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at any rate you might’l ave given
your yfrienhp:uch ﬂe'unm by

traits ; any such resowr e would

to & person in the cond tion in whigh you were
at that time ; and if it r pquired perspverance to
nnmi.lt.sni'.d?uloheo e & saint.”

“Yes, indeed,” sai **’onstance, ing and
sighing. .-

“It 18 much better, cI course, to! be a saint
than a poet or artist, -7 one eannot as some
parsons have been, ; butitis necessa-
ry that one saint A trick anothey into saint-
hood by persuading h’r under false pretences—
no, I won't say that— ¥ doubtful & that
she cannot be a r

one thing more! [ d yald
that copy of verses Iispened to cpme to you
out of the casket.” =

“My dear Herman, do yon nof kaow 7"

“1 know how yougthink it didj 1 believe.
Will you tell me once’ fiore ?" |

4 The qull? t 4 of me whe
writing it, and in pat’ d
wishes for me. By ax4dd coincidedee, such as

the papers round at r¢- lom, that one came to
me. =

“ Precisely; that ¥ '3 what he meant you
should think., 1 shou. like to know how Mrs.
Ronaldson came to gi= it to you.”

*You shall know at ¢ ace from hery if the fact
does not speak for itseli. 1 shall ba glad to be
able to prove to you the undlesshess of one
of your suspicions, des~ Herman; gnd then I
am sure you will dismi s all the rest, as unlike
vou and unworthy of ye " .l

Constance walked o t of the ropm with a
firmer step and highes head than jusunal, and
found Mrs. Ronaldso® 1 her nursery.  “ Aunt
Cora,” whispered she, = su remembér the night
of the children's part: . When Andette was
the Syhil 2" =

“Oh, yes, love: how the little dears did en-
joy themselves! We 17 15t have another.”

“ Yoz, dear aunt. = dut do von remember
how it was that yon eax™ to give to me that par-
ticular copy of verses=- hai the Bishop wrote—
out of the casket 2" =

“Why, he directed=t to yon, love, did he
not?" ° . "

% No, Aunt Cora; it was not directed at all.
It was in a blank envel pe.”

¥ Are you sure ? T “hought it was. No. I
can’t positively recollé *t; it was =o long ago.
I'm almost sure the otk rs ‘were directed. Oh,
ves, I do remember! " That was it. Each of
the other young ladies ~ad onc directed to her;
and I gave you the bla k one, because T knew
there must have been some mistake. The
Bishop never would ha¥- meant to leave von out.

Pretty, was®it not?™

% Very pretty, indeer~"" said Constance. The
one half-proved prevagation served as a clue
by means of which her, memory flashed back
along a long series of ‘more pulpable deceits
and artifices. She ha_lly knew how she got
; But when there, she put
her hands to her burstirer temples, and exelaim-
ed, “iricked, cheated, (Fittered, beguiled, where
I trusted most! He fgged me to the top of my
bent! What a vain w#ak faol I have been!
Thank Heaven, that I - ad already shown it to
Herman, before I found it ont myself! ”

Minds like hers are si_ijoct o tremendous re-
vulsions of feeling. i proportion to her un-
bounded trust was now aer uhbounded distrust.

Herman's side, she sa®™, “ &t us never men-
tion that man's name Fiain,  All that he ever
said 10 me of religion ids it were unsaid ! You
must guide and teagl. me . Herman.

one (od together.,”

Herman pressed her Sand, but did not pur-
sue the subject. He wis sorry for her mortifi-
CAton—notl S0rry los e, as every Christian
househalder ought to he, the bishop of the
church in his own housé. He said only, “ We
will study the Bible anfl the hest 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 ro-
mance rather than from convietion. In one of
her sweet confessions to her new director, she
said, one day: “I need not blame another's
disingenuocusness. T was not upright myself. I
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& brilliant little picture of the seven-hilled city,
surmounted by the thiple tiara for a back-
ground, and said, “ All t will 1 give thee,
apd the glory of them, if thou wilt fall down
and worship me.” always ejaculated his
“ Vade retro,” with such promptness and energy
that Satan executed a e, which Cellarius
might have eavied ; but, unhappily, he forgot |
the latter half of that, omnipotent adjuration,
and concluded it by an awkward mistake with,
“ It is written, Thou shalt worship—the Church
of Rome, and that shalt thou serve.”
Thereupon Satan, ter in compromises,

resumed H!'EM' n a more masterly man-
ner, showed him i oment of time ill the

“4If1° oh, Herman, God forbid! And we
need not wait for that! We each in our several
ways enlisted ourselves in the service of God in
our sorrow. It wonld be yagrateful, unworthy,
hase, to desert it in our joy, becanse he has
blest us with one another.” No, let us lay our
united hearts on His altar, Hand in hand, and
side by side, henceforth, le us walk in the nar-
row way. Strait as it is, it is broad enough for
us two to tread together. Imitate our lord, and
let me imitate i

His Imnulifumrk eves did not refuse, but
met the ardor of her own with an answering
shine, that through her's showered down light
into her heart; and the beautiful days

ma

of this - y and said, “ All these
of Rome, if thou and |
bow down to flatter a |
e when thon shouldst

shouldst hold |hy1
tongue, to compromise’s little with the wrong, |
in order that what thoa deemest right may the |
more surely i be a little false to men, |
in order that thon mayst be the truer to God ;
sndy in short, to crucify thy pride, by stooping
as o Christian to use means for the furtherance |
of the interests of thy church, which, as a gen. |
teman, thou wouldst kick me, and justly, for |
proposing to thee 1o use for the fartherance of |
thine own.” Whereuﬁn the Bishop blushed, |
groaned in spirit, but bowed, put & crunk upan |
is_ponscience, and suffered the fiend to slip
under it in the likeness of a fox. It tore him.
He was too honest to be happy, though he was
too resolute to show his pain.  He was a noble
and a grand idolater. May God have merey on
his soul. Let us sinners beseech thee, good
Lord, that all those whose consciences of his
sin are aceused, by thy merciful pardon may be
absolved !

