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MERRIMACK.

I

I rurrosE to write the history of my life, and I will
begin with the first’ évent m’ ‘which I can flatter myself.
my readers may be interested. I was nine years eld, and
we lived in Salem, Massachusetts. It.was August, and
we arose very early one morning to see the Helen Doyle
away on a whaling voyage to the southern scas.

My father was captain of the Helen ; and while he stood
on Phillips’s Wharf, just ready to sail, my mother, myself
and my brother Jesse, with two or-three friends, turned
the corner of Derby-street, funning to take his farewell

-kiss, and see the good ship under way. We had waited
at home, I remember, 'for a friend to join us, who did not
«<ome ; and though we almost flew to the wharf, we had
only time for a‘¥asty kiss and one or two brief words, be-
fore my father was huffried from our embraces, and the
vessel gave her broad sails ‘o the breeze.

- &hour was very ‘ besutiful,’ as the Salem people say.
It was an Augest morning ina duuble sense. The pale
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dawn had deepened to a ruddy glow; thég@reat warm
sun was just peering above the water, andet White mist
that hid Baker's Island, crowned Marblehead, covered
the Juniper, and hung waving on the Beverly woods like
a bridal veil, was dissolving in his bearfls.

Three other vessels sailed from the harbor that morn-
ing. One was bound for Canton ; one for the west coast
of Africa; and the other for Brazl. Every sail was
hoisted, and as the brave old whaler took the lead, and the
others ran after,—one on her right, one on her lefi, and the

# other in her wake,—they were a handsome sight to sce.
The air was finer than usual for that season. The grass
glittered as in the dews of June. The city was brjght and
pleasant. The sdiings of wﬁkng life" were full of anima-
tion, and one would have thought we might have been
more cheerful than at an hour of natural gloom.

And yet our grief was heavy: we could not tell why ;
but the very sunshine seemed to give us melancholy feel-
ings. The sights of beauty on the water and on the land
oppressed our hearts, and filled our eyes again and again
‘with tears. My father made an effort 1o look cheerful
and speak cheering words, and he smiled as long as a

“smile could be told from a tear, and gave the most joyful-
seeming waftures; but it was plain to us that an ominous
grief had touched him, and all that cheerfulness was put,
on to comfort my mother and the children:*

My uﬂﬁhu: detected ‘the glood¥ which my father could
not. diggiise, and she had frequently wept since the day
was set¥or the vessel to sail. It was mot all on &.cuunt
of _thq: long voysige, and years of abserige (though that
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antlcxpatlon was hard to bear) ; but a strange melancholy
haunted her, stifled her breath, and stirred up the fountain
of her tears,y ‘_It ‘seemed to her, she has often said, that
the anchcai"’of that tossing ship was cast in her bogom, and
was tugging at the cords of her heart. To please my
father, who liked to remember her last appearance, she
was dressed in white that morning, and I see her stately
form now as she stood on the, head.of the wharf, her
face glowing with emotion, her eager eyes long following
the vessel, and her right hand waving adieus.

At last she turned to us, and found our eyes brimming
with tears, while our friends were weeping with us.

" Why do you ery so,,mother? will not father come
home aggain " inquited I, with a grief-witich was prompted
as much by her own tears, as by the, farewells taken of
my father,; .. T

« I pray that he may return, my. dcar, answcred my
mother ; * yet, something grieves me deeply. I know not
what it is, beside this separation.”

“Don’t cry so, mother ; jou make us feel so bad,” 1
continued ; “ and tell me, won’t father retum pretty soon ?
1lc came in a year the lubilme, and that secmed a long,

loug whilg to have him n.way Suy, will he stay longer
this time, leaving us so longsome,-and keeping you on the

- look-out for kjm day and night 7"

“ Oh yes; hg will stay away longer than ever before ;
he will stay four yearsithis' time,~xand don’t xou remem-
.ber how short and happy ke said. that time would be to
him,&hile getting somethiisg more’tp enable him to buy
W o pleasant Fome, to-quit ltiw dungerous sea and live all
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the while with us. Let us cheer up, Mercy, and see how
ghort and happy we can make the time; and how glad
we can make him when he does return.” "

“1 cannot wait four years to sec father again,” said
my brother Jesse. *Why don't he come 'before, and
bring us more oranges, and tell us more good stories ?
Wasn't that funny he told us yesterday about teasing
the boobies from their nests, and chucking the gravel
down their throats —Wish I could have gone with him !
Why didn’t he let me go? I wouldn’'t be afraid of a

" booby : I've thrown Boéby Ben a dozen times ; I wouldn’t
be afraid of a whale neither; I could catch a whale, for
Pwe catched cunners and ﬂoundm off Beverly Bridge.”

“*T'm glad pd’isn’t a sailor, bxclaxmed Milly Dorlon,
with a smile of gl&dnes: ﬂashmg“through her tears.
“Ma weuld Whudern you do, Mrs. Wlﬁﬂlrop, if pa
was a sailor and wébt o far, to stay so long ; and I'm
sure J should go -efazy.”

. % My Yather goes ever and ever go far away,” said little
Hannah Buxton. *He goes dway off 10 Providence two
times a year ; ‘and we all feel s0 bad when he goes, and
so glad when he comes home again? What would we do

*if he staid away as long as Daniel Winthrop 7"

«0, 1 hope he will rewurn—I think he will return,”

replied my mother. ‘The Helen ’is a #ufe ship ; she
has & good crew, and adl'in a favombfe season. But it
was hargito part wfth him this time! We have had
such & plegrant sumyner, ind he has been so hap@: with
litle Walfer, it is very hard to part again so soon. Don’t
talk to 'me anymore now, children ;¥ ihail feel better
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soon. Come, Mercy, let Milly and Hannah run home,
now they have seen the ship sail, and we will hasten back
to see if, Wllter has not been awake and erying more than
we in our abeence. Poor boy, T have neglected him so
much since father ‘made ready to sail ! Let us see what
a bnnht and gentle boy he may become in these four
years, and how father will shout for joy when he re-
turns again.” - -

« I know father felt real bad toleave Walter,” said I
“ While you were down cellar for butter, he. tock the
little fellow from his cozy crib and hugged Him, as if
trying. to squeezo him into his heast, held his little fat
hapds . to the candle am.{,looked at tHem glanced down at
his white f and Iét.a, teaf drop on eiit ; he:did, mother,
and pa,'cuad%?w § head, pmched his hugged him again,
then kw;him all over his face an& nwk.md. hands, and
forced him down as if Walter had clung to him.”

“And he grieved to part with you amd Jesse, too,”
answered my mother ;" and you must love him, and see
how much you can learn Qnd improve before he returns. -
0, dear ! this pa.rtmg with..a sajlor hushind is a bitter
gricf 1o bear ! Parting ati,a. tlme, too ‘when the cheer-
fullest things make me sp iphappy.’ P

Mxlly and Hannsh gdire their steps toward South
Salem, and ‘mother, m .and 1 went to our home on
Essex-street sear the congmemy., Little Walter opened his
bright eyes witha wxld and hugﬁmg gaze ag 3e entered,
und he was caressed more mderly for what had passed-
that’mommg, whxle gven 1 his sgng and laugh, too, cilled
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back the sorrow io my mother’s heart and filled her eyes
again with tears.

The sailing of the Helen Doyle that da.y'v;us an event
of great interest to a large circle of friends. © My-father
was well beloved in Salem. He was bornthese ; and
was left an orphan when only two years old. He was
said to have been one of those sweet-hearted and swift-
footed boys who win .a person’s love at first sight, and
keep it. He came u;) against so many+discouragements,
he wd.ﬁ capable man so early, m;d such an excellent
seaman, that many appeared proud of his friendship, and
took his wélfare wapmly to heart. His friends were par-
ticularly interested $h that voyage on w"hwh he Bad just
departed, and had not the timig;
have foiind a crows the whi
an hour afterngly 6,8hake his hand and }ﬁ‘ood
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My parents had been married” i'é'n 30&;5, and they
celebrated their marriage anmversary with, & family
pic-uic on Backer's Island o week before i father
gailed. I can never-forget that dax The aland wag all
alive’ mth light and bea.uty, @H it lay like-a
greén-ﬁrp,pted duck on “thie ‘water. “gky "was fine ;
the harbor was white wm;,m and aJl the ﬁorﬁl seeried
to send us words  &hd " smiles of confi 'F’ather
took his muﬁﬁ&.g and after dm‘nex»he 4
of all his mixriage anmversa.nes——wﬁ’are et had been,
whom he was with, and what he had §njoyo<f Twicé he
had been at sca, when the Welecome (Iay retumed and
with only three exceptions he had spent it wﬁh miother.

“They both declared the days<had ail beef happy, and
that was the happiest of all. ¥ «Too ha.ppy, ray mother
repeatedly said, “ to return w:ih the same joy again.”

Three children wers;
Jesse, and Walter.

§§5 the only real sorrow:1
had ever experienced, was wher Jny father wehf to sen.

Jesse was six years old, an appeared a Kttle red-
haired stmngcr m the family, resembling neither fathor
nor mother in l&h but he had a gentlo eye and a
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kindly heart, and every boy and girl was his friend, and
delighted to serve and please him.

Walter was so young it would have been' hard at that
time to say which of my parents he most resembled.
Young as he was, howover, he was a reat little fancy
character, such as novelists-like to describe. His * golden
locks ” {as theg.wotld have said) fell on his shoulders in
the prettiest shiniiig clusters. He Tan alone, bending

“back like a.major, and movmg his limber legs so lightly
you woﬂd have said he could dance a hornpipe before he
wag two' yem old.

- Walter was ,-a8 I suppose I must have been
his,” for .1 ’la.i&" ' liked.- everybody, and loved me. I
lovad: }usé”very much but- 'V,{a‘l&et bewitched me with
thét '}ﬁetty hai,Eiile charming eyes;. engi erimson velvet
cheeks. WA g

-Poor Wﬁté , h%bﬁen in after life hm I thought of
hn mnocent way "“h;l the happimess he gave us at that

He was such a blessing from the day of his birth ;
our lqn If home was made so light and pleasant by his
smiles §° thé?w v*@f' such gay and tender music in his
prattle ; he chepred so many linely hours, chardied =
many sorrows from our hearts ; and wound so many webs
of silken attashment aroind it
tertibly if he had been takerih

ALy . How blind are we
&l to the-future, and hamlittle do wo kmow what we ask
for our™ear ones, Wilkp, we pray that they may be per-’

ted ta, liye on earth"” How often in later years have I
~§oug e cemfort he gave us when a chlld ! How
'T loved 40 draw him neross my lafifand bury my face
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betwixt the fillets of fat which bound on his double chin,
and kiss him till he made the house ring with his merry
laughter !

I wonder not that father took Walter from his crib that
morning and looked at his dlmpled hands, held him inshis
bosum, and caressed him as if he would devour the lovely
creature. And I know not what he would have given, at
any time of that lonely voyage, to step into his pleasant
Salem home and enjoy one summer day with us. O, 1
know not how ofien he dreamed of such tende# joys, to
be awakened by the creaking of his vessel, or the wind
that wailed among its shyouds !

Amelia Dorlon wps of iy gwit'ag¥, aud"we were inti-
mate friends. Amelis’s ‘parents were poor and npt intel-
ligent, but they were very good¥spple, were much
respected, and took a world of mwrt lﬂ n' humble
home. Amdis—or Milly, as we saled  and as 1
shall call-her often in my higfory=-3illy Dorlon was not
an intellectual girl, and she 3id rot manifest, uch force
of character, while her apptarance was m comely
than commanding. But sha, was a fisnl ‘and confiding
creaturc as ever loved a ﬁuexx

Hannah Buxton was on]ﬁm:‘ years old, and shé was
as prim a little Q.unw as one cbiild wish to sce.
She was not what yo teall a Quakor beauly. She
was rather too slender in M features, and the
freckles were too plenty on M brown fice. Her
complegion was eo different from that of either &f her pa-
rents, they were frequently asked whnre it came from, and
how it was that €% had eo slight a family likeness. The
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physical likeness, however, became more perfect in after
years, while alrcady the mental and moral likencss was
true and striking. Decided individual forces were rising
within and around her heart, which held Yer in great
‘reserve, and kept her from mifigling with others as freely
as most girls of her age; and yet' she was generous,
affectionate and good:

When Milly and Hannah went home, and told their

“mothers how my mother wept that moming, they were

very sad, and said they ¥ould spend the afternoon with

! Rer, and‘ﬁ‘;r to give her comfort. They carne over about

on'e-_o’;:locki .ld)ilt(', nd us not at home. Mother took a
littlo breakfuit i *fotumn, hut her house was so lonely
shie kept Jesse-and mie frotitcheol for company, and sat
down to her shwillisand. tried to sing  cheerful hymn.
Biit she co&&’ ger sew nor sing. She whiled away
the 'ﬁiﬁe,%?;q,@i the cloek struck ‘aléven, and she
was 80, miserable s@"tg‘ld us we would put Walter into his
wago?l, m@ take'ﬁer”—%bwing, a. book, and basket of re-
freshfngrh?f and go and spend the day on the Juniper.
The_ Junipty ig# point of land in the bay, about a mile
east of Salem; and it takes its name from the jémiper
trees ‘which it bears. -Its @mtour is somewhat broken
by the remains®f Fort Pickeripg, but at that tithe it-was

" covered with luxuriant verdufégiend tufied with a few

evergreens, which formed deligvh’tful shades, -and " it re-
mains tadhis day’ imabldfresort for partiés, and the

fayorite t of th 0 like 1o go out alone and com-’
4 x g . %
'%: withipatuge for a solemn or a joyous hour.

"W Mgmren ‘clapped our hands.wjth joy, of Gourse,



OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM,. 17

.

when the Juniper was mentioned ; and in half an hour
we were past Bentley's Rock and the Alme-Housc,
and within eight of the tree under which we spread our
blankets for the day. It was a sweet relief to get
on the Juniper. The day commued one of the fairest
and most dehcmus of the season. ~The mild, warm,
motherly sky scemed 1o stoop down near us and invite us
to a restsin its placid.bosom. The wind’ came soft and
fragrant as if blowing from gardens of bloom. Rains
had fallen in such profusion the grass was fresh and
bright as a green meadow in Ma.y, and we needed only
1o exchange the cries of the cncket and katy-did for the
songs of the thrush and 'bnbdmk to ‘Hule us forget we
were on the verge of mtnm .

We children had a jubilee, I romped and m.ced',
mother said, like a wild colt. Jew rwoad ‘after me,
clomb all the treos, played hide-and-siek in *the trenches
of the fort, and fished for floundery from e rocks'
Walter frolicked like a little coragt laimb, now nnder a
tree, and now on the rocks at the. water’s «lge,.n.nd
mother found she must lay aside her seying gnd “abandon
readigg altogether. So she lboked er ds, and gave
what heart she could to the s&&ne The sea tossed and
murmurad in gentle common?n, and every gave .that
rolled against the rocm“#nvmred her, eho said, that
father was havmg a pleasant voyage, and yet she
imagined more than one ¥eril yaw.qw in the ;(kstunce,
connted the chances that t every ariner’s
return, a#d endeavored 1o conceive what her grief mngkt
be if father never game hoine. She xknew that,her fow
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friends would not desert her, nor withhold any sympathy
or aid ,“' but she was so unfortunate in gaining friends and
having her true heart understood !  Sh¥ shuddered at the
very thought of dependence ; and, bereft of him who
was the world to her, what might she do? “ What may
become of these glad little beings,” sighed she, “ who
bless my eyes with so many of his looks ?”” But she
went to the Juniper 1o forget her grief, and these fears
were banished as soon as resolution could prevail. She
cheered her heart and showed a smiling face. She
joined in our sports ; shg caught flounders for Jesse ; she
gothered sea-weeds for e, and shells and pebbles fur
Walter. In shei#fternoon Milly Dorlon and Hannah
Buxton joined us, and very soan Mrs. Dorlon followed the
runaway girls. They were welcome, company, and they
remained M}Mf Milly and T were despatched for
anothar b t Of Mesbments a fire was kindled on the
rocks an we pe: d a fine sgpper, and returned at
sunsed wnh our hearts lightened and our spirits restored.
That ﬂea.sant day on the Juniper was better than
society or apy rds of comfort’ for my mother. It
soothed her nervés and solaced her lomely soul. , She
read her lesson ihat evening with a clearer voice and
" more. che'eﬁul«gpirit, and found ‘an early and o' grateful
sleep. The next day we hnmtorl from WenHam, and
Mrs. Buxton and Mrs. Dorlon were over in the afteracon,
convem“ " the whigle time in Words that fell on mother’s

heggt like the comforqniof Heaven.
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MonTns passed away, and my mother enjoyed many
pleasant seasons, and thought every day, if father was
blessed, what satisfaction they would take in planiting the
Iitle home they might be able to have. At first she
desired that it should stand north gf Philips's Whart,
near the fool of Dqﬂ:yﬁtnd, if thoy"’f'ould purchase
there, where we had enjdyed so many delightful walks,
and where, from the chahxben, we oguld, have a charm-
g view of the harbor and its grec & islands
But she changed her mind ; aml;&ﬁtx it' to our
friends in Wenham one daj, when s brought bome the
gladness and beauty of summer i her hears, shéfwrote
father a letter, in which she said :— ﬁ%

“1 have thought muoh of late of % dedr little home
we are going 10 have one of these days ; nnd unless you
still msigt on Derby-street, ‘and your favorite view of the
harbor, I think it musgﬁ 1 Wenhamwafier all, Where
things look more beautiful than ever to me ;—or over on
Lafayette-street, beyond Derby’s Farm. Or, if you must
have the blue tea before you.awhy nét build near Lynn
Beach, yhere the grn.ndcst wilkes are rollm o,nd yet
where one sces no' ijps depart, and hearh no sxghs of
farewell grief 7
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After ghe firt ycar, it occurred to my mother 1hat she
could long in a smaller and cheaper tenement than
the om, we occupied, and add the dlﬂt‘cnce in rent to
what rhe might cam with her needle, so as not to draw
any ﬁom her allalmmce, and have all the mere on father 5
retury, tobuy that litle home. Her friends obJociul to
tfle change, ag they thought her tencment was small
enough alrcady, and thcy knew father would grieve to
find she had worked so hard and practiced such sclf-denial
in his absence. But sho was determined, and she took 2
chamber in a large brown old house in Becket court. I
rémember how I wept when we left our home on the
common for that¥ffpleasant place.

« Everything seemed to conspire tb°give us gloomy fecl-
ingse It was:a rough, wild «day in March, and we
thought thus. the’ wind woul blow us away while
mdving. | In,the a dreary and almost smothering
darlmesa Tel, and x'é Yained in torrenti®all night” And
the h.se was so gloomy for the first fortnight! 1 had
heard ver?ﬁen of the witches that ence infested Salem.
1 had hear tﬁ houses and secret murders, and 1
felt, if ever a ho d harbo_ted"imches or been haunted,
or concealed @ murder, it mu‘t have been the old brown
house in Me urt. My muthe; told me it whs built
nol more than a hundrod yearsm and that the witches
were all dead.

* Theug’ said I, “ this must Be the haunted house you
ha;s told sncl stogies of»’-‘@&m houw where 1he’ bleedwg

*appem“y!ng for help, M screcching mur-

der "
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“ No, no,” said my mother ; “that house is over the
river, and nothing will molest us here.”

But the house gras filled with such a ghos ﬂwm!
It was large as a bam on the ground, and was three
stories high. It had never been painted on the outside,
aud on the imside it looked as if no brush had touched it
since the Revolution The fire-places were hxge- and
deep, and the manicl-shelves were as high as mother's,
head, and long and narrow. The base, the chaig
moulding, the cornice, and casings, were indigo 'I;lue,
and the ceilings had been whitewashed so many times they
were flaky as the crust of a Christmas Jpie. ’L‘he windows
weie hugh and short, with little ,?f )) cred glass.
We took a chamber ,gnd tw%od—mom on the secopd
floor

Our neighbors below kad the reputatighi of very inno-
cent people, but their wild and w1thpud m gxc;emd
my saspicions of the house, and’ mdﬂa dreddl pur first
wght in the ‘chamber. The +head of the fa.nuly must
11av9 been more than eighty years old. He, 3 long,
thin nose, spotted a httle with {ndigo, whlch Iﬁ ght he
must have taken upon it when thaw'was painted,
and he made motions with lna‘,,hands wnd feet’ Jule as 1
had heard the wizards did in ancicnt t.lme -‘He kept
whispering to himsolf, l;ughmg aﬁ‘ wning by
turns, as if 1n conversation with some invisible being, aud
went around the strcet.ptckm«r up pins, nails, and buitons,
as they said it was thc custom wizaxds to do.

This obd man’s looked e¥en older % hinsgelf,

esc”

and more suspicious. e answered .he d tion of a
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witch, _ She had a low, wrinkled forehcad ; her eyes
were Unull and slaring as a parrot’s, and closely set.
Thero was a long hair mole of wolf’s gray on her cheek ;
her mouth was hollow, her nose and chin almost met, and
she looked as if she could ride a broom-stick when the
weather was mild and there was no wind to blow her
away. , She saluted us with a little croupy voice, and she

. was sweeping cob-webs. I could not doubt but she was as
ood a witch as old Ma'm Nurse or Mary Easty, while
my mother thought they wero a harmless old couple as
there was in Salem.

A son and his orphan children lived with them. The
son was a maniac, It was told us that he had been a
sensible little man, rut he was one of the jurors who
doomed. that poor impulsive boy, Merrill Clark, to the
gallows, for arson, which othefs induced him to commit :
that he witnessed his.execution, and saw his bright yel-
{ow hair float-on the wind as he struggled with the pangs
of death, and he was smitten with such horror for the
hea.rt-rendx_ng scene, and for his own action in the trégedy,
he went ome a maniao, and had continued a maniac to
that day. ﬁ:yu ynelancholy object was*often before our
eyes,emiling and weeping' by tums ; crying now, “Poor
Merrill ! it“was my voice that killed thee !” then, stariing
up with a look of frantic joy,apd saying, “ Thank God!
we saved Mervill-he was su‘sli a preity, tender boy—we

. saved him from the gallows, and he is not dead !”

Thxs man inoteased .my terrors, though 1 was told
that Buxton was gomg to take him away | and make
an efiort t© restore his mind, 1iBhe children had wild
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and glassy eyes, their hair was a smoky white, and they
kept hitching up therr shoulders There was a smell of
cats and pigs, and snuff’ and fish in the house, ard I was
startled by the cchoes that gabbled and squeaked around
the dreary chambers.

However, there were several things to cheer us. On
the first mght, in particular, though dreary enough, we
found it more cheerful than we expected, The black daik-
ness without wrapped fold after fold around the city ; the
wind blew a terrible blast; the thunder echoed with a
sort of wizaid laughter in the sky, and the lighining
startled us oficn from our seats. But we had our large
chamber lighted with a rousing fire, and spent the night
with some enjoyment. Milly Doon staid with me, and
we 1cad the New El.lé'l:md Pyimer, and told " stories and
nddles till bed-time, and were glad to have the dreams
which we desired, as we expected they would come to
pass.

Number Four, Becket court Yas not nearly as pleasant
as the house we left; but we had a good roof and plenty
of room, and what if thero weze ngp‘hxmning mall, with
its proud old elms in view of ofr windw, t¢"put damask
curtains out of mind, and refréap our weary eyes ? Mother
had a smaller rent to pay, and with plenty of work and
perfect health, she ma.int&f@ed Bier little faraily in comfort,
and sent Jesse and me to school, hoth summer and winter.

We remained some time in‘Becket court, and that
time wrought changes in the s and charneters of the
children. I grow to a goodly staturo, if that were all,
and enjo.yed such hag{fihand spirits, I was winﬁtg enough
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10 be called pl.un-lookmg, and to walk the streets with a
rustic gait. .

Jesso' continued a good .and gentle boy, and on his
sunuy head a bright hope rested. Walter had lost not a
cluster of that shining hair, nor a charm fromn his face,
mor a dimple fibm chin or hand, in those innocent ycars,
whllg his milk-white neck was soft and rosy as cver
for a fall taste of kisses. Walter was the little darling of
-the household. 'Walter was the pet and plaything of the

< neighborhood. Half a dozen little girls usually contended
for his hand o lead him home from school. The milkman
had hiniroften on his cait, driving his horse, like a lordly
coachman ; or away on his farm, feeding cows or finding
Hens’ nests. Horses and wagons enough were prescnted
"him to have furnished a royal stable in Lilliput. Old red-
shirted fishermen liked to také himi out beyond Baker's
Island to et the.sun rise from the ocean, and fish for cod
.and haddock. The shop-kecpers bantered him, and filled
his' pockets .with nuts and cakes. And Aunt Bessie
Plympton. a colorod mmden, ‘who _lived alone in thg«ﬂeourt,
declared; while Ws all ye boys was. little sassy snipes,
Waltie Wmﬁw’a&ms a swebf purty picter of a boy as
ever her eyes did see,” and Walter began to show that he
was flattered by all these nofices and-praises.

But who .could, help” ndtigipg the cunning little elf?
‘Who cotild helf “showiyg aid - 'ooixing praise, if they did
not spualf it? Praise, too, that would sét that rosy face
dimpling’ with ‘smiles. uf'fmumph and light up those

Togish cyes with bogstfirl flashes, My mother made
cgnsta.n_t ertions to silence thgfatteries of I'nemls and
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conccal her own pride, and -yet the boy would find out by
ihe twinkle of her eye, in the stcrncst. mood—-by her face,
long as she might draw-it, by the tone of her voice and
touch of her hand, that he was her favorite, and he would
grow vain in spite of her. But that® vanity was only
another charm in the eyes of many people.

In these circurnstances, in this dusky old house, we
lived, and counted the months that would scon bring
around the time for father to come home; when one
cvening, as we were starting for a walk by the water, a
sailor ran into the court and gauve my mother a letter.
He had just stepped from a vessel that had met with the
Helen Doyle and exchanged despatches a few months be-
fore, und brought letters to friends in Salem. Mother
kuew by the superdeription that the letter was from father,
and forgetting to thank the bearer, or invite .him in, she
flew to her chamber, and by the light of the setting.sun
devoured its welcone words.  Father, had not seen an
hour's illuess since he left Salem. All of his erew*were
well and in the best of spirits.  Good fortune had guarded
the ship, and gnided their harpoons as’they lay in a teem-
ing fishery. They had nlrcady two-thitds of a cargo, and
with o mighty epern whale along side, and ten men
bailing and barreling the ci;arest oil, what could he
write but Lappy news? And why could he not make up
a cargo and see Salem again in less than a year after
the letler might reachus? 1He sent a sailor'’s love to
mother, and bade her take oemfort, live well, and make
the chifdren happy, denying little Walter nothing that he
might wish ; and he sould bring a Loart full of love aud
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a barre] full of oranges to' us when he came hcme. He
directed her to call on his agent, Mr. Ezra Coleman, for
any funds she might desire, and hoped he would make
enough, beside what was left in that person’s hands, to
procure the Derbﬁtreet horme, of which they had enjoyed
so many sweet &nticipations. He warned the children—
«dittle - double-chinned, white-throated Walter” in par-
ticular—these are his words—* to stand-to for a regular
 storm of kisses'when he came.”
That unexpected news was almost too much for my
poor mother. In,a paroxysm of joy she crumpled the
letter to n.vwad.on her bosom, and soaked it with her
" tears. The full moon rose, and after getting Walter to
elgep, she tock me and Jesse by' the haund, and cnjoyed
her walk by the waler. It was an evening 1 shall always
remember. The very waves seemed io congratulate us
with sympathetic murmurs, and the moon and stars
looked glad on our account. We did not return until
nine, ‘and nearly all that night we were kept awakg.by a

joy that was more refreshing than slumber. Mother and
I talked of the né% home, and concluded, if father pre-
ferred Derby-streefito Wenham or Lynn, we would gladly
fuvor his wishes, But the house should be a cottage of
the Gothic style ; my o'q;n room, in ene wing, should be
hung with landscape paper, and .the littlé attic chamber
over the porch, for Walter, should be’ as pleasant es it
could be miade. . Our mosses, shells, foreign birds and
curiosities, shoull all be arranged in father's room, to
remind him of his voyages;, and every thing we could
work 1o adorn its furniture should be done.
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The time would not be long before we should sce him ;
he would return in the loveliest season of the year, and
we resolved to enjoy ourselves as best we could until he
came. We would not go back to a la(r ger tenement ; we
would buy nothing better to eat &;ﬁear than we had
bought ; we would not draw on Mr & leman at all for
money, and no less work should be done in onriBecket
chamber ; but we would enjoy ourselves now more than
ever, thinking of what was written in the letter, and of
the love and good fortune my father would bring.
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Iv.

O'm mormng, very early, we had risen to talk of all
that happmess, when a neighbor knocked at our chamber
door. My mother turned pale at first, and I threw up
my hands w§h alarm, for-the knockmg was unusual, and
seemed a startiing omen of some great sorrow. But we
soon knew our. vigitor, and were assured, by his presence,
that he had come on a kindly errand. It was Hannah
Buxton’s father. As the rcader mult’llready have sup-

posed, he was a member of the Society of Friends. He
descended from the family of Buxtons who emigrated from
England on the early settlement of Salem ; and he main-
. tained a zeal which would have made him a martyrtwo
Bﬁﬁred years ago.

Nathan Buxten was about ﬁﬁ;y-ﬁve years old. He was
a straight, round, noble-looking. ;man, Wwith a rare force
and vwacxty of both’ outward and inward life. His head
‘had the mould of more ?han common character, It
evinced great firmness ; 'y showed aggressxve and even
destructive energy ; but it was amply rounded over the
forehead ; wkhile d stranger judged at a glance that his
soul was mistreds of his senses, and had changed all his
passions to principlés of Christian life. He had deep and
acute perceptions ; his Roman nose,’and fine niouth and
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chin, expressed goodness, firmness, and wisdom combined.
His hair was streaked with a trifle of gray, and was
brushed back from his forehead, behind his ears, and fell
on bis shoulders in venerable wavesg His countenance
was of that fresh and rosy cast ﬁ’& a white neckcloth
so well befits, and he always wore one. He wore the
handsomest Quaker coat 1 ever saw ; there was & dainty
pride in his long brown waistcoat and neat silk stockings ;
and.small clothes became him well.

By the familiar ‘voice of this good Fiiend, my mother
was saluted on that early g!Emvrmng', and He said,—*" Be
not :afraid, Mabel, by this unusual call. Thee knows
1 always rise early to have my walk and get a taste of
fresh morning ‘air? and I hope I've not fetched theq Al
news. I was told that Daniel had left his money with
En‘g Colema.n, and thee had drawn’ mthm¢r from him
since Danicl went away ” .

“It is so, friend Buxton,” said mother, turnibg Jmle. .

‘dﬁh'emblmg as she spolns “ But why—what wﬂm
matter ?—nothing bad, I hope LA

“T hope nothing bad, Mébel but I fear it is coming
out that Ezra is not u tristy as W thought, and I re-
membered thy money, and }asteued here this morning-to
advise thee to remove it into safer hands.”

“ Dear me ! I hope we shu!l not lose all that money.
Have you heard correctly, fnend Buxton ? Everybody
said Mr. Coleman was' a very honest man. We could
have put it into the savings bank, but we felt that it
would be even safer in his han’s. - He hes all of a
thousand dollars, which iny poor husband carned on the
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stormy sea ;' and how can ho have a heart to wrong us
out of a cent'?”

“ T hope it is all safe—1 ﬂunk it is-safe, Mabel, if thec
runs right away #fd.sees to it. But, knowing it would
be hard for Daniek$#flose a dollar of his earnings, and,
fearing it might be unsafe, I thought thee would allow
me to set thee on a careful watch.”

*I thank you, friend Buxton, for th:s very kind interest,
and 1 will put on my bonnet and shawl; andzask you to
go with me and see how the matter stands. Mercy, you
see to Walte¥, broil the dfilickerel, and draw the tea; I
will return soon. How can we lose a dollar of that
money which has been so dearly earned, and sacredly
kept? O, Ihope all'is right!”  «° -

*“ Be calm, Mabel—be calm, and"’in patience possess
thy, goul : if it is lost, thee should riot let it werry,

The moncy is not so precious as the'love which gathered
angd saved it. Happy will thy'fhoine be  with Daniel

f the children, and that -lively faith of thinej seven if
ﬁeé remains poor _in Becket court. Have patience
now ; thee has not lost thy friengs, rior thy fuith, nor thy
conscience ; and in any event thee will be richer to-day
'thn.n hundreds that have their thousands. I fear that

Lzrg Coleman is wcaker"“than we, and needs that some
one should walk with him and set his steps aright. But,
however, I hope that he has not even stumbled this time,
much less stepped away from the good path. Come,
Mabel, ‘ake courage, and go with me and see.”

My mother put on her bonnet and shawl and went
with Friend Buxton to learn the truth of the report. Mr.
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Coleman met them with a face all beaming with the
blandest smiles; and, though he acknowledged he had
trouble enongh to justify the rumor, he declired he was
glad they had come to know for thexpsglves how matters
stood, and enabled them to return the happy assur-
ance that no one would be wronged by him, and ‘every
trust was safe in his hands. .

But before the week ended, a 5ad disclosure was made,
and the peaple of Salem were shocked as by an earth-
quake. Ezra Coleman had failed, and ruined many of
his best friends. “ That man-ef silken words and angel
face,” as Friend Buxton afterward’ ca;leﬂ him, — that
friend of the friendless, as he claimed to be—was a fulse
deceiver ; ands widews and orphans, servant girls and
operatives, absent sailors, the poor and needy, were robbed
of the little savings they had grusted in his hands. ®

Evay mill of my father’s money was lost, without our
sharing a dollar of wk,t he gxpected we would draw for
comforts -which he kitew wo&ld be hard to earn by
needle. .And a sad woman, gxdeed was my mother, and
sad was my own heart, when‘ the truth at last came out !
We cared little for ourse,lves. while all might have health,
and plenty of work came in, but it was father's moncy ;<
he hud ecarned it all on the iesi—ventunng among trea-
cherous cannibals, suffering’ the fires of African fevers,
eluding the pursuit of pirates, and . returmng in winter
often to-this wild New England coast, to deposit-hundred
after hundred in that false friend’s hands !

My fhother took to her bed for four days, and endured
the anguish of her grief. Many attempted to comfort
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her, but thera.were only three or four who kpew in what
way to approach her, or to administer comfort to such a
heart, while most that was said increased her sorrow.
Lydia Buxton wagher best earthly comforter. This good
woman was a t.y‘ﬁ9 of beauty which I fancied that an
artist must admire. Her form was grace and najosty
combined. Her features were chiselled as finely as those
of a Grecian grace, with.a full, smooth forehead, and nose
and mouth expressing intelligence, spiritualpower, love
and peace. Add to this a soft, white complexion, changing
to crimsox: when she warmed with emotion or kindled
with thought, a head of brown hair, too romanti¢ for a
Quaker woman as sh® was; and eyes that béamed with
the mingled lustre of a warm heaxt n.nd"’a sunny soul,
and you will have the best :mpression I can give you of
my mother’s friend. : N’ﬁ
Her cap had a Quaker pla}mmu her dress. whie the
Quaker color, and there was m;gthem 2 soft mnd holy
‘gr‘ix!ty as of new-fallen snow, er new-blown ﬂong@whue
cy were always arranged (uncopsciously, 1 m*hm )in
the best style to reveal-the grace of her fafn and per-
fection of her features. --Her -voico was soft and rather
low -and tremulous, . bqt mh and musical. She was
tender and sympathetio- Qa child, and yet I never saw a
tear on her cheek, nor observed any sign of weeping,
cxcept in her eyet,whm]; ghstened with ' tears a dozen
times ajflay. /She had only one habit that I ever disliked,
ani W “perhaps, I vught not to have noticed. I did not
notice it as I grew older, but children are too close ob-
gervers, and too cadily annoyed. She kept her mouth and
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lips in almgst gonstant motion, as if she were chewing
some little hpneyed quid~ I merittd a whipping; when a
curious child, for q:naing up to her one day and asking
her if she chewed tobacco. I was goi offer Rer some
that father had brought home from (b, but I had only
time to see her blush and take a qulcker rock in her chair
before my mother had me by the shoulder, removing me
with quick, long steps into the kitchen. I ought to have
known bcttd«,,hnd I did not yesist my punishment. Lydia
Buxton’s pure lips and plodsant breath should have con-
vinced me that she used no tobacco ; but whitt she did
use I know not as any one ever.found ont. Bome said it-
was a little ball of white papér; some said her tongue,
and others, a thtead of+silk ; -bui it is most likely that the
motion was only 2 habit, and she chewed nothing at all

She ﬁametxmes mﬂde. these motions while giving Com-
fort in"the mdwkambe:\ ¥ but tliey never annoyed my
mother, and she was glwiys dronger and more cheerful
when Bigia had thadb her o isit. e

Sh@mdaless than others, bltt she had learned the m}s-vﬁ
tery of comfod; and she soothedl mother at last to resigna-
tion and. peace. To havé hegcome in and sit down, if
she spoke not a dozen w -8 solaceawhich she felt
most deeply; and when. sori!&’ﬂwd hnd its day, she
resumedl her cheerful goods: ghks

Her thoughts were now on my father fmm morning till
night—on his good “fortune w*. the whale&ﬁ!heq,w the
happiness we would enjoy when he came hom¥. @lps
hopg, ho'wever, was raised only to be disappointed, for we
were foon informed, that s:ﬁer he had started for homew
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with a ﬁﬂl cargo, the vessel struck a Wef on one of the
south-sea -ielands and went to pieces, a tota:k‘wreck ; and
while most of the crew perished, afler his almost “super-
human *efforis to Jave them, he was delivered, as by
miracle, taken on “board a British brig, and landed in
London, and he would be homo in five wecks in the
Cleopatra
‘When this new grief camé upon us, my mother felt
that she had never suffered before, her @mer BOITGWS
appeared s&'light in the contiast. But she remembered,
at length,"timt her trouble was not}ung, compared with
that which the widows and -orphans of his: lost crew
suffered ; that by God’s mercy father had been spared ;
that he was returning, that his society would be swecter
thnn the fairest smiles of fortune, axid it was our duty to
put away sorrow, and prepare, wilhi ghankful hedrts and
cheerful faces, 1o receive hu’m ;¢ ‘)ﬂwpg h& cohsiderations
., wrought a great change in hef Smfa.r did théy elevate
;;ﬁ& above her recent grief, that she appedred thappy
“again, and she dreamed of a happy meeting, w& us
what we would have, and how we woulMl "appedr, to
make him forget his’troubles. 7
You would have thonght our old Becket chamber had
‘never made sorrow n%st, if you had given us a visit
then. ~ Mother becam$ 86 resolute and hbpeﬁ;l she imag-
med she couA support the whole fimily, and she declared .
W'ﬁt ghedly, if father would permit her, and
e tlm gea, und make hitnself happy at home;
while Jesac.and I+wero telling hét we would Yojoice fo
%see him, and what we would do When a little older, to
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buy & home for our parents; and -Walter * stood-to,”
morning, ndbihnd wght for that ‘“storm of kisses.”

Dfing the last faw days, hardly an hour passed with-
out some one or all of us running down to Bentley’s Rock,
to look for the Cleopatra. Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday
passed, and no sight of the expected wessel. Thursday
morning, before we rose, we said we knew she would sail
in sight before the sun went down. At dinner, I remem-
ber, I said- tly eyes itched, and I was going to hear some-
thing that would make me ory, and I hoped it might be
for joy. Jesse was sent to market for a pair of clickens ;
I weut to-the store for some cofiee, and mother prepared
for gettmg a good supper, as soon as the vessel should
appear. Jesse stillsdeclared he knew futher would be
home, and have the oranges given out before dark, and
Walter:glimpled a.qd cbpok his curly locks in expectation
of the fruits andkisses’ : Mother-even went and dressed
herself in white, (the oolor that father was o fond of)) and
said she would :go“and stanfl on the wharf, where she n
ptut@du«m him, and wave o him, while the ship was
comﬁtg to More Mrs. B;Jtton and Mrs. Dorlan came
over {o witiiées her joy and give a welcome to Captam
Winthrop. . . ch

But all at .once, my motlﬁr ghastly pale, and
weeping with the sem@ grief w wh oppressed her on the
day my father left, she kissed us, and told us she feared
we would never see kim again, for lomathmmmumd
her that he was desd! At that moment a. W‘&y

ame rfflnning into thé: court, and stampmg up stairs and

crying, * The Cleopatra’s coming ! joy ! joy ! joy ! Mus.
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Winthrop, Captain Winthrop will be home in half au
hour!” The boy ran away without’ wa,nﬁgg to get his
news-money, and we shouted and danced with'd joy which
mother could not restrain. We bade her rejoice, and go
and stand on the wharf, as she said she would, and wave
1o father as he sailed i. But she lay down on her bed
and wept as if her heart werebreaking. In came friend
after fnend to congratulate her, and they were astonished
to find her sobbing and panting in such an Wny of grief.
Some called, it hysterics, and chided her. We, children,
were indignant because she would not allow us to run
down to the wharf; while none but Mrs. Buxton seemed
to enter into her sympathies or take her part. ‘In half an
hour, however, the Cleopatra was at, her moorings, and a
sailor entered our chamber, and with a bushed breath
and moistencd eyes he informed myéﬂoor mother t,h&t Jer
husband was no more. R
My father had taken passage mf ‘ihS«'E?enpntm in very
good health; but he brooded ovet, ‘hig - ironb
“attacked by a violent fuver, died in eight da%s 1. was
buried in the sea. And the -grief which ; L in
upan our joy the reader may imagine xﬁhq,%, Let the

half raised curtain fall n,gam, that I may not re-ehter that
melancholy scene ! %ﬁm y not add its crushing griefs
to what I have since suﬁiaresg That was a sorrow
whlch Mis. Bq;tmxcquld not ho comfort very soon,

dyoyoifired nothmg for a week‘pux her presence, and

- ,tn wr 3 physical needs,jyi¥are that the consola-
i zﬁpther could reoWo bind hes broken

heart, w were “best dispensed in silent q‘mpathv and deeds
of friendly love.
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V.

It surpnsed our familiar friends even to see my mother
yield to suoﬁfununodemte grief, for they lmcw she had an
energetic will, and faith and resoluuonﬁtld they sup-
posed she would have been more resigned at the death of
the dearest being in the world. And persons slightly
acquainted werc astonithed, for they supposed she had note
much love ; and they were bold to say they would show
more fortitude than she did, even for the sake of her '
children and friends#nd they-would go about and attend
chweh: as though,. wkglon had left a little comfortyand
make the best.of" then' bereavgment. .

But 'wlth all*Hei resoluhél the was crushed by this
last § qprmw, and she wept and moancd incessantly,

pt bed .and refused to see anybody but the
Buxtoms 5 two or three rela.txons e

The Buxtons looked" after th;chxldren, and ¢aught us
how to appear in her room, whilit$hey continued to come
and sit down by her ;. gpd byeil d instant assiduities
they acted the prayg%ﬁeonﬁlaﬁonm and regards, which '
others wonld ‘have gpgken.’ The prayers wera ered
in heaven, and the” bﬁolutmns took root in HEEHdnst
and bu(lded and Wﬂ at last, if not hke lilies in a
garden, llke lilies in“a lake, with all the more flowers, and
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whiter afl more fmgtant for springing from the waters of
grief. ; apv’

Her faith and will at last revived, and she resumed her
cares once more. She had less courage to sew late at
night p.ow than when visions of the cottage home iu-
spn:ed her ; she Fiad less economy and ski]l, and she was
obhgod to send me out to service, at twelve, to help her
maintain the family. .

It was oy hief comfort to know that I of a little
service to ovﬁ elmcholy home. I had a stout will, and
while I acted with some resolution for a child, I believe 1
tried to approve myself to my mother and h;e;‘ﬁ'iends by

®good dispositions ; but Heaven knows how dften I came
short of my duty. 1 bhad never Ieirned to sew on my
mother’s work, as I had taken charge éf the nurfery and
kitchen while ghe made coats and &t& 1 had nojesirc
to learn her trade : I disliked it ; ﬁ;td ﬁuformal every-
thing else_she demanded, and she Was gnteful for my
help.

At this time a person came to engage, mﬂm

service. Her name was Carey, and,«by uf
Mu’m Cayey, she was lmown to- many JAn toWn.
She kept % fittle toy andipilovision shop, and ‘took in wash-

ing near the comer of¥ arid Pleasant-streets ; dnd as
her last daughter hs d Jhst been mpy 'ed' against her will,
and: left }gher g,lome in her hom: biumess, she was

fPotang for & girl to take her daughtets place.
" She called with
orie of gn fnehds ; and such vi§#eithe impressions of all
. patties, an engagement was made and 1 went to live with
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her, agreeing to tend her shop mostaf the tim#} and help
her to wuB‘ind mwhen she was hurried, for-fifty cents
a week. '
Of the history of my mistress, before I went w1th her,
L have never been particularly informed. My m@\her said
she was of an ancient and worthy family,.and had always
borne a respectable name. I remember I kept calling her
* Mother Carey " for a week or so, and the first question
I askedehésWas, if she waa the mother, .gr owner of the
chickens of which I had heard the nﬂort% I would
have been glad of an affirmative answer, for 1 would
1ave hk@the care of a litt}e peeping brood
I found Ma'm Carey by no'means the worst woman on
the street. -She did”tiot- at that age pretend to any fas-
cinating ways. , ‘She’ said they called her fair when she
was.a girl, and 1 will add that she may have been prim
and dsﬁhty, bwm ~while her face was agrecable, she
.was rather coa:rse at;Ti fat. e was both bronchial and
'a,stﬁqahc, and if she attempfed to utter a kindly word,
tgb 8 were broken, and were frequently taken for the
te o&-%r ,good mtentmj She, had an unpleasant
w&y of , her shoulders and pumng het “lips,
Which répelled miny ° sifkom her &mpathy and
trade; 'She knew ail “theso, ptunes; and told me I
would find that péonle’were 0% shocked by the smallest
personal blemish’ M by any deformity of ghe heart.
-Her sentiments wemag the slde of goednem-’f L

tent teas and syruﬁi she gave much comfort, and wrotight
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many cures. But, as she had been twice robbed of her
last shilling, she filt that she ought to be more suspicious
of the world, and conduct her business with more tact
and Bg'udonce

Shekept a tidy shop. You would not have found
more than a dozen flies in’ her windows on the latest days
of August, and these' were not of that corpulent and
officioug kind which swarm in our large cmes Her
bread, her ca%&r c%nd;es,, milk, egg‘i‘ «yesst, and
fruit, were" Mmmn and fresh as any on that street.
I had my mstructums on the first morning. 1 was shown
where every article was plaoed, and I soon hﬁ “the con-
tents of the little shop in my eye; but I could not help
trembling under the orders she ‘gagve me concerning the
trade I had engaged to conduct I feared I could not
please my employer ; and yet,, ,;\Geatge anosc, I
had a good knack of hoping, and W my Business.
The first 1 did was to go and brmg mn bushes 1o hang~
around the shop, to give it a smell of freshness, aud.aﬂme
the.flies away from the sugar and cheese. lfm%d gme
to help Ma'm Carey;a good deal in W , ofd 10
knit $id sgw for myself occasionally ju:thi #HpY. -

When a dasimer ca; ‘met htmyz Her mth as p}ea-
sant a smile as I had,” kave c}nl&w ‘and all’ghovbest
attention T could bestoW. '1 couldx(hp a pint of milk in
the smallest moment, and give a-dijgnre full. T did up

a@g. kpiceg in the neatest v fnd with the clean-
s ] could find. My ri2 and turnipg locked
and tasted ag if fresh from the gifrdes; my shelves had uo

dust, my K?m cases were unspottetf my counters and
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floor were tidy as a parlor, and my mktress acknowledged
that I was quick and accurate in mﬁlng change.

But six months had; not passed, before Ma’'m Carey paid
me the last of my wages, and told me I might go };ome,
and she would look out for another girl.” And it“was not
without sorrow that I heard this" ‘notice ;- 1-liked the busi-
ness very well, and had visited my mothér an hour every
night, and ‘ag the end of each week, laid money in her
lap, to pay ¥fortion of hor rent,n,nd W;,gnq h besides
1o clothe myself. - - Gy

I claim no merit for this, but I took satisfaction from
these htﬁo@kmngs, and this‘aecto which I applied them,
and wept in fear that my pleasure would not soon return.
Ma’m Carey found nofault with my services, excepting
that 1 was a little too frank with her customers. If
night's'rpilic was mixedf?with morning’s, I felt that T must
tell themi g0, angk-ué8 Be for the world. 1f the bread or
cake was sofifBtimes two days old, if the radishes were
not. W pulled ; if the yeast Was stalo or the buﬁfer ran-
cid 7, ,eﬂgur Roxbury crackers ‘were made in Lynn, and
our 8§ ‘ Sulem, Lknew that my looks %ould
corifess it 1 &‘y%ngae Were ‘Hed, and so I allﬁ‘we&
tongqg its own “honpst way,’ tnule vﬁ! often lost,
when? p’&haps ng* one would§hlfe 4 been censured for
making o good bargain.”. But 80 it ':'ve'nt and while Ma'm
Carey praised me foﬁﬁ%e things more than I deserved,
she insisted that s]i? have a sinoother . tongue.:to
recommengl her arti ﬁ:’l ¢ smoother tongue she *ﬁ’o
cured within two day‘i’f of ¥he time I left her.
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VL

Wae I was 5 servigg- with Ma'm Cifély; my brother
Josse wasiot % Hehad a situation as errand-boy in
a grocery store, mﬂ,ma.med home more wages than one
would expect fror <) la.dof"hm age. It ¥ag a gricf 1o
my mother 1o put us to scrvice -0 young, y%i': such were
her circumstances, she grieved still-"more when my wages
ceased. Then the anguish of -her bereavement was
revwed And to this anothe%’. G 1WW‘,‘ which
mmade ‘the bitter cup Tun over. #0% T weo

It was told her, at last, as a cur&'ant ﬂport tha.t she
had fiot ‘been kind to my father, and every woun&uh her
heart was torn open, to bleed and ache thh ﬁ'&h ngony.

ich no power on earth could soom vas Hssured
and gain, that none of her frieridh’ ie\fcd it, or
heard ‘it Wilout oﬂélggqe But - i’iﬂ “rumer of. 8t g" g0
abhorrent to her hm%ns mm'q"ihdl she .
Her faith and will were still ﬁrm and resolyte, ’hnt her
nervés were too much shatteréd; il after a struggle and
a prayet for strongth miﬁi fuligishc fell bencath the
bidden of her woe. A q SRt ption seizgd her, and
she knew her end was nigh.’ "Fomrsclf she welcomed
the cvent, and was eager to taste the relief it wonld bring
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her; but there were her precious children to be left with-
out a parent or a home! i
There was Walter, the ‘tender, the helpless, the specially
_beloved, and how could she leave him to the sorrows and
temptations of this world ? Inexpressible was my m@hel?s
grief as she thought of parting with her: chﬂdreu‘;*tnd
grief at last deprived her of her reason, #iid in that way
scemed to'work jts own cure. After that she appeared

o be unconsciiul of our atmxgakt for brief and
distant . intervals, when she W her'ied ‘ang:

pity us, and drench us with tears. Afier that, for most
of the time, shefimagined shé*wayavith*fther, and cnjoy-

ing her formérbliss. Sometimes she returned to her hap-
py girlhood, and was w'a!kiu,g with father hand in” hand
1o school ;. or off & Maying at Orne’s Point, or on Derby’s
Farm. Aﬁﬁm,fsﬁe Y med his returu from sea, and
talked. with hlt‘n 1Pigh were: all living in the now
home ye had expectid to en;of Sometimes shg was
spreWr cloth for ) family pjc-nic on Baker's Taldnd,
and “ggainiilie would cry out, 1t is not so! he is not
ke him home to-day !”  And from

' she would walgn and weep to,fihd - ihe
sweet visions, were ot {rue, \$ last; thcy”%ﬁﬁlei face
kindle th a bnght and heafféfi smlle, and she rose
from heppillow and threw up hér
some person, and exclg.x;nql, “« Joy Joy we meet in

he'lvcn ” und after aﬂbméh;t in whmh she sat eniranced,
she fell back on her pilow, and closed her eyes in death.
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As we wei'e fﬁsent when she died, my mother had in.
formed Mrs*Bukton whero she preferred to have us live,
“but she died so suddenly, there was. no time for further
* arrangements, or for the anguish of taking final leave.
Thié ecene that followed her death I cannot fipd heart to
deditbo. I bore myself with unexpected calmness at
first, but when fﬁ&ﬁrst stunning effect was over, it scemed
that my heart was broken to pieces. w brother Jesse's
frantic gneﬂ %d heart«rendmg s and cries for
£ mother, poasft et 7"’ -which little Walter kept

ahdgepeated for days, increased my anguish,

and made life iS4’ & bittet woe. 7
.Experience has shown me that death is always an
unwelcome messenger. ;Come Wwhen he may t6 our dear
human homes, we shua&ér and weep as'he enters. Take
whom he will, the young maﬁmaﬂn&ﬁ B&entor child,
the tears will gush, and thd ﬁemmﬂ thirob with
uah, while the tongue most eﬁquently Pleads: tha.t he
may ot lay them in his’ lonely hed. We, ,,agt fear
that it will go ill with them hereﬂ.ﬁ;er bﬁt"ﬁﬁch i8 our
human love, we cannot bear to m thmicave, though
it'be o, heavenly journey. The separation, the inter-
ruption of dear comumupings is What we dregd and what
embitters our ber&#ement For ‘those ehéh“tg gww
wan, for those eyes to be dimmed, for those liadds to be-
come cold, that have given us the warm grasp of affec-
tion ; for those yvoices to be, that have been elo-
quent with accents, of &vo“ our house (fo echo the
wailing-. of sad funeral hoursa-——t ives an ungmsh that
wrings the icuder heart, and with Yearful eyes and quiv-
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ering breath we name him the King of Berrors, But th.gre
arc soenes of death, in comparison with. which many
others called.mournful, appear happy and peticeful. . . And
0, my friend ! ! what scene is shaded more deeply with
melancholy ; what event of providence is harder to m
cile with 1 infinite love of God, than that of a -misther
closing her tender eyes in the sleep of, M while father-
less children are left to wander amide the sorrows and
temptations of ﬁ\fﬁ world? ‘

“
t
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VIL
My mother was hypiad, and our ﬁ'icn@:_eame together
%0 learn her 18 quily and separate the children. Jessc

was to go wi 00 or, whose errands he had done ; but
my poor"btotherﬁo ‘dlgpder frame, and tardy foot, and
the grocer refused to keep' ‘him, %0 he vyent with our uncle
in Wenham. I went with MrsxBpx#én to do houscwork
for wages, and Walteryent w:tlr: ; _‘ t in Danvers.

Qur separation was anothe;: i ¢up of an-
guish, whose bitternesl’ was: - L happened
to mpintain more firmness E's % than - *expected but
wheh?Jesse clasped my neck, and pleadeds; me to
kecp the chamber, and beé a moth 1.0 huﬁ Waltu,
a.nd Walter threw himself mto ,crymg to have
m gq‘god sleep with him in Dativers, and feed ‘him till
mothet eﬁw back from thefkgs Ilost my resolutxo a.nd
was more of & chﬂifﬁ;m they. My lﬁnpthw %
1o their new home#, and after I had spént ;,fort,p:ght with
Walter, I returned and went taxrs Bukton'h:”

For an mexpenenced hpadgir], fow places on earth
could have been Tound v d6iffable than mige. With
all their affluence, the Baxtons tiinaged thel¥ affairs with

economy as scrupulous and s, as was their costume
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and address. They rcsnded in South Salem, ., Thbir house
Was more a,nclent in style than years, for it lifted a suit of
gray old g 80 common in that town, and had the large
square form Mf’" stinted stories we go often see there, I
was the very symbol of quiet Quaker egmifort. It‘mm-
manded a'tharming view of the harbor, and a glimpse
of the sea, and the ships and islan her§ were firs
and larches in the door-yard, and xt & surrounded with
groups of hundaame fruit-trees, yimipk were sheltered by
elms and maples. And while hi 8 plaih and
neat in all apartments, it was fill '. Y8 ' good furniture,
and arranged with a convenience “Which enabled the
women to dismiss their.eares in the shortest time, and
cenjoy extra hours i, ponwersation and with books. There
was one large paﬂnm , and it was hung with a plain
white satu;&pagoﬁ; and‘ decorated with pictures full of
the Quither. pip&;&r u\%mce, charity, and peace. One
picture was a grand m@ﬂtﬁn ‘scene, on which a shepherd
appear s flock was grazing on the opening 4ud in
the littfeWoks a,rouml }us mfeﬁat with her work in her
lap, and her eyqs.,g% pﬁ' as if to descry some object in
the valley below’; oné of his c}uldren was following &
stately old corset with his fathgr's crook ; anéther was
fondifhy a meek Little Jamb in évqu, and another—a
blue-eyed cherub with applé chegks—clasped its father’s
nock, and bestowed a luos; whieh one could see admin-
istered. . g .
Another picture t I e Millennium, and it

it #md lamb i company, but all ,
every class aud color, eujoy-

represented not only
fhe nations of the ca
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ing eqnﬁ"i} tmd fdlowshxp Another gave us Oberlin
and his Ewaet mar"ui)amh in the Ban de La Roche, and
we mw Cathiblics %Protestants, in one em]c band
‘;mnd the Lord’s TM taking thé 'btmfﬂf' life from
ﬁe ‘Christian pagfor’s hands.

Agothe\r d us an Asylum for the Blind, and
othérs, att Orpflap’s Home and Sailor's Snug*“Harbor.
Another was a o of Charity, (suggested, as I was
told, by an old poet); f.\m.mg' with angelic grace and
beattty, cro .withil®ire of gold, seated on an ivory
chair, with a pair’of fattle dovep at her side, and a mul-
titude of babes, reﬂﬁng her bleqamgs, and sportmg like
lambs around her. ,

The other rooms, on the gwor, (the kitchen,
especially,) were all as pleasanés thi sparlor, afd were
not without the large old firé-plac . ich 1 have secn
blaze in so many blissful Yanlggeﬁho 8
weré numerous, and cheerful: >41* liked mf‘own exceed-
ingly. ,It was situated in one of the gables, amkvaa hung
with three or four pictures, wluéh were %e& as
lessons to the occupant. On thi# nﬂi‘th wall was a picture
of Penn and the Iudians; on i’ Southwas one repre-
senting Wilberforce in the act of umlocking the fetters of
a kneeling slave ; on'thg.east was one representing Eliza-
beth Fry, on a visit. to Newgup, ‘and on the west, a
simple landscape, in which a ﬁm flowed; and a herd of
deer were standing, and stoqpmggown to drink—a picce
wrought. in Germin warsted; W their eldest daughter.
From ray window I' had thesdtlifes. prospecs. it was a
west window, it is true, and L#gd not sce the harbos
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nor the Beverly woods, nor Baker's Islangl \g)uch lay in
full view of the east parlor-wmdow*’w cbum Ltill 1
went below in the morning, have’a mﬁt of the ficlds,
sloping dowg;go tli’é‘ ghore, as thejﬂn revealed their rich
green verdures and kindled their swoet dews But,.]: qu
not anxious for another room, or andh pmspect

my window. I could sometimes desg Dbj*‘ﬁ anmdn-
iant as Bunker l'nll monument, & Boston harbor
lights. 1 saw the old woods. “Swamscot beach, and
the Lynnfield forest,and the B&Heﬁ ?etweenwl saw
Witch Hill on the north-west, (; u@h"%would not boast
that tkat enriched my la.ndscape,z;fwhlle on the south-
cast there wiais a beagéﬁﬁll grove, from which I could hear

the thrushes _' I had the sunset to mysclf,
(wh* - to sunrise;) I had the sunset
kmdlmg a.ll ape to a radiant verdure as one,
ever eﬂoﬁ', " e mon&ng

The Bugf “'jamily% meluded a few acres on which
there ¥ 4 small’ pasturq. a cornfield, ga;den, ‘and
orchax@é<y The gatden was éhe pride of South Balem ;
but the finest” oma:menﬁq ofg*that happy home were the
beautiful heart§ of ﬁfa‘

Before I went there I tho ht it was vagg. in. Nathan
1o say so much of Lydia. as he did.,,” But I soon discovered

* (as I-ought to have known ng befbre) that he was re-
served in thia respect; and tould . have said a great deal
more with even Quﬁr pxg)pnety Hu; pride was just
and true. Her chaxgpter: .pregcnted some traits which
were the dontrast oi‘:‘ g;gvn " Bhe was not so much of a

Hicksite as he, ahgtshe had less pride of sect. But,
w® o 3
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while 1 co,pld abserve that their very contrasts enriched
and e‘:a%ed enclr%rs life, I could also discover that
they grew mopg’ 5 like gg,ch&othet in c},uxracte: and looks as
@ge melIOWed down *th’gtxr being ; and. tl:g;.blus of that

union co lmck to me now with his life and her
life 'blcnded hke e words and music of a hymn.

