
best, parlor open and the whole”house. set to rights, !
It;went agin_ the grain with e dréadfully, and I
would have! talked: him.:out -of :it, but there was'a

* Tlook in-his eyes that meart he'd have his own way.

I yronder he-dare look at them  portraits ; and:that !

reminds me what I thought on'in the night—Vll.
kiver ’em up. . You go strait :over to Wilson's store ;.

and buy me four yards of yellow gauze; it will be a -
oomfort to me to know that they, won’t be obliged to

* % Why, Mﬁs Ruthy, don’t ye mea.n o come to the
funeral yourself 2. .° | .

SNot Il I've too,much relxglon for that. 1 ehall
g0 to.my own reom and read the book of Revelations;’
there, hurry off, and if a.nybody aske you about the
funeral, mind you tell ’em it was, Mr. Werren sent
for the priest. I am- “dreadfu} a.femd it will hurt-
Edward’a practice ; the, minister e.nd deneons will -
turn agin him, any how.’” ...

“'There comes the . parson,, Mm Buthy ;
uk‘hlm mw-%mxddle room 9’ . o

-« Yes, girl ; now ymick, don’t keep him weitmg.’

ehallI

and Aunt Ruthy pulled the. handkerchief from her

ead,lmd aside her ;apron, drew . down . her sleeves
and putting on her “company mnnnere,” went in tao
soe the minietef” e,

“Pm mxghty glad to b - you, thxs morning, sir,”
lhe gaid. " «I've rcally had o gore,. struggle in my
mind whether I ought to raige; my finger to help
nlong this funeral;.it’s awful,: gir,to- think of a
(;athoho pricst 48 coming here to take your. place,’
and Aunt Ruthy took & pinch ot' enuﬂ’, a8 wes her
,cuatommtrouble I Coha

41 do not consider tho.t. be tekes my plaee Miss-
‘Ruthy. I believe the mother of the deceased was &
Catlolic, and I would be sorry to deny her the- con-

v lolations of her own' form-of worship at this time.”

“ Why, sir, don’t you, beliove, Papaoy is the Benst
lpoken of in_the Bible, and don’t you think they’re

a porsecuting sect, and that the blood of the mnrtyrs~

restaon them 97
- Yea, 1 do, Muss Buthy, most mncerely I do belicve

Popery is tho man of, gin, and, whero the .Roman.

Cuthohcs hn.ve had power- t.hey hn.ve persecuted thoso
who would not yield.assent to their dootrine. (Alnsl|
would I could sny thut Protestants had not dong the
like.) - But my religion teaches - ‘me _toleration and

+forbearanco.. I would .not' deny to. them: the privi-

loges which I ask for. myeelf' but; Iwould, by & holy
llr’\a.nd geutle
what, sir, don't you thlnk we'd bo bebter oﬂ’ it the

Irlsh were out of the couritry 2. %+ 1. f.c
£ question would be ueelese for us to dleeuss,

: mgs uthy; they aro here, and we cannot make-it-
- otherwise—they -have their: nu,tionel;.peculiarizlee,

‘and are not, perhaps, woll- figted to- appreciate. otip

froe institutions. . Their ignorance and poverty must

1o thelr exouso for the  presont; but I trust:the seo-
ond generation will .prove good and trustworthy citk-
zons. -Let us be patient.and,; forbearing, and, thank
God that our-broad land fs a home for the opprossed,
and an saylum where all gan morehip God . thelr
consclences dlotete.” At e
' ,l( Then you don’t thinkthe, who;e_yuuge wm,bq
Fdward fonletting . the pria
. wou-lod mo most to death ; bug }hem'gng,ppe,ln my,
saying-ono word—when he's, set o0, &' thing Jou.|

m'uum hlm a0y moTe: tbaqyon L

pte, show: them, if poesible, &

oeme here,  It's,

. |Holyoke. He's" Juet like hu; gra.ndfnther Kennoy »

. wGiye yourself no ‘unonsjness about the Dootor,
| Miss Ruthy, I oan assure you his populn.nty will'not -
suffer. ‘How is Miss. Dora this morning?. .

{ #Oh, sir, she’s. .gentle as & lamb, it makes my
hem ache to soo her. Bhe aint set upon -having a
pnest at all, but ‘she reads an old Bible that her
"{mother kept, because her husband owned it ; it's a
Roman Catholic Bible, but T don’t see mnch differ-
co arter all. ’She’s got some queer notions from
an old man that was'kind to her in’ Ireland she
says thore are good people am6hg all soota. Wouldn’t
you like to\see her, sir? I think it would be & com.
fort to her. Poor thing! she’s just like a flower I'vo
seen struck down by. a hail storm.. She couldn’t be
made to believe' but Edward could bring the boy
round right’; and when he was reelly dead -and the’
Doctor said he-could. do ‘no- more, ehe sank down in
& sort of stupor, and you'll sée ehe mnt the enme gn.l
ke was g week'ago” " .

|, Dora was glad to sco the mlnlster ms Xind worde
and more than all, his* prayer: gave her poneolntlon,
for her splnt seemed borne, a5 on mnge, to that
world' ‘where weeping - and ‘sorrow.‘arehnknown..,
Wxthont referring to difference of sects, he 'took her
own woin Bible and read"to-her:from the’ Goapel of
St. John, % Let not your heart be:troubled, yo be-
1lieve in‘God, believe algo’ in me. Peaee Lleave with
you, my peace I’ give unto you; not:as the world
| giveth, give I unto you.” Gradually-he drew her-
'out to speak of herself, and was' agreeably surprised
‘to find that she liad leayned to trust in Christ as her
Redeemer, that taughtlsfone by the word of God, she'
knew where to find the fountain of peace. Butalas!
‘she said, « 1 sorrow now, because’ though I'know my -
heavenly Father has sent this affliction, I eannot yet

“|sny; * Thy will be done.’. I feel like a child left alone -

in storm and darkness, and oan 8ee no way open be- -
fore me -t
The minister took from his’ pooket a sme.ll volume.
1t ‘was the * Imitation of Christ,” by that great and
good ma,” Thomas & Kempxs,' the - Holy sub prior of
8t Agnes Monastery, written many, many-hundred
‘years ago, but ‘dear - to’ every spirifual -Christian,
+« Hear, Miss Dora, what the dmciple in sorrow eeye
fo Jesus” ; i ‘
«Iam’ in deep: dletress, n.nd my henrt falnte a.nd v
sinks under the' burthen' of its sorrows. Poor and -
he lplees a8 I am, what dan’'l do, dnd whither oan I
go?. Bo' thou. my stréngth’ and my ; support; and.
whatever be its welghlr, wheeever 1te oontlnun.noe, I !
will not fear.” - . e ,1
Thus Christ answers— . o
" «[ am the Lord, a strong helpin the dny of tmuble~ '
when, therefore, trouble rises within thes, take' sano-
tuary with me, - When I have calmed thie violence.of.
"the tempost and restored’ thy fainting spirit, then
‘thou shalt riso with new strongth and conﬁdence in
the hght of my mercy. ‘Wait for' me; and ‘it

