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YOUNG knighthood. ,

l.Y r. FOXTOX, .» !
J Itur of'1 I'rtmicet

I \ J* I '.K \ VI.Concluded. '

! in ui in ;< .i In. most indispu-
i:. ' 1. unreasoning Romanism, i

\. ;i l.er to trot about with on <

.. It was a great and barba-
*'i in. J'hcre is a certain

v. hose fortisximi pedals she
, .

t. :1 as a sacrifice, if any

required of h**r, with tb
i gc of' providing an excellent

j,-lh I la r patients."
coine.come! Stop laughing at what |

| ,1 join the order of Iaj Trajtjte. 1
i biproini--i» with you, and own

. ie- all truth or holiness, and
.a < hurch may be no Ix-ttor than

.i will von tell me. once for
t. !>>w it is that she seems

i j r
k i-.Mie. wh. n i s di.-.nosed to woo her.

i :i i-ion. a glorified Lie!
I 1* and mortal beautv, dead

< 1 the life of Christen-
i i me, like a hoathon
tii tortures. bodily and

i Mvtim-dy death. of tlio fair
i \ ' at v.-stcrday, Constancy.' j
1 i > i ii Jay*.in her stronghold j

, ;.>r < v» ry i rime were freely
if coin- to mo, liv her false

< credit on tin* true! Be
me often to < heat the good,

, J" > ikr the. g Hxt cheats! Bet, li.e to have taken for her
IfTuvi, interests are concerned,

i ! «>f her most distinguished
l"t

i (. ii.. i' a juiml.t i* il v«ro
i- -.i 8 prfjmre*' t

8. i ; i!io h ! and front of heroflVndiug
it s j i nfi- in niv eves.she seems to

... i r.
' J posse-.moii, by unfair man

' o, o" my artless,true hearted,
*iS|« . !.ld V lo70 !

!j crime! Management and artiLill. . u hock and terrify me more

: !. Are not you prejudiced ?
" i p i'-vi-rfux! But you do not"
r a j.i a % i would know that he was above

i f alio -, nv being cheated."
* lk. l.i I 1 l.-.T-O llA ij

» ii i :.mu y limit i/rut »r iir

. .ui . i n: u of remarkable exceli*
I in r * But yon do not know
I. «bi< im, In-beve that lie is, in all

it-- j-ecf .. :» saint."1
-isj-ute- I eat eelv doubt.that lie

acts a!in>." to his conscience. But
! «. 1 :» a Jesuits" college, was he

.ii t iii con-fiitiice mid understand
o.- i tarlv tuiii|>ered with?"

I: . » e tampered with !" Oh, Heru.t , pre'udiced now, and against the
i. ii lean t friend! aguiust hiin whom
t tho^'ht my truest.

i'irha|o so.
' lit whom

i fur-.-if. it" In* any one."
"ft. me?"

* *

I < I caiinot forget that the first time
1 yo l, siter' years of separation, 1 found
no I * .»! at. I from you still.at first, I
l«-a I.: i. r. Could not speak to you.could
" m ti,.;u i. iu the only words which I then
a-. iit-ar liuin mortal lips.could not tell

v * * mi thought me dying, that I died,
- 1 had lived, vour own!"

"'I.;. ih-nnau. it was terrible, was it. not?
»- v. - li .u iu luaiur. t iuiu liiiu

i t! ! u u- re vmcorthi/; and in pity to
tov .f sskt-d 110 more." ", 1

" j ti.LL* In; in.?, ought he not. in pity to
v t have a--ted more? On other point® he
<L |- v.,.1. It strikes me that he should

' i. i.iix inl to take ofl' vour hands the
!" r i at et v,_»ur own affairs, unless he conld

;.i 1» iter lor you than you could for
* >' i.en you followed his leading with
t trust, which ought to have

u;-hing to him, and placed your
a iiiexpi l ience under his guardianship.
r n .t, with !.; > knowledge of the world

ci. no tcr. have ascertained
! lu.otlen.-* were of too grave a nature
( to the amount of punishmentt-l.il -.d ult-'-.fi.- umh-rgoiie? Might he not
::ii- t to ;i;. t ( it whether the ease was not

»' wiiicli a r. e .tciliatiou could he etfected
delicti!- ;-it Tiial mediation on the

i. i your adepti-d }-'.ritual father ? If he
i-i i !! ha-.I the natural feelings of a man, no-d

u:- i any in. no ry of his own youth, he
y.ui. hi'..- guessed what I was ]'

not, h.'fore shutting another
li.iv.- iiisj-lire .1 w hether natural

' i; l'l was real Iv impossible for
your

1 w; It lie had. 1 never
t i lint indeed he meant

t. lie did not approve of
1 i' a-: hardh to he cxmcted

i-i i ta j iii. s to h ad me into |l. Is
V 1.el Lave you heard, and from

i nk it. nod let me know the

t i- untiling that need make yon
. i : g it. what 1 have heard

mi i t.ceive. has been ckieflv i
i world says of hi in that he

lit i mil in all other respect®;
. . un-i riij nloiispropagandist; what i

to me to eouf.rm that view of
'

i confirm my view of him, then.
'lit to represent him so."

i t: . ou meant only, as you aliL t triii Ii; and the truth spoke
.1 through your simple story I

f us if through a magic chant, the
but crafty priest, leading you
>rt of spiritual magnetism into

* j . ieii l.e realty thought the best for
: for the interests of his church;
!" ning you that your eyes

. and that you were going where yonPfwed."
;,re l (TV tiij:"''. »i "imu. j' *!* t u.pke iuuip mote specific?ot i 'le direct falsehood : but truths

1 i at. 1 f.aggemted are often practical-' '* -in tab 'hoods. because more plau**':i:'i f-'-tive. i 11> exaggerated and per-!
Mi l i thought, in persuading you that

v.- ; v as«» was hopeless; in dei.did tlie disadvantages under
nu and genius labor in women;

ulV;« cav.iil.ig to convince you that you
or should not prove yourself a

:..u Whether you are one or not,
,.( tare, unless you do: because( ,a uiu-eoi.ld make you more dearaL'' .Sn\... t(. ii,e than you are already, or

t I do knua that your having printed.
niversal printing, a few fugi1ai .nymousiy without bringing down'pon. .\.ur.-elf a volley of criticism, is no proofa'!. either way. 1'fyou had published a vol"fie

. v.],;.-li pai . d unanswered and uu'1 -.t--.ii: that his test might have beena.fe i With vour very uncommon eve
'
'p.u. and expression, 1 am sure that

' t>«ve on.- now ,n nv po**e«sK>n, dated 1-4U.E F
Miitr.jia ram? fa scltooo now when i« truth1 **uutui. .hat it can t>e preferred to theeV'

Jcufjltm Dtliitred, Canto //, ttanza 38.

at any rate jou might'l^ave given yourself and
vour friends much pleasure by pointing portiaits;any such resonr *e would bo invaluable
to a person in the cohd tion in prhitjh you wore
»t that time ; and if it required perseverance to
become an artist, so i' does to become a saint."
" Yes, indeed," sahj instance, brushing and

bghin$."It is much better, cT course, to be a saint
than a poet or artist, xi one cannot he, as some

persons have been, bo*} ; but it is qot necessarythat oue saint should trick another into sainthoodby persuading b'r under false pretences.
no, I won't say that. f doubtful evidence, that
die cannot be a poet r artist, and that therelore,fantr de brush chisel, or pe$, she must
take the palm as a tf-atter. Oh. there was
one thing more! I o wish I could know how
lhat copy of verses 1 -opened to come to you
out of the casket."

