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.1m1 if Fouw cuter the great hall, with
-1|:ci;-ut oak furnitnre, its ceiling
) , and itg an-
que,; Nuremberg cloek, with its moas-

| The most ast
vanid

TLOTITS T AT

= kP AT I : £ : =
W ; is ; : e “'l f ';" ail | ured tick, A wowan of about thirty-
Atlorney and a8 | ive, her form ineased ina long, black

rore o & ylbuﬂltc, her head surponnted by o vel-
Jorms of dis- velb mp, with ribbon streamyers, spins
A, man in a velveteen
G eonty tronsers of muaroen-colored cloth,
ne | Bis foreliead large and bLouy, his ox-
fher |'|l|l\ri[aﬂ‘i-1ull ealm and thoughtful, trots a
;""L“‘l”:_‘\l““ I‘ill\‘\_ chubby-faced boy on his knee, while he
o ..““l-‘ ::.‘1.-1:\:.::. e whiatles a bugle-eall.

s anil sueeeeds i dis| T villaga down in the valley seems

[ wastes 1y : : s :
i “ ‘l:ll,";;“']:‘llll',‘If‘x.un.v:l in the litile windows of the

ROBT. P, HUNTER,

Attorney al Lew and Notary Public,

ALLBXANDERIA, LA,

. |say. See her listen to us now.

.Uu_,.t.he outskirts of t]u.a. village of Do- |
senheim, in Alsatia, fifty feet above the |

u ndm‘ the tl'l.me oF Suzanne- 1‘1 rheierique
Myrtille, and that she was to be brought
up with their ‘own little Fritz.

" Of ¢ounrse all”the old wives in the
village camey one after another, tolovk
at: the little gipsy, whose grave and
dreamy looks astonislied them.

: “She is vot like other children,” said
they,  ‘*She is a heatlen, a real heath-
en! You. ean sce by her black eyes
that she can understand every thing we
Take
care, I m.hm'(,‘hm,huu, gipsiea are light
fingored gentry, If you bring up snch
a Ilttle imp ns'this, you will find some
finc ‘morning, that she lias strangled
yourecelcand deeamped.? - K

“Go to the devil,) said Christian,
“aud mind your own busincis.  Ihave
seen Russiang, I have seen Spaninrds,
I have seen Italiaus, (iermans and
Jews ; some were Lrown-laired, some
were black- Tiaived, :mll ot ht'ra were
red-haired § ‘some h-u'l hiook-noses and
some had srl.ti-rht nosés, but guml men
were to bé fornd among them all.?

“That may ‘ba;” retorted the old
womian ; “bat all these people lived in
houscs, i\lulo gipsies lived  in the open
air.¥

Upon tlns, Le took them Ly the
shounlders and then politely turned them
ont of donrs. HGo—pgo," said he, “1
don't want your advice. Itis time we
liad some fresh air here, and we want
to see the eattie and wash the floor.”

However they were not entirely
wrony, a8 was onfortunately scen
twelve'years later.

Fritz' liked ‘to- fodder the ecattle, to
lead the horses to water; to follow his
fatlier to the ficlds, to sow and to reap,
to bind the sheaves and to bring them
in tricmph to the village, as. muoelas
Mytille- disliked jto. milk - the: eaws, to
churn butter, to shell pens nnd peel
potatoes.

The young gqus of Dosenhelm waa'h-
ing their linen in the morning, would
cafl her heathen. She, complacently
vegarding her image mirrored in the
forntain, and seeing lier beantifal black
hiir, her rich, 1ed lips, herwhite feeth,
and her necklace of brierberries, woulil
smile apd mirmur
- “Tliey eall mo heaihen Leeanse I am
prettier than they.”