) oome not-—wml; for I will at length oome, o.nd heal

i

e,
i If thou nrt wise, innleed of grieving end murmur-
ing at the adversities which befall thee, thon wouldst .
IreJoloe and give thanks; nay, thou wouldst count it
all joy that I visit thee mth aﬂhetlon, and ep&re
thee not-'.-
~ 4 As the Father. hath loved, 80 he‘e I loved you.
When, therefore, I visit thea with adversity, murmur.
not, neither let thy heart b troubléd, for. Inien
store thee to hght end peaee, nud ohnngo thy heavi:
ness to joy”" .
Like mn.nneto the wn.nderer in the desort, was thi.
visit of. the minister to poor.; Dore.. | Heér’ soul ‘had-
thirsted for these drops:of: epirltua.l comfort. ..Her,
mother, in her rude, nolsy. gnef Wwas unapproachable.-
{Jack would gladly. have: given,all - be: posséssed, or
gone ‘on a pllgnmuge, to have brought.back the:
gmiles to'the face of the young girl; birt he could
manage a ship in a storm with moré ease ‘than ad- -
‘| ninister spiritual consolation'to the modrner, ;. = . .
" I aint much of a scholar, -he would!say, Dora,-
d I can’t repeat soripter, but I jést now recalled to .
mind ¢he verse I learned when I way & litle bit of a;
eha.ver, playing ot my mother’s knee.. *Jesus wept,!
and if : he had so'much sympathy for those who bnd::
loet & brother: when he was on eorth, I reokon hv's |,
jnetugoodnow o i
! . Aunt./Ruthy hadn’t much to say—*- If they !vere,l
:only Congrogatlonalists, or’ Mothodisjs, or: Baptistey’ .
uid ahe, I could talk, but dear'me! I'm quite slint ;
up, and haing nothing m do or eoy wlth folks ea pee-
4@;1&0 tho martyrs!’: ; t
-But ;where: wn.l)r. Bdwn'd? Busy nnd klnd in.
everylhlngeo ‘relieve.. Dors from all* carernd’;
‘a8t the. fantral, selecting ‘s’ spot. for the:;
dear t0 hor for the beauty of itho scenery sud

e Ty

(,,

Edward’s populenty increased instend of “Wwaned. -
ultis esbonishlng,” she said, somesix weskd-after-
wards, when she got-up in the night to lt'the door
after Edward, who - had béen called awqy 1 haste,
[# how many Irish bobies are born: into ithie world !

.| The ‘whole country will be overrun vnt.h» thom: if

we don’t do something to stop their emlgmtlng ».
- Jack Warren had now arrived at the helght of his
ambition. He was to*take command of tlle thip on
his' next voyage, and: no little incident; had ‘given
more. pleasure to Dora; since Jemmy’s déath, than
the reading of- the letter whiah oonferred’ thie dis-
tinotion-upon him. ' . AL :
BShe looked- at the well kmz, stout ﬂgd're, at the
manly face, bronzed: by many a storm, 'é¢'the" ‘har,
curling with the least moisture, ‘in little ¥hort eurls,
making a'sort of orown: around the head; andsald,
laughingly, # Captain- Warl'en, Igive yohrjoy.—your
title has been nobly won.”:: R {
How plensant to the sallor sounded thdee wonls
from that dainty little mouth. e '
It was amild spring: evening. and he proposed &
walk. [t was, of course, to Jemmy's gravé’, for Cap-
tain Warren must leave:in | the' morning;‘end this

‘would be his only opportumt.y to vlsit th 'lnst home

of his protege: " . A
It was late. when they returned, end u'the amlor
left before light.in the morning, and had his roonis
at the villege hotel,’ Dorn did not meot him ago.m,be-
| fore hisdeparture,. . . "o

. The afternoon of . the next: dhy wben‘e"' Ruthxg
wos weatod. in kier little réom, with her jof bt

tohless shirts and- hdly siookings, thiere waa a light’
tap ¢ her door, and .in a.moment the fair face of
Dora nppenred in answer. to. the summons * Come
ln." .

Her eyes were ewollen from weepmg, e.nd though
she smiled when the old lady welcomed her, and in-
vited her to a beat, it'was.a constrained smils; a sud-
den ray of sunlight on 4 oloud, and- then all dark
again, Aunt Ruthy, attributing it-naturally, to her
late truble, and in part, perhaps,to the depariure
of Jack, tried her own homely way of copsolation,

“Why, dear child, you must try not. to cry so ; ite

very bad, for. your eyes—thero’s, old -Mrs. Hilton,
cried 80 much when her son. wes drownded, that she’ 8

no .sowin, to spenk on, and spends her timp. a
knitting. . You must try to feel that God sends trou-
ble upon us for our good, nnd not repine.at his
wnll." ,

“Ithmk I nm leernmg to doso. Aunt Ruthy
The minister opened a littlo. door of peacs to me, and
he gave mo_this book; taking the littlo volume of
Kempis from her pocket, that, ig -a. .great comfort to

.Ido try, Aunt Ruthy, all the thne, to say * Thy
will,oh God, be Tone.’ .
- “That's right, my child, I'm,, gled I eent the min-
ister .in . to_ seo you.' What tlme did Mr. Werren

?” -y P

“He left befoxe hght thismorning, I enppoee He
is Cnptmn LOW, Aunt, Ruthy.” ., . .

"l(Vell, I'm amazing glad on't, he'e 8 real nlce
man, and. hns Jimproved astonishingly pince I first
kuew him; Hals ns spruce and slick now asa par-|®
son, though o dou't look muoh hke a munster
nther, with his jnunty cap and bru.se buttons. I
dod’t think I shall want for’ snuf, if ‘he don’t’ come

way, Dora, how old ishe? 1 nover could guess at a
emlore age.! " wra e e

“Aunty Bolt told me, when I lived with her, that
he was twenty-exght, thnt would ma.ke lnm ebout.
tlnrty gix now.” K :

“You don’t oy nowl xt don’t eeem poseible vhat
he can be six’ years older than Edwerd. I shouldn’t
have thought it. I most wonder he. -hasn’t ma.rrled
and had & home of his own, though sailors are apt

to,bo sort of reokless bodies; but ‘he’s so: stendy.
should e 'enamost havethought | he’d have been afam-
ilyman, Now, there's Eumce,Ke,yel, she’d bo Jest
theone for him; let me sco, she's, tumed of thirty,
and has a spug little house of her own, that her fa-

ther left her; .she aint mighty. harnsome, to be sdre
but then, sho's cuto and savin', and neat as. wax-
work I deelnre, I wish I’d lntroduoed em.”

"' You can, when ho comes dgain, Aunt Ruthy”

K24 sartinly will, but.what i m the’ world are you
delng witlf that shirt, Dora?”’ . ',

s Only making a button- holm Aunty I 8ee there
i one needed.” .

