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xbinonn sot flowa very quiet and demure,
and ate her breakfast in sileut respect.

I was a shy girl, a very shy girl: but I be-

lieve my good feelings so far conquered my
timidity as to make me inquire if Miss Hilton
would not take off her wet shoes, and have a
pair of slippers; and then meeting my aont'i
eye, I subsided in fearful blushes, lust I had
taken too much notice of " the dressmaker."

We got ou verv well together. Miss Hilton
tnd I, when the work began. She took the
patterns skillfully, and yielded to all my

about grace and beautr in costume.
Moreover, the did not treat me as a chiid but
as a "young lady; and when, with greatdig-nity- ,

I sat down to assist her in making the
ikirt of my aunt's new dress, Miss Hilton still
kept a respectable silence, which soothed my
pride, and won my favor amazingly.

Now I was a most romantic young damsel,
and knew nothing of the world except from
books, of which I had read an infinity, good,
bad, and indifferent. So, regarding the com-

panion with her small, neat finger, her face
of that sort not properly termed
but yet decidedly looting oooal began to

liking for her very soon, and ventured a
.yfcwd,.?,,10?t,

far that wet morning ...
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The following lines were written
Firi MikUHH, In Cloomel Gaol
ai terms sentence:

I love, I love these grey old walls!
Although a chilling shadow falla
Along the d halls.

And in the silent narrow cells,
Brooding darkly, ever dwells.

Oh! still I love them for the hour,
W ithin them spent, are set with flowers
That blossom, spite of wind and showers.

And through that shadow, dull and oold,
Emit their sparks of blue and gold.

Bright flower of mirth! that wildly spring
From fresh, young hearts, and o'er them fling,
Like Indian birds with sparkling wing,

Reeds of sweetness, grains all glowing.
Bun-gi- lt leaves, with dew-dro- flowing.

And hopes as bright, that softly gleam.
Like stars which o'er Uie church-yar- d stream,
A beauty on each faded dream

Mingling the light they purely shed
With other hopes, whose light has fled.

Fond Mom'ries, too, undimmed with sighs,
Whose fragrant sunshine never dies,
Whose summer song-bir- d never flies

These, too, are chasing hour by hour,
The clouds which round his prison lower.

And thus from hoar to turn, I've grown
To love these walls, though dark and lone,
And fondly prise each grey old stone,

Which fling the shadow deep and chill,
Across my fetterd footsteps still.

Yet, let these mem'ries fall and flow
Within my heart, like waves that glow
Unseen In spangled eaves below

The foam which freta,tbe mists which sweep
The changeful surface of the deep.

Rot so the many hopes that bloom
Amid this voiceless waste and gloom,
Strewing my pathway to the tomb,

As though It were a bridal bed,
And not the prison of the dead.

I would these hopes were traced In Ore,
Beyomd these walls above that spire
Amid yon owe ana starry cuuir,

Whose sounds play round us in the streams
Which glitter In the white moon's beams.

I'd twine these hopes above our Isle,
Above the rath and ruined pile,
Above each glen and rough dedle

The holy well the Druid's shrine-Ab- ove

them all these hopes I'd twlnel

So should I triumph o'er my fate,
And teach this poor, desponding State,
In signs of tenderness, not hate,

Still to think of our old story,
Still to hope for future glory.

Within these walls, those hopes have been
The music sweet, the light serene,
Which softly o'er this silent scew,

Have like the autumn's streamlet flowed,
And like autumn sunshine glowed.

And thus, from hour to hour I've grown
To love these walls though dark and lone,
And fondly prise each grey old stone,

That flings the shadow deep and chill,
Across my fettered footsteps still.

From Chambers' Journal.

OUR OLD DRESSMAKER.

"This will never do, my dear," said my
aunt ruefully, as she pondered over a long ac
count just come in, being the anm expended in
making my ' first evening dress.' "Sixteen i

shillings 1 in addition to the materials I These
London dressmaker) are rniuous. We must
find some one to work in the house as did Lydisv
Jones." '