Then she would langh ]om'l!y, and
atir the water with her little feet.
Catharine, sceing how things were
going on, complained bitterly. “Mpyr-
tille,” gaid she, “is good for nothing.
She ien’t willing to do anything. T ad-
vise, presch and scold in vain; she
does everything wrong. Why, only
the other day, when we were arrang-
ing the apples in the fruit room, what
did she  do but bite into the finest to
ace if they wero quite rips.  Her great-
egf talent is munehing everything she
finds,”

Bremer limseif could not help seeing
Ler wild nature, and when he heard his

sl

that the 3mui.e of t-liel'l‘ little fire, in-
stead of rising in & eolnmn, diffused it-
self like watdr beneath the -dried
bushes. i

The g pper had 1 its mon-
otonons ehirp.  You counld not hear an
insect hum, nor a leaf stir, nora bizd
chirp.,

The oxen and the cows—their eye-
lids closed, their legs folded under
them —reposed in the ghade of a great
oalk, in the middle of the field, and oe-
casionally one of them would low ina
glow and leavy voice, as if complain-
ing.

Fritz, at first, had begun to braid the
cord of bis whip, but he soon stretched
himself out-upon the grass, his hat over
his eyes, and: Freidland eame and lay
down beside him, yawning form ear to
ear. :

Myrtille, alone, was not affected Ly
extreme hLeat. Crouching down near
the fire, hugging her knees, she sat mo-
tionless in the full blaze of tlie sun,
gazing with her dark eses into the som-
ber recesses of the forest.

The hours wore glowly on; the dis-
tant village clock struck twelve, then
one, then two, and the gipsy gul did

not stiv. The woods, the bare monn-
tain tops, the rocks, the rows of pine
trees stretching down the opposite side
of the mountain, all secmed to possess
a profound, mysterious meaning for
her.

“Yes,” whispered she to herself.—
“T saw that long ago.”

Snddenly, she looked at Fritz, who
was fast asleep, then rose np softly and
fled. Her light feet. hardly touched
the gronnd ; she flew, flew up the side
of the mountain; Friendlund terned
his head lazily around, and seemed in-
clined to follow her, but stretched
Limself out again upon the ground,
overcome with lassitude.

Myrtille disappeared among the
bushes that border the forest; with
one bound she erossed a muddy ditch,
where a solitary frog was croaking
among the rushes. Twenty minntes
later, she gained the erest of Roche-
Creuse, which overlooks Alsatia, and
the blue tops of the Vosges; then she

[loolkedt ‘baek " to see if any one was

following her.

Fritz, - with his hat over his eyes,
was still sleeping soundly in the green
fields; so were Friedland and the eat

| tle nudefthe trees,

She gazed at the village beyond, at
the river, at the roof of the farm-house,
around which the pigeons were flying,
looking in the distance like so mauq

swallows ; she gazed at the erook

high strcct where several peasant wo-
men in red petticoats were walking ;
at the little moss grown chureh, where

the good enre Nicklauses had baptized
and afterward confirmed her in the
Christian faith ; then she torned to-
ward the mountain and gazed upon

wife calling from morning till night, ' the arrowy tops of innumerable pines,
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dng for the hands: Bacties wishingato
withiloade well by eallingen Hsdinsmoun |’
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Better aund | honse; the river flows, over. its dam

aud crosses the winding high, street;
| thie ald houses, with their:dark shaps,
theiv stables, theiv dormer windows
taud the mets, iujthe snns the young
witls, kneeling upon a large stone on |
i the bank of the stream,, v l::l.l]tlt{, the |
|eattle,  grazing , aud lewing gravely
among the groeat willows;  the yonug |
{herdgmen [evacking, their whips; the
|1._1uuut‘m1-, on whose sumibit stands
{out the sharp, arrowy tops of the pine |
trees—all: ihis, is uilf_ctvi} in tlju blue
streqm. as it ﬂ_u'.\a by, ¢ .1|:3'1uw \\1111 it
a brood of ducks, and some ol trecs,
uproot ted from its banks,

When you beheld these t}mmﬁ, yon
feel, with irvesistible emolion, “God is
good, All that He has mmlc is exeel-

1| lcnl, p(,lfuct. Let, us give thavks to

Him, and sing “.J.a_prﬂlb(.':_fl'hu_.l_ generp-
t'iuu to generption, Amen.”