"W Thank you, child; it's qum a help, Tor: my eyes

gettlng most too old ‘to make batton-holes, and
you'ds them well. " I wonder how it caine abbut, for
I néver sawan Irish girl - before thnt oonld sewa
plain seam decently. pe e
“Dorh ’emiled——she had bwome too:mush’ noemwm.
od'to thieso flings' upon ‘et cduntrymen, to hoed it
nrtiéh!s W ki some- iidebted th You; Wity -do you
femember when Jused to sitin a littlo chair, it your
side, and sew patoh-wirk ¢ There nrenobpu( Podr,
Nitle Irish girls, thatifind mhkmm«md- to tesch
m’h il [ R 'M, e sy rtt{

" wThat is true, Dors." Dooter:xdwudmnd:.t\ bars

been almost stone blind ever since; she hain’t done |,

bwck these two years. Inover saw nicer than that|
last jar ho bought me,” and Aunt Ruthy could not| -
, avoid eestmg the qunhty, on, the spot. . “By the

scemed unused to toil, and wdndered how she ehould
answer the question,

.4 Your mother huint nover let you wash eny, has
she 9 ‘

# Not any ; ehe says8 I am more hindrance than
help, and that I am- not strong enough,”

% And then, Edward never would let you work in
the kitohen, on this side of the- houge; he always
gaid *better let her have fime for study.” 8o I don't
gee 88 you know much about housework, any way.
Now girls allers get.good wages here, to go out, but
you don’t look strong enough any how,; to take-the
heft of the work, and it don’t seem just as if . you
were born to it, after all. -1 suppose you could teach,
#s well as 'Squire Wilson’s girls,- but I guess you
couldn’t get & school Liere, there’s 8o many of our
Yankeéo girls have turned teachers, There, now! I'
have it,” said Aunt Ruthy, brightening up—«if you

‘oould learn millinery and dress making, you'd earn

monoy fast enough. ' 'There’s Miss Osgood, that lined

+).and. trimmed ‘my bonngt, last week, who said she

wanted a young girl, andI guess you'd suit her. m
ask the Doctor about it, and if he approves I'll run’
right over, after tea.” .

Dora would have preferred teaching, but,, jnst now,
anything that would give -her & bare support was
gladly scized upon.  8he went to her own roomn, and
sat down to wonder how she would like to spend her
time making caps and bonnets, but her thoughts
would wander .away, and sadder subjects brought
the- tears’ agoln.. Poor Dora! tho. walk with Jack
had ‘destroyed n Beautiful fllusion. for-herself, and

ghattered the cheriehed hopes of .years for.the poor-

sailor,
When-he saw how lonely and sad she was at the

| grave of Jemmy, and how she wept .that he must go

away, the poor fellow, encouraged, perhaps, by his

had lain hidden in his big, warm heart so long. He
did it in so much humility, he who had picked up
the little wanderer on the wharf, and saved her from
wretchedness, and perhapg death, plead his suit now,
as one kneeling at the feet of a princess, and Dora,
when she remembered all he had done for her, felt
how cruel would scem the answer her heart must
give.

There was no bitterness in Jack’s heart, when
Dora, weeping, begged him not to be offended with
her, she. loved him a8 a brother, she always had,
might she not yet ?

Ho took her offered hand, he ventured even t press
a kiss-upon her cheek at parting, and then hurried
away, ready to fling his captainship to the winds,
and forget his sorrow in some of the old haunts, so
long since deserted. But now those last words rung
in his ear, and helped him to retain his manliness.
# Ploase, dear Jack, don't bo angry with me, call me
sister still, and let me give you a sister’s love.”

them Dora had been in o great measure de-
pendent upon him for, clothes, books, &o., and frecly
received what had been so freely given. She now
suddenly beoame’ possessed with a senso of the deli-
caoy “of her.poeluon and wished, if  possible, to do-
pend upon” hor own exertions, as she saw many of
‘the bright, active' Yankee girls doing. How she sped
in thla metter, we will reserve for another chajpter,

o—

CHAPTER XXVIII.
<A ooxvnnemox INTERBUPTED,

“There {8 often's alip '
Between tho cup and tho lip.”

Dr Edward snt in his llbrary, emoklng a eiger,

the request whloh Aunt Ruthy had made at their
mid-day meal, to aid her in ﬂndlng some employment
for Dora. : K

+ w ] like her spirit,” sald Ruthy, «it's too bad for
young girla to sit poring over books, while their
mothors work at the wn.sh tub. I'm afraid you've
turned her hend upside down, Edwnrd nnd that
1| she’ll never take to work as an Irish girl ought, who
fias her lmng to &irn—thero’s her little fingers as
dafnty and white as ‘Squire Wilson’s gals, and move
over the keys of the plano as prottily aa theirs, and
she hds ns-much learning, I venture to say; but
their father is worth o hundred thousand, and she,
poor. gal, haint got no father, nor & friend in the
world, outaide this house, but Jack Warren.”

- Edward’s nerves Wero strong, but the words of the
housekeeper were ns harsh as tho grating of a file,
but he drank his coffec, and swallowed his\ll himor
with it a8 well a8 he could.

.4 One such friend as that is° worth o host of oom-
mon friends, a3 the world gocs, Aunty,” .

3 | lofow that, Edward, dnd thg good sailor will
Jover soe them atarve, but; like a8 not, he’ll got mar
ried one of theso days, and then how will Dota, fave Vi
I've thought .squetimes ho loved her 8o 'well that ho
neyer copld marry any eue else, but then ho's thirty-
alx years old, and she’s only sixtesn, and: he's got to
Be o spriwce. and smart, and called Captain, now,
thatthe'll ‘be; for: looking higher that a littlp alip of
sa Irish gal. : There!s Viclet Wilson would have him
and. *thank ye,"t00, I kriow, for she said ks was'the"
handsomest man in the meeﬁng’us" ve one-thet

*"m Illﬂl“l‘.‘l lume," il failr e

Ly
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Edward glanced at the mirror, (which reflocted ;
back his own'head "and’ foce, anid full, broad cheat,
ond wondered whether Miss Violet did mean the
pale, delicato looking minister; or some one else,
(Men havp o littlo vanity eomedmes) Aunt Ruthy
tatked on. 2

“Well, then, if Captnm Warren knew thet he
could have Violet, with all her moncy, and she's Ly
more suitable age too, why he won"t be llkely Co
tako little Dora.”.

“ You don’t think muoh of love, Aunty, without
golden charms,”

“ La, child, you knaw 1 don’t believe much ln what,
folks call love—such ‘matches are almost always un-
fortunnw and you, who arc over thirty, know it as
well as I do.” - .

“Then, Aunty, when I bring a bride home, she- -
must have some other dowry than beauty nnd good-'
‘ness.” .

« Well, there, Edward, I'm so0 glad youve intro. -
duced-the subject, for I've been longing to talk with
you about it. You must remember that your mother
and I sot our hearts on your having Dr. Reynoldn'l
niece, the beautiful Miss Winslow,”

“And heiress to” a rich old gmndfuther!" eaid
Edward.

“Bhe’s none the worge for that, I'm sure.”

% But, supposing she is not of your opinion, -
Aunty " &

«That's jest tho pint I'm eommg to,” said the old *
Indy, * ye sce, I've almost sartin’ evidence that she
thinks very much of you. Don’t you know what :
beautiful presents she used to send your mother, and . -
didn’t slie work you a pair of slippers and a smoking

.|.cap—and when she spent the summer here, I heard :

you aspéaking poctry ono day, and telling her how
much you atlimired a book—ecems to me it was Bryad,
or Bryant, or some such name, and you said some-
thing "about some lines to a—a goose, was it, or
wuter»fowl, or something of that sort, and another
plece called ¢ Them topses,’ or some such word. Woll,
the noxt day, when you were gone awny, she went
‘down to- the bookstore and bought an alegant book, -

new title, ventured to pour into her ear the hopo that.

was his custom, & after_dinner, and, meditating.-upon.