What, my readers, do T hear vou, instead of
saying, Amen ! thanking God that you are not
as other men are, or even as this Romanist?
Areé you then, rare auvd happy human being,
serving your pure God, by pure means, in your |
trade, your profession, your politics, your
church?. Does your brave hand push aside
everything which would come between your
soul and Him, your knee bow down to Him
alone ? Do you, respectable «ir, never sioop to
bow down a very lil.lreel.o Satan, for the sake of
the cotton-spinning of the North, or the cotton-
growing of the South, or any other sort of mon-
cy-muking at the East or the West? for the
suke of the Whig party, or the Democratic
party, orany other political party ?  Of course,
we all know that the Union and the world
would tumble to pieces, if yeu did not, just as
Bishop Devereux knew that this world and the
other would tumble to piedes if he did not ; but

standing “ serene’ amid a falling world; * and
so you stand upright, and let the party, and
the money, and the cotton, and the Union, too,
if they must, také their chance, and trust God,
as Bishop Devereux should have done, to man-
age His own affairs in His own way, without
Satan's powerful assistance. I honor you, and
acknowledge that you deserve praise, such as
my lips are scarcely worthy to utter.  “ As the
hushand is, the wife is: " and therefore I need
not eatechise yours.
does she bow ciowu to Sataun at all, neither for
interest’s, nor fashion's, nor “society’s” sake,
She loves ‘her servants, her poor Irish neigh-
bors, und even more, mirabile dicti, her paar-
venue neighbor, as herself, and persists in acting
accordingly in all circles and situations. Her
sweet voice has always iis sweet word to say, to
and for the appressed, friendless, or slandered,
in spite of the frowns or sneers of all wilful or
prejudiced oppressors, or slanderers, in crine

Your | {ine or broadeloth.

Bat you, réverend Protestant, way T ask vou
one or two questions ? i
vou & bribe as high and as subtle as, though
less gorgeoud than, that for which your Romish
brother fell at his feet. Do you also prove
stronger and wiser than he ? It has been quite
in vain, I am aware, for the tempter to repre-

trifling cousideration on your part, induce your
parish to increase your salary, and himself
make you very handsome presents. That was
not the bribe 1 meant. You are not to be
ho:rhl at that price ; it is lower even than the
cardinal's hat. ~ But Satan is fascinating, and
inclined to be fond of you. With all his faults,

think, candidly, that it was with me much as
it was with Heury of Navarre. I wanted the
cormichen, just as’he wanted the crown of
France. 1 saw né way to reach ir, except
thrpugh the door of the church of Rome: snd
through the door of the church of Rome I went
aceordingly, as fast as I could. I listened to
the arguments on one side only, and I kuew
nothiug of those on the other ; so that my con-
version was a sure and speedy process. I can-
not bear to think of it pow f;ut indeed, at the
time, I did npt dream that % might be helping
to tamper so dreadfully, as I now fear that I
wag, with the gospel of Christ. As I have often
told you, I acted like an actress. Life did not
seem 0 me at all the solemn and responsible
reality that I haye 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 yeard older, and forty times wiser
and more experienced, the young men and
maidens in our neighborht& who wish to
escape from their empty, disappointed, or un-
satisfied hearts, and take refuge in the service
of Christ, will no longer need to serve an ap-
&mntiu‘e&hip to Rome, but will come to Father

erman and Mether Constance to be taught

I how and where to work for a day, a month, or

a year."

*To me, Herman ? " -

“ Why should they not ?  Several of the best
girls in our parish are begigning 1 come to
Clara already ; and she is not forty, nor thirty.
She gives them money to gpend in alms for her,
buying, I think, a tfiple blessing fo herself,
them, and the receivers of their bounty. These
voung almoners render her u strict gecount of
what they spend, and how, and consplt her in
difficult cases abont the disposal of it. They
admire and love her, as it is n the  nature of

girls 1o admire and love a woman like Clarn.
From time to time, she rewnrds them by engn-
ping some good master or mistress toyrive them

lessons with her, and at her efpensd, in some
pleasant accomplishment. This makes themn
feel the better acquainted with hef, and the
more at their ease in seeking her ¢ounsel in
their little perplexities. Clara bas alfine judg-
ment, when she dares to exercise Ein most

matters of every<day life ; and I believe that her
influence and example have done incaleulsble

good already.” TRy
“Clam! I can easily believe it-so calLJ,

80 sweet, and so considerate! DBut T have been

so utterly wayward snd unstable. How could

you ever trust me to advise poor girl§?" |
“ I appeal,” said he, with his ¢
“from Constance past to Constance
Herman would no; let Constance fall into the
bitterness of a re e, 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 couvictign,
which grew stronger and gtronger the more she
reviewed the past, that she had been unfairly
fiattered and decoyed the Romish com-
munion. He took pains {o seek out as many
as he could of Bishop Devereux’s good and
beautiful deeds, which were not far to seek, and

laid the glowing list before her, saying, “ If he
had but Eeen frank and sincere, he would have
heen t, Constance,”| But frank and n{n-
cere, his reverence's best friends, among bis

sincere and discerning fiie
that he was. hodk their heads, some
laughed, when that point bame up. !
As rded himself, the man was incorrupt-
ible. He might have been intrusted for years
with the richest benefices} and he would h$a
lived penuriouly, and di¢d poor. He might
have heen for life the
them woul} ever

dreds of ine:?erimed
blush at the sound ol'hia? 9

and no one o
as sometimes hap

nds, could not sny

fore him with a i

picturesque about him. Though you regret his
| delusion, you must own that he is evidently
! sincere in thinking that wrong is right; and if
| you do nat, by telling him that it is not, impru-
| dently shock his prejudices, he will find that
| out for himself by and by, perhaps. He is fond

| of controversy, and verv ready to believe any |

| excellent doctrine you please, in the abstract,
! ]:rm‘illucl you will not call upon him to practice
it before he is ready. He even enjoys hearing
you condemn your neighbors for any sins,
which he is not at present in the mood for. He
ouly begs you to bend to him so far as to put
off to a raore convenient season the discussion
of one or two, which he and his most particu-
lar friends are just now indulging in, and to cen-
sure those of your hrethren who are disposed
to meddle with them prematurely. ﬁr& is
fashionable and influential: and if you can
only keep him in your sect, he will do a great
deal to decoy other members into it. It is very
important that your sect should increase. You
look upon its increase as the only means for
the salvation of the world.” Notwithstanding
all which, when, in your secret, prayerful,

that of any earthly policy bids yon to speak,
yon speak the trath and shame the devil, and
let him bounce from his seat, bang his pew
door, stalk creaking down the aisle in the tace
of your aghast congregation, and take refuge
in that of your rival, the Epismpnlian, Baflisl.,
Swedenborgian, or Unitarian. Very well.

was afraid that there might be some Jesuits

as well asin those of Paseal and of Rowe,
but I see | was mistaken.

to soma of her old friends in the Sisterhood.
He found among them much to admire and
reverenpe, a little to smile at, and some good
hints for imitation as well as warning, to he
carried ont, perhaps, hereafter. He made her
admire, approve, and smile, with him, and ex-
creise w little calm discernment in winnowing
the whuat from the chaffl