- And my poor aunt, newly imported from the
couutry, sighed while she Listened my pretty
dress called frock now no more: for it mark,
ed my charms passing into young ladvhood.
m uitcq ik, luc pioblir Pale Silk. Of Slin Die Vet
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it. At that time how I longed to
... ,.. Coa fwoU.-Att4- t Jaa not

for van. u.m kuims' However, it will not
lo to ptniuoroa these things- - now. I did not
forget to put my vtual question to Mary how
ihe whs prospering in the world, aud whether
there was any neat chance of the little chiua-iho-

with "Mrs.. Ray, dreet maker," on the
first floor?. She smiled hopefully, and laid
something about ''the spring' aud "when her
health wat better," aud iu a very thy and
timid way she hinted that if we wanted bon-

nets ormilliuery, there was a lister of Daniel's
lately established in the next street a sister
always dependent on him till now. Faithful-
ly 1 promised to give our small custom to
Miss liny: and so, looking quite happy, our
little dressmaker descended. I am glad I taw
that happy look I am glad I noticed the per-
fect content with which the little delicate
thing walked away tlowly, leaning on her
faithful Daniel. Otherwise, in my after pity,
I might have thought life s burden heavy, and
its lutet unequal. But it is uot so.

Soon after.my aunt wanted a winter bonnet.
and I proposed to visit Miss Kay. "Certain-
ly, my dear Letty," was the contented ac-

quiescence.' So we went, aud found there a
sharp featured, Frenchified young milliner,
the Very antipodes of Daniel. During the
trying on i iiiquireu alter iiriiss nuuin.
x"Very ill Miss confined to the house con- -

auption, I thiuk. But wouldn t a paler blue
suit ypnr complexion oest.

I laid down my ribbons, startled and dis-

tressed.
"Poor Miss Hilton!" laid my compassion-

ate annt. "1 thought she would die of con
nmption so many dressmakers do. But how

does your brother bear it?"
"Aa well at he cau ma'am. It wat a fool-

ish thing from the begiunie." added the mil
liner Bharnly. her natural manner getting the
better of her politeness. . ".The Hiltons are
au consumptive; ana juaniei anew it. out l
beg your pardon, ma'am; perhaps you will try
on tuis snaaei

1 turned away, feeling yery sorrowful. My
first iu tent wat to ask my aunt to let me go
and aa. nnor Mnrv Hiltin hnfc when nns is
young, one sometimes feelt ashamed even of a
good impulse which might be termed romantic:
and x was so mocked lor my romance aireauy.
j piannea various acnemes to iuim ana yet
diwuise my purpose: but tomehow they all
Mdcd awnv And tnen my own me wat so
tich if ('"com, that ont of it the
remembrance ol tha poor dress maker soon
meitea tiae a cioua. .

Late iu April I know it was in April I
wanted a new bonnet. It must be apretty and

that one that hid the faults of my poor face,
and set off to advantage any tingle beauty that
Heaven had given it. At Mist Ray't 1 tried
on bonnet alter bonnet, examined myself
eagerly yet tremblingly, in all, tried to gain
a clear, unbiassed notion of what my poor self
was like, and at each look felt my cheek
changing and my heart throbbiug.

"Letty, my dear!"
My aunt coming forward, after a confabula-

tion with Mist Ray, roused me from wbat
might have teemed a reverie of girlish vanity;
and was no matter what it was.

"Letty yon will be torry to hear that poor
juary nuton

Mary Hilton! For weeks the had not
crossed my thought; nay, not even now, to
full wat I of anxiety about my new bonnet.

-- roor Jttary nuton died last weekl
It came noon me like a shock a Dang a

tense of the end that must come to life, and all
life I dreamt. I walking in the dazzling
light of mine felt coldness creep over me:
a Bting, too, oi and shame, i
laid down the pretty bonnet, and thought,
almost with tears, of the poor little dress-
maker who would never work for me any
more ot ber hard toils ended, her humble
love-drea- closed, her life's storv told, and all
paaseu into suence1.

Theu I thought of the noor faithful lover: I
could not ask after him but my aunt did.

"Daniel bears it Drettv well, answered the
lister, looking grave, and shedding oue little
tear. "It must be a hard woman indeed who
does not show some feeling when brought into
immediate contact with death. He was with
her till the last; the died holding his hand."

"Poor thiug poor thiug!" murmured my
tender-hearte- d aunt.

"Yes. she was a good little creature, wat
Mary Hilton; but at for the rest of the family,
they were nothing over-goo- d not fit for my
brother Daniel," said the young woman rather
proudly. "Perhaps it was all for the best,
lie will get over it in time."

oo doubtless he did: possibly the humble
little creature who loved him, and died thus
loving, might even wished it so. Every un
selfish woman would. But I never heard what
became of Daniel Kay, for my aunt aud I toon
alter vanished from London; and when we re-

turned, onr milliner had vanished too. Mary
Hilton, and all memories belonging to her,
were thut swept utterly away iuto the cham-
bers of the past my girlish past.