" My dear Herman, do yon not kaow?"
" I know how yoi£,think it did, 1 believe.

Will you tell me oncaM'lore?"
" 1 he Bishop thoug! t of me when he was

writing it, and in pa.tv described me and his
r,._ w.. ,io..

"i-'iivn iui inc. w > in - uu » wiui turuvjt', .iik ii us

will happen sometime'^when Aunt,Cora dealt
die papers round at r£ loin. that oik* came to
me."

"Precisely; that \ s what he meant you
should think. 1 shou, like to knoiy how Mrs.
Honaldsou came to gf> it to you." I
" You shall know at I ice from horj if the fact

does not speak for itself. 1 shall b^glad to be
able to prove to you tlr groundlessness of one
af, your suspicions, de.

*

Herman; ^ud then I
am sure you will dismt s all the rest, as unlike
you and unworthy of vc 1."
Constance walked o t of the room with a

firmer step and high<*. head than I usual, and
found Mrs. Ronaldsoi^ i her nurserjr. " Aunt
L'ora," whispered she,' )u rememl»4r the night
of the children's part; When Anrtette was
the S\hil ?"

** Oh, yes, love; how the little doars did enjoythemselves ! We k ist have another."
" Yws, dear aunt. - lut do yon remember

how it was that you car.
* to give to me that particularcopy of verses-*' hat the Bishop wrote.

out of the casket ? "

" Why, he directud t to you, love, did he
not?"

" No, Aunt Cora ; it was not directed at all.
It was in a blank envei pe."

" Are you sure ? I -bought it was. No. I
can't positively rccolU 't; it was so long ago.
I'm almost sure the otK rs were directed. Oh,
yes, I do remember! That was it. Each of
the other young ladies ad one directed to her ;
and I gave you the bla k one, because I knew
there must have been some mistake. The
Bishop never would hav meant to leave von out.
Pretty, was*it not?" ^" Very pretty, indee<~ " said Constance. The
one halt-proved preva^ation served as a clue
by means of which her momnrv flashed back
along a long series of* more palpable deceits
and artifices. She ha lly knew how she got
out into the passage ; C it when there, she put
her hands to her buratir*r temples, and exclaimed," tricked, cheated, f* ittered, beguiled, where
1 trusted innst! lie f<4£Hl ,ne to the top of my
bent! What a vain "ak f-.ol I have been I
Thank Heaven, that I ad already shown it to
Herman, before I founf it out myself! "

i i
.uwm.s uki* ners an* si, ijeei 10 iremenuous revulsionsof feeling. In, proportion to her unboundedtrust was now ier unbounded distrust.

Returning with averted eye# to her seat byHerman's side, she sa*1, W-t us never mentionthat man's name r^ain. All that he ever
said to me of religion ia&4s it were unsaid ! You
must guide and teaci- me Ueruibn. Your
church shall be my chyLTch ; and we will serve
one GoU together." jHerman pressed her .tand, but did not pursuethe subject. He wgS sorry for her mortification.-notsorry to-* ue, as every Christian
householder ought to he, the bishop of the
church iu his own house. He said only, " We
w ill st ud v the Bible aid! the best religious books
together, and I shall be ,most glad if we can
think alike."

There were few difficulties in the way of it.
Constance had become a Romanist from romancerather than from conviction. In one of
her sweet confessions to her new director, she
said, one day: "I need not blame another's
disingenuousness. I was not upright myself. 1
think, candidly, that it was with tne much as
it was with Henry of Navarre. I wanted the
comichoti, just as h* wanted the crown of
France. I saw no wav to reach it, except
through the door of the cliurch of Rome ; and
through the door of'the church of Rome 1 went
accordingly, as fast as I could. 1 listened to
the arguments on one side ouly, and 1 knew
nothing of those on the other ; so that my conversionwas a sure and speedy process. 1 cannotbear to think of it now ; but indeed, at the
time. 1 did not dream that I might be helping
to tamper so dreadfully, as I now fear that I
was, with the gospel of Christ. As I have often
told you, I acted like an actress. Life did not
seem to me at all the solemn and responsible
reality that I hare ever since been learning to
cousider it, but a sort of phantasmal tragic
drama ; and all that I thought of was. to make
it as dramatic as possible, fill it with action,
play it out, and have it over."

Perhaps," answered Herman, " when we
are twenty years older, and forty times wiser
and more experienced, the young men and
maidens in our neighborhood, who wish to
escape from their empty, disappointed, or unsatisfiedhearts, and take refuge in the service
of Christ, will no longer need to serve an apprenticeshipto Koine, but will come to Father
Herman ana Mother Constance to be taught
how and where to work tor a day, a month, or
a year."

" To me, Herman ? "

" Why should they not ? Several of the best
girls in our pariah are begirding to coine to
Clara already; and she is not forty, nor thirty.She gives them money to ajxfiid in alms for her.
buying, I think, a tnple blessing fo herself,
them, and the receivers of their boui)ty. These
young almoners render her a strict icconnt of
what they spend, and how, and consplt her in
dithcult cases about the disposal oil it. Theyadmire and love her. as it is in the] nature of
girls to admire and love a woman like Clara.
From time to time, she rewards them by engagingsome goo«l master or mistress togive them
lessons with her, and at her eipensdL in some
pleasant accomplishment. This mikes them
feci the better acquainted with lief, and the
more at their ease in seeking her £ounscl in
their little peqdcxitica. Clara has a dine judgment,when she dares to exercise it. in most
matters ofeverv-day life ; and I believe that her
intiuence and example have done incalculable
good already." J

u Claru 1 I can easily believe it-r-so calm,
so sweet, and so considerate! But iTtave been
so utterly wayward and unstable. How could
you ever trust me to advise poor girlT?"441 appeal," said he, with his cordial smile,
" from Constance past to Constance future."
Herman would no; let Constance fall into die

bitterness of a renegade, as at first. she had
seemed likely to do, from the vehemence of her
natural temperament, ever prone to extremes,
and her special indignation at her conviction,which grew stronger and stronger the more she
reviewed the past, thrtt she had been unfairlyflattered and decoyed into the Romish communion.He took pains to seek out as many
as he could of Bishop pevereux's good and
beautiful deeds, which were not far to seek, and
laid the glowing list before her, saying, 44 If lie
had but been frank and sincere, he would have
been perfect, Constance." But frank and sinhierovpr«nff'a hoj fpienitu om^nn tic

sincere and discerning friends, could not snv
that he was. Some shodk their heads, some

laughed, when that point tame up.
As regarded himself, thje man was incorruptible.lie might have beep intrusted for years

with the richest benefices j and he would have
lived penuriouly, and died poor. He might
have been for life the t«il director of hundredsof inexperienced t^Vconfiding devotees ;
and no one of them woull ever have needed to
blush at the sound of hi* tame. When Satan,
as sometimes happened, presented himself beforehint with a eardinal\»hat in his hand, and

>
- I

a brilliant little picture of the seven-hilled eitv
surmounted by the triple tiara for a back
ground, and said, " All these will 1 give thee
apd the glory of them, if thou wilt fall dowi
and worship me," ho always ejaculated hi
" Vade retro," with such promptness and energthfct Satan executed a retraite, which Cellariu
might have envied ; but, unhappily, he forgothe latter half of that, omnipotent adjurationaud concluded it by an awkward mistake with
" It is written, Thou shalt worship.the Churn
0f Rome, and that only shalt thou serve."

