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REVERIES OF A BACHELO& 


FIRST REVERIE. 


SMOKE, "FLAME, AND ASHES. 


OVER A WOOD FIRE. 
I HAVE got a quiet farm-house in the country-a very humble 

place, to be sure-tenanted by a worthy enough man of the 
old New England stamp, where I sometimes go for a day or 
two in the winter, to look over the farm accounts and to see 
how the stock is thriving on the winter's keep. 

On one side the door, as you enter from the porch, is a little 
parlor, scarce twelve feet by ten, with a cozy-looking fire-place, 
a heavy oak floor, a couple of arm-chairs, and a brown table 
with carved lions' feet. Out of" this room opens a little cab­
inet only big enough for a broad bachelor bedstead, where I 
sleep upon feathers, and wake in the morning with my eye 
upon a saucy-colored lithographic print of sqme fancy" Bessy." 

It happens to be the only house in the world of which I am 
bond-fide owner, and I take a vast deal of comfort in treating 
it just as I choose. I manage to break some articles of furni­
ture almost every time I pay it a visit; and if I can not open 
the window readily of a !Doming, to breathe the fresh air, I 
knock out a pane or two of glass with my boot. I lean against 
the walls in a· very old arm-chair there is on the premises, and 
Bearce ever fail to worry such a hole in the plastering as would 
set me down for a round charge for damages in town, or make 
a prim housewife fret herself into a raging fever. I laugh out 
loud with myself in my big arm-chair when I think that I am 
neither afraid of one nor the other. 

As for the fire, I keep the little hearth so hot as to warm 
half the cellar below, and the whole space between the jams 
roars for hours together with white flame. To be sure, the 
windows &:re not very tight, between l?roken panes ~d b~d 



6 REVERIES OF .A. BACHELOR. 

joints, so that the fire, large as it may be, is by no means an 
extravagant comfort. 

As night approaches, 1 have a huge pile of oak and hickory 
placed beside the hearth; 1 put out the tallow candle on the 
mantel (using the family snuffers, with one leg broken)-then, 
drawing my chair directly in front of the blazing wood, and 
setting one foot on each of the old iron fire-dogs (until they 
grow too warm), I dispose myself for an evening of such sober 
and thoughtful quietude as I believe, on my soul, that very 
few of my fellow-men have the good fortune to enjoy. 

My tenant, meantime, in the other room I can hear now 
and then-though there is a thick stone chimney and broad 
entry between--"multiplying contrivances with his wife to put 
two babies to sleep. Tbis occupies them, 1 should say, usually 
an hour; though my only measure of time. (for I never carry a 
watch into the country) is the blaze of my fire. By ten or 
thereabouts my stock of wood is nearly exhausted; I pile upon 
the hot coals what remains, and sit watching how it kindles, 
and blazes, and goes out-even like our joys I-and then slip 
by the light of the embers i~to my bed, where I lnxuriate in 
such sound and healthful slumber as only such rattling win­
dow frames and country air can supply. . 

Rut to return~i,he other evening-it happened to be on my 
last visit to my farm-bouse-when I had exhausted all the 
ordinary rural topics of thought; had formed all sorts of con­
jectures as to the income of the year; had planned a new wall 
around one lot, and the clearing up of another, now covered 
with patriarchal wood, and wondered if the little rickety house 
would not be after all a snug enough box to live and to die in 
-1 fell on a sudden into such an unprecedented line of 
thought, which took such deep hold of my sympathies-some­
times even starting tears-that I determined, the next day, to 
set on paper as much of it as 1 could reca11. 

Something-it may have been the home-looking blaze (1 am 
a bachelor of-say six-and-twenty), or possihly a plaintive cry 
of the baby in my tenant's room-had suggested to me the 
thought of-Marriage. 

1 piled upon the heated. fire-dogs the last armful of my wood; 
and now, said I, bracing myself courageously between the 
arms of my chair-I'll not' flinch-I'll pursue the thought 
wher~ver it leads, though it leads me to the d-, (I am apt to 
be hasty)-at least-continued I, softening-until my fire is 
out. 

The wood was green, and at first showed no disposition to 
blflze. It s!llok~ furiouslr. Smoke? thought I, always goes 
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before blaze; and so does doubt go before decision: and my 
Reverie, from that very starting-point, slipped into this shape: 

I. SMOKE-SIGNIFYING DOUBT. 
A WIFE?-thought I-yes, a wifer 
And why? 
And pray, my dear sir, why not--:-why? Why not doubt; 

why not hesitate; why not tremble? 
Does a man buy a ticket in a lottery-a poor man,' whose 

whole earnings go in to secure the ticket-without trembling, 
hesitating, and doubting? . 

Can a man stake his bachelor respectability, his independ­
ence, and comfort, upon the die of absorbing, unchanging, re­
lentless marriage, without trembling at the venture? _ 

Shall a man who has been free to chase his fancies over the 
wide world, without let or hinderance, shut himself up to mar­
riageship, within four walls called Home, that are to claim 
him, his time, his trouble, and his thought, thenceforward for 
evermore, without doubts thick, and thick-coming as smoke? 

Shall he who has been hitherto a mere observer of other men's 
cares and business-moving off where they made him sick of 
heart, approaching whenever and wherever they made him' glee­
ful-shall he now undertake administration of just such cares 
and business, without qualms? Shall he, whose whole life 
has been but a nimble succession of escapes from trifling diffi­
culties, now broach without doubtings, that matrimony, where, 
if difficulty beset him, there is no escape? Shall this brain of 
mine, careless-working, never tired with idleness, feeding on 
long vagaries and high, gigantic castles, dreaming out beati­
tudes hour by hour, turn itself at length to such dull task­
work as thinking out a livelihood for wife and children? 

Where thenceforward will be" those sunny dreams in which 
I have warmed my fancies and my heart, and lighted my eye 
with crystal? This very marriage, which a brilliant-working 
imagination has invested time and again with brightness and 
delight, can serve no longer as a mine for teeming fancy; all, 
alas, will be gone, reduced to the dull standard of actual! No 
more room for intrepid forays of imagination-no more gor .. 
geous realm-making-all wHl be over! 

Why not, I thought, go on dreaming? " 
Can any'wife be prettier than an after-dinner fancy, idle 

and yet vivid, can paint for you? Can any children make less 
noise than the little rosy-cheeked ones who have no existence 
except in the omnium gatlterwll of your own brain? Can any 
housewife be more unexceptionable than she who goes sweep· 
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ing daintily the cobwebs that gather in your dreams? Can any 
domestic larder be better stocked than the private larder of 
your head' dozing on a cushioned chair-back at Delmonico's? 
Can any family purse be better filled thanthe exceeding plump 
one you dream of after reading such pleasant books as Mun­
chhausen or Typee? 

But if, after all, it must be-duty, or what not, making 
provocation-what then? And I clapped my feet hard against 
the fire-dogs, and leaned back, and turned my face to the ceil­
ing, as much as to say: And where on earth, then, shall a 
poor devil look for a wife? 

Somebody says, Lyttleton or Shaftesbury, I think, that 
" marriages would be happier if they were all arranged by the 
lord chancellor." Unfortunately, we have no lord chancellor 
to make this commutation of our misery. 

Shall a man, then, scour the country on a mule's back, like 
Honest Gil BIas of Santillane; or shall he make application to 
some such intervening providence as Mme.' St. Marc, who, as 
I see by the Presse, manages these matters to one's hand for 
some five' per cent. 011 the fortunes of the parties? 

I have trouted when the brook was so low and the sky so 
hot that I might as well have thrown my fly upon the turn­
pike; I have hunted hare at noon, and woodcock in snow­
time, never despairing, scarce doubting; but for a poor hunter 
of his kind, without traps or snares, or any aid of police or 
constabulary, to traverse the world, where are swarming, on a 
moderate computation, some three hundred and odd millions 
of unmarried women, for a single capture-irremediable, un­
changeable-and yet a capture which, by strange metonymy, 
not laid down in the books, is very apt to turn captor into 
captive, and make game of hunter-all this, surely, surely 
:may make a man shrug with doubt! 

Then, again, there are the plaguey wife's relations. Who 
knows how many third, fourth, or fifth cousins will appear at 
careless complimentary intervals long after you had settled 
into the placid belief that all congratulatory visits were at an 
end? How many twisted-headed brothers will be putting in 
their advice, as friend, to Peggy? 

How many maiden aunts will come to spend a month or two 
~th their" dear Peggy," and want to know every tea-time 
"if she isn't a dear love of a wife?" Then, dear father·in­
law will beg (taking dear Peggy's hand in his) to give a little 
wholesome counsel, and will be very sure to advise just the 
contrary of Fhat you had determined to undertake. And dear 
mamma-in-law must set her nose into Peggy's cupboard and 
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msist upon having the key to your own private locker in the 
wainscot. 

Then, perhaps, there is a little bevy of dirty-nosed nephews 
who come to spend the holidays and eat up your East Indian 
sweetmeats, and who are forever tramping over your head or 
raising the Old Harry below while you are busy with your 
clients. Last, and worse, is some fidgety old uncle, forever too 
cold or too hot, who vexes you with his patronizing airs, and 
impudently kisses his little Peggy! 

That could be borne, however; for perhaps he has promised 
his fortune to Peggy. Peggy, then, will be rich (and the 
thought made me rub my shins, which were now getting 
comfortably warm upon the fire-dogs). Then she will be for­
ever talking of her fortune, and pleasantly reminding you on 
occasion of a favorite purchase-how lucky that she had the 
means; and dropping hints about economy, and buying very 
extravagant Paisleys. 

She will annoy you by looking over the stock-list at break­
fast-time; and mention quite carelessly to your clients that she 
is interested in such or such a speculation. . 

She will be provokingly silent when you hint to a tradesman 
that you have not the. money by you for his small bill; in 
short, she will tear the life out of you, making you pay in 
righteous retribution of annoyance, grief, vexation, shame, and 
Bickness of heart for the superlative folly of " marrying rich. " 

But if not rich, then poor. Bah! the thought made rtre-stir 
the coals; but there was still no blaze. The paltry earnings 
you are able to wring out of clients by the sweat of your brow 
Will now be all our income; you will be pestered for pin­
money and pestered with your poor wife's relations. Ten to 
one she will stickle about taste-" Sir Visto's "-and want to 
make this so pretty and that so charming, if she only had the 
means; . and is sure Paul (a kiss) can't deny his little Peggy 
such a trifling sum, and aU for the common benefit. 

Then she, for one, means that her children sha'n't go a-beg­
ging for clothes-and another pull at the purse. Trust a poor 
mother to dress her children in finery! . 

Perhaps she is ugly-not noticeable at first-but growing on 
her, and (what is worse) growing faster on you. You wonder 
why you didn't see that vulgar nose long ago; and that lip-it 
is very strange, you think, that you ever thought it pretty. 
And then, to come to breakfast with her hair looking as it does, 
and you not so much as daring to say-" Peggy, do brush 
your hair!" Her foot too-not very bad when decently 
chaussee; but now since she's married she does wear such 
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infernal slippers! And yet, for all this, to be prigging up for 
an hour when any of myoId chums come to dine with me! 

" Bless your kind hearts, my dear fellows," said I, thrust. 
ing the tongs into the coals and speaking out loud, as if my 
·voice could reach from Virginia to Paris-" not married yet!" 

Perhaps Peggy is pretty enough, only shrewish. 
No matter for cold coffee; you should have been up before. 
What sad, thin, poorly cooked chops to eat with your rolIsr 
She thinks they are very good, and wonders how you can 

set such an example to your children. 
The butter is nauseating. 
She has no other, and hopes you'll not raise a storm about 

butter a little turned. I think I see myself, ruminated I, 
sitting meekly at table, scarce daring to lift up my eyes, ut· 
terly fagged out with some quarrel of yesterday, choking down 
detestably sour muffins that my wife thinks are" delicious," 
slipping in dried mouthfuls of burned ham' off the side of, my 
fork tines, slipping off my chair sideways at the end, and slip. 
ping out with my hat between my knees, to business, and 
never feeling myself a competent, sound-minded mali till the 
oak door is between me and Peggy . 
. "Ha! hal not yett" said I, and in so earnest a tone that 

my dog started to his feet, cocked his eye to have agood look 
into my face, met my smile of triumph with an amiable wag 
of the tail, and curled up again in the corner. 

Again, Peggy is rich enough, well enough, mild enough, 
only she doesn't care a fig for you. She has married you be· 
cause father or grandfather thought the match eligible, and 
hecause she didn't wish to disoblige them. Besides, she didn!t 
positively hate you, and thought you were a respectable enough 
young person; she has told you so repeatedly at dinner. She 
wonders you like to read poetry; she wishes you would buy 
her a'good cook.:.book; and insists upon you making your will 
at the birth of the first baby. 

She thinks Captain So-and-So a splendid-lookjng fellow, and 
wishes you would trim up a little, were it ouly for appearance' 
sake. 

You need not hurry up from the office so early at night; 
she, bless her dear heart! does not feel lonely. You read to 
her a love tale, she interrupts the pathetic parts with direc· 
tions to her seamstress. You read of marriages, she sighs, 
and asks if Oaptain So-and-So has left town. She hates to be 
mewed up in . a cottage or between brick walls; she does so 
love the springs! 

But, again, Peggy loves you-at least, she swears it, with hel" 
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hand- on the " Sorrows of Werther." She has pin-money which 
she spends for the LUerary World and the Friends in Council. 
She is not bad-looking, save a bit too much of forehead; nor is 
she sluttish, unless a neglige till three o'clock and an ink­
stain on the forefinger be sluttish; but then she is such a sad 
blue! 

You never fancied when you saw her buried in a three-vol­
ume novel that it was anything more than a girlish vagary; 
and when 111.13 quoted Latin, you thought innocently that me 
had a capital memory for her samplers. 

But to be bored eternally about divine Dante and tunny 
Goldoni is too bad. Your copy of Tasso, a treasure print of 
1680, is all bethumbed and dogs-eared, and spotted with baby 
gruel. Even your Seneca-an Elzevir-is all sweaty with 
handling. Sue adores La Fontaine, reads Balzac with a kind 
of artist-scowl, and will not let Greek alone. . 

You hint at broken rest and an aching head at breakfast, 
and she will fling you a scrap of Anthology in lieu of the 
camphor bottle, or chant the aiai, alai, of tragic chorus. 

The nurse is getting dinner; you are holding the baby; 
Peggy is reading Bruyere. 

'fhe fire smoked thick as pitch, and puffed out little clouds 
over the chimney-piece~ I gave the fore-stick a kick, at the 
thought of Peggy, baby and Bruyere. 

Suddenly the flame flickered bluely athwart the smoke, 
caught at a twig below, rolled round the mossy oak-stick, 
twined among the crackling. tree-limbs, mounted, lighted up 
the whole body of smoke, and blazed out cheerily and bright. 
Doubt vanished with smoke, and hope began with fiame. 

II. BLAZE-SIGNIFYING CHEER. 
I PUSHED my chair back, drew up another, stretched out 

my feet cozily upon it, rested my elbows on the chair-arms, 
leaned my head on one hand, and looked straight into the leap­
ing and dancing flame. 

Love is a flame, ruminated I; and (glancing round the room) 
how a flame brightens up a man's habitation! 

" Carlo," said I, calling up my dog into the light, " good 
fellow, Carlo!" and I patted him kindly, and he wagged his 
tail, and laid his nose across my knee, and looked wistfully up 
in my face; then strode away, turned to look again" and lay 
down to sleep. 

" Pho, the brute!" said I; "it is not enough after all to 
like a dog." 

If now in that chair yonder, not the one your feet lie upon, 
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but the other, beside yo.-closer yet-':'-were seated a swae\.. 
faced girl, with a pretty little foot lying out upon the hearth, 
a bit of lace running round the swelling throat, the hair parted 
to a charm over a forehead fair as any of your dreams; and if 
you could reach an arm around that chair back, without fear 
of giving offense, and suffer your fingers to play idly with 
those curls that escape down the neck; and if you could clasp 
with your other hand those little-white, taper fingers of hers, 
which lie so temptingly within reach, and so, talk softly and 
low in presence of the blaze, while the hours slip without 
knowledge, and the winter winds whistle uncared for; if, in 
short, you were no bachelor, but the husband of some such 
sweet image-dream, call it rather-would it not be far pleas­
anter than this cold, single, night-sitting, counting the sticks, 
reckoning the length of the blaze and the height of the falling 
snow? 

And if some or all of those wild vagaries that grow on your 
fancy at such an hour you could whisper into listening 
because loving ears; ears not tired with listening, because it 
is you who whisper; ears ever indulgent, because eager to 
praise; and if your darkest fancies were lighted up, not merely 
with bright wood fire, but with a ringing laugh of that sweet 
face turned up in fond rebuke, how far better than to be wax­
ing black and sour over pestilential humors, alone, your very 
dog asleep? 

And if, when a glowing thought comes into your brain, 
quick and sudden, you could tell it over as to a second self, to 
that sweet cr~ature, who is not away,· because she loves to be 
there; and if you could watch the thought catching that girlish 
mind, illuming that fair brow, sparkling in those pleasantest of 
eyes, how far better than to feel it slumbering, and going out, 
heavy, lifeless, and dead, in your own selfish fancy. And if 
a generous emotion steals over you, coming, you know not 
whither, would there not be a richer charm in lavishing it in 
caress or endearing word upon that fondest and most cherished 
one than in patting your glossy-coated dog or sinking lonely 
to smiling slumbers? 

Would not benevolence ripen with such a monitor to task 
it? Would not selfishness grow faint and ,dull, leaning 
ever :to that second self, which is the loved one? Would 
not guile shiver itnd grow weak before that girl-brow and 
eye of innocence? Would not all that boyhood prized of 
enthusiasm, and quick blood, and life renew itself in such a 
presence? 

The fire was getting hotter, and I moved into the middle of 
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the room. The shae.ows the flames made were playing like 
fairy forms over floor, and wall, and ceiling. 

My fancy would surely quicken, thought I, if such being 
were;in attendance. Surely imagination would be stronger 
land purer if it could have the playful fancies of dawning 
.,womanhood to delight it. All toil would be torn from milld­
:labor if but another heart grew into this present soul, quick­
ening it, warming it, cheering it, bidding it ever God-speed! 

Her face would make a halo rich as a rainbow atop of all 
such noisome things as we lonely souls call trouble. Her 
smile would illumine the blackest of crowding cares; and dark­
ness, that now seats you despondent in your solitary chair for 
days together, weaving bitter fancies, dreaming bitter dreams, 
would grow light and thin, and spread and float away, chased 
by that beloved smile. 

Your friend, poor fellow, dies. Never mind; that gentle 
clasp of her fingers, as she steals behind you, telling you not 
to mourn, it is worth ten friends! 

Your sister, sweet one, is dead, buried~ The worms are busy 
with all her fairness. How it makes you think earth nothing 
but a spot to dig graves upon! 

It is more: site, she says, will be a sister; and the waving 
curls, as she leans upon your shoulder, touch your cheek, and 
your wet eye turns to meet those other eyes. God has sent 
His angel, surely! 

Your mother, alas for it! she is gone. Is there any bitter­
ness to a youth alone and homeless like this? .. 

But you are not. homeless,you are not alone: she is there; 
her smile lighting yours, her grief killing yours; and you live 
again to assuage that kind sorrow of bel'S. 

Then, those children, rosy, fair-haired; no, they "do not 
disturb you with their prattle now; they are yours. Toss 
away there on the greensward! Never mind the hyacinths, 
the snowdrops, the violets, if so be any are there; the perfume 
of their healthful lips is worth all the flowers of the world! 
No need now to gather wild bouquets to love and cherish: 
flower, tree, gun, are all dead things; things livelier hold your 
soul. 

And she, the mother, sweetest and fairest of all, watching, 
)ending, caressing, loving, till your own heart grows pained 
with tenderest jealousy and cures itself with loving. 

You have no need now of any cold lecture to teach thank~ 
fulness; your heart is full of it. Noneed now, as once, of 
bursting blossoms, of trees taking leaf and greenness, to turn 
thought kindly and thankfully; for ever beside you there is 
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bloom, and ever beside you there is fruit, for which eye, he6rt, 
and soul are full of unknown and unspoken, because unspeak­
able, thank-offering. . 

Andif sickness catches you:, binds you, lays you down, no 
lonely moanings and wicked curses at careless-stepping nurses. 
The step is noiseless, and yet distinct beside you. r.l'he white 
curtains are drawn or withdrawn by the magic of that other 
presonce, and the soft, cool hand is upon your brow. . 

No cold comfortings of friend-watchers, merely come in to 
steal a word, away from that outer world which is pUllUlg at 
their skirts, but ever the sad, shaded brow of her whose 
lightest sorrow for your sake is your greatest grief-if it were 
not a greater joy. 

The blaze was leaping light and high, and the wood falling 
under the growing heat. 

So, continued I, this heart would be at length itself, striv­
ing with everything gross, even now as it clings to grossness; 
earth~s cares would fly; joys would double; susceptibilities 
be quickened; love master self; and having made the mas­
tery, stretch onward and upward toward infinitude. 

And if the end came, and sickness brought that follower, 
Great Follower, which sooner or later is sure to come after, 
then the heart and the hand of love ever near are giving to 
your tired soul, daily and hourly, lessoDs of that love which 
consoles, which triumphs, which circleth all, and centereth in. 
all-love infinite and divine! 

Kind handS-Done but hers-will smooth the hail' upon your 
brow as the chill grows damp and heavy on it, and her fingers 
-none but hers-will lie in yours as the wasted flesh stiffens 
and hardens for the ground. Her tears-you could feel no 
others, if oceans fell-will warm your drooping features once 
more to life; once more your eye, lighted in joyous triumph, 
kindle in her smile, and then-

The fire fell upon the hearth, the blaze gave a last leap, a 
flicker, then another, caught a little remaining twig, flashed up, 
wavered, went out.' . 

There was nothing but a bed of glowing embers, over which 
the white ashes gathered fast. I was alone, with only my dog 
for company. 

III. ASHES-SIGNIFYING DESOLJ\TION. 
AFTER all, thought I, ashes follow blaze as inevitably as 

death follows life; misery treads on the heels of joy; anguish 
rides swift after pleasure. 

"Come to me again, Carlo," said I to my dog; and I 
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patted him fondly once more, but now only by the light of thi 
aying embers. ' 

It is very little pleasure one takes in fondling brute favor­
ites; but it is a pleasure that, when it passes, leaves no void. 
It is only a little alleviating red undance in your solitary heart-
life, which, if lost,. another can be supplied. , 

But if your heart, not solitary, not quieting its humors with 
mere love of chase or dog, not repressing year after year its 
earnest yearnings after something better and more spiritual, 
has fairly linked itself by bonds strong as life to another 

'; heart., is· the casting off easy then? 
Is it then only a little heart-redundancy cut off, which the 

'! .next bright sunset will fill up? 
: And my fancy, as it had painted doubt under the smoke, 
and cheer under warmth of the blaze, 80 now it began, under 
the faint light of the smoldering embers, to picture heart­
desolation. 

What kind, congratulatory letters, hosts of them., coming 
from old and half-forgotten friends, now that your happiness 
is a year or two years old! 

" Beautiful." 
Ay, to be sure, beautiful! 
" Rich." 
Pho, the dawdler! how little he knows of heart-treasure 

who speaks of wealth to a man who loves his wife as a wife 
only should be loved! 

" Young. " , 
Young indeed; guileless as infancy; charming as the mom-

in~, these letters bear a sting: they brin~ to mind, with 
new and newer freshness, if it be possible, the value of that 
which you tremble lest you lose. 

How anxiously you watch that step, if it lose not its buoy­
ancy! How you study the color on that cheek, if it grow not 
fainter! How you tremble at the luster in those eyes, if it be 
not the luster of death. How you totter under the weight of 
tha.t muslin.sleeve, a phantom weight! How you fear to do 
it, and yet press forward, to note if that breathing be quick­
ened., as you ascend the home-heights, to look off on the sun­
set lighting the plain. 

Is your 'sleep quiet sleep after she has whispered . .to you 
her fears, and in the Eame breath, soft as a sigh., sharp as an 
arrow, bid you bear it bravely? 

Perhaps-the embers were now glowing fresher, a little 
kindling, before the ashes-she triumphs over disease. 
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But Poverty, the world's $oner, has COll1G to you with 
r0a.dy, spa.re hand. 

Alone, with your dog living on bones, a.nd you on hope, 
kindling each morning, dying slowly each night, this could be 
borne. Philosophy would bring home its stories to the l<;me 
man. 'Money is not in his hand, but knowledge is in his 
brain; and from that brain he draws out f~ster as he draws 
slower from his pocket. He remembers, and on remembrance 
he can live for days and weeks. The garret, if a garret covers 
him, is rich in fancies. The rain, if it pelts, pelts only him, 
used to rain pelting. And his dog crouches not in dread, bu~ 
in companionship. His crust he divides with him, and laughs.1 
He crowns himself with glorious memories of Cervantes,1 
though he begs. If he nights it under the stars, he dreams 
heaven-sent dreams of the prisoned and homeless Galileo. 

He hums old sonnets and snatches of poor Jonson's plays. 
He chants Dryden's odes, and dwells on Otway's rhyme. He 
reasons with Bolingbroke or Diogenes, as the ,humor takes 
him, and laughs at the world; f~r the world, thank Heaven, 
has left him alone! 
, Keep your money, old misers, and your pa.laces, old princes; 
the world is mine 1 

I care not, Fortune, what you me deny­
You can not rob me of free nature's grace, 

You can not shut the windows of the sky, 
Through which Aurora shows her brightening face; 

You can not bar my constant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns, by living streams, at eve; 

Let health, my nerves and finer fibers brace, 
And I, their toys, to the great children leave: 
Of Fancy, Reason, Virtue, naught can me bereavel 

But if not alone? 
If she is clinging to you for support, for consolation, for 

home, for life-if she, reared in luxury, perhaps, is faint for 
bread? 

Then the iron enters the soul; then the nights darken under 
any skylight; then the days grow long, even in the solstice 
of winter. 

She may not complain; what then? 
Will your heart grow strong if the strength of her love can 

da.m up the fOllltains of tears and the tied tongue not tell of 
ber€avement? Will it solace you to find her parting the poor 
treasure of food you have stolen for her with begging, food .. 
If-sS children? 

But this ill" etrong hands and Heaven's help will put down. 
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Wealth again; flowers again; patrimonial· acres again; bright­
ness again. But your little Bessy, your favorite child, is pining. 

Would to God, you say in agony, that wealth could bring 
fullness again into that blanched cheek,- or round those little 
thin lips once more; but it can not. Thinner and thinner 
they grow; plaintive and more plaintiye her sweet voice. 

" Dear Bessy," and your tones tremble; you feel that she is 
on the edge of the grave. Can you pluck her back? Can 
endearments stay her? Business is heavy away from the loved 
child; home you go to fondle while yet time is left; but this 
time you are too late. She is gone. She can not hear you; 
she can not thank you for the violets you put within hel 
stiff white hand. 

And then the grassy mound, the cold shadow of the 'head­
stone! 

The wind, -growing with the night, is rattling at the win­
dow-panes, and whistles dismally, and in the interval of my 
reverie I thank God that I am no such mourner. . 

But gayety, snail-footed;r creeps back to the household. All 
is bright again-

The violet bed's not sweeter 
. Than the delicious breath marriage sends forth. 

Her lip is rich and full; her cheek delicate as a flower; her 
frailty doubles your love. 

Aud the little one she clasps, frail too, too frail-the boy you 
had set your hopes and heart on. You have watched him 
growing ever prettier, ever winning more and more upon your 
soul. The love you bore him when he first lisped names­
your name and hers-has doubled in strength now that he 
asks innocently to be taught of this or that, and promises you 
by that quick curiosity that flashes in his eye a mind full of 
intelligence. 

And some hair-breadth escape by sea or flood that he per­
haps may have had, which unstrung your soul to such grief, 
as you pray God may be spared you again, has endeared the 
little fellow to your heart a thousand-fold. 

And now, with his pale sister in the grave, all that love hai 
come away from the mound where worms prey and center 
on the boy. . 

How you watch the storms lest they harm him! How often 
you steal to his bed late at night, and lay your hand lightly 
upon the brow, where me curls cluster thick, rising and faIl­
ings with the throbbing temples, and watch, for minutes to­
gether, the little lips half parted, and listen, your ear close to 
tbem, if the breathing be regular and sweetl 
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But the day comes~he night, rather-when you can. catch 
no breathing. 

Ay, put your hair away; compose yourself; listen again. 
No, there is nothing! 
Put your hand now to his brow, damp indeed, but not with 

healthful night-sleep; it is not your hand; no, do not deceive 
yourself; it is your loved boi s forehead that is so cold; and 
your loved boy will never speak to you again, never play again; 
he is dead! 

Ah, the tears, the tears! Never fear now to let them fall 
on his forehead or his lip, lest you waken him! Olasp him, 
clasp him harder; you can not hurt, you can not waken him! 
Lay him dowll, gently or not, it is the same; ne is stiff; he is 
stark and cold. 

But courage is elastic; it is our pride. It recovers itself 
easier, thought I, than these embers will get into blaze again. 

But courage, and patience, and faith, and hope have their 
limit. Blessed be the man who escapes such trial as will de­
termine limit! 

To a lone man it comes not near; for how can trial take 
hold where there is nothing by which to try? 

A funeral? You philosophize; A grave-yard? You read 
Hervey and muse upon the wall. A friend dies? .You 
I!!igh; you pat your dog; it is over. Losses? You retrench; 
you light your pipe; it is forgotten. Calumny? You laugh; 
you sleep. . 

But with that childless wife:c1inging to you in love and sor­
row, what then? 

Can you take down Seneca now, and coolly blow the dust 
from the leaf-tops? Can you crimp your lip with Voltaire? 
Can you smoke idly, your feet dangling with the ivies, your 
thoughts aU waving fancie& upon a church-yard wall, a wall 
that borders the grave of your boy? 

Can you amuse yourself by turning ~tinging Martial into 
rhyme? Can you pat your dog, and, seemg him wakeful and 
kind, say, " It is enough?" Can you sneer at calumny, and 
sit by your fire dozing? . . 

Blessed, thought I again, is the man who escapes such trials 
as will measnre the limit of patience and the limit of courage! 

But the trial comes: colder and colder were growing the 
embers. . 

That wife over whom yemr love broods, is fading. Not 
beauty fading; that, now that your hea.rt is wrapped in her 
being, would be nothing. 
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She sees with quick eyes your dawning apprehension, and. 
she tries hard to make that step of hers elastic. 

Your trials and your loves together have centered your affec­
tions. They are not now as when you were a lone man, wide­
spread and superficial. They have caught from domestic 
attachments a finer tone and touch. They can not shoot out 
tendrils into-barren world-soil and suck up thence strengthen­
ing nourishment. They have grown under the forcing-glaSi 
of the home-roof; they will not now bear exposure. 

You do not now look men in the face as if a-heart-bond was 
linking you, as if a community of feeling lay between. There 
is a heart-bond that absorbs all others;. there is a commlmity 
that monopolizes your fee1ing. When the heart lay wide open, 
before it had grown upon and closed around particular ob­
jects, it could take strength and cheer from a hundred con­
nections that now seem colder than ice. 

And now those particular objects, alas for you! are failing. 
What anxiety pursues you! How you struggle to fancy 

there is no danger; how she struggles to persuade you there is 
no danger! ­

How it grates now on your ear, the toil and turmoil of the 
city! It was music when you were alone; it was pleasant 
even, when from the din you were elaborating comforts for 
the cherished objects, when you had such sweet escape as 
evening drew on. 

-Now it maddens you to see the world careless while you are 
steeped in care. They hustle you in the street; they smile at 
you across the table; they bow carelessly over the way; they 
do not know what canker is at your heart. 

The undertaker comes with~ hid bill for the dead boy's 
funeral. He knows your grief; he is respectful. You bless 
him in your soul. You wish the laughing street-goers were 
all undertakers. 

Your eye follows the physician as he leaves your house. Is 
he wise? you ask yourself; is he prudent? is he the best? Did 
he never fail? is he never forgetful? 

And now the hand that touches yours, is it no thinner, no 
whiter than yesterday? Sunny days come when she revives; 
color comes back; she breathes freer; she picks flowers; she 
meets you with a smile; hope lives again. 

But the next day of storm she is faIlell. She can not talk, 
even; she presses your hand. 

You hurry away from business before your time. What 
matter for clients, who is to reap the rewards? What matter 
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for fame, whose eye will it brighten? \Vhat matter for riches, 
whose is the inheritance? 

You find her propped with pillows; she is looking over a lit­
tle picture-book bethumbed by the dear boy she has lost. She 
hides it in her chair; she has pity on you. 

Another day of revival, when the spring sun shines and 
flowers open out-oI-doors; she leans on your arm, and strolls 
into the garden where the first birds are singing. Listen to 
them with her-what memories are in bird songs! You need 
not shudder at her tears, they are tears of thanksgiving. 
Press the hand that lies lightly upon Jour arm, and you, too, 
thank God, while yet you may! 

You are early home-mid-afternoon. Your step is not 
light; it is heavy, terrible. 

They have sent for you. 
She is lying down, her eyes half closed, her breathing slow 

and interrupted. 
She hears you; her eyes open; you put your hand in hers; 

yours trembles, hers does not. Her lips move; it is your 
name . 

. " Be strong," she says.. "God will help you!" 
She presses harder your hand. "Adieu!" . 
A long breath-another. You are alone again. No tears 

now, poor man! You can not find them! 
Again home early. There is a· smell of varnish in your 

house. A coffin is there; they have clothed the body in decent 
grave-clothes, and the undertaker is screwing down the lid, 
slipping round on tiptoe. Does he fear to waken her? 

He asks you a simple question about the inscription upon 
the plate, rubbing it with his coat cuff. You look him straight 
in the eye; you motion to the door; you dare not speak. 

He takes up his hat, and glides out stealthful as a cat. 
The man has done his work well for all. It is a nice coffin, 

a. very nice coffin! Pass your hand over it; how smooth! 
Some spdgs of mignonette are lying carelessly in a little 

gilt-edged saucer. She loved mignonette. . 
It is a good stanch table the coffin rests on; it is your table. 

You are a housekeeper, a man of family! . 
Ay, of family! Keep down outcry, or the nurse will be 

in. Look over at the pinched features; is this all that is left 
of her? And where is your heart now: No, don't thrust 
your nails into your hands, nor mangle your lip, nor grate 
your teeth together. If you could only weep! . 

Another day. The coffin is gone out. The stupid mourn­
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era have wept; what idle tears! She, with your crushed 
heart, has gone out! 

W ill you have pleasant evenings at your home now? 
Go into the parlor that your prim housekeeper has made 

comfortable with clean hearth and blaze of sticks. 
Sit down in your chair; there is another velvet-cushioned 

one over against yours-empty. You press your fingers on 
your eyeballEf as if you would press out something that hurt 
the brain; but you can not. Your head leans upon your hand, 
your eye rests upon the flashing blaze. 

Ashes always come after blaze. 
Go now into the room where she was sick. Softly, lest the 

prim housekeeper come after you. . 
They have put new dimity upon her chair; they have hung 

new curtains over the bed. They have removed from the 
stand its vials and silver bell; they have put a little vase of 
flowers in their place; the perfume will not offend the sick 
sense now. They have half opened the window, that the f(lom 
so long closed may have air. It will not be too cold. 

She is not there. 
Oh, God! Thou who dost temper the wind to the shorn 

lamb, be kind! 

r~rhe embers were dark; I stirred them; there was no sign 
of life. My dog was asleep. The clock in my tenant's cham­
ber had struck one. 

r dashed a tear or two from my eyes. How they came 
there I know not. I half ejaculated a prayer of thanks that 
such desolation had not yet come nigh me, and a prayer of 
hope that it might never come. 

In a half hour more I was sleeping soundly. lIy reverio 
'Was ended. 
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SECOND REVERIE. 


SEA-COAL AND ANTHRACITE. 


BY A CITY GRATE. 

BLESSED be letters! fj~hey are tIle· monitors, they are 81so 
the comforters, and they are the only true heart-talkers! 
Your speech and their speeches are conventional. They are 
molded by circumstance, they are suggested by the observa­
tion, remark, and influence of the parties to whom the speak­
ing is addressed, or by whom it may be overheard. . 

Your truest thought is modified half through its utterance 
by a look, a sign~ a smile, or a sneer. It is not individual, it 
is not integral; it is social and mixed-half of you, and half 
of others. It bends, it sways, it multiplies, it retires, and it 
advances as the talk of others presses, r~laxes, or quickens. 
. But it is not so of letters. There you are, with only the 

soulless pen and the snow-white virgin paper. Your soul is 
measuring itseli by itself, and saying its own sayings; there 
are no sneers to modify its utterance, no scowl to scare; noth­
ing is present but you and your thought. . 

Utter it then freely, write it down, stamp it, burn it in the 
ink! There it is, a true soul-print! 

Ah, the glory, the freedom, the passion of a letter! It is 
worth all the lip-talk in the world. Do you say it is studied, 
made up, acted, rehearsed, contrived, artistic? 

Let me see it then; let me run it over; tell me age, sex, cir­
cumstance, and I will tell you if it be studied or real, if it be 
the merest lip-slang put into words, or heart-talk blazing on 
the paper. 

I have a little packet, not very large, tied up with narrow 
crimson ribbon, now soiled with frequent handling, which far 
into some winter's night I take down from its nook upon my 
shelf, and untie, and open, and run over with sucb sorrow 
and such joy, as I am sure make me for weeks after a kindlier 
and honester man. 

There are in this little packet letters in the familiar hand of 
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a mother-what gentle admonition, what tender affection! 
God have mercy on him who outlives the sentiment tha.t 
such admonitions and such affection kindle! There are 
others in the budget, in the delicate and unformed hand of a 
loved and lost sister , written when she and you were full of 
glee and the best mirth of youthfulness. Does it harm you to 
recall that mirthfulness, or to trace again for the hundredth 
time that scrawling postscript at the bottom, with its i's so 
carefully dotted and its gigantic t's so carefully crossed by 
the childish hand of a little brother? 

I have added latterly to that packet of letters. I almost 
need a new and longer ribbon. The old one is getting too 
Bhort. Not a few of these new and cherished letters a former 
reverie* has brought to me. Not letters of cold praise, say­
ingit was well done, artfully executed, prettily imagined-no 
sllch thing; but letters of sympathy, of sympathy which 
means sympathy, the Tra(hipt and the OIJV. 

It would be cold and dastardly work to copy them. I ~ 
too selfish for that. It is enough to say that they, the kind 
writers, have seen a hearty earnestness in the reverie, have 
felt that it was, in a certain sense, real and true. \Vhat 
matters it, pray, if literally there was no wife, and no dead· 
child, and no coffin in the house? Is not feeling, feeling; and 
heart, heart? Are not these fancies thronging on my brain, 
bringing their own sorrows, and their own joys, as living 
as anything human can be living? What if they have no ma­
terial type-no objective form? All that is crude, a mere 
reduction of ideality to sense, a transformation of the spiritual 
to the earthly, a leveling of soul to matter. 

Are we not creatures of thought and passion? Is anything 
about us more earnest than that same thought and passion? 
Is there anything more real, more characteristic of that great 
and dim destiny to which we are born, and which may be 
written down in that terrible word-forever? 

Let those who will, then, sneer at what in their wisdom they 
call untruth; at what is false, because it has no material pres­
ence. This does not create falsity. Would to Heaven that it 
did! 

And yet, if there was actual, material truth superadded to 
reverie, would such objectors sympathize the more? No! a 
thousand times, no! The heart that has no sympathy with 
thoughts and feelings that scorch the soul, is dead also, what­

* The first Reverie-Smoke, Flame, and Ashes-was published some 
months previoue to this in the Southern Litera17} Messenger. 
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eTer its mocking tears and gestures may . say-to a coffin or a. 
grave! 

Let them pass, and we will come back to these cherished 
letters. 

A mother wh.o has lost a child has, she says, shed a tear­
not one, but many-over the dead boy's coldness. And an­
other, who has not lost, but who trembles lest she lose, has 
found the words failing as she read, and a dim, sorrow-born 
mist spreading over the page. . 

Another, yet rejoicing in all those family ties that make life 
a charm, has listened nervously to careful reading, until the 
husband is called home and the coffin is in the house. 
" Stop!''' she says, and a gush of tears tells the rest. 

Yet- the cold critic will say: "It was artfully done." A 
curse on him! it was not art, it was nature. . 

Another, a young, fresh, healthful girl-mind, has seen some­
thing in the love-picture-albeit so weak-of truth, and has 
kindly believed that it must be earnest. Ay, indeed is it, 
fair and generous one, earnest as life and hope! Who, indeed, 
with a heart at all, that has not yet slipped away irreparably 
and forever from the shores of youth, from that fairy-land 
which young enthusiasm creates, and ove.l' which bright dreams 
hover, but knows it to be real? And so such things will be 
real till hopes are dashed and death is come. 

Another, a father, has laid down the book, overcome by its 
story of his own griefs. God bless them all! I count this 
better than the cold praise of newspaper paragraphs or the 
critically contrived approval of colder friends! 

Let me gather up these letters carefully, to be read. when 
the heart is faint and sick of all that there is unreal and 
selfish in the world. Let me tie them together with a new 
and longer bit of ribbon-not by a love-knot, that is too hard. 
-but by an easy-slipping knot, that so I may get at them the 
better. And now they are all together, a snug packet, and 
we will label them, not sentimentally (I pity the one who 
thinks it!), but earnestly, and in the best meaning of the term 
-" Souvenirs du Comr." 

Thanks to my first Reverie, which has added to this cherish­
ed budget of letters. 

And now to mv second Reverie. 
am no longer in the country. The fields, the trees, the 

brooks are far away from me, and yet they are ever present. 
A letter from my tenant-how different from those other 
letters!-lies upon my table, t~ling me what fields he has 

I 
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broken np for the autumn grain, and how many beeves he is 
fattening, and how the potatoes are turning out. 

But I am in a garret of the city. From my window I look 
over a mass of crowded house-tops, moralizing often upon the 
scene, but in a strain too long and somber to be set down here. 
In place of the wide country chimney, with its iron fire-dogs, 
"is a snug grate, where the maid makes for me a fire in the 
m.orning and rekindles it in the afternoon. 

I am usually fairly seated in my chair-a cozily stuffed office 
chair-by five or six o'clock of the evening. The fire has been 
newly made, perhaps, an hour before. First the maid drops a 
wisp of paper in the bottom of the grate, then a stick or two 
of pine wood, and after it a hod of Liverpool coal; so that by 
the time I am seated for the evening the sea-coal is ~airly in a 
blaze. 

When this has sunk to a level with the second bar of the 
grate, the maid replenishes it with a hod of anthracite, and I 
sit musing and reading while the new coal warms and kindles, 
not leaving my place until it has sWlk to the third bar of the 
grate, which marks my bed-time. 

I love these accidental measures of the hours, which belong 
to you and your life, and not to the world. A watch is no 
more the measure of your time than of the time of your neigh­
bors, a church clock is as public and vulgar as a church 
warden. I would as soon think of hiring the parish sexton to 
make my bed as to regulate my time by the parish clock. 

A shadow that the sun casts upon your carpet, or a streak 
of light on a slated roof yonder, or the burning of your fire, 
are pleasant time-keepers, full of presence, full of companion­
ship, and full of the warning-time is passing! 

In the summer season I have even measured my reading 
and my night-watch by the burning of a taper, and I have 
scratched .upon the handle to the little bronze taper-holder 
that meanmg passage of the New Testament, Nve rap eOXETaZ­
the night cometh. . 

But I must get upon my reverie. It was a drizzly evening. 
I had worked hard during the day, and had drawn my boots, 
thrust my feet into slippers, thrown on a Turkish loose dress 
and Greek cap-souvenirs to me of other times and other 
places-and sat watching the lively, uncertain yellow play of 
the bituminous flame. 

I. SEA-COAL. 
IT is like a flirt, mused I-lively, uncert~, bright-colored, 

waving here and there, melting the coal into a black, shapeless 
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mass, making foul, sooty smoke and pasty, trashyresidnnm. 
Yet withal making flame that is pleasantly sparkling, dancing, 
prettily waving, and leaping like a roebuck from point to 
point. . 

How like a flirt! And yet is not this tossing caprice of 
girlhood, to which I liken my sea-coal flame, a natural play of 
life, and belonging by nature to the play-time of life? Is it 
not a sort of essential fire-kindllng to the weightier and trner 
passions, even as Jenny puts the sea-coal first, the better· to 
kindle the anthracite? Is it not a sort of necessary consump­
tion of young vapors which float in the soul, and which is left 
thereafter the purer? Is there not a stage somewhere in every 
man's youth for just such waving, idle heart-blaze, which 
means nothing, yet which must be gone over? 

Lamartine says somewhere, very prettily, that there is more 
of quick-running sap and floating shade in a young tree, but 
more of fire in the· heart of a sturdy oak: II y a plus de seve 
folIe et d'ombre flottante dans les jeunes plants de la foret; 
il y a plus de feu dans Ie vieux camr du chene. 

Is Lamartine playing orr his prettiness of expression, dress­
ing up with his poetry, making a good conscience against the 
ghost of some accusing Graziella, or is there truth in the mat­
ter? ".. 

A man who has seen sixty years, whether widower or bach­
elor, may well put such sentiment into words. It feeds his 
wasted heart with hope, it renews the exultation of youth by 
the pleasantest of equivocation and the most charming of 
self-confidence. But, after all, is it not true? Is not the 
heart like new blossoming field-plants, whose first flowers are 
half-formed, one-sided, perhaps, but, by and by, in maturity of 

-season,·putting out wholesome, well-formed blossoms that will 
hold their petals long and bravely? 

Rnlwer, in his story, " The Caxtons," has counted first heart­
flights mere fancy passages, a dalliance with the breezes of 
love, which pass and leave healthful heart-appetite. Half the 
reading world has read the story of Trevanion and Pisistratus .. 
But Bulwer is past. His heart-Ufe is used up-epuise. Such 
a man can very safely rant about the cool judgment of after 
years. 

Where does Shakespeare put the unripe hea!"t-age? All of 
it before the ambition; that alone makes the hero-soul. The 
Shakespeare man "sighs like a furnace" before he stretchei 
his arm to achieve the " bauble, reputation." 

Yet Shakespeare has meted a soul-love, mature and ripe, 
without any young furnace sighs, to Desdemona and Othello. 
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Cordelia, one of the sweetest of his creations, loves without any 
of the mawkish matter which makes- the whining love of a 
Juliet. And Florizel, in the" Winter's Tale," says to Per­
dita, in the true spirit of a most sound heart: 

- . 
.. My desires 

Run not before mine honor, nor my lust 
Burn hotter than my faith." 

How is it with Hector and Andromache? No sea-coal blaze, 
but one that is constant, end uring, pervading; a pair of hearts 
full of esteem and best love-good, honest, and sound. 

Look now at Adam and Eve, in God's presence, with Milton 
for showman. Shall we quote by this sparkling blaze a gem 
from the "Paradise Lost?" 'Ve will hum it to ourselves, 
what Raphael sings to Adam, a classic song. 

" Him serve and fearl 
Of other creatures, as Him pleases best 
Wherever placed, let Him dispose; joy thou 
In what Be gives to thee. this Paradise 
And thy fair Evel" 

And again: 
U Love retines 

The thoughts, and heart enlarges; hath his seat 
In reason, and is judicious: is the scale 
By which to Heavenly love thou may'st ascend!" . 

. None of the playing sparkle in this love which belongs to 
the flame of my sea-coal fire that is now dancing lively as a 
cricket. But on looking about my garret chamber I can see 
nothing that resembles the Archangel Raphael or" thy fair 
Eve." 

There is a degree of moisture about the sea-coal flame, 
which, with the most earnest of my musing, I find it impossi­
ble to attach to that idea of a waving, sparkling heart whieh 
my fire suggests. A damp heart must be a foul thing, to be 
Ilure. But who ever heard of one? 

Wordsworth, somewhere in the" Excursion," says: 
" The good die first, 

And they whose hearts are dryas summer dust 
Burn to the socketl" 

What, in the name of Rydal Mount, is a dry heart? A 
dusty one I can conceive of. A bachelor's heart must be 
somewhat dusty as he nears the sixtieth summer of his pil­
grimage, and hung over with cobwebs, in which sit such watch­
ful gray old spiders as Avarice and Selfishness, forever on the 
look-out for such bottle-green flies as Lust. 

H-I will. never," ~id I, iriping at the elbows of my chair, 
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" live a bachelor till sixty. Never, so surely as there is hope 
in man, or charity in woman, or faith in both!" 

And with that thought my heart leaped about in playful 
coruscations, even like the flame of the sea-coal, rising and 
wrapping round old and tender memories and images that 
were present to me, trying to cling, and yet no sooner fastened 
th~n off; dancing again, riotous in its exultation, a succession 
of heart-sparkles, blazing and going out. 

And is there not, mused I, a portion of this world forever 
blazing in just such lively sparkles, waving here and there as 
the air-currents fan them? . 

Take, for instance, your heart of sentiment and quick sensi­
bility, a weak, warm-working heart, flying off in tangents of 
unhappy influence, unguided by prudence and perhaps virtue. 
There is a paper by Mackenzie in the Mirror, for April, 1780, 
which sets this untoward sensibility in a strong light. 

And the more it is indulged, the more strong and binding 
such a habit of sensibility becomes. Poor' Mackenzie himself 
must have suffered thus. You can not read his books without 
leeling it. ,Your eye, in spite of you, runs over with his sen­
sitive griefs, while you are half ashamed of his success at pict­
ure-making. It is a terrible inheritance, and one that a strong 
man or woman will study to subdue. It is a vain sea-coal 
sparkling which will count no good. The world is made of 
much harel, flinty substance, against which your better and 
holier thoughts will be striking fire. See to it that the sparks 
do not burn you! 

But what a happy, careless life belongs to this bachelorhood, 
in which you may strike outholdly right and left! Your heart 
is not bound to another which may be full of only sickly vapors 
of feeling; nor is it frozen to a cold man's heart under a silk 
bodice, knowing nothing of tenderness but the name, to prate 
of, and nothing of soul-confidence but clumsy confession. 
And if, in your careless outgoings of feeling, you get here only 
a little lip vapidity in return, be sure that you will find else­
where an h()nest-hearted utterance. This last you will cherish 
in your inner soul, a nucleus for a new group of affections, 
and the other will pass with a whiff of your cigar. 

Or if your feelings are touched, struck, hurt, who is the 
wiser or the worse but you only? . And have you not the 
whole skein of your heart-life in your own fingers to wind, or 
unwind, in what shape you please? Shake it, or. twine it, 01 
tangle it by the light of your fire, as you fancy best. He is It 
weak man who can not twist and weave the threads of his feel­
ing.. howel'er tine.. however tani;led" how(,}ver I:?tr~ed, or how­
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eYer @trong, into the great cable of purpose, by which he lies 
moored to his life of action. 

Reading is a great and happy disentangler of all those knot­
ted snarls, those extravagant vagaries, which belong to a heart 
sparkling with sensibility. But the reading must be cautiously 
dire,cted. There is old, placid Burton; when yonI' soul is 
weak and its digestion of life's humors is bad. There is 
Cowper, when your spirit runs into kindly, half-sad, religious 
musing. There is Crabbe, when you would shake off vagary 
by a little handling of sharp actualities. There is Voltaire, a 
homeopathic doctor, whom you can read when you want to 
make a play of life, and crack jokes at nature, and be witty 
with destiny. There is Rousseau, when you want to lose your­
self in a mental dream-land and be beguiled by the harmony 
of soul-music and soul-culture. 

And when you would shake off this, and be sturdiest among 
the battlers for hard world-success, and be forewarned of rocks 
against which yon must surely smite, read Bolingbroke. Run 
over the letters of Lyttleton. Read, and think of what you 
read, in the cracking lines of Rochefoucauld. How he sums np 
in his stinging words! How he puts the scalpel between the 
nerves ! Yet he never hurts, for he is dissecting dead matter. 

If you are in a genial, careless mood, who is better than 
such extemporizers of feeling and nature-good-hearted fel­
lows!-as Stearne and Fielding? . 

And then, again, there are Milton and Isaiah to lift one's 
soul until it touches cloud-land, and you wander with their 
guidance, on swift feet, to the very gates of heaven. 