?ﬂhe Bu;tnna iad ‘a son and daughter married~—one
living in N antuckd and the other in New Bedford ; aud
they had a son and da hter at home. Moses was then

b%?e d most of his mother’s looks,
with his mothers temper und turn ' of mind; while
Hannah, though no}-the image, was the echo of her.
father. Moses attended the Sale%(irammar School,—
Hannah went to a select schpal, kg i Fedeml- treet ;
and such were the carcs of thy f; ; - fand g‘ first

.day’s engagement, that all my Semoelmwere nceded in
their home.

“With all their gcnml goodne,n* the Btifeny . were very
close uad sexacting in business , aﬁhlr; nd they
assured me that they were _paying mQ "all 1 co ibly
earn, with half a dollar 2 week, gﬁ tha.t was the
same that Ma'm Carey gave mé hghfpr service. It
was not Wwithout gnef that I a.ccapted that pittance.
However, I said I dld no esn‘e more thum}f. eould ca.rn,
and commenced my first week's work, . They encpuraged
me in some of my manners and,m}uons 'J,‘hcy encouraged
my plain-speaking with unaq,tx&pated praise. They said
I need not to regret my bﬁrown lexlon  pr plain face,
while I pleascd thean with openzgisis ,! ocent GXpreEsions.
They yere glad that I did it apggn very foud of dress,

1B
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or vain of the little intelligence my mqthe.t hsﬁ 3)1(.(1 to
give me. They said I was attentiva; “to all com-
mands of service; aad yet tl‘my ﬁd refraifi “from "
giving repmmt ﬁl"sf that pierced p.gd stung my hegrt
They said my patience was too wélk, e Iy passion i .
stroug, and I must confess that they j me gﬂigh'tly‘.;‘
was far too heady and irascible. I Wi ost &stray,

to the spirit of true forgivenoss, as m§ father, mother,
master and mistress possessed .ify, 1 did enjoy it- so

10 sce any ono gome up with, ( phraggd it) whiiihe
had injured or grieved anothet?!’ 'I‘hey gave me the first
reproofs on these dispo! %ons, assuring' fne they-were very
wrong, and could ng i ‘_mdtﬂgcd in their house. They

hoped ren&et" 5 “more adaptive, that as I
grew nughf' Y

vorld as I found it, and assist

in making lt, lﬁlc}l better as I could. They said

TN

should ‘be ing | my money, and, not buy %
many neé e mgs for’ myse ag I was dxsposed to, nor
carry so y i o 1o my I;otﬁgrs They cheé}ﬁed me
and schi mg‘ Wl } words that wounded for the mo-
ment, all the mo;e k for ing ‘mild and kind.

‘While my heart still gneved ith my late berggivement,
and I felt that I ought 1o be indulged » little on that ac-
count, I often fo’ ‘my ¢ Mé‘r and wept for the
chidings I reciived. ‘Yet I kndw'their goodness and wis-
dorn, and hoped- all the %Ic“to correct the fallmgs they
reproved. I made Mrs. Buxtun my purser;— restrained
my spendthrift spirit, n%&u‘camo my failings as fast as
Icould. °

And the first year T\td not ended, before T was told T
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had madé':some improvements, and 1 began o enjoy my
new home. I had féw idle hours, yet my work was plea-
sant and redsonable. |1 had all sorts of housework to
loarn and do; "and when not eng*agcd'v at* Thousework,
‘¥'bometimes made a eheese, or spun a skein of yarn, or
“sewed, or. pxece(f"'&ﬂ-qmlts It was'the pleasantest thing,
“ihen the warf‘% -spring was breathing, {o go out doors and
work in the gart!tn At such times I fancied that it wag
wrong to live in houses, They called me vain for this, (and I
« my critics willggall me sentimental,) but I knew
théy shared rbre of my feelmgs ‘than they were willing
to confess: ‘I fancied that we ought only 1o stop in houses
over night, and during wmter, am‘;yhde the wind was
; @@ when the larches
at our door were renewing theit g8 " ghs ; “When the
maple leaves appeared, and. The 1ith . boxwoods were
piled with white blossoms ; when the' ’Qimuﬁes gave out
their soft, gurgling songs, and the qumls whistled from the
ontlmds when the pigeons coocd mthe woedu and rob-
ins and sparrows liftel cHorus, upon ,:g;horus 1o’ d&d,—-thcn
it was my delight,(a dehglit 14 d even more than
Maying in the fields,) tpmake my flower beds, and sce
the corn and melons bursting through the velvet mould ;
to smell the flowers’df, l;he tender gram.zt were &0
pleasant to ng Solom and watch the young fruit-
trees as they relished the dew and rejoiced in. the morning
light. .,
And while T was leummg*&g arts of housckeeping
better than from a hook, I had ‘ﬁw every night before 1
slept, to ruview my early lessgns, “ahd pursue new studiés

hlowing and the rain was fallin;
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and exercises, to improve my mind. 1 shall pever forget
the interest I found in the lives of Penn and Howard ; in
Mrs. Barbaunld’s Pogms, and Evy cm.ngs at’ Home, and a
volume of Female: Blography The Vicar of Wakefield
was the only fiction they permxtted me.tp read. My ﬁr&t
interest in the pns%ner, my first hopefm the rqu'ma.tlog
of the fallen, were awakened by those bé’oks q laughisd
and wept a hundred times, as Dr. I’nmrose sat before me
in those prison scenes, which appear at once so humorous
and so tender, and pursued o wogktof ph:.la.nthmpy?g,h;ph
changed the dark prison to a hotme of viftue and peace.
I was aided and encopraged in oy scripture studics, and
although no effort Witk -made ‘by the family to bend my
mind 1o their own fiiox to take me from the meeting
of my’tﬁotheﬁ o .7 “ﬁked a great many of the Qua-
ker sentnnents. 'y weme 80 simple and sincere, and was
Imppyﬂwhénq)?r“ﬂ ‘attended thexr meetings. * 1 observed a
holy and'‘heautifgl. wotship lb. their placid~and devout
silence ; gy youngéﬁeart,seemed to glow with*the fire of
their o spuuua,buhf o. whén W them spenk ; those
cordial®hakoes and i ' irs iiigetmg were so differ-
ent from et_.}\xe manners of d@e qhurches, and d&dehrrhtf'ul
to me, I carried a benedicti x.ﬁ'om each sérvice which
lasted thmrﬁ“ﬂle week. y

Mr. and ﬂvs Buxton advljel me to continue at my
dear mother’s church, but Hannah seemed never satisfied’
with me unless I went to her 1neeting. Sk was a born

Friend. Thee and mu?came as by imstinct to her
tongue, be"ote she w.‘as two years old. You could not
have induced her to doff her prim Quaker dress for the
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world, and now she talked of exercising seasons ’ and
« heart-tendering seasous ;' of “low times” and “dis-
turbed oppertupities,” and of all the * iestimonies " that
were borne agaiust error and sin, Hannab exerted her-
-self to win me to her way of worship, and the most liberal
eclectic could nob-but admire her sweel and earnest Chris-
ti‘a.n zeal '
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I rEMAINED three years at the Buxtons', and then I could
see myself that all my little g igls, and all my tashs and
trials, had been a, wholesome ine, and lmproverf my .
mind and heart. Lzstill hked 'thc Quakers, it many -
respects, altholigh J#d wwt. jein their society. T saw.the
practical frult;; A pion, as borne like catuwlas iu
sweet ruddy 13 athan and Lydia Buxton. I-
saw them * wallkihg "afth the weak and tempted and
opprched I‘*&\v their;Xboss often openced to the wan-
dering hagge,r, the friendless erpha.n, the penitent conyiet,
and fugitive sla.vgm I saw 1! was the chief fear of their

‘ %ﬁo perish migh{ not
v ight stand on the lefi
hand when the Shephc dfvided his sheep from the goats.

While I was at the ‘Buxto'I saw more of the Crazy
Juror” of ﬁebﬁet court. Frighd . athan believed that he
could sovthe the maniac’s 1. and restore his reason,
and he t68k him under his'c a.na walked with him some
time. His influence was goon-discovered,-and he hoped
for perfect success. . Flte paroxysms of msumty grew less
frequent, Snd the- sub_]ect' mauifested 1more reason and
tranqmlllty every day True, therc remained a certain
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wildness of thought and confusion of 1deas, and he was pro-
jecting« the strangest schemes of xeform that were ever
conceived ; but-he had more peace of mind, he was more
rational in other respects, and hus friends were glad they
had not sent him away to the asylum
His paroxysms varied. When they were not of hate,
or fear, or grief, they would sometunes appcar in pity,
and he wept for the sufferings of man. Again they would
appear in wit, or mirth, and he shook his fiiends with
laughter, or spent a day or week in mernment himeelf
Then his mind would wander another’ way, and “ Ioor
*Merrill Clark” haunted him, and he strove to crcape
fiom his own trouble, or to rescue ‘;’b*bunforhmate boy
frofth his tragical fate. Again, be pon ﬁ;‘agine himself

o
Dr. Tuckerman, ministering to 5"1 '?\‘WJ" d to prisoners
equally philan-

in Boston, or some one else engifgat
thropic work. . .

And one time, when the Buxtons were in Lynn attend-
ing yeurly meeting, he was seized with another paroxysmn,
and fancied that he was Lydia Bpxtong and what should
he do but steal imnto her eloset *d put on one of her
meekest dove-colored gowns, & very peaceful cap, a sober
cloak and hood, and enter the meeting, as they were
weighing the subject of eapital punishmeut, ang bear ler
testimony against it ! v .

I remember the surprise and confusion hé®eated—
how Lydia blushed crimson, and chewed her mystcrious
qud—how others who knew hirm, were tried—what an
irresisnble sense of the ludicrous followgd, anil forced a
smile fromt the most solemn faces—ond with what a
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mixture of ealmness and impatience Friend Buxton said,
“«Wilhani. thee mistakes thy name, and hadwt thee
better quit meeting now ‘and go home with me? Come,
William, we will go home now, and comfort ourselves,
that not many morc Merrill Clarks will perish on the
gallows. Come, we have all borne good: amd suitable
testimony against the evil thee dislikes.”

But Williarn Knowlton was amazell at such treatment
from “a true and loving husband,” who had always con-
tended for the right of speech ; and ‘he raised his voice
and insisted on taking the rest of the time. Fricnd
Buxton urged his pnnnnion, illiam raised his voice
still higher, till w«eﬁm\my was all borne ; and then,
as if suddeply himself, he planced at his dress,
flashed his %’ around the house, blushed and
dropped his hédd, ad&ma away; not only from meeting,
but from the care of higtkind gu;uhan, and I t}rmk 1t
was nearly a month before they heaail of him agpin,

An incident of this chara¢ter mlght surprise my amiable
friends, and cven, pwgoke*.‘%mmnt smile, but it could
not damp the ardor of Benevolence. They did not
reject the little maniac when he returned, but persevered
in their efforts to restore hitn. And they gave the same
caro to th%afnrisonen ; and y time was I sent to the
cells with words of sympaphy, with aiticles of comfort,
and 5odks, which they hop%d might biing them to repent-
ance. T assisted at Lydiw's table once or twice, when a
fair was ngen for phllaﬁh"nplc objects. And, to identify
my intorests' ptill more with msututxons of reform and

* charity, I induced to contribute a little of mny earn-
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ings, o entcrprises which the Buxtons told me would
return ume in blessmgs .

My friendé assured me that'even my plain and awk-
ward appearance was improved by theee good people ; for
they had touched and chastcned me with finer graces,
whieh T needed too much. Tho lessons and habits of
prudence I learned of them, were now gratefully remem-
bered. I had supported myself, and had.a pretty fiill
watdrobe, and lansomé‘ﬂ:ﬂe library, with a small sum
in my treasury to irepmre for a new situation.

But’ much ag you may eongratnla.io me, readcr, on
these lessons and exari¥ A;, wwhich,:
suppose they foind meh v -
influence, or. that half_ the step tons’ werc
steps towards heaven. 1'have :
resistance, and many steps in th# :"a" . It was
a'long while before L‘Ebuld seé‘gthe duty 1o thu erring and

RN
repentant which ‘theyanid T owed. It was' not in their
home that I dismissed the last capahhty of haﬁed?md
revenge. * . ag L

And here I am rcﬂimaéd of é‘n everit which occurred
there, that will shosy-how Little” at times this evil spirit
was restrained. I hitve spoken of the ga.rd@ Pt yielded
the finest summer and auwm fruits. Thenﬁ\éﬁ‘ ‘which
inclosed it with the ofchﬂ, was bmlt,,so hgﬁat no
one from the street co;;ld sée ple, excef¥%bn the
talngt hmbs, and thst ho one' :be temytad to breuk
through and stenl. Buf, notw;ﬁaltmdmg all precautions,
it was. known by many of theéhoys m t@ut we had
these tempting luxuries, and e'very mmnﬁ.‘r ave were
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1obbed of many ol our melone aud much of our best
funt  Afier each 10bbery, I could see that Nathan was
moie grave and buef, and Lydia sighed fiequently, and
chewed, 1 deeper abstraction, her mysterious qud I
discovercd by the blood i Hannah's cheeks what a tnal
1t gave her spuit, how she had to stiuggle for an exercise
of true fmgivencss, and what an eflort 1t cost her to *“ keep
mwaid enough to the princple of divine hight, and grace "
But T know not as I detected 8 less muld and forgiving
spit  They declared that, much ai‘they felt the loss of
thor fruif) they were more affhcted by the assuraunce 1t
guc them of the kinfulness of Mnaturc, and the crimes
and msenes tq whighthah oty would Icad some other-
vise amablg yough

But one ‘ fig my first summer with thum, a
depmedation coftrmutied which tuied even Lydias
paticnee, and troubled Nathan’y peace, while IIaun:h
was absolutely indignant, and I was absolutely mad !

Some boys came intlo ogyr garden, and not only stole
what they could, and 1cft #uch bhrued and uurpe frmt
on the ground, but wasted melons, tore up Inlls of vines,
and escaped, without del.eo‘m We wneic not only vexed
by such muschuef, but troubled to find a mnotive {m 1t, as
every boy "who had asked for fimt, had lcwn gnen
some Wewere trotbled to the hwinan heart could
be so¢Wintonly vicous o concluded that some one
should watch the gaxian aficy that o fow mghts and see
f the rogues could not be fetected

The nest mht the gardener engaged to waitch, and
FncndBu':\;wﬁnd Moses prepared themselves to nse and
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Tun to his asaistance, if he arrested any one, So, about
mxdmgh b Y ladger was set up to the fence on the most
distant corner, and three rattle-headed boys were let
down ‘with ropes, to repeat their depredations. They
commenced with the harvest apples, and gathered a
'huahqi or 80 in bags, and handed them over to-their
companions outside. Then they selected a few fine can-
talopes, and some large %—melons. They then began

a,sam 1o tear up
As soon as had enwred Jhowever, the gardener
crept mtp: ihss house .’v"_. Nathan and hoscs, and
g ‘; 43 instant, and saw their

“After all,” said a)boym f.h ey
«jt's & little too bad to come he ,
man’s ‘fruit, when, we could get.a i v?@wm‘i by asking.
I've a notion to,go % 4e a.nd leave his app melons
alone.  1d rather sighfom old Ned Hecrges’f’%r Deacon
Dowst : their fences have spikes on 'em, and we’d.ﬁmve

the fun of silencing their dogs. - I've sunff’ in fny pocket
—that will make 'em pencenble as pigs. Or else, lot's
go home and come ggam tosmorrow, and a JJncle Nate
for a few.” :
« There ain’t so much f\m in alkm sald“ “the second
“ and apples we beg um't'ﬁﬂf %0 aweet.” .
« We gerve him jest rlg'i:tw’k id the third. * mmht
- give us & couple a-piace, but: “", talkin Quaker to us,

and askin us to give some oli «ogue or | =,4' a lift. 1

hain’t {orgot what he done for

s vm the
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danced on the httle end of nothin  And he lugged Mose
Prouty home from states-prison, and tried*to git him m
among honest folks, 'cause he served his time out—as he
ought'er, and as much agin more—and promised to do
better *

«0ld Slick-coat ought to be pestered a little,” sail the
fourth, cntering the garden, and helping himself to a
golden pippin. “ He ought ?fhe pestered: he says ho
never gits mad—that a nest of live hdifiets couldn't stari
Jus dander ; but we'll see if he don’t’ ¢hafe a little to-
morrow and look dnggers, anwr in hiy sleeves !”

“l tell you what,” » e second that spoke,

aisath .M‘u grain, I know what

Bioght @mo fun to-morrow night. There’s
Mg a's loather-back pumpkin over there

in Tug—mum Hollow, where the' qakers turn out their
horses yeubf meetin days. T your real black-
headed hornots ; their stings look” fike darnin’ needles,
and they']l ‘make a fellow sktip like a sheep over a stone
wall. Let’s go and plug up the nidst when the hornets
are all in quayrelin anong ghemselves, and come and tie
it to old Nate's door-frame, and tie the plug to the door-
handle, and ¢éll him out, and he’ll come without dressin,
and out ']l slip the plug andgthe hornets, and then, I 7ell

you, if g Buck won't bo blaat a little !
“1t’s a bargai,” sa.ng‘ ther, « and we'll see him
dance like a Shaker.—-i”‘vl' v

¢
¢ Uecle is mild and meek,
He: tb meotin® twice n week,
He ns harmless a3 a goat,
With apple-tree buttons on his old gray coat *
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“ Would’at 1 like 1o let the homets oui, swarnn like
pirates with their daggers drawn, and when the old man
got to takin’ the pigeon-wing, and blaatin’, jest sing that
to him, and let him dance the figure out ?”

“ You may be sorry for all this, yet,” said the fitst boy
“ and you may yet have to thank him for leadm you bach
from prisen, and givin you honest wotk, or savin your
neck from a haltgr. Hawgever, we don’t get such apple-
as these in markgifand Ke'll not mies a fow. If he docs,
he may swear i¥ his , and take 1t out in sweann
What !-+-0""—by Jimminy Pclt '—that big apple pounced
«on sy uose, and I tholiight it was a stone from Ase —
Jimminy, how my k Wﬂ'!;;ﬁf‘&b% apple, though ,

it's a bough apple; zre bough Hipn. g ready ?—Jim-

miny ! it smells as sweet as a r¢ Vg
“TH stack up the vines,” said the d, “and pay
old Buck for what pegple lost by the radtil-gte bailed out

of jail last month. ,,Fo-morrow night " "be too soon to
fetch the hormets, won't it ? - We had better give hin a
week to swear in his sleeves, and let down his Ebeneze,
aud think his troubles aro over Then, whdj he's qmet
again, und the horgets are a Lttle hotter ﬁ $ Jight, fetch
‘et over, and hear ‘em cuss, and see 'em dm; their daggers
at the old Quaker’s legs, and mto his face and eyes.”

As he commenced teating up the wines, t n erept
juto the g.rden, and observel gnd seized 1wo m: rogues
and frghtencd the rest awsy,* Two of the boys 1n the
garden instantly ieapt up the xopes, apd over the fnce,
and esosped with their comradey, ndws  passed out
of the gate, another hoke Asa’s hold, an aped also
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But onc of them, the rogue that tore up*ﬂ}! vines, was
gecured and led into the honse, when a light was struck,
and Nathan (after * a time of solemn waiting, in which he
prayed for a tendering of hearls,”) spoke to him; and testi-
fied against his sin. S

“ If*my recollection serves me right, fnend th1§ otir
first. acquaintance ?  Asa, hold the light to-his face.”

Thie boy was speechless, nﬁ}um lns ‘head.

“I mn sorry, fnend"‘" onitiy L lt tries my

spirit to have such anin ot 'm afeard
it will not lead to a very ple i ;- : uquamtan%@ lmd our
walk together will requides e ence ansd Tong sﬁﬁ'er
ing than éither'sf : vever, it hias begun
as it has, and g d as_ make Yfie”ﬁé’?of it. And
why has theéﬁiffna ke a thxef in the"night to steul our’
fruit, when thé knows, or ougﬁttb , that we often

kPR

give it & P plea!nas usto give n.way all that we
can spare, but this stealing is a vfm& kind of business,
that fiies our patience and®troubles our. rest. We have
no patience thatwe wish to upen’lwr have spent in this
way. Wﬁ'i., thee here, ‘fn‘nd; at this time o’night ?7 |

“ The - bqgmtﬁaaxed me he@,” ssidr‘tke*poor trembling

culprit. ,‘;:'—‘TY 1 .
“ Make me no such answerf’ sald Nathan, showing
more ence in his fuoe oice than he was wont

to exp “Itsa bad hat lays his ggilt on others, -
Own up, my 'fu%pd own ‘up‘iﬂle a mah. Thatis the way
for thee, if . would ‘Thake a repentance not to be
repented of “did thee come to qteal from me ? and
what is mo# evil, why has thee torh up my vines, and
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destroyed fiuit thee did not wish to take away? This
looks like revenge, and revenge 15 worse than stealing.
Look me in the face, now, and tell me when and how 1
harmed thee.”

———:* I—the boys—-"

*“Tell all fhe truth concerning thyself. Truth is the
first stép in the path of virtue, from which thee has fallen
Have I ‘wrongedAhee "

« No.”

“ Haye I infféd a hair of thy head ?”

“« No"v

15 it troe, as the@ ¥oRl the bgys in the gardon, that
anybody was wronged by Zm I bailed out of
ptison

* No, I only told them so as a,ngxcuse for what I did ”

“ But thee must have some reason mw for tearing
up my vines, and sgying thee would pwb with ho-
nets Hornets, thee knows, are dreadful creatures to
sting.” .

1 dd it for fun, and to have somethihg to Jaugh abont
to-motrow I would not have brought thb hornets here
for the world ; as true as I live and mﬂw, I would
not ”’ '

“But thee’s a perverse boy, very perverse indeed,
and [ am moie grxeved"by the lie, and thnt@cﬂe dis-
position, tham by all the harm thee has dond™mc.”

“J know it was wicked, and I am siur; I stole, and
lied, aud acted as T dud. - I'v'vﬁI never de gam.”

“AhL! thee’s so perverse, I'm q&‘n‘ trust thee.”
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“ Do forgive me, do let me go, I will; ﬂwty& de good
as sure a8 live and breathe.” .

“ Thee needs to be excrcised, and to have a sound cor-
rection. I would do wrong to-others to let thee off’ at
this. 1 must confine thee till morning, and then,‘take
thee hefore a justice, and see what he \gxll do ﬁﬁh E0
pexrverse a boy. 1 fear he will senl thee to prisog,’t

The boy began to weep bitterly, pleadpd that he
might not be brought to ftial or ex ’

Hannah and I were wakened, se’ bl:qgght in,
and were informed of the arygg, they had a'uudp, wWe
bounded from our bods, W the headl of the-‘stairs

thay iee. Mg, Buxton entéa’cd "the
hseprioRel-stood, and she and Kusqs ranged
3, @ |Na‘€£an and Asa on the ether. "When

g of 'talnng the boy to pnson, and he wept
Sgnnt Lyydia put in her plea for him, and

pporthes with earnest werds.

“He was very unhind, [ know,” said aunt Lydia,
sthoothing back:per hair under her, cap, and changing her
mystenousﬁ:jgxd 1o the oﬁer cheek. * He was very
unkind to d%se things. He ought to confess the worst
and not lay-the'sin at anothér’s door. But I would tem-
per my justiee with a httle love, Nathan,” (the tears start-
ing up gllstemng in hor milyJ, sad cyes.) “Keep hiw:
till mo f; move hini "to gonfess, lt.ad him back to tho‘
good way, “walk with vhlmgw little that he may not stum- "
ble, and eri' hmicbhg But don’t take hirn to
court or pri It lmght bfegk his spirit and discourage
him from eyery eﬁbrt to be good. Isrlicl said, * There is
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no hope; we will walk afler our own devices, and
the imagination of our c¢vil hemis.’ ”

1 know all that, Lyddy, * Without hepe, vuthout God
in the world '~—but thee kmows——"

« 0, father! don’t let him go to cotrt or pricon, 1t mught
ruin him forever,” interceded Moses, heldmg his mother’s
hand in one of his own, and grasping hir futher’s with
the othar. -

Then they full view thefore us; and T looked at
the culprit. m never saw a more vicious-loohing
little mischicf béfore. Hag hair hung in “ witch bridles.”
as we.bded to say, aﬁ‘"b’w his forehsnd and eyes. He
had axf*evil Jook from 14fpto t8ay> Vehéw' he, tried to look
up to Friend Buxton, I saw th!%wkce and eye,
and my heart burned with vengeandﬁ i wal vexed with
the whole posse of them for dallfki et
at all gm«erly to him. '[ wan‘t

evil skin. I shouted from above, “ I wordd take him to
prison, Mr. Buxton, 1 would. Mr. Bugton, take hin
straight off’ this very night. He’s a mea e good-for-
nothing thief,—he's worse than a thief, ,f& gome here
when he thinks we're all asleep, and cdt.p his pranks
and shifes. I would let out a few hornets*#hout his cars,
and let hum find how it feels to be stung.”

“Mercy, Mercy, it is very evil in thee, and j3#u deny-
est thy sweet name, when thou talkest thus,” repligd Mis
Buxton, with the tears sﬁllgﬁ‘ﬁng in CyeE. “ Thou
wovldst have revenge, aht - rovenge 1 wicked.
Wouldst thou make a hardened crigginal of this little
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boy ! ¢ Thou shalt not smmte them,” saith the scripture
“ Wouldst thou simnite those whom thou hadt taken cap-
tive ' Set bicad and water before thewn, that they ma‘xy
cat and drink and go to their master.’ ”

I beg your pardon, I have no patience at all with the
Ittle 1ascal ? sard I,  and I would send him tg jadk and
hate lum learn better things, Mr. Buxton.”

“ Don’t yom do it, father,” cried Moscs, with a voice
and look that onght to have shargadiane .andmelted iny
heart. R

“I would do it, Mr. B £aid 1, while. Hannah-
remamed silent, gosming enough for her to be
swayed by therlags yoioe' e héted. )

« Merey, Jugri ‘to hear thee talk thus,™ replicd
Mas. Buxtod,,, %kt Boy has done evil in our sight, but
hie looks as thpugh the agirit was williug, while the tlesh
15 weak. *g,,_mother, my httle fuend? Docs
thee hnow. iIf grieve thy mother to hear of this ?
and how near theec has been stepping on the brink of
1um ¥

By thus tighe the boy was pjereed by the glances which
the wild oy%::f Nathan hitheelf sent 1o his heart, and
melted by Mz, ‘Buxton's wordg, and he sobbed and moaned
aloud. After a while, he was abic to speak again, and
he made a confession. He tonfessed that he was the
ung-leigwy, of the gang, and he camc there because
he had heaid the Buxtons blamed for belnendmg prison-
ers, and he wgnted a.lijfle fon at om expenso. He
seemed to':ﬂn % a very hopébt confession, and told what
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lis name was, and where h= ived  But I could not get
over lus vicious looks, nor the nest of hornets
He was o widow s son. His mother was known to the
Buxtons as a good woran, iving 1n rather mndigent cu-
+cumstances. The boy now pleaded that 1f he wus taken
to prigon, his mother might not be informed of g, for 1t
would byesk,her heart But I thought ¢f the hoinet's-
nest, and renewed my plea that they sh punish hum,
and Hannah g me. B#Mys Blwten and Moses
were against stool: a few moments silent,
putting b hair behind his ents, as if dowbting what comec
torpurdue, winle Lyds ‘Hing.gn his and rommated
with Her qud. The bey repeamd i never o
. do so aguin, and at last Nathan what he would
do He would keep him a pnsomr morning, then
take him befere a justice and haye hind$ and sen-
tenced, but, on the boy’s solernn"pxw to do the
bke again, he assmed him that his pamé bld be with-
held from the public, and if he went 1o fison, lus mother
should receive such hints as to allay hér anxiety, while
she should be kept m ignorance of s wndxtrpn and
erime J
“The boy was greatly ternfied at the thodlhit 6f' gomng to
prison, and renewed s sobs and pleas™ But Nathun
was unyiclding He was kind 11 his tieatment, put fom
in his resomution  So the boy was led, upﬂﬁrs and
locked in‘n a chamber with Asg the gardener tall moru-
ing  He was then taken Mm justice gpd ned fined,
and sentenced to a manth’s imprisonment  He was over-
whelmod with guef and terror by this rentenier, and hung
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down his head and seemed the very pioturs of despair.
But Nathan relieved hum soméwhat at first by assuring
him he would pay the fine himself, and still more, by
persuading the justice to suspend the sentence, on the
boy’s promise that he would go out of town and engage
with some strict master in an honorable service. °
Bonds were given and the boy's release was grinted,
and Nathan lmd him by the hand, on the'geint of léading
him to his m&hcr, whel she et thte door of the
justice's office. « She fiad s o6, painful anxiety,
and, heaging frotk.cnie of ¥he othér boys whete_ber son
mght be found,.hhelud M eur house and followed
us moo*(m,. 2 e thétn"m time to learn what was
4 wple@@tibo the geene that edsudd, while I
shall a.lwayd PemernBer the expressions of grief, mortfi-
cation, and fed, that stood on that poor mother's face, the
thanks s vnglthpn for his kindness to her son, and
the readi wlnch she consented to his proposal
To conclude t}m little naggative, George Mailbank—for
that was his name—was:ﬁen away from Salem before
another week, and apprentiged to a farmer in Topsficld.
As Friefld Buxton took le#we of lum, he said to Greorge,
“Thoe khawé by this time, my child, that every vice
" has its pusishment. Thee annot escape : God loves us
ton well to permit us to be happy long in sin, or iriumph
loug thvgwil, or be sausfied with any low or vicious Iife.
So keep thy ffomise from this hour—be honest, get wis-
dom and hgpor, and #Mto others m msfortune ng we
have don'_e to thee.”
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IX.

A vbar bafore Teft the Buxtdlls, Mr. Bbrlon died, aud
Mie. Dorlon remérvell t Merrimack, aud placedAmminu
unll  Angelia was pleased with her employment ;“it gave
her .. independence sho i not’hnjoy in Salem, and
she was able to clothe herself Betthf § her mother
wore. She and I still kept up an ce, and 1
was pemmded fo leave Salem and enter the Lafayette
Mill. The Buxtons assured me that they 'found it some-
thing of a irial to relcase me from their ; . T had
lived in their care so long they were a me, and
thoy told me, when I left them, that it seemed like part-
ing wath-one of their own daughters. The serene Quaker
face strove in vain to conceal the emotious that were mount-
ing from their warm hearts when they carpj Sgy fare-
well. But ihey encouraged the step. ’fﬁiy'ﬁe'hevcd it
was not 1o dash in gayer apflarel, or nul‘\ﬂgb"% “orldly
J0ys, that I desired the better wages which were paid
to factory girls. They did not seem to fear thag X" would
forget their counsels, ox ¢ompromise one ofhe ptinciples
they had planted in my heart; wwhile they welr aware
that a irade rmighl add considerably to mny resoUICes, cone
firm my independence, and elevate my life :
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They heaped my trunk with useful presents ; and they
gave me o generous sum of money, besides my wages, and
told me whenever I wanted.friends, to come to them,—at
all events, to make them frequént visits, for they should
always love Mercy Winthrop, and send anxious thaoughts
after her.  On the morning of my ; departure, I zose before
day, and walked ouf.in the twilight io take fmweﬂ of
my favorite men&‘f’ I went down to the w&tpr, md the
rising sun recal!ggl the seene with which h&bﬂgm my
hxstory:ﬁ; the samg white mist; Wblaii the Juniper,
and sh c Beyerley woads, w;th an unspog@, crape-
like shadow, that: fairke av% ‘the currents. of, hght
like & curtaip g o A3 caf'ﬁo& awiiy that scerié:as’
another pxctuﬁ et ymte my memory, wﬁzld {the bnght
fun daguerredtypqd 1ts glowing beauty on- m:y mind. [
bathed my hot Jfqrehead in the ocean-water, and picked

up a shells, , same Jpebbles and moises, - to keep in’
remembr; t tender hour. i

“When I retm_‘n‘gﬂuto Buxtogs’, I found several friends
wailing: there to .give mec a gmng word. ~ And among
tirem all, therg was no one ; 0se love or blessing was
much m@Me thanBesfie Plympton 8. She wasa
poor coloréﬁWn. it is true# and was despised by many
for the diikér ghades w}l.lch*(aod had given her com-
plexnon, and was .held as ﬂxe lowliest and least re-
garded member of the Mcthodlst church. From my
carliest ehﬂdhoﬁ. I was’ failiars with the hardshlps
she had endured, and thawﬂsultl which half a dozen
ill-bred chifiren gave her. Thid seen“the girls' make
fun of her eyes and lips, and point to her old bon-
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net and dress, and giggle, as she passed. I had heard the
boys call her an old nigger wench, and ask how much she
would take a pound for her igory ; saying thty wanted to
Jave it made up intc combs. I knew they stoned her
windows, pulled up her ewn darling sunflowers, and an-
ﬂ‘noyad- her in many vhys I hud gven heard parents
lmgh at their sports, (these were v _ﬂw,) and one ludi-
rous Jocking mother inquired, “ Wos #'84 keen in the little
follow m whén hér. own foolish, mapfsey-faced urchin
gave a deadrat to Bessie in a nice white paper gne morn-
ing, 4nd pas she opened it, ran a.wuf' shoutmg “ Apnl fool !
April fool 1"

But poor as my own #Feedmg Wa’ﬁ,'ftw ould have led
while the warm summer light of Be‘sslﬁ‘s ‘heart hid her
dusky shades from honorable eyes, and fell as a blessmg to
"be cherished. . Bessie loved me and my brdth%r(, and she
could .not let me go away thhdut sha’kmg'my‘ haud and
giving me her praycrs

“Good morning,” said Ito my friends; gqqﬂ moru-
ing. I thank you for thu,fpxewell call. —Why, if'hero is
not Bessie Plympton, too! " How good ,yon a¥e to me ;
—you, Bessie, in partwular, have beci: s "I know
not how I shall ever rctum‘?‘)'our fowet *You were
good to my poor father and- mﬁther—-—)ou need’nt blush
and turn away, you were good to them, and 1 wx]l say it

" and think jou, Bessic, I shall ever forget the ‘sunflower
you planted under mother's Window because she would'nt
allow you to do ’lnythmg ﬁlsc Tor the little trhlos that she
sent Jyou? Will T ever forget your “kind blessings in her
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sick-chamber ; your watchings by night and day; your
cheening words, yow tears of love? Kind Bessie, you
know not what a world of good it does me to see you hege
this morning !

“ Ah, Maircy ! I's afeard it's put leetle that popr old
Bess ever done for yer folks " answercd she. * I's alwers:
so poor I coul'a'a‘ap or give as 1 wished I conld. But
yer mother was such a nice womem, apd so dreadful
clover, T could'nt help wantin to pay back hgf love. And
yer fathet, I knowed him from & boy, and liked him, wal,
I always did, and ef I planted the sun-flower, I knowed
1 could'nt blosgerp, half as brkht as my love has blos
somed for ye Ye've made me forget my old black
skin, thesg many tlmcs', Ve hev ; and now ye want scoin
my poor good-bye, Maircy, ef Bess 7s black, ye wont, will
ye, Man'gy ”

“ No, mﬂe@, L will net, my dear friend,” said 1, “and
there i8 no one’ ‘here that would scoru it any sooner for
your co{nplenon They ha.vf seen your white heart,
through'all your dark color, gnd-loved it, I assurc you,
Bessie.”

“ TMMWG Maircy I jdded she ; ;and be a good
girl for cld Bessig’s sako md mind wh.zt Missy Buxton
tells ye. Don't listen, Mn.u‘c: to every slick fongue ye’
uear. Look out sharp fur sieh pussons as smokes and
swears, and wears brussels on their upper lipp, and takes
shew brushes for’their under chuns; and perks and per-
lavers, as thpusands dew. Le~k out sharp fur sich like
fellers, Maircy ! They're ahuker n ile, and make love so
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éasy; but I've hcarmn people tell it's auful dangerous
bleevin em. '

“ Don't forgit what yer mother used to tell ye. Git
ligin as quick’s ye ken. Religin’s a dreflel good thing
. to git. It’s drefful preclous It wont cost ye as much as ‘
a-pitt o’broth, and it has a \m.iley, and a comfort, and a
helpin hand, that all Mass Peabuddy’q gold could noy
buy. It's goodfar the-heart and good @rﬂéheml Maircy.
It’s good in  fhe day and good in the mght It's good in
joy and- good in-sorrer. It has 'made 6f my little cham-
ber a pleasanter and- hmdso;ner palace than the"one ye
read about to me in "Rabit’s Nights. Ard O, what oceans
of plea,sant light it hes pourcd into olﬂ*]ﬁyﬁk Bess’s heart !

Git rellgms ‘quick’s ye ken, I telt ‘ye, ‘m" “Fhen ye'll
know for sure ye've a Father more. te\nde'r-!lﬁmd than
any buddy here in Salem. Then ye'll } "knowhere to
look for a Friend in need, and W hohd tov%ad ye right.
Git’ rdxgm, and ye'll know a gobd ‘eal aiore ‘than any
buddy ken tell ye, and be strong in heart, when weak in
body, and keep.oﬁ' e Devil, and die in God’s lovin
arms. ”»

I thanked™ my old friend for her c(mnsdis Wsmg» to
pray for the blessing she recomqjanded s&m%wmt away
crying like & child. I found itharder evenstKan I antici-
pated to part with those who had given me that dear
home, and- ;:een to me quech faithful Ariends. But little
was s#id af* pliting. T was too full ter speak. * Hannah
stood and pressed my Jeft hand, while the Sthers were”
shamng my nght and repeating their fow Murds of aflec
tith and counsel. 1 bélle'g"l‘vdm said, if she Lad thought
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a week ago what an upderiaking it would be, and how

we would feel to separate, she should have opposed my

going and tried to make me contented with them a year or

two longer. Her voice was unﬁommonly trernulous ; her
eyes glistened with unshad tea.u, and she said * farewell”

in a tone of tender and pauent love, that will be music in |
my soul forever., I took farewell of all, and’ at nine o'slock
the stagc-wuﬁhmed up to ghe W’ snd 1 started for

Merrimack. ki #&

I hardly knew Bow strongly T was attach&l 1o Salem,
until I passed out of Bontnn-m'eet, and felt that! T was
lcaving the beloved, city for evezgk .Iha.rdly knew my love
for Walter, unh}&gn to the strect, as I passed my awrit’s,
where I'had 3} : . ly the day before, to Bnatoh the
last ook, add pmk np the primer, and tmmPéf, and
dime, which I tmd to him from the coach window. His
head was bare;, hmé’dﬁéhead was white, and full Jasa
blown spew-bally; .and his hair fairly glittered in the #in.
His eyes sparkled ; his step was lighter than a fox’s, and
that beautiful face and neck .$till so tempting to my
eyes, my sisterly loves ‘were aflikindled to-a flame, and I
wept ‘tlu‘wi% not carry iim away in my bosom. I
would’ not.pass’ him thus ’-c!ﬁdly I stopped the driver
and alighted from the stage, and called my darling back,
and I know not which gave ithe most or the warmest
kisses while we clung to each gther in & loqg ‘embrace.

‘But the driver hurricd me, and we tore. huiidlves apart,
and [ ]umpcd into the, stage and olosed my wet eyes ull
We ;were & m:le away from D&nvers. o

“ 0, my poor brother Walter ¥ thought I.« lns heart
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is yet soft and gentle, and he mag easily be moulded to a
fine manhood, and I will pray that he may be, and hope
to assist ; but he is soindulged and flattered, and so rcady
like a pet lamb to follow all that caress him !

That thought of Waltérmade. miles of my ride unhap-
py; but the scenes on my way were so beautiful, my
cheerfulness returned, and I looked back on Meadowvale
with something of delighte Then I ijduliied. in a reverie,
and brougl;% nths and years ol the future to my
gaze ;. wxm&n toils and triumphs of factory life, and the
mM cultui'e. and,; blér - womanhood I resolved to
attain. Then my" a%}:t Quaker: home had a tear of
remembrance. Then the forms of my" i

around me, repeating their tender g ' Then my
father, uiother and brothers smiled Jighs my dreatn, and
my epirit inquired, as it clasped oy, if' I might not meet
them in heaven'! A grander 1" Sapt tempwd, me out

to a"8eat with the driver, and held ‘e in its enchantment
for half an hour. Jock slackened. his- feins, and told me
stories about the dangersof city hfe I entered the ofach
again, and coitinued iny enjovment of the rick i&ml
soenery till the city of weavers rose yifi"vight: . Then
he-whipped up his horses to a: 'dashmg f 5 g easier
road ; and meadows, gardens and cottam ﬁd past as
ifina w:ld rotatlon Then, we. met moro md.anore'g)eo-
ple in bett , and we %&mafhe city,—~up Chestnut
Hill, and ‘at¥ss: Dorlon’s g :Thetif ¥ sag down in the
hcuse of my mo;her s friend, 'whoée cmbrgees  almost
sme thered me; p,nd whosg greetmgs made me feel as if it
were 1wy mother T was® g to my heart.
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In a few minutes, Amelia ran in from the mill, * for
her share of the joy,” as she told me ; and I soon forgot
that I was not in Salem, and forgot my fatigue, while my
heart seemed Lighter even fhi& it was while walking by
the sca-shore in the morning. *"Mrs. Dorlon set her table
with an early tea ; while Mxlly insisted that I should go
with her to the factory, and sce where I was to work.
But Mrs. Dorlon'galled her a crnfﬁ;%t, andw if she
supposed I flew theére on wings wi r that she
did’nt. want my company hezself a little w AFS rafresbed
myself with a cool bath, and’ tlmﬂ a glm of sadedfits
beer, and did all in my power' 10 ma Mrs. Dorlon’s
questions, repenting some answers as many as three times.

Chestnut Hill4 «cv.o been worthy of its name when
the Indian Duil gwam there, but to tell the ‘truth,
it was fuj from w romance now. The only frees
Isaw as I went Dorlon’s, were two little maples
and a, eedo,r in front of her door. They were poor fistsh
maples, with small heads and sallow leaves; and the
cedar wppeared as if it was dyir of bome-sickness in such
a birrén and ungema!‘ spat. £1 Thought the first thing I
would do a would be; gto brmg out a pail of water
and ref% mpt sapling,: #nd see if I could not restoxe
its hopes. ' #4%E ~

‘OJJI street was one of th worst in the mty It was
crooked and narrow ; the Sijusgs were. ofgn:
colors, and huddled v without of
stood on such stilted fq;m&tudns I feared they would top-
ple down aud crush me as I passed. *'The street was
filthy, and numbered sooms’éi*}ow, filthy houses. But
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Mrs. Dorlon hud rather a comfortable house. It was con-
venient, and respectably finished outside and in. There
was a little grass-plot in front, and another in the rear,
which a fow pails of waier would rendor.fine. There
were three or four houscs’ like Mrs. Dorlon’s in our neigh-
borhood, with respectable families in them.

I was taken up stmra after tea, and given a room with
Milly on., the socpm! r. This roemi was about ten
by twelve. = "ﬂib 'Gaﬁi were poorly plastered, but it was
~B0t, 8 ;nmtﬁfteﬁm Milly and I united our means stid
pﬁi&hﬁed a neat pajper, dnd papered our room with our

own hands, after eight o'clock at night. We had a bed,
a stand, a lounge, a burean, and two i'nQple chairs with
cane seats, for furniture, and durig s uo r I attended a
furnitore auc’uon, and bought me . "mahogmfwhat-
not; to stand in a naked corner, thoeive my books. I
felt confined and stifled as I sat divwh in my narrow room
that evening, and compared it thh “the dear old Buxton
chamber. A foolish tear stole down my cheek, and an
irrepressible throb of grief shook my heart. "

I threw up the window'to get breath, and, whilo lean-
ing my head on my hand, and glancing %w with an ab-
sent gaze, a scene arrested my eyawfuoh{ ht was 110
poor compensation for what I dmﬁked it wt Hill,
Jt-was a landscape, 80 leuaned by distanise ﬁi&g painter
could alm@ have drawn. a’&“ﬂ@,}us thumb-naxl and I
never saw’ h&nare exquisito . gomh of befsly. There was
a link of the Tiver in 8 orescex ‘that ¢ ashed down a
precipice at laat, where dlscovered a little cluwado, which
Jooked .in the distance m a lmet of while roses on a
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silver chain. Between me and the-river was a narrow
lawn, whose bright green turf was more beautiful than
velvet.  Farther along was a small group of trces, and
over the river I saw a pasture covered with cattle and
sheep—a cornficld, a cluster of white houses, a white
church-steeple, and, beyond “all, a forest, whose crown
fairly blazed in the glowing splendors of, the setting sun.
There was an jindescribable charm ahout that scene,
which banished my, discontent, ax@hqkl&meih a pleasant
reverig, when Amoha. retugned and a.sked m&{lgwn mt.o
the pardor. 1 expressed a rence for my;gugpnt"
sitting and company, but rose a.nd foilo wed her down.
No sooner w;ere\we seated than the boarders came into
and Millz gave the introductions. These were
ang JN¥is Logan, and two other guls, who

were all Mrs, Dog'bm had at that time. Mm.'nnmby
was about mnqteeﬁ’%)he had a fleshy and florid. look, like
the *Marys” and * Marthas" ' one sces often amang the
pictures in a country parlor. 'Her taste seemed to run on
gay celors and glittering toys. . n She sported more finery
than any other girl of tha&gtonp She  drawled and
minced her\ggfdn in a,man%er that annoyed me. , She
sat opposmp &gmkmgglass,;md I know not how oﬁen,
even whx]ﬂztnll»dng, she gl at her own fair ¥mage
and a@.ﬁg‘pd her cwls ar er attire. She had ¢ few
pet words, and phmaei&t&* her dislikes,
and they were,; “mbeyemgﬁl;_ or splendo%mr “ abom-
inable,” or-* mlly VW b@' favorite exclamation was,
“0, murde? "—and 1 a,;d them a dozen times or more
in, the course of two hours. . Jer first questions were, if
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there were any witches in Salem now—if I had cver
passed_the old Bell Tavern in Danvers, or seen Eliza
Wharton’s grave.

But, after all; there was somcthing in Miss Mumby
that impressed” me a little. that evening. She had clear
eyes and an agreeable face and form, and I was con-
vinced that she was at least faithful and open-hearted. 1
#aid, in my mind, May-be you ‘and Tean be friends, but
you must off at ohoo, Miss Mumbx, with your affec-
tations ; they * me aorely You must arrange
ywr ﬁ;gpry betfér and have ’less of it, and that of a more

substantial quality ; you must keep your eyes from tlw
glass while speaking to me; you must courtesy less to
your own shadow ; increase the number of your adjec-
tives to half a dozen at least, ami TR mow,ga.tural
pronunemtlon '3:‘ )

Anna Loga.n was a Protestant Imﬂ, gxrl ahit tuy own
age. Her mother was a scamstress and a widow, and
she lived'in the suburbs of Merrimack, and supported her-
sclf and three children with her ncedle. Mrs. Logan was
at Mrs. Dorlop.-s when I arrived, and 1 thought T had
seldom seenﬁ “finer looking or more energetic woman.
Ske Fiust have been over fifty, and her hﬁﬁ- Jand cheeks
looked like a gn'l’s, and her voice u‘iﬁ'wtea me the more
as it reminded me of my deli' mofhers in love
with Anna Logan at’first slght. 1 fhougﬁt ‘of; ther
Walter as the [ast'gleam of the X her ycllow
flaxen hair—it f]l in such glaxgy  her white
nec“k’ -she was above thm he:ght #ghs kad ar

ull, transparent face, gmzﬁxhy chisellod, looking, wnh

,‘,

T
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its dunples, when she laughed, as if quilted on the checks
and chin; touched with white and red eo beautifully 1
thought if I were a painter I would like it for a picture
She had a tender blue eye and stately form, with the
spirit of health and life m its motions. Her arms and hands
were ¢he handsomest I ever saw—Ilarge at the shoulder,
round, und tapering down to her fingers’ ends. Her
laugh was as hearty as it was melodious ; and she stepped
as proudly as a colt before a band of musis.

A little before sunset, a young gentleman* came in to
take the girls on a walk. 'Neal Derby was his ‘name.
He was abont eighteon. He was a machinist. He was
not handsome, yet he had a manly form and interesting
look  He had light h:m‘, .4 ruddy countenance, and a pair
of largs blue }'emi rising between his eye-brows and
crossing his forehoad fu oblique lines. The veins I noticed
were invisible while he remained calm and alent, but
were full and rigid as whip-cords, and very blue indeed,
when he blushed with emotien, or kindled with mirth. I
thought his tecth were artificial, they were so white and
rogular. His hands looked ag if he had gpent his time in
a store, amid silks and lacgs, instead of the crock and
smut of a macHine-shop. His linen was the whitest, and
his varnished boots were all §-glow with lustre.

Mr. Tk s was intimate it Mirs. Dorlon's, aud 1 was
soon i that he was much estegmed The walk
had becn Meﬂ beibl%‘i?;gme. The moon was at the
full. The !Qornmnck LEE igh, the scenery on its banks
delightful, and we had a walk whiun consoled me for the
loss of my Salem home af:é b — I was allpwed 1o
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choose the walk, and they took me down to the'scenc on
the river which I saw frcth my chamber-window. We
sat down on a bank half an hour, and enjoyed the land-
scape. It was finer than when seen from a distance.
"he roar of the little cascade was soothing and exciting
at the same time. The lawn, the wood, the pasture be-
yond the river, and all fairly glowed in the newness of
their verdure, and there came a mingled odor of field and
wood, which' was deimoua to the sense. I remarked-that

i '&vondered somme one had not selected those grounds for'a

"’hlla or cottage residence ; and smd I would delight to

“have a home, if no more than a Jog-cabm, on t]gat
knoll.

“The scene s rather bc)ouuful * answered Miss
Mumby ; “ but I should want a villa 1f I lived hﬂi‘e A
cabin, 6ér even cottage, would be abommable‘ ‘Who
could content himself in a cabin away here ? I should
be afraid of robbers ; and, beside, folks would laugh at
any pm-bo;: of a cabin or cottage here. As long as I'm
poor, I chooa&to live in a city where no one can distin-
guish my péybl:ty and when I am romancing, I alwa)s
bhild somethmg grander than a oottage io live in.’

“ There i something in that," added’ Dorby “and I
confess I should not want to uome»l!gre to le Il T could
build a house that wowld 'wttract attén od-

miration.” -

“1'm sure o col.tage wm.ngﬁ' ﬁust %«m for'a spot
like this,” said Anna m"‘ cL""‘bt. confent
with a cabin, that I cquld o oWn, and could open 1o

my mother and sisters. Y0, wouldn’t little Katy langh
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and shont to trip out on these banks, and pick dandelions
in the spring, and -go down under the trces amd curl
them!  And wouldn’t the meadow larks sing her to sleep
on the lawn, and the thrushes teach her music in the
woods! Give me a shelter from the rain and snow dewn
here, and ye may have yer dashy houses and ye will.
The fields, woods; and waterfall, would make up for all
privations, and satisfy my heart. Hear the cricket and
katydids! When the meadow larh werg gone, the kat)-
dids would give us musie.” e ~o.

“8§ Lam sure they would,”, answered I, “and would'
not exchange stich & home for the proudest in the'city. I
suppose there are paths through that woud? I like to
walk ip.a wood-path. . It soothes, and exhilarates me,
and Dr. Pearson says the hreath of the woods is better
than m&di\aine. M.:a:y .and June-are the timés tg walk in
the woods.  You know the boxwood blossoms are out all
through May ; the flowering lecusts and white clover fill
them with fragra.nce through the opening of Jung, and
along towards J uly we havp the lanrel blossoms.”

“ Then in May and June ghe birds have such a jubilee !’
interrupted Mr. Derby. “.The wood thrush opens the
concert a8 early“ as four in. ﬁie morning, and I have heard
him sing 4l eight o'clock $t night. Ihave ¢alled him
the *W-Warbler, amfl have noticed how he con-
ducted the music of the woods. Ks 80onas the other
birds set lg‘?i;h their sonﬂ‘hhe seemed fo pause in order
to show hﬁv poorly’ thqy \youid make out with no ruling
voice to lead. And poorﬁ‘mdeed they sang, and there
was a perfect Babel of notes #ad sounde. «The crows sat
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and cawed, and the squirrels chattered at the'gcene. Then
the thrush gave out a new piece, and ran over it with his
sweet and gurgling, yet full and far flowing voice. Then
the robins and sparrows Yollowed ; then the bluebirds in
the pasture, and blackbirds in the meadow, took the key,
and the song, and brought up their part ; then the chip-
squirrels lent a musicsl chirp, and the crows and jays
all joined in a chorus of full harmony, to which even the
frogs and toads, as w&th cymbals, harps, and ca.auqets,
éept time. But 1 weary you, ladies, with this hxghggng
@eeﬁh I meant to say I should like to walk in ¢his ,;ﬁod
-in May or June, and ‘hear the thrush with all hxs  per-
formers give a chorus like the ones I hit%e hea
“1 think I'd rather hear the Crow Family, or the Ala-
bama Brothers,” cried Miss Mumby. « Pardon, Miss
Winthrop, but this enthusiasm for the woods and Dirds is
what I &dll a, sickly sentimentality, 1 don’t wg,nt to be-
come an gwl or a wood-chuck myself, for the sake of the
* woods. ~ It would be aboixxinab}e to one who has lived
long in the clty
Amelia Dorlon sang a song. Mr. Derby had read * Sala-
thiel,” and’he. repeated two or three passages which he
thought, were fine. They sounded’ well as he.repeated
them, but,I thought they needed earnestuness aqd slmpllcxty
to make them perfeot. He' remarked that Yo
around us and the picture language of Sag
him faney we were in Pn.lqﬂw» and were lookmg down
on the rolling Jordan: H.g g0 quoted &-@nptmm of
the Hudsen highlands ftom"h@i:\xmd though‘l had never
xead balat}uel ” ‘mor the * 8ketch-Book,” ut that time, 1
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was most dlighted with Irving, and desired the repetition
of onc passage that seemed rather 1o paint than describe
the scene where we were. Then Anna Logan sang a
sweet song, and the woods scemed to dwell on the echoes,
and repeat them to the hills. Then we listened awhile to
the roar of the waterfall, and started for home. Mr.
Derby quoted a description of the. moon and stars- from
Byron's Siege of Corinth, which he thought a finer picture
th.x} Pope painted on the etching of Hpm“ ; and we
8f d.into the old river road, and ioo]t our way thic
Célitrak-stroet to Chestnut Hill, .. The clock struck nine
as&'e.entered the. house, and M¥ Derby bade us good
right, and in haﬁﬁa.n hour we were all abed, and most of
us asleep.

I elept but little thut night.  Amclia képt me talking
till past eleven, and after that, until nearly four,: r, . mind
was too'busy with thoughts, and my heart.th'ﬁ emotions,
to sleep. I liked Merrimack far better than I'dnticipated.
True, most of the people looked very strange to me, and 1
thought I should never get accustomed to their ways.
And a mgnufacturing city too, how different in. every
thing from sfill and, stately old Salem,’ whitre there were
no manufacturing mtereats and comniercial gnwtpriﬁc
passed mto affluence, ,,and a quaxter of a century ago !
BufJaves; au:ewed by so mirch animation as I found there.
T wus p‘buea with most :of my new acquaintances, and
especially Ieued with gdffevening walk. I'shut my eyes,
-and thé seemed: tq!jf ﬂu'ough my vision ; the banks
and woods re-appeamW glowed with a plamd splen-

‘dor ; and the moon, “ the “cold round ‘moom,” as the pas-
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sage from the pobt went, was still « dhmiug deeply
down,” and the stars,

¢ those isles of light, .
8o wildly, spiritually bright,”

o.:st sympathetic glances on me. The names of those new
authors lmgered like motes of pleasant music in my eaxs,
and I hoped that I might soon possess their works. Anna
Loga.ﬁ’s song still brimmed my soul with melody, and
I had no room for A.n”lm & song or conversation. -Ameélia
dmpped to sleep’at, Fast, and I reviewed all my aoquajnt-
ances] charmed with thé sweet Irish girl ; suited: ylth
Miss Mumby's intentions, and thinking wéll enough of M.
Derby. The future then opened in long“and sunny views
beiore me, and on the last scene there rose a city and a
mill ; in that. city I selected my hnme, and in that mill I
found - myself weaving the snowy .webs of .a well-spun
life.

After thut, my mind wandered $Brck to Salem, and to
Becket court. Ma'm Caréy's, Phillips’ Wharf, Buxtons’
and the J muper, in tender and tearful walks and inter-
views, thrilled #ith & few strong throbs of hogc-sicknass.
I was with Jgu@ ‘Wenham, and ﬁnnlly with Walter in
Danvers; till my mind floated oﬁ' on -4l% tranguil wayes
of sleep
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X.

¥ nap not caught a ghmpvwnqbone ‘Feal dream, nor
fdhen an hour's refreshing alumber,abefore the-bells rang
m‘ﬁom our beds. I forgot my pheasiness, in the éxcite-
ment of the moq:mg and was one of the first at the table .
We had a sumptuous breakfast, the very savor of which sent
delicious odors through the house, but e\cxtcm_ent destroyed
my appetite; and I only took a slice of toast and a cup of
coffee. > Breakfast aver, .we went to the mill, und I had
1o remark the hght steps and merry hesrts .with which
the girls-all tnpped away to their looms.
I commenced my first day's Work in the mill. T found
myself in company with lrMnlly and Anna, and this kept
me in heart, and gave mé hope. ¥ idﬁoamde two new
acquaintances. There was a strangér in’ ﬁﬁr department,
. whom thidy intrdduced af Miss Newman. Agnes Now-

mag wag from Q.unmeba@ She was perhaps a little over
e “She owed to fine health her fairest outward
charms, which 1 thought at first were indifforent, She
was baglafyl and silent.. dFlashes of crimson came to her
modest fnﬁe on the shghtpst accasion, and she could hardly
address another, or be addressed, without a blush. And
yet, as I canght her keen black eﬁ’g, F saw there were
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firmness and independence in her character, Which tual
and conflict would develop ; that she had that fund of
merry humm which 18 possessed by so many of our still
country gils. that she was shrewd and decp-sghted ,
and while a city exquisite rmight patronize her, and mty
her simplicity, and tell her not to be afraid of city people,
for they were no better or more refined than conntry peo-
ple; she would read his.whole character at a glanco, take
goy amuscment from(Jiis patronage and pity, and thn
cast him asido as shé*would an officious poodle.who might
try to hick the freckies filim her checks. I knew from the
first that I should like Agnes Newman, be the better Yor
her society, and better still «f I could have her friendship.
Her father was a’farmer, and she left her mother, a bro-
ther and sister at home about a yoar before, and took her
pre-ent situation in the Lafayette Mill. She Jeft a fuir
and happy home, as I afterwards found, but her father
had seen misfortunes, and she came' to Merrimack to ob-
tain what she could of the means of removing a mortgage
from s farm. There was a graco in the steps‘and
touches of her labor, and I thought if I could acquire her
skill and ease jn two years, it would berdoing well enough
for poor Mercy Winthrop. )

I caid to Agnes that I was pleased fo make her ac-
quamtance, and said it with a feeling whiqh"'l?g,emst
have secn m my expression ; but she was so h&ﬁﬂ‘ that
she only blushad, and replied, that she hoped Iiwould like
my conpauy "

I met tho superiniendent in, the office, aud had wot
worked half an kod before he came to our comer, and
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began to tajle I noticed that he was something of a’
hector, but_he had a pleasant word for every one before
he left them, a.nd 1 tbought I should be pleased with him.
He was homnely at first sight. He was tall in stature and
awkward in his ways. He had a blue and withered look
that contrasted strangely enough with the robtm forms
and rosy faces of Sulem. His hair was hght ahd_ thm
and it seemed determined,.in spm of all rusasi:agce to
I‘all over his forehead and annoy“hia little edger eyes. His
‘were round almost as a weatelﬁ MMspamnt as
Ba. Hxs nose was thin and woked. His eye-browl
drﬁped at the outer cnds, and Were high above the nose.
His mouth comaponded with the arch described by his
eyc-brows, and his upper lip, which, after all, wie not
disagreeable, rexmnded e at once of the bill of R bird.
He had long arms, long, blue, bony fingers, and a cold
blue hand! - %

But strange as Mr.©lncy appeared to- me on the first
introduction, there was somethmg in his eyés and voice
and countenance which attracted and cncoumged me,
although I did not like his manner of, rst@ppmg so un-
easxly about, nor his tw1ttenpg laugh, 'nor reehng gmt
still, as [ say, I wag' attractqd and encoufuged and Ifelt
that I should like Him Wéu- :

“ Thw%lllss Winthrop, ¢f, whom you heve spoken to
me be ;@;y, said heYp Milly Dorlon. T believe
I knew her er and mo er, and 1 thought T observed
a famﬂymals Well, girl, T am not sorry to sec
you here, ifeyou think }oﬁ wﬂl like the loom. 1 am not
sorry to see you; and, if y%n have nggeh of your father
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and mother in you, I'll vouch for your suosess. . 1 liked
your father for one or two things at least : I liked him for
his aptitudes, and for his resolute persistence in what he
undertook to do. Those are the things that give success.
He followed Davy Crockett’s motto to a T. He was con-
sxde:mp, vﬂy, for a sador, «and he had an instinet of right
thl*qmt& oppressed hign &t times; and, when he made
up hgmmd todo a Mha went ahead like a seventy-
four And your mo&huﬂﬁurdon me—but she was an
inal v»omwn, ‘gweét and tender as a child in wmn]y
mys and feelings, and.-yet she had firmness, and-herin-
dependence pleased me. I saw them but a few timaes.
They probably did not remember enough of me to-leave
my, pame \uth their children, but they left an impression
ou me. If you prefer a life at. the loom, Miss Winthrop,
I am not sorry 10 see you here. o *’ — .