Well, my dear frioyds, such was Bre-
nuer's house, sueh was Bremer himself,
and his wifeCathepine,ipnd  their little
son-Fritz; in the year of ope Lord 1820,
L1 cnn see them (myself; exactly as 1
have pietured them to. you.! Chwistian
Bremer kas servod dothe: Imperial
itrnard. . After 1815 he married Cathe-
| tine, igold love, no Yonger young,! it
|ts-trne.=_b|1t dbidl fresh and, gracefnl.—
Withe Lhig own Hitle sovings,-his house,

T1C | ‘the land tliat: Cuthérine bronght hiin,

t . ) s
T _51" : | AY, CORN .and. OATS, for, &131' \Bremer found that he was one of the
HABDﬁ = C i l [’!‘ lw., HENEY A. h!' SAT wealthiest mén of Dosesheim. . Fle
ST b : IR r.mu.‘lﬂ hiave been Mayor, Deputy May-
GOODMAN'S BRICK BUTLLING. | 5:.\ i;l\iﬂ Y . lor, w1 City Conusellor; but he carid

|llttlo for: such hotiors, addshis, only

y .plms;:m, after finishing his day's work

| inithe fields, wasdo take down hisgun,
Istlistle for hisdog Friedland, and wan-
clnl."thmngh tlie avoods, ron Do

DN ik llnppencﬂ one ‘day that’ the 3

gooil 'vhan ‘Yetitned liome froui huanit-

@] bringing in his’ gt ganie baga |’
Hithe” dipsey’ wif], twolor tirce years |

018, livelyas'a squirrel 468 Brows asn
niit:* He ' lind foltud hér in’ the-biijy of
ian: inforthndtegliisy * woman wihe Juy

his five or six aéres ot wineyard, and |

“Myrtille; Myrtille, where are }‘Ol.l!l;(ruw]ng as thick as grass on the sides
Ok, that nanglity girl Lias gone into of the precipice. In the presence of
the woods againnfter blackberries I he r_ this grand spectacle, the gipsy girl fult
laughed to himself, and . swid, “Poor| { her breath leave, hier heart beat with
Cathavine, you are like o hen ihat Ims unaccustomed foree.
{hatebed ducks; they go into the water| Resuming her course, she crossed a
—yeou fly frantically about en the bank, | crovieo carpeted with moss and ferns,
you eall to them, but you might as well | in order to gain the herdsman's foot-
call to the wind, path through the woods. Iler whole
Every year, after llarvcat‘. time Frifz | soul, all her wild nature shone forth
and Myrtille spent whole days away|in her conntenance with unwonted
from the farm, watching the cattle as| force; she semed transfigared; she
‘they grazed. clutched the ivy with Ler little hands,
" They sang, whistled, ecooked potatoes | and planted her bare feet firmly in the
in the ashes, and descended the rocky | fissures of her rock.
path in the eovening to the sound of a She soon ret off on the _other gi(]e of
wooiten horn. the mountain, running, leaping, and
These were Mrytille's happiestdays. | sometimes suddenly stopping to re-
Seated near the brushwood fire, her/!and the snrrounding objects ; a tree, o
beautiful dark-head resting upon ber ravine, a solitary pool, a clump of
little hand, she would remain motion- |sweet smelling grasses, as if struck
less for whele hours, lost in vagne|dumb with sorprise. Although she
rcvcrlt.a. : 2 had never, to her recollection, seen
Tf’.ﬁ flocks of wild duecks and geese, | these thickets, these copses, this heath,
that flew across the clear sky, from one |Yeb ab cvery turn of the road slie
mountain to anollier, over the tops of| would say, “1 knew that this tree was
the tall forest trees, seemsto sadden |here, that rock there, and the stream