But this sparkling sensibility to one struggling under infirm­
ity, or with grief or poverty, is very dreadful. rrhe soul is too 
nicely and keenly hinged to be wrenched without mischief. 
How it shrinks, like a hurt child, from .all that is vulgar, 
harsh, and crude! Alas, for such a man! He will be buffeted 
from beginning to end. His life will be a sea of troubles. 
The poor victim of his own quick spirit, he wanders with a 
great shield of doubt hung before him, so that none, not even 
friends, can see the goodness of such kindly qualities as belong 
to him. Poverty, if it comes upon him, he wrestles with in 
secret, with strong, frenzied struggles. He wraps his scant 
clothes about him to keep him from the cold, and eyes 
the world as if every creature in it was breathing chill blasts 
at him from every open mouth. He threads the crowded ways 
o~ the city, proud in his griefs, vain in his weakness, not stop­
pmg to do good. Bulwer, in the" New Timon," has painted, 
1ll a pair of stinging, Popi-like linas, this feeling in a woman; 
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" 	What had been pride. a kind of madness grown, 
She hugged her wrongs. her sorr?w was her throne!" 

Cold picture! Yet the heart was sparkling under it, like my 
sea-coal fire, lifting and blazing, and lighting and falling, but 
with no object, and only such little heat as begins and ends 
within. 

Those fine sensibilities, ever active, are chasing and observ­
ing all. They catch a hue from what the dull and callous pass 
by unnoticed, because unknown; they blunder at the great 
variety of the world's opinions; they see tokens of belief 
where others see none. fJ.'hat delicate organization is a curse 
to a man. And yet, poor fool, he does not see where his cure 
lies. He wonders at his griefs, and has never reckoned with 
himself their source. He studies others without studying him­
self.. He eats the leaves that sicken, and never plucks up the 
root that will cure. 

With a woman it is worse. With her this delicate suscepti­
bility is like a frail flower that quivers at every rough blast of 
heaven. Her own delicacy wounds her, her highest charm is 
perverted to a curse. 

She listens with fear, she reads with trembling, she looks 
with dread. Her sympathies give a tone, like the harp of 
.LEolus, to the slightest breath. Her sensibility lights up, and 
quivers and falls, like the flame of a sea-coal fire. 

If she loves-and may nota bachelor reason on this dainti­
est of topics-her love is a gushing, wavy :Bame lighted up 
with hope that has only a little kindling matter to light it. 
And this soon burns out. Yet, intense sensibility will persuade 
her that the flame still scorches. She will mistake the an­
noyance of affection unrequited for the sting of a passion that 
she fancies still burns. She does not look deep enough to see 
that the passion is gone and the shocked sensitiveness emits 
only faint, yellowish sparkles in its place. Her high-wrought 
organization makes those sparks seem a veritable flame. 

With her, judgment, prudence, and discretion are cold, 
measured terms which have no meaning, except as they attach 
to the actions of others. Of her own acts, she never predicates 
them. Feeling is much too high to allow her to submit to any 
such obtrusive guides of conduct. She needs disappointment 
to teach her truth, to teach that all is not gold that glitters, 
to teach that all warmth does not blaze. But let her beware 
how she sinks under any fancied disappointments. She who 
stnks under real disappointment lacks philosophy, but she who 
sinks under a fancied one lacks purpose. Let her flee as the 
plague such broodiP~ thoughts as she will love .to cherish. 
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Let her spurn dark fancies as the visitants of hell. Let the 
soull'ise with the blaze of new-kindled, active, and world-wid& 
emotions, and so brighten into steady and constant flame. 
Let her abjure such poets as Cowper, or Byron, or even W orus­
worth, and if she must poetize, let her lay her mind to such 
manly verse as Pope's, or to such sound and ringing ..organry 
as Comus. ­

My fire ,Was getting dull, and I thrust in the poker. It 
started up on the mstant -into a hundred little angry tongues 
of flame. 

Just so, thought I, the oversensitive heart, once cruelly 
disturbed, will fling out a score of flaming passions, darting 
here and darting there, half smoke, half flame, love and hate, 
canker and joy, wild in its madness, not knowing whither its 
sparks are flying. Once break roughly upon the affections, or 
even the fancied affections, of such a soul, and you breed a tor­
nado of maddened action, a whirlwind of fire that hisses and 
sends out jets of wild, impulsive combustion that make the 
by-standel'S, even those most friendly, stand aloof until the 
storm is past. 

But this is not all that the dashing flame of my sea-coal sug­
gests. 

How like a flirt! mused I again, recurring to my first 
thought. So lively, yet uncertain! so bright, yet so flicker­
ing! Your true flirt plays with sparkles. Her heart, much 
as there.is of it, spends itself in sparkles; she measures it to 
sparkle, and habit grows into nature, so that anon it can only 
sparkle. How carefully she cramps it if. the flames show too 
great a heat! How dexterously she flings its blaze here and 
there! .How coyly she subdues it! How winningly she lights it! 

All this is the enthe reverse of the unpremeditated dartings 
of the soul at which I have been looking. Sensibility scorns 
heart-curbings and heart-teachings. Sensibility inquires not 
how much, but only-where? . 

Your true flirt has a coarse-grained soul, well modulated and 
well tutored, but there is no fineness in it. All its native fine­
~ess is II}ade coar,se by co~rse efforts of the will. True feeling 
IS a rustic vulgarIty the flirt does not tolerate. She counts its 
healthiest and most honest manifestation all sentiment. Yet 
f3he will play you off a pretty string of sentiment, which sha 
has gathered from the poets. She adjusts it prettily as a 
Gobeli~ weaver adjusts the colors in his broidery. She shades it 
off delightfnlly. ~rhere are no bold contrasts, but a most 
artistic mellowing of nuances. -­

She smiles like a wizard, an~ jingles it with a laugh, inch 

http:there.is
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as tolled th(' poor home-bound Ulysses to the Circean bower. 
She has a cast of the head apt and artful as the most dexter­
ous cast of the best trout-killing rod. Her words sparkle and 
flow hurriedly, and with the prettiest doubleness of meaning. 
Naturalness she copies and she scorns. She accuses herself of 
a single expression or regard which nature prompts. She 
prides herself on her schooling. She measures her wit by the 
triumphs of her art. She chuckles over her own falsity to 
herself, and if by chance her soul, such germ as is left of 
it, betrays her into untoward confidence, she condemns herself 
as if she had committed a crjme. 

She is always gay, because she has no depth of feeling to be 
stirred. The brook that runs shallow over a hard, pebbly bot­
tom, always rustles. Sae is light-hearted, because her heart 
floats in sparkles, like my sea-coal fire. She counts on mar­
riage, not as the great absorbent of a heart:'s love and life, but 
as a happy; feasible, and orderly conventionality, to be played 
with and kept at a distance, and finally to be accepted as a 
cover for the faint and tawdry sparkles of an old and cherished 
heartlessness. 

She will not pine under any regrets, because she has no ap­
preciation of any loss. She will not chafe at indifference, 
because it is her art. She will not be worried with jealousies, 
because she is ignorant of love. With no conception of the 
soul in its strength and fullness, she sees no lack of its de­
mands. A thrill she does not know, a passion she can not 
imagine; joy is a name, grief is another, and life, with its 
crowding scenes of love and bitterness, is a play upon the 
stage. 

. I think it is Mme. Dudevant who says, in something like 
the same connection: "Les hiboux ne connaissent pas Ie 
chemin par 011 les aigles vont au soleil." 

Poor Ned, mused I, looking at the play of the fire, was a 
victim and a conqueror. He was a man of a full, strong nat­
ure, not a little impulsive) with action too full of earnestness 
for most of men to see its urift. He had known little of what 
is called the world. He was fresh in feeling and high of hope. 
He had been encircled always by friends who loved him, and 
who, maybe, flattered him. Scarce had he entered upon the 
tangled life of the city before he met with a sparkling face 
and an airy step that stirred something in poor Ned that he 
had never felt before. 'Vith him, to feel was to act. He 
was not one to be despised, for, notwithstanding he wore a 
country air apd the awkwardness of a man who has yet the 
iienaeance of Bociallife before him, he had the soul, the cour­
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age, a.nd the talent of a strong man. Little gifted in the 
knowledge of face-play, he easily mistook those coy maneuvers 
of a sparkling heart for something kindred to his own true 
emotions. 

She was proud of the attentions of a man who carried a 
mind in his brain, and flattered poor Ned almost into servility. 
Ned had no friends to counsel him, or if he had them, his 
impulses woula have blinded him. Never was· dodger mor~ 
artful at the Olympic games than the Peggy of Ned's affection. 
He was charmed, beguiled, entranced. 

When Ned spoke of love, she staved it off with the prettiest 
of sly looks that only bewildered him the more. A charming 
creature, to be sure, coy as a dove! . 

f30 he went on, poor fool, until one day-he told me of it 
with the blood mOlmting to his temples and his eye shooting 
flame-he suffered his. feelings to run out in passionate avowal, 
entreaty-everything. She gave a pleasant, noisy laugh, and 
manifested such pretty surprise! 

He was looking for the intense glow of passion, and 101 
f.here was nothing but the shifting sparkle of a sea-coal flame. 

I wrote him a letter of condolence, for I was his senior by 
a year. " My dear fellow," said I, " diet yourself. You can 
find greens at the up-town market. Eat a little fish with your 
dinner. Abstain from heating drinks. Don't put too much 
butter to your cauliflower. Read one of Jeremy Taylor's ser­
mons, and translate all the quotations at sight. Run carefully 
over that exquisite picture of George Dandin in your Moliere, 
and, my word for it, in a week you will be a sound man." 

He was too angry to reply. But eighteen months thereQfter 
I got a thick, three-sheeted letter, with a dove upon the seal, 
telling me that he was as happy as a king. lie said he had 
married a good-hearted, domestic, loving wife, who was as 
lovely as a June day, and that their baby, not three months 
old, was as bright as a spot of June day sunshine on the grass. 

\Vhat a tender, delicate, loving wife, mused I, such a flash .. 
ing, flaming flirt must in the end make. The prostitute of 
fashion, the bauble of fifty hearts idle as hers, the shifting 
make-piece of a stage scene, the actress, now in peasant, and 
now in princely petticoats! How it would cheer an honest 
soul to call her his! What a culmination of hilil heart-life, 
what a rich dream-land to be realized! 

Bah! and I thrust the poker int(} the clotted mass of fading 
c08.1. Just such, and so worthless, is the used heart of a city 
ilirt; just so the incessant sparkle of her life, and frittering 

• 
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passions, fuse all that is sound and combustible into black, 
sooty, shapeless residuum. 

When I marry a flirt, I will buy second-hand clothes of the 
Jews. 

Still, mused I, as the flame danced again, there is a distinc­
tion between coquetry and flirtation. 

A coquette sparkles, but it is more the sparkle of a harm­
less and pretty vanity than of calculation. It is the play of 
humors in the blood, and not the play of purpose at the heart. 
1t will flicker around a true soul like the blaze around an ome­
lette au rhum, leaving the kernel sounder and warmer. 

Coquetry, with all its pranks and teasings, makes the spice 
to your dinner-the mulled wine to your supper. ] t will drive 
you to desperation, only to bring you back hotter to the fray. 
'Vho would boast a victory that cost no strntegy and no care­
ful disposition of the forces? '\Tho would bulletin such success 
as my Uncle Toby'S, in a back-garden, with only Corporal 
rrrim for assailant? But let a man be very sure that the city 
is worth the siege. 

Coquetry whets the appetite, flirtation depraves it. Coquetry 
is tho thorn that guards the rose, easily trimmed off when 
once plucked. Flirtation is like the slime on water-plants, 
making them hard to handle, and, when caught, only to be 
cherished in slimy waters. 

And so, with my eye clinging to the flickering blaze, I see 
in my reverie a bright one dancing before me with sparkling, 
coquettish smile, teasing me with the prettiest graces in the 
world; and I grow maddened between hope and fear, and 
still watch with my whole soul in'my eyes, and see her features 
by and by relaxed to pity, as a gleam of sensibility comes steal­
ing over her spirit, and then to a kindly, feeling regard. Pres­
ently she approaches, a coy and doubtful approach, and throws 
back the ringlets that lie over her cheek, and lays her hand, a 
little bit of white hand, timidly upon my strong fingers, and 
turns her head daintily to one side and looks up in my eyes as 
they rest on the playing blaze; then my fingers close fast and 
passionately over that little hand, like a swift night-cloud 
shrouding the pale tips of Dian, and my eyes draw nearer 
and nearer to those blue, laughing, pitying, t~asing eyes, and 
my arm clasps round that shadowy form, and my lips feel a 
warm breath growing warmer and warmer. 

Just here the maid comes in, and throws upon the fire a 
panfuIof anthracite, and my sparklini 'ilea-coal reverie is ended. 
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IT. ANTHRACITE. 

IT does not burn freely, so I put on the blower. Quaint ami 
good-natured Xavier de Maistre* would have made, I dare 
say, a pretty epilogue about a sheet-iron blower, but I can not. 

'! try to bring back the image that belonged to the lingering 
bituminous flame, but with my eyes on that dark blower, how 
can I? 

It is the black curtain of destiny which drops down before 
our brightest dreams. How often the phantoms of joy regale 
us, and dance before us, golden-winged, angel-faced, heart­
warming, and make an Elysium in which the dreaming soul 
bathes and feels translated to another existence; and then, 
sudden as night or a cloud, a word, a step, a thought, a mem­
ory, will chase them away like scared deer vanislung over a 
gray horizon of moor~land! 

I know not justly if it be a weakness or a sin to create 
these phantoms that we love, and to group them into a para­
dise soul-created. But if it is a sin, it is a sweet and enchant­
ing sin; and if it is a weakness, it is a strong and stirring weak­
ness. If this heart is sick of the falsities that meet it at every 
hand, and is eager to spend that power which nature has 
ribbed it with on some object worthy of its fullness and depth, 
shall it not feel a rich relief, nay, nrore, an exercise in keep­
ing with its end, it it flow out strong as a tempest, wild as a 
rushing river, upon those ideal creations which imagination 
invents, and which are ~empered by our best sense of beauty, 
purity, and grace? 

Useless, do you say? Ay, it is as useless as the pleasure of 
looking, hour upon hour, over bright landscapes. It is as 
useless as the rapt enjoyment of listening with heart full and 
eyes brimming to such music as the Miserere at Rome. It is 
as useless as the ecstasy of kindling your soul into fervor, and 
love, and madness over pages that reek with genius. 

There are, indeed, base-molded souls who know nothing of 
this. They laugh, they sneer, they even affect to pity. Just 
so the Huns under the avenging AttiIa, who had been used to 
foul cookery and steaks. stewed under their saddles, laughed 
brutally at the spiced banquets of an Apicius. 

No, this phantom-making is no sin; or, if it be, it is sinning 

-. ,. Voya~e autour de lila chambre,n 
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with a soul so full, so earnest, that it can cry to Heaven cheerily 
and sure of a gracious hearing, peccavi! misericorde! ­

But my fire is in a glow, a pleasant glow, throwing a tran­
quil, steady light to the furthest corner of my garret. How 
unlike it is to the flashing play of the sea-coal r unlike as an 
unsteady, uncertain-working heart to the true and earnest con­
stancyof one cheerful and right. 

After all, thought I, give me such a heart, not bent on van­
-ities, not blazing too sharp with sensibility, not throwing out 
coquettish jets of flame, not wavering and meaningless with 
pretended warmth, but open, glowing and strong. Its dark 
shades and angles it may have, for what is a soul worth that 
does not take a slaty tinge from those griefs that chill the 
blood? Yet stilL the fire is gleaming. You see it in the crev.; 
ices, and anon it will give radiance to the whole mass. ­

It hurts the eyes, this fire; and I draw up a screen painted 
with rough but graceful figures. 

The true heart wears always the veil of modesty, not of 
prudery, which is a dingy, iron, repulsive screen. It will not 
allow itself to be looked on too near; it might scorch; but 
through the veil you feel the warmth, and through the pretty 
figures that modesty -will robe itself in you can see all the 
while the golden outlines, and by that token you know that it 
is gIo'Ying and burning with a pure and steady flame. 

\Vith such a heart the -mind fuses naturally, a holy and 
heated fusion. 'They work together like twins born. With 
such a heart, as Raphael says to Adam, 

" Love hath his seat 
In reason, and is judicious. 

But let me distinguish this heart from your clay-cold, luke­
warm, half-hearted soul, considerate because ignorant, judi­
cious because possessed of. no latent fires that need a curb, 
prudish because with no warm blood to tempt. This sort of 
soul may pass scathless through the fiery furnace of life, 
strong only in its weakness, pure because of its failings, and 
good only by negation. It may triumph over love, and sin, 
and death, but it will be a triumph of the beast which has 
neither passions to subdue, nor energy to attack, nor hope to 
quench. ­

Let us come back to the steady a~d earnest heart glowing 
like my anthracite coal. 

I fancy I see such a one now. The eye is deep and reaches 
back to the spirit. It is not the trading eye, weighing your 
p\\rse; it is not tlte worldly eye, wei~hing positioni it iEJ pot the 
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beastly eye, weighing yoUr appearance; it is the heart's eye, 
weighing your soul! - _ -- _ 

It is full of deep, tender, and earnest feeling. It is an eye 
which, looked on once, you long to look on again. It is an 
eye which will haunt your dreams, an eye which will give a 
color, in spite of you, to all your reveries. It is an eye which 
lies before you in your future, like a star in the mariner's 
heaven. By it, unconsciously, and from force of deep sorrl.;. 
habit, you take all your observations. It is meek and quiet, 
but it is full as a spring that gushes in flood; an Aphrodite and 
a Mercury,~a Vaucluse and a Clitumnus. 

The face is an angel face; no matter for curious lines of 
beauty; no matter for popular talk of prettiness; no mat­
ter for its angles or its proportions; no matter for its color 
or its form. The soul is there, illuminating every feature, 
burnishing every point, hallowing every surface. It tells of 
honesty, sincerity, and worth. It tells of truth and virtue. 
And you clasp the image to your heart as the received ideal of 
your fondest dreams. 

The figure may be this or that, it may be tall or short, it 
matters nothing. The heart is there. The talk may be soft 
or low, serious or piquant, a free and honest soul is warming 
and softening it all. As you speak, it speaks back again; as 
you think, it thinks again, (not in conjunction, but in the same 
sign of the Zodiac); as you love, it loves in return. 

It is the heart for a sister, and happy is the man who can 
claim such. The warmth that lies in it is not only -generous, 
but religious, genial, devotional, tender, self-sacrificing, and 
looking heavenward. 

A man without some sort of religion is at best a poor repro­
bate, the foot-ball of destiny, with no tie linking him to in­
finity and the wondrous eternity that is begun with him. But 
a woman without it is even worse-a flame without heat, a 
rainbow without color, a flower without perfume. 

A man may in some sort tie his frail hopes and honors with 
weak, shifting ground-tackle to business or to the world. But 
a woman without that anchor which they call faith is adrift 
and a-wreck. A :plan may clumsily contrive a kind of moral 
responsibility out of his relations to mankind, but a woman, in 
her comparatively isolated sphere, where affection and not 
purpose is the controlling motive, can find no basis for any 
system of right action but that of spiritual faith. A man may 
craze his thought and his brain to trustfulness in such poor 
b~bora8.'e as faqle ll.lld reputation may stretch l:>efore him, but 
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a. woman, where can she put her hope in storms, if not in 
Heaven? 

And that sweet trustfulness, that abiding love, that endur­
ing hope, mellowing every page and scene of life, lighting 
them with pleasantest radiance when the world-storms break 
like an army with smoking cannon, what.can bestow it all but 
a. holy soul-tie· to what is above the storms, and to what is 
stronger than an army with cannon? Who that has enjoyed 
the counsel and the love of a Christian mother but will echo 
the thought with energy and hallow it with a tearP-et moi, 
je pleurs! 

My fire is now a mass of red-hot coal. The whole atmo­
sphere of my room is warm. The heart that with its glow can 
light up and warm a garret with loose casements and shattered 
roof is capable of the best love-domestic love. I draw further 
off, and the images upon the screen change. The warmth, 
the hour, the quiet, create a home feeling, and that feeling, 
quick as lightning, has stolen from the world of fancy (a 
Promethean theft), a home object, about which my musings go 
on to drape themselves in luxurious reverie. 

There she sits, by the corner of the fire, in a neat home dress 
of sober yet most adorning color. A little bit of lace ruffie is 
gathered about the neck by a blue ribbon, and the ends of the 
ribbon are crossed under the dimpling chin and are fastened 
neatly by a simple, unpretending brooch-your gift. The arm, 
a pretty, taper arm, lies over the carved elbow of the oaken 
chair. The hand, white and delicate, sustains a little home 
volume that hangs from her fingers. The forefinger is between 
the leaves, and the others lie in relief upon the dark, embossed 
cover. She repeats in a silvery voice a line that has attracted 
her fancy, and you listen-or, at any rate, you seem to listen 
-with your eyes now on the lips, now on the forehead, and 
now on the finger, where glitters like a star the marriage-ring 
-little gold band at which she does not chafe-that tells you 
she is yours. 

Weak testimonial, if that were all that told itl The eye, 
the voice, the look, the heart, tells you stronger and better 
that she is yours. And a feeling within, where it lies you 
know not, and whence it comes you know not, but sweeping 
over heart and braiD, like a fire-flood, tells you too that you 
are hers! Irremediably bound as Hortensio ill the play: 

" I am SUbject to another's will, and can 
Nor speak, nor do, without permission from her!" 

The fire is warm as ever. ·What. length of heat in this hard, 
burnin~ anthracit~I It has scarce sunk:yet to the second b~ 
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of the grate, though the clock upon the church-tower hae 
tolled eleven. . . 

Ay, mused I, gayly, such a heart does not grow faint, it 
does not spend itself in idle puff~ of blaze, it does not become 
chilly with the passing years, but it gains and grows in 
strength and heat until the fire of life is covered over with the 
ashes of death. Strong or hot as it may be at the first, it loses . 
nothing. It may not indeed, as time advances, throw out, like 
the coal-fire, when new-lighted, jets of blue, sparkling flame; 
it may not continue to bubble and gush like a fountain at its 
source, but it will become a strong river of flowing charities. 

Clitumnus breaks from under the Tuscan mountains almost 
a flood. On a glorious spring day I leaned down and tasted 
the water as it boiled from its sources. The little temple of 
white marble, the mountain-sides gray with 0live orchards, the 
white streak of road, the tall poplars of the river margin were 
glistening in the bright Italian sunlight around me. Later I 
saw it when it had become a river, still clear and strong, flow­
ing serenely between its prairie banks, on which the white cat­
tle of the valley browsed; and still further down I welcomed 
it where it joins the Arno, flowing slowly under wooded shores, 
skirting the fair Florence and the bounteous fields of the bright 
Cascino, gathering strength and volume till, between Pisa and 
Leghorn, in sight of the wondrons Leaning Tower and th~ 
shipmasts of the Tuscan port, it gave its waters to its life's 
grave- the sea. . 

The recollection blended sweetly now with my musings over 
the garret grate, and offered a flowing image to bear along. 
upon its bosom the affections that were grouping in my rev .. 
erie. 

It is a strange force of the mind and of the fancy that can 
set the objects which are closest to the heart far down the lapse 
of time. Even now, as the fire fades slightly and sinks slowly 
toward the bar, which is the dial of my hours, I seem to see 
that image of love which has played about the fire-glow of my 
grate years hence. It still covers the same warm, trustful, 
religious heart. Trials have tried it, afflictions have weighed 
upon it, danger has scared it, and death is coming near to 
subdue it; but still it is the same. 

The fingers are thinner, the face has lines of care and sorrow 
crossing each other in a web-work that makes the golden tissue 
of humanity. But the heart is fond and steady. It is the 
same true heart, the same self-sacrificing heart, warming, like 
a fire, all around it. Affliction has tempered joy, and joy 
adorned aflliction. Life and all its troubles have become diB­
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tilled into 8. holy incense, rising ever from your fireside, an 
offering to your household gods. ' , , 

Your dreams of reputation, your swift determination, your 
impulsive pride, your deep-uttered vows to win a name, have 
all sobered into affection, have all blended into that glow of 
feeling which finds its center, and hope, and joy in Home. 
From my soul I pity him whose soul does not leap at the mere 
utterance of that name. 

A home! It is the bright. blessed, adorable phantom which 
sits highest on the sunny horizon that girdeth life. When 
shall it be reached? When shall it cease to be a glittering 
day-dream, and become fully and fairly yours? 

It is not the house, though that may have its charms; nor 
the fields carefully tilled and streaked with yoUr own foot­
paths; nor the trees, though their shadow be to you like that 
of a great rock in a weary land; nor yet is it the fireside, 
with its sweet blaze-play; nor the pictures which tell of loved 
ones, nor the cherished books-but more far than all these-it 
is the Presence. The Lares of your worship are there; the altar 
of your confidence is there; the end of your worldly faith is 
there; and, adorning it all, and sending your blood in pas­
sionate flow, is the ecstasy of the conviction that tltere at le3fl1i 
you are beloved; that there you are understood; that there 
your errors will meet ever with gentlest forgiveness; that 
there your troubles will be smiled away; that there you may 
unburden your soul, fearless of harsh, unsympathizing ears; 
and that there you may be entirely and joyfully yourself! 

There may be those of coarse mold-and I have seen such, 
even in the disguise of women-who will reckon these feelings 
puling sentiment. God pity them! as they have need of pity. 

That image by the fireside, calm, loying, joyful, is there 
still. It goes not, however my spirit tosses, because my wish 
and every will keep it there lmerring. 

The fire shows through the screen, yellow and warm as a 
harvest sun. It is in its best age, and that age is ripeness. 

A ripe heart! Now I know what Wordsworth meant when 
he said; 

.. The good die first, 
And they whose hearts are dryas summer dust 
Burn to the socketl" 

The town clock is striking midnight. The cold of the night­
wind is urging its way in at'the door and window-crevice; the 
fire has. Bunk almost to the third bar of the grate. Still my 
dream tires not, but wraps fondly r~:md that image, now in 
the far-off, chilling mists of age, growing sainted. Love 11M 
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blended into reverence; passion has subsided into joyous con­
tent. 

And what if age comes, said I, in a new flush of excitation; 
what else proves the wine? What else gives inner strength, 
and knowledge, and a steady pilot-hand to steer your boat out 
boldly upon that s1l:oreless sea where the river of. life is .ru~­
ning? Let the white ashes gather; let· the slIver haIr he 
where lay the auburn; let the eye gleam further back, and 
dimmer. It is but retreating toward the pure sky-depths, an 
usher to the land where you will follow after. 

It is quite cold, and I take away the screen altogether. 
There is a little glow yet, but presently the coal slips down 
below the third bar with a rumbling sound, like that of coarse 
gravel falling into a new-dug grave. 

She is gone I . 
Well, the heart has burned fairly, evenly, generously while 

there was mortality to kindle it. Eternity will surely kindle 
it better. . 

Tears, indeed! But they are tears of thanksgiving, of res­
ignation, and of hope. 

And the eyes, full of those tears, which ministering angels 
bestow, climb with quick vision upon the angelic ladder and 
open upon the futurity where she has entered and upon the 
country which she enjoys. 

It is midnight, and the sounds of life are dead. 
You are in the death-chamber of life; but you are also 

in the death-chamber of care. The world seems sliding 
backward, and hope and you are sliding forward. The clouds, 
the agonies, the vain expectancies, the braggart noise, 
the fears, now vanish behind the curtain of the past and of the 
night. They roll from your soul like a load. 

In tht3 dimness of what seems the ending present, you reach 
out tremulous hands toward that boundless future, where 
God's eye lifts over the horizon like sunrise on the ocean. Do 
you recognize it as an earnest of something better? Ay, if 
the heart has been pure and steady, burning like my fire, it 
has learned it without seeming to learn. Faith has grown 
upon it as the blossom grows upon the bud, or the flower upon 
the slow-lifting stalk. 

Cares can not come into the dream-land where I live. They 
sink with the dying street noise, and vanish with the embers 
of my fire. Even ambition, with its hot and shifting flame, 
is all gone out. The heart in the dimness of the fading fire­
glow is all itself. '£he memory of what good things have 
come over it in the troubled youth-life bear it up.. and hope 
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and faith bear it on. There is no extravagant pulse-glow. 
There is no mad fever of the brain, but only the soul, forget­
ting, for once, all save its destinies and its capacities for good. 
And it mounts higher and higher on these wings of thought, 
and hope burns stronger and stronger out of the ashes of de­
caying life, until the sharp edge of the grave seems but a foot­
scraper at the wicket of Elysium. 

But what is paner, and what are words? Vain things! The 
loulleaves them .Lbehind. The pen staggers like a starveling 
cripple, and your heart is leaving it a whole length of the life­
course behind. The soul's mortal longings, its poor baffled 
hopes, are dim now in the light of those. infinite longings, 
which spread over it, soft and holy as day-dawn. Eternity has 
stretched a corner of its mantle toward you, and the breath of 
its waving fringe is like a gale of Araby. 

A little rumbling, and a last plunge of the cinders within 
my grate, startled me, and dragged back my fancy from my 
flower chase, beyond the Phelegethon, to the white ashes that 
were now thick all over the darkened coals. 

And this, mused I, is only a bachelor-dream about a pure 
and loving heart! And to-morrow comes cankerous life again? 
Is it wished for? Or, if not wished for, is not wishing wicked? 

'Vill dreams satisfy, reach high as they can? Are we not, 
after all, poor groveling mortals, tied to earth, and to each 
other. Are there not sympathies, and hopes, and affections 
which can only find their issue and blessing in fellow absorp­
tion. Does not the heart, steady and pure as it may be, and 
mounting on soul flights often as it dare, want a human sym­
pathy, pe.rfectly indulged, to make it healthful? Is there not 
a fount of love for this world, as there is a fount of love for 
the other? Is there not a certain store of tenderness cooped 
in this heart, which must and will be lavished before the end 
comes? Does it not plead with the judgment, and make issue 
with prudence, year after year? Does it not dog your stel's 
all through your social pilgrimage, setting np its claims ill 
forms fresh and odorous as new-blown heath-bells, saying, 
Come away from the heartless, the factitious, the vain, and 
measure your heart, not by its constraints, but by its fullness 
and by its depth? Let it run, and be joyous! 

Is there no demon that comes to your harsh night-dreams, 
like a taunting fiend, whispering, Be satisfied; keep your 
heart from running over; bridle those affections; there is 
nothing worth loving? . 

Does not some sweet being hover over your spirit of reverie 
like a beckoning angel" crowned with halo, saying, Hopll ~, 
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hbP~ ever; the heart and I are kindred; our mission will 
be fulfilled. Nature shall accomplish its purpose. The soul 
shall have its paradise? 

I threw myself upon my bed, and as my thoughts ran over 
the definite, sharp business of the morrow, my reverie, and ita 
glowing images that made my heart bound, swept away like 
those fleecy rain-clouds of August on which the sun paints 
rainbows, driven southward by a cool, rising wind from the 
north. 

I wonder, thought I, as I dropped asleep, if a married man 
with his sentiment made actual, is, aft~r all, as happy as wo 
poor f~llows in. our dreams? 
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THffiD REVERIE. 

A CIGAR THREE TIMES LIGHTED. 

OVER HIS CIGAR. 

I DO not believe that there was ever an Aunt Tabithy who 
could abide cigars. My Aunt Tabithy hated them with a 
peculiar hatred. She was not only insensible to the rich flavor 
of a fresh rolling volume of smoke, but she could not so much 
as tolerate the .sight of the rich russet color of a Havana­
labeled box. It put her out of all conceit with Guava jelly to 
find it advertised in the same tongue and with the same Cuban 
coarseness of design. 

She could see no good in a cigar. . ' 
"But by your leave, my aunt," said I to her, the other 

morning, " there is very much that is good in a cigar. " 
My aunt, wh'o was sweeping, tossed her head, and with it 

her curls, done up in paper. 
" It is a very excellent matter," continued I, puffing. 
" It is dirty," said my aunt. 
"It is clean and sweet," said I, "and a most pleasant 

soother of disturbed feelings, and a capital companion, and a 
comforter-" and I stopped to puff. . 

" You know it is a filthy abomination," said my aunt, " and 
you ought to be-" and she stopped to put up one of her 
curls, which, with the energy of her gesticulation, had fallen 
out of place. 

" It suggests quiet thoughts," continued I, "and makes a 
man meditative, and gives a current to his habits of contem­
plation, as I can show you," said I, warming with the theme. 

My aunt, still fingering her papers, with the pin in her 
mouth, gave a most incredulous shrug. 

"Aunt Tabithy," said I, and ·gave two or three violent, 
consecutive puffs, "Aunt Tabithy, I can make· up such a. 
series of reflections out of my cigar as would do your heart 
good to listen tol" 
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,'e About what, pray?" said my aunt, contemptuously. 
\~, About love,' said I, " which is easy enough lighted, but 

lrdnts constancy to keep it in a glow. Or· about matrimony, 
which is a great deal of fire in the beginning, but it is a fire 
that. consumes all that feeds the blaze. Or about life,JJ con­
tinued I, earnestly, " which at the first is fresh and odorous, 
but ends shortly in a withered cinder that is fit only for the 
ground." 
Myau~t, who was forty and unmarried, finished her curl 

with a flip of the fingers, resumed her hold of the broom, and 
leaned her· chin upon one end of it, with an expression of some 
wonder, some curiosity, and a great deal of expectation. 

I could have wished my aunt had been a little less curious, 
or that I had been a little less communicative, for though it 
was all honestly said on my part, yet my contemplations bore 
that vague, shadowy, and delicious sweetness which it seemed 
impossible to put into words-least of all, at the bidding of 
an old lady leaning on a broom-handle. 

" Give ·me time, Aunt Tabithy," said I, "a good diimer, 
and after it a good cigar, and I will serve you such a sunshiny 
sheet of reverie, all twisted out of the smoke, as will make your 
kind old heart ache 1" . 

Aunt Tabithy, in utter contempt, either of my mention of 
the dinner, or of the smoke, or of the old heart, commenced 
sweeping furIously. . 

" If I do not," continued I, anxious to appease her, "if I 
do not, Aunt Tabithy, it shall be my last cigar. (Aunt Tab­
ithy stopped sweeping.) And my tobacco money (Aunt Tab­
ithy drew near me) shall go to buy ribbens for my most re­
spectable and worthy Aunt Tabithy. And a kinder person 
could not have them, or one,': continued I, with a generous 
puff, "whom they would more adorn." 

My Aunt Tabithy gave me a hall-playful, half-thankful 
nudge. . 

It was in this way that our bargain was struck. My part of 
it is already stated. On her part, Aunt Tabithy was to allow 
me, in case of my success, an evening cigar unmolested, upon 
the front porch, underneath her favorite rose tree. It was 
concluded, I say, as I sat, the smoke of my cigar rising grace­
fully around my Aunt Tabithy's curls, our right hands joined. 
My left was holding my cigar, while in hers was tightly grasped 
her broomstick. 

And this reverie, to make the matter short, is what came of 
the contract. 
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I. LIGHTED WITH A COAL. 

I TAKE Up a coal with the tongs, and setting the end ~f my 
cigar against it, puff and jmff again, but there is no smoke. 
There is very little hope of lighting from a dead coal. No 
more hope, thought I, than of kindling one's heart into flame 
by contact with a dead heart. - , 

To kindle, there must be warmth and life. And I sat for & 
moment thinking, even before I lighted my cigar, on the 
vanity and folly of those poor, purblind fellows who go on 
puffing for half a lifetime against dead coals. It is to be 
hoped that Heaven, in its mercy, has made their senses so 
obtuse that they know not when their soulg are in a flame or 
when they are dead. I can imagine none but the most mod­
erate satisfaction in continuing to love what has got no ember 
of love within it. The Italians have a very sensible sort of 
proverb-amare, e non essere amato, e tempo perduto-to 
love, and not be loved, is time lost. 

I take a kind of rude pleasure in flinging down a coal that 
has no life in it. And it seemed to me-and may Heaven 
pardon the ill-nature that belongs to the thought-that there 
would be much of the same kind of satisfaction in dashing 
from you a lukewarm creature, covered over with the yellow 
ashes 6f old combustion, that with ever so much attention, and 
the nearest approach of the lips, never shows signs of fire. 
May Heaven forgive me again, but I should long to brettk 
away, though the marriage bonds held me, and see what live­
liness was to be found elsewhere. 

I have seen before now a creeping vine try to grow up 
against a marble wall. It shoots out its tendrils in all direc­

. tions, seeking for some crevice by which to fasten and to climb, 
looking now above and now below, twining upon itself, reach­
ing further up, but, af.ter all, finding no good. foothold, and 
falling away as jf in despair. But nature is not unkind. 
~'wining things were made to twine. The longing tendrils 
take new strength_ in the sunshine, and in the showers, and 
shoot out toward some hospitable trunk. They fasten easily 
to the kindly roughness of the bark, and stretch up, dragging 
after them the vine, which by and by, from the topmost 
bough will nod its blossoms over at the marble wall that re­
fused it succor, as if it said, Stand there in your pride, cold, 
white wall! we, the tree and I, are kindred, it the helper, and 
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\ the helped, and, bound fast together, we riot in the sun-
8\iIie· and in gladness. . 

'\£'he thought of this image made me search for a new coal 
th~t should have some brightness in it. There may be a white 
ash over it, indeed, as you will find tender feelings covered 
wit\ the mask of courtesy, or with the veil of fear; but with 
a br\ath it all flies off, and exposes the heat and the glow that 
you ~re seeking. . 

At\the first touch the delicate edges of the cigar crimple, a 
thin line of smoke rises, doubtfully for a while, and with a coy 
delay;\but after a hearty respiration or two, it grows strong, 
and my cigar is fairly lighted. 

That first taste of new smoke and of the fragrant leaf is 
very grateful. It has a bloom about it that you wish might 
last. It is like your first love, fresh, genial, and rapturous. 
Like that, it fills up all the craving of your soul, and the 
light, blue wreaths of smoke, like the roseate clouds that hang 
around the morning of your heart life, cut you off from the 
chill atmosphere of mere worldly companionship, and make 
gorgeous firmament for your fancy to riot in. 

I do not speak now of those later and manlier passions, into 
which judgment must be thrusting its cold tones, and when 
aU the.sweet tumult of your heart has mellowed into the sober 
ripeness of affection. But I mean that boyish burning which 
belongs to every poor mortal's lifetime, and which bewilders 
him with the thought that he has reached the highest point ot 
human joy before he has tasted any of that bitterness from 
which a10ne our highest human joys have sprung. I mean the 
time when you cut initials with your jack-knife on the smooth 
bark of beech-trees, and went mopiilg under the long shadows 
at sunset, and thought Louise the prettiest name in the wide 
world,. and picked flowers to leave at her door, and stole out 
at night to watch the light in her window, and read such nov­
els as those about Helen :Mar, or Charlotte, to give some ade­
quate expression to your agonized feelings. 

At such a stage you are quite certain that you are deeply 
and madly in love; you persist, in the face of Heaven and 
earth. You would like to meet the individual who dared to 
doubt it. 

You think she has got the tidiest and jauntiest little figure 
that ever was seen. You think back upon some time when, in 
your games of forfeit; you gained a kiss from those lips; and it 
seems as if the kiss was hanging on you yet and warmrng you 
all over. And then, again, it seems so strange that your lips 
did really touch hers! You half question if it could have been 
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actually so, and how you could have dared; and you wondefif 
you would have courage to do the same thing again?-dnd 
upon second thought are quite sure you would, and snap four 
fingers at the thought of it. / 

'What sweet "little hats she does wear; and in the sc/iool­
room, when the hat is hung up-what curls-golden hurls, 
worth a hundred Golcondas! How bravely you study tlie top 
lines of the spelling-book-that your eyes may run o~r the 
edge of the cover, without the school-master's notice, and feast 
upon her!' ,j 

You half wish that somebody would run away with her, as 
they did with Amanda, in the" Children of the Abbey;" and 
then you might ride up on a splendid black horse, and draw a 
pistol, or blunderbuss, and shoot the villains, and carry her 
back, all in tears, fainting and languishing upon your shoul­
der, and have her father (who is judge of the county court) 
take your hand in both of his and make some eloquent re­
marks. A great many such recaptures you run over in your 
mind, and think how delightful it would be to peril your life, 
either by flood or fire-to cut off your arm, or your head, or 
any such trifle-for your dear Louise. 

You can hardly think of anything more joyous in life than 
to live with her in some old castle, very far away from steam­
boats and post-offices, and pick wild geraniums for her bair, 
and read poetry with her under the shade of very dark ivy 
vines.· And you would have such a charming boudoir in some 
comer of the old ruin, with a harp in it, and .books bound in 
gilt, with cupids on the cover, and such a fairy couch, with 
the curtains hung-as you have seen them htmg in SOme illus­
trated Arabian stories-upon a pair of carved doves! 

And when they laugh at you about it, you turn it off per­
haps with saying: "It isn't so;" but afterward, in your 
chamber, or under the tree where you have cut her name, you 
take Heaven to witness that it is so; and think-what a cold 
world it is, to be so careless about such holy emotions! You 
perfectly hate a certain stout boy in a green jacket, who is 
forever twitting you and calling her names; but when some 
old maiden aunt teases you in her kind, gentle way, you bear 
it very proudly, and with a feeling as if you could bear a great 
deal more for Iter sake. And when the mjnister reads off the 
marriage anouncements in the church, you think how it will 
sound one of these days to have your name and hers read from 
the pulpit; and how the people will all look at you, and how 
prettily she will blush, and how poor little Dick" who IOU 
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kilow loves her, but js afraid to say so, will squirm upon his 
bench. 

H,eigho! mused I, as the blue smoke roIled up around my 
head, these first kindlings of the love that is in one are very 
pleasant; but will they last? . . 

.Yo'll love to listen. to the rustle of her dress as she stirs 
about the room. It is better music than grown-up ladies will 
make upon all their harpsichords in the years that are to 
come. .: But this, thank Heaven, you do n<t know. . 

You think you can trace her footmarks on your way to 
the school; and what a dear little footmark it is! And from 
that single point, if she be out of your sight for days, you con­
jure up the whole image; the elastic, lithe little figure, the 
springy step, the dotted muslin so light and flowing, the silk 
kerchief, with its most tempting fringe playing upon the clear 
white throat-how you envy that fringe! And her chin is as 
round as a peach; and the lips-such lips! and you sigh and 
hang your head and wonder when you shall see her again! 

You would like to write her a letter; but then people would 
talk so coldly about it; and besides, you are not quite sure you 
could write such billets as Thaddeus of \Varsaw used to write, 
and anythIng less warm or elegant would not do at all. You 
talk about this one or that one, whom you call pretty, in the 
coolest way in the world. You see very little of their pretti­
ness. They are good girls, to be sure,and you hope they will 
get good husbands some day or other; but it is not a matter 
that concerns you very much. They do not live in your world 
of romance; they are not the angels of that sky which your 
heart makes rosy, and to which I have likened the blue waveR 
of this rolling smoke. 

You can even joke as you talk of others; you can smile, as 
you think, very graciously; you can say laughingly that you 
are deeply in love with them, and think it a most capital joke; 
you can touch their hands, or steal a kiss from them in your 
games, most imperturbably-they are very dead coals. 

But the live one is very lively. \Vhen you take the name on 
yo~ lip, it seems somehow to be made of different materials 
from the rest; you can not half so easily separate it into letters. 
\Vrite it, indeed, you can, for you have had practice-very 
much private practice on odd scraps of paper, and on the 
fly-leaves of geographies and of your Natural Philosophy. You 
know perfectly well how it looks; it seems to be written, in­
de~d, somewhere behind your eyes, and in such happy position 
with respect to the optic nerve that you see it all the time, 
though you are looking in an opposite direction, and so ~ 
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tinctly that you have great tears lest people looking into !bur 
eyes should see it too. t 

For aU this, it is a far more delicate name to handlel than 
most that you know of. Though it is very cool and pleasant 
on the brain, it is very hot and difficult to manage on the lip. 
It is not, as your school-master would say, a name so much as 
it is an idea; not a noun, but a verb-an active and transitive 
verb-and yet a most irregular verb wanting the passive voice. 

It is something against your school-master's doctrine to find 
warmth in the moonlight; but with that soft hand-it is very 
soft-lying within your arm, there is a great deal of warmth, 
whatever the philosophers may say, even in pale moonlight. 
The beams, too, breed sympathies, very close-running sym­
pathies, not talked about in the chapters on optics, and alto­
gether too fine for language. And under their influence you 
retain the little hand that you had not dared retain so long 
before; and her struggle to recover it-if, indeed, it be a 
struggle-is infinitely less than it was; nay, it is a kind of 
struggle, not so much against you as between gladness and 
modesty. It makes you as bold as a lion, and the feeble hand, 
like a poor lamb in the lion's clutch, is powerless and very 
meek; and failing of escape, it will sue for gentle treatment, 
and will meet your warm 'promise with a kind of grateful press­
ure, that is but half acknowledged by the hand that makes it. 

My cigar is burning with wondrous freeness, and from the 
smoke flash forth images bright and quick as lightning, with 
no thunder but the thunder of the pulse. But will it all last ? 
Damp will deaden the fire of a cigar; and there are hellish 
damps-alas! too many-that will deaden the early blazing of 
the heart. 

She is pretty, growing prettier to your eye the more you 
look upon her, and prettier to your ear the more you listen to 
her. But you wonder who the tall boy was, whom you saw 
walking with her, two days ago? He was not a bad-looking 
boy, on the contrary, you think-with a grit of your teeth-that 
he was infernally handsome! You look at him very shyly and 
very closely when you pass him, and turn to see how he walks, 
a.nd to measure his shoulders, and are quite disgusted with the 
very modest ahd gentlemanly way with which he carries him­
self. You think you would like to have a fisticuff with him if 
you were only sure of having the best of it. You sound the 
neighborhood coyly to find out who the strange boy is, and 
are half ashamed of yourself for doing it. 

You gather a magnificent bouquet to send her, and tie it 
with a white ribbon and love-knot, and get a EttIe roseb~d U. 
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acknowledgment. That day you pass the tall boy with a very 
patronizing IOQk, and wonder if he would not like to have a 
sail in your boat? - . 

'- But by and by you find the tall boy walking with her again; 
and she looks sideways at him, ann with a kind of grown-up air 
that makes you feel very boy-like, and humble, and furious. 
And you look daggers at him when you pass, and touch your 
cap to her with quite uncommon dignity, and wonder if she is 
not sorry and does not feel very badly to have got such a look 
from you? . 

On some other day; however, you meet her alone, and the 
sight of her makes your face wear a genial, sunny air, and 
you talk a little sadly about your feaN and your jealousies. She 
seems a little sad and a little· glad together, and is sorry she 
has made you feel badly; and you are sorry, too. And wit-b. 
this pleasant twin sorrow, you are knit together again closer 
than ever. That one little tear of hers has been worth more 
to you than· a thousand smiles. Now you love her madly; 
yon could swear it-swear it to her, or swear it to the universe. 
You even say as much to some kind old friend at nightfall; but 
your mention of her is tremulous and joyful, with a kind of 
bound in your speech, as if the heart worked too quick for the 
tongue, and as if the lips were ashamed to be passing over 
such secrets of the soul to the mere sense of hearing. At this 
stage you cannot trust yourself to speak her praises; or, if 
you venture, the expletives flyaway with your thought before 
you can chain it into language, and your speech at your best 
endeavor is but a succession of broken superlatives that you 
are ashamed of. You strain for language that will scald the 
thought of her, but hol as you can make it, it falls back upon 
your heated fancy like a cold shower. 

Heat so intense as this consumes very fast, and the matter is 
feeds fastest on is-judgment; and with jUdgment gone, there 
is room for jealousy to creep in. You grow petUlant at an­
other sight of that tall boy, and the one tear which cured your 
first petulance will not cure it now. You let a little of your 
fever break out in speech, a speech which you go home to 
mourn over. But she knows nothing of the mourning, while 
she knows very much of the anger. And when you go agian 
with your petulance you will find your rosy-lipped girl tak­
ing her first studies in dignity. 

You will stay away, you say: poor fool, you are feeding on 
what your disease loves best! You wonder if she is not sighd 

~Dg for your return, and if your name is not running in her 
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thought, and if tears of regret are not moistening those sweet 
~~ ~ 

And, wondering thus, you stroll moodily and hopefully to­
ward her father's home; you pass the door once, twice; you 
loiter under the shade of an old tree where you have sometimes 
bid her adieu; your old fondness is struggling with your pride, 
and has almost made the mastery; but, in the very moment of 
victory, you see yonder your hated rival, and beside him, look­
ing very gleeful and happy, your perfidious Louise. 

How quickly you throw off the marks of your struggle, and 
put on the boldest air of boyhood; and what a dexterous hand­
ling -to your knife, and a wonderful keenness to the edge, as 
you cut away from the bark of the beech-tree all trace of her 
name! Still, there is a little silent relenting, and a few sighs 
at night:, and a little tremor of the hand, as you tear out, the 
next day, every fly-leaf that bears her name. But at sight of 
your rival, looking so jaunty and in such capital spirits, you 
put on the proud man again. You may meet her, but you say 
nothing of your struggles; oh, no, not one word of that! but 
you talk with amazing rapidity about your games, or what 
not; and you never, never give her another peep into your 
_boyish heart! ­

For a week you do not see her, nor for a month, nor two 
months, nor three. 

Puff, puff, once more; there-is only a little nauseous smoke, 
and now my cigar is gone out altogether. I must light again. 

II. WITH A WISP OF PAPER. ­
THERE are those who throwaway a cigar when once gone 

out; they must needs ha-,e plenty more. But nobody that I 
ever heard 'of keeps a cedar box of hearts labeled at Havana. 
Alas, there is but one to light! . 

But can a heart once lit be lighted again? Authority on 
this point is worth something, yet it should be impartial au­
thority. I should be loath to take in evidence for the fact, 
however it might tally with my hope, the affidavit of some 
l'akish old widower who had cast his weeds before the grass had 
started on the mound of his affliction; and I should be as slow 
to take., in way of rebutting testimony, the oath of any sweet 
young girl, just becoming conscious of her heart's existence 
by its loss. - _ . 

Very much, it seems to me, depends upon the quality of the 
fire: and I can easily conceive of one so pure, so constant, so 
exhausting, that if it were once gone out., whether in the chills 
of death" or under the blasts of pitiless fortune, there would 



be no rekindling, simply because there wo.uld be no.thing 
left to. kindle. And I can imagine, to.o., a fire so. earnest and 
80 true that, whatever malice might urge, Dr a devilish ingenu­
ity devise, there co.uld no. o.ther he fo.und, high Dr lo.w, far Dr 
near, which sho.uld no.t so. co.ntrast with the first as to. make it 
seem co.ld as ice. 

I remember, in an DId play o.f Davenport's, the hero. is led 
to doub.t his mistress. He is wo.rked upon by slanders to. quit 
her alto.gether, tho.ugh he has lo.ved, and do.es still lo.ve passio.n­
ately. She bids him adieu, with large tears dro.pping fro.m 
her eyes (and I lay do.wn my cigar to. recite it alo.ud, fancying 
all the while, with a varlet impudence, that so.me Abstemia is 
repeating it to. me)­

U Farewell, Lorenzo, 
Whom my soul doth love; if you ever marry 
May you meet a good wife; so good, that you 
May not suspect her, nor may she be worthy 
Of your suspicion: and if you hear hereafter 
That I am dead, inquire but 'my last words, 
And you shall know that to the last I loved you. 
And when you walk forth with your second choice 
Into the pleasant fields, and by chance talk of me, 
Imagine that you see me lean and pale, 
Strewing your path with fiowersl"* 

Po.o.r Abstemia! Lo.renzo. never co.uld find such ano.ther; 
there never co.uld be such ano.ther fo.r such Lo.renzo.. 

To. blaze anew, it is essential that the DId fire be utterly 
gDne; and can any truly lighted sDul ever gro.w co.ld, except 
the grave CDver it? The pDets all say no.. Othello., had he 
lived a thDusand years, wo.uld no.t have lo.ved again; no.r Des­
demo.na, no.r AndrDmache, no.r Medea, no.r Ulysses. nDr Ham­
let. But in the co.Dl wreaths o.f the pleasant smDke, lef us 
see what truth is in the pDets. 

What is IDve, mused I, at the first, but a mere fancy? 
There is a prettiness that yo.ur so.ul cleaves to., as yo.ur eyes to. 
a pleasant flo.wer, Dr yo.ur ear to. a so.ft melDdy. Presently, 
admiratiDn CDmes in, as a so.rt o.f balance-wheel fo.r the eccen­
tric revo.lutio.ns o.f yo.ur fancy; and yo.ur admiratiDn is to.uched 
off with such neat quality as respect. To.o. much of this in­
deed, they say, deadens the fancy, and so. retards the actio.n o.f 
the heart machinery. But with a prDper mDdicum to. serve as 
a stDck, devo.tio.n is grafted in, and then, by an agreeable and 
co.nfused mingling, all these qualities and affectio.ns o.f the so.ul 
beco.me transfused into. that vit9J feeling called Lo.ve. 