T confess 1 was touched by what Mr. Olney was pleased
to say of my.poor father and mother—he brought them
so freshly, and in such tender images before my mind. I
had to play the baby a moment, and could not imine-
diately answer; but, as soon as I could speak, I gave him
to understand thit while there were plu'smta I would like

vbetter than that, of course I was not:at all ashamed of
being poor, nor of choosing that vocation. .

He replicd That, “ We are ziot always to ggg gur dikos
and dislikes in this world. *Like and W% fton
mere caprices and, like the filse science. the&anmt sang
of, they scmetimes *lead»%o bewilder, ..ﬁdﬂ dazzle to
blind.’ Thete are a hundl’e&weupatwus, perhaps, sthich
the mags of women would prefer to yours, Miss Winthrop,
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and more tha.n fifty of the hundred would be chosen’ by
operativés themselves after three or four years in a mill ;
because they aré -replly more pleasant, and give more
scope to one’s faculties, and more enjoyment to the sociul
and domestic sentnments But I believe it would he good
for every gir], rich or poor, to spend & year in$ mill." It
is a good physical discipline. . I may evel w the
mind, while it puts every lfea;&.'h: commumcatlmmth
our age, and in possession “of ‘it§ mdgpendent and pro-
gropive spirit. It will give you mdependdﬁce And how
lifde independence many of our. American women have:!
Sqw of those even, who are contending for* woman’s
rurhts; are creatures of impulse or prejudice—soft or con-
ceited things, having no, tyue independence, nor any power
of perfect womanhood. ‘They are not half women, some
of them, and on this %&ount their cause is regarded as so
absurd. You will get mdependence without mistaking
impudence for it, or running into any senseless fashions
or mannish ways. Your trade will develop your gifts,
and* mature in you a more. powerful, womanly, equable
life. It will even draw out your scnszblhtles, I think, if’
you pursue it in the nght spirit. Though' ¥oii may. call
this fancy: certzn&ly, *knoﬂ the factory girls don’t lose *
their symgathxes here.”

Themmﬁch downriglk earnestness in Mr. Olney's
manner"*%so much kindly sympathy in his voice, 1
was ma,de ﬁpfeel very mudh at home, as I heard him, -
and was oxi”muraged mth,,,..ny _prospects. He gave mo
as god & situation as was et offered 10 & new beginuer.
My work, at first, was lighter thau at th¥ Buxtons’, aud
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before night I was vain &nough to believe I was not the
most awkward novxcc that ever ex;}ered thcre, a.nd that it
might not be long “before I could ténd my looms with an
easy hand and an agile step. The roar of the wheels
and clack of the looms, roused all the spirit there was in
me ; but- I thought it would wHirl my poor head into
dsl,}rm ami _bet me tn‘qfeavmg webs of confusion, before
1 ootﬁ& t used to thie poise. 1 went to bed that night
needm,_., much yest and"ﬂéep but the mill seemed still to
_be roaring :fi‘bm‘ﬁ m:at and I worked all night in my
dreams. The next s however, was less exciting, and
after that T had my test, enjoyed my sleep, and.. 0 Foud
blessed with health and hope ‘
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XL

DirmiG the first week, 1 had ak many opportunities to
study human nature as 1 had to learn thé letters of - my
tfade, The mill was thronged with visitors. Party after
M passed in, mades their examinations, gave their
opinions, took their instruction or amusement, and then
passed out again, leaving, us fo our work and meditations,
During the week, I suppose about cvery class of society
was represented in some visiting party. Ono party I
shall always remember. I believe it consisted of about
seven persons, male and ferhale, young and, old. They
appeared to be a Merrimack family, with a party of out-
offown friends. They had heard that the mills would
present something of a holiday appearance that week,
and came to see us as you would go to-a museum or
menagerie. 1 heard the nuie « Puffit "’ given to the lead-~
ing gcntlemm of the gwoupg and started up and looked
around toJiow what it meé:t then I heard,$Mrs. Puflit,”
«Miss Puftit? and—* Why, Bell Puffit, how you talk !"—
and was convinced that that was their veritable christan
name.

“Puffit ™ whispered Agnes Newman, just then, in my
var,—“isn’t that a name, tho'! and the last you ever
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heard ? But it's just the name for thend, I suspect. Look
again, Miss Winthrop, and sce if -'t isn’t.”
“ For all but Mrs. Puffit,” answered I. ' * She does not
" seem to match it, nor deserve it.” I watched themn more
closely. I measyred them and scrutinized their looks.
Al Wﬁla ‘gentleman about forty or forty-five years
@.é; He'was a strgight, stout, muscular man, having
{heair hhd motion.of . L@Otﬁman His head was round
at the ears, and. ﬂzt ol the crown : his lips were thick,
and the upper one turned up; his chin was square and
“massy ; and he had a pair of black, long, bushy whiskers,
which covered his chin, and mest of his vast face, and
which he did not neglect to twirl with his fingers and
nourish with spittle while passing round the mill. His
short, pinched nose was almost hidden by his great pump-
kin checks. He had large. gray eyes, very flat, and widely
sef, and very dull and glassy. His voice was flat and
broken as an idiot’s. He sported a huge diamond ring on
his right litthe finger. He wore a black frock coat, of a
short and dashy cut, and it lookcd on the back ‘as jf ﬁt
‘toned around a barrel. He wore a high dickey, while an
ample satin cravat adorned his neo!g, and almost hid his
bosom. His boots were prunella, hpped ‘Wwith patent-
leather, and he flourished a rosewood cane with a large
gold head. Jhe said cane was in constant 1;:1(81011 first,
he had the hesd in his mouth, then the cane'was under
his arm, or herflourished it before him, or tapped his.boot,
or struck 1t with emphasis on the floor. v
Mr. Puffit’s wife a.ppea.re'd to have made u great eacri-
fice, in changing her xume (whatever it might have beeu)



OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 95

for that of her husband, if not in becoming his wife ; and
T 'was prompted to ask the question, * Why should a woman
give up her name toHer husband, after all " She was a
woman of wery good form, and' though not, handsome, she
was agreeablc ; and there wusghndly,ﬂamd, gnruual
look about her which won the good-will of al i ginls:..

P

Master Puffit, also, I thought; wig Libelled By i nm ;

and mortified by some of his father’s airs. .. He often
turned to his mother and blushed when. his fathers name
was spoken, and when his father made this and that
remark : and 1 noticed that he kept hold of his mother’s
hand, and they two walked together.

Miss Bell Puffit had not suflered unjustly, nor been
aspersed by her name. , Her looks weére as pat to her
name as were Livy Primrose’s feet to the music in the
moonlight danee: She was a second edition of Mr. Puffit,
on. softer and smoother paper, and in a smaller form.
sShe was dressed in a fawnecolored silk, of a ‘rich and
showy figure, and in a florid hennet.” She displayed a great
degkof jewelry. She tossed. her head romantically, and
threw all the pride and pazade she could into her steps
and gestures. Sh'e“ had ay choice vocabulary of slang
words and phrases,: ‘which she displayed in every speech.
She wore an immense bustle, and no less than four wide
flounces exigircled her splend.ld dress ; and we could see
at a glme how thankful she felt that she was not a
factory girl, and how fomlly ghe doated en her oonse-
qumhal puna B

The Puflits ca]led their friends by the name of Blcb.
.They were constantly quoting “ York State,” and showed
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great iguorance of factory life. They were infinitely
pleased with Merrimack, we observed ; and, with open
mouths and swelling words, expressed their interest in the
mgh'ta they saw. There was not one of the party, I judged,
(empt Mrs. g,nd Master Puffit) who regarded the mill in
th& ﬂMof B msututmn, and came to cxamine a noble
ﬁf‘iﬁlfnsizy, and see- how it was conducted, but
tﬁ ‘gazed on it all“as & mere show, and actually com-
pared it once or twice to the museum and circus, and told
how far it was behind them.

“This is the way they work up the cotton in Yankee
land,” said Mr. Puffit, tipping his hat over his left eye,
taking a nip of sweet flag, and resting on his cane with
one hand, and thrusting the other into his waistcoat.
“This is the avay they do it ; and these are the factory
girls you've hearn so much about.”

“ 8o I see,” replied Mr. Bleb; “and they are weavihg
at the rate of a hundred yards a day, I ’spose. Cuwsar!
how the looms clatier and bang about us. I should think
they'd ketch their aprons in the machinery, or get pififed
by the hair over some of them are beams or wheels. The
looms keep time perty well, tho’, and’en; the hull, it’s rather
an excitin scene. But I wouldn’t like 1o have one of ‘my
girls here. 1'd rather they’d do nothin and starve.”

“I donot see any great danger,” replied Mrs. Pyiffit :
“everything seems to be well guarded against accideut,
and T suppese they pet used to it in a day or two. *°If 1
was a girl, T should like to tend my looms; und 1 would
do it before I would sew shirts for ten ¢cnts, and make
vests for two shilliggs. . I would do it before I would .go




OR, LIFLK AT TUE LOOM. 97

out to service in a family, and be treated as too many
servants are.” .
“ Why, mia, you must be crazy !” cried Arabella.

“ No, Bell, I am in my ;1ght mind, ,p.nd 1 w:sh you
were in your right mind also. In a change of circum-
stances, I would rejoice at the chance of emtagtg the
mill.” '

“ Now if I ain’t done for & mother !

*T have seen the time, Bell, when I would have been ‘
glad to come herc,and felt honored, and not disgraced by
my calling. There is no need of either of us coming
now, but 1 honor this life—I honor many of the noble-
hearted, intelligent girls that work here, and I wish ‘you
might be noble enouwh.tp honor them, and take more in-
terest in their pursuit.” :

“ You wouldn’t ketch my leby or Clara here,” inter-
rupted Mrs. Bleb, with a haughty smile; “and I could
not consent to their coming as long as they had a gown to
their back. But what’s the use of talkin ?—look at these
pagr wilted things '—what time have they to improve
their appearance, or go out in society at all ?”

o They hm(e much, time to read, and .walk, and attend
lectures,” replted Mirs. Puffit; “ and I doubt, afier all, if
there’s a boarding-school in Merrimack that can turn
ont. twenty girls who have more books, or are better in-
fotfhed, than the first twenty you could count here.”

o Xou'd rather tend shor, if worst comes to worst—
hadn’t you,.Libby ?” said Mrs. Bleb. “You'd rathpr 8ew,
or teach, or do a hundred things, wouldn’t you, Libby ?”

“Yes, indeed, a thousand times. Bell says the factory
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girk'm shet out of society,” answyered Miss Bleb, with a
most exquisite simper. )

“ Why. Bell, did you say that ?” asked her mother, with
an expression of surprise and grief. *You know, Bell,
that is not s0.”

4 The first. society 1 meant ”

“ Not, what, I call first lodi;ety—not the good and in-
telligent”

«1 m:ght take in shm-bmdm, or shirts, or vests,” said
Miss Bleb, « a.nd no onie would know it, and carn al lcast
a little spending money, now and then, and keep up my
associations with the gayest girls.”

* No matter how much our girls earn in that way for
spending money and little knick-knacks,” said Mr. Puffit,
tipping his hat over the other eye, and striking his cane
on the floor. But to work for a living heye in America,
where so many are ready to do our work so cheap—that
would be smart! There i$ a pretty girl there, I swow,”
—(he whispered loud enough for us to hear him, as his
eyes fell and fastcned on' Anna Logan)—*‘she must be an
Irish girl ; but she’s preity enouffh, I swow, ibr a teacher
or governcss, ar to take her stand behmd 2 counter, or
make some rich man & wife. She looks familiar. I
wonder now if vain’t Mrs. Logan’s daughter Mis.
Logan makes vests for me ; she has a girl in the mill, snd
I'll bet a dellar that's thegirl. Notice ber—that chefry

“checked girl there, that touches her looms and iakes her
steps so lightly. It's quneuncommon to see sych-a ruddy,
round face here. And don’t ghe do it np with a taste,
though, Bleb ? Sheis,determmed to rige in spite of her Irish
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blood ; but she can never rise here. I could do more for
her on vests and overalls.  She couldn’t make so much a
week as she can here, but she’d stand as good a chance
not to wilt, and nobody would know when she was out
that she done a stitch of work in her life. I ﬁnd that's
getling a mighty fashion with our American g'lﬂiwo play
lady, and make people thiltk they live without' Swork.
And T don't know as I blame them at all; the world
owes us all a 1iving—women"-ﬁif‘pafﬁclagifﬁnd let ’em
get it without work, or having .people know they work if
they can. I ’spose about half of my sewing women are
what are called ladies at your balls and parties; and it
ain’t half the time that a woman gives me to understand
that she needs work when she takes it. They make all
sorts of excuses. Sometimes .they want it for a sewing
circle ; sometimes, for a ‘poor or sick friend they are help-
ing to support; and sometimes to pass away time. Sol
help 'em along, and nobody abroad has any idee how
they get money, unless they are rich, or suspects that they
are.needy. I'd like to help'that Irish girl along in this
way, and mﬁe a lady &* her.”

“ Try and’ q&t her for a Qrvam, ra’ mterrupted Ara-
bella : * may-b# ‘she would thake a first-rate one now iy
she 7s Irish. The trouble with servants is, you can’t get
firsg-rate ofies even for five dollars a month, aud they soon
get scedy, and you must drive them around like dogs, and
tread.on them to keep them from being impudent.”

“The gir¥® arc never impudent to me, Bell,” said her
mother ; “and- you know I ncver‘dnve them or trample

.on them.”
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“But you make a slave of yoursclf, mother, to favor
them. You say, ¢ Beity, pleasc do this, and I'll thank
you for that’ and ncver’ll allow us to call ’em up
nights, or askéem for a drink-of water. 1 wish father
would get her for a servant—she looks real clean and
pretty.- Bhe wouldn’t dirty my dresses so hooking ‘em,
and.I‘guess she'd be clean about the kitchen and table.
May-be' we.can get her. _See there again—she looks first-
fate !’ . —’r,'

¢ Hist '’ smd her mother, at first in a whisper, with
cvident displeasure, but still with a motherly smile :
“dDon’t flatter yourself that that girl will go out into any
family servi(-e There’s too much of the woman in her
for that, as long as servants are* treated in the common
way. She's independent here, and has_society that she
would not find in one fanily in a hundred:” Bye-and-bye
she will get married, and have a sweet little country home
of her own earning.”

“ That- plain brown girl there seems to be a new
comer,” said Mr. Puffit, pointing down..where [ was en-
gaged. ‘ -

“T guess she’sa mew comer, she. has ag-many gawky
ways,” replied Mrs. Bleb, of York State. =

“Don’t she act green though, and have a real country.
bend and step 7’ asked Arabella. oy,

* But she has ono thing about her I rather like to see,”
said Bell's mother, giving me a swect warm smile of cn-
couragement  * She don’t blush at all by Bur prescnce.
Your impudent eye-gl#ss don’t disturb ber, I sée. She
reckons .herself as good as the best who are mno better or-
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more accomplished than she. She’s not ashamed of her
calling, 1 see that plainly cnough, and we need not be told
that she will shift for herself, and have respect enough
ghown her.” :

“ After all the enterprise I find in Memmn.ck “said
Mr. Bleb, of York State, “ I can’t see that your fwtnry
system is any better than souther slavery. °I dhiould
place the two systems about on -a par. Unduptand me—
I don't say much against yowr systédfi, nor that
either. But I think the slave has an easier life commonly,
and js better fed and cared for.”

* Yes, that's all very true ;» I've been south myself, and
know it. Therels more good than evil in both systems.
afler all they say. Fve been south, and know. The
negroes ‘aift't so wilted and withered as these ’ere girls.
Both systems':ire of great advantage to their subjects, but
of the two, as near's I can judge, the negroes are the
plumgest -and ﬁnpplest and dqn’t have to work half as °
hard.”: -

“ How yo'ltf‘tglk, Mr. Paffit!” said his wife; “ would
you rather Bell would € a'slave than a factory girl ?”

“1 shouldgbout as Lief,* said Mr. Puffit.

. “Heavens P exclaimed !us wife. ,

% I should myself, ma, ab lief be a slave. I could have
eusy times of it at all events, and have the fat of the
land to eat and wear, if I was waiting-maid to some rich,
lady. Paand I scen some tip-top looking wenchés in
Virginny, & one or twvo had first rate times, and was
better dressed than their mistressds, wernt they, pa?”
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«.+Mrs, Puffit replied only with a sigh, and a look of
quite andxgna.nt grief.

“ There's no use talking in this way,” said Mr. Puffit,
striking hig cane on the floor, and tipping his hat over the
other eye. “Comie, come, MY. Bleb, what do %ow say? 1
like mwy.syitem better than either. Hickory Hall looms
highexand higherin ‘my: £yss. I feel new pride every
time I'go back from-the miill, and draw the contrast. It
gives me a position in‘the great busy world. There's
something in that, Mr. Bleb. I have a position. My
name is known as far as newspapers circleate. I'give my
women less wages,—I have to pay my advertising bills,
and to keep a large store. But a good many women, as [
said, can afiord to work cheap, having nothing but a little
spending money to lock up, while the oo
sce at home. I have my position now ai e of'em. T
make the money roll in, T—tell—you, Mr. Bleb, since I
bought that hundred doﬁax ticket to Madame Vogel’s con-
cert. That was, the coip d'etat, Mr. % Ihad to get

a lot of new clerks within three: daya, am& () dozpn -tailor-
esses. They pint me out in the streets, and say,  there
goes Puffit, of Hickory Hall,’ and ldh‘oig@ij;lémerl-lznever
sce before, bow to me now and say, * How'are you, Mr.
Puffit 7"

This was the climax of that long dialogue. ' Mrs‘%‘l’nﬁt
ai last convineed the party that it was n’npudent to gaze
at us ko boldly and so long, and when Mr: Puffit concluded
his defenco of Hickery Hall, he tipped his hatwn the back
of his head, took the knob of his cane in Kis mouth, gave
his arm to Arabella, and led the party from the mill.
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The next day another plarty visited our mill, and left a
better impression. I cannot say that the personal appear-
ance of this party was the most agreeable at first ; I saw
that sthey were a different set, but 1 hardly knew what to
make of them when they first came amogg a8, They
were six or seven in number, and we un&ursmt’hu part
of them came from Philadelphis. - ﬁey were all plain-
looking people, and were plainly deessed, Bome of them
were quite awkward in their nfanners,’ and § ¥ét we soon
observed an earnestness, a frankeand respectful simplicity
about them, whith- won our favorable opinions. and at-
iracted our regards. One was called Miss Warden, two
others, Mr. and Miss Downs, and if the other names were
spoken, we did ot understand them. Mr. Olney ushered
them into owadki‘nment and left them at the door.

As they passéd. around, Anna Logan- whxspered that she
had seen three of the company before, and Agnes Newman
added that she had also secen them, and had taken them
to be quality mle of the' genuine stamp. The gentle-
men were edinestly conversing on the new inventions that
had been introduced of lae to save labor in our mills,
and improveﬁgm opportu.l;tles of the operatwes The
ladies took an interest in their conversation. I saw, and
asked many questions that showed they came there to

udy rreat legsons, and llll*@t the occupation and appear-
ance of a class whose interests they hdd much at heart.
If they looked at us, it was not with a brazen scorn or an
impudent duriosity, which we often received from persons
perhaps bettef dressed, but less refined than they. They
had an aflbctionate éxpression, that ‘seemed as plainly as
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wordh to say, * We honor you, sisters ; we honor your
calling, ‘and the courage and spirit you give to it; and
we are anxious to be assured that you are hopeful and
happy, and that you maké the body serve the migd.?’
They exgrined the machinery, they looked at our work,
by ‘ our péll\'miasion," they counted the looms that each
girl terided, and %&eﬁl hgw many hours we rescrved to
ourselves for roaffing and ﬂecreatnou
Mr. Downs had two apples in his hand when he en-
tered, and he soon ate ame of them and kept smelling of
the other, as if to avoid the scent of the mill. His man-
ner reminded Agnes of a report of him, that he was a
vory eccentric gentleman. The unbitten apple he kept
tossing from hand to hand, and tubbingagainst his cheek
and chin, wl:ule he conversed oa; ,; r, i
others little opportunityof speaking. = ¥ . :
“ T uever pass through the. mills,” sald he, * without
recalling the. yords of .ﬁalomo : ‘God hath made man
upright, and thpy have soﬂvht m;t ma.nyY ventions ;' and
thinking that our Westminster fath ‘s wrong inter-
pretation to these words. The word:* bnt-’“in our trans-
lation may have misled them.* I unde the original
to admit just as well of an_and, and I Hote it - with an
‘and,’ and to me it teaches a different lesson.” |
“Idon’t know,” said hig friend, taking his cn% from
his moutk ; * but I should fesr to change the translation,
or the meaning which is commonly hadiéf it.” .
¢« Solomon,” said Mr. Downs, “ must: _.m,ve bekeld
many evils @ his day. He deplored 1% smfulness of
men, but hﬁ_mowhere gives ys to understand that he ap-
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plicd these words to our depravity. The words them-
sclves vindicate man. Gord made him ! What a dignity
of birth and parentage! *‘God made him wpright”
What a nature is his, what harmonies in hjs constitution !
What possibilities must that being possess,ﬁof "whom inspi-
ration declares, ¢ God made him upright ®{;Wonderful
mechanism ! Marvellous firghn; pégfoct in aff its tubes
and valves, and keys and tonw&‘; B%Wou “wonder that it
plays a tune? Intelligent being, having thought, contri-
vance, desire, emotion, hope and power ; cair you marvel
that he thinks," &nd acts, and secks out many inventions !’

“No, I cannot wonder at that. gRather should I won-
der if he sought out no inventions.”

“ Solo% e biedly saw many inventions of evil, as
we do g :I% wonderful organ went out of tune;
this intelligén f"béiﬁg of gerfo® workmanship, and a soul
to make him an angel i : ‘heaven, was deranged and cor-
rupted, and it was t&“Be 'éipécted'}hut his inventions
would oﬁg&; w@\'ril. Bt theke were ng:ne good inventions
in that dag "Witing had been invented, and the thoughts
pf _Solomon and ﬁ)avid .éere recorded, for the blessing of

_ mankind. '*‘,"g:ehi‘te%turd%md been invented, and wnen had
houses for ‘be'llings, und}templcs for wprship. Musie had
be% invented, and its holy sounds were hoard as the
Eréathing of the Lord.§ And how many inventions of
good have Christians sought out! “To say nothing of
whole sciendet, to say nothiug of printing, just think of
the mecw arts, and inquire if they do not speak the
capabilities”sf man, -at the same time that we receive
them as gracions favors from God !
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o Tﬁqtma.lly seem so, Mr. Downé, but there are mono-
polies and -combinations of & few Mammonites, who cm-
ploy these inventions and reap nearly all their fruits.”

“ But this is not the fiult of the inventions. The
inventions aye divine, and they always teach me a lesson
when I.come here. I remember that the masses of the
people have labored 400 inoeesantly and taken too little
rest and time for ﬁﬁ“pmvmnt and récreation. Man was
not created to toil e@gy hour, like a dumb ammal.
Man was not- surrounded with lessong of education,
that he might remain in ignorance, and lavish his earn-
ings on animal lustsgnd appetites. And if there be any
sign of depravily, any wickedness of the old Serpent that
destroyed the bliss of Eden, it is évinced, M Py the great
and ‘manly epirits who have sought out W but in
the acts of those sclfish ®apitalists who -pevvert the use
of inventions, monopohze their blessings, and still yoke
the people to labors, with no tithe for recreation, or for
social or intellectual improvement. °And Wrd which
Grod speaks to me in these inventions i ; Which more
of our manufacturers should heed : * (xﬁ#hy people their
fruits. You have inventions, to'ﬂwe to‘thé‘mtxre family
in all labors of every kind, at least six in every twelve
bours of the day. Give my people the-advantage of the
six hours’ leisure, to rest themselves, to feed the mind With
knowledge,iju cultivate the affections, te cultivate litera-
ture and ‘he fine arts, to sce. the baauﬁf('!fworld 1 have
given them, and bring man and woman ; brfuction.’
This is the word I hear in the voice of th mventwns,
and % tells me they are all benevolent, and it speaks of a
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good time coming; when labor and leisure will be equally
distributed, and knowledge and happiness thé gift of all.”

Mr. Downs became so animated, I thought he had for-
gotten Limself, and we were going to hear a sermon right
thére in the factory, but his friends gave him tHe time of
day,and they t'urned away abruptly and- pamd out of
the mill. SR 5

I was encouraged by sucliw as thht and went to
my work with a stronger and ﬁppxer heart when they
were gone. F-aw their respect for laier, I saw their
desire to unite the two classes of rich and poor in mutual
interest aud respect, and their words were remembered in
my heart.

The next ﬂuy we had the President of the United
States wm - He was accompamed by half a dozen
of his ministers, and hei ﬁ'cquently said, as he passed
around the mills, “ Well, this is the proudest day I have
yet had'in my journey ! sHera are our institutions of labor
in full oper%ﬁon. H’eré “gire the daughters of America en-

gaged in tbeﬁ&als, independent* and happy as were the
maidens of Is&’m the ineyards of Engedi, or in Nab-
baoth’s fieldse<F m foufler than ever of my country and
my people.” ;

As the President bowed to us, and left his warm smile
and words of respect-andihénor in our hearts, I forgot the
Hickory Hall. party, and was farther than: sver from en-
vying Mies: Sfabella Puffit for all her fortune and fine

things.

o
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XIL

We. measure time by the number of objects we enter-
tam, atd the Pys and sorrows we experiénce. So I mea-
sured my first year in Merrimack, and though the days and
weeks were flecting, in their time, yet as I recall that year
to remembrance, it secms the longest of d}qmy life. .During
that year, -Idid something, I fn.nc}, %mte my
feeble powers, and quicken the activity: «of togpebeing. As
I climbed the hill of life, the horizon expanded around
me, angd bnskor breezos fanned my face. I lived in a
new and ‘more amm&md wmorld.. My labors were heavier
than ever before, my trals were greaf,;ﬁ! had mo-
ments of gloom and discouragement ;. *fitm‘all these
came thoughts and satisfactions thatﬁ":@re tbpn paid f'cr
what I suffered.

Buring that year, I pumhased -8 dozen books, among
which, thank God ! was Wordsworth's * Excursion.” 1
also had Gpldsmith’s * Animated Nature,” Miss Bedg-
wick’s “Po@lhch Man and Rich' Poot,Man,” and Miss
Martine.u’s * Society in America.” al Derby gave
me a fine copy of the * Sketch Book,’f‘w often yead
that and 4he “ Excursion ” of a Sunday Wenmg, on the
knoll n&f my cascade, till sunset ; aud then returned and
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resumed the, engoym.ent in my chamber til] ten o’clock,
and retired, and contaﬁucd it in my dreams.

During that year, I attended Friends’ meeting a num-
ber of times. It so happened: that in nearly every
instance I heard women preachers, and though I did not
adopt all their views, yet I wis glad to.go with them in
most things, and always returned and passed the weck
with a higher reverence for v?dmm ‘with more faith in
her holy mission, and a more éoger desire 1o see her
enlarge her sphere, and shed on the world the sweet influ-
ence of her nature. I was inspired with new courage,
and prompted to more resolute endeavors. The duty of
improvement called to, me day and night, with its elo-
quent voice. "#Fhe course of time and the planeof eternity
opened bemvmé. us one endless scale, which might be 1o
me a scale of ?rogresswn « And sadly though I'had suf-
fered from early losses and privations, and fraﬂ ‘and slow-
{ooted though 1 was, T lvgd even if I steppad back-
“wards oneq&w%whﬂe, “wanderced from the heaveuly

"way, thet I'woull'stand oi a, higher summit, at the dawn
of each ngw‘y %{han 1 'ﬁwer reached before.

During that mr, 1 aftended a eourse of lecturcs on
Astronomy, and that stimulated my weak faculties. The
same gentleman also gave one lecture on the revelations
of the microscope, and what courage I receiud; and what
faith taspired mg, "when he led us up to God M rested our
heads on au bﬁ‘ﬁh .

The oo of his last lecture impressed me so
deeply, I remembered every word, I believe, and ran
home and wrote it down in my diary. Sometimes, as he
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wuﬁmng the magnitudes of creation, I wgs amazed and

«overpowered by a sense of God’s infinite greatness and
might, and tnmbhnglﬁpqmred “ How can He know little
me, and care for me, al'id,'be the Father of a worm ?”’
Then, whel} I thought of the animalcule, and His care for
that, I was sure He cared forme. And the lecturer’s last
words confirmed my fnth “ While,” said he, “the
revelations of the telés«fpe detlare the power and wisdom
of God, and show us & universe which He has spangled
with shining suns, and embroidered with golden firma-
ments ; and while the revelations of the microscope declare
the providence of God, and show us a family of beings in
a dew-drop, whose hearts He has filled ith life and joy ;
the revelations of the Gospel declare t&“vwnonahty of
that power, wisdom and providence, nnd"umre us that
He comes down from the general o the particular, and
regards you and me with an infinite Father’s love.”

In that time I acquaaptod myself with factory life, and
learned fl;he chdracters of most of my friends. , This new
sphere of aetion and association was gémewhat perilous,
and I ofiep trembled before I steppetf“ oﬁ"my wiy. Temp-
tations of which I had been ignorant, I often met; temp-
tations in the shops and stotes, to inﬂ‘pine my love of dress,
and steal gway my earnings ; and”temptatiohs of other
kinds. To kecp up with some of my friends, I soon
found that”] would have to”depart” & little from my
Quaker simplicity, and wear more finery, andgmake niore
show. Milly Dorlon was more extra}'vagﬁtgj ghan’she was
in Salep; Miss Mumby cvinced every day more proofs
of a kind heart, and had her mincirig manner been her
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worst failing, no one would have regarded her a great
deal less, or minded her faults, except to correct them.
But she had other failings and mlsﬁn'tunes and her pas-
gion for show and plca.sure oamed her quite away. She
would hate the gaudiest dress, and the most pormpous
rings and bracelets she could find, and she spent her earn-
ings in complete slavery to fashion’.

Mrs. Dorlon's example was not'thé best for us. I saw
at a glance, when I<entered her house on Chestnut Hill,
that she was not the same Mrs. Dorlon who was my dear
mother’s friend in Salem. She may have had the same
tastes in Salem that were indulged in Merrimack, but
Lydia Buxton he]d them in check. I woon found that
Mrs. Dorlon w&p a créature of circumstance — virtuous
and simple at'hmt——but axgayed to this and that parti-
cular bias by persana ;of morg attraction and will, around
her. She was even vain of the ruddy flesh that now
filled out her face and ham} kao pin-cushions, and gave
her dimpled’ cheeks ang . sdouble chin. She ’v;rore very
ambitious capp a.ml shs ns, and lovéd-to have them
tell her shp: )looked?*hke Martha ‘Washington, as she sat
back with dignity and rockej with her hands on the chair-
arms, and no kmttmg or sqrmug in her lap. I belicve
she sat so every tlyp she resumed the chair, for weeks,
and taok up no knitting or sewing for fear of spoiling the
picture, Then somebody of a little energy. and sense
happened to say the resemblance to Martha Washington
would be bet.tet if she would not brace back so far, and
would take up her hands and knit or sew ; and afier that
I scarcely saw her in her chair without some needlework.
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*Mrs. Dorlon talked much louder than she did in Salem ;
and when the subject of dress or manners was discussed,
or some new step was to be taken, or some person was to
come out or stay in, she’sat back in her chair, adjusted
her cap and collar, assumed the air of Martha Washmgton,
and “wondered what people would say.

As for dear Agnes-Newman, I dare not tell how much
I loved her in my heart of hearts, nor how much she added
" to the power and happiness of 'my life. A more womanly
woman I had not found. The first month did not expire
before she confirmed my falth in what Mr. Olugy said of
the generosity of factory girls, and of their intelligence
and sense, while I thought she must have possessed just
such a simple, fresh, and ful]-blown;s ﬂsim'e as Eve's
before her fall. Y

Work did not scem to task her- p?xinca] powers at all.
It quickened and raised “fhem rather, and she went from
her looms at night as rosy and jocund as Musidora from
her gregnwood shades, She did not ,laugh as much as
many other gitls ; she was nét. noisy ‘wﬁan she laughed ;
but she was a smiling, sunny creathth. She loved joy,
she loved wit and humor, I saw, more and more, and the
witty and pathetic in books, and in real life, were equally
interesting to her. I remember ‘how she wept when I
told her the story of a poor girl that the Buxtons had
snatehed fram the bridge of sighs, and eheltered, reformed,
and m*cfe‘reputa.lm. at last, and happy as e could live
in ‘remembrance of an erring and - a wnsted youth. |
remembes” how her . sense of the Iudictous was touched,
and hqw she laughed and cried together, when I told her




OR, LLIFE AT THE LOOM. 113

the incident of the litile maniac who fancied that he was
Lydia Buxton ‘and siole her attire, and bore her testimony
at yearly meeting.

Agues Newman gave a grace and dignity to labor, and
persons vigiting the mill were almost certain to gpeak
with her, and seemed to go away with more respeet for
us all.  She loved her work for the discipline it gave her,
and better still for the objects that wprompted her to leave
her mother and take her siand at the loom. She had
already sent many handsome little sums 1o her father;
and as his own endeavors had recently been blest, she
hoped if would not be long before she could return and
pay his last debt, and enjoy her beautiful home.

For Anna. hogan wescould feel no pity, except as we
remembered the poor girl's orphanage and home afflic-
tions, for she waK' ‘above pily hersclf—such pity as we
gave to others ; and she hafl a quick, warm Irish heart,
so brimfull of love and pity it flowed over on all that
needed a blessing. Her' er lived in her chamber most
frugally ; still she could no¥ quite support herself and her
litile girls mnkmg vests for I. Newton Puffit, Esq., of
Hickory Hall, and so Anna took oxtra tasks and meted
out the means. But there was nothing in our cmploy-
ment whlch could bow her form or flatten h¢r round arms,
or steal the cherry pulp or crimson froin her _cheeks, or-
cool the ardors of her sunny soul. The su_penntendent
sometimes came in and slipped a dollar into her hand fer
her mothe® and ordered her from her looms. The girls
turned to and helped her at umes, Josisting that she must
be too weary to work. « Oh"I am never weary at all—
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nevey weary when 1 am earning a trifle to rest my sweet
nﬂi&ﬂl‘l fingers, and give her a little more sleep,” was
8¢ faithful girl’s reply. And of course Anna continued
the centre of many clustering loves ; and it was my own
goad fortune to find her heart linked with mme in ties as
tender as espousals. <
I saw Neal Derby often, and with the other girls cou-
fessed my obligations for the kind attentions I rececived
from him, and the pleasant walks on which he led us 10
the hills and woods. He irnpressed me more and wmore,
There was such a fresh glow of health on his checks ;
there was such a charming necatness in his person and
attire ; his language was so elegant; and many of his
thoughts so fine, I found the fnendsh:p on my part be-
coming daily more agreeable and eamest - I did not con-
sider him perfect. Sometimes his character secmed more
conventional than natural ; and he would’ occasionally,
and, without doubt, unconsciougly, express a thought of
discontent;or aversion, for his tradp, and the great ministry
of lubor, that sent a flame of indignation to my cheeks,
and made me question his manhood. When I mét him
the next time, however, I was likely to have these last
impressions removed, and .hear something so manly and
intelligent as to reinstate him in my best esteem.
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XTIL

WE continued to rejoice that our friend Olngy remained
our superintendent. He had the same strange ways that
T observed .with so much foolish humor at our first meet-
ing. [fle was indeed superintendent, and nobody else.
He wag very strict in hie discipﬁnc, and free to rebuke
any error or vanity that he saw in us. He still had disa-
greeable wayg, but he had other characteristics that soon
put these little dxsagreeables out of mind. I found him
more thty and humorous than at first 1 anticipated. He
had many an innocent joke with us that set a whole com-
pany in & roar of pleasant lajighter, and made, s breathe
more freely when he wqpﬁ‘;;. He was fond of giving
us questions to answer. 1f Be found a fine passage in a
book, he was sure to point 1t. out, or repeat it to some of
us.  He often engaged in arjusing dialogues.

“ What do you think of ‘dress  gaid he one day, to
Miss Mumby, with a roguish glance at the finery Olive
had put on to show off in the eyes of visitors, that day.

. Do you 'think those girls ,are happier or more reputa'blo
who wear sqmany fine things?”

Miss ‘Mumby always quailed’ before him, and she gave
the faintest answer in the affirmative.
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“Why,” said he, “am I not respected >—am 1 not
Elippy as I can be on carth ? But I have secn the time
when you would have given me the mitten, Miss Mumby,
and spurned me as a coarse and vulgar country clown.
1 was sun-burnt-: I had hands like shovels, and they told
me my feet would fill a half-bushel measure. 1 wore red
flannel shirt collare in the winter, arid went to meeting
barcfooted in the summer. What do you think of that *
1 remember on a partioular time that I went to meeling,
how proud I was of all my new clothes. I had a brand-
new wool hat, glossy as a glass bottle, and turned up be-
hind. I had a blue and white cotton coat and trowsers,
and a yellow and purple striped vest with bell-buttons,
that would have dazzled your eyes, and "

“I see, then, that you had pride a.nd vamty, inter-
rupted Miss Mumby, with a confidence that ‘had bqen
rising with his last words,—* I ses you were mn-—-,n-

“Yes, I was vain at that’ tlmei though you would have
laughed at all the ﬁnery I was s6proud of, while I con-
fess I was a httle ashamed myself because my:trowsers
were cut so short and I had to go to meeting baréfooted.
I remember the first ball I ever attended : it was at one
Pennington’s tavern, in my native town. The boys went
to extremes in the indulgence of pride, and I caught the
contagion, and thought I must have something a little
more dashy than homespun to wear that time, I was
eightven yeaps old, and every thread of my winter gar-
ments was epun und woven by my mothe! and sisters
at home. And what made our garments appcar conrser
than ghey might -have done, they were made a mile too
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large, or a year and a half ahead, as I may say, that we
might grow into them. Then sometimes a younger
brother took a holiday-suit, -which his elder had out-
grown,—had it pressed over, and wore it for new. .They
were cut by an old country tailor, in fashions that were in
vogue when he was young »

« 0, you make it too bad, Mr. Olney, I'm sure you do;"
interrupted Miss Mumby again, with a hearty laugh.

“ No, I tell it just as it is,” replied the superintendent,
and continued : ““ Well, the time came for the ball; I
caught the contagion of other boys, as I said, and thought
I 1nust- wear broadecloth, and have a fur hat, calf-skin
pumps, and even a watch. And howdid Ido? I could
wear my brother Luke’s fiir hat by tightening the band -
a good deal, amd sewing”a list across it on the inside to
koep it. from coming down over my eyes. I could wear
lnsaBohvn-mlxed broadcloth coat with all its bright steel
buttons, by roundmg yiyeelf out to a greater portliness
with two flunnel wrappers agd two thick vests.”

“ Murder !” cried Miss Muamby, shaking herself with
laughitér ; * you are too bad ¥

¢« No, I tell you the simple truth,” answcred he, with
a comical twinkle of his laughing eyes.— Well, I thought
Luke’s pantaloons yould hawe to be turned up too much.
and so I wore brother Ji ohn’g sleek _indigo blues, that my
mother gpun and wove ocut of her finest merino wool.
Then I must have a wo,tch{’ and I traipsed off two miles
through thé®snow and borrowed Ase Martin’s old yellow
pinchbeck, that locked like-a warming-pan, and got my
mother to sit up till midnight making a pocket for it in
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the indigo blues. The pocket was too small, I remember,
and I hauled out my watch so ofien during the night I
burst out the sides, and bronzed the pocket till it shined
with the lustre of the watch-case. I rcmember how I
was cut up, just as I was seiting out for therhorse and
cutter to go and get my Huldah, to have John come in
and looking me up and down two or three times with a
mscally leer, say, very dryly, ¢ Well, George, you arc
rigged out at last for the ball. Look very spruce, very,
George! The pants set well cnough, don’t they? Be
careful of ’em now, and don’t get any candle grease on
’em, or stick ’em up with gin and sugar. Luke’s hat
don't teeter much on your hcad, does it? Luke's coat
looks just as if 'twas magde for wou—round the waist in
particular—and how the steel buttons -shine! But I
say, George,—(here was where the raseal cut mP)—-
ahem !—(measuring me up and down again’ wi&«‘hxs
leering eye)—Greorge, I say, just run out to the otrn- hou-e
now and get my stilts and wear 'em,—you're welcome to
wear ’em : just get them and lengthen out your legs a
leetle—the indigo blues Il bear it—and then the tail o’
your coat ’ll keep up three inches from the floor, and the
boys and girls won't be treading on it.all night.’

“ Well, I got my Huldah and went down to Penning-
ton's, and was the proudest one out, I assure you,as T
paraded with fifty couples to the step of Washingten’s
grand march, intc the ball-room, and danced the first
figure,— the ¢ Money-musk.” After that I héd.rather an
an’xious and despondent night,for T thought of 1y coat-
skirts -4nd of John’s offer of the stilts, and funcied every
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girl but Huldah laughing at me. Certain it was that
could not get another girl to dance with me all night, and
1 had to dance with Jer ten times.”

“ Bui what, has all this to do with ladies’ dressing ?”
asked Miss Mumby, after she had wiped the tears of
laughter from her face. “Iam sure, Mr. Olney, to an-
swer your first question, I think we will receive more
respect if we dress in a becoming manner. Your own

eincident proves it. The girls would have danced with
you if you had appeared in a handsome and well-fitted
snit of your own.’ :

I don’t care how finely all your rigging fi ts, but you'll
be laughed at for your glitter, and your pinchbeck. I
dare say j;héy knew I couldn’t afford the bright steel but-
tons, nor that abundance of broadcloth skirts, and they
were a.mused to see me fussmg go foolishly with the old
brags, Watch.”

“Lpdies need more ornaments than gentlemen, and my
bracelets are not brass or pmehbeck I'd have you know,
Mr. Olney. Ladies must clresi a great deal 1o keep from
bemg despised.”

“Does anybody despise my sister —Judge Bamnard’s
wife 7"

“ Why, no, Mr: Olney——what do you mean? Mrs.
Barnard is one of the upper-ten—and she’s your sister ?
I never knew that before.”

“She’s my sister, and she has fricnds'enough in Merri-
mack, that fou know. Well, have you not noticed how
simply she dresses? Thﬁtg’s not a cottage girl within
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twenty miles that dresses more plain or spends less for
clothing than she.”

“ But I'll warrant she had on all her rings and ribbons,
and made her silks whistle when she was setting her cap
for the Judge.”

*That was what I was coming to, Miss Mumby ; and
I tell you, upon my honor, she never had a silk gown till
after she was married and came to Merrimack. 1 have
scen her go 1o church in a linen frock and apron which o

-she herself spun and wove. And I remember how finely
she looked as she tripped through the lane and across the
strawberry meadow, and how her cheeks glowed, and
how the hearts of the smartest young men palpitated as
she passcd betwecn them on the steps of the old, country
church. My sister was dressed in white at her wedding,
it is true, but she paid for all her wedding finery with
what she earned at mother's loom and wheel ; and a
chenp bombazette was all the black dress she had.”

 Can you remember all that, Mr. Olney ?”

*“Yes, 1 remember it all; and I remember how her
associates envied her that black bombazette. It was the
first that was worn in our neighborhood, and the news
went around when she got it as if it had been a gown of
gold. But I must go back to the office ; and I wish you
to remember, girls, that it is not fine clothing or gay jewelry
that is going 1o get you enterprising husbands and make
you respecicd in the world. Have good minds, well
adorned ~vith iutellectual jewels; let health paiit your
cheeks, and siraplicity grace your forms and manners, and
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you will command admiration and ensure a fortunate and
an honorable destiny. Mind what I say.”

« But, we must conform to fashion, or be laughed at,
Mr. Olney.”

“ Make your own fashions, Miss Mumby, that is the
true way. Be fastidious in grace and simplicity, then
choose according to your means, and you will make
fashion your servant and not your mistress. The proud-
est girls in town like to get on their plain coltage bonnets,
and their simple cottage gowns, very often, and all eyes
follow and admire them when they do. And who gave
them that fashion ?  Some bashful, beautiful country girl
that they saw tripping through the fields, or walking in
the wood-path, with the ¥ght of tYc morning in her cyes,
and its gladness in her heart and on her face.”

6
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XIV.

1 Pt a visit to my brothers. I found Jesse quite plea
santly situated, .and contented ;~—in fact, too well con-
tented to encourage me with the hope of his getting a
great deal of culture, or acquiring any moral power or
social elevation. A harmless, drowsy, peaceful life in the
senses 'answered all his wishes,- and circumscliged his
sphere. It gratified me 1o look upon a face so asdiible as
his, and to hear everybody call Kim kind and clever, and
assure me he would be a virtuous man ; at the same timne
it would have pleased me more, conld I have seen him
less elated_with mere creature é(;mforts, and more inter-
ested in a book, more eager for intellectual pleasuzes, and
inspired with more manly hopes and aims.

So long as fortune smiled on us all, and Jesse possessed
these comforts of hig choice, I knew he would have as
much happiness as merely sensuous objects, mingled with
virtue and kindness, could give; but if misfortadé*re-
turned upon us, I feared that he would be illsprepared to
resist the shock, or shield his brother and sister. However,
T spent a very pleasant week with Jesse. *We enjoyed
morning walks together, and I read to him until he con-
fessed that a passage or two in Goldsmith and Irving gave



Ok, LIFE AT THE LOODM. 123

him real interest. His room was arranged more plea-

santly, and he was given a couple of interesting books.

We conversed on old times together, commencing with a

lawgh, as we related some incident of our young sports
and adventures, and ending in tears, as we spoke of our
dear parents, and remembered how happy we were the’
last bright summer that our father was at home. Our
riddles were repeated. Old Blue Beard was revicwed.

Jesse remembered Jack Sprat and his amiable wife, and
he thought, when he was married, if ke and his wife
made out 1o harmonize their coutrasted tastes as wcll as

that exemplary couple did ; and, while he couldn’t eat

any fat, and his wife couldn’t eat any lcan, they might

drink the broth togetheryand lick the platter clean, he

would ggk no more of wedded life.

I described the rapture that thrilled me, and the shouts
of joy I sent from basement to attic, when I found in my
stocking, one Christmas morning, a pictorial copy of Mother
Hubbard, that famous epic of the nursery.  Jesse had not
forgotten how his head swam as he saw the picture and
read the poem of the old woman who was soaring up and
away, broom in hand, “ seventy times higher than the
moon,” to dust the stars, and * brush the cobwebs from
the sky.”

1 related something I had read of Eyes and No Eyes,”
in Mrs. Barbauld. Jesse remembered an incident of Rob-
inson'Crusoe. 1 was rehearsing “ Edwin and Angelina,” or
“ Lady Margaret and Sweet William,” while he was admir-
ing that wonderful sagacity of the Eing of Hearts, which
detecied and exposed the cunning rogue who stole the
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damson tarts and spoiled a royal feast, *all on a sum-
mer's day.” 1 climbed the delectable mountains, hand in
hand with Christian, and was fanned by cool breezes from
the land of Beulah, while he sat wondering if ever the
cars would go faster than that marvellous man * of our
town,” whom the robbers came torob one day ; and who
“ran fourteen miles in fifteen days, and never looked be-
hind him !”

We recalled our experiences in Becket court. We
retraced our May rambles in * Paradise,” and repeated
our pic-nics on Baker's Island and the Juniper. We
talked of the Buxtons till I think their ears must have
burned. We did not pass over our good old Bessie Plymp-
ton. The Crazy Juror was pitied; Haman Depst, the
hangman, came in for a share of our conversation; as hav-
ing executed Merrill Clark, and been the terror of ‘Salem
when we were young ; and we remembered how we trem-
bled, and sometimes fought the old torment, as he caught
us in his snaky arms, pressed us to his face, and bearded
o1 kissed us.

1 remained with Jesse a week, and went to see Walter.
He was still living with my Aunt Dorcas, in Danvers
Aunt Dorcas was about two years younger than my
mother, and though she was much plainer :‘f‘ she
recalled mother's image to my mind. She wass ot a
widow, without children, about two years before mother
died. She was left with a moderate competence and a
fine warm home, which was shared with fier husband's
mother and a servant girl, whom she teok.frora the alms-
house when young. She was a woman of much resolu-
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tion ; she managed her aflairs with a masculine hand and
judgment, and her fire-side whs onc of thc most cheerful
in town, .

But my aunt Dorcas was not the woman to have the
care of a boy like Walter. Of this I was now more con-
vinced than ever, and I had much sadness during my visit.
Like my mother, she was a person of strong and warm
attachments, and though she had nothing but bereave-
ment to afflict her in my upcle’s death, and many things
to comfort her, which poor mother egyld not enjoy, her
heart, notwithstanding, was so deeply wounded, that she
was deranged for a whole year after, and ihat derange-
ment left her with a morbid tenderness and a weak and
caprigiops judgment. »She almost worshipped that good
mothe®, who blesscd her home, while to Walter she was
a slave.

She seemed unwilling that Walter should become a
man, or possess any manly ambition. Indeed, she often
said she wished his hands might never grow, nor harden ;
nor his feet lose their dimples, nor his soft face get brown or
bearded ; and he might slways be a child. She could
deny him nothing that he desired. She was always tell-
ing him what a noble boy he must be; how generous,
hm.&lf-denymg, how pemistent in the right and true,
m&yet ghe was educating him to disappoint her counsels.

And if my brother had been ever so unselfish, taking
g0 many attentions to himself, and sharing so many favors
alone, he Was in danger of losing the most manly disposi-
tions. I was grieved to discover the dangers that beset
him on every hand. Still, with all his truancy, Walter
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managed to master his lgssons, and acquire a taste for
reading, geography, and arithmetic, and I saw in him
enough sthat was good, and kind, and manly, to console
me ; and, on the whole, I enjoyed my visit much. The
Season ‘was so pleasan’ I could not help seeing the world
in many brilliant lights. It was the first of October, and
the sky for 2 whole week was a perfect blaze of warm
and yellow glory. The forests were unusually gorgeous.
The oak with its russet leaves, the ash with its purple, ma-
ples in scarlet and, vermillion, sweet liquidambers in their
light erimson robes, mingled with green pines and hem-
locks, with dogwood berrics and sumach plumes, gave all
the splendors of fairy romance to the woods.

The house within was cheerful, but we cguld not
remain within doors. We were out in the pleasant sun-
shine during the day, and under the great, warm, smiling
moon at night. We went into the chestnul woods and
scented their fine autumnal odors, and gathered their
brown fruit.

We visited Liyun Springs, and boated half a day. We
sat down by the silver brook where Harmony Grove has
since risen, and listened to its waters ; read Burns' * High-
land Mary,” and fancied we heard the gurgling Ayr.
Then Jesse came over, and we went to the old" -
street burying-ground in Salem, and spent two hour‘ﬁsy
mother’s grave. It actually seeined as if mother’s spirit
had risen, and we had entered the sphere of her attrac-
tion. I conld hardly force myself away from the ballowed
spot ; and when Walter said he felt something press his
head, and a strange sensation run down his arms and
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throb in his thumbs ; I was impressed for the time with
the thought that mother was there blessing him. We
were neither of us frightened, as we used to be at the
idea of spirits, but were drawn up closer to her grave;
encouraged, thrilled with strange®nd sweet sensations,
and at last melted to tears. Over that sacred grave I
and my brothers pledged ourselves to high resolntions of
virtue, and promised to befriend each other with entire
devotion until death. Then the attraction was dissolved,
and we passed around the yard.

I was struck, for the first time, with the progress of
Hope in our world, as I traced its records on thoso graves.
The first one we came 1o, had a headstone in good pre-
servatao“g}, and we read .the date of 1630. The person
seemed to have died a Christian, and left mourners, but
how were their sentiments described on that stone ? By
words that secmed to have been written more in fear than
hope. And there were the cross-bones and a ghastly
death’s head grinning upon us, as if in scorn of hope and
a future life.

We turned away in gloony, and while passing to ano-
ther grave, I asked myself if, after all, we had no more
hope of the dead than was expressed for John Eldou, two

d years ago? If the spirit were buried with the
body "and slept through cternity, with only the rclease of
the final week? And if death were really as ghastly as
his picture above thoee ugly cross-bones ?

The ndxt grave was that of a young maiden, buried
fifty years later, and about ten years before Salem witch-
craft days. She too was a Christian, and was evidently
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a favorite heart of an eminent family. She must have
been beautiful : she must have been cultivated and ac-
complished. She died in hope ; but that too was a time
of darkness, and how faintly was that hope expressed !
Yet the time till the Msurrection was slightly shortcned ;
the death’s-head had relaxed its grim features a little ;
the cross-bones had disappeared, and a bright san was
rising in the distance and shedding heavenly light.

From Julia Putnam’s grave we passed to David John-
son’s. He died in 1730, two years before Washington was
born, and I saw a great change. The progress of hope
had been rapid as the rolling years, and on this grave the
death’s-head almost smiled ; the rising sun shone brighter ;
there was a rude cut of an evergreen on the head-stone,
and an hour-glass to show the time was short ; and if the
cpitaph might be believed, the resurrection was quite near
at hand.

‘We passed to another grave, the grave of a little child,
and the death’s- head had disappeared ; roses wére sculp-
tured in its place, and the inscription told us the beautiful
boy had passed to the bosom of his Savior, where his
afflicted parents would soon meet him again, and find him
a cherub of light. What a progress hope had made in
the last fifly years ! I seemed to trace the change oit the
sky, as it passed from a dreary eclipse to the cheetful
splendor of the summer morning. I wept swect tears of
joy. and paszed fo amother grave. That was made the
last year. It was Mary Taylor's grave. A *beautiful
monument siood at the head, and the mound was cevered
with flowers still in bloom. A wreath of roses encireled the
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crown of the monument, and two smiling angels appeared
upon the tablet, .bearing the maiden to heaven, while
she was gazing eagerly to spy the pearly gates, and
scemed actually rising from the marble ; and the epitaph
said : “ SHE Is NOT HERE ; FOR $HE IS RISEN.”

We lingered till sundown, and passing out of the gate,
we met Friend Buxton, who iavited us to visit his house
the next day. On the corner of Summer and Essex-
streets we met little William Xnowlton, the Crazy Juror,
and found that in his fits of madness, which still continued
to return, he was full of projects-that were going to re-
form-and bless mankind. He was now in that mood, and
he told me he had just invented a medicine, with which
he would raise Merrill Clark from the dead, and by the
sale of which he would get money enough to turn every
prison into an asylum, and give a home to every poor for-
saken orphan child. 1 almost wished that every man
who had offended his own conscience would show such a
spirit of repentance, even if others called him mad.

6*
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XV. ‘

Aunt Dorcas set a fine breakfast before us, and we
would have relished it on any common occasion, but we
were so eager to get to Friend Buxton's, we took it in less
than ten minutes, and were tripping across the fields,
and through ‘“ Paradise,” before the dew was off the grass.
We reccived a hearty welcome at my dear old home. The
Quaker reserve was laid aside all day, and Nathan, Lydia
and Hannah vied with each other in quiet inquiries and
genial talk.

After the greetings and first questions and answers were
exchanged, and while I still wore my shawl, I ran over
the house ; took a pecp intothe garden and orchard, and
tasted apples from my favorite trees, to renew my ecarly
memories. Then with a pippin in my hand, and my hair
all over my face, I romped .through some of the rooms
again, and reviewed the pictures, and went to the bam
and looked at “Sammy” and ‘ Pidey,” the old horse
and cow which had often taken food from my hand ; and
finding (as I fancied) that the kind old creatures remem-
bered me I gaveeach of them an apple, and hoard them
ceraunch down the luxury with the heartiest zost, and
returned and threw myself into Nathan’s easy chair and
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repeated all my questions and answers, asif a word had
not been said.

Then who should steal up the steps as softly as a cat,
and peep her smiling face into the door, but our old friend,
Bessie Plympton !

“ Walk along in, Bessie, never wait' for an invitation,
when thee comes here ; thee's always welcome, walk in ;
here's a girl that wants to see thee,” said uncle Nathan,

gmiling, crossing his legs, and smoothing back his hair.

“] know'd she was here, and I could’nt wait a mite
longer. T's lookin to see ef she's altered a great sight since
I seen her last. Good! She looks more like her mother'n
ever, now, but she needn'’t be proud, she’ll never look haft
so well. I guess Maircy’s forgot old black Bess, it’s so long
sin she seen me, but I could’nt wait a mite_ longer, 1
wanted to see her so bad.”

We were soon shaking hands, and saying * how do you
do ?’ a dozen times.

Then said Bessie, “ Go’n set down agin yender, and
let me look at ye. Ye'r jist as big as I thort ye'd ebber
be, and now ye laughs agin, I see more of yer mother
about ye,—there ! that was yer mother right out4 how
good it js to look at ye ; ‘but don’t be proud, ye'll never
look haff so well as yer :q‘nother did when she was a gal,
nor when she hild ye in her lap. And if here aint Waltie
too! Waltie ought ter let me kiss him, but he wouldn’t
like to kiss a poor colored wench. Ah, that perty face !
it's lookin a heap too handsome for his own good, I's
afeared ; and them crinklin locks !—nice to look at, but
unfort’nit, I's afeard for'Waltie, But if he does dew
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wrong, 1 hope they'll remember hie was left a little orphin
baby, and nobuddy could larn him and watich him as a
mother could.—And here’s Jesse, 100 '—what made ye
sly behind the door when old Bess come? ye wasn't
afeard of her once, if she 2as black; and many and
many a time she’s ketched ye up when ye was black in
the face a squalin, and rocked ye till ye laughed and
whooped, and then sobered ye down into a snorin sleep.
That indeed she has many a time.—Thank ye, Jesse, fog
rememberin old Bess, and givin her such a good shakin
hands.”

