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RAGATZ.

From Ragatz to the Via Mala.

BY MRS, LIZZIE P, LEWIS.

)5 had taken a late train from

¢ r«’/fx\" Ragatz after night-fall. The

1 ly pieturesque in the flood of
%9 moonlight which lay softly upon
the dark lines of trees, the winding
river and the ruins on the hill,
gleaming gray on one side, but with

a silvery radiance shining from their upper |

broken surface.

Before the dew was off the grass the fol- |

lowing morning, we walked to Bad Pfiiffers,
passing through the old churchyard on onr

4
JAle Zurich, and therefore reached |

f_)’ * little town looked delightful- |

way, the chief ornament of which is a monu- | and languages. 'I‘I;gauémtun consists of a net-
:

ment, erected by Maximilian II. of Bavaria, to
the philosopher Schelling, who died at Ragatz
in 1854. ;

hot springs rise, is one of the most remarkable
sights in Switzerland. The path which con-
| ducts to the Bath-house consists of a wooden
gallery, securely fastened against the solid
rock. It is about six hundred feet long and
| from thirty to forty above the foaming waters,
and passes between lofty, overhanging walls
| of black and dripping rock.

The Bath-house is a monastic-looking build-
ing, but is very snug and comfortable within,
and is much frequented by invalids who re-
quire greater retirement than Ragatz can af-
ford, for though the water at Ragatz possesses
precisely the same medicinal virtues, being
conducted from Pfiiffers by conduits, yet the
throng of visitors militates against the re-
covery of nervous invalids, there being an an-
nual influx of 50,000 strangers into this village
of 1,800 inhabitants. The Bath-house at Pfif-
fers was built in 1704, and being shut in be-
tween walls of rock six hundred feet high, it
enjoys sunlight in midsummer only about
five hours in the day. The temperature in
the vaulted chamber, which contains the
springs, was so high that we were unable to
remain more than a few seconds, and we re-
turned to the outer world of bright lights and
gay sounds with joy.

After leaving the gorge we wandered slowly
up the hill, alive with purple patches of wild
thyme, golden rock roses, gay spires of snap-
dragon, trailing vetches and white glimmer-
ings of tender Solomon’s seals, to Freudenberg
Castle, with its solemn magnificence of great,
gray ruins, the sunlight lighting up the ivy
on the walls and throwing black shadows un-
der the gdrches of éhe crumbling windows,
and then falling warm on the long grass and
searlet poppies, embroidering the lichen-tufted
foundation stones.

That evening we drove to Coire or Chur,
the capital of the Grisons, one of the oldest
and quaintegt towns in Switzerland. The en-
| tire Canton of the Grisons is remarkable for
[ the variety of its scenery, climate, productions,

work of mountaing, about one hundred and
fifty valleys, and a large number of snow-clad
peaks., Barren rocks are surrounded by lux-

The gorge through which the impetuous | uriant vegetation ; wild deserts, where winter
Tamina rushes, and fromwhich the abundant 18 king three-fourths of the year, lie adjacent

to forests of chestnut trees, under skies as
blue as those of Italy. Until 1268, the Grisons
were subject to the Duke of Swabia, and at
that time Romanch 4a Latin pafois) was (he
| only dialect spoken, Now, however, Geyuman
is in general use, and this langnage is so well
and carefully taught in all.~ J.wols, that the
German spoken there is purer than in most
| of the German cantons.

| Coire is situated on the banks of the Ples-
| sur, and is about a mile west of the Rhine.
There are 7,500 inhabitants, of whom three-
fourths are Protestant, although it is an epis-
|copal residence, the seat of a theological
| seminary, and has one of the most venerable
and interesting cathedrals in Switzerland, con-
| taining in its treasury many valuable docu-
ments and works of art. The bishop’s palace

is very ancient, and is within the walls of an
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old Roman tower, Marsoel (Murs in oculis).
Anether similar tower called Spinael (Spina
in oculis), also of Roman origin, implies that
the Rheetians (Rheetia Curia being the Roman
name for Coire) were kept in subjection by
the threats of their conquerors.

The people are honest and frank, gay and
hospitable, and few more curious sights are to
be seen than the peasants, in their picturesque
costumes, gathered together on a market day,
haggling and chaffering over the price of
cheese and fruit, in their smiling, good-hu-
mored way.

But the most charming view of Coire was
from the Rosenhugel, a half hour’s walk up
the Engadine Road. There, day after day, for
months, we would go, and with books and
work would sit on a green bank, under the

limbs had weathered the storms of ce; es,
_had, perhaps, even witnessed the erec of
the old pointed tower, another relic of the in-
vasion of Julius Ceesar and hislegions, or seen |
the hordes of Goths sweep by on their home- |
ward way, after their desolating visit to fair |
Italy. . [
Before our face rose naked and bleak the
stern sides of the Calanda, patches of snow
visible all summer long in its rifts and crev-
icés ; at the base of the anountain swept the
Rhire in its eager course ; hemming in the |
valley, at the right, was the Falknis, with its
chain of ruggets 2aks, while forty miles dis-
tant, toward the left, the brilliant, snowy |
crest of the Tédi sparkled in the afternoon |
light. In the valley below nestled the curious l
old town, the Plessur darting its silvery course
through the gardens and under the walls of
the houses ; the cathedral lifted its venerable
spire aloft, pointing the way toward heaven,
as it has done for a thousand years, and far,
far above, on the steep mountain side, the
white Chapel of St. Lucius peeped out from |
the clustering shrubs and trees, seemingly in- ‘

shadow of an old walnut tree, whose [*;dy ‘

accessible, save to the sure-footed chamois and
the free winds of heaven.

In one of those stone houses hanging over
the river, Angelica Kaufman first opened her
eyes to the brightness of day, one hundred
and thirty-seven years ago. Her mother was

through it, on its way toward Splugen Pass,
has been cut into the face of the rock, scooped
out bit by bit, and is level as a floor, and
guarded by massive stone parapets. The
mighty cliffs rise perpendicularly on either
hand, 1,800 feet, and in places approach so
closely that a bowlder of no extraordinary di-
mensions may be seen resting in mid air, sus-
tained from either side by the projecting rocks.

No sight in nature can be grander than that
seen from the second bridge which spans the
magnificent rayine, as we look north, the ruigs
of a Rheetian castle standing out clear and
sharp against the blue sky, the Alpine trees
springing, as it were, from the rocks them-
selves, and the resinous air toning down the
wild scene as with an enchanter’s wand. The
view, as we approach from the north, is scarcely
less lovely. The road which winds as if art
had sought a fayorable approach, the bridge,
a fairy-like Structure of a single arch, the pe-
| culiar softness of the light as the sun shoots
!the mighty chasm overhead, form a picture
| which holds one spell-bound.

The Via Mala has its legend, from whence
arises its name. On a height, just at the en-
trance to the gorge, are the remains of an
ancient castle, in which, centuries ago, lived a

= | lovely maiden who loved an Italian from Como,

COIRE.

a native of Coire, and her father, who was a
very mediocre artist, was retouching- pictures
for the cathedral when the girl was born. She
early displayed great talent for music as well
as for painting, and it was not until she was
past twenty that she decided to which art she
would fully consecrate herself. In 1765 she
made the acquaintance of the wife of the
English Ambassador to Venice, whom she
afterward accompanied to England.
were the graceful and flattering attentions she
received during her residence there, both from
the royal family and from other artists; but

ghe made a most unfortunate marriage, which |
seemed, for a time, to have blighted her life

| and checked her career,
However, after much jll usage from her |

husband, she obtained a divorce, and seven
years after married a Venetian artist, Zucchi,
her first husband having died in the mean
time. She was a fine linguist as well as a
musician of remarkable attainment, and a
painter worthy of Sir Joshua Reynolds’s admi-
ration. She resided in Rome during the later
years of her life, and gathered about her a
splendid collection of art. This was destroyed

[ by the French in one of their occupations of

the city, and the choicest pieces were carried
to Paris, It was a great grief to the woman-
artist. Her husband, Zucchi, to whom she

was fondly-attached, died, her paintings were

gone, and the shadows of death crept over her.

She, too, died in 1807, and was buried in the |

church of St. Andrew della Frata in Rome.

About three hours’ drive from Coire, is the
The road which winds

renowned Via Mala,

Many |

and was loved by him in return. A cruel father
frowned on the pair, but one day the maid was
gone, and the count’s retainers spoke of a
stranger who had been granted hospitality the
previous night.

Pursuit began over the almost impassable
mountains. The lovers were rapidly gained
upon, until, just as prospect of capture was at
at hand, a false step on the maiden’s part, a
desperate effort to save her on the part of the
youth, hurled the two from one crag to an-
| other until they found eternal rest and quiet
\ in the stream, which still gurgles and bubbles
\in the awful depths below.
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‘ "~ ENTREE DE LA VIA MALA.
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Elizabeth.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘ STRANGERS YET,” ‘ MADEMOISELLE
MARGUERITE,” ETC., ETC. *
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CHAPTER XV.

BT Gl G

»» HEN Mrs. Woodville and her
husband and two guests were
A seated at dinner that even-

Ol 010 6

SN ing, the former announced,

¢l incidentally, that Miss Cuthbert
<9 had gone to spend the holidays
with her relatives in the West, and
the news was received with the ut-
most composure on the part of the
assembled company. Mr. Woodville alone
expressed the least regret.

“Indeed,” he said, looking up with calm
interest from the bird he was dissecting, “1
am sorry we shall not have her with us, and
am sure the children will miss her, as we all
shall. Miss Cuthbert is a most admirable
young person, I think, and a perfect lady. I
am in hopes we shall keep her for the chil-
dren until the girls are quite grown.”

Miss Decourcy, who, upon Mrs, Woodville’s
announcement, had muttered a languid “ How
pleasant for her!” looked at Mr. Woodville
with calm surprise, but made no further re-
mark.

Algernon alone said absolutely nothing, al-
though if one had looked one might have seen
a faint flush mount to his pale face. He was
carefully and scrupulously dressed, a pains-
taking toilet being necessary to repair the
ravages of that past sleepless night, and the
subsequent experiences of his parting with
Elizabeth, and the two hours spent alone in
the deep woods that had followed that sad
scene. Buf, it will be remembered, that a
sudden attack of illness was supposed to have
been the reason of his disappearance from the
party the night before, and that was very
willingly admitted to be the cause now of his
unusual pallor. Another indication which he
gave of physical illness was that he ate noth-
ing—one after the other his plates were car-
ried off with their contents untouched—and
this Miss Decourcy remarked upon once, say-
ing, what was true, that something serious
must be the matter if he had lost his appe-
tite, and on those premises giving prompt as-
surance that there was nothing serious the
matter with herself. Perhaps Miss Decourcy
was not averse to calling attention to Keet-
ing's loss of appetite, and perhaps she con-
strued it into a direct compliment to herself,
and perhaps she was not averse further to
showing that she herself was made of differ-
ent stuff. So she ate a hearty dinner and
dawdled over her dessert until Keeting eould
restrain hig impatience no longer, and said in
a low tone, as soon as he could catch her eye :
“T want to speak to you.”

And when, a few minutes later, Mrs. Wood-
ville and Miss Decourey rose, he got up too,
and asked the latter to come with him to the
library.

ACALL DAL A
o

Mrs, Woodville did not follow, but | suitable one.
it was with a very anxious and frightvnedl no high-flown feeling of devotion to you, but I

look that she saw them go.
her brother in his room before dinner, to
tell him that Flora had no idea of anything
that had happened, and to beg him never to
tell her—but now that Miss Cuthbert was
gone, to put her out of his mind, and follow
out the very fortunate destiny that lay before
him, But she had found Keeting obstinate
and determined. He would go to Miss De-
courcy, he said, and tell her that he loved
another woman, and ask his promise back.
So Mrs. Woodville had left him, to obey the

She had been to‘l

summons to dinner, finding that it was too
late to seek Flora and inform her of what was !
coming and advise her as to her course. How- |

feel toward you in too friendly a way to allow
you to throw your future prospects of high
position and wealth and success and influence
away from you in this reckless way, and the
day will come when you will thank me. Mus.
Bell has, for some reason of her own, chosen
me to be her nephew’s wife and the co-inher-
itor of her fortune, and I see no reason why
either of us should rebel against this plan. I,
for my part, am well satisfied, as it secures to
me the things I care for most ; and the engage-
ment shall not be broken by any act of mine.
If you choose to break it you can do so; but
Aunt Bell shall be told that the act was yours,
not mine, and you shall bear the consequences,

ever, she had great faith in that young lady’s | As for your professed infatuation for this little
cool head and eminent self-possession, and, | pale-faced governess of Eleanor’s, that is sim-
more than all, she counted on herlove of pow- | ply si/ly. I can fancy you married to an insig-

er and influence to prevent any hasty actiong

now. So Mrs. Woodville gave them a good | isol

half hour in which to give and receive ex- |

n and poverty, and supposing you

niﬁ@f, obscure country girl, and living in
would find happiness in such a life as that,

planations, and then she grew impatient. She | after the world that has been open to you! It

wandered from the dining-room to the draw- l
ing-room, and thence to the little morning

is an acute attack of spooneyism that will last
you about three weeks, and at the end of that

room that had seen Keeting’s parting with |time you will come to me with a sneaking

Elizabeth o short a while before, and at last,
her fears getting the better of her, she walked
directly to the library, and entered boldly.

“Utterly preposterous !”

These were the first words that smote upon
her ear, uttered in a high, hard, mocking
tone, by Miss Decourey’s voice. She was sit-
ting, as her fashion was, in a low, easy chair,
but she had drawn herself upright, and was
looking, with unusual animation and energy
in her face, straight into the eyes of Algernon
Keeting, who stood a little distance off, facing
her.

“‘Tam glad you see the matter in so sensible a
light, Flora,” Mrs. Woodyville said. “ You are
perfectly right. The whole thing is absurd.”

Algernon turned upon her quickly, with
angry, indignant eyes.

““ How can you, a wife and mother, dare to
plant such thoughts in the breast of a young
girl?” he asked, in a tone of keen reproach,
‘It has been a hard thing to do, but I have,
as in honor bound, come to Flora and told her
that although we have given and received
each other’s promises, I do not love her as the
man who is to be her husband should, and
that, further than this, I have, against my
knowledge and will almost, in a way that I
could not have prevented if I would, given
this very love to some one else. Knowing as
I have always known, and as T am more than
ever convinced now, that Flora’s love for me
was just as small and insufficient as mine for
her, T have asked my promise back, and she
has refused! But she cannot mean it! It

sense of humiliation, and thank me humbly
for having saved you from yourself. I do not
say that your ardent love will then revert to
me, for I am quite content to do without it,
and expect that sort of feeling of §ou quite as
little as I desire it. Come, Eleanor, shall we
go to the drawing-room and ring for coffee ?”

And Miss Decourey rose from her seat, and
laid her hand on Mrs. Woodville’s arm, and
sailed grandly from the room.

Mrs. Woodyville herself had said but little at
this interview, being altogether safisfied with
the turn affairs were taking, but her presence
and encouraging looks had been a strong sup-
port to Miss Decourcy, who felt now mach
elated at her conduct, and glad that Mus.
Woodville had been present to see how ably
she had carried the day and come off with her
colors flying.

Left alone, Keeting remained some moments
silent and thoughtful, with a look of wrathful
indignation onhis pale face, and then he threw
himself into a chair before a small esecritoire
that stood near, and with a softening, eager
expression of love in his eyes, began writing
rapidly. :

CHAPTER XVI

‘WueN Elizabeth took the train at Lennox,

- she found it already very full, and the footman

must be that she is angry and offended. |
Surely you do not mean to say you will nofi |

release me |” b

“T mean to say,” Miss Decourcy responded,
icily, ““what I have said before, that this
whole thing is utterly absurd, and your sup-
position that I say it because I am angry and
piqued is more than absurd—it is amusing.
We both know very well that this marriage of
ours has been none of our own planning, and
yet no one can deny that it is an eminently
You are right in saying I have

 who carried her shawl and bag walked all

through the car without finding a seat. They
went next into a coach of compartments, and
tried to secure one of these, but finding that they

too were all taken, she was about to return m
| the other train, when an old gentleman, with

a kind face and very white hair, came forward
from one of the compartments.and offered her
a seat there, saying he was occupying it alone,
and was only going as far as New York, Eliz-
abeth gladly accepted his offer, and taking her
bag and shawl from the footman, she settled
herself on the seat opposite the old gentleman,
and in a few moments the train had moved off
and she was leaving Lennox and Mr, Keeting
every moment further behind her. Her mind
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was full of busy thoughts, and she
kept her gaze fixed 'steadily upon
the passing landscape, until she was
recalled by the voice of the old gen-
tleman speaking to her :
“This is a picturesque road, is
it not?” he said, in the gentle,
kindly tone that no young voice can
ever summon with such success and
naturalness as an old one. ‘I pre-
sume you have been overit before ?”
“Only once,” Elizabeth replied,
wishing that he would not speak to
her, and yet unable to meet the
kindness of his advances in any
but a gentle way. “Onlyonce, and
that was late in the evening.”
“Indeed | and it is growing dark
too, now, and you will miss much
that is interesting as we near New
York. It will be night before we
get there. Do you stop at New
York ?”
“No, I'm going to the West,”
said Elizabeth, responding with perfect frank-
ness, her reluctance being completely over-
come by the friendliness and simplicity of
her companion’s look and manner. They talk-
ed on quite pleasantly on indifferent topics,
until the lamps were lit, and in their cosy
compartment the old man got so communi-
cative and friendly, that Elizabeth, in spite
of her late trouble and her present anxiety
and agitation, exerted herself to follow and
respond. By-and-by, in the course of their
talk, he turned to her,and said : g
“I think it is too warm in here. Would
you like to have this window open a little,
Miss —?”
He paused then, evidently having forgotten
the fact that his companion’s name was un-
known to him. Elizabeth managed to smile,

i
e

i I |'

THE DISCOVERY.

stranger to you. I am your uncle. Have you
never heard your father speak of General
Cuthbert ?”