• " The City Night-Cap," Act iL, Scene, 2. 

http:affectio.ns
http:revo.lutio.ns
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Your heart seems to have gone over to another and better 
counterpart of your humanity; what is left of you seems the 
mere husk of some kernel thai has been stolen. It is not an 
emotion of yours, which is making very easy voyages toward 
another soul, that may be shortened or lengthened at will; 
but it is a passion that is only yours, because it is there; the 
more it lodges there, the more keenly you feel it to be yours. 

The qualities that feed this passion may indeed belong to 
you, but they never gave birth to such a one before, simply 
because there was no place in which it could grow. Nature is 
very provident in these matters. The chrysalis does not burst 
until there is a wing to help the gauze-fiy upward. The shell 
does not break until the bird can breathe, nor does the swallow 
quit its nest until its wings are tipped with the airy oars. 

This passion of love is strong just in proportion as the at­
mosphere it finds is tender of its life. Let that atmosphEre 
change into too great coldness, and the passion becomes a 
wreck-not yours, because it is not worth your having; nor 
vital, because it has lost the soil where it grew. But is it not 
laying the reproach in a higher quarter to say that those qual­
ities of the heart which begot this passion are exhausted, and 
will not thenceforth germinate through all of your lifetime? 

Take away the worm -eaten frame from you arbor plant, and 
the wrenched arms of the despoiled climber will not, at the 
first, touch any new trellis; they can not in a day change the 
habit of a year. But let the new support stand firmly, and 
the needy tendrils will presently lay hold upon the stranger, 
and your plant will regain its pride and pomp, cherishing, 
perhaps, in its bent figure a memento of the old, but in its 
,more earnest and abounding life mindful only of its sweet de­
pendence on the new. _ 

Let the poets say what they will, these affections of ours are 
not blind, stupid creatures, to starve under polar snows when 
the very breezes of Heaven are the appointed messengers to 
guide them toward warmth and sunshine! 

And with a little suddenness of manner I tear off a wisp of 
paper, and holding it in the blaze of my lamp, relight my 
cigar. It does not bum so easily perhaps as at first-it wants 
warming before it will catch-but presently it is in a broad, 
full glow that throws light into the corners of my room. 

Just so, thought I, the love of youth, which succeeds the 
crackling blaze ofboyhood, makes a broader fiame, though it 
may not be so easily kindled. . A mere dainty step, or a curl­
ing lock, or a soft blue eye are not enough; but in her who has 
quickened the new blaze there is a blending of all these" with 
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a certain sweetness of soul that finds expression in whatever 
feature or motion you look upon. Her charms steal over you 
gently and almost imperceptibly. You think that she is a 
pleasant companion, nothing more; and you find the opinion 
strongly confirmed day by day, so well confirmed, indeed, that 
you begin, to wonder why it is that she is such a delightful 
companion. It can not be her eye, for you have seen eyes as 
pretty as Nelly's; nor can it be her mouth, though Nelly's 
mouth is certainly very sweet. And you keep studying what 
on earth it can be that makes you so earnest to be near her, 
or to listen to her voice. 'rhe study is pleasant. You do not 
know any study that is more so, or which you accomplish with 
less mental fatigue. 
, Upon a sudden, some fine day, when the air is balmy, and 
the recollection of Nelly's voice and manner more balmy stilI, 
you wonder if you are in love. When a man has such a won­
der he is either very near lov9, or he is very far away from it; 
it is a wonder that is either suggested by his hope, or by that 
entanglement of feeling which blunts all his perceptiuns. 

But if not in love, you have at least a strong fancy, so 
strong that you tell' your friends carelessly that she is a nice, 
girl, nay, a beautiful girl; and if your education has been bad, 
you strengthen the epithet on your own tongue with a very 
wicked expletive, of which the mildest form would be " deuced 
fine girl I" Presently, however, you get beyond this, and your 
companionship and your wonder relapse into a constant, 
quiet habit of unmistakable love; not impulsive, quick, and 
fiery, like the first, but mature and calm. It is as if it were 
born with your soul, and the recognition of it was rather an 
old remembrance than a fresh passion. It does not seek to 
gratify its exuberance and force with such relief as night­
serenades, or any Jacques-like meditations in the forest, but 
it is a quiet, still joy that floats on your hope into the years to 
come, making the prospect all sunny and joyful. 

It is a kind of oil and balm for whatever was stormy or 
harmful; it gives a permanence to the smile of existence. It 
does not make the sea of your life turbulent with high emo­
tions, as if a strong wind were blowing; but it is as if an 
Aphrodite had broken on the surface, and the ripples were 
spreading with a sweet, low SOlild, and widening far out to 
the very shores of Time. , 

T.here i~ no need now, as with the boy, to bolster up your 
feelmgs WIth extravagant vows. Even should you try this in 
her presence, the words a~e Jacking to put such vows in. So 
loon as you reach them they fail you; and the oath only quiv­
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ers on the lips, or tells its story by a pressure of the fingers. 
You wear a brusque, pleasant air with your acquaintances, and 
hint, with a sly look, a~ possible changes in your circumstances. 
Of an evening,· you are kind to the most unattractive of the 
wall-flowers, if only your Nelly is away; and you have a sud­
dEm charity for street beggars with pale children. You catch 
yourself taking a step in one of the new polkas upon a country 
walk, and wonder immensely at the number of bright days 
which succeed each other, without leaving a single stormy gap 
for your old melancholy moods. Even the· chamber-maids at 
Jour hotel never did their duty one half so well; and as for 
your man Tom, he is become a perfect pattern of a fellow. 

My cigar is in a fine glow; but it has gone out once, and it 
may go out again. . 

You begin to talk of marriage, but some obstinate papa or 
guardian uncle thinks that it will never do; that it is quite 

,too soon, or that Nelly is a mere girl. Or some of your wild 
oats, quite forgotten by yourself, shoot up on the vision of a 
staid mamma, and throw a very damp shadow on your char­
acter. Or the old lady has an ambition of another sort, which 
you, a simple, earnest, plodding bachelor, can never gratify; 
being of only passable appearance, and unschooled in the fash­
ions of the world, you will be eternally rubbing the elbows of 
the old lady's pride. 

All this will be strangely aftlictive to one who has been liv­
ing for quite a number of weeks, or months, in a pleasant 
dream-land, where there were no five per cents. or reputations, 
but only a very full and delirious flow of feeling. What care 
you for any position, except a position near the being that you 
love? 'Vhat wealth do you prize, except a wealth of heart that 
shall never know diminution; or for reputation, except that of 
truth and of honor? How hard it would break upon these 
pleasant idealities to have a weazen-faced old guardian set his 
arm in yours, and tell you how tenderly he has at heart the 
happiness of his niece; and reltson with you· about your very . 
small and sparse dividends, and your limited business; and cau­
tion you-for he has a lively regard for your interests-about 
continuing your addresses? 

The kind old curmudgeon! 
Your man Tom has grown suddenly a very stupid fellow; 

and all your charity for withered wall-flowers is gone. Per­
haps, in your wrath, the suspicion comes over you that she, 
too, wishes you were something higher, or more famous, or 
richer, or anything but what you are-a. Tery dangerous sus" 
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picion; for no man with any true nobility of soul can ever 
make his heart the slave of another's condescension. 

But no, you will not, you can ·not believe this of Nelly; tnat 
face of hers is too mild ·and gracious; and her JlliI,nner, as she 
'takes your hand, after your heart is made sad, and turns away 
those rich blue eyes, shadowed more deeply than ever by the 
long and moistened fringe, and the exquisite softness and 
meaning of the pressure of those little fingers, and the low 
half sob,and the heaving of that bosom, in its struggles be­
tween love and duty, all forbid. Nelly, you could swear, is 
tenderly indulgent, like the fond creature that she is, toward 
all your shortcomings, and would not barter your strong love 
and your honest heart for the greatest magnate in the land. . 

What a spur to effort is the confiding love of a true-hearted 
woman! That last fond look of hers, hopeful and encouraging, 
has more power within it to nerve your soul to high deeds than 
all th~ admonitions of all your tutors. Your heart, beating large 
with hope, quickens the flow upon the brain, and you make 
'lVild vows to win greatness. But, -alas! this is a great world, 
very full, and very rough; 

U All up-hill work when we would do; 

All down-hill, when we suffer. * 


Ha~d, withering toil only can achieve a name; and long 
days, and months, and years must be passed in the chase of 
that bubble, reputation, which, when once grasped, breaks in 
your eager clutch into a hundred lesser bubbles that soar 
above you still. . 

A clandestine meeting from time to time, and a note or two 
tenderly. written, keep up the blaze in your heart. But pres­
ently the lynx-eyed old guardian, so tender of your interests 
and hers, forbids eveR this irregular and unsatisfying corre­
spondence. Now you can feed yourself only on stray glimpses 
of her figure, as full of sprightliness and grace as ever; and 
that beaming face, you are half sorry to see fr9m time to time, 
still beautiful. You struggle with your moods of melancholy, 
and wear bright looks yourself, bright to her, and very bright 
to the eye of the old curmudgeon who has snatched your heart 
away. It will never do to show your weakness to a man. 

At length, on some pleasant morning you learn that she is 
gone, too far away to be seen, too closely guarded to be 
reached. For a while you-throw down your books and abandon 
your toil in despair, thinlCng very b.'tter thoughts, and mak.. 
lUg TefY helpless fe·~olves. 

* Festus. 
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My cigar is still burning, but it will require constant and 
strong respiration to keep it in a glow. 

A letter or two, dispatched at random, .relieve the excess of 
your fever,until, with practice, these random letters have even 
less heat in them than the heat of your study or of your busi­
ness. Grief, thank God! is not so progressive or so cumu­
lative as joy. For a time there is a pleasure ill the mood with 
which you recall your broken hopes, and with which you self­
ishly link hers to the shattered wreck; but absence and igno­
rance tame the point of your woe. You call up the image of 
Nelly adorning other and distant scenes. You see the tearful 
smile give place to a blithesome cheer, and the thought of you, 
that shaded her fair face so long, fades under the sunshine of 
gayety; or, at best, it only seems to cross that white forehead 
like a playful shadow that a fleecy cloud-remnant will fling 
upon a sunny lawn. 

As for you, the world, with its whirl and roar, is deafening 
the sweet, distant notes that come up through old, choked 
channels of the affections. Life is calling for earnestness, and 
not for regrets. So the months and the years slip by; your 
bachelor habit grows easy and light with wearing; you have 
mourned enough to smile at the violent mourning of others, 
and you have enjoyed enough to sigh over their little eddies of 
delight. Dark shades and delicious stroaks of crimson and 
gold color lie upon your life. Your heart, with all its weight 
of ashes, can yet sparkle at the sound of a fairy step, and 
your face can yet open into a round of joyous smiles, that are 
almost hopes-in the presence of some bright-eyed girl. 

But amid this there will float over you, from time to time, 
a midnight trance in which you will hear again, with a thirsty 
ear, the witching melody of the days that are gone, and you 
will wake from it with a shudder into the cold resolves of 
your lonely and manly life. But the shudder passes ai easy as 
lllght from morning. Tearful regrets and memories that.touch 
to the quick are dull weapons to break through the panoply of 
your seared, eager, and ambitious manhood. They only vent­
ure out like timid, white-winged flies when night is come, 
and at the first glimpse of the dawn they shrivel up and lie 
without a flutter in some corner of your soul. 

And when, years after, you learn that she has returned-a 
woman, there is a slight glow, but no tumultuous bound of 
the heart. Life and time have worri~d you down like a spent 
hound. The world has given you a habit of easy and un­
meaning smiles. You half accuse yourself of ingratitude and 
forgetfulness., but the accusation does not oppress you. It 

.,.~ 
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does not even distract your attention from the morning jour­
nal. You can not work yourself into a· respectable degree of 
indignation against the old gentleman-her guardian. 

Yon sigh, poor thing! and in a very flashy waistcoat you 
venture a morning call. .­

She meets you kindly, a comely, matronly dame in gingham 
with her curls all gathered under a high-topped comb; and 
she presents to you two little boys in smart crimson jackets 
dressed up with braid. And you dine with madame-a family 
party; and the wrinkled-faced old gentleman meets you with 
a most pleasant shake of the hand, hints that you were among 
his niece's earliest friends, and hopes that you are getting on 
well. 

Capitally well! 
And the boys toddle in at dessert, Dick to get a plum from 

your own dish, Tom to be kissed by his rosy-:-faced papa. In 
short, you are made perfectly at home, and you sit over your 
wine for aI.1 hour in a cozy smoke with the gentlemanly uncle 
and with the very courteous husband of your second flame. 

It was all very jovial at the table; for good wine is, I find, 
a great strengthener of the bachelor heart. But afterward, 
when night has fairly set in, and the blaze of your fire goes 
flickering over your lonely quarters, you heave a deep sigh. 
And as your thought runs back to the perfidious Louise and 
calls up the married and matronly Nelly, you sob over that 
poor dumb heart within you which craves so madly a free and 
joyous utterance. And as you lean over, with your forehead 
on your hand, and your eyes fall upon the old hound slumber­
ing on the rug, vain regrets torment you, and you wish 
that you had married years ago, and that you too had your 
pair of prattling boys to drive away the loneliness of your sol­
itary hearth-stone. 

My cigar would not go; it was fairly out. But, with true 
bachelor obstinacy, I vowed that I would light it again. 

III. LIGHTED WITH A MATCH. 
I HATE a match. I feel sure that brimstone matches were 

never made in heaven; and it is sad to think that, with few 
exceptions, matches are all of them tipped with brimstone. 

But my taper having burned out, and the coals being all 
dead upon the hearth, a match is all that is left to me. 

All matches will not blaze on the first trial, and there are 
those that, with the most indefatigable coaxings, never show a 
spark. They may indeed lea.ve in their trail phosphorescent 
,treaks" but you c~n no more light your cigar at them than 
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you can kindle your heart at the covered wife-trails which the 
infernal, gossiping old match-makers will lay in your path. 

Was there ever a,,-bachelor of seven-and-twenty, I wonder, 
who has not been haunted by pleasant old ladies, and trim, 
excellent, good-natured married friends, who talk to him about 
nice matches, "very nice matches," matches which never go 
off? And who, pray, has not had some kind old uncle to fill two 
sheets for him (perhaps in the time of heavy postages) about 
some most eligible connection-" of highly respectable parent­
age!" . 

What a delightful thing, surely, for a withered bachelor to 
bloom. forth.in the dignity of an ancestral tree! What a pre­
cious surprise for him who has all his life worshiped the wing­
heeled Mercury, to find on a sudden a great stock of preserved 
and most respectable Penates! . 

In God's name, thought I, puffing vehemently, what is a 
man's heart given him for, if not to choose where his heart's 
blood, every drop of it, is flowing? Who is going to dam these 
billowy tides of the soul whose roll is ordered by a planet greater 
than the moon, and that planet Venus? Who is going to shift 
this vane of my desires, when every breeze that passes in my 
heaven is keeping it all the more strongly to its fixed bearings? 

Besides this there are the money matches, urged upon you 
by disinterested bachelor friends, who would be very proud to 
see you at the head of an establishment. And I must confess 
that this kind of 1alk has a pleasant jingle about it, and is one 
of the cleverest aids to a bachelor's day-dreams that can well 
be imagined. And let not the pouting lady condemn me with­
out a hearing . 

.It is certainly cheerful to think, for a contemplative bach­
elor, that the pretty ermine w~ch so sets off the transparent 
hue of your imaginary wife, or the Jace which lies so bewitch­
ingly upon the superb roundness of her form, or the graceful 
bodice, trimmed to a line, which is of such exquisite adaptation 
to her lithe figure, will be always at her command; nay, that 
these are only units among the chameleon hues under which 
you shall feed upon her beauty! I want to know if it is not a 
pretty cabinet picture for fancy to luxuriate upon, that of a 
sweet wife who is cheating hosts of friends into love, sympathy 
and admiration by the modest munificence of her wealth? Is 
it not rather agreeable to feed yonI' hopeful soul upon that 
abundance which, while it supplies her need, will give a range 
to her loving charities, which will keep from her brow the 
shadows of anxiety, and will sublime her gentle na.tllre by add.. 
iug to it the grace Qf ~ angel of mercy? 

http:forth.in
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Is it not rich, in those days when the pestilent humors of 
bachelorhood hang heavy on you, to foresee in that shadowy 
realm', where hope is a native, the quiet of a home made 
splendid with· attractions, and made real by the presence of 
her who bestows them? Upon my word, thought I, as I con.. 
tinued puffing, such a match must make a very grateful light­
ing of one's inner sympathies; nor am I prepared to say that 
such associations would not add force to the most abstract love 
imaginable. 

Think of it for a moment: what is it that we poor fellows 
love? We love, if one _may judge for himself over his cigar, 
gentleness, beauty, refinement, generosity, and intelligence, 
and, far above these, a returning love made up of all these 
qualities, and gaining upon your love day by day, and month 
'Oy month, like a sunny mOTIling gaining upon the frosts of 
night. . 

But wealth is a great means of refinement, and it is a secur­
ity for gentleness, since it removes disturbing anxieties; and it 
is a pretty promoter of intelligence, siuce it multiplies the 
avenues for its reception; and it is a good basis for a generous 
habit of life; it even equips beauty, neither hardening its hand 
with toil,· nor tempting the wrinkles to come early. But 
whether it provokes greatly that returning passion, that al)ne­
gation of soul, that sweet kustfulness and abiding affection 
which are to clothe your heart with joy, is far more doubtful. 
Wealth, while it gives so much, asks much in return, and the 
soul that is grateful to mammon is not overready to be grate­
ful for intensity of love. It is hard to gratify those who have 
nothing left to gratify. 

Heaven help the man who, having wearied his soul with 
delays and doubts, or exhausted the freshness and exuberance­
of his youth by a hundred little dallyings of love, consigns 
himself at length to the issues of what people call a nice 
match, whether of money or of family! 

Heaven help you (I brushed the ashes from my cigar) when 
you begin to regard marriage as only a respectable institution, 
and, under the advices of some staid old friends, begin to look 
about y~)U for some very respectable wife! You may admire her 
figure and her family, and bear pleasantly in mind the very 
casual mention which has been made by some of your pene­
trating friends, that she has large expectations. You think 
that she would make a very capital appearance at the head of 
your table; nor, in the event of your coming to any publio 
honor, would she make you blus~!' for her breeding. She talk. 
well. e4ceedingly well; and her f~Ge has its cba,rws" especially 
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under a little excitement. Her dress is elegant rtnd tasteful, 
and she is constantly remarked upon by all your friends as a. 
" nice person." Some good old lady, in whose pew she occa­
sionally sits on a Sunday, or to whom she "has sometimes sent 
a papier·mache card-case for the show-box of some Dorcas be­
nevolent society, thinks, with a sly wink, that she would make 
a fine wife for-somebody. 

She has an elegant figure; and the marriage of some half­
dozen of your old flames warn you that time is slipping and 
your chances failing. And in the pleasant warmth of some 
after-dinner mood, you resolve-with her image in her pret­
tiest pelisse drifting across your brain-that you will marry. 
Now comes the pleasant excitement of the chase; and what­
ever family dignity may surround her only adds to the pleas­
urable glow of the pursuit. You give an hour more to your 
toilet, and a hundred or two more a year to your tailor. All 
is orderly, dignified, and gracious. Charlotte is a sensible 
woman, everybody says, and you believe it yourself. You 
agree in your talk about books, and churches, and flowers. Of 
course she has good taste-for she accepts you .. The acceptance 
is dignified, elegant, and even courteous. 

You receive numerous congratulations; and your old friend 
Tom writes you that he hears you are going to marry a splen­
did woman; and all the old ladies say, What a capital match! 
And your business partner, who is a married man, and some­
thing of a wag, "sympathizes sincerely." Upon the whole, 
you feel a little proud of your arrangement. You write to an 
old friend in the country that you are to marry presently Miss 
Charlotte, of such a street, whose father was something very 
fine in his way; and whose father before him was very dis­
tinguished; you add, in a posbwript, that she is easily situated, 
and has " expectations. " Your friend, who has a wife that 
he loves, and that loves him, writes back kindly, "hoping you 
may be happy;" and hoping so yourself, you light your cigar­
one of your last bachelor cigars-with the margin of his letter. 

T"he match goes off with a brilliant marriage, at which you 
receive a very elegant welcome from y()ur wife's spinster 
cousins, and drink a great deal of champagne with her bach­
elor uncles. And as you take the dainty hand of your bride­
very magnificent under that bridal wreath, and with her face 
lighted up with a brilliant. glow-your eye and your soul for 
the nrst time grow full. And as your arm circles that elegant 
figure, and you draw her toward you, feeling that she is yours, 
there is a bound at yonr heart that makes you think your 
life is now whole and earnest. All your early dreams and im" 
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aginations come flowing on your thought, like bewildering 
music, and as you gaze upon' her,the admiration of that 
crowd, it seems to you that all that your heart prizes is made. 
good by the accident of marriage. 

Ah, thought I,. brushing off the ashes again, bridal pictures 
are not home pictures, and the hour at the altar is but a poor 
type of the waste of years! 

Your household is elegantly ordered; Charlotte has secured 
the best of housekeepers, and she mp,ets the compliments of 
your old friends, who come to dine with you, with a suavity that 
is never at fault. And they tell you, after the cloth is removed, 
and you sit quietly smoking in memory of the olden times, 
that she is a splendid woman. Even the old ladies who come 
for occasional charities think madame a pattern of a lady; 
and so think her old admirers, whom she receives still with an 
easy grace that half puzzles you. And as you stand by the 
ball-room door, at two of the morning, with your Charlotte's 
shawl upon your arm, some little panting fellow will confirm 
the general opinion by telling you that madame is a magnificent 
oancer, and Monsieur Ie Comte will praise extravagantly her 
French. You are grateful for all this, but you have an un­
commonly serious way of expressing your gratitude. 

You think you ought to be a very happy fellow, and yet 
long shadows do stea.I over your thought, and you wonder that 
the sight of your Charlotte in the dress you used to admire so 
much does not scatter them to the winds; but it does not. 
You feel coy about putting your arm around that delicately 
robed figure; you might derange the plaitings of her dress. 
She is civil toward you, and tender toward your bachelor 
friends. She talks with dignity, adjusts her lace cape, and 
hopes you will make a figure in the world, for the sake of the 
family. Her cheek is never soiled with a tear, and her smiles 
are frequent, especially when you have some spruce young 
fellows at your table. 

You ~atch sight of occasional· notes, perhaps, whose super­
scription you do not know; and some of her admirers' atten­
tions become so pointed and constant that your pride is stirred. 
It would be silly to show jealousy, but you suggest to your 
., dear," as you sip your tea, the slight impropriety of her 
1'ction. 

Perhaps you fondly long for some little scene, as a proof of 
wounded confidence; but no, nothing of that. She trusts 
(calling you" my dear") that she knows how to sustain tho 
di~ity of her position . 

...You are too sick at heart for comment or for reply. 
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And is this the intertwining of soul of which you had 
dreamed in the days that· are gone? Is thi.s the· blending ot 
sympathies that was to steal from life its bitterness, and spread 
over care and suffering the sweet ministering hand of kindness 
and of love? Ay, you may well wander back to your bachelor 
club and make the hours long at the journals, or at play, kill .. 
ing the flagging lapse of your life! rfalk in sprightly way with 
your old friends; and mimic the joy you have not, or you will 
wear a bad name upon your hearth and head. Never suffer your 
Charlotte to catch sight of your moods of despondency, or to 
hear the sighs which, in your times of solitary musings, may 
break forth sudden and heavy. Go on counterfeiting your­
life, as you have begun. It was a nice match, and you are a 
nice husband! 

But you have a little boy, thank God, toward whom your 
heart runs out freely, and you love to catch him in his respite 
from your well-ordered nursery and the ta:::;ks of his teachers, 
alone, and to spend upon him a little of that depth of feeling 
which through so many years has scarce been stirred. You 
play with him at his games; you fondle him; you take him 
to your bosom. 

But, papa, he says, see how you have tumbled my collar. 
What shall I tell mamma? 

Tell her, my boy, that I love you! 
Ah, thought I (my cigar was getting dull and nauseous), 

is there not a spot i~ your heart that the gloved hand of your 
elegant wife has never reached, that you wish it might reach? 

You go to see a far-away friend. His was not a " nice 
match;" he w,as married years before you, and yet the beam­
ing looks of his wife and his lively smile are as fresh and hon­
est as they were years ago, and they make you ashamed of 
your disconsolate humor.' Your stay is lengthened, but the 
home letters are not urgent for your return, yet they are mar­
velouslypropel' letters and rounded with a French adieu. 
You .. could have wished a little scrawJ from your boy at the 
bottom, in the place of the postscript which gives you the 
names of a new opera troupe, and you hint as much-a very 
bold stroke for you. 

Ben, she says, writes too shamefully. 
And at your return there is no great anticipation of delight; 

in contrast with the old dreams that a pleasant summer's 
journey has called up, your parlor, as you enter it, so elegant, 
so still, so modish, seems the charnel-house of your heart. 

By and by you fall into weary days of sickness. You have 
capital nurses1 nurses highly recommended, nurses who never 
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make mistakes, nurses who have served long in the family. 
But alas for that heart of sympathy, and for that sweet face 
shaded with your pain, like a soft landscape with flying c10uds, 
you have none of them! Your pattern wife may come in 
from time to time to look after your nurse, or to ask after your 
8leep, and glide out, her silk dress rustling upon the door like 
dead leaves in the cool night breezes of winter. Or, perhaps, 
-after putting tllls chair in its place and adjusting to a more 
tasteful fold that curtain, she will ask you, with a tone that 
might mean sympathy, if it were not a stranger to you, if she 
can do anytlllng more. 

Thank her, as kindly as you can, and close your eyes and 
dream; or rouse up to lay your hand upon the head of your 
little boy, to drink in health and happiness from his earnest 
look as he gazes strangely upon your pale and shrunken fore­
head. Your smile even, ghastly with long suffering, disturbs 
him; there is no interpreter, save the heart, between you. 

Your parched lips feel strangely to his flushed, healthful 
face, and he steps about on tiptoe, at a motion from the nurse, 
to look at all those rosy-colored medicines upon the table, and 
he takes your cane from the corner and passes his hand over 
the smooth ivory head; and he runs his eye along the wall 
from picture to picture till it rests on one he knows, a figure 
in bridal dress, beautiful, almost fond, and he forgets himself 
and says aloud: "There's mamma!" . 

The nurse puts her finger to her lip; you waken from your 
doze to see where your eager boy is looking, and your eyes too 
take in as much as they can of that figure, now shadowy to 
yoUl' fainting vision, doubly shadowy to your fainting heart. 

From day to day you sink from life. The physician says the 
end is not far off; why should it be? There is very little elastic 
force within you to keep the end away. Madame is called, 
and your little boy. Your sight is dim, but they whisper that 
she is beside your bed, and you reach out yOUl hand-both 
hands. You fancy you hear a sob: a strange sound.! It seems 
as if it came from distant years, a coniusei, broken sigh, 
sweeping over the long stretch of your life, and a sigh from 
your heart, not audible, answers it. 

Your trembling fingers clutch the hand of your little boy, 
and you drag him toward you and move your lips as if you 
would speak to him; and they place his head near you, so that 
you feel his fine hair brushing your cheek, My boy, you must 
love your mother! 

Your other hand feels a quick, convulsive grasp, and some­
- I 
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thing like a tear drops upon your face. Good God I Can it 
be indeed a tear? 

You strain your vision, and a feeble smile flits over your 
features as you seem to see her figure-the figure of the paint­
ing-bending over you, and you feel a bound at your heart-the 
same bound that you felt on your bridal morning, the same 
bound which you used to feel in the springtime of your life. 

Only one-rich, full bound of the heart, that is aU! 
My cigar was out. I could not have lighted it again if I 

would. It was wholly burned. . 

"Aunt Tabithy," said I, as I finished reading, "may I 
now smoke under your rose tree?" 
. Aunt Tabithy, who had laid down her knitti'1g to hear me, 

smiled, brushed a tear from her old eyes, said, " Yes, Isaac," 
and having scratched the back of her head -..\t.h the diien­
g~ed needle, resumed her knitting. 
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FOURTH REVERIE. 

MORNING, NOON, AND EVENING. 

MORNING, NQON, AND EVENING. 

IT is a spring day under the oaks, the loved oaks of a once 
cherished home, now alas! mine no longer. 

I had sold the old farm-house, and the groves, and the cool 
springs where I had bathed my head in the heats of summer; 
and with the first warm days of May they were to pass from 
me forever. Seventy years they had been in the possession of 
my mother's family; for seventy years they had borne the 
same name of proprietorship; for seventy years the Lares of 
our country home-often neglected, almost forgotten, yet 
brightened from time to time by gleams of renewed worship­
had held their place in the pretty valley of Elmgrove. 

And in this changeful, bustling American life of ours, seventy 
years is no child's holiday. The hurry of action and progress 
may pass over it with quick step, but the foot-prints are many 
and deep. You surely will not wonder that it made me serious 
and thoughtful to break the chain of years that bOlmd to my 
heart the oaks, the hills, the springs, the valley-and such a 
valley! 

A wild stream runs through it-large enough to make a 
river for English landscape-winding between rich banks 
where, in summer-time, the swallows build their nests and 
brood by myriads. 

Tall elms rise here and there along the margin, and with 
their uplifted arms and leafy spray throw great patches of 
shade upon the m.eadow. Old lion-like oaks, too, where the 
meadow-soil hal'dens into rolling upland, fasten to the ground 
with their ridgy roots, and with their gray, scraggy limbs 
make delicious shelter for the panting workers or for the 
herds of August.· . 

. Westward of the stream-where I am lying-the banks roll 
up swiftly into sloping hills covered with groves of oaks, and 
green pasture-lands dotteg. with mossy rocks. And ~\ll'th~r 
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on, where some wood has been swept down, some ten years 
gone, by the ax, the new growth, heavy with the luxuriant 
foliage of spring, covers wide spots of the slanting land; while 
some dead tree in the midst still stretches out its bare arms to 
the blast, a solitary mourner over' the wreck of its forest 
brothers. 

Eastward, the ridgy bank passes into wavy meadows, upon 
whose further edge you see the roofs of an old mansion, with 
tall chimneys, and taller elm-trees shading it. Beyond, the hills 
rise gently, and sweep away into wood-crowned heights that 
are blue with distance. At the upper end of the valley the 
stream is lost to the eye in a wide swamp wood, which in the 
autumn-time is covered with a scarlet sheet, blotched here and 
there by the dark crimson stains of the ash-tops. Further on, 
the hills crowd close to the brook, and come down with granite 
bowlders, and scattered birch-trees and beeches, Imder which, 
upon the smoky mornings of May, I have time and again 
loitered, and thrown my line into the pools which curl, dark 
and stilI, under their tangled roots. 

Below, and looking southward, through the openings of the 
oaks that shade me, I see a broad stretch of meadow, with 
glimpses of the silver surface of the stream, and of the giant 
solitary elms, and of some old maple that has yielded to the 
spring-tides, and now dips its lower boughs in the insidious 
current; and of dumps of alders and willow-tufts, above 
which even now the black-and-white-coated Bob-o'-Lincoln is 
wheeling his musical flight, while his quieter mate sits swaying 
on the topmost twigs. . 

A quiet road passes within a short distance of me, and 
crosses the brook by a rude timber bridge; beside the bridge is 
a broad, glassy pool, shaded by old maples and hickories, where 
the cattle drink each morning on their way to the hill-past­
ures. A step or two beyond the stream, a lane branches 
across the meadows to the mansion with the tall chimneys. I 
can just remember no~ the stout, broad-shouldered old gentle­
man-with his white hat, his long white hair, and his white­
headed cane-who built the house, and who farmed the whole 
valley around me. He is gone long since, and lies in a grave­
yard looking upon the sea. The elms that he planted shake 
their weird arms over the moldering roofs; and his fruit­
garden shows only a battered phalanx of mossy limbs, which 
will scarce tempt the July marauders. 

In the other direction, upon this side the brook, the road is 
lost to view among the trees; but if I were to follow the wind­
in~s upon t4e hill-sidez·it wowd brin~ me shortly upon thi Qld 
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home of my grandfather: there ,is no pleasure in wandering 
there now. The woods, that sheltered it from the northern 
winds, are cut down; the tall cherries, that made the yard one 
leafy bower, are dead. . The cornice is straggling from the 
eaves; the porch has fallen; the stone chimney is yawning 
with wide gaps. Within it is even worse: the floors ~way. upon 
the moldering beams; the doors all sag from theIr hmges; 
the rude frescoes upon the parlor wall are peeling off; all is 
going to decay, and my grandfather is buried in a little grave­
yard by the garden-wall. . 

A lane branches from the country road within a few yards 
of me, and leads back, along the edge of the meadow, to the 
homely cottage which has been my special care. Its gray 
porch and. chimney are thrown into rich relief by a grove of 
oaks that skirts the hill behind it; and the does are flying un­
easily about the open doors of the granary and barns. The 
morning sun shines pleasantly on the gray group of buildings; 
and the lowing of the cows, not yet driven a-field, adds to the 
charming homeliness of the scene. . But alas for the poor 
azalias, and lanrels, and 'Vines that I had put out upon the 
little knoll before the cottage-door; they are all of them trod­
den down; only one poor creeper hangs its loose tresses to the 
lattice, all disheveled and forlorn. 

This by-lane, which opena upon the farm-house, leaves the 
road in the middle of a grove of oaks; the brown gate swings 
upon an oak-tree-the ~rown gate closes upon an oak-tree. 
There is a rustic seat~ built between two veteran trees that 
rise from a little hillock near by. Half a century ago there 
was a rustic seat on the same hillock, between the same vet­
eran trees. I can trace marks of the old blotches upon the 
bark, and the scars of the nails upon the scathed. trunks. 
Time and time again it has heen renewed. This, the last, was 
built by my own hands-a cheerful and a holy duty. 

Sixty years ago, they tell me, my grandfather used to loiter 
here with his gun, while his hounds lay around under the scat­
tered oaks. Now he sleeps, as I said, in the little grave-yard 
yonder, where I can see one or two white tablets glimmering 
through the foliage. I never knew him; he died, as the brown 
stone table says, aged twenty-six. Yesterday I climbed the 
wall that skirts the yard, and plucked a flower from his tomb. 
I take out now from my pocket-book that flower-a frail, 
first-blooming violet-and write upon the slip of paper into 
which I have thrust its delicate stem: "From my grand­
father's tomb, 1850." 

13ut other feet ha.ve trod upon this knoll., fu mOl'Q dear to 
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me. The old neighbors have sometimes told me how they 
have seen, forty years ago,· two rosy-faced girls idling on this 
spot under the shade, and gathering acorns, and making oak­
leaved garlands for their foreheads. Alas! the garland~ they 
wear now are not earthly garlands. 

Upon that spot, and upon that rustic seat, I am lying this 
May morning. I have placed my gun against a tree; my shot­
pouch I have hung upon a broken limb. I have thrown my 
feet upon the bench, and lean against one of the gnarled oaks 
between which the seat is built. My book and paper are be­
side me, and my pencil trembles in my fingers as I catch sight 
of those white marble tablets gleaming through the trees, from 
the height above me, like beckoning angel-faces. If they were 
alive!-two more near and dear friends, in a world where we 
count friends by units. 

It is morning-a bright spring morning under the oaks­
those loved oaks of a once cherished home. Last night I slept 
in the old house under the elms. The cattle going to the 
pasture are drinking in the pool by the bridge; the boy who 
drives them is making his shrill halloo echo against the hills. 
The sun. has risen fairly over the eastern heights, and shines 
brightly. upon the meadow-land and brightly upon a bend of 
the brook below me. The birds-the bluebirds, sweetest and 
noisiest of all-arA singing over me in the branches. A -wood­
pecker is hammering at a dry limb aloft; and Carlo pricks up 
his ears and listens, and looks at me, then stretches out his 
head upon his paws, in a warm bit of the sunshine, and 
sleeps. 

Morning brings back to me the past; and the past brings up 
not only its actualities, not only its events and memories, but 
-stranger still-what might have been. Every little circum­
stance which dawns on the awakened memory is traced not 
only to its actual, but to its possible issues . 
. 'What a wide world that makes of the past! a great and 
gorgeous, a rich and solemn world! Your fancy fills it up 
artist-like; the darkness is mellowed off into soft shades; the 
bright spots are veiled in the sweet atmosphere of distance; 
ILnd fancy and memory together make up a rich dream-land of 
the past. -. 

And now, as I go on to trace upon paper some of the visions 
that fioatacross that dream-land of the morning, I will not-I 
can not say, how much comes fancy-wise, and how much from 
this vaulting memory. Of this the kind reader sllall himself 
be ~ud~e. ­
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I. THE MORNING. 

IeABEL and I-she is my cousin, and is seven yean old, and 
I am teu-are sitting together on the bank of the stream, 
under an oak-tree that leans half-way over to the water. I 
am much str~mger than she, and taller by a head. I hold in 
iny hands a little alder-rod with which I am fishing for the 
roach and minnows that play in the pool below us. 

She is watching the cork tossing on the water, or playing 
with the captured fish that lie upon the bank. She has auburn 
ringlets that fall down upon her shoulders; and her straw hat 
lj~s back upon them, held only by the strip of ribbon that 
passes under her chin. But the sun does not shine upon her 
head, for the oak-tree above us is full of leaves, and only here 
and there a dimple of the sunlight plays upon the pool where 
I am fishing. 

Her eye is hazel and bright, and now and then she turns it 
on me with a look of girlish curiosity, as I lift up my rod­
and again in playful menace, as she grasps in her little fingers 
one of the dead fish, and threatens to throw it back upon the 
stream. Her little feet hang over the edge of the bank, and 
from time to time she reaches down to dip her toe in the 
water, and laughs a girlish laugh of defiance as I scold her for 
frightening away the fishes. 

" Bella," I say, "what if you should tumble in the riverP" 
" But I won't." 
"Yes, but if you should?" 
" Why, then you would pull me out." 
" But if I wouldn't pull you out?" 
" But I know you would; wouldn;t you, PaulP" 
" 'Vhat makes you think so, Bella?" 
" Because you love Bella." 
" How do you know I love Bella P" 
"Because once you told me so; and because you pick flow­

ers for me that I can not reach; and because' you let me take 
your rod when you have a fish upon it." 

" But that's no reason, Bella." 
" Then what is, Paul?" 
" I'm sure I don't know, Bella." 
A little fish has bee~ nibbling -for a long time at the bait; 

the cork has been bobbmg up and down; and now he is fairly 
hooked, and pnlls away toward the bank, and you can not see 
the cork. 
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~'Here, Pella., quick!" and she springs eagerly to clasp her 
little hands around the rod. But the fish has dragged it away 
on the other side of me; and aS"she reaches further and fur­
ther, she slips, cries" Oh, Paull" and falls into the water. 

The stream" they told us when we came, was over a ma.n's 
head; it is surely over little Isabel's. I fling down the rod, 
and thrusting one hand into the roots that support the over­
hanging bank, I grasp at her hat as she comes up; but the 
ribbons give way, and I see the terribly earnest look upon her 
face as she goes down again. Oh, my mother! thought I, if 
you were only here! 

But she rises again; this time I thrust my hand into her 
dress, and struggling hard keep her at the top, until I can 
place my foot down upon a projecting root; and so, bracing 
myself, I drag her to the bank, and having climbed tip, take 
hold of her belt firmly with both hands, and drag her out; and 
poor Isabel, choked, chilled, and wet, is lying upon the grass. 

I commence crying aloud. The workmen in the fields hear 
me, and come down. One takes Isabel in his arms, and I 
follow on foot to our uncle's home upon the hill. 

"Oh, my children!" S3yS my mother; and she takes Isabel 
in her arms; and presently, with dry clothes, and blazing 
wood fire, little Bella smiles again. I am at my mother's knee. 

" I told you so, Paul," says Isabel. "Aunty, doesn't Paul 
love me?" 

" Ihope so, Bella," said my mother. 
" I know so," said I; and kissed her cheek. 
And how did I know it? The boy does pot ask, the man 

does. Ah, the freshness, the honesty, the vigor of a boy's 
heart! how the memory of it refreohes like the first gush of 
spring, or the break of an April shower._ 

But boyhood has its pride as well as its loves. 
My uncle is a tall, hard-faced man. I fear him, when"he 

calls me "child;" I love him, when he calls me " Paul." He 
is almost always busy with his books; and 'when I steal in at 
the library-door, as I sometimes do, with a string of fish, or a 
heaping basket of nuts, to show to him, he looks for a moment 
curiously at them, sometimes takes them in his fingers, gives 
them back to me, and turns over the leaves of his book. You 
are afraid to ask him if you have not worked bravely; yet you 
want to do so. . 

You sidle out softly, and go to your mother. She scarce 
looks at your little stores; but she draws you to her with her 
arm and prints a kiss upon your forehead. Now your tongue 
is unloosed; that kiss and that action have done it; you will 
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, ,11 what capit~l luck· you have had, and you hold up your 
tempting trophies. "Are they not great, mother?" But she 
is looking in your face, and. not at your prize. 

" Take them, mother," and you lay the basket upon her lap. 
"Thank you, Paul, I do not wish them; but you must 

live some to Bella. '.' 
And away you go to find laughing, playful Cousin Isabel. 

And we sit down together on the grass, and I pour out my 
stores between us. "You shall take, Bella, what you wish in 
your apron, and then, when study-huurs are over, we will have 
such a time down by the big rock in the meadow." 

" But I do not know if papa will let me," says Isabel. 
":Bella," I say, '" do you love your papa?" 
"Yes," says Bella; "why not?" 
." Because he is so cold; he does not kiss you, Bella, so often 

as my mother does; and besides, when he forbids your going 
away, he does not say, as mother does, 'My little girl will be 
tired, she had better not go;' but he says only, ' Isabel must 
not go.' I wonder what makes him talk so?" 

" Why, Paul, he is a man, and doesn't-at any rate, I love 
him, Paul. Besides, my mother is sick, you know." 

" But, Isabel, my mother will be your mother too. Come, 
Bella, we will go ask her if we may go." 

And there I am, the happiest of boys, pleading with the 
kindest of mothers. And the young heart leans into that 
mother's heart; none of the void now that will overtake it like 
an opening Korah gulf in the years that are to come. It is 
joyous, full, and running over. . 

" You may go," she says, " if your uncle is willing." 
" But, mamma, I am afraid to ask him; I do not believe he 

loves me." 
" Don't say so, Paul;" and she draws you to her side, as if 

she would supply by her own love the lacking love of a uni­
verse. 

"Go with your cousin Isabel, and ask him kindly; and if he 
says no, make no reply." 
. And with courage we go hand-in-hand, and steal in at the 
library-door. There he sits-I seem to. see him now-in the 
old wainscoted room covered over with books and pictures; and 
he wears h!s heavy-rimmed spectacles, and is poring over some 
big volume full of hard words that are not in any spelling­
book. We step up softly, and Isabel lays her little hand 
upon his arm; and he turns and says, "Well, my littlE}
daughter?" 
.. I ask if we may go down to the big rock in the meadowf 
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He looks at Isabel, and says he is afraid" we can not go. H 

" But why, uncle? It is only a little way, and we will be 
very careful. " 

" I am afraid, my children. Do not say any more. You 
can have the pony, and Tray, and play at home." 

" But, uncle-" 
"You need say no more, my child." 
I pinch the hand of little Isabel, and look in her eye, my own 

half filling with tears. I feel that my forehead is flm;hed, and 
I hide it behind Bella's tresses, whispering to her at the same 
time, " Let us go." 

"What, sir," says my uncle, mistaking my meaning, "do 
you persuade her to disobey?" 

Now I am angry, and say blindly, "No, sir, I didn't!" 
And then my rising pride will not let me explain. 

Bella cries; and I shrink out, and am not easy until I have 
run to bury my head in my mother's bosom. Alas! pride can 
not al ways find such covert. There will be times when it will 
harass you strangely; when it will peril friendships-will sever 
old standing intimacy; and then no resource but to feed on its 
own bitterness. Hateful pride, to be conquered as a man 
would conquer an enemy, or it will make whirlpools in the 
current of your affections-nay, turn the whole tide of the 
heart into rough and unaccustomed channels. 

But boyhood has its grief too, apart from pride. 
You love the old dog Tray; and Bella loves him as well as 

you. He is a noble old fellow, with shaggy hair and long ears, 
and big paws that he will put up into your hand, if you ask 
him. And he never gets angry when you play with him, and 
tumble him over in the long grass, and pull his silken ears. 
Sometimes, to be sure, he will open his mouth as if he would 
bite, but when he gets your hand fairly in his jaws he will 
scarce leave the print of his teeth upon it. He will swim too, 
bravely, and bring ashore all the sticks you throw upon the 
water; and when you fling a stone to tease him he swims 
round and round, and whines, and looks sorry that he can not 
find it. . 

He will carry a heaping basket full of nuts, too, in his 
mouth, and never spill one of them; and when you come' out 
to your uncle's home in the ipring, after staying a whole winter 
in the town, he knows you, old Tra.y does! And he leaps upon 
you, and lays his paws on your shoulder, and licks your face, 
and is almost as glad to see you as Cousin Bella herseli And 
when yon put Bella on his back for a ride he only pretends to 
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bite her little feet; but he wouldn't do it. for the world. Ay, 
Tray is a noble old dog.· , 

But one summer the farmers say that some of their sheep 
are killed, and that the dogs have worried them, and one of 
them comes to talk with my uncle about it. 

But Tray never worried sheep; you know he never did, and 
so does nurse, and so does Bella, for in the spring she had a 
pet lamp, and Tray never worried little Fidele. 

And one or two of the dogs that belong to the neighbors are 
shot, though nobody knows who shot them; and you have 
great fears about poor Tray, and try to keep him at home, 
and fondle him more than ever. But Tray will sometimes 
wander off; and finally, one afternoon he comes back whining 
piteously, and with his shoulder bloody. 

Little Bella cries aloud; and you almost cry, as nurse dresses 
the wound; and poor Tray howls' grievously. You pat his 
head, and Bella pats him; and you sit down together by hi.m 
on the floor of the porch, and bring a rug for him to lie upon, 
and try and tempt him with a little milk; and Bella brings a 
piece of cake for him, but he will eat nothing. You sit up 
till very late, long after Bella has gone to bed, patting his 
head, and wishing you could do something for poor Tray; but 
he only licks your hand, and whines more piteously than ever. 

In the morning you dress early, and hurry down-stairs; but 
Tray is not lying on the rug; and you run' through the house 
to find him, and whistle and call, Tray! Tray! At length you 
see him lying in his old place out by the cherry-tree, and you 
run to him, but he does not start; and you lean down to pat 
him, but he is cold, and the dew is wet upon him. Poor Tray 
is dead. 

Yon take his head upon your knees, and pat again those 
glossy ears, but you can not bring him to life. And Bella 
comes and mourns with you.' You can hardly bear to have 
him put in,the ground; but uncle says he must be buried. So 
~ne of the workmen digs a grave under the cherry-tree where 
he died, a deep grave; and they round it over with earth and 
smooth the sods upon it; even now I can trace Tray's grave. 

You and Bella together put up a little slab for a tombstone; 
and she hangs flowers upon it, and ties them there with a bit 
{)f ribbon. You can scarce play all that day; and afterward, 
many weeks later, when you are rambling over the fields, or 
lingering by the brook, throwing off sticks into the eddies, you 
t~ink of old Tray'S shaggy coat, and of his big paw, and of 
his honest eye, and the memory of your boyish grief comes 
apon you, and you say, with a sigh, H Poor Tray!" And 
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Bella too, in her sad, sweet tones, says~ "Poor old Tray, h6 
is dtlad!" 

ScHOOL DAYS. 

- 1'HE morning was cloudy and threatened rain; besides, it 
was autumn weather, and the winds were getting harsh, and 
rustling among the tree-tops that shaded the house most dis­
many. I did not dare to listen. If indeed I were to stay by the 
bright fires of home, and gather the nuts as they fell, and pile 
up the falliug leaves to make great bonfires with Ben and the 
rest of the boys, I should have liked to listen, and would have 
braved the dismal morning with the cheerfulest of them all. 
For it would have been a capital time to light a fire in the 
little oven we had built under the wall; it would have been so 
pleasant to warm our fingers at it, and to roast the great rus­
sets on the fiat stones that made the top. 

But this was not in store for me. I had bid the town-boys 
good-bye the day before; my trunk was all packed; I was to 
go away, to school. The little oven would go to ruin-I knew 
it would. I was to leave my home. I was to bid my mother 
good-bye, and Lilly, and Isabel, and all the rest; and was to 
go away from them so far that I should only know what they 
were all doing-in letters. And then to have the. clouds come 
over on that morning, and the winds sigh so dismally; it was 
too bad, I thought. 

It comes back to me, as I lie here this bright spring morn­
ing, as if it were only yesterday. I remember that the pigeon. 
skulked under the eaves of the carriage-house, and did not sit, 
as they used to do in summer, upon the ridge; and the chick­
ens· huddled together about the stable-doors as if they were 
afraid of the cold autumn. And in the garden the white holly­
hocks stood shivering, and bowed to the wind, as if their time 
had come. The yellow muskmelons showed plain among the 
frost-bitten vines, and looked cold and uncomfortable. 

Then they were all so kind indoors. The cook made such 
nice things for my breakfast, because little master was going; 
Lilly would give me her seat by the fire, and would put her 
lump of sugar in my cup; and my mother looked so smiling 
and so tenderly, that I thought I loved her more than I ever 
did before. Little Ben was so gay too, and wanted me to 
take his jack-knife, if I wished it, though he knew that.1 had 
a brand-new one in my trunk. The old nurse slipped a little 
purse into my hand, tied up with green ribbon, with money 
ill it, and told me not to show it to Ben or Lilly. 

And Cousin Isabel, who was there on a visit, would come to 
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stand· by my chair when my mother was talking to me, and 
put her hand in mine, and look up into my face; but she did 
not say a word. . I thought it was very odd; and yet it did not 
seem odd to me that I could say nothing to her. I dare say 
we felt alike. . 

At length Ben came running in, and said the coach had 
come; and there, sure enough, out of the window we saw it-a 
bright yellow coach, with four white horses, and bandboxes all 
over the top, with a great pile of trunks behind. Ben said it 
was a grand coach, and that he should like a ride in it; and 
the old nurse came to the door, and said I should have a cap­
ital time; but somehow I doubted if the nurse was talking 
honestly. I believe she gave me an honest kiss, though-and 
such a hug! . . 

But it was nothing to my mother's. Tom told me to be a 
man, and study like a Trojan; but I was not thinking about 
study then. There was a tall boy in the coach, and I was 
ashamed to have him see me cry; so I didn't at first. But I 
remember, as I looked back and saw little Isabel run out into 
the middle of the street to see the coach go off, and the curls 
floating behind her as the wind freshened, I felt my heart 
leaping into my throat, and the water coming into my eyes, 
and how just then. I c3,ught sight of the tall boy glancing at 
me, and how I tried to turn it off by looking to see if I could 
button up my great-coat a great deal. lower down than the 
button-holes went. . . 

But it was of no use. I put my head out of the coach-win­
dow, and looked back as the little figure of Isabel faded, and 
then the house, and the trees; and the tears did come; and I 
smuggled my handkerchief outside without turning, so that I 
could wipe my eyes before the tall boy should see me. They 
say that tht'se shadows of morning fade as the sun brightens 
into noonday; but they are very dark shadows for all that. 

Let the father or the mother think long before they send 
away their boy, before they break the home ties that make a 
web of infinite finE:ness and soft silken meshes around his heart, 
and toss him aloof into the boy-world, where he must struggle 
up, amid bickerings and quarrels, into his age of youth. There 
are boys indeed with little fineness in the texture of their 
hearts, and with little delicacy of soul, to whom the sc:b.ool in 
a distant village is but a vacation from home, and with whom 
a return revives all those grosser affections which alone existed 
before, just as there are plants which will bear all exposure 
without the wilting of a leaf, and will return to the hot-house 
life as strong and as hopeful as ever. But there are others., to 
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whom the severance from the prattle of sisters, the indulgent 
fondness of a mother, and the unseen influences of the home 
altar, gives a shock that lasts forever; it is wrenching with 
cruel hand what will bear but little roughness, and the sobs 
with which the adieus are said are sobs that may come back in 
the after-years strong and steady and terrible. 