“ These good ladies,” he would say, “sre
Christinus in their lives, as you who know them
testify, if ¢ patience and abuegation of <elf and
devotiot to others " ean make them so; and in
their ¢ they are 50, too, to the best of their
knowledge. They obey the teachings of those
whom they were brought up to believe their
God-appointed guides. I, for one, will never
condémn them for their faith, till T have ex-
celled them in their works. They were deli-

delicately framed ; yet they devote themselves
willingly, and even cheerily, year after year, to
the rélief of squalid poverty, sickness, and igno-
rance, They are amiable, forbearing, and
thoroughly kind to one another. For their
sweet sakes, may the sins of Popes and Cardinals,
ves, and of Protestants, too, be forgiven : for
these humble, saintly women belong, 1 think, to
the Church of Christ, as well as to the Church
of Rome. Among their fervid and unceasing
prayers, how many, it is sad to think, misdirect-
ed to Saints and Virgin, some may yet reach
the Fagher, in the name of the Son, and—who
knows ?—may help the souls of some nominal-
Iy ll:nlight»ne& Christians, who, pdr:md of their
enlightenment, et to and, glorying in
ot ey o i s T et
see no vanity or ostentation in it. I do not like
it on you ; but I do on them. It is their defen-
sive armor, which they need to protect them—
the visible $hield of the church held over them—

¢ept in m I suppose have
Iittlite to do, Constance, i'f' a lonel{ life f.hould
ever again be the lot of one of us, I should love

Satan, | to know that it was to be spent in great part in

works like theirs,

ek 4 adorning what we hold to be a
purer faith.”

you know, hesides, that there is such a thing 331

I am sure that neither |

Satan has devised for |

| sent to you that he is wealthy, and would, fora |

there is really something very striking and |

L |
watchful soul, a voice deevr and purer than |
1

1 | in her shopping expeditions—in fact, she had
and devil-worshippers, in our days and churches, |

Herman also made Constance introduce him |

cately bred, you say, and some of them, I see, |

when must go forth to relieve or rescue
the it may be, from the very strong- |
hoids of It i3 the sorrowful and sympa-
thetic tokes that they are ready to weep with
those who weep; for with those who rejoice, ex-

* were Mrs, Fleming's natural guardians all this

on ; and, as they went, she loved him only bet-
ter and better, and understood him even more
perfectly. She grew up into his tho as
she grew into his affections. She | more
and more to love God above all—but him—*and
every man as a brother.” She ran, she rushed,
she flew towards Heaven in those heavenly
weeks beside him, and the last week before her
wedding-day had come,

[ Copyright secured according to lare.]
For the National Era.

JASPER: A ROMANCE,

LY EQWARD SPENCER.

IX.
Hopwy Buth put on Mowrning.
F{CHAITER NINTH CONTINUED |

An hour after Mr. Digest's call, Mrs. Flem-
ing was on the street, no trace of emotion on
her calm, lovely face, no tremor in her hand,
no falter in herstep. She was “ out shopping,”
as the ladies term it, and in one of the stores
into which she went, she encountered Mrs.
Morninglory. Now, the reader is well aware
what epemies these two are, and, especially,
what great cauge Mrs. Fleming had for being
angry with Mrs. Morninglory, Of course, says
the reader, they could not do less than give
euch other the * dead eut,” passing one another
with scornful gyes, elevated noses, and that
sublima unconsciousuess of the other's existence,
much less proximity, which is, as Mr. Thack-
eray would phrase it, so delightful a speetacle
to the | philosophieal frequenter of * Vaaity
Fair” ' By no means. Mrs, Morninglory was
very much of & woman ; and women, you know,
torture | playfully, like the tigress, that tousles,
and moks, and pinches, and tickles, and plays
football with her vietims, previously to devour-
ing them. Nothing pleased her better than
adroitly to thrust that keen needle of hers into

time, when this dark storm was gatheri

over
her head ? s Where were hier relatives ? Where
all those friends who loved her with such devo-

tion, who made a Maria Theresa of her? Why
do not some of her lady friends come forward
with advice, countenance, comfort ? Why does
g;i‘nq adm!)ody' m]ddhh:. Morninglory, putﬂ

uant’s nase, and threaten Clari i

the stocks?” | gl
And the angwer, dear reader, is, there was
none to do it. Relations she had none, who

could be called upon in such an emer, 2
And her frienfls in society ? She had g‘:‘?
but, I tell you, it was a bold man would tell
Czar Nicholas of the pasquinade nailed to his

palace gate. Her real friends,
 Ehose friends she hud, and their adoption iried,

were not properly “in society,” so called; and,
remember, this chapter relates pnrtic?lnrly to
the doings and sayings of “ our set,’ so far
forth as Mrs. Fleming was a portion of it. 1
take it, one has a0 bosom friends in society.
We move too much in glass cases there, to be

i that generous freedom and uncon-

streined confidence necessary to gemerous
firi sgAnd, Mra. Fleming, the queen
ah ‘introvertive selfsnstainer at home,

was peculiarly disqualified from having free-
spoken friends, particularly among her own
sex. She had eleeted 1o stand alone in her
hours of triumph, and she was left to stand
alone in her hour of danger. |t was but the
strict justice meted out Ly Nature, in accord-

frightened, and then she began to regret having
ﬁe thither. For her thoughts took form after
this fashion :

. ““ They have brought him here to witness m
disgrace. Or perhaps he has heard of it, sni
comes himself for revenge. No, no, no; he
dare not. He is too noble for that, at least.
W'hylﬂnn,hubaeome? Oh, Heaven! But
I will thwart them yet. He I not see me
cringe, at least. To-night, to-night I will reign,

} B' I:“Q;e;n L:ugln

ut _ Y, yet ealm and placid,
gave no token of the wild conflict of Q:Emtion
within her breast.

Others besides Mrs. Fleming were surprised
to see Gilbert Congreve there, for, though he
had unqualified entry everywhere in “ our set,”
he was notoriously a recluse from society, and
indeed personally khown to but few of the
younger generation nut, while none knew his
daughter. In fact, this was Ruth’s fiest ball,
and she was sufficiently timid and dazzled.
She had come to the city only three days be-
fore, at her father's request, wondering what
sudden notion had u:?dd him, of all men, to
attend & grand ¥y to take her thither.
’ﬂhiﬂin‘mlnf:;dlﬁmamﬁmwthmhl,
however, in the agitation consequent upon the
drended novelty, and the bustle of preparation
for it ; and, even now, she could not form an ap-
preciable idea of what it all meant, nor how she
came there, standing in a blaze of light, and
having her ears filled with all that wild blend-

ance with her universal law of compensation.
She thanked herseli’ that she was uble to stand |
alone, und did not in any wise repine.