Already nervous and unstrung by the events |

through which she had been lately passing,
Elizabeth grew white and agitated at this new
and sudden revelation. It seemed to her that
her life, which had hitherto been so simple
and isolated, was become a strangely mixed

and tangled thing, What would be the result |

of this discovery? Was it to prove a good or
an evil thing for her? Oyvercome with weak-
ness and agitation, she leaned back in her

been truly good and kind to me.
Still they were not rich, and I was
unwilling to be a burden to them,
and having picked up a good knowl-
edge of music and languages when
~abroad, I have been teaching in a
family near Lennox.” Y

The train, at this juncture, gradu-

ally slackepfd its pace, and then
stood still, while the old man said
with excited interest :

“My child, you must not pass

us by to-night. - Wherever you

! were going, you must stop and see

[l your uncle and your cousins, and
WUl

7 Il letustry, however late, to rga?ke up,
/ "/7:' fi in a measure, for our past neglect—

‘ or what looked like neglect. Where

are you going ?”

¢ Back to my cousin’s,” Elizabeth

said, and then added, hastily, “ You
know these are the Christmas holi-
days.”

“You must not go on. I will
send them a telegram. My dear, you shoald
have notified us sooner that yow were in
America. Ihave always had a lurking suspi-
cion that you might be living still, and, great
heavens, what a mere accident it was that I
found you out !”

Elizabeth did not think it worth while to ex-
plain why it had been that she had held her-
self so entirely aloof from her father’s rela-
tives. It was plainly through no fault of this
kind man’s that she had been neglected and
forgotten by them, and so, with only a little
demurring—for she felt foo weary and weak

to resist, and she felt it such a relief to have
some one to plan and manage for her—she let
| General Cuthbert go and stop her trunks, and
‘ lead her quietly from the cars at the New
York station. There wasno need to telegraph,

in spite of the weary pain at her heart, and | seat and closed her eyes, forgetting that she | as her cousins were not looking for her. She

prompted quickly :
“ Cuthbert.”

The partly-raised window dropped from the |

had not answered General Cuthbert’s question,
and that he was eagerly awaiting that answer.
““Poor Hamilton,” said the old man, sadly,

old man’s hand, and he turned upon herasur- | «perhaps he never cared to speak my name to ‘

priged and eager face. | his child. He was my favorite nephew in his

“I beg your pardon,” he said quickly, ““but | youth, but he was wayward and willful and
would you mind telling me if your father was  impatient of control, and he never forgot some
a native of New York ?” | warning words I said to him before I went to

Elizabeth was surprised at the question, but
she could do nothing except answer in the
affirmative.

‘“And what was his first name?” the old
man said. ““ Wasg it Hamilton 2”

Surprised and wondering, Elizabeth re-
sponded again that it was.

““And did he marry a Miss Carr, from the
West somewhere ?”

And when Elizabeth had bowed her head in
astonished acknowledgment of the truth of
his questions, he went on.

““And can it be possible that you are the lit-

tle child that he took to Europe with him ? |

Why, my dear, your father was my nephew ;
after the news of his death we wrote repeat-
edly to the different places where he had been,
for information of youy but could gain none.
We had come to the conclusion that the little
girl who was known to have sailed for Europe
with him must have died. Give me your

| India.
\dcar, and when I came home he had been

I was there for many, many years, my

married and was a widower, and all I could
hear of him was that he had taken his little
child and gone abroad.
eral times then, and although he did not an-
swer them, he must have got some of my let-
ters. Did he never speak to you of them ?”
““No, he never did,” said Elizabeth. ¢ Papa

my mother about them, but she seemed to
| know but little.”

Tt was a shame to them all that it was so,”
the old man said with great warmth and in-
dignation ; ““but, my dear, where have you
been since your return? Whom have you
lived with since your natural protectors did
not come to your support.”

“] have lived with other cousins of mine,”
| Elizabeth said.  “ Kind, friendly people, who

|

I wrote to him sev- |

was never apt to tell me about his letters, and |
I knew nothing of his relatives. T used to ask

explained to the old man that she had decided
very hastily to go to them, and had known how
| useless it would be to telegraph, for the station
was some miles away, and a telegram would
probably reach them only when her arrival
should furnish the station-master with ameans
of sending the message out. So, feeling ut-
terly bewildered and dazed, and too weary at
heart to care really for anything that might
happen to her, Elizabeth let her new found re-
lation lead her from the train and establish her
in a snug coupé that two obsequious sérvants
had in waiting, and seated by his side she was
| driven rapidly through the brilliant city streets,
|and finally put down before a superb stone
|house in a splendid street, where, still half
! unconscious of what was happening, she was,
after a short explanation from her uncle, soon
received by loving friends, who spoke to her
in gentle, sympathetic tones, and soothed and
cared for her with a tenderness that was a
ney and strange experience to the poor young
orphan’s heart. She was dimly conscious of
the fact that their tones were hushed to pity-
ing softness, and that she was being put to
bed and fed with warm stimulating food as if
she had been ill, but she never stopped to
question whether this was so or not, glad and
grateful to have the need of questioning re-

hand, my dear ; you must not feel that I'm alare cousins of my dear mother's, and who have | moved from her, and in a little while the tired
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head was pillowed softly in a warm, dark, still,
luxurious room, and Elizabeth, in utter weari-
ness, was sleeping healthfully and well.
Elizabeth’s illness and weakness were only
temporary things, and though the deep sorrow
at her heart kept her grave and preoccupied,
there was a wonderful amount of help and
comfort in the kindness and tenderness that
she met with in General Cuthbert’s house. He
was himself a widower, and his splendid estab-
lishment was presided over by his daughter,
Mrs. Sheldon, who was such a cheery, bright,
affectionate little woman, that Elizabeth’s
heart went out to her at once, no less than to
the kind old man, whose impulsive goodness
had been the means of bringing her to this
strange and unexpected resting place. It had
been a painful and unpleasant thing to her to
think of going to the country where her ac-
quaintance with Mr. Keeting had begun, and
on leaving Mrs. Woodville’s house she would
have gladly turned her steps toward some
place that had not such associations, but there
was nowhere else for her to go, and hard as it
would be, she determined that she must go
once more to the old neighborhood whose
every field and woodland path had sweet asso-
ciations with the very being whom she felt it
was her duty now to forget in the light of a
lever. So, to find herself among strange peo-
ple in a strange place, was an agreeable and
healthy thing for her, and every day that

3

had never forgiven his only son for the
failure he had made in the matrimonial
line. Soon after Elizabeth’s birth, this old
man had died, his son, of course, inheriting
his father’s property—which was nothing
very considerable—and it had beem with the
remaant of this that he had gone to seek his
fortune in Europe. Her father’s only sister
being also dead, that branch of the family was
extinet except for herself. Mrs. Sheldon as-
sured Elizabeth that she had herself always
had the kindest feelings toward the wife of
her cousin, whom she knew to be a lovely
and accomplished woman, but she explained
to Elizabeth that her father had never quite
forgiven General Cuthbert for assuming some
authority over him, and venturing to repri-
mand him for some of his college freaks
(Elizabeth felt keenly conscious as to the
probable nature of these, though her cousin
was too kind to go into painful details), and
had never encouraged any intercourse be-
tween his wife and his uncle’s family, and
in this way they had drifted apart. But it
had always been a great source of regret to
her father, and now that it was all explained
and understood they would drop the subject,
Mrs. Sheldon said, and for the future try to
make amends by friendship and affection that
should be all the stroenger for these reasons.

It was a great thing for Elizabeth that this
new interest should have arisen exactly at this

passed she thought with gratefulness of the } point of her existence, but earnest and appeal-
accident that had thrown her in General Cuth- | ing as its claims were upon her, it was yet ut-
bert's way and revealed to him her identity. | terly powerless to banish from her mind the
Nbthing could have been more kind and cor- | thoughts that had of late held undivided sway

dial than the reception that her new friends
gave her. It was plain that they were en-
deavoring by every possible means to make
her forget what looked like their long neg-
lect. She was such a slender, beauntiful, aris-
tocratic, fair young woman, that her cousin
was involuntarily attracted to her from the
first, and a nearer acquaintance with the
sweetness of her disposition and gentleness
of her manners soon won little Mrs. Shel-
don’s heart completely. Mr. Sheldon, who
was a very good-looking, youngish man, was
as considerate of her, and as cordial as pos-
sible, and their little children soon got to
care for Elizabeth too, and, by some tacit
understanding which they seemed to arrive
at, gave her the name of * cousin Bessie.”
This touched her almost more than any-
thing, for heretofore no one had ever cared
to abridge her name, and she had been for-
mal Elizabeth to every one. She could re-

member a hundred tender names by which |

her dear mother had called her, but since
her death no one had cared for her enough
to apply to her loving diminutives. To this
rule there was one exception in Mr. Keeting,
but to him also she had been Elizabeth, be-
cause he loved the simple old-fashioned name
for the mere gake of its being hers. Seeing
their exceeding kindness and sympathy and
good-feeling, Elizabeth naturally wondered

there. Tt was in vain that she sought for di-
version and forgetfulness in going wifh Mus.
Sheldon to assist at her extensive shopping
expeditions, for sometimes in the very heat
of the interest which her cousin showed in
the selection of the different articles which
she purchased, her appeals to her young
cousin would be met with such a start of
surprise and remembrance that it would be
plainly seen that her thoughts had been far
away. And again, when Elizabeth would be
seated by the side of her uncle or cousin,
driving through the crowded park in the
very midst of the throngs of gayly-dressed
people and handsome equipages, there would
come to her face that far-away, dreamy, wist-
ful look again, and her companion would see,
with concerned anxiety, that her mind had
again strayed off to other scenes. But bit-
terer still were the silent moments spent in
sleepless remembrance and sorrowful desire
that came to Elizabeth in the stillness of her
Tuxurious chamber. The vision of one beloved
| and loving face would rise before her eyes, so
| full of reproach and sadness, that the next mo-
ment she was ready to condemn and blame her-
self for ever dreaming that that face could
be forgotten or that presence put out of her
|life. A few days after her arrival at General
| Cuthbert’s, Elizabeth had written to the Carrs
[ to acquaint them of her whereabouts, saying

why it was that her mother never had any |only that an accident had revealed her uncle
intercourse with the relatives of her hus- | to her and not explaining that she was at the
band, and this Mrs. Sheldon, in the most | time on her, way to them, having left the
delicate and considerate words explained to ‘ Woodyville’'s. A fond hope, that she tried in
her. Elizabeth’s grandfather, it seemed, had | vain to subdue, made her write her present
been an implacable and obdurate man, and | address very plainly ati.the head of her letter,
D p——

1D 23D XD 1D 5 EYD 61D 81D 01D D YD 01D 5D 6D GO D GYD GO IO
poy G S <

and say she hoped to hear from them very
soon. It was not probable, she told herself,
tl%at Mr. Keeting would write—indeed every-
thing pointed to the likelihood of the fulfil-
ment of*her prediction that Miss Decourcy
would treat the fact of Keeting’s engagement
to herself as an absurdity, and refuse to make
that the occasion of the rupture of her own ;
and yet, day after day, Elizabeth waited for the
mail, hoping against hope. At length a letter
did arrive, and with what eager, trembling
hands, she tore it open! It was from Mrs.
Carr, as she saw from the envelope, but there
might be an enclosure | Removing the envel-
ope, she slipped the contents out, and as she
did so, a loud cry of disappointment broke
from her. It was only aletter from Mrs. Carr,
and nothing more | Poor Elizabeth, her heart
sank solow and herinterest died out so utterly
that itwas a long time before she found spirit
to peruse its contents. And when she did, what
a trivial record it was ! Tommy had cut his
foot with the hatchet, the mother wrote, and
Sarah was head of her class at school, and Mr.
Carr had made the best crop of wheat in the
neighborhood, ete., etc., ete., through a tedi-
ous category that Mrs. Carr spun out most
lengthily, and yet quite forgot to mention the
minor fact that a day or two before Elizabeth’s
letter had come, there had been one received
for her, with an illegible post-mark, which
Mrs. Carr had at once forwarded to Lennox,
supposing his cousin, of course, to be still with
the Woodvilles. If Elizabeth had only known
of this, that knowledge would have sufficed
her, without the necessity of following the
letter up and tracing it back to Lennox again,
where it fell into the hands of Mrs. Wood-
ville, who, observing that it had been re-
turned from Miss Cuthbert’s address with her
cousins, concluded that there was no use in
sending it back again, and therefore committed
it, for safe keeping, to her own locked desk,
until such time as Miss Cuthbert should re-
turn or be heard from.

Sometimes the thought of Mr. Keeting was
so mighty and powerful with Elizabeth, and
she found it so impossible to resist it, that she
was almost tempted to go with her secret to
her sympathetic cousin, Mrs. Sheldon, who,
as she had discovered, knew the Woodvilles,
and also knew and visited occasionally the Keet-
ings, who livedin New York. One day, aftera
long period of doubt and hesitation, Elizabeth
mentioned her lover’s name to Mrs. Sheldon.

0 yes, Algernon Keeting—I used to know
him very well,” she said indifferently ; “ you
know he is engaged to Flora Decourcy. By-
the-way when does. the wedding come off ?
Probably before Lent, I think some one said.”

And then something in one of the children’s
remarks caught the ear of the fond little
mother, and after stopping to caress and chide
the darling, the thread of the conversation
was broken and never resumed. Poor Eliza-
beth ! If this was all the news she was to
hear of Mr. Keeting, she had better give up
trying, and so her sorrow was shut up in her
own bosom, where it grew and gathered new
strength daily, and seemed to the poor girl a
thing each day grown harder to bear and to
control.

(Concluded in our mext.)
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Some Favorite Haunts in Rome,

of interesting scenes abroad,
J=. we give, in the present num-
\' ber, photographic views of
. several of the most interesting
6?@ haunts and scenes in modern and

N y “ancient Rome,

; The Colosseum is a circular struc-
PBSSZE ture of enormous size, begun by the
Emperor Vespasian, who restored to the Roman
people the lands Nero took from them, and
laid the foundation of this wonderful super-
structure on the site of Nero’s ““ Domus Aurea,”
or Golden House. It was finished by Titus,
the son of Vespasian, and dedicated in A.D.
80, with a series of gladiatoral shows and ex-
hibitions of unprecedented splendor. On this
occasion hundreds of gladiators, and several
thousand wild beasts were killed in the fright-
ful conquests of the arena. It was first called
“The Flavian Amphitheatre,” and several
hundred years afterward re-named the Colos-
seum, on account of its enormous size. The
greatest diameter of the building is 620 feet
—the lesser diameter 513} feet. Beyond the
exterior face of the wall the columns project
one foot ten inches. Tt is considered very re-
markable that the seats for spectators only
extended as high as the third story ; and it has
been always a question as to what use the two

THE FORUM,

upper stories, erected at such vast expense,
could have been put.

The architecture of the Colosseum shows
three different and distinet orders : the first,
Dorice, the second, Ionic, and the third and
fourth, Corinthian., Its use was for games,
gladiatorial contests, which formed the chief
amusement of the people, and sacrifices to
offended deities. It stands near the center of
the ancient city, a few hundred yards south-
east of the Forum, and a still shorter distance
south-west from the Baths of Titus. Itisa
wonderful ruin, and still exists in a remark-
able state of preservation,

The Forum was an open place in ancient
Roman cities, used for the administration of
justice, or the sale of goods, and for the trans-
action of all kinds of public business.

The Romans had two kinds of fore; the
Cilia, sometimes called Judicilia, in which
popular assemblies and courts of justice were
held ; and the Venalia, which were used for
exclusively mercantile purposes. The City of
Rome contained nineteen of both kinds, but
the Forwm Romenwm, which is known by the
general name of Forum, was the most import-
ant, It occupied ahollow space between the
Capitoline and Palatine hills, extending from
the Arch of Septimus Severus to the Temple
of Antoninus and Faustina. Around its four
sides stood temples, basilicas, triumphal
arches, and other public edifices, while with-
in it were the 7ostra, or platforms, from which

orators and politicians addressed public assem-
blies, gathered from any exciting cause. It is
now known in. Rome as the Cumpo Vaccino,
from having been used for several centuries
as a cattle market, and preserves no trace of
its ancient splendor beyond a few scattered
columns.

The fragments of a temple in the foreground
are asserted by some archaologists to be the
remains of the Temple of Fortune, but others,
among whom is the celebrated Bunsen, declare
it to have been the Temple of Vespasian.