And thus Bessie passed around and talked until Han-
nah reminded us of something else we had to do. So,
while we were engaged, Bessie went out to the garden
where she had caught a glimpse of some yellow sun-
flowers, and stood and admired them, and wondered if
they were not smaller, and not so yellow as her own.
The Buxtons remembered my predilection for pic-nios, and
though they sometimes called it foolish, and one of the
vanities Solomon condemned, they had prepared to in-
dulge it this time, and now proposed that we should spend
the day on the Juniper. The very word Juniper was
music to my cars, and it revived a train of delightful
recollections ; but, I confess, I- was a little crossed for
once by the proposition, for I wanted to spend all the day
in my Quaker home. T knew not how long it might be
before 1 shouid re-visit it, and, as I could only remain a
day and night at most, the time secmed to¢ short to
divide between that and even as tempting a place as the
Juniper. ‘ )
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But of course I asgented to their proposition, and the
carriage was brought up, and with a full load in it, and a
small train behind, smiling and chatting like children,
we started for the pic-nic grounds. Bessie begged to go
along and wash dishes, so we gladly accepted her request
for her company, and she was with us all day. It was
the same old Juniper, with every tree still standing in its
familiar verdure, and every stone and tuft remé.ining as I
saw it last. The day was quite warm, yet a cool sca-
breeze was blowing when we arrived. Two fishermen
had been despatched at daybreak to procure a supply of
cod for a chowder, and cunners for a fry, and we were
expecting a rare supper. My brothers were in their glory.
Jesse remembered the afternoon we spent there years ago
with mother ; and Walier remembered our descriptions of
ihe time. The one was soon fishing from the rocks, and
the other was tumbling about the fort and taking great
enjoyment. Nathan laid off his hat, and Lydia her bon-
net, and sitting down under one of the trees, gazed off upon
the water, and conversed in their quaint way, while
Hannah and I went down.on the rocks where the waves
were dashing, and read Whittier awhile, and renewed our
early memories. ;

At noon we took a lunc$ and enjoyed an hour’s conver
sation, and heard Nathan describe a court-scene which
had recently come off, where by the greatest efforts he
had rescued a poor girt from destruction, led her away
weeping Years of penitence, and given her a situation
where, by easy exertions and the rrice of good works, she '
could redeem her character and resume her peacc.
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¢ She had sinned greatly,” he said ; “ and that was her
second, and, as far as I know, her third fall. Her errors
were getting expression even in her face. Nobody had
an excuse to offer for her except that she never knew her
parents, and had been badly brought up. Nobody had
tried to walk with her. Every one seemed afraid to touch
her, and afraid to have mercy fall once more on her hope-
less head, though they dared themselves to sin cvery day,
and to ask as often to be forgiven. I saw them look at
mo at first with impatience, as I ventured 1o speak on her
behalf; and some laughed me to scorn, and exchanged
evil glances as I pleaded for no imprisonment and only a
nominal fine.

**My duty was not pleasant at first, I copfess, and I felt
like rebuking her sins; but then I remembered Christ’s
treatment of the sinful, that while he left them to be pun
ished by the Spirit, with chastiserents more fearful than
bodily death, he was merciful, and said, *“ Go, and sin no
more.” I pleaded with Judge Whitman to let me take
the responsibility of her conduct, and walk with her and
give her one more chance to rise He answered respect-
fully, but I saw his patience was negtled, and I had
crossed his will. But he saved her from prison and let
her off with a ten dollar fin¥ 'and strong security. The
fine was paid, and I led the girl away. I received more
mockings thau usual from the crowd, but it seemed to me
that the Spirit approved my conduct, and God and the
angels sudled kindly on the simple deed. .

“] humbly affirm that my treatment ponished her at
first far more than a prison would have done, for she
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staggered with faintness, and covered her face and wept
bitterly all the way. 1 left her with friends, and as I
turned from her, she pressed my hand like a maniac, and
sobbed out something which in substance was, ¢ that she
might have been better had her mother lived to train her
up ; but that she was unworthy now, and did not blame
her scorners.” She dared not to make any promise, “but,
0, how good I will 7y to be !’ she cried thrice, ‘and re-
turn to you all you have done for me.” There seecmed 1o
be a spark of ihe real woman in her as she made that
promise, and I believe she will keep it to her dying day.
It was a small duty ; but small duties, like small seeds,
bring great harvests, and since it was planted and watered,
I have had an increase of an hundred fold.”

The incident alone would have moved me, but told in
Nathan's own sympathetic voice, and attested with now
and then a dropping tear, it melled my heart. Such
a change came over my feelings from that moment,
that I felt as if I could not enjoy the pie-nic. I wanted
1o go and give the unfortunate girl a word of encourage-
ment. )

Hannah was ,as strict ahd devoted a Friend as ever,
but I found that an issue of innocent humor had been
opened in her heart, and geing my sadness and abstrac-
tion, she relieved my feelings presently by telling the story
of an “ignorant man’’ who had been recently sent to her
father by light young persons,” with the charge not to
take “no '®for an answer, for it would be just like her
father—eccentric man as he was, to appear in a Quaker
dress, and answer  No, no, friend, thou hast called at the
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wrong house’’—and insisted on being taught dancing;
and renewed the plea so many times and so earnestly,
that the door had o be shut rudely in his face.

When I had laughed and cried together for a little
time, we saw heavy clouds floating over from the sea.
The breeze became damp and® oppressive, and Nathan
told us we would not have too much time to return to the
house before it rained. Wo gathered up dur cloths and
baskets. The fishermen came in with their cod and cun-
ners, and we concluded 1o have the chowder in the house.
The heavens darkened, light feathery clouds floated over
us in rapid succession, and we had to hurry home. We
escaped the shower and that was all.

As we sat down and gazed out of the open door at the large
warm drops that dripped at first as from mountain rocks, and
then poured like a cataract, Nathan smoothed back his hair,
wiped his forehead and said, *“ The Lord raineth, let the
earth rejoice.” I was struck with the full, suggestive
beauty of the words, and thought I had heu(f one passage
of scripture altered without lessening its meaning, or in-
curring the punishment of those who * take away from the
worde ” of the book of God. We saw wxfh r own eyes that
the earth did rejoice and relish God’s pure. sweet, flowing
rain.

It was one o’clock, and we had much time before us
for a visit. The fish were taken to the servants, with
orders for rupper at six o’clock. We then resumned our
conversution. Just as it became most interesting, a young
man came running in from the rain, and ringing the bell
as if on an errand of death. He was ushered into the
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hall and begged to step into the kitchen a little while and
drain and dry his clothes. A change of raiment was
offered hini, which he refused. A roaring fire was built,
and ke was soon comfortable. In the course of an hour
the sky lighted up, the rgin ceased, and he asked to see
Mr. Buxton. He was called into our room, and behold,
George Milbank stood before us! Nathan had seen him
within a year and knew him, although he had grown like
a sunflower, and he said,—

“Ah, it is our friend George come 1o visit us'—it is
pleasant to see thee here, George,—very pleasant to see
thee. Has thee rained down from the wet sky ?”’

- “ Not quite, Mr. Buxton. I came to Salem this morn-
ing on business for Mres Podge, and I could not retumn
without seeing you.”

“We are heartily pleased to see thee. Take a chair,
George, and sit down. Thee's not going to return be-
fore morning ?"*

«0, yes; 1 must return to-night.”

“ Then we shall have no visit to speak of. Better stay
all night.”

¢ No, I promised to re to-night.”
"¢ Then thee fnust ret'u::'.-}‘ But thee can stay to supper
if we have it early, and theh get home in proper season.
Liddy, tell the girls to hurry the supper.”
" «] beg you will excuse me ; I've no occasion for supper ”

~"Any promise about beiny back before bed-time ?”

“¢ No.”

“ Then we’ve great occasion for thee, George, and thee

must stay—thee must now, George.”
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“ Well, then, I suppose I must.”

“ Liddy, tell the girls to get on the chowder as soon as
they can, so that the boy may'nt be belated or blamed.
Let’s see, George, thee has never come to visit us afore
since that first evening call—a good while ago.”

*“ Ahem '—no—no ; I b’lieve I have not been here since
then, till to-day. And how many times have I wished 1
had not made that call, such a onc as it was !”

“ 8o have we, many times, and most sincerely. But
may-be it will be none the worse for thee in the long run.
As thee did make the call, ¥m glad it was on us and
nobody else.”

“ It would -have been my ruin, perhaps. had any one
else received me ; but I have felt the keener remorse, and
the more blushing shame, to think it was made on people
so ready to show themselves my best and kindest friends.”

“ But such shame is wholesome for the erring—such
they need to have, or they never reform. .~ It is suflering
for the pure seed. Howsever, George, wil Iet all that
pass. We have got acquainted by the means, and both
of us, I trust, are no worse, but a llttle better now for

»

that very sad event.” ’ G

1 don’t know ; I feel faﬁnﬂe.ﬁﬂiﬂlﬁ to resist temp-
tation now, and can prize virtue mote, But I oftén’ feel
that 1 should have been far better off’ if I had never cém-
mitted the offence. It laid a great burden on me, shd gf,.
carry it still.  Vice is a horrid evxl whose dreadful cpm
quence does not soon pass away.”

1 suppose thy error made thee a great debtor, too —

(4'
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but the debt thou owest can be paid without money and
without price.”

«] shall be a great while paying it, I fear, but I shall
iry my best to square the account; and it will do me so
much good to square it ! I could not taste the sweets of
salvation if God had not been o good as to let me work
it out.”

“ Thee knows Miss Buxton and Hannah ?”

“ Yes; I remember their faces, though your daughter
has grown a good deal. I shall never forget them.”

“Does thee know this agher girl—this spruce-looking
fuctory girl frorn Merrimack ?”

“ No, 1 don’t remember her ; and it seems, too, as if 1
had met her before.” o ¢

“ Would thee have known this young man, Merey ?”

¢1 think 1 should.”

«“ Now she has spoken, I think I remember ber. She
had her first introduction to me here the night I came to
steal apples and destroy vines.”

* She was for letting thec slip off’ unpunished—wasn't
she, George? She thought Friend Nathan very unwise
that night, and m.next moﬂmﬂ too.”

“1 shouldn’f“fﬁnhb her if she had persuaded
yai to let me go to prison.~ ¥deserved it richly, and the
gxd was right. "I don’t know as I thought so then. 1

'\raﬁier suspect, however, that iny dandrufl’ was raised a
li#le by what she said ; but it was not many days before
1 ‘fhc;nght #he had very good reason to be vexed, and to
demand my punishment. Let it pass if you will; I as-
sure her I have suflered more shame and remorse from
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your treatment than I should have suflered from hers.
I went to prizon as it was, and staid longer than I might
have staid where she would have sent me. I was cast
into a imental prison for a long while, and iny heart was
lashed every day with sorer punishments than a keeper
could have inflicted. But your course has proved the
best for me ; it has saved me from ruin, and established
me, I hope, in the practice of better things.”

I was not prepossessed with Milbank; and, though I
was ashamed of the conduct referred to, I confess I felt
that a prison would have beey, his just desert. I did not
care to shake his hand or sit very near him. We did not
exchange any more words. Still there was great kind-
ness in the glances he gave me, and 1 felt most anhappy
when I saw a gush of tears follow his last words. The
Buxtons all talked with him cheerfully, and he was soon
in a happier mood. He inquired about Nathan’s labors
of love, and said he often heard of them, then drew out a
paper folded like a letter, saying, one purpbse of his visit
was to leave that with him, to be expended on the first
worthy object of need he might find. He had been some
time saving it, and could not'obtain perfect peace of mind
until he had hauded it ogpr 4;0 ﬁle.;’moner s Friend. It
was not much, but it was afl'Hie ‘could spare : his heart~
was in it, and it gave him great peace to leave it in-sggh
hands. N T

We were called early to supper, and we knew by the
fiavor of the chowder that Aunt Lydia had Sirected the
quantities of cod and rashers, and sliced potato, and
poured in the cream and sprinkled on the mace. We
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knew the fried cunners could not have been browned so
properly, nor seasoned so well by any other hand. The
light cream biscuits were of her own make, and they
were delicious enough without the snowy plates of honey
to which we were served. Our pleasant black tea sent
its refreshing aroma all through the house, and we had
the last bowl of her lemon cling-stone peaches.

Of course we enjoyed such a supper. George Milbank
seemed the happiest of all, and I was struck with the
correctness and fluency of his conversation. He left for
home, and Nathan unfolded the paper, and found enclosed
a ten dollar bank note, accompanied with these words :
* Greorge Milbank owes a debt to hunanity, and ke leaves
a part of the interest of dbat debt with humanity’s Friend.
Please apply it to the most needy case you have on hand,
and believe I am willing to give more.”

Friend Nathan choked a little, and wiped his eyes, as
he read that note; and he folded up the paper and money
and laid them' away in silence, while I could not but
reproach myself that T was not as well pleased with the
youngster himself, as I was with his noble dced.

‘We had a memorable \nﬂ Hannah took me into nry
old chamber at ten;: ‘M&‘wage‘pt together. I say slept:

- we ought 1o have slept, conld not sleep more than
‘s lour, and then it was not together, though we
lay in the same bed. We had too much talking to do o
‘dleep. And it was not enough to converse en old times,
and ask and answer questions by the dozen, but Hannah
had to get up once, and light a lamp and read to me one of
Whittier’s poems,—the Female Martyr. Then I had to
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repeat something from memory, and thus passed nearly
all the night.

The uext morning Jesse returned to Wenham, Walter
to Danvers, and I set out for Merrimack. The parting
was sad as usual, and I had a few sad things to remem-
ber. But I was greatly benefited by the visit. Those
glimpses of October left warm and sunny spots on my
heart. The winter seemed warmer and more cheerful in
consequence, and I had a better relish for my work, and
for my books and friends.

I must not forget 1o mention here, that [ passed Bessie
Plympton’s on my way out of Salem, and’found my old
friend among her sunflowers, in the little baek yard. She
had about fifty of them, and if*I had guessed their * lan-
guage,” I should have said it described the warm and
constant love of that faithful creature’s heart. They
reflected abundant, if it was homely light, and they held
their-mild faces toward their lord, and tarned with him
as he rode around the sky. So did her heart reflect abun-
dant, if it was homely love, and her face was toward
her Lord from morning until night. .

But Beasie was tired of living in Salenyy and that morn-
ing, for the first time, she .expressed a desire to go to
Merrimack. * Does Maircy think poor Bess coydd keep "
soul and boly tergether, wid any sort of usefgl rWosk
thar 7 asked she, as she led me up to her chambet,%nt
down in ber chair, znd puffed short breaths. . “a

“ Well, really, Bessie, you take me by surprise ;>but I
ghould think you could get washing enough from the
boarding-houses, or go into o family and do housework.
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Idon’t thiuk there would be any danger of disappointment.
But would not you get home-sick there ? After all, Bes-
sic, Merrimack is not Salem.”

“But I's so lonesome here. No buddy but Massa
Buxton’s folks cares for me any more, since 80 many my
quaintawce move away, and people git so gret and fash-
ionble here. I hev to hev the coldest back corner in the
church now. 'Twant so, Mairey, when ole Massa Wilbur
libbed, and preached, and hed his way, and made me set
up 'mong others to the communion and forgit that I was
black and poor ! ’'Twant so when /e libbed, and used to
come reg'lar ebbi'y month, and see’f 1 was needy, and go
ofl and hev wood and flour sent to me, and my little win-
ders sot wid new glass. JTaint so now. The new preach-
cr’s handsomer, but he seems afeard o’ colored people. Ho
takes good texes, but he don’t foller em. Las’ Sunday,
his tex was, ¢ Thoere’s nidder bond nor free, there's nidder
Jew nor Greek, Af'can nor Ingin in Christ Jesus.” But
he don'’t foller his texes nor the people nidder, any more.
O, how times is altered sin Massa Wilbur was here !
Things gits nicer and nicer ebbry day, I know. They
hev velvet covered pulpits gnd velvet guishioned pews,
and velvet sarments, and a welvet religin, and sich like ;
but they don’t follex the goz] old Bible texes and dew a
bcﬁrm

A 'ﬂhm the boys is orful ugly yit, Maircy. They laugh
at my fot old body, and keep easin me for my ivory tecth
to make combs of. See how many paper lights I've got
now in my winder ! The boys stones out the glass and I
hev to paste in paper, and ole Massa Wilbur don’t come
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any more to have em rot wid glass. Then the boys comes
and sings under my winders a nights. Las night, he ! he !
they sung Heavenly Union, alterin it a leetle. I was
mad as hops, and arter all, I could'nt help laughin, it
was 8o funny.—Curis how they could dicker it up in that
way though. I sung the real Heavenly Union in con-
fence las Sundy night, and yit this went so funny, I laid
on my bed and epatted my hands, and laughed till I cried
aloud. You know the reel hymn goes—

“x wondex: why ole saints don’t sing,” &c ¢
‘Wal, they had it— i

¢ I wonder why ole Sayles don’t ung,

And meck ole Archer’s barn-yard ring,

And ture his ole hat outgide in,

And draw bis nose down to his chin,
And sing for heavenly union.”

But I's tired to death libbin here, Maixey, and if ye see a
good place for me over thar, you let mtknow, won't you,
Maircy, and O, I'll be so drefful thankful, T will, T will.”

“1 will let you know, Bessie, and be glad to have you
there, if you think you can be contented.” =
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XVL

AFTER another year I could discover that my new
vocation had wrought a few more hopeful changes in my
life. I was encouraged. There were hours, I confess,
when my heart misgave mo, and I envied thosc daughters
of fortune 'who had pleasant homes, — plenty of books,
and leisure 1o read, and to enjoy nature and society, with
none of the anxieties which often made me tremble, and
none of the sad recollections which ofien made me v»:cep.
I thought how sad and how perilous it was to pass through
this world as I was passing, with no mother to comfort or
advise me. I felt that it was very hard to have to de-
pend entirely upon, my own exertions for such unsufficing
comforts as I got. 1 sometimes fancicd that nobody roa.lly
cared for me, and that 1 was of no use in the world.
These fancies gave me many gloomy hours, and increased
the sensc of loneliness in my yearning !léﬂl‘t.

Then I saw the wants that lay pleading before me, I
,,wwted two years leisure, at least, to attend school and
”qghvate my mind. I wanted to see my brothers in dif

ﬁént sltuatmns, and more intelligent pursuits. O, how
I wanted 2 father and mother and home ! If T had had
parents and a pleasant conntry home, and hopes of
future independence, like Aqmes Newman's, I would have
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prided myself on working at least four years in the mill,
nor envied the most fortunate lady in town.

I sometimes dreamed that father returned from his voy-
age, and built a fine cottage ingSouth Salem, and
mother and all were still alive, and happy 1o enjoy it.
Night afier night I returncd to that home, and passed into
the summer-house, and through the grape-arbor, and round
among the maples, pines, and larches, which he talked eo
nmiuch of planting in his grounds ; then visited the parler

"and kitchen, and all the chambers, and found them so
pleasant, und father and mother éo';‘ymmg and happy !
Then 1 dreamed that 1 was dreaming, and had no father,
mother, or home, and woke and found my hedrt throbbing
with anguish and my pillow dreached with tears. .

Still I experienced happy changes, and felt the riging of
new hopes. I was blessed with a health thef even
brought me compliments, gave mo spirit ‘and power, and
sent. warm surges of the briskest life tomy fingers’-cnds.
1 lmd tastes which I would not have.cxchanged for gold
or silver. I had a knowledge of books, and & sphere of
mental life which, small though they were, I had not
dared to anticipate. If I uras a factory'girl, of gourse I
had no occasion to'apologize or look down ; and Nature
aid not scorn to communc with me, and give ‘e fair pos-
sessions in all her light and beauty. Ip%g semed.
pleased to enter my pleasant little chamber, 8™} " A
sight of mv rascade, und talk to me nbouti the ¥ *
Tassel House” and the *“ Alhambra.” Allston p?:.?‘iated
pictures for me as for the President’s daughicr. Bryant
came and smlé; to.me.  Wordsworth took me awiy on
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glorious ¢ Excursions.” I had read Hawthorne’s « Tales”
more times than he has “told” them; and Barbauld,
Martineau, and Sedgwick, were my constant friends.
‘Who could not feel epnobled by such reputable company ?
Who cohld not enlarge her library, if not with new books,
with very worthy old ones, in new and moré appreciated
rcadings?

I found that even my afllictions, severe as they had
been, were not without their blessing. -I needed the very
discipline which, they were sent to give. Orphanage and
poverty had early pmmoted a thrifty, though difficult,
culture om, oo zone of my life. That scrvice of house-
work with Bydia Buxton, and those wise counsels and
faithful Quaker “excjeises,” brought forth plants- on
another zone, gave me a little breadth of character,
nourished:a few loves and capabilities, and prepared me
1o bear the frujts of a rugged womanhood, while clouds
might rise and tempests fall:

I maﬂe & few more acquaintances, and knew more’
about thosé I saw and met pn first coming to Merrimack.
I was still al Mrs. Dorlong, and continued to be amused
to sec how my kind old friend enjoyed hey fat cheeks, her
double chm, and rounded form : how more and more am-
bitious she was in stately Gaps and dresses, how loudly
she tp}kedb a.nd how the swget persuasion grew in her

£ M ‘she resembled ‘Martha Washington. 1 was
\reﬁ'mtlmate with my “iriend Milly, though her tastes
"wers: rynifing wild, and I feared she would become a com-
plote slave to fancies and impulses which every scnsible
girl resisted and despised. Agnes Ngwman and my other
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friends were still as dear as ever. And, as a matter of '
conrse, we sgoured the regards of & number of individuals
who moved in the highest circles, which yere traced
through aristocratic and through humble life.
There was the daughter of one fine Merrimack famlly,
_whose friendship was a prize. It was Julia Warden.
The reader may remember the first time I saw hcr,
which was dyring my first week in*the mill, as she passed
our way with Mr.. and Miss Downs and others. The
Anext time I met her was on an evening walk by the river,
v.hen we had an introduction. Henpsrdlsts were in easy
circumstances, and lived Jin a beautiful Tudmdyottngc on
the banks of the river. They were intelligent people;
and, having a taste for horticulture and landscape gapden-
ing, they had selected one of the most charming sites I
ever saw, and adorned their grounds wnh, every;srnimeit
whieh art, out of nature could bring. So Ju.lii ﬁ'om her
cradle was trained 1o the finest tastes, and-d d with
great‘and womanly sentiments. gt
She was a singular looking girl, and yet,"fo‘nn intelli-
gent eye, she was rather beautiful. She had a slender
form, her movements were awkward, and she sﬁubped to
an ungraceful attitude. She had the lightest hmwn hair,
a warm but white and delicate complexum, a.nd lxps that
.. you often saw apart as if i wonder or abets , Her
face was exquiritely chiselled;and her eyes, if’: %
Llae, and-expanded ulmost to her temples, wqcc k uIlif
. exptression and light. Sbe had peculiarities of ‘taste dhat
impressed me very much. Her dress was the plainest—a
shilling print becagg-her better than a brocade would
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some girls ; she had no curls; but seldom did I see her,
either in summer or winter, when she did. not wear a
fresh floweg, either rose, violet, or white _]essanﬁne, sweetly
blooming in her plainly-braided hair.

1 have subsequently thought that Julia Warden' must
have enjoyed what they call second sight, and been able
to discern truth and beauty blindfolded; and since 1
have read Mr. Tennyson’s  Princess,” I have been re-
minded of her by his description of Melissa~=

4 With her lips apart
And &Mughts a8 fair within her eyes,

&8, pottonragates seem to wave and float
ﬁr&x,utnl ourrents of clear'morning seas.”

Born to conditionse that were almest 'the .contrast of
those which left me an orphan in an humble sphere ; blest
with ‘mesms and opportumtles, independent of anxiety
and carg;, Jufia Warden hail attained a high and aceom-
phsheiﬁm:minhood She had passed through schools in
which th%i,}/gwly are seldom placed ; she had studidd hu-
man natdre, on many sic?s from personal observation,
and on all sides in books. #he had travelled and enjoyed
soJoumm'gs, and -she stood, at twenty, on & summit of ex-
cellence wluch too fow dvcn of the fortunate classes
attain. - -

Juiw Warden was a weleomc guest in the homes of.

W‘hy, for they covefbd the wealth of her rich mind
vﬁ‘id heart She loved to make friends of the fwctory girls,
and she ga‘ve us favors which cheered our best endeavors,
atid won our warm esteem. But she appeared among us
with no patronizing airs, and shé ¥iaght our regards with-
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out desiring our worship. We would have despised her if v
she had done. otherwise, and despised oursclves if we had
thought oursélves so weak and low as to acogpt a patron-
1zing favor. She had sense enough to know that our
common sense would spurn such an insult, aud feel above
the person who had the weakness to feel above us. She
would meet us half way ; she would come more than half
way, if we were diffident ; she would come among us for
those mutual impfovemcnts in which she expected 1o

# receive as much as she gave. She wag favored in the
outward conditions of fortune : we -xmght be more fuvored
in the inward riches of the soul. She had#lends and
admirers amo}xg the most respectable peopie on carth : we
might have more admirers in Heaven. She excelled i
learning : we might excel in natural capabilities She
had " more ‘books than she could study as she ought we
mwht have more rcadings of the few’ best thm’s If
she desired, she could adorn her person with ornnments of
dress "too costly for us to purchase; while ma!ty of our
number might already outshine her in the orfaments of
grace and goodness. We honored her endowments : she

- honored our endeavors. We sometimes repined for being
excluded from her privileges : she reverenced oy employ-
ments, and respected those among us most whostood on
the dignity of labor, and insisted on respect. | ﬁg.we
were daughters of that infinite Father whose e 'xl’ the .
universe, w.ose lofly hails have the sun and sta.rs 10 hght
them, whose injage and spirit all beings posmc and in
whoao mansion we are all to mect for a tumdy jubilee,
and €njoy the same _privilege of holy Worship and peace.

. ! .
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* We all, therefore, had an affluent Father; we all could

boast the noblc%lood of which God made presidents’
daughters gnd factory girls. And Julia Warden would
have betrd@d a vain ignorance and folly had she met
and mingled with us, thinking it a patronage or conde-
scension, and we of course would have shown ourselves
fools, by acting as her inferiors, any further we were
inferior in the virtues and graces of, noble womanhood ;
or by respecting ourselves less than she respected us.
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XVIL

It may be that I'im noticing too many characters, but
my readers will not have a good variety of Merrimack
life if I do not here give some account of the Puffit family,
who may berremembered as having vxsxted ,.mxll I
never had a formal introduction to the; I’ufﬁts, and could.
not reckon them amongst my friends, and yet,-by. ﬁ'ﬁ
time, I think 1 knew them tolerably well. So dlstmgmshed
a family of  first citizens™ were certain to be known,
even by many who were strangers to thgzﬁ Kr Olney
gave me the history of ‘Mr. Puffit, and ﬂ:e account 50
impressed me, I find that I wrote it down,m oy thury
as I reccived it from his lips :

“ Newt and 1,” (Mr. Puffit’s christian name was Isaac
Newton,)—* Newt and I,” said he, ** were school-fellows,
and ncighbors’ sons, and I ought to know something about
him. His father was a salt-boiler in Salina,iNew York,
and there he got acquainted with the Blebs. -} always
honored the old man for his calhng—at least 1 GM x¢-
gard him with any dishonor on that account —why should
1? In othe respects, he was not so reputable, for he
loved rum and cider a great deal 100 well, for whieh; of
eours#Newt was not to blame. But I ‘used to like Uncle

[ d
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Ned Puffit, he had such an honest old heart, and he told
such capital stories, and I have drawn m’a.ny a mug of
cider for w in my father's cellar. The 6ld woman had
a great deal of the swagger.about her, and she was not
careful to conceal the shame she felt that they were poor,
and “her husband boiled salt for a living. They had a
dozen children, nearly of a piece, and_all but two girls
taking after Aunt”Jerusha. Newf was the eldest, and
he and I used to play together at’school. He was the
dullest lout we had among us. - He could not spell baker’
with the book Higfore him, and yet he was always using
bigger“vkﬁ};a than could be found in the dictionary. I
- remember how he read the story of -the * Young Sauce-
"Béx,’ in Webster's spallmg-book ; and also his reading of
this sentence—' hens cackle and cluck, horses neigh,
whales spout birds fly in the air,’ or somet}ung hke it
which he drawled out in this manner—* hens cackle and
cluck horses, nay, whales upout birds,” and so on. About
the only, baok he has read &ince he became a man, is the
Life of Bonaparte. He m#kes an idol of old Bonie, and
has his statue of plaster uﬁ his door, and his picture in
his finest parlor. L
“ Well, Newt was always trying to cut a figure, and
lelling what ke would do, and how he would make the
world state when he went for himself, and accomplished
his’ &signs He was a great fellow for the girls, and I
never could divine how he managed to.get such a wile as
he has, Yor the girls made the gavest sport of him, and
gave him the sack at spelling schools and apple bees a
hundred times. ‘I cannot .l;'a;:léy‘xo‘%v he managed 1o get



154 A MERRIMACK;

such a wife. She was a fine, modest, intelligent girl-—as
she is a fine woman now ; and was of a family altogether
above him. However, he got her

* As I was going to say, Hickory Hall has been in him
ever since he crept, and having a good deal of shrewd-
ness and business talent, he always succeeded in making
a good bargain. Hec commenced for himself selling the
Life of Jack Mlller, bn the ground, when that fellow was
hanged. .

From Qhat he went to peddling essences. Then he
hought out-a puppet showman, and went-around as Mr.
I. Newton Puffit, exhibiting the Babes in thq ‘Woods, and
Punchinello. Then he ran up a striped po]e, and dqu
shaving and shampooing.  Thencho managed a.stmvbl-'
ling theatre, I believe ; and changed from that into the
proprietorship of a linc of stages between Merrimack and
Meadowvale; and went on from one thing to afiother till
he set up a little shop of ready-made clothing in Milk-
sireet, and from that he has grown to * the great I. New-
ton Puffit,” as they call him ;—the 7ick manufacturer,
(though every thing he has is mortgaged, and he ‘spends
the most of his income for pufli and advertisements,)
whose store occupies a hundred feet square, and whose
name is known throughout New England. He has a fine
wife, I will say that,—she is a fine-hearted and mtclh-
gent wornan, tot at all vain of her splendid housé or her
swaggering husbaud’s fame. They have a spn, they tell
me, who is likely to make & man. But Arv*:ihbciluh,’
as Newﬁcp.lls his daughter, is a real Jerusha Puffit, and
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it will not be her own fault if she is mot as high and
famous as her father.” "

_ Others told me about the same story of this great
family, and I passed Mr. Puffit’'s place every day, and
had a chance 10 observe both himself and his busingss.
He had a splendid establishment. .It was an immense
building, three or four stories high, with two large wings,
and I think a long back extension. 15,;1 remember the long
counters, that used to look as though they ran to a point
in the rear distance, and what endless avenues of lamps
flamed and glittered above them. I remember the army
of clerks that ran at his beck, and the erowds of women
that came in to take and deliver work ; and their hag-
gird faces distressed e, while I was more thankful at the
same time that I was receiving betier wages. I can see
him now, as he marched among his dependents, taking
the airs of his favorite hero, elasping his hatds behind him,
or thrusting one into his bosom, as he paced his store,
ond fancying himself, as some already called him, the Napo-
leon of manufacturers. His farge windows were hung with
advertisements, which weré punctuated with exclamation
oints, and writien with weords no smaller than “ extra,”
« guperb,” magnificent,’” and “ excclsior.” Iwas re-
minded of what Mr. Olney once remarked, that liquor
dealers, quacks, and ubstntts in our country monopolized
the largest words, ware the grandest apparel, and lived
in the most gorgeous houses; while the truly good and
great, were simple amid luxury, »nd more elegant than
gorgeous in the style of their costliest things.

This distinguished gentleman ‘sent a wagon up and
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down the streets, with pictures of his establishment and
proclamations of his goods. Ho resided in one of the
most fashionable houses in the city. He had the finest
horses and carriages, and smoked the l:est cigars.
He attended every fair and festival that was likely to go
off with a grand success. He was the most conspicuous
citizen at a concert, lecture or play. He walked at the
most fashionable hour, in the most fashionable place. He
waved his hand and tipped his hat to every fast man and
woman, who recognized. him, and he was fond of calling
the highest by their christian names. He always attended
church in the morning with his family, and attracted all
eyes by his stately step and swelling form, as he walked
down the aisle. If he stopped,n a new place to ‘intro-
duce his business, he quoted the most popular clergyman
in town, ang said, “my friend, Doctor So-and-so—he’s a
fine fellow,—~how is he?” He displayed the’ proudest
banner and most pompous motto on all grand procession
days. He sporied the most gorgeous costume at the New-
port fancy balls  He received the most compliments from
the either-side press of any man in New England, and
his advertiscments were read in the journals of cvery
party and scet. He always praised a sermon that hit off
the old Pharisces, and told what infamous persons Pha-
raoch, Herod, Judas, and Ananias were. He was very
officious when 2 new minister was setiled, and often toid
his brethren what prudent and exexﬁi}ﬁj‘y people a min-
ister and his wife should be. He always noddid at the
lyceum  leotures, which he found it for' his interest fo
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patronize, and then sought an introduction to the speaker
and assured him how well he had been entertained.

One night,Dr. Lardner lectured on astronomy, and at
the close, Mr. Puffit got his usual introduction, and after
complimenting thg speaker very highly, he said, « Wal,
you know something about Newton too, I pérceive, and I
s'pose I was named after that great man myself.”

Arabella Puffit resembled her father more and more ;
and yet I must do her the justice: 40 say, she was much
better looking, and everybody called her handsome. She
was a subject for a romance writer. Sho had the * large
dark eyes” they so often tell of. Her fine head of hair
Wo‘\lld have been styled ¢ auburn,” or * amber,” accord-
ing to their fancy ; they, would certainly have said it was
« abundant,” or “ profuse,” or “ tied in massy clusters,”
or “flowing in shiny ripples over her fair shoulders”
They would also have said her teeth were * peauls,”
and told us her eyes “emitted a starry light;” though
her eyes, in sober truth, by-the-way, were very dull and
homely, and her teeth were no fairer than Bridget McFar-
land’s or Betty O'Brien's.

I had an oppertunity of eeing Arabella at our church,
which she attended in the most showyeapparel of any
lady there. I also saw her at lectures. * At lectures, m
particular, we were often amused by the display she would
make with her note-book and pencil. 1t was never any
coinmon  subject;. that she would pretend 1o report, but
always that which was out of the veach of cominon peo-
ple. I remembper, at a later period, when the great natu-

ralisf was going to lecture, she announced him in a sewing
. ™ Agnsaiz,
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circle as the * Professor of Gasses,” and she went and
pretended to report a lecture on fishes, which was Greek
to many, more learned than she. ¥ remelber, also, her
reporting one of Emerson’s most mystical lectures. But
..on every occasion she was discovered 4o be staring around
the hall with her eye-glass during the delivery of the
finest periods, and while at the close she was busy with
her pencil, she was glancing slyly at her collar, o brace-
lets, or.stapping every minute to adjust a ribbon or a cuff.
I shall never forget the iime I saw her at her own
home.- I ‘went there with Anna Logan. Mrs. Logan
made vests for Hickory Hall. She made them for the
lowest price that a man could think of giving, and haviog
a family of children to feed, she, was forced to work very,
often till midnight, and to lessen the allowance of her chil-
dren ; and, sometimes to run in debt-for groceries and rent.
Anna made heroic cxertions to help her mother, but very
often her prices would be cut down a shilling or two on
a garment, or ladies of wealth would get her work away,
and do it for half price. It was a time of great distress
among the seamstresses when we called at Mr. Puffit’s
house. A very expensive fashion was in vogue, and many
ladies of means and leisure were tempted 1o take sewing,
(professedly for a poor relative, or for a charity circle, but
actually) to surpass each other in the splendof of the
new fashion. Mrs. Logan and o io}pm of other geam-
stresses he.l beew idle for want of waitk a long time, or
working at prises next to nothing, and actual starvation.
was crying in their little dismal chambers, We ealled to
see if Mr. Puffit might not be caught in a tender mood at
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home amongst his family, and if we could not induce
him, as he was living at a fast and sumptuous rate, to let
others live aldli

I told Anna, as we passed amid bis trees and flowers,
on our way to his heuse, that he must have one trait ot
.intelligence, besides that of business, a taste and talent-
for beauty.

“Ho !” cried Anna, *he’s not a whit more intelligent
for all we see. He knows these things are all the go
with the great folks; he keeps a handy gardener, and

* hires the best mechanics to make all these bcautiful
things, I'm certain he does, Iam. He dosen't know the
style’of his house, unless somebody has told him, and if
his gardener had not begn.here, he would not have known
a larch from a cypress, nor a maple from a gum-tres:
And may-be I should’ nt either, if my father hadn’t beert
a gardener, and taught me these things with my A. B. C.”
* I remarked that I should suppose the influence of so
much beauty would give Mr. Puffit finer feelings and a
tenderer heart. ¢

“ 8o it would most people;” answered Anna ; “ but it’s
all fashion and no fecling with his lordship. He has a
pictorial bible all glittering with gold, I daresay, and he
keaps. 1t on a rosewood or marble table, because it's the
fashion now. He would live in a log-cabin and plant
sAettles and Muy-weggl_ about his door, if it were the fashion,
and he could go #heéad of others in that thing. He would
go to Mdrmon meetings—he would worship the gods the
missionaries tell of, if they were only popular, and he
could be more favorably noticed.”
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‘We were ushered into the living-room, where we found
the gentleman’s wife and daughter at work. His wife
was footing up a stocking, and his daughfr was working
the button-holes of a white satin vest. The young lady
was dressed supét‘bly at her work, and she received us
coldly, eyed us with an impudent curiosity, and gave her
proud head a toss that seemed to say, “ Keep your dis-
tance, if you please.” But I was more than ever im-
pressed with’ the goodness and simplicity of her mother,
and felt a fresh regret that she had taken such a husband
and name. She rqcewed us &0 kindly, we were made to
feel very much at home. Her husband was nben:nt, and
was not expected to return that might, and so we laM our
subject before her.

She was greatly affected by our story She must have
been aware that there was suffering end destitution
among our mstresses, but she had no idea’ that one of
her own huuband’s operatives had been reduced to such %-
strait as Mrs. Logun Tears came into her eyes, and
she would say and do no more till she had given me a
five dollar bank note to take to the poor woman, _We assured
her it was not charity we begged for any one, {as we saw
Arabella interpreted our errand) but it was .amore work for
the seamstresses, and prices at which they and thex}; httle
ones could live. We told her M, Logan had ‘gipdiess in
her family, ss she had. The goodZgdy-said she bslieved
s, and we were right, but she _m\;m'i ieve her feelings
in that way. “Iam sorry to hea¥. ybur story,”” she cou-
tinued.. “I supposed all our seamstresses, were.doing
well and getting plenty of work. I know not-as 1 ean do
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anything with Aim—(in a lower tone)}—but 1'll speak to
him and others, and see what can be done. So many of
the wealthy tale sewing from the shops at low prices—
that is the cause of most of his trouble.—Bell, do lay
down that vest, dear ; it is wrong—it#s.a sin for you to
take that from the hands of the needy, and cause them to
suffer ag they do.”

“Why, ma,chow you surprise me !"” replied Arabella,
rising to a more stately attitude, glancing into 'the tirror,
and adjusting her curls with a hand that sparkled with
jeweled rings. “ You've always told me to be industrious,
you know.” ' '

“¥do not care how industrious you are, but you ought
not 1o take a stitch of work from your father's shop, when
50 many poor women need it. 1 know we are, poor
enough ~—" : ‘

“What are you saymg, ma ?”’ mterrupw Arabella,
blushmg with mortification at the idea of being repre-
sented as poor. “ Do you say we are poor ? Well, that's
the way a good many talk that has their thousands. But
we are not very near the po&-lxouse yet, I hope.”

« Hawve their thousands, you should say, my dear : * has’
is not correct.”

“ Wpll, hawe, if you like that better. You know I
never cated much about grammar.even when I was at
Mrs. Larkin's bostﬂwgqchool It was always dark as
Egypt, and dry ag-chips to me. But you talk like other
misers, m8ther.” ¢ ’

“ Well, Arabella, we are poor! It requires much of
your father's income, you know, to pay his interest money
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and keep his business moving on to suit him. I wish the
business were done at Jess expense, and he could aflord
more work to these women at a better girice. But you
are not obliged to take work from the shop, when you
could help.me and gave the expense of a girl. If you do
take it, yon ought to have double tlre price you are doing
that vest for, and give the money to those that need it.”

“I'm -sure I shan’t work for-nothing,another; and I
shan’t work for a living either,—(glancing at us, and
seerriiné to sdy, ‘as these factory girls do’)—but I 2l
have some more of that— what-do-you-call it, lace—and
Mary Wallace is cutting a cupid cameo for me, you know.

“1 didn’t know it, my child.” "

“I might as well help her as anybody else—she’s poor’s
Job’s turkey, you know. And— what was I going to
say? Oh—the jeweler on Main-street, below Lawrence
there, that has such a queer na.mc—tha.t makes me think
of a speckled fowl -

“ Mr. Dominick ?” . :

“Yes, Dominick. 'Well, he’s been keepmg & bracelet
for me these threc weeks, and I want the lace, cameo,
and bracelet, before next Sunday, you know, ma.” .

“ I did not know anything about it, Arabella.”

“And take the shine off from Clara Keezles &%ﬂ'h
come out then in a new rig, and cut a great m If I
don’t make this vest and that boy@@tqket this week, and
get the Lece, ot least, and make it uy,,{ ghan’t go to meet-
ing next Sunduy ! Pa’ll pay hie good wages for all T do.
There’s where [ huve an advantage over Clara and ihe
other girls that’s taking work out of our; ig: They
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work for a'most nothing, as they are able to, and it's
fashionable, and pa’ll pay me good wages. And if I
can't gat 'em done, you know Betty’ll come out of the
kitcher, when her work is done, and h31p me. She's a
hoosher to help cut an undertaking, md she makes a
needle fly.” -

“ Betty receiveg only a dollar a week, and you get her
to earn a dollar-a week for you in the time she needs to
do her owp sewing. It is all wrong, Bell—all very
wrong ; and if I had my way, it should 'nét be so. Do
let Miss Logan take that vest and jacket to her mother,
and you go without the lace and jewelry a little while
longex."”

-] don’t see what yop .mean, ma: you say pa can’t
afford to buy the things'1 want, and keep his business ad-
vertised, (he could if he was a niind to) and how am I
todo? T want tobe like other girls, ybu ‘kow ; other
gitls of all the first families does so ——""s )

“ Not the _ﬁrst families, I think, my child,—not the
daughters of the best bred and most sensible families ;
but only —" .

“What do you call first, piay, if Sherifi Keezle’s, Mr.
Pinc:bbeck’s, Dr. Mushroom's, and their circle, arn’t of the
numsber ¥

« T -tpeipinly think they are not, Bell,—at least I never
ranked’them as high ‘g the Downscs, Olneys, and hun-
dreds of the real aristoeracy whom I could name.”

“Well, * never sgw' any first class if those I have
mentioned are not. You Znow, ma, they are the most

fashionablgsiee""

»
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«“Ah! that may be e’
Cu ‘And they go to Newport every summer, you know
and ,gwe all the dinuers and suppers here in Mérrimack
that anybody cares 1o attend. All their daughiers has
theso things, and they make it fashionahle to take in sew-
ing and buy the:m in that way, and I don’t want to be
left behind, when they’ve taken o much, pains to enjoy
my society, If you talk so about these things, I dou’t
know what you will say when you sée the gold watches
we have all agrecd to get with money earned by sewing
for chkory Hall.”

* I wish I might say something to break up this evil
fashion, and bring relief to many poor women you arc all
helping to oppress and starve. I suppose I cannot do
much ; but you. go, girls, o Mrs. Logan, and tell her to be
patient as she can, and may-be something can be done to
relicve her. I will give her her rent for a quarter at
least. That is mine: my father gave me that, and I
will do as I choose with the rent, if my husband does less
advertising and lessens the number of his clerks. Tell
her that her rent is paid for a quarter, and I'll run’over
and see her to-morrow.” .

“ How can you go to-morrow, ma, and leave 1ag:10 Jogk
after all my company? And you certamly cab’t 8o pext
day, for it is Sunday.”

“Tell her I'll come to-night,,and, again to-morrow,
and Sunday, if 1 can do her any gosd;. How, is the litile
girl considcred dangerous ? and doyou need any watchers
or help? Wo can any of us watch
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“ Ma, it gives me such a headache when I go into a
tight sick-room and watch-—even two hours, you know.”

“ You can gé into a close ball-room and dance all night,
and not have a headache ; but I can go any night and
get plenty of watchers at any time. ‘Do let meé know
when your mother wants assistance, and tell her I'll
certainly come over to-night.” R

_We thanked the good woman for her lnndﬁus took a
little courage from her sympathetic words, and left the
Puffit mansion without seeing its lord. The next day,
however, we saw him, and put in our humble plea for
the seamstresses. ' At first we thought he would grant
our request, for he smiled gallantly, and said, “I am
very happy to see youe laudies;’ but he had a great
many more calls of that kind, he was sorry to add, than
he could possibly ahswer ; and his business was o expen-
sive, he was under so many obligations to his friends,
(meaning the high families that took sewing from his
sliop) and the times were so dul], he could not indulge his
operatives with any more work, or with any better pay.
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XVIIL

We fotmd an opening, at last, for poor Bessie Plympton,
and she came to Merrimack. ~ This event was not the
smallest of my joy, for her fair and lowly spirit was still
bound to my own with many gn;teful and tender tics.
But what a time she had getting here! She rigged her-
self out in ‘all her new and .“ span-clean clothes,” that
she might win an indulgént smile from the stage driver,
and secure a seat; and I thought emyself, when she
arrived, that I never saw her in better trim.- Her extra
flesh only made her look more wholesome, and her hair
was as straight as she could comb it, and all nicely tied
away under a neat and comely cap. Her bonnet, to be
surc, was three years old, and was much longer in front.
than the fashion now, but it was very neat, gnd clean,
and so was her collar, and so were her blaoﬁi il drges
and purple silk apron. But after all W oo, Was
treated with indignities, and had her poor M@;&beply
wounded,

“ The driver was cross as a dog-when 1 axed him for a
seat in the stage,”. said she; pml he told me in a hufi;
* his seats was for white folks”” ~ I couldnitgh
couldu’, then, and he seed it; and sot ik
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said— What shell 1do? 1 must goto Marrymick this
very day, I must go thar, and I can’t go a foot. .Doleta
poor woman ride. T'll take as litlle room as I .ken’
‘ Wal,’ said he, ‘git in if yon must go, mebby they
won't find any fault” 8o he took my trunk, and I got
in, and crowded down on a seat. Th®re was a man and”
woman in the stage, that was reel ’spéé?hl to me, and
now 1 rcmember they old the driver to let me git in,
while somebudy else whispered so he could ‘hear, ‘ no,*
o’ Wal, as I was gwine to eay, I took a seat and he
driv away.

“ Then I looks around and sees more of the pass'gers.
There was one reel dirfy-lookm'xhan, wid a long baird
and red nose and eyes, apd fust he begins to swar, then
he hickups, then he drools, thm his under chin drops
down his neck, and he reels off' into a snorin aleep.. O,
how his breff smelt, and what a sight we hed afore us!
Then there was & womern as hed a dog‘m her Jap, and
he looked zef he had’nt been near a wash-tub for a year,
and he kep makin sich orful faces ! Wal, as I was gwine
to say, all these.was in, and still nobudy found fault of
them, cause they warnt colored folks. But when I gits
in, I sﬂﬂ;g womern as hes the dog, turn up her nose as
ifdhe Wme to meck 4 gibit of it and hang me up
malghﬁfz ‘Bhero wag two, yoyng big-bugs in with her,
and théy hed smellexs’ on thar upper lips, jist for all-the -
world like the dog's, and thet shins téw was like his'n,
and thcy smelt o’ tobacker, aud kep spittin agin the wind

ik blow back in my face. )
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the dirty dog at all, but ak I sets down they winks and
turgs up their noses, and says, ‘tew hot in here for nig-
-gore’ .and the womern slicks down her dog’s back, and
giggles ; then pokes one o' the big-bugs with her finger,
and giggles agin like a whickerin hoss. And so they
‘made fun o' me a.ll'ao way here; and at every waterin
placg the womem ‘tried to git the driver to make me leave
the stage or ride outside. But she sot right aside the
“bairfed old dfiinkard in his dirt, and seed his chin hangin
down, and didn't find one single speck o' fault. But
there’s one man and womern that leoked blacker'n I did
at her, an’ at the big-bugs with her, and whispered to
me not to feel bad, for they showed they wasg'nt hafl’ as
spccta.ble as I that behaved wal, and was clean. Hows-
ever, I'm here in Marryuiek now, ye say, and it’s all over.
But I chn't help feelin kinder bad, ’cause I can’t help my
fat or color.” »

Bessie rented a small chamber on Ghmut Hill, and
took in washing from the boarding-housess’ - (8he would
have been so happy in the change, if she could only have
had a little patch of ground for sunflowers!). She soon
securcd a number of kind friends, and received. uttentlon
and respect. She united with the Methodigt#}
Merrimack, and enjoyed -her religion as high
ghe first sang the hymn of ‘“The ¥dsipg W or
received the ministry of Father, Wilbur. o

. She was often.ai Mrs. Dgém #ud 1 felt that 1 had
lost a biessing when I did .not take' her to. my chaisber,
and converse & old times in Salem. Sheliaggdeft me
in tears, for she had a way of -saying thik /&t touched
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the doepest feelings of my heart; and she would give
me such tender accounts of my father and mother, and
my brother Walter, that my sense of bereavement and
sorrow was renewed, and I mourned more than ever that
my parents could not have lived and kept us togather in
a happy hore. - )

“But the Lor was geod in dewinxt.—-—m takin "em
away,” Bessie would reply to my words of regaét; « and
if ye'll git religin, Maivey, yo'll see it alf &6 plain as day.
Our preachor calls our bodies prisons and fetters, and sich
like,—and I've thought jist so myself more’'n once, I
hev; and who lmows, (if that's so,) that when yer
father'n mother died, they wa'r'nt let out o’ prison, and
all this while ye are eryirt so xpuch for their loss, they're
hevin the greatest and sweetedt lib’ty, and are all the
more father'n mother tew_ye, and come flyiin afound ye
to bless ye every single day ?”

“] don’t feel their presence often enough,” I would
answer; * and I seldom taste the blessing, if they
give it.” '

« {, don’t say that agin, Maltcy," she rejoined. * What
ye call hlesns may not be blessins arter all. Sinful
thingh‘fﬂn world, ye call blessins. But there's a great

we can't see and know with our eyes.
When‘ﬁky was down here, | dessay, Mairey, they didn’t
give yeaﬁbrythmg ye ugd,;ht as ye axed it They
knowed wal enongh ’Mﬁt always best for ye. But
I'll warrant they give ye suthin better'n g axed in some

"Jm , the Lor answers prayers. Jist wc ]
8
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reely bleeve he lets yer father'n mother,bless ye. We
. can’t sce 'em. Little Blind Alger can’t see his parrents,
\ thoiagh‘ they como around cluss up tew him, and smile on
Irn twenty times a day. He can't see’em, but they
come and smile, and bless him, jist as often. So does
yer parrents come and smile on yew, though yer few
blind to see ’er. They're dewin all the more fur ye now
they’re out o’ prison. The Lor hes a gret many arants
fur ’em to dew,~—good arants lew, and not one single bad
one, Mairey.

«“If twa’'nt for their wmder screens 1o hide 'em from
us, we should sec the people up there in heaven. When
I went to Square Sisson’s to clean house, I went by tho
parlor winders in the streets, aud looked up, and tried to
gee the folks through ’em, and 'twas all dark as a dungeon
behind. Buf when I went into the parlor to take "em out
and wash ’em, I looked down'through ’em to the strect,
and scen cbber'n ebber so many people pass. The folks
up there in heaven locks down through their winder
screens, and sees us as plain as day, while we can’t see a
glimpse of them.  Yer father and mother sces ye, Mairey,
and does for ye a gret sight more’n they ever could dew
here in this troublesome worl.

“Mebby the Lor sent 'em down 1o git ye in with Mam
Buxton's folks, 'thout, anybuddy's kmowin why they
wanted ye, and why ye went there. Mebby ‘they sharp-
ensd yer taste for lamin, and sich like, and sent Julio
Wordin % be yer friend. Mebby they've watehed ya and
kep yer youg feet frog ugly ways. Mebby  they've
stoughtened .yer heart and hands a lectls, o, toar yer
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burdens better. Git religin; Maircy, and I say ye will see
how certen they may live in heaven now, and dew all
these things fur ye.” -

Tcould not dispute such consolation as this, ﬁn’ it was
grateful as the sunshine to me, and it was rather con-
firned by what we scemed to feel when we visited
mother’s grave. I was th#¥kful to my old friend for it,
and I thought if she had been & learned ‘inister, she
conld not have comforted me more.
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xIX.

Aspovr this time, George Milbank came to live in Mer-
rimack. He had made a few upward turns in life "since
he went with Farmer Dodge in Top#field, and now he
began to feel himself a man. ' His mother and friends
Jhad desired him to remain on a farm, but that pursuit
was 100 dull for him. He had behaved himself very well
while there, however, and left Topsfield with many good
wishes enlisted in his behalf.

George wandered about Merrimack several days before
he could find a sitnation, and then was compelled to
engage himeelf as a porter in a law office, for a hundred
and fifty dollars a year. He saw me pass the office every
day, and recognized me, and came 1o Mrs. Dorlon’s .and
sought my acquaintance. He seemed well enough pleased
1o renew his acquaintance with me, though not without
reminding me of the vengeance 1 wished to call down on
his head in Salem, and the ruin which might have
crushed him, had my voice been heard.. I could not
even then relinguish the little foolish pique I had against
him, and 1 did not give him a very cordm] walénme,
Still I was somewhat ashamed of Ly :ondnet, and
allowed him to understand that I felt that I had done
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wrong. 1 thought he had not improved at all in his

looks. His hair was still long, and he did not appear

carcful about kecping it dressed in a very becoming style.

He was brown as a beaver, his attitudes were awkward,

his gait was carcless and heavy, he stooped a great deal

when he walked, and. scen at a distance, people often
thought he was intoxicatéd. His flat-and-treble voice
“was made up of fragments of broken sounds. He was
inattentive to everybody around him, and in fruit-time he

was commonly munching an apple and jerking the core
across the street, or ealing a melon and spitting the seeds.
and rind in everybody’s way. I contrasted hima with my

clegant friend Derby, and wondered how two young men

could be formed withesach different looks and actions.

But I must do George simple justice. At that time I

was surprised by his intelligence, and did not dislike the"
glance of his deep black eye. I observed his manly resolu-

tion, and said to myself, “George Milbank nced not
always remain where he is.” 1 took some interest in
him, and was willing 1o sec him rise.

About this time I became acquainted with Rev. Selwyn
Downs, and I must give a brief account of him. Selwyn
Downs was one of the gentlemen who visited our mill
the day. after the Puffits and Blebs were there, and who
expressed so much interest in factory life. He was the
son of a wealthy physician, who possessed one of the
finest situations in Merrimack. Selwyn was an only son,
while on¢ daughter blessed him with the best affection
which a devoted sister could bestow. He had graduated
at Harvard with many honors, and performed the tour of
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Europe, visiting several scenes a-foot, returned about two
years before, and resumed the profession of a pastor, from
 deésire which had haunted him, he said, sinecc he was
fifteen. He saw a providence of God in his father's
wealth, and that providence bade him consecrate his life
toa mission of christian faith, hope, and charity. So he‘,
did not accept’ one of the flattering calls he recej y
" settle over g‘remt “and wealthy congregations, and
.the favorite of ‘& devoted people ; but when a city inission
was founded in Merrimack, and several wealthy persons
ed it with funds, and offered a salary of fifteer¥ hun-
ollars for a minister, Selwyn Downs accepted” “the
tE’fl.ll received the salary, and dlstnbuted it among the
needy of his flock. , e -

I was not so well impressed with his appearan¢e on un
initroduction as I was before and afierwards, - His hair
was black and glossy as the locks of a Watdpinoag His
eycs were dark, mild, and intelligent, and his wianly face
was moulded as finely as a woman’s. His elegant formn
and soft brunette complexion impressed me in time with

" more spiritual loveliness than I could discover éven at the
second or third sight. His manner was affable, and yet
there was a prophet’s sacred carnestness ahcmt it, while
his electric voice and words seemed scarcely wmﬂ: his
tongue or lips aé they rolled from the depths of his ardcnt
soul. .

Selv yn Downs was regurded by many a§ quite an
cccentric character ; and T heard this manuer asciibed to
him so often, that I asked mysell’ what it could mean,, I
chose my own definition, and concluded that, to be cccen-
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tric, in the true meaning of the word, was to eschew con-
formity and imitation, and obéy the laws of one’s own
nature and of his God, just as if there were nobody else
in the world to remark upon his aetions. Or, if he
recoguizes the presence of others, he is simple and truthful
with them as with himself; and, if he likes or dislikes
them, or thinks them wise or foolish, he frankly tells them
what he thinks and feels. 1f he hides anything, it is his
own virtues and his neighbor’s faults. If he does anything
in secret to avoid exposurc and remark, it is the business
of a charitable christian life.

Selwyn Downs had this eccentricity, and his character
appeared the more peculiar as there were 1oo many around
hitn who avoided eccenticity by formal concessions, and
the open parade of charity, as by fashions and manners
most scrupulously squared by the popular mode.  But
1 thought of ;gthers who bore him excellent company. 1
thought. of Nathan's cccentricity before David. 1 thought
of Elijah’s gecentric vigit to the-widow of Sarepta, when
socxety would naturally say his charities were best be-
stowed among the poor of his own nation. " 1 thought of
Franklin, eccentrically eating his roll in the city streets,
agd. runmng the risk of bemg taken for a clown, because
his igmp happened to bé precious, and he had an appetite
for food I thought of Oberlin, cecentrically choosing his
wmission ih the mountaine;pnd associating with the poor
and lowly, when he could have settled in a clty and
received Bis two or three thousand a year.

Selwyn Downs was pastor of a tice chapel, in which
he preached on the Sabbath. He established and took
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care of a Sabbath-school of vagrant children. He super-
intended a Thursday cvening school, which was princi-
pally filled with poor young people, who had been induced
to come in from haunts of idleness and dissipation. He
gathered children into the Sabbath-schools of the city,
and into the common schools when he could. He found
places for idle- and mischievous boys. DBeside this, he
visited the homes of the suffering and needy, admiuistered
-to their comfort, and found illustrations for his sermons.
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XX.

T RETAINED my situation in the Lafayotte Mill, and
liked my looms as ever. I sometimes' thonght my work
tasked my physical powers too heavily, though I could
make it as light and casy as I pleased. But we wero
ambitious to tend all the looms, and earn all the wages
we could ; and this antbition became such a habit with
us, wo obeyed it as we did the rules and regulations of
the mill. I was often greatly fatizued when I retired at
night, and as often resolved. to make my day’s-work
lighter. But my resolutions were seldom carried out.
When nothing else came up to quicken my steps, the
recollection of my brothers, and my desire to assist them
in any time of nced, or procute a home to which I could”
invite them,.renewed my stre;ngth, and urged me on fo
greater. tasks and exertions.

How many, and how pleasant were the little rural
homes my fancy built for my. bréthers, and Low oflen did the
fair enchantress assure me that I was not building castles
in the'sir} It was always a Swiss cottage, but now it
stood on the banks of the Merrimack, near the caseade [
"have mentioned, where we would have our garden and
trees, and keep our dairy sind poultry, and bring our
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berries from the hills, and nuts from the woods, and enjoy
our book or a visit from friends on the social autumn eve-
nings, and during the summer and winter storms. Again,
it was in South Salem, Lynny or Wenham, but always in
view of pleasant avoods and waters, and always supplied
with rural luxuries, and enjoyed with books and friends.
The atmosphere of the mill remained unpleasant ; and
that, titre than my work, oftén took the color from my
checks, and the vigor fiom myhand. How different from
that which T breathed in“& former sphere ! What a prison
did I seem to enter- as I returned from a tnp to the dear
old city of peace -
8till I Jiked my employment far better than I antici-
pated, and saw that much which Mr. Olney predicted
was true. Therc was a moral ‘atmosphere in the mill
which was breczy and inspiring as the morning air. I
found that our work had a good influence on our minds.
The girls, with very few exceptions, were fast ‘improving
in its diseipline. Indeed, I found them rising to a strength
of will and breadth of character which I did not expect.
Their sympathies were warmer and wider, and never was
an appeal made to their charity which did a6t xreceive a
generous response. They were more indepéndent,- and
had higher ideas of woman—of Ner capabilities, her mis-
“giont, and her sphere.™ I cantiot say that this was the
effeet of our work ulone,: though I am sure that it gave us
morel tnergy ; but our associations, and the books we
rcad, and the object for which we labored, did, pethups,
more than our work, for our character and life. T could
sec tlfﬁf‘ even Miss Muemby was more of & woman than
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when T met her first, and was not so fond of dress, though
she still indulged her folly too much.