But, the other day, finding an old, many
yearl old dresa, one whose veriest fragments I
could kiss and weep over, I remembered among
other things, who it was that had then fashion-
ed it; and looking, on the careful niches,
thought of the poor finger now only dust.
And a great tense came over me of the noth-
ingness of all things, and of onr need to do
good in the daytime, because of the quick
coming sight "wherein no man can work."

My lady readers "my lilliea that neither
toil nor spin" how womanly tenderness to
those who do toil and spin for yonr pleasure or

uu u you are aisposea to oe narsn,
thoughtlest, or exacting, think of thii timple
ketch from actual life of Our Old Dressmaker.

RsMAUKABt Cab o Loifo'ivrrr. An old
ldy named Mrs. McElroy, is now living in
Philadelphia, who will be 108 yean old on. the
aiith but. Twenty --one yeart ago the received
wnat u termed second tight, and can now tee
js clearly and distinctly at ever. She does all
her housework; waits noon her youngest
iiaiiffhter, fifty one yean of age, who hat been
bUud for three yean past; and attends a itore
or shop they keep in the front room. She wat
married in 17yO, when forty-ti- x yean of age.
"in it the mother of seven children, three of

hom are dead. She has a distinct recollec-
tion of General Washington, and various scenes

the revolution. Her father, who wat a
errunu, lived to be 107 yean old. She val
erit at Allentown, Pransylvaniav ; - '

- '

An'v Hotel ia to be opened at Niagara
J l!s thit week, called th International, by
C4. Childa, of Buffalo.
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they came to another door which was opeuei,
they stood iu a small, low room which

i;.,ki- -j k,. , i... . i:l...;..m u" O llf,UlUU U UIBUI. UJ lit,, t1 Ml AUBU- -
light. A woman, who at their entrance, was
sitting with her face buried in'her hands,
started up, aud sprang to the embrace of her
husband. She noticed not the stranger: but, '
at the welcomed her husband the asked in
tremulous voice

"Aud have you succeeded, dear Alwin, in
finding employment?" '

"1 have uot. Marian," wat the reply; "but
I have brought a friend with me who promises
relief."

The woman started at these wordt, and turn-
ed to thauk their unknown deliverer. But
scarcely had the youug man'a eyes fallen upon
her face, than he sprang forward, exclaiming

"Gracious heavens, do my eyet deceive mel .,
Tell me, was not your name before your mar-
riage''

' Marian Hansley!" exclaimed the bewilder- -
ed woman.

"I know it; I could not mistake those fea-

tures you are my sMer!" aud the youug man
pi essed her to his heart.

"No! it cannot be!" exclaimed she, starting
back. "1 never had but one brother hesleeps
iu an ocean graver '

"Ah, you are mistaken there; the vessel in
which I tailed for the Indies was indeed
wrecked, aud all but myself perished. For .

two years I have wandered in a foreign land,
and "have but just arrived upon my native
shores. I am your brother, William Ham-ley!- "

.

"Theu it must be to -- it it, indeed, for I can
now recognize your countenance, although you
are much altered:" aud, with a glad cry, the
flew to his arms. ,

It was a happv meeting for all that night; and '

it may well be'believed that the husband was .

astonished at the scene. That very night they
removed to comfortable quarters and the next
day, at the interference of the long lost ton, .

was restored to the lavour oi tne weauny
parents. Marian never learned the (true ttorf
of her husband a meetiug with her b other, nor
was the incident ever recalled to the memory of
the truly repeutant husband.

LouisNapolkon. The following paragraph,
we extract from the last letter to the St. Louit ;

Republican from it) regular Parisian eorrespon-4en- t:

., .' . ,

' VI ith regard to the tiitcheries ot WwtiWi
let me saythat I am informed by a pbystciaa
in one of the. hospitals here, a nteu of high
reputation for skill and probity, that he had
analysed tome of the wiue distributed by the
President among the soldiers previous to the
coup d elat, and had detected therein thepree--.
enceof intoxicating drugs, and especially of
Stramonium, fn such quantities as must have
killed the men had the been allowed to drink,
their fill, which, the wine being of the choicest I

kind, they were quite disposed to do. This
gentleman further states that many actually
died of the perehral irritation created by these
intoxicating drugs, and that he had, that very
day, seen in his medical capacity, fourteen
army patients who were (till insane from this
cause, and that he wat convinced great sum-- ,
bera would remain permanently insane for the
rest of their days. -

Lord Wharncliffe, of England, wat invited
by the Boston authorities to participate with
them on Monday last, in celebrating our na-
tional anniversary. He replied by letter,
thanking them for the compliment, ani added:

"Lord Wharncliffe can fully appreciate the
demonstration of the citizens of Boston in the
.al.,h,.aif,n nf Imnftrtnnf event nf t.hAti

, , .
au

, ' V
an
. . . ,

national history, nut the Object oi mat cei- -
eb ration ia essentially American, aud one in
commemoration of which, it appean to him that
he could not becomingly pretend to take a part)
and he therefore hopes the Committee will con-
sider it as no evidence of disrespect toward
them if he expresses hit regret that he cannot
avail nimseix oi tne invitation wuu wuicu uiey
have honored him."