The Arch of Septimus Severus was erected
in 205, by the order of the Roman senate, to
commemorate the victories of Severus, whose
reign began in 193. It is built of Pentelic
marble, and has three archways, each deco-
rated with fluted Corinthian columns, It is
enriched with sculptured ornaments, and is
one of the finest of the Arches for which
Rome is celebrated, and which were thrown
across the principal streets to commemorate
those important and vietorious events which
made Rome the mistress of the world. The
Arch of Titus, for example, built on the Via
Sacra, was to celebrate the capture of Jeru-
salem, and was composed of the same kind of
marble as this one of Septimus Severus,
which is at the entrance of Via Sucra into
the Forum,

The picture of modern Rome from the left
bank of the Tiber, gives us a charming view
of the river at the point where it is crossed by
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the Bridge of St. Angelo, which was built by

Hadrian, 180 A.D. It was constructed to con-

nect the Gardens of Domitia, which were a
favorite resort of the emperor, and the Mauso-
This-

leum, now the castle of St. Angelo.
magnificent monument forms one of the
richest and most famous discoveries of mod-
ern Rome. The edifice with the dome, in the
distance, and a little to the left, will be recog-
nized at once as St. Peter’s, and the clustered

halls of the Vatican occupy the middle dis- |

tance beyond and between St. Peter's and the
Castle of St. Angelo. The castle is now used
as a State prison, and  communicates with the
palace of the Vatican by a long covered
gallery.

The Vatican is an immense edifice, retained

as a residence for the Pope, and unrivaled for |

The early history of Brighton is somewhat
obscure ; it is believed to have been a Roman
station or encampment in the time of Julius
iCsesa.r, when it bore the name of Brichtelm,

derived from the son of Cissa, the first king of

Sussex. Later it was known as Brighthelm-
stone, which last has become modernized into
Brighton. The place is certainly of great
antiquity, tor in the church of St. Peter is a
baptismal font which, it is claimed, was
brought from Normandy at the time of the
Conquest.

The present town consists of Brighton
proper and the suburb of Kempton, which
together extend for three miles along the
shore. On all sides, except that of the sea,
the town is shut in by the South Downs, so
that to get to the ““back country ” one has to

|

interior state and splendor. It is especially | climb some very steep hills, which might
rich in rare tapestry, copied from the cartoons | bear any name but that of straight. The east
of Raphael, and ancient literature in the form | and west ends of the town are builton the de-
of manuseripts: It is also rich in frescoes by | clivities of the cliffs, and the cenfer forms a
the greatest artists, Michael Angelo, Raphael, valley or deptession, in which is situated the
and their pupils. Payilion, St. Peter’s church, and a magnifi-
St. Peter’s Church fronts on a very large, | cent plaz, i ndeh called the Steyne.
oval area or space, surrounded by a grand | Even during thf" reigfl of George H-.: Brigh-
colonnade. In the center of this space is an fon was .but 2 ﬁsh}ng‘ village, .\thch industry
Egyptian obelisk, about eighty feet in height, | is still in a ﬂouns]u.ng condition—a .ﬁeet of
Rome has sprung into new life and activity | upwards of 300 ﬁsh.mg boat-s‘ SPPPIYmg ‘the
since the sovereignty of the Pope was abol- | Llondon market, be:sules f}u'ms'hmg sufficient
ished in 1870, and the city declared the capi- | for home consumption, which, in the season—
tal of the kingdom of Italy, the seat of the new | and the 'Brlghtou season is nearly all the year
government, and the place for the royal resi- ] round—is of no small account.
dence. Many English and Americans live con- | Some of the greatest of modern feats of en-
stantly in Rome, and its antiquity dates back | gineering have been accomplished at Brighton.
more than two thousand years; its eternal | Perhaps the most remarkable is the Marine

memories, its never-ending discoveries, its | £ arade. This is a sea-wall running along the

wealth of opportunity for archaological study,
and its fame as the center and seat of ancient
art and learning, make it the source and sub-
ject of always new and always absorbing re-
search. 'The mixture of the old and the quaint
with the modern and the new, has a fascina-
tion of its own, but gradually the special Ro-
man characteristics are dying out of the mod-
ern life, at least, to that part of it to which
foreigners have access, unless they have by
long residence become identified with the in-
terests, the work, and the ways of the people.

ot

From Kent to Devon,

Or, SUMMER RAMBLES 0N THE ENGLISH COAST.

BY H. F. REDFERN.

CHAPTER

)

)<= RIGHTON has been, not in-
)ﬁ) J| aptly, called the metropolis
/ ‘@ of the south coast, or Lon-
7 don-by-the-sea. Of all the
»/ summer resorts bordering on the
El English Channel it is the most
noted, and this for a variety of rea-
sons. It was first brought into notice
by George IV., when Prince of

LIL,

Wales; and its prosperity has steadily in-
creased since the erection of the magnificent
Pavilion by him.

| entire water-front of the town, a distance of
| three miles, at a uniform height of sixty feet
above tide-water. The ¢ Parade ” thus formed
| is, perhaps, the most beautiful promenade in
| Europe, flanked on the one hand by the
| gardens and magnificent residences of the
‘ English aristocracy, and on thé other by the
| ever-changing sea and sky. On a fine after-
| noon the whole three miles of road presents a
moving panorama of matchless brilliancy.
Here may be seen men and women who are
famous in art, literature, the drama, and not a
few of the nobility and gentry. Indeed, see-
ing that Brighton is but an hour’s ride from
London, many spend all their leisure hours
here—malke it their home in fact. The result
is a social atmosphere as brilliant as that of
the metropolis, and far more enjoyable, be-
cause there is here less restraint.

Another work of great interest is the Sus-
pension Chain Pier. This is a structure of
surpassingly beautiful lightness and grace,
running into the sea for over one thousand
feet, and forming another fine promenade. The
prospect from the seaward end, looking shore-
ward, when the whole of the town can be seen
at a glance, must be. seen to be appreciated ;
and on a moonlight night, the sea being dot-

ted with numberless pleasure-boats, and not a |

few larger craft, simply beggars description,

| Tt has been jestingly said that mateh-making
mammas, with a large stock of daughters un-
digposed of, invariably succeed in disposing of
their wares at Brighton : and that the Chain
Pier and the moonlight are great aids to that
end.

Brighton is built in the most substantial
manner : its streets, squares, and crescents
would do credit to the architecture of the me-
tropolis, and its public buildings are on a cor-
responding scale. Among the latter may be
mentioned as worthy of note, the town-hall,
ball-room, theater, county offices, and many
churches, chief among which is the church of
St. Peter, whose painted windows are alone
worth a journey to see. Not the least of the
many advantages of Brighton as a place of
residence, are the unequaled educational es-
tablishments. In its yicinity are over one hun-
dred and fifty schools and academies, many of
which have been endowed by the state or pri-
vate individuals. Foremost among these last
is Brighton College, opened in 1849, for the
education of the sons of noblemen.

Many of the principal edifices surround the
Steyne, a noble open space, formerly used for
reviews, ete., and here also is astatue of King
George IV. 3 : ,

The reputation of the *“ Payilion” is world-
wide. Tt was built by George IV. when
Prince of Wales, and was hardly what might
be called finished during his life, for almost
to the hour of his death he lavished immense
sums upon its decoration.

It is built in an oriental style of magnifi-
cence, and.is really a sumptuous palace. Here
the monarch spent much of his time sur-
rounded by his boon companions, and an ac-
count of the revels held within its walls
would fill a goodly volume.

From Brighton to Portsmouth is but an
easy journey.

Perhaps Captain Marryatt has done more
than any other writer to make this town
famous. Hardly one of his tales but contains
some reference to this place. Indeed, it could
hardly be otherwise, considering that it is the
rendezvous- for the channel- fleet, and the
greatest naval emporium of England, and
probably of the world. Its historyis certainly
a naval and military one. At first glauce, the
visitor is impressed by the idea of strength in
the place; nor is this idea unwarranted by the
facts. Its massive forts, batteries and ram-
parts combine to make it in. reality the most
perfect fortress in Great Britain.

The first mention of Portsmouth is found in
the Domesday Book, under the date of 501.
During the reign of Alfred, a fleet fitted out
here defeated an invading expedition of the
Danes, and another fleet was prepared to inter-
cept the Norman invasion. Henry IIL as-
sembled an-army here for the invasion of
France, and in 1372 the French made a coun-
Jer attempt, which, though ultimately beaten
off, succeeded in burning a part of the town.
Out of this disaster grew the necessity of forti-
fying the place; and the works commenced by
Edward 1V. have been continued and improved
upon in successive reigns till they have become
all but impregnable.

The town proper is surrounded by ramparts,
faced with masonry, and planted with eims,
and is entered by four gateways: The modern
portion is extremely well built, but there is an
old quarter cailed the Point, which is a most
unsavory neighborhood, although in it a large
part of the commerce of the place is carried
on,
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Fast of the town is the suburb of Southsea,
itself a noted watering place, which however
derives its importance from the larger town.
Here is Southsea Castle, amassive fortress, said
to be erected on the site of an old Roman
camp. However this may be, certain it is
that in digging the foundations for an addition
to the castle, a number of pieces of pottery
and Roman tile were unearthed. A little far-
ther east is Fort Cumberland, opposite to
which is Monckton Fort. These two, with one
or two smaller batteries, effectually protect the
approach to the harbor. Thisharboris deserv-
ing of notice ;—an entrance only some 200
yards wide gives access to a spacious sheet of
water about four miles long, by six broad,—
about as large as the upper bay in New York
harbor. Here the entire British navy may
ride in safety.

In Portsea Barracks is shown a chamber
called the Frenchman's cell. During the war
with France at the close of the last century, a
French frigate was captured and towed into
Portsmouth. On board was a young French-
man named Lieutenant Gantier. His capture
was deemed a very important one, as he had,
some few months previously, penetrated in
disguise inside the lines at Portsmouth, and
made himself pretty familiar with the defenses
of the place, and he made no seruple of carry-
ing the information thus gained to his own
government. The penalty, if caught, was death.
During the action he was severely wounded,
and fever setting in, it was thought more than
likely he would cheat his captors after all.
One stormy night the commandant of the bar-
racks was roused by a timid knock at his door.
On answering the summons he was confronted
by the figure of a veiled lady, who, if ap-
pearances went for anything, he surmised to be
both young and handsome.

She inquired in half French, half English,
“if she could speak with Monsieur le Com-
mandant ?”

Col. Barker signified that he was the person
she wanted, and begged her to enter and be
seated. Looking timidly around, she complied,
and raising her veil, disclosed a face of sur-
passing loveliness,

¢ Oh, monsieur,” she exclaimed, ‘ mon
pauvre Hector—my poor Hector—you will let
me see him !”

Conjecturing at once that she referred to"
Lieutenant Gantier, Col. Barker could not |
help saying under his breath, ““Lucky dog,”
and then, thinking of his condition, ‘ what a
fool to get himself insuch amess !” Then he
replied to her appeal by saying that it was im-
possible to grant her request; the prisonere
was in golitary confinement.

“Oh, monsieur,” she supplicated, < you will
not refuge--you cannot;” here she paused, and
then resmmed, blushes covering her face. I
am his betrothed, monsieur, and I have trav-
eled all the way from Paris to see him. Oh,
mion pauvre Heetor |”

Here was a pretty case, thonght sturdy Colo-
nel Barker; what should he do? Her beauty
and devotion could not fail to move him, and
he determined to talke the responsibility of
granting the lady’s request, the more readily
ag he believed that the lieutenant would not
live many days,

Motioning her to follow him, he led the way
to the cell in which, on a straw pallet, the
young man was tossing in the delirium of fever,
The girl threw herself on her knees at his side,
and pressed her hands on his burning forehead.
The effect was magical--the restless head be-
came still, and the wild eyes took a more
rational expression. A few words addressed
to her lover in French seemed to almost restore
his scattered senses.

“It is I, mon ami, calm yourself; it is I,
Hortense | ”

An hour later, when the doctor made his
rounds, the wounded man was sleeping sound-
ly, and Hortense was still by his bedside.

Her beauty and winning ways completely
conquered the stern old colonel, and she was
allowed to remain, and nurse her betrothed to
convalescence. Meantime, peace was pro-
claimed, and Lieutenant Gantier and Hortense
Lamonte were married by the chaplain of the
French frigate in which the Lieutenant had |
been captured, and the story runs that Colonel
Barker gave the bride away.

Opposite Portsea Island, on which Ports- |
mouth is built, and separated from it by an
arm of the sea called the Solent, is the Isle of
Wight, the garden of England, which will
form the subject of the next article.

which finally ripens and finds expression,
There are various degrees of mechanical ex-
cellence behind this thought which give
dignity, grace, and more or less of charm and
completeness to the work, but this mechanic-
ism is not the soul of literature, or even its
body, it is simply a knowledge of technique,
which has some value, but must not be mis-
taken for the thing itself.

The true literature, that is the thought of
any subject in which we are interested, is to
“the mind what certain kinds of food are to the
body, but you would not think of calling the
maid or the man-servant who gathers up the
débris, and serves it up in a réchaufé, a dis-
coverer or producer of foods; he or she may
be good in their way, and respected for doing
their work in a cleanly, healthful, agreeable
manner, but they do not lay claim to origin-
! ality, or to any faculty but that of a very or-
| dinary kind. There are hundreds of this class
|in literature and journalism—industrious col-
lectors of ideas, scraps of information, facts,
items, incidents, which are gathered as one
may see old men and women gathering scraps
from ash-barrels ; a cinder here, a rag there, a
crust somewhere else—but each one having
a‘specific money valuein their eyes, though to
one not in the business, the mass of refuse
would seem to be utterly worthless. Nor is
that avocation altogether mean or unworthy
which rescues from what has been cast aside
as rubbish something that can be turned to
varied and profitable account, but it is not a
service that entitles those performing it to a
place among the great lights of the world—on
the contrary, modesty best becomes them, not
arrogance, for they live in a reflected light,
and, like ghouls and cannibals, upon the flesh
and blood of other men and women.

Tt has become the fashion of late years to call
that literature which deals with literary work
and workers, to the exclusion of that which
much more truly represents it, because every-
| thing that has a vital human interest is enti-
tled to its literature, and there is no reason at all
why literature should be supposed todeal only
or mainly with the imagination.

This theory of literature, however, crowds
[us with crude thinking and crude writing, in
| regard to a vast number of authors and their

¢
I

Talk With Girls,

WOMEN IN LITERATURE.

BY JENNIE JUNE.

FEW weeks ago an article
appeared in the columns of a
- newspaper, which was amus-
£ N ing from its absurdity, and
i) = saddening from itsignorance, be*
) i (I8) cause, in the latter respect, it was
o }f/ ) not at all singular, but so much like
& - ) vast quantities of the stuff that gets
PPZ548 into print, that one could hope nothing

from any catastrophe that might happen to ‘ : 3
this one writer ; his place being so ready to be | WOTKS, of which the readers are quite as com-

filled by scores of others. The sing in this ‘ petent to form o opinion as the writer_s ; but
particular case consisted of the blunder of these self—constltuteq f)racles do.n.of, thk 805
confounding the most ordinary work of the j and' the'y keep on writing and.cntlmsmg u'ntll
newspaper writer and correspondent with J their Pﬂ_ed‘“p weakness buries out of sight
literature proper, and secondly, of arguing the original strength.
that, because the work of women writers on| It is much easier to express opinions in re-
the daily press runs largely to dress, and fash- | gard to work that has been done than to do
| ions, and gossip, that the influence of women | the work itself, It is safer to talk about those
|in literature has been, is, and will be, of a | who are dead than those who are alive, either
lowering character. in the way of praise or blame, so that literary
“ What is literature then?” asks gome |gleaners and scavengers always select the
young girl who has heen fondly cherishing the ;~w01'thies of a past century, rather than those
hope of literary pre-eminence because she hag | of the present ; and what an eternal warming
i written something from Boston, or New York, | over it is of cold Lamb, of poor Robert Burns,
| that was actually printed in her local paper. | of Landor, of Southey, of Shelley, of Byron,
Literature is, strictly, the thought of a peo- | and the rest of them.
ple expressed in written words. There are | Tennyson will get it by and by, and our own
different kinds of literature, but each one is | Longfellow, Bryant, and many more. One
jﬂue sense of something; it is the digested | would think it would add another pang to
[ thought upon that particular theme or subject death to think of the repeated and minute
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dissection and overhauling which character,
qualifications, mental structure, and motive
must undergo when they are no longer here
to explain or modify opinion. Doubtless the
test of their work is in the fact that it lives
and exerts an influence upon the minds of
succeeding generations, but it is the work
that lives, not the ephemeral and frequently
impertinent, because ignorant, opinions put in
print in regard to it.