God have mercy on the boy who learns to sob early! Con­
demn it as sentiment, if you will; talk as you will of the fear­
lessness and strength of the boy's heart, yet these belong to 
many tenderly strung chords of affectIOn which give forth low 
and gentle music that consoles and ripens the ear for all the 
harmonies of life. These chords a little rude and unnatural 
tension will break, and'break forever. Watch your boy then, 
if so be he will bear the strain; try his nature if it be rude or 
delicate, and if delicate, in God's name, do not, as you value 
your peace and his, breed a harsh youth-spirit in him that 
shall take pride in subjugating and forgetting the delicacy and 
richness of his finer affections. 

I see now, looking into the past, the troops of boys who 
were scattered in the great play-ground as the coach drove up 
at night. The school was in a tall, stately building, with a 
high cupola on the top, where I thought I would like to go. 
The school-master, they told me at home, was kind; he said he 
hoped I would be a good boy, and patted me on the head; 
but he did not pat me as my mother used to do. Then there 
was a woman whom they called the matron, who had a great 
many ribbons in her cap, and who shook my hand, but 80 
stiffly,that I didn't dare to look up in her face. 

One boy took me down to see the school-room, which was in 
the basement, and the walls were all moldy, I remember; and 
when we passed a certain door. he said, "there was the dun­
geon,'-' how I felt! I hated that boy; but I believe he is dead 
now. Then the matron took me up to my room, a little cor­
ner-room with two beds and two windows, and a reading table 
and closet; and my chum was about my size, and wore a queer 
roundabout jacket with big bell buttons; and he called the 
school-master" Old Crikey,':' and kept me awake half thQ 
night, telling me how he whipped the scholars, and how they 
played tricks upon him. I thought my chum was a very un­
common boy. 

For a day or two, the lessons were easy, and it was sport to 
play with so many" fellows." But soon I began to feel.lone1y 
at night, after I had gone to bed. I used to wish I could have 
my mother come, and kiss me; after school, too, I wished I 
could step in and tell Isabel how bravely I had learned my les­
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sons. When I told my chum this he laughed at me, and said 
that -was no place for "homesick,. white-livered chaps." I 
wondered ii my chum had any mother. 

We had spen.ding money once a week, with which we used to 
go down to the village store and club our funds together to 
make great pitchers of lemonade. Some boys would have 
money besides, though it was against the rules; and one, I rec­
ollect, showed us a five-dollar bill in· his wallet, and we all 
thought he must be very rich. 

We marched in procession to the village church on Sundays. 
There were two long benches in the galleries, reaching down 
the sides of the meeting-house, and on these we sat. At first 
I was among the smallest boys, and took a place close to the 
wall against the pulpit; but afterward, as I grew bigger, I was 
promoted to the lower end of the first bench. This I never 
liked, because it was close by one of the teachers, and because 
it brought me next to some countrywomen who wore stiff bon­
nets, and eat fennel,· and sung with the choir. But there was 
a little black-eyed girl, who sat over behind the choir, that I 
thought handsome. I used to look at her very often, but was 
careful she should never catch my eye. 

There was another down below, in a corner-pew, who was 
pretty, and who wore a hat in the winter trimmed with fur. 
Half the boys in the school said they would marry her some 
day or other. One's name was Jane, and that of the other 
Sophia; which we thought pretty names, and cut them on the 
ice in skating-time. But I didn't think either of them so 
pretty as Isabel. 

Once a teacher whipped me. I bore it bravely in the school; 
but afterward, at night, when my chum·was asleep, I sighed 
bitterly as I thought of Isabel, and Ben, and my mother, and 
how much they loved me; and laying my face in my hands, I 
sobbed myself to sleep. In the morning I was calm enough: 
it was another of the heart-ties broken, though I did not know 
it then. It lessened the old attachment to home, because that 
home could neither protect me nor soothe me with its sym­
pathies. Memory, indeed, freshened and grew strong, but 
strong in bitterness and in regrets. The boy whose love you 
can not feed by daily nourishment will find pride, self-indul­
gence, and an iron purpose coming in to furnish other supply 
for the soul that is in him. If he can not shoot his branches 
into the suns.h.ine, he will become acclimated to the shadow, 
and indifferent to such stray gleams of sunshine as his fortune 
may vouchsafe. 

Hostilities would ~ometimea threaten between the iChool and 
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the village boys; but they usually passed off with such loud 
and harmless explosions as belong to the wars of our small 
politicians. The. village champions were a hatter's apprentice 
and a thick-set fellow who worked in a tannery. We prided 
ourselves especially on one stout boy, who wore a sailor's 
monkey-jacket. I can not but think how jaunty that stout 
boy looked in that jacket, and what an Ajax cast there was to 
his countenance! It certainly did occur to me to compare him 
with \Yilliam \Vallace (Miss Porter's William Wallace), and I 
thought how I would have liked to have seen a tussle between 
them. Of course we, who were small boys, limited ourselves 
to indignant remarks, and thought" we should like to see 
them do it;" and prepared clubs from the wood-shed, after a 
model suggested by a New York boy who had seen the clubs 
of the policemen. 

There was one scholar, poor Leslie, who had friends in some 
foreign country, and who occasionally received letters bearing 
a foreign postmark. What an extraordinary boy that was; 
what astonishing letters; what· extraordinary parents! I won­
dered if I should ever receive a letter from" foreign parts." 
I 'wondered if I should ever write one; but this was too much, 
too absurd. As if I, Paul, wearing a blue jacket with gilt 
buttons, and number four boots, should ever visit those coun­
tries spoken of in the geographies and by learned travelers! 
No, no; this was too extravagant; but I knew what I would 
do if I lived to come of age, and I vowed that I would-I 
would go to New York.' , 

Number Seven was the hospital, and forbidden ground; we 
had all of us a sort of horror of Number Seven. A boy died 
there once, and ah, how he moaned; and what a time there 
was when the father came! 

A'scholar by the name of Tom Belton, who wore linsey 
gray, made a dam across a little brook by the school, and whit­
tled out a saw-mill that actually sawed: he had genius. I ex­
pected to see him before now at the head of American me­
chanics, but I learn with pain that he is, keeping a grocery 
store. 

At the close of all the terms we had exhibitions, to which all 
the townspeople came, and among them the black-eyed Jane, 
and the pretty Sophia with fur around her hat. ~Iy great 
triumph was when I had the part of one of Pizano's chieftains, 
the evening before I left the school. How I did look! I had 
a mustache put on with burned cork, and whiskers very bushy 
indeed; and I had the militia coat of an ensign in the town 
company, with the skirts pinned up; and a short sword" very 
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dull and. crooked, which belonged to an old gentleman who 
was said to have got it from some privateer's-man, who was 
said- to have taken it from some great British admiral in the 
old wars; and the way I carried that sword upon the platform, 
and the way I jerked it out when it came to my turn to say, 
" Battle! battle! then death to the armed, and chains for the 
defenseless!" was tremendous. 

The morning after, in our dramatic hats-black felt, with 
turkey feathers-we took our place upon the top of the coach 
to leave the school. The head master, in green spectacles, 
came out to shake hands with us-a very awful shaking of 
hands. Poor gentleman! he is in his grave now. 

We gave three loud hurrahs" for the old school," as the 
coach started; and upon the top of the hill that overlooks the 
village we gave another round, and still another for the crabbed 
old fellow whose apples we had so often stolen. I wonder if 
old Bulkeley is living yet? 

As we got on under the' pine-trees, I recalled the image of 
the black-eyed Jane, and of the other little girl in the corner­
pew, and thought how I would come back after the college­
days were over, a man, with a beaver hat and a cane, and with 
a splendid barouche; and how I would take the best chamber 
at the inn, and astonish the old school-master by giving him a 
familiar tap on the shoulder; and how I would be the admira­
tion and the wonder of the pretty girl in the fur-trimmed hat. 
Alas! how oui' thoughts outruri our deeds. 

For long, long years I saw no more of myoId school; and 
when at length the new view came, great changes, crashing 
like tornadoes, had swept over my path. I thought no more 
of startling the villagers or astonishing the black-eyed girl. 
No, no: I was content to slip quietly through the little town, 
with only a tear or two, as I recalled the dead ones andmused 
upon the emptiness of life. 

THE SEA. 

As I look baQk, boyhood with its griefs and cares vanishes 
into the proud stateliness of youth. The ambition and the 
rivalries of the college-life, its first boastful importance as 
knowledge begins to dawn on the wakened mind, and the ripe 
and enviable complacency of its senior dignity-aU scud over 
my memory like this morning breeze along the meadows, and 
like that, too, bear upon their wing it chillness as of distant ice-
banks. . ' 

Ben has grown almost to manhood; Lilly is living in a dis, 
tant home; and Isabel is just blooming into that sweet age 

.",~, 
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where womanly dignity waits her beauty, an age that sorely 
puzzles one who has grown up beside her, making him slow of 
tongue, but very quick of heart. 

As for the rest, let us pass on. . .. 
The sea is around me. The last headlands have gone down 

under the horizon, like the city steeples, as you lose yourself 
in the calm of the country, or like the great thoughts of 
genius, as you slip from the pages of poets into your own quiet
reverie. . 

The waters skirt me right and left; there is nothing but 
water before, and only water behind. Above me are sailing 
clouds, or the blue vault, which we call, with childish license, 
heaven. The sails white and full, like helping friends, are 
pushing me on; and .night and day are distent with the winds 
which come and go-none know whence, and. none know 
whither. A land-bird flutters aloft, weary with long flying, 
and lost in a world where are no forests' but the careening 
masts, and no foliage but the drifts of spray., It cleaves a 
while to the smooth spars, till urged by some homeward yearn~ 
ing, it bears off in the face of the wind, and sinks and rises 
over the angry waters, until its strength is gone, and the blue 
waves gather the poor flutterer to their cold and glassy bosom. 

All the morning 1 see nothing beyond me but· the waters 
or 8. tossing company of dolphins; all the noon, unless some 
white sail, like a ghost, stalks the horizon, there is still noth~ 
ing but the rolling- seas; all the evening, after the sun has 
grown big and sunk under the water-line, and the moon risen 
white and cold to glimmer across the tops of the surging ocean, 
there is nothing but the sea and the sky to lead. off thought, or 
to crush it with their greatness. 

Hour after hour as I sit in the moonlight upon the taffrail, 
the great waves gather far back and break, and gather nearer 
and break louder, and gather again, and roll down swift and 
terrible under the creaking ship, and heav~ it up lightly upon 
their swelling surge, and drop it gently to their seething and 
yeasty cradle, like an infant in the swaying arms of a mother, 
or like a shadowy memory upon the. billows of manly thought. 

Conscience wakes in the silent nights of ocean; life lies open 
like a book, and spreads out as level as the sea. Regrets and 
broken resolutions chase over the soul like swift-winged night­
birds; and all the unsteady heights and the wastes of action 
lift up distinct and clear from the uneasy but limpid depths of 
memory. 

Yet within this floating world I am upon, SJ1Ilpathies are 
narrowed down; they can not range, as npon the land, over a 
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thousand objects. You are strangely attracted toward some 
frail girl, whose pallor has now' given place to the rich bloom 
of the sea-life.' -You listen eagerly to the chance snatches of a 
song from below in the long morning watch. You love to see 
her small feet tottering on the unstead'y deck; and you love 
greatly to aid her steps, and feel her weight upon your arm, 
as the -ship lurches to a heavy sea. 

Hopes and fears knit together pleasantly upon the ocean. 
Each day seems to revive them; your morning salutatIon is 
like a welcome after absence upon the shore, and each" good­
night" has the depth and fullness of a land "farewell." 
And beauty grows upon the ocean; you can not certainly say 
that the face of the fair girl-~{Oyager is prettier than that of 
Isabel; oh, no; but you are certain that you cast innocent and 
honest glances upon her, as you steady her walk upon the 
deck, far oftener than at first; and ocean life and sympathy 
makes her kin~; she does not resent your rudepess one half so 
stoutly as she might upon the shore. 

She will even linger of an evening, pleading first with the 
mother, and standmg beside you, her white hand not very far 
from yours upon the rail, look down where the black ship 
flings off with each phmge whole garlands of emeralds; or she 
will look up (thinking perhaps you are looking the same way) 
into the skies in search of some stars which were her neighbors 
at home. And bits of old tales will. ~ome up as if they rode 
upon the ocean quietude; and fragments of half-forgotten 
poems, tremulously uttered, either by reason of the rolling of 
the ship, or some accidental touch of that whIte hand. 

But ocean has its storms, when fear will make strange and 
holy companionship; and even here my memory shifts swiftly 
and suddenlv. 

It is a,·dreadful night. The passengers are clustered, trem­
bling, below. Every plank shakes, and the oak ribs groan as If 
they suffered with their toil. The hands are all aloft; the cap­
tain is forward shouting to the mate in the cross-trees, and I 
am clinging to one of the stanchions by the binnacle. The 
ship is pitching madly, and the waves are toppling up some­
times as high as the yard-arm, and then dipping away with a. 
whirl under our keel, that makes every timber in the vessel 
quiver. The thunder is roaring like a thousand cannons; and 
at the moment the sky is cleft with a stream of fire that glares 
over the tops of the waves, and glistens on -the wet decks and 
the sl>ars, lighting up all so plain that I can see the men's 
faces In the main-top, and catch glimpses of the reefers on the 
yard-arm clinging like death; then all is horrible darkness. 
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The spray spits angrily against the canvas; the waves crash 
against the weather-bow like mountains; the wind howls 
through the rigging, Of, as a gasket gives way, the sail, belly­
ing to leeward, iplits like a crack of a musket. I hear the 
captain in the lulls screaming out orders; and the mate in the 
rigging screaming them over, until the lightning comes, and 
the thunder, deadening their voices as iithey were chirping 
sparrows. 

In one of the flashes I see a hand upon the yard-arm lose his 
foothold as the ship gives a plunge; but his arms are clinched 
around the. spar. Before I can see any more, the blackness 
comes, and the thunder, with a crash that half deafens me. 
I think I hear a low cry, as the mutterings die away in the 
distance, and at the next flash of ljght~ing, which comes in an 
instant, I see upon the top of one of the waves alongside the 
poor reefer who has fallen. The lightning glares upon his face. 
BIlt he has caught at a loose bit of runnil1g rigging as he iell, 
and I see it slipping off the coil upon the deck. I ~hout mad­
ly, "Man overboard!" and catch the rope, when I can see 
nothing again. ~rhe sea is too high, and the man too heavy 
for me. I shout, and shout, and shout, and feel the perspir~­
tion starting in great beads from my forehead as the line slips 
through my fingers. 

Presently the captain feels his way aft and takes hold with 
me; and the cook comes as the coil is nearly spent, and we 
pull together upon him. It is desperate work for th.3 sailor, 
for the ship is drifting at a prodigious rate, but he clings :Jke 
a dying man. . . 

By and by, at a flash, we see him on a crest two oars'-lengths 
away from the vessel. 

" Hold on, my man!" shouts the captain. 
" For God's sake, be quick!" says the poor fellow, and he 

goes down in the trough of the sea. We pull the harder, and 
the captain. keeps calling to him to keep up. courage and hold 
strong. But in the husn we can hear him say, " I can't hold 
out much longer; I'm most gone!" . 

Presently we have brought the man where we can lay hold 
of him, and are only waiting for a good lift of the sea to bring 
him up, when the poor fellow groans out, " It's no use-I 
can't-good-bye!" And a wave tosses the end of the rope 
clean upon the bulwarks. . 

At the Di'Xt flash I ~ee him going down under the water. 
I grope my way below, sick and faint at heart; and wedgi11g 

myself into my narrow berth, I try to sleep. But the thunder 
and the tossing of the ship, and the face of the drowning man 
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As he said good-nye, peering at me from every corner, will not 
let me sleep. 

Afterward come quiet seas, over which we boom along, leav­
ing in our track at night a broad path of phosphorescent splen. 
dor. The sailors bustle around the decks as if they had lost 
no comrade; and the voyagers, losing the pallor of fear, look 
out earnestly for the land. _ 

At length my eyes rest upon the coveted fields of Britain; 
and in a day more the bright face, looking out beside me, 
sparkles at sight of the sweet cottages which lie along the green 
Essex shores. Broad-sailed yachts, looking strangely yet 
beautiful, glide upon the waters of the Thames li~e swans; 
black, square-rigged colliers from the Tyne lie grouped in sooty 
cohorts; and heavy, three-decked Indiamen, of which I had 
read in story-books, drift slowly down with the tide. - Dingy 
steamers with white pipes and with red pipes whi~ past us to 
the sea; and now my eye rests on the great palace of Green­
wich. I see the wooden-legged pensioners smoking under the 
palace-walls, and above them upon the hill, as Heaven is true, 
that old fabulous Greenwich, the great center of school-boy 
longitude. 

Presently, from under a cloud of murky smoke heaves up the 
vast dome of St. Paul's, and the tall Oolumn of the Fire, and 
the white turrets of ' London Tower. Our ship glides through 
the massive dock-gates, and is moored amid the forest of 
masts which bears golden fruit for Britons: 

That night I sleep far away from" the old school," and far 
away from the valley of Hill-Farm. Long and late I toss upon 
my, bed, with sweet'visions in my mind of London Bridge, and 
Temple Bar, and Jane Shore, and Falstaff, and Prince Hal, 
and King Jamie. And when at length I fall asleep, my 
dreams are very pleasant, but they carry me across the ocean, 
away from the ship, away from London, away even from the 
fair voyager, to the old oaks, and to the brooks, and to thy 
side, sweet Isabell ' 

THE FATHER-LAND. 

THERE is a great contrast between the easy deshabllle of the 
ocean life, s,nd the prim attire and conventional spirit of the 
land. In the first there are but few to please, and these few 
are known, and they know us; upon the shore there is a world 
to humor, and a world of strangers. In a brilliant drawing­
room, looking out upon the site of old Oharing Oross, and upon 
the one-armed Nelson standing aloft at his coil of rope, I take 
leave of the fair voyager of the sea. Her white fleglige has 
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given place to silks; and the simple, careless co~tTe of the ocean 
is replaced by the rich dressing of a modiste. Yet her face has 
the same- bloom upon it; ana her eye sparkles, as it seems to 
me, with a higher pride; and her little hand has, I think, a 
tremulous quiver in it (I am sure my own has) as I bid her 
adieu, and take up the trail of my wanderings into the heart 
of England. 

Abuse her as we will, pity her starving peasantry as we may, 
smile at her court pageantry as much as we like, old England 
is dear old England still. Her cottage-homes, her green fields, 
her castles, her blazing firesides, her church-spires are as old 
as song; and by song and story we inherit them in our hearts. 
This joyous boast was, I remember, upon my lip as I first trod 
upon the rich meadow of Runnymede, and recalled that Great 
Charter wrested from the king, which made the first stepping­
stone toward the bounties of our western freedom. 

It is a strange feeling that comes over the western Saxon as 
he strolls first along the green by-lanes of England, and scents 
the hawthorn in its April bloom, and lingers at some quaint 
stile to watch the rooks wheeling and cawing around some l.ofty 
elm-tops, und traces the carved gables of some old country 
mansion that lies in their shadow, and hums some fragment 
of charming English poesy that seems made for the scene. 
'This is not sight-seeing nor travel; it is dreaming sweet dreams 
that are fed with thr old life of books. 

I wander on, fearing to break the dream. by a swift step; 
and winding and rising between the blooming hedge-rows, I 
come presently to the sight of some sweet valley below me, 
where a thatched hamlet lies sleeping in the April sun as qui­
etly as the dead lie in history; no sound reaches me save the 
occasional clink of the smith's hammer, or the hedgeman's 
biIlhook, or the plowman's "ho-tup!" from the hills. At 
evening, listening to the nightingale, I stroll wearily into some 
close-nestled village that I had seen long ago from a rolling 
height. It is far away from the great lines of travel; and the 
children stop their play to have a look at me, and the rosy-
faced girls peep from behind half-opened doors. . 

Standing apart, and with a bench on either side of the en­
tra.nce, is the inn of the Eagle and the Falcon, which guardian 
birds some native Dick Tinto has pictured upon the swinging 
sign-board at the corner. The hostess is half ready to em­
brace me, and treats me like a prince in disguise. She sh..ws 
me through the tap-room into a little parlor with white cur­
tains, and with neatly framed prints of the old patriarchs. 
Here, alone, beside a brisk fire kindled with furze, I watch the 
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white flame leaping playfully through the black lumps of ccal, 
and enjoy the best fare of the Eagle and the Falcon. If too 
late or too early for her garden-stock, the hostess bethinks' 
herself of some small pot of jelly in an out-of-the-way cup­
board of the house, and setting it temptingly in her prettiest 
dish, she coyly slips it upon the white cloth, with a modest re­
g:ret that it is no better, and a little evident satisfaction that 
It is so good. 

I muse for an hour before the glowing fire, as quiet as th~ 
cat that has come in to bear me company; and at bedtime I 
find sheets as fresh as the air of the mountains. 

At another time, and many months tater, I am walking. 
under a wood- of Scottish firs. It is near nightfall, and the 
fir-tops are swaying, and sighing hoarsely in the cool wind of 
the Northern Highlands. r:rhere is none of the smiling land­
scape of England about me; and the crags of Edinburgh and 
Castle Stirling, and sweet Perth, in its lovely valley, are far to 
the southward. The larches of Athol and Bruar \Vater, and 
that highland gem, Dunkeld, are passed. I am tired with a 
morning's tramp over Culloden Moor; and from the edge of 
the wood there stretch before me, in the cool gray twilight, 
broad fields of heather. In the middle there rise against the 
night-sky the turrets of a castle; it is Castle Cawdor, where 
King Duncan was murdered by Macbeth. 

The sight of it lends a spur to my weary step, and emerging 
from the wood, I bound over the springy heather. In an hour 
I clamber a broken·wall, and come under the frowning shad­
ows of the castle. The ivy clambers up here and there, and 
shakes its uncropped branches and its dried berries over the 
heavy portal. I cross the moat, and my steps make the 
chains of the drawbridge rattle. All is kept in the old state, 
only in lieu of the warder's horn I pull at the warder's bell. 
The echoes ring and die in the stone courts, but there is no 
one astir, nor is there a light at any of the castle-windows. I 
ring again, and the echoes come and blend with the rising 
night-wind that sighs around the turrets as they sighed that 
night of murder. I fancy-it must be a fancy-that I hear 
an owl scream; I am sure that I hear the crickets cry . 
. I sit down upon the green bank of the moat; a little dark 

water lies in the bottom. The walls rise from it gray and 
stern in the deepening shadows. I hum chance passages of 
Macbeth, listening for the echoes-echoes from the wall, and 
echoes from that far-away time when I stole the first reading 
of the tragic story. 
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" • Did'st thou not hear a noise? 
I heard the owl scream, and the ~rickets cry.
Did not you spea,k? . 

. When? 
Now.· 

A13 I descended? 
Ay. 

Hark!' " 
And the sharp echo comes back-" hark!" And at dead of 

'l).jcrht, in the thatched cottage under the castle walls, where a 
da~k-Iaced Gaelic woman in plaid turban is my hostess, I wake, 
startled by the wind, and my trembling lips say involuntarily 
-" hark!" 

Again, three months later, I am in the sweet county of Dev· 
on. Us valleys are like emerald; its threads of water, 
stretched over the fields by their provident husbandry, glisten 
in the broad glow of summer like skeins of silk. A bland old 
farmer, of the true British stamp, is my host. On market­
days he rides over to the old town of Totness in a trim, black 
farmer's cart; and he wears glossy topped boots and a broad­
brimmed white hat. I take a vast deal of pleasure in listerung 
to his honest, straightforward talk about the improvements of 
the day and the state of the nation. I sometimes get upon one 
of his nags and ride off with him over his fields, or visit the 
homes of the laborers, which show their gray roofs in every 
charming nook of the landscape. At the parish-church I doze 
againit the high pew-backs as I listen to the see-saw tones of 
the drawling curate; and in my half-wakeful moments the 
withered holly-sprigs (not removed since mid-winter) grow 
upon my vision into Christmas-boughs, and preach sermons to 
me of the days of old. 

Sometimes I wander far over the hills into a neighboring 
park, and spend hours on hours under the sturdy oaks, watch­
ing the sleek fallow deer gazing at me with their soft, liquid 
eyes. The squirrels, too, play above me with their daring 
leaps, utterly careless of my presence, and the pheasants whir 
away from my very feet. 

On one of these random strolls-I remember it very welI­
when I was idling along, thinking of the broad reach of water 

"that lay between me and that old forest home, and beating off 
·the daisy heads with my stick, I heard the tramp of horses 
coming up one of the forest avenues. 'rhe sound was unusual, 
for the family, I had been told, was still in town, and no right 
of way lay through the park. There they were, however; I 
was sure it must be the family, from the careless way in whicll 
they sauntered up. 



REVERIES· OF A DLCnELOR. 89 

First there was a noble hound. that came bounding toward. 
me, gazed a moment, and turned to watch the approach of tha 
little cavalcade. Next was an elderly gentleman mOUIlted 
upon a spirited hunter, attended. by a boy of some dozen years, 
who managed his pony with a grace that is a part of the En­
glish boy's education .. Then followed two older lads, and a 
traveling phaeton in which sat a couple of elderly ladies. But 
what most drew my attention was a girlish figure that rode be­
yond the carriage upon a sleek-limbed gray. There was some­
thing in the easy grace of her attitude and the rich glow that 
liO"hted up her face-heightened as it was by the little black 
riding-cap.. relieved with a single flowing plume-that kept 
my eye. It was strange, bnt I thought that I had seen such a 
figure before, and such a face, and such an eye; and as I made 
the ordinary salutation of a stranger, and caught her smile, I 
.could have sworn that it was she-my fair companion of the 
ocean. The' truth flashed upon me in a moment. She was to 
visit, she had told me, a friend in the south of England; and 
this was the friend's home; and one of the ladies in the car­
riage was her mother, and one of the lads the school-boy 
brother who had teased her on the sea. 
, I recall now perfectly her frank manner as she ungloved her 
hand to bid me welcome... I strolled beside them to the steps. 
Old Devon had suddenly renewed its beauties for me. I had 
much to tell her of the little outlying nooks which my way­
ward feet had led me to; and she-as much to ask. My stay 
with the bland old farmer lengthened; and two days' hospi­
talities at the Park ran over into three, and four. There was 
hard galloping down those avenues, and new strolls, not at 
all lonely, under the sturdy oaks. The long summer twilight 
of England used to find a very happy fellow lingering on the 
garden terrace, looking now at the rookery, where the belated 
b-irds q~arreled for. a re~ting-place, and now ~own the long 
forest VIsta, gray With distance, and closed wlth the white 
spire of Modbury Church. . 

English country life gains fast upon one, very fast; and it is 
not- so easy as in the drawing-room of Charing Cross to say 
adieu. But it is said, very sadly said; for God only knows how 
long it is to last. And as I rode slowly down toward the 
lodge after my leave:-taking, I turned back again, and again, 
and again. I thought I saw her standing still upon the ter­
race, though it was almost dark; and I thought-it could 
hardly have been an illusion-that I saw something white wav" 
ing from her hand. 

lier name--as if I could forget it-was Oaroline; hel 
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mother called her Carry. I wondered how it would seem for 
me to call her" Carry." I tried it: it sounded well. I tried 
it over and over, until I came too near the lodge. '1.'here I 
threw a half-crown to the woman who opened the gate for me. 
She courtesied low, and said, "God bless you, sirl" 

I liked her for it; I would have given a guinea for it; and 
that night-whether' it was the old woman's benediction or the 
waving scarf upon the terrace, I do not know, but-there was 
a charm upon my thought and my hope, as if an angel had 
been near me. 

lt passed away, though, in my dreams; for I dreamed that 
I saw the sweet face of Bella in an English park, and that she 
wore a black velvet riding-cap with a plume, and I came up to 
her and murmured, very tenderly, I thought, "Carry, dear 
Carry!" and she darted, looked sadly at me, and turned 
away. I ran after her to kiss her as I did when she sat upon 
my mother's lap, on the day when she came near drowning. 
I longed to tell her, as I did then, I do love you. But she 
turned her tearful face upon me, I dreamed; and then~I saw 
no more. 

A ROMAN GIRL. 

I REMEMBER the very words, "Non parle Francese, sig­
'1lcw-I do not speak French, signor," said thA stout lady; 
" but my daughter, perhaps, will understand you. " 

And she called, ''If}nrica! Enrica! venae, subito! c' eWI, 

forcstiere. ". , . . . . 
And the daughter came, her light-brown hair falling care­

lessly over her shoulders, her rich hazel eye twinkling and full 
of life, the -color coming and going upon her transparent 
cheek, and her bosom heaving with her quick step. 'Vith 
one hand she put back the scattered locks that had fallen over 
her forehead, while she laid the other gently upon tlE arm of 
her mother, ftnd asked in that sweet· music of the south, 
" Casu volete, mamma ?" 

It was the prettiest picture I had seen in many a day; and 
this notwithstanding I was in Rome, and had come that very 
morning from the Palace Borghese. 

The stout lady was my hostess, and Enrica-so fair, so 
young, so unlike in her beauty to other Italian beauties-was 
my landlady's daughter. The house was one of those tall 
houses-very, very old-which stand a10ng the eastern side of 
the Oorso, looking out upon the Piazzo di Oolonna. The stair­
cases were very tall and dirty, and they were narrow and 
dark. Four flights of stone steps led up to the corridor 

?"'"­
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where they lived. A little trap was in the door, and there was 
a ben-rope, at the least touch of which I was almost sure to 
hear tripping feet run along the stone floor within, and then 
to see the trap thrown slyly back, and those deep hazel eyes 
looking out upon me; and then the door would open, and 
along the corridor, under the daughter's guidance (until I had 
learned the way), I passed to my Roman home. I was a long 
time learning the way. __ . 

My chamber looked out upon the Corso, and I could catch 
from it a glimpse of the top of the tall column of Antoninus, 
and of a fragment of the palace of the governor. My parlor, 
which was separated from the apartments of the family by a 
narrow corridor, looked upon a small court hung around with 
balconies. From the upper one a couple of black-eyed girls 
are occasionally looking out, and they can almost read the 
title of my book when I sit by the window. Below are three 
or four blooming ragazze, who are dark-eyed, and have Roman 
luxuriance of hair. The youngest is a friend of our Enrica, 
and is of course frequently looking up, with all the innocence 
in the world, to see if Enrica may be looking out. 

NIght after night a bright blaze glows upon my hearth, of 
the alder fagots which they bring from the Alban hills. Night. 
after night, too, the family come in, to aid my blundering 
'speech, and to enjoy the rich sparkling of my fagot-fire. Lit­
tle Cesare, a dark-faced Italian boy, takes up his position with 
pencil and slate, and draws by the light of the blaze genii and 
castles. The old one-eyed teacher of Enrica lays his snuff­
box upon the table, and his handkerchief across his lap, and 
with his spectacles upon his nose, and his big fingers on the 
lesson,runs through the French tenses of the verb amare. The 
father, a sallow-faced, keen-eyed man with true Italian visage, 
sits with his arms upon the elbows of his chair, and talks of 
the pope, or of the weather. . A spruce count, from the 
Marches of Ancona, .wears a heavy watch-seal, and reads 
Dante .with fU'l'ore. The mother, with arms akimbo, looks 
proudly upon her daughter, and counts her, as well she may, 
a gem among the Roman beauties. . 

The table was round, _with the fire blazing on one side; 
there was scarce room for more than three upon the other. 
Signoril maestro was one; then Enrica; and next-how well 

remember itt-came myself. For I could sometimes help 
Enrica to a word of French; and far oftener she could help 
me to a word of Italian. Her face was rich and full of feeling; 
I used greatly to love to watch the puzzled expressions that 
passed over her fQrehe~ a~ the sense of some hard'phrase 

I 
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escaped her; and better still, to see the happy smile as she 
caught at a glance the thought of some old scholastic French­
man, and transferred it into the liquid melody of her speech. 

She had seen just sixteen summers, and only that very 
autumn was escaped from the thralldom of a convent upon the 
skirts of Rome. She knew nothing of life but the life of feel­
ing, and all thoughts of happiness lay as yet in her childish 
hopes. It was pleasant to look upon her face, and it was still 
more pleasant to listen to that sweet Roman voice. What a 
rich flow of superlatives and endearing diminutives from those 
vermilion lips! Who would not have loved the study; and 
who would not have loved-without meaning it-the teacher? 

In those days I did not linger long at the tables of lame 
Pietro in the Via Condotti, but would hurry back to my little 
Roman parlor, the fire was so pleasant. And it was so pleas­
ant to greet Enrica with her mother even before tbe one-eyed 
maestro had come in; and it was pleasant to unfold the book 
between us, and to lay my hand upon the page a small page­
where hers lay already. And when she pointed wrong, it was 
pleasant to correct her, over and over, insisting tbat her band 
should be here, and not there, and lifting those little fingers 
from one page, and putting them down upon the other. And 
sometimes, half provoked with my fault-finding, Ehe would 
pat my hand smartly with hers; but when I looked in her 
face to know what t!tat could mean, she would meet my eye 
with such a kind submission and half-earnest regret as made 
me not only pardon the offense, but tempt me to provoke it 
~~ . 

Through all the days of Carnival, when I rode pelted with 
confetti, and pelting back, my eyes used to wander up, from a 
long way off, to that tall house upon the Oorso, where I was 
sure to meet, again' and again,. those forgiving eyes; and that 
soft brown bail', all gathered under the little brown somb'i'ero 
set off with one pure white plume. And her hand full of bun­
bOllS she would shake at me threateningly, and laugh, a mus­
icallaugh, as I bowed my head to the assault, and recovering 
from the shower of missiles, would turn to throw my stoutest 
bouquet at her balcony. At night I would bear home to the 
Roman parlor my best trophy of the day, as a guerdon for 
Enrica; and Enrica would be sure to render in acknowledg­
ment some careflllly hidden flowers, the prettiest that her 
beauty had won. 

Sometimes upon those Carnival nights she arrays herself in 
the costume of the Albanian water-carriers;a.nd nothing~ one 
wopJd think~ CQuld be prettier thi1ll the hwed crimsop- jack!lt, 

http:water-carriers;a.nd
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and the strange head-gear with its trinkets, and the short 
skirts leaving to view as delicate an ankle as could be found 
in Rome. Upon another ·night she glides into my little parlor, 
as we sit by the bla:i3e, in a close -velvet bodice, and with a 
Swiss hat caught up by a looplet of silver, and adorned with a 
full-blown rose; nothing, you think, could be prettier than 
this. Again, in one of her girlish freaks she robes herself like 
a nun; and with the heavy black serge for dress, and the 
funereal veil-relieved only by the plain white ruffle of her 
cap-you wish she were always a nun. But the wish vanishes 
when you see her in a pure white muslin, with a wreath of 
orange-blossoms about her forehead, and a single rosebud in 
her bosom. 

Upon the little balcony Enrica keeps a pot or two of flow­
ers, which bloom all winter long; and each morning I find 
upon my table a fresh rosebud; each night I bear. back for 
thank-offering the prettiest bouquet that can be found in the 
Via Oondotti. The quiet fireside evenings come back, in 
which my hand seeks its·wonted place upon her book; and my 
other twill creep around upon the back of Enrica's chair, and 
Enrica ~villlook indignant, and then all forgiveness. 

One day I received a large packet of letters. Ah, what lux­
ury to lie back in my big arm-chair, there before the crack­
ling fagots, with the· pleasant rustle of that silken dress beside 
me, and run over a second a~d a third time those mute paper 
missives which bore to me over so many miles of water the 
words of greeting and of love1 It would be worth traveling 
to the shores of the ~gean, to find one>s heart quickened into 
such life as the ocean letters will make. Enrica threw down 
her book, and wondered what could be in them, and snatched 
one from my hand, and looked with sad but vain intensity 
over that strange scrawl. "What can it be?" said she; and 
she laid her finger upon the little half line, " Dear Paul." 

I told her it was, " Oa'J'o mio." 
Enrica laid it upon her lap and looked in my face. "It is 

from your mother?" said she. . 
" No," said I. 
" From your sister?" sl1id she. 
" Alas, no!" 
" Il t'ostro fratello, dunque?" 
" Nemmeno," said 1, "not from a brother either." 
She handed me the letter, and took up her book, and pre!­

ently she laid the book down again, and looked at the letter .. 
and then at me, and went out. 
~ She did uot come ip. asain tha.t evening; ill the JllQrIlini 



94 REVERIES OF A BACHELOR. 

there was no rosebud on my table. And when I ~ame at 
night, with a bouquet from Pietro's at the corner" she asked 
me who had written my letter. 

" A very dear friend," said L 
" A lady?" continued she. 
" A lady," said 1.' 
"Keep this bouquet for her," said she, and put it in my 

hands. 
" But, Enrica, she has plenty of flowers; she lives among 

them, and each morning her children gather them by scores 
to make garlands of." . 

Enrica put her fingers within my hand to take again the 
bouquet; and for a moment I held both fingers and flowers: 

The flowers slipped out first. 
I had a friend in Rome at that time, who afterward died 

between Ancona and Oorinth. We were sitting one day upon 
a block of tufa in the middle of the Coliseum, looking up at 
the shadows which the waving shrubs upon the southern wall 
cast upon the ruined arcades within, and listening to the chirp­
ing sparrows that lived upon the wreck, when he said to me 
suddenly, " Paul, you love the Italian girl." 

" She is very beautiful," said r. 
" I think she is beginning to love you," said he, soberly. 
" She has a very warm heart, I believe," said I. 
" Ay," said he. . 
" But her feelings are those of a girl," continued I. 
"They are not," said my friend; and he laid his hand upon 

my knee, and left off drawing diagrams with his cane. " I 
have seen, Paul, more than you of this southern nature. The 
Italian girl of fifteen is a woman, an impassioned, sensitive, 
tender creature, yet still a woman; you are loving, if you 
love, a full-grown heart; she is loving, if she loves, as a ripe 
heart should." 

" But I do not think that either is wholly true," said 1. 
" Try it," said he, setting his cane down firmly, and look­

ing in my face. . 
"How?" returned I. 
" I have three weeks upon my hands;" continued he. "Go 

with me into the Apennines; leave your home in the Corso, 
and see if you can't forget in the air of the mountains your 
bright-eyed Roman girl. " 

I was pondering for an answer, when he went on: "It is 
better so: love as you might, that southern n~ture, with all its 
passion, is not the material to build domestic happiness upon; 
nor is your northern h~bitJ whatever you may think at yOUl" 
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-time of life, the one to cherish always those passionate sym· 
pathies which are bred by this atmosphere and their scenes." 

One moment my thought ran -to !lly little parlor, and. to 
that fairy figure, and to that charmmg face; and then lIke 
lightning it. traversed oceans, and fed upon the old ideal of 
home, and brought images to my eye of lost, dead ones, who 
seemed to be stirring on heavenly wings, in that soft Roman 
atmosphere, with greeting and with beckoning. . 

" I will go with you," said I. 
The father shrugged his shoulders when I told him I was 

going to the mountains and wanted a guide. His wife said it 
would be cold upon the hills, for the winter was not ended. 
Enrica said it would be warm in the. valleys, for the spring 
was coming. The old man drummed with his fingers on the 
table, and shrugged his shoulders again, but said nothing. 

My landlady said I could not ride. Cesare. said it would be 
hard walking. Enrica asked papa if there would be any 
danger? And again the old man shrugged his shoulders. 
Again I asked him if he knew a man who would serve·us as 
guide among the Apennines; and finding me determined, he 
shrugged his shoulders, and said he would find one the next 
day. .. . 

As I passed out at evening on my way to the Piazzo near 
the Monte Citorio, where stand the carriages that go out to 
Tivoli, Enrica glided up to me and whispered, " Ah, mi dis­
piac8 tanto, tanto, signor /" 

THE APENNINES. 

I SHOOK her hand, and in an hour afterward was passing 
with my friend by the Trajan forum, toward the deep shadow 
of San Maggiore, which lay in our way to the mountains. At 
Sillset we were wandering over the ruin of Adrian's villa, 
which lies upon the first step of the Apennines. Behind us, 
the vesper-bells of Tivoli were sounding; and their echoes 
floating sweetly under the broken arches; before us, stTetching 
all the way to the horizon, lay the broad Campagna; while in 
the .middl~ . of its great waves, turned violet-colored by the 
hues 'of tWIlIght, rose the grouped towers of the Eternal City; 
and lording it among them all, like a giant, stood the black 
dome of St. Peter's. 

Day after day we stretched on over the mountains, leaving 
the Campagna far behind us. Rocks and stones, huge and 
ragged, lie strewed over the surface right and left; deep yawn­
ing valleys lie in the shadows of mountains that loom up thou­
eands of feet, bearing perhaps upon their tops old castellated 
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u6wns perched like· birds; -nests. "But·mount"ain"and vaHey are" 
blasted and scarred; the forests" even are not continuous:. but 
struggle for "a livelihood, as if the brimstone fire that consumed 
Nineveh had withered their energies. Sometimes our eyes 
rest on a great white scar of the broken calcareous rock on 
which the moss can not grow and the lizards dare not creep~ 
Then we see a cliff beetling far aloft, with the shining walls 
of some monastery of holy men glistening at its base. The 
wayside brooks do not seem to be the gentle offspring of boun­
tiful hills, but the remnants of something greater whose great­
ness has expired; they are turbid rills, rolling in the bottom 
of yawning chasms. Even the shrubs have a look as if the 
Volscian war-horse had trampled them down to death; and the 
primroses and the violets by the mountain-path alone look 
modestly beautiful amid the ruin. 

Sometimes we loiter in a valley; above which the goats are 
browsing on the cliffs, and listen to the sweet pastoral pipes of 
the Apennines. We see the shepherds in their rough skin-coats 
high over our heads. l).1heir herds are feeding, as it seems, on . 
ledges of a hand's-breadth. The sweet sound of their shep­
herd pipes floats and lingers in the soft atmosphere, without a 
breath of wind to bear it away, or a noise to disturb its mel­
ody. The shadows slant more and more as we linger; and the 
kids begin to group together. And as we wander on through" 
the stunted vineyards in the bottom of the valley, the sweet 
sound flows after us like a river of song, nor leaves us till the 
kids have vanished in the distance, and the cliffs themselves 
become one dark wall of shadow. 

At night, in some little meager mountain town, w~ stroll 
about in the narrow pass-ways, or wander under the heavy 
arches of the mountain churches. Shuffling old women grope 
in and out; dim lamps glimmer faintly at the side-altars, shed­
ding horrid light upon painted images of the dying Christ. Or 
perhaps, to make the old pile more solemn, there stands some 
bier in the middle, with a figure or two kneeling at the foot, 
and ragged boys move stealthily under the shadows of the col­
umns. Presently comes a young priest in black robes, and 
lights a taper at the foot, and another at the head-for there 
is a. dead man on· the bier; and the parched, thin features 
look awfully under the yellow light of the tapers, in the gloom 
of the great building. It is very damp in the church, and the 
body of the dead man seems to make the air heavy; so we go 
out into the starlight again. 

In the morning, the western slopes wear broad shadows, and 
the frosts crumple on the herbage to our tread. Across the 
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valley it is like summer; and the birds-for there are song· 
sters in the Apennines-make summer music.. Their notes 
blend softly with the faint sounds of some far-off convent-bell 
tolling for morning mass, and strike the frosted and shaded 
mountain-side with a sweet echo. As we toil on, and the 
shaded hills begin to glow in the sunshine, we pass a train of 
mules loaded with wine. We have seen them an hour before, 
little black dots. twining along the white streak of footway 
upon the mountain above us. We lost them as we began to 
ascend, until a wild snatch of an A pennine song turned our 
eyes up, and there, straggling through the brush, they ap­
peared again; a foot-slip would have brought the mules and 
wine-casks rolling upon us. We keep still, holding by the 
brushwood to let them pass. An hour more and we see them 
toiling slowly, mule and muleteer, big dots and little dots, far 
down where we have been before. The sun is hot and smoking 
on them -in the bare valleys; the sun is hot and smoking on 
the hillside, where we are toiling over the broken stones. I 
thought of little Enrica when-she said the spring was coming. 

Time and again we sit down together, my friend and I, 
upon some fragment of rock, under the broad-armed chestnuts 
that fringe the lower skirts of the mountains, and talk, 
through the hottest of the noon, 01 the warriors of Sylla and 
of the Sabine women, but oftener of the pretty peasantry and 
of the sweet-faced Roman girl. He too tells me of his life and 
loves, and of the hopes that lie misty ~nd grand before him: 
little did we ,think that in so few years his hopes would be 
gone, and his body lying low in the Adriatic, or tossed with tlle 
drift upon the Dalmatian shores. Little did I think that here, 
under the ancestral wood, still a WIshful and blundering mor­
tal, I should be gathering up the shreds that memory can catch 
of our Apenninewandering, and be weaving them into my 
bachelor dreams. 

Away again upon the quick wing of thought, I follow our 
steps, as, after weeks of wandering, we gained once more. a 
height that overlooked the Campagna, and saw the sun setting 
on its edge, throwing into relief the dome of St. Peter's, and 
blazing in a red stripe upon the waters of the Tiber. 

Below us was Palestrina, the Prreneste of the poets and phi­
losophers, the dwelling-place of I know not how many em­
perors. We went. straggling through the dirty streets, search­
ing for some tidy-looking osteda. At length we found an old 
lady, who could give us a bed, but no dinner. My friend 
dropped in a chair disheartened. A smug-looking priest came 
Qut to condole with us • 

• 
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. And could Palestrina, the frigidurn Prmneste of Horace, 
which had entertained over and over the noblest of the Oolon· 
na and the most noble Adrian-could Palestrina not furnish 
a dinner to a tired traveler? 
, " Si,signor," said the smug-looking priest. 
" Si, signorino,': said the neat old lady; and away we went 

upon a new search.' And we found bright and happy faces, 
especially the little girl of twelve years who came close by me 
as I eat, and afterward strung a garland of marigolds and put 
it on my head. Then there was a bright-eyed boy of fourteen, 
who wrote his name and those of the whole family up()n a fly­
leaf of my book; and a pretty, saucy-looking girl of sixteen, 
who peeped a, long time from behind the kitchen-door; ,but 
before the evening was gone she was in the chair beside me, 
and had written her name, Carlotta, upon the first leaf of my 
journal. " 

When I woke the sun was up. From my bed I could see 
over the town the thin, lazy mists lying on the old camp­
ground of Pyrrhus; beyond it were th.e mountains which hide 
Frascati, . and Monte-Cavi. There. was old Colonna, too, that, 

Ie Like an eagle's nest, hangs on the' crest­
, Of purple Apennine."it 

As the mist lifted and the sun brightened the plain, I could 
see the road along which Sylla came fuming and maddened 
after the Mithridatic war. I could see, as I half-dreamed and 
half-slept, the frightened peasantry whooping to their long­
horned cattle as they drove them on .tumultuously up through 
the gateways of the town; and women with babies in their 
arms, and children scowling with fear and hate, all trooping 
fast and madly to escape the hand of the Avenger; alas, in­
effectually, for Sylla murdered them, and pulled down the 
walls of their town, the proud Palestrina. . 

I had a queer fancy of seeing the nobles of Rome, led on by 
Stefano Colonna, grouping along the plain, their corselets 
flashing out of the mists, their pennons dashing above it, 
coming up fast and still as the wind, to make the Mural Prre. 
neste their stronghold against the Last of the Tribunes. And 
strangely mingling fiction with fact, I saw the hrother of 
Walter de Montreal, with his noisy and bristling army, crowd 
over the Campagna, and put up his white tents, and hang out 
]tis showy banners on the grassy knolls that lay nearest my eye. 

But the knolls were all quiet; there was not Bomuch as a 

* Macaulay's" Horatius." 
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strolling contadino on them to whistle a mimic fife-note. A 
little boy from the inn went with me upon the hill, to look 

"out upon the town and the. wide sea. of land below; and 
whether it was the soft, warm April sun, or the gray ruins be­
low me, or whether the wonderful silence of the scene, or 
some wild gush of memory, I do not know, but something 
made me sad. 

" Perchecosi penserosri?-Why so sad?" said the quick­
eyed boy.," The air is beautiful, the scene is beautiful; sig­
nor is young; why is he sad?" " 

" And is Giovanni never sad?'" said I. 
" Quasi mai," said the boy; "and if I could travel as sig­

nor, and see other countries, I would be always gay." 
" May you be always that," said I. ' . 
The good wish touched him; he took me by the arm and 

said, "Go home with me, signor; you were happy at the inn 
last night; go back; and we will make you gay again 1" , 

If we could be always boys!' 
I thanked him in a way that saddened him. . We passed out 

shortly after from the city gates, and strode on over the rolling 
plain. Once, or ,twice we turned back to look at the rocky 
heights beneath which lay the ruined town of Palestrina, a. 
city that defied Rome; that had a king before a plowshare had 
touched the Capitoline or the Janiculan Hill. The ivy was 
covering up richly the Etruscan foundations, and there was a. 
quiet over the whole place. . The smoke was rising straight 
into the sky from the chimney-tops; a peasant or two were 
going along the road with donkeys; beside this, the city was to 
all appearance a dead city. And it seemed to me that an old 
monk, whom I could see with my glass near the little chapel 
above the town, might be going to say mass for the soul of the 
dead city. . 

And afterward, when we came near to Rome, and passed 
under the temple-tomb of Metella, my friend said, " And will 
you go back now to ·your home? or will you set ofI with me 
to-morrow for Ancona?" 

" At Jeast I must say adieu," returned I. 
"God speed you!" said he; and we parted upon the Piazza. 

di Venezia, he for his last mass at St. Peter's, and I for the 
tall house upon the Corso. . 

ENRICA. 

I HEAR her glancing feet the moment I have tinkled the 
bell; and there she is, with her brown hair gathered into 
braids, and her eyes full of joy and greeting. And as I walk 
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with the mother to the window to look at some pageant that 
is passing, she steals u:p behind, and passes her arm around 
me with a quick, electrIc motion,' and a gentle pressure . of 
welcome, that tells more than a thousand words. . ,­

It is a pageant of death. that is passing below. • -Far down 
the street we see heads thrust out of the windows, and, stand­
ing in bold relief against the red torch-:light of the moving 
train. Below, dim . figures are. gathering on the narrow side­
ways to look at the solemn spectacle. A hoarse chant rises 
louder and louder, and half dies in the night air, and 'breaks 
out again with new and deep bitterness. . . : 
. N ow the first torch-light under us shines plainly oil faces in 

the· windows, and on the kneeling women in the street. In 
the front, come old retainers of the dead one,bearing long, 
blazing flambeaus. . Then comes a company of priests, two by 
two, bareheaded, and every second one with a lighted torch, 
and all are chanting. .' .. 

Next is a brotherhood of friars in brown cloaks, with san­
daled feet;' and the red light streams full upon their grizzled 
heads. They add their heavy guttural voices to the chant, 
and pass slowly on.· . . . . . 

Then comes a company of priests, in white muslin capes, 
black robes, and black caps, bearing books in their hands 
wide open, and lighted up plainly by the torches of churchly 
servitors who march beside them; and from the books the 
priests chant loud and solemnly. Now the music is loudest; 
and the friars take up the dismal notes from the white-caped 
priests, and the priests hefore catch them from the brown­
robed friars, and mournfully the sound rises up between the 
tall buildings into the blue night-sky that lies between heaven 
and Rome . 
. . " Vede, VelIe /" says Cesare; and in a blaze of the red 
torch-fire comes the bier, borne on the necks of stout friars; 
a.nd on the bier is the body of·a dead man habited like a priest. 
Heavy plumes of black wave at each corner. 

"Hist!" says my landlady. .. . 
The body is just under us. Enrica crosses herself; her smile 

is for the moment gone. Cesare's boy-face is grown suddenly 
earnest. We could see the pale, youthful features of the dead 
man. The glaring flambeaus sent their flaunting streams of 
unearthly light over the wan visage of the sleeper. A thou­
sand eyes were looking on him; but his face, careless of them 
all, was turned up straight toward the stars. 

Still the chant rises, and companies of priests follow the 
bier like those who had gone before.' Friars in brown cloaks, 

, . 
..... 

~ .....#. I 
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and priests and Carmelites, come after, all with torches. Two 
by two, their voices growing hoarse, they tramp and chant .. 

For a while the voices. cease, and you can hear the rustling 
of their robes, and their footfalls, as if your ear was to the 
~arth. Then the chant rises again as they glide on in a wavy, 
Bhining line, and rolls back over the death~train, like the 
howling of a wind in winter. 

As they. pass, the faces vanish from the windows. The 
kneeling women upon the pavement rise up, mindful of the 
par@xysm of . life once more. The groups in the door-ways 
scatter. But their low voices do not drown the voices of the 
host of mourners and their ghost-like music. 

I look long upon the blazing bier trailing under the deep 
shadows of the Roman palaces, and at the stream of torches 
winding like a glittering, scaled serpent. "It is a priest," 
said I to my landlady, as she closes the window. . 