Thereupon Satan, delightor in compromisesresumed his pourxuite in a more masterly man
ner, showed him in a moment of time all th«
kingdoms of this world, and said, " All thesi
will I give to the Church of Rome, if thou am
the like of thee will only bow down to fatter <

little, to hold thy tonpUe when thou shoulds
speak, to speak when Ihou shouldst hold th
tongue, to compromise a little with the wrongin order that what thou deemest right may th
more surely prevail.to be a little false to men
in order that thou mayst be the truer to God
and, in short, to crucify thy pride, by stoopini
as a Christian to use means for the furtheranc
of the interests of thy church, which, as a gen
tlernan, thou wouldst kick me, and justly, fo
proposing to thee to use for the furtherance a
thine own." Whereupon the Bishop blushed
groaned in spirit, but bowed, put a cloak upmt, 1 .-»! J . 1 f J
iii.t wunnciuiitCf imu suuereu me iieiiQ to sn
under it in the likeness ut' a fox. It tore him
He was too honest to be happy, though he wa
too resolute to show his pain. He was a nobl
and a grand idolater. Mav God have mercy o
his soul. Let us sinners beseech thee, goo<Lord, that all those whose consciences of hi
sin are accused, by thy merciful pardon may b
absolved I

What, my readers, do I hear vQu, instead c

saying. Amen ! thanking ilod that you are nc
as other men are, or even as this Romanist
Are you then, rare and happy human beinjserving your pure (Jod, by pure means, in youtrade, your profession, your politics, youchurch ? Does your brave hand push asid
everything which would come hetweeu yousoul and Hint, your kuee bow down to LIit
alone ? Do you, respectable sir, never stoop t
bow down a very little to Satan, for the sake i
the cotton-spinning of the North, or the eottor
growing of the South, or any other sort of mot
ey making at the East or the West ? for th
sake of the Whig party, or the Democrati
party, or any other political party ? Of eoursi
we all know that the Union and the worl
would tumble to pieces, if vqu did not, just a

Bishop Devereux knew that this world and th
other would tumble to pieces if he did not ; bi
you know, besides, that there is such a thing a

standing " serene amid a falling world; "
an

so you stand upright, and let the party, an
the money, and the cotton, and the I nion, to<
if they must, tak£ their chance, and trust Got
as Bishop Devereux should have done, to mat

age His own affairs in His own way, withoi
Satan's powerful assistance. I honor you, an

acknowledge that you deserve praise, such n

my lips arc scarcely worthy to utter. " As th
husband is, the wife is; '* and therefore I nee
not catechise yours. I aui sure that neithi
does she bow down to Satan at all, neither fc
iiutfwi », nor iasnion s, nor " society s saKi
She loves her servants, her poor Irish neigl
hois, and even more, ntirabile dictn, her jhii
venue neighbor, as herself, and persists in actin
accordingly in all circles and situations. H«
sweet voice ha* always iis sweet word to say, t
and for the oppressed, friendless, or slanderet
in spite of the frowns or sneers of all wilful c

prejudiced oppressors, or slanderers, in critu
line or broadcloth.

lint you, reverend Pr«»tc::tant, may I ask yo
one or two questions? Satan has devised f<
vou a bribe as high and as subtle as, thoug
less gorgeous than, that for which your Komis
brother fell at his feet. Do you also pro\
stronger and wiser than he? It has been quilin vain, I am aware, for the tempter to repr
sent to you that he is wealthy, and would, tor
trifling consideration on your part, induce yoi
parish to increase your salary, and himse
make you very handsome presents. That w?
not the bribe I meant. You are not to 1:
bought at that price ; it is lower even thau tl:
cardinal's hat. But Satan is fascinating, an
inclined to be fond of you. With all his fault
there is really something very striking an

picturesque about him. Though you regret h
delusion, you must own that he is evident
sincere in thinking that wrong is right; and
you do not, by telling him that it is not. impridentlv shock his prejudices, he will And tin
out for himself by and by, perhaps. He is fon
of controversy, and very readv to believe at

excellent doctrine you please, in the abstrac
provided you will not call upon him to praetii
it before he is ready. He even enjoys nearii
you condemn your neighbors for any sin
which he is not at present in the mood for. B
only begs you to bend to him so far as to pi
off to a more convenient season the diseussk
of one or two, which he and his most partic
lar friends are just now indulging in. and to ee
sure those of your brethren who are dispose
to meddle with them prematurely. He
fashionable and influential; and if you en

only keep him in your sect, he will do a gre:
deal to decoy other members into it. It is vei

important that your sect should increase. Ye
look upon its increase as the only means fc
the salvation of the world." Notwithstandin
all which, when, in your secret, praverft
watchful soul, a voice? deeper and purer thji
that of any earthly policy bids you to spcal
von speak the truth and shame "the devil, an

I let him bounce from his seat, hang his pe
deior, stalk creaking down the aisle in the lai
of your aghast congregation, and take refu^
in that of your rival, the Episcopalian, Bapti*
Swedenliorgian, or Unitarian. Very well.
was afraid that there might be some Jesui
and devil-worshippers, in our days and ehurche
as well as in those of Pascal and of Roun
hut I see 1 was mistaken.
Herman also made Constance introduce hii

to soma or nor out menus in the rtisieriioa
He found among them much to admire an
reverence, a little to smile at, and some go<
hints for imitation as well as warning, to 1
carried ont, perhaps, hereafter. He made h<
admire, approve, and smile, with him, and e:
crciso a little calm discernment in winnowir
the whejat from the chaff.

" These good ladies," he would say, "

Christians in their lives, as you who know thoi
testify, If patience and abnegation of self an
devotion to others' can make them so; and i
their creed they are so, too, to the best of the
knowledge. They obey the teachings of tho
whom they were brought up to believe the
God-appointed guides. I, for one, will uevi

condemn them for their faith, till I have e:

celled them in their works. They were del
catelv bred, yon say, and some of them, I sci

delicately framed ; yet they devote themselvc
willingly, and even cheerily, year aller year,
the relief of squalid poverty, sickness, and igw
ranee. They are amiable, forbearing, an

thoroughly kind to one another. For the
sweet sakes, may the sins ofPopes and Cardinal
yes, and of Protestants, too, be forgiven ; ft
these humble, saintly women belong, I think, i
the Church of Christ, as well as to the Chun
of Rome. Among their fervid and unceasin
prayers, how manv.it is sad to think, misdirec
ed to Saints and Virgin, some may yet reac
the Father, in the nnine of the Son, and.wh
knows?.may help the souls of some nomina
ly enlightened Christians, who, proud of the
enlightenment, forget to pray, and, glorying i
their faith, forget their works. That dress,
ace no vanity or ostentation in it. I do not lik
it on you ; but I do on them. It is their delei
sive armor, which they need to protect theinthevisible shield of the church held over therawheuthey must go forth to relieve or reset
the wretched, it may he, from the very strong
holds of Satan. It is the sorrowful and sympi
thetic token that they are ready to weep wit
those who weep; for with those who rejoice, e:

eept in their ministrations, I suppose thev ha\
little to do, Constance, if a lonely life shou]
ever again be the lot of one of us, 1 should lo^
to know th*t it was to be spent in great part i
works like theirs, adorning what we hold to be
purer faith."

"'If!* oh. Herman, God forbid! And we
need not wait for that! Wf each in onr several

!, ways enlisted ourselves in the service of God in
a our sorrow. It would be ungrateful, unworthy,
s base, to desert it in our jov, because he has
y blest us with one another. No, let us lay our
s united heart3 on His altar. Hand in hand, and
t side by side, henceforth, le; us walk in the nar-

i, row way. Strait as it is, it is broad enough for
i, us two to tread together. Imitate our lord, and
h let me imitate you."