A powerful English writer has said in a re-
cent article, *“ Who now reads the whole of
the ancient writers, to the study of whose
works Milton devoted five years of his life
before he commenced writing Paradise Lost ?
Who systematically reads the great writers,
be they ancient or modern, whom the consent
of ages has marked out as classics : typical,
immortal, peculiar teachers of our race? Alas!
the Paradise Lost is lost again to us beneath
an inundation of graceful verse and well-
turned phrases, sugary stanzas of lady-like
prettiness, and ceaseless explanations in more
or less readable prose of what John Milton
meant, and what he did not mean, of what he
saw, and what he did not see, why Adam and
fatan were like that, and were not like the
other. We read a whole library about Para-
dise Lost, but the Paradise Lost itself we do
not read ; we bury it, and pile up this mass
of rubbish above it.” Again he says, “For
once that we take down our Milton, and read
a book of that € voice’ whose ‘sound is like
the sea,” we take up fifty times a magazine
with something about Milton, or Milton’s
grandmother, or a book stuffed with curious
facts about his house, and furniture, and per-
sonal appearance, and ailments of his first
wife.” Gossip is as despicable in books as out
of them—more so, for in this form it obtains a
certain dignity, a raison d’étre for admitting
the necessity for its existence as an element
of our modern society.

The faculty for talking about genius is not
genius itself ; it does not even argue thorough
understanding or appreciation of genius.
Everybody talks, and people must talk about
something. What it is they talk about de-
pends upon their habits of thought, their sur-
roundings, the kind of persons among whom
they have lived, their environment, in short,
from their birth, and somewhat also upon the
lives and habits of their ancestors ; for though
we are projected upon the present, we are
made up largely of the past.

It will be seen, therefore, that when a ne-
cessity arises to earn a livelihood, or a desire
for some occupation, or an ambition for dis-
tinetion seizes the mind, how natural and easy
it is for a ready talker or writer to imagine
they have something to say that all the world
ought to know—or, at least, something that
some one may be induced to pay fer. The
number of books does not prove the greatness
of either sex in literature. The question is :
who are the masters 7—who have written the
books which sound the highest and lowest
depths in the human heart, in human life, and,
greater still, who have marshaled all intellec-
tual forces, and swept the diapason of the
universe? Are they not Shakespeare, Milton,
and Scott ? Had the works of these three au-
thors been written by women, and not another

book, a woman’s claim to the highest place in | But the human brain is limited in its pow-
literature would have been unanswerable. ers, like the human stomach, and reading,

Still, since there has been any literature, | like eating, is only of real use to us so far as
women have been in itmore or less ; and, if | it supplies nutritive elements for the mind to
they have not done the greatest work, they | work upon and assimilate. * A certain amount
have done excellent, sccondary work. It is, I|of good reading is almost infinitely better
think, at least doubtful if women are capable | than unlimited skimming through superficial
of the concentration of power in one direction | rubbish which enervates the mental faculties,
which is occasionally summed up in one man. | vitiates the taste, and frequently lowers the
They are naturally more quick, more versatile, | moral tone. 3
more sided, than men—their lives are more | QOne of the great uses of our ““ higher” edu-
spent in detail, they are more conscientious | cation for women will be toreduce the number
(in the performance of small duties, and they | of women aspirants for literary honors, and
cannot so easily separate themselves from so- | the certainty of better work for those who
cial and other obligations as men. remain ; for the rest, we must look to the

It is of no use to say that women would be | next hundred years to tell the story of women
equally capable of great work if they were not | in literature.
bound by these minor claims. The simple fact
is, that no woman has yet done for the world e
in the field of letters what some men have
done :—Homer, Shakespeare, Milton, Scott, ¥ T
Goethe, and others—Moliere and Beethoven, The AnCIent Language Or anland’
for example, Still it is true that this fact is
not decisive : for the field of aperations for
women has been so restricted that a broad, ac-
cumulative experience was not possible. I

mean that which comes from the ages, through | &

!the garnered thoughts and activities of men
who have struck every note, and been able to
estimate the present and judge of the future
through the past which they have studied,
and with the conditions and work of which
they have made themselves acquainted.

The experiences through which women are
now passing, the character which can only be
acquired through individual struggle and 7 Toneon
effort, is doing much to broaden and deepen ; :
|the sources of their achievements. Hereto-| Lhe langu'@ge of: ﬂ_le Finns proper, those

fore the work of women has been personal who 'have.gl‘vel% their name to the country
and social, necessarily confined to the things | they inhabit, indicates an early knowledge on
with which they were acquainted, and at | their part of agriculture and tl}e various forms
| most, and best, a sum of heart histories, of of handicrafts ; but all words in the langunage

individual yearnings and neighborhood state- | Which point to a more advanced stage of civil-
| ment, or analysis. The two greatest repre- | Zation can be traced to a Swe‘dlsh origin, and
| sentatives we have had in the field of pure | consequently mus!; have been introduced after
i_literature in the English tongue, are Mrs. ‘,the conquest of Finnland by Sweden, or after
Lewes (George Eliot), and Elizabeth Barrett the latter part of t?le twelfth cfantury.
Browning. Why they are great it is not our | From Sweden, -anh}nd .rece'lved her schools
present business to discover, but I have writ- | and other educational institutions, as well as
| ten thus far to yery little purpose, if even the her government, and became externally a
| very young reader has not discovered that to Swedish province. But in a land so extensive
| touch the field of pure art in literature, not to  and thinly populated, it was not possible that
| speak of highest art, the author must get out| the Swedish language and civilization should
‘of himself, or herself, and into the ““open.”  penetrate all localities so as to supersede the
He must be in sympathy with all natural and : ancient tongue and the entirely distinet na-
intellectual forces, and able to sound the gamut | tionality of the people.
of human, as well as individual feeling and 1 These were not destroyed, but they came to
| experience. The overflow of trashy booksand | be represented by the rustic people of the in-
worthless periodical literature, so called, is eyi-s terior, who in theirisolation from the influences
dence of increased activity, but not of greater of the progressive civilization of successive
power. It is dissipating, rather than enlarg-  ages, have kept alive their ancient language,
ing and strengthening. It stands in the way  and in great measure all things belonging to
of the real study of good books, and is as in-  their ancient nationality, its modes of thought,
 tellectually demoralizing as reckless indul- | its customs and manners, its traditions and
| gence of the appetites is debasing to the body. | Superstitions, and its popular poetry, the songs
The severity which denied to the girl all access = of their Kuna singers.
| to books in the past has reacted, and the re-| Thus did Finnland become as it were the
| bound is almost as fatal to their strong and abode of a two-fold nationality. The one
1 symmetrical development as the denial. The  clinging to the memories of the past and stag-
?ignm’nnce which formerly considered read- nating in its forms ; the other acquiring new
iing a waste of time, now believes all time life by contact with modern European civiliza-
well spent that is expended upon printed tion and literary culture, though retaining
| words. much of its original character. This class

BY K. M. H.

NTIL the close of the last
century, all that was known
PN of the ancient tongue of Finn-
o= Jand was that the common
s people spoke an incomprehensi-
ble jargon, into which Bibles,
hymn-books, and catechisms had
to be translated for their compre-
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adopted the Swedish language as the organ of
its mental life; and the Finnish tongue re-
mained but as a monument of the past, the
spoken idiom of the rural population.

Toward the close of the last century, how-
ever, the attention of some Finnish men of
learning began to be attracted toward the
popular tongue as the deposit of certain treas-
ures of ancient poetry, kept alive ¢n the lips
of the people by oral tradition. But after the
publication of contributions to Finnish my-
thology, in 1782, by Lennquist, and Genander,
1789, and a collection of Kunas by the cele-
brated Porthan of Abo, 1804, all efforts to
make known these treasures to the civilized
world were for a time abandoned.

Subsequent to 1809, however, when Finn-
land came under the dominion of Russia, a
new literary and scientific life was awakened.
This was aroused by the great change in the
political and governmental state of the coun-

try, which produced an extraordinary inter-|row

est in everything connected with the ancient
history of the nation. The forced cession
of the province to Russia, broke all the bonds
which were established between it and Sweden,
and at the same time a reunion was effected
between those parts of the country which had
been separated from it at different times by
Russian conquest.

The feelings of the educated classes, while
they were flattered by the increased impor-
tance which their country thus obtained, were
deeply wounded by their separation from Swe-
den, their superinduced nationality, whose
civilization had become so dear to them.

Now they strove to find in the primitive
source of the national consciousness an in-
citement to national progress ; and thus arose
an enthusiasm which gradually struck deep
roots in the hearts of the younger genera-
tions.

So far from being displeased at this awak-
ened enthusiasm for the original Finnish na-
tionality, Russia did much to encourage and
promote the feeling. She allowed the Finnish
people a certain degree of self-government.
She promoted the culture of the ancient

tongue, which was introduced into the public |
Literary |

schools as a mediom of instruction.

. . |
associations were formed to collect and throw

light upon matters connected with the primi-
tive tongue, traditions, and poetry of the peo-
ple, and much of the best talent of the coun-
try was exerted in this direction.

As one of the fruits of these endeavors, we
have the Kalevala, a collection of thirty-two
songs, forming part of a mythic e¢pos. These

songs were collected by Drs. Topelius and |0

Léunrot, after earnest investigations in locali-
ties never before visited for such purposes,
being a few parishes in the government of
Archangel, beyond the limits of Finnland,

of Finnland. In 1852, a German translation,
by Anton Schliefner, was also published in
Helsingfors.

As regards the character of the Kalevala, it
is. entirely mythic, possessing not a particle of
the historical coloring or the heroic spirit
which we find in the Lay of the Niebelungen.
Witcheraft and sorcery play a large part, and
the expression of the belief of the Finnish
race in beings endowed with supernatural
gifts and unlimited powers of metamorphosis
is very prominent.

In many of the lyrical poems of the Finns
the same characteristics prevail, though by no
means in all. But these poems usually breathe
the spirit of deep but gentle melancholy, of
sorrow, unsatisfied longing, a feeling of soli-
tude, and of mental sufferings of various kinds.

A native author, referring to one of the
Kunas, in which a young maiden says that she
has a ““ girdle of bad days and a web of sor-
,” says of these lyrics that the whole col-
lection of them might be termed a web of
sorrow, for if the warp is ever of a brighter
hue, the web is spun of sorrow.

The popular poetry of the North is often
marked by this tone of sadness. The ballads
of Sweden and Norway are full of it, but in
their case it is the substance of the poem that
is tragical, while in the Finnish Iyrics the sad-
ness comes from the heart of the poet.

In the Danish and Swedish ballads, the
events, the representation of character, the
action of the will in the outward world, play
the principal part. The Finnish Iyrics give
expression to the inward life of man. They
are the productions of a gentle people, with no
historical splendor in which to glory, living in
a country which though rich in natural advan-
tages, is barren, solitary, thinly peopled. They
are, however, superior to the Scandinavian
ballads in variety and diversity. Dr. Léunrot
devoted himself still further fo the culture
of the ancient language by the publication of
a number of treatises, in which, to the great
satisfaction of the people of Finnland, he laid
the foundation of a written Finnish tongue,
earnestly endeavoring to purify it from Swed-
ish forms and intermixtures which abound in
the Bible Finnish, the only form which till
then had been used in writing, but which was
neither grammatically nor lexically correct.

He also undertook, at the expense of the Lit-
erary Association of Helsingfors, a course of
travels, of which he published several im-
portant works — Kantelas, harp songs from
Kantela, the stringed instrument of the coun-
try, comprising 652 ancient Kunas, a volume
f 7,000 Finnish proverbs, and a collection of
Finnish riddles.

The Finnish language has been declared by
a great Danish linguist to be the most original,
the most flexible, regular, and musical of all

where t]w pv()p]v seemed to have undergone | (xr;tlng languages, and no one who is inter-
no change since the earliest times, and, there- | ested in the development of races can fail to
fore, had preserved their popular poetry. The | Tejoice in the fact that this people of Finn-
songs, in their original tongue, were published | land, possessing such a tongue, and yet from

in Helsingfors, in 1835.

An excellent Swedish | the circumstance of their political relations

translation of the Kalevala, by M. A. Cas- | with other countries, having had so little op-
tren, which appeared in 1841, was called forth | portunities of showing its capacities, are now
by a prize offered by the Literary Association | gaining for their native language and its lit-
of Helsingfors, and attracted the attention of | erature the recognition and respect of the edu-
other Buropean nations to the popular poetry | cated, both at home and abroad.

The Pink Boat.

BY HELEN WOODBURY.

“T pray you hear my gong of a boat,
For it is but short, :
My boat, you ghall find none fairer afloat,
In river or port."

‘T was a waif, this strongly-
built, pretty, pink boat. It
had not even a name whereby
one might guess at its his-
tory. Had it been lost by some
passing vessel ? Had some luck-

less one started across the lake in
the darkness, lost reckoning, and

y been wrecked on a jagged rock?
No one knew. It could not speak for itself
and tell the tale, however tragical or sorrowful
it might be. There was a mystery overshad-
owing its stout ribs, its bow, and painted sides.

Walter, going down on the beach in the
early morning, had been surprised at the spec-
tacle of a fair boat, without oarsman or guide,
gayly riding the sunlit waters. As he looked
it was lifted by a bold wave and laid at his feet.
It was evident that this nameless boat had
come ashore here for the especial benefit of us
who were a trifle suspicious of the top-heavy
sail boats and frail-looking row boats. This
looked so strong, so reliable! Its broad seats
seemed mvmng one to enter, saying,—* Trust
me, I am safe.”

Even Mrs. Wood had faith in this stranger
craft ; and several days were spent in pure
enjoyment, rowing about, or idly floating with
the tide ; watching the spars of a vessel appear
on the far-off horizon, and slowly grow into a
full-rigged schooner. Often a steamer puffed
past, a long trail of smoke in its wake ; its
decks thronged with happy faced people. who
had left their toil and trials behind in the dusty
city, and were out fora gala-day; and to whom,
after the heat of the crowded streets, the fresh
breeze, the clear, blue sky, and the dancing,
sparkling waves were a new revelation of
beauty.

Sometimes a snowy-winged Canadian yacht
flitted into view, passed in the distance, and
disappeared where the sky met and lost itself
in the emerald waves, its passage as swift
and noiseless as the flight of the gulls over-
head.

Floating thus, one might almost fancy, high
upon some bold-faced bluff, incenge arising
n.mong the pinnacles of the Temple of the Fire

Worshipers,and feel the air fanned by the wing
of the mystical albatross. Or drifting dream-
ily past the green shores, not be at all startled
at coming upon the happy Lotus Land, and see-
ing the fair lotus fruits growing within reach.

Thus drifting, near shore, watching for the
ferns growing in profusion in the little hol-
lows between the bluffs, we came, alas! to
grief.

In our eagerness to cateh sight of the ferns
we came too near the line of sinister rocks,
whose points almost reach the surface. Sud-
denly, to our horror, there was a rasping,

scraping noise, as part of the boat’s length
passed over one of these sharp points,

We
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looked at each other blankly, and Grace rowed
with long, hard pulls. It was useless. The
stern, wherein sat Mrs. Wood, the weighty
one of our party, was fast on the rock, and we
were slowly swinging round, as on a pivot.

“Qh!” exclaimed Mrs. Wood, “We have
struck a rock ; the boat is injured ; we shall
be swamped ; we shall be drowned |” And
a look of hopeless resignation came over her
face at the fate in store for us; and as she
gazed down into the clear water, in her mind’s
eye she already saw herself ‘ food for fishes.”

““Oh no !” said brave little Lizzie, we shall
manage somehow, don’t be frightened.”

Another interval of vigorous rowing with
the same result ; and we looked wistfully over
the water for a glimpse of Jack and his blue
boat. One hour before we had left the pier
with him in fow, but his gymnastic per-
formances, standing on his head, or
hanging his whole body overboard,
had made us a little nervous, and as
he had only laughed at our expostu-
lations, Mrs. Wood had let go of the
rope, and left him to go ashore as best
he might with only a paddle.

Nowhere was there to be seen a
glimpse of either the blue sailor jack-
et or boat. As far as we could seg
there was nothing but a sail slowly
disappearing, and a gull lazily flying
in the sunshine.

‘We turned our eyes upward toward
the distant cottages on the bluffs, and
wished ourselves safe within a ham-
mock. No one saw us; and we re-
membered that the ‘“ Lords of Crea-
tion "swere all in the city, and the
boys gone on an exploring expedition
in search of ferns and grasses.

Then each, mentally, measured the
distance between ourselves and the
white sand,—*“So near and yet sofar!”

It was too far; the water too deep to
be sure of one’s reaching terra firma.

To be sure it was not such a bad
thing, on a perfect day, to sit there
watching cloud and water, sail and
shore. The position was ludicrous,
when one looked at the funny side,—
fourof us, rather pale through the tan,
sitting there with folded hands, the
boat turning slowly round and round.

Unlike the wise men of Gotham, the ‘‘bowl
was stronger,” so the ‘“ tale will be longer.”

We hardly cared that any one should see us.

At last Grace, growing desperate, made an
effort to get one oar under the boat and against
the side of the rock, though expecting each
moment to hear it snap in two, Luckily both
oar and boat were stout, and with a push in
which was eoncentrated all her strength she
shoved the boat off the point. But the dan-
ger was not over, There seemed to be rocks
on every side, and it took several minutes of
dexterous turnings and twistings to get out
into safe water.

We were rowed swiftly to shore, and clam-
bered upon the pier, a little shaky about the
knees, but disposed to laugh at our pitiable
plight of ten minutes before, and mutually
agreeing that we were not frightened in the
least, oh no !

The Rose and the Butterily.