" No, signor,a young man never married; and so by virtue 
of his condition they put on him the priest-robes." 

" So I," says the pretty Enrica, "if I should die, would be 
robed in white, as you saw me on a Carnival night, and be 
followed by nuns for sisters." . 
. "A long way off may it be, Enrica." 

She took my hand in hers and pressed it. An Italian girl 
does not fear to talk of death; and we were talking of it still 
as we walked back to my little parlor, my hand all the time in 
hers, and sat down by the blaze of my fire. 
. It was Holy Week. Never had Enrica looked more sweetly 
than in that black dress, nnder that long, dark veil of the 
days of Lent. Upon the broad pavement of St. Peter's,# 
where the people, flocking by thonsands, made only side­
groups about the altars of the vast temple, I have watched her 
kneeling beside her mother, her eyes bent down, her lips mov­
ing earnestly, and her whole figure tremulous with deep emo­
tion. Wandering around among the halberdiers of the pope, 
and the court-coats of Austria, and the barefooted pilgrims 
~ith sandal, shell, and staff, I would sidle back again to look 
upon that kneeling figure, and leaning against the huge col­
Umns of the church, would dream, even as I am dreaming now. 

At nightfall I urge my way into the Sistine Ohapel. Enrica 
iE beside me, looking with me upon the gaunt figures of the 
JUdgment of Angelo. 'fhey are chanting the 1.11 ism"ere. The 
twelve candlesticks by the altar are put out one by one, as the 
service continues. The sun has gone down, and only the red 
glow of twilight steals through the dusky windows. There is 
a pause, and a brief reading from a red-cloaked cardinal, and 
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all kneol down. She kneels beside me; and the sweet, mourn­
ful flow of the Miserere begins again, growing in force and 
depth till the whole chapel rings and the balcony of the choir 
trembles: then it subsides again into the low, soft wail of a 
single voice, so prolonged~ so tremulous, and so real, that the 
heart aches, for Christ is dead! ' 

Lingering yet, the wail dies not wholly, but just as it 
seemed expiring it is caught up by another and stronger voice 
that ca.rries it on, plaintive as ever; nor does it stop with this; 
for just as you looked for silence, three voices more begin the 
lament-sweet, touching, mournful voices-and bear it up to a 
full cry, when the whole choir catch its burden, and make the 
lament change into the wailing of a multitude, wild, shrill, 
hoarse, with swift chants intervening, as if agony had given 
force to anguish. Then, sweetly, slowly, voice b.y voice, note 
by note, the wailings sink into the low, tender moan of a 
single singer, faltering, tremulous, as if tears checked the 
utterance, and swelling out in gusts of sound as if despair 
sustained it. 

. It was dark in the chapel when we went out; voices wer& 
low. Enrica said nothing, I could say nothing. 

I was to leave Rome after Easter. I did not love to speak 
of it, nor to think of it. Rome-that old city with all its 
misery, and its fallen state, and its broken palaces of the em­
pire-grows upon one's heart. rrhe fringing shrubs of the 
Coliseum, flaunting their blossoms at the tall beggar men in 
cloaks, who grub below, the SlID glimmering over the mossy 
pile of the House of Nero, the sweet sunsets from the Pineian, 
that make the broad pine-tops of the Janiculan stand sharp 
and dark against a sky of gold, can not easily be left behind. 
And Enrica, wjth her silver-brown hair, and the silken fillet 
that bound it, and her deep hazel eyes, and her white, delicate 
fingers, and the blue veins chasing over her fair temples, ah., 
Easter is too near! 

But it comes, and passes with the glory of St. Peter's, light­
ed from top to bottom. With Enrica I saw it from the Ri­
petta, as it loomed up in the distance like a city on fire. 

The next day I bring home my last bunch of flowers, and 
with it a little richly chased Roman ring. No fire blazes on 
the hearth, but they are all there. Warm days have come, 
and the summer air even now hangs, heavy with fever, in the 
~llim~~~~ . 

I heard them stirring early on the morning on which I was 
to go away. I do not think I slept very well myself, nor very 
late. Never did Enrica look more beautiful-never. All her 
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Carnival robes, and the sad drapery of the Friday of Cruci­
fixion could not so adorn her beauty as that neat morning-dress, 
and that simple rosebud she wore upon her bosom. She gave 
It to me-:-the last-with a trembling hand. I did not, for I 
could not, thank her. She knew it; and her eyes were full. 

The old man kissed my cheek-it was the Roman custom; 
but the custom did not extend to the Roman girls-at least, 
not often. As I passed ,down the Corso I looked back at the 
balcony, where she stood in the time of Carnival, in the brown 
sombrero with the white plume. I knew she would be there 
now; and there she was. My eyes dwelt upon the vision, very 
loath to leave it; and after my eyes had lost it, my heart clung 
to it, there, where my memory clings now. 

At noon the carriage stopped upon the hills toward Soracte, 
that overlooked Rome. There was a stunted pine-tree grew a 
little way from the road, and I sat down under it, for .I wished 
no dinner, and I looked back with strange tumult of feeling 
upon the sleeping city, with the gray, billowy sea of the Cam­
pagna lying around it. '. 
. I seemed to see Enrica, the Roman girl, in that morning­
dress, with her brown hair in its silken fillet; but the rose­
bud, that was in her bosom, was now in mine. Her silvery 
voice too seeDled to float past me, bearing snatches of Roman 
iongs; but the songs were sad and broken. 

After all, this is sad vanity! thought I; and yet if I had 
espied then some returning carriage going down toward Rome, 
I will not say but that I should have hailed it, and taken a 
place, and gone back, and to this day, perhaps, have lived at 
Rome. 

But the veit'Urino called me; the coach was ready; I gave 
one more look toward the dome that guarded the sleeping city; 
and then we galloped down the mountain Qn the road that lay 
toward Perugia and Lake Thrasimene. 

Sweet Enrica! art thou living yet? Or bast thou passed 
away to that Silent Land where the good sleep and the beau­
tiful? 

* * * * * * * 
The visions of the past fade. The morning breeze has died 

n~~n the meadow; the Bob-o'-Lincoln sits swaying upon the 
WIllow-tufts, singing no longer. The trees lean to the brook; 
but the shadows fall straight and dense upon the silver stream. 

NOON has broken into the middle sky, and MORNING is gone. 
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II. NOON. 
THE noon is short; the sun never loiters on the meridian," 

nor does the shadow on the old dial by the garden stay long 
at XII. The present, like the noon, is "only a point, and a 
point so fine that it is not measurable by the grossness of ac­
tion. Thought alone is delicate enough to tell the breadth of 
the present. 

The past belongs to God; the present only is ours. And 
short as it is, there is more in it and of it than we can well 
manage. That man who can grapple it, and measure it, and 
fill it with his purpose, is doing a man's work; none can do 
more; but there are thousands who do less. 

Short as it is, the present is great and strong, as much 
stronger than the past as fire than ashes, or as death than the 
grave. The noon sun will quicken vegetable life that in the 
morning was dead. It is hot and scorching; I feel it now 
upon my head; but it does not scorch and heat like the be­
wildering present. There are no oak-leaves to interrupt the 
rays of the burning now. Its shadows do not fall east or west: 
like the noon, the shade it makes falls straight from sky to 
earth, straight from heaven to hell. 

Memory presides over the past; action presides over the 
present. The first lives in a rich temple hung with glorious 
trophies and lined with tombs; the other has no shrine but 
duty, and it walks the earth like a spirit. 

I called my dog to me, and we shared together the meal that 
I had brought away at sunrise from the mansion under the 
elms; and now Carlo is gnawing at the bone that I have 
thrown to him, and I stroll dreamily in the quiet noon atmos­
phere upon that grassy knoll under the oaks. 

Noon in the country is very still: the birds do not sing; the 
workmen are not in the field; the sheep lay their noses to the 
ground; and the herds stand in poo~ under shady trees, lash­
ing their sides, but otherwise motionless. The mills llpon the 
brook far above have ceased for an hour their labor; and the 
stream softens its rustle, and sinks away from the sedgy banks. 
The heat plays upon the meadow in noiseless waves, and the 
beech-leaves do not stir. ­

Thought, I said, was the only measure of the present; and 
the stillness of noon breeds thought, and my thought brings 
up the old companions, and stations them in the domain of 
now. Thought ranges over the world, and brings up hopes 
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and fears and resolves to measure the burning now. Joy, wd 
grief, and purpose, blending in my thought, give breadth to 
the present.::. .. 

Where, thought I, is little Isabel' now? Where is Lilly; 
where is Ben? Where is Leslie; where is myoId teacher? 
Where is my chum who played such rare tricks? Where is 
the black.eyed Jane? Where is that 8weet·fa.ced girl whom I 
parted with npon the terrace looking down upon the old spire 
of Modbury Ohurch? Where are my hopes; where my pur­
poses; where my sorrows? ' 

I care not who you are, but if you bring such thought to 
measure the present, the present will seem broad; and it will 
be sultry as noon, and make a fever of now. 

EARLY FRIENDS. 

WHERE are they? 
I can not sit now, as once, upon the edge of-the brook hour 

after hour, flinging off my line and hook to the nibbling roach, 
and reckon it great sport. There is no girl with auburn ring­
lets to sit -beside me, and to play upon the bank. The hours 
are shorter than they were then; and the little joys that fur· 
nished boyhood till the heart was full, can fill it no longer. 
Poor Tray is dead long ago, and he can not swim into the 
pools for the floating sticks; nor can I sport with him hour 
after hour, and think it happiness. The mound that covers 
his grave is sunken, and the trees that shaded it are broken 
and mossy. - -

LittTe Lilly is grown into a woman, and is married; and she 
has another little Lilly, with flaxen hair, she says, looking as 
she used to look. 'I dare say the child is pretty; but it is not 
my Lilly. She has a little boy, too, that she calls Paul-a 
chubby rogue, she writes, and as mischievous as ever I was. 
God bless the boy! ,I, 

Ben, who would have liked to ride in the coach that carried 
me away to school, has· had a great many rides since then, 
rough rides, and hard ones, over the road of life. He does 
not rake up the falling leaves for bonfires, as he did once; he 
is grown a man, and is fighting his way somewhere in our 
western world to the short· lived honors of time. He was mar­
ried not long agq; his wife I remembered as one of my play­
mates at my first school; she was beautiful, but fragile as a 
leaf. She died within· a year of their marriage. Ben was 
but four years my senior, but hIS grief has made him ten years 
older. He does not say it, but his eye and his figure tell it. 

The nurse, who put the purse in my hand that dismal mom­
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ing, is grown a feeble old woman. She was over fifty then; 
she may well be seventy now. She did not know my voiCe 
when I went to see her the other day, nor didshe know my 
face at all. She repeated the name when I told it to her: 
" Paul, Paul," she did not remember any Paul except a }!ttla 
boy a long while ago. ­

" To whom you gave a purse when he went away, and told 
him to say nothing to Lilly or to Ben?"· . . ... 

" Yes, that Paul," says·' the old woman, exultingly; "do 
you know him?" 

And when I told her, " she would not have believed it I" 
But she did, and took hold of my hand again (for she was 
blind); and then smoothed down the plaits of her apron, and 
jogged her cap-strings, to look tidy in the presence of "the 
gentleman. " And she told me long stories about the old 
house, and how other people came in afterward; and she caned 
me " Sir" sometimes, and sometimes " Paul." But I asked 
her to say only Paul; she seemed glad for this, and talked. 
easier; and went on to tell of myoId playmates, and how we 
used to ride the pony-poor Jacko I-and how we gathered 
nuts-such heaping piles; and how we used to play at fox-and­
geese through the long winter evenings; and how my poor 
mother would smile-but here I asked her to stop. She eould 
not have gone on much longer, for I believe she loved our 
house and people better than she loved her own. 

As for my uncle, the cold, silent man, who lived with his 
books in the house upon the hill, and who used to frighten me 
sometimes with his look, he grew very feeble after I had left, 
and almost crazed. The country-people said that he was mad; 
and Isabel with her sweet heart clung to him, and would lead 
him out, when his step tottered, to the seat in the garden, and 
read to him out of the books· he loved to hear. And sonie­
times, they told me, she would read to him some letters that 
I had written to Lilly or to' Ben, and ask him if he remem­
bered Paul, who saved her from drowning under the tree in 
the meadow? But he could only shake his head, and mutter 
something about how old and feeble he hftd grown. . 

They wrote me afterward that he died, and was buried in a 
far-away place, where his wife once lived, and where he noW 
sleeps beside her. Isabel was sick with grief, and came to live 
for a time with Lilly; but when they wrote me last, she had 
gone back 11:> her old home, where Tray was buried, where we 
had played together so often through the long days of summer. 

I was glad I should find her there when I came back. Lilly 
and Ben were both living nearer to the city when I landed from 



107 REVERIES OF A BACHELOR. 

~y'long journey over the seas; but still I went to find Isabel 
first. Perhaps I had heard so much oftener from the others 
that I feU less eager to see them; or perhaps I wanted to save 
mi. best visits to the last; or perhaps (I did think it), per­
haps I loved Isabel better than them all. 

:" So I went into the country, thinking all the way how she 
must have changed since I left. She must be now nineteen 
or twenty; and then her grief must have sadoened her face 
somewhat; but I thought I should like her all the better for 
that. ~rhen perhaps she would not laugh,' and tease me, but 
would be quieter, and wear a sweet smile, so calm and beauti­
ful, I thought. Her figure too must have grown more ele­
gant, and she would have more dignity in her air. 

I shuddered a little at this; for I thought, she will hardly 
think so much of me then; perhaps she will have seen those 
whom she likes a great deal better. Perhaps she will not like 
me at all; yet I knew very well that I should like her. 

I had gone up almost to the house; I had passed the stream 
where we fished on t.hat day, many years before; and I thought 
that now, since she was grown to womanhood, I should never 
sit with her there again, and surely never drag her as I did 
out of the water, and never chafe her little hands, and never 
perhaps kiss her as I did when she sat upon my mother's lap 
-oh, no! no, no! 

I saw where we buried Tray, but the old slab was gone; 
there was no ribbon there now. I thought that at least Isabel 
would have replaced the slab; bnt it was a wrong thought. I 
trembled when I went up to the door; for it flashed upon me 
that perhaps Isabel was married. I could not tell why she 
should not; but I knew it would make me uncomfortable to 
hear that she had. 

There was a tall woman, who opened the door; she did not 
know me; but I recognized her as one of the old servants. I 
asked atter the housekeeper first, thinking I would surprise 
Isabel. My heart fluttered somewhat, thinking that she might 
step in 'mddenly herself, or perhaps that she might have seen 
me coming up the hill. But even then, I thought, she would. 
hardly know me. 

Presently the housekeeper came in, looking very grave; she 
asked if the gentleman wished to see her? 

The gentleman did wish 'it, and she sat down on one side of 
the fire; for it was autumn, and the leaves were falling; and 
the November winds were very chilly. 

Shall I tell her, thought I, who I am, 01 ask at once for 
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Isabel? I tried to ask; but it was hard. for me to call her 
Dame; it was very strange, but I could not pronounce it at all: 

" Who, sir?" said the housekeeper, in a tone so earnest that 
I rose at once, and crossed· over, and took her hand: "You 
know me," said I, "you surely remember Paul?" ,.' 

She started with surprise, but recovered herself and re­
sumed the same grave manner. I thought I had commit.ted 
some mistake, or been in some way cause of offense. I called 
her " madame," and asked for Isabel. 

She turned pale, terribly pale; "Bella?" said she. 
~.' Yes, Bella." . 
" Sir, Bella is deadl" 
I dropped into my chair. I said nothing. The housekeeper, 

bless her kind heart! slipped noiselessly out. My hands were 
over my eyes. The winds were sighing outside, and the clock 
ticking mournfully within. 

I did not sob, nor weep, nor utter any cry. 
The clock ticked mournfully, and the winds were sighing; 

but I did not hear them any longer; there was a tempest rag­
ing within me that would have drowned the voice of thunder. 

It broke at length in a long, deep sigh: " Oh, Godl" It may 
have been a prayer; it was not an imprecation. 

Bella, sweet Bella was dead! It seemed as if with her half 
the world were dead, every bright face darkened, every sun­
shine blotted out, every flower ~ithered" every hope extin­
guished. 

I walked out into the air and stood under the trees where 
we had played together with poor Tray, where Tray lay 
buried. But it was not Tray I thought of, as I stood there, 
with the cold wind playing through the trees, and my eyes 
filling with tears. How could she die? Why was she gone? 
Was it really true? Was Isabel indeed dead-in her coffin­
buried? Then why should anybody live? What was there to 
live for now that Bella was gone? . 