Amelia Dorlon was evidently injured by eoming to
Merrimack, and I began to regard her with anxiety and
grief. It could not have been factory life that stole away
the sweet simplicity of her childhood, and yet she was
greatly changed. She had a pagsion for dress, which a
portion of her mother's eAmings were taken to! gratify.
She was vain of her beauty, snd Joved to be petted and
praised. She had scarce mymmd or will of her own,
and began: to be governed by the minds of a giddy circle
and by the tastes and fashions of the world. She pe-
glected her education, and read such books only as gave
our sex a weak and degraded character, a.nd narrow soul
and sphere. g )

But Agnes and Anna continued to engage my love and
admiration. And what a satisfaction they took in the
objects of* their toil, and what discipline and beauty !
Only one more payment had Agnes to make, and her
father would have an unencumbered farm again, and she
could return, when she. desired to, and enjoy more swectly
her pleasanf Quinnebaug home.

Poor Anna suffcred many home afflictions, but she had
such & hopeful and sunny #iatare she enjoyed some happy .
days, while laying up means for her own and her mother’s
needs, and while rising to a, heauntiful life.

We continued to like Mr. Olney, our superintendent,
very much. He knew our nature, and the honor of our
vocation, and could look at our position from our own
point of view. He knew what to demand of us, and
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* what was due to us from our employers ; and his interest
extended beyond the consideration of so much service
done, and so much wages rendered. He regarded us as

+ ynora} and int‘elligent beings, and he did all in his power
to help our education and promote our independence.

My acquaintance with Neal Derby continued, and my
attachments for him increased as he showed morc tastes
in sympathy with mine, and displayed, with few excep-
tions, the signs of & manlinesgwhich won my admiration.

A fine soufce of pleasute 'was at this time proposed,
and a large eircle of young men and women was soon
drawn around it It was proposed by Miss Wardeni. She
discovered that there was mind and taste among the
spindles. She saw what faculties of thought were flour-
ishing without aid, and amid disadvantages, as she had
seen thrifty pines and maples flourish on a rock. She
saw what threads of sentiment might be gathered up and
woven into golden fabrics ; what images and ideas could
be looped into festoons of beautiful poetry, or wrought into
webs of eloquent prose, and she invited about twenty of
us 1o her parlor one evening, and proposed to form a Book
Society. She would enjoy it herself. She kndwfghe would
profit equally with us, and she hoped we would‘favor her
plan, or offer better ones, and éngage in earnest with her.

Bhe propozed a method of rajsing funds for a Jibrary,
by whigh. rhe engaged to get large assistatice from her
Wcalthg fricnds, and she suggested the regulations-of the
society ; which she thought should meet ouce a ‘week,
and take exercises in reading and compusition, Her sug-
gestiggs were approved and adopted with delight. A
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society was organized, and the houses of three or four
friends were selected as places for the meetings. There
was not a girl at Mrs. Dorlon’s, excepting Milly, who did
not rcjoice to be a member, and she oo ‘went along with
the rest. Full twenty girls attended-the first night, end-at
the sccond meeting, a fortnight afler, a dozen youmg men
were admitted to .membership. Mr. Olney heard of our
movement, and he hanﬂed in a check for fiffy- dollars,
(the contribution of himself; and: a fow friends,) told us to
lay it all out for books, antf‘igﬂbrmed us that his daughter
would be glad to join us..-Selwyn Downs was greatly
interested, and he gave us aid and counsel. We had a
fine sum of money to commence with, and a handsome
library was purchased, «

But in signing the by-laws which, after six months,
rcqmred a weekly composition, some of the girls pledged
themselves to an undertaking of which they had liftle
idea. Most of us had a good commen-school ednecation,
all of ns wrote a fair hand, and some had produced essays
and stories of great merit, while a few had never attempted
an eflort of the kind. ~ Poor Anna Logan could write after
eopies, put ghe could not ariginate a written sentence.
Miss Mumby was but littlet ahead of Anna, although her
opportunitics had left her without excuse. Milly Dorlon
wrote s passable letter.with a little help from the * Model
Letter Wiiter,” while Agues Newman could deseribe a
landscape, incident or charaeter, in a style which delighted
Julia Warden.

Such was the power of Julia's msplmtlons, however,
we all took courage, and thonght we could produce any-
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thing which sho proposed ; and we promised, that afier
.six months we would read our compositions in the
Circle. And Julia was much gratified to get pledges
from Miss Mumby and Anna Logan, believing the coni-
positions would come before many fines were paid. Anna
was assurcd that she had a store of fine pieces, in prose
and poctry, in her mind, and a way should be found to
unroll them to the light. Olive was told that she could
write Jer thoughts as well as ghe could speak them. Milly
was advised to burn her Letter Book, originate more
interesting letters from her own mind, and let the Circle
kunow how she felt and thought. And George Milbank,
(who was also of our number,) gave us to expect early
efforts from him. ..

Some of us blushed, when we thought what we had
engaged to submit to that learned lady ; and: others mani-
fested confidence and pleasure. We induced Julia, against
her will, to preside®ver the Circle. She then opened an
evening school, to which we were all invited. It was
conducted in an apartment of her father’s house, and
Anna Logan’s blue eyes sparkled with tears, and she
uttered a thousand thauks from a heart all warm with
Irish love, as she was taken under special care, -



Ok, LIFE AT TIUE LOOM. 183

XXI.

We now ecxperienced one. of those great re@sions
which sometimes afHlict our country, and are felt so severely
by the operafive classes. Public confidence declined,
noney almost ceased to circulate, abd cotton fabrics fell
to the lowest prices. The consequence, of course, was,
that our wages were reduced, and we were obliged, either
to quit the mills; or to spin“and weave at prices which
hardly defrayed our weckly egpenses. The corporations
suficred, I believe, comparatively little. Their directors
had more foresight than we poor girls, and they were
strongly fortified against the crisis. They could not suffer
much, and they might have prevented our suffering as
we did, had they drawn a little from the funds which a
long course of prosperity had enabled them to treasure.

M. Olney was by this time an owner and director in
our mill, and he made every eflfort in his power, at first
to pxevent;, and then to ease the blow which fell upon us.
For the honor of the corporation, he insisted e, should
not be permitted to sacrifice a dollar. He had‘déitainly
one-third, and I believe almost a majority of the stock-
holders and directors on his side, and for u time we were
encouraged with the hope that we should not have our
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work . diminished, nor our wages cut down. It did our
hearts. good, and it exalted our faith in man, to see how
Mr. Olney and many others pleaded for the operatives,
and vhet ‘satisfaction they took in this business. But all
tl*pleadmgs were overruled, and our wages went down
with the bricfest notice.

I myself felt the reverse severely, but the fruits of a
stern economy remained to support me mow, and I was
enabled to live, and do something for the relief of others
more- needy. ' Miss Mumby was overtaken by adversity,
like an unsuspecting traveller by a storm, and she had
to lament her extravagance with mortification and with
tears. Mrs. Dorlon suffered considerably, and she laid off
her Martha Washington airs, and forgot her growing
pride of dress for a season, athidst the extra exertions she
was compelled to make, tg support her family and keep -
up her house. Amelia wept and grew pale. amidst her
privations, Anna Logan suffered, for her neédy mother
had taken many of her earnings, and she had but little
left in the bank. Most of the operatives suffered. Out
of our large number, it is probable that a fow were foreed
to temptation by their necessities, and many whoe had
country homes returned to their parents. 4

There was & great deal more suffering in Merrimack
than any onc knew, for many were too proud. er tou-deli-
cate to make thoir sufferingé known. The crisis Jasted
for a wnﬂ,tmw, and many who could not conigue in the
mills, went out to service in families, or took p suno
other pursuit. From most other vocations, however, they
were repelled by the same stern necessity which drove them
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from the loom. Shoe-binding was as poor as mill work.
They were not invited to any-clerkships in the stores, for
that occupation was already overrun with yousg men.
They could not set types, nor get many elismces to learn
book-ﬁndmg There was great and grievous mﬁ'athg
A large majority, however, had practiced such etonomy,
that they met the crisis with very good success, u.nd took
some discipline from it.

It had often been said of us, that we were a clgtss of
slaves, bound to am oppressive system, and depcndents
on the will of our masters. Wo had replied, that the
only slavery we had seen was that of idleness, ignorance
and vice,~which prevailed, alas! too widely in our own
free and virtuous New England ;—while we enjoyed great
independence. And though our corporations ought to
have done more for us, and not suffered us to work for
low wages whilst they abounded in resources which we
had helped to gain; we were, after all, a great deal in-
debted to them for our independence, and we were none
the worse perhaps in the long run for what we suffered ;
certainly not for the discipling our sufferings gave us.

Many of our number had dtock in the mills, and hand-
gome depogites in the bs.nks,*and I never knew three out
of a dozen refuse to give generous assistance to others
who. were needy. We had our mutnal aid and relief so-
aieties, and great excrtions were made to distribfite our
comforts and equalize our blessings.© And we hdd much
sympathy and assistance from the best and most able
familiesin town. Between the poor and the truly wealthy,
there was wainh fellowship and love, and i® the poor
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wefe thunksil for assistance, the wealthy werc also thank-
ful forfti}é blessing they received in assisting the poor, and
a crisis- which brought suflering and destitution, also
ahginded in‘moral comfort and improvement.

%ﬂ. Warden was unusually active, at this tim:-, pro-
curing money from the rich and distributing it among the
poor. Mr. Olney was active, and many a sad heart was
rvelicved of its burden by his genmerous hand. Selwyn
Downs seemed o take neither sleep nor rest from his
incessant labors. This, indeed, was & time to display his
eccentricity. He had many contributors in counsel. e
held in his hands a hundred threads of charity, and he
wove them into golden webs of blessing and of joy. And if
the proverb is true (as the least experience assures us,)
that it is more blessed to give than receive, he was one of
the most blessed of men,—he was beatified on earth. He
had all his salary to give, and he gave it freely. He had
an ample allowance from his father, and that was
not withheld. And some would have thought, when they
had given their money, it was all they could or were
required to do. -But money was the poorest of Selwyn’s
charities. It was good, it procured comfort for-:many,
but it was the least of his charities. He gave his influ-
ence to every benevolent enterprise. He gave a good and
earnest word in favor of every humane object, and to
comfurt every sad heart he met. He gave unceaging las
bors. He gave his' own earnest and loving heart with
every thing elsc contributed, and that was what sauct:fied
his«gharities, and mado them of real wirth. There were
noty manysick-chambers among the poer of Merrimack
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which were not.lighted by his smiles, cheered -ty this
words, or replemshed by his%charities. >

There was one chamber within the cmsk of h:l mis-
sion to which I was invited, in company - vrl.‘h w
Newman and Anua Logan. It was that of. a dea.r’frﬁeml
whose name was Rachel Wilbur. She sent word to us by
Welwyn that she desired 10 see us, or we might not have
been informed in time to meet her again on earth. She
carried a pale and anxious counte¢nance the last time we
saw her, and long beﬁma this erisis occurred. But when-
cver she had been qﬂbsﬁoned as to her health, or the con-
dition of her funds oz-family, she smiled and gave us
cheerful answers. Sho always hoped her dear father was
going to do botter now 'lge avas resolved to sign the pledge,
and her mother was convalescent, and their friends were
kind, and she expected a good situation in a shop the next
day, and all that; and she was sure that noune of them
needed any assistance.

And thus, with our attention drawn a hundred other
ways, we lost the impression that Rachel was a sensitive
creafure with a womanly spiri}y of independence ; we for-
got- thdt she continued to finfl little or no employment
sbroad, and that there was want and suficring in her
home, we neglected fbr several months to visit her, and
when wewent again, we beheld a sight which haunts me
with grief at this hour.

Rachel’s proud spirit had led her to conceal her sufler-
ings. SHe had not found the employment she desired :
she had-not obtained one situation which had beén promised
her, and she remained at home and gave way to anxiety
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and glonm And many were the causes of this great
sorrow. -Her father had at-last signed the pledge and
become a sober and kind man ; but he, too, could find
little work, and a portion of the pittances he carned had
to go to pay liquor bills long since due, instead of buying
bread for his hungry family. At last he was laid up with
sickness, and had 1o be fed and tended, instead of being
able any longer to bring a loaf or a candle to his poor
necdy home. Then Mrs. Wilbur was brought down with
a fever, and Rachel struggled long between want and
death to comfort her, and raise her’ ﬁmn her bed. But
she died at an hour when a pri’yét wis ‘going up for
relief from those grim encmies, and was buried without
the knowledge of many who tl"ought they had any sym-
pathy or assistance to spare. A: few weeks afier the
funeral, Rachel took a severe cold while looking for work
—a quick consumption followed, and we found her near
her grave.

Our first words to her were choked with sobs, and were
uttered in a prayer for her forgiveness of our neglect. Our
first sights, as we turned our eyes from the pale suffcrer,
were those of poverty and grief. There were onl{ #ifew
brands on the hearth. Her little brothers and sisters
gathered around her bed with looks of hunger staring
from their sad fades, and showing by their hair and gar-
ments haw they had been neglected since Rachel was
brougit to her dying bed. One had a crust of bread ;
another had a slice of cold pudding which - somébody had
handed in; and another was eating a sced-soke. The
chmi were, most of them, out at the bottom and covered
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with dust. The kitchen furniture was soatt?j:af“ about
the hearth and on the table, showing too plainly that a
man bad been trying to do the housework, in the Joss of
womauly aid. The curtain of one window (of faded green
paper) was pinned up at one side, and left to dangle in

* the most slatternly way; while the other was partly
torn off; and partly tied. The bedelothes were soiled, and
the thin rag-carpet was littered from-end to end.

The wretched condition of that ence tidy and orderly
chamber we knew troubled Rachel even more than her
sickness. ' She jtoé nl‘f’not “open her cyes without seeing
them, and she ‘Wea &0 'wisted she could not Lft her hauds
to her head. A smxlapwed over her face as'we entered,
and she was glad to haye s take her hand and kiss the
tears from her cheeks which she.could not wipe away. We
sat some time in silence after ¢ur first words, and looked
the sympathy-and love whieh.we could not speak; we
then asked Selwyn for her father, and inquired how she
had been for the last night.  §

Belwyn -supposed her fathér would soon return, and
Rachgl whispered that she had been eomfortable since
religf. Was brought. But shejhad suffered from hunger,
and cold as well as sickness. ;She Jad suflered from be-
reavement and loneliness, and all that can tear a tender
heart with grief. She was attached to life, and had net,
without rhany pangs, resignod herself ta pait with it, and
with her father, and the world, and obey God’s’ will. _
But still She had comfort with her eufferings; she pos-
sessed a firm and intelliger:t faith ; she believed the dead
would rise again, and rise immediately, and as they were
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prepaved dor the office, that they would take up some
hesvonly geonpation, and do all the more for their filends
and the world for being free and immortal. She beheved
that the spiritual spheres of heaven and carth touch cach
other, and in Christ’s reign it is all one future and one
sphere. Bhe bolioved this, and her soul was anchored
within the veil. We could see how ope mght be very
strong in weakness, aud rich in poverty, and peacciul
in grief and sorrow, It scemed to us that that dismal
chamber had become the gate'of heaven, and was pas~cd
by angels that moming. We were melted to tears, and
yet lifted with epiritual power as if angels were minis-
toring to us.

Rachel could not speak above a low whisper, but ehe
assured us it grew brighter and brighter before her, aud
there was less and less to trouble her in this world. Her
father came in with a melancholy look and sat down
with his children around her, and then Selwyn Dowas,
in a low and tender voice, conversed with her as we
imagined the Savior himself would have done. He con-
fessed that death itself, mn any light, is terrible, and that
this poor girl had had her part of suflering, and weighed
her cross with Christ’s. He had nothing to say about the
certainty of death, nor that all of us would soon have to
follow ; ner that others suffered more than she ; nor that
it might have heen better or worse in any other circum-
stances. But he expressed a sympathy of hoart aud
faith and hope. He cited words of comfort frornthe bible.
He of the resurrection, %nd the pleasures and em-
pl ts of !leaveu. He spoke of the happy deuth.
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scenecs he had witnessed, and the words of trmmpk which
dying saints had uttered.

«If Christ,” said he, * were to pass this wq, & he
went through Jericho and Jerusalem, and mﬁto this
chamber, lay his hand on this pale sufferér who jis ‘about
to become his bride, and restore her to this world’s health
and lifi, we would fall at his feet and worship him with
hearts too full at first for words of praise. We would rise
and cry hosauna. We would glow and gladden in his
marvellous light. And the word would go abroad to other
hearts and homes, until thousands Were surprised and ro-
Jjorced by the news of the great miracle. It would be great ;
wo would have veason for all this joy and gratitude. It
is blessed to live in this. world, and 1o have our friends
live here as long as Christ can spare them.

“ But, after all, we are sure of a greater blessing, and
a grander miracle than this would be. Suppose he ¢amo
and healed her, would it not he with a health still sub-
jeet to sickness and pain? Would it not be for a life
still subject to want, temptation; sorrow and death ? But
we have the surc promise of the gospel, that Christ will .
come’pnd lay his hand on the siirit of this daughter, and
raise it to a life of heavenly Bealth, and heavenly joy
and peace ; and this latter mirdcle is to be chosen before
the former, &nd in belief of this, we can triumph over
death.”

As he uttered these words, a smile of triumph again
kindled Rachel’s face, and something inspired her vuice
to give un audible response, and tell us she was now ‘im-
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patient for that heavenly life. She then sang a verse of
Mr. Bryant's hymn :

¢ 0! therc are days of suuny rest,
For every dark and troubled night!”

These were her last words. Her voice fell like a sinking
hreeze, and as we glanced at her again, we found she had
passed away.

The scene which followed I need not detain the reader
te describe. The father had been forgiven the crrors of
his evil life, and the trouble he had inflicted on that de-
voted heart, and he nceded not to have asked those mute
lips to forgive him again. The children were in the care
of friends, who would not sec them suffer any ‘more, but
it was no wonder they thought.the last friend was dead
when Rachel expired, and feared everything that a
remembrance of hunger, cold, nakedness, and bereave-
ment could bring. We had none of us reason to wish
that freed spirit to return, nor to weep over its diberation,
and yet we gricved deeply for our loss, and our tears were
wann and many. Our dear Rachel Wilbur was buried
by the side of her mother, and was followed to her gra,ve
by mauy loving fricnds. - A

o e
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XXTL

I xnow not that there was a single class of artisans who
did not suffer from this unexpected crisis, for even the
scamsireéses and shoe and bookbinders experienced good
or evil days, as the factories prospered or declined. And
sorry am [ to say, that a few familics did a great deal 1o
reduce the wages of seamstresses, binders, braiders, and
others, by taking work home and doing it at any price
which manufacturers would give. I have already men-
tioned ‘those who took it from Hickory Hall in this way. 1
have meptioned Miss Puffit, and the lace and jewelry she
Wwas going to purchase with money received for work. This
fashion, I believe, became more prevalent with a certain
sel, as work grew scarce, and- wages declined., There
was a ‘great rage for watches at this time ; nothing as
cheap as fifty dollars would answer for a watch, and the
fashion said it must be earned by sowing, or braiding, and
not purchased by any rich papa’s money. This fashion
was introduced and maintained, as it appeared to us,
without any care for the suflerings and oppressions it
would cause. It was supported by many who desired to
be regarded as the aristocracy of Merrimack  Miss Puffit
followed the example, notwithstanding all l;er mother's
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. *
protests and entreaties, and her father indulged her on the
ground that other girls did so, and Bell must not act sin-
gular, or be outdone.

About this time, Mr. 1. Newton Puflit allowed h'is
daughter to give a great party to what they called the
elitc’of the town. Mrs. Puffit protesied aguinst it, when
there was so much suflering around them, und she needed
more means to relieve the poor she visited.  Furtherwore,
she said, they were not able to give such parties as Beli's
associates were making, and would expect, and she should
be very unhappy, if they went against her wishes this
time. But Mr. Puffit saw many reasons for crossing her
dear wishes. He regarded the affair from a worldly point
of view, and judged that nothirg could contribute more
to his reputation, or secure a better influence for Hickory
Hall. There should be an author and artist or two invi-
ted ; and if Gen. Buzbee, Prof. Bounce, the dancix;g mas-
ter, Dr. Mushroom, inventor and propriefor of the celebra-
ted Passamaquoddy Mixture and Killorcureall Pills ; G.
Washington Pinchbeck, Lisq., the Rev. A. Sweet Pretty-
man, and a few other prominent gentlemen, with their
ladies, conld be induced 1o attend, the affair wonld be so
m¥%h the more respectable, and so much more would be
donc to convince the world- that the word Puffit expressed
nothing of his character or fane.

A few members of the press should also be invited, and
their reports would be filled with culogy and exclama-
tion. “ Our gendemanly -host, his lady-like wife, and
splendid daughter,” would be mentionel, and cvery.dress,
every display, all the courses of the supper, and the dis-



Ok, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 195

tingnished guests, would be complimented, and this would
render the position of the family more certain and con-
spicuous, and hundreds would for the first time learn who
I. Newtou Puflit was.

Mprs. Puflit still protested against the party, and against
many of the guests her husband spoke of inviting, and
repeated, that she should feel grieved and injured if it
were given.  But all her arguments and protests went for
nothing, when another family promised Mr. Puffit that
they would give the next party, and invite some of their
Newport acquaintances, if he would take the lead.

This family were no particular favorites of that good
woman, but Arabella and her father liked them, and
sought every means to secure their alliance, and she was
at last compelled to yield her consent and hold her peace.

And as this family ranked themselves with the highest,
and took a leading part in many great affairs, I may be
pardoned if T introduce them to my readers. Their name
was Keezle : they were a nunerous family, and their his-
tory, if brief, is not without its interest and lesson., Mr.
Keczle commenced life as clerk of a porter-house in a
dark quarter of the town, and his wife sold cigars in a
corner of the market. By-and-by he rented a grofery,
and sold liquor and oysters on his own account. They -
were married, and he opened a liquor saloon and oyster
stalls, and she did the cooking for the establishment.
Their business was very prosperous, and finally they
opened a splendid house called the ““Mount Vernon
Shades,” and had full-length portrait~ of Washington aud
Lafayette on the right and left of the strect-door, with an
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aflable smile and courteons bow, pointing customers
into “ The Shades.” This place they conducted about a
dozen years, and retired (with a hundred thousand dol-
lars, and with the office of Sherifl, which Mr. Keczle's
party gave him,) to a magnificent villa just over the
county line, (where the sheriff’s sheriffalty lay) within a
convenient distance of the city.

The Keczles had a son at college, and their cldest
daughter had returned from boarding-school, (as “ Betscy
Baker ” did) “ with a finished education.”

Mr. Keezle was onc of your jolly-faced worldlings, and
at Brst he made me think of Santa Claus, as Clement
Moore describes him, and afterwards he reminded e still
more of a little alabaster image tith a squatted lump of
a body, a flattened head, and shining face, which the sea
captlains brought from India and set up in the Salem
museun. He commonly wore a cloak, wrapped it around
him with an air of prodigious conscquence, andl took a
lordly, rolling step, when he entered church. He smioked
prime cigars, and drove fast horses on the turnpikes,
tossing his change or ticket haughtily to the toll-women
as ke hurried like a whirlwind past, and always told them
to pick it up.

He was sometimes heard to say he “ hated the whole
caboodle of the clargy,” and yet he supported meetings,
‘and insicted on having a loud voice in all church business,
and T fancied that more than one clergyman rather courted
his faver, were quickly apprised of all” his afllictions, '
visited him, and were glad enough to take the tempting
sums he contributed to their churches. ITe wag not ofien ad-
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mitted to the circles of those who held virtue and intelli-
gence with their wealth; but all of the Puffit class of
citizens courted his society, and showed him very respect-
ful favor. It was fancied that he sometimes got a better
seat in the cars than a poor, honest laborer, or colored
man, but never when Conductor Olney (our superin-
tendent’s brother) had commnand. It was known that he
found better quarters in the hotels, met more gentlemanly
clerks ip the stores, got an earlier steak gt market, though
a dozen were in turn before him; was more frequently
honored at public dinners and mcetings, and was jostled
less rudely on the sidewalks, than many of his poos but
henest und intelligent neighbors who wore coarser cloth
and made less noise indhe world.

Mrs. Keezle was a tall, thin woman, with brownish hair,
and a blue and bony face. Her nose was high and
hooked, almost as a parrot’s bill. Her eyes were gray,
and were hungry-looking and deep-set.. Her mouth
was wide and square, and her lips would almost pinch a
pin in two. * Her hands were long, and blue and bouy as
her face, and her voice was as shrill as a guinea fowl’s.
It was said that Mrs. Keezle was far less ugly when
she sold cigars in the market, and that she had ac@ired
the worst of her present looks while performing the
honors of “ Mount Vernon Shades.”

The Keezles supported cverything®in their establish-
ment that any of the fashionables did, and were deter
mined 10 make the most of a worldly life. They were
greatly annoyed by appeals 1o thei* charity, and did not
like to hear of the cries or claims of the poor.
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They contributed frecly to the support of the church,
bui nothing seemed to oficnd them sooner than a begzing
sermon or a contribution box. Selwyn Downs never suc-
ceeded in winning a charity from them. They reminded
him that there was a poor-house, and he need not come
again till that was full. They gave next to nothing to
relicve the distressed in that sad year. They even in-
creased the oppressions of the poor. They were still beut on
gain, and a few vgealthy families kept them in courgenance
while reaching their selfish ends. They did not wcrease
our embarrassments, it is true, but they did much to dis-
tress the braiders, knitters, and seamstresscs. 1. Newton
Puffit, Esq., of Hickory Hall, bid up for cheap wark, and
Mrs. Kcezle, two of her daughtess, and their set, were
braiding hats for four pence, knitting stockings fer a shil-
ling, making overalls for ten cents, and shirts for twenty-
five, while poor, dependent women were living in dark
chambers and. starving, without work, or with work at
prices which would not buy them food and raiment.

I confess, I found it hard to be recongiled to this state
of things in a christian city. I thought in my mind what
a quiet, but no less certain and drenching Quaker storm,
the Buxtons would call- down if the fashion were intro-
duced in Salem. I knew, indeed, that Christianity was
Heaven's first-born truth, and there were hundreds of
christiaug in Merrimack who would have adorned a mem-
bership in tlie old Apostles’ church, yet when I saw the
Puffits, (Mt=. P. excepted) the Keezles, and others of their
set, -courted and petted by some of the ministers and
churches of our city, 1 fancied that they would have
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received Dives himself with a warm right-hand of fellow-
ship, appealed to his judgment or sense of prepriety on
many grave questions, submitted to his dictation, with ex-
emplary patience, and sent him to heaven at last in a golden
chariot all grandly arrayed with his purple and fine
liuen.

Encouraged and sustained by Sheriff’ Keezle and his
family, Mr. Puffit suppressed his wife’s rermnonstrance, and
permitted his daughter to give a splendid party. The
scason at Newport had just closed, and several families
and friends who had spent the summer there were invited,
with the Puffit elite of Merrimack. I need not detain the
reader to describe the preparations which were made for
that party, nor the sunptuous tables that glittered in the
lamplight, nor the costly wines and liquors that were
drank, nor the dances, or other amusements.

Mr. Puffit was said to have been disappointed in seeing
only two daily journals represented, but he should have
been satisfied with the reports which they gave. One of
them was headed,—* The Puffit Party !” and the other,—
« Newton Puffit, Esq., or the Sunny side of Hickory Hall !’
¢ Our host ”” was praised for his ““ unbounded hospitalities,”
and his * gentlemanly spirit and bearing;” and a glance
or two at his “ mammoth business” was not omitted.
His daughter was complimented—even her dress, her
jewels, her splendid hair, * looking like ripples of light,”
the romance of her “large, wstrous eye,” and “1ihe in-
comparable béauty of her form and features,” were de-
scribed ; and it was averred, * without being invidious,
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that Arabel Puffit and Clara Keezle were the Belles of
the Merrimack Ball.”

One of the journals gave a few items of the liberal
outlay which was made for that grand occasion. Afier
asserting that Mr. Puffit was “the Napoleon of manu-
facturers,” it stated the amount of the refreshment and
Japonica bills in round numbers, and concluded by saying
that these generous disbursements all went to restore the
equilibrium of property ; and this falling and rising of
the rich and poor on the scale of wealth, was an cteral
see-saw that kept the world in balance.

Another journal tock a diflerent view of the subject,
and said—* We are dubious about this see-saw keeping all
the world 2 dulance. The fast xanufacturer, who knew
no better use for his money than to spend five hundred
dollars and more on nisinglc party, is in one of the scales ;
the editor of the Eagle, with a two thousand dollar office,
in ditto. We also have nothing personally to complain of,
but when we look into the other scale, and see there a thou-
sand poor women, driven, some 1o despair, others 1o suicide,
and others to infamy, because they cannot acquire, by any
sort of honest industry, the two dollars per week which is
the lowest sum with which they can keep soul and body
together ;—when we read the police reports, showing how
many poor children are driven forth from the cellars and
garrets of this Christian city, to gain, by means of vice,
their own and their parents’ subsistence ; when we know
and reflect, that not less than two thousand inhabitants of
Merrimack are to-day destitute and out of work, living
from hatid to mouth on public or private charity, and
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falling daily from want into erime, we find it 1mpossible
to balance the world’s good and ill fortune, as our neigh-
bor so readily thinks he does. The old Book says, (Prov.
xi: 1.) A false balance is an abomination to the Lord,’
and onr neighbor should be careful and not be caught using
that sort.” .

0%
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XXI.

Ix the meantime our évening-school flourished, and
Julia Warden was taking her pleasure from it, as from
society and books. Some of the girls commenced with
much embarrassment. When she reflected, Miss Mumby’s
tlorid cheeks turned pale, at the very thought of attempt-
ing to tread before her accomplishicd tutor. She had the
confidence to be quite familiar with Julia when she glit-
tered in her rings and flaunted in her ribbons and flounces,
but to read before her! ¢ O, murder ! cried Miss Mumby,
(using this favorite exclamation for the last time,) “1I
shall show myself a dunce !” But Julia repeated her
invitation, and Olive prepared herself for the trial. She
went and returned encouraged, and Wit again, and
returned with still more courage, ‘and with such an open
pronunciation, and such a full, clear, and pleasant voice,
in lieu of her old affectations, you would scarce have
recognized her speech. - S

Anna Logan needed not to have blushed at all to begin
with Julis .Good reading and thinking, good prose aud
poelry, she had in her, and all there was to do was 1o
teach it the art of expression. Julia Warden had a key
to unlo(’};l\:ﬁ'her treasure-holding nature, and she gave her
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encouraging lessons. Anna swallowed them all, as I have
scen a caged canary swallow sceds and water after a
day’s neglect. Anna astonished her tutor by her progress,
and when six months expired, she was the first on hand
at the Book Society, and having no notion of paying a
fine, she slipped a composition into Julia's hand. )

The project of a manuscript periodical was discussed,
and it received great favor. We decided that it should be
a quarterly. Julia Warden was requested to occupy the
editorial chair, but she declining, Agnes Newman was
persuaded to take it, with the understanding that Julia
should assist her. It was to contain the value of four
letter-sheets, and be read by the president. We called it
the “ Garden.” We hoped that on quarter-nights we
might find it dressed and blooming with not unsightly
flowers.

Our hopes were very well fulfilled. The evening of the
first number came, and Julia's parlor was filled with
members and guests. The “ Garden” was the subject
of entertainment for the night. Agnes thought her part
must be doneass daintily as possible, and she had four
elegant letter-sheets tied with a blue ribbon, on which
were written her brief editorials, and wafered the con-
tributions. She asked her assistant to read it. For
lovers of beauty, it was delightful to gaze on the bril- .
liant Julia, as she received the *Garden,” and took
her chair to read. She appeared ‘quite majestic when
scated, the bloom on her cheek wae kindled up to its
warmest glow, the white jessamine, as usual, adorned her
hair, and the beautiful thoughts shone in those clear znd
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liquid eyes, more brightly than * bottom-agates.” Lovers
of music were thrilled by her voice, and the whole party
sat hushed as in a trance, while she read the “ (Gar-
den.” The editor’s greeting came first; then I had an
apology for a story on the “ Restored Convict.” Then
came a careless and clumsy skeich from Milly Dorlon.
Then Julia’s essay appeared. Then Agnes’ piece was
read. Then Anna Logan heard her article, and she
blushed and grew pale by turns, with hopes and fears, as
she was thrilled with the music of the reading, and ob-
served the expressions of the company. Then came Mr.
Derby’s “ Apology for Labor,” which gave me a shock of
anger that 1 could not conceal. It appeared with stric-
‘tures by the editor, on the title and the spirit of the
theme, which all of us enjoyed. Then came a poem
from Fauny Olney. Then came editorials : then Celia
Downs had an article, and others followed. Even Miss
Mumby was not left hopeless ; the editor was encouraged
by her effort, and had desired to accept her picee ; but it
was blemished with too many faults, and with a little
friendly advice,_she and a few others me'told to try
again, and hope for acceptance nex time.

We never forgot that evening. Every impulse of
womanhood scemed to be aroused and inflamed in our
bosoms. One year ago, many of us wore ignorant of a
capability of the kind, and wondered how others could
weave their ideas into articles of such merit as these pos-
sessed. Now all hearts danced with hope, and some of
us thought it would be easy to become authors. Miss
Mumby took hope with us, aud that very night she would
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have given Auna Logan her choice of all her “tinkling
ornaments”’ in exchange for the ornaments she saw out
shine these in Anna’s beautifil picce on * Friendship,”
which Julia rcad in the * Garden.”

We were quite astonished with our own efforts. Were
thosc the articles we ourselves had written ? The words
were ours, with a few slight corrections ;—we were too
famniliar with them 1o mistake thern, but how differently
they sounded when set to the music of Julia’s voice ! And
her emphasis and modulations brought beauty out of sen-
tences which we had feared would sound flat, and gave
meaning to passé,ges in which we ourselves had discovered
no meaning. Really, who could help having hope ? and
who would not try te outdo herself next time? Who
would not abandon toys and tinsels, and retrench the ex-
penses of the wardrobe, to buy a little more paper, and
have three or four new books to recad ?  Who would not
gaze less at this onc’s bonnet and that one's attire, and
care less about plays and shows, and examine more closely
the crown and apparel of spring and summer, consider
the beautifulgstars, and admire the shows of God?
The party broke up, and Mr. and Mrs. Warden and Mr.
and Mrs. Olney declared they never had been more agrec-
ably entertained.
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XXIV.

AT our next meeting, we had reading and omitted
compositions. We had taken turns in selecting books to
be read ; it was now my turn, and I laid my book on the
table. It was a work which Mrs. Dr. Mushreom gave
me. I was at the doctor's one evening to ask for a little
help for our Operatives’ Aid Sbciety, and observed this
book in the hauds of the baby, who was tossing it gaily
about the roomn and threshing it on the floor, as if it had
been a rattle or ball. I took it up, and the first page
gave me an interest which the lady discovered in my
eyes.

“ What, pray, have you found in that book, Miss Win-
throp, which makes your eyes flash in thaﬂ;v?vay " eried
Mirs. Mushroom, starting up with surprise.

“Why, beaatiful thoughts ;—the whole page is very
beautiful,” I answered with enthusiasm. “ And so is
this page, and I should like to read ¢ through.”

* Do 1ake 't along home with you and read it. I wonld
give it 1o you, i you would accept such a present.”

«“ Accept it? If the whole book is as fine us this 1
have read, I should trcasure it as a precious thing.”

“ How: - people differ in their tastes' Phebe Frances
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brought it home—the word ‘ Nature’ on the title page
took her eyes, and she thought she might be pleased with
it. But, la, T don’t wonder that the author was ashamed
to put his name to it, it is such a wishy-washy thing. We
tried to read it, but it was so dry and flat, after reading
Mrs. Rowson, I gave it 1o the baby. She is tickled to
death with it ; she hashad a wild frolick with its rattling
leaves, and has been cutting her tecth on the cover. It’s
a first rate tooth-cutter, don't you see it is ? It has saved
me the expense of an India-rubber ring. Take it home,
il you want it, and keep it, in welcome.”

I took it home and read it twice through. It contained
some opinions that did not equare with my own, nor add
at all to its interest or beguty. Bui, with few exceptions,
1 read if with a rare delight. 1t seemed the expression
of a thousand thoughts in my own mind which I had not
found words to utter ; and it described scenes and impres-
sions which I could not have attempted, yet, which 1
fancied I-remembered to have witnessed and felt. I took
it to the Circle, and it was now opened as the book of
the evening. .-

Neal Derby read the Introduction, and it was generally
mderstood. The first page, in particular, was spoken ol
as very fine. Julia was so pleased, she took the volume
and repeated this sentence as true and beautiful : « The
foregoing generations beheld God and nature face to face ;
we, through their eyes. Why should not we also enjoy
an original relation to the universe ?”’

Then Julia read the first chapter, on * Naturc.”
Several criticisms were offered. Miss Mumby liked the
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reading, “but for her life she could not get interested in
the story,” and Neal Derby thought it a little dry. Milly
Dorlon hoped it woyld interest her more as we proceeded.
But a few of us were animated as by inspiration. Anna
Logan was “all ear,” like the Spirit in “ Comus,” to
take in its beauty, and she cried—“ a body of my little
learning must be a dunce of a judge indeed ; but I say
for it, Miss O’Warden, as I understand it, that’s a web of
real glc;ssy silk, and none of your rusty linsey-woolscy.
Read that again about the stars, if you please, Miss
O'Warden. That’s a bit of beauty, I'm sure it is.”

Julia read—“If 2 man would be alone, let him look
at the stars. The rays that come from those heavenly
worlds, will scparate between' him and vulgar things.
One might think the atmosphere was made trﬁsparent
with this design, to give man, in the heavenly bodies, the
perpetual presence of the sublime. Secn in the streets of
cities, how great they are! 1If the stars should appear
one night in a thousand years, how would men believe
and adore ; and preserve for many generations the remem-
brance of the city of God which had beeh shown. But
every night come out these preachers of beauty, and light
the universe with their admonishing smile.”

Fanny Olney admired the passage on the woods. *I
thought you were reading prose till you came to that,”
sadd she, *“ but that is poetry, I'm sure it is.”

“No, it is prose,” replied Julia.

“ Let me take the book and see for myself. It 43 prose
in form, certainly, but poetry in thought and measure. Did

néne of you mind its lyrical measure 7"
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“] did,” answered Celia Downs, her face kindling
with the light of thought.

“ And sure Jdid. It ran round and round like a thread

3
on a reel ! eried Anna Logan.

“I can read it without altering a word, and make good
blank verse of anapestic measure,” said Fanny

¢ In the woods, too, s man casts off his years,

As the snake his slough,

And gt what period soever of life,
Is always a child.

In the woods, is perpetual youth.

Within these plantations of God,

A decorum and sunetity reign,

A perenniul festival’s dressed,

And the guest sces not how he should tire

Of them in u thousand years.”

The girls were sustained, and I called their attention
to the passage on ihe landscape. Miss Mumby thought
it silly enough, in a printed boek, 1o say,— Standing on
the bare ground—my head bathed by the blithe air and
uplifted into infinite space—I become a transparent eye-
ball.”” Celia Downs declared there was a fine suggestion
in the language. Neal Derby remarked that he might
understand it better if he stood on his head. George
Milbank admired the close of the chapter.

Fanny Olney read the chapter on ** Commodity,” and
Neal Derby rcad the one on “ Beauty.” He read it
cloquently, and began, from that instant, to take an inter-
cst. So did Ainelia, while others of the Circle enjoyed
the fincst pleasure. Fanuy read for the second time this
passage—* How does Nature deify us with a few and

cheap elements ! Give e health and a day, and I wijl
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make the pomp of emperors ridiculous. The dawn is
my Assyria ; the sunset and moourise my Paphos and
unimaginable realms of faeric ; broad noon shall be my
England of the senses and the understanding ; the night
shall be my Germany of mystic philosophy and dreams.”

I remarked that I should remember that thought in all
my rambles, and feel how wealthy I was with the assur-
ance of the author, that “ every rational creature has all
nature for a dowry and cstate.”

But therc was not time for all we wanted to say, and
the book was passed 10 Arabella Puffit, who had come with
an acquaintance without any invitation. She was some-
what vain of her reading, and was anxious all the eve-
ning to get the book into her hands and display her ac-
complishment.  She read, but while by her very emphases
we knew she did not understand the author, she made
such fashionable work with her vowels, and lisped and
minced so genteelly, her very s's hissed her, and her
audience failed to understand a word.

Celia Downs took the volume and was requested to
read that fine passage again. Several admired particular
sentences, while Milbank was struck with this: ¢ The
world is cmblematic. Parts of speech miligtaphors,
because the whole of nature is a metaphor of ‘the human
mind.”

I saw a world of meaning in the words, while Miss
Mumby rubbed ner eyes and called them downright non-
sense. And Arabella Puffit thought as much * a month
ago,” and declared she would have siaid away had she
kuown that shallow book was to be read.  But the volune
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required double the number of its own words to point out
its meanings and beauties, and it was passed to Agnes
Newman, who read the chapter on  Discipline.”” As she
concluded, Anna Logan cried, “I declare agdin, there is
more of his musical measure as you call it. For the
round world it sounds just as I've heard the wood-thrushes
sing,

¢ Nature is thorounghly mediate-—
* #+ * *

Man is nover weary working it up.
IIe furges tho subtile and delicate air
Into wise and melodious words,
And gives them wings as angcls

Of persuasion auvd command.’”

Other comments were made on the book, and Miss
Mumby read the chaptet én “ Idealism,” and ecried, 1
2ll not try 1o understand it—so there! It is unfit cven
for a baby to cut her tecth on.” But others admired.
Anna Logan felt more beauty than she could express, and
said, “Mies Muomby understands with her elbows, I
think.” Here Miss Puffit arose and went 1o the mantel-
piece, and interrupted om reading by criticising a pair of
marble busts. “I have a better pair of busts for my
mantel—g pair of splendid fancy pieces,” said she, ad-
dressing Miss Warden ; “and they make yours look tame
enough, Jule.”

“ Mine suit me very well,” replied Miss Warden.

“This one is tolerable—but why didn't you get two
alike while,you were about it ?” continued Arabella, toss-
ing about as if on elliptic springs, and g'ancing often into
the mirror. '
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“One Shakespeare is enough for one shelf, is it not,
Miss Puflit?” replied Miss Warden.

“QOho! it’s a Shakespeare, then, is it ?” cried Arabella ;
I thought it was a fancy piece. 1f I was going to select
a real character, I would have a Napolcon by all means,
as pa wanted me to when I got mine. But what old
womnan is this to match your Shakespeare? How she
puckers down her mouth! How silly her hair is cut!
Pray who do you call her, Jule ?”

“1 bought it for a Milton, after I had read ¢ Comus’ and
* Paradise Lost” It suits my idcas of dear old Milton,”
replied Miss Warden, with anger in her eyes. -

“ Milton who?” asked Arabella, with a ludicrous air
of vulgar curiosity, and turned .again to contemplate her
beauty in the glass.

“1I beg your pardon—the poet, John Milton, Miss Ara-
bella Puffit!”

* Well, if that hasn’t done me brown! T thought it
was some old woman, and wondered, too, why you stood
her up there. If they both had pipes, and a mug
of beer beiween ‘em, I surely should have took ’em for
Darby and Joan. Buat I don’t pretend io have much
taste for these plaster things any way. “Whist be they
good for 7”7 And Arabella tossed and wngglb&*o her seat,
unconscious of the kind of amusement her eriticisma
gave. ’ s

Ner) Derly read the next chapter on * Spirit.” The
intetest of the book was sustained, and Auna Logun read
the last on * Prospects.”

‘We were all astonished at the progress Anna had made
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in reading. It wag apparent to our minds now that she
had taken private lessons. Her voice was as liquid and
musical as that of the thrushes she mentioned. Her em-
phasis and pauses were just, and a dainty dash of the
cunningest Irish brogie was the charm of her pronuncia-
tion. Anna paused and repeated this passage as she
rcad : “Infancy is the perpetual-Messiah, which comes
into the arms of fallen men, and pleads with them to
return to paradise.” Then she turned her blue eyes in
tears alofi, and after a moment’s silence, which aflected
us all, she exclaimed, “ As I have a soul, I'm sure he's
told a gracious truth here !”

“0, mercy, what a taste!’ exclaimed Miss Arabel
Duffit.

“T must confess, Auna,” said I, *“ that 1 cannot agrce
with you here. I hardly know what the author means,
but the word ‘Messiah’ is so sacred, I think it ought
never to be applied to any being but our Savior himself.”

“ But hear what I was going 1o say,” replied Anna.
“ True as I live, when little children with their innocent
smiles have ta’en sad feclings from my poor heart, and
coaxed me to lie down on the couch of their sweet warm
Joy, I n@'h’m been wicked, but I thought Christ was
in 'em all,.and. had made me a bed in heaven.”

“ Thete 18 nothing irreverent in that, and I begin to
think Anna"un#erstands our author better than we,” in-
terrupted Julia Warden.

“ Just only think, Miss O'Warden,” continued Anna,
‘ Christ was once a little white baby of a fellow, and 1’1l
warrant he had a laugh as tender and gay as a robin’s,
and a happy heart, teo, and gentle ; eyes brimfull of tears
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for every sad and forsaken thing; cherry cheeks and a
rosy mouth 1o make a lovely picture as your dainty eyes
would wish to sce. I shall have a bright dream of those
little Messiahs this blessed night—if it’s not wicked to
talk so—for the words in this book will open my sight on
a drcan.”

“] am rather pleased with the thought,” returned
Julia ; “ and, considering that the soul will progress in
perfection while God exists to attract it with his love, can
it be irreverent to inquire-if every little child may not
possibly rise in hcaven to the fullness of that stature
which Christ in his humanity exhibited on earth ?”

* 0, the thought is too gracious for a body like me to
soil with thinking. I would sogner look at it in an inno-
cent dream,” answered the beautiful Irish girl.

¢ The sleepy book has set me dreaming alrcady,” cried
Arabella Puffit.

“ And Mercy Winthrop must have been put to her
trumps to bring such a flat story here,” added Miss
Mumby.

“ 8o I think,” cried Bell. “I wouldn’t give Charlotte
Temple for a bushel-basket full of such books. It’s dry
as chips.” ' e

“T can understand Addison and Irvmg.h&tter, * said Mil-
bank, ¢ yet this is not a dry author, let
has =aid sone things that 1 held my very

“]1 have leamed a great deal by this ¢
said Julia Warden. . ‘

«“ And so have I,’—¢“and 1,” added a number, while
Neal Derby gave the hour of the evening, and the circle

broke.up.

fiversation,”
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XXV.

Ar this age, I was quite surprised, as I reviewed
my life, to see how I had borne its trials and labors,
and what attainments I had been able, Ly constant
and difficult eflorts, to make. Others could hardly have
shared my sentiments, for they kuew ot the loneliness I
felt, nor saw the clouds of degpair which darkened the morn-
ing of my helpless orphanage. Few persous knew iy
trials, or saw the obstacles that I had to overcome before
I could hope to conquer my discouragements and acquire
the little education and independence which I thought
would suffice my eager heart.

To others, no doubt, my attainments at this time ap-
peared indifferent ; with myself, they were the subjeet of
no vain pride. Still, I was sgurprised by what I had
cttained ﬂin my vocation, in the resources of womanly
independence,in the simple faculty of writing, in the
knowledge og ;%oks, in friendships and enjoyments; for I
remembered%i gad childhood—1I remembered the gloughs
of despond&'ncy 1 had passed, and the flinty summits on
the mountaiu-way of life that my tender feet had climbed.

1 was mistress of my work. 1 had a good physical
constitution, and had long received wages from which
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I made handsome deposits in the bank. I had friends
cnouglx,;aﬂer the ucglect of some, and the desertion of
others who could not endure my blunt ways, and with
whom I would not mix my individuality,—';l had friends
enough, and most of them were of the kind that I could
admit to the closest intimacy, and give the full confidence
of my love. I had thoughts that werc my companions,
giving me happy days and a sense of self-reliance. I had
a sight which admitted me into the very sanctuary of
Nature, while many others, more fortunate in worldly
possessions than I, appeared blind, and searched in vain
for the door through which I entered. I loved books, and
had that faculty which cnables every true rcader to go
behind the words and commune with the very souls of
authors, and appropriate a part of their own radiance to
the light of his being. -
I had one friend whom I loved even more, that he was
a nature by himscl, and did not absorb my identity
while he attracted and won my heart. For Neal Derby
—1to tell the whole truth—my love at this age began 1o
assume the character either of a very fine pdssion, or a
full and fervent principle. I believed it was the latter.
¥or, although I loved him with a feeling whigh I could
not think of giving to another, and an- e'yéiﬁ saW no
scene of perfect beauty which his presenequl not grace,
yet, 80 well I thought I commanded my self-respect all
tlie tir i, I wonld not harbor a suspicion that he was my
superior. He was better looking of course, ‘and knew
wre than 1, but I did not feel that a union with him
f:)uld cxalt me in anything but ap_piues; and a mutual
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progress which he might share. I did not worship him,
and would uot have done &o for anything he could render.
I did not overlook his faults or errors; 1 thought I could
analyze my' sentiments, and know that if my love had
passion for its rapture, it was on principle that it reposed.

Derby scemed to return my love with the warmest
affection. Over and ovey again he declared that my im-
age was the subject of his dearest thoughts and the bliss
of all his pleasures. And I must belicve that his love
was earnest and sincere. Such attestations as he gave
could not have been feigned. But all the while it seemed
a passion, and not a principle. Still we cherished our
afliance as the most sacred tie on earth, and talked more
and more freely of our happy marringe-day. We enjoyed
ithe same visits with Nature ; and the same authors, and
read aloud to each other in the fields and in the house.
We cnjoyed the Book Society and the “ Garden,” and were
glad 1o see the progress which cach other made.’ We
attended the Lyccum Lectures and sat side by side.

And <his last privilege was most happy. To enjoy this
we were willing to retrench ihe expenses of the ward-
robe. We went with pencil and paper to carry away
what w% qg&],tld retain of every lecture. The lectures

toned g&?&uv%'mentnl appetites. They helped us to

understand the times. More than any other institution,
more even than the Pulpit or Drama, the Lyccum
spoke out, reflected, illustrated the spirit of the imes. I
never knew one enjoy that privilege better than Derby
did. He often expressed the wish that he might stand

before such audiences and hold them suspended in such a
. 10
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trance of delight as the cloguent lecturers did. For me it
was a sweet share of my happiest fortune.

We attended the same church. That also was a privi-
lege. Derby had a firm and rational Christian faith, as
it seemed 10 me, and he was well estcemed in the Church
of the Mediator. I atlended there occasionally, at first,
because I liked the minister, and though 1 was not satis-
fied with some of his doctrines, and my Quaker tenden-
cies recoiled from so many ceremonies as were observed
in the service, and 1 combated some of Neal’s opinions, yet I
found that they agreed with mine in the main, and finally
from choice I went there all the time, while several of
my friends attended with nue.

I began to enjoy Mr. Snowden’s ministry as much as I
admired the man. I liked his appearance, and yet there
was nothing about him of that smooth, faney finish, which
has given so many success. Some persons, nay, all [ may
say, who judged him at first sight, or when he was not
animated, or without entertaining his thoughts and sym-
pathies, called himn plain and homely. He was tall in
stature ; he had u pale face and spare features, with a
jutting forehead and bushy eye-brows. His hair was
gray, and he looked like a soldier who has pe%d long
marches and survived deadly battles. But.he: d well
enough 1o an actual acquaintance, who wi % sympathy
with his I:fe and ideas, and especially so, when emotion
lighted up hs benignant face. He was a noble. natural,
warm-hearted maun, accepting his sacred oilice, to become
useful to.mankind, and not to gain a character which he
did notpossess, and a position which he could not other-
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wise hold. He had a strong, yet sweet and sympathetic
voice. His face and eyes began to kindle with his first
words, and when in his happiest mood, a bright crimson
spot of the gize of a half eagle came out on each side of
his forehead, and blushed like a cherry, till he retired
from church. He preached extempore, and conversed
with his hearers rather than declaimed, folding his arms
on the bible at certain places, and talking like a father
to his children ; then rising, and with a fow simple ges-
tures, seeming to give them the bread of life out of his
open and liberal hands. He made no atteinpt to produce
tears ;—all conscious effort he rejected, but he scarccly
preached a sermon when he did not occasionally choke
with some sudden emgtipn, while his warm eyess flowed
with tears ; and so great was the sympathy between him
and most of his hearers, that their eycs freely responded.
He had some side appeal to children in almost every ser
mon, and if he was vain of anything in his office, it was
that children undersicod him, loved to hear him preach,
and clapped and shouted, and carne out to meet him when
he mude his pustoral calls.

I am not aware that Mr. Snowden often went back to
Jerusalem to denounce the Jews for selling the gall and
vhegu&m:i}wmased the anguish of the Cross, though I
know he abliétred that sin in his heart. But he often
denounéed men in Merrimack for selling strong drink, and
declared that those who put the bottle to a neighbor's
lips offeréd gall to Jesus, and repea‘ed the insulis of his
crucifixion. He did not preach against the tyrauts of
Rome and Babylon for enslaving the Jews, but he de-
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nounced the sin of slavery in his own country. He did
noi, preach a great deal against the old Pharisees; but
while he held them in abhorrence, he reproved and
rebuked their descendants, who were in that city and in
that church. He prophesied some, for he held that the
minister was to prophesy as well as reprove, and to keep
th® people in hope, while urging them on to the crusade
against evil. IHe insisted on having as much salary as
his people could easily raige, that he might indulge the
luxury of alms-giving; but he held that the jingle of
silver should be a part of the after music that celebrates the
success of a godly ministry, and not the reveille to tempt
a sluggard into action.

I repeat, I liked Mr. Snowden. better, the more I saw
him and heard him preach. But there were many in
his chureh who were bold to say he was not the man for
Merrimack, and just as I began to feel most at home
there—to .cnjoy his influcnce in my own life, and fulfil
Bessie Plympton’s prayers, he sent in lus resignation and
took himself away.

There were grave charges brought against him, and
those who believed them true could not well upheld him
as a minister, or refrain from treating him s a fallen
man. Ic was charged with Falschood, babbath"breakmﬂ
Tanaticism, Heresy, Laxity of cercmony, and“"Blasphemy
I ¢omfess 1 was much astonished to hear such charges
brought «gainst a man who appearcd so-meek and pure
as Mr. Ynowden, and I had some fear, at licst, thut liis
accusers might procare his expulsion fropn the niinistry.
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But when I heard the specifications, my fears were
allayed, and I still upheld my minister.

Specification Tirst :——Mr. Snowden had gone home
with a country fumily of his church, one Sabbath after-
noon, and while the lady was getting tea, her little boy
became very troublesome, and to entertain the child and
relieve the mother, he whittled out a top and set it spin-
ning around the floor, and causing the boy to clap and
crow ; and thus he broke the Sabbath.

Specification Second :—Mr. Snowden had said the Sa-

vior's denunciation, “ Woe unto you, Scribes, Pharisecs,
hypocrites ! for ye devour widows' houses, and for a pre-
tence make long prayers : thercfore ye shall receive the
greater damnation :” *was every whit as true of niodern
as it was of ancient sinners. Thus he was guilty of false-
hood. -
Specification Third :—Mr. Snowden had mixed up tem-
perance, peace, ‘2bolitionism, and kindred follies of the
day with religion, and preached them several times a year
-from his pulpit. Thus he was a fanatic.

Specification Fourth :—Mr. Snowden was an orthodox
ministetfand yet a rumor went forth that he entertained
some pqaﬁﬂifi 0pfnions concerning the devil. He knew
‘there was a devil, that is certain. He believed he was a
very compe}.ent devil, a very dangerous and deceitful
devil, but he was in doubt either about his omnipotence,
or eterpity, or he may have dropped the suggestion that
the common portrait of his inferna: majesty, which fixed
him out with a cloven foot and pair of horns, was not origi-
nally his, but appropriated from the Greck god Bacchus,
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in the same way that some of the Catholic images of the
Virgin and saints were taken from the heathen goddesses
and graces. Mrs. Keezle heard this rumor, I believe, in
Andover, while taking tea one afiernoon, and she drew
fromn the table with grief and astonishment, and could
not finish her fourth cup. ¢« That caps the climax !” eried
she, clasping her blue hands and looking up to heaven.
“If that is true, it is enough for me ; I'll not sit under
his preaching another day. 1 was tired enough before—
that is beyond cndurance. I wonder if he thinks he will
- convinee the church that there aint any devil, and carry
them away with his lies.”

«1 did not say he doubted the existence of a devil,”
answered her informant ; ™ he Yelieves that as firmly as
we do ; and would be an infidel indecd if he did not, in
these times ; when the proofs of his existence are plentier
than flies,”

« All the same, and just as bad ; and he might as well
not belicve in any God. 1 shall ask Mr. Snowden next
Sunday momming for myself, and if it’s true, I shall shut
my pew-door and go home. I'll not sit under a lie if it

" does cogue from a minister.” ‘-

Mrs. Keezle went home with a heart throbbing with
excitement, and published abroad the astounding news.
The next Sabbath morning she watched her opportunity,
und ae the munister entered the church, she accosted him.
“ Mr. Snowden, 1 want to ask you one question.”,

“ 1 wiil hear it, Mrs. Keezle,” said he, with a calrn and
gentle smile. I will hear it, and answer 1t if I can.”

“ Do you believe in the devil, Mr. Snowden ?”
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“ What, what! Mrs. Keezle-—what is that you ask ?”
starting back with a look of astonishment.

“Do you—a—do you, Mr. Snowden,—hem '—a—do
you believe in—the devil ?”

“ No, no, no, Mis. Keezle, I do not, upon my word—I
do not !’

“ Why-—who—what do you believe in, Mr. Snowden ?”

“ My dear woman, I believe in the Lord Jesus Christ.”

The charge was sustained, and Mrs. Keezle slammed
her pew-door in the minister’s face and went home, and
Mr. Snowden was accused of heresy for saying he did not
believe in the devil, and adding, at a subsequent time,
when sorely tried and provoked by his accusers, that he
regarded the devil as san infernal old reprobate, and he
had no respect for him at all.

Specification Fifth :—When Mr. Snowden married Mary
Ellen Pinchbecks he did not command her 1o obey her hus-
band ; and thus he was lax in his ceremonies.

Lastly, he was charged with blasphemy, because he

“went to Deacon Krummit (who was a liquor dealer) and
asked him—afier a customer went out of his shop with a
jug of rum in his hand—it" he weuld kncel down in his
closet that might and pray God to sanctify that jug of
rum to the drunkard and his family.

There were a large number of Mr. Snowden’s parish-
ioners—a large majority even, who were so friendly to him
that they upheld him in all these errors, aud insisted ou his
coutinuing as their minister. I confess ] was myself of
that number. But the minority hud it in their power to
render his situation extremely unpleasant, and he de-
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manded a dismission. His friends remonstrated, and he
persisted in his demand. He thought there should be
union to insure good success, and he could be more useful
elsewhere. They offered to leave the minority in posscs-
sion of their church, and go ofl’ and build a better one for
him. He feared that strifes and rivalries would continne
and interrupt their progress, and destroy that good chris-
tian- spirit which is the life of a church.- He counselled
his friends to be patient, unite with the contrary party on
another man, and let him go away. So at last Mr. Snow-
den preached his farewell (which seemed to us a funeral)
sermon, and settled over a church in Dexter.

Then came the trial of candidates, and the Rev. Mr.
Prettyman was heard, with the hope (although he was
particular to state in his letter to the committee that it
was by no means likely that he could be induced to settle
in Merrimack,) of becoming the pastor of our large parish,
and preaching in our beautiful house. If he did not en-
tertain this hope, I am sure he felt like Sally Smith in
the tender tale of * Ruth,” in respect to having a sweet-
heart, whom at last she rejected,—he felt, I say, that
‘“one likes to be axed,” and so he made his very best
effort, in hopes that a call would be voted the next morn-
ing, and in the next * Christian Envoy” it would be pub-
lished that the first Congregational Church in Merrimack
had called the young and gifted A. Sweet Prettyman to
become its pastor ; but it was not yet known whether he
would b~ induced to accept that very flattering ihvitation,
or eettle in Boston, Worcester, Plymouth, or New Haven,
where churches were anxious to secure his labors.

\
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Mr. Prettyman’s christian name was Alpheus Sweet,
after that of his maternal grandfather, as I was informed,
but he always wrote it A. Sweet Prettyman, and as it
was the manner of many to say this and that was a
sweel, pretty thing; as more than one young lady had
probably called him a sweet, pretty man, while recalling
his dear image or glowing with love which his eloquence
had kindled, it was thought by some that he took a hint from
this double adjective, and from his singularly appropriate
surname, and wrote his name with the first, initial, and
the middle and last in full.