‘with thom same “plooes «in, and kept it sort of hid

away in her room. And Mrs. Wilson says” con-
tinued the old lady, most out of breath, in her cager-
ness to make the most of the opportunity; “that
when she was down to Boston this winter, and called
to see Miss }Vinslow, she found & medioal review on
tho table, and & beautiful book-mark right in the
place where your piece was printed, and she askoed
after me so kindly, and talked so Deautifully about
your mother, with the tears in _her eyes; and then
she had heard of your kindness. to the poor Irish .
woman and her children, and she snid ho# rioble it -
was, and just like your mother. And when Mrs,
Wilson told her-how you. were getting all the prac-
tice in the place,'and had to ride all dny and night *
too, sometime, she said she was very sorry, on her
Uncle’s account, for he had sct his heart on'your
coming to Boston. Now, Edward, I wish you'd take
on old woman's advice, and strike while the iron is
hot—'taint likely a pretty girl, with-o blg t'ortune,
will wait many years for an old bachelor.” |

“An old bachelor, Aunty!” enid Edward, rising
from the table, and standing erect, in all the full
proportion of his fine figure, #1 didn’t know I had
attained that dignity yet.” .

#Well, they call lndies old maids when they pass
that boundary, and it's a poor rule. that womrt-work
both ways. "But aren’t you going to Boston soo:
Edward 9

«Can’t leave my pe’tiente,.mw,'they’ll suffer.
I'm afraid,”’and loughing merrity’ he made his °
escape into the library, where he found an opum
for his nerves in his friendly cigar.

Btill, as_he mused, two fuir faces scemed to peer
at him from' the fragrant cloud, ono & polished
graceful woman'of twenty- -five, the beloved friend of
his mother, and. the favorite nicce of one whom he -

-..| loved as a father. 8ho was the idol of a large circle’

and had ,many worshipers, some perhaps for. the -
golden halo that surrounded her, and some 10 doubt °
~who-did. homage 'to.her.real worth. .. Aunt! Ruthy -
was not so much more acute than others, for certain
friends of tho Doctor had given Lim hints upon the
subject, and even Dr. R. himsel hml written him to -
come to Boston and try his Tu more wayo tlum
0)18- . .

,But while the Docbor was trymg m deﬁne the
boundary botween respect and admiration, and that
warmer feeling which Aunt Ruthy had ignored, but
poats believe in, another face peoped over thio shoul--
der of tho first, & -round, fair girlish face With-
dimpled choeks, and -gontle bluo eyes and annny
curls, and it seemed to say,

“God bless you, elr, may you niver know derkneu
nor sorrow.” .

# And I nover should,” Le thought, * with' t.heeun~ L
light of that face in my homo,” and he threw.aside-
his cigar.and strode across the room with the de-
cision of & man dotermined to.hove his own way.. I
won't marry o rich wife—I always said I would'nt—
almast alwnys turn out bad. Il worll my own WaY.
through the world and toil for & wife, 'and not
rocetve from her, If this brain don’t work me inde- .
pendence, this strong arm.shall hew!a path for
myself, and her for whom. E'will brave sneers, and
disdain, to call wife. Wifel my sweet, gontlo Dora,
how woll tlie woird sounds coupled with thy name!’

o Edward,” eaid, Aunt Ruthy putting her hend'
fnto -the door;, her becapped snd shrivelled face, '
quite different from tho ploture in his mind’seye, :
'+ oome quick, Patriok Murphy’s baby Lias poked.twe
Jboans up its nose, and they’ro afraid “twill die afore
yougét there; ‘It does beat ‘all- nater how carelées.

'thege Irish folks ue, they don’t take no morg 0re. - -

d -
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" of thelr bables than If they were 50 many pipl lDo ‘

hurry, Peggy has gone already.”
“1'll be there soon,” spid de&l'd. taklng hln
instrument case.

. That ‘evening at’ tea Aunt Ruthy informéd Edward,

that she

milliner, ahput taking Dora a8 an apprenhoe in ber

shop, but she said that she had more offers of girls
than she ,could accept, and that she had always
heard that Irish girls were poor sewers. -« But
when I told her that I had taught the child myself,

" and that she could atitch and hem very neatly, Miss -

Bmith concluded to. take her when the busy season
came on in the.fpll.”

*8he would do it,"” she said, " to oblige our family,
though she must disappoint some others who were
* waiting.”

*Is it, indeed, such a privilege for a young girl to
. be permitted to enrn her living by the needle, that
“she .must have the patronnge of some family, and
are we under obligations to Miss Smith for this
great favor 2

“La! Edward how queer you talkl—its a nice-
place for the girl, and she can make a deal of money
when she has learned to cut dresses and make

bonnets.”
« What wages will Miss Smith give ?”

« #YWages! why of course she don’t give any wages
till Dora has learned the trade,—that will be in
three months, but after that, she will give her two
dollars n week to begin with,”

# And board 2”

« No, of course not.”

"« How many hours must she work ?”

«The girls go at seven in the morning nnd stay
till eight in the evening, but wheu they are very
muth hurried they stay till nine or ten, and she
pays them higher wages.”

80 'many hours of sewing will 8poil Dora s com-
plexion, and make a little old woman of her beforo
she is twenty.” -

_wLawful sake! -Edwaygly you don’t know nothing
about gals; there’s a dozen now that would jump at
Dora’s chance. Girls that hpve to carn thieir living
¢éan’t be very nice about their complexion.”

« Dora has'a very fine one though,” said Edward,
a8 he passed his cup for more coffee.

# That's true. Dinah says she looks as if the lily-
was a bluslnng ” . .

i Dinnh is very poctical.”

« T don't know anything about that, but she thinks
8 heap of Dora; she says shé’s an oncommon Irish -
gal, not a bit like the rest on ‘em she has sges; and
if she didu't know that Jack picked her up in the:
streot, she shonld think she wns a born lady.”

“ There are no better judges of good birth and
breeding than the blacks,” said Edward,  they seem
to know by instinct a true gentleman.”

« Of course Dinnh knows that Dora: has lenrned
almost all she knows since she came hore.  You did
the handsome thing by the family, Edward ; ’taint
o many folks that would have let an Irish family into

the house so, not that I've any complaint to make,

for wo hav'nt needed the office part at all, but in
case you should make any changes here, you know—"

and the old lady fidgetted about and fixed her cap a

little, as if she would like to speak plainer. Edward

observed it, and helped her on a little,

« Bring a wife ‘home, you méan,” he said, amihng

# Yes,” said Aunt Ruthy, quite relieved, «if you
should bring a wife home, you'd want the office just
as it wae in your futher's day. Nor, if Dorn can
learn a good: trade, she'll be a great help to her
mother, and they might hire some rooms in the vil.
lage, because, you know, she couldn’t do anything
80 far from the street as this house.” ..

# Of course not,” snid Edwnrd, rather abstractedly,
the figure of Dora, rpending years of ill requited toil
in a little room in the rather close village street,
appearing in his mind’s €yo 8s- no very pleasing
tableaux..