BY MRS. €. 8, NOURSE,

S N the rear of a row of hand-
some houses, which fronted
upon one of the quietest

g streets of the great city,

) a stood a small tenement, which

1 % had long withstood the storms

A of northern winter, and the ap-

i / ‘ pearance of the rough waMs, which

N 9 y seemed to have been built of bricks
taken from some burned building, was as unin-
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| viting as it well could be, at the best of times ;
| but upon the day of which T write, when the
sky was leaden gray, and the rain falling in
torrents, it was even more dismal than usual.
Two small square windows looked out upon
the blank wall of a latge house opposite ; but
1 just at the end of the narrow alley appeared
|a light wire lattice-work, covered with the
:truiling branches of a tall, monthly rose, and
| through the narrow opening beyond, before
| the great wall shut out all else, one could get a
glimpse from the window of the open sky and
the little oasis of green which marked the
yard of the great house.

At the window, wrapped closely in a faded
shawl, sat a young girl. She was very pale,
and it was easy to see by the weary look upon
the lovely face, that she was extremely ill ;
but there was an expression of sweet patience
about the gentle mouth, that gave it subtle

charm, which wins the heart in a moment.
The small room was poorly furnished, but
neat and clean ; and the little window, where
the invalid’s chair was placed shone as brightiy
a8 that of any drawing-room. It had become
the only pleasure of her suffering life to be
lifted from her couch, and seated where she
could catch a glimpse of the sky. To-day, she
sat sadly gazing at the falling rain, absorbed
in thought. Shelocked up as the door opened,
and an elderly woman entered. A look of
pitying tenderness came into her face as she
looked at the girl, and passing her arm ca-
ressingly about her, smoothed her soft brown
hair which hung in rich masses about her
shoulders.

“Mother, I do so want to see a rose once
more ; they are all in bloom now in our old
garden ; but oh I cannot see them. I wish I

could have one in my hand once
more. I would love to be in the old
garden, and look up and see all the
sky.”

“You are tired now, darling,” the
mother said, as shg saw the tears
standing in the lifted eyes. *“Yon
must lie down. There will be sun-
shine to-morrow, and you will se
the sky you love so much.” :

The morning came, after the storm,
clear and cool, and beautiful. The
sunshine fell in golden shower over
the broad streets, and glittered and
danced upon the distant river; and
even into the narrow alley, there
fell a shaft of golden light like a
ladder from heaven ; and there upon
one of the long sprays of the rose
tree, which the fresh breeze had
borne just in front of the little
window, bloomed a fair white
rose.

“Ob, mother,” exclaimed the girl,
softly, when by tender hands she

had been placed in her accustomed .

seat, ‘“did God hear? See, he has
sent me a rose.” As she spoke a
beautiful butterfly flew swiftly by
from the little garden, and alighted
upon the flower. The sight seemed
to thrill -the heart of the child, for
she looked up into her mother's
face and whispered, ‘‘See; you
know what you told me about the resur-
rection, that I should find my wings, like
the butterfly, and go up, up, up, to the
sky, and leave all the darkness behind. Mo-
ther, dear mother, you will not grieve—you
will come |
The butterfly rose gently into the clear sun-
shine, and flew swiftly away. The maiden's
head drooped upon the mother’s breast, and
she saw all the sky.

When the fair form was laid to rest upon
its Towly couch, a pure white rose rested
upon the gentle heart that had believed God
sent it, but the soul had risen into the up-
per air; it had found its wings more beau-
tiful than those of the butterfly ; a sweet-
ness and glory surpassing that of the rose,
and the mother believed it and was com-
forted.
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A Two-Part Song,

BY F. M. W.

¢ Oh wert thou in the cauld blast,
On yonder lea, on yonder lea ;
My plaidie to the angry airt,
I'd shelter thee, I'd shelter thee,”

J Dr. May nard laying down

° the book which he had only
,'/ been making a prefense of
reading, leaned back in his easy-
. chair, closed his eyes, and aban-
doned himself to the delight of list-
ening. Underany circumstances, he

- would have enjoyed the sweet tones,
but on that day, above all others, he was
devoutly thankful for anything that would
distract his thoughts from himself, for he was
sn that most trying of all conditions to a man,
the state of convalescence. He had only just
fairly entered upon his professional duties,
but he had seen a great deal of sickness inthe
various hospitals in which he had studied, and
he had always wondered why people made so
great a commotion when they were sick, consid-
ering that those who bore pain patiently and
philosophically were only performing their
bounden duty ; but now, alas, he had seen his
citadel erumble beneath him, and all his pride
of health vanish at one fell swoop, and he had
found that to be patient in sickness required
more long-suffering than a man generally pos-
sesses. For the first time in his life he had
been dangerously ill, and with that feeling
common to all mankind, he thought that he
could not have been sick at a more inconven-
ient time, but he did not stop to consider
what period he would have chosen to enter-
tain that dread guest, pneumonia.

He had been in New York a month, and dur-
ing that time had worked go assiduously that
his senior partner, Dr. Whitney, had cau-
tioned him against recklessly throwing away
his health, but he had laughed at the advice,
for he had never thought of the possibility of
sickness attacking him. Had he not been in
hospitals where he was brought in contact
with every kind of contagion? He did not
take into consideration that his will power was
sufficient to ward off an ordinary attack of
sickness, and indeed, up to that point where
the will is of ayail, he had been safe ; but there
had come a day when even that was obliged to
succumb, and during the time when he had
lain hovering between life and death, for once

it had been obliged to lie dormant, but now it |

was beginning to assert itself again, On that
morning, he had had a discusgion, amounting
almost to a quarrel, with his partner, because
the latter resolutely refused to allow him to go
out, insisting that a March day, with the wind
blowing as it only can blow in that inclement
month, and the mercury down to zero, was not
a favorable time for an invalid to venture out,
and Dr. Maynard had at last been obliged to
yield, for he felt that he could not afford to
risk a relapse, and he had, moreover, an un-
easy consciousness that if he had been more
amenable to advice he might have been spared
all his sufferings, for he knew that he had ex-

O OO0

posed himself in an entirely unnecessary man-
ner. The discussion however, had made him
tired and cross at the beginning of the day, so
that it had seemed to him the most tedious of
his convalescence ; but they were all sufficiently
tiresome with nothing to brealk their monot-
ony but the other physician’s visit, for Dr.
Maynard had been too much occupied since
his arrival to have time to look up his friends,
and, indeed, he was not sure whether there
were any who would remember him, for he
had been abroad five years, a space of time
long enough to have completely filled up the
place he had once occupied. All the morning
he had been wishing that some one would
come in to see him, and each time that a ser-
vant had knocked, he had looked toward the
door, half expecting to see some friendly face,
but none had appeared, and the weary hours
had dragged their leaden length along until
now it was five o’clock, and already beginning
to grow a little less bright as the sunlight, that
had been shining in the room in cold fitful
gleams all day, was gradually obscured by
heavy clouds ; but the prospect, of the long,
dull evening by himself was rather more for-
midable than the recollection of the day, for
he was tired of reading, and he had thought and
thought until his brain was weary; if his
thoughts had been pleasant, they might have
refreshed him, but unhappily they were of a
somber hue, for life had just begun to assume a
hard phase for him, and he was not yet accus-
tomed to the change that the last six months
had wrought in his fortune, which had hereto-
fore been amply sufficient for him, but which
during that time he had seen dissolve like the
baseless fabric of a vision. Happily, not-
withstanding his wealth, he had never been
afraid of hard work ; so, although through no
fault of his, he was left dependent upon his
own exertions, he knew that they were no
poor dependence, and his years of study were
at once of use to him, for Dr. Whitney, an
old family friend, offered to take him into
partnership ; and so he had come back to
America, and really begun Jife. A hard be-
ginning it seemed to him that day, and he was
just wondering if any one was ever quite as
friendless as he, when those sweet notes floated
down to him. The singer was evidently de-
termined to give the song such a practicing
as Mendelssohn demands, and went over the
lines, singing them again and again, but Dr.
Maynard enjoyed it, and was heartily sorry
when the voice was silent.

“T wonder who she is,” he thought, and as
he leaned forward to stir the fire, and the coal
blazed up, he suddenly became aware that the
room was not as gloomy as it had seemed an
hour ago, in the fast-gathering twilight ; it
really looked quite cheerful, lighted by the
fire ; and he lay back against hig chair with a
more contented feeling than he had known for
many a day. He had fancied that he never
could feel at home in a boarding-house, but
he was tired of hotel life and the location was
desirable, so he had engaged the rooms and
moved into them just before he was taken
gick, He had heard that the other inmates of
the house were pleasant people, but he had
gearcely met any of them, for he had been so
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had usually been deserted before he reached
it, but to-night he had a great desire to see
some one, and the idea suddenly occurred to
him that he would go in to dinner.

“I wonder if it would be imprudent,” he
thought, and then he opened his door and
stepped into the hall, but that seemed as warm
as his own room. “I do not believe it would

be a risk, and I do not much care, I am so-

tired of staying here alone,” and the longer he
thought about it the more attractive it seemed,
until finally, when the bell rang, he entered
the room and took his seat by Mrs. Long, the
lady of the honse. She said a few words ex-
pressive of her pleasure at seeing him again,
and then introduced him to those who were
sitting near him, with whom he exchanged
brief remarks, but soon relapsed into silence,
for he was a quiet man, and scarcely yet felt
able to make an effort to converse with utter
strangers. He enjoyed listening to them,
however, for it was pleasant to hear the news
of the outside world, from which he felt that
he had been so long secluded, and he was alto-
gether in a happy frame of mind when the
flow of tallkk was suddenly interrupted by the
entrance of two ladies, who came in and took
the vacant seats next to him. Before Mrs.
Long could say a word, the one nearest him
turned with a gracious smile, and said :

] am sure this must be Dr. Maynard, about
whom we have felt so much anxiety. Allow
me to introduce myself, Mrs. Lane, and my
cousin, Miss Arnold. We are very glad to see
you among us again.”

Dr. Maynard bowed ; indeed that was the
only thing he had an opportunity of doing, for
the Iadya volubility was great, and, without
pausing a moment, she made a remark to her
opposite neighbor, and then, except an occa-
sional reply from one of the others, she en-
tirely monopolized the conversation during
the rest of the dinner. Dr. Maynard was at
first amused, then somewhat annoyed, but
he was obliged to acknowledge that she
talked remarkably well, and the others were
evidently too well accustomed to her flow of
language to be surprised thereby. Miss Ar-
nold said never a word, which was not sur-
prising, considering she had not the least
opportunity of doing so ; and it was not until
he rose from the table that he even saw her,
for Mrs. Lane had seemed entirely to hide her
when they came into the room, and yet she did
not look like a person whom it would be easy
to conceal, for she was fully as tall as her
cousin, and conveyed the impression of being
taller by her extremely straight and dignified
bearing. In appearance they were a perfect
contrast to each other. Mrs. Lane was fair,
with a profusion of light ewrls, pale blue eyes,
and a most vivacious manner ; while Miss Ar-
nold was a brunette, and, in contrast with her
cousin’s animation, looked as if she might have
sat as a model for the Sphinx ; but, for all
that, she had an interesting face, and as she
glanced up so that Dr., Maynard caught a
glimpse of her brown eyes, he was not sure
that he did not think her the handsomest of
the two, and after he had reached his room he
found himself speculating on their appear-
ance, and wondering which was the musical
one, for he remembered then that he had been
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told that Mrs. Lane occupied the rooms directly
Y over his.
After that evening, however, he had not
much leisure for idle speculations of any kind,
for his recovery was rapid, and he was soon
able to resume his usual duties, so that for a
fortnight he did not even see the ladies; but
at the expiration of that time he found under
his door one evening a card, with these words
written on it :

«Mrs. Lane will be happy to see Dr. May-
--  nard this evening at eight o’clock.”

He had no special engagement, and although
he had planned to improve the rare chance of
a leisure hour in study, he suddenly gave up
¥ that idea, and was soon in Mrs, Lane's parlor.
The room was well filled with people, all of
whom were strangers to him, but his hostess

e
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took care that they should not long remain so,
and very soon he was in close conversation
with a scientific man whom he had long wanted
" to meet, and so engrossed did they become that
he had quite forgotten his surroundings until
= he was recalled by the sound of some one sing-
ing, and recognized the voice as the same he
é had heard before. She was singing now a

little love song, and the words seemed to float
out on the air without any effort on the part
of the singer, filling the room with delicious
melody. At its conclusion, he became aware
that Mrs. Lane was standing by him, smiling
at his evident enjoyment,

¢ Has not my cousin amost lovely voice?”
she said. I Xknew you were fond of music, so
I felt sure you would enjoy hearing her.”

I had the pleasure of listening to her once
before, thoughI did not know then whether it
was yourself or Miss Arnold.”

““Oh, it is always Lettice who sings. I have

no voice at all, as she will tell you,” she add-
& ed, turning to Miss Arnold, who just then
joined them.
3 “What am I to tell Dr. Maynard?” she
B asked, as she greeted him, and as she spoke
her face lighted up so pleasantly that he at
once decided that she was much handsomer
than her cousin, although, judged strictly,
Mrs, Lane’s features answered to many more
of the laws of beauty; but there was a cold
look in her blue eyes, and her smile was so
stereotyped that it was a relief to look at
Miss Arnold, whose expression was constantly
changing,

““ My cousin does herself injustice,” she said,
warmly, as Mrs, Lane turned to speak to some
one else. “She has a sweet voice, though it
is not strong, for of course she does not prac-
tice as I am obliged to do.”

“You must devote a great deal of time to
ap

““ Why should I not ?” she said, simply, ‘it
is my life.”

‘I can imagine no happier one,”

“T am very happy generally, but sometimes
I'am utterly discouraged, and think I never
can make anything of my voice, and I might
as well give up the attempt.”

He looked at her in astonishment, but she
had spoken in such a way that he knew she
had no thonght of evoking a compliment from
him, and before he could reply she went on :

“I know it is wrong, but I see so much that
T ought to do, and am able to do so little.”
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- ““I suppose we never, any of us, attain our
ideals,” he said.

““No, but I am determined not to lower
mine, and then -perhaps some day I.shall ac-
complish something.” .

" If I may be aliowed to judge, I should think
you had already accomplished a good deal.”

““Not nearly as much as I hoped in the be-
ginning, for music is my profession, and I give
up my whole time to it.”

Here the conversation was interrupted by
Mrs. Lane’s coming and carrying her cousin to
the piano ; but this time she did net sing alone,
and although the song was, “ Oh, wert thou in
the cauld blast,” Dr. Maynard did not enjoy it,
for he suddenly conceived a violent dislike for
the gentleman singing with her, and stood and
glowered at him until they had finished, al-
though even then he did not have any oppor-
tunity for further conversafion with her, for
one after another engaged her attention, until
he finally had to leave with only a brief good-
night.

It was wonderful after that to see how well
Dr. Maynard contrived to arrange his profes-
sional visits so that he might always be in the
dining-room promptly, and his exertions ought
to have been rewarded with success, but he
seldom had the good fortune to meet Miss Ar-
nold, and when they were at the table to-
gether, Mrs. Lane usually was present also,
and managed to monopolize the conversation.
One day, however, patience had its sure re-
ward, for coming in late to lunch, he found
Miss Arnold the sole occupant of the dining-
room,

He entered with alacrity, and as he took his
seat by her, said :

“T am very glad that I have not to take a
solitary lunch to-day.”

““So amI,” she said frankly.
ally my lot.”

“Are you always late, too ?” he asked, at
the same time making a mental note of the
fact.

““On three days in the week I give a lesson
just at Iunch-time, so T am glad to find that I
am not the only one for whom the table has
to wait.”

“So am I, for I thought I was the sole
transgressor, and I began to be afraid that I
should exhaust eyen Mrs. Long’s patience, al-
though she seems to have a wonderful fund.”

I am sure she needs it. That is one thing
I never could do,” she added, emphatically.

“What?” he asked. ‘“Possess a great
amount of patience ?”

““Oh no; I meant keep a boarding-house,
although I do not know but the other would
be quite as hard for me.” -

‘Tt must be a veritable trial of patience for
you to give music lessons. How can you do
it?”

“How can you spend all your time going
around visiting sick people?” she asked
gravely.,

Dr. Maynard laughed. ‘I suppose you
mean that what we have to do, we do without
thinking whether we like it or not ; but that
requires a great deal of bravery sometimes.
For instance, I had a new piano sent here yes-
terday, and I should like very much to stay at
home and play until dinner-time.”

““That is usu-

‘“A new piano’| and I should be so much
pleased to have you try it. If you have no en-
gagement for this evening, will you and Mrs.
Lane come into my room after dinner?”’

“If my cousin can, I shall be very happy
to do so,” she answered ; “but have you had
no time to play on it ?”

““ No, I was out last night till twelve o’clock,

and I thought if T serenaded you, the inmates
of the house would rise up in revolt against
me.” .
““1 should have been delighted. How lovely
it would seem, to be wakened by Schubert’s
“Serenade,” or, I think, ¢ Traumerei’ would
be soothing.”’

“I wish I had nothing else to do this after-
noon but play for you, and you could darken
the room, and perhaps delude yourself into
believing that it really was ¢the stilly
night.” ”

“You forget that I have my duties also,”
she said, rising. ‘I am going now to give
two lessons to the two worst children you ever
saw.”

I am sorry for you.”

¢ Oh, you need not bestow too much pity
upon me; I have’ lived through it a great
many times before, and I presume I shall to-
day. Good-by.”