The eveniug for the ball arrived, and at the
conventionnl hour all the worll was there.

distinguished celebrity then in their midst, was

one of that hybrid species of amusements, lying | times heard- Mrs. Fleming's name mentioned,

Was Jasper’s prond, stately, cruel mother then
wesent 2 Oh, how she longed, yet dreaded to
see her! And her cheeks I"Iush(-cl up, even st
the supggestive name.  “ What, then?” asks
Miss Sophronisba de [’ Ame, * was she plump,

between and partaking of the ¢lements both of |
the publie ball and the private reception ; in |
other words, an assembly. Being such, coming

off in a public hall, and having for its managers

a seleetion not made up exclusively from “onr |
set,” it comprehended, as we have said, all the |
world.  Not only all who were reeognized as

individus! of “our get”

: - ket recognised on his or
her private responsilulity.

Henee there was

robe was there, but aiso its lining and its frin-
ges. As your lond of the manor bas all his
poor eousins to the grand Clristmas dinner,
though not one of them woull presume to pay
his addresses to the heiress, so here, all the
several acquaintances of “our set” were ad-
mitted, though none of them would have ven-
tured to entertain a thought of being invited
to the receptions of “our set.” A very conve-
nient thing, this arrangement; for “our set,”
being so Eigh)y bred, is a little cold-blooded,

the quick aneath the finger-nails of those she

| ]
| imaginable friends.

i luukillg' i
| Lovely weather, indeed.”

“Isnt this Houiton exquisite, Mrs. Flem-
ing ¥

* Veur neat, indeed.”

“1 am glad you like it; I have just bought
any number of yards—for the ball, you know.
One must have something, You will be there,
of conurse ? 7

“Yes, of conrse. Tam looking for some-
thing ta wear, myself.”

“Ahif 1 bad yowr wardrobe,” (it was a
genuing sigh, this,] * I would not trouble buy-
self about shopping. By the way, have youn
heard that ridiculous report that has been
started recently about you ?"

“Yesd, 1 have heard something coneerning it.”

“ Very ridienlous, wasn't it? Of course, 1
never believed a word of ir.”

things.
house.”

“Oh no, indeed ! I only heard it yesterday.”

*“1'm glad to learn that you had nothing to
do with it; though 'tis but a trifle, at best.’

“Yes, only a trifle indeed. But I must go;
| good day. owe you a long visit—will call

soon, Come and sce me. Adien.”

* Thank you—good moening.”

And the two ludies saluted each other with |
as much courtesy as do the flags of two nation-
alities, meeting on the geean in the “ piping
times of peace.” ’

“ She don’t know a worg of it, [ am sure,” re- |
flected Mrs. Morninglory, us she passed on out |
of the shop. [
| “Sheexpected to disconvert me,” smiled Mrs. |

Fleming to herself, sendinj; a clerk for a collar

L of & certain pattern. J
It was remarked with wonder, by every one,
that, during the week, Mrs  Fleming was more
gay than any one had ever known her to be.
She attended the opera, apd the various other
places of amusement, with great assiduity. She
had herself driven about iy her earriage every-
where ; seemad not 1o notiee the cold shoulders
i that were not unfrequent]y turned upon her;
visited more than ever, and more than ever un- |
| bent from her habitual stateliness. Especially
| was this the ease after Mr. Classie's arrival in |
| town. That gentleman, attired as he never had
heen before—not even in his college days, when
he was heels-over-head in the wildest moments
| of that mad romance of his, (which after all
| came to nanght}—was her constant attendant,
| or rather fullower, for she dragged him after her
into all places, to his intense dismay. She made
Lim go to the opera with her, accompany her
' to the ordinary in the hotel, and ride with |her

I heard that it originated at your

| taken complete possession of him. Acting in
| this way, }!lrs. Fleming failed not to strike the
{enemy’s eamp with dismay. They could not
understand her tactics, and dreaded them se- |
cordingly, And many persons, noticing her |
| conduet, said she conld not be guilty, else she !
wouldl not e so bold : whereupon, in contrite
reparation, they began to renew their visits. |
But Mrs. Morninglory destroyed the effect of |
this stvle of reasoning, by reporting that she
had it from her own lips that Mrs. Fleming |
acquainted with the seandal.  Surely, then,
i is very imprudent, argued the world, or else en-
Hirely reckless, and determined to brave us; |
whereat the indignant world, terribly flustered |
Lat being set at defiance, resolved to visit Mrs.
| Fleming with its indignant wrath, when the
| proper oecasion should arrive.
| There was one person, however, who did not
| agree with the world in all its conclusions—nay,
'eame to other eonclusions of his own, which
! were by no means agreeable to himself. This |
was Mr. Clinquant.  With the thought of the
weapons she had just now employed to defeat
him in his first step, filling his mind with dis-
may, and his heart with mingled rage and
shame—not shame for the . but shame at
having been found out—with the dread that
she might have other means concesled with
which to complete her triumph, it was natural
that this man, the embodiment of tact, should
falter and pause. 8he had a great mind, he was
well aware—a mind superior to his own, be-
cause its generalizations were broader, and its
judgments more just.  He had reason to appre-
end ber power.  But then he was too far com-
mitted now to receda. Having %o withdraw the
magazine-article had cost him much trouble,
many lies,and had made him the butt of various
unpleasant surmises. Moreover, how could he
rob himself’ of his revenge, his sweet revenge,
which was now doubly dear to him, in that the re-
cent circumstances had so y augmented the
intensity of his hatred? No, no; his revenge he
would have, and, maugre some accident, of
which he wonld have to run the risk, the pres-
ent was & more fayorable opportunity than n“y.
And he and Mrs. Morninglory were constant|
together, developing and maturing the detail:
of the grand coup de fondre that was to annihi-
late Mrs. Fleming, reinstate Mrs. Hominglory,
satisfy their matual hatred, and throw all that
social fabric known #s “ our set” into hyster-
ies.