His beautiful dark eyes did not refuse, but
i, met the ardor of her own with an answering
i- shine, that through her's showered down light
e into her heart; and the beautiful days passed
e on ; and, as they went, she loved him only betiter and better, and understood him even more
x perfectly. She grew up into his thoughts as
t she grew into his affections. She learned more

y and more to love God above all.but him." and
;, every man as a brother." She ran, she rushed,
e she Hew towards Heaven in those heavenly
i, weeks beside him, and the last week before her
; wedding-day had come.
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P I IX.
' j Ruth put on Mourning.

^CHAItKH SIXTH CONTIXUKD J
An Jinnr uftpr Mr 1 null \fr*i Fl^in-

j ing wan on the .street, no trace of emotion on

s her calm, lovely lace, no tremor in her hand,
e no falter in her step. She was " out shopping,'
^

as the ladies term it. ami in one of the stores
into which she went, she encountered Mrs.

9 Morninglory. Now. the reader is well aware

r, what enemies these two are, and, especially,
f what great cause Mrs. Fleming had for being
1 angry with Mrs. Morninglory. Of course, says
'r the reader, they could not do less than give
u each other tlie ' dead cut," passing one another
0 with suornful eyes, elevated noses, and that
>' sublitnef unconsciousness ofthe other's existence,
1 much less proximity, which is, as Mr. Thickt,erav would phrase it, so delightful a speetaele
c to the philosophical frequenter of Vanity
J, Fair.'' By no means. Mrs. Morninglory was
^ very much of a woman ; and women, you know,
^ torture playfully, like the tigress, that tousles,
lt and molts, and pinches, and tickles, and plays
is football with her victims, previously to devour
d ing thetn. Nothing pleased her better than
^ adroitly to thrust that keen needle of hers into

j' the quick aneath the finger-nails of those she
j. hated. And Mrs. Fleming was far too proud
it to show any pique. So they met like the best
^ imaginable friends.
ls ' Very fine morning. How well you are

j looking!! '

»r
" Lovely weather, indeed.'

tr ' Isn't this Houiton exquisite, Mrs. Flem»»g?"

' Vetry neat, indeed."
^ ''1 urn glad you like it; 1 have just bought
>r any number of yards.for the ball, yon know.
° One must have something. Yon will be there,

of course ? "

If " Yes, of course. I am looking for somethingto wear, myself."
u " Ah, if I had yonr wardrobe," (it ws^ a
>r genuine sigh, this,) *' 1 would tit* trowbL* *mrhself about shopping, liy the way, have you
h heard that ridiculous report that has been
re started recently about you?"
Le " Yes, 1 have heard something concerning it."'
e- *' Verv ridiculous, wasn't it ? Of course, I
a never believed a word of it."'
ir '* Ah! now, how people do misrepresent
If things. I heard that it originated at your
is house."
>e " Oh no, indeed 1 I only heard it yesterday."
le " I'm glad to learn that you had nothing to
id do with it; though 'tis but a trifle, at best.'
s, " Yes, only a trifle indeed. But I must go ;
id good day. i owe you a long visit.will call
is soon. Come and see me. Adieu."
ly " Thank you.good morning."
if And the two ladies saluted each other with
11- as much courtesy as do thy flags of two nation-
it alities, meeting on the ocean in the u piping
id times of peace."
it " She don't know a wor£of it, I am sure," re-

t, fleeted Mrs. Morninglorv, as she passed on out
?e of the shop.
ig " She expected to disconcert me," smiled Mrs.
s, Fleming to herself, sending a clerk for a collar
le of a certain pattern.
111 It was remarked with wonder, by ever)' one,>n that, during the week, Mrs Fleming was more
u' gay than any one had ev(-r known her to be.
n" She attended the opera, and the various other
. places of amusement, with great assiduity. She
,s had herself driven about in her carriage every1,1where ; seemed not to notice the cold shoulders
at that were not unfrequentjy turned upon her;
T visited more than ever, and more than ever un-
)U bent from her habitual stateliness. Especiallyjr was this the case after Mr. Classic's arrival in

town. That gentleman, attired as he never had
' bevn before.not even in his college days, when j_he was heels-over-head in the wildest moments

of that mad romance of his. (which after all
l(* came to naught).was her constant attendant,
" or rather follower, for she dragged him after her

into all places, to his intense dismay. She made
(> him go to the opera with her, accompany her

to the ordinary in the hotel, and ride with her
in her shopping expeditions.in fact, shp had
taken complete possession of him. Acting in
this way, Mrs. Fleming failed not to strike the
enemv's camp with dismay. They could not
understand her 1 actios, and dreaded them ac-

in eordinglv. And mnnv persons, noticing her
d. conduct, said she could not be guilty, else she
id would not be so bold ; whereupon, in contrite
si reparation, they began to renew their visits.
>e But Mrs. Morninglorv destroyed the effect of
Pr this stylo of reasoning, by reporting that she
v- had it .rom her own hps that Mrs. rlcmingwas
ig acquainted with the scandal. Surely, then, ulie

is very imprudent, argued the world, or else en-

r«. tirelv reckless, and determined to brave us:
id whereat the indignant worid, terribly flustered
id a' being set at defiance, resolved to visit Mrs.
11 Fleming with its indignant wrath, when the
ir proper occasion should arrive.

There was one person, however, who did not
'r agree with the world in all its conclusions.nay,
®r came to other conclusions of his own, which
k- were by no means agreeable to himself. This
i- was Mr. Clinquant. With the thought of the
p, weapons she had just now employed to defeat
M him in his first step, filling his mind with distomay, and his heart with mingled rage and
a- shame.not shame for the deed, but shame at
d having been found out.with the dread that
ir she might have other means concealed with
s, which to complete her triumph, it was natural
>r that this man, the embodiment of tact, should
to falter and pause. She had a great mind, he was
h well aware. a mind superior to his own, bestcause its generalizations were broader, and its
t- judgments more just. He had reason to apprehhend her power. But then he was too far eotn>omitted now to recede. Having to withdraw the
1- magazine-article had cost him much trouble,
ir many lies, and had made him the butt of various
n unpleasant surmises. Moreover, how could he
I rob himself of his revenge, his sweet revenge,
te which was now doubly dear to him, in that the recentcircumstances had sogreatly augmented the

intensity of his hatred? No, no; his revenge he
would have, and, mavgre some accident, of

ic which he would have to run the risk, the prest-ent was a more favorable opportunity than any.
ft- And he and Mrs. Morniuglory were constantly
h together, developing and maturing the details
t- of the grand coup defondre that was to annihirelate Mrs. Fleming, reinstate Mrs. Mominglory,
Id «ntisfv their mutual hatred, and throw all that

social fabric known as " our set" into hysterIIics.
a '* But," the curious reader may ask, u where

were Mrs. Fleming's natural guardians all this

time, when this dark storm was gathering over fr
her head? Where were her relatives ? Where g<all thoae friends who loved her with such devo- tl
tion, who made a Maria Theresa of her? Whydo not some of her lady friends come forward di
with advice, countenance, comfort ? Why does c<
not somebody seold Mrs. Morninglory, pull dt
Clinquant's nose, and threaten Clarissa with \\
the stocks?" I
And the answer, dear reader, is, there was ci

none to do it. Relations she had none, who I
could be called upon in such an emergency.And her friends in society? She had many; gibut, I tell you, it was a bold man would tell w
Czar Nicholas of the pasquinade nailed to his
palace gate. Her real friends, tc