“ Until dinner-time,” he added, as he too
rose and went out on his round of duty, but
several times that afternoon he found himself
wondering how Miss Arnold was getting along
with the naughty children, and if they had
had the misfortun® to come in contact with
him, they would have received a lesson on
the error of their ways that would have com-
pletely cured them of all evil propensities.

Happily Mrs. Lane had no other engage-
ment, and so was graciously pleased to accept
the doctor’s invitation, and the piano was
tried so effectually that if pianos were capa-
ble of feeling, it would certainly have wished
itself back in the wareroom. They had a
charming evening, and in the course of it,
Mzrs. Lane discovered that Dr. Maynard could
sing as well as play, so she insisted upon Miss
Arnold’s bringing down her two-part songs
that she might hear their voices together.
Now, if a man has only a moderate amount of
admiration for a woman, it is dangerous work
to practice Mendelssohn together, for his
songs seem to contain the very essence of the
tender passion, and although he was not at all
susceptible, Dr. Maynard felt that

5

T would that my love,”

inflicted an irreparable injury upon him, and
by the time they ended the concert with

“Q wert thou in the cauld blast,”

he sang with such feeling that Mrs. Lane
clapped her hands and encored so enthusias-
tically that they were obliged to repeat it, and
as he sang
*The brightest jewel in my crown
Wad be my queen, wad be my queen,”

he felt that he had never before half appre-
ciated the beauty of the words.

From that evening, Dr. Maynard fell in love,
as the saying is, with wonderful celerity, and
so rapid was the march of the little winged
god, that by the time the blossoms were fully
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out upon the trees and the air was sweet with
spring odors, he found that the thought of
Lettice was interwoven with everything that
he did ; and as a great love increases the capa-
city for loving, so he went in and out among
his patients with a new tenderness for them,
as his heart seemed to overtlow with joy and
gladness that even the sick ones felt the in-
fluence and were cheered by it, and thus his
love brought a blessing to others ; and as for
himself, he thought there never had been a
spring when the grass was so green or the
flowers so sweet, and he wondered if the sky

‘had ever been so blue before, not realizing
that the world was beautifu! to him becnuse‘
it was brightened by ‘“the light that never
was on sea or shore.” And yet he had never ‘
told Lettice that he loved her; he put it off from ‘
day to day, half dreading anything that should ‘
change their present relations, but he felt sure

that she must know it, for had he not said so

in every way except in words? His Wooingi

had not been carried on without its disadvan- i

Arnold’s vacation commenced, and still Dr.
Maynard had said no word of his love. A
dozen times he resolved to tell her, but each
time his courage oozed away before he had
accomplished anything, until he came to the
conclusion that he was the most arrant coward
in the world. He had strong hopes that she
would say yes to his suit, for he fancied that
he could read something more in the brown
eyes than merely a friendly feeling, and he
wondered how he could ever have thought her
cold, not reflecting that then she was like any
one else in his eyes, while now she was to him
the one woman in the world. At last the day
came on which Lettice was to go home for
three months, and on that morning the doctor
sent to her a letter that he had spent half the
night in writing, although at the same time
blaming himself for his cowardice, but hop-
ing nevertheless that she would overlook it.
Mrs. Lane was in her element that day. She
was to start for Newport in the afternoon, and
she was too deeply absorbed in folding and

tages, and during its progress he had grown packing her multitudinous gowns to notice
so heartily tired of Mrs. Lane that it wouid  that Lettice was quiet and abstracted, and that
have been a relief to his feelings to have ban- | she made her preparations ir as melancholy a
ished her into perpetual «exile, for she was | manner as though she had been going to the
always present when he met Lettice, and he | ends of the carth instead of to her home, and
seldom could see her alone, even at the table. E'to the simple people who loved her so well.
He had tried to be cool to Mrs, Lane, butshedid | Even when she had to go out for something
nob seem to resent such conduct, so he con- | that had been forgotten, the beauty of the June
cluded that it hardly paid him for the trouble, | morning did not refresh her, for there was
and besides he was afraid that he might offend | room for only one thought in her mind, and
Lettice, who had the most intense admiration that was that she must have been mistaken in
for her cousin. Unreasonable, Dr. Maynard |supposing that Dr. Maynard cared for her, for
called it, although he knew, for the girl her- | if he could let her go without saying anything,
self had told him, that she was under great ‘ he could never have loved her at all. Ah!
obligations to Mrs, Lane, for it had been |if she could only have seen that letter, but it
throngh the latter's kindness that she had | came while she was away, and Mrs. Lane
been able to come to New York for musical | without glancing at it laid it on the bureau,
advantages, and yet, knowing all that, he : so that she might be sure to remember it, but
thought it strange that she should evidently | unfortunately she then proceeded to assort the

prefer her cousin’s pleasure to his. Unreasona- l
ble, indeed! When was a man in love any- |
thing else? It was a pity that he had not
taken Mrs. Lane into his confidence, for no-
thing would have pleased her better than to
have had a veritable courtship progress under
her patronage ; but it did not occurto her that
he had any special motive in his frequent
visits to them ; she simply thought that he had
not many friends, and found their room pleas-
ant and attractive, and if she had been ques-
tioned about it she would probably have said
that he rather preferred her society to that of
Lettice, for she had a great admiration for her
own charms, and consequently was apt to un-
derrate those of others. Miss Arnold, how- |
ever, had had enough of the doctor’s society |
to make her look forward to his visits as the

brightest spot in the day, and if by chance |
when she was out, she saw approaching her a

buggy drawn by a pair of white horses, her

heart would flutter in the most foolish way |
imaginable, and yet, although she knew it was |
foolish, she did not chide herself as she ought |
fo have done, for it gave a new zest to her

daily walks to and from her lessons, and she

too thought that spring-time was the loveliest

geason in the year, and that there never had
been another spring half as pleasant as this.

So the days flew by on golden wings to these |
two young people until June came, and Miss

contents of the drawers, and by the time Tét-
tice returned, it was completely hidden by a
heap of ribbons and laces, and the mere fact
of its arrival had® entirely slipped from her
cousin’s mind. So Lettice went away with a
heavy heart, but the doctor’s was still heavier
when he came home at night and found that
she had gone ana left not a word for him. He
was sure that she must have received his let-
ter, for the servant said that he had given it
to Mrs. Lane herself, and so he did not give
up all hope of hearing from her, but every day
he watched and waited, until at last his heart
grew sick with hope deferred.

And in a quiet New England village a girl
watched and waited until her heart also grew
heavy and sad, and the kindly neighbors said :
““ Lettice must not go back to New York again,
it*does not agree with her,” and she heard
them, but thought she should never again
care where she went, or what became of her,
So Mrs. Lane was the only one of the three
who really enjoyed the summer, and never a
thought of the hidden letter came to trouble
her mind until one day, in searching for a
special bit of ribbon that she wanted, she spied
it down in the bottom of her trunk where it
had been lying all that time, while the want of
it had been making so much trouble, She re-
membered all about it then, and for once in
her life she was really distressed, as she drew

it out and read the direction. She had seen
the doctor’s handwriting before, and when she
recognized it now, she acted on the impulse of
the moment, and instead of forwarding it to
Lettice, sent it to him, telling him how 1t had
happened to slip into her trunk, and that in the
confusion of leaving she had entirely forgot-
ten it, and adding that she hoped he had not
been seriously inconvenienced by its loss. It
was an extremely gracefnl, lady-like note, but
when Dr. Maynard read it, he gnashed his
teeth, and said something under his breath
about tlie pretty widow, which was not at ali
flattering, but as she was at that moment
dancing at Newport, it did her no harm, and
before he had fairly finished the note, he was
rushing around like one distraught, and in an
incredibly short time he had written to his
partner, packed his bag, and started for the
depot. When the cars were fairly in motion,
and he had time to think connectedly, he re-
membered that he would not reach his desti-
nation until after eleven o’clock, and thinking
that he should be considered as bordering on
lunacy if he went wooing at midnight on
Saturday in a staid New England villagé, he
was finally compelled to give up all idea of
seeing Lettice until the next day, though he
came to that conclusion with great.reluctance,
and the night dragged itself out so slowly that
he thought the sun would never rise ; but at
last the fair summer morning dawned, and atas
carly an hour as he thought would be proper,
he started out, having previously aseertained
where she lived. Early as it was, however,
the beils were ringing, and he began to be
afraid that he should miss her, for there were
already a number of people on their way to
church, and if he had not been so much preoc-
cupied, he would have seen that he was the
object of many inquiring glances ; but he saw
nothing and thought of nothing but Lettice,
for she came out of the house just before he
reached it, and walked in the opposite direc-
tion toward the church. Mechanically he
followed her, and quickening his steps as they
reached the building, he entered and boldly -
walking up the aisle, sat down by her side in .
the old-fashioned, square pew. Although it
was in church, and Lettice was usually a
model of propriety, she could not keep back
the happy flush that flooded her face as she
raised her eyes to his, and when tiley stood up
together, and sang from the same book,
*Blest be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love,”

she did not try to hide the glad love-light that
shone in her eyes. ;

Not a word was said as they left the church,
but they walked home together, not through
the street, but across fields that were lying
fair and golden in the summer sunshine, and
there he gave her his letterto read, and waited
in a silence broken only by the singing of the
birds and the humming of the bees until she had
finished it, but then as he read hisanswer in the
sweet face upturned to his, he put his arm
around her, and drawing herto him, said softly:

“My darling, our love shall make our lives
one grand, sweet, two-part song, as long as we
both shall live, and the melody begun in our
hearts to-day shall gladden us without ceasing
until death do us part.”
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A Cranite Carver’s Romance,

BY GEORGE J. VARNEY.

HE roar of the vanishing train
/7 died away, and the sharp
¥y clinking of multitudinous
hammers drew my attention.
Broad spaces between the rude
buildings near the stition were
crowded with blocks of granite
on one hand, while on another, fin-

; ished monuments of the sathe mate-
rial in various colors stood about, and near by
long tapering shafts, of half-hewn stone lay
prone on their blockings. *

““These inert masses, recently forced from
their beds and the repose of centuries, are
sooner -or later td he fashioned, by patient
Iapor, into forms of beauty-; but how monoto-
nouis and Qiscouraging such labor must be !”

Even as the reflection was passing, a melo-
dious baritone voice within one of the sheds
busst into a love song, and that in the smooth
t#igue of Italy. Curions to penetrate the
mysteries of the ‘“stone-yard,” I turned to-
ward the quarter whence the voice proceeded.
Ere I could opgn the door the song ceased,
and a young man, of dark but pleasant coun-
tenance, in a workman’s dress, and hammer
in hand, met my gaze. In the center of the
apartment stood a rough pillar of white
granite. Upon its surface the workman had
marked off, with chisel and chalk, in propor-
tionate points and spaces, the different mem-
bers of the body—head, hands, elbow, feet—
with the more prominent folds of the gar-
ments. A measuring tape and huge calipers
hung over his arm, by means of which he
had transferred to the pillar those exaggerated
dimensions from a plaster figure so dimin-
utive as fo be amusing in comparison.

After a few remarks and questions regard-
ing his work, I make the inquiry—You are
a native of Italy, I think ?”

“Yes, of Tuscany.”

“ A Florentine perhaps, or a Pisan ?”

“No, I am a borderer. My home was at
Caraya, a little north of Lucca.”

1 know the place : just where the Apen-
nines come down to the sea, then turn finally
away from the Gulf of Geneva toward the
Adriatic.”

Y eg:t
« “I suppose that you learned your trade of
granite cutting there ?”

““No, I worked on marble—in the quarries.”

“Did you carve the marble in the quar-
ries ?”

““Oh no | we only split off the blocks there,
and smoothed them a little. It was statuary
marble.”

“It seemg a pity to smut the fair white
marble with burnt powder, though I suppose
it would readily wash off?”

“Oh! we never blasted, as we do with
granite here. It would shatter the marble to

bits. We just drilled holes and drove in iron
wedges.”
“I see. In that way you could split off the

blocks of such size and shape as you desired.”

He had been in the country long enough to
speak in American idiom without painful
effort.

There was nothing curt nor rough in his
politeness; but I heard his hammer and
chisel rapidly at work on the salient angles of
the granite as I walked away.

Several weeks elapsed before I again vis-
ited our musical friend ; a time sufficient to
effect a considerable change in the appearance
of the granite pillar. It had assumed the
form of a woman in drapery—the figure still
rude, it is true ; but readily to be recognized
as a representation of Hope. At this time,
however, it was only, a suggestion—not an
expression—of the sentiment, requiring, cer-
tainly, an artist’s eye and a vivid imagination
to see in it anything more than—stone.

I could, therefore, only compliment the
workman on the progress of his work. The
young man was not in a cheerful mood, and
seemed to grow more depressed as my stay
continued. He had come to a point where
anatomical knowledge and artistic genius are
indispensable ; for, as I previously remarked,
the plaster model was too diminutive for the
best werkman to effect a perfect copy by
measurements alone,

‘“Do you not weary of this incessant ham-
mering ?”

“ My hand often does ; my heart does not,
Before T get weary of the work I grow to
love the object.’

““Like Pygmalion,” I suggested, involun-
tarily.

“Yes,” replied he, with a bright glance
and a smile.

“ Granite is a hard subject for art,” I con-
tinued: The smile faded from his face, and
he assented with a sigh.

The statue before us was a depressing sub-
ject. Its maker himself saw its defects too
clearly 6 expect any praise, or to be encour-
aged by it if uttered ; and I took refuge from
silence and a flattering tongue in some further
inquiries relating to his native land. Indeed,
I was a little curious to know the manner in
which a marble quarryman of Italy had been
transformed into an American carver of
statues.

‘“ A quarry of fresh white marble must be a
beauntiful sight.”

“Yes, it is. It was pleasant to see it gleam-
ing through the trees as I went back from the
port where we hauled it. I remember that I
used to wish that I might work there wholly,
and drive wedges and drills instead of donkeys.
After a while, when I was about nineteen, I
did.

‘¢ A little below, separated by a belt of lau-
rels and a high wall, was the nunnery of St.
Marie. It was all a beautiful sight.”

““You spoke of driving donkeys. You seem
to have been a teamster as well as a quarry-
man.”

“Yes ; I drove two donkeys on a truck with
marble to the quay where it was shipped.
But they had oxen for the larger blocks.”

““ And which occupation did you enjoy the
most ?”

“Ah | the teaming was the best after all,
though I liked to see the long rifts openinthe

watch and see the blocks safely placed upon
the tracks.” :

“Yet you found donkey-driving less mono-
tonous than driving drills and wedges ?”

“No, I liked to make my mark upon the
rocks, It was rather owing to the sights at
the port, and the company I sometimes had on
the road.”

““ And which chiefly ?”

““Probably the pupils at St. Marie,” replied
he, laughingly. ‘I was pretty sure to have
one or more with me every day.”

‘“ Ah | your chief enjoyment was love-mak-
ing, it seems.”

“No,” he answered soberly. “We both
knew that we must do nothing indecorous, or
the nuns would find it out, and the girls would
lose their rides and I my company. We sang
a great deal.

“I have heard that the Tuscan girls are
handsome and sprightly.”

“ Notalways. Only one of my road compan-
ions was especially charming. Her figure was
as graceful as the forms of the angels in the
paintings in the cathedralsat Florence. Some-
times, when coming down without her, I used
to imagine how she would look in marble.”

‘“Perhaps her name is the same as yours
now ?” said I, with elation; for I began to
scent an elopement of the most romantic style.
He gave me an affrighted look.

‘“No,” was his late-uttered reply. This an-
swer gave intimation of a love that did not run
its true course.
his wound.

“I wonder why, with your fine perception
of beauty, you did not become an arfist in
Italy.” I had forgotten for the moment his
complete failure as an artist in the work be-
fore us.

¢ Perhaps I might, if I had not come away.”

He had yielded to my questioning the secret
of his affection, and, finding relief insym-
pathy, he proceeded voluntarily to further un-
bosom his sorrow.

“Her family discovered our intimacy and
prevented our meeting.” He spoke in a low,
soliloquizing tone, pausing between sentences
to be assured that my interest continued.
‘“Her father owned a cloth-mill in the glen,
while my father was only foreman at the

| quarry, though his grandfather had been a

nobleman when Napoleon changed the gov-
ernment of Tuscany.”

“But if you had stayed you might have

overcome the opposition. Your musical abili-
ties are superior.”

‘““Yes; I sang in the choir, and Catharine
was the best soprano in the congregation ;
but her parents forbade her singing. My
voice somehow grew different, uncertain,
without those familiar tones. The others
grew unfavorable to me, and I found it best
to leave the choir. After that I had no heart
for singing.”

“Oh! but faint heart never won fair lady,
you know.”

T have not told you the worst,” he replied
sadly. ‘“The son of a neighboring nobleman
paid his addresses to Catharine ; her mates
envied her and her friends flattered, until at
last she told me that she must obey her father

| marble ledge, and it was quite a triumph toiand close our intimacy. She wept as I em-

I would not venture to probe
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braced her, but she always avoided me after-
ward, and I often heard of her being in com-
pany with the young count.” He closed with
husky voice and eyes flashing.