He rose from table and stepped out into the broad,
ample yard before the door. The house which Ed-
ward loved so well, and which he delighted to call
his home, was built by his great grandfather before
the Revolutionary war. It was a fine house in its
day, and its stout oaken frame still bid defiance to
summer suns, and winter storms; while the wains-
coated rooms, with the heavy beams and curiously
carved woodwork, told the story of its antiquity, It
was two storics high with a gable roof, in which
was & large, spacious garret, where the children of
threo generations had gamboled, and where now
reposed in dusty obscurity the relics of & past oén.
tury—there was tho cradle in which Edward’s
- grandfather was rocked, close ¢ tho old-fashioned
flag bottom chair, in which his grandmotber sat
when she sung her lullabys to the young doctor’s
father. Thero was an old spinet brought from Eng-
land in the reign of Qeorge IIL from which some
fuir dame, in high hecled shoes, and brocade dress
and ample train, with hair powdered and cushioned,
had daintily drawn sweet music. But alasl the
music had followed the Ypirit of the ancient lady to
some unknown mgxon, for none could be wooed now
from its shattered keys. The playthings of past
generations too wero there, from, the old-fashioned
straw rattle to the rocklng-horso of the present
owner’s boyhood, which it seemed bit yesterday to.
...Aunt Ruthy when_she. oarried .it..up. and . placed i¢ -
beside the rusty old sword worn .by some ancestor
_ in Queen Anne's war, But we are lingering long in
" the  garret; on the second story are two large 8quare
chambers in front; one of them always Bacred to
. hospitality, from the time to which the memory of
no living moan ran contrary, Its high posted and
carved mahogany bedstend, with its heavy drapery,
the.round, high backed chairs, the. small patterned
‘Brussels carpet, the old fashioned sef of drawers,

' the massivo, antique china tollet set, were all more

:than twice as old a8 the present owner. of the man..

salon” Hig mother, who was the pattern housckeeper
«of jbo neighborhood, had guanied them from dgt

.and sunlight, and Aunt Ruthy was as vigilant as if

“the lady herself were thore to make her weqkly in-

apeotion. Indeed, one would have supposed the good

woman firmly believed. in the periodical return of
_1the departed to the scenes dear to them on carth, for.
+everything abollt tho houso was kept in the same
.ordler, and even her favorite dishes propared os

-when ;she superintended kitch¢n and parlor. The
v lMter,lAunt Ruthy has described to Dora, and wo
. huve frequently taken the reader to the sming TOOm

. Snto.which opened a 'small porch, shaded with &

grape..vine, inoré . Inxuriant in foliage thax fruit.”

"o heavy doublo front door opencd upor* &n aveiiuo_
- of /1a¥go,. shadowy elms, and - smooth ™ bold "becched, -
o n;m‘liefore Washiogton fought at:Du Queeneg or;
wmﬁmm hlo undthemu npon tho de-
oted colnids.. P e
{The iavenud. was nearlythreerods ln longth, ex-/
stondipgrto: the gate, opeiing ‘upon the high *mdh

. .
- R YR {

had been down. 10 soe Mies Bmlth, tbe;‘. )

'hlchled b the villoge, about half a mlle i distant.
It. (&ho ‘road) was little fmquoutnd singe the railway
was completed, save by farmers golg to the village,
and by the few peheatrlnns who loved aqulet path
and pleasant soenery,

As Edward stood in the doorway enjoylng the mild
alr and the apring verdure of the fresh grass, and
the emerald garments of the old trees, Dora came out
of the littlo office door. on t.he right eqllipped for a

walk,
w "Il scal my fato,” was the thought that sprung

up in Edward's heart, 23 lle looked at her neat, trim
figure and fair face peeping from the cottage, and
seizing his hat, he was'at her side’in & moment.

« Where now, Dora, this fine. evenlng oL

“I am going down to the Fadoory vdlage. ir, to

Pat Ryan's.  He told mg yesterday that the people
there would like to have mo teach their children this
'summer, and [ was going to see Low many scholars
I could have, and procure a room#’
4 But it is not very pleasant there ; Dora, some
eight or ten Irish famlhes 1 believe?”
+ Yes, exr. Aunt Ruthy has other plans for me m
the fall, but 1 thought this would give me employ-
ment for the summer. I am glad they are Irish, sir,
I have 80 long wished to do something for my own
countrywomen.. Ob, Dr. Edward, Ircland would be
a different country if all her poor children could find
such good friends as God has given me since I came
to Americg. I'somotimes wish I had a great deal of
money and could go back to Ireland-and spend it in
feeding and--clothing and teaching the poor little
suffering children there.”

“ Would you rather live in Ircland than in Amor‘i-
ca, Dora 2

«] think, sir, if I could only go back aund sce Iro-
land once more, and Uncle Mick, if he’s living, and
my father’s grave, and the old ivy-covered church;
and the little house whero I was born, and the green
spring, and tho old sun-dial, and O'Neil castle, that
scems more beautiful to me than anything I have
seen in America, that I would come back here nnd
bo very happy.”

«Don’t you think Becchwood is very pleuant,”
said Edward, as they arrived at the gate, and he
stood n moment leuning over the fence, and gazing
at the house, now partly ludden by the foliage of the
trees.

-4 Yes, indeed, sir, and it wxll be a great trial to
leave it; 1 think no other place will seem like home
to me in Beechwood.” v

«Leave it?” said the Doctor, # pray, what s fe
trouble, haven't you room enough? You can have
the room back of the parlor, if fou'd like, it is easy
of access to the office.”

The look of bewilderment in the young girl's Taco |
was quite amusing, but her usual frankness ex-
plained. - :

«I don’t understand, sir;” Aunt Ruthy said “you
would want the rooms this fall, and it would be bet-.

you would wish to make some repairs.” .

“ Well, really, Aunt Ruthy has been allowed to have
her own way so lung, that she forgets that she hasn’t
the title deeds of the estate. Your.mother is my
tenant, and at liberty to stay herc as long as she
chooses, and, Dora,” he added, in a low voice, com-
ing nearer to het, ae she stood under the shadow of
& branching elm, «if.you like Beechwood,” <wm
Just then a carriagostopped at the gate, and a fa-
miliar voice excluimed,—« Holloa, Doctor! glad to
find you at home!”

Edward turned and met the pleasant face-of Dr.
Reynolds, who was seated in a chaise, with his niece,
the beautiful heiress, Miss Winslow, by his side.

He received them cordially, and, opening the large
gate of tho carriageway, invited them to enter,
“We are on our way to the Springs, and I thought
I would stop over one night at Beechwood, and take
a peep at your bachelon.establishment.”

“You will find it a sort of Ravenswood, I fear,”
said Edward to the lady, “but it will be honored by
the presence of such guests.”

«If Aunt Ruthy is within, I have no fears for the
entertainment,” said Miss Winslow, ¢ Ah! there
she is,” as the good housekeeper, hearing thecarriage;
shewed her face gt the door, and the cordial greeting
she gave the guests augered well for the coming

cheer,
—_N

CHAPTER XXIX:

" VISITORS AT BEECHWOOD.
- “Our name and line are not forgoL"
Tt never raine but it pours,” is & homely eaymg.
which the good housekeeper at Beechwood repeated
that evening to Dinak, in the lutohen, 28 she was
superintending the sending in of & third supper to
gome guests that had arrived in. the last t.ram of
cars,
Mr. Hall, the traveler, whom wo met at tho open-
ing of our story, and who had visited Edward but s
a few weeks before, called with a fnend, on speclal
business, he said, but as Aunt Buthy's hot cakea,
and fragrant tea would -suffer mom by tho waiting
than the information which' they had to'communi-
cate, Mr. Hall said ho would discuss these first, -
Meanwhile, Edward, whom his visitors would not
permit to leavo the  garden, where ho was walking
with Miss Winslow, to_play host at.the-table;-was-
indulging ‘ln“pleﬁ‘mt’hmmmdw:'ofMS n'rotlrer
with-his companion.
" #Ah! gee,” said the lady, # your mother’s favorite
‘plants and flowers in the same spots, and tended by
some careful hand; how fresh, and green, and - free
from weeds that camomile, 1 remember her saying
to me onoe, *I love the plant, not only for tho ‘beauty
of - its graceful foliage, but for its emblem of courage
in adversity, and she repeated the lines,—-'

¢ - 4Like the sweet camomlile it grew,
.. Luxuriant from the bruise anow,"

Then there are her favorito pansics,- But what is
this9” and the lady stooped to pluck a white.violet
from its nest of green leaves—* how beautiful! Did
you transplant this from the woods, Doctor ?”
# No, I have had little time for gardening this sum-
mer,” And the gentleman hesitated a moment, some-
how the namo that lny so closo. to lds heart rofused
to pays the lips.