“But,” the curious reader may ask, “ where

“Very fine morning. How well you are |

“Ah! now, how people do miarepmlent}nmng fast young men that she would not be

and needs oceasionally a little recreation. Mrs.

hated. | And Mrs. Fleming was far too proud | Browning's lines on Lady Howe apply exactly :
'to show any piyue. So they met like the best |

AP shie's somawnnt cald,
Who wonders, when ber blood bas siond <o long
In the ducal rescevoir she calis ber line 1™
Well, we below call “ onr set” fools; and in
| our turn are similarly epitheted by those lower
down in the scale. What. then, does it Prum‘.’
Anything? We are all snobs, says Mr. Thack-
eray, nn§ the saver not les3 so, perhaps, than
those he says it of; in point of fact, one is
half tempted to adopt Cesppte’s Positivism, he
canse he has so shrewdleproposed to orgasiize
society in terruces—I aliovd you, he above me.
“Thus runs the world away ™

Mrs. Fleming and her ‘bewildered escort ar-
rived in due time, and, after spending the
proper number of moments in the transaction
of those toiletgpysteries without which no
woman deems herself presentable, the Queen
suterdd the ball-room, by courteay cscorted of

t. Ciussic, but in reality horself the esport
Her appearance created what is styled in the
fushionable dialect “a sensation,” and, even
apart from the extraordinary circumstances in
which she was placed, her appearance was such
as might reasonably be expected to produce a
decided effect. There hnd been bets made

| there, But she was there, and there in splendor.
0Old men, who remembered her first triumphs
in society, looked at her through their eye-
glasses, (used under pretence of near-sighted
ness, but in reality to remedy a failing vision,)
and swore lumbagoed oaths that, demme, sir,
they had never seen her so handsome ; never
sir, by Gad. Young men, forgetting intended
slights, and recklessly mgnrd'fess of maternal
admonitions on the subject, hasténed up to pay

their respects, and to have a word with the
Queen, ere she was dethroned. And reghlly |
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 recealing art of Mrs.
Morninglory, but the art of making what she
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
say—*“Jenkins " having failed to transmit me
hig copious notes of this memorable ocension—
except that her colors were dark and rich—that
the ruby on her bosom flnmed back the daze of
gas-light defiantly—that the grand camelia
nodded more proudly than ever in her magnifi-
cent hair. It was not rouge that gave that in-
imitable soft glow to her chock—though Mrs,
Morninglory said it was—nor belladonna that
made her deep dark eye to tlash forth such
wondrous life and fire. Jbo brilliant was her

_eye, one thought, yet what a glorions excess

was that too much!

“Bhe reigns vet,” whispered Mr. Clinquant |

to his ally.  “Until I depose her,”
Morninglory’s response.

This deposition did not seem very robable |

just then.  For the sight of Classic had created

a new feeling in many breasts—that of incredn- |

lity. Poor Plato! standing there in thy uncom- |
fortable new clothes, with thy kid-cased hands
secking in vain other resting place than thy
pockets, into which they repeatedly subsided,
only be drawn ont in haste azain; with thy |
homely, embarmesed features covered  with
blushes, and twitching with fvight; well for
thee that thou didst not hear the divers com- |
pliunentary remarks then and there passed upon
thy appenrance. © Is that that the wan! Why,
he i3 a gawk, an old dried up avsiomy, and
looks as if he were frightened o death! You |
are joking. It cav'f be himd. Tt certainly is not |
trne. A woman of her tastes and her retine- |
ment eould neved lave gneli an objeet as that! |
Oh no, it is fwepoksible,” In this way the words |
flew about ammong the ciowd, same laughing, |
some wondaring, sowe snecring. Lo parnsans |
and whippers-in of the Clinguant-Morninglory

H . . *Ar
clige were assidaous in mectng all sach things i -
1

with proper arguments, new fucts, and startling
revelations, as the need was, Amid all this
Lustle, one man moved calmly aud quietly, a
hilosophie ohserver, who naticed all things,
Eut kept an especial éve to Mrs. Fleming. Not,
however, to aid her, did he dhserve her, but to |
study in her an interesting psychological phe- |
nomenon, and to feast his shrewd eves upon the |
wondrous spectacle of such steength ns she was |
then evineing, This was Mr. Digest, attired |
comme il faut, and looking upon the scene be- |
fore him very much as the puppet-master
watches the motions of his wire-strung man-
niking. Yet he worked for her in his way too,
for he was continunlly going near Mr. Clinguant,
and execiting that worthy into terrible fits of
by his significant smiles, while his sneers

at those who spoke of Plato as her lover, and
his open contempt of Mrs. Morninglory, “ with
her clothes down her back, and her flagrant
bosom,” helped the cause of Mrs. Fleming con-
siderably. There was necd of this help, for the
conspirators, working in a body, were bhegin-
ning to be very successful. The erowd, which had
till now gathered about Mrs, Fleming, had now
drawn back a little, and was rapidly diminish-
ing in numbers, so that she had an opportunity
of glancing round the room. She saw her self:
elected rival, dressed as only she dared dress,
and llﬁhllg loud among a throng of complot-
ters. e saw Clingquant—she saw—hbut why
does she grow for an instant pale-—onrly for an
instant—and half raise her band, as if to place
it over her heart? Looking, she saw Gilbert
ve, with a young lady at hiselbow, whom

she knew to be his daughter—Jasper's Ruth!
Then for the first time was Mrs. I-eLming really

This ball, which was given in honor of a certain |

was Mrs.
1

ing of music, merriment, and talk. Yet, dazed
as she was, there were few faces could approach

| hers in beauty or in style, and the word was

speedily passed around, that Gilbert Congreve
the anthor's daughter would be one of the lesd-
ing belles, without question.  She had ohserved
| her father in earnest conversation with several
| gentlemen, and, standing near him, had several

| and round, and rosy, when her lover was gone

: % % ﬁ""-,llll:l_\‘ despniring 2 She could not have loved
longing to “our set,” but also all whom each |

lim, or she would have paled away in soul-

[ weariness, and wept herzelf into stone, like
! “ | another Niobe.
large attendance ; for not only the body of the!