* So you soon left Italy behind you ? "

““Yes ; nothing seemed pleasant to me about
Caraya after this, and I thought I would see
more of the world. A younger brother and a
married sister would still remain near our pa-
rents. A shipmaster who came to the port
nzeded a hand, and offered me the place, prom-
ising to aid me in getting work in the stone
business in America. So I came with him to
Boston, and a few days later a steamer carried
me to the Penobscot. A letter from the cap-
tain at once procured me a job at Fox Island.
My work there was dressing granite, which
was about the same, but much more tedious
than smoothing marble. I never lost but one
day’s work by fracturing a block.

“A few months later there was a call from
H. for cutters for plain monumental work,
and I was glad of the opportunity offered me
to escape from a place so rough and dreary.
Here I have been rapidly advanced from plain
work to statues.”

His trinmphant expression in closing this
recital quickly gave place to depression again
as he looked upon the unsatisfactory figure
before him.

‘“ Have you studied works on sculpture ?”

“Very little. Iought to know about my
own countrymen, but I have only read the
lives of Michael Angelo and Canova.”

‘“ Have you ever practiced drawing?”

““ A little since I came here. I used to draw
sometimes on the broken blocks with a burnt
stick, at the quarry in Italy.”

I left a life of Rossini, the musical com-
poser, for him at the hotel where I stopped,
and which he also made his home. I hoped
it might turn his thoughts to improving the
gift of music, which he surely had.

A few weeks later I was at H. again. Meet-

ing oneof the proprietors of the granite works,
he showed me into an apartment where the

My friend,” said I, enthusiastically, “ you
ought to work in marble from your own de-
signs. You should commence the study of
the masters in the art at once.”

I had entered the apartment deftermined to
urge him to give up his plan of becoming a
sculptor, and to devote his fine musical powers
to some practical use; but the purpose fled
from that beautiful presence.

“The design is my own,” replied the sculp-
tor, nodding his head toward the miniature
plaster. “I had no clay, and I worked up
the cast from a plaster block,”

‘““How did the inspiration come to you on
the granite ? It was a discouraging piece of
stone when I last saw it.”

He hesitated a moment, looking coldly upon
me ; then his frown passed away, and he
replied softly :

‘It came to me by a woman.”

My question had been a mere expression of
wonder, rather than an actual quest for knowl-
edge; but the answer awoke my liveliest
curiosity. He noted the expression, and
though I uttered no further query, influenced
by the regard he had shown toward me from
my first visit, he proceeded, with characteris-
tic ingenuousness, to relate the incident which
had been of such advantage to him.

“At the time of your previous visit,” said
he, “I was utterly discouraged. I suppose
my eyes and mind were confused by so many
strokes and never a correct line attained.
Anyway the clear image which was in my
mind at first had all vanished away ; and at
that stage of the work the model ceased to be
of use. It was so small that measurements
were inadequate to convey the proportions
perfectly, in fact, it was itself imperfect.
Therefore, as T have said, I was utterly dis-
couraged in regard to becoming a sculptor. In
this mood I one day stood in my door, there,
when a young lady passing up the street
caught my gaze. There was something pecu-
liarly beautiful in her figure and movement,
or my attention would not have been attracted.

group called *“ Damon and Pythias ” was being | She looked about upon the rough stones as,

cut in granite.
size, and the piece quite complicated.
execution was mechanical, and the bheholder
would not, for a moment have held the im-
pression from it of any fabric lighter than
stone in the drapery, nor of life in the figures.

On entering the room of our musical granite
cufter who wrought on the statue of Hope, I
instantly observed an astonishing change in

The figures were scarcely life

the work. My thought was that some one |

of America’s best sculptors had been called in,
and that this life-like, almost speaking, en-
tirely beantiful fizure had been finished under
his direction. A few moments’ conversation
undeceived me. My friend was in the most
cheerful spirits. He had a fortnight’s more
work to do on the figure, he said ; but I could
not see where. The simple stone-cufter had
at once developed into a sculptor, the me-
chanic into the artist.

It was not the conventional figure of Hope
that stood before us, but a fresh conception,
its attitude showing—not the assurance of
trust, but hope on the lifted face, and pas-
gionate longing in the hands folded at the
breast.

The {along the walk.

with the carriage of a princess, she stepped
Coming to a convenient
block she sat down, playing a few notes on an
accordion as a small boy carrying a tam-
bourine approached.
tambourine, carried a small valise. He was
evidently her companion, but was disinclined
to use his tambourine, and sat down at her
side. Pretty soon she arose, and skipping
over the blocks to that high one, she stepped
upon if, and stood like a statue upon its ped-
estal. She seemed trying to look over the
hill, as though her heaven lay behind it. Her
hat had fallen off as she stepped upon the
rock, so she stood with head bare in the de-
clining sun. She was too far away for me to
distinguish her features, but the general
figure was distinet, and her attitude grew
more and more expressive of the very subject
of this statue. Her face turned toward the
hilltop, her hands were folded at the breast ;
head, neck, and shoulders, were clearly de-
fined ; and a large square shawl hung in such
elegant folds as could be possible only over a
perfect form. ‘Ah, my Hope!’ I exclaimed,
under breath, as the conception sprang into
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perfection in my mind. This was at the first
assumption of this attitude. The curves
about the head and breast became more de-
cided ; the drapery below conformed more to
the figure, which now apparently increased in
elevation, Had she unfolded hidden wings
and flown away, I should then hardly have
been surprised. At that moment the little
boy spoke to her. With a startled glance to-
ward these sheds she turned away, and step-
ped proudly down. The pair immediately
resumed their walk, and I turned to my
work.” :

“I should haye thought you would have
followed them and made the lady’s acquaint-
‘ance.”

“That would have been to abandon my
good fortune. I should have lost the image
which, every time I shut my eyes, I seemed
for days after to see upon the rock. It has
enabled me to delight you with this statue.”

I thanked him warmly for the narration,
and said, ““Keep your job here, devote much
time to drawing, modeling in clay, and study
the masters’ works. You will find a good field
in granite ; for out-door statuary is in increas-
ing demand, and granite in our climate is
better suited to this purpose than marble.”

It seemed strange to me that the sculptor
had no personal interest in the lady who had
so unwittingly served him as model ; but such
seemed to be the fact. It was not so with my-
self. %

Soon after this visit, a friend of mine in the
suburbs entertained me with an account of a
beautiful female minstrel who had passed
that way several weeks before, accompanied
by her little brother. My friend was much
pleased with their performance at her door,
which seemed to have been the only halt
they made. T had no difficulty in identifying
the minstrel as the person who had furnished

{ my friend with his inspiration. It was, cer-
! tainly a great pity that the sculptor had not

made the acquaintance of his model ; for she
might have brought him a permanent inspira-
tion of artistic skill. .

A month later I visited the place again.
The statue of Hope was gone, and my friend's
apartment was deserted. I learned at the
office he had gone to C., to supervise the erec-
tion of his statue.

“Oh, I have got something interesting to
tell you !’ exclaimed my friend before men-
tioned, as she ushered me into her boudoir.

I have made the acquaintance of the beau-
tiful minstrel, and have her little brother,
Pietro, in the house. It is quite a romance.”

*“Indeed ! Tellitto me while I am recover-
ing breath lost in climbing your everlasting
hills.”

“Well, the little boy was taken sick the
very night I first saw them. They stopped
at a house a mile or more toward W., from
the quarries ; and the boy, who has had a
fever, only got so as to be moved two days
ago. I happened out there a week since, and
heard of them. Being very much interested,
as you were, I called to seeif I could be of
any service. Don't you think they are Italians?
and the girl had come here in search of her
lover, who was a stone-cutter. As soon as she
and Pietro could find their way from the cars
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to the stone-yard she began to sound her ac-
cordion. No one was in view, and she could
not perceive that there was any office ; and,
knowing herself to be unacquainted with
American customs, she could think of no way
so proper as to call with the music the atten-
tion of some one who would give her informa-
tion. At the sound of the tambourine a boy
came out of one 6f the huildings and began to
talk to her in a haughty manner. She could
understand $ery few of his words, but readily
comprehended that he was ordering them not
to play jn the vicinity of the stone-works. She
inquired in as good English as she was mis-
tress of, whether Bernard Cardona was there,
She understood his reply to be that he was

‘not, but might be seen at night.”

¢ The hard-hearted wretch !” cried I. ““He
was, no doubt in his room at the moment.
Bernard Cardona is the carver of that marvel-
ous statue of Hope.”

“Oh! what a shame! And so much sor-
row might have been preventedif she had only
known. But all the charms of her person and
voice were lost upon that office boy. But there
was a well-dressed stranger sauntering by who
observed them. Hestopped; and as she turned
to leave the spot he addressed her with : ¢ My
fair girl, your friend is doubtless out to the
quarries just now. If you allow me I will
show youtheroad.” She expressed her thanks,
and he walked along with her, The presence
of the boy seeme(ﬁto annoy him. As they
reached the hotel her guide said to her in an
insinuating voice, ‘ You are too lovely to be
allowed towalk so far. It is nearly three miles
to the quarries, and the rough people you must
meet on the way will' be sure to insult you.
You must let me carry you.’

‘“ Startled by these statements she again ex-
pressed her gratitude. Asking her to walk
slowly along the street while lLe went to the
stable for his team, and saying that he would
overtake her in a few minutes, he left the
pair just commencing théir walk up the street
on the opposite side of the stone-yard. It

5. must have been at this time that she stood

upon the rock, and unconsciously became the
model for that noble statue. Presently the man
who had thus taken her in charge approached
ina covered box-wagon. Alighting, he offered
to assist her in, advising that her brother had
best go back to the hotel, as the carriage af-
forded room for only two.

““¢“No,” she replied, ‘ Pietro must not leave
me.’

““It will be impossible, Miss, for three of
us to ride in this small space ; we would up-
set,” insisted the scheming cavalier.

“¢Then we will go on foot,” replied Catha-
rine, firmly.

““Just as you please,” retorted the villain,
with an oath, and hitting his horse a severe
blow with the whip, he went off up the hill.

“Tt was late when they reached the quar-
ries, and the boy so tired and sick that she could
not make inquiries that day. And they had to
goamile before they could get supper and lodg-
ing. From that night she never left Pietro’s
room for half an hour until within.a week.
Then she learned the truth about her lover.
She sent word to him, but he had gone to C.
She had a deed of gome land there which

needed to be looked up ; so she thought best
—as she got explicit directions where to find
Bernard—to go while he was there, and I un-
dertook to take care of little Pietro while
she was away.”

* What was her name ?”’

“ Cathiarine Olgati.”

““The very one ! Bernard came away from
Italy because he thought she was going to
marry a nobleman’s son.”

““ Yes, she told me about it. , It's the nicest
little romance. It was the son of Count Bru-
sini, whose estate lay on the shore southward
of Caraya, who paid her attentions. Her family
were very desirous that she should make them
such a high connectiol¥. Indeed the young
Count had come to be treated as almost a mem-
ber of the family by her father. One day the
young man wished to see M. Olgati’s deed of
his mill property along the stream, and he
took the young gentleman up to his private
room, aud opened the iron chest in which he
kept his most valuable treasures. Several
weeks after, while M. Olgati was absent at
Florence, selling his cloths and buying wool,
the young Count paid Catharine a visit. After
he had gone, as she thought, she went to her
room. . On looking out an hour later, she saw
the housemaid let him out of the door again,
when the precious pair partéd with an em-
brace. After this, of course, she refused to
see him. It seemed that he did not now care
much, as her father, after a while, found out.
Times were growing hard for the cloth manu-
facturer, and he was in great need of money ;
but Count Brusini, to whom, in better times,
he had made large loans, professed to be un-

Count now replied that he did not owe him
anything, that whatever small sums he had

ago.
chest for the notes, in order to commence legal

found.
soon after he fell out of a high window of his
mill into the rocky stream and was killed.
This was a year or more after Bernard went
away. The family were in great straits for a
long time.

“ Finally, the relatives of her elder brother’s
wife secured the factory, and her brother be-
came the manager of the business.

“The housemaid had been dismissed soon
after the discovery of her amour with Catha-
rine’s gallant. Atlength, being upon her death-
bed, she confessed toa priest that she had been
bribed to let the young Count Brusini into M.
| Olgati’s privafe room, and to keep him from
| being interrupted while there. With this evi-

chief part of their claim, deeds of certain tracts
of land in this country. Catharine had learned
from his sister where Bernard was located.

!nwn and Pietro’s portions, she set out in
search of her lover and her fortune. She had
a small sum of money, and to secure her in
case of the loss or exhaustion of this fund, she
took her accordion--a fine instrament in her
hands, as you would confess—and sailed for

America, with no companion nor friend except
her little brother. They soon found their way
here. The rest is already known to you. She
was in time to bring her Iover an artist’s
inspiration. Oh ! why could they not have
known each other then? But their eyes were
holden ; the evil powers which met her and
drove her away on her first approach seemed
still to have found other obstacles to inter-
pose.”’

““8o,” said I, ““they have set this new Evan-
geline to take up again ‘the fruitless search,
the disappointed endeavor,” to wander alone
and to cry,

* O Gabriel ! O my beloved !
Art thott 50 near to me, and yet I cannot behold thee! *™

It was in no very amiable mood that, in going
down town a little later, I met and saluted the
overseer of the granite works.

““We heard from your friend Cardona yes-
terday,” said he ; “the statue is placed all
right, and is much admired. We have a
newspaper in the office with a notice of its
erection, and praising it highly.”

“I am glad to know that his work is ap-
preciated,” replied I coldly. “ At what time
will Mr. Cardona return ?”

““ That is a little uncertain yet.
to Italy before coming back.”

““ Going to Italy |” cried I, excitedly. The
man looked surprised. Recollecting myself,

He is going

‘Iinquired when he would start. The over-

| dence the family succeeded in frightening the
Count into a settlement by accepting, for a'
,lady of her satchel.

seer did not know.

Having obtained his address in C., T has-
tened to the telegraph office, and sent a dis-
patch of inquiry. Two hours later I re-

able to pay anything. Then Catharine’s father, | ceived the reply that he had left—swhither
being sorely pressed, demanded payment. The | was nof, known ’

¢“Oh dear, that happiness should come so
near, and they miss it after all,” lamentcd

borrowed in times past had been repaid long my friend, as I communicated to the family
The manufacturer now went to his iron  this intelligence.

¢“If he had only stuck to his job here, as T .

proceedings, when, lo! they were not to be advised him, instead of rushing off to Ttaly in
In consequence M. Olgati failed, and |

search of a doubtful advantage, he might have
won happiness as well as fame and compe-
tence.”

“Don’t you suppose that he went to meet
Catharine rather than to study art? He must
have heard from his sister of her changed
circumstances, and her interest in him.”

““Possibly. It is a thousand pities that he
had not recognized her upon the rock. But
he was so absorbed in his work that he saw
only a model ; and now, may be, he can only
think of his lady-love.”

“Perliaps they have met after all.
never can tell.”

1 hope so.”

We

The next day the New York dailies brought
to town an account of the arrest of an Italian
calling himself Count Brusini, for robbing a
He had been paying un-

 welcome attentions to the lady, a beautiful

Having accepted the American propertyas her |

young Italian, in the car ; and as the passen-
gers left it at the depot, he snatched the lady’s
portmanteau from her hand and hastened
away. A gentleman named Cardona had been
watching him, pursued, and seized the stolen
satchel ; and when the robber turned upon
him, knocked him down. The police and the
lady came up together, and the facts quickly
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became known. Brusini was taken in charge, ' upon the beauty and sweetness of his “little
and the lady, accompal.lnied by the rescuer of ‘ Mignonette,”hwgo lived with her grandmother,
her property, went on her way rejoicing. and whom I had not yet seen.

This could but be regarded as another act| But I kept these feelings a secret. My hus-
in the little drama we were watching with  band had never seen in me yet anything to
such interest ; for surely the lady wi%h the | alarm him as to my temper. :
satchel could be no other than Catharine. I prayed night and day that he might not,

“The villain has followed her to this coun- ever.
try to rob her of those deeds, as he did her| Tjttle Mignon, as I choose to call her, was
'father of the notes,” was my comment on the  to come home to us the next week.
lteg;'. course there were two persons who were ‘I h : suidhto m);i‘;:f’ ! I\\;i‘ll trIy 1: % ]Oveb]'i?: fo;

2 > . . er father’s e\ ope I hayve nobility o
hnghly dehghte.d at this denouement, without ! soul enough in me not to be jealous of a c.hild,
foulftcllnfg ﬂ;f little bl‘;’ﬂ;le"ﬂ and we eagerly | even if she does bear a likeness to her sainted

ooked for the return of the happy pair. mother, as my husband was in the habit of

We had not long to wait ; they arrived next | ¢alling his ﬁré Wife'm
day, coming directly to my friend’s house. Little Miguon came.

el e T e child, about eight years of age, with beautiful

home of her own,” said my generous little‘b1 il el h o
lady. ““Itis my right as well as my duty o P AR C R bresESRoL By i

hair.
be her ch: ntil she h husband t 2 .
piot:crt ie?,?mn 5 BB Her father appeared at first fo be a little dis-

Our friends now occupy a pretty cottage | appointed 11.1 h(Ier. She seemed to have entirely
within sight of our home, and are speedily be- | forgotten h.lm in the three years that he had
coming favorites in our village society. Mr. al')sented himself from ¥1er. e lo(?ked pon
Cardona still plies his chisel on the finer gran- him as a stranger. . His GIave, BeTIOnS TS
ite work. Several choice models and finished °" awed her.  But her litile heart wentious
statuettes have already proceeded from his AUBNED e, 3
hand to decorate his own home or those of| She called me her * pretty mamma.” She
his friends; while the granite company are followed me about like my shadow, till I grew
gaining patronage from the work of the sculp- o love her as myself.
tor whom they have had the wisdom to retain | Oh, we had happy, happy hours together !
in their service. Happy months and years.