“ But somebody has had tlme,” said the lady, for I
Beo, at  glance, that 6 person with a keen sense-of
tlre beautiful, and & knowledge of grouping, hagbeen
at work here; you say you have no gardener, and,

bless me! Aunt Ruthy underetands patchwork bbt-
ter than the srrangement of thoso verbends; or the
graceful trimming of those oypross vines;. liow beau-
Lifully they- havec clustred around that trellis, and; in
their wealth of. dmpe,-, ﬁlng their drooping tresses
from the clrcle above, - Then: the ‘talip! bed §!1¢ ‘has

re

double red dlmrded,xundme bolows” groaped in's

Pﬂuhﬂt moll(&” "'“‘“ ORI BT AT Saaneshing

- asked, “l{ave you secn Miss Dora’s plants h\the

| believe the flowers love to grow forher tolook at’em.

ter for us to leave before, as she thought it likely [ the fact, we acoused her of it, she stoutly denied it.

‘| out of many, so that we think ourselves fortunate

- | vants printed with the closing sentence, * No Irish

| 8now, 1s o man what sots on pééple”to ses wedder

all been resot sinco 1: ‘was: lidre,-the ‘old. fashloned :

to me why 1 luve {aken pleuum In A
summer,- Ag I'hive sat in the porch, cigar in hand,
tired of nv mundof duties, I have felt. soothed and
‘refreshed, as. lf rudlng a poem. :
now; there is lu.rmony of oolor, and & PN“Y SN“P'
ing of planu." ol .

“Yes, that is'it; some Ialry hns been the preeid--
ing genlub." :

red lips, | ;;‘ A ..
* uMias iRut.hy pent the shawl for she isafeexd-
you’ll catoh cold, now the dew is fallmg.” and soemg

how lnteroeted the gneat seomed in the. ﬂowers, ‘she

arbor. They’m a heap nicer than-these.” -

«And who {s Miss Dora ?” '

#QOh, ohe'e the little Irish gal what lives in t.he
offico there—ehe works a.heap im the garden, and I -

She makes ‘me laugh “till I ache, telling about the
little fairies that livé in blue bells, and ride in lily
carriages, with butterflies. for horses. 8he says she
learned all about ’em when she lived ina. httle cabin”
in Ireland.” =

« Miss Winslow,” said Edward, “let me throw the
shawl over your shoulders, ] am thankful to-Aunt
Ruthy for her thoughtful care of you. fho knowsI
am too reckless of olouds and sunshine eo be very
gallant.”

.%And %0 I have fonnd out your fmry," said the
lady, as she moved towands the arbor; «Ig it one of
those Irish children: that I have heard Uncle Roy-
nolds speak of, one & little blind boy 2. :

¢ Yes, the eame,” gaid Edward, . - g

# Well, she’s a prodigy for a Paddy child, I wish I
might pick up o match to her, but I should as soon
think of hunting for pearls in a potato patch, as for
such & child among the mass of - filthy, disgusting
Irish that crowd the narrow strects of Boston.”

# Are you prejudiced against the race 2

# Prejudiced-—no, I don't call it prejudice, but you
know thé Celtio race ‘is, and probably always will
be, inferior to the Anglo Saxons, and I.have little
faith in their ever uniting, for she Irish are proyer
bially clannish.: . If, Doctor, you had your patience.
Ltried as my own has been with them, you would not
wonder at the warmth with which I speak, Only -
last month, our servant girl, Bridget, who had lived
with us o year, and who had been so faithful, that
wo had placed great confidence in her, went to the
priest and got married privately to a poor, worthless
creaturo, A’ friend informed us of. the fact, and I
took occasion to say to the girl, * Bridget, I hope you-
| wouldn't marry without informing us of it
+Faix ma'am ye don’t think Bridget Early is tho
one that would do such a mane trick? Borra a bit
do I want to. brmg throuble upon. meself in that
way. -
And when, the next day, after nbundant proof of

Indade, ma’am, would yo ruin the character of &
poor girl that’s not.lnng else to depind on ?

. But when an hour afterwards her lawful husband
came to olaim her and the wages due, she said,

I'm sorry to lave you, ma'am, you've been kind
ta me; bu bu "l set up for meself now.

“Lhere 't the least particle of shame or sense
of degrndatlon atthe falsehood,and there ghe is, poor

tlre'gudenﬂ.ﬂh .

I understand it. | S

‘At this inoment,, Dinah uppeared mth a ehawl in 1.
her band, her white ivorics ghetening between her_

SO,
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o ‘ n 00RA wxuvm
. “Oomenny! : e e
- From the daily toil nnd care, . - '

+ “¥rom the city's dustand strife;
'.lb the' (rognnt mountain i,
Toﬂaeendluldreamllfe. ‘

.. Come away." -

rmn the romt's doptbu tome,
(1 lovlng greeting sent; °
And a memory ofthesea, . .
Wllh t«he evealng breezos blent,
SRR ;' ‘Whlgpero ‘sofly, “ Come away .
~ % From the artificlal glaro. ’
?mm the lnteroepted ray -
Of 2s sunshine falling them.
. Come away!"

_ «(gme where Nature smiling sits /

On her green and sunny throne;
¢ Where the happy songster fits °
" With a freedom song its'own, *
: - Come away!" '

Ly

#Como where untrain'd roses bloom;,
" Where the hand of beauly twines,

With a sweet and wild perfume,
Blarry flowers 'mid leafy shrines.”

Come away!
With a Joyous burst of seng.

Flow the eon-kluod wavelets fair;
And a bright ideal throng, -~ "o ‘Lt t.

Of Bweet fancles cluster there,

_ %Angel-forms amid the flowers
“Of that heaven-blessed retreat; *
Fold thelr eflver wings in bowers,
) Where the loved and secking meet.
I S Come awnyl" S
o :

1

+. #Comeo’ awayl :
¥rom the bustle and the glare,
-- From the weariness and strifo;
From the vislons of despalr,
The sad spectacle of life

“That so darkly thrills thy hear,
- With a sorrow deep and vain,
« For the tollers in the mart,
B Woful slaves In Mammon's chaln{

«Comé away!.
, Tears along, and prayers arp t.hlne--
.- Power dwells in sordid hands,
But & prophecy divine”
Has been broadcast o'er ure lnnde.

That lho fron' rule shall eeeee.
And oppmslon be no more;

Bongs of Hberty and peace
Tell of earth's blest store.