She did not love him.”  And
the young lady tosses her indignant head until
the curl papers about her pretty temples pive
forth & sympathic rustle. But ah, my dear
Miss, you will have to excuse our poor little
| Ruth, this time. I do it sadly and reluctantly,
[ but as & candid historian I must confess that
Ruth's organization was defective. She could
| be grieved, and shed plentiful tears, erying her-
| self to sleep, but Aysterica passio did not mani-
| fest itself in her as it does in your exquisitely
| Sl:j;.‘l.’l}ﬁbll’ nat::le. ?rll“ could not resort to
| pallor, poetry, and pickles, to assunge her des-
nir, gg:rgrefemd to bear her tgr"oublui as
ightly us possible, to go about the house at-
tending to her domestic duties, to solace her
|idle honrs with pleasant music and pleasant
| books, to wait and to hope, not repining. In
fine, she was healthy, and sensible, where you
are d ya]l)e tic, and sentimental, and—allow me,
with all due deference, Miss Sophronisba, to
| remind you of so unpleasant & fact—consum-
| mately foolish !
Gilbert Congreve had at last finished talking
with the gentlemen who were gathered about
him, and they hud moved off, apparently with
some objeet in view, for Ruth saw them talking
| with other gentlomen, and with ladies through-
| out the throng; and she noticed surprise on
| some countenances, and shocked or angry ex-
| pressions on others. ‘lhen there was a stir in
| the crowd, and, shortly after, Ruth saw a tall
stately lady, standing almost nlone, and much
gazed nt, even, she thought, with insulting smiles
and- bat the tall stately lady seamed not to
care in the least about it, but talked on uncon-
cernedly with an embarrassed gentleman, who
was—Mr. Classic! Could that be Jasper's
mother ? Most like her, certainly, as Ruth was
wont to picture her in dreams; and if it was
her, oh ! one must fear her, for she'was a Queen,
in right of her regal brow, her grand eye, her
statuesque pose! But why was she standing
there alone, on exhibition, as if she were some
| moble work of art just completed, which all the
| world came to gaze at, standing off, with eyes
of critical observation, some praising, some
fault-finding—the object of every curious lorg-
nette! Ere Ruth could arrange this question
'in her mind, she was interrupted by her father,
| who, placing her arm within his, led her for-
WT:?‘., telling her he wished to introduce her to
a ]

Thi crisis had come for Mrs. Floming. She
had noticed with quick eye the various ingeni-
ous stratagems em]:blcwedy by the conspirators to
draw away from her, by a simultanecus move-
ment, those who surrounded her ; she had seen
how successfully this was done, and that the
front line of the circle about her was composed
almost entirely of those from whom she could ex-
pect no mercy ; she felt herself alone, at bay ; now
was the time * to do or die; " and she felt her-
self equal to the emergency. Against all slights
and sneers, she would go on calmly in her way,
and they should never have it to say they had
made her falter, or caused her confusion. She
kept Mr. Classic by her, conversing with him
in an animated tone—not that the poor fellow
heard anything she remarked, however, for his
startled eye was running round tha room as he
wondered at this sudden desertion, asking him-
self what it all meant, and wishing himself s thou-
sand times back at the lodge among his hooks,
or anywhere else out of this social thunder.
storm,

* Mr. Classic, they are forming sets for the
floor. You must ask me to dance with you.”

“1, madam!" His surprise and dismay
were ludicrous in the extreme. * Save and
except the figures reported to have been moved
through by the choral bands at the Bacchic
festivals, 1 know naught whaever about dane-
ing.

% (Oh, I can show you the steps.  You must
ask me ; see, they are clearing ulready, and it
would never do now for me to be without a
partner.”

Pisto gronned snd rubbed his head in utter

| despair.  “ But is it absolutely necessary for

von to dance?”

b (BER

“Then" said Plato, rejoicing that he had
found u war of solving the dillicalty, * 1 will go
and request one of those younug men to take
my place, It will be an infinitely more agree-
able arrangement to all parties, I am sure ;7

| with which vugallaot speech he was about

hurrying oif, when a rough voice growled in his
. (-] (-} e

# Stay where you are, you fidgety old coward.
What are you good for, anyhow ?

Ptato tumeﬁ and saw Mr. Digest. That
worthy gentleman, who was exceedingly spruce

| aud gmiling, approached Mrs. Fleming gallant-

ly, and asked her, in a sufficiently loud tone, if
Lie might have the honor of leading her out in
the first dance. There was & momentary flash
of grateful light in Mrs. Fleming's eye that won-
derfully flattered the lawyer. Bhe nodded as-
sent, and was placing hgsfnand in his, when s
stir and a murmar, wut ominons, made her
pause.

“Btay,” said she to Digest, as if making &
simple remark about the weather, “stay—do nct
interfere—it is coming !

“What is coming?" asked Plato, who was
again close at her elhow. -

Mrs. Fleming had guessed rightly. The bat-
tle awaited her, Mrs. Morninglory, accompa-
nied by Mr. Clinquant, was moving across the
open space, approaching her, andl she knew
what that meant. They were coming for the
purpose of insulting her, they and their follow-
ers, by getting her to speak to tll+ll, and then
returning the courtesy with that supercilious
stare which says: “1 know you no longer.”
This wasto be the premier coup in & long series
which they had planned. It was the ing
movement of the campaign in a war of exter-
mination. Cool old Digest withdrew some steps,
to study faces at the best advan Here were
interesting phenomena, and he did not care a

inch of snuff how much agony was concerned
in' their evolution. He was there' to see how
far a woman's dumb Laconism and strength
would support her; and to see it, he must stand

|
|
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“nyek. Mrs. Fleming then waited, (all this took
‘st o minute in action, but it nevertheless in-
vulved the passion and tension of years of ordi-
.m}:ﬂ life, therefore we have to be slow in setting
it

they drew near—the

orninglory sailing down
the

room, “ bedecked, ornate, and gay.”

“ Like a stately ship

Of T'ursus, bound for th" isles

Of Javan or ire,

With all her bravery on, and tackie trim,

ils I sireamers waving,

Courted by all the winds that hola wem plsy,
An am ber seent of odorons perfume
»  Her harbinger, & damsel train behind .
oiy she came, convoyed by the Clinquant, whose
nestrils were distended like a wolf who scents

meant to go—what & sorceress-power wna
it that smile of Circe—and then, just as they
wore pausing, and setting their faces for the
o up-de-grace, while all the room looked on with
v ried emotions, Mrs.| Fleming, still smiling,
d-liberately wheeled short around, and turned
her back upou them !
= Brava! hava! encore, bis!" eried old Di
gest, clapping his handg us if he had just been
winessing some spleTlid theatrical conp de
15 pidye, while a marmur of surprise sucevceded
b @ halflangh ran around the hall, as the dis-
cnfited conspirstors passed on.  None of this
wis heard by Mrs. Fleming., Her ears woere
fi‘led with the sound of a voice, oh, how famil-
i#; once ! a calm measured voice, and not un-
ie Hodious, & voice that said, not loudly, nor vet
it a whisper, not exultingly, but in a towe of
g iet approval :
A Well done 1
*Only those words: but they struck a chord
it Mrs. Fleming's breast that had lbeen long,
lehg unt.uurhmt and its vibrations so thrilled

a moment ghastly pale,fas she turned slightls,

dnghter clinging to hig arm!  Whatever emo-
ti-ns stormed through her soul then, she gave no
ortward expression to them beyond that mo
mntary pallor, but stoad still Queen hefore the
rcom and betore Gilbert Congreve. Ruoth's
fo-her must have envied the woman's wondrons

astery of selfy then, for even Ais voice trew-
m:‘l, as he said, trying to affect the tones of an
ordinary salutation, and helding aut his haud
to her : ;

ais plad to see you looking so well.  Allow me
td present my nughter to vou, and to ask for
hir the kindly notice of so distinguished a leader
i society.”  His tone of voice was intention-
aby loud enough 1o be heard hy those around
them.
Ponce, hounding heart !