But there came an evil day. Eyil days will
come, some darker than others. This one had
the blackness of the pit. This one seemed to
shut out the mercy of God.

Mignon was sixteen now, and had grown to
be a beautiful woman. She had many suitors,
but 1, with my jealous eyes, could not see
that she favored any of them. I, who had not
a child of my own, could not bear to think of
parting with her—could not bear to think of

é WAS married atlast, Stran. | Rer loving any one as well as she had loved

She was a lovely

]

Mignonette,

BY MRS. M. A. KIDDER.

gers who knew but little of ¢ My husband was failing in health, His
¥ me, wondered that I had not physicians declared thathe could not last long.
Haa il Dafors s Meh | This sent a pang to my heart, but I rejoiced
Sl aid o. . nyi h- | that in the eight years of our happy wedded
% ! UL NEIgR-| 1306 he had never seen an exhibition of the

N\ 3 bors would have wondered more | terrible temper that had been the curse of my
if T had been. ‘youth
i :tsml:; dwl?:i fﬂ}llzy fo(lllgmtulatedll?ie , If he must leave me, Mignon would be left.
Ik in thei 8o e S E EVIRCT, WALS! Swest, patient, lovifg Mignon, so much like
Dy IR S0l Ehoy were pitying | her father in temper and disposition.

the “ poor dear man ” who had been attracted | i : ey
by my pretty face and lady-like manners, and | My evil doggbomediag brighilyas;didgtie

had married me after a month’s acquaintance. | ﬁrst.mox‘mng i ?dm. ;
The fact was, that I was subject to fits of pas- ,I\ faguion GaIEs OsTY cl}ar'nber quite early
sion or temper, that sometimes amounted to yith her white apron'ﬁlled with flowers,  Her
a fury. I seemed to have no command over [ face. was rafliunt with beauty, health, and
myself at these times, A seemingly trivial girlish happiness.
thing would bring on one of those “ onac-  ‘‘ These are all for you, mamma,” she said,
countable spells,” as grandmother had it, that dropping the fragrant mass into my lap. “ Lgt's
sometimes almost seemed like insanity, | arrange them.” Then putting her white arms
My husband was a widower, with one child,  about my neck, she cried, *“ Oh I have sucha
A tender, good man, subdued inmanner, a rare | surprise for you! Papa knows all about it !
scholar, and a perfect gentleman, ‘ But it will keep until this afternoon ; so have
Iloved him ith my whole soul, and had | YOUr dear liftle ears wide open for news !”
reason to think my love was fully reciprocated, | She blushed scarlet at my eager, inquiring
To the surprise of my friends, months went ' 100k, and ran out of the room, but not until I
on and failed to bring about a recurrence of had caught sight of a sparkling ring upon her
my strange fits. True, a pang of jealousy | finger.
The truth came to me in a minute,

She is

often rent my heart whén my husband dwelt J
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engaged, I thought, and without asking my
congent | The demon within me that I thought
was exorcised had only slept.

By the time that we had assembled in the
drawing-room, after our noon dinner, it had
taken complete possession of me.

We sat in silence for some time after the.
dessert was removed, when all at once, Mig-
non arose, kissed her father, then coming over
to me took both my hands in hers, hid her
pretty, blushing face in them, and said :
< Mamma, I am engaged to Paul Darrow ; we
are to be married Christmas day ! Will you
give me your blessing?

At these words such passion as I never
knew before shook me as a forest tree might
be shaken by a tornado ! -

1 rose from my chair and in my blind fury
struck Mignon to the floor ! I not only pros-
trated her, but beat her with my clenched fists;
the cruel blows rained down on the dear sweet
face that I loved so madly, and on the slender
form, till all semblance of life seemed gone
forever.

My poor weak husband took his child in his
arms without alarming the servants, and car-
ried her to her room.

Iwas found in one corner of the dining-room
in a heap, ‘“overcome,” so the servant de-
clared, by the heat and in a faint ! :

For two weeks I lay in the delirum of fever !

In my ravings I called, so they said, inces-
santly fer Mignon | My sweet daughter! My
poor lamb ! ;

My husband visited my room but seldom.
When he did his face was very pale, and . he
never gave me a smile |

He would afford me no satisfaction about
Mignon.

Once when I questioned him and begged
him to let me see her, he asked me if I would
like to look upon her dead fuce ?

I shrieked, and from that time never asked
after her. We lived together for years, in
spite of his delicate health, but we were no
more one in spirit.

All T could find out was that Mignon was
taken away in a close carriage the next day
after my fiendish cruelty, but whether she
was dead or alive, or where she went, I knew
not !

* *

* * * %

Twenty years have passed since my evil day,
and I am a lonely old woman, widowed and
childless! But I have had to-day the great-
est earthly vision that God ever permitted a
mortal to enjoy. Mignon, my Mignon, a beau-
tiful avoman of thirty-eight, came to see me in
my lonely home, bringing herson and daughter,
well grown and sweet mannered like their
mother.

I fell upon my knees and asked her forgive-
ness for the past, and she, angel that she is,
rained kisses and tears on my face and hands :
the cruel hands that had caused her such suf-
fering !

She had been sent back to her grandmother,
and in one year after had married Paul Darrow
and settled in the West.

The demon is dead !
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The Philosophy of Punning.
“ Puns, new and old,
Glitter like gold.”

sy» OME of the sayings of our
v /3 humorists are so full of vi-
¢ tality they palpitate with
- life, and “ almost bleed if
you touch them.” The comical
comes of the ¢ sudden relax-

Now the weight of a great

€orToW presses tears out of the heart,
then an awkward speech, or ridiculous: ges-
ture, provoke irresistible laughter. The
quick jolting out of the rut of ordinary sensa-
tion and experience shakes the risible facul-
ties in spite of the frigid attempts to maintain
a cold feeling of nonchalance, and the icy in-
difference, mistaken by some persons for true
dignity and lofty loyalty to aristocratic emo- |
tion and culture. Aventine laughed himself to

death at hearing an absurd story. Holmes;
said he dare not be * as funny as he could.”

bear.” ‘* What is the matter? ” inquired a
passer by, observing a crowd collected around
a black fellow, whom an officer was attempt-
ing to secure to put on board an outward-
bound whale-ship from which he had de-
serted.  ““ Matter — matter enough,” ex-

‘claimed the delinquent— pressing a poor

negro to get oil.” ‘I live in Julia's eyes,”
said an affected dandy in Colman’s hearing.
‘“Idon’t wonderatit,” replied George, “ since
T observed she had a sty in them when I saw
her last.” The attempt to run over the King
of the French with a cab, ‘“looked like a con-
spiracy to overturn monarchy by a common
wheel,” exclaimed a wit. <A person speaking of
an acquaintance who, though extremely ava-
ricious, was always abusing the avarice of
others : ““ Isit not strange that this man will
not take the beam out of his own eye before
he attempts the mote in other people’s?”
¢ Why, so I dare say -he would,” cried Sher-

idan, ‘¢ if he was sure of.selling the timber.”

Fun is a fine art, and demands the use of
esthetic taste—of fine feeling, of sound sense,
of delicate fancy. Coarseness will spoil a wit-
ticism or a sunburst of humor. Wit is full of

infrequently for the punishment of others.
“I will spit upon the Whig platform,” said
Horace Greeley. ““Then you will not expect-
to-rate as a Whig,” said a wag. Foote, seeing
aviolin player in front of his house said, ““one
seraper at the door is enough.” Charles Lamb
who stuttered with his tongue but not with
his pen, seeing a man playing at cards with
hands that needed washing, said, “If dirt
were trumps what a Aand you would hold.”
Herold, an egotistical seribbler, once met
Douglas Jerrold, and said to him, “ You are
an author, so am I an author ; we are both
rowing in the same boat.” ¢ Yes, but with
different sculls,” said Jerrold. Theodore Heolk
Iseeing the sign of a bear in front of an inn,
| said to the landlord, ‘I suppose what you have
| to drink is of your own bruin.”’ Sheridan went
| to a public meeting before it was organized,
(and failing to get a seat he cried out, “ will
somebody move that I may take the chair.”
Some one advised the use of lager as a fonic.
| Tt is Teutonic,” said a wit. A student in a
| Latin class asked his teacher for a goose, but
he got no anser. The younger Adams's were
disappointed because their father, Charles

Lowell made Massachusetts grin from the | spirit and will not yield to the bit and bridle Francis' Adams, failed to get the nomination

Connecticut line to Cape Cod (a broad grin)

of tyrannic rule. It leaps over, or breaks

for President, whereat a wit exclaimed, * the

over a humorous song, which revolutionized | through the fences of philosophy and rhetoric, Adams’s never did take stock in anything
the politics of the * Old Bay State.” John G. |as untamed horses do through orover hedges, | above Pa.”

Saxe excused himself for disappointing a |
lyceum aundience by telegraphing to the pres- |
ident of the association that a misadventure !
on the railroad had detained him ; and that he |
could not go without ¢ the locomotive — the
only motive for riding on a rail.” A good;
double pun : and it is of puns and punning I |
wish to speak. Punning is not the highest
form of wit: and he who constantly uses it, ’
says the awitty Bostdn doctor, ““is like a busi- |
ness man-who pays his debts with pennies or |
_postal currency, and disburses small change
on all occasions ; because he keeps no bank
account, and has nothing valuable on deposit.” 1
" The distinguished poet and humorist adds : |
¢ A puunster is like a boy putting pennies on a
railroad track ; he mayupset a whole freight |
train of conversation in his efforts to flatten a |
witticism.” The habit of coining puns is al-

to get into good clover. You cannot reduce a
pun to rules. It cannot be weighed and meas-
ured like parcels in a drug store. A joke ana-
Iyzed, taken apart, and put togethe’ again, is
like an addled egg shaken in the shell—it is
unmarketable and dangerous to crack. The
risible faculties have little respect for logic
and mathematical caleulations. It is impos-
sible to limit a laugh by the use of a yard-
stick, or to ascertain its weight by the em-
ployment of grocers’ scales. The genuine
pun may span both wit and humor, or it
may embrace only one of these intellectual
qualities. Its point may stick out, so to
speak, in a word having a double meaning,
in a sentiment which half reveals and half
covers incongruity of thought and speech.
Wit laughs at everybody, and as John Van

““How haye you escaped the catastrophe of
the Commune?” asked the Russian ambassador
of Rothschild. ““ We Israelites,” said the great
financier, ‘“ have the privilege of ¢rossing the
| Red Sew dry shod.” It has been said of Doctor
Oliver Wendell Holmes,

Although his profession runs into the ground,

And some of his patients sleep under the mound,

His wit could awaken their risible cough,

Though their spirits had gone where the Croton’s cut off.

When Sheridan solicited the votes of the
shoemakers of Stamford, England, he ex-
claimed, “May the ¢rade of Stamford be
trampled under the foot of all the world.”
The shoemakers did not see the point, and
they were deeply offended. They did not
follow the thread of his speech, they wared
wrathy and he did not get aw!? their support,

Buren would have said, ‘“it can whistle at a

their soles were lifted with disgust, their last

most as bad as literary larceny, because it de- | funeral.” Humor laughs with everybody and respect for him was exhausted.

bases the currency of language, and encourages |
the circulation of counterfeit thought and die-
tion. It must be admitted, however, that
some of the most brilliant writers and orators,
and some of the greatest wits and humorists,
have succeeded in putting a vast'deal of mean-
ing into a pun. Hood said that if he were
“ punished for every pun he shed he would
not have a puny shed in which to hide his
punished head.” Again he said, he ¢ fold the
sexton and the sexton folled the bell.” Daniel
Purcel, the famous punster, was desired to
make anextempore pun. “ Upon what sub-
jeet?’ said Daniel. ¢ The king,” answered
the other. ““ Oh, sir,” said he, ““the king is no
subject.” A London bookseller advertised the
“ Memoirs of Charles the First, with a head
capitally executed.” A facetious man of the
name of Bearcroft told his friend, Mr. Van-
sittart, *“ Your name is such a long one, I shall
drop the sittart and call you Van, for the fu-
ture.” “ With all my heart,” said he ; “ by
the same rule, I shall drop eroff and call you

leaves no sting behind it. Haalit says, ‘it |
is closely allied to pathos, and seems to se-
crete tears.” Harry Clapp, who was the king
of the New York Bohemians, speaking of |

| hard times a score of years ago, said that

“beef was never so high since the cow
jumped over the moon.” That was a genial
sunburst of good nature, hurting no one, not
even the man in the moon, and if he has a
a particle of mirth in his make-up he must
have laughed when he heard it, although he
is cold and distant. Wit is eranky and scorn-

| ful, and it seems to take delight in hitting one

with quotations and pricking another with in-
vidious contrasts. ‘“It tosses analogies in
your teeth, and it shoots its feathered shafts
before you can lift a shield.” Humor carries
a benediction in its face; its voice cheers like
music, and it has a smile and a good word for
every one. The punster often carries the sti-
letto of wit and the mask of humor. He em-
ploys his intellectual pyrotechny for the
amusement and for the edification and not

Sydney Smith says ‘“ that our pleasure aris-
ing from a ‘bull’ proceeds from our surprise
at suddenly discovering things to be dissimilar,
which we have thoughs to be similar.” Pure
wit, not always put into puns, is born of sense
and imagination, and like pure poetry it is
the offspring of genius ; and yet it is a humbler
child of the same royal family. Wit changes
the tone and tenor.of a theught as a flash of
lightning reverses the polarity of the ma-*-
iner’s compass. It dissolves dissimilarities
and incongruities, so that they fuse and flow
into moulds of fancy to suit the wish of the
caustic surveyor of events and of human
history. The pun either touches ““two ideas
with one expression, or it touches two objects
with one idea.”

Henry Ward Beecher said, ¢ You dam the
river of my speech with your applause, and I
do not want to be dammed.” An Irishman
remarked that a toper’s nose was like a voleano
because of the eruptions of the cratur. Gold-
smith’s Maid is a ““musical mare (said some
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one) because she beats her own time.” Heisa
gentleman and a sculler was said of one of the
Harvard boatmen. A sailor kissed a young lady,
she boxed his ears and he exclaimed, ‘‘ That’s
my luck, I am wrecked again on the coral reef.”
“ Are you building a castle in Spain ?” said alady
to her guest, who was Jooking seriously into
his coffee cup. *“ Only looking over my grounds
in Java,” was the answer. A young lady of
fortune would have accepted the hand and
heart of her beaun if he had promised to give
up his habit of smoking.

** But he, when thus she brought him to the scratch,
Lit his cigar, and threw away the match.”

There are puns that buzz and sting like
angry wasps ; and there are puns that hum as
musically as golden bees that bring honey and
leave no stings.  An old gentleman who had
seen better days, but who still retained a con-
siderable stock in family pride, called my at-
tention to a valuable team of four mules, the
property of one of his relatives. * Zhem are
my brother-in-law’s,” said he. Some one speak-

ing of a certain school of politicians, who man- |

ipulate ward and city politics to suit their own
convenience, said that they were born with
their fingers in 7ings. It may have been the
same writer who was alluding to a committee
of city magnates, said, *“ They put their heads
together to make a wooden pavement.” *“ Why
was it so hard and difficult to get Andy John-
son out of the presidential chair? ’ inquired a
curious individual. ““ Because he went in
tight,” was the answer. Not unfrequently
the imitative faculty helps to illustrate and
enforce a witticism ; it is like feathers add-
ed to the Parthian arrow. “ Can you tell
me the way to Cork ?” inquired a traveler of
an Irishman named Kenny. ¢ No,” said he,
““but this is the way,” lifting a bottle to his
lips, «“ to Kilkenny.” Perhaps the benevolent

gentleman who solicited aid for the poor did |

not think of punning when he said, «“ Every
cord of wood given to a poor widow is recorded
in heaven.” Sydney Smith, who will be re-
membered for his wit when the wisdom and
eloquence of his sermons and essays have been
forgotten, told a missionary who was going to
preach to the heathen, that “ ke hoped he
would agree with the cannibals who would eat
Jm.”  There is more ill manners than wit in
the following farewell of twolovers (!) : ““Good
night, my deer,” said the man ; < Good night,
my boar,” said the young woman. Another
lover, who was courting a very rich and very
ugly woman, said it was not her fuce but her
Jigure that attracted him. The following is
fresh and sparkling : a young lady arose and
took an early walk in the meadows on summer
mornings before she sat down to breakfast :
““ Let her have dew on her,” remarked a wag.
It was an Irishman who said love is a tinder
sentiment before it becomes a flame.

Here is a proof that the ruling sentiment of
humor was strong in death. A soldier had
been shot down in our late civil war, and his
cheek had been torn away ; while he was prone
and bleeding on the ground, one of his com-
rades asked him if he could do anything for
him. “ Well,” said he, in a <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>