Ah, what a gap in the world is made by the death of those 
we love! It is no longer whole, but a poor half-world, that 
swings uneasy on its axis, and makes one dizzy with the clatter 
~~~~ . 

The housekeeper told me all, little by little, as I found 
calmness to listen. She had been dead a month. Lilly Wail 
with her through it all; she died sweetly, without pain, and 
without fear-what can angels fear? She had spoken often of 
" Cousin Paul;" she had left a little packet for him, but it 
was not there; she had given it into Lilly's keeping. 

Her grave, the housekeeper told me, was only a little way off 
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,:from her home, bes-ide the gr~ve 'of a brother who died long 
'-veal's before. I went. there that evening. The mound was 
high and fresh. The sods had not closed together, and the 
dry leaves caught in the' crevices, and gave a ragged and a 
terrible look to the spot. The next day I laid them all smooth, 
as we had once laid them on the grave of Tray; I clipped the 
long grass, and set a tuft of late blooming bird-foot violet" 
upon the lIlound. The homestead, the trees, the fields, the 
meadows, in the windy November, looked dismally. I could 
not like them again; I liked nothing-but the little mound 
I had dressed over Bella's grave ... There she sleeps now-the 
sleep of death. 

SCHOOL REVISITED• 

.THE old school is there still, with the high cupola upon it, 
and the long galleries, with the sleeping-rooms opening out on 
either side, and the corner one where I slept. But the boys 
are not there, nor the old teachers. They have plowed up the 
old play-ground to plant corn; and the apple-tree with the 
low limb, that made our gymnasium, is cut down. 

I was there only a little time ago. It was on a Sunday. 
One of the old houses of the village had been fashioned into 
an inn, and it was there I stopped.. But I strolled by the old 
tavern, and looked into the bar-room where I used to gaze 
with wonder upon the enormous pictures of wild animals which 
h~ralded some coming menagerie. There was just such a 
picture hanging there still, and two or three advertisements of 
sheriffs, and a little bill of a "horse stolen," and, as I 
thought, the same brown pitcher on the edge of the bar. . I 
was sure it was the same great wood-box that stood by the 
fire-place, and the same whip and great-coat seemed to me. to 
be hanging in the corner. 

I was not in so gay a costume as I once thought I would be 
wearing, ~when . a man; I had nothing better than a rusty 
shooting-jacket; but even with this I was determined to have a 
look about the church, and see if I could trace any of the faces 
of old times. They had sadly altered the building; they had 
cut out its long galleries and old-fashioned square pews, and 
filled it.with narrow boxes as they do in the city. The pulpit 
was not so high or grand, and it was covered over with the 
work of the cabinet-makers. 

I missed, too, the old preacher whom we all feared so much; 
and in place -"of him was a jaunty-looking man, whom I 
thought I would not be at all afraid to speak to, or, if need 
be" to slap on the shoulder. And when I did meet him after 
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church, I looked him in the eye as boldly as a lion; what a 
change was that from the school-days! . ' 

Here and there I could detect about the church some old 
farmer, by the stoop in his shoulders, or by a particular twist 
in his nose; and one or two young fellows, who used to storm 
into the gallery in my school-days, in very gay jackets dressed 
off with ribbons-which we thought was astonishing heroism, 
and admired accordingly-were now settled down into fathers 
of families, and looked as demure and peaceable at the head 
of their pews, with a white-faced boy or two between them and 
their wives, as if they had been married all their days. 

rrhere was a stout man, too, with a slight limp in his gait, 
who used to work on harnesses, and strap our skates, and who 
I always thought would have made a capital Vulcan; he stalked 
up the aisle past me as if I had my skates strapped at his shop 
only yesterday. 

The bald-pated shoemaker, who never kept his word, and 
who worked in the brick shop, and who had a. son called ~eheo­
dore-which we all thought a very pretty name for a 8hoe­
maker~s son-I could not find. I feared he might be dead. I 
hoped, if he was, that his broken promises about patching 
boots would not come up against him. 

The old factor of tamarinds and sugar-crackere, who used 
to drive his covered wagon every Saturday evening into the 
play-ground, I observed, still holding his place in the village 
choir, and singing-though with a tooth or two gone-as 
serenely and obstreperously as ever. 

I looked around the church to find the black-eyed girl who 
always sat behind the choir, the one I loved to look at so 
much. I knew she must be grown up, but I could fix upon 
no face positively; once, as a stout woman with a pair of boys, 
and who wore a big red shawl, turned half-round, I thought I 
recognized her nose. If it was she, it had grown red though. 
and I felt cured of myoId fondness. As for the other, who 
wore the hat trimmed with fur, she was nowhere to be seen 
among either maids or matrol1i; and when I asked the tavern­
keeper, and described her and her father as they were in my 
school-days, he told me that she had married too, and liyed 
some five miles from the village; and.rsaid he, " I guess she 
leads her husband a devil of a life!" 

I felt cured of her too; but I :pitied the husband. 
One of myoId teachers was III the church. I could have 

sworn to his face; he was a precise man, and now I thought 
he looked· rather roughly at myoId shooting-jacket. But I 
let him look, and scowled at him a little; for I remembered 
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\list he had feruled me once. I thought it was not probable 
tlat he would ever do it again. 

There was a bustling little lawyer in the village, who lived 
in ~ large house, and ·who was the great man of that town and 
cOuhtry: he had scarce changed at all; and he stepped into the 
church as briskly and promptly as he did ten years ago. But 
what struck me most was the change in a couple of pretty 
little: white-haired girls that at the time I left were of that 
uncertain age when the mother lifts them on a Sunday, and 
pounces them down one after the other upon the seat of the 
pew; these were now grown iIltO blooming yOlmg ladies.' And 
they swept by me in the vestibule of the church, with a fiutter 
of robes 'and a grace of motion that fairly made my heart 
twitter in my bosom. I know nothing that brings home upon 
a man so quick the consciousness of increasing years, as to find 
the little prattling girls, that were almost babies in his boy­
hood, become dashing ladies; and to find those whom he used 
to look on patronizingly and compassionately-thinking they 
were little girls-grown to such maturity that the mere rustle 
of their silk dress will give him a twinge, and their eyes, if he 
looks at them, make him unaccountably shy. 

After service I strolled up by the school-buildings; I traced 
the names that we had cut upon the fence; but the fence had 
grown brown with age, and was nearly rotted away. Upon 
the beech-tree in the hollow behind the school, the carvings 
were all overgrown. It must have been vacation, if indeed 
there was any school at all; for I could see only one old woman 
about the premises, and she wa's hanging out a dish-cloth to 
dry in the sun. I passed on up the hill, beyond the buildings 
where, in the boy-days, we built stone forts with bastions and 
turrets; but the farmers had put bastions and turrets into their 
cobble-stone walls. At the orchard-fence I stopped and looked 
-from force, I believe, of old habit-to see if anyone were 
watching, and then leaped over, and found my way to the 
early apple-tree; but the fruit had gone by. It seemed very 
daring in me, even then, to walk so boldly in the forbidden 
ground. 

But the old head-master, who forbade it, was dead; and 
Russell and Burgess, and I know not how many others, who 
in other times were culprits with me, were dead too. "When I 
passed back by the school, I lingered to look up at the win­
dows of that corner-room where I had slept the sound, health­
ful sleep of boyhood;. and where, too, I had passed many, 
many wakeful hours, thinking of the absent :Bella. and of my
home. 
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".How small seem now the great griefs ,of- boyhood 1 Lighfi 
floating clouds will obscure the sun that is but half risen; bit 
let him be up mid-heaven, and the cloud that then darkens 

"the land must be thick and heavy indeed. 
Was not such a cloud over me now? 

COLLEGE. 

: " SCHOOLMATES slIp out of sight and knowledge, and a~e for­
gotten; or if you meet them, -they bear another character; the 

I boy is not there. ,It is a new acquaintance that you, make, 
with nothing of your fellow upon the benches but the 'name. 
Though the eye and face cleave to your memory,and you 
meet them afterward and'think you have met a friend, the 
voice or the action will break down the charm, and you find 
only-another man. 

,But with your classmates in that later 8ch001, where form 
and character were both nearer ripeness, and whereknowl­
:edge, labored for together" bred the first manly sympathies, it 
,is different. And as you meet them or hear of them, the 
thought of their advance makes a measure,of your own, it 
makes a measure of the now. 

You judge of your happiness by theirs, of your progress by 
theirs, and of your prospects by theirs. If one is happy you 
seek to trace out the way by which he has wrought his happi­
ness; you consider how it differs from your own, and you 
think with vain regrets how you might possibly have wrought 
the same, but no'W it has escaped. If another has won some 
honorable distinction, you fall to thinking how the man-your 
old equal, as you thought, upon the college-benches-has out­
run you. I t pricks to effort, and teaches the difference between 
now and then. Life with all its duties and hopes gathers upon 
your present like a great weight or like a storm ready to 
burst. It is met anew; it pleads more strongly, and action, 
that has been neglected, rises before you; a giant of remorse. 

Stop not, loiter not, look not backward, if you would be 
among the foremost. The great now, so quick, so broad, so 
fleeting, is yours; in an hour it will belong to the eternity of 
the past. The temper of life is to be made good by big, hon­
est blows; stop striking, and you will do nothing; strike feebly, 
and you will do almost as little. Success rides on every hour; 
grapple it, and you may win; but without a grapple it will 
never go with you. Work is the weapon of honor, and who 
lacks the weapon will never trhlmph. 

, There were some seventy of us, all scattered now. I meet 
one here and there at wide distances apart" and we talk to­
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~gether of old days, and of our present work and life, and sep­
"i.rate. Just so ships at sea, in murky weather, will shift their 
:C(iurse to come within hailing distance, and compare their 
longitude, and-part. One I have met wandering in Southern 
Ithly, dreaming as I was dreaming, over the tomb of Virgil by 
the dark grotto of Posilipo. It seemed strange to talk of our 
old readings in Tacitus thereupon classic ground; but we did; 
arid. ran on to talk of our lives; and sitting down upon the 
proIhontory of Baim, looking off upon that blue sea, as clear as 
the classics, we told each other our respective stories. And two 
nights after, upon the quay, in sight of Vesuvius, which shed 
a lurid glow upon the sky, that was reflected from the white 
walls of" the Hotel de Russie, and from the broad lava pave­
ments, we parted, he to wander among the isles of the .iEgean, 
and I to tum northward. 
- Another time, as I was wandering among those mysterious 
figures that crowd the /o.yer of the 1!'rench opera upon a night 
of the masked ball, I saw a familiar face; I followed it with 
inyeye, until I beoame convinced of the identity oj a college 
friend. He did not know me, until I named his old seat upon 
the bench of the division-room, and the hard-faced Tutor 
G--. Then we talked of the old rivalries, and Christmas 
jollities, and of this and that one, whom we had come upon in 
our wayward tracks, while the black-robed grisettes stared at 
us through their velvet maski; nor did we tire of comparing 
the old memories with the unearthly gayety of the scene about 
us, until daylight broke. 

In a quiet mountain town of New England I came not long 
since upon another; he was hale and hearty, and pus~ his 
lawyer work with just the same nervous energy with which he 
used to recite a theorem of Euclid. He was father, too, of a 
couple of stout, curly-pated boys; and his good woman, as he 
called her, appeared a sensible, honest, good-natured lady. I 
must say that I envied him his wife much more than.I had 
envied my companion of the opera his domino. 

I happened only a little while ago to drop into the college 
chapel 01 a Sunday. There were the same hard oak benches 
below, and the lucky fellows who enjoyed a comer seat were 
leaning back upon the rail, after the old fashion. The tutors 
were perched up in their side-boxes, looking as prim and seri~ 
ous and important as ever. The same stout doctor read the 
hymn in the same rhythmical way; and he prayed the sam~ 
prayer, for (I thought) the same old sort of sinners. As I 
shut my eye to listen, it seemed. as if the intermediate yearB 
l1.ad all gone-out; and that I was on my own pew-bench, and 
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thinking out those little schemes for excuses, or for effort, 
which were to relieve me, or to advance me, in my college 
~~ , 

Thera was a pleasure, like the pleasure of dreaming about 
forgotten joys, in listening to the doctor's sermon: he began in 
the same half-embarrassed, half-awkward way, and fumbled 
at his Bible-leaves, and the poor pinched cushion, as he did 
long before. But as he went on with his rusty and polemic 
vigor, the poetry within him would now and then warm his 
soul into a burst of fervid eloquence, and his face would glow, 
and his hand tremble, and the cushion and the Bible-leaves be 
all forgotten, in the glow of his thought, until with a half cough 
and a pinch at the cushion he fell back into his strong but 
tread-mill argumentation. 

In the corner above was the stately, white-haired professor, 
wearing the old dignity of carriage, and a smile as bland as if 
the years had all been playthings; and had I seen him in his 
lecture-room, I dare say I should have found the same sauvity 
of address, the same marvelous currency of talk, and the same 
infinite composure over the exploding retorts. 

Near him was the silver-haired old gentleman, with avery 
astute expression, who used to have an odd habit of tightening 
his cloak about his nether limbs. I could not see that his eye 
was any the less bright; nor did he seem less eager to catch at 
the handle of some witticism or bit of satire, to the poor 
student's cost. I remembered myoId awe of him, I must say, 
with something of a grudge; but I had got fairly over it now. 
There are sharper griefs in lile than a professor's talk. 

Further on, I saw the long-faced, dark-haired maD, who 
looked as if he were always near some explosive electric bat­
tery or upon an insulated stool. He was, I believe, a man of 
fine feelings; but he had a way of reducing all action to dry, 
hard, mathematical system, with very little poetry about it. I 
know there was not much poetry in his problems in rhysics, 
and still less in his half-yearly examinations. But do noi 
dread them now .. 

Over opposite, I was glad to see still the aged head of the 
kind and generous old man who, in my day, presided over the 
college, and who carried with him the affections of each suc­
ceeding class, added to their respect for his learning. This 
seems a higher triumph to me now than it seemed then. A 
strong mind or a cultivated mind may challenge respect; but 
there is needed a noble one to win affection. 

A new man now filled his place in the president's seat; but; 
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he was one whom I had known, and been proud to know. His 
figure was bent and thin, the very figure that an old Flemish 
master would have chosen for a scholar. His eye had a kind 
of piercing luster, as if it had long been fixed on books; and 
his . expression, when unrelieved by his affable smile, was that 
of- hard midnight toil. With all his polish of mind, he was a 
gentleman at hearl, and treated us always with a manly 
courtesy that is not forgotten. 

But of all the faces that used to be ranged below-four hun­
dred men and boys-there was not one with whom to join 
hands, and live back again. Their griefs, jors, and toil were 
chaining them to their respective 'labors of life. Each one in 
his thought, coursing over a world as wide as my own, how 
many thousand worlds of thought upon this one world of ours! 

I stepped dreamily through the corridors of the old Athe­
nre1;lm, thinking of that first fearful entrance when the faces 
were new, and the stern tutor was strange, and the prolix 
Livy so hard. I went up at night and strolled around the 
buildings when the lights were blazing from all the windows, 
and- the students busy with their tasks, plain tasks and easy 
tasks, because they are certain tasks. Happy fellows, thought 
I, who have only to do what is set before you to be done! But 
the time is coming, and very fast, when you must not only do, 
but know what to do. 'rhe time is coming when in place of 
your one master you will have a thousand masters-masters of 
duty; of business, of pleasure, and of grief-giving you ·harder 
lessons, each one of them than any of your Fluxions. 

MORNING will pass, and then NOON will come, hot and 
scorching. 

THE PACKET OF BELLA. 

I HAVE not forgotten that packet of Bella; I did not once 
forget it. And when I saw Lilly, now the grown-up Lilly, 
happy in her household, and blithe as when she was a maiden, 
she gave it to me. She told me too of Bella's illness, and of 
her suffering, and of her manner, when she put the little 
packet in her hand "for Cousin Paul.." But this I willllot 
repeat-lean not. . 
. I know nqt why it was, but I shuddered at the mention of 

her name. ) There are some who will talk at table, and in 
their gossip, of dead friends; I wonder how they do it? For 
myself, when the grave has closed its gates on the faces of 
those I love, however busy my mournful thought may be, the 
tongue is silent. I can not name their names; it shocks me to 
hear them named. It seems like tearing open half-healed 
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wounds, and .disturbing with harsh, worldly. noise the sweet 
sleep of Death.1 - . 

I loved Bella. I know not how I loved her, whether a~;a 
lover, or as a husband loves a wife; I only know this, I always 
loved her. She was so gentle, so beautiful, so. confiding, that 
I l!ever once thought but that the whole world loved her as 
well as I. _There was only one thing I never told to Bella: I 
would tell her of all my grief, and of all my joys; 1 would tell 
her my hopes, my ambitious dreams, my disappointments,-my 
anger, and my dislikes; but I never told her how much lloved 
her.. ... _ _ - __ . ­

I do not know why, unless I knew that it was needless. 
But I should as soon have thought of telling Bella, on some 
winter's day, " Bella, it is winter;" or of whispering to her on 
some balmy day of August, " Bella, it is summer;" as of tell­
ing her, after she had grown to girlhood, " Bella, I love you!" 
. J had received one . letter from her in the old countries; it 

was a sweet letter, in which she told me all that she had been 
doing, and how she had thought of me when she rambled over 
the woods where we had rambled together. She had written 
two or three other letters, Lilly told me, but they had never 
reached me. I had told her, too, of all that made my happi­
ness; I wrote her about the charming young- person I had 
known on shipboard, and how I met her afterward, and what 
a happy time we passed down in Devon. I even told her of 
the str~nge dream I had, in which Isabel seemed to be in 
England, and to turn away from me sadly because I called 
her" Carry." . 

I also told her of all I saw in that great world of Paris, 
writing as I would write to a sister; and I told her, too, of 
the sweet Roman girl, Enrica, of her brown hair, and of her 
rich eyes, and of her pretty Carnival dresses. And when I 
missed letter after letter, I told her that she must still write 
her letters, or some little journal, and read it to me when I 
came back. . I thought how pleasant it would be to sit under 
the trees by her father's house, and listen to her tender voice 
going through that record of her thoughts and fears. Alas, 
how our hopes betray us! . ­

It began almost like a diary about the time that her father 
fell sick. " It is," said she to Lilly, when she gave it to her, 
" what I woqld have said to Cousin faw if he had been here. " 

It begins: " ... I.have come back now to father's house; 
I coulil not leave him alone, for they told me he was ill. I 
found him not well; he was very glad to see me" a.nd kissed 
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me so tenderly that I am sure, Cousin Paul, you would not 
have said, as you used to say, that he was a cold man. I 
sometimes read to him sitting in the deep library-window (you 
remember it), where we used to nestle out of his sight at 
dusk.· He can not read any more. . 

" I would give anything to see the little Carry you speak of; 
but .you did not describe her to me so fully as I would like; 
will you not tell me if she has dark hair, or light; or if her 
eves are blue, or dark like mine? Is she good; did she not 
ni.ake ugly speeches, or grow peevish, in those long days upon 
the ocean? How I would have liked to have been with you on 
those clear, starlit nights, looking off upon the water! But 
then I think that you would not have wished me there, and 
that you did not once think of me even. This makes me sad; 
yet I know not why it should, for I always liked· you best 
when you were happy; and I am sure you must have been 
happy then. . You say you shall never see her after you have 
left the ship: you must not think so, Cousin Paul; if she is so 
beautiful and. fond as you tell me, your own heart will lead 
you in her way some time again; I feel almost sure of it. 

• • ~ • "Father' is getting more and more feeble, and 
wandering in his mind; this is very dreadful; he calls me 
sometimes by my mother's name; and when I say, ' It is Isa­
bel,' he says, 'What Isabel?' and treats me as if I were a 
stranger. The physician shakes his head when I ask him .of 
father. . Oh, Paul I if he should die, what could I do? I 
should die too; I know I should. Who would there be to care 
for me? Lilly is married, and Ben is far off, and you, Paul, 
whom I love better than either, are a long way from me. But 
God is good, and He will spare my father. ... 

• • • • "So you have seen again your little Carry. I told 
you it would be so. You tell me how accidental it was. Ah, 
Paul, Paul, you rogue! honest as you are, I half doubt you 
there. ,I like your description of her too-dark eyes like mine 
you say, 'almost as pretty.' Well, Paul, I will forgive you 
that; it is only a white lie. You know they must b, a great 
deal prettier than mine, or you would never have stayed a 
whole fortnight in an old farmer's house far down in Devon. 
I wish I could see her; I wish she were here with you now, for 
it is midsummer, and the trees and flowers were never pret­
tier. But I am all alone; father is too ill to go out at all. 1 
fear now very much that he will never go out again. Lilly 
was here yesterday, but he did not know her. She read me 

-.~ ~. 
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your last letter; it was not so long as mine. You are Tery, 
very good to me, Paul. 

. . . . "For a long time I have written nothing; my fa­
ther has been very ill, and the· old housekeeper has been sick 
too,' and father would have no one but me near him. He can 
not live long. I feel sadly, miserably; you will not know, me 
when you come home; your' pretty Bella,' as you used to can 
me, will have lost all her beauty. But perhaps you will not 
care for that, for you tell me you have found one prettier than 
ever. I do not· know, Cousin Paul, but it is because I am so 
sad and selfish-for sorrow is selfish-but I do not like your 
raptures "about the Roman girl. Be careful, Paul. I knoW' 
your heart; it is quick and sensitive; and I dare say she is 
pretty, and has beautiful eyes; for they tell me all the Italian 
girls have soft eyes. ' '. . 

"But Italy is far away, Paul; I can never see Enrica; she 
will never come here. No, no; remember Devon; I feel as if 
Carry were a sister now; I can not feel so of the Roman girl; 
I do not want to feel so. You will say this is harsh; and I am 
afraid you will not like me so well for it, but I can not help 
saying it. I love you too well, Cousin Paul, not to say it. 

• . .. "It is all over! Indeed, Paul, I am very d~solate! 
, The golden bowl is broken;' my poor father has gone to his 
last home. I was expecting it; but how can we expect that 
fearful comer-death? He had been for a long time so feeble 
that he could scarce speak at all; he sat for hours in his chair, 
looking upon the fire, or looking out at the window. He 
would hardly notice me when I came to cbange his pillows, or 
to smooth them for his head. But before he died he knew me 
as well as ever. ' Isabel,' he said, 'you have been a good 
daughter; God will reward you!' and he kissed me so tenderly, 
and looked after me so anxiously,with such intelligence in his 
look,. that I thought perhaps he would revive again. In the 
evening he asked me for one of his books that he loved very 
much. 'Father,' said I, 'you can not read; it is almost dark.' 

'" Oh, yes,' said he; 'Isabel, I can read now.' And I 
brought it; he kept my hand a long while, then he opened the 
book; it was a book about death. . 

" I brought a candle, for I knew he could not read wit.hout. 
" 'Isabel, dear,' said he, 'put the candle a little nearer.' 

But it was close beside him even then. 
" , A little nearer, Isabel,' repeated he, and his VOiCA was 

very faint, and he grasped my hand hard. 
" , Nearer" Isabel" nearer.' 
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_" There was no need to do it, for my poor father was dead. 
Oh! Paul, Paul, pity me. I do not know but I am crazed.' 
It does not seec the same world it was. And the house and 
the trees-oh, they are very dismal! ­

"I wish 'you would come home, Cousin Paul; life would 
not be so very, very blank as it is now. Lilly is kind; I thank 
her from my heart. - But it is not her father who is dead. 
,-. " ~ . "I am calmer now; I am staying with Lilly. - The 
'World seems smaller than it did; but heaven seems a great 
deal larger; there is a place for us all there, Paul, if we only 
seek it.' They tell me -you are coming home; I am glad. 
You will not like, perhaps, to come away from that pretty 
Enrica you speak of; but do so, Paul. It seems to me that I 
see clearer than I did, and I talk,bolder. The girlish Isabel 
you will not find, for I am much older, and my air is more 
grave; and this suffering has made me feeble, very feeble . 

.. . . "It is not easy for me to write; but I must tell you 
that I have just found out who your Carry is. Years ago, 
when you were away from home, I was at school with her. 
Wewere always together. I wonder I could not have found 
her out from your description; but I did not even suspect it.' 
She is a dear girl, and is worthy of all your love. I have seen 
her once since you have met her; we talked of you. She 
spoke kindly, very kindly; more than this I can not tell you, 
for I do not know more. Ah, Paul, may you be happy: I feel 
as if I had but a little'while to live. 

. . . . "It is even so, my dear, Cousin Paul: I shall write 
but little more; my hand trembles now. But I am ready. 
It is a glorious world beyond this; I know it is. And there 
we Iilhall meet. I did hope to see you once again, and to hear 
your voice speaking to me as you used to speak. But I shall 
not. Life is too frail with me. I seem to live wholly now in 
the world where I am going; there is my mother, and my 
father, and my little brother; we shall meet, I know we shall 
meet. 

~ .•• "The last, Paul. Never again in this world! I 
am happy, ..,ery happy. You will come to me. I can write 
no more. May good angels guard you, and bring you to 
heaven!" '­

Shall I go on? _ 
But the toils of life are upon me. Private griefs do not 

break the force and weight of the great present. A lifel at 
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bestthe half of it, is heforeme. :C-_ It is to be -Wronghtout )7j.th-) 
nerve and work. And blessed be God!' there are -gleams' 
of~sunlight: upon' it. 'That:sweet Carry, doubly dear 'to me 
DOW that she is joined with my Borrow for the lost Isabel, shall 
be sought for. - _ - - , :" 
: 'And with her, sweet image floating before me, the NOON 
wanes; and the shadows of EVENING lengthen upon the l~nd. -,­

III._ EVENING. 
"THE future is a great land: how the -lights and the shadows 

throng over it, bright and dark, slow and swift! ' - -­
• Pride and ambition build up great castles on its plains, great 

monuments on the mountains, that reach heavenward, and 
dip their tops in the blue of eternity. Then comes an earth­
quake, the earthquake of disappointment, of-distrust,-or of in· 
action,and lays them low. - Gaping desolation -widens its 
breaches everywhere; the eye is full of them, and can see 
nothing beside. By and by the sun peeps forth, as now from 
behind yonder cloud, and reanimates the soul. 

Fame beckons, sitting high in the heavens; and joy lends a 
halo to the vision. A thousand resolves stir your heart; your 
hand is hot and feverish for action; your brain works madly, 
and you snatch here, and you snatch there, in the convulsive 
throes of your delirium. Perhaps you see, some' earnest, care­
ful plodder, once far behind you, now toiling slowly but surely 
over the plain of life, until he seems near to grasping those 
brilliant phantoms which dance along the horizon of the 
future; and the sight stirs your soul to frenzy, and you bound 
on after him with the madness of a fever in your veins. But 
it was by no such action that the fortunate _toiler has won his 
progress. His hand is steady; his_brain is cool; his eyes is 
fixed and sure. 

The future is a great land; a man can not go round it in a 
day; he can not measure it with a bound; he can not bind its 
h~rvests into a single sheaf. It is wider than the vision, and 
has no end. 

Yet always, day by day, hour by hoUr, second by second, 
the hard present is elbowing us off into that great land of the 
future. Our souls indeed wander to it ail to a home-land; they 
run beyond time and space, beyond planets and suns, beyond 
far-off suns and comets, until, like blind flies, they are lost in 
the blaze of immensity, and can only grope their way back to 
our oorth and our time by the cunning of instinct. 

Cut out the future, even that little future which is the even ... 
ing of our life, and what a fall into vacuityI Forbid thost 
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earnest forays over the borders of now, and on what spoils 
'Would the Boul·live? 
<For myself, I delight to wander there, and to weave every 

day the passing life into the coming life, so closely that 1 may 
be unoonscious of the joining. And if so be that I am able, I 
would make the whole piece bear fair proportions and just 
figures, like those tapestries on which nuns work by inches, 
and finish with their lives; or like those grand frescoes which 
poet-artists have wrought on· the vaults of old cathedrals, 
gaunt and colossal, appearing mere daubs of carmine and 
azure, as they lay upon their backs, working out a hand's­
breadth at a time, but when complete showing symmetrical 
and glorious. 

But not alone does the soul wander to those glittering heights 
where Fame sits, with plumes waving in zephyrs of applause; 
there belong to it other appetites, which range wide and con­
stantly over the broad future-land. Weare not merely work­
ing, intellectual machines, but social puzzles, whose solution 
is the work of a life.· Much as hope may lean toward the in­
toxicating joy of distinction, there is another leaning in the 
soul, deeper and stronger, toward those pleasures which the 
heart pants for, and in whose atmosphere the affections bloom 
and ripen. 

The first may indeed be uppermost; it may be noisiest; it 
may drown with the clamor of midday the nicer sympathies. 
But all our day is not midday, and all our life is not noise. 
Silence is as strong as the soul; and there is no tempest so 
wild with blasts but has a wilder lull. There lies in the depth 
of every man's soul a mine of affection, which from time to 
time will burn with the seething heat of a volcano, and heave 
up lava-like monuments through all the cold strata of his com­
moner nature. 

-One may hide his warmer feelings;' he may paint them dim­
ly; he may crowd them out of his sailing-chart, where he only 
sets down the harbors for traffic; yet in his secret heart he will. 
map out upon the great country of the future fairy islands of' 
love and of joy. ·There he will be sure to wander, when his 
soul is lost in those quiet and hallowed hopes which take hold 
on heaven. .,. 

Love only unlocks the door upon that futurity where the 
isles of the blessed lie like stars. Affection is the stepping­
stone to. God. The heart is our only measure of infinitude. 
The ~ind tires with greatness; the heart, never. Thought is 
'Worned and weakened in its flight through the immensity of 
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space; but love soars around the throne of the Highest with 
added blessing and strength.. . ­

I know not how it may be with others, but with me the heart 
is a readier and quicker builder of those fabrics which strew 
the great country of the future than the mind. They may 
not, indeed, l'ise 80 high as the dizzy pinnacles that ambition 
loves to rear; but they lie like fragrant islands in a sea whose 
ppple is a continuous melody. 

And as I muse now, looking toward the evening which is al­
.xeady begun, tossed as I am with the toils of the past, and be­
wildered with the ve~ations of the present, my affections are 
the architect that build up the future refuge. And in fancy 
at least I will build it boldly; saddened it may be by the 
chance shadows of evening; but through all I will hope for a 
sunset, when the day ends, glorious with crimson a!ld gold. 

OARRY. 

I SAID that, ha:rsh and hot as was the present, there were 
joyous gleams of light playing over the future.·· How else 
could it be when that fair being whom I met first upon the 
wastes of ocean, and whose name even is hallowed by the dy­
ing words of Isabel, is living in the same world- with me? 
Amid all the perplexities that haunt me as I wander from the 
present to the future, the thought of her image, of her smile, 
of her last kind adieu, throws a dash of sunlight upon my 
path. 

And yet why? Is it not very idle? Years have passed since 
I have seen her; I do not even know where she may be. What 
is she to me? 
. My heart whispers, "Very much!" but I do not listen to 
that in my prouder moods. She is a woman, a beautiful woman 
indeed, whom I have known once, pleasantly known; she ii 
living, but she will die, or she will marry: I shall hear of it 
by and by, and sigh perhaps-nothing more. Life is earnest 
around me, there is no time to delve in the past, for bright 
things to shed radiance on the future. , 

I will forget the sweet girl who was with me upon the 
ocean, and think she is dead. This manly soul is strong, if we 
would but think so; it can make a puppet of griefs, and take 
down and set up at will the symbols of its hope. 

But no, I can not; the more I think thus, the less I really 
think thus. A single smile of that frail girl, when I recall it, 
mocks all my proud purposes, as if without her my purposes 
were nothing. _. 

Pshaw! I say,it is idle; and I bury my thought i;: hnoka.. 
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and in long hours o.f to.il; but as the hours lengthen, and my 
head sinks witli fatigue, and the shado.ws o.f evening play 
around me, there comes again that sweet vision, saying with 
tender mockery, "Is it idle?" And I am helpless, and am 
led away hopefully and joyfully to.ward the go.lden gates which 
o.pen o.n the future. . 

But this only in those silent hours when the man is alone 
and away fro.m his wo.rking thoughts. At midday, Dr in the 
rush o.f the wo.rld, he puts hard armor o.n, that reflects all the 
light o.f such jo.yous fancies. He is co.ld and careless, and ready 
fo.r suffering and for fight. 

One day I am traveling. I am absorbed in some present 
cares, thinking o.ut some plan which is.to. make easier Dr mo.re 
successful the vo.yage o.f life. I glance upon the passing scen­
ery, and upon new faces, with that careless indifference which. 
gro.ws upon a man with years, and abo.ve all with travel. 
There is no. wife to. enlist yo.ur sympathies, no. children to 
spo.rt with; my friends are few and scattered, and are wo.rking 
out fairly what is befo.re them to. do.. Lilly is living here, and 
Ben is living there; their letters are cheerful, co.ntented let­
ters, and they wish me well. Griefs even have gro.wn light 
with wearing; and I am just in that careless humo.r as if I said, 
"Jo.g o.n, o.ld world, jo.g o.n! And the end will come alo.ng 
EOon, and we shall get, poor devils that we are, just what we 
deserve. " 

But o.n a sudde.n my eyes rest o.n a figure that I think I 
kno.w. No.w the indifference flies like a mist; and my heart 
thro.bs, and the DId visio.ns come up. I watch her, as if there 
were nothing else to. be seen. The fo.rm is hers; the grace is 
hers; the simple dress, sO. neat, sO. tasteful, that is hers to.o. 
She half turns her head: it is the face that I saw under the 
velvet cap in the park of Devo.n. 

I do. no.li rush fo.rward; 1 sit as if I were in a trance. I 
watch her everyactio.n, the kind attentio.ns to her mother, who. 
sits beside her, her naIve exclamatio.ns as we pass so.me po.int 
of surpassing beauty. It seems as if a new ~o.rld were open­
ing to. me; yet I can no.t tell why. I keep my place, and 
think, and gaze. I tear the paper I ho.ld III my hand into. 
shreds. I play with my watch-chain, and twist· the seal until 
it is near breaking. I take out my watch, look at it and put it 
back; yet I can no.t tell the ho.ur. 
. It is she, I murmur; I kno.w it is Carry! 

But when they rise to. leave, my lethargy is bro.ken; yet it is 
with a trembling hesitatio.n, a faltering, as it were, between the 
present life aml the future" that I appro.ach. She kno.ws ma 

http:exclamatio.ns
http:attentio.ns
http:visio.ns
http:shado.ws


124: REVERIES OF A :BACHELOR. 

on the- instant, and greets me kindly; as· Bella wrote, Tery 
kindly. Yet she shows a slight embarrassment, a sweet em~ 
barrassment, that I treasure in my heart. more closely even 
than the greeting. I change my course, and travel with 
them; now we talk of .the old, scenes, and two hours seem to 
have made with me the difference of half a lifetime. , . 

It is five years since I parted with her, never hoping to meet 
again.. She was then a frail girl; she is now just rounding 
into womanhood. Her eyes are as dark and deep as ever; the 
lashes that fringe them seem to me even longer than they 
were. Her color is as rich, her forehead as fair, her smile as 
sweet, as they were before; only a little tinge of sadness floats 
upon her eye, like the haze upon a summer landscape. I 
grow bold to look upon her, and timid with looking. We talk 
of Bella: she speaks in a soft, low voice, and the shade of sad­
ness on her face gathers, as when a summer mist ob~cures the 
'sun•. I talk in monosyllables; 1 can command no other. And 
there is a look of sympathy in her eye, when I speak thus, 
that binds my soul to her as, no smiles could do.,:What can 
draw the heart mto the fullness of love so quick as sympathy? 

'. But this passes; we must part: she for her home, and I for 
that broad home that has been mine so long-the world. It 
seems broader to me than ever, and colder than ever, and less 
to be wished for than ever. A new book of hope is sprung 
wide open in my life: a hope of home! 

Weare to meet at some time, not far off, in the city where 
I am living. I look forward to that time as at school I used. 
to look for vacation; it is a point d'appui for hope, for 
thought, and, for countless journeyings into the opening future. 
Never did I keep the dates better, never count the days more 
carefully, whether for bonds to be paid or for dividends to 
fall due. 

I welcome the time, and it passes like a dream. I am near 
her, often as I dare; the hours are very short wjth her, and 
Tery long away. She receives me hlndly, always very kindly; 
she could not be otherwise than kind. But is it anythlng 
more? This is a greedy nature of ours; and when sweet kind­
ness flows upon us, we want more. I know she is kind;' and 
yet in place of being grateful, I am only covetous of an excess 
of kindness. ' 

She does not mistake my feelings, surely; ah, no! trust a 
woman for that! But what have I, or what am I, to ask a 
return? She is pure and gentle as an angel; and I, alas, only 
a private soldier in our world-fight against the devil. Some.. 
timesJ in moods of vanity, I call up wh~t I fondly riCkon my 
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excellences or deserts-a sorry, pitiful array, that ma.kes me 
shamefaced when- I meet her. And· in" an instant I banish 
them all. And I think, that if t were called upon in some high 
court of justice to say why I should claim her indulgence, or 
her·love, I would say nothing of my sturdy effort to beat down 
the roughnesses of toil, nothing of . such' manliness as wears a 
calm front amid the frowns of the world, nothing of little tri­
umphs in the every-day fight of life; but only, I would enter 
the simpleplea.-this heart is hers.- .­

She-leaves; and I have said nothing of what was seething 
within me: how I curse my folly! She is gone, and never 
perhaps will return. I recall in despair her last kind glance. 
The world seemB blank to me. She does not know, perhaps 
she does not care, if I love her. Well,· I will bear it, I say. 
But I can not bear it.. Business is broken; books are blurred; 
something remains undone that fate declares must· be done. 
Not a.placecan I find, but her sweet smile gives to it either a 
tinge of gladness or a black shade of desolation. '. - ' 

I sit down at my table with pleasant books; the fire is burn· 
ing cheerfully; my dog looks up earnestly when I speak to 
him; but it will never do! Her image sweeps away all these 
comforts in a flood. I fling down my book; I turn my back 
upon my dog; the fire hisses and sparkles in mockery of me .. 

Suddenly a thought flashes on my brain: I will write to 
her, I say. And a smile floats over my face, a smile of hope, 
ending in doubt. I catch up my pen-my trusty pen, and the 
clean sheet lies before me. The paper could not be better, nor 
the pen. I have written hundreds of letters; it is easy to 
write letters; but now it is not easy. . 

I begin, and cross it out. I begin again, and get on a little 
further; then cross it out. I try again, but can write nothing. 
I fling down my pen in despair, and burn the sheet, and go to 
my library for some old sour treatise of Shaftesbury or J.Jyttle­
ton; and say, talking to myself all the while, let her go! She 
is beautiful, but I am strong; the world is short; we-I and 
my dog, and my books, and my pen-will battle it through 
bravely, and leave enough for a tombstone. 

But even as I say it, courage falters; it is aU false saying! 
And I throw Shaftesbury across the room, and take up my 
pen again. It glides on and on, as my hope ~lows, and I tell 
her of our first meeting, and of our hours in the ocean twi­
light, and of our unsteady stepping on the heaving deck, and 
?f that ~arting in the noise of London, and of my joy at see­
mg her m the pleasant country, and of my grief afterward. 
And then I mentiQn Bella.-her friend and mine; I speak of 
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our last meeting, and of my doubts; and of this very evening; 
and how I could not write, and abandoned it; and then felt 
something within me that made me write and tell her-all! 
" That my heart was not my own, but was wholly hers, and 
that if she would be mine, I would cherish her and love her 
always!" 

Then I feel a kind of happiness, a strange, tumultuous hap­
piness, into which doubt is creeping from time to time, bring­
mg with it a cold shudder .. I seal the letter, and carry it-a 
great weight-for the maH. It seems as if there could be no 
other letter that day, and as if all the coaches, and horses, and 
cars, and boats were specially detailed to bear that single sheet. 
It is a great letter for me; my destiny lies in it.. 

I do not sleep well that night; it is a tossing sleep. One 
time, joy, sweet and holy joy, comes to my dreams, and an 
angel is by me; another time, the angel fades, the brightness 
fades, and I wake struggling with fear. For many nighta it 
is so, until the day comes on which I am looking for a reply. 

The postman has little suspicion that the letter which he 
gives me, although it contains no promissory notes, nor moneys, 
nor deeds, nor articles of trade, is yet to have a greater influ­
ence upon my life and upon my future than all the letters he 
has ever brought to me before. But I do not show him this; 
nor do I let him see the clutch with which I grasp it. I bear 
it, as if it were a great and fearful burden, to my room. I 
lock the door, and having broken the seal with a quivering 
hand, read: 

THE LETTER. 

"PAuL,-for I think I may call you so now-I know not 
how to answer you. Your letter gave me great joy; but it 
gave me pain too. I can not, will not doubt what you say: I 
believe that you love me better than I deserve to be loved; and 
I know that I am not worthy of all your kind praises. But it 
is not this that pains me; for I know that you have a generous 
heart, and would forgive, as you always have forgiven, any 
weakness of mine. I am proud too, very proud, to have won 
your love; but it pains me, more perhaps than you will be­
lieve, to think that I can not write back to you as I would 
wish to write; alas, never!" 

Here I dash the letter upon the floor, and, with my hand 
upon my forehead, sit gazing upon the glowing coals, and 
breathing quick and loud. The dream then is broken! 

Presently I read again: 
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"You know that my father died before we had ever met .. 
He had an old friend who had come from England, and who in 
early life had done him some great service, which made him 
seem like a brother. This old gentleman was my godfather, 
and called me daughter. When my father was dying, he drew 
me to his side and said, ' Carry, I shall leave you, but myoId 
friend will be your father;' and he put my hand in his and 
said, 'I give you my daughter.' ­

" This old gentleman had a son, older than myself; but we 
were much together, and grew up as brother and sister. I 
was proud of him, for he was tall and strong, and everyone 
called him handsome. He was as kind, too, as a brother could 
be; and his father was like my own father. Everyone said 
and believed that we would one day be married; and my 
mother and my new father spoke of it openly. So did Lau­
rence, for that is my friend~s name. 

" I do not need to tell you any more, Paul; for when I was 
still a girl, we had promised that we would one day be man 
and wife. Laurence has been much in England; and I believe 
he is there now. The old gentleman treats me still as a daugh­
ter, and talks of the time when I shall come and live with him. 
The letters of Laurence are very kind; and though he does 
not talk so much of our marriage as he did, it is only, I think, 
because he regards it as so certain. 

" I have wished to tell you all this before, but I have feared 
to tell you; I am afraid I have been too selfish to tell you. 
And now what can I say? Laurence seems most to me like a 
brother; and you, Paul-hut I must not go on. For if I 
marry Laurence, as fate seems to have decided, I will try and 
love him better than all the world. 

" But will you not be a brother, and love me as you once 
loved Bella? You say my eyes are like hers, and that my fore­
head is like hers; will you not believe that my heart is like 
hers too? 

" Paul, if you shed tears over this letter, I have shed them 
as well as you. I can write no more now. Adieu. " 

I sit long, looking upon the blaze; and when I rouse my­
self it is to say wicked, things against destiny. Again all the 
future seems very blank. I can not love Carry as I loved 
Bella; she can not be a sister to me; she must be more, or 
nothing. Again, I seem to float singly on the tide of life, 
and i;ee all around me in cheerful groups. Everywhere the 
sun shines, except upon my own forehead. There seems no 
mercy in heavenl and no goodness for me upon earth. 
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I WrIte, after some days, an answer to the letter. But it is 
a bitter answer, in which I forget myself, in the whirl of my 
misfortunes, to the utterance of reproaches. 

Her :teply, which comes speedily, is sweet and gentle. She 
is hurt by my reproaches, deeply hurt. But with a touching 
kindness, of which I am not worthy, she credits all my petu­
lance to my wounded feelings; she soothes me, but in sooth­
ing only wounds the more. I try to believe her when she 
speaks of her unworthiness, but I can not. 

Business, and the pursuits of ambition or of interest, pass 
on like dull, grating machinery. Tasks are met and per­
formed, with strength indeed, but with no cheer. Courage is 
high, as I meet the shocks and trials of the world; but it is a 
brute, careless courage that glories in opposition. I laugh at 
any dangers, or any insidious pitfalls; what are they to me? 
What do I possess which it will be hard to lose? My dog keeps 
by me; my toils are present; my food is ready; my limbs are 
strong: what need for more? 

The months slip by, and the cloud that floated over my 
evening sun passes. 

Laurence, wandering abroad and writing to Caroline as to a­
sister, writes more than his father could have wished. He has 
met new faces, very sweet faces, and one which shows through 
the ink of his later letters very gorgeously. The old gentleman 
does not like to lose thus his little Carry, and he writes back 
rebuke. But Laurence, with the letters of Caroline before him 
for data, throws himself upon his sister's kindness and char­
ity. It astonishes not a little the old gentleman to find his 
daughter pleading in such strange way for the son. "And 
what will you do then, my Carry?" the old man says. 

" Wear weeds, if you wish, sir; and love you and Laurence 
more than ever!" . 

And he takes her to his bosom, and says, " Carry, Carry, 
you are too good for that wild fellow, Laurence!" . 

Now the letters are different. Now they are full of hope, 
dawning all over the future sky. Business, and care, and toil 
glide as if a spirit animated them all; it is no longer cold ma~ 
chine-work, but intelligent and hopeful activity. The sky 
hangs upon you lovingly, and the birds make music that 
startles you with its fineness. Men wear cheerful faces; the 
storms have a kind pity gleaming through all their wrath. 

The days approach when you can call her yours. For she 
has said it, and her mother has said it; and the kind old gen­
tleman, who says he will still be her father, has said it too; 
and they have all welcomed you, won by her story, with a 
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cotdiality--that has maaeyourcup full to running over. _ Only' 
one thought comes up to obscure your joy: Is it_real? or, if­
real, are you worthy to enjoy? 'Vin- you cherish and love al­
ways, as you have promised, that angel who accepts your word, 
mld rests her· happiness on your faith? Are there. not harsh 
qualities in your nature which you fear may some time make 
her regret that she gave herself to your love and charity? And 
those friends who watch over her as the apple of their eye, 
can you always meet their tenderness and approyal for your 
guardianship of their treasure? Is it not a trensure that makes 
you fearful as well as joyful? ' 

But you forget this in her smile; her kindness, her good­
ness, her modesty will not let you remember it. She f01'bids 
such thoughts; and you yield such obedience as you never 
yielded even to the commands of a mother. And if your busi­
ness and your labor slip by partially neglected, what matters 
it? 'What is interest, or what is reputation, compared with 
that fullness of your heart which is now ripe with joy? ,­

The day for your marriage comes, and you live as if you 
were in a dream. You think well and hope well for all the 
world. A flood of charity seems to radiate from all around 
you. And as you sit beside her in the twilight, on the evening 
before the day when you will call her yours, and talk of the 
coming hopes, and of the soft shadows of the past; and whis­
per of Bella's love, and of that sweet sister's death; and of 
Laurence, a new brother, coming home joyful with his bride; 
and lay your cheek to hers, life seems as if it were all day, 
and as if there could be no night. 
. The marriage passes, and she is yours-yours forever. 

NEW TRAVEL. 

AGA.IN I am upon the sea, but not alone. She, whom I first 
met upon the wastel;) of ocean, is there beside me. Again I 
steady her tottering step upon the deck; once it was a drift· 
ing, careless pleasure; now the pleasure is holy. 

Once the fear I felt-as the storms gathered, and night came, 
and the ship tossed madly, and great waves gathering swift 
and high came down like slipping mountains, and spent their 
force upon the quivering vessel-was a selfish fear. But it is 
80 no longer. Indeed I hardly knew fear; for how can the 
tempests harm her? Is she not too good to suffer any of the 
wrath of Heaven? 

And in nights of calm-":'holy nights-we lean oyer the ship's 
side" lookingdoWD" as once before, into the dark depths, and 
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murmur again snatches of ocean song, and talk of those we 
love; and we peer among the stars, which seem neighborly, and 
as if they were the homes of friends. And M the great ocean 
swells come rocking under us, and carry us up and down 
along the valleys and the hills of water, they seem like deep 
pulsations of the great heart of nature, heaving us forward to­
ward the goal of life and to the gates of heaven. . 

'Ve watch the ships as they come upon the horizon, and 
sweep toward us, like false friends, with the sun glittering on 
their sails; and then shift their course, and bear away-with 
their bright sails turned to spots of shadow. 'Ve watch the 
long-winged birds skimming the waves hour after hour, like 
wayward thoughts; now dashing before our bows, and then 
sweeping behind until they are lost in the hollows of the water. 

Again life lies open, as it did once before; but the regrets, 
disappointments, and fruitless resolves do not come to trouble 
me now. It "is the future, which has become as level as the 
sea; and she is beside me, the sharer in- that future, to look 
out with me upon the joyous sparkle of water, and to count 
with me the dazzling ripples that lie between us and the shore. 
A thousand pleasant plans come up, and are abandoned, like 
the waves we leave behind us; a thcusand other joyous plans 
dawn npon our fancy, like the waves that glitter before us. 
'Ve talk of Laurence and his bride, whom we are to meet; we 
talk of her mother, who is even now watching the winds that 
waft her child over the ocean; we talk of the kindly old man, 
her godfather, who gave her a father's blessing; we talk low, 
and in the twilight hours, of Isabel-who sleeps. 

At length, as the sun goes down upon a fair night over the 
western waters which we have passed, we see before us the 
low, blue line of the shores of Cornwall and Devon. In the 
night, shadowy ships glide past us witi1 gleaming lanterns; and 
in the morning we see the JeIlow clift's of the Isle of Wight, 
and standing out from the land is the dingy sail of our pilat. 
London, with its fog, roar, and crowds, has not the same 
charms that it once had; that roar and crowd is good to make 
a man forget his griefs, forget himself, and stupefy him with 
amazement. Weare in no need of such forgetfulness. 

'Ve roll along the banks of the sylvan river t.1mt glides by 
Hampton Court; and we toil up Richmond" Hill, to look to­
gether upon that scene of water and meadow, of leafy copses 
and glistening villas, of brown cottages and clustered hamlets, 
of solitary oaks and loitering herds, all spread like a veil over 
the rich valley of the Thames. But we can not linger here, 
nQr ~ven under the glorious old boles of Windsor Forestj pqt 
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we hUJ;ry on to that sweet county of Devon, made green with 
its white skeins of water. . 

Again we loiter under the oaks where we have loitered be­
fore; and the sleek deer gaze on us with their liquid eyes, as 
they gazed before. The squirrels sport among the boughs as 
fearless as ever; and some wandering puss pricks her long ears 
at our stel)S, and bounds off along the hedge-rows to her bur­
row. Again I see Carry in her velvet riding-cap, with the 
white plume; and I meet her, as I met her before, under the 
princely trees that skirt the northern avenue. I recall the 
evening when I sauntered out at the park-gates, and gained a. 
blessing from the porter's wife, and dreamed that strange 
dream; now the dream seems more real than my life. "God 
bless you!" said the woman again. 

" Ay, old lady, God has blessed me!" and I fling her a 
guinea, not as a gift, but as a debt. , 

The bland farmer lives yet; he scarce knows me, until I tell 
him of my bout around his oat-field at the tail of his long­
stilted plow. I find the old pew in the parish church~ Other 
holly-sprigs are hung now; and I do not doze, for Carry is be­
side me. The curate drawls the service, but it is pleasant to 
listen; and I make the responses with an emphasis that tells 
more, I fear, for my joy than for my religion. The old groom 
at the mansion in the Park has not forgotten the hard riding 
of other days, and tells long stories (to which I love to listen) 
of the old visit of Mistress Carry, when she followed the 
hounds with the best of the English lasses. 

" Yer honor may well be proud, for not a prettier face or 
a kinder heart has been in Devon since Mistress Carry left us!" 

But pleasant as are the old woods, full of memories, and 
pleasant as are the twilight evenings upon the terrace, we 
must pass over to the mountains of Switzerland. There we 
are to meet Laurence. 