"Ma," aid a little girl the other day, who
has scarcely entered her teent, "Ma, maint' 1

get married t" "Why, child !" laid the anx-
ious mother, "what upon earth put that notion
into yonr head t" "Cause all the other girlt
are getting married as fast as they can, aud I
want to. too." "Well, yon must not think of
such a thing don't you never ask me such a
foolish question again. Married indeed t I
never heard the like !" "Well, ma, if I can't
have a husband, maint I have a piece of bread
and batter 1"

O" Bayard Taylor lay) that " ninety-ti- t
vessels and eleveu steamboats have passed up
the Nile during the season, of which the greater
part were American. ' Mashallah! your coun-
trymen must be very rich,' said the Governor.
' Perhaps,' I replied, but gave the Arabic word
the Bowerv significance of 'you'd better be-

lieve it.' The Arabs have barely succeeded in
learning that a ' Mellikannee' (as they term it)
is not an ' lugleez;' but from the lowest Fel-

lah np to the Abbot Pasha, they have not the
remotest idea of onr character aa a nation."

Amo Churchei in Ne Tort. The German
Reformed congregation, corner of 29th street
and 5th avenue. N. Y., are building a church
to cost $100,000, and another on 7th avenue,
to cost $16,000. There are also two other
magnificent churches Trinity Chapel and the
Rev. Dr. Armstrong 't going np in that city.

Mr. Lucinda Ball, wife of Robert Hall,
formerly of Concord, N. H., bnt now of Wor-
cester, Matt., who received the title ol M. D.
at the late anniversary of the Worcester Med-
ical Institute, ia the tint female who hat re
ceived a medical degree in New England.

Big Lump of Oold. The New York Jour-
nal of Commerce states that the American
Exchange Bank received per steamer Illinois,
in addition to about $600,000 in gold dnst and
ban, ' tingle lump of pure native gold, weigh-
ing about tixty ounces, and Talced at $1,001).

The ezpensei of the late German Festival in
New Tork, amounted to $3,750. The receipt,
were as follows: From the Triple Hall Com.
cert, $4t!0: from the second concert there, $97$,
sales of tickets for the Elm Park Pic-ni- c, $1 460

total. $2 915. Thit leave) deficiency of
$5 835 to be made up by the several German
societies of tht city.. . , ; j i .; :;

Joseph Balch an aid soldier of the revolu-
tion, living at Johnstown. N, Y., weut all the
way to Boston, m Friday, to see Mr. .Webster
for the first time; . He wat introduced to Mr.
W., by Mr. Lord, and had aa interesting

1852:

THE BOBBER 07 HAISTEAD WOOD.
I

Our scene opent upon a highway, nearly
three league! from London. The shades ol
(veiling were fast setting, when a horseman
bestriding a noble steed, who seemed quite
exhausted by his day i journey, entered the
avenue leading through Hulstead Wood ; and
the young man for he teemed scarcely twenty-t-

wo yeara of age os he entered the forest
tow made gloomy by the darkness of the full-
ing night, drew from hit head his richly em-

broidered can of velvet, and as he wined from
his brow the perspiration, he murmured :

"But a short distance, now. my good steed
tnd onr journey is ended. 'Tis a long time
tiuce I left the city of my birth, and my pa-

rents and sweet sister God forbid that aught
should have befallen them during my absence

will scarcely know me. But I will give:
them a surprise ah ! that will be delightful;"
and as he Bpoke, he again placed his cap upon
his bead, aud started qu at a bnsKcr pace.

But scarcely had he proceeded teu rods,
when, from the thicket ou the right, a man,
whose face was covered with a mask, rushed
from his concealment, and ere the traveler
was aware of his presence, siezed the horse by
his bridle, and with a powerful jerk, nearly
threw him upon his haunches ; then leveling
nirectiy at tne stranger s oicust a nuuvv piatui,
he exefaimed :

" Instantly deliver np the money in your
possession, or your life will pay the forfeit ! "

The young man's eyes flashed with passion
for a moment, then spurring his horse, which
gave a Bpriug forward, he leaped with a bound
from his saddle: and ere the robber, whose
attention had been for au instant directed to
the horse, could prevent it, or before his arm
could be raised, one hand of the traveller was
fairly gripped upon bit' throat, aud the other
pinioning tne arm wuicu ueiu uie piaiui.