“ Qome away! ’
* In the forest's densest ebnde,
By Wb Bparkling river's sldo—
By sweet Contemplatlon's ald,
‘We will waft theo o'er tho ude

Of the darkened present; pagt *
. All it gloomy scenes, and srife,
To a glowing future, vast, ° :
Toa eomuﬂmgher Tife.
* Come away{" -

v
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gir}, living with & brute of & husband, who geta
drunk and abuses her. This is only one insteﬂce

now, if we éan procure any\ot.her servants than
Irish.”,

« Yes,” said the Doctor, “ I believe it is so, gener-
ally, for it is common to seo advertisements for sor-

person need apply,’ or ¢ No Catholic Irish are desir.
ed’ I fear they are becoming a proscribed race, but
it seems to me that, with all their ‘faults, they:have
redéeming traits. The educated Irish of the higher
classes will oompnre favorably with any others of tho
same class in any nation. In the eighth” and ninth
conturies the scholars of Ireland were among-the
most distinguished at the courts of the Baxon kings
and of Charlemagne, and in our own age Curran,
Grattan, Emmet, 0’Connell and others have given
evidence of what Ireland mdight produce, if she had
not been kepb down by a’mistaken policy, or crushed
by starvation. I have great hope for. the future. of
Iréland at home, and the Irish here. —

The' present gencration here’ are’ dying by thou-
sands in our cities and on our public works. Our;
railways are laid above their graves, and the 10w,
muddy, plague-stricken - distriots of -our Westérn
towns and cities, whero for cheapness they build -
their miserable shanties, are: 80 many hot-beds of
disenso and vice.« The average agetowluoh Irish
emigrants live, in this oountry, 15 but ten years, but
another generation is springing up, abundantly | sup-.
plled with food for body snd mind, s if we can
forbear with them and subdue our own " prejudice to
thetr religion and their race, it will bo good for thep
and happier for oursclves. They are clannish, I ac-
knowledge ; let us not increase this spirit by draw.
mg%o closely the lines between our own more fa- ’
vored selves, and these. poor, lgnorant exiles who
have sought our shores for the mere privilege of ex:’
-istence,—But excuse-my- homlly. -I.am- keepmg ou:-
{n"'the “evenfng air too long. Bhall Wo seck our
frignds 2 1'sce they have assembled in the library.”
- #Yes; but, Doctar, if you lived in Boswn or Buf.
falo, I am not certain but your “philanchropy would 4}
cool to zero.” Blessed with ‘such ‘houschold help a8
Aunt Ruthy and Dinah, you know lxttle of an Irmh
brigade in the kitchen,” -

. “I'am highly favg , to b sure, and often wiah

that Aunt Ruthy co biitho _'in, 'o.he, famed fountain
thM reswres youth.” S o
m““mm RS

- «Jourws, what's o’ ooroner?” ‘wA coroner, Mr,

dey killed demselves or committed siileide.” w And
what dots he do when he' ﬁndo ont ¥ wBrings' {n
a wardict?”” «And what's s vvardlot Julius
# What's o wardict! Why, & long black pole, paint.
ed white on de end—now hold. yer hueh and don’t
bodder any more.” ’ .

Wi you give me them pennleo now ?” eald 8 bxg
nowshoy to o little one, after giving him o severo
thumping. “No I won't” “Thep Tl give you
ancther-pounding” : « Pound" ‘away: Mo, aid Df,”
Franklip agrous;” Dr. Franklin eays, .*Take care of
tha pence, and , tho pouqu wijl, take 0870 10f them.
“l'“-,)” . BOTE I u'} Yol S
{ “A TADY. up-town cleared heivhouse/of; flies by pub-
hng boney on he¥ husband’s whiskers'when ho was';

The musical ripple of the evermovmg waters gave
but & faint pleasure to Alfred Anderson, as he stood
on the beautiful shore of Loke Champlain, near.

pany of unfortunate mortals, who have come:pretty

near being geniuses, and .yet only near enough to

tantalize thern. He, for instance, had all the sensi-|,

tiveness and love of the beautiful which mvarmbly

belongs td' great poet,s, and_yet, hecause of one or two

loose screws in his mental machinery, hie was destm-
ed, as he by this timoe very well knew, never to a0
complish. anything great. . The afternoon on which
we find him by the lake, however, is & peculiarly sad
ong, to him, Hitherto he had' entertained & glim-
mering hopo that he might yet accomplish much for{:
the cheermg of humamty, but-this- afternoon he felt
that hisfate was de¢ideds .- . I

. At last,” he mutters, 1 will take t.hat mnatlon
in the book-store, for .I know that I never.shall re-
cover from this blow—there will I sit, * like patience
on & monument,’ and drag out my weary existence.”
But we must explain; . This yery day, * The Won-
derful,” whom he had heard of with trembling, even [,
Clarg ————, the ! young poptess, hnd. come to..take
up her abode in: the yillage; and her coming had
boen of the , Veni, : Vidi, Vioi! sort, so far as Alfred .
was concerned. - Behold him, then, the Monday fol.
lowing, quietly seated . behind the counter of the
‘| small, but seleot book-store, looking &s if «life’s fover
oer,” he had¢%ettled himself for the.rest of his.days.
‘| Paithfully.he went through 'the performance.of his
duties, day after day, month after month, apparently |
03 content with- his-lot as was the old: shoemaker
over the way, who whistled and fretted-with his wife

and children, as through the sunlit hours he hnm
mered and carved and sewed,

And Alfred was indeed content thh lns lot, He
had looked with searching and heaved cleared oye

|into the arcina of the Universe, and know that no

man, whatever be his condition, has cause for despair, |
80 Yong as ho ¢an 80 plainly see, if he will, that tho
Creation is prospering around him; - That the state
called by o certain wige man, “ Chaos come ‘agnin,”

trary to that wise man’s fears, still mﬁnltely
fo.r off. Thirst forknowledge, too, cffme to his nasist-
ance; and it was, indoed, Because ho knew. that it
would enable him to .bury himself + to tho hilt in
vencrable tomes,” that he had chosen the book-store
olerkship. B0 thero he sat, through both -day and

evening, with his good natured bachelor employer—

who was himself an antiquary and . book-worm—

* ' . | poring over the literature of all times ; .for'idle he

could nof be, and could only keep! w:thin bonnds kis
soubls unconquerable restlessness; by miffering it to
stray unceasingly over the richest fields of: liters|:
ture, and by maintaining constant communion with
the Father of Spirits.  Meantime, the favorite of the
Muscs, who had 8o speedily enchanted our: so sus-

Jjoys. Tho pride of hér family, and’ of the villago—
consclous of her- power as 4 writer—with a soul so
thoroughly tuned, . as not to ‘be castly rendered : dis-
cordant—she ecarcely knew. of. 80ITOW, 88 fir 83 por-
sonpl experienco of it was concernéd.  Most ‘people
have to go through a sort of. firo-baplismn, otharwise
called the farnace of afliotion, before they can attain
to the hi hese ‘dondition they are: ospable of. . Not so
with Olny " X e may belleve that thore are unfallen
: | worlds, whose inhabitants never know of - sin, exa

«mm,m:.wmw.m m.mmphm.d
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The.flies ntuok fast, and when he went. out':
oi Borise e earrisd-thentoff with hims i

in her oompoeitlon. (TH havex t.he donigens -of nxoee
hhppyveerthl.odlmfaots sha' wad oileiof X

|of.