' Tfcart frtniU* (tie hid, and their adoption >r eJ, hi
were not properly '' in society," so called; and, hi
remember, this chapter relates particularly to ui
the doings and sayings of our set,-' so far y<forth as Mrs. Fleming was a portion of it. 1 di
take it, one has no bosoin friends in society, ai
We move too much in glass cases then', to be S
permitted that generous freedom and uncon- fu
strained confidence necessary to generous at
frMMtwthio. And Mrs. Flemimr tlio ,,t nt

abroad, the "introvert!ve self-sustainer at home, j'ls
was peculiarly disqualified from having free- h
spoken friends, particularly among her own d
sex. She had elected to stand alone in her ft
hours of triumph, and she was left to stand p
alone in her hour of danger. It was but the ci
strict justice ineted out bv Nature, in accord- h
ance with her universal law of compensation.i ii
She thanked herself that she ica.i able to stand a

alone, and did not in any wise repine. h
. S1The evening for the ball arrived, and at the f]

conventional hour all the world was there, j.
This ball, which was given in honor of a certain p
distinguished celebrity then in their midst, was ^
one of that hybrid species of amusements, lying jj
between and partaking of the elements both of y
the public ball and the private reception; in pother words, nil assembly. Being such, coining s,
olf in a public hall, and having for its managers
a selection not made up exclusively from ''our y
set," it comprehended, as we have said, all the 3
world. Not only all who wen- recognised as 1?e- a
longing to "our set," but also all whom each j,
individual of " our set" recognised on his or M
her private responsibility. Hence there was a .t
large attendance ; for not only the body of the tl
robe was there, but also its lining and its frin-'t]
ge.s. As your lord of the manor has all his f,
jwKjr cousins to the grand Christmas dinner, y
though not one of them would presume to pay p
his addresses to the heiress, so here, all the p
several acquaintances of "our set" were ad- p
mitted, though none of them would have von p
tared to entertain a thought of being invited 9
to the receptions of "our set." A very conve- f,
nient thing, this arrangement; for "our set,' a

being so highly bred, is a little cold-blooded, pand needs occasionally a little recreation. Mrs. pBrowning's lines on l.adv Howe applv exactly: [j
" if (he's -onn»waai cold, tiWho wonders, when h- r Mood hi* Mood «o long

In ihe dueal reservoir *he call* her line?"

Well, we below call " our set' fools; and in ^
our turn are similarly epitheted by those lower
down in the scale. What, then, doo3 it prove? a

Anything? We are all snobs, savs Mr. Thaek '

eray, and the saver not less so. perhaps, than r

those he says it of; ii\ point of fact, one is 11

half tempted to adopt OflMipte's Positivism, be
cause he has so s lire wdU"-proposed to organize ^
society in terraces.I aUov<? you, ho above me.

"Thus runs the world away."
Mrs. Fleming and her bewildered escort ar-

v

rived in due time, and, after spending the c

proper number of moments in the transaction s

of those toilet-mysteries without which no; J
woman deems herself presentable, the Queen 1

nter*d the ball-room, by courtesy escorted of 5

"Sir. Classic. bt*t it* reality iwrsi-lf the escort- ^
Her appearance created what is styled in the a

fashionable dialect "a sensation," and, even
c

apnrt from the extraordinary circumstances in c

which she w as placed, her appearance was such '

as might reasonably be expected to produce a
1

decided effect. There had been bets made P
among fast young men that she would not be .'
there. But she was there, and there in splendor. 1

Old men, who remembered her first triumphs s

in society, looked at lmr through their eye-
1

glasses, (used under pretence of near-sighted- r

ness, but in reality to remedy a failing vision,) v

and swore lumbagoed oaths that, demme, sir, ?
thev had never seen her so handsome; never
sir, cy Gad. Young men, forgetting intended P
slights, and recklessly regardless of maternal 1

admonitions on the subject, hastened up to pay
'

their respects, and to have a word with the v

Queen, ere she was dethroned. And really 8

she stood there, receiving those attentions. The .

old men were right. .Never had she shone as
on that evening. She was a complete mistress
of the art of dress, not the rrccaling art of Mrs.
Morniuglory, but the art of making what she P
wore appear to be just the thing she should wear, .

and as if nothing else could possibly become her
so well. What her dress was I am unable to a

say."Jenkins " having failed to transmit me F
his copious notes of this memorable occasion. v

except that her colors were dark and rich.that s

the ruby on her bosom flamed back the daze of a

gas light defiantly.that the grand camelia n

nodded more proudly than ever in her magnifi- {'
cent hair. It was not rouire that cave that in- P
imitable soft glow to her chock.though Mrs. !
Morninglory said it was.nor helludonna that
made her deep dark eye to Hash forth such s

wondrous life and fire. Too' brilliant was her v

eye, one thought, yet what a glorious excess s

was that too much !
"She reigns vet," whispered Mr. Clinquant 0

to his ally. "I'ntil I depose her," was Mrs. s

Morninglorv's response.
This deposition did not seem very probable

jnst then. For the sight of Classic had created
a new feeling in many breasts.that of incredu- v

lity. Poor Plato 1 standing there in thy uncomfortablenew riothes, with thv kid-cased hands l,
seeking in vain other resting place than thy
pockets, into which they repeatedly subsided, 11

only be drawn out in haste again ; with thv
homely, embarrassed features covered with a

blushes, and twitching with fright ; well for w

thee that thou didst not hear the divers corn- ^
plimentary remarks then and there passed upon .

thy appearance. " Is thai that the man! Why, '

he is a gawk, an old dried up auatoiuy, and
looksas if he were frightened to death! You

are joking, it cctiit be hiin. ii certainly is not r
true. A woman of Ler ta>t< s nud Iter refine
merit c >uld no veil love such an object as thai! a

Oh no, it is iuq fesildc." In this way the words "

llew about among the ciowd, s )i:ie laughing, '

some wondering, some sneering. i'he partisans! .

and whippers-in of the Cliaiquaiit-Moriiinglcry 1

cliqc were assiduous in meeting all such things L

with proper arguments, new facts, and startling
revelations, as the need was. Amid all this
hustle, one man moved calmly and quietly, a

philosophic observer, who noticed all things, w

but kept an especial eye to Mrs. Fleming. Not, j1however, to aid her, did he observe her, but to

study in her an interesting psychological phe ^
nomenon, and to feast his shrew d eyes upon the
wondrous spectacle of such strength as she was
then evincing. This was Mr. Digest, attired (

comme il J'aut, and looking upon the scene be- s|fore him very much a3 the puppet-master s

watenes tne motions 01 ins wire-strung man 1

nikins. Yet he worked for her in his way too,
for he was continually going near Mr. Clinquant,
and exciting that worthy into terrible fits of 11

rage by his significant smiles, while his sneers
at those who spoke of Plato as her lover, and a.
his open contempt of Mrs. Morninglory, '* with
her clothes down her back, and her flagrant t]
bosom," helped the cause of Mrs. Fleming con- n
siderably. There was need of this help, for the 0
conspirators, working in a body, were begin- w

ning to be very successful. The crowd, which had ptill now gathered about Mrs. Fleming, had no«( e
drawn back a little, and was rapidly diminish- r,
ing in numbers, so that she bail an opportunity
of glancing round the room. She saw herself- i
elected rival, dressed as only she dared dress, w
and laughing loud among a throng of complot- n
tens. She saw Clinquant.she saw.but why .
does she grow for an instant pale*.or.hj for an
instant.and half raise her hand, as if to place j,
it over her heart? Looking, she saw Gilbert pCongreve, with a young lady at histlbow, whom i,
she knew to be his daughter.Jasper's Ruth! f,
Then for the first time wa6 Mrs. Fleming really y