This gifted young clergyman was uot indeed very manly
in his person, but he was pretty. He had black hair that
curled in ringlets all over his head, and fell down on his
elegant shoulders. ‘His eyes were not black, but they
were pretty, and their lashes were black and as long
and beautiful as ever were a girl’'s. His face was pretty,
especially with such whiskers as he wore. His mouth
was round, and his lips ruddy ; his chin, of course, wore
a cunning little dimple to match a pair of dimples on his
cheeks. He wore a wide and snowy dickey without a
neckeloth or cravat. He had gold spectacles, which all
perceived he prized; and he seemed to judge that he
could not have been ministerial without thé large white
handkerchief which he waved. His dress was in perfect
style ; his clocution was elegant, his gestures were so tasty
and well-timed, that shrewd Anna Logan suggosted they
were #ll made to match before he left his closet ; and he
had come from college, and what had he to fear ?

He appeared to know his audience at first sight, and

10%
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he trusted much to his choice and treatment of subjects
for success. For his first sermon I must say he had an
excellent text. It was this: «If the first-fruits be holy,”
the lump is also holy ; and if the root be holy, so are the
branches.” His explanation of the figure, first-fruits, was
so original and striking, I remember it, and remember
also how the intelligent portion of the audience smiled as
they heard it, and what a stream of warm compliments
he drew from their smiles. “ This, my friends, is a very
simple and a very beautiful figure when it is understood,”
said he, with the prettiest gesture of his left hand, and a
flourish of his handkerchief with his right,—* very beau-
tiful ; and it is necessary that I should explain it to you.
It is taken from the first fruits of the orchard. The first
fruits are the first apples that fall from the trees before
their time, in August or September : you call them wind-
falls.” '
His second sermon was still more wonderful to many.
He made frequent references to the iuterests of Merri-
mack, and ftequent appeals to the people, rich and poor.
He revelled aud rested on the musical sounds of his voice,
as I have heard a fine canary. He'put his hand on his
heart ; he rolled his eyes to heaven, and their dark, long
lashes lay fur up on his brows; he paced and courtesied
in the most elegant attitudes; he talked of white-vested
angels and their starry lyres ; of Paradise and its jeweled
walks and omaranthine bowers. He declared that the
blest would cat maona and drink ambrosia in htayven.
The flowers and trees, the stars and mountains, were
woven into webs of soft dnd smooth and radiant apecch.
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And all this cloquence he called to his aid, with all the
pretiy gestures “ made to match,” to shew forth his yiews
of the “ Mission of Labor.” But, after all, there were
many who were not won by his sermons. His eloquence
was too exuberant, his gestures far 100 nice and neat. His
ideas were not true to life. He did indeed tell us that
the pyramids of Egypt, the halls of Montezuma, and the
granite shaft on Bunker Hill, were all monuments of
labor: that Franklin learned a trade, and Sarah Martin
was a milliner ; and he doubted not that our great Martha
Washingten had turned cheeses and spun flax and wool.
He knew many wealthy ladies who were not ashamed to
take in sewing and knitting from the sheps. But some-
how he failed, as Mr, §nowden would not have done, to
deduce from these names and facts anything to inspire us
with pride and honor for our calling. We felt, as we
trusted his representations, that labor with them was but
a dreaded neccessity—a stepping-stone to honorable en-
gagements, and nothing of which they were by any means
proud. We thought it way no honor to the wealthy ladies
whom he mentioned, for, according to his preaching, they
did not labor with an houdrable aim. He rather patron-
ized labor, and apologized for it, than vindicated its min-
istry and honor. It"was morc on the submission and
contentment of the worker than an appeal to our man-
hood and womanhood, or to our selfrespect. It would
have separated, and not united the employer and em-
ployed.*

Some, however, admired Mr. Prettyman greatly,—* he
was so eloguent !"— g0 beautiful !"—so full of stars
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and gems !"—while, for many of the girls, he was the
subject of a good hour’s nirth. ‘

“And tell me, tell me—did ever ye hear such a
preacher ?”’ cried Anna Logan, as she sat down with us
in Mrs. Dorlon’s parlor, after church. * And were ye ever
treated o such a sweet dish of pinks and posies afore ?”’

«I thought he was truly eloqu'nt,” replied Miss Mumby ;
“ and how sweetly his glasses become him !”

“ Mercy !” cried 1, “do you call that eloquence—that
florid stuffl? What was it after all but perfumes more
sickening than wilted lilacs *—flowers without beauty—
foam without a spoonful of wine? What sensible thing
did he utter ?—what idea that was true or practical ?
Mr. Snowden flas enough in his head to set up a dozen
such dandies.” o

“ That ingded he has !” added Anna Logan.

“But how you talk, Mercy Winthrop !’ replied Miss
Mumby. I am sure Mr. Snowden has no gestures buit.
such as a gawky would make—shaking his hand above
his head, or smiting the pulpit sometimes with his fist.
And, beside this, they are too angular, as Newton Puffit
says. And you know his voice ain't half so beautiful as
Mr. Prettyman’s; and Mr. Preityman has such a sweet
mouth, and holds his handkerchief so gracefully! I'd
rather sit under him than a hundred Snowdens. I really
hope they'll setile Mr. Prettyman. I shall freeze to ice
if Mr. Snowden concludes to stay.”

“1 wi'l sign twenty-five dollars to get Dr. Prettyman,”
said a gentleman, who entered the room at that moment,
full of the eloquence of the day. “ Dr. Prettyman js the
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man for Merrimack. I b’lieve he’s a D.D.—ain’t he,
Mrs. Dorlon ?  He's the man for Merrimack. We want
a miuister that’ll wake us all up and fill our church.
Dr. Prettyman could do that thing! He'’s ben to college,
and they're all carried away with him in Boston. He
cxpeets invitations from Salem, Springfield, and Newbury-
port. He says there’s a bare possibility that he may be
induced to scitle in Merrimack, for he likes the climate,
and does not dislike the folks, We must have a pasture
that’s in demand, and has a repitition abroad.”

 And did ye say * pasture ¥’ "’ asked Anna Logan, as her
shrewd ear caught the mistake. * Did ye eay, ¢ pastare ¥’
Then pray, sir, don’t be giving us pastures of pinks and
posies. I'd sooner feed among thistles, and I would surely.”

« Sherifl Keezle says, “if we'll get Dr. Prettyman here,’
says he, ‘ to preach the reel gosspil,’ says he, “and have
no Jnoreé niggerism, or striped-pig preaching, or women’s

, nor any more o that gort o' slosh in our pulpit,
he'll sign a hundred dollars himself, and furnish the min-
ister a horse and carriage whenever he wants to ride.’
And I—tell—yowu, Mrs. Dorlon, there arnt no use o’ get-
ting one of your scrub-oak preachcrs into our mahogany
pulpit, there arnt.”

“ We've not heard a clergyma.n for a year,” said one
young lady, “ whose voice pleased me half so well as Mr.
Prettyman’s. And he’s rightly named, he is @ sweet pretty
man. And 1've heard before that the Keezles are very
fond of hun. That is a great deal, after all, {0 have
their sanction and support. He puts up at Sherifl Kee-
zle’s, and repor.t says he and Clara correspond. A sweoter
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voice I think I never heard. How gracefully he clasped
his hands in prayer.”

“ And did you ever hear such a prayer as he makes ?”
asked the gentleman of Miss Mumby.

* Never indeed !” replied Anna, snatching the answer
from Miss Mumby’s mouth.

¢ I don’t praise prayers very often,” continued the gen-
tleman ; * they are too solemn a thing to praise. But I
will say, that first prayer this afternoon was the greatest
prayer that was ever made to a Merrimack audience !

“I can asay as much, for it was made to the audience,
and not to the Lord,” replied Anna Logan.

“ Well, there’s no 'counting for tastes ; and we ought’nt
to criticise prayers; but if Dr. Prettyman can’t pray
Parson Sngwden into an ampasa.nd I’m no judge of good
praying, *that's all.”

“ Well, a swecter voice I never heard,” reﬂﬁhd Nigs

Mumby. -
“Too sweet, altogether, for a plain taste like mine,”
said 1.

“ And too sweet for mine,” added Anna Logan. “I
don't like a man all honey and flowers. I want some
brown bread and butter, and slaw, and baked beans, and
that sort of every-day fare, and not have new-year'seknick-

knacks for ever.”” , .
« But he took such an interest in operatives,” answered
Miss Mumby.

“ Yes, and he put all that on for the occasion, hoping
we would have him for our minister,” .interrupted Anna.
« That was all blarney, as you say of us Irish. His man-
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ner showed what it was. An interest? What do we
want of such interest? He would apologize for us, just
as if we were ashamed of working in a mill, and must have
cxcuees for being caught with our hands at a trade. We
don’t want a minister that takes us all for fools.”

“You are right, Anna,” said I. * If a minister comes
1o Merrimack and would speak of our industries, let him
take his silk gloves off, and lay away his glasses, and
eschew nonsense; and talk like 2 man. Let him charge
us to fulfil our great duties, ‘and honor our vocation. Let
himn not speak of labor as if| like vice, it pleaded extenua-
tion. Let him not instance Franklin at his press, Wash-
ington at his plough, and queens and ladics at their
necdles, as apologies for labor, and honoring it. Let him
say, rather, that labor honored them. Let him show, if
we are true to ourselves and it, how it will hondx-us, and
geMﬁr us.”

Mﬂ, something must be done pretly quick,” said the
gentleman, “ or we shall lose pew rent, and have to puf
our hands in our pockets again, or make up deficiencies
by assessments. I'm tired of Snowden’s hobbies, specially
his temperance hobby ; he’s wore that out and out. And
"ta’int gosspil. As Sheriff’ Keezle says, Saint Paul ad-
vised Christians to take a little liquor for the stomach’s
sake ; and Paul took a drop himsclf now and then, Kee-
zle says, and had to take it, to keep up his spirits, and
keep off the ager in the marshes of Greece and Rome ;
and going ® Rome, Paul patronized three taverns in a
single morning, Keezle says, and he’ll ;rove it from the
book of Acts. We can’t aflord to lose such families as
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the Keezles, Puffits, and Pinchbecks. Sheriff Keezle says
he won’t stand such things any longer, he says; nor he
won't give his money, he says, for such kind of preaching.
Nor he won’t go there to meeting, he sn)-vs, if they get
back Snowden. He'll tear out his quishions fust, and
nail up his pew and fat his hogs in it. Puffit, too, is out
with Snowden, ’cause he preached on the Widow’s Cry,
and give that imprudent Hickory Hall sermon. Some-
thing’s got to be done quickly, or we shall run all down.
And I say, and Sherifl' Keezle says, and so says Newton
Puffit, and Milton Pinchbeck, that A. Sweet Prettyman,
(I wish his name wasn't quite so sweet though) is the
man for us.”

But the impressions of Anna Logan were so general
among the operatives, and ‘the best families of the con-
gregation, that the Rev. Mr. Prettyman was nof invited
to preaeh there again that scason. Thei!
sigh that Mr. Snowden was permitted to
denly, and a clamor for his return. But the separnuon
was endless. He found a more faithful people than many
of his old charge, and the only comfort we could obtain

. was by settling the minister who reminded us most of our
plain’old pastor. 'With him, both Derby and myself were
pleased, and I continued to attend that church.
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XXVIL

T wiLL now detain the reader with a brief account of
my brothers, and of friends whom I have not recently
mentioned. I visited my brothers twice a year, and they
visited me in Merrimack, passed through the mills, and
made free acquaintance with factory life. Jesse con-
tinued to find an indulgent uncle and easy times. He
took an aversion to a trade while young, and he was not
compglled to learn one. This was a great misfortune.

H %dﬁ : hanical talent ; he would have made a ma-
e};irﬂﬁ, his ambition been prompted a little, and his
manhood aroused and encouraged. A trade would have
given him more force of character, and made hmx 1more.
independent.

But his will was left like a garden-pea, unhoed, and
with no bush to climb. It appeared vigorous at first, but
before the first blossom broke, it ccased to grow upward,
and, drooping, ran in a narrow circle on the ground. In
the same way his thoughts and tastes were neglected, and
now he was' almost as childish as at ten, and without
manly aims or resolutions. He had sometimes tended my
uncle’s shop, eating as much candy as he sold. He had
held a flag at the railway crossing. He had curried
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horses and run on errands for stable-keepers. He worked
a little on a farm, hammered a little in a blacksmith
shop, rowed boat for pleasure parties on the lake, went on
mackerel voyages, drove horse for ice-cutters, and just
when he had a notion, attended school.

He was still most amiable—a finer or tenderer heart
never beat in human bosom ; but it was an amiability
which made every little bargain out of pocket, ran itself
out of breath to get the name of being a good fellow, did
everybody’s errands for nothing, sacrificed his own 1aind
and mterest to give everybody a lift, to agree with every-
body and make him easier, happier, and more independ-
ent than himself.

Aud at the climax of this dispasition, he had, of course,
to be married, before he was nineteen. Mary Jane
Felt was poor and unfriended, like himself, and L
such an unkind mistress, and so hard a lot, 8
my brother’s sympathy, and he fancied it would s ot
on a flowery bank in paradise, to marry her; and the
‘sooner the union was consummated, after she was sixteen,
and the sooner she took her translation, the sweeter and
more enduring would be that little cosy heaven which
they would both enjoy. Mary Jane was in raptures to
be assured of such a dear world of bliss, and they were
married, and now they had so much love aud leisure they
were content to live in the smallest shanty.of a house,
without an extra bed, or three suits of appardl, or a taste for
seusibl:. books, or one great spiritual view or intellectual
pleasure ; and were jocund as a: ‘st of .wrens or

robins.
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I still loved Jesse, and his shanty would have been
pleasant as a palace to me had it been his own and the
best that manly endeavors could procure. I loved my
sister Mary. How could I help loving a creature so aflec-
tionate and happy? T loved them both tenderly, but
was gricved to see how their minds and hearts had heen
neglected, what low views of life they entertained, :h'ow
much of their being was in the senses, while strcams of
gpiritual life were flowing from their souls undirected and
ungathered ; and in what meshes of slavery, need, vexa-
tion, and gyief, they found themselves entangled.

I visited Walter, and found that my aunt pérsisted in
following out the course she had commenced with the
poor boy. And reared simid such influences, who can
wonder that Walter gave so few indications of maply life ?
Like s8kaf on a stream as he was, who can wonder that
he«‘wﬁhe whirl of every eddy? Allowed to associ-
ate “ vicious boys of superior individual power, who
can wonder that these held him in their influence, and
stamped their image on his character ? :

I continued to love Walter even more than Iﬁ)d Jesse,
He was the baby whose sweet meck my father kissed the ..
Inst moming on which we tasted the blessing of a father's
love. He was the little milk-white dove my mother
would have carried in her bosom to heaven, and whom I
had so often pressed to a heart that yearned to absorb
him. His Stl“ #hcreasing beauty touched me, and how 1
grieved when I found that I could not snatch him from
the whirlpool whick I feared already held him in its un-

suspected tide !
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1 enjoyed several of my visits to Walter quite well;
but the last time I was in Danvers I spent in tears, while
I carried home a burden of sorrow. Walter had too
much judgment not to possess a keen sense of right and
wrong. He was naturally intelligent, but, as 1 have
said, his will was weak, and he followed every current
and eddy near which he happened to float; and while I
was seating myself, on my last visit thete, a ncighbor
came in and informed my aunt that my brother and three
dther boys had been stealing money from merchant Sud-
bury’s drawer. The words went like daggers to my heart.
Those infcent hands did not look as if they could steal,
and, though I may have been very wrong, I could not
persuade myself to believe thatothers had not enticed him.
What to do, I did not know. Forgiveness of the crime
did not soothe my anguish, whilst I could not foel hssured
that this was his last transgression. I wouldel
have seen him shackled and taken to prison for a fz
I could have believed that punishment would reform him.

Ws‘ﬁq‘g‘ ran in pale and trembling with guilt and terror,
threw hithself into my arms, and declared that it was the

" first crime he ever committed. He knew it was no ex-
cuse for him that he had been strongly enticed, and he
even concealed that fact from us, whilst he frankly con-
fessed all he did, and pleaded that we might not grieve so
for him. He did not care what they did with him, if we
would be more cheerful, and take L promise of
doing better in the future. Intended truth'was ever a
promineat_trait in ‘Walter, and 1 behewd that he would




OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 237

strive 1o keep his promise ; but I knew that his spirit was
too weak.

It was a day of sorrow and mourning. But Mr. Sud-
bury heard the truth of the case, and came in -with an
excuse for Walter, and said he was welcome to the few
shings if he would never steal again. Bgfore I left, I
took my brother alone and pleaded with him to try haider
than ever to ba.p man. I promised to assist him in every
good endeavor, and'in every trouble. I left him a little
money, wiped away his tears, and parted from him,
cheered by a trembling hope.  Ikept looking back for ano-
ther and another sight of his dcar face, and Walter’s eyes
followed me until 1 passed behind the hills. :

During that visit I saw the Crazy Juror again, and he
fancied that he had just invented a perpetual motion, the
profits of which would enable him to fill the world with
schoW‘ and asylums, and give every poor orphan
mongf#notjh to raise him above want, and keep him
from temptation. How I did wmh that his wild fancy
could be true! as R

On my return to Merrimack, I thought of Gwrge Mil-
bank's error, and how I felt towards him for the oﬂ'ene'e,
at Friend Buxtons’, and merchant Sudbury's example
gave me a keen rebuke.

. Before I returnéd, I should not forget to say I also visited
Friend Buxton’s femily, and was present at Hannah’s
wedding. 1 wént over three or four days before that
happy evenf was consummated, and heard from Hannah's
own lips the story of her courtship.

“ Then you have concluded to marry young, they tell
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me, Hannah, and not to wait as long as you used to say
you would,” said I, as I sat down with her in her cham-
ber afier tea. “I conclude, of course, that your heart
has found its chosen matc; and who may he be? A
Friend, I dare say.”

“Yes, a Fyiend indeed, I trust,” replied Hannah. “ s
name is Seth Parvin. Thee’s seen his father and
mother at yearly meeting, Mercy ; they are Dexter pco-
ple. For a while they were for travelling with Robert
Barclay, may-be thee remembers to have heard, and
rejecting Elias Hicks' testimonies because he travelled
too fast. Thee never saw Seth, I think, for he was never
here iil thee went to Merrimack.

“I1 saw him, for the first time, at yearly meetmg in
Lynn, and I feared I never should be able to commune
with him in a very fnendly way. He scemed fbx be a
gazer, and 1 thought that the Spirit burned lqm in. his
“heart. We had a solemn time. The heavinegs of death
mmed 10 rest on the asscmnbly, and a Friend proposed
tgut ,ﬂ%the business was over, the men and women
Wtaﬁogether, and strive by mutual prayer to relieve
o ”* Ves of the load. Then we had a season that was
“':satli'sfr'a.ctory to every one, I think, but me. .

“Seth Parvin sat near me, and while by a glance

I perceived he was comely and gracious about his face
and mouth, 1 did not like the worldly gazing that he in-
dulged in  1le gazed at me, and I was disturbed, and .ny
comm inion was destroyed. 1 thought as I loft meeting
1 would ucver like to see him again. But does thee be-
ieve me, Mercy ? that very night both he and his parents
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came over to our house to tarry. 'We spoke to each other,
and he was very forward for a new acquaintance.

“] went into the garden to train a young vose, and
directly he came out and professed to think the garden
looked pleasant to him. Then he brought flowers to me,
and asked their names, and slood gazing ,Jnto my face
awhile, each time, after [ had given him my answers.
Then he asked to walk by my smde ; I thought I must be
friendly, and took his arm and walked with him a few
minutes. He pointed out different scenes in the land-
scape, and said they pleased him, and he should like to
dwell in such a home as ours. Then he told ‘me about
Dexter, and the woods around it and waters in sight, and
of his pleasant home and ,cymely acres. Then he asked
me whose testimonies I preferred, Eljas Hicks' or Robert
Barclaj’s. I answered, Elias Hicks’. He said he ajgréed
with me how, but once he travelled with Robert Barely$h

“ Then he asked me if 1 thought poetry was N
lous to read. I answered, George Byron's ig:fop SN ]
and so is Thomas Moore’s, and Nathaniel W ‘ ‘W',: i
Nuthaniel’s seripture poems are frivolous, forx#%
that man to make even good paraphrases’ af Sl
scenes and characters, whiok ,Are so much bettor as we
find them in the bible. These I consider frivolous, but
did thee ever read Bernard Barton’s, Mary Howitt’s and,
John Whittier's verses ? T asked. He answered that he
had read them often.. So have I, said I, and they are
good and fitable reading. Then I find, answered he,
that our views are harmonious, and 1 would like to ask,
. if thee would not think it suitable and proper for us to
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iet our affoctions on one another. I was amazed by the
juestion, and told him ylainly, that I feared we could’nt
walk together as the kindly affectioned should. I lefi
him in muech confusion, and ran into my chamber and
wept. We met again at tea and breakfast, and exchanged
farewells when they departed ; but I had no will to sce
him any more.

« After a while, I met him again a’ .yetrly meeting in
Newburyport. It was a solid satisfactory season, and I
found my affections much drawn out. Several saw their
way clear to bear testimony with great power. Seth
Parvin sat in silence till all had spoken, and I did not see
him indulge in one worldly gaze. Then he rose and
spoke. He spoke against standing still in Zion, and apart
from: the interests of the sinful and suffering world. He
'unke for the prisoner and slave. He spoke for peace
pod will among nations and men. Hé Jeoked
jligs to me than ever before.. My prejudidés van-
J4ieart was drawn towards him. I said to
¥e-Lord and thee are willing, I can call thee

ekt - lhook hands after meeting, “and I suppose he saw
that sty ‘views were change® He asked me, that after-
noorf, to walk with him. I consented.” He said he felt
that it would be proper for us to exchange the single for
the married state, and asked if I could not travel with
him now. T answered that such a’ thing might be. _ And
be his wife ? I gave him a rose I held in my‘hmﬂ and
he took my silence for assent. Our promises were ex-
changed, agnd our union has been perfecied. Thee must
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stay, Mercy, and see our marriage accomplished at a sol-
emn meeling of Friends next First day.”

I staid and saw her marriage accompluhed, with Seth
Parvin, of Dexter, and*7 thought him ve'w,mmely, and
in every way suited to be Hannah Buxton’s husband.

11 '
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XXVIL

1 nnr’amn to Merrimack, and .as 1 entered Mrs.
Dorlon’s “parlor, I was surprised with unexpected news.
Several friends were there to welcome me, and every face
announced the news with smiles of joy before a word was
spoken. It concerned Neal Derby. He had been sud-
denly called to Boston, and what could I imagine it was
for ? 1 could not imagine, and they told me an uncle of
his had died and left him fifiy thousand dollars. * What
do I hear ?” cried I. The words were repeated.

“It is true—true as the bible;’ added Miss Mmby "

- and now you'll be a great lady, as Neal's last mds
vere, ,!\M‘ercy shall be a lady, for I will make her one.’
i "‘."“‘ Nn more of a lady than she is now, 1'm sure,” replied
Anna’ Logan, with a flash of innocent anger. * What
. indeed can & few dollars do,—what can fifty thousand do,
pray tell me, Miss Mumby, to make more of a lady of
Mercy, or gentleman of Neal ?” l

“T hope it will not make a fool of her,” said George
Milbank, who happened to be in,

And though T liked his words well enough, nnd.;ﬁe.-
appearcd better to me that afterncon than eve? befére, 1
secretly inquired, “ What business have you with our
aflairs 1"
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“ There's a great deal in wealth to make a true and
happy lady, after all,” replied Miss Mumby, “ and I wish
1 had it and was above tending looms in a cotton-mill.”

They said I turued pale, and I believe it, for I‘quivered
Lke a poplar ledf, and sat down, unable to answer a
single word, while another of our aeguaintance came in,
and, dropping a low courtesy, “ wished me a wor}d of joy.”
Whereupors: Anna Logan cried, “ If Alice were rich, I do
bhelieve she would want no mortal body to go to heaven
who was too poor to wear silks and jewels, and go up
therc in the first-class cars. That kurchey, Mercy, was
for your riches, and not for yourself, I know. None'’s
gladder'n 1 that Neal's to get such a pile of gold, and I
wish you the sweetest joy; but tell me this—wouldu’t 1
be iusulting a friend 1o suppose she could feel herself more
of a lady,~—in the proudest home that gold can buy,—than
she [ml boen? 1It’s the clever heart, Miss Olive,—it’s the
lmﬁ‘ﬁng mind, and the Mmack of thinking handsome
thoughts, and acting the good, and noble woman, that
makes your finest lady of all.”

My color returned in blushes for Anna’s emavnga.nt
pmxse but it all went again when Mrs. Dorlon cume in
with her Marthg Washington airs, and repeated the news
with congratulations. Tor a moment I felt like a ninn)’ ;
then one single pulse of pride shot throngh me; then I,
feyred and gasped and trembled, and then all' thoughts
scemed 1q desert my poor throbbing brain. T sat and
rocked” and rubbed my forchead and gazed on the floor,
then I rosc and ‘thanked them for their joy and good
wishes, hoping, if such should ever be mj{'fortune, I might
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M +use of it. I gs,v; Anna a wet cheek and a
Warm kiss) ‘and went away sobbing to my chamber.
Some of the éympany were surprised by my conduct,
while Anna’s blue eyes kindled, and her impulsive and
too partla.l heart, prompted her to say, “I told ye Miss
“Winthrop was a born lady.” ~

1 threw myself on my bed, and, burying my face in 1y
pillow{{m!i'e.ved my feelings with-a flood of -tears. Why
I felt precisely as I did, I could not tell. The affliction
"at Danvers had" leﬁ me in the melting mood, yet why
should I not now weep for joy ¥

There was joy in my tears (I speak it not in self
praise ; heaven knows how imperfect I was in christian
love, having the > impulse often instcad of the principle ;)
but if T know my own heart, I was glad of the prospcet
of having more power to rclieve affliction and enlarge my
resources of knowledge; and I rejoiced at the idea of
adding to the testimony of others whom I- lmew, my
own witness that the truly affluent are lowly and
loving as the poor, and feel humbled, rather than exalted,
by the responsibility of worldly wealth.

After that, for an hour, I believe, I set my dull fancy to
work, and built a pretty air-castle or two, and figured myself
at its door distributing alms to the Pposg, or mewmg them
to its refuge, or somethmg of the lmfa and, Jhis prompts
me mow 1o’consider how much Q;mer it is fbr tmyto
“plan fine charitics, and deceive us with the d ;hLat
we are doing this and that benevolent thing for tlie needy,
than for the will and hand to accemplish what we plan
or dream.—And I rejoiced for other reasons, yet gricf



OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 245

mingled with my Joy, shrred up the springs Gf’feehng and
filled my eyes again with tears. With small’ discernment I
knew Derby better than he knew himsélfy- I koew what
w fine mechanic he was, and how happy he Fad been at
his trade. I thought of #he fifty- Wmnd bares and’
responsibilities his fortune would give him. - i thought of
the fifty thousand temptations it would oﬁ'er, ﬂxe fifty
thousand drops of fiery intoxication it ‘would " upon
his soul, and the firmness he needed .apd the strength of
mind and heart it would require, to gtistain himself now ;
and from the sadness of these thoughts, I know it would
have been a joyful relief to hear that it was all a nisun-
derstanding or a drcam.

1 was soomecalled to tes; but remained on my pillow.
Anna Logan was sent up with tea and bisouit : I drank
the tea, and asked her to pray for Derby and myself. A
soft, sweet prayer from Amia’s pure heart ascended to
heavein and soothed me, and I felt better. T then desired
to see Derby. I felt that I opuld not wait till he returned,
to unburden my heart of its pressing emotions. I dreamed
that night that he was d:;oted to open a chest for his
fortune, and whilst doing'it abutterfly flew out and alighted
on the lid; then it grewito a beautiful woman with
wings, clasped hug, bore him up to the clouds, and
diopped him, to” be dashed to the dust.
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¢ XXVIIL

Dersy was expected home on the next morning, but
he did not return imﬂ after the fourth day, and the time
secrmed an age to me, g0 great was my desire to exchange
with him “the burden of our hearts. But daring his
absence I felt the assistance of Anna’s prayer, and enjoyed
a serenity which I had Jeared I might not gnaintain. 1
worked on as‘usual,’s dmg;ng my old songs-at my looms,
and enjoying the vm fancies which that sudden turn
of romance had set ﬂac]nng through my mind.

Derby returned and called for me at Mrs! ’ﬁdﬂ‘ons
expecting to meet me in @ transport of joy, ‘afid was
much surprised to hear I had taken the event go”ccolly,
and woven my tasks of dotton the same as bbfore.
He had imagined that any joy would keep me away from
my looms. ItAwas an hour befors I was rung to supper,
and he could hardly restrain the impy xh}hxch prompted
him to v te me. - Yet, if I was st"tobf b 10’ work in
the mill on such a day, he would be cool onoﬁgh m 4&’
meet we there, e said he would return in, the"s '
and went 10 bis boarding-house. <

Im the evening we met, and oug meeting 'was quite
EPI?’ -Derby rejoicéd, even with tears, to. inform me
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that the fifty thousand was cértainly his own, and I had
far more joy than grief that night. I rejoiced to ex-
chunge with him {resh assurances of love. I rejoiced to
sce him so happy. Yet, I nmnaged to maintain the
serenity which he saw m me threef weekyago, and,
although he should have kuown m qQ meltto suppose
F could change my nature on such an: pccnqinn, and so sud-
denly, he was amazed at the indifference with which I*
regarded the event. He invited me to walk, and disclosed
to me his purposes. I discovered, th&t he was greatly
excited. His uncle’s large bequest had given him feclings
and ideas of happiness and greatuess, which Ffeared were
the romance of passion, and not the reality of principle.
or good sense. I repligd,to him -frankly, reproving his
extravagance, cautioning his Judgment and tempering
down the heated ardors of his- gind. He charged me
with too cold a heart, and too tuch of a ealculating
nature.. But our reproofs were all given in love, and we
retunigd from our walk with renewed attachments, which
we ggletmxly vowgd that death alone should sever.

1 returned, however, wi the determination to continue
at my looms until our masyiage. I conceived it the part
of a true woman to resist Qxe spirit wluch;l feared might
exalt my friend ghove theytrue balance of his being. I
was but one of Hifny in Merrimack who loved employ-
mentg--who admired examples of labor., I needed: still

-:ts disciplihd. I meeded its wages, if not for-my-
seiff my destitute brothers ; if not for t‘nem for a hun-
dred suﬁ&ren -around me. Suppose I beéame misiress of
all that 'wealth,-wbat more could I be than an humble
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stewardess of God? And since for much given to me
much would be required, when could I ever be free from
needs ? and when might plenty turn my hand from that
ﬁbm‘ which could earn food and raiment for some poor
child of God:2- X mfess, W Your, I can sce that

my senhmentﬁt}(u‘l suspect some may call it) appears
a little extravagant, but so 1 felt-and fancied then, antl it
ftvas no merit of my own that I did, for my mother in-
stilled these things into my young heart, and the Buxtons
fixed them there. I said to myself, “1 will not waste a
day; I will return to my work to-morrow ; I will add to
my earnings, and prepare for every future day, which,
how affluent and happy, soever, must be a day of need.”
But Derby would hm'e kept.me frora the mill. He
confessed that he had’ n%t to be proud of his wealth,
and his pride was %Wdéd by my course. He would
take a recreation, and’ wﬁen he returned to employment,
it should be that of a manufacturer; or, he wouﬁl build
a villa, and spend his time oversceing the decoratxoﬁ""ﬁ'
grounds. It would pain and mortify him, he said;, to
think of my working in the mill whilst he was enjoying
his delightful leisure. He would rather be married im-
mediately, aud place me in a splendid mansion; or take
me on a tour of the lakes; or of Eu 1 would con-
sent to.fhe- honorable, change. He coﬁmnded me to
quit the mill forever,
- Perhaps | was footish—perhaps I did¥rong in %&
%}ttmﬂ tv out or two of his wishes,"and obeying %ﬂ
comimand. But 1-was not ready for’ marriage. -The day
hud been set a full year ahcad—it was fisted ang,con-
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secrated in my heart, and I could not consent io chunge
it—whilst I felt that I must be'more of a woman before
I could be & true and happy wife. I was firm, and very
likely obstinate, and we parted. We M.m kindness;
exchanging once mors thé fondess s
yet we wore both grieved by t
ference. Derby quitted his trade without oaemony, parted
with his old companions, and commenced boarding at the
Merrimack House, whilst I gave an eager heart to my
old occupation.

A few friends were surprisod by my course, and sug-
gested that it might be hazardbus, as I xiﬁght fret away
the delicate cord which bound Derby to me. I was of
fended by the suggestion.” If that cord were so easily
freited as they feared, it wwwl-wns it not, to sunder it
now, although it might teu?:/hy ’hnrt! If there were
the possibility of change, how in'ﬁchd)etter for me to dis-
eovpr 11: now whilst he and I were free! 1 made no an-

o snch words.

Derby’s fortune .gave .him chnracter with many who
looked down upon him béfore, and admitted him to circles
in which he had never! expected, if he ‘desired, to ap-
peur. - There was reaﬁ romance ig -fhe ‘event which
chianged hlsﬁ'ﬁ d ané prosaio. as he said I was, even
I could dlscenf‘lf 3 that romanea lay around higiexistence

 Bd¥r-as the shnn@mng 4ris of beauty lies on a summer
#ﬁﬂnq)e, whenkindled to the softest and. warmest glow
hy’«‘%e mild midday sun: it gathered admirers around’
him;’ ‘and how could he resist the charms of fashion and
pleq_!iﬁ% which they oﬂiaretll'.'vb :
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We were invited 1o splendxd parties; we attehded three
or four in company. ° I -was plcased with some of
10y new aequamtunces, though I liked my old friends best.
Derby i mprgv ‘in personal appearance every day. A
‘month’s leigg wlﬁ more generous living ennobled his
manly air? %ﬁntamce, and he was a star aud 2
centre of aﬂﬂctmn 'whcwver he appeared. He was in-
toxicated with or and delight. I saw it the first
evening we weréd out together to a party; and the flat-
teries which funned him, and the attentions which he en-
grossed, broke yp the bEla.nco of his mind.
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XXIX.

Tue second party we attended, aﬁeﬁl)erby received his
fortune, was at Sheriff Keezle’s! The very last place I
would have gone to a year ago. I wept to Clara’s party,
and as we all have cxcuses for our little inconsistencies
I must be permiited to.offer one for going there. It
was not on my own, but. Neal's, account. By yielding to
his wishes on this occasion; I #foped to lead him by my
own on another; and temper ® Bpirit of his romance a
httla. ,and "restore the balance? of his better life. If I

“of - -my object, the mlore was my fortune or misfor-

¢ 16 I lost my bird bygomg ‘with him so far from the
ca.ge "and indulging his gby flittings, my error was unde-
signed as it was unselfish.’

I ha.ve barely alluded. to Sheriff’ Keezles residence.
It was a villa of a mixed ?rrecla.n and Gothio style, rising
ffom an e.uoHQg,re of twenty acres, and overlooking the
'ext;wulr a splefidid view. ‘Thére was something rather
i ppect of the house as we approached it,
W@standmg the vnlgar mixture of styles which we
ered and the look of counter.(bxf tichness and specious
be% -which everywhere nppea.red We perceived at o

hid'that it was new, althongh buried in green bowery




252 MERRIMACK}

and pretending to vast antiquigy? “and th% it was built
of pitie and hemlock chiefly; ‘&lthough it displayed as real
freevitone as paint and sandﬁ.gmld make. Still its pointed
gables, its dedkch its dormor windows, and wings
outspread miitong -4a¥k trecs, eugaged ‘my fancy, and a
thought ran through my head that if T married Neal, and
we built a%% would have something quite as fine.
The grounds, the!grges, 1he evening, charmed me, and I
entered the hou!’prepared to muke as much of the party
as I could.

Our hosts were jn théir happ:est mood. As I looked up
on the proud Sheriff; although he was dressed superbly, 1
at first thought of the u;,bg;ter ugage in Salem Museum,
with its bald, flattened he% - ghidl 3t great shiny lump of
a face. Then the « Monnt ﬁernog Shades” passed before
me; then I lef by-gonu7& Jby-gones, and received his gal-
lant attentions. AsJ frigtClara arrayed in her brqo;de a.nd
jewelry 1 remembered where most of the money Wikgyita
which purchased .them, and of the sewing she he
for Hickory Hall, to enrich their splendor. Perhaps
were envjous thoughts, but I could not help them : any ‘more
than 1 eould those which beset me as Newton Puﬁt and
his daughter entered. But I endeavored to suppresn tl}em,
and enjoy what I could of the company a4 %e night 5.

Soon after T mef ﬂﬁqe magnates% “was upp;ly
prised to sev M. Olsicy aind his lady el %nd I L
they. were surprised, if not slightly’oféfided with' ;
#ed¥ios for being theré? ‘and then whe should come .mM
ﬁswyer Aiken and his wife, with George” who
had formed  slight acquaintance with tho SherifftakiMr.
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Aiken’s oﬁice, and qgsuld ngt refuse an invitation, which he
had not expetted to receive. A large company was in
attendauce. * I had the honor for the first time of meeting
Prot. Bounce the dancing-master, and W as though
he had just stepped out of a band-bex,~. wﬁﬁy was he
dressed—and squared every nttxtuh m&’” swept every
gesture by some rule of grace or hie ﬁ: : beauty. Gen.
Buzbee was there, in the bravest haqﬂlg, and most gal-
lant smiles. .Dr. Mushroom, inventor and proprietor of
the Passamaquoddy Mixture and Killorcurcall Pills, with
his wife and two daughters, came ﬂoatmg and glittering
in as from some enchanted hall.¥ Thoy were followed by
M. Washmgbgn Pinchbeck, l,nd .one or iwo mill-owners
with their ladies, beaxﬁe;, otkers, whom I need not
particularly name. ., G . e,
.1 heard it frequently asserted,@lut the Keezle vﬂla was
never beiore get out in more hjllimt order. It was past
i;o‘n of reses, and yet the scent of these favorite
galed us on every, hand. There was a profusion
:;‘» in splendid lampg and in ‘all the colors of the
rmn'bow, glittering and fAfming upon us. Yellow and
erjmson in brass and satif adomed the windows. The
oarpets Were more Horid ﬂ&n a garden of hollyhocks aud
mgngolds‘ of Washingumﬁnd Lafayettc, Franklin
ﬁ Welufér, a&nyzd thé m@dﬁeces, and pictures of
h bﬁ‘w{h%fﬁp&ﬁﬂed charmingly. from the
{M:n The , thairs, and, ottomans blushed in orim-
Mﬂ;lvet and I dare say the malitels would have, heen
yell o BT crimson  to0 if mu;bm of these coloxs om,ﬂd
haygbeen found. ' The tables were loaded with costly
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luxuries which surprised my most mmﬁg expectations,
and there were wines and tordinls in one room for the
teroparate, and the choicest foreign hquors-in another for
those who indalged a social glass.

As soon as he entered the Yarlor, the Rev. Mr. Pretty-
man discharged his protest against the sinful fashion of
dancing, and, when urged to taste a glass of wine, or some-
thing stronger, he replied that it would be unministerial
in him so much as to taste what others might most prop-
erly enjoy ; but he would respoct the hospitality of the
house enough to gtepinto the other room and enjoy a glass
of cherry cordial, or raspberry syrup. He took a second
glass of each during the evening, as therq was only suffi-
cient alcohol in them to fweserve their flaver, and they
were so choice and fine. \

This gentleman had- & social word for many of the
guests. He was greatly taken up with httle Cas} Iggnlc,
and bantered him, took him on his lap, and
ries. “This littlo lad must be a muuster w
comes 1 man,” said M. Pretiyman.

“ No L won't, sir ; pa says I may be a lawyer, or keep
a big hotel,” answered little Carl, twining his leg around
Mr. Prettyman’s, and tossing the clergyman’s hand up
and down on his knee,

“What, my handsoms {flow, would'nt you like to.be &
mnister 7"

“No, sir, I guees I snouta'nt uiee to be-a prinuger;;
wisgters gote talked about, and has too many fussesdy %"

«¥@ot good and prudent ministers, iy dear.”
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“ Mr. Snowden gets tﬂkod about, and some call him
good.”

“ But ministers ha.ve such a plewmt, happy life, my
boy, I know you would like to be one.’

# No, sir-¢¢, I jest would'nt, neither,” answered little
Carl. ’ '

“ Not if you could have all the best psople for your
friends ?”

“ No, sir.”

“Not if you could always be given the best room wheie
you went, apd sleep on the softest feather-bed, and take
the libeyw of all the fine house ?"

« No, sir ¥

“ Not to have chnkon'ﬁr every meal, and live on
cake and pie ?”

« No, not «for chickens, ang ﬂkes and pies. 1 get’em
every day vow, and we’re gomg tohave ducks and smelts

‘w, and venison next day.” .
. 'ﬁ to get two thoussnd dollars a year, and have
preduts of cloaks, gowns,jslippers, lounges, easy chairs
a&nd the like, and know many love you 7"

“Not I. I'd ruther bd a lawyer, and talk sauce to
witaesses, and make greatjspeeches and get rich ; or keep
'8 big hotg.nq!d have nyy pweet juleps and eigars, as
fpﬁpa did the Shades,” wpid I"ttle Caxl, patting Mr.

ttyman’§ on the ufxook and dancing away into

] room, e gentlo divine turned and contem-
Wed Miss Clarissa’s charms with attentions which, xe-
mu;&l me of the famousJehsbod Crane, Esq., onde prin-
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cipal of Sleepy Hollow Schoal, whom Mr. Irving describes
as ogling Miss Van Tastel

M4, Olney seemed to be out of his sphere that night,
and what the rest of the company lacked in sense, he
wmade up in tart humor and impatient wit. Mrs Keezle
remarked, that “he must have dined on razors, he was
go dreadful keen.” He gave Neal Derby a shot or two
which brought the red blood to his forchead, and seemed
to pierce him through, whilst they wounded me deeply
I thought he might have spared Neal a little longer, and
seen how he passed his trial. He was kind and smiling
to me, (for which I did not thank him,) but#ig most he
said to me was m a whisper, that he wn"M ¥ had not
been disposed to show myself a fool.

They had grand musie, and scarcely &ny thing but
waltzes were danced the whole night. These were groups
engaged in conversation, and groups enjoying lighter and
louder pleasmeé. Mr. Poffit at last became weary of dan-
cing, and took a seat by Neal Derby, and PW a
play. Several pefpéhs were sitting near, and ong pro-
posed one thing, and anbther, another. Neal said, * Let
us have Charades.” Lawyer Aiken proposed * the good
old-fashioned Trencher, which they used to roll at country
quiltings in New Hampshire, aftor the dsneed out
their stocking faet on tlte stnded flogr.)! ~ George Milbank

proposcd Proverbs. Mr. Puffit ""'; Wtetharacted|s
that pla: . and George explained : * P ofien gL
ﬁ.ﬁ:pom but one. Send/he ont for a moment ; ta.k
famafliar proverb, give a word of it to ¢ach mdmdm}! it
the circle,ithen lead in the absent person, prcsentmn to
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. the individual huvugg the; first word, and let him go
around the circle in the way the sentence runs. He asks
each one a question ; the person raphes, and in tha‘g”ply
returns his word. He guesses the word, and studies out
the proverb from the. answers they.give. . +Jf he gets it,
he triumphs and sits down ; if he fails, he goes out again.
If any one reveals the proverb by the answer, he has to
go out,” &e.

They soon understood the play, Neal was sent out and
seveml proverbs were proppsed. Mr. Pinchbeck offered
one : “ Ous of fashion, out of the world.” Gen.
Buzbee of ‘-; another: * Faint heart never won Jair

Nt _Puffit offered another : Money buys

'what talenls fail to win.” These were rcjected, and
George Milbapk proposed one: “ He that by the plowgh
would thrive, himself must nﬂm' hold or drive.” This
was mepted and distributed ; Nou} was led in end

. guesed n on George’s own w feom the emphasis ho

fially laid on the wﬁrd “thnve George went

HRd a number of progarbrm proposed which

were fot accepted, andLn. er .Axken proposed a Latin

ong that he fancied they uld give in., pretty good Eng-
lish answers. It was “ §ic transgt, gloria mundi.”

He suggested that the one; hmmg the “‘word “ gloria,”

s}‘ggglﬂglf end it with an ah, i m mgmne: of street preach-

; 4 g out'; the< freverb was given, and
, "began his questions. ** Well, Miss
; w om do. you prefer as %muhor, Mas. Rowmn, or

| aer’” ‘«" H V‘
) Rowson, of edntse. ‘What do I know nﬁout.
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Frederick Bremer, when I mever wead Ais works? You
must be sick to ask me such a'queation,” replied Arabella,
with a, tiiwmphant toss of her splendid head, while some
langhed at the success of her answer, and others at her
mistake.

George revwwed the answer, aud passed to Lawyer
Aiken. “ What do you find in that book to inferest you "’

«“0,1 was looking over some of these astronomical
iables, and seeing when we should have another change
of the moon, or transit of the planets,” replied that gen-
tleman.

George reviewed the answer, and. pwed tg&thq next.
“ Miss Winthrop, did you notice the fieldgiiei
here to-night ? were they not fine 7 ;

*“Very,” said I, *but not a0 ﬁne as the hky’* 1& was 8o
clear, and soft, and full of gloria.”

“ Gloria. ——Glon-ak ?7 'gald George: “ what .ean that
mean? " You musl;bo slclgw— Changes of the mﬁgh e
¢ Glori-ah.” Bick '—4 i iges '—* glori-ah.’ Y
ghall net have to g Manday to guess that pro%h‘ i
I have it, * Sic trang glqﬁa munﬂz ? bat Idid nol: ox-
pect a Latin fqub v

After a while, 'plbverbs lost interest, and conversation
ensued. Mr. Puffit related a conversatiog e had with a
man who quoted to him, .* Iy Adam’ 2 3
as seripture, and .afler diuoymg Xt

d’, “ ITtpld bim Hle -would find ¢thdi
utﬂpf Pope's worka.”

!é‘%n ou - had fomm your old mifier,” sai 3

“ bank, with a mgunsh smile, -t the gontleman’s mwﬁ
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“It is in the priwger, isn’t it? Iswow, I thought it
was Pope's. But let's'have another dance. * Come and
trip it as you go, on tbe light fantpstio toe, as Grimalkin
says in Macbeth.” i

“ Why, Mr. Puffit, Jim Allerkm ‘did'nt write that
poetry, Jason Mushroom wrote it last-winter for a motto
on our ball tickets,” interrupted Clara Keézle, with sur-
prise.

“ You're ‘mistaken there, Cad,” said Ambellu Poflit ;
« Jason didn’t write it, he borrowed it from a piece in my
album, which Arthur Pinchbeck wrote, and I eall it first
rate for Apthur.’)

Here‘wmim&éﬁivas exchanged by a few of the group,
and sometﬁng was spid about “ L’Allegro,” and what
Milton might Be thinking,'if he saw and heard our con-
versation that night. . v ?

I endeavored to enjoy thd evémng especially after 1
saw: %ﬂ or four of my frignds thers, but I was most of
W‘“’Ino absent-mmde«% to “'@9& any thing but my,
H ts. I conversed with .Gigite. Milbank several
times, and observed thé. imjr v ha had made, botl
in mind and manners, m he ca.m gp Mermimack. 1
studied Neal Derby, and faw thdt hb‘"vﬁas greatly intoxi-
cated with the splendor #f the gcene, and. the gayety
y of thfgm 1 studied Neal, and
@ons which “he "gave of the confliot
gD hetrt I studied ona young lady
pa.rtmuhrly ‘than othew@t with envy, but with a *
igled pleasure and phin;Wfmiration and dislikel' It
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was Bell Puflit, who made herlgu'-flmﬂxar with both
myself and Neal. e

Two months ago, I had heard Neal Derby laugh at
Miss Arabel’s expense, while I was certain that she would
have spurned him, and called him what she did other
swains that she rejected— a gawky,” or “a clown,” if
he had presumed to offer his addresses to her. But a
wonderful change had come. He was now worth his
thousands, and was admitted to a circle which decided
the positions of many ambitious young men.

Bell continued the same wild and gay hearted creature
that she was when 1 first met her, and she was l.mprowed
in those personal lights and graces which I ﬁnd"% men
admire. Iler eyes were more lively now, ﬁﬂi eir dark
long lashes were quite romantic. Her hair was adorned
with Cupid's-darts and roses, and bound in a beautiful
fashion. Her brilliant orange brocade would have stood
alone on the floot ; her white ncck 'and arms and ﬁng‘em '
sparkled with Jewelry ‘%' every motion she made in the-
light. - Her finely chikeled cheeks: were cream .‘and
crimsou, as mellowly.blénded as ware ever those colors
on a rareripe peagh:l:.: Her lips were .proud and luxuriant ;
she had a round and . méjestic form ; and 1 can aflord to
do her the justice to add, that whilst her il life was in
the senses, and show and gayety were the.§ i of her .
heart, she had gained some mtelh 33
and even by books of late, and was not'dw
“the tenderness and sweetness of her sex.

Bell appearcd ocvasaonaﬁy‘to set.a romanlic eye on the+
Rey. Sweet Prettyman, ut ‘Clara's party, and the on

i strayger tb
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eouraged his ogling with several 'f;.scinating glances ; but
she also hovered around Neal Derby, ‘and gavoe him
marked atientfou. I saw that'éhe was beginning to ad-
mirc him, and would have rejoiced if he had only known
how to waltz, and taken a bout or two with her on the
spacious parlor floor. 1 was not jealous, I beg the reader
to believe, but 1 confess that my heart swelled with
strange emotions, and I retired to a pillow that night on
- which I found no sleep.
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XXX.

Davs elapsed, and I saw more and more to confirm iny-
belief that Neal and Bell were lovers. They fre-
quently met, and she cast around him such intoxicating
charms that his head at last became giddy,.his affiance
wavered, and he was heard to express the' v
might marry her and me together. . ;|
gined that he had never heard of me, and Arsbel was
his first and only love. Then he fancied me dead, and
hiwsel{ planting roses over my yet moist grave, and going
home with a sad <countenance to kiss an«l w'enr,, for a
lonely hour in his chajiaber, the slippers I had wroiight 3
roses with my dyimg-fiands; and, by—and-by, gettigggiﬁ
reconciled to his bateavement that he could weay those
dear slippers ontf’on the veranda of his hetel, and sit
down in mmpm;,. . with - hm coat thrown back on his
shoulders and his thumbs in his vest, Men;oy a mnld
cigar, and find consolition in kh
Then ald laves returned, and hq
Metey Wmtlu‘()p, and ca}hng m ;

and_ his hﬂaﬁ pented’ lﬁ}'ya ‘more. mmant:c bliss: - :
intoxications firgd and ‘raised him; a relapse !ﬁw,
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he pitied and he leved me; again he was seized with
new distractions ; and he changed his manner toward
me and demanded a dismission.

I discovered the change when it lurked only in- his
eye, or appeared in a stiffened smile, yet I concealed
my suspicions—] was going to say even from my own
heart. 1 hoped they were false, and desired the day to
come when 1 might be his honored wife. But my sns-
picions were confirmed, by his neglect 1o visit me on
setting out alone for his tour of the lakes. I knew of his
intentions, for he had informed me, and asked me to go
along. Bug, for a fortnight previous to his departure, I
had not Egglﬂnm, nor received a word. The hour of that
cvent I hadl! mﬂy learned by accident two days after, and
I was quite prepared for such a letter (if any) as he ad-
dressed me from Oswego. The letter was writlen; he
informed me, to redeem a promise made some time ago.
It was a long one, and seemed to ha.ve been designed to
m}lce me and cool off my aﬂ'ectmu, ‘while he “took the
h‘ii’ty to set before me amothgr objeet, for my heart’s em-
bracé.” : ,He touched upon fhe themis of first love, and
argued its “folly” and © ll.hhon” as eldguently as ever
he had protested .that first ldhe was- hea:verﬂy, and true,
and without chmge He did not elose withont informing
; t was mande before either of us

et ﬁnptuﬂs were conseera ' That * far belter
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men than hunself admired me, and would rejoice to make
me happier than he feared he could render one of my
peculiar nature ;” and, in short,—as others had written a
hundred times before—* whatever might be the resalt of
that letter, he could never furget the pleasure he had
taken in my society—that my love for him would remain
a bright spot ori his memory forever, and he should never
cease to esteem me highly s a friend, nor ccase to wish
me well.”

1 happened 1o be one of those beings whose hearts may
be more easily broken' than bent,—I must foolishly con-
fess, since he has passed 1o his account, and cannot be
flattered by my weakness,—and, while I-éxpestéd such a
letter, if any, its coldness froze me m.qud&&lyb"l verily
thought T could not survive. Tell me,.ye who laugh at
wy folly, for I am bravely over it now, and .no word of
yours shall wound me,—tell me, how could I at that
time have borne my disappointment diflerently, and made
up for all that vanished love? How could I have gone
to work, with the hand of a heartless changehng. sotly
untied the knotu of that sacred attachment, agd Tastened
my heart again to luly man on earth? The possibility
of the thing wak'a mystery which I did not try to solve.
Delirium or death at that time was easier for a nature
and for ties like mine. I spentmm my chmggkr
and in what a state of mind (undi- < - .
“athe; 1 leave the reader to imagin&¥%
of solitude and sackeloth ; for my pride eoon’;
“and I was ashamed’ uf‘;nyseIf that 1 had’ mm ;
desertion of one whow I ought to have Beét” thd “to
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abandon before it was too late. Then there arose a pity
for the misfortune of his fortune, and, O, what tender,
girlish love reached forth and snatched back his image to
my bosom! Then my heart throbbed with anger, and
my cheeks burned with indignation, and I was chafed
and insulted by the baseness of a soul that would attempt
such consolations for me, while he declared his love for
another ; (I smile now as I recall the perfect tempest of
indignation and scorn that my maiden heart was then
able, with so little conscious effort to raise, and what
smilings and what poutings rose in succession, as love
blew hot or_cold,) and I crumpled the insolent letter in
my haﬂd, ﬁat it to pieces, and paced the room, I darc
say, as roma.ntlcally and with as qucenlygpride as the
heroine of any novel. Then, of course, I melted down
and sobbed and sighed. I searched my library for a book
which might apply 1o my case, and express my mingled
emotions. I rcad Lady Byren's reply to her lord’s “ Fare
hee well,” &ﬁd found not my anodyne there. I opened
Qm s Sorrowa of Werter,” and shut it before I finished the
first’ chaytar. I went to Arﬁha. s talgie and took “ Alonzo
and Melissa,” but that wu intolerable, and I dashed it
on the floor. I took down Irving, and rcad with fresh
interest his “ Pri® of the Village,” but found I was neither
. ;unhappyenot\ ﬁmed A8 that heroine, and received
commm cage. Then a poetical inspiration

ot se,-a;:k Hialli it does most persons in that situa-
t @a 1 perpetmted three or four delightfully bitter
g ¢ On Map’s Ineonstanqy;’hund 1 remember cach
m' : éht lines of cox]nzmon metre, and begar: with
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“Oh ! and ended with *“Man’s Inconstancy.” And so
I ran on, pretty much, I suspect, as a hundred of my
readers (if [ have "0 many) have done at the romantic
turn of life; very soon relenting and pitying poor Derby
for his weakness, and for the sad and desolate.life I was
certain he must live ; and at last I tossed his detested
image from me, and, with pride and resentment, returned
him a merited reply. I had the satisfoction of hear-
ing that it axrested his romagtic progress, and made him
ineflably wretched for more than a week. But Arabel
returned to his thoughts, and his own pride compelled
him to seud me a cold and final answer.

He commenced his letter with a description of scenery,
which he vegtured to suggest I would heartily enjoy. He
knew I would not be disappointed in Niagara Falls, if I was
with the Eric Canal, or Montezuma marshes. 1If I canld
pass under the gataract, I was braver than he; but he
had no doubt my emotions would be sublime, if I main-
tained my balance, and did not tumble over and down to
the dark and roaring abyss below. (Perhaps along here,
as I read, I fancied for once that it would be a sweet
relief to go there and “ tumble over into that dark and
roaring abyss,” but 1 solemnly protest, 1 have not the
faintest remembrance of it, though *}g‘ suspect that
cruel Neal wrote the line to suggecf & tragxc jm-
pulse). From that he went on tg ihte. ifhe
it would 1ake for the rocks to crumbhﬂwgy?'m I?&
and *hat a deluge would overwkélm New q’&
Canada, when Lake Erie, Huron, Michigan, Su !
cven the Lake of the Weods came pouritig dgg@ thfbmh




OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 267

that rified gate of waters.” He sketched his impressions
of a book he had been reading, and of a play he attended
in Buflulo. Then came the long reserved subject of our
scparation ; and, afler arguing coldly its advantages, and
dwelling chiefly on the incompatability of our tastes and
tempers, he told me to go to him, if ever I wanted a
Jriead, (the word friend was in italics) and concluded
the letter with a prayer that my life might be one of
happiness, and death to me might be—
¢ The kind and gentle servant, who unlocks,

With nouscless hand, life’s lowor-encircled door,
To show me those I love.”

The last letler might have wounded mec more than the
first, but all the woman was so roused in mny.soul, I bore
it with a smile. For the foriner Derby I could mourn as
for one buried in the grave, but for the present Derby, of
course I felt by this time a very cool contempt, and re-
joiged even at times of clevated feeling, that I had not
been wedded to one so selfish and inconstant.
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XXXI.

1 wENT on my walks as usual, and thanked the blessed
stars as I paced the old mill among my jocund looms, that
1 had not been lured away from them. Instead of at-
tempting to hector me as one or two did, most of the girls
expressed a silent sympathy which comforted me more
than words. They hinted again and again the gladness
they felt that I had never been vain of the prospect of a
fortune which had relieved me of so fulse a friend. Julia
Warden was more than ever my dearest friend now, and
Celia and Agnes assured me in a dozen tender ways that
recent cvents had raised me in their csteem, and redoubled
the interest they had taken in my welfarc.

Soon afier I spun my poem on “ Man’s Inconstancy,”
I had a visit from.Bessie Plympton. She_heard of all my
troubles, and came 10 comfort me. - « Ah,tMmrcy, Malrcy,

yer face is lookin a'heap too pale m -, ) cried’;'dia,

after a dozen apologies for -intruding :xgnef “Ye

musn't take on in this way, girl, '8 %)w, m&&vﬁt
J

the way to git ved o’ trouble. I swge"ym opfuad:
and kink jer heurt’ll break, and oll that, buth‘! Y

trouble a right hardern, ﬂm to git over, *#Ye‘]}" _” UYL e
per as a wren in a year, see'f ye don’ t‘*anthhen,
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what made ye 1ake on so bad about a feller that thought he
loved ye and didu’t love ye none o’ the time. Cheer up,
Mairey, sich troubles is ouly a sort o’ mumps or meaxsles
that most everybuddy hes to hev. Cheer up, there's better
fish in the sca than hes ever been ketched.

“lknow jist how ye feel. It seem’s zef ye was lookin
at the world through a smoked glass, now dou’t it? and
everything was kivered with a kind o’ yeller gloom. I
know jist how ye feel; ye want to look at the moon and
make vairses all the hull time. Ye thiuk ye love him to
death, and thiuk ye don’t love him; ye dreamn /e's dreflul
lovin and then drefful false and hateful. I know jist how
ye feel ; ye want to read love stories all the hull time,
and don’t want to read’em, they make ye feel so bad.
Ye have a queer kind o’ hard-and-tender, sick-and-wal,
glad-and-sober, smart-and-foolish feelin all over ; now don’t
Yye, Maircy, and want to hear mournful tunes, and be by
yereelf?

“I know jist how ye feel. I felt so myself when Solon
Nuby (the slick tongue !) found out he didn’t love me’s he
thought he did, and traipsed right straight away’s he
could go and hed Susan Dike. O T felt zef my heart was
runnin oiit ¢’ yoy eyes, then I did, Mairey. I could never
gt ‘overit in- iﬁt erld, I said, and I'd run right away and
live-in the m’éat pounded glass, and die. Then

“how, &aer 1 ﬁ" #libver, and how the vairses run through
@ poor he‘gﬁ!i*"‘(ﬁ‘uus,' how easy ’tis to mnake vairses when

F X My sheen a little disappinted ! But'la, Maircy, ‘twant
I?yemtw IVM glad the feller left me, fur he left Susan
feelmm I,,nml I b'lieve it's a-sight better to hov ’em
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cool and quit afore than arter a body gits tied to ’em for
over. Cheer up, Maircy, and ye’ll find that this little
storm ‘1l only feteh a brighter sky and swecten the air
around yer heart. Ease yer heart a makin vairses; then,
sure, it'll never break.”