ceptible. villager, dweltvamid &.ocascless ;round of

vk better fitted for &n‘Abode in the
eplrltuul world-‘Mhat ‘they are. peldom ‘auffered by -
the Righer. powerd to spend more tlm.nthelr Zhlldhood

in tlyo gross sphere, - .
Bltterly,bltterly, did Alfred_ contrast his lot with

,he;r And yebi alt.bongﬁ lio knew that ho neveroould
“, eoeomplish anything of. uﬁnoh importance; although .

hetelt ‘that he must over remain the plain, ungotice-

dletlnotlon and- ueefulnees——eomehmes hig

S .soul ‘'Fone in'deéfidnoe ofvciroumstances, and claimed &

o placeby her elde, 88 his rightful position among
SRR mortal!pAnd he-was right; there was that i
. him—-litt.le ke he himgelf was able to realize it, and

little hope as the;e was that the world ever would—

.| rhich made hinfher equal.”. Ab, God ayd his angels

see pot a8 we sce ; if the dootrine of .the eternity of

| the marriage: relotion be. o true one, ‘there will be

matings in the other world that will- aqtomsh thoae
who had credit for wisdom while here, . " 1
o Of course, the llterary taste 'of the young bluo.
etookmg would Jead her to call occasionally ‘at; t.he
book-ewro, eepecmlly gince the assortment of books
displayed there, rad beeri chosen with more tasts, -
than even amall orcy book-stores often give evidence, ;

Clara had not, at. first, taken particular nohce of

had never yet; eapoolally; ocoupied her mind, if wo
except thoss upsubstantial Apollos and Adonises,
which inevitably haunt the imagination of even the
most spirituelle damsels. But, in after times, sho
recollected that from the first, there was a something

stirred within her, on meetmg him, different from

gers. P 0 '1
From time to hme, however, a8 her tastes led her

| to the store, she more and more noticed, uncommon

traits in him, 8till this notice was, after all, very
fauch like that we give to things of ordinary ;nt,er-
est, when—walking the . streets of a city—we
them, a8 it vvere, to occupy t.he outer. court of
mind’s sonotuary, while -dearer thmgs eng'ross ur
«inmosts.”" Beliold her on one of these occasio
She stands looking over & lot of new works which*
‘'have just-arfived.. With “cool dignity he points out

| to her the most noticeable books, a.nd deeoants briefly

upon their merits. » ETT
At length he 8ays, Your own boo'k seems 0. eell

well; I congratulate you.” . There was no fawning..:

on his part—no ¢ Miss ”—ing ;. the mode of addrese,

| rather pleased her. 3

© « You have a great reputehon for lee.rnmg in the
vdlage :

-4 Mr, Andorson,” she answered, 1 an surprised
that you' bave never favored ug wrt.h any of your :
luotibrations.”. ... - :
" I read some to pass tnme,” he qmeely retnrned-- £
« I make no.pretence to literary talent; iti is plea&-
ant, is it not, to be & writer?” . .. - S

RPN
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Teyer.weary of your quiet life ?” she then continued, -

people say you don’t stir about mueh,” ,* - - Lis
. %In- common with the race, Ihave my hours of:
‘weariness, ' But iy, cose is not; 80 very pitiable,”: ‘he 2
. | ndded, n little-piqued, snppoemg, as he did, that sha
was - merely- looking ‘down from her' lofty posxt.lon
-upon him, Wwith & passing emotion of compassion.. In
fact, the -false' idea so. commonly entertained, that

large village, He was one of that innumerable com- Indies of literary calebTity canhot be satisfied to wed *

men not equally celebrated wilh themselves, was fast
becoming & Bun-obscuring cloud to him—threatening .}
to leave him in darkness thirough all his days, This <
iden it was that hedl caused him/%b cease all manly. -
effort.for worldly ad%anoement for, as before said, -
knowing as he did that his affections were irrecover:.
ably fixéd upon. the young poetess ; ‘and supposing ..
that o one but an® equally popular literateur could -
‘ever win her, he. had busied himself: in the ‘book« :
store. And his being possessed of this same idea-:
.was the cause of not seeing, when so kindly address.
ed by Clars, that it wds the heartfelt interest she .
tobk in him—as & lover of books, and at the samb
nme@raeher melaunholy man—that. made her [
friendly. , :

He knew not then that every true woman devoted
to literature, needs not 50 much o business partner,
fitted to perform an equal share of literary labor-~
a8 o strong and manly mate, that ehe can love and
respect, confide.in and lean upon.

- But let us look into his soul and behmd the our.
tains of his privacy more sorutinizingly,. - - - .
. It has been often, and with somo reason; said; that
‘theatre.goers and newspaper readers are too fond of
highly-wrought ‘scenes, and that’ this is & mor'bld

-generally claim that they depict—~does not abound § in
such scenes, But are not the objectors eomewhat

life, instend of at their soul’s life. ' If wo wonld [
into the latter, we would be led to confess overy-day-

| reat lifo is about as full of tragedies as « tho yeliow. #
covered literature of the day.” For mstanco, Alfred 7, )
Anderson’s soul led & very different life from what O

one would euppose from appearances.

Look upon him in. his own, little ‘room.in his good
aunt’s house, and you see, often, a very ddferent man
from the thoughtful, studious clerk. There, often,
-youmight see him writhing in anguish’ upon -the -

that his state was not 8o much one of despair, as of :
Christian sadness. Thus, sometimes he would spénid
whole hours striving to lighten his burden by giving -
vont to his sorows in"the piteously lamenting utter- &
ances of Job, David and Jeremiah 1t would, for in- ‘

throughi Job, reading sometimes in a low, smiothered '’
swhisper, which, from its vehomence sounded like' the
spasmodio hissing of a- eniike, and again ‘in & lovr
monotone that seemed like one continuous’ groan, " i il
The only thing in the wiy of amusement which: lled
went into was 'sailing, Not long after he had tnrned
olerk, he had purchased, at & considerable, thoughi'aé!
he felt justifiable expense, ono of the best sail ‘boats

ol interfére with his plans in this respect, thaf hb~
had to attond at the store until eight in the ‘evening!”
He had become *'a bird of the night,” and 1ived‘?bnt\»
to flit ‘around over the bosom of tho waters:whén !

darknoss-yaa brooding over them, Agaiii’ he:likéd*

faot, & sort of stormy petrel; so’ that the: noviguoh'
of these waters; fishermen and others. began: to 1ok
}npon him somevhat in that light: *Tndesd what witho
‘invariably sailing in the nighit endlwfmqnédll!
in'stormy weather; whoh tthier aimatetf datlovk’

' #vd'to ventire ot and whiatwith'éihs mww

z wiftnoss Of his lltﬂe*vesuél,i’dﬂﬂ hét“phﬂl‘w
P

(a8

‘abla oonntry ‘olerk, while she went on unto perfeo-

‘all her usual foelmgs, o m nng'dﬁmparntive strah S

‘naturally desirous of changing. the ‘subject ;. ¢ the "

misled by reason of their -looking at ‘men’s outslde N

floor. - Religion, to bo sure, had come to’ his nid, so™

that had evor been scen on the lake. It did! not'at”

the olerk; indeed, she dwelt in such aloft.y ideal -
“1'world, that such sublunary things as young men.

“# Well, yes, rather," said’ she, smdmg.- “Are you oq

stance, “just about -set him on his feot” bodash" ,

‘but-stormy-weathier for his excursions: > He® was, i~

v
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taste, since every-ddy life—which actors and wrlters S
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