Fiercely did the robber struggle in hit en
deavors to free himself from the young man't
hold, but 'twas all in vain : he might aa well
have attemoted to move a rock. soon his lace

in a nnntla Klto n ft aa hn VKIIllv Alt

fleavored to utter a sentence, he opened his
i a il- - -i tu - .1 I .J k.
turned hit eyes with au imploring look upon
I,;. Captor. Nor wat it unheeded, for the
young man unloosed his hold from the rob- -
ber', throat, aud drawing from his pocket a
handkerchief, he firmly bound the hands of
B,s captive; and then takiug tne loaded pistol
from the ground, he placed it within his own
bo.

The robber, as hia cantor steoood from him.
lank upon the tnrf. and to the astonishment of
tne young man, buried his face in his bound
hands, and burst into a flood of tears

"Alas I poor Marian," he sobbed, "you will
now starve, and I, oh heavens I will not be
near you I"

" Starve Marian I " repeated the young
man, whose astonishment wat great; "by all
that t good, I have a sister by that name, and
tne oi wnom you speaa snau not starve. ieii
me, my good man, why did you attempt to rob
me ? You teem not like a common villain."

" Neither am I," said the robber, lifting hit
head at the wordt of the young man.

"Then why, I again ask, did you attempt
my robbery?"

" I will tell you, as you desire it, and God
knows it it all truth. Two years ago I wat a
clerk in the employ of a wealthy, iuf Inential
firm in Loudon . At the mansion of the j uuior
partner, I one evening made the acquaintance
of a beautiful young lady, daughter of a rich
merchant. Our intimacy ripened into love,
and we became pledged to one another. Thua
our affairs stood:, when the father of my Ma-
rian became acquainted with the fact, and for

I U..t ... t 1.bid me his nouse. 1 ui,u uii,
he said, and not a match for her whose affec
tions I had gained. But the sternness of the
father altered not the feelings of the daughter,
for in a few weeks we effected an elopement,
and then Marian became my wife.

" Her father from that moment would never
aa kw fai.a. ml he divlarpil tKfht not a nnilnd

of his wealth, should ever be bestowed upon his
nngrateiui gin. ry nis macmnations, aiso, i
lost my situation, and, tlx montns nence, leit
the employ of my hitherto kind benefactor.
un, Vjou ; tne agouy oi minu i nave tiuce eu-- ;
dured, would have maddened my brain, had
not my gentle Marian been uppermost iu my
thoughts. For many weekt I have sought em-

ployment, but could not gain it. Since yes-

terday, myself and wife have tasted no food:
and y Heaven forgive me the act! I
started from the city determined to rob. You
can tee how 1 have succeeded; and yet thank
God you overpowered me. Had it not been
for my wife, 1 would never have attempted
this; but I could not tee her starve I could
not! and at he concluded, ne again tobbea
like a child.

" Nor shall the! cried the young man. I
know not but you are playing me false, but I
can scarcely believe it. Forgive me, however,
if I take proper precaution against treach
ery.

At he spoke, he again mounted hit hone,
and bidding hit

.
nrisouer to go on before, they

51 -
I started on their way to jjoudon.

" Lead me to vour own dwelling, he eon
continued, aa they departed from the spot;
" and if I find you have told me the truth,
you shall not suffer."

Tkinb vnn thanV vnnl" WHS all the OVer

powered man could reply, and they proceeded
ou in suence.

The bells of the city were striking the hour
of ten when two men arrived at the outskirts
of London. Dismounting from hit weaned
horse, which he left in the hands of the host-le- r

of an hnmble inn. the young man followed
the footsteps oi tne roooer, Keeping
eye upon him, lest he should attempt to escape
by darting down one of the many filthy laues
in the vicinity. But inch a thought never en-

tered the breast of the prisoner, for he led hit
raptor on through several streett. till ttopping
before a miserable tenement, whose ancieut
walls seemed as if about to fall to the ground,
he turned and said:

"Thit it the place where for three weekt,
myself and wife have been obliged to remain,
deprived of every comfort, and even the neces-
saries of life. But do not let me go into the
presence of Marian with my hands tuna bound
for heaven'asake! kind sir, nnbind them, foi
should the see them thus, the would know that
I rw criminal!" . ; . !