__________________________

ightened, and then she began to regret having
jne thither. For her thoughts took fonn after
lis fashion:
" They have brought him here to witness myisgrace. Or perhaps he has heard of it, and
>mes himself for revenge. No, no, no; he
are not. He is too noble for that, at least,
'hy, then, has he come? Oh, Heaven ! But
will thwart them yet. He shall not see me
inge, at least. To-night, to-night I trill reign.wul be Queen 1"
But her face, haughty, yet calm and placid,
ave no token of the wild conflict of emotion
ithin her breast.
Others besides Mrs. Fleming were surprised

i see Gilbert Congreve there, for, though he
ad unqualified entry everywhere in " our set,"
p was notoriously a recluse from society, and
ideed personally khown to but few of the
lunger generation present, while none knew his
augnter. In fact, this was Ruth's first ball,nd she was sufficiently timid and dazzled,
he had come to the citv only three days be>re,at her father's reouest. wondering what

A 7 Oldden notion had seized him, of all men, to
(tend a grand party, and to take her thither,
he Lad not had much time to give to thought,
owever, in the agitation consequent upon the
rended novelty, and the bustle of preparation
>r it; and, even now, she could not form an ap-reliable idea of what it all meant, nor how she
sine there, standing in a blaze of light, and
aving her ears tilled with nil that wild blendigof music, merriment, and talk. Yet, dazed
s she was, there were few faces could approach
ers in beauty or in style, and the word was

peedily passed around, that Gilbert Gongreve
le author's daughter would bo one of the leadigbelles, without question. She had observed
er father in earnest conversation with several
entletnen, and, standing near him, had several
ines heard Mrs. Fleming's name mentioned,
fas Jasper's proud, stately, cruel mother then
resent? Oh, how she longed, yet dreaded to
eo her! And her ekeeks Hushed up, even at
He suggestive name. "What, then?" asks
liss Sophronisba do I.'Ame, " was she plump,ud round, and rosy, when her lover was gone
way despairing ? She could not have loved
im, or she would have paled awuy in souleanness,and wept herself into stone, like
nother Niobe. Sim did not love him." And
he young lady tosses her indignant head until
be curl papers about her pretty temples giveirth a syinpathie rustle. But ah, my dear
liss, you will have to excuse our poor little
tuth, this time. I do it sadly and reluctantly,
ut as a candid historian I must confess that
luth's organization was defective. She could
e grieved, and shed plentiful tears, crying hcrelfto sleep, but hysterica passio did not mani?stitself in her as it does in your exquisitelyuseeptible nature. She could not resort to
iallor, poetry, and pickles, to assuage her desiair.She preferred to bear her troubles as

ightly us possible, to go about the house attendingto her domestic duties, to solace her
i!e hours with pleasant music aud pleasanttooks, to wait and to hone, not repining. In
me, she was healthy, and sensible, where you
re dyspeptic, and sentimental, and.allow me,
fith all due deference. Miss Sophronisba, to
einind you of so unpleasant a fact.consu innatelyfoolish!
Gilbert Congreve had at last finished talkingrilh the gentlemen who were gathered about

uin, and they had moved off, apparently with
ome object in view, for liuth saw them talkingnth other gentlomeu, and with ladies throughmtthe throng ; and she noticed surprise on
ome oountenauces, and shocked or augry qxiressionson others. rlhen there was a stir in
lie crowd, and, shortly after, Ruth saw a tall
lately lady, standing almost alone, and much
;azed at, even, she thought, with insulting sin ilcs
ind loem-, but the tall stately lady seemed not to
are in the least about it, but talked on unconernedlvwith an embarrassed gentleman, who
las.Mr. Classic! Could that he Jasper's
nother ? Most like her, certainly, as Ruth was
rout to picture her in dreams ; and if it teas
ler, oh ! one must tear her, for she was a Queen,
n right of her regal brow, her grand eye, her
tatuesque pose ! But why was she standinghere alone, on exhibition, as if she were some
loble work of art just completed, which all the
rorld came to gaze at, standing off, with eyes
if critical observation, some praising, some

nult-iinding.the object of every curious lorgtette! Ere Ruth could arrange this question
n her mind, she was interrupted by her father,
rho, placing her arm within his, led her forward,telling her he wished to introduce her to
lady.
The crisis had come for Mrs. Floming. She

iad noticed with quick eye the various ingetriiusstratagems emploved by the conspirators to
[raw away from her, fey a simultaneous moveoent,those who surrounded her ; she had seen
low successfully this was done, and that the
ront line of the circle about her was composed
lmost entirely ofthose'from whom she could exiectno mercy; she felt herselfalone, at bay; now
ras the time " to do or die; " and she felt herelfequal to the emergency. Against all slights
nd sneers, she would go on calmly in her way,
nd they should never nave it to say they had
aade her falter, or caused her confusion. She
;ept Mr. Classic by her, conversing with him
n an animated tone.not that the poor fellow

i ,u: .i l. i k -- e. u:..
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tartled eye was running round the room as he
rondered at this sudden desertion, asking himelfwhat it all meant, and wishing himselfa thouandtimes back at the lodge among his books,
r anywhere else out of this social thundertorm.

' Mr. Classic, they are forming sets for the
loor. Vou must ask ine to dance with you."

' I, madam!" His surprise and dismay
rere ludicrous in the extreme. 11 Save and
xcept the figures reported to have been moved
hrough bv the choral bands at the Hacehic
'stivals, 1 know naught whatever about danc"

Oh, I can show you the steps. You must
sk me ; see, they are clearing already, and it
rould never do now for me to be without a

artner."
Plato groaned and rubbed his head in utter

espair. *' Put is it absolutely necessary for
on to dance ? "
" It is."
'' Then." said Plato, rejoicing that he had
mud a way of solving the dilliculty, " 1 will go
nd request one of tho.->o young men to take
iv place. It will be an infinitely more agreeblearrangement to all parties, I am sure ;

"

ith whicli uugallant speech he was about
utrying otf, when a rough voice growled in his
ar:
" Stay where you are, you fidgety old coward,

i'hat are you good for, anyhow ? ''

Ptato turned and saw Mr. Digest. That
orthy gentleman, wlio was exceedingly spruce
nd smiling, approached Mrs. Fleming gallantr,and asked her, in a sufficiently loud tone, if
e might have the honor of leading her out in
le first dance. There was a momentary flash
f grateful light in Mrs. Fleming's eve that won

ft. 11^ n a a J 1 7.1 *
at a

enuuy nuuereo me lawyer, ftiie noauetl agent,and was placing hqynand in his, when a
tir and a munnar, lt»^'mit ominous, made her
ause.

'"Stay," said she to Digest, as if making a

imple remark about the weather, " stay.do not
iterfere.it is coming !''
"What is coming?" asked Pl4to, who was

gain close at her elbow.
Mrs. Fleming had guessed rightly. The bateawaited her. Mrs. Morninglory, accompaiedby Mr. Clinquant, was moving across the

pen space, approaching her, and she knew
hat that meant. They were coming for the
urpose of insulting her, they and their follow
rs, by getting her to Speak to them, and then
et nrning the courtesy with that supercilious
tare which say3: " 1 know you no longer."
"his was to be the premier coup in a long series
rhich they had planned. It was the opening
aovernent of the campaign iu a war of extermination.Cool old Digest withdrew some steps,
j study faces at the best advantage. Here were

ateresting phenomena, and he did not care a
linch of snuff how much agony was concerned
a their evolution. He was there to see how
sr a woman's dumb Laconism and strengthrould support her; and to see it, he must stand

' i^ck. Mr*. Fleming then waited, (all this took
iot a minute in action, but it nervertheleas inmilvcd the passion and tension of years of ordir»;(rylife, therefore we have to be slow in settingit all forth,) a woll-feigned smile on her lip, as

they drew near.the Morninglory sailing down
t* e room, " bedecked, ornate, and gay."