"'A}'e. she knew it all, now.
save her, not to see her erushed.
riieed his pride, and for her sake, when she
would have died, rather. Poace, throbbing
heart!  Back, tears—back vet, awhile! Not

Be still !

er ily, when the proud head, all humbled now,
sLAll rest uF‘m the pillow, and sche with joy
agl love. Peace!

wiiile gazing into his eyes.

wiite brow—the tell-tale tenrs that hardly would

si mificance—
% The room seems very warm; do vou not
fe=! it so, Mrs. Fleming ?™

Oh, he must have known her well !

“With another glance of her eya, she thanked

ard rewarded him ; then turned to Ruth, and

k her hand again—to Ruth, whose fiace had

crunsoned at mention of that name—whose eye
feared to look up once—who trembled, as if in
a1 Ague.

#1 have never seen you befors, Miss Con-
rave,” said the Queen, * bat one cannot easily
opget that fuce. We shall be friends—that is,

iffm.ll can admit an old woman into your friend-

!lhl&n.

uth dared to look up now, her face eulivened
with eloguent thanks, willing to make much of
these words, but she made no distinet reply.

“Ruth is not used to being flattered, Mrs,
Fleming,"” said Mr. Congreve. * This is her
first ball, and she is very timid, having no ex-
perience in society. You will have to teach her
some of your self-possession and insouciance.
Who else could have done what you have done
this evening ?"" added he, in a lower tone.

Mrs. Fleming's look was worth a king's ran-
som, a3 she mlﬁied in the same low tone, mur-
muringly—

“ Who else would have done what you have
done, this evening ?"

“ Well, I put my daughter in your charge,
Mrs. Fleming. I see several Indiés anxious to
i&cnk with you, as well as une grande foule des

essieurs, who will never forgive me if I mo-
nopolize their guiding star. I will presently
return,” said he, moving away, and taking off the
embarrassed Classic with him.

[0 BE coxTiNvED.]
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MEN AND WOMEN,
No. 2,
Wherein Man is Shown to be Thick-
Hga_d.ed.

BY GAIL RAMILTON,

Did you ever see a cat eat n monse? Does
she pounce upon it, and eram it down her rav
enous maw in the twinkling of an eye? Not
in the least. She disports herself merrily. She
assumes & gracefully-worn semblanee of playful
affection. She pats it lovingly.
gently hither and thither. She makes feint of
letting it eseape.  But when ita hour is come,
straightway down her throat goes the reluetant
moygse—and no less surely, (e all ker soft dis-

She tosses it

uiges,

O a professional eritic 4
aathor, who has fallen under his sovereipn dis-
plefisure 7 Does he lift up his Enife at once,
and lop off the offending hand, or pluck out the
offending eve ?
his victim,
:i]riiit_\' with n velvet hand, tickles s

: "'ti?",‘ wn ek

Nay,verily. He plays around

He smooths down his startled son
with a gweet-amelling savor, lulls his selfflove
doomed sxan begins feol the du'nm_\' languor

down, down comes the ponderous battle-axe—
sudden, remorscless, inexorable—chopping the
poor fellow into a hundred pieces, sud grinding
them to powder afterwards,

So likewise I, having discoursed honey,
sngar, and sirup, design to “dash™ it with
Cayenne pepper and vinegar, snd, if the ragout
is not to your taste, O reader, allow me to sug-
gest the old proverb, “ No smart, no cure.” The
test of certain spices is their pungency : and if
what I ghall 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

petty spite to gratify, hut that I speak more in
sorrow than in anger when I say that men do
sometimes act like downright——persons de-
void of sense, (dictionary definition of a word
which I refrain from using, for courteous ren
sons,) and it really is necessary to fall back on
undisputed proofs of their common sense in
other matters, to convince ourselves that this is

osly a mono-stultitia.
1'do not blame men for not understanding
women. It is, perhaps, not in the nature of
things. Two organisins so delicate, yet 80 dis-
tinet—3o0 often parallel, yet 50 entireiy integral—
can perhaps never be thoroughly understood,
objectively. But I do blame them for obsti-
nately persisting in the belief that they do when
they don't. Instead of w quigtly on their
us go quetly on ours, giving

way, and letting

forth,) &' well-feigned smile on her lip, as |

h's prey from afar. On they came, by that calm, |
E?unt smile enticed on further than they

h. ¢, that she gasped convulsively, with face tur |

wd saw Gilbert Congrave at her clbow, with bis |

¥ Mrs. Fleming, it is long since we met. T/

He had come to |
He had sac- |

hy¥e, oh—but with what relieving gush, pres- |

_She laid her white hand in kis for a moment, !
Did he read there |
th2 emotions that heaved her ruby-crowned |
breast—the pain that throbbed behind that !

stiy back 7 If not, why did he say, with kindly |

nostrila !
with wellchiosen words of praise: but when the !

of complaceney stealing over his senses, down, |

made, it will readily be inferred that [ bave no |

and receiving belp when it is needed, and stand
ing kindly aloof when it is not, they are contiu
ually projecting themselves into our sphere, put
ting their officious shoulders to our wheels,
poking their prurient fingers into our pies. They
seem to have no idea that there is any corne
| of our hearts so hidden, that their balf-penuy

tallow candles cannot illumisate it ; and, at the
| first symptom of doubt, the tallow candles are

accordingly produced. Assuming that they are
| entirely conversant with woman's nature, con-
| scious with all their stolidity that there is fric-
| tion somewhere, and perfectly confident that
they can tinker us up “ as good as new.” With
the best of motives and the clumsiest of hands,
they begin forthwith to bammer away, right and
left, on the delicate wheels and® springs, till we
are forced to ery out, ¥ Dear souls, we know
you are good, and honest, and sineere. You
would die for us; but your fingers are all
thumbs. Let us alone!™ Do you think they
will? Not they, Undaunted by their want of
suceess, apparently even unconscious of it, they
ding on doggedly, 1o the tune of the homeo
!I.‘l!iain' doctor’s :iuvﬁluhlli} -

“ Just p single grain dijuted
Inm pail of wae r
Cures a1l afls vhay toshois eir 1o,
Chz, ol not, o ouehepr ™

To Le sure, it onghtaer s and if continuity,

persistence, intlexibilite, and & continnal !.:\r-}-

ing on the same string, coulid have reformed v

we should have been reformed into the seventh
| heaven long ngo.  But God works by A0S

“'!'ll-'l does not =]|--l’i.‘:|lu~ul1.-.]V mn up hill. XNo

combination of numbers ean make two aud two

equal five. The strength of Samson wounld not
| enable a man to Il himself to the swars, by
pulling at the strap off his hoots.  So the Cou
tliet ol .'.‘.;v.-\ FOUs on.