Whilst I was absent visiting my brothers, Dr. Downs
and his wife planned a journey to Philadelphia, and now
they beset me 1o quit the mill for ten days at least and go
and stay with Celia till they returned. 1 made strong
objections at first, but when, to my surprise, I was in-
formed that cousent from the superintendent had- been
gained, and there was deposited to my credi¢ in the bank
more than the amount of my wages for that time, I was
wounded a little in my pride at first, then a sense of their
great goodness touched me, and I yielded to their wishes.

They departed on their journey, and J went with Celia
and remained a fortnight instcad of ten~days. I never
can forgei the time I spent with that dear girl. Sclwyn
was still engaged in the city mission, and boarded at
home. Julia Warden was oflen over, a day and night,
and they were all genial and happy as a flock of sum-
mer birds. I felt that none of them had acquainted me
with half their goodness before. The trea.ted me as if

ing for 1y mother, I should have laswd
cups of somfort with my sorrow.

A finer season than that I never saw’ Thé ﬁ s were
still verdant as in M4y, for the aﬁcr-gl"a,ss‘ i € huy_-
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ficlds was in full bloom, and the banks of our bright river,
and the pasturcs on the hills “sfood dressed in living
green.” Dessie’s group of sunflowers waved like stately
palms in her little garden, and she sat and sang bencath
them, and no doubt thought, if not of the palm-groves of
her fathers in Adrica, of the shade she expected to find in
heaven on the banks of the river of life. The cardinal
flower displayed its scarlet coronal, and the yellow fox-
glove gemmed the road-side and starred the fields. The
pond-lily had just begun to whiten the bosoms of the
lukes and nod above the waters, as if giving glances or
gesturcs of encouragement or love to her less beautiful
sister, the yellow water-lily that rose and waved in sight.
The dahlias were all ogt, and the cones of the pine and
cedar gave's ‘“‘good smell” as ever Solunon tasted in
the gardens of Mount Zion. The air was pure and clear,
and the mountains secemed to have come down near to us
and cast their sympathies around us, while the sky wonld
stoop and retire at difierent hours of the day, and display
every tint and shade, from deep orange to a white and
glowing silver, as the different hours went by. The
fairest firuit and the finest books, a,n;l even lectures, that
year, were-in scason.

« Sclwyn had lap

N

; d ths,t a person g0 gracious in his looks,
o dnial in society as I then found him. Ile
was evenqummus and witty ; and such a deference and
tenderyiéss ﬁ ‘woman as he showed unconsciously, (while

o
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he disputed with us often, and candidly mentioned our
faults,) did more than I then suspected to restore my faith
in man. I found my aflections springing up like a rent
vine, and climbing around him. He was more than
usually attentive to poor Mercy Winthrop. He and Julia
joined us in our walks and pastimes. Two whole days
we spent on the hills and by the river side, taking refresh-
ments along, and reading aloud to each®other, when we
did not walk. We took long rambles in the woods, and
“ came to ourselves,” (as the little book on Nature, which
we read in the Circle, had promised,) and “cast off’ our
years,” and found that  perennial festival dressed,” ot
which ¢ the guest sees not how he should tire in a thou-
sand years.”

I desired, after a long absence, to visit the cascade I
had so learned to love, from the picture of beauty it dis-
played in view of my chamber window, and walking down
near there, one afiernoon, we found that a little cottage had
gone up, and a site of three or four acres of ground had
been fenced in and planted with trees, flowers and vege-
tables, and made already a pleasant country home. 1
was surprised by its appearance, for 1 had not observed it
before, and was still more so, as we called at the
door for a pitcher of water, to find George Milbank therer
‘He blushed wilh surprise, and mm% our gomg in
Then we ‘were introduced to his mothérghifia
old ludy with a musical voice, whom 1 ot e Miinom-
ber 48 baving scen years ago in Salem. m thﬁgﬁl
her home, and she and George together hat{ camed‘*ptm
chased, planted and built it, and they wero tm&eqmt and
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live together until death! ‘A capital thing for you
both, George,” 1 could not help saying, “and I am glad
you have succeeded so finely, only I may envy you for the
sceuery you enjoy.” We exchanged a few banters, and
nothing would do but we must all go in and take a cup
of tea. The house as yet was nearly all kitchen, and the
floor was without a carpet, but it was laid of smooth
white ash, and was so clean it was really inviting. Then
1 cannot say but we were tempted by the character of
the supper, for, said G-eorge, * Come in—now, come along
in, and take supper. What if you were net invited before,
we are just as glad to sce you. Come, mother was just
saying the supper would taste better with a table full of
friends to share it, and, you don’'t know what we haye
got. (‘ Why, George, you are rude,’ interrupted Mrs. Mil-
bank). I've been out on the hills, and picked a two quart
pail full of late blackberries,——the freshest, and largest,
and sweetest I've scen this year, and mother has made
a shor{gake as large as your apron, Mercy—(‘ George,
George, how you go on !")—full as long and wide as your
apron, and she’s going to split it and butter it, and sweeten
the berries with maple-sugar—(‘ Why, George, dv hold
your tongue ! they’ll think we never had anything to eat
before ")—-mnplwugar s the thing for that, and we'll
have such a W pie as you never W “before in )our
live? 9.

Mmy dear, ave you really done ?” inquircd
«WlMllW « are you done ? If yon are, I will invite
them in to tea We can’t promise you much, but we shall
be very-gfad of .your comp:t‘l;l’):%"and a cup of tea and
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some bread and butter may refresh you. Take some
chairs. My tea-kettle will soon boil, and we will not
hinder you a great while.”

‘We could not resist the invitation, and took tea with
George and Mrs. Milbank. It was a pleasant time. The
windows were all up, the air was delightful, and we
formed an acquaintance with that little rural home, and
with Mrs. Milbank, which we long held dear.

After tea, George and his mother took us through their
garden, and showed us their trees. “ You know this tree,
I suppose, that 1 have sclected for the avenue,” said
George. * They are not very large yet, but are fast grow-
ers, and will be magnificent ‘when about ten years old.”

* They look like button-wood,: said one, and * bass-
wood,” sgid auother. .

“ No,” said he, “they are the tulip-tree. See wha
an elegant leaf they have, what a brilliant glossy green,
and how beautifully scolloped. See here, how the leaves
and sprays unfold from each other. They ure Veryestutely
when grown, their sprays are 'elegant and bend like a
scroll, and a tulip-tree fifty feet high is the finest object
in a forest. It always reminds me of an elégant, stately,
perfect woman ; and far better than the weeping birgh,
it answers the' words of Coleridge—* beautifii] of -
est trees—the of the Woods.” g t 8w e Pi.ir
of black-walnuts';planted near the for e
silver birches, a maple or two, a «"sf’-.} 3
fine evergreens. George and his mother J i
walk to the cascade, and we returned, ﬁd: thy went
" with us to a lecture in the city. e

'
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One of the best courses of lectures was given, earlicr
than usual that year, and at the cxpense, chiefly, of
the factory girls. There were two on Natural History,
which intercsted us much. There were three on
Astronomy, given in a popular style, from which the
dullest of our number retired animated and improved.
We had one on he Dignity of Labor, by a clergyman
from Medford, who began with an apology, not for the
subjeet of his lecture, but for society, that it should
require a word to be said in vindication of a thing so noble
and divine. We had one on Howard and Prison Reform,
and one on Oliver Goldsmith. 1 think I never was miore
ingpired or enuobled by any course of lectures than by
that, or received ideasthat 1 so long remembered.

-

In company with Selwyn, (with whom I now felt that
1 had for the first time got acquainied,) we visited the
institutiong of Merrimack, and heard their objects *and
history explained, THe rgst of the time was spent in the
checrful parlor or on the beautiful grounds of my dear
doctor, and the time seeméd very short, though 1 stayed a
fortnight before they returned. They told me they had
not regretted my stayingiwith Celia and, Selwyn, for 1
hppeared as if I had been quite happy, and.my health were
& good ‘deal 1mm-,gved My heart did have its happy hours
and days, and the happiness was of: %hnd 1 expect to
tagteinhmaydh > v

-
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- XXXIIL

DerBy returned and resumed his old quarters at the
Merrimack House. I was told that he appeared far better
for his recreation, and affected the gayest spirits. I too
was better for a time ; and I know not that the reader
would thank me for what I might relate of a few months '
that followed. Of course there were times of excitement ;
there were accidental meetings to bring the hot blood to
my forehead and ruffle my peace, and 1 must have been
mofe than mortal to huve escaped an illness which I suf-
fered for several wecks, from an ®pidemic that prevailed

"in Merrimack. But 1 had faith and h‘ope to #it by my
bedside, and before I recovered even; 1 was convinced that
my illness came not without a blessing.

My friends were kind to me before, and I thought I
had been thankful for their love, but I have found theze
s nothing like suffeting to kindle the ardors of love, to
put bliss into smiles and joy into lympathles aud open
our hearts to thanksgiving. To me, € ?ﬁ'lnﬂ;ﬁem

at that time, 1o have been transfigured t iz

human beauty and perfoction. The whole e&ﬂo«im
Julia, Anna, Jesse, Mary, Walter—as they W,ted me
then,—each ready to bear iny pains,—each steiwing to
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outdo the others in kindness,—seemed to me like a flock
of cherubs just lighting down from heaven, to save me
from death and selace all my griefs,

As I recovered in the sunshine of this love, it appeared
to me that a new world was opening around, and new
sensations and enjoyments of a strange, exalted and spirit-
ual nature were rising before me. Walter was twice to
sce me, and 1o assure me how good he had been since I
-was in Danvers. Julia and Celia came in and read to
me, as soon as I could sit up; and after that, Selwyn
gave Julia and me a drive on the banks of the Merrimack,
and I remember with what keen satisfaction I enjoyed it
all. Assoon as I was able to undertake a short excur-
gsion, Lydia Buxton came with her carriage and took m
off to Salem for a visit of three wecks. While I was
under her care, the carriage was constantly going, and 1
was taken to Wenham, and Danvers, and after th#t to
Dexter, to see Hgnnalf“inder new home.

I jwastdelighted withgmy visit. I found my gentle
friend in a little rural nook, about half a mile from the
village, on the corner of a handsome farm which her
husband received from hfs father. They enjoyed a plea-
sant old farm-cottage, with innumerable out buildings, all
of the same Quaker style and color. There was a large
ereck about a quarter of a mile -away,~—an inlet of the
»®a, thut -turned a grist mill of which Seth Parvin was
M‘Qs aﬁr, and ou the other hand, an orchard
wltichi-soented the air with the fragrance ‘of its frnit.
We talked volumes, of old times. We had our plea-
sant rinbleh We went through the mill: we visited
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a room which Hannah frequently enjoyed, and swung
half an hour in her hammock, with books in hand : and
when we chose, looked out on the landscape that lay in
view. 1heard all about the progress and labors of the
Friends, and the testimonies they were bearing, the hopes
and discouragements they cxperienced, the * disturbed
times,” and “solid satisfactory opportunities,” which
alternated with them. I attended a fair of the Prisoners’
Friends. I went to yearly meeting. I wasin an excel-
lent state, I thonght, to receive and appropriate every
thing good and peaceful which I heard and saw, to iny
now plastic and renovated nature, and I returned to Mer-
rimack feeling at times on the way that I could not be
Mercy Winthrop ; but that seme other being more exalted
and serene, with a heart of chaster joy and more tender
sympathy had taken the place of my spiritual self.
I*esumed ‘my labors at the mill. Every thing was
real about me, and no tangible cm,gflmelmlcholy rested
"on my heart. But cvery thing ‘obked a litike: strgnge,
notwithstanding ; and there was something in-my feelings
which made it-seem almost like dreaming that I was
passing from earth to heaven, with a heart full of peace,
and with eyes full of tears. I wrote again for the “Gar-
den.” My articles were somehow recognized as Mercy
Winthrop’s, but Julia assured me with exaggerated words,
that while the hue of my former fancies was more liko
the bright sky of summer, my thoughué@ﬁ;,ﬁ;d‘; ‘2-;1;]‘;;5.
tinge and the pure and tender seronity of avtumn.. .
1 was again invited 1o parties, and now and then
made 10y sppearance with the merry. 1 sometities met
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Mr. Derby, but while his presence disturbed me little, I
had less enjoyment in pleasures that once were grateful to
mo. I mingled with my friends of the Book Nociety. 1
visited scenes of nature, and there found great delight.

And Mr. Derby seemed quite happy. He continued
his addresses to Arabel, and she was such a fascinating
beauty, I know not that Tought 1o have wondered at the
ardor of his love. I can well afford to say that she was
worthy of his hand and heart, for I began now to ficl
that she was more voluptuous in appearance than reality.
Passion, gaycty, pleasures of the eye, tongue, ear, and
heart, were so early developed in her, they seemed now.
to be possessed in innocence, and she gave her gay life to
them as a saint givesehis heart to heaven. She was a
lively companion : she had passed through the high
schools (notwithstanding she often ignored her grammar
and quoted history and geography poorly ;) she emjoyed
large cxpectutiowgglw-’rhd much of the woman.in her
nature add ispositions’; }xe gave her hls whole heart,
and she becaine his bride.”

I nced not detain the reader with any long account of
the wedding, though it was the preat event of the year in
Merrimack. The Rev. A. Sweet Prettyman married
them. It was rumored among her father’s customers,—
it was even printed in the papers and published abtoad,—
that Ndwton Puifit, ‘Esq., of Hickory Hall, gave his

Mﬁ%dal wardrobe costing a thousand dollars,
and a party costing five hundred more ; that ho built her
a splendid Tudor cottage, and gave her a carriage and.
horses .worth many additiénal hundreds, while Mr.,
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Derby (as it was privately reported) presented his clergy-
man with twenty quarter-eagles in a silk purse knit by
his own bride's hands. The happy pair received throngs
of company, and gave and attended parties. Time rode
on as if drawn by coursers of the sun, in a chariot
wreathed with roses, through airs of perfume, and over
gardens blooming white with flowers of gladness, beauty,
and love.



OR, LIFE AT THE LOOM. 281

XXXIIIL

LeET us now return to other characters. The reader
has probably felt some interest in George Milbank, and
may obtain some relief from my tediousness if I give more
account of him. I found it difficult at times now to con-
vince myself that this young man was ever the “ little
George Milbank ” whom [ first saw under arrest at Na-
than Buxton’s. He must have been very small, and 1
‘rather large of my age at that time, for it appeared to me
that 1 was much the oldest. I was not, however,
a single year his semor, amf he had fairly overtaken and
gone beyépd me now in aviythmg He was a large and
stately man as you woald™mot find five in fity. He was
nobly formed, and I must say that, except Selwyn Dowus
I think he had as manly and expressive a countenance as
I ever saw. His face wuj too brown to be called beau-
tiful, but I considered him fortunate, and even manlier
looking for having that dusky hue. His eyes were full
and blsek—exceedingly black and spirited ;—his fore-
head was.round and high; his nose, lips, and chin,
resetnbled the picture of Edmund Burke’s; and his voice
had become clear and rich in e.ery note of the octave,
and completely at his command. This I must say for
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Milbank ; and T may add that his meutal and moral por-
troit was equally engaging, except, perhaps, in a trait or
two, which simply rendered him' disagrecable to per-
sons of a different tnrn.  He was too fond of contro-
versy to suit many people ; and he seemed to have too
litlle mercy on those he happened to confute. He was
far too inquisitive as many fancied.  He was so ab-
sent-minded frequently that his conversation camo in
rapid showers, alternating with long and dreary pauses
that were tedious to endure. But he had ono trait that 1
admired. He was very respectful to women, when his
mind wag at home, and he scemed to practice the senti-
ment of Riclhiter, regarding all women sacred for his.
mother’s sake. e

His career, like that of hundreds of our self-made men,
would have given another bright page to our history.
He remained at this time in the same law-effice where he
entered in quality of a poor, b ’q}ﬁ.,potter, ‘sevéral years
ago. But he no longer perfortheds o same mentid]} duties.
He remained a porter not abo% 'fear ; but durifig that
time he was the porter in great efirnest, and would not
have been induced 1o act as anything else. He was
early and late at the office; he performed with' alacrity
every command he received, #nd stood on tip-toe, his
master said, while it was given. The office was kept in
the finest order all that ycar. His errands were done
with unfailing correctness and despatch. He ev’ﬁﬁ’ took
duties on himself that were not required of hin; tucﬁ as
blacking' his master’s boots, milking his master’s cow, and
doiné service at the house.
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At the same time his eyes and ears were always open
to calch ideas, and study character wherever he was, and
he never sat down without a book or pen in hand. By
faithfulness his services became indispensable, and his
intelligence and progress created such an interest in his
master, that at the end of the first year, the gentleman
admitted him o a clerkship in his office, gave him a
salary of two hundred dollars, and took him into his own
family to board.

During that year, I believe George found a great deal
of leisure time to study and attend lectures and the de-
bating club. Mr. Aiken gave him lessons to study, prob-
lems in mathematics to solve, and books to read, while
he called in one or §wo of George’s ‘companions, gave
them questions for debate, and disputed with them, as
often as once a week. He discovered a talent in his
clerk which, Jhg little suspegted when he first entered the
office, lgd“enough to gef sweeping and errands to do.
He fougd.in‘the you‘ ofyuick and keen perceptions,
active teason, a free agid’ afcurate utterance, with a judg-
ment which few of the. better educated and more expe-
rienced possessed. In shart, M. Aiken discovered that
George Milbank had every natural qualification for a suc-
cessful lawyer, and he sent him to Mr. Murdock in Boston
for a thorough course in elocution, advanced him means
to enjoy & term or iwo at school, and took him as a stu-
dent, g&mlvcd 10 see what lie could make of him.

George had the faculty of getting the ideas of a lesson
and the substance of a book before others could have read
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them ; and it was scarco two years after he commenced
law studies for the profession, before he was admitted 1o
the bar, with the most cordial greetings, and gained two
or three suits in the courts, which made him quite a
reputation.
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XXXIV.

I wourp like to give as cheerful a chapter to every
other friend as I have given to George Milbank ; but I
must continue to weave many sable threads with the
brightest texture of my work. Amelia Dorlon re-appears
in a character from which I would have given the world
to save her. The tempiations of false life in Merrimack
were too powerful for her, and she yielded more and more
to their delusive influence. The passion for dress, in
which she had always beeg indulged ; her love of flattery
and favor, and her fondnéglifor gay and extravagant life,
increased. with her yedrs.. S

She was not without intelligence or a taste for worthy
books and lectures at this*time ; but a passion for vainer
pleasures predominated, andl it was with grief and anxiety
that her friends for the last few years had watched her
steps. She was still kind-hearted' as a child. She was
handsome in appearance. She still maintained her chas-
tity, although ber conduct excited scandal and reproach.
But she gave little heed to that injunction of the seripture
which warns us to “abstain from all appearance of evil.”
And beside, she contracted little vices which nothing but
true history would prompt me to record. She took ne
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step to secure that noble independence (so characteristic
of New England) which so many of the factory girls
maintained. She made no particular effort to rise by self-
culture to a superior spliere. She made no deposits in
the bank, and saved nothing to assist her mother. On
the contrary, she spent all her wages as fast as they were
due, on the vain endeavor of keeping up with the style of
those who had their thousands to- disburse. She accepted
the addresses of many gay young men who were pleascd
with her beauty, and yet had no thought of * stooping "
to anything more scrious than coquetry with her. She
preferred a dance to a lecture at any time ; and while we
would have liked to see her at parties and balls on proper
occasions, and during virtuous hours, she desired to go
every week, agd remain all n.ight.' She neglected mcre
and more the circle of her old friends, and seemed better
pleased with the emiles of some gay stranger than even
her mother’s love. #

After receiving and dismissing:a score of beaux, a person
made her acquaintance, who declared his admiration, took
her to amusements, and made her believe he was scriously
in love. But he was a young man. of wealth and fashion,
and it required more than Amelia counld earn at her looms,
with all that her mother could -assist her, to support_her
in a style becoming her new rank. She resorted to other
means. She began to borrow a dollar’ here and there
among the girls. Her lover continued his addresses,
praised the rich taste of her toilet, and eonfirmed her.in
the belief, that within a montlygr two, be would lead her
to the altar.
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But she must have a white satin dress for that occasion,
and how was it 10 be obtained? She had soon found
that borrowing would not supply her resources ; .she was
already tending more looms thap her strength well bore ;
she had no rich papa or uncle to solicit for a present, and
how in the world could the dress be obtained ? She was
natively conscientious ; she would not have stolen a book to
keep herself from ignorance, nor a loaf of bread, belore
she would starve ; but she smust have the brilliant satin
to adorn her anticipated bridal, and nothing, she resolved,
should balk her desires. So she visited several stores in
Merrimack with the determination of getting trusted.
But her character had suffered so much of late, no cne
would give her credit ior Ja satin dress, while no less than
three gentlemren offered to trust, her for a print or delaine.
Neither of these woull answer, and she went to another
store with the intention of stealing & dress, and returning
the pay as a case of consofgnce after she was married
and had a rich husband’s; purse at her command. But
stealing was entircly a new pmploymcnt and she returned
to her mother's without having a conscience o attempt
the fulfilment of her design..

The next evening she renewed her resolutions, but she
‘ound no opportunity to remew the attempt, and returned
\gain disappointed. At length she weut to Boston, and

alled down some fine satins on the counter, and while
e clerk’s attention was tu.ned another way, she slipped

rich pattern under her shawl, and, pretending not to be
nited, walked out of the sgre. But in the blindness of
er passion, she could not see that sharp eyes even on
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earth were watching her; and she had not been five
x?utes in her hotel, preparing to go home, before an
officer entered and arrested her, and she was lodged in
prison.

Conscience was now wnkened and she was over-
whelmed with remorse and shame. She was questioned
as to her name and residence, but, from pride and fear of
having her crime known in Merrimack, she refused to
tell. The questions were kindly repeated, but she covered
her face, turned to the wall of Ler prison, and gave them
sobs and moans for answers. The keeper’s wife came in
with a heart full of sympathy, and attempted to soothe
her and give her refreshments, but no attention could she
win. .

The clerks at the stora gnd officers of the police gave
various conjectures ooncerning her character. Her face
was so florid, and- M,was go fancifully dressed, it was
thought by somem was a girl of the town ; while others
supposed her an accomphce of a band of thieves; and one
or two were of the opinion that she had just ¢ome from the
country, and this was her first step on the road to crime.

Her mother and friends at home, you may well con-
ceive, werec alarmed by her long absence, and various
feard were exprossed concerning her fate. Mrs. Dorlon
begged that her ~absence might be kept from the papers
until a thorough search had been made, while George
Milbank volunteered to go to Boaton in search of her.

Amelia contiuned moaning in the agony of shame, sus-
pense and texror, and on th*nexx morning, and at the
following noon, she refused to take any nourichment, and
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to inform her inquirers of her name and home. The
officers were repeating their questions impatiently the
next afternoon, when Friend Buxton and Dr. Teft "hap-
pened to enter the prison. They were informed of this
new culprit, and passed to the cell where she lay. It
was so long since Friend Buxton had seen Amelia that he
addressed her at first without suspecting who she was.
She turned her face to the wall, and uttered a cry of an-
guish, which would have melted & Herod’s heart. He
paused at the door and held back his friend by a sudden
check, and whispered that he felt as if it were cruel to
intrude upon the presence of such grief. They both stood
silent for a moment, when Dr. Teft suggested that they
might win her conﬁdex;ce and soothe her, and do some-
thing for her.

Friend Buxton assented, appmchsd her gently, and in
the kindliest tone began, “ Wegﬁ "yery sad for thee, my
child. Does thee want a friend to wilk with thee in thy
troubles? Be not comf&tlesa. Thy error might have
been worse, and thce might have been more friendless.
Be calm, my child, and hear us. There is much hope
for thee, and we are thy friends. Trust us now ;—hush this
grief, and trust us, and s¥e what we can do.” The poor
girl swallowed her sighd, uncovered her face and_rose,
and with her eyes still on the floor, and clasping her
hands, sobbed out,  Have I a friend, O heavenly God?
1s there one to advise me or help me ?”

¢ Belive us, we are friends, and we will advise and
help you,” answered Dr. Jeft, his voice broken with grief
and the tears trickling dowlx% his face.
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“ May we know what thy name, and where thy home
18 ?”_inquired Friend Buxton, with difficulty.

“0, my mother! it will kill my poor mother if she
knows it ; and I cannot tell, she shall not know what I
have done ; T will die in prison first.”

“ But we are true friends; tell thy whole story, and we
will arrange it so that thy mother can bear the news.
Tell us thy story in all confidence, we will keep it, and
help thee out of this great trouble. Thee has a mother
then 7 .

“ And how cay,she live when she has heard of this?”

“ This must be thy first offence, and how did it hap-
pen? Some uncommon temptation must have moved
thee to it.” .. .

« 0, I have done wickedly,—I see now that I have "

“Thee speaks t g'wbut the wicked may repent and
find relief and friend& ™ Thy sin may not be so dark as
Mary’s, and she regented and was forgiven.”

“ Here 1 am in prison, sir, and what hope can there be
for me ¥’

“The Lord looketh down from heaven, to hear the
groaning of the prisoner,—he heareth thy groans, and
will forgive thee, and set thee on thy fect.”

have done evil, evil, evil,—but—1I have no excuse ;
I thought 1 had an excuse, but I have not.”

“ What is the excuse thec was gbing to give *’

“1 was not an excuse,~O, can any one help M)l!y
Dorlon **

“ Milly Dorlon ? Is that thy name? Then I hope I
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am an old friend of thine. Thee’s from Merrimack, I
suppose, and thy mother’s called Chloe ?” * .
“1am known, and this is Mr. Buxton !. But do not
scorn mer; O, do not tell my mother '—You never helped
one as low as I am.” '
“ Trust us, Milly; we are ti:y true friends, and we
would lift up the lowest, 2s we hope to rise ourselves.
But how did thee come to this?”
Amelia became more calm, and told her story in the
simplest truth. Friend Buxton replied to her, that she
had done wickedly, but he was glad that it was the first
ofience, and that in the most important respects her virtue
was still pure. He gave, her a father’s counsel, encour-
aged her, and promised that he would help her to the end.
Before these friends left the prison, George Milbank
entered, and added his assurance ;o what had been said.
George had resisted the temptuhﬁns before which too
many of his profession fall, and pregerved a manly and
sympathetic heart; and he was resolved to moke what
reputation he might enjoy, by maintaining the right, assist-
ing the weak and unfortunate, and delivering the op-
pressed. I was informed that he took great satisfaction
" in the assistance he rendefed poor Amelia. And, to con-
clude the story in a few words, Friend Buxton vxsxted the
merchant, and persuaded him to be gentle as he could in
the prosecution. -He also visited the officers of justice,
and gave Amelia’s history and prepared them for a mild
adjudication of the case.

George defended Amelia on her trial. She was fined
in a poderate sum, which he and Friend Buxton paid,
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and, leaving the parties in Boston pledged to sccrecy,
they returned with her to Merrimack. On their way
hither, Friend Buxton reproved and warned her. She gave
him the most solemn promise of rcformation, and he de-
livered her to her mother. As he left Amelia that night,
he pressed her hand tenderly, and said, ¢ Remember, Milly,
it is written in the scripture that * some of them shall fall,
to try them,and to purge, and make them white.’”

A few friends were made acquainted with Amelia’s
necessilies and new resolutions, and she wanted for no
assurance or aid which she did not prompily receive.

As Friend Buxton lefi George Milbank, he assured him
that it pleased him vastly to meet him on such business
as had brought them together the day before, and he was
persuaded that at such a rate the manly young debtor
would soon come out even with the world. And he had
been again and again rejoiced to hear what George was
doing for the fnendless, bhow well he had kept his first
promise, and he oftem*thanked the Lord that he did net
follow Mercy Winthrop's advice.

“ Ah, George,” he continued, “I take pleasant satisfac-
tion in these little christian duties; and yet, I believe, 1
am ofiener mocked than praised. They tell me I am an
arrant cheat, for that I cheat the. prison of its lawful
subjects, (which 1 have never done) and the gallows of
its victims. But thee knows enough to tell me whether
any one har been punished less, or has found an easier
escape, tucanse I tried to walk with him and prevent his
continuance in evil. The same jusiige. which would
punish every fault, should: not doom the offender to a life
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of sin, but arrest him, reform him, and teach him to love
virtue more than ever he loved vice. It is just in the
Lord to punish cvery sin, but it would be contrary to his
benevolent will to doom the sinner to perpetual trans-
gression when by a helping hand he can convert him and
lead him to holiness and peace. But to return : did thee
ever see a man or woman, George, who was punished less
for an offence because it was forgiven on rcpentance, and
a virtuous life induced? Was not the ministry of pun-
ishment fulfilled the same, and was not that painful
ministry a process of restoration ? They say I keep bad
company. James Kimball went off no longer ago than
last Fourth day and affirmed that he saw one wanton,
iwo burglars, and a ,pickpocket, at my table, and me in
their midst, conversing with them as with respectable
folks. The truth is, George, they.had all been to prison
and served out their time, with ev;ry sign of reformation,
and the chaplain sent them to me, requesting mé to help
them to places where they could féclaim their characters
and live useful lives without reproach. I was giving
them advice when James-stepped in, and he might have
seen by their tears that %ey were punished and grieved
by the very words which hssured them they had a friend,
and that there were-fiope and honor for them still. One o,
them sobbed and wept when I told her of & place where
ghe could do service for kind friends, and  eried, * O, sir,
"this is better than I could dare to hope ; but if I had
always been good, I might have been doing for others now
what they are doing for me, and escaped the shame and

v

anguish T shall carry to my grave !
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“ Were you ever deceived, Friend Buxton, by such per-
gons when you bailed them, or helped them ?—did they
ever rob you or leave you in the lurch ?”

“Not many times. A boy stole my watch once, while
I was taking him to a good home and friends, and I have
paid three forfeited bail-bonds. But this I must add,
George, the boy became sick as death of his bad bargain,
and in less than a month he returned the watch of his
own accord ; and two of the forfeits were sent me afier-
wards in letters.

“I had like to forget another case. It was that of a
discharged convict. He had been imprisoned for theft,
and served his full time, and appeared to be an alidred
man. I had him about me a week before I could get
him employment. I was careful to keep him from temp-
tation, yet he managed one night to empty my pocket of
a dollar or so in change. Iknew that he was the offender,
but treated him as though I had lost nothing, and all was
right. 1 got him a place in the neighborhood, and saw
him every day. He showed by his manner that he was
guilty, and cndeavored to avoid my presence; but I
sought him often and inquired, ¢ Aaron, how’s thee do by
this time? Feel no kind of a desire to indulge the old
error, I suppose? I am glad to heginithee’s getting along
so well. Shut thine eyes, Aaron, against all temptations.
If ever thee wants money, and must have it or suffer, tell
me, and thoe shell have help. 1 would rather give a
thousand dollars than see thee forsake thy virtue again.
I will not fear for thee, but I had almost said if thee
should ever be tempted to take what belongs to another,
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I should rather it would be from me than any one eclse,
that I might still hope to save thee, and help thee to live
and die a good and honest man. But I will not fear any
such thing, if only thee’ll let me know when thee’s
likely to suffer for need of help.’

“I saw that I touched him, as I had never before ; his
head dropped, tears wore®in his eyes, he groaned, and
passed along without making answer. But the next day
he came to me and confessed his crime like a man, and
told me how keenly he had suflered hls great punishment.
I rebuked and forgave him, He continued long to suffer
for the offence, but I know that Aaron Melcher never
committed anether crime. And I might relate other cases
of confession and repegtance.”

“That is indced eneouraging, and it shows a great
deal of goodness in poor human nature which is worth

s

saving.”
“Ay, ay, thee's right there, George ; there’s a little

spark of virtue in every heart, remainiug as the earnest of
redemption, and ‘ we are made all things to all men that
by all means we may save some.’ "’

I was touched in my hegrt by the part which Milbank
performed in this little drama, and also by this conversa-
tion. I could not: ‘givenrtﬁen dismiss the impression he
gave me when years agozhte stood a culprit before me.
Had he gnatched me from drowning waters, I know not
that Leeuld have felt quite as well towards him as though,
I had never heard of that single oflence ; but his conduct
to Amelia touched me, gave me grief for my aversion, and

made him lool better to me than ever before.
. L ]
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XXXV.

TiME passed, and I met more trials and overcame more
griefs. But they were small and few, for the course of
my rising life was smooth and bright. My brother Jesse
remained happy, and Walter kept out of that forbidden
way from which he had returned with a penitence that
touched while it consoled me. ] found that Walter's
character had suflered somewhat from the habits of indo-
lence in which he was indulged, and from one or two
unfortunate situations into which evil associates led
him. True, thosé who knew him best, still confided in
his motives as in the child-like tenderness of his free and
open heart, while they lamented his feeble will and strong
impulses. But somehow his eharacter suffered greatly
among ihe people, and many vicious things began to he
laid to him which he was incapable of doing. These
things gave me much trouble, gﬂ“& I clung to my dear
brother with all the attachment of a sister's love. I
thought I was improving him, and foundconsolation. .

But while the next year was passing, the very earth
seemed to weep for the crimes of men, and one crime was
committed which overwhelmed me with the crowning
woe. Poor orphan Walter, how had I ever trembled for
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thy fate! Thou wert so unfortunate in having that gift
of beauty which brought flatteries to thy ears! thou wert
left unprotected and ungoverned when such a wender child !
0, I have sunetimes prayed in my grief that the Lord
would take thee into his heavenly bosom before that white
neck of thine should wear the first faint blemish of vice,
and while those dimpled hands were soft with a baby’s
innocence! Was our angel mother permitted never to
return to thee, to bless thee, brace thy delicate feet, and
guide thy tottering steps over the flints and through the
thorns of life’s perilous way? Has she now no carc for
her darling? Weeps she no tears ?—breathes she no
prayers —offers she not her warm heart still to pillow
- thy throbbing temples >—or sces she the ‘consummation of
things—to know assuredly that
¢ The light of smiles shall fill again
The lids that overflow with tears,”
and is she therefore reoonclled to allour transient suf-
ferings ?

‘Walter's first offence was stealing money from Merchant
Sudbury’s drawer. For that he suffered the anguish of
deep and bitter remorse ; and for sorne time afterwards he
endeavored, as earnestly as any youth could amid such
influences as were ﬁ%? him, to rise to an honorable
manhood. But’ m&i" wo not have expected too much of
a tender lamb left on the earth while the winds of winter
blew, reared from its helplessness by one not its mother,
petted and caressed by all who were charmed by its
beatity .or melted by its griefs, and allowed to follow

everybody who had given it a crumb of love, wreathed its
13%
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neck with flatteries, or divided its one attachment into
hundreds of fond and capricious loves ?

1 believe, at this time, his conscience was still so true
to its nativeé instincts that he would have shuddered at
deliberate vice, and revolted at downright falsehood. 1
believe he was not naturally wicked. But, alas! for the free
impulses of his heart which had been growing ungoverned
all this time! He was often found in bad company, and
afier a while, committed another act of vice. This he
bitterly repented ; but when we all hoped he was fortified
against farther temptation, he committed fresh offences,
which degraded his character, and destroyed the confi-
dence of most of his friends.

My aunt Dorcas died, and Walter left Danvers without
informing Jesse or me of his purpose, and was persuaded
to indulge his passions and choose his associates amongst
the unworthy, whe ﬂ.@uﬁum and led him farther astray.
After that, a smﬁe glance could have measured his fall.
A party of gamesters in Dexter met him and decoyed
him into their dens. He became their comrade; and
after an attack had been made upon their establishment,
and while they were burning with revenge, the house of
an assailant was set on fire, and m my brother was arrested
at the door with a blazing torch #%his hand !

1 knew he had gone away, and made every exextion to
find him and bring him to Merrimack, where I was pro-
mised a good situation for him. But after tracing him to
three ox four places, I could hear nothing farther from
him for six months or more, when I received a letter.

It was written in prisori ! It was brief—it was traced
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in an agitated hand, and blistered all over with tears.
He confessed that his life of late had been exceedingly
vicious—nay, incxcusably criminal. He expressed the
deepest remorse ; he was in despair; and yet he denied
the crime for which he had been arrested. He related
many circumstances of hig life in that town. He con-
fossed he had been in the toils of the creatures who
swore revenge on that house; he explained why he
was out at that evil hour, and why he happened to be
found where he was arrested. He was aware that every
circumstance appeared to accuse him, and a denial of the
act could not gave him ; yet, for my comfort, and that of
our brother and friends, he sent us his*denial in the most
golemn words he could write. He knew that a case of
arson could be easily made out against him, and that the
penalty was death. .

He anticipated an early W begged {0 sce us be-
fore he died, if we would not feel pc tod by the presence
of one who had been #o wicked. He was suffering for
want of comfortable clathing, and informed me that in-
stead of the soft bed in which he had buried himself
every night at home, hé had now—so crowded was the
“prison—only the cold stone floor with a bundle of straw
to sleep on. 2 - 2

He feared that: J'elae eould not have a heart to see him
in that dismal celi 'with chains on his arms and ankles;
but, said he, *“ Mercy, you have more courage than he,
and if a sister can stoop to a trother who has fallen so
low, after all your tears and entreaties, O, do come and
speak one word to me before I die! Come and tell me,
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if you can love me still! Come and bathe my hot
forehead, if you can touch me now! Hold my hand
in yours once more, and tell me if I may be forgiven! O,
if mother were alive, would she not still be kind to
her lost Walter? Mercy ! she told you to be a mother to
us, when you‘beca.me a woman, and you have been all
that you could be to me. Will you not step into her
place again and come to my prison, and sit by my side
an hour? Come and see me,—may-be I can convince
you that I did not set fire to the house, nor intend such a
thing: If I can, and you at last forgive what I confess, I
can die without & murmur. I had rather die than have
you believe 1 would eommit such a crime as arson. There
is great cxcilement here, they tell-me. People are en-
raged against me, and not without reason. Some would
be glad to take me out of jprison and hang me on a tree.”
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XXXVIL

AN hour before T received Walter’s letter, I had review-
ed my griefs and trials. Tt was a gloomy hour, for it
seemed to me, that with all my strength and resignation,
with all my faith and hope, I had been more keenly
afflicted than any one I knew, and my sufferings had
been more than I cedld bear again. Then my heart
wandered away like a fond shei)herdess in search of the
lost brother, and the letter was thrown into my lap whilst
I was unconscious of the presénos;of the bearer. I knew
the superscription. I stripped the al‘l\fet half in two to
learn the worst. I glanced over it to catch all the dark
and- terrible words, and—0, may the curtain never be
raised from the scene of anguish which ensued! And
let me hurry through the scenes that followed, if I can,
without recalling many of their heart-rending griefs.

I know not how Jong the first scenc lasted, but I found
that I had a Helper, and God was pouring strength into
ry heart ; and I arose and maintained a composure which
surprised my friends. The tidings flew around the city,
and as many of my friends as cculd venture to intrude
on my sorrow were around me, begging me to trust in
God and their trues hearts, and prepare for the crisis
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which'1 had so soon to meet. I wanted to fly to my
poor brother, but I could not start until another day,
and then who would go with me? I had several offers
of protection. Selwyn Downs visited me that night, and
offered to take me to Dexter. George Milbank volunteered
his services as Walter's attorney, and assured me that he
would defend him with his best ¢fforts, and see that no
more than justice was done.

I now remembered that my dear Hannah Parvin re-
sided at Dexter, and I thought of her father, and resolved
to go out of my way to Balem, and ask him to take
me to Walter's prison. I had every needed assistance.
The factory girls gave me generous aid, while the War-
dens, Olneys, and others, followed' their example. Money
for expenses, clothing for Walter, and means to buy a bed,
and every comfort he might need in his prigon, were piled
before me, and more of it came from my bank deposits
than my kind friends were willing I should draw.

The next day I went over to Salem. Friend Buxton
had gone into the country with two vicious boys for whom
he obtained situations, and he was not expected to return
before night. That day seemed a year, and that night
an age. But he returned, and said he would go with me;
and the day was spent in such tender and encouraging con-

versation, it passed away at last, and I had a little sleep
at night to refresh my strength and prepare for my
Jjourney.

I sancied before that I knew the sweet and ‘tender

goodness of aunt Ly dia, and had taken heavenly blessings
from her lips and hands; but this time she excelled her-
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self. 1 thought she needed not wings to make her an
angel, for she was already an angel of love and comfort
on earth. She was thinner and paler than in former
years. The long, silky brown hair, which her cap could
not hide, had grown quite gray, and her voice was more
tremulous. But there was more spiritual ardor kindling
her pure cheeks, and tears glistened more frequently in
her eyes. She scemed to feel that much conversation
would wound my feeliﬁgs more than it would comfort,
and her words were brief and few ; but they went right
down to the aching place in my heart, and eased it as
no other words had done; and in her presence, and in
each little act of kindness she did for me, there was a
virtue that I receiveds 8nd kept for the trial I had before
me. ’

« Dear Walter ! I hope Hannah has heard of his troubles
and visited him,” she said, énce or twice to herself. * Dear
boy ! I remember how his mother loved him, and how
pitiful he looked when she lay in her cold winding-sheet
in Becket Court !-—He was a comely boy, and I feared his
beauty might cause him to fall. Such a tender, white
neck for the gallows'!—oh! & cannot be '—my heart is
at rest there—the motherless lamb will not be slain !”
Then she roused from her abstraction, started about to
plit up something more for me to carry to Walter, and
Fepeated the assurance that Hannah would befriend us
hoth till the end of our troubles.

Morning arrived, and we set out for Dexter. The day
was fair and happy, but it seemed to me as the light
thet shines on the -windows of a prison. My outward
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sight was shut, and my inward eyes were fastened upon
my brother in his cel. Friend Buxton endeavored to
animate me with firmness and resolution. He entreated
me to hope for Walter's life, and never forget that death
on the scaffold, terrible indeed as it was, could not give
him so much suffering as a year’s imprisonment, with the
shame and agony of unrepented crime. He was glad
that Hannah would be there to help me with her sym-
pathy and aid. He hoped that my christian faith would
do something for me now, for now it was that I needed it
most, and it was given to sustain me amidst the darkest
troubles.

An angel from heaven could not have outshone Nathan
Buxton in my grateful eyes, nor could he have spoken words
more refreshing or consoling. The woman rose in me
with new energy and courage, and I felt that I could bear
Walter's sufferings in addition to my own, and be resigned
1o a8 many more as the good Lord might lay upon me. In
this resolute spirit we arrived 'in Dexter, and were wel-
comed by my dear friend, who had just returned from
a visit to Walter, in which she gave him changes of linen,
and expressed her regretethat.she could not have been
before Mr. Snowden with a comforiable bed. As soon as
I could hurry them away, my friends directed me to his
cell,
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¥ XXXVIIL

M=r. SNowDEN met us in the street and went with us to
the prison. Mr. Parvin introduced me to the keeper, and
said, in an entreating tone, which led me to suspect the
character of my new acquaintance, that I would esteem
it an especial favor if I could meet my brother alone.
But if the tone of my petitioner had not led me to fear
a brief or negative answer, the keeper’s appearance and
manner would.

He was a tall, stont person, with a hard face and im-
pudent eyes. As Mr. Parvin presented my request, he
gave me a cold and unfeeling look, and said, * that’s not
allowed here, mum.” Mr, Parvin replied that he would
vouch for me and for the safety of the prisoner, and con-
cluded, “ thee knows me well enough, Thomas, to take
my word.” )

“ Yes, I know you wal enough, but tain’t my orders to
connive in this way. Sherniff Keezle’s cursed pertic'lar
’bout his orders, and he’ll blow me sky high if he hears
that I've took or give any Eb'ty.”

« Sheriff Keezle!” cried I, as the name shot like a
barbed arrow through my heart, and then, in silence,
inquired, * is it possible that my brother is in /is'power ?”
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And though I knew Sheriff’ Kcezle, and had been to his
house, as that of a friend, I now felt less hope for Walter.

“ But this will be no connivance. The young woman
feels that her grief is too sacred for our eyes, and it is
proper that she should meet her brother the first time
alone.”

“I can't disobey orders, 220 how. There ain’t no use in
it, as I see. She’ll feel jest as bad alene with him as if
1 was lookin’ on. There needu’t ‘any of you go in, but 7
go if she goes. It never hes, and it never shell be said
that ever a saw or razor went into Dexter Jail while I
was keeper, aither in a dish of soup or-under a woman'’s
apron. There you hev i, Parvin,"and ybu know what I
mean—he! he! he!’ “

“But I must see my brother, if you'will permit me,”
interrupted I. * I cannot wait any longer, and I beg you
to lead me in.” ’

“Yes, come on, you can go in with me. I guess
Walt'll' kinder like to sec you, though he was up and
down with a colic all last night, and I left him asleep a
little while ago. Come this way, Miss Wintrop, he is not
on the sunny side.” ,

So he led me through a dark alley, past twenty or
thirty cells, and in the darkest corner he paused, unlocked
an iron door, and ushered me in. ’

“Here's where your brother rooms now,” gaid he ;
“and yender be lays asleep on that low bed. Wake
him, and have your say as soon as possible, for 1've other
things to do in the jail.” :

* Thank you, sir,”’ said I, and hastened to the place whero
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my brother lay. There was but one small window,.and. it
wus so covered with cross-bars, that only a few stray
beams of light entered the cell; but as they feli almost
direcily on him, I recognized his face. His bright hair
shone in the sunboams, and a pleasant smile immediately
kindled his pallid cheeks as if hc had just dreamed he
was innocent, and had been proved and acknowledged so.
I could wait no longer. I knelt by his bed, grasped his
cold hand, shook him, and said, *“ Walter—my brother
Walter ! He opened his eyes with a stare, arose, gazed
on me an instant as if to assure himself I was not an
apparition or a dream, threw his arms around my neck,
sobbed “Morcy !”” and we held the embrace in silence.
Our’ lips clung together, ] know not how long; yet the
keeper should not have been so impatient : it would not
have scemed long to him if he had been Walter Win-
throp. But our silence was interru;)ted by his saying,
“ Come, come, Walt, be short as you can with her, for I
must be away. Say what you are going to now, and
come again by-and-by, if you must talk any longer.”

And while he struck up a low whistle, which sent a
chill of anguish through me, I conversed a fow minutes
with Walter. '

“ 1 dreamed that you had come to see me, Mercy,” said
he, * and that I had just paseed my trial and was cleared,
and you led me home in triumph. But am I not dream-
ing still?' O, have you beeu 8o good as to come and see
me as you used to, and act the-same to me?”’

“It is I, Walter, and I am your sister Mercy still. [
always loved you, and I always shall love you, though I
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am shocked by your errors and grieved for what you
suffer.”

“ Then you got my letter i—But you couldn’t believe
me innocent of this crtme, I have been so bad in other
things.—Hannah Buxton has just been here, and made
me feel better. Mr. Snowden visits me every day—your
good Mr. Snowden of Merrimack—he visits me, and tells
me I am his brother, and God loves me, and I shall not
want for friends. He assured me that you would not
scorn me, but be my dear sister still. 1 feel so much
better since he came in_a.nd talked with me, got me a-
better ~cell, fetched me a bed and blankets, and prayed
with me. Do you believe, Mercy, I couldn’t persuade
him to make a prayer till he brought in a bed and blan-
kets, had my handcuffs locsened, and I was allowed to
read and write? He said, his prayers would not be
answered till ¢Za¢ had been done. Then you got my
letter, Merey ?”

*“ You used to tcll me the truth, Walter, but I know
not what influente your errors have had to tempt you
into habits of falsehood. If you are guilty of this, and
are like many people, it is natural to deny it. 8till I love
you, my brother, and have come to do what I can for
you.” ' '

“1 repeat to you, Mercy, that I have been wicked
mnce I saw you, and have lost my character, gn& nobody
believes me now. But, as there is a God in he‘nVen, be-
fore hir I swear I am innocent of this ctirae. [ can die
forit. 1 expect to die, for appearances nre all against
me, but if you and Jesse will believe me innocent, I care
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nothing for others. Heaven knows I am innocent of arson.
I hope I will be forgiven my other sins, and I can die
happy. But where is Jesse, has he forsaken me now ?”

« Jesse will be here to-morrow, and is ready to help
you what he can.”

“ Come, come,” interrupted the keeper, “all that is
unnecessary. If you hain’t nothing more, let us get
away.”

“ One word more, Mercy,” said Walter— Does Jesse
believe me innocent ?”

“] know not,” said I; ‘I have not seen him, but he
knows that you used to tell the truth, and I hope he will
believe you now. I am sure I believe you.”

“What! what? tha‘t.I am innocent of this? Can
you believe me innocent. of arson ?”

“I do, dear Walter, I do. Appearances are against
you ; you will, most likely, be convicted, and perhaps die
on the scaflold, but I believe what you tell me, and shall
believe you, though all the juries in tfle world condemn
you.” *

“0,I thanlgyou! I tlm.nk you, my good and kind sister.
The gallows can’t hurt me now,—tluugh I should like to
live and prove to you how I can merit some of this love.
But the gallows can't hurt me now, and I will die happy
as I can in the remembrance of those other vices that
have burned my heart.”

“1 shRll stay in Dexter ull after your trial,” said I,
“that 1 may visit you every day, sit with you when
you are tried, and comfort you. ‘1ake courage, brother;
you are not deserted. You have plenty of friends who



310 MERRIMACK;

Pity you, and will aid you, though they have been shocked
by your sins. We are stopping with Hannah Puarvin.
Friend Buxton will be in to-night to see you and hear
your story. George Milbank has promised to defend you.
George has become a very successful lawyer, and he vol-
unteers to be your counsel, if ysu have none, and will
accept him.”

0, Heaven ! this is being too good to me ; I can only
say thanks, thanks, thanks to you all, and may Heaven
reward you. I—O, I—can’t talk any more now, Mercy.
Let me hold your hand a minute—one minute more,—
Jailor, if you please,—I have but one sisier,—you know,
Jailor, what it -is to have .even one sister that loves you
when others hate. She has come away here to see me,—
don’t let my chains scare you, l&ercy—they are easy on
my arms and ankles now, and I am better off than when
I wrote you. Don’t weep for me. As I was going to say,
Jailor, she has come away here to see me—and you must
indulge us a mindte more.”

* There, theroM#said the jailor, * the minute is up. I
know these sisters_is very good friends; gnine was the
dearest friend 1 hed afore she died, but I remember her, and
I feel a little different toward you, 1 confess;*Miss Win-
trop, from what I did when you come in. I hope I war'nt
rude to you—but I must ask you to leave him now, and
when I hev more leisure, you shall stay lenger if you
choose, and ')l not take much pains 10 hear alt the talk
that’s goin’ on between you.”

We ssw that the jailor had grown a httle tender,
prompily complied with his request, and gave him our
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hearty thanks for his kindness. Walter pressed his cold
lips on my flushed cheek, and gave me a kiss which I
returned as I hung on his neck, and then hastened out of
the cell, promising to come again in the morning.

I joined my friends in the hall, and we returned to
Hannah Parvin's. .

The next day, George Milbank came, and as Nathan
shook his hand, he said, *“Thee told me, years ago,
George, that thee owedea debt to humanity, but I think
it has been paid, and thee’s getting so much beforehand,
thee has many treasures laid up in heaven. That is right,
my friend, lay up all thee can in that bank. It gives
better interest than stock in railroads or cotton-mills, and
thee can draw on it apy day. Iam glad to see thee
looking after this poor ﬁoy.”

The young attorney turned his face away, and made a
low and brief reply, and ,they started for the prison.
George alone entered the cell, and when the keeper
withdrew, he heard my brother's story.

Walter was disappointed in Geomge, and the next
morning he cxpressed his fegret that another atiorney
had not been ‘enfaged. Gegrge showed him so little sym-
pathy,” that his hopes werg dashed and his heart was
filled with grief. He questioned him on circumstances
that did not concern him at all, (as my brother imagined)
he raked up every thing that Walter had said and done
fot a year. He looked hiku-through and through with
those sharp, unfecling, lawyer ¢yes. He repeated some
questions in different forms; he came up on unexpected
tacks, and with questions, the intent of which could not be
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suspected till after they were answered. Had Walter
been on a witness-stand, suspected of malice and perjury,
, he could not have passed a more searching ordeal. George
gave no replies to any questions, and left him in suspense
and trouble. As my brother attempted to describe it to
me the next day, he sobbed, and cried, “ O, Mercy, 1
have no friend, after all, but you'! I wish you would
plead my cause. I believe you could save me.” )
I was myself indignant and g¢isappointed, and would
have liked to dismiss Milbank and engage another attor-
ney. But my friends thought he would be faithful, and
do as well as any one else, and we had 1o retain him.
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XXXVIIL

THE next morning, George Milbank and Friend Buxton
left Dexter, and Jesse arrived from Wenham. Walter
had written him soon afer he informed me of his impris-
onment, and he made all haste to visit him. He was
even more wreiched than Walter in this misfortune, and
1 hope I may never aggin witness such a scene as we had
when my dear brothers met in prisow. I cndeavor to
suppress cven a memory of it while I write, but it will
force itself back on my mind, and I find my heart aching
once more with incxpressible anguish. The sobs and
moanings of these fond brothers ; Walter’s pleas for for-
givencss of many other sins, and protestations of inno-
cence in this; and Jessc’s entreaties, choked with sobs,
that Walter might believa hie was forgiven, and receive
till death & brother’s faithfal love ! O, I know the reader
will not ask me to describe what he must too vividly
imagine ! '

The keeper received us ;wit}} all that cold and rude for-
n.lality which chilled my heart the day before, and I was
fearful he might not be moved with pity again, nor afiord
us a private interview. But his heart could not withstand
the pathos of that mccti.nlg of my brothers. 1 socn dis-

. 4
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covered that he was affected, and he turned his back for
a few minules, then relired from the cell and left ns
@lone for half an hour. It secmed as if poor Jesse's
heart would exhaust itself in tears.

Much as we loved Walter, and horrible fo us as was
the idea of his dying on the scaflold, not one of us
wished to have more than justice given him. We did uot
blame the citizens of Dexter for feeling as they did. We
revered the laws, even amidst our heart-rending sorrow.
Often as Friend Buxton had denounced capital-punish-
nient, both Jesse and [ had believed that the gallows was
a Christian institution, and was to be upheld; and had
we been persnaded that our brother was guilty of a capi-
tal offeuce, I think we would have submitted to the law.
But we hoped and prayed that justice might now be vindi-
cated without the shedding of blood.

That evening we paid another visit to Walter. Mr.
Snowden read the 15th of Luke, and conversed half an
hour as though the spirit of the Lord were npon him, and
he had been ancinted to preach déliverunce’to the cap-
tive and heal the broken heart. By turns, we ourselves
were cust down with grief, and Walter became our com-
forter. Aund whilst he showed more and more innocence,
in respect to this alleged oflence, 1 found his remorse for
his errors growing more intense as the proofs of our love
and devotion aflected his heart.

The noxt morning Jesse returned to Weubham, and

-

begau tv prepare for the trial.  We examined the street
in which Walter was airested, aud gathered and sified
all the circumstances that we supposed Milbank would
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require to fortify his case. 1 framed more than one theory
on which 1 hoped Walter’s innocence might be vindicated,
and now and then received a word of encouragement
and sympathy. But strong and resolute as I was, my
heart often sank within me, and dark despair came hover-
ing around. ‘

A few enlightened and humane citizens of Dexter
sidled with 1me, and were anxious to have my brother
cleared. But community in general were greatly in-
ceused against hirn. And this was not without reason.
The crime of arson is more cruel than many kinds of*
murder, and the people of Dexter were familiar with its
horrors. During that same year there had been half a
dozen dwellings burned by the hands of incendiaries, and
in one instance two Shildren perished ip the flames. The
terrors of the people were o exciled, they dared scarcely
to lie down iu their beds at night, lest they should he
driven from them, or wrapped in flames beforc morning.
And when I was informed of this, I did not wonder that
80 manyzelamored for my brother’s bidod.

Neither could I wondey, although I was thrilled with
the keenest anguish, as 1 passed unrecognized through the
strects, and heard this ene say he hoped my brother
would be hanged, and that one reply, that hanging was
too mild a punishment, and he ought to be burned. But
Heaven helped me in my sorrow, and I performed my
‘duties with a courage which I had not expected to enjoy.
I continued to visit Walter, and gid everything I could to
prepare him for his trial. 1 was often attended by some
humane friend, who gave himn words of sympathy and’
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comfort, and was glad to find him strengthened and
elevated above the deepest sense of anguish, by the les-
sons he drew from the scriptures.

The night before the trial, Friend Buxton, George Mil-
bank, and my brother Jesse, retnrned to Dexter. I re-
ceived messages of love fromn my friends, accompanied
with generous donations, many of which were from the
factory girls. Three or four of us visited Walter before
the prison was closed for the night, and afier Milbank
had reviewed his case in a private examination, and left
my brother with burning cyes, Mr. Snowden read a chap-
ter in the bible, and we prayed and sang a hymn, and
left, bidding him prepare for the worst and hope for the
best. . \

I questioned Milbank concerning Walter's prospects;
I watched his countenance and tried every means to dis-
cover his opinion, and get a little comfort for mysclf and
brothers. He was respeciful as cver, but the brief and
blind replies he made went like arrows through my heart.
I asked Friend Buxton again if we had not better retain
another attorney, but he ¢ supposed George would an-
swer,” and bade me be patient and leave the case with
him. ‘

It may be well imagined that we took ueither slumber
nor rest that night. We joined a circle of friends in
Hannah Parvin's parlor, and heard words of comfort that
seemed to come from heaven. But how could we be
comforted ? O, what ¢uld save us from shuddering
terrors and ghastly dreams? '
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XXXIX.

Tue day of trial came. It was fa;r and bright in the
earth and eky, they told us; but to us, its brightness was
more gloomy than clouds. Every smiling beam of the
genial sun appeared ghastly and intolerable, and, though
a fresh breeze fanned my cheeks, I seemed choked -and
stifled with sultriness, 2nd gasped and sobbed for breath.

Walter’s case came on; Sheriff Keezle led him from the
prison, and we walked with him to the bar. I scated
myself by his side in the box, Jesse was only separated
from him by the iron paling that fenced us in, and Han-
nah Parvin, in her placid Q,uakcrqa.ttire, sat next to me
on my left hand. Walter looked the best that I had scen
him since I found him sleaping in his dungcon,—the most
confident and cheerful. His fine bright hair fairly glit-
tered in the sunlight; the excitement of the moruing gave
a glow of health to his checks, and he seemed more like
a beautiful wax-figiite than a boy of flesh and blood.
But Jesse was more dead than alive—so great wst his
terror and confusion—and ma;ny mistook him at first for
the prisoner.

The court-house was crowded with spectators, and so
general was the impression of Walter’s guilt, the very atmo-



318 " MERRIMACK;

sphere seemed to accuse him. A few kind persons were
present to cheer us with their sympathetic glances, whilst
such was my excitement, I fancied that my eyes met
hundreds of the most malignant faces I had ever be-
held.

I wag happily disappointed, however, in three of the
parties. The jury were all intelligent looking men, and
their amiable and gad faces assured me, that if they con-
demned my brother, I might believe the verdict a reason-
able (as the evidence appeared to them) and an honest
one. The judge impressed me deeply. I know not that I
took a fresh hope from his countenance, though I anxiously
watched for one; but I was struck with involuntary re-
verence by his solemn air and pariarchal mien. The®
states-attorney also convinced me at first sight, that he was
a gentleman, and I made up my mind to believe that the
prejudices of the mob would not be allowed to take the
place of law or tesuq)ony

And if I could see Jusuce and humanity on the faces
of those parties, what must I not have found in our dear
and devoted friends? How must Friend Buxton have
appeared in that noble air, in thnt beaming smile of
heaven, which sat upon his opeﬂ, 'peaceful face? at
must I have thought of faithful Hannah Parvin "nestli ing
Rcarer and nearer to my throbbing heart, as if to help me
bear'ill more of its awful burdeni What must I have
thought of my revered Pastor Snowden, as he seemed to
be transfigured to a seraph before me? And what of
George Milbank ! :

I can scarcely tell how George appeared tome. His
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bearing towards Walter had given me such anxiety of late
that I must have regarded him with great impatience, if
uot with aversion and distrust, that morming. He had
not slept an hour the night before ; he had hardly spoken
to a person since he left Walter’s cell, and, when ad-
dressed by others, he gave the shortest and most mys-
terious answers. I remember.I said in my heart, as he
rose to speak, “ Why is that man here to stand between
my brother and death? Why did I not retain Mr. Barton
of Salem ?”