' ' Like a stately ship
Of Tarsus, bound for UC isles
Of Javmn or Gudtre,
With all her bravery on, and tackle trim,Sails filled, and streameia waving,
Courted by all the winds thai hold arm play,
An airber scent of odorons perfume

* Her harbinger, a damsel train behind :"

01; she came, convoyed by the Clinquant, whose
mwtrils were distended like a wolf who sceuts
h- 5 prey from afar. On they came, by that calm,
iveasaut smile enticed on further than theyh- d meant to go.what a sorceress-power was
ii that smile of Cirec~-and then, just as they
wore pausing, and setting their faces for the
c.t np-iie-tfrace, while all the room looked on with
v >ied emotions, Mrs. Fleming, still smiling,deliberately wheeled short around, and turned
her back upon them!

Hraea! harametre, bis!" cried old Dig>-st,clapping his hutid^ as if lie had just been
Witnessing some splendid theatrical coup </e

utrr, while a ntnrmtir of surprise succeeded
a half-laugli ran arouud the hull, as the discon find conspirat«»/R ]«j»>ed tut. None of this

a\s hcanl by Mrs. Fleming, ilrr ears were
fi led with the sound of a voice, oh, how farnil1£L.I 1 -1 » *
i*- once a caiui measured voice, ana not unit'Indians, a voice that .said, not loudly, nor yet
ifc4a whisper, not exultinglv. hut in a tone of
q" iet approval:
^ Well done ! "

\Only those words; Iwit they struck a chord
ir "Mrs. Fleming's hrcaet that had hcca long,lc jfj untouched, and its vihrations so thrilled
h r, that she gasped convulsively, with face f«.r
a moment ghastly pale,|as she turned slightly,
a :d saw Gilbert Congrqve at her elbow, with his
d lighter clinging to hit arui! Whateverento- I
ti-ms stormed through her soul then, she gave no
o> tward expression to them Iteyoml that mo-jn»'?ntary pallor, hut stood still Queen before the
rCirn and before Gilbert Congreve. Ruth's
fn her must have envied the woman's wondrous
mgsU-ry of self, then, for even hi.i voice treuibljd, as he said, trying to affect the tones of an
ordinary salutation, and holding out hi; hand
to heb:

M Mrs. Fleming, it is long since we met. I
at.i glad to see you looking so well. Allow me
to present my daughter to you, and to ask for
hi r the kindly notice of so distinguished a lender
ii^ society." His tone of voice was intention!al -y loud enough to he heard hy those around
tlf?in.

Peace, bounding heart ! Be still!
Aye, she knew it all, now. He had come to

sa re her, not to see her crushed. He had sac
ririeed his pride, and for her sake, w hen she
would have died, rather. Peace, throbbinghi art! Back, tears.back yet, awhile! Not
h» to, oh.hut with what relieving gush, preset*ilv, when the proud head, ali humbled now,
sljifl rest upon tho pillow, and ache with joyai.'l love. Peace!

She luid her white hand in his for a moment,
wfjile gazing into his eyes. Did he read there
thi emotions that heaved her rubv-crowned
breast.the pain that throbbed behind that
vflite brow.the tell-tale tears that hardly would
sfr>y back ? If not, why did he sav, with kindly
st *nifieance.

u The room seems very warm: do you not
ftnl it so, Mrs. Fleming?"
Oh, he must have known her well!
'With another glance of her eve, she thanked

ar d rewarded him ; then turned to Ruth, and
t<yk her baud again.to Ruth, whose face had
crimsoned at mention of that name.whose eye
feared to look up once.who trembled, as if in
ai apie.I have never seen yon before. Miss Congr»ve,"Baid the Queen, " hut one cannot easily
foPget that face. We shall be friends.that is,
if *ou can admit an old woman into your friendship."
Ruth dared to look up now, her face eulivened

with eloquent thanks, willing to make much of
these words, but she made no distinct reply." Ruth is not used to beiug Uattcreu, Mrs.
Fleming," said Mr. Congreve. u This is her
first ball, and she is very timid, having no ex-

penence in society. You will have to teach her
some of your self-possession and insouciance.
Who else could have done what you have doue
this evening ? " added he, in a lower tone.

Mrs. Fleming's look was worth a king's ransom,as she replied in the same low tone, murmurinjrly.44 \\ ho else tcould have done what you have
done, this evening ? "

u Well, I put inv daughter in your charge,Mrs. Fleming. I see several ladies nnxious to
speak with you, as well as une jrande foule des
Messieurs, who will never forgive me if I monopolizetheir guiding star. I will presently
return," said he, moving away, and taking off the
embarrassed Classic with him.

[TO BE CONTIXCEIt.]
For Ihe National F.ra.

MEN AND WOMEN.
No. 2.

Wherein Man is Shown to be ThickHeaded.
BV OA!!. HAIftl.TOV.

Did you ever see a cat eat a mouse? Does
she pounce upon it. and cram it down her ravenousmaw in the twinkling of an eye? Not
in the least. She disports herself merrily. She
assumes a gracefully-worn semblance of playful
affection. She pats it lovingly. She tosses if
gently hither and thither. She makes feint of
letting it escape. Hut when its hour is come,

straightway down her throat goes the reluctant
moyse.and no less surely, for all her roD disguises.

(Jr a professional critic disserting an unlucky
auih >r, who hxs fallen under his sovereign displeasure? Does he lift up his Fnife at once,
and lop off the offending hand, or pinch out the
offending eye ? Nay, verily. He plays around
his victim. He smooths down his startled sen

nihility with a velvet hand, tiel 1< his nostril*
with a sweet-smelling savor, lulls liiself-love
with well-cboseit wordsofprni.se: but when the
doomed :r.an begins to feel the dreamy languor
of complacency stealing over his sense-;, down,
down, down comes the ponderous battle-axe.
sudden, remorseless, inexorable.chopping the
poor fellow into a hundred pieces, and grinding
them to powder afterwards.

So likewise I, having discoursed honey,
sugar, and sirup, design to " dash" it with
Cayenne pepper and vinegar, and, if the ragout |
is not to your taste, O reader, allow me to sug-
gest the old proverb, u Xo smart, 110 cure." The
test of certain spices is their pungency : and if
what I shall say shall have power enough to
rouse the opposition of the natural heart. I shall
not have written quite in vain.
From the confession of faith which I have 1

made, it will readily be interred that I have no

petty spite to gratify, but that I speak more in
sorrow than in anger when I say that men do
sometimes act like downright persons devoidof sense, (dictionary definition of u word
which I refrain from using, for courteous rea

sons,) and it really Is necessary to fall back on

uudiaputed proofs of their common sense in
other matters, to convince ourselves that this is
only a vionn-stuliitia.

1 do not blame men for not understanding
women. It is, perhaps, not in the nature ot

things. Two organisms so delicate, yet so disitinct.so often parallel, yet so entirety integral.
can perhaps never be thoroughly understood,
objectivelv. But I do blame them for obstinatelypersisting in the belief that they do when
they don't. Instead of going quietly on their
way, and letting us go quietly on ours, givingI

and receiving help when it is needed, and stand
ing kindly aloof when it is not, they an* continuallyprojecting themselves into our sphere, putting their oliicious shoulders to our wheels,
poking their prurient fingers intoour pies. They
seem to have no idea that there is any corner
of our hearts so hidden, that their half-penuytallow candles cannot illuminate it; and, at the
first symptom of doubt, the tallow candies are

accordingly produced. Assuming that they are
entirely conversant with woman's nature, consciouswith all their stolidity that there is frictionsomewhere, and perfectly confident that
they can tinker us up " as good as new." \\ ith
the best of motives and the clumsiest of hands,
they begin forthwith to hammer away, right and
left, on the delicate wheels amf springs, till wc
are forced to cry out, " Dear souls, we know
you are good, and honest, and sincere. You
would dio for us; but your fingers are alt
thumbs. Let us alone ! '* Do you think theywill ? Xot they. Undaunted by their want of
success, apparently even unconscious of it, th«-y
ding on doggedly, to the tune of the homeopathicdoctor's soliloquy.