0, if those who are a: such infinite pains to
teach woman her dutios, and o her content
| ed with her lot, would bu went to

lop o mon

take their reckonings, und eampare notes,  Go

| toy brothers ; we don’t seem to pet on vory fast
I'hére must be a serew loose somewhe L
u# investigate.'

Do I tlatter myself’ that what [ mar sny will
huve the slightest tendeney 1o modisy the views
or the practice of any one of my masenline
readers, should I Le so frtunnt 3
auy?  Not in the l I'ho I
the tongrues of mo of & :

men who should do e the houor to
kali' a dozen, invited 1o deliver an
| the nuniversary of a femnle boand
wonld rise slowly in
bland nod benignant compliment

robed beavty before them, wnd

into an oily euloginm upon woman's influence
hier humawmzing and elovating mission, prom:
gating the novel and startling theory that her
power is ia her heart, not 1o 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 role by love, not by
| fear—interspersing some venerzble fling at wo-
man's nights convent: I their strong

i "
their plaes
]

minded leaders, guouing with unutteralile
l.-llihn-:.

“ 1 called her nngel, but he ealled her wife e
{Quers: what right has anvy wan 1o he calling

another man's wife, angel 7) and winding uf
gloriously in a metaphoric eonvulsion.

Do you ask me, then, why I write? Brcause

I know that 1 shall be read by girls, and, as we

have been told nine hundred and ninety-niue

, times, the girls of this generation are to he the

mothers of the pext, f_l'u.-: as il anvin

wiv sup-
posed they were to be the fathers,) and T hu[:--
and believe that the fow ermmbs [ cast upon
the waters will be returned o we or mine af
ter many days.

Boarding-school anniversaries are becoming
o part of our institutions. and the ahove outline
is no fancy sketch. I once heard s lecturer on
such an ocension inttoduce such an sdidress
with the remark that he was left uo choice.
I'be subject was forced upon him by the natare
of the case ; and having thus apologized at tha
outset, he immediately struck the trail, and
came in at the death handsomely. His voice
was melodious, his aceentuntion pertect, his
Ianguage elegant, his magner refined. He did
in the best possible style what needed not to
be done at all. And he knew that it ueaded
not to be done. The very fact thot he did

a

apologize indicated that he saw the necessity of

apologizing. It was as if he had said, “'My
dear girls, I 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 &
man to talk about, if not this?"" This would
not have been dignified, but it would bave beea
frank.

But 1 take issue on the fact. There is a
choice of subjects. A man is not confined to
this stupid trendmill. Girls can understand
and appreciate & broader sweep of thought,
One of the finest public addresses I have evar
heard was on such an oceasion. I have for
gotten the definite thems, but it treated of the
enltivation of the beautiful, find, strange to re
Inte, there was nog in it, a5 far as I recolleet, a
single injunction %0 women to mind their own
business, Truth Bbliges me to confess that,
though all the pood people admired it as very
beautiful, they all added, ** but not appropriate.”
In myv opinion, however, it was nppropriate,
| Instend of tellinig us to stop doing nothing, and
| refrain from doing the wrong thing, he showed s

how 10 do n right thing ; and no matter if peo-
ple do find funlt with a pood lecture. It only

| proves that their taste is weakened by long dis
use, and must he edueated up to higher a level.
That villainons old woman-hater, Alexander
Pope, avenged himeelf for the unpardonabie
superiority of Lady Mary Wortler Moutagu s
wit to his own, and her scornful and Merry re-
fusal of his proffered love—one shrinks from

Jprofaning the sacred word by applying it ta

such mockery
ing rhymes
“ M atter 1o safh o las
And hest disting

The men of tod:
\
reds, Evan 1o have pong Lot

vine pas 10N —hy patter-
the whole &RX, A8

noainst
e mark to besr

ishied by hinek. brown, or fair,™

» with 1l their boasted prog-
n step further.

v o ke 1 iy u4d
henr whatever press 180n «l
but nekuowleds T
\l‘i-nll:n b, Sineniarly o)
derta! gamend I VELE S0
what men have tied o anko Gd, and only that,
W ey ot N 0 1 » (A | I n ll.-i with
thie uniformite of the rod cross on s flock of
e, Sow, if thore wen OuY SCMEATICS
only Ene elass of guls, and that & class reared
i buxurions hoies, and temptod by mere surfeit

idleness into forbiddos woubl b

hools sre—and | am speakin,
uwow of these particularly—there is many and
many a girl in them who has come from a home
of poverty, some perhaps of ignorance, & fow,
| nlas! of vice. He 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 breach. She studies
with energy, purpose, and effect. She stands on
the |hrﬂshnl'f of womanhood, and torns to take
a last look at her girlish days. All the luring
pictures spread ount by a poetical speaker, her
| woman's heart has alrealy poriraved, and she
knows that she must resul utely shut her eres
and turn awny from them. Maiden hopes,
wifels trost, mo lova, are not for her. EU
sacrod privacy and dear delights of home,
“The grutes und ihe loves 1hat make
The muair of the margh of Life,”

she gazes upon with tear-dimmed eyes ant pala
lips; for between them pnd her rises 8 sad
vision—a eare-worn mother tottering gFrave-
ward, brothers and sisters who will ash intg
rude, ignorant, and immature matu<y but for
{ her. Her path lies straight, but €ry rough.
| Duty points with stern finger, “ th is the way;

walik ve in it,” and with sileg*Deroism sie
l resses the thorn to ber beart, 0d gathers up
I:er womanly robes, trembling, 8t Unwavering.
Have you no word for her? »0u roll out mu.
sical periods, exhorting her OMpanions to be
content with the lovd that r4t3 10 receive them

with open arms: can vou ®* 5P29K & word of
comfort to her for whom ? 705 shall ever be
outstretched ?  Musgt - feel herself oxilad
from man's sympath '“',”“:lsc & man's sin
forces her to assume 388 duty? The pooe
ye bave always wit} the

|

e
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