I will not say how Sheriff Keezle appearéd to me, as
he came 1o take charge of my brother and guard him
with stricter vigilance. The reader may beheve that

gthere was no being op earth or in heaven 1o whom 1
could compare him.

The case wag opened by the states-atiorney in a firm,
deliberate, confident speech, which was free from craelty
on the one haud, and tenderness on the other. My bro-
ther pleaded, *“ Not Guilty,” and there was a tone of true
simplicity and frank and eonscious innocence.in his voice
and manner, which roused up the Judge from a moment’s
inditlercuce, as I fancied, afud gave the jury new and pro-
found impressions, '

T-Ke evidence was taken ; the states-attorney-made his
plea; and, while certain paséages made me gasp and
tremble for the moment, I know not that it damped my
ardor or dashed my hope He depicted the seenes of
aflliction created by the erime of arson in Dexter, during
the past year. He described that crime in words that
made every one shudder with horror and alarm. He in-
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quired, “ What act could be mere cruel, or more worthy
the infernal demon himself, than to invade the sacred
peace in which a trusting communily repose, euter a
quiet home in which, at still midhight an innocent family
glumber, and canse the very walls that shield, and
the roof that shelters them, to become, without'a mo-
ment’s warning, the flaming agents of their destruction ?”
Ho then gave a rapid sketch of my brother’s history in
Dexter, as it had been revealed by evidence. He reviewed
the testimony on the immediate circumstances of the
crime, appealed to the crushing fact of my brother’s
arrest within the door of the dwelling, with the torch
that kindled the fatal fire, —appealed to this as sufficient
to establish his guilt beyond all qyestion, and brought higy
argument to a close.

George Milbank rose and replied. .My-readers may
imagine my feelings as they followed the train of his
remarks, and may be assured that I tock comfort from his
words. They may assist me now to divine the object of
his former coldness and severity, and believe it was ex-
hibited while striving the more faithfully to understand
and vindicate my brother's cause. )

He frankly confessed there we¥p many circumstgnces
that bore heavily upon his client’s hopes ; and the £d8% of
his arrest in the. burning- house, at firstesight, appeared
enongh to establish eonviction. But he trusted the’ jury
would solemuly weigh all evidence in the balance of
clear and dispassionate reason, and let neither kair own
prejudice nor that of the justly-excited community influ-
ence their verdict. He declared it as the full conviction
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of his mind that Walter Winthrop was innocent of arson.
“He has been a wayward boy, I know,” said he; “his
friends are afilicted 10 know that he has been greatly and
inexcusably vicious, and we are willing he should suffer;
we know he will suffer terribly for all his vices. But he
is innocent of arson, and we are not willing he should
sufler the punishment awarded to that crime.” George
then gave his theory of the case. That fire-brand which
they had produced, he said, was not the torch that kin-
dled the fire in Abel Dalton’s house. Fortunately, the
brand had boen preserved, and he had found its exact
counterpart op Dalton’s wood-pile. He showed them a
billet of wood taken from the pile, from which the brand
« Inust have been nven in the woods, and with which it
must have been plled And how came the brand on fire,
and in Daltonlgthouse that night ? The prisoner averred,
with an air which carried its own evidence of truth, that
he saw the flames, ran into the open door, found a pile of
wood and shavings in the room on fire, and plucked this
away in hopes to arrest the. flames.  But while he was
passing out, the room wns wrapped in a blaze, and all
‘was goon consumed. i
‘sAnd what story “ls more reasonable? What more
uﬁonable than to suppose the incendiary had carried
a blazing fire-brand through the streets of Dexter? How
could he hope to do it without instant detection and
‘arrest? What thing more reasonable than o suppose
that the billet had been carried in with ghavings for a
pile, and the fire then kindled by matches, afier which
the incendiary fled, leavirﬁ*an open door, aud turning
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round the corner out of sight ; and that immediately after
his escape Walter Winthrop came along, discovered an
open door and lighted room, wo in, and seized a part of
the fuel to throw it out doors and extinguish the flames,
when he was arrested, and the fire burst forth into such
a conflagration as to prevent the discovery of its origin.”

This is a faint eutline of his argument, and he pre-
sented it with a calm and heartfelt earnestness which
won the sympathy and respect of those even whom he
failed to convince. After this he proceeded to speak of
the fallibility of such evidence as was relied on for con-
vietion in this case, and the awful respégsibility of de-
ciding that the prisoner was guilty.

Had he been opposed to capltal punishment, he said,
he would have made no appeal to the j jury on that ques-
tion. They were to decide on his guilt, n’qdﬁmt his pun-
ishment. He had always been averse to addressing the
sympathies of a jury when their judgment alone was to
decide. But he could not forbear to set before them the
youth and orphanage of the tender boy whose life was in
their hands, that their verdict might be more deliberate..
And he would also have them inquire who was to suffer
most in the case. It was not,,;*& unfortunate Watter
Winthrop, though his punishment would be-great. PAg
an innocent conscience.to smstain him, even his dread of
the gailows must grow less and less, and when the fatal
hour arrived, liis pains would last but a moment. The
punishment would not all fall on the prisoner. Heve was
an innocent sister whom they would punish more than by
a hundred deaths on the scafiold.
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“You will erect the gallows over the family altar,”
said he, “ and the scenc of his execution will be re-enacted
there day after day, and gear after year, while his kindred
live on earth. Every morning will awaken them to the
memory of his terrible death; every night they will wit-
ness it again and again in their dreams. His image will
pass before them with hands clasped in prayer, and those
innocent eyes blinded by the horrid death-cap ; and their
hearts will shudder and bleed with unimaginable woe !
O, who would not rather suffer any other afliction on
earth—except the horror of a guilty conscience—than
have a brothgg-or friend perish on the gallows? Who
would not almost feel relief to suffer in his stead ? If
this boy is innoceni, and .you shed- hi8 blood, that blood
will be upon you and your city and state, and God will
require it.of~you. 1f he is guilty, and you in your serious
doubts. d,pcidé that it is better to let-him live,than run the
risk of slaying the innocent, he will not go unpunished.
The Avenger of crime sees him and marks him; and,
though he may wander freec as air, the chastening lash
will scourge him—the chastening fire will burn in his
heart and give him misery and woe {ill he confesses,

nts, and rises tgfinsh a height of goodness that the
.of sorrow may shrifk to 2 point and vanish away.”

He made other arguments and appeals that I cannot
remember, and some far,more powerful than these. His
form had grown more manly and engafing for the last
year, and now his eyes and face weye kindled with a
majestic, (yes, this is the true word,) moral beauty, which
I never saw before. I suppose my feelings colored my
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object with some exaggerated lights, but I am persuaded
that most of that beauty beamed from his stately form
and the majestic moral ma which now inspired his
soul. He softened the harsh features of the spectators—he
melted even the judge to tears, and, as I fancied, touched
the jury.

My brother Walter bore the trial with astonishing com-
posure, until Milbank came to speak of the sufferings of
his brother and sister, and then he wept as if his heart
had been full of tears. He recovered his serenity, however,
and heard the judge's charge. It was kind tender
even toward Walter at times, and we wepg persuaded it
was honest and unprejudiced, but it was fno,t long. before
we discovered that the judge believed him guilty, and our
hope passed from him and fell before the jury, and clung
1o their feet, as it were, and sobbed, and cyjed for mercy.
The jury retired, and Walter was refnanded gey prison,
where two of us remained with him until nine eo’clock
the following morning. Then it was announced that the
verdict had been rendered, and with bounding hearts we
returned to hear it. .

In the meantime, George Milbank, prepaxed us to ex-
pect a convu,lmn, but gave us am courage to hopg
a commutation by the governor. I noed not descidi
scene that followed, but hasten to the close of this pﬁlnful
nawrative. ,The jury found it difficult to agree, but at
last they agreed to bring in a verdict of guilty, with the
recomuiendation gj merey to the governor, in corsidera-
tion of Walter's youth and orphanage.

The reader may imagine my feclings as the word
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“Guilty " fell upon my ears, whilst 1 must say that Wal-
ter became our comforter, and assured us he was ready
to die, and the most he cguld sufler new was for his bro-
ther and sister. 'We embraced him long and fondly, and
declared that we would ﬁe the world to him until death
should part us, and meet him in heaven, and love him
forever. This last scene was too much for Jesse, ahd he
left the court-house in a passion of tears. But not being
able 1o quit my dear Walter in this hour, I sat by his
side, and held his head on my bosom while he heard the
judge’s, sentence. I could not but respect that ven-
erahle &mn, nd Walter remarked the same, although
he-addressed us words of death. The sentence was very
brief and decided, on the justice of the verdict, and
against the least hdpe of pardon or commutation. The
judge bade gy brother dismiss every hope of life, beyond
the feWy%ovf&mnted as a preparation for death, and
look to God for that mercy which he had no right to ex-
pect on earth. Yet he was so tender in his manner; and
fatherly in his words, and wept so frecly himself while
speaking, he touched us far more than the verdict of the
Juxy did, and dte\affa. greater profusion of tcars. The
gy and the lawyefg'wept. The spectators wept—even
3 Coerle relaxed ‘his hard features for a moment,
and I¢kelieve if a petition had heen immediately cireu-
lated we should have had nearly all 1o plead for Wal-
"ter’s life. '

We returned to the prison, where Sheriff Keezle set a
stricter wateh over Walter, but where we were permitted
to remain sometime. Mr. Snowden went with us, and
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”

he spake * good words and comforting words,” and after
another consultation with Milbank, T think we felt almost
as cheerful as before the trial. ,True it was, that Walter
gained strength in proportion te his peril, and from that
hour he comforted us and made the greatest effort to have
us resign oursclves io his death.

We returned to Hannah Parvin’s, where every provi-
sion was made {0 mitigate our anguish and rally our
wearied hopes. A petition to the governor was drawn
up, and arrangements werq made to circulate it. It was
suggested that I should take it to a few promigent citi-
zens of Dexter, Salem and Merrimack, ;nd thnt Mr.
Snowden should attend me on my errand. gk,

‘We made our first call upon Abel Dalton, whg‘p house
had been burned. He professed great pity fof the boy,
had promised to sign a petition on his b , ahd it was
judged that his signature would have é%ﬂht with
the governor. He was not in fown, so we followed
him out to his farm, and found him in the field
husking corn. Mr. Snowden opened a conversation, and
inquired how much he lost by the fire. He answered that
there was no insurance, and his logg was great.  .">,

“ Yes,” replied Mr. Snowdeh‘,’w"* your loss ha
great, but your suflerings are nearly over, ¥
Winthrop's are just begun.”
. “Ay, ay, I know all that,”" answered Mr. Dalton,
“ard God knows I would do a.nything in my power to
ease ber of her troubles.”

“We have come tosec what you can do,” said Mr.
Snowden.
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“ 0, that would be little, I'm airaid, but God knows 1
pity her, and her brother too, if he kas done evil.”

* And have you not said you would sign a petition 1o
have his sentence conmuted to imprisonment for life ?”

“ Well—ah—yes, yes, 1 believe I did say g0 once when
I felt pretty bad for the boy.”

“ And will you not sign a petition now, sir#’

“T—1 should like to do it, but,—I'm afiaid the people
would be mad at me if 1 did, 1 dom't know, but I think
T'd better not sign any such thing to-day.”

“ But’make it your own case, Mr. Dalton. Suppose
he wgs yodriown boy, and an brphan, and you could look
down ffors heaven and see men signing petitions to save
and ref@!m him, would you not bless them ? Would you
not re;owb ? Suppose you were in this poor girl’s place,
would you ink every body onght 1o sign it, and save
your orphan’ other 7"

Mr. Dalton was louched by this appeal. His cyes
filled with tears, and with stifled words hé¢ said— I should,
and 1 would sign it now, if I had pen, ink, and paper.”

‘““Here are pen, ink and paper,” said Mr. Snowden,

 taking those nrticles)@om his hat, and handing them to

fere is no table to write on,” said he.

«“ I’]l make a table in a hurry,” replied Mr. Snowden,
and set his hat on the gre'nd, laid out the paper, filled
the pen, and handed it to Dalton to write.

“But my hand trembles so I cannot write now,” said
he, seeming more undecided than ever.

“I will steady your hand,” rejoined Mr. Snowden,
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and Abel Dalton submitted, knelt, and without any aid
wrote his name under the petition, in a strong and legi-
ble hand, cut a fine flourish under it, rose and said, * there,
make the most you can of that! I hope it may do
something to save the boy.”

‘We thanked him heartily for this great kindness, and
proceeded next to wait on the clergy of Dexter. But
here, at first, *pcoumgementa met us which alinost froze
my heart, and quenched. iy brightest hopes. Many of
the clergy had evidently tgken the alarm which all other
citizens felt, and respectfully as they treated me,
they were disposed to exgress little mercy for my hrother
One blamed the jury for recommending mercy.~ The
Rev. Mr. Hare was afraid we were fast appreaching a
time when the gallows would be abolished.

“ And is it not time it was abolished, Wsonmcnt
for life substituted for capital punishment "ﬁwqmred Mr.
Snowden.

“ Are you indeed serious with your guestion ‘.’” asked
Mr. Hare, starting back and blushing with marked sur-
prise.

“] am in serious earnest,”’ rophed Mr. Snowdea..

* But, sir, I judged by your air, a moment ago, Wﬂ
as by your apparel, that you were a clergyxmn."'m

“ 8o indeed I am.” .

“A clergyman, and speak against that law of (,rod
which says, * Whoso sheddeth man's blood by man shall
his blood be shed !’ ”’

«1 perceive, sir, that you and T differ very widely, aud
I trust, sincercly, in our understanding of the diviue
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word. I revere it as much as you do. T would see it
fulfilled. But I take that to be simply a warning or pre-
diction, whicle you take for a command.”

Here they went into an argument for nearly an hour.
They both understood .the subject, and made good
defences of their views. Mr. Snowden concluded his last
argument with several striking facts of history.

“ And what does all that prove againgt the gallows ?”
asked Mr. Hare, with a face flushed with émotion.

“ Prove § what does it proye ?” replied Mr. Snowden.
‘It proves that God alone has rightful power to take the
life of his creatures; it is %hat God has told uws—
* Deazly beloved, avenge not yourselves; but rather give
place ungg wrath : for it is written, Vengeance is mine ;
1 wﬂl TeR8Y, sgith tﬂe Lord. Therefore, if thine cnemy
hunger, foad Jaig ;if he thirst, give him drink : for in so
doing, thow alt heap coals of fire on his head. Be not
overcome ofevﬂ but overcome evil with good.’” It proves
that your text is a divine warning, which teaches the
sanctity of human life, and it is true to-day as anciently,
and will be morally or liferally fulfilled.in the fate of
bloqg-shedders, whether they be governments, societics, or
inﬁﬁduals I will submit to our present laws, and insist
on'their execution, where the guilty incur their penalty,

.until they are repealed. But my heart and couscience
are against the shedding of human blood.”
* «I must confess, sir, thet I am touched by your man-
ner and facts, but still I must belicve the text is
a command to socicty to execute capital punishment on




330 MERRIMACK;

murderers, and I must stand up for that wholesome insti-
tution.”

“Then I suppose,” said Mr. Snowden,e we have no
hope of getting your name on this petition, which prays
for an erring orphan’s life ¢ -

“ You mistake me, sir,—]I will sign the petition with all
my heart. Much as I fear the tendency of the times, I
beg you to u“erstand that I love mercy, and will pray
for it when I can. I cannot believe this boy guilty of
arson. There is something mysterious in this affair which
has troubled me much. -But if I believed him guilty, 1
would pray for mercy im-his case, for I cannot be. respon-
sible, as'a member of this commonwealth, for the- deuth
of such an orphan boy:” , Lo

The tears rolled over Mr. Hare's-fgbuiuis
the petition, and as he shook hands Wi ‘, i
he left a gold eagle in my hand, and smd e
success, my faithful girl.’ * o

We passed around Dexter. Three or four selectmen
signed the petition, and others refused. One who was
a professed enemy of the gallows dared not sign it, the
community were so much exeitod against the offender.
A Congregationalist, Methodist, Baptist, and UnNegdkt
minister gave us their names, while a larger number of
clergymen refused. The principal members of the Friends!
Society signed it, and we left Dexter with more hepe than

fear.
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XL.

I xNow it was not superstition which n:ured me that
the hand of Providence strengthened me, and its voice
cheered my soul as I took leave efice more of my doomed
brothe¥, and started for other tewns. with my petition. I
remembered, for the hundredth time, Bessie Plympton's
prayer. My heart overflowed with thanks that this
prayer hathHséi e filled, and as we were passing out

of Dex to Balem, we met faithful Bessie
in the x each, and found that she had sent a
secret fedtion* by Milbank for a situation at service

in Dexter, in order that she might see Walter in his
captivity, show him her sympathy, plant a sunflower
under his prison window, f she could, and minister to
his needs. Milbank had .gpplied to Hannah Parvin for
a ph.ce, and she sent for - nessxe to enter her family and
“help her affairs along.” We had time only for a few
Words. But this last instance of devotion touched me
tpore than anything else for days, and my eyes were once
more raining tears. Bessie; too, appeared to be something
more than human now, and the radiance of her warm
and holy spirit hid from my eyes the sable shadows of
her face.
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I urged my dear old friend to ageept of the eagle which
Mr. Hare gave me, but she refused it, rebuking the offer,
and asking what I supposed she needed even her own
money for, if not to help God’s erying children.

I arrived in Salem that afternoon. The time drew
near the day of cxecution, and I found I should have to
be very busy, if I accomplished my designs.

I passed around with my petition. I met with a few
refusals, and heard similar expressions for and against my
brother, which had keen made in.Dextor. But as a gen-
eral thing, I was received and answered with a kindness
which kindles my heart with sweet rapture at this hour.
The spirit of the town, I may say, clasped-me to its
bosom and blessed me, and wiped away my flowing tears.
I obtained a hundred of her noblest ummd was sure
that in every name a warm heart \ﬁa‘iglﬁn. Besides,
scarcely one who ﬁwored me, permitted. e to depart
without leaving a generous present in my hand.

I will here detain the reader a moment to mention a
single name which I received on my petition in Salem,
and to render my last account of the person whe gave it.
It was William Knowlton, the Crazy Juror. Afler years
of sadinsanity, he had been blesged with a restoration of
his reason and peace; and he acquired time and
means to devote to the relief and comfort of orphan chil
dren, whose cries "he thought were the most piteous, and
whose trials, suflerings and temptations, the most myste-
rious and heart-rending of any on this earth. If a ves-
tige of his old mania survived, it:was absorbed in this
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one passionate devotion, which enkindled and engrossed
all the ardors of his life.

His conscience had ceased to accuse him, but still it
lived a new and nobler life. He kept calling my brother
“ Poor Merrill,” and when I corrccted him, he answered,
that he saw Merrill Clark in every child of misfortune to
whom he gave assistance or relief. He gave me a quarter

cagle with his name, and sprinkled my petmon with his
tears.

From Salem I went to Merrimack, and there, too, 1
received the kindest sympathy and help. The factory
girls flocked around me, and showered me with blessings.
The . proprietors and managers of the mills assisted me
unasked. Most of the x;unisﬂers helped me,—in short, my
friends burdened me with kindnesses, whilst a few persons
whose names have appeared in my history, were protest-
ing that my brother deserved death, and it wounld be rob-
bing justice of her rightful sacrifice to snatch him from
the gallows.

The day set for visiting ¢the governor arrived, and I
was led before him by Friend Buxton and George Mil-
bank, attended by Mrs. Buxton, who insisted on going
with me. We found the governor in session with his
council, and ready to receive our petition and hear our
prea. As nearly as I can remember his excellency, he
was a person of ordinary appearance, bui there was some-
t};ing in his countenance that encouraged me, and he
read the petition with evident feeling, commended my
devotion, and assured me that he would rejoice to favor
my prayer, and he would do so, if he could find any thing
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to justify the act. But he would give me no false en-
couragement. Many flagrant crimes had been comumitted
of late; the pcoi)le were clamoring for vengeance ; he
o had been censured for granting pardons and commutations
which seemed to be justified ; and whilst I must remem-
ber, that he could not reverse the sentence without clear
and weighty rcasons, with consent of his council, he
would give as favorable an answer as he could.

The next morning was set for the answer, and we
retired to the house of a friend. They exerted themselves
to the utmost to comfort and encourage me, bul I now
felt a terrible anxiety which had not troubled me since
the day of Walter's trial, and by what I read in their
sad faces that anxiety was increaged. Still, I trusted that
the orphan’s Father and prisoner’s ¥riend lived in heaven,
regarded us in Jove, and would answer our prayer.

I sat down to dinner with the rest, but I was too sad
to eat. After dinner, they took me out on a pleasant
drive to pass away the time. But the light and beauty
of the day were as darkness and gloom to me, and my
heart was trembling before the governor, or weeping
with my brother in his prison. 1 returned to a pillow on
which I found nothing but gloomy hours and ghastly dreams.

The hour arrived, and we waited on the governor
again, and I discovered by a glance that we should eithrer
get no answer that day, or one that would crush our
hopes. The governor appearcd sad and care-worn, and
I regarded his council with increased aversion and dis-
trust. I also feared .that his excellency had more kind-
ness than decision, and the first word he uttered confirmed
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my fears. At first, he assured me, he had desired to
grant a commutation, but his council sopposed him, and
insisted that in this case an example was required. 1
renewed my plea with all the eloquence of an agonized
sister’s love. Geprge Milbank pleaded for a respite, at
least until the case might be reviewed. Friend Buxton
added his plea.

* Thee knows, Robert, what a responsibility is resting
on thee now, and the consequences that must follow thy
decision. . T entrcat thee to use prayerful consideration.
There are reasonable doubts of this boy’s guilt. If he is
not guilty, (as I verily believe he is not,) and his life is
requircd, another innocent will be sent before God, laying
his death to our charge, and the hearts of many will be
picrced with anguish as with a sword. Thee will remem-
ber all this, Robert, and give it due concern, and know
that if his life is spared, his friends will bg saved from a
more dreadful agony than he could suffer on the scaflold,
while God will surely take care that he is punished for
every sin. Follow the Lord’s example, and not destroy
life, but save it. When he raised Lazarus, he delivered
him to his sisters, whose hearts were breaking with the
sorrow laid upon them by their brother's death. Suppose
this boy is guilty, socicty has in a measure made him what
e is, and he has been torn from his friends and buried m
the grave of moral death. = Let society, through thy hand,
raise him from the dead by kind aud salutary treatment,
and deliver him to his sister with a free and comely moral
fife.”

The governor replied, that ho would not decide against
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us then, but appoint another mecting, and in the mean-
time go over to Dexter and review the circumstances of
the case. He went to Dexter and returned to tell us he
could discover nothing that would justify him in reversing
the sentence of the court. My poor innocent brother (as I
regarded him) was after all to die a felon’s death, and
Sheriff’ Keezle was to shed his blood ! Then it appeared
that the scene of his execufion, in all its horrible reality,
passed before me, and I heard the death-march and saw
the coffin, shroud and cap,—I gazed on his ghastly face
and quivering form, and witnessed his last struggles. Then
it seerned tiat the a.ms of my wrod had forsaken me, and
my head whir.ed, my heart bounu_J as if breaking out of
my bosom, and sank down exhaustctl ; my breath stopped,
my strength failed, and I reeled and fell upon the floor.

Reason returned, and I felt once more the help of
Heaven. If my brother was to die thus, I would hasten
to his cell and attend him while he lived. This required
courage and resolution, and I received it. I hurried back
to Dexter, to bear the fatal tidings.

But I found that in my absonce my brother had
fallen ill, and he was not able for several days to re-
ceive my message. He had only a fortnight to live, and
o whole week elapsed heforc he knew the governor’s
answer. He received it with a composure which reag”
surad me of his innocence. He declared his perfect
submission, aod gave me words of comfort which I was
almost astonished to hear. His only treuble wow was
for Jesse and me, and the other good friends who had
done so imuch for him. He was auxious, he assured me,
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to join our parenis in o sinless world, and to commit
himself to the arms of that God who knew his innocence
of this crime, and had forgiven all his "sins.

Jesse came 1o Dexter, and he and Mr. Snowden and
I were constant in our atfentions at the prison. Time
flitted like a dream. Sheriff’ Keezle seerned impatient
for the slaughter. The scaflold .as erccted. Two days
would accomplish the cruel vengeance of the law. My
brother’s illness returned. The last noon appeared, and
he was faint and prostrate on his bed. The last night
arrived, and he was a litule better. We remained until
morning in his cell. After midnight he revived still
more, and with our dearest Walter clasped between Jesse
and wmysell; we sal and conversed with a calmness which
the Lord must have¥ nt.

We took from him a few simple keepsakes, and received
the messages he desired us 1o bear to his friends. He took
from us a sentence or two, _nnconsqiously uttered, and said
he would remember them in heaven. I saw the power
which faith has to abolish time and space, and dissolve
every veil and wall of this dark and hard materiality,
and open the heaven of heavens around a believing soul.
Death, in my brother’s view, was now no more than a
turn on the way of life, and to leave this world was but
ig step from one apartment of God’s house to another
more peaccful and glorious.

* The morning advanced,—the clock struck eight, and
afier having religious cxercigeé, we took our last farcwell
—and such a farewell ! O, the Lord preserve me from

even a recollection of its anguish! We again com-
15
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mended Walter to the God of the innocent, hastened to
the house of our friends, and reeled upon our beds in a
transport of woe.

But at nine o’clock we were informed that a messen-
ger had gone to the governor the morning before, with
a certificate from physicians, staling that Walter would
be too ill to mect his execution as appointed, and a respite
of two weeks had been granted. That, even, was a
blessing to us, for which we thanked the Lord with sobs
and tears of gratitude, and we hastened to our brother
and embraced him in our joy. But he received the news
with sorrow, and declared that it was a cruel mercy.
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XLIL

WaLter recovered. Time fled. The scaflold was
again adjusted, and my brother gave his thoughts to God
and immortality. His calmness (which forsook him for
a single moment on the morning we left him to die) re-
turned, and he conversed with us like one inspired. He
prayed for us as often as we prayed for him ; general
astonishment was afcited by his behavior, and the im-
pression that he was innocent seized upon another and
another mind. Another petition was suggested, was cir-
culated in Dexter, and regeived five hundred names.

. Tws days before’ the time set for the execution, I
waited again on the governor. He received me with
kindness, as before, and eppointed the day following,
at nine in the morning, for a final answer. I prayed
that the appointment might be carlier by a day, or I
might only have time to return and embrace my brother's
lifeless form. The governor assured me, that in case of

"2 favorable answer he would despatch a special messen-
sger before me, and order & stay of execution. I submitted.
The final hour came, and as the governor discharged his
apologies, and was proceeding o leny my last sad prayer,
a messenger entered, and asked him to reverse his an-

*
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swer. An amazing disclosure had just been made in
Dexter.

Walter's innocence was vindicated. The guilty one,
who had attempted to conceal the crime, could not con-
ceal it longer, and had gone before the magistrate with
a confession of his guilt. An order was sent to arrest the
execution. But there was not a moment to lose. The
messenger must Histen with all speed to be in time to
snatch my brother from the gallows. I insisted on going
with him. We had short relays of horses, and urged
them to their utmost speed, and yet it seemed, at times,
as though our carriage-wheels were rolling backwards.

As we were entering Dexter, it for the first time occur-
red to mie, that the citizens would not permit the execution,
even though the governor's orders 'were a week behind,
and I dismissed my long and sad anxiety. But I did
not dismiss my haste. We flew through the town. I
passed familiar friends without seeiug them, and was
greeted with congratulations that I could not .hear‘ I
was sct down at the door of the prison, and rushed to my
brother’s cell. We embraced and exchanged our joy in
silence, with ihrobbing hearts and streaming tears. The
only words he could utter as they knocked off his chains
and led him forth from his prison were these—* Thank
God, my dear sister '—my life now is yours! and I wilf
be a man !” : A

But I have heen too long reciting this sad story, and
the' sequel shall be sghort. Against the desires ol my
friends, arrangements had been made sin my absence to
form a procession to welcome my brother back to socicty,
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and express to him the joy which the people felt that
they had not shed his innocent blood. A carriage was in
readiness to convey him from the prison to Mr. Parvin’s,
and it was decorated with flowers and banners, and drawn
by four white horses.

Soon after we met, the selectmen entered in procession,
led Walter to the carriage, handed him, Jesse, myself, and
two or three friends in, and against our earnest entreaties,
drove through the principal streets, and were nearly an
hour before they sct us down at our good friend’s door.

And such a scene of joy as met us along our way ! Such
shouts and congratulations ! Such waving of handker-
chiefs, and tossing of hats! The demonstration touched
my heart, and more than atoned for the expressions of
vengeauce which hundreds had given a few days before.
Jessc and Walter leaned on each other, locked arm in
arm, and weeping and sobbing like children. We all
wept, and we saw tears on the faces of these who saluted
us With joy. :

The afterncon had been one of those seasons you some-
times experience when the air seems to smother and sting
you, and there is no life stirring in the world. As we
entered the prison, I perceived a bank of dark clouds in
the west, and the sun half hidden above it by a dense
-and lurid haze. As we entered our carriage and moved
én the procession, a refreshing breeze came up and lified
the manes®of our horses, fanned our hot foreheads, and
seemed to pass through our hearts. I looked again, and
saw the dark cloud-bank change to a bright purple, and
the great glowing snn dip behind it with a smiling
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face. Then the purple dissolved to a splendid orange,
and the sun flung back a thousand beams, darting mnorth
and south, touching the eastern horizon, and changing
every cloud and vapor into silver and gold, and some took
wings of doves and some of angels, and all seemed to
greet us with the prophet’s words,—* Ye shall go out
with joy and be led forth with peace: the mountains and
the hills shall break forth before you into singing, and all
the trees of the field shall clap their hands.”
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1 rost the next morning, finding for the first time in
days, how completely my sufferings and exertions had
exhausted my strength. I was faint and weary as from
illness, or a long and perilous race for life. And yet, I
suppose, ] had as great occasion to rejoice as any being
in the world. My .ycry troubles had given me moral
encrgy as they exhausted my physical powers. I had
seen many good things brought out of evil. And my
darling brother—had not the Lord delivered him? was
he not now my own? and was he not henceforth conse-
crated to a life of mpanly virtue? Could I have poured
out my soul in thanks like a river, I could not have cx-
pressed all my gratitude.. ) .

But still I had one sorrow. And sure I am that my
readers will not censure me when I tell what it was. I
shared it with Walter and many other friends. I sor-

*rowed for the -poor irembling culprit who had incurred
, the indignation of the people, and was s0 soon ta feel the
terrible v&ngeance of the law. It seemed to me then no
more than just that he should sufler death, and I revered
the law whose majesty had been insulted. But still I
grieved for the criminal and his afflicted family, and
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hoped that his punishment might be commuted to im-
pris?mment. He expressed great relief, and even satis-
faction, when he had made confession ; but what a dift
ferent death must his be from that for which Walter had
prepared ! To his dungeon, and to sit by his side on the
scaffold and cheer and soothe him, and give him triumph,
that great Comforter, an innocent Conscience, could not
come. And he lacked faith and hope. He lacked moral
courage. He was faint and ghasily from what he had
suffered. From the very hour that he committed the
crime and fled, he had been terribly punished, and after
my brother’s arrest, his ‘pains weyre augmented an hun-
dred fold. Every thought and reflection had punished
him. In every dream at night he had been arraigned,
condemned, and punished. Every ol;ject in nature, every
face of man, whether frowning or smiling, had seemed to
accuse him and demand a confession, that the innocent
might live.

+ But he had an innocent wife and children to share his
anguish and suffer his disgrace : he had everything to
lose, and for a long time he had neither heart nor courage
to confess his crime. He was brought into the hall of the
prison as Walter was led out. He rushed upon my bro-
ther and sobbed his confession in a ery of agony, which
makes me shudder as I write. He threw himself down ~
on Whalter's foet, clasped them, kissed them, and pleaded ,
for forgiveness. 1 could-not witness the scene ; and while
I moved away, my brother lifted him to his feet, returned
his kiss, repeated his hearty forgiveness, and prayed God
to forgive and bless him as they led him to his cell,
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I returned to Merrimack, taking Walter along with me.
A situation at a trade was oflfered him in Salem, but I
could scarce endure to have him out of my sight. 1 had
not known that my love for him could rise to such a
height. [ could fancy the mother’s love and joy who
clomb the flinty mountain cliff’ and snatched her babe
from the cagle’s grasp. With a sad heart, now beginning
more than ever to sufler for the vices of his youth, Walter
went to a trade in Merrimack, and boarded at Mrs.
Dorlon’s, where I saw him every day. )

I returned to my looms once more, and their cheerful
clack was music to my ears. I observed a few changes
in my company, but there were Agnes and Anna yet at
my side, and Mr. Olney was still our superintendent. I
worked a number of wecks and found mymoral strength
and screnity more than I anticipated, bt my physical
energy remained quite exhausted, and I neded relaxation
and repose. 1 was.advised to retire to the country for a’
month at least and refresh my wasted powers. My de;xr
Agnes Newman was about to return to Quinnebaug aud
prepare for her bridal; she had often desired me to go
with her ; she repeated her invitation, and I accepted.

But I could not get away from Merrimack again until
I had paid “ an old-fashioned visit” to Dir. Downs’ family ;

, 80 T went home with Celia and spent a weck—-a short
week, in one sense, our occupation was so great; and
long in another sense, o many bright satisfactions were
crowded into it;—a dear, social, happy week, during
which was revived in my mind the full idea of a real

New England home; a home blessed with moral joys
15%
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and iutellectual lights ; a home where love, thought, and
principle sit supreme, and the passions attend as menials.
We had conversation and communion ; we had reading
and story-telling; we had charades and proverbs; we
made snow-images and Christmas-trees for the young,
and wrought New-Year’s gifis for the old. Selwyn was
home a few hours cvery day, and he entered warmly into
our enjoyments, and increased them many fold. Several
of our young friends visited us, and 1 felt, as I lefi, that I
had added many treasures to my mind, while issucs of
love, thought, beauty, and power, were opened all around
my heart. That ¢ bright, particular” week was another
of ihe things I expect to remember in heaven. Still my
physical strength was not restored, and I went with

Agues to her gouatry, 'homg. "
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IN Quinncbaug we enjoyed the pleasures of what, if I
were a poet, I would call a “Summer Home in Winter
Time ;" for, although we had wiunter around us, it was
all summer and sunshine in the home of my sweet
friend.

Mr. and Mrs. Newman were still living in the
bloom and checrfulness of life, and thay‘,lhad a son and
daughter beside Agnes io render” @*ﬁz-home happy.
They possessed an ample farm on the sunny-side
of the river. They bhad a large and pleasant old
house, and everything about them for comfort and true
life. They were an intelligent couple, blessing God
for the little New England school-house, and for a
library of fine books which they-had upon their shelves.

Their children were well educated. Their farm was
picturesque.  The first hemlock-forest I ever saw was
there; and there were pine woods covering hundreds
of acres, beside large forests of oaks and chestouts. In
front of their house the Quinnebaug was as beautiful
as the Merrimack, and half a mile away there was a fall,
which appeared in the distance like a miniature Niagara.

We had all varieties of weather. The day after we
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arrived, we had a snow-storm. It was mild and still as
a mid-summer eve, when it gradually cooled, retaining
its stillness, and enclosing us in an atmosphere of clearest
blue, and the soft white snow sifted, a day and a night
from the clouds. The fences werc burdened, the stumps
were crowned as with marble capitals; the trees were
shected as with dimity, and quilted as with wool.
Flocks of white snow-birds chirped about the house;
broods of timid quails came hovering around the barn,
and the crows were in confusion, lighting on the top-
most branches of the trees, or soariny high into the
heavens to get above the storm.

The weather changed, and a roaring wind piled the
snow into drifts, and wrought it intq pillars, scrolls, and
domes of every style and form of ‘architecture. The
weather cha!i'j_ofd again; the atmosphere softened, a
black mist came over, and we had a few hours’ rain.
The wind then blew from the north, and a cold frost suc-
ceeded, and transmuted the world to erystal. It remained
very cold for a week, and, though the sky was clear all
that while, the erystals were not dissolved.

And what a scene ensued! The keen air inspired us
with unwonted vivacity; and during that week we
scemed to walk in fairy-land. . We ran on the glittering
snow as on marble. We glided through the woods, and
gazed at the dark evergreens and yellow maples as they
waved their flaming jewels. We traversed the river for
miles, admiring each picturesque curve and cascads. We
gazed on the fields and forests, as thoy shone in the sun
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light and moonlight, and answered the cold, bright glances
of the stars.

But our happiest hours were in the warm, bright par-
lor at night, as we read or conversed, or compared our
impressions of the world. Before I returned to Merri-
mack, Agnes was married to a farmer’s son, and we had
a country wedding worth describing in a book. The
month secmed 1o pass in a week, I was so happy. My
strength was restored, and, with a cheerful heart, 1
returned to my looms.

On the evening of my return, I looked over my ac-
counts, and found T had nearly two hundred dollars, in
money received as donations, more than I had expended
on all my efforts to save my brother’s life. 1 asked
Walter and Milbank to mark with me, and say what dis-
position [ should make of it. We all marked * Charity.”
So, after giving a portion to the felon’s widow and orphans
at Dexter, I divided the rest between the ¢ Children’s
Friend Socicty of Merrimack,” the ¢ Prison Reform Asso-
ciation of Boston,” and Friend Buxton’s mission in Salem.
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XLIV.

I is still the fashion to wind upa story, as the enrap-
tared hero of Sleepy Hollow would haye wound up aflairs
at the Van Tassel House ; with ‘the pigeons snugly put to
bed in a comfortable pie, the ducks pairing cosily in
dishes, the geese swimming in their own gravy, every
turkey daintily trussed up with his gizzard under his
wing and a necklace of savory sausages; and himself
married o the blooming Katrina, and away, at last, ‘lo
Kentucky, Tennessee, or the Lord knows where.” Even
history and biography secrn often 1o slide into this old
fashion, and the turn of events compels me Lo follow it fur-
ther than I like, in conclusion of my narrative. .

The reader of course anticipates the end of several
characters who have figured in these pages, and of others
I need render but a brief account. It was to be expceted
that Newton Puflit and the Keezles could never extract
the renl wealth of their great fortunes, without finer’
minds, better tastes and nobler hearts than they pos-
sessed.; and that the very riches they obtained muight be-
come the agent of their wretchedness and fall. The
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reader will not be surprised to hear that Amelia
Dorlon reformed, and now lives respected ; whilst one of’
her mill-companions has laid ofl” her vanitics at last, be-
come intelligent, and retired to a happy, though unpre-
tending home. And what could any one expect of Anna
Logan, but that she would be well married, have means
1o relieve her mother, and enjoy the finest life ?

Mrs. Dorlan united her mecans with those of Amelia’s
husband, and they built a pleasant home near her old
residence, and more than ever, at this age, she resembles
the last picture of Martha ‘Washington.

The Buxtons, with their noble hearts and wealthy
mernories, would have been honored and blessed, though
begging their bread from door to door. ¥

My brother Jesso’lives in comfort, and possesses a
manliness which the discipline of sorrow assisted him to
gain. Walter is more cheerful now than he has been
since his trial. He is respected, he is master of a trade,
and pursues a course of self-culture which improves him
every day, .

You will say with me, that Julia Warden pairs off well
with Selwyn Downs, and you caanot be surprised at their
marriage, nor fail to believe that she assists him in the
city mission, and they live many ycars in one.

George Milbank has an extensive practice, and most
of his cases are those of the injured and oppressed. He

*still possesses the rural soac near the cascade, and has a
handsome Swiss cottage, where one of the finest land-
scapes in New England may be seen. I once disliked
men of his profession, and was surprised to see the girls
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so eager for lawyer-husbands. But my mind is somewhat
changed, and I now regard a manly lawyer with respect.
1 respected Gcorge Milbank before he came to Merrimack ;
and when he rescued Milly Dorlon from destruction, I
gave him my admiration. As he next appeared, to de-
fend my brother, that feeling was filled with gratitude,
and the trial was not ended, before it was enhanced an
hundred fold. .

My former serenity returned, and I found every aflec-
tion for him engrossed in ardent and exalted love, and
when I asked how I might reward him, and he replied,
“ Marry me, if you think I can make you happy,” I could
neither conceal my joy, nor disappoint his hopes.

We have shadows with our sunshine, and troubles with
our peace ; and yet we are far more happy than I used
to fancy wedded life would be. Bessie Plympton has a
chamber in our cottage, and a patch of sunflowers in our
garden, and she sings of “ Heavenly Union,” and dreams
of the land of rest. .

On last Wednesday afternoon, the present members of
the Book Society, with three or four of my old mill-
companions, had a pic-nic in our grove, and came to
the cottage at night, and read “ Kavanagh,” and tasted
the first catawbas we have brought in this season.

We have just had a visit from Mr. and Mrs. Buxton,
aud next weck we are going to Salem, and if the weather
continues mild, have a pic-nic on the Juniper. '

As our chimney glows with the first autumn fire, and
my mother Milbank plies her needles in the corner, and
my little rosy Selwyn dreams of his hobby-horse and
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bugle at my feet, new issues of joy spring forth, like jets
of water from a fountain, and swcetly shower my heart.

My husband is out amongst his trces, and when he
comes in for the evening, we are going to resume a course
of reading, which includes the memoirs of Lady Colqu-
houn, Sarah Mayo, and Mary Ware.
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lous, Mantara, Wattcau, La Motte, Dchle, Abb& Trublet, Bution, Dorat, Curdinal de
Bernis, Crébillon the Gay, Marie Antoinette, Made. do Pompadour, Vadé, Mlle. Ca-
marfo, Mlle. Clairon, Mad. de la Popelinit.e, Sophie Arnould, Crébillon the Tragle,
Mile. Guimard, Three Pages in the Life of Dancourt, A Promenade in the Palais-Royal,
the Chevalier de 1a Clos.

“ A more fascinating book than this rarely fssues fr: m the teeming‘xm-. Fascina-
dng in its subject ; fascinating in its style; fascinating in its power to lead the reader into
castle-building of the most gorgeous und bewlitching description.”—Courier & Enquirer,

“This is & most welcome book, full of information and amusement, in the form of

i an d 1t has the style of uﬂn literature, with the use-
falness of the gravest. It should be in every library, and the hands of overy reader.”

Boston Commonswealth.

4 & Boox or Booxs.—Twa deliclously ?on volumes, that are e perfect bonns beuche
for 3u epicure in reading.”— Home Je




REDFIFELDS NEW AND POPULAR PURLICATIONG

PHILOSOPHERS AND ACTRESSES
By ArseNe HoussAye. With beautifully-engrived Portraits of
Voltaire and Mad. Parabére. T'wo vols., 12mo, price $2.50.

“We have here the most chnrmin% book we havo read these meany days, —ss
powertul in ita fascination that we huve been held for hours from our imperious labars
or needful slumbers, by the entrancing influence of ita pages. One of the most destre

' ble fruits ot the prolific field of literature of the present season.”—Port.and Ecdlectic.

¢ Two brillinnt and fascinating—we had almost eaid, bewitching—volumes, comb!
ning information and amusement, the lightest goesip, with solid and serviceuble wig
dom,”— Yankee Blade.

“1t is amoet admirable book, full of originality, wit, information end philosophy
Indeed, the vividness of the book is extraordinary. The scencs and drecripuivuu ure

bsolutely lite-like." hern Litergry Gazette. -

“I'he works of the present writer are the only ones the spirit of whose rhetoric docs
Justice to those times, and in lnscination of description and style equal the furehsatiuns
they descant upon."—New Orleans Commercial Bulletin.

*The align‘or is & brilliant wiiter, and serves up his sketches in a sparkling manner *

eman,

ANCIENT EGYPT UNDER THE PHARAOHS.

By Joun Kenprick, M. A. In 2 vols., 12mo, price $2.50.

“No work has heietofore appearcd suited to the wants of the historical studene,
which combined the lnhors of artists, travellers, interpreters and critics, durmg tho
peviods frow the earlicst records of the munarchy to its final absorption in the empire
of Alexander. Thie work supplies this deficiency.” —Olive Branch.

“Not only the geography and political history 4[11".gypt under the Pharachs aro

i ot the d ti

given, but we are furnished with a and cus.
toms ot the inhabi . their iangunge, laws, , rolig agri , DaVIg!
and commerce."— Commercial Advertiser.

“Theae presenta hensive view of the results of the combined lnbors

¥
of travellers, artists, and scientific explorers, which have effected so much during the
sweaent century toward the development of Egyptisn archaology and history.”—Jour-
wLl of Commerce. «
# The descriptions are very vivid and one wanders, delighted with the author, through
the land of Egypt, gathering at every step, now pbases of her wondrous history, and
ends with & wore intelligent knowledge than ho ever before had, of the lund of the

Pharaohs,"— dmerican S .

COMPARATIVE PHYSIOGNOMY ;

Or Resemblances between Men and Animals. By J. W. Reprieco,
M. D. In one vol.,, 8vo, witl} several hundred illustrations.
price, $2.00.

« Dr. Redficld has produced a very curious, amusing, and instructive book, curious
i its ori{::llty and illustrations, amnusing 1n the comparisons and analyses, and in.
struitive becatse it contains very much useful infurmation on a too much neglected
subfect. It wmhomcrl{ rend und quickly appreciated.”— National Hgis.

“The whole work exhibits 8 good deal ol entific research, ivtelligent cbeservation,
and ingennity."—~ Union.

« Highly engertaining even to those who have little time to study the science.”—

« This is & rémarkable volume and will be read by two classes, those swho study for
information, and -those who read for mnnet:«l;n‘t;‘ ‘or {ts originality and enf ug
h wo d our readers,"—.
«1It is overflowing with wit, humor, and vrlginsl’lty. and profusely illustrated. The
whole work is distinguished by vast research snd knowledge.”—Knickerbocker.
“The is & novel one; the proofs striking,and must challenge the attention of the
surlous.”--Datly Advertiser .




REDFIELD'S NEW AND POPYLAR PUBLICATIONS.

NOTES AND EMENDATIONS OF SHAKESPEARE.

Notes and Kmendations to the Text of Shakespeare’s Plays, from
the Early Manuscript Corrections in a copy of the folio of 1632,
in the possession of Joun Pay~e Conrier, Esq., F.S.A. Third
edition, with a fac-simile of the Manuscript Corrections. 1 val
12mo, cloth, 1 50.

“ Tt {s not for a moment to be doubted, we think, that in this volume a contrifution
trar heen mnde to the clearness and accuracy of Shnkesronre'o text, by far the most im
portant of any offered or attempted since Shakespears lived and wrote."— Lond, Ezam

«The corrections which Mr. Collier hus here given to the world are, we venture to
think, of more value than the labors of nearly all the critica on Shakespeare's text put
together."— London Literary Gazette. .

“ It is & rare gem in the hstory of liternture, and can not fail to commeand the atten.
tion of all the umnteurs of the writings of the immortal dramatic poet.”—Ch’ston Cour

1t is a book ahsolutely indiapensable to every admirer of Shakespears who wishes
to rend him understandingly.”— Lowisville Courier.

« [t in clear trom ternal evidence, thot for the most part they are genuine restora-
tiona of the original plays. They carry eonviction with them."— Home Journal,

“This volume 18 an almost Indispensable companton to any of the editions of
Ehakespeare, so numerous and often important are many of the corrections.”"~ Register,

Philadelphia.
0,6& :

THTE HISTORY OF THE CRUSADES.

By Joseru Frangois chu.u;n. Translated by W. Robson, 3 vols,

12mo., maps, $3 75. C e

a1t is comprehensive and accurate'in the detafl of facts, methodleal and Jucid in ar-
rangement, with R lively and flowing narrative.”—.Journal of Commerce.

“We need not eay that the work of Michaud has superseded all other histories
of the Crusades, This history has long bean the standard work with all who could
read it in its original lanyuage. Another work on the same subject 18 as improbable
rs a new history of the * Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.! "—Salem n.

“ The most fuithiul and master ly history ever written of the wild wars for the Hol
Laud."—Philadelphia American Courier, ~

“The ability, dilicence, and fuithfulness, with which Michaud has rxecuted his
5rmt task, are undisputcd ; and it is to his wyll-fillod volumes thet the historical stu-

ent must now resort lor copious snd authentle fucts, and luminous views respecting
tins most 1omantic and wonderful period in the annals of the Old World,"— Boston

Daily Courier. ,

MARMADUKE WYVIL.

An Hisgorical Romance of 1651, by Hexry W. HerserT, author
of the « Cavaliers of England,” &ec., &c. Fourteenth Edition,
Revised and Corrected. .

«Thie is one of the hest works of the kind we have ever read—full of thrilling inef.
dentggind adventuros in the sticring times of Cromwell, and in that style which has
mdi® the works o f Mr, Herbert 8o popular.”—Ckristian Freeman, Boaton, )

“ The work ia distinguished hy the same historical knowledge, thrilling incident, and
pictorl benuty of style, which have characterized ull Mr, Herbert's ictlons and imparted
e futhor ot of nr ‘;;W?w—é"k“ fou characters, has conetzucted ]

* The author ou & simple plot and very few characteps, & Nove|
of decp interest and ot considerable hlnzlul value. It will be found wall worth
reading " —National Z.gis, Worcester.



REDFIELD'S NEW AND POPULAR PUBLICATIONS.

MACAULAY'S SPEECHES.

Speeches by the Right Hon. T. B. Macauray, M. P., Author of
s The History of England,” ¢ Lays of Ancient Rome,” &c., &c.
Two vols., 12mo, price $2.00.

“It is hard to say whether his poetry, his lq‘mhu in parliament, or his brilliant
essnys, are the most charming ; each has raised him to very great eminence, and would
be sufficicnt to constitute the reputation of any ordinary man."—S8ir Archibald Alison.

* Ipmay be snid that Great Britain has produced no statesman since Burke. who has
united in 80 eminent a degree as Macaulay the lofty and caltivated genius, the eloquent
orat( r, and the sagacious and far-reaching politician.”"— 4lbany Argus.

“ We do not know of any living English orator, whose cloquence comes eo nesr the
ancient ideal—close, rapid, powerfu), z ical ing, d by an i earn
estness of feeling."— Courier & Enguirer.

“ Mr, Macuulay has lately acquired as great e reputation as an orator, as he bad for
merly won as an cseayist and historian, He tukes in his speeches the same wido and

prehensive grasp of his subject that he does in his cssays, and treats it in the sume
elegant style.”— Philadelphia Evening Bulletin,

“The same elaborate finish, sparkling antithesis, full sweep and copious flow of
thought, and transparency of style, which made his cssays so attractive, are found in
his specches, They are so perspicuous, so brillinntly studded with ornament and illus-
tration, and so resistless in their current, that they appear at the time to be the wisest
and greatest of human compositions,"—New York Evangelist.

7h

TRENCH ON PROVERBS.

On the Lessons in Proverbs, by Rxc'mgm CHexevix Trench, B. D,
Professor of Diviei:y i himg's Colfege, Liondon, Author of the
« Study of Words.” 121, cloth, 5¢ cents.
“ Another cbarming book by the nuthor of the “ Study of Worde,” on a subject which
is 80 ingeniously treated, that we wonder no one has treated it before.”— Yenkee Blade.
« It ie'a book at once profoundly instructive, and at the eame time deprived of all
epproach to dryness, by the charming menner in which the subject s treatetl.”—Ar.
Y {ur’n Home Gazette,

« It is a wide fleld, and onc which the author has well cultivated, adding not only ta
Xbis own reputation, but a valuable work to cur literature.”— Albany Evening Trauscrips.

“ The work shows an acute perception, 8 geniul apprecintion of wit, and great re.
search. It isa very rare and agrecable production, which may be read with profit und
delight."—New York Evangeclist,

“The style of the author is torse and vigorous—almost a model in its kind,"—Pors

THE LION SKIN

And the Lover Hunt; by CHARLES DE Bernarp., 12mo, $1.00.

It is not often the novel-reader can find on his bookseller’s shell :.Puhlicuﬁé'n 80 full
of Incidents and gond humor, and at the same timo so provocative of honest thought.”

= -National (Worcester, Mlunld) Xgis.
s 3t 19 full of incidents ; and the reader becomes ro inteterted in the principal pi -~n-
s in the work, that he is unwilun{ ta lay the book down until he has learned their
ol history,"——Boston Olive Branc
“ It Is refreshing to meet occusionally with a well-published story whjch {s written for
l.o::im imﬂ? fgr ‘:l‘!’cmnu el'c—wglc}: pi‘:_lno:hﬁppo with e;h:n lnm ofrumdornl. &l
u tho handle with a ponnd of philauthropy, orsn q y of en p
Tosop! Rtpt&kh,

hy."—S



REDFIELDS NEW AND POPULAR FUBLICATIONS.

MOORE'S LIFE OF SHERIDAN.

Memoirs of the Life of the Rt. Hon. Richard Brinsley Shendan,
by Tuomas Moorg, with Portrait after Sir Jushua Reynolds,
Two vols., 12mo, cloth, $2.00.

*“One of the most brilliant biographies in English literature. It is the life of a wit
written by a wit, and few of Tom Moore's most sparkling poems are more brilliant and
fas~inating than this biography.”"— Boston mﬁm’i‘x.

* This is at onco a most valuable biography of the most celebrated wit of the times,

nd one of the most entertaining works of its gifted author.”—Spring, Republican,

* The Life of Sheridan, the wit, contains as much food for serious thought as the
best sermon that was ever penned.”— Arthur's Home Gazette,

“The sketch of such a character and carcer ns Sheridan's bysuc  Sand as Moore's,
e8n never cease to be attractive.”—N. Y. Courier and Enguirer.

“The work is Inetructive and full of intoreat."—Christion Intelligencer.

“Itis a gem of biography; full of incident, clegantly written, warmly & ve,
and on the whole candid and {um Sheridan waes & rare and wondertul genius, and has
in this work justico done to his surpassing merits,"— NN, Y. Evangelist,

win

BARRINGTON'S SKETCHES.

Personal Sketches of his ownjTime, by Sir Jonan BarrineTon,
Judge «f the High Court of Admiralty in Ireland, wicth Illustra-
tions by Darley. Third J#ition, 12mo, cloth, $1 25.

“ A more entertnining book than thR !~ aot often thrown in our way, His sketches
of character are inimitable y and na inent men,of his time are hit off i
the most striking and g y Argus,

¢ He waa a very shrewdfobserver centric writer, and his narrative of his own
iife, nnd eketches of socigffyd ring his times, are exceedingly humorous and
Intereeting.”—N, ¥, ercial Advertiser,

]t is one of timee worke which are conceived and written In 80 hearty a view, an
bringe before the reader so many ﬂalpuble and ammin%hnnewn. that the entex]
ment and information are cqually balanced.”— Boston nscript,

“TLis is one of the most ﬂm‘rtninlnﬁ books of the seuson,"—N. Y. Recordlff.

1t portraya in life-like colors the characters and daily habits of nearly & the Eng
lieh and Irlsh celebritica of thut peviod."— N, Y. Courler and Enguirer,

JOMINPS CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOO. :

Tke Political and Military Fistory of the Campaign of Waterloo
from the French of Gen. Baron Jomini, by Lieut. S V. Beyeg -

U. S. Ordnance, with a Map, 12mo, cloth, 75 cents. &8
4 Of great value, both for its historical merit and its acknowledged impartiality.”
Christian Frceman, Boston. .

« 1t bas long beer regarded in Europe as a work of more thun ordinary merit, while

yto milit.nry mgn hie review of the tactics and manceuvres of the French Emperor dur

Ing the few d“{.iwim:: pn;wded‘}'ﬂskﬁnnl :lnd man ' defost, is as
iustructive, as it is intcresting.”— Arthur's Home Gazsite,

"‘Il’l:"i;slzea::ndard uu!horitg and iNluetrates a subjoct'of anent interest. Wit
military students, snd historics) inquirers, it will be a favoite reference, and for the
B rows ok gt on ohen mooted poi “'p""w""“ Nepotboos military ed

* 1t trows muc| it on of moot e
polldcrgenhn. The 't‘nnllutlun is one of nﬁio:g igor. m Commonwealth,

“ It supplicsanimportant chapter in the  instar aventiul period of Na
poleon's military carcer,"—Savannak Daily AT S

1t is ably written and skilfully tranalatod.— Yanbve P




REDFIELD'S NEW AND POPULAR PUBLICATIONS.

THE MASTER BUILDER-

Or, Life ata Trade. By Dar Kkrnoce Lrk, author of ¢ Sum
N ymerfield, or Life on the Farm.”  One vol., 12mo, price 81.00.

. %He {8 a powerful aod graphic writer, and from what we have «een of the pages o,
“the  Master Builder.” it is & ~omnanee of excellent aim and success.”— State Register.,

“ The: ¢ Master Builder' is the master producticn. It is romance imto which 1+ mnstilled
the reality ot life: and incentives are put lorth to noble exertion and virtue,  The story
 pleasing-~almost inating ; the moral is pure and undefiled.”—Daily Times.

*1ts descriptions are, many of them, strikingly beautiful; commmghng mn good pro-

ions, the witty, the groteeque, the pathetic, and the beroic. It may be reud with
protit as well as pleasure.”—drgus.

“The work betore us will commend itsclt to the mnsacs, depicting as it doer most

- graphically the struggles and privations winch await the unknown and uncared-for
echanic 1n his journey through hfe. It 18 what might be culled n romance, but not of
Io\';sﬁ"e:lmt and revenge order."— Lockport Courer,

* The whi

Kzpress.

scheme of the story 18 well worked up and very instructive.”—4lbany

&,

GRISCOM ON VENTILATION.

“The Uscs and Abuses of Air: showing its Influence in Sustaining
‘Life, and Producing Disease, wih Remarks on the Ventilution
-of Houses, and the hest Methods 1 Secuiing o Pure and Whole-
some Atmosphere inside of Dwellir.<, Churches, Workshops, &e
By Joux H. Griscom, M.D. O'c voi'12me, $1.00.

"#This compréhensive treatise skt Ny L by all who wich tn secure health,
and eupaclal‘}y'by those constructing chuy mrs, lecturewoms, rchool houses, &c.—It
I8 undoubted, that suany discases aro create And seresd ¢n consequence of the histle
sitention paid to proper ventilation. Dr. G. wii{es'Kuliwin_ = and plainly wpe  this all-
{mportaut topic "—Newark Advertiser. - .

“The whole hook is n complete manual of the cubject of whicii it treats; and wo

nture to eay that the builder or contriver of & dwelline, scheol-house, chureh, thea.
tro, - _ . or stramboat, whe neglects to inform himecli of the mumentous truthe it
gt te, Wlammits virtually a crime againet socwty,” —N. V. Meirapolis.

+ Wheit shall we learn to estimate at their proper value, pue watee and pure sir,
Owhigh fod provided fur man before he mude man, and w very iong ume befare he
permitted the existence ol a doctor? We commend the Uses snd Abuses ot Air to our
‘Teaders, apsuring them that they will find it to ¢ontain directions for the ventilation of
Swellings, w:u}.uh every omne who values health and coms..rt should put in practce.”—

Bl . I
B HAGAR, A STORY OF TO-DAY. '

By Avice Canev, author of ¢ Clovernock,” ¢ Lyra, and Other
. Paems,” &e.  One voli, 12mn, price $1.00.

" #* A story of yursl and domestic life, abonnding in humor, puthor and that naturaly,
Aeds in chuineter and conduct which made © Clovernook' so great a favorlte nst m neon.
Peunges in ¢ Hegnr' are written with extraordivary power, ita moral is stiking und
Just, nd. the huod will movitakly bo one of the most popular productions of the sca-
Bon,’ P s

“She hns g fi#, rich, snd_purely orfginal Jenius, Her country storics are almost
lncqnnlui‘."—-’l : aJu M
1) 23 4

"he Timos spenky of Al y a3 standing'ss tHe hend of the living forfile wrl-
tora ut Amesien, W, irther in our favorable judpment, and express the opin.
{on thut m,(;:m& those; dond, shie bus had ng equal in this country ; and we know

in the

literature who have exhibited superior gifts of real po
Me.) Eclectla
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