Carry has never seen the magnificence of the Juras; and as 
we journey over the hills between Dole and the bord3r line, 
looking upon the rolling heights shrouded with pine-trees, and 
down thousands of feet, at the very road-side, upon the cottage­
roofs, and emerald valleys, where the dun herds are feeding 
quietly, she is lost in admiration. At length we come to that 
point above the little town of Gex, from which you see, spread 
out before you, the meadows that· skirt Geneva, the placid 
surface of Lake Leman, and the rough, shaggy mountains of 
Savoy; and far behind them, breaking the horizon with snowy 
cap, and with dark pinnaclefi .. Mont Blanc, and the Needles of 
Chamouni. 
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I point out to her in the valley below the little town of Fer­
ney, where stands the deserted clulteau of Voltaire; and be­
yond, upon the shores of the lake, the old home of De Stael; 
and across, with its white walls reflected upon the bosom of the 
water, the house where Byron.wrote the "Prisoner of Chil~ 
Ion. " Among the grouping roofs of Geneva we trace the dark 
cathedral, and the tall hotels shining on the edge of the lake. 
And I tell of the time when I tramped down through yonder 
valley, with my future all visionary and broken, and drank 
the splendor of the scene, only as a quick relief to the monot­
ony of my solitary life. 

"And now, Carry, with your hand locked in mine, and 
your heart mine, yonder lake sleeping in the sun, and the 
snowy mountains with their rosy hue, seem like the smile of 
Nature bidding us be glad!" 

Laurence is at Geneva: he welcomes Carry as he would wel­
come a sister. He is a noble fellow, and tells me much of his 
sweet Italian wife; and presents me to the smiling, blushing 
-Enrica! She has learned English now; she has found, she 
says, a better teacher than ever I was. Yet she welcomes me 
warmly, as a sister might; and we talk of those old evenings 
by the blazing fire, and of the one-eyed maestro, as children 
long separated might talk of their school-tasks and of their 
teachers. She can not tell. me enough of her praises of I.Jau­
renee and of his noble heart. "You were good," she says, 
" but Laurence is better." 

Carry admires her soft brown hair and her deep, liquid 
eye, and wonders how I couid ever have left Rome? 

Do you ind~ed wonder, Carry? 
And together we go down into Savoy, to that marvelous 

valley which lies under the shoulder of Mont Blanc; and we 
wander over the Mer de Glace, and pick Alpine roses from the 
edge of the frowning glacier. \Ve toil at nightfall up to the 
monastery of the Great St. Bernard, where the new-forming 
ice crackles in the narrow footway, and the cold moon glistens 
over wastes or snow, and upon the windows of the dark Hos­
pice. Again, we are among the granite heights, whose ledges 
are filled with ice, upon the Grimsel. The pond is dark and 
cold; the paths are sli ppery; the great glacier of the Aar sends 
down icy breezes, and the echoes ring from rock to rock, as if 
the ice-god answered. And yet we neither suffer nor fear. 

In the sweet valley of Meyringen we part from Laurence: 
be goes northward, by Grindenwald and rrhun, then to journey 
westward, and to make fo~ the Roman girl a home beyond the 
ocean. Enricft. bids me go on to Rome: she knows that Carry 
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will love its soft, warm air, its ruins, its pictures and temples, 
better than these cold valleys of Switzerland. She gives me 
kind messages for her mother, and for Cesare; and should 'We 
be in Rome at the Easter season, she bids us remember her, 
when we listen to the Miserere, and when we see the great 
Chiesa on fire, and when we saunter upon the Pincian Hill, 
and remember that it is her home. 

We follow them with our eyes as tbey go up the steep height 
over which falls the white foam of the clattering Reichenbach; 
and they wave their hands toward us, and disappear upon the 
little plateau which stretches toward the crystal Rosenlaui 
and the tall, still Engel-Horner. 

j\{ay the mountain angels guard them! 
As we journey on toward that wonderful pass of Spliigen, I 

recall by the way, upon the heights and in the valleys, the 
spots where I lingered years before. Here I plucked a flower; 
there I drank from that cold, yellow glacier water; and here, 
upon some rock overlooking a stretch of broken mountains, 
hoary with their eternal frosts, I sat musing upon that very 
future which is with me now. But never, even when the ice 
genii were most prodigal of their fancies to the wanderer, did 
I look for more joy or a b~tter angel. . 

Afterward, when all our trembling upon the Alpine paths 
has gone by, we are rolling along under the chestnuts and 
lindens that skirt the banks of Como. We recall that sweet 
story of Man7.0ni, and I point out, as well as I may, the loiter­
ing l'lace of the bravi, and the track of poor Don Abbon­
dio. 'Ye follow in the path of the discomfited Renzi, to where 
the dainty spire and pinnacles of the Duomo of Milan glisten 
against the violet sky. 

Carry longs to see Venice; its water-streets and palaces have 
long floated in her visions. In the bustling activity of our 
own country, and in the quiet fields of England, that strange, 
half-deserted capital lying in the Adriatic has taken the strong­
est bold upon her fancy. 

So we leave Padua and Verona behind us, and find ourselves 
upon a soft spring noon upon the end of the iron road which 
stretches across the lagoon toward Venice. 'Vith the hissing 
of steam in the ear, it is hard to think of the wonderful city 
we are approaching. But as we escape from the carriage and 
set our feet down into one of those strange, hearse-like, an­
cient boats, with its sharp iron prow, and listen to the melo­
~ous, rolling tongue of the Venetian gondolier; as we see ris­
rug over the watery plain before us, all glittering in the sun, 
tall, square towers with pyramidal tops, and clustered domes, 
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and minarets, and sparkling roofs lifting from marble walls, 
all so like the old paintings; and as"\Ve glide nearer and nearer 
to the floating wonder under the silent working oar of our 
now silent gondolier; as we ride up swiftly under the deep, 
broad shadows of palaces, and see plainly the play of the sea­
water in the crevices of the masonry, and turn into narrow 
rivers shaded darkly by overhanging walls, hearm,g no sound 
but of voices, or the swaying of the water against the houses, 
we feel the presence of the place. And the mystic fingers of 
the past, grappling our spirits, lead them away, willing and 
rejoicing captives, through the long vista of the ages that are 
gone. 

Carry is in a trance, rapt by the witchery of the scene into 
dream. This is her V~nice; nor have all the visions that 
played upon her fancy been equal to the enchanting presence 
of this hour of approach. . 

Afterward it becomes a living thing, stealing upon the affec­
tions and upon the imagination by a thnusand coy advances. 
We wander, under the ·warm Italian sunlight, to the steps 
from which rolled the white head of poor Marino Faliero. The 
gentle Carry can now thrust her ungloved hand into the terri­
ble Lion's mouth. We enter the salon of the fearful Ten, 
and peep through the half-opened door into the cabinet of the 
more fearful 'rhree. We go through the deep dungeons of 
Carmagnola and of Carrara; and we instruct the willing gon­
dolier to push his dark boat nnder the Bridge of Sighs; and 
with Rogers's poem in our hand, glide up to the prison-door, 
and read of 

" That fearful closet at the foot 
Lurking for prey, which, when a victim came, 
Grew less and less, contracting to a span 
An iron door. urged onward tty a screw, 
Forcing out lifel" 

I sail, listening to nothing but the dip of the gondolier's 
oar, or to her gentle words, fast under the palace-door which 
closed that fearful morning on the guilt and shame of Bianca 
Capello. Or, with souls lighted up by the scene into a buoy­
ancy that can scarce distinguish between what is real and what 
is merely written, we chase the anxious step of the forsaken 
Corinna; or seek among the veteran palaces the casement of 
the old Brabantio, the cbamber of Desdemona, the house of 
Jessica; and trace among the strange Jew money-changers, who 
Jet haunt the Rialto, the likeness o£ the bearded Shylock. We 
wander into stately churches, brushing over grass or tell-tale 
flowers that grow in the court, and find them damp and cheer­
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less; the incense rises murkily, and rests.m a thick cloud over 
the altars and over the paintings; the musIc, if so be that th~ 
organ-notes are swelling under the :oof, is m'"urnfully plaint­
ive. 

Of an afternoon we sail over to the Lido, to gladden our 
eyes with a si!ht of land and green things, and we pass none 
upon the way save silent oarsmen, with barges piled high with 
the produce of their gardens, pushing their way down toward 
the floating city. And upon the narrow island we find Jewish 
graves, half covered by drifted sand; and from among them 
watch the sunset glimmering over a desolate level of water. 
As we glide back, lights lift over the Lagoon and double along 
the Giudecca and the Grand Canal. The little neighbor isles 
will have their company of lights dancing in the water; and 
from among them will rise up against the mellow evening sky 
of Italy, gaunt, unlighted houses. 

After the nightfall, which brings no harmful dew with it, I 
stroll with her hand within my arm, as once upon the sea, and 
in the English park, and in the home-land, over that great 
square which lies before tlie palace of St. Mark's. The white 
moon is riding in the middle heaven like a globe of silver; 
the gondoliers stride over the echoing stones, and their long 
black shadows, stretching over the pavement, or shaking upon 
the moving water, seem like great funereal plumes waving 
over the bier of Venice. 

Carrying thence whole treasures of thought and fancy to 
feed upon in the after-years, we wander to Rome. 

I find the old one-eyed maestro, and am met with cordial 
welcome by the mother of the pretty Enrica. The count has 
gone to the Marches of Ancona. Lame Pietro still shuffles 
around the boards at the Lepre, and the flower-sellers at the 
corner bi.d me a more brilliant bouquet than ever for a new 
beauty at Rome. As we ramble under the broken arches of 
the great aqueduct stretching toward Frascati, I tell Carry the 
story of my trip in the Apennines, and we search for the pretty 
Carlotta. But she is married, they tell us, to a Neapolitan 
guardsman. In the spring twilight we wander upon those 
heights which lie between Frascati and Albano, and looking 
westward, see that glorioug view of the Campagna which can 
never be forgotten. But beyond the Campagna, and beyond 
the huge hulk of St. Peter's, heaving into the sky from the 
mi?dle waste, we see, or fancy we see, a glimpse of the waters 
WhICh stretch out and on to the land we .love better than 
Rome. And in fancy we build up that home which shall be­
lon~ to us on the return~ a hOD.le tllat has slumbered long in 
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the future, and which, now that the future has come, lies fairly 
befocQ me. " 

HOME. 

YEARS seem to have passed. They have mellowed life into 
ripeness. The start, and change, and hot ambition of youth 
seem to have gone by. A calm and joyful quietude has suc­
ceeded. That future which still lies before me seems like a 
roseate twilight sinking into a peaceful and silent night. 

My home is a cottage near that where Isabel once lived. 
The same valley is around me; the same brook rustles and 
loiters under the gnarled roots of the overhanging trees. The 
cottage is no mock cottage, but a substantial, wide-spreading 
cottage, with clustering gables and ample shade, such a cot­
tage as they build upon the slopes of Devon. Vines clamber 
over it, and the stones show mossy through the interlacing 
climbers. There are low porches with cozy arm-chairs, and 
generous oriels fragrant with mignonette and the blue blossom­
ing violets. .. 

The chimney-stacks rise high, and show clear against the 
heavy pine-trees that ward off the blasts of winter. 'fhe dove­
cote is a habited dove-cote, and the purple-necked pigeons 
swoop around the roofs in great companies. The hawthorn is 
budding into its June fragrance along all the lines of fence, 
and the paths are trim and clean. The shrubs-our neglected 
azalias and rhododendrons chiefest among them-stand in pict­
uresque groups upon the close-shaven lawn. 

The gate-way in the thicket below is between two mossy old 
posts of stone; and there is a tall hemlock, flanked by a sturdy 
pine, for sentinel. 'Vithin the cottage the library is wains­
coted with native oak; and my trusty gun hangs upon a 
branching pair of antlers. My rod and nets are disposed above 
the generous book-shelves; and a stout eagle, once a tenant of 
the native woods, sits perched over the central alcove. An 
old-fashioned mantel is above the brown stone jambs of the 
country fire-place, and along it are distributed records of travel 
--little bronze temples from Home, the pZ"etro duro of Flor­
ence, the porcelain busts of Dresden, the rich iron of Berlin, 
and a cup fashioned from a stag's horn from the Black Forest 
by the Rhine. 

Massive chairs stand here and there in tempting attitude; 
strewed over an oaken table in the middle are the uncut papers 
and volumes of the day; and upon a lion's skin stretched be­
fore the hearth is lying another 'fray. 

But this is not all. l'here are children in the cottage. 
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There is Jamie; we think him handsome, for he has the dark 
hair of his mother, and the same black eye with its long, heavy 
fringe. There is Oarry-little Oarry I must call her now­
with a face full of glee, and rosy with health. Then there is 
a little rogue some two years old, whom we call Paul, a very 
bad boy, as we ten him. 

The mother is as beautiful as ever, and far more dear to me; 
for gratitude has been adding, year by year, to love. There 
have been times when a harsh word of mine, uttered in the 
fatigues of business, has touched her; and I have seen that 
soft eye fin with tears; and I have upbraided myself for caus­
ing her one pang. But such things she does not remember, 
or remembers only to cover with her gentle forgiveness. 

Laurence and Enrica are living near us. And the old gen­
tleman, who was Oarry's godfather, sits with me on sunny 
days upon the porch, and takes little Paul upon his knee, and 
wonders if two such daughters as Enrica and Oarry are to be 
found in the world. At twilight we ride over to see Laurence: 
Jamie mounts with the coachman; little Oarry puts on her 
wide-rimmed Leghorn for the evening visit; and the old gen­
tleman's plea for Paul can not be denied. The mother too is 
with us; and old Tray comes whisking along, now frolicking 
before the horses' heads, and then bounding off after the flight 
of some belated bird. 

Away from that cottage home I seem away from life. With­
in it, that broad and shadowy future, which lay before me in 
boyhood and in youth, is garnered, like a fine mist gathered 
in to drops of crystal. 

And when away, those long letters, dating from the cottage 
home, are what tie me to life. That cherished wife-far 
dearer to me now than when she wrote that first letter, which 
seemed a dark veil between me and the future-writes me 
now as tenderly as then. She narrates, in her delicate way, 
all the incidents of the home-life; she tells me of their rides, 
and of their games, and of the new-planted trees, of all their 
sunny days, and of their frolics on the lawn; Ehe tells me how 
Jamie is studying, and of little Oarry's beauty, growing every 
day, and of roguish Paul-so like his father! And she sends 
me a kiss from each of them; and bids me such adieu and 
such " God's blessing, " . that it seems as if an angel guarded us. 
But this is not all; ~or Jamie has written a postscript. 

" Dear Father," he says, "mother wishes me to tell you 
how I am studying. What would you think, father, to have 
me talk in French to you when you come back? I wish you 

l' 
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would come back, though; the crocuses are coming out, ahd 
the apricot under my window is all full of blossoms. If you 
Ilhould bring me a present, as you almost always do, I would 
like a fishing-rod. 

e , Your affectionate son, 
" J AllIE. " 

And little Oarry has her fine, rambling characters running 
into a second postscript. 

"Why don't you come, papa; you stay too long. I have 
ridden the pony twice; once he most threw me off. This is 
a.ll from OARRY." 

And Paul has taken the pen too, and in his extraordinary 
effort to make a big P, has made a very big blot. And Jamie 
writes under it, "This is Paul's work, pa; but he says it's a 
love-blot, only he loves you ten hundred times more." 

And after your return, Jamie will insist that you should go 
with him to the brook, and sit down with him upon a tussock 
by the bank, to fling off: a line into the eddies, though only the 
nibbling roach are sporting below. You have instructed the 
workmen to spare the clumps of bank-willows, that the wood­
duck may have a covert in winter, and that the Bob-o'-Lin­
coIns may have a quite nesting-place in the spring. 

Sometimes your wife, too kind to deny such favor, will stroll 
with you along the meadow banks, and you pick meadow­
daisies in memory of the old time. Little Carry weaves them 
into rude chaplets, to dress the forehead of Paul; and they 
dance along the greensward, and switch o~ the clover heads, 
and blow away the dandelion seeds, to see if their wishes are to 
come true; Jamie holds a buttercup under Carry's chin, to 
find if she loves gold; and Paul, the rogue, teases them by 
sticking a thistle into sister's curls. 

The pony has hard work to do under Oarry's swift riding; 
but he is fed by her own hand with the cold breakfast-rolls. 
The nuts are gathered in time, and stored for long winoor 
evenings, when the fire is burning bright and cheerily-a true, 
hickory blaze which sends its waving gleams over eager, smil­
ing faces, and over well-stored book-shelves and portraits of 
dear lost ones. While from time to time that wife, who is the 
soul of the scene, will break upon the children's prattle, with 
the silver melody of her voice running softly and sweetly 
through the couplets of Orabbe's stories or the witchery of 
the Flodden Tale . 
. Then the boys will guess conundrums, and play at fox-and-
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geese; and Tray, cherished in his age, and old Milo, petted in 
his dotage, lie side by side upon the lion's skin before the 
hlazing hearth. Little Tomtit, the goldfinch, sits sleeping on 
his perch, or cocks his eye at a sudden crackling of the fire for 
a familiar squint upon our family group. 

But there is no future without its straggling clouds. Even 
now a shadow is trailing along the landscape. 

It is a soft and mild day of summer. The leaves are at their 
fullest. A southern breeze has been blowing up the valley 
all the morning, and the light, smoky haze hangs over the 
distant mountain-gaps like a veil on beauty. Jamie has been 
busy with his lessons, and afterward playing with Milo upon 
the lawn. Little Carry has come in from a long ride, her face 
blooming, and her eyes all smiles and joy. The mother has 
busied herself with those flowers she loves so well. Little Paul, 
they say, has been playing in the meadow,and old 'fray has 
gone with him. 

But at dinner-time Paul does not come back. 
" Paul ought not to ramble off so far," I say. 
The mother says nothing, but there is a look of anxiety upon 

her face that disturbs me. Jamie wonders where Paul can be, 
and he -saves for him-whatever he knows Paul will like-a 
heaping plateful. But the dinner-hour passes, and Paul does 
not come. Old Tray lies in the sunshine by the porch. 

Now the mother is indeed anxious. And I, though I con­
ceal this from her, find my fears strangely active. Something 
like instinct guides me to the meadow; I wander down the 
brook-side, calling, Paul! Paul! But there is no answer. 

All the afternoon we search, and the neighbors search; but 
it is a fruitless toil. There is no joy that evening: the meal 
passes in silence; only little Carry, with tears in her eyes, asks 
if Paul will soon come back? All the night we search and call: 
the mother, even, braving the night air, and running here 
and there, until the morning finds us sad and despairing. 

That day-the next-cleared up the mystery; but cleared 
it up with darkness. Poor little Paul! he has sunk under the 
murderous eddies of the brook r His boyish prattle, his rosy 
smiles, his artles~ talk, are"lost to us forever! 

I will not tell how, nor when, we found him; nor will I tell 
of our desolate home, and of her grief, the first crushing grief 
of her life. . 

The cottsge is still. The servants glide noiseless, as if they 
~i~ht st&rtlf) the fOOl' little sleeper. t~e ~ous~ a,eem§ Q91g, 
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very cold. Yet it is summer weather, and the south breeze 
plays softly along the meadow, and softly over the murderous 
eddies of the brook. ." 

Then comes the hush of· burial. The kind mourners are 
there; it is easy for them to mourn! The good clergyman 
prays by the bier: "0 11hou, who didst take upon thyself 
human woe, and drank deep of every pang of life, let thy Spirit 
come and heal this grief, and guide toward that Better Land 
where justice and love shalt reign, and hearts laden with 
anguish shall rest for evermore 1" 

Weeks roll on; and a smile of resignation lights up the 
saddened features of the mother. Those dark mourning-robes 
speak to the heart deeper and more tenderly than ever the 
bridal costume. She lightens the weight of your grief by her 
sweet words of resignation. "Paul," she says, "God has 
taken our boy!" 

Other weeks roll on. Joys are still left, great and ripe joys. 
The cottage smiling in the autumn sunshine is there; the 
birds are in the forest boughs; Jamie and little Carry are 
there; and she, who is more than them all, is cheerful and 
content. Heaven has taught us that the brightest future has 
its clouds, that this life is a motley of lights and shadows. 
And as we look upon the world around us, and upon the thou­
sand forms of human misery, there is a gladness in our deep 
thanksgiving. 

A year goes by, but it leaves no added shadow on our hearth­
stone. The vines clamber and flourish; the oaks are winning 
age and grandeur. Little Carry is blooming into the pretty 
coyness of girlhood, and Jamie, with his dark hair and flashing 
eyes, is the pride of his mother. 

There is no alloy to pleasure but the remembrance of poor 
little Paul. And even that, chastened as it is with years, is 
rather a grateful memorial that our life is not all here, than a 
grief that weighs upon our hearts. ­

Sometimes, leaving little Carry and Jamie to their play, we 
wander at twilight to the willow-tree beneath which our 
drowned boy sleeps calmly for the Great Awaking. It is a 
Sunday in the week-day of our life to linger by the little grave, 
to hang flowers upon the head-stone, and to breathe a prayer 
that our little Paul may sleep well in the arms of Him who 
loveth children. 

And her heart and my heart, knit together by sorrow as they 
had been knit by joy-& silver thread mingled with the gold 
~~oU~w t4Q dea4 one t9 th~ !!a!1<l t4M i~ h~for@ Us~ llntil ~t 
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lasi,we come to reckon the boy as living in the new home 
which, when this is old, shall be ours also. And my spirit, 
speaking to his spirit in the evening watches, seems to say 
joyfully, so joyfully that the tears half choke the utterance­
" Paul; my boy, we will be there /" 

And the mother, turning her face to mine, so that I see the 
moisture in her eye, and catch its heavenly look, whispers 
softly, so softly that an angel might have said it-" Yes, dear, 
we will be THERE!" 

The night had now come, and my day under the oaks was 
ended. But a crimson belt yet lingered over the horizon, 
though the stars were out. 

A line of shaggy mist lay along the surface of the brook. I 
took my gun from beside the tree, and my shot-pouch from 
its limb, and whistling for CarIo, as if it had been Tray, I 
strolled over the bridge arid down the lane to the old house 
under the elms. 

I dreamed pleasant dreams that night, for I dreamed that 
lIly reverie was real. 

TKE EXD. 
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570 J obn 1I1archmont's Leg­

acy......................*25 
618 The Mistletoe Bough.

Christmas, 1885. Edited 
by :Miss l't1. E. Braddon.*25 

840 One Tbing Needful; or, 
The Penalty of Fate...*25 

881 lUohawks...............*25 
800 The Mistletoe B 0 ugh.

Christmas, 1886. Edited 
by l\Iiss M. E. Braddon•.*25 

943 Weavers and Weft: or, 
.. Love that Hath Us in 
His Net" ...............*25 

947 Publicans and Sinners; 
or, Lucius Davoren....*25 

1036 Like and Unlike ......... *25 
1098 The Fatal Three .•.•..••.*25 
1211 The Day Will Come..... 25 
1411 Whose Was the Hand?.*25 
1664 Dead Sea Fruit..........*25 
1893 The W orId, Flesh and tbe 

Devil.................... 25 
Annie Bradshaw. 

706 A Crimson Stain.........*25 

Clm:rlotte 1\1. Bl"aeme, A_.
thol' of" Dora Thorne." 
19 Her Mother's Sin ........ 25 
51 Dora Thorne..... ...... 25 
54 A Broken Wedding·Ring 25 
tl8 A Queen Amongst

\Vomen ................. 25 
69 l'tladolin's Lover ........ 25 
73 Redeemed by LOTe; or, 

Love'!! Victory ........ 25 
7(1 Wife in Name Only i or, 

A Broken Heart. .••• •• 2IS 
79 Wedded and Parted...... 



92 Lord Lynne's Choice.... 25 

148 Tho r n s and Orange-


Blossoms ............... 25 

190 Romance of a Black Veil 25 

220 Which Loved Him Best? 25 

~7 Repented at Leisure .... 25 

249 .. Prince Charlie's Daugh·


ter;" or, The Cost or 

Her Love............... 25 


250 Sunshine and Roses; or, 

Diana's Discipline .•.... 25 


254 The Wife's Secret, and 

Fair but False .......... 25 


283 The Sin of a Lifetime; 

or, Vivien's Atonement 25 


291 Love's\Varfare .......... 25 

292 A Golden Heart ......... 25 

296 A Rose in Thorns....... 25 

299 The Fatal Lilies, and A 


Bride from the Sea.... 25 

300 A Gilded Sin, and A 


Bridge ot Love......... 25 

303 Ingledew House, and 


More Bitter than Death 25 

104 In Cupid's Net ........... 25 

2K)5 A Dead Heart, and Lady


Gwendoline's Dream... 25 

306 A Golden Dawn, and 


Love for a Day......... 25 

307 Two Kisses, and Like no 


Other Love............. 25 

308 Beyond Pardon .......... 25 

322 A Woman's Love-Story. 25 

323 A Willful l\laid .......... 25 

411 A Bitter Atonement.~ ••• 25 

433 l\Iy Sister Kate. .. .. . .... 25 

459 A Woman's Temptation. 25 

460 Under a Shadow........ 25 

465 The Earl's Atonement.•. 25 

466 Between Two Loves .•••. 25 

467 A Struggle for a Ring ..• 25 

469 Lady Darner's Secret...• 25 

470 Evelyn's Folly. . . . • . . . .•• 25 

471 Thrown on the World... 25 

476 Between Two Sins; or, 


l\Iarried in Haste••.•... 25 

516 Put Asunder: or. Lady


Cast)pmaine's Divorce. 25 

176 Her l\Iartyrdom...... 25 

626 A Fair l\Iystery; or, The 


Perils of Beauty........ 25 

741 The Heiress of Hilldrop; 


or, The Romance of a 

Young Girl.. ............ 25 


745 For Another's Sin; or, A 

Struggle for Love...... 25 


792 Set in Diamonds.. . . . . . .. 25 

821 The World Between 


Them.................... 25 

822 A Passion Flower. • • • • • .• 25 

853 A True Magdalen....... 25 

854 A Woman's Error•..•••. 25 

922 l\Iarjorie ................. 25 

• At War With Herself.... 20 
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924 'Twixt Smile and Tear... . 
927 Sweet Cymbeline........ 25 
928 'l'he False Vow; or, 

Hilda: or, Lady Hut-
ton's Ward ............ 2IS 

928 LadyHutton's Ward; or, 
Hilda; or, The False 
Vo\v ........•.•......... 2i 

928 Hilda; or, The False 
Vow; or, Lady Hutton's 
'Vard................... ~ 

9211 The Bt'lJe of Lynn; or, 

The Miller's Dau~hter.. 25 


985 On Her Wedding 1\1orn, 


988 The Shattered Idol, and 


995 An Unnatural Bondage, 


1134 Lord Elesmere's Wife.... ~ 


2011 A Fatal Wedding........ ~ 

~12 A Brigbt Wedding-Day•• :ell 


931 Lady Diana'8 Pride ....• 25 

948 The Shadow of a Sin., .. 25 

949 Claribel'fl Love Story; or, 


Love's Hidden Depths•• 25 

952 A Woman's War........ 25 

953 Hilary's Folly; cr, Her 


lIIarriage Vow ......... 25 

955 From Gloom to Sunlight; 


or. From Out the Gloom 25 

958 A Haunted Life; or, Her 


'rerrible Sin............. 25 

969 The Mystery or Colde 


Fell; or, Not Proven ... t5 

973 The Squire's Darling.... 25 

975 A Dark Marriage Morn•• 25 

978 Her Second Love ..•.... 25 

982 The Duke's Secret......• 25 


and The lIIystery of the 

Holly-Tree.............. 25 


Letty Leigh ............ 25 

990 The Earl's Error, and 


Arnold's·Promise ....... 25 


and That Beautiful 

I.ady.; .................. 25 


1006 His Wife's Judgment.... 25 

1008 A Tho\'ll in Her Heart .. 25 

1010 Golden Gates ............ 25 

101:! A Nameless Sin.......... 25 

1014 A Mad Love............. 25 

1031 Irene's Vow ............. 25 

1052 Signa's Sweetheart...... 25 

1091 A l\lodt'rn Cinderella .... 25 


115.; Lured Away; or, The 

Story 0 r a Wedding.

Ring, and The Heiress 

of Arne...........••.•• 21 


1179 Beauty's Marriage....... 25 

1185 A Fiery OrdeaL ......... 25 

1195 Dumaresq's Temptation. 25 

1285 Jenny.................... 25 

1291 The Star of Love......•. 25 

13'28 Lord Lisle's Daughter... 25 

1415 Weakt'r than a Woman. 25 

1628 Love Works Wonders... 25 

2010 Her Only Sin ............ 25 
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2018 One Against Many•.•••• 25 
2014 One False Step.......... 25 
2015 Two Fair Women•...... 25 
2068 Lady Latimer's Escape,

and Other Stories...... 25 

Fredrika Bremer. 
187 The :rtlidnight Sun.......*25 

John Francis Brewer. 
1011 The Curse upon Mitre

Square .................*25 


Charlotte Bronte. 
15 Jane Eyre............... 25
57 Shirley................... 25 


944 The Professor..........*25 


Rhoda Bl·onghton. 
86 Belinda............ e ..... 25 

101 Second Thoughts........ 25 
227 Nancy................... 25 
645 Mrs.Smith of Longmains*25
758 .. Good- bye, Sweet­

heart I" .................*25 
765 Not Wisely, But Too Well 25 
767 Joan............•........*25 
768 Red as.a. Rose is She ....*25 
769 Cometh Up as a Flower.*25 
862 Betty's Visions ...•.•....*25 
894 DoctorCUpid••••.•..•...*25 

liW Alas1..... •. ... •.........*25 

Lonise de Bruneval. 
1686 SreurLouise.............*25 

Robert Bnchanan. 
145 .. Storm· Beaten:" God 

and The Man............*25 
154 Annan Water............*25 
181 The New Abelard ......*25 
268 The Martyrdom of Mad­

eline....................*25 
398 lUatt: A Tale of a Cara­

van ...................*25 
468 The Shadow of the 8word"'25 
646 The l\laster of the l'rIine.*25 
892 That Winter Night; or, 

Love's Victory......•.. *25 
1074 Stormy Waters .....•....*25 
1104 The Heir of Linne ..•.•..*25 
1350 Love 1\1e Forever. . . • . . .. 25 
1455 The Moment After......*25 

John Bunyan. 
1408 The Pilgrim's Progress .. 25 

Captain Fl'ed Burnaby. 
830 ., Our Radicals".........*25 
875 A Ride to Khiva......... 25 
884 On Horseback Through 

.Asia Klnor.. , ...... •••*25e 

John Bloundelle-Burton. 
913 The Silent Shore; or, 

The Mystery 0 f S t 
James' Park............*$ 
Beatrice lll. Butt. 

1354 Delicia...................*25 
2019 Miss l\lo11y...............*25 
2044 Eugenie..................*25 
2056 Geraldine Hawthorne...*25 

Author of "By Crooked 

Paths." 


430 A Bitter Reckoning.....*25 

E. Lasseter Bynner. 

1456 Nimport .................*25 
1400 Tritons ..................*f.6 

Lord Byron. 
719 Childe Harold's Pilgrim­

age.....................*25 
E. Fairfax Byrl·ne. 

521 Entangled..............*25 
538 A Fair Country !lIaid....*25 

!llu. H. Ill. Cadell. 
2039 Ida Craven..............*25 

!llrs. Caddy. 
127 Adrian Bright.•......• ; . *~ 

Hall Caine. 
445 The Shadow of a Crime. 25 
520 She's All the World to 

1\le..................... 25 
1234 The Deemster..•• 25e ••••• 

1255 The Bondman.. _. .. . •• 2,'j 
2079 A Sonfiof Hagar......... fJ5 
2096 The Mahdi. ............. if) 

!llona Caird. 
1699 The Wing of Azrael •.••.*~ 

Ada Cambridge. 
1583 A Marked lUan ..........*25 
1967 My Guardian............*25 
2139 The Three Miss Kings.•. 25 

!lIrs. H. Lovett Cameron. 
595 A North Country Maid ..*25 
796 In a Grass Country......*25 
891 Vera Nevill; or, Poor 

Wisdom's Chance•...•.*.25 
912 Pure Gold................*25 
963 Worth Winning ....••••.*25 

1025 Daisy's Dilemma.....••.*25 
1028 A Devout Lover; or, A 

Wasted Love............ 25 
1070 A Life's Mistake ........*25 
1204 The Lodge by the 8e&...*25 
1205 A Lost Wife.............*:.li 
1236 HerFather's Daughter.•~ 
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1M1 Wild George's Daughter.*25 
1290 The Cost of a Lie .•...... *25 
1292 Bosky Dell............... *25 
1549 The Cruise of the Black 

Prince ........•......... *25 
1782 A Dead Past.............*25 
1819 Neck or Nothing.••..••..*25 
1991 Proved Unworthy.......*25 

Lady Colin Campbell. 
1325 Darell Blake........••.•. *25 

Rosa Noucllette Carey. 
215 Not Like Other Girls ... 25 
896 Robert Ord's Atonement 25 
151 Bar bar a Heathcote's 

Tl·ial. ...•••••••••..... 25 
608 For Lilias. . ............. 25 
930 Uncle ?lIax:............... 25 
932 Queenie's Whim ........ 25 
934 'Wooed and Married ...•. 25 
936 Nellie's Memories ......• 25 
961 Wee Witie............... 25 

103.3 Esther: A Story for Girls 25 
1064 Only the Governess.. ... 25 
1135 Aunt Diana.............. 25 
1194 The Search for Basil 

Lyndhurst........... '" 25 
1208 Merle's Crusade...•••.•..*25 
1545 Lover or Friend f ...•••.• 25 
1879 Mary St. John..•.•...... 25 
19f15 Averil ......••.•.•.... '" 25 
1966 Our Bessie .............. 25 
1168 Heriot's Choice......... 25 

William Cal·leton. 
1493 Willy Reilly .......... ~. *25 
1552 Shane Fadh's Wedding..*25 
1553 Larryl\1cFarland's Wake*25 
1554 The Party Fight and 

Funeral. • . . .. . .........*25 
1&>6 The ?lIidnight ?lIass .... ,. *25 
1557 Phil Purcel.. ............*25 
1558 An Irish Oath.....•.....*25 
1560 Going to ?I1aynooth...... *25 
1561 Phelim O'Toole's Court­

ship...................*25 
1562 D 0 min i c k, the Poor 

Scholar.......•..•......*25 
1564 Neal ?lIalone..••....•.••.*25 

Allee Comyns Carr. 
m Paul Crew's Story.......*25 

Lewi8 Carroll. 
462 Alice's Adventures in 

Wonderland. Illustrated 
by John Tennie!.. ......*25 

'i89 Through the Looking­
Glass, and What Alice 
Found There. Illustra­
ted by John Tenniel •...*25 

CerTantelll. 
J&f8 DOD ~ote ... ~ ....... ~ 

L. W. Champney. 
1468 Bourbon Lilies....•.•....*25 

Erckmann-Chatrian. 
329 The Polish Jew. (Trans·

lated from the French 
by Caroline A. ?llerighi.)*26 

VictOI' Cherbuliez•. 
1516 Samuel Brohl & Co......*~ 
2001 J 0 s e p h Noirel's Re­

venge...................*25 
2020 Count Kostia............*25 
2021 Prosper ................ : *25 

lUI'S. C. M. Clnl·l,e. 

1801 l\Iore True than Truthful*~ 


W.IlI. Clemens. 

1544 Famous Funny Fellows••~ 


llIrs. W. K. Cliff'ord~ 
2104 Love Letters of a World­

ly ·Woman ............•• 25 

J. llIaclal'en Cobban. 

485 Tinted Vapours ....•...•.*25 


1279 Master of His Fate....•.*25 

1511 A Reverend Gentleman.*25 

1953 The Horned Cat...••••.."'Sf; 


John Coleman. 
504 Curly: An Actor'S Story.215 

C. R. Coleridge. 

403 An Eng'lish Squire•.•.•••*215 


1689 A Near Relation........."'25 


Beatrice Collensle. 
1352 A Double Marriage.•.••.~ 

lUabel Collins. 
749 	Lord Vanecourt's Daugh­

ter ...................•.. !I§ 
828 The Prettiest Woman in ... 

'Varsaw.................25 
1463 Ida: An Adventure in 

?lIorocco...•.••...•.•..•"'25 

'Vilkie Collins. 
52 The New :JUagdalen•..... 25 

102 The Moonstone... . •. •• 25 
167 Heart and Science •••...*25 
168 No Thorou~hfare. By

Dickens and Collins ....*25 
175 Love's Random Shot, 

and Other Stories•..... 25 
238 "I Say No;" or, The 

Love-Letter Answered. 25 
508 The Girl at the Gate..... 25 
591 The Queen of Hef1rts....•*25 
613 The Ghost's Touch. and 

Percy and the Prophet.*21 
623 l\Iy Lady's Money•••••••• 
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701 The Woman in White ... 25 
702 1I1an and Wife ..•••.••.•• 25 
764 'I'he Evil Genius.•.•.•.•.*25 
896 The Guilty River•.•.•..*25 
146 The Dead Secret.. . •.•.•*25 
9.'7 'fhe Haunted HoteL .... 25 

1029 Armadale............... 25 
1095 The Legacy of Cain.....*25 
1119 No Name................ 25 
1269 Blind Love.. . . .. _... . ..*25 
1347 A Rogue's Life ..........*25 
1608 Tales of Two Idle Ap­

prentices. By Charles 
Dickens and Wilkie Col­
lins .....................*25 

1eg5 Miss or Mrs.? . _••.••..••*25 

M. J. Colquhoun. 
824 Primus in Indis..........*25 

1469 Every Inch a Soldier. '" *25 

Lucy Randall Comfort. 
:1072 For Marjorie's Sake. . . .. 25 

·Hugh Conway. 
240 Called Back............. 25 
151 The Daughter of the 

Stars, and Other Tales..*25 
801 Dark Days............... 25 
302 The Blatchford Bequest.*25 
!W1 A Dead Man's Face.••.•. *25 
M2 Carriston'sGift..........*25 
525 Paul Vargas, and Other 

Stories.................*25 
543 A Family Affair .....•...*25 
001 Slings and Arrows, and 

Other Stories..•.......*25 
711 A Cardinal·Sin.•........*25 
804 Living 01' Dead..........*25 
830 Boulld by a Spell ........*25 

1353 All In One ...............*25 
1!184 Story of a Sculptor•.....*25 
1722 Somebody's Story ..•••..*25 

J. Fenimore Cooper. 
eo The Last of the Mohi­

cans.................... 25 
fI3 The Spy. . • . • . . • • . • . . • •.. 25 

309 The Pathfinder.••..•••.. 2.'5 
310 The Prail·ie. . .. . .. ... . . .. 25 
SIS The Pioneers; or, The 

Sources of the Susque·
hanna................... 25 

349 The Two Admirals•..... 25 
159 The Water-Witch........*25 
361 The Red Rover. _. _.•••..*25 
173 Wing and Wing ......... 25 
178 Homeward Bound; or, 

The Chase.............. 25 
379 Home as Found. (Sequel 

to "Homeward Bound")*25 
., Wyandotte; or, The Hu,· 

~~0!l ... :'!~~.~:~::~ ~ 

385 The Headsman: or, The 
Abbaye des Vignerons*!l

394 TheBravo................*. 
397 Lionel Lincoln; or, The 

Leaguer of Boston.....*21 
400 The Wept of Wish·Ton­

'Vish.................... 21 
413 Afloat and Ashore ....... 25 
41' IUiles Wallingford. {Se.

quel to •• Afloat and 
Ashore!') ............... 25 

415 The Ways of the Hour ..*25 
416 Jack 'I'ier; or, The Flor­

ida Reef............... 2& 
. 419 'The Chainbearer; or, The 

Littlepage Manuscripts*25
420 Satanstoe; or, The Little-

page Manuscripts ......*25 
4~1 The Redskins; or, In­

dian and Injin. Being
the conclusion of the 
Littlepage l\lanuscripts*25 

422 Precaution.........••..•.*25 
423 The Sea Lions; or, The 

Lost Sealers _ ..•...•.*25 
424 Mercedes of Castile; or, 

The Voyage to Cathay.•*25 
425 The .Oak·Openings; or, 

The Bee-Hunter........*25 
431 The Monikins....•....••.*25 

1062 The Deerslayer; or, The*25 
First War-Path.•. _.•.•• 

1170 The Pilot................ 26 

Marie Corelli. 
1068 Vendetta.! or, The Story

of One Forgotten.. • • . .. 25 
1131 Thelma.................. 25 
1329 My Wonderful Wife I.... 25 
1663 Wormwood .............. 25 
2089 The Hired Baby..... .... 25 
2132 Ardath.................. 25 
2136 A Romance of Two 

Worlds.••.•..••.••••... laS 

Alice COI·kran. 
2051 Bessie Lang.............*J5 

Kinahan Cornwallis. 
1601 Adrift With a Vengeanc.*2I; 


Madame Cottin. 

1366 Elizabeth................*. 


John Coventry. 

~057 After His Kind .•..•••••.*~ 


Georgiaua In. Craik. 

450 Godfrey Helstone.......*25 

606 l\lrs. Hollyer.............*25 


1681 ADaugbteroftbePeople 25 


Augustus ()raven• 

1917 Fleurange... !::~ ........~ 
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Oswald Crawfurd. 
1739 Sylvia Arden••• _..•.••••*25 

R. K. Criswell. 
1584 Grandfather Lickshingle*25 

S. R. Crockett. 
2()g5 The Stickit Minister••.• 25 

B. Ill. Croker. 
207 Pretty Miss Neville ...... 25 
260 Proper Pride.... ....... 25 
412 Some One Else........•. 25 

1124 Diana Barrington ........*25 
1007 Two Masters............*25 

BIay Crommelin. 
452 In the Wet;t Countrle....*25 
619 Joy; or. The Light of 

Cold Home Ford.......*25 
647 Goblin Gold .............*25 

1327 Midge....................*25 
1399 Violet Vyvian.1I1.F.H ....*25 
19.02 The Freaks of Lady For­

tune....................*25 

Stuart C. Cumberland. 
641 The Rabbi's Spell ........*25 

Maria S. Cummins. 

19&i The Lamplighter••••.• " *25 


Blrs. Dale. 

1806 Fair and False..........*25 

1801:1 Behind the Silver Veil ••. *25 


R. H. Dana, Jr. 
311 Two Years Before the' 

Mast....................*25 
Frank Danby. 

IaN The Copper Crash .•.••• ·25 
Joyce Darrell. 

1M Winifred Power..........25 
Alphonse Daudet. 

ri84 Jack......................25 
5U The Nabob: A Story of 

Parisian Life and Man­
ners....................*25 

13~ Lise Tavernier...........*25 
1629 Tartarin of Ta.rascon ..•.*25 
1666 Sidonie..................*25 
1670 The Little Good·for-Noth­

ing...................... 25 
to81 Sappho.................. 25 

C. Debans. 
1~ ~ Sheep in Wolf's Clotho. 

lng...................... 25 

Daniel Defoe. 
SIl2 Jitobinson Crusoe.......... 

R. D'Ennery. 
242 The Two Orphans..••••, 25 

Count De (;:obinean. 
1606 Typhaines Abbey ..•.•.•11<25 

Hugh De Normand. 
1454 The Gypsy Queen ........*25 

Thomal!l De Qnincey. 
1059 Confessions of an En­

glish Opium-Eater..... 25 
1380 The Spanish Nun........*25 

Earl of Desart. 
1301 The Little Chatelaine....*25 
1817 Lord and Lady Piccadilly*25
1853 Herne Lodge••••••••••••*25 

Elsa D'Esterre.Keelinlr. 
382 Three Sisters.•••••..•••• 25 

Carl Detlet. 
1086 Nora ....................*25 

1418 Irene....................*25 


Cha1'les Dickens. 
10 The Old Curiosity Shop. 25 
22 David Copperfie:d .•..•.• 25 
24 Pickwick Papers........ 25 
37 Nicholas Nickleby...... 25 
41 Oliver Twist. ........... 25 
77 A Tale of Two Cities.. •. 25 
84 Hard Times............. 25 
91 Barnabv Rudge•.•.••••. 25 
94 Little Dorrit ............. 25 

106 Bleak House............ 25 
107 Dombeyand Son....••. : 25 
108 The C ric k e t on the 

Hearth, and Doctor Mar­
igold ....................*25 

131 Our Mutual Friend .••.. 25 
·132 1.1 as ter Humphrey's

Clock ...................*~ 
152 The Uncommercial Trav­

eler..................... 25 
168 No Thoroughfare. By

Dickens and Collins ....*25 
169 The Haunted 1.lan .......*25 
437 Life and Adventures of 

Martin Chuzzlewit.....*25 
439 Great Expectations.....*25 
440 Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings*25 
447 American Notes........*25 
448 Pictures From Italy, and 

The 1I1udfog Papers. &c*25 
454 The Mystery of Edwin 

Drood...................*25 
456 Sketches by Boz. Dlus­

trative of Every-day
Life and Every-day
People..................*26 

676 A Child's History of Eng:
land .............••••.• 25 

731 The Bo, at Mugbl.......*2I 
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1520 Sketches of Young Cou­
ples ...•.......... , ......*25 

1529 The Haunted House. etc.*25 
1533 A Christmas Carol. etc .•*25 
1541 Somebody's Luggage ...*25 
1608 Tales of Two Idle ~Ap-

prentices. By Dickens 
and Collins .............*25 

Ht. Hon. Benjamin nlMra­
eU, Earl of Beaconsfield. 

798 Vivian Grey.............*25 

Author of U Dr. Edith Rom­
ney." 

612 MyWife's Niece .•~ ......*25 

Sarah Dondney. 
338 The Family Difficulty...*25 
679 Where Two Ways 1\leet.*25 

Richard Dowling. 
1829 l\Dracle Gold............*25 
1834 A Baffling Quest.•••••.•. *25 

Edmund Downey. 
1746 A House of Tears .......*25 
1793 In One Town ............*25 

A. Conan Doyle. 
1305 The Firm of Girdlestone 25 
1894 The White Company•••• 25 
1980 A Study ia Scarlet ...... 25 
2017 The Captain of the "Pole· 

Star ..................... 25 
2092 Beyond the City........ 25 
2093 A Scandal in Bohemia .. ·25 
2094 The Sign of the Four... 25 
2103 The Mystery of Cloomber 25 
2109 Micah Clark............. 25 

Cathel'ine Drew. 
2055 The Lutaniste of St. 

Jacobi's ...............*25 

Edil h Stewart Drewry. 

1846 Baptized With a Curse..*25 


Gustave Droz. 

2002 Babolain ....•.••........ *25 

i047 Around a Spring..... '" *25 


Henry Drummond. 
1813 The Greatest Thing in 

the World ..............*25 

F. Du Boisgobey. 
82 Sealed Lips .............. 25 

104 The Coral Pin •.........*25 
~ PiMouche. a French De­

tective..................*:l5 
lW8 Babiole, the Pretty Mil­
. liner................ ....*:i> 

453 The LotteryTicket.•••••• 
475 The Prima Donna's Hus­

band .•.............•••. *25 
522 Zig-Zag, the Clown; or. 

The Steel Gauntlets.. " *25 
523 The Consequences of a 

Duel. A Parisian Ro­
mance....••.......•.•..*25 

648 The Angel of the Bells ..*25 
691 The Pt'etty Jailer.......*25 
699 The Sculptor's Daugh­

ter ......................*2.'> 
78~ The Closed Door..•.•.•. *2.'> 
851 The Cry of Blood........*25 
918 'fhe Red Band...•..•.•••*25 
942 Cash on Delivery........*25 

1076 The lUystery ofan Omni­
bus .............•...•...*25 

1080 Bertha's Secret••••••.••.*25 
1082 The Severed Hand......*25 
1085 The l\1atapan Affair.....*25 
1088 The Old Age of 1'I10n­

sieur Lecoq .•..•••••••.*25 
1730 The Blue Veil..........*25 
1762 The Detective's Eye.....*25 
1765 The Red Lottery Ticket. *25 
1117 A Fight for a Fortune.•.*25 

"The Duchess." 
2 Molly Bawn............. 25 
6 Portia ..........•.•.••••. 25 

14 Airy Fairy Lilian........ 25 
16 Phyllis .................. 25 
25 lUrs. Geoffrey ............ 25 
29 Beauty's Daughters..... 25 
30 Faith and Unfaith ....... 25 

118 Loys, Lord Berresforo., 
and Eric Dering. . . . . .. *25 

119 Monica. and A Rose Dis­
till'd ................... 25 

123 Sweet is True Love... '. 25 
129 Rossmoyne.............. 25 
134 The Witching Hour, and 

Other Storie~ ..........*25 
136 .. That Last Rehearsal," 

and Other Stories ...•..*25 
166 l\Ioonshine and Marguer­

ites ...............••...• 25 
171 Fortune's Wheel, and 

Other Stories........... 25 
284 Doris.................... 25 
312 A Week's Amusement; 

or. A Week in Killarney*25
342 The Baby. and One New 

Year's Eve..........•..*25 
390 :Mildred Trevanion...... 25 
404 In Durance Vile, and 

Other Stories...........*25 
486 Dick's Sweetheart ...•..• :.l5 
494 A Maiden All Forlorn, 

and Barbara............*~ 
517 A Passive Crime, and 

Other Stories..... . •..*5 
541 .. As It Fell Upon a Day" Z 
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73.'3 Lady Branksmere..••.. 25 

771 A lUental Struggle.......*25 

785 The Haunted Ohamber .*25 

562 Ugly Barrington........ 25 

875 Lady Valworth's Dia­

monds.................. 25 

1009 In an Evil Hour, and 


Other Stories ..•.....•..*25 

1016 A Modern Oirce ..•...... 25 

1035 The Duchess............ 25 

1047 Marvel................... 25 

1103 The Honora ble Mrs. 


Vereker .......•••.•••..*25 

1123 Under-Ourrent!!..•......• 25 


in June." - A Wrong
Turning. - Irish Love 

1197 "Jerry."-" That Night 


1209 :~~~~~r~~~~e 'Gia:::::*~~, 
1249 A Life's Remorse...•.•• 25 

13."s3 A Born Ooquette .. : .••.. 25 

1363 "April's Lady"........• 25 

1453 Her Last Throw.........*25 

1862 A Little Irish Girl... • • .. 25 

1891 A Little RebeL. ......... 25 


Alexander Dumas, 

55 The Three Guardsmen .. 25 


717 Beau Tancrede: or, The 


1642 Monte· Oristo and His 


75 Twenty Years After.•... 25 

262 The Oount of Monte· 


Oristo. Part I.. . . . . . . .. 25 

262 The Oount of Monte· 


Oristo. Part II......... 25 


rtIarriage Verdict .......*25 

1053 l\Iasaniello; or, The Fish­

erman of Naples ....... 25 

1~40 The Son of Monte·Oristo 25 


Wife. A Sequel to the 

.. 0 0 u n t of rtI 0 n t e-

Oristo." .......•. '. . . . . . .. 25 


1645 The Countess of Monte-

Oristo........•••••.••... 25 


1676 Oamille .....•.•.•........ 25 

~ The Vicomte de Brage­

lonne•............•••..• 25 

~5 Ten Years Later••..•••• 25 

2066 Louise de la Valliere 25
... , 
2067 The Man in the Iron 


l\Iask .........•.••.••..• 25 

2075 The Twin Lieutenants... 25 

2076 The Page of the Duke of 


Savoy ..............•... 25 

2110 The Two Dianas........ 25 

2111 The Black Tulip....•.... 25 

2112 Olympe de Clevis ....... 25 

2113 The Ohevalier d 'Harmen­

tal; or, The Conspira­
tors.................... 25 


2114 The Regent's Daughter. 25 

1115 rtIarguerite de Valois ... 25 

I11G La vame de Monsoreau i 


or. Chicot the Jester ••. 25 


2117 The Forty-Five Guards­
men .................... 25 


2127 The She-Wolves of Ma­

checoul; or, The Last 


2118 Joseph Balsamo........ 25 

2119 Memoirs of a Physician 25 

2120 The Queen's Necklace .. 25 

2121 Ange Pitou; or, Taking


the Bastile i or, Six 

Years Later............ 25 


2122 The Countess de Charny 25 

2123 Andree de Taverney .... 25 

2124 The Chevalier de Maison 


Rouge .................. 25 

2125 The First Republic; or, 


The Whites and the 

Blues.................. S 


2126 The Company of Jehu .. 25 


Vendee................. 25 

2128 The Corsican Brothers .. 25 

2134 Edmond Dantes......... 25 

2138 The Son of Porthos..... 25 


Sara J eanneUe Duncan. 

1852 An American Girl in Lon· 


don........................25 


Geol'e-e Ebers, 


1114 The Sisters ..............*25 


2137 A Social Departure..... 25 


474 Serapis. An Historical 

Novel ................... 25 


983 Uarda................... 25 

1056 The Bride of the Nile .... 25 

1094 Homo Sum ............ :. 25 

1097 The Burgomaster's Wife*25 

1101 An Egyptian Princess••. 25 

1106 The Emperor ............ 25 

1112 Only a Word.......... 25 


1198 Gred of Nuremberg. A 

Romance of the Fif­
teenth Century......... 25 


1266 Joshua: A Biblical Pict­
ure..................... 25 


Dlaria Edgeworth. 

708 Ormond, ................*25 

788 The Absentee. An Irish 


......................25
. Story
1948 Popular Tales ......•....*25 


Amelia n. Edward•• 

99 Barbara's History....... 25 


354 Hand and Glove .....•...*25 

1364 l\Iy Brother's Wife......."'25 

1901 Miss Carew.............. *25 


Dlrs. Annie E(lwards, 

644 A Girton Girl ................25 


835 Vivian the Beauty.......*25 

836 A Point of Honor........*25 

837 A Vagabond Heroine....*25 

838 Ought We to Visit Herf.... 


834 A Ballroom Repentance. 25 
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839 Leah: A Woman of 
Fashion ........•.......*25 

841 Jet: Her Face or Her 
Fortune? ...............*25 

1W2 A B1ue·Stocking .........*25 
843 Archie Lovell .... ~•...... *25 
844 Susan Fielding.......... *25 
845 Philip EarnsclitTe; or, 

The Morals of l\Iay Fair*25 
846 Steven Lawrence........*25 
850 A Playwright's Daughter*25 

H. 8uthm'land Edwnrds. 
917 The Case of Reuben l\Ia­

lachi....................*~ 
lUl·s. C. J. Eilonl·t. 

114 Some of Our Girls ......*25 
George Eliot. 

I' The lUiIl on the Floss.• ;. 25 
31 Middlemarch............ 25 
34 Daniel Deronda......... 25 
36 Adam Bede. ........... 25 
42 Romola ................. 25 

893 Felix Holt, the Radical..*25 
701 S i I as 1\1 a r n e r: The 

Weaver of Raveloe .... 25 
728 Janet's Repentance......*25 
762 lmpressions of Theo­

phrastlls Such...•.•..•.*25 
1441 Amos Barton .........•..*25 
1501 The Spanish Gypsy. and 

Other Poems ..••• " . . •. 25 
11104 Brother Jacob........••.*25 

Frances Elliot. 
381 The Red Cardinal .......*25 

Louis Ennult. 
1058 Christine ••.•••.••••...•.*25 

Dlrs. T. Erskine. 
2043 Wyncote ................*25 

Eva E'I'ergreen. 

1358 Agatha. . ................ *25 


Hugh EwinR". 

.m2 A Castle in the Air••••••*25 


JIIIl.IDa HOI'atili Ewiulr. 
752 Jackanapes, and Other 

Stories.................*25 
11:180 A Flat Iron for a Farth­

ing......................*25 
Kate Eyre. 

1804 A Step in the Dark... , ..*25 

Olive P. Fail'cllild. 
1800 A Choice of Chance..•..*25 
18O'~ A Struggle (or Love.....*25 

II. Fn1'ley. 
1~ Christmas StoriM.... ..*:a 

B. L. Fal'jeon. 
179 Little l\Iake·Believe ....••*25 
573 Love's Harvest ....•.....*25 
607 Self-Doomed ............. *25 
616 The Sacred Nugget ...... *25 
6;'7 Christmas AngeL .......*25 
907 The Bright Star of Life.*25 
909 The Nine of Hearts .....*25 

1383 The Mystery of M. Felix.*25 
1518 Gautran................ *25 
1735 A Very Young Couple ...*25 
1790 A Secret Inheritance....*25 
1791 Basil and Annette.•••••.*25 
1812 Merry, Merry Boys......*25 
1816 The Peril of Richard 

Pardon .................*25 
1875 A Blood White Rose.•••.*25 
11181 Grif......................*25 
1889 The Due h e s s of Ros­

mary Lane.............*25 
1890 Toilers of Babylon .•.•.. *25 
1947 Ties, Human and Divine*25 
1962 For the Defence........*25 
1988 Doctor Glennie's Daugh­

ter......................*25 
1989 Aunt Parker...........*25 

Hon.Mrs.}l'entllerl!ltonhnuR"h 
1343 Dream Faces.........•••*25 

Heinrich Felbermnun. 
355 The Princess Dagomar 

ot Poland.•••••••.•...••*25 
G. lUauville Fenn, 

193 The Rosery Folk........*25 
558 Povf'rty Corner.........*25 
587 The Parson 0' Dumtord.*25 
609 The Dark House.........*25 

1169 Commodore Junk .......*25 
1276 The l\lynns' Mystery ... *25 
1293 In Jeopardy.............*25 
1302 The l\laster of the Cere­

monies .................. *25 
1'113 Eve at the Wheel ......•.*25 
1344 One l\laid's 1\1ischief ..... *25 
1387 Eli's Children ......•...•.*25 
1680 This Man's Wife .........*25 
1694 The Bag of Diamonds...*25 
1743 The Haute Noblesse..... *25 
174!) Rtory of Anthony Grace.*25 
178~ Black Blood ............. 25 
1799 Lady Maude'S Mania ....*25 
1815 A Double Knot ..•.•.•••.*~ 
1824 A :Mint of Money........*25 
1936 Amolden Dream......•.*25 
~016 The Golden :l\1agnet ...•.*25 

Octave Feuillet. 
66 The Romance of a Poor 

Young Man ............ . 
386 Led Astray; or. .. La 

Petite Comtesse".•....*2i 
1427 .A. 1IIarri~e in High Lil~ 
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1023 Divorce; or, The Trials 
and Temptations of a. 
Lovely Woman........•*25 
Gertrude Forde. 

1072 Only a Coral GirL .••...*25 
1349 In the Old Palazzo•.•.••.*25 

R. E. Forrest. 
879 The Touchstone of Peril.*25 

1858 Eight Days..............*25 

IUrs. Forl·ester. 
80 June..................... 25 

:l8O Omnia Vanitas. A Tale 
of Society.............. 25 

484 Althou gh He Was a 
Lord, and Other Tales.*25 

715 I Have Lived and Loved*25 
721 Dolores ..................*25 
7~~ Rly Lord and My Lady...*25 
7 Iy Hero.................*25 
7Zl FairWomen•• : .......... 25 
729 lUignon...................*25 
732 F!'om Olympus to Hades*25 
734 VIva..... .. . ... _........ *25 
736 Roy and Viola...........*25 
740 Rhona....................*25 
7« Diana Carew: or, For a 

Woman's Sake.........*25 
883 Once Ag-ain............. *25 

1637 A Young Man's Fancy..*25 

Jessie Fothergill. 
314 Peril ......................25 
572 Healey...................*25 
935 Borderland ..............•25 

1099 The Lasses of Lever-
house... , ......... , ...*25 

1275 A March in the Ranks...*25 
1377 The First Violin..... . . . •• 25 
1843 Kith and Kin ...........*25 
19';8 From ]rIoor Isles........*25 
1999 One of Three............*25 

Francesca. 
53 The Story of Ida.........*25 

R. E. Francillon. 
1~ A Great Heiress: A Fort­

une in Seven Checks...*25 
319 Face to Face: A Fact in 

Seven Fables..•........*25 
360 Ropes of Sand ..........*25 
156 The Golden Flood. By

R. E. Francillon and 
Wm. Senior............ *25 

911 Golden Bells...•.....•.•. *25 
1566 A Real Queen...........*25 
1825 King or Knave? .........*25 
1003 Under SUeve-Ban.......*25 
~ The New Duchess.......*2.5 

A. Franldyn. 
1470 Ameline de Bourg.••• " •*J5 

Mrs. Alexander Fraser. 
1351 She Came Between ......*21 
1826 The lHatch of the Season*25 
1928 A Fashionable Marriage*25 

Charlotte French. 
387 The Secret of the ClitIs...21 

L. Vil'ginia F.·ench. 
1633 My Roses................·25 

J. A· Froude. 
1180 The Two Chiefs of Dun· 

boy; or, An Irish Ro­
mance Of the Last Cent· 
ury.....................*25 

],ady Georgiana Fullerton. 
1286 Ellen Middleton.........*25 

Emile Gaboriau. 
7 File No. 113.......... '" 25 

12 Other People's Money... 25 
20 Within an Inch of His 

Life .............•••• '" 25 
26 Monsieur Lecoq..•.•.••. 25 
33 The Clique of Gold. . •.. 25 
38 The Widow Lerouge.... 25 
43 The :Mystery of Orcival. 25 

144 Promises of Marriage ... 25 
979 The Count's Secret ...... 25 

1002 :Marria~e at a Venture ..*25 
1015 A Thousand Francs Re· 

ward ...................*25 
1045 The 13th Hus!';ars ..•.•.•• 25 
1078 The Slaves of Paris..... 25 
1083 The Little Old l\1an of 

the Batignolles......••. *25 
1167 Captain Contanceau.....*25 

Edward Garrett. 
352 At Any Cost.............~ 

IUrs. GaslleJl. 
938 Cranford.................*25 

Theophile Gautier. 
11123 Avatar ..................~ 

Henry Georare. 
1946 The Condition of Labor. *25 

Charles Gibbou. 
64 A :l\Iaiden Fair...........*25 

317 By Mead and Stream.•..*25
1m Was Ever Woman in this 

Humor Wooed? ........*25 
1434 The Golden Shaft•.••...•*25 
1725 The Dead Heart.........*25 
18.4 Blood Money ............*25 

1886 Beyond Compare........*25 

1913 Amoret ..................26 

1921 What Would You Do 


Lover ................:. 
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D. Cecil Gibbs. 
807 IfLoveBeLove..........*25 

Theo. Gift. 
1300 Lil Lorimer.............*25 
1435 Dishonored ..............*25 
1844 Pretty l\Iiss Bellew .......*25 
1!.l!.l4 Victims ..................*25 
2004 l\Iaid Ellice ..........•...*25 
2027 A l\latter-of-fact Girl. ...*25 

GiIbel·t and Sullivan. 
692 The Mikado, and Other 

Comic Operas..........*25 

R. Murray GilcJn·ist. 
1703 Passion the Plaything...*25 

Wenona Gilman. 
1794 Oni. ................... , . "'25 

Ida I.inn Girard. 
1860 A Dangerous Game......*25 

("oetbe. 
1048 Faust.................... 25 

Howard J. GoJdsmid. 
1883 Riven Asunder...•.......*25 

Oliver Goldl!lIuitb. 
801 Sbe Stoops to Conquer,

and Tbe Good-Natured 
Man .....•.............. 25 

1816 The Vicar of Wakefield .. 25 

Edward Goodman. 
1081 Too Curious...............25 

Mrs. Gore. 
1«9 The Dean'8 Daughter••.. *25 

Dat'bara Graham. 
532 Arden Court.............*25 

Sarah Grand. 
~ Singularly Deluded..... 25 

James Grant. 
566 The Royal Highlanders; 

or. The Black Watch in 
Egypt..................."'25 

781 The Secret Dispatch.•...*25 
1935 Dick Rodney ............ *25 
19ro The Adventures of Rob 

Roy ..................*25 

Miss Grant. 
122 The Sun·l\laid ...........*25 
555 Cara Roma.............*25 

Annabel Gray. 
1874 Terribly Tempted........25 

Arnold Gray. 
ge5 Periwinkle........... •.•25 

, lUaxwell Gray. 
1034 The Silence of Dean l\Iait.. 

land .................... 25 
1182 The Reproach of Annes­

ley ..................... 25 
1889 In the Heart of the 

Storm..•...••••...... *25 
Hem·j Greville. 

~678 Frankley................*25 

Cecil Grimtb. 
583 Victory Deane...........*25 

Arthur Grimths. 
614 No. 99....................*25 
680 Fast and Loose.........*25 

2028 Lola.....................*25 

Bt'others Grimm. 
1509 Grimm's Fairy Tales. 

(Illustrated.) ....•......*25 

Authol' of "Guilty \Vitbout 
Cl'ime." 

545 Vida'sStory............. . 
Guiuevet·e. 

1805 Little Jewel.. ............25 

Lientellant J. W. Gunnll!lon. 
1610 History or the ~lormons.*25 

F. \V. Hacklander. 
1669 Forbidden Fruit..•...•..*25 

H. Rider Haggard. 