Ju«t h Mil.'Ir gram diluted
In a j>«il of wai> i

Cure* nil i'ls that " »h I* hen lo,
Or, if not, tl ourht-tt r *

To lie sure, it " ought-w-r ;'' and if continuity,
persistence, iutlcxibilitv, and a continual harpingon the satne string. Could have reformed u.-;,
we should have been reformed into the seventh
heaven long ago. But God works bv means.
Water docs not spontaneously run up hill. X«»
<miiiiinuiion ui nuinrn»rs ran niaKo iwoamiiwo

equal live. The strength of' Samson would not.
enable a man to lit! himself to the stars, bypulling at the strap of his boots. So the Con
iliet of Ages goes on.
O, if those who are a: such infinite pains to

tench woman her duties,and moke liar couteiitedwith her lot, would but stop a moment to ,take their reckonings, ai d compare notes. 4' Go
to, brothers ; we don't seem to get on very fast.
There must be a screw loose somewhere. Let
us investigate.'
Do 1 tlatter invselt* that what I may sp.y will

have the slightest tendency to modify the views
or the practice of any one of niv mascttlin"
readers, should I be so fortunate as to have
any ? Not m the least. Though I speak with
the tongues of men and of angels, vet, of six
men who should do me the honor to read tn<x
halt'a dozen, invited to deliver an address a*
the anniversary of a femalo boarding-school,would rise slowly in their place, smile down a
bland nnd benignant compliment ,,n the whiterobedbeauty before tliein, ami glide gracefullyinto au oily culogium upon woman's influence,
her Immunizing and elevating mi.-sion, prouv.:patingthe novel aud startling theory that her
jtower is in her heart, not in her arm ; that she
judges by intuition rather than induction that
her sphere is not on the rostrum, but by the
fire-side ; that she is to rule by love, not by
fear.interspersing some venerable fling at woman'srights conventions, and their strong
minded leaders, quoting with unutterable
pathos,

' 1 calW her angel, but he called hrr w.fe 14.

(Query: what right has any man to be calling
another man's wife, angel?) and winding upgloriously in a metaphoric convulsion.
Do you nsk me, then, why 1 write? Because

I know that I shall be read by girls, and, as wo
have beeu told nine hundred aud ninety-niuetimes, the girls of this generation are to be the
mothers of the next, Must as if anybody supposedthev were to be the fathers,) and 1 hopeand believe that the few crumbs 1 cast upo.uthe waters will be returned to me or mine aftermany days.

Boarding-school anniversaries are becoming
a part of our institutions, and the above outline
is no fancy sketch. I once heard a lecturer on
qucli au occasion introduce such an address
with the remark that he was left uo choice. \
The subject was forced upon him by the nature
of the case ; and having thus apologized at the
outset, he immediately struck the trail, and
came in at the death handsomely. His voice
was melodious, his accentuation perfect, his
language elegant, his manner refined. He did
in the best possible style what needed not to
be done at all. And he knew that it needed
not to be done. The very fact that he did
apologize indicated that be saw the necessity of
apologizing. It was as if ho had said, '' Mydear girls, 1 know you are bored to death with
people's telling you what your sphere is, but I
must give the screw one more twist. I pray
you try to bear it; for what the mischief is a
man to talk about, if not this?" This would
uot have been dignified, but it would Lave beea
frank.
But I take issue on the fact. There is a

choice of subjects. A man is not confined to
this stupid treadmill. Girls can understand
and appreciate a broader sweep of thought.
One of tho finest public addresses I have ever
heard was on such an occasion. I have forgottenthe definite themv. bat it treated of the
cultivation of the beautiful, And, strange to re

late, there was not in it, as far as I recollect, a
single injunction ko women to mind their own
business. Truth "obliges me to confess that,
though all the good people admired it as verv
beautiful, they all added, " but not appropriate."In nty opinion, however, it was appropriate.Instead of tellinig us to stop doin^ nothing, and
refrain from doing tho wrong thing, he showed us
how to do a right thing; and no matter if peopledo find fault with a good lecture. It only
proves that their taste is weakened by long disuse,and must be educated up to higher a level.

That villainous old woman hater, Alexander
Pope, avenged himself for the unpardonable
superiority of Lady Mary Worthy Montagu *
wit to his own, and her scornful and merry refusalof his proffered love.one shrinks from
.profaning the sacred word by applying it to
such mockery of the divine passion.hv patteringrhymes against the whole sex, as

- M liter loo «oii n Ur >ns mark to hi-*r,
And best distinguished by black brown, er fiur."

The men of to day, with ail their boasted prog- ,

ress, se-.in t«> have gout hot a step farther.
Tin y doiiidc- 1 give us sutticic-nt consistency to
bear whatever impri v, tin n. elves shall stamp,
but acknowledge :.o inborn power of self-development.Singularly en ugh, there >3 a wonderf'.ilsameness in all their V.amj s. If we wnro

J . .--.e.. . ...i.
"U»4i ni«;ii rent; u. i i uoy auu UH.J
o x /<< Didi k nou l l«e s>rt upon us with
tlit* uniformity of tin- n il cross on n flock of
.sheep. Now, if there won in our seminaries
only fie' « «tf g:»! i, !t|ul that a class rcare<l
in luxurious hoiSes, autl tempie<l l»v mere surfeit
ofidh-ness into forbidden pa!hi, there would
more excuse lor the mot.' tone, though it would
Mill he utierly ineffectual; bnt, collected as our
New Kuglaud schools ate.and I am speaking
now of these particularly.there is many and
many a girt in them who lias come from a homo
of poverty, some perhaps of ignorance, a few,
a!a.s! of vice, lie who should be the stay and
honor of his family is its weakness and shame.
A frail girl, with a strong heart and a clear
brain, throws herself in the breat h. She studies
with energy, purpose, and effect. Shestands on
the threshold of womanhood, and turns to take
a last look at her girlish days. Ail the luring
pictures spread out by a poetical speaker, her
woman's heart has already portrayed, and she
knows that she must resolutely shut her eyes
and turn awnv from them. Maiden hones.
wifuly trust, mother's lovo, are not for her. tie
sacred privacy and dear delights of home,

"The grnce* uod the !ovm tnm make
The mini" of (he inart^i of life."

she ga^es upon with tear-<limmed eyes ani paio
lips; for between them and her rises a sad
vision.a care worn mother totteriny ^raveward,brothers and sisters who will ash into
rudo, ignorant, and immature matu^T but for
her. Her path lies straight, but n7 rough.
Duty points with stern finger, ''th- »the way;
walh ye in it,*' and with silen,®ero\sm she
presses the thorn to her heart, gathers up
her womanly robes, trembling,.11* unwavering.
Have you no word for her? *ou °ut musicalperiods, exhorting her 0rnpauions to be
content with the lovef that ,-it, 10 receive them
with open arms: cart you ;ot SP°'1^ ft word of
comfort to her for whom iin1nK. shall ever be
outstretched? Must ,J herself exiled
from man's sympath IH??ai';,c a man's sin
forces her to assume Jan 8 uut7 ? The poor
ye have always wit J°u orphaaed, thq

a