Hier to the very depths of ler sonl, She down below.” ‘A thousand strange

wonld east after them a long, lingering | memories crossed her mind with light-
look, ns ‘into thie depths of Loundless | ning speed, but she did not understand
space} then suddenly rising.' and|why; nordid she reason about it. She
stretching out her n'rma', shio would ex- |had not yet said to herself: “What
elabm s o Fritz and other people need is the vil-
: lage, the fields, the shelter of the farm-

go;7 then she weobidirbibey vdset Tiaad house, the fruit trees in the orchard,
llpi;ﬂ her-knees and weep, and Fritz, the cow that gives milk, the hen that
standing by :h&r.sh.le, would weep also, lays eggs, the provisions stored in the
and say, ke - cellar and in the garret, the warm

* room in winter ; but I have no need
“Why do youw weep, Myrtille? Who| o - - i
has ninde you unliappy ? Isiv ene of of puch, chings hechnce {am ssvage

sal age; I
the young men in the n]lage——Kmper, a', SeA dEneg) .wau horg.. 58 Yoswe
< woods as the squirrel to the oak,. the
‘Wilhelm, Heinrich T Tell me, and 1 e Lt a g tc: o
willl e tifter Liny. Cume tell me.? pi;ié o ! i 1P

£ “Tmust go—I must go—yes, I will

__u\,,n I
L Why de you weep, then 5 &) No, 31}“ had never reasoned about
41 don'tknow” - these things, but her instivct gnided

“Let’s ron to the Fﬂlhprg '1‘_‘3": i‘“d urged on’ by this strange
i "'I:Jnt is not far enongh.” power elie reached at sunset the bare
"Rt where do you w:mt to go, Myr- platean of  Kohle-Platzs, where the
tille 1" gipsies who travel from Alsatia to
. “There-there,” glie sa!d, ‘pointing | Lorraine ordinarily halt to pass the

deadl fromfitigue aud: perhapa hu-nge‘l | f‘“_- aw “bﬂ-nna ;],,e mountn];;g’ “wl:ere night, and himg their kettle am.idlﬁ the

bk at the foot of a tree. Pt

Vol éadl llm"n’ﬂlhf? T"qﬂ:eﬂne 5 oufcrles
pln*c%{‘.tih)nﬁ L s, B‘ﬁ.nu.r waa,
i the Thbit of being, matter fn 1

1

t_lw birds gq.?.’ heath.
Thien Fiitz wmﬂd raise hls E}'es anﬁ ‘There Myttille; worn ont, her feet
staml with his mouth widé apen. * braised, her Tittle red petticoat torn

Diiie day, when they were on the out- | by the briats and thorns, sauk down

DU SR PRE L el Ly

'Imu.ae T pun t}hgcd to' 'h'Ts wife
bt the 1itHe gué Fas ' o "B ’b.:pmtﬂ

sk s of the woods, nenr mid- dhyy the | nt'the foot of am ok tree. For along
s solintorse atd the air so still,” time she sat there motionleas; her kazé

lost in space, listening to the winds
whistle through the tall pines, and
happy at feeling herself alone in this
solitdes  Night came on. The stars
appeared by thousands in the dark
depths of the heavens, then the moon
arose and with her bright 1ays soffly
silvered the birches seattered “hlong
the sides of the mountain. ¥

Sleep had begun to overtake the
young gipsy girl, her head was begiu-
ning to droop, when shie was started by
distant npoises in the woods; she lis
tened, and the same noises broke the
silence of the wight; Bremer, Fritz|
and all the farm people were ont in
search of her.

Without hesitation Myrtille rushed
farthier into the forest, only stopping
from time to time to listen. The
noises beeame fainter and fainter, and
soon she lieand only the rapid beat- |
inga of her heart, and pursued her|
way less hurriedly.

At last, very late, when the moon
had shed ber last rays npon the folinge
she sank down among the hieath, over-
come with lassitude, and slept pro-
foundly. She was then fonr leagues
from Orembeim, near the source “of
the Zinzel, and Bremer would not be
likely to extend his search so far,

It was broad day when Mgyrtille
awoke in the solitnde of the Harbarg
forest, under am old moss-caten pive.

(A thrush wae singing above her head ;

another, far off in the valley, ecchoed
his song. The leaves shook as if
quivering in the morning breeze, but
the air alveady warmed by the san
seemed laden with a thousand per-
fames of vervain, moss and wild
honeysuckle.