A tear ttood in the young man's eyet as hi
proceeded to do at requested, for he felt that
lucB words could aever come from a guilty am
depraved being. Pushing aud the rickett)
door as toon at hia hands wera free, tne noo
ioan entered the wretched abode, followed by
he stranger. Patting through tort of a alii

.flur engairemr-ii-
doutally, that her haiiu uit wiiui y
occupation. Among her new "ladies,", 1 re-

member, where the jnvenile scions of a ducal
household, wherein she used to be employed
for weekt together. , Now, I wat a tiiupleton
in those dayt; I had a romantic reverence fo,
rank not vulgar curiosity, but an ideal bom.
ago and greatly "did I delight in hearing
about the little noblewoman: and Mary Hilton
teemed to like telling, not pompously, but'
simply, how lady Alice wat a beautiful child
and Lady Mary wat rather cross, and Baby
Lady Blanche wat the sweetest little fairy In
the world, and would come and talk with "the
dressmaker" as much as sbe was allowed.
Many vision! I mentally had of the lordly
household, where the chief filial duty was the
chief privilege of entering carefully dressed
witn tne desert, and where mamma was not
mamma at all, but "the duchess."

How time passes! The other day 1 taw in
the paper, the marriage of the "beautiful and
accomplished Lady Blanche II ." I
thought of ' Baby Lady Blanche." and then of
was a greater air of content about her, which
spoke of improved fortunes. And, in making
poor Mary Hilton, and sighed.

Ourdressimrkcr worked blithely through the
short winter day, and even when night closed,
the teemed in no hurry to go home. About
nine o'clock, there came up to onr work-roo-

a message that some one had called to fetch
Miss Hilton. "A young man,'.' exclaimed the
domestic, hesitating, I snppose, whether the
should, or should not say "geutleman."

"I am really quite glad. I did not like your
walking through those dark lanet alone," said
I, with infinite relief; and then added in ex-

treme simplicity, " I thought yon had no
brother now V" (

"It js not my brother,?' murmured onr
dressmaker, blushing, but faintly, for even the
thick blood of youth seemed to creep languidly
beneath her constant pallor. I was a child a
Very child theu. I don't believe had ever
thought of love, or lovers that it, m real life;
but tome instinct made me cease to question
the young woman. Likewise instead of de-

fending with her, I staid up stairs, to that the
met her friend alone. But I remember open-
ing the blind a little way, and watching two
dark figures passing slowly down the lane-wat- ching

them, and thinking ttrange thoughts.
It teemed as if a new page were half opening
in life t book. -

i
It had opened; and with eyes'ligbt-fclimlo- d

I had begun to read for myself, and not for
another before I again taw my little drest-

maker.
' My aunt and I had changed onr abode to
the very heart of London, and Mary Hilton
had come to ns through four miles of weary
street. I think the would scarcely have done
it for gain; it must have been from positive
regard for her old customers. She looked
much as usual a little paler, perhaps; and
the had a slight cough, which I was sorry to
hear had lasted some tiaie. But she worked
just as well, and just as patiently; aud when
nine o'clock came the knock at the door, her
tmile, though half concealed, was quite pleas
ant to see.

I am getting to be an old woman now, bnt
to this day 1 incline to love two people who
love one another. I do not miud wnat are
their ranks; aud I honestly believe there wat
a true love between my little dressmaker aud
her Daniel Ray.

A respectable, worthy young man was Dan-
iel, at my good and prudent auut took care to
discover. I, in my simple, girlish way. dis-
covered much more. Little did Mary Hilton'
talk about it; but from her disjointed wordt I
learned that theirt wat a long engagement
tnat I'auiei was an assistant in a cuiua suu-r- ,

that they were waiting, perhaps might have
to wait for years until he could afford to rent
a little shop of hit own, where she would carry
on the dressmaking on the floor above.

Meanwhile the at least was quite content;
for he came to tea to her father every San-da- y,

aud in the week day, wherever she work,
ed, he always fetched her taw her safe home
to Chelsea, and walked back to the city again.
Honest, unselfish, faithful loverl Poor Mary
Hilton! She, in her humble' way, had great
happiness the only happiness which lull a
womaa'l heart. i.