432 The Witch's Head....... 25 
753 King Solomon's Mines .. 25 
910 She: A History of Ad­

venture................. 25 
941 Jess ...................... 25 
959 Dawn .................... 25 
989 Allan Quatermain....... 25 

1049 A Tale of Three Lions, 
and On Going Back....*2.'> 

1100 Mr. l\1eeson's Will ....... 25 
1105 Maiwa's Revenge .......*25 
1140 Colonel Quaritcb, V. C ... *25 
1145 My Fellow Laborer......*~ 
1190 Cleopatra: Being an Ac­

count of the Fall and 
Vengeance of Har.. 
macnis, the Royal Egyp­
tian, as Set Forth by hIS 
own Hand .............. 25 

1248 Allan's Wife.............*.,

1335 Bt:'atrice................. *21 
1635 The World's Desire. B.Y' 

H. Rider Haggard and 
Andrew Lang ..........*25 

1849 Eric Brighteyes.......... 25 

Ludovlc Halev),. 
1408 L'.A.bb6 Constantin........ 

http:1!.l!.l4
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George Halse. 
178G The Weeping FelTy.....*25 

Thomas Hal·dy. 
13g The Romantic Advent­

ures of a Milkmaid .... 25 
530 A Pair or Blue Eyes .... 25 
690 Far From the Madding

Crowd .................. 25 
791 The Mayor of Caster-

bridge ......•... , .......*25 
945 Tbe Trumpet-l\1ajor•..•. *25 
957 The Woodlanders ...•...*25 

1309 Desperate Remedies.....*25 
1430 Two on a Tower.........*25 
1973 A Laodicean ............*25 
1974 The Hand of Ethelberta*25 
1975 The Return of the Native*25 
1976 Under the Greenwood 

Tree....................*25 
Beatrice Hart·aden. 

2071 Ships That Pass in the 
Night ..................*25 

1J067 At the Green Dragon.... 25 
John B. Harwood. 

143 One False, Both Fair....*25 
358 Within the Clasp........*25 

1307 The Lady Egeria....••..*25 
JOl!leph Hatton. 

1390 Clytie......... . ......... *25 
1429 By Order of the Czar....*25 
1480 Cruel London...•....••.*25 
1764 The Abbey l\lurder. '" ..*25 
1786 The Great World ...••.. *25 
2008 A Modern Ulysses ......:1'25 

Nathaniel HawtIJol·ne. 
1590 Twice-Told Tales .....•. , 25 
1592 Grandfather'S Chair.•..*25 
1969 The Scarlet Letter...... 25 
1970 Legends of the Province 

House................*25 
1971 Mosses from an Old 

l\lanse.................. *25 
1!172 The New Adam and Eve, 

and Otller Stories.•...*25 
Mary Cecil Hay. 

tl5 Back to the Old Home .. ~ 
72 Old l\Iyddelton's Money 25 

196 Hidden Perils ........... 25 
197 For Her Dear Sake ...... 25 
224 The Arundel Motto ...... 25 
281 The Squire's Legacy.... 25 
200 Nora's Love Test ........ 25 
408 Lester's Spcret .......... 25 
tl78 Dorothy's Venture ...... 25 
716 Victor and Vanquished..*25 
849 A Wicked Girl. ... , '" ... 25 
987 Brenda yorke........... 25 

10-26 A Dark Inh~ritance .•...*25 
11120 Under the Will.........*25 
1673 My First Offer........... 25 

W. Heimbn1'll'. 
994 A Penniless Orphan.....*25 

1175 A Tale of an Old Castle .. 25 
1188 l\Iy Heart's Darling ......*25 
1216 The Story of a Clergy-

man's Daughter........*25 
1242 Lenore Von Tollen......*25 
1270 Gertrude's Marriage..... 25 
1289 Her Only Brother... . . . .. 25 

Fr. Henkel. 
1030 The Mistress ot Iblch­

stein....................*2Ii 

G.A. Henty. 
1224 The Curse 0 f Carne's' 

Hold ....................*25 
1818 A Hidden Foe•••••.•••••*25 

H. Herman. 

1419 Scarlet Fortune..........21 


Jolm Hill. 

112 The Waters of Marah...*25 


Mrs. Cashel-Hoey. 
313 The Lover·sCreed•••••..*25 
802 A Stern Chase ....••.••..•25 

Thomas Holcomb. 
1369 The Counterfeiters of the 

Cuyahoga...............*1» 

. G. H. Hollister. 
.2088 Kinley Hollow....••.•..*25 

IUrs. M. A. Holmes. 

13:~8 A Woman's Vengeance ..*25 

1546 Woman Against W oman*25 


Thomas Hood. 

4()7 Tylney Hall......... •..*25 


Anthony Hope. 
2097 A Change of Air........ !fi 
2098 The Dolly Dialogues.•.• .25 
2140 Sport Royal.. ........... 25 

Tighe Hopkins. 
509 Nell Haffenden..........25 
714 'Twixt Love and Duty...*25 

2006 The Incomplete Advent­
urer, and the Boom in 
Bell-Topps •••••..•.••.. *.25 

. Arabella M. Hopkinson. 
1348 Life's Fitful Fever........ 

IUary H OPPUS. 


170 A Great Treason......... 


Robert Hondln. 

1406 The Tricks of the Greeb*:5 
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lUI's. I.odge. 

174 Under a Ban ....•.....•.*25 


Anthor of .. I,over and 

Lord." 


510 A 1IIad Love.............. 25 

Samuel Lover. 


663 Handy Andy............ 25 

664 Rory O'!I1ore ............*25 


1386 The Happy 1Ilan and the 

Hall Porter.••..•.......*25 

Henry W. Lucy. 


1452 Gideon Fleyce..........."'25 

Henry C. Lukens. 


1475 Jets and Flashes.........*25 


Edua Lyall. 

738 In the Golden Days...... 25 


1147 Knight-Errant ........... 25 

1149 Donovan: A :l\Iodern En· 


glishman ............... 25 

1160 We Two................. 25 

1173 Won by Waiting......... 25 

1196 A Hardy Norseman ..... 25 

1197 The Autobiography of a 


Slander................ 25 

1206 Derri ck Vaughan-


Novelist................. 25 


Sir E. Bulwer Lytton. 

40 The Last Days of Pom­

peii. .................... 25 

83 A Strange Story......... 25 

90 Ernest Maltravers ....... 25 


130 The La~t of the Barons. 25 

161 The LIldy of Lyons.


Founded on the Play... 25 

162 Eugene Aram...........*25 

164 J..eila; or, Tbe Siege of 


Grenada ...............• 25 

tI50 Alice; or, The Mysteries.


(A Sequel to .. Ernest 

IIIaltravers ")........... 25 


720 Paul Clifford ............ 25 

1144 Rienzi. ................... 25 

t3~6 What Will He Do With It? 25 

1~39 The Caxtons............. 25 

1393 Tbe Coming Race ......•*25 

1420 The Haunted House..... 25 

1446 Zanoni. .................. 25 

14tH Night and Morning...... 25 

1474 Money........... ~ ...... *25 

1485 Richelieu............... 25 

1492 Pelham.................. 25 

1510 The Dif;owned .....••.•.. 25 

1512 Kenelm Chillingly....... 25 

1521 Devereux................*25 

1524 Lucretia ....•...•••.•....*25 

1526 The Parisians ....•••••••*25 

15.~ Illy Novel. Part I ..••.•• 25 

1532 My Novel. Part II ...... 25 

15.'32 My NoTel. Part m ..... 25 

1534 Harold .. · .............. Z 


lUaarten Mnarten8. 
1323 The Rin of Joost Avelingh S!I 
1651 The Black Box Murder ..*25 
1885 An Old Maid's Love ....•*25 

Bligh lUncCoIl. 
1319 Mr. Strangers' Sealed 

Packet..................*25 

George lUncdQIJald. 
282 Donal Grant.............*25 
325 The Portent.. ...........*25 
326 Phantastes. A Faerie Ro· 

mance tor IUen and 
'Vornen ................*25 

722 What's l\line's Mine .....*25 
1041 Home Again.....'....... *26 
1118 The Elect Lady•..•..••..*25 

Chnl'les lllackay. 
1754 The Twin Soul. ....•••.•.*25 

Normnn lUncleod, D.D. 
t5!:! The Starling.............*25 

Katharine S. Macqnold. 
479 Louisa ..................*25 
914 Joan Wentworth........*25 

12!l3 Cosette ................ _.*26 
1306 The Haunted Fountain, 
. and Hetty's Revenge...*25 
1311 At the Red Glove........*25 
1473 lI1iss Eyon of Eyon Court 25 
1495 The Old Courtyard ......*25 
1691 Elizabeth Morley........*25 
1856 Mrs. Rumbold's Secret ..*25 

A utbor of "lUndemolselle 

lllori." 


920 A Child of the Revolution*25 

I.ndy lUargaret lUojendle. 


185 Dita.... .. .............. *25 

1872 On the Scent............*25 

2030 Giannetto ••..••••...••••*25 


LucaslUnlet. 

493 Colonel Endl'rby's Wife.*25 


1771 The WagesofSin........ 25 


Alessandro Manzoni. 
581 The Betrothed. (1 Pro. 

messi Sposi)... •......... 
E. lllnrlitt. 


652 The Lady with the Rubies 25 

858 Old Ma'm'selle's Secret. 25 

972 Gold Elsie ............... 25 

999 The Second Wife....•... 25 


1093 In the Schillingscourt ... 25 

1111 In the Counsellor's House 25 

ll1a The Bailiff's Maid .. '" 25 

1115 The Countess Gisela ..... i!5 

1130 The Owl-House.......... 15 

1116 'fb8 Princess of the )fOOl' ~ 
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Garnett lUnrnell. 
1915 Merit versus l\Ioney..... *25 

Captain Marryat. 
88 The Privateersman ...... 25 

272 The Little Savage ....... 25 
279 Rattlin. the Reefer...... 25 
991 lHr. Midshipman Easy..• 25 

1165 The Sea-King............ 25 
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lS10 A True Friend.... . . . .. *25 
1503 Under Fal8e Pretences..*:.!5 
1513 Flt'etwood's End .......*25 
11691 The Great Mill Street 

l\1ystery.................*25 
1775 Name and Fame. By

Adeline Sergeant and 
Ewing Lester..........*25 

1781 Jacobi's Wife ........... 25 
1837 Roy's Repentance..••••.*25 
1888 Brooke's Daughter.•..•.*25 
1866 Seventy Times Seven ••.*25 
1!J81 Esther Denison .........*25 

Anna Sewell. 
1421 .. Black Beauty:" The 

Aut 0 biography of a 
Horse.. .. . .. .. ... .. .. 25 

WilHam Sharp. 

1559 Children of To-morrow .• *25 
Flora L. Shaw. 

441 A Sea Change...........*25 
George Bernard ~haw. 

937 Oashel Byron's Profes­
sion.................... *25 


S. Shelley. 
1494 The Nautz Family.......*25 

lUnry Wolstonecraft ~helley 
1376 Frankenstein............*25 

J. H. Shorthouse. 
111 The Little School-master 

l\Iark •....•........•...*25 
1148 The Oountess Eve .......*2.'1 
1565 Sir PercivaL ..... ;..... *25 

William Slme. 
429 Boulderstone; or, New 

l\Ien and Old Popula.­
tions....................*25 

580 The Red Route ..........*25 
597 liaco the Dreamer......*25 
CW9 Cradle and Spade.......*25 

George R. Sims. 
816 Rogues and Vagabonds.*25

15.35 Tales of To-day. _. _. . ...*25 
1767 Dramas of Life..........*25 
1798 Mary Jane's Memoirs ...*25 

J. B. Simpson. 
1472 Haunted Hearts.........*25 

A. P. Sinnett. 
~ Karma..................~ 


Hawley ~mart. 
848 From Post to Finish. A 

Racing Rcmance.. • • . .. 25 
367 'fie and Trick...........*25 
550 Struck Down............*~ 
847 Bad to Beat.............*25 
921) The Outsider....•.••••..*25 

1225 The Last Ooup .........*25 
1317 Without Love or Licence*25 
1342 Saddlealld Sabre...•....*~ 
1659 A Black Business..••• , •. *21 
1758 A False Start ............*25 
1784 The Prideof thePaddock*25 
1822 Oleverly Won............*25 
1878 Lightly Lost.............*2.'l 
1905 A Family Failing........*25 
1926 Breezie Langton ........*25 
1939 Courtship in 1720 and 1860*~ 

Frank E. Smedley. 
333 F ran k Fairlegh; or, 

Scenes from the Life of 
a Private PupiL .......*25 

562 Lewis Arundel; or, The 
Railroad of Life••.•••• ~ 

Samnel Smiles. 
2009 Self-Help................~ 


A. Smith. 

1661 A Summer in Skye......25 


J G S I h

• regory m t • 

1437 Selma....................*25 

T. W. Spehrht. 


150 For Himse)f Alone......*2lS 

653 A Barren Title ..........*25 


1375 The Sandycroft l\1ystery*25 

Emily Spender. 

735 Until the Day Brt'aks...*2& 
Stepniak and Wm. \Vestall. 
]515 The Blind l"Iusician •.....*25 
1943 In Two Moods••••••••••.*25 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
686 Strange C a 8 e 0 f Dr. 

Jekyll and Mr. Hyde... 2lS 
704 Prince Otto.............. 25 
832 Kidnapped............... 25 
855 The Dynamiter.....••.••*25 
8.'56 New Arabian Nights •••. 25 
888 Treasure Island........ 25 
889 An Inland Voyage....... 25 
940 '1' he Merry 1\len, and 

Other Tales and Fables 2lS 
1051 The l\[isadventures of 

John Nichlllson........ 25 
1110 The Silverado Squatters 25 
12"28 The Master of Ballantrae • 

St. Plene. 
1424 Paul and Virginia••• o 0 .... 
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Desba Stl·etton.. 
1370 Bede's Charity........•.*25 

Esme Stuart. 
1391 Kestell of Greystone ....*25 
1551 The Vicomte's Bride.....*25 

Julian Sturgis. 
405 My Friends and I. Edited 

by Julian Stnrgis ....•..*25 
694 John l\lnidment ....•.••.*25 

1698 Dick's Wandering.......*~5 
1717 Comedy of a Country

House..................*25 

EUgene Sue. 
riO The WauderingJew. 1st 

half. ................... 25 
270 The Wandering Jew. 2d 

half ....•............... 25 
271 The l\I.n;teries of Paris. 

1st half ................ 25 
271 The Mvsteries of Paris. 

2d half .................. 25 

Dean Swift 
1865 Gulliver's Travels•..•.... *25 

Eliza Tabor. 
1833 The Blue Ribbon........*25 

I,aurence A hna Tadema. 
757 Love'I'll\lartyr...........*25 

"Tasma." 
1217 Uncle Piper of Piper's

Hill. An Australian 
·Novel. ..................*25 

1281 A Sydney Sovereign .....*:25 
1304 In Her Earliest Youth ..*25 

Georlre Tuylor. 
~5 Klytia: A Story of Hei· 

delberg Castle ..........*25 

Ida Ashworth Taylor. 

426 Venus's Doves..........*25 

~ The City of Sarras••••.. *25 


Geol'goe Temple. 

599 Lancelot Ward,l\I.P..... *25 

642 Britta.................. *25 


Alfl'ed, },01·.1 Tennyson, I'. 
I .., n. C. L. 

gIl) Locksley Hall Sixty 
Years After, etc ........*25 

'ViiIia 111 lU. Thackeray. 
27 Vanity Fair............. 25 

165 The History of Henry 
Esmond ................. 25 

816 Paris Sketches..•••••••..*25 
464 TheNewcomes•••••••••. 25 

670 The Rose and the Ring.
Illustrated.............. *2.5 

1322 Adventures of Philip ....*25 
12~4 The Virginians.......... 25 
1330 The Four Georges .......*25 
189:? Yellowplush Papers ..... *:Z5 
14R2 Denis DuvaL ............ *25 
148.1 Catherine................ *25 
14S6 Lovel the Widower .....*25 
1488 Barry Lyndon ...........*25 
14()6 History of Pendennis ..."'25 
1[,08 Book of Snobs.......••..*25 
152'2 Critical Reviews .........*25 
15:25 Eastern Sketches........*25 
1528 Fatal Boots, etc .........*25 
1536 Fitzboodle Papers ..•...*25 
15:{7 Roundabout Papers .....*25 
15:38 A Legend of the Rhine.*25 
1540 Cox's Diary.............*25 

IUil's ThacliCl·ay. 
675 1'lrs. Dymond.......•... *25 

Autbor of "The Spanish
HI·otbers." 

1243 Genevi~ve: or, The 
Children of Port Royal. 25 

Author of .. The Two IUiss 

Flemings." 


6:37 What's His Offence?.....*t5 
780 Hare Pale Margaret .....*25 
78~ The 'fWD III iss Flemings..*25 
831 Pomegranate Seed ..•.•.*25 

A llnie Thomas. 
141 She Loved Him I........*25 
142 Jenifer ..................*25 
565 No l\Ieoinm .............. *25 

121!) That Other Woman.....*2.'1 
12!H Love's a T.rrant .•.•.•...*25 
1299 'fhe K,lburns ...........*25 
148:3 The Love of a Lady.....*25 
1679 The Sloane Square Scan­

dal .............••.••...*25 
1747 Le Beau Sabreur........*25 
1851 The Roll of Honor ......*25 
1873 Kate Valliant. ..........*25 
1986 Called to Account .......*25 

Bertba Thomas. 

389 IChahod. A Portrait ....*25 

960 Elizabeth's FOl·tune.....*25 


1447 The Hou~e on the Scar..*25 

1707 Famous or Infamous? ..*25 


Judge D. P. Thompson. 
1414 The Green Mountain 

Boys ....................*25 

Theo(lore Tilton. 

1450 Tempest Tossed........*25 


Leon de Tinseau. 

1820 The Chaplain's Secret..... 
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Count Lyof Tolstoi. 
1066 l\lv Husband and 1. .....*2!l 
1069 Polikouchka.............*25 
1071 The Death of Ivall Iliitch*25 
1073 Two Generations ........*25 
1090 The Cossacks.. . ..•. . ...*25 
1108 Sebastopol.. ............ *25 
1631) Work While Ye Have the 

Light. ........... . ...*25 
1835 The Fruits of Enlighten· 

ment....................*25 

A. L. G. BosbooJll-'l'oussnint 
803 Major Frank..' ...... " ..*25 

Tribune Pl'ize Stories. 
1665 The Story of Our 1\less..*25 
1668 The Three Bummers ....*25 

Adolphus Trollope. 
115 Diamond Cut Diamond.*25 

Anthony Trollope. 
32 The Land Leaguers .. , ..*25 
93 Anthony Trollope's Au­

tobiography•...........*25 
147 Rachel Ray ..............*25 
200 An Old Man's Love .....*25 
531 The Prime 1\Iinister.....*25 
621 The Wat·den.............*25 
622 Han'y Heat hcote of 

Gang-oil ................ *25 
667 The Go Ide 0 Lioo of 

Granpere .............. *25 
'400 Ralph the Heir .......... *25 
775 The Three Clerks.......*25 

1476 l\lr. Scarborough's Fam­
ily ................••....*~5 

1542 Life of Thackeray.......*25 

Tracy Turnerelll. 
1371 A Russian Princess .....*25 

Sarah Tytler. 

160 Her Gentle Deeds.......*25 


1831 Buried Diamonds.......*25 


J. Vnn I.ennep. 
1621 The Count of Talavera .. *25 

Count Pnul Vnsili. 
505 The Society of London ..*25 

Sophie E. F. Veitch. 
l280 The Dean's Daughter....*25 

lUargaret Veley. 
298 l\litchelhnrst Place......*25 
586 ",For Percival " .........*25 

Jules Verne. 
87 Dick Sand; or, A Cap­

tain at Fifteen ......... 25 
100 20.000 Leagues Under the 

Seas.................... 25 

368 The Southern Star; or, 
the Diamond Land. .,.*25 

31)5 The Archipelago on Fire*25 
578 l\Iathias Sandor!. Illus­

trated ..................*25 
651) The Waif of the" Cyn­

thia" .................. *25 
751 Great Voyages and Great 

NaYigators ............ 25 
833 'ficket No. "1)672." .......*25 
9,'6 H.obur theConquer0r; or. 

A Trip Round the World 
in a Flying" Machine .. ,*25 

1011 'rexar's Vengeance: or, 
North Verslls South.... 25 

1020 Michael Strogoff: or, 
'fhe Courier of the Czar 25 

1050 The Tour of the World 
in 80 Days .............. 25 

1152 Fmm the Earth to the 
l'IOOCl. Illustrated ..... 25 

1153 Round the 2\loon. Illus­
trated •..•••............ 25 

1157 A Two Yf'ars' Vacation. 
Illustrated..... ' ......... *25 

1168 The Flight to France; or, 
the Memoirs of a Dra­
~oon ................... *25 

1238 'l'he l\Iysterious Island. 
IlIustmted ..............*25 

1263 A Family Without a 
Name ..................*25 

1422 Eight Hundred Leaguf's 
on the Amazon; or, The 
Cryptogram. . . . . . . . . . .. 25 

1422 The Jangada; or, Eight 
Hundred Leagues on 
the Amazon.. ......... 25 

2078 The Special Correspond· 
ent ..................... ~ 

Linda Villnri. 
2046 In Change Unchanged ...*26 

Henry Scott Vince. 
347 As Avon Flows.........*25 

Cnrl Vo~mael'. 
253 The Amazon ........• , ..*25 

L. B. Wnlford. 
241 The Baby'sGrandmother*25 
256 l\lr. Smith: A Part of 

His Life. .. . ..... •.... *25 
258 Cousimt .................. *25 
65S The Hi~tory of a Wf'ek.. *25 

1578 Troublesome Danghters.*25 
Hi15 The Havoc of a Smile...*25 
1780 A l\[ere Child., ..........*25 
1!l32 The l\lischief of l\Iollica.*25 
1l)H A Pinch of Experience ..*25 
11)';'9 Dick Netherby ..........*25 
11)82 A Sage of Sixteen.......*25 
Igg7 Her Great Idea.........*2€) 
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2000 A. Stiff·Necked Genera­
tion •..•••.••............*25 


1037 Pauline........... . .....*25 


Georlre Walker. 

1807 The Three Spaniards....*25 


Horace Walpole. 

'170 The Castle of Otranto.•.*25 


Mrs. Humphry Ward. 

369 Miss Bretherton.••.•....*25 


1116 Robert Elsmere......... 25 


F. Warden. 
192 At the World's Mercy...*25 
j48 The House on the Marsh 25 
286 Deldee; or, The Iron 

Hand.................... *25 
482 A Vagrant Wile.........*25 
M6 A Prince of Darkness. " 25 
Il20 Doris's Fortune...••.....*25 

1037 Scheherazade: A Lon­
don Night's Entertain­
ment ..............•.••.*25 

1087 A Woman's Face; or, A 
Lakeland Mystery .•....*25 

1156 A Witch of the Hills..••.*20 
1178 St. Cuthbert's Tower ....*20 
n1i3 The Fog Princes. A 

Romance of The Dark 
:Metropolis.......••..••.*25 

12'72 Nurse Revel's Mistake ...*25 
1623 City and Suburban ......*25 
1729 Missing: A Young Girl..*25 
1855 Pretty l\Iiss Smith.......*25 
1906 Those Westerton Girls.••25 
11118 Higbest References.••••*25 

Wlllinm Wnre. 
700 Zenobia; or, The Fall of 

Palmyra..•.•••••.......·25 
7eO AureliaD; or,Rome in the 

Third Century••..••..•.*25 

Snmuel Warren. 
..00 ThE> l'tIerchant's Clerk ...*25 

1142 Ten Thousand' a Year. 
Part I .................. 25 

1142 Ten Thousand a Year. 
Part II................. 25 

1142 Ten 'fhousand a Year. 
Part m ................ 25 


Anthor of" Wedded Hands" 
628 Wedded Hands...•......*25 
968 Blossom and Fruit; or, 

Madame's Ward .......*25 

E. Werner. 

161 Raymond's Atonement..*25 

&40 At a High Price••.•••.•.*25 


1067 Saint :Micbael........... 25 

~(a Home SOunda•••••.•••••*~ 


1154 A Judgment of God.....•~ 
1181 The Fairy ot the Alps ... ~ 
1716 Vineta ...................*26 
2073 .. Good Luck;" or, Suc­

cess, and How He Won 
It....................... 25 

2074 What the Spring Brought 25 
2080 At the Altar. . .. . • • . . . . .. 25 

William Westall. 
1061 A Queer Race...........*fa) 
1159 Mr. Fortescue: An Ande­

an Romance............25 
1161 Red Ryvington..........*25 
1163 The Phantom City: A 

Volcanic Romance ...... *25 
1481 Strange Crimes..........25 
1515 The Blind l\!usician. By

William Westall and 
Sergius Stepniak....... *25 

1943 In Two Moods •..•••.••••*25 

Stanley J. Weyman. 
2085 The Man in BIack......• 25 
2086 The House of the Wolf. 25 

Beatrice Wllitby. 
1264 The Awakening ot roIary

Fenwick................*26 
1897 A Matter of Skill........*25 

Mrs. Wbitcher. 
1497 Widow Bedott Papers...*25 

Violet Whyte. 
956 Her Johnnie........ _•••.·25 

G. J. White-Melville. 
409 Roy's Wile ..............*.23 
451 Market Harborough. and 

Inside the Bar..........*25 

.lU. G. Wi.rbtwick. 
113 Mrs. Carr's Companion.*~ 

Oscar Wilde• 
2143 The Picture of Dorian 

Gray................... 25 
2144 Poems by Oscar Wilde .. 25 

E. S. Williamson. 
984 Her Own Sister ..........*25 

John Stranlre Winter. 

492 Booties' Baby; or, Mig­

. non. Illustrated.. . . ... 2& 
600 Houp·La. D1ustrated ..*21 
638 In <-tluarters with the 

25th (The Black Horse)
Dragoons................ 

888 A ?tIan of Honor. DIu.· 
trated.................... 
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746 Cavalry Life; or. Sket­

ches and Stories in Bar­
racks and Out..........*25 

813 Army Society. Life in a 
Garrison Town ..••.....*25 

816 Pluck.........•....•.....*25 
876 l\lignon's Secret ......... 25 
966 A Siege Baby and Child­

hood's Memories.•... " *2./j 
971 Garrison Gossip: Gath­

ered in Blankbampton.*25 
1032 !lIignon's Husband ......*25 
l03g Driver Dallas .....••••... *25 
1079 Beautiful Jim: of the 

Blankshire Regiment.•.*25 
1117 Princess Sarah ..........*25 
1121 Bootles' Children ........*25 
1158 l\Iy Poor Dick ............*25 
1171 Sophy Carmine.........*25 
1202 Harvest..................*25 
1223 A Little Fool. .... '" ...*25 
1244 Buttons................. *25 
1246 Mrs. Bob ................ 25 
1303 Dinna Forget... , ..•.....*:25 
11567 He Went for a Soldier ..*25 
1721 The Other !lIan's Wife .. *::?5 
1776 Regimental Legends....*25 
1877 Good-Bye ...............*J5 
IMl Lumley the Painter..... *25 
1951 In Luck's Way...........25 

H. A. Wise, U. S. N. 
2129 	Captain Brand. of the 

Schooner .. Centipede" 25 

Mn. Henry Wood. 
8 East Lynne............. 25 

255 The Mystery .. . .. •....... 25 
m The Surgeon's Daughters*25 
W8 The Unholy Wish ....•.. 25 
113 Helen Whitney's Wed­

ding, and Other Tales.*25 
514 The Mystery of Jessy

Page, and Other Tales. *25 
«110 The Story of Dorothy

Grape, and Other Tales*25 
1001 Lady Adelaide's Oath; 

or, The Castle's Heir... 25 
1021 The Heir to Ashley, and 

The Red·Court Farm...*25 
1027 A Life's Secret.......... 25 
1042 Lady Grace... •• • • •• •• ••. 25 
1235 The Lost Bank Note, and 

Moat-Grange•••.••••••••*25 
_ Daneebury House ........26 

H. F. Woo". 
1107 The Passenger from 

Scotland Yard..........*26 
1595 The Night of the Third 

Ult ......................*:!5 
1787 The House of Halliwell ..*25 

Margaret L. Woods. 
1983 A Village Tragedy......*25 

Katharine Wylde. 
2035 A Dreamer..............*2!S 
2038 An Ill-Regulated Mind •. *25 

Edmuud Yates, 
1708 Running the Gauntlet...*25 
1709 Broken tQ Harness.•.••••.25 

Chal'lotte M. Yonp. 
247 The Armourer's Pren­

tices .................... ·25 
215 The Three Brides........~ 
535 Henrietta'S Wish; or, 

Domineering.••••••••••"Z 
563 The Two Sides of the 

Shield............•.••...*~ 
640 Nuttie's Father.......... ~ 
665 The Dove in the Eagle's

Nest ....................~ 
666 l\ly Young Alcides: A 

Faded Photograph •.••.~ 
739 The Caged Lion ..........25 
742 Love and Lite........... 25 
783 Chantry House....•.•••.•25 
790 The Chaplet of Pearls; 

or, The White and Black 
Ribaumont............*~ 

800 ~~~~!s ~~gm;h:TIte0:1 
a. Spinster...............25 

887 A l\Iodern Telemachus..•25 
1024 Under the Storm; or, 

Steadfast's Charge....*25 
1133 Our New !lIistress .......*25 
1200 Beechcroft at Rockstone.1I5 

A. Curti8 Yorke. 
1400 The l\lystery of Be]­

grave Square...........*26 

Ernest Yonna. 
1682 Barbara's Rival........... 
IGOO.A. Woman's Hon.r........ 
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lUi "ccllnncOlllh 
182 The lIlillionaire ..........*25 
198 A Husband's Story ...... *25 
274 Alice, Grand Ducht'ss of 

Hesse, Princess of Great 
Bl"itain and Ireland. 
Biographical Sketch 
and Letters ............ *2f> 

f285 The Gambler·s Wife .... 25 
289 John Bull's Neighbor in 

Her T rue Light. A 
"Brutal Saxon" ...... *25 

335 The White Witch ........ *25 
443 The Bachelor of the AI· 

bany.................... *25 
491 Society in I,ondon. A 

Foreign Resident.... .. *25 
512 The Waters of Hercules.*25 

1438 1\1 a r gar e t and Her 
Bridesmaids.••.••••.••. *25 

1444 Queen of the County....*25 
1574 The Arabian Nights'

Entertainments ........ *25 
15GS How He Reached the 

'Vhite Honse; or, a Fa· 
mous Victory.......... *25 

1685 The Wonderful Advent­
ures Of Phra the Phceni­
ciano Retold by Edwin 
Lester Arnold ..........*25 

1916 King Solo ilion's Treas­
ure. By the Author of 
"He" .................*25 

2034 A Chelsea Householder .. *25 
2048 :l\1iss Bayle's Romance 

A Story of To-day .•••.*25 
2049 Yesterday. An Ameri­

can Novel..............*25 

The foregoing works are for sale by all newsdealers or will be 
!!lent to any addrPRs, postage fl·ee, on receipt of the price 25 cents 
each, by the publisher. Address ' 

GEORGE MUNRO'S SONS, Publishers, 

(P, O. :iox ~81.) 17 to ~7 Vandewater St. ll8wYorks 



GEORGE MUNRO'S SON8' PUBLICATIONS. J 

THE 

LfBRAQY OF ftMER1CAl\ AUTHOQS, 
hnbracing Copyright Novels by the Most Populai 

Writers of American Fiction. 

iSSUED QUARTERLY. PRICE 25 CENTS EACh. 

These books are well printed in clear, bold, handsome type, with 
oeautifullithographed covers. ana sewed in the back, so that each 
book will open flat. 

IUagdalen Barret... 
00 The Banker's Daughter••• 2r. 

Hannah Blomgren. 
~ The Dppth of Love; or, A 

Mother's Sacrifice...... 25 

lurs. lUary E. Bryan. 
:: My Own Sin .......•....... 25 

18 Uncle Ned's Whit( Child •• 2."1 
26 ~'[ancll..................... 2.'i 
10 Ruth the Outcast.......... 25 
51 The Fugitive Bride. (The

Bayou Bride)....... ,. 25 
l!8 KilJee; or, The Sphinx of . 

the Red House •.••.... 25 
62 His lpg-al Wife ............ 25 
68 Nan Haggard, the Hpiress 

of Dead Hopes Mine.•• 25 

Christine Carlton. 
II) Muriel; or, Because of His 

.......
Love for H re .•••••••••• AN 

Mrs. E. Bnrke Collins. 
..n Sold for Gold••••...•....• 25 
88 Lillian's Vow; or, the l\Iys­

tery of Ranleigh House. 25 

L1lcy Randall Comfort. 
12 Ida Chaloner's Heart .•.•• 25 
1, Vendetta; or, The South­

ern Heiress.. . •.••.•.•• 2:S 
19 lIarried for Money•••••••• 25 
23 Love and Jealousy ...••••• 2:S 
25 The Belle of Saratoga. • •• 25 
i!8 ETe, the Factory Girl ••••• 25 
~ Love at Saratoga.••••••••• 25 
86 Wild and Willful; or, To 

the Bitter End.•••••.••• 25 
tl' Lotti;;, and Victorine; or. 

Worldlllg Their Own-_ ...... ,. ..,............. . 


Jean Corey. 

60 A Heart or .l!U-\j ....... '" m 


T. C. De Leon. 

2 The ROCk or the Rye, 

(COmic/................ is 

Dora Delmar. 
53 Cast Upon His Care....... 2:: 
54 The Secret of Estcourt..•. ~ 
59 A Tempting Offer..••••••• ~ 
61 Answered iu Jest......... iI) 

rUay Allnes Flcmin". 
34 Estella's H usb and L.0r, 

Thrice Lost, Thrice won ~ 
41 The Baronet's Bride..... " ~ 
48 The Unseen Bridl:'gl"oom; 

or, Wedded for a Week. fi.) 

lnargaret Lee. 
6 Marriage ................... ~ 
7 Lizzie Adriance........... ~ 


55 l\lay Blossom•.•••••••••••• ~ 

Lo.ara J'ean Libbey• 
4 Daisy Brooks..•••••••••••• m 
6 The Heiress ot Cameron 

Hall ..••••..•••••••••••• lm 
8 Madolin Rivers .•••••••...• Z 

10 Leonie Locke; or, The Ro­
mance of a Beautiful 
New York Working-
Girl •.•.••..•••••.•••..• 2ft 

11 Junie's Love-Test .•••••••• Z 
14 All for Love of a Fair 

Face; or, A Broken Be­
trothal .••••....•••••••• ii5 

15 A Struggle fora Heart; or, 
Crystabel's Fatal Love. 2t5 

HI Little Rosebud's Lovers; 
or. A Cruel Revenge••• m 

46 h.~~ ....'9~er.... ~ 
. :.'" 
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Adll& H. Lightner. 

8 Shadow and Sunshine. •• 25 


Mrs. Alex. McVeigh Miller. 
18 Laurel Vane; or, the Girls' 


Conspiracy. . ...• ...... 25 

21 Sworn to Silence; or, Aline 


Rodney's Secret.••••... 25 

37 Lady Gay's Pride; or, The 


l\Iiser's Treasure.•••••• 25 

42 Lancaster's Choice•••..... 25 

43 Tiger·Lily; or, The Woman 


Who Came Between..• 25 

« The Pearl and the Ruby. •• 25 

46 Eric Braddon's Love....•. 25 

49 Little Sweetheart.•.•.•.•. 25 

50 Flower and Jewel. ........ 25 

61 Little Nobody. . .......... 25 


"M. Qnad." 

'16 Under Five Lakes••••••••• 25 


Charlotte M. Stanley. 

27 Her Second Choice ........ 2& 

29 His Country Cousin.•..... 25 

~ A Misplaced Love; or, The 


Rector's Daughter..... ~ 

47 Fro U - Fro u . From the 


French of ~IM. Meilhac 

and Halevy............. 215 


. Elizabeth Stiles. 
35 The Little Light - House 

Lass; or, the World 
Well Lost.............. 26 


Marie Walsh. 

9 Saints and SinnN'S; or, The 


Minister's Daughter.... 28 

24 Hazel Kirke ............... 25 


Dliscellaneons. 

22 The Bride of Monte·Cristo. 


A Sequel to .. The Count 

of Monte-Cristo"....... 15 


The foregoing books are for sale oy all newsdealers, or will be 
sent by mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of 25 cents per copy. or 
we will send nine books for two dollars. Addrel!lS . 

GEORGE lUtJ~nO's SONS, 

Munro's Publishing Roue, 


(p. O.1JGrz 1181) 17 to 27 Vand.ew&Mr St., New YOI'kv 



8 TIlE LAUREL LmRARy. 

THE LAUREL LIBRARY. 


OUR NEW SERIES 
OF 

AMERICAN COPYRIGHT NOVELS. 

Issued Qnarierly. Price 20 Cents Eacll. 

These books are wen printed In clear, bold, handsome type, with 
a,eautifullithographed covers, and sewed in the back, so that eacb 
Itook will open fiat. 

Mr8. Mary F. Bna.. 
18 Wild Work...... , .•••••••. ~ 

Lucy Randall Comfort. 
10 Claire's Love-Life. A Tale 

of English Society.••••• 25 

Dora Delmar. 

14 Had She Foreseen r ••••••• 25 

15 Mabel and May............ 25 


May Agnes Fleming. 

7 The Heiress of Glen Gower 2.1)


12 Magdalen's Vow.......... 25 

22 Who Win8? ............... 25 


Charles Gar'Vice. 

8 Paid ForI•••••••••••••••••• 25 

~ Elaine... '" ............... 25 

6 On Love's Altar••••••••••• 25 

11 Better Than Life....•••••.• 
17 Marded at Sight••••...••. 25 
18 Once in a Life ............. 25 
19 A Life's Mistake.......... 25 
20 She Loved Him........... 25 
21 The Marquis.............. ~ 

Wenona Gilman. 
2 Hearts and Lives.......... 25 
5 Blind Dan's Daughter••.•• 25 
8 Val the Tomboy........... 25 
9 My Little Princess.•••••••• 215 

Gay Parker. 
1 An Unwilling Bride; or, 

The Curse of Rosser.... 215 

Major Alfred Rochef'ort. 
16 KatrinE.>, the Pride of Glen 

A.ire ............... , oreo ~ 

Tbe foregoing books are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be 
lent by mail, postage prepaid, on receipt.r 25 cents per copy, or 
we wUl send nine books for two dollars. Address 

GEORGE ltIUNRO'S SONS, 

Munro's Publishing House, 


P. O. 80s tr.Sl.) 17 to 27 Vandewater St., Ne1lI7 Y.-k, 



4 GEORGE 1tfUNRO'S SONS' PUBLICATIONS. 

THE 

BOYS' DASHAWAY SERIES. 

Issued Quarterly. Price 10 Cents Each. 

8 Injun Paul; or, The Prairie 

Cat. (Illustrated) •••••• 10 

Gustave Abnard. 


19 The Adventl1l'ers .......... 10 

20 The Pearl of the Andes ..• 10 

21 The Trail·Hunter.......... 10 

22 The Pirates of the Prairies 10 

2:3 The T\'apppr's Daugh,er•. 10 

24 The Tiger·Slayer.....•••.. 10 

25 The Gold·Seehrs .••..••.. 10 

26 The Indian Chief .•••.••• " 10 

27 The Red Tracie ....... , .• 10 

28 The Guide of the Desert .. 10 

29 'l'he Insurgent Chief••.•.. 10 

30 The Flying- Horseman .... 10 

81 The BorLler Rifles ......... 10 

31 'file Freebootel·s........... 10 

P 10
..3 'fhe White Scalper........ 
34 The I\li"sollri Outlaws...•• 10 

85 The Prairie Flower.•••..• 10 

36 The Indian Scout.... , ....• 10 

37 The Bee·Hunter........... 10 

38 StOlwlwart............... 10 

39 The Rebel Chief.......•... 10 

40 The Last of the Aucns..•• 10 

41 The Buccaneer Chief ..... 10 

42 The Queen of the Savan­

nah..................... 10 

43 The Red River Half·Breed 10 

44 The Treasure of Pearls .. 0 10 

45 The Trappers of Arkansas 10 

46 Strong-hand ............•. , 10 

47 The Smuggler Hero....... 10 


Capt. L. C. Carleton. 

1 The Man of Death ......... 10 

8 Eagle Eyes, the Scout....• 10 


These books are of a size convenient for the pocket, and are 
Issued with beautiful lithographed covers: 

Albert 'V. Aiken. 
 4 The Trapper's Retreat .... 10 

'I The Wild lUan of· the 


Woods. (Illustrated)... 10 


Captain Clewline. 

14 The Boy Whalers..•.•.•••• 10 

48 The Island Demon........ 10 


Halsey Page. 

2 Dashaway Charley. {Illus· 


trated).•................ 10 

5 Dashaway Charley's Sec­


ond Term at Ranleigh. 


6 Dashaway Charley'S Last 


9 Dashaway Charley on the 


(Illustrated)...... " ..••. 10 


Term at Ranleigh. (Il­

lustrated) • • • . . . . . • • • • .• 10 


Plains. (Illustrated).... 10 

10 The Young Pioneers. (II· 


lustrated).•••.••••.... " 10 


Samuel W. Pearce. 

12 The Boy Yachtsman. (Il­

lustrated)............... 10 

49 Bound to Win.. .. .. .. • .... 10 


'V. E. \Yestlake. 


15 The Boys and Girls of Sil­


17 Amon~ the Reds: or, Frt>d 

and Bel·t Beyond the 


13 Doings at School and at 

Sea. (Illustrated) ...... 10 


ver Creek Academy .... 10 

16 Fun, Love. and Adventure 


on Land and Watt>r.... 10 


Rocky l\lountains.••••• 10 

18 The Red Star............ 18 


IUil'lcellaneous. 

jl The Yankee Champion.•.. 10 


The foregoing books are for sal. by aU newsdealers, or will be 
sent by mail. Jlostage prepaid, on n :eipt of the price, by the pub­
lishers. Address 

GEOnGI~ lUUl\Lif.O·S SO~S, 


Munro's Publisld ng House, 

(p. O. 1kl¥ 2781.) 17 to 27 Va; \11. 'water St., New YQrlL 



THE OtD SLEUTH LffiRARY. 

THE HOLD SLEUTH:' LIBRARY, 

A SERIES OF THE JIOST TmUJ.LI:>G DETECTIVE STORIES En:n PUBLISHED. 

Issued (~lInrterly. 
1 Old Sleuth, the Det(>ctivp.. 5 
 a4 The Dnteh Detectivp......• 5 
2 The King' or the Ddecthes. 5 


!t Night Scenes in ]Sew YorlL 5 


" Iron Burgess, the Govern­

10 'fhe Brigands of New York. 5 

11 Tracked by a Ventriloquist. 5 

12 '1'he Twin Shadowel·s....... 5 


14 Billy Wayne, the St. Louis 


15 The New York Detectivf'... 5 


17 Old Sleuth in H a r n e s s 


a Old Sleuth's Triumph ...... 5 
 Yankee De[pelive...... 5 
4 Under a l\1i1liull Disguise" .. 5 
 36 lIIUllfl,.,rl·s Quest ..........• 5 

6 Old Electricity, the Light-
 del'fut Boy Detective.... 5 
ning Detective........... 5 
 3f' Old IWllsictes AlwO!ld .•.... 5 

ment Detective.......... 5 
 Cowboys ..•............. 5 

13 1'he French Detective...... 5 
 chit'volls Darky•...•...• 5 

Detective ............... 5 
 Treasure of the Rockif's. 5 

16 O'Neil McDarragh, the De-
 Srlf'cial Detecth'e.... .. 5 
tecth·e.................• 5 
 44 The King of the Shadowers. 5 

7 The Shadow Detective...... 5 

8 Red-Light 'VilI, the River 


Detective................ 5 


39 Little Black 'I'om; or, The 
Adventurt's of a I1lis­
chievons DarkS ......... 5 

19 The Yankee Detective...... 5 
 47 'I'he Irish Detf'ctive........ 5 

20 The Fastest Boy in New 


York .................... 5 

21 Black Raven, the (~eorgia 


5 

.... 5 


Dt'tective ............... 5 
 50 Silver Tom, the Df'tecUve .. 
22 Night-Hawk, the Mounted 
 51 The Duke of New york 

llrice 5 Cents ]~ach. 

35 Old Puritan, tilE' Olu-Time 

3, Tom Thnmb; or, The Won­

40 Old Irollsides Among the 

41 Black Tom in Search of a 
Father; or, The Further 
Adventures of a 1\1 i s ­

42 Bonanza Bardie; or, The 

43 Old Transform, the Secret 

45 Gasparoni, the Italian De-
Again. . ........••...... 5
18 The Lady Detective ...•••.. 5 
 4t'. OldtescI~.I\I'etl·I·'S"L·u'·c·k· '.........•.•........ 55 


u • , 

4S Down in a. CoalllIine....... IS 

49 Faithful Mikf', the I r ish 


Hero .................... 5 


Detecth·e................ 55'! Jack Gamewav; oJ'. A West­
23 The Gypsy Detf'ctive....... 5 

24 The l\l.'i'steries and Miseries 
 53 All Round New york....... 5 


5 

25 Old Terrible ................. 5 


.................. 5 

Bay ..................... 5 


27 :rrlanfred, the 1'Ilagic Trick 

5 


28 Mum, the Western Lady 

5 


.....••.•.. 5 

....•...••.• 5 


5 

80 Lady Kate, the Dashing Fe­

5 

31 Hamud. the Detective...... 5 


........... 5 

5 


83 The American Detective in 

5 


of New york ............ 5 
 54 Old Iron~ides in Np\\' York. 

26 The Smugglers of New York 
 ing Dog 

Detective ............... 5 
 57 Badger and His Shadow... 

Detet'tive................ 5 
 59 Old Sleuth, Badger &: Co••. 
29 !lIons. Armand; or, The 
 60 Old Phenomenal 

French Detective in New 
 Gl A Goldlill Cmse 
york .................... 5 
 (j:~ 'I'he Mysteriolls )Itu·der.... 

IlJaIt~ Detective ......... 5 
 64 The Bowery Detective...... 

32 The Giant Detective in 
 66 Detective Thrash 
France .................. 5 
 G7 EbeolJ, tht' Detective....... 

Russia. ..........._....... 5 
 69 Archie the 'Vonder........ 

ern Boy in Nf'wYork.... 5 


55 Jack Ripple and His Talk­

56 n ill y Joyce, tbe Govern­

61) The Boy Detpctive......... :> 


ment Detective......•.•• 5 


58 Durml, the Detective....... 5 


(j:~ )lonte-Cristo Ben.........•• 5 


6>; Old Ironsides at His Best .. 5 


The foregoing hooks are for sale by an newsdealers, or will be 
sent by mail, postage prepaid, 011 l'eceipt of 6 cents each, or 5 for 
~ cents, by the pUblishers. Address 

George Munro's Sons, Munro's Publishing House, 
(P. O. Box 2781.) 17 to 27 Vandewat&r St" New York. 



f' Q~ORGE MUNRO'S SONS' PUBLICAT!ONS. 

ATTRACTIVE HAND-BOOKS. 
The Art of Houflekeeping. By The New York Fashion Bazar 

Mrs. Mary Stuart Smith.. 25 Book of Etiquette........ ,. 

The New York Fashion Bazar l\<Iunro's S tar Recitations. 
Compiled and Edited byModel Letter-Writer and 
;Mrs. Mary E. Bryan....... 

Good Form: A Book of Every 
Lovers' Oracle•••••••.•.. 25 

Tbe New York FashiMl Bazar Day Etiquette. By Mrs. 
Book of the 'roHet. • • • . ... 25 Armstrong•.. ; .. '" .......
.. . 

MISCELLANEOUS BOOKS. 
Juliet Corflon's New Family

Cook Book. By Miss Ju­
liet Corson.•••• " . • . • •. $1.00 

New Tabernacle S e r m 0 n s. 
By the Rev. T. De Witt 
Talmage................$1.00 

Alice's Adventures in Won· 
derland. By Lewis Car­
roll ....................... 50 

Through the Looking-Glass
and What Alice Found 
There. By Lewis Carroll. 50 

The Shadow Detective. By
.. Old Sleuth"............ 50 

Blood is Thicker than Water: 
A Few Days Among Our 
Southern Brethren. By
Henry M. Field, D.D ..... 25 

A Practical Guirle .to the Ac­
qUisition of the Spanish
Lang-uage. By Lucien 
Oudin, A.M ............... 25 

Cutting-Out and Dressmak­
in~. From the French of 

- Mlle. E. Grand'bomme... 25 

Confes!'!ions of aB 1m". By 

Munro's French Series. )fo.
l-An Elementary Gram­
mar of the French Lan­
guage. By Illion Costel­
)ano............ ~ .......... j5 

Munro's French Series. Nos. 
2 and 3-Practical Guides 
to the French Language.
By Lucien Oudin, A.M ... t5 

l\<Iunro's German Series. A 
:Method of Learning Ger­
man on a New and Easy
Plan. By Edward Cha­
mier. Twovolumes-each 25 

l\<Iunro's Dialogues and Speakers.
No. l-The Funny Fel­

low's Dialogues...... : .. 10 
No.2-The Clemence and 

Donkey DialoJ:?:ues...... 10 
No.3-l\Irs.Smith'sBoard­

ers' Dialogues.......... 10 
No. 4--Schoolboys' ComiC 

Dialogues. . . . • . . . . . . . .. 10 
No. 1-Vot I Know'Bout 

Gruel Societies Speaker 10 
No.2-The John B. Go-off 

Comic Speaker......... 10 
No. a-My Boy Vilhelm's 

Speaker................. 10 


"Old Sleuth" .•.•••••..•. ~ Kitchen Lessons for Young 
Hunter!'!' Yarn$;. A Collection Housekeepers. :By Anllie 

of Wild and Amusing Ad. H. Jerome................ 10 

ventures .....•.......•..•. 25 Letter·Writig, Yade Easy ••• 10 


'fhe foregoing books are for sale by all newsdealers, or will lw 
sent hy mail. postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by the pub­
ll8hflrs. Address 

GEORGE lUlTNRO'S SONS, 
Munro's Publishing House, 

(p. O. »0% fiSt.> 17 to 27 Vandewater St., New York. 



,DIE D~UTsCftE LmnA:RY. 

IDiefe populiire WoueUen [tub bie beilm ill ber blutfd)en 
~prad)e. tIman bieie grone Wiane non 910neUen eine ltHner. 
fiilfd)te @rbld)tullg 1I11beine ftntfe Ulltetl:id)t~geltla1t ber 
1)eutid)m ber ~ereinigten @3taaten iil, uub rine {ltone ~i1fe 
fiir ~meritnuer, ttJeld)e bie beutfd)e @5pradJe ftublnn, fann 
~liemal1b leugnen.1I 

madJfoIgenbe merle fil\' in bet ,ti)eutfdJen 2ibrat~U erftfJimm: 
),con Alcxandrowitsch. 


10 Bewegte Zeiten••••••.••. 10 
 112 Der Ulan................. 10 

B. Auerbach. 


~ Barfilssele . . .. . . . . . . . ..•• 10 


Erste Halfte ....... , ... 20 
75 Das Landhaus am Rhein. 

Zweite Hiilite......... 20 

102 Spinoza . .. . . .. .. .. .. .. ... 20 


114 Schwarzwli.lder Dorfge· 
8C h ich te n. Zweite 
HiiUte .....•••....•..•• 20 

Victor BJuethgen. 

Ida BoY-Ed. 

iii Nicht im Geleise, Roman. 20 


127 Ein Friedensstorer.•.•••• 00 

252 Zwanzig Jahre nacbher. 

Erster Theil. '" ... .. .. 20 

J. von Brnn-Barnow. 
 Drit.ter Theil ...•.....•• 20 

17 Falsche Wege............ 10 


Brnsehaver. 
 253 Der Graf von Bragelonne. 

l~ Der heimliche Gast....... 20 

R. Byr. 
 254 Zehn Jahre nachber. Er­

ster TheiL ............. 2C 

la Bartolomli.us .......... ~. 10 


F. Dabn. 
 Zweiter Theil.......... 2>_ 

101 Ein Kampf urn Rom. 

Zweite Hii.~fte:......... 20 


1 Der Kaiser............... . 

17 Eine Frage............... 10 

77 Die Frau Bilrgermeista· 


]01 Ein Kampf um Rom. 

Erste Hiilfte ........... 20 


100 Felicitas, Ristol'. Roml>t1. 10 

171 Die Kreuzfahrer, Rombo. 20 


140 Numa Roumestan ........ 20 

Alphonse Daudet. 
 144 Ein Wort. Neuer Roman. 20 


169 Serapis, Roman.......... 00 


C.Detlef. 
J11 Awl. Oaprl.... ....... . •••• le 

Joh. von Dewall. 


188 Strandgut. Zweite Hiilite. 00 

217 l\Ianuver- u. Kriegsbilder. 10 


80 Bl'ij:dtta .................. 10 

75 	Das Landhalls am Rhein. 

188 Strandgut. Erste Hii.lfte. 00 


2U Die Erbtante, Roman .... 20 


A. Dom. 

87 Der Erbe von Mortella .•• 20 


221 	Das Geiger·Evehen, Ro­
man.................... 20 


114 Schwarzwa.ldflr Dorfge·

schichten. Erste Halfte 20 Alexander Dnmas. 

251 Die drei Musketiere. 
Erster Theil ............ 00 

251 Die drei l'tIusketiere. 
Zweiter Theil .......... :;;:~ 

252 Zwanzig Jahre nachher. 

Zweiter Theil. .•.....•. 20 


252 Zwanzig Jahre nachher. 


253 Der Gmf von Bragelonne. 

Erster Theil ............ 20 


Zweiter Theil ....••••.. ~ 

25' Zehn Jahre nachhar. 

Geors Ebers. 


rin...................... ~ 

~8 Uarda.................... 00 


189 Homo sum............... 10 


190 Eine Aegyptische Konigs­

tochter. Zweite HaUte. *' 


C. H. v. Dedenrotb. 

111' Elne Hot-Intrigue........ 10 


190 Eine Aegyptische Konigs­
tochter. Erste Hii.lfte.. 20


1. Dip Nilbraut. Erli~ :allfte _ 

http:Bartolomli.us
http:leugnen.1I


8 GEORGE !mNRO'S SONS' PUBLICATIONb. 

11)2 Die Nilhraut. Z wei te 

Hiilfte .......•...•..••• 20 


202 Die Schwestern, Roman.. 20 

:til Die Gred, Roman. Erste 


Halite ................. 20 

211 Die Gred, Roman. Zweite 


Hlilfte . . . . • •. . .•....•. 20 

226 Josua, Erzihlung aus bib. 


lischer Zeit............. 20 


Ernst Ecl"~tcin. 

I~A E~~ ~~~~~~~l;t~i~~a~rst~ 20 


Ratite. .............. 20 

175 DasVermaehtniss. Zweitp.


H11lite .............•... 20 

186 Vioiallta, Roman.....•.•• :.,10 
20.1 Salvatore................. 20 

215 Xero. Erste HltIfte...... 20 

215 Nero. Zweite HaIfte .... 20

220 Der Referendal', Novelle. 10 

225 (Jamilla, Roman......... 20 


Emile Erhard. 

238 GriWn Ruth .............. 20 


Nntaly VOII Eschstl'uth. 

250 Ganseliesel. ............... 20 


E. Falk. 


92 Um ein Herz ............. 10 


E. Fels. 

40 Die weisse Frau von Grei­

fenstein , ..... , ......... 20 

~58 Die Rose VOIl Delhi. Erste 


HaUte ................. 20 

158 Die R 0 s e von Del hi. 


Zweite Halfte.......... 20 


Cllal']otte Fieh. 

13 Schloss Grilnwald. . . . . . .• 10 


Karl E. Frallzos. 

71 :r.Joschko von Parma..... 10 

79 Ein Kampf urn's Recht .• 20 


173 Die Reise nach dem 

Schieksal.. . .. •.. • .. .... 10 


232 Del' Prasldent.•.•..•.•••• 20 

Ii. Frenzel. 


162 Nach del' ersten Liebe••. 20 

196 Frau Venus.............. 20 


Gustav Freytag. 

16 lngo und Ingraban..... " 20 

24 Das Nest der Zaunkonige. 20 

86 Die BrUder vom deut­

schen Hause........... 20 

48 Maslcus Konig.. . . • . . . . . .. 20 

-47 Die Gesehwister......• , .. 20 

52 Aus einer kleinen Stadt•. 20 

Ijl 8011 und Haben. Erste 


Halite ................. 20 

~ SolI nnd Haben. Zweite 


Wlfte .................. 20 


207 Die verI oren e Hand­
selwin. Erste Ralite .. 20 


207 Die v e rIo r e n e Hand­
schrift. Zweite Ralfte. 20 


223 Del' Kronpriuz Ilnd die 

deutsche Kaiserkrone .. 10 


J. 

F. Gerstaec...er. 

37 Der WiIddieb............. 10 


l~g ~}~,f~l~~l~;:::::;:::::::: ~ 
A. Godin. 


122 lUutter und Sohn......... 10 

R. von Gottschnll. 

90 Das F r 11 u j e in von St. 

Amaranthe . .. .... •... 10 


F. 'V. HacldneUller. 

199 Eiue Viertelstunde Vater. 10 


It. E. Hahn. 

128 Schone Frauen..... ... •. 10 


R. Hnlllluerlillg. 

9g Aspasia ................. 20 


E. lIal·tner. 

118 Severa ................... 20 


Willi. lIaull". 

137 Die Bettlerin vom Pont" 


des Arts und Das Bild 

des Kaisers.. ... ....... 10 


H. Heiberlr. 

234 Ein l'IIann.... . ......... 20
'V. Heimburg. 
147 Ih1' einziger Bruder. '" " 10 

154 1m Ballne der l\Iusen..... 10 

1\)3 Die Andt're............... 20 

19.1 Ein armes lIHidchen...... 20 

196 Klost~r Wendhusen ...... 20 

201 Herzenskrisen, Roman... 20 

20,) Lumpenmlillers Lieschen 2n 

210 Aus dem Leben meiner 


alten Fretllldin ........ 2C 

212 Tl"Udchens Heirath•••.•• 20 

218 Lore von Tollen.........• 20 

2-39 Eine undedeutende Frau. 20 


F. Henkel. 

167 Die Herrin von Ibichstein. 00 


Luciau Herbel·t. 

64 Zwei Kreuzherren ....... 20 

96 Deutsch und Slavisch.... 10 


Paul lIeyse. 

181m Paradiese............. 20 

2'2 Kinder del' Welt. Erste 


Hlilfte ............... 20 

~ Kinfler derWelt. Zweit3 


Hiilfte ................. 20 

liS Troubadour-NovelieD.... 10 




DIE DEUTSCHE LIBRARY. 

145 Novellen................. 10 

184 Himmliscbe u. irdische 


Liebe .................. 20 

195 Der Rom a n der Stifts­

dame....•••••.......... 20 

M! :Merlin, Roman. Erste 


Halfte........•.•.......• 20 

!44 l\lprlin, Roman. Zweite 


Halfte................. 20 


Wilh. von Hillern. 

67 Die Geyer·Wally..••••••• 10 

~ Aus eigener Kraft. . . . . . .. 20 


119 Ein Arzt dl'r Seele •••••.. 20

161 Friedhofsblume.......... 10 


H.I1opfen. 

42 Mein Onkel Don Juan ... 20 


Helene von Hnelsen. 

149 Nemesi~ ................. 10 


Henl'iI, Ibsen. 

228 Gesammel te Werke. 


El'ster Band ............ 20 

228 Gesammelte 'Yerke. 


Zweiter Band.•......... 20 

~ Gesammelte Werke. 


Dritter Band...•........ 20 

228 G e sam mel t e 'Yerke. 


Vierter Band. . . . • . • . . .• 20 


'V. Jensen. 
58 Versunkene Welten...... 20 


132 Ueher die Wolken... • • • •• 10 


IU. Jokai. 

48 Del' Piratenkonig ....... 10 


182 'Vas der Todtenkopf er· 

z1i.hlt ................... :!O 


18.3 Der Zigeunerbaron ...... 10 

2-~2 Die Gotterlmrg..........• 20 

235 Nach zehn Jahren, Ho· 


man ................... 20 

246 Die Komodianten des Le· 


bens .................... 2O 


E. Jnncker. 

247 Schleier del' l\Iaja, Roman 20 


Stefanic Key~el·. 


139 Der Krieg 11m die Haube. 10 


Graefin Itl. KeYSel·ling. 

M Die Sturmhexe•........ " 10 


H. Koehler. 

229 In geistiger lrre, Roman. 20 


S. Kohn. 

109 Die silberne Hochzeit .... 10 


E. A. Koenig. 

6 Die Hand der Nemesis... 20 

~ Auf der Balm des Vel'· 


b.rec4el:lS..... ~ ..... 20
r I •• ~ 

35 Das Kind Bajasso's...... 20 

45 Das grosse Loos.. . . • . • • •. 20 

51 Urn Ehre und Leben..... ~ 

60 Eine Million .............. 20 

72 Schuld und SUhne.. . . . . .. 20 

89 Der goldene Schatz aus 


d e m dreissigjabrigen

Krieg ................. 20 


245 Ein Spi~l des Zufalls, Ro­
man ................... 20 


Leopold Kompert. 

152 Eine Verlorene... •.•••.. 10 


H. von Lankenan. 


148 Ophelia, Roman...•...••. 20 


F. Lewald. 

13 Vater und Sohn.......... 10 

82 Benvenuto................ 10 


P. Lindan. 

166 l\Iayo, Erzahlung..••..•• 10 

176 Herr und Frau Bewer.... 10 

219 Spitzen, Roman .......... ~ 


Rud. Lindan. 

216 Zwei Seelen.............. 20 


E. llhll'litt. 

3 Das Geheimniss del' aIten 


l\Iamsell, Roman ....... 10 

7 Amtmann's l\Iagd........ 20 


12 Goldelse. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 20 

311m Schillingshof........• 20 

49 Heichsgriifin Gisela ...... 20 

66 Das Haideprinzesschen.; 20 

81 Die zweite Frau.......... 20 

86 ThUringer Erzii.hlungen.. 10 

97 1m Hause des Commer­

zien-Raths.............. 20 

178 Die Frau mit den Karfun­

kelst~inen ............ 20 

208 Das Eulenhaus ....•...••• 20 


T. llIarx. 

111 Die Erben des Wahnsinns 10 


A. llIf'issner. 

98 Die Prinzessin VOIl Portu­

gal .....•......•••..•... 10 


Baldnin llIoellbausen. 

141 Engelid, Novelle........•. 10 


llI.llIneller. 

157 Deut~che Liebe, Roman. 10 


'V.llIueller. 

159 Debora, Roman.......... 10 


A. Niemann. 

129 Bakchen und Thyrso1:trli.- . 


ger...................... 20 

F. Pelzeln. 

172 Der Erbe von Weid@nhof. 2e 
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E. Polko. 

. 80 Getreant Roman 10 

.I. , •••• •••• 

\V•.Raabe. 

174 Villa Schonow, Roman... 10 


M. von Reichenbach. 

21 Die Eichhofs .•.•.......•• 10 


Z36 Um die Ehre, Roman.... 20 


A.Relnow. 

58 Idealisten ...............• 20 


Sir J. Retcliffe. 

107 NenaSahib. ErsterBand. 20 

107 Nena Sahib. ZweBer 


Band ................... 20 

107 Nella Sahib. Dritter 


Band ................... 20 


Max Rinlt. 

10 Das Haus Hillel. ........• 20 


106 FUrst und Musiker....... 20 

Otto Roqnette. 


153 Luginsland, Roman....•. 20 


Pauludan-Mueller. 

146 Adam Homo in Versen .. 20 


Gustav zu Putlitz. 

61 Das FrOlenbaus.......... 10 


H. Roeenthal-Bonin. 

15 Der Diamantschleifer. . .• 10 


133 Das Gold des Orion...... 10 


S. J. R. 
116 Des Ciisars Ende, Zeit· 

Roman, auch Schluss 
von Nr.l04: "DerTodes· 
gruss de r Lel'tionen" 

von Gregor Samarow,. 20 


Sacher-llIasoch. 

46 Zur Ehre Gottes, ein Zeit· 


~ernalde ............... 10 

t97 Das Vermachtniss Kains. 


Erste Halfte.. . .. ...... 20 

W Das Vermachtniss Kalns. 


Zweite Halfte.......... 20 


G.' Samarow. 
104 DerTodesgruss derLegio­

nen.........•....•...... 20 

123 Das Haus des Fabrikan· 


ten .•.•................. 20 

125 Die Romerfahrt der Epi. 


gonen. Erste Halfte .. 20 

l:Ii Die Rorneri.\l.hrt der Epi· 


gonen. Zweite HIUfte. 20 

'1M Urn den Ha.lbmond. Erste 


Hllfte....... ~ ......... 20 

SM Um den Halbmond. 


Zweite HiUfte. ••••••••• ~ 


168 Die Saxoborussen. Erste 

HaUte ........ '" .... 20
168.DieSaxoborussen. Zweioo 

Halfte . . .. .. .. . . ' ... " 20 


227 Am.Beit, Roman......•.. 20 


Victor von Scheffel. 

100 Ekkehard ................ 20 


Joh. Scherr. 

126 Porkeles und Porkelessa. 10 

177 Die Nihilisten ............ 10 


M. Schmidt. 

55 Jobannisnacht........... to 


O. Schubin. 

185 Ehre. Roman..... .. .. . ... 20 

213 Asbein .................... 20 

233 Erlachhof, Roman......• 20 

240 Boris Lensky, Roman. . •. 20 

242 Gloria victis!, Roman... 20 

243 Bravo rechtsl, Roman.•• 20 


K. Sutro-Schueckina-. 

19 In beiden Hemisoharen.. 10 

65 Die Erlebnisse einer 


Schutzlosen .. .. .... •... 10 


L. Schueckiug. 

39 Der Doppelganger..... . 10 


124 Brudertlicht und Liebe. .. 10 

131 Alte Ketten, Roman..••• 20 

155 Die Schwester..... .. • •••• 10 


J. Smith. 

180 Die Stieftochtel'.......... :ao 


Fr. Spielhagen. 

4 Quisisana . . . . . . . . . . . • . ..• to 


41 Hans und Grete.......... 10 

41 Die schonen Amerikaner· 


rinnen ........•.....••• to 

46 Ultimo, Novelle .......... 10 

56 Angela ................... 20 


.61 Das Skelet................ 10 

73 In Reih' und GIled. Ersta 


Half00 ..••....••.....•• 20 

73 In Reih' und Glied. Zwelte 


Hillfte .................. 20 

76 Clara Vere............... 10 

94 In der zwOlften Stunde... 10 

95 Die von Hohen'3tetn. 


Erste Halfte............ 20 

95 Die von Hohenstein. 


Zweite HaUte....... 20
0 •• 

164 Uhlenhans, Roman. o. 20 

181 .An der Heilquelle..... 

0-.0•• 

20 

F. von Stengel. 


81 PeMimisten..... . ••••••• 

Adolf Streckfuse. 
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C. von Sydow. 

141 Spii.tsommer, Novelle .... 10 


lUariam Tanger. 

48 Bischof uod Konig. ••. .•• 10 


G. Taylor. 

165 Klytia., Roman........... 00 

1.'73 Jetta ..................... 20 


C. Vacano. 

14 Die Warger von Paris.... 20 


V. Valentin. 

ill Del' Seelsorger........... 10 


Th. von Varnbueler. 

28 Buchenheim...... . . . . . . .. 10 


J. Verne. 

103 Von del' Erd~ Zum ?flond. 10 

105 Reise um den Mond ...... 10 

108 Reise nach dem l\Iittel­

punkte del' Erde..... 10 

115 Reise um die Erde........ 10 

121 Zwanzigtausend Meilen 


unterm Me·er........... 20 

H. \Vacbenbnsen•._ 


20 Gelebt und gt>1itten....... 20 

27 Die junge Frau••••...... 20 

33 Del' Heiduck..... . . . .. ... 20 

54 Dame Orange............ 20 

88 Vom armeD egyptischen


l\Iann .................. 10 

98 Helene ................... 10 


136 Del' Schweden Scha.tz.... 20 

18V Nemi, Erziihlung......... 10 

209 Des Hel'Zens Goigatha.,


Roman ..............• 20 

It. Waldmneller. 


2 Die Sornosierra.. • •• . . . . •• 10 

38 Die Verlobte.. ............ 20 


Ernst von Waldow. 

53 Hildegard................ 10 


E. Werner. 

5 Gartenlauben-Bliithen.... 20 

8 Vineta ................... 20 


11 GlUckauf!. .............. 10 

25 Frtihlingsboten........... 10 

.• Gesprengta Fesseln...... 10 


69 Am Altar.. .. . .... ..... .•• 10 

113 Urn hohen Preis.......... 20 

163 Gebannt und erlOst...... 20 

170 Ein Gottesurtheil, Roman 10 

191 Sanet AI ichael. Er'ste 


Hi!.ltte .. .. .. . .... - .. .. 00 

191 Sanet Michael. Zweite 


Hii.lfte ................ 20 

200 Heimatkl!ing ........ '" 10 

203 Del' Egoist..... .. ....... 10 

214 Die Alpenfee............. 20 

230 Flamrnenzeicben, Roman 2Q 

248 Ein Held der Feder, Ro­

man .................. 20 

249 Freie Bahn t ••••• ~ ........ 20 


In. Widdet·n. 

9 Auf der Riimmingsburg. 10 


80 Prinzessin Schnee.. . . . ••. 10 

94 Ebba und Fluth.... . .. ... 10 


lIeraann \Vlllfried. 

120 Die Livergnas..•......... 10 


A. von Winterfeld. 

59 Die Wohnungssucher.... 10 

'i0 Der Konig del' Luft ..... , 20 

74 GeheimniSl'le einer klei­

nen Stadt.............. 10 

91 Der FUrst von Montene­

gro..................... 20 

110 Das Spukehaus.......... 20 

138 r.Iodelle, Hist. Roman. . .. 2t 

143 Ein gemeucbelter Dich­

ter, Komiscber Roman. 

Erste Halfe ............ ~ 


143 Ein gemeuchelter Dich­

ter, Kornischer Roman. 

Zweite Hiilfte.•••.•.... 20 


F. von Wltzleben-Wendel. 
stein. 


84 Die Hofdame der Erzber­
zogin ................... 10 


B. 'YOUD!r. 

85 Ein Viert{)ljahrhundert.. 20 


Pierre Zacone. 

26 Zelle No.7............... :;1) 


L. Ziemssien. 

142 Musma. Cussalin, Novellen 13 


"IDie IDeutfdJe ~i6rQ\'\)" if! bei aITen .8eitun(l{3~alLblern 
au ~aben, ober lUirb {legen 12 (£ent~ fur eillfadJe 91l1mmern, 
}ber 25 (£ent~ fur mo\>\>etultmmetn, nad) irgenb einer 2lDrefff 
~)ortofrei tll'rfenbet. 58ei 58efteUung burd} b\e ~oll bittet mall 
l1ad) mummern au belleUen. 

@eorge ~.nto's @)o~tte, .perau~gebtt, 
P. o. ~zw.. 11 toZ'i VandewaterStre8t, New Yerk. 
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THE CALUMET SERIES.' 
Issued Quarterly. Price 25 Oents Each. 

~----~~-~~ 

THIS SERIES OF 

FASCINATINC DETECTIVE STORIES, 
by the greatest modern detective, "Old &leuth," is printed in 
large, clear type, on fine paper, with beautiful lithographed 
oovers, and of a size convenient for the pocket. 

THE FOLLOWING BOOKS ARE NOW READY: 

THE SHADOW DETECTIVE. Price 25 Cents. 
2 OLD SLEUTH THE DETECTIVE. Price 25 Cents. 
3 THE WEST SHORE lIlYSTERY. Price 25 Cents. 
4 THE UBlQUITOUS YANK. Price '25 Cents. 
5 THE lUNG ,OF DETECTIVES. Price 25 Cents. 
6 ~lURA, THE WESTERN LADY DETECTIVE. Price ~ 

Cents. 

7 THE NEW YORK DETECTIVE. Price 25 Cents. 

8 THE IRISH DETECTIVE. Price 25 Cents. 

D OLD SLEUTH'S TRIUMPH. Price ~ Cents. 


10 THE LADY DETECTIVE. Price 25 Cents. 

11 TIlE GYPSY DETECTIVE. Price 25 Cents. 

12 OLD ELECTRICITY, THE LIGHTNING DETECTIVE. 


Price 25 Cents. 
13 THE Al\IERICAN DETECTIVE IN RUSSIA. Price 25 Cents. 
14 THE FASTEST BOY IN NEW YORK. Prke 25 Cents. 
15 THE GIANT DETECTIVE IN FRANCE. Price 25 Cents. 
16 IRON BURGESS, THE GOVERNMENT DETECTIVE. Price 

25 Cents. 
17 THE NIGHT MAIL. By R. F. Wood. Price 25 Cents. 
18 THE BANK ROBBERS; OR, FAST AND LOOSE. By Arthur 

Griffiths. Price 25 Ct'nts. 
19 THE PICCADILLY PUZZL~. By FergusW.llume. Prioe 

25 Cents. 
20 THE BOY DETECTIVE. Price 25 Cents. 
21 THE :r.IAN-TRAPPER. Price 25 Cents. 
22 THE HAUNTING SHADOW. Price 25 Cents. 
~ THE GIANT DE'rECTIVE AMONG THE ITALIAN BRiG­

ANDS. Price 25 CentRo 
I( DETECTIVE ARCHIE. Price 25 Cents. 

The foregoing works are for sale by all nf'wsdealers, or will 
be sent by mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of 25 cents per copy, 
01' we will send nille books for two dollars. Address 

GEORGE l"'UNI:O~S SONS~ 
Munro's Publishing House, 

P. Q. ~oxflr6~! ~7 t<? 27 Vaud.p:water St.~ ~ewTor1!-



18 LAURA JEAN LiBBEY'S WORKS. 

Laura Jean Libbey's Works 
PUBLISHED IN 

BOOK FORM 
BY 

GEORGE MUNRO'S SONS, 

Daisy Brooks Price 25 cents. 

The Heiress ~f Camel"On Hall . Price 25 cents. 

Madolin Rivers • Price 25 cen~ 

Leonie Locke; or, Tile Romance of 

a Beautiful New York Work­

ing Girl Price 25 cents. 

J unie's Love Test Price 25 cents. 

All for Love of a Fair Face; or, A 

Broken Betrothal Price 25 cents. 

A. Struggle for a Heart; or, Chrys­

tabel's Fatal Love Price 25 cents. 

Little Rosebud's Lovers; or, A. Cruel 

Revenge Price 25 cents. 

Beautiful lone's Lover Price 25 cents. 

The abol'e books are for sale by all newsdealers, or will be ..ned to any address, postage prepaid, on receipt of 25 cents per 
eopy, or we will send the nille books for two dollars. Address 

GEORGE MUNRO'S SONS, 
J[unro's Publishing Honse, 

P.o. Bex ",SI. 17 to 27 Vandewater Street. N. P 



14 GEORGE l\tIUNRO'S SONS' PUBLICATIONS. 

Munro's Library of Popular Novels 
1. A 	 Yellow Aster. By" Iota." 
2. Esther Waters. By.George 1Iloore. 
8. The Man in Black. By Stanley J. Weyman.
4. Dodo. By E. F. Benson. 
5. Shit~~~~;n~ass in the Night. By Beatrice 

6. A Rogue's Life. By Wilkie Collins. 
7. The Duch€'ss. By" The Duchess." 
8. Called Back. By Hugh Conway. 
9. A Wicked Girl. By 1I1ary Cecil Hay. 

10. Back to the Old Home. By 1\Iary Cecil Hay.
11. W€'dded and Parted. By Charlotte 1t1. Braeme. 
12. The Bag of Diamonds. By George l\Ianville FenD. 
13. The Octoroon. By Miss 1\1. E. Braddon. 
14. A Study in Scarlet. By A. Conan Doyle.
15. Forging the Fetters. By Mrs. Alexander. 
16. My Lady's 1\loney. By Wilkie Collins. 
17. The Shadow ot a Sin. By Charlotte M. Braeme. 
18. The Cricket on the Hearth. By Charles Dickens. 
19. The Squire's Darling. By Charlotte 111. Braeme. 
20. Single Heart and Double Face. By Charles Reade. 
21. Lady Grace. By Mrs. Henry Wood. 
22. Maid, Wite or Widow! By 1\1rs. Alexander. 
23. Black Beauty. By Anna Sewell. 
24. 	 Ideala. By Sarah Grand, author of "The Heav­

enly Twins." 
25. Camille. By Alexander Dumas. 
26. Her Last Throw. By «The Duchess." 

Zl. Three Men in a Boat. By Jerome K. Jerome. 

28. The Honorable Mrs. Vereker. By" The