The gipsy girl opened her eyes in ut-
ter surprise, she looked about her, and
then reflecting that she wounld no lon-
ger hear Cathaive call #“Myrtille, Myr-
tille, where are yon—yen lazy girl,”
she smiled and listened to the song of
the thrush,

A brook babbled near by; the giil
liad only to torn her head a little to
see the living water flow over the rock
and then spread itself through the
grass; aboxe the rocks hung an arbutos
—heavy with buneclies of red frait; be-
low WaA3 A Mugeifceut WoIIF  bang
with its violet-colored flowers spoited
with white.

Myrtille was thirsty, but she felt in-
dolent, so content to lear the water
flow and the thrush sing, . that she had
pot the eourage to disturb this har-
mony; so letting her pretty dark head
fall back, she smiled, and looking
throngh lher half-elosed eyelids, said :
+T sBall always be. like this. Well,
I am lazy. Heaven made nfe so.”

And dreaming of the farm with its
great cock, its hens, then of the eggs
hidden amongst the straw in the barn.
“1f 1 only had two egge,” said she;
“two egms, boiled hard, like those
Fritz had in the bag yesterday, with a
erust of bread and a pinch of salt, I
should be very glad; bot then, when
eggs ave not to be had, mulberries do
very well,

An odor of mulberries n‘nda her dis-
tend her delicate nostrils. “There
are some,” said she; “I smell them.”
She was not mistaken; the woods were
full of them,

In a minute, no longer hearing the
song of the thrush, she raised herself
upon her elbow and saw the bird pick
at one of the bunches of arbutas ber-
ries. She arose and drank some water
ont of the hollow of her hand, and ob-
served that watercresses was abundant
thereabout; then, something that never
before happened, certain words of the
cure, Nicklansse, eame into her mind :
“Bebold the fowls of the air; for they
80w not neither do they reap, nor gath-
er into barns, for your Heavenly Fa-
ther feedeth them.”

“Consider the lillies of the field, how
they grow ! They toil not, neither do
they spin; and yet I say unto you that
Solomon in all his glory was not ar-
rayed like one of these. Wherefore if
God 8o clothe the grass of the ficld,
which to-day is and to-morrow is cast
into the oven, ghall be not mnech more
clothe you, Oh, ye of little faith.

“Therefore take no thought of these
things, for after all these things do the
Gentiles seek; for your Heavenly Fa-
ther knoweth ye have need of them.

“AWLT thought Myrtille, “when
mother Catherine called me a heathen.
I conld well have said toher: 1t is you
and yours who are heathens, beeause
you sow and reap, but we are good
Christians, because we live like the
birds of the air.”

She had hardly finished thess wise
reflections when the noise of a foolstep
among the dry leaves startled ler.
She was about to fly, when a young
gipsy, eiglteen or twenty years old,
tall, slender, with dark eomplexion,
corly hair, bright eyes, his thick lips
parted, elid down the rock, and said :
“ Almanit”

“Almani,” replied Myrtille, mnch
agitated.

“ALY said the youth,
band?”

#] don’t know—I am secking—"

“of what

And without delay she told him how

“l’l mer lmd b: sught her np, rmr! how
she had run away from Lis house the
evening before,

The gipsy smiled and showed Lis
white teeth,

ITam poing to Hazlaeh™ said he,
pointing, %A preat lairis held there
to-morrew, and all onr band will be
there—Phiter-Karl, Melehoir, the Blue
Tom-tit, Fiitz, the elarionet player,
Coneon, Petre and the Black Magpie.
The women tell fortunes, while we
men make musie, Will you como

| with me?”

ST wild” said Myrtille, looking dowan.

Then he kisssed her, put Lis bag up-
on lier back, and taking Lis siaffin
Leth hauds, eried.

“Waoman, yvou shall belonz to me;
you slall earry my bag, and I will sup-
port you. Forward.?

And Myrtille, so lazy at the farm,
wialked Lravely on. He followed, sing-
ing andl daveing, sometimes even on
his all foars, so joyons was hie,

Sinee that day no onve has ever heard
what beeame of Myrtille,

Fritz alimost died when lie found she
was never coming back; but he be-

cnme eonsoled for his misfortung when

several yeurs luter, ho manied Gredel
Diek, the Milierv's danghter—a gooid
natuved, buxem lass, very fiesh and
wholesome looking,
Catherine then seemed satisfied, for
Gredel Diek was the vichest girl in the
village. Bremer alone remawmed sad.

He had eome to love Myrlille as Lis
own danghter,
One wister's day, he waz looking
out of the window, he saw a gipsy clad
in tatters, witha bag on her back,
fraverse the snow-covered vally ; he
sat down and heaved a deep sigh.

“What is the matter with you, Bre-
mer?” asled Lis wife.

-Az he did not answer her. she ap-
proached him—bnt feund that he was.
dead!

(_l—mmblers.

A very larme, very respectalle, and
very kmwm elassof mibauthmpca re-
Jjoice in the nawe of Grumblers—per-
sobs who are sure Alat the world is go-
ing 1o Tuln, that they resent every at-
tempt to comfort them as an insult to
their sagacity, and accordingly seck
their chief consolation in being incon-
soluble, their ghicf pleasure in being
displeased. Their raven eroaks drown
all’ melodies of Tark and linnet. In-
deed, like Jacques, “lhey can suck
nielancholy out of & song, as a weasel
sucks eggs.”? It is to them we are
donbtless indebted for that phrase
which includes all our setions and all
the cirenmstances of onr Leing in this
world, under the generai term of “the
conecrns of life.”

Doleful and erabbed, their comversa-
tion is & eucecesion on omincus pro-
phecies emitted in a serics of growls,
Mad in the infatnation of those sim-
pletons who insist on fecling cheered
by cheerful things, they grufly lint of
the tempests which are emdled in the
sunshine and the caln. Youmeeot
one of them in the strect, and ina
gush of delight at the heavenliness of
the weather, venture the suggestion
that it is a fine day. *“Yes,” he re-
plies, “one of those inferoal storm-
Lreeders!” Suzh a ercature Lavisg no
other comfort than a kind of fretful
satisfuction in finding fanlt, yon make
Lim hopelessly miserable when you
leave him no shadow of a eause for
complaint, ThusCLarles Lamb
gpeaks of one of his companions, who,
in the game of whist, was always
grumbling becanse Le had so fow
trumps.

By some arlifice in dealing, the whole
thirteen were onee given Lim, in the
hope that some souad of glee might bo
audible from his instinctive grunt ; but
after examiuing Lis hand attentively,
be looked more wretched than ever.
“Well, Tom,” said Lamb, “haven’s
you got enough trumps now 17 &Yes,”
was the growling answer, “but I've got
no other eards!” Indeed, discontent,
in the confirmed grumbler, is literally
a complaint—a setiled disease of the
mind, All Lis perceptions of nature
and life Leing twisted and distorted
into the ghape of his own wretehed fan-
cies, he ean see nothing as it is.  Ob-

stinate in sbsurdity, you can not tenipt
or evax hnn inte scuse.

“R1iT ag apoker said a friend ! of one
of these unreasonable and unreasoning
dogmatists. “Stiff a8 a poker!” was the
reply ; “why he would scb an exampla
to a poker!” Dejection in the heart is
thus apt to become stupidity in the
head ; and against stapldity “heaven
and earth fight in vain.” In fact, the
grumbler enltivates Lis erabbed folly as
a conscrentious duiy, and swoaggers and
swells on the strength of it as if to be
a snarling bore was to reach the sum-
mit of human excellence, and to grow
in stupidity was #to grow in grace.
48ir,” gaid Dr. Jolhpeon in reference to

one of this clazss—*8ir, Sherry is dall,
paturally dall; bathe must Lave taken
a great deal of pains to become what
we now see him. BSuch an excess of

slutﬂdlt: is wot in pature, sir. 1 am
wil mg to ntlaw Lim all the merit for lh
lie can claim.”
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