But one night the had to go home without
Daniel Ray. He wat in the potteries, the
said, on business, and the poor little thing seem
ed grieved aud trembling when the started to
walk home alone, and at night. She scarce
minded the bright, cheerful streets the laid;
but the did not like to past through the lonely
amiares. The next evening she becrired ner- -
mission to leave by davlight; and 'at last, with
much hesitation, coutessea that sne naa preu
tpoken to by some rude rnan, and had hurried
on past her strength, until, reaching home, the
fainted. And then,' iu my inmost heart, I
drew a paralled between myselfa young lady,
tenderly guarded, never suffered to cross the
threshold alone and this young person, ex
posed, without consideration, to any annoyauce
or danger, The lesion was not lout upon me.
All my. life, as far as my power weut, I have
taken care mat, wnatever uer station, a "should be treated at a woman. '

for a week Mary Hiltou worked for nt, com-
ing and returning each night, walking the
whole way, I Oeliev though I never
thought about it then,. I have since; aad the
heedlessness of girlhood has risen np before me
at the veriest hard hearteduest. My aunt, too;
but she had many thing to occupy her mind,
and to her, Mary Hilton was only "the dress-
maker." Doubtless we did but as Others did
and the young woman expected no more.
xors rememoer, toe tasx night tne looKeaso
pale and wearied, that my aunt gave her at
supper a glass of wine, aud putting into her
hand two thtllings, instead of the usual
eighteen-penc- told her to have an emnibnt
ride home. And then Mary Hilton blushed
and resistsd, bnt finally took the sixpence with
a fook of inch thaukfufnesst Poor thing!

The next time we wrote for our dressmaker
there came, not gentle little Mary Hilton, hut
the obnoxtoat Caroline, Her sister was in
ill health, the said, and had been obliged to
give up workiug out. but would make the dress
at home, if we would. It wat settled, so We
promised that Mary must come to us to try il
on. She, came one evening, accompanied bv
Daniel Kay. For thit the taiutly apologized
saying, "he never would let her go ont alone
now." Whereat my aunt looked pleated: an.
when the quitted the room, I heard her go iut
the hall and speak in her own kindly tones t
honest Daniel. --

i.Mary Hilton tried on my dress, but teem
hardly able to ttaud the while. I Temembs

d thit afterwards, not then, for I was think-
ing of my pretty drest, aud whether I would

" (July about two miles."
' She must have risen early then t "

" Yes, about five-- , she had to finish a. dress
before she came. " .

What life ! To rise at five, work till eight,
walk two miles through those muddy lanes (we
live a short distance out of London.) arid then
begin and work agaiu I I said nothing, but I
thought much; aud I remember the next time
Mis Hilton stood cutting out, 1 had the sense
to place a ehair for her. This she acknowl-
edged with a faint hlush, which made me think
of the sweetest ideal of all voung dressmakers

Miss Mitford't " Olive Hathway."
My dressmaker was no ideal I do not mean

to set her on as one. She was merely a gen
tle, modest, quiet young woman, who worked
slowly, though carefully, aud who for the
first dav did not seem to have an idea hevon d
her needle and thread. The next. I found she
had.

I, always an odd sort of a girl, happened
just then to be wild about a new hobby phre-
nology. Now Miss Hilton had a remarkably
shaped forehead, and I never rested nntil 1

brought the planter manned-ou- t head, and
compared her bumps therewith; upon which sbe
smueu, suu uecouiiug conversational, seemea
to wish to learn something about the new sci-

ence. So J, forgetting my shyness, and my
pride of caste, began seriously to inform the
iniud or our new dressmaker.

I found she had a mind, and some graceful
taste withal, whereupon 1 valorously undertook
my "mission." I indulged her with my ju-
venile notions on art and literature, and while
she developed the skill of my fingers, 1 tried
to expand her dormant intellect. Poor, sim-
ple soul, I do believe she enjoyed it all, sitting
working at my open window, with the vine
leaves peepiug in, auating me wuue upon in
nnmerAble aiihiftcrjl. which nolihrlpjw. hefnre
had entered her mind.never Among these,

. . .wrl ., it ; P,no j
some fortunate chance brought me a nosegay
of and showing them to her, I
found, to my intense pity, that my young Lon-
doner did not even know their name I

"What Had she never teen wild (lower) t
Bad she never been in the country 1 "

"O yes, she had once lived for six months in
a guard-shi- off Woolwich, where she bad
seen the couutry on the river banks, and her
little sisteas had sometimes brought home
handful) of daisies from the parks 1 But for
herself, she had worked ever since she could
remember ;' and except the six months in the
snip, naa never uvea anywnere out in unei-se- a

I "
To me, how dreary seemed such existence I

Tostitch stitch stitch one') days away : and
never read a book, or walk in a couutry field,
or even to know the name of a wild flower t

Perhaps, in my deep pity. I overlooked the
fact, that one rarely misses pleasures never
known: yet still, my feelings were strongly
excited to poor Mary Hilton.- - I did not like
her the less for learning that her Christian
name was that sweet one Wary. And when
the work was done, and I began to wear the
new dresses we had together fabricated, 1 often
thought of the pale, quiet little thing, and
honed that wherever she was "working out,"
it was with no harder than my
good aunt aud I

When we sent for Miss Hilton again it was
a sudden call to make mourning. The lost
relative was one too aged and to distant tooc- -
casion me much grief, yet I remember the
very fact of our sitting sewing black dresBet
caused our talk to be rather grave: and then
the dressmaker told me of a brother the only
one aha had who died nf cnnaiimnl.inn ! how
she used to tit by him at night, and go out

nrlrinir in tha dav tawarife Ilia laat hnrrvinir

over the cold word death) while she was away,
How, at the end.it was at the feared. She
was workiug With a lady, who kept her late to
finish juBt to tew ou a few triinmingt aud
h fWilcl 11(1(1 MAUsa mars half kstlf' aun1r
But the was that one half hoor too Uu. and
never again saw her living brother I

" It was a chance a mere chance, she
Mid. "The lady was not to blame." And
sighing, though without tears she seemed too
quiet for that the little dressmaker went on
WHUttW IKSIH.

We could not finish the mourning in time ;
it was my fault, I fear .inasmuch as I had in.
vented a fantastic trimming which cost a world
of trouble to make; to which poor Miss Hilton
witn lniinite patience, one only asked u toe
miirht bring her sister to heln her. whereto mv
auut graciously asseuted. But I always shy of
strangers iounu great uiscoimort in vne plan.
Moroovsr, the sister's name was Caroline, and
1 had a girlish prejudice 1 have it still

Yi ir it:.. wx:i.against an Carolines, uui varuiine nuton
wat the exact image of my abhorrence pret-
ty, vain, talkative the very type of the wont
clasi of London dressmakers. ' My aristo-
cratic pride rebelled against her forwardness;
j ceasea to worn in tne room; in tact, irum
the moment the came, I to travestie irrever
ently a lioe from the grandest modern poet

Shrank into myself and was missing ever after. '

Only I made my annt promise that never again
should Miss Catharine darken our door).

It teem to me, jotting down this sketch at
random, that there are in it many lines and
touches that belong not alone to th portrait
of our dressmaker. Well, let it be to.

i w 1 1 : i arcnen wary nuyuo mim w u ug""' u
wu in the winter time, bha looked at ever,
pale, and wat ttUl paone to silences but there

graeeful fashion, which did duty as a "best home so fast lest "anything might have hap-dre-

fur more time than richer maidens would T,d" rtht nainfl i..i--. .h..ii,;,,i
care to confess. The poor old thing I I found
a fragment of it the other day, and sighed.

iug tue kim wnero a naa neeu, ana
the girlish bosom which beneath its folds had
learned to throb with deeper pulses than those
of pleasure at a new silk dresa.

5Iy aunt t lamentations that night brought
forth their frnits. " Letty, said she, on our
next linen drapery Investment, "I havefonnd
a drestmaker, to work at Lydia did, for eigh- -
teen pence a day. Yon can help her, my dear,
II JUU UBW tU AJJUW, iivwvu vnu ucvi
leant too much regarding the use of their fin- -
gert." I

1 acquiesced, for I had a fancy, indeed quite
a genius that way, 1 believe only I always
w wnea to maxe me ureases on tu nrtuuc
rather than fashionable principles, and I heKan
to fear the Loudon work-woma- n would not
conciae wuu my vagunro su nwiij u uum
Lydia in the country. So I rather dreaded the ,

advent f f a new dressmaker.
"Who is she, and when does the come,

aunt?"
" Her name it Mist Hilton, and the comet

Now, my dear, go to your pract-

icing-." .
1 did go bnt, with tne curiosity oi. juieen,

I did aot cease to speculate ou the young work- - ;

In fa.t I MiifMi ti have hfitt.irrflfl

my lazy self half an honr earlier on the fol-

lowing morning, in houor of her coming,
which in our quiet life was quite an event.

It wat, I remember, one of the weteet of all
wet September davt. Still, it half, past eight
A- - M.ahere faithfully appeared "our dresa- -
tuui or." Little cause hud I to be alarmed at
her a poor, pale thing, who, when tha had i

4.1... ti k j"- - I r.nl inwrd.
ly wondering at her' folly in putting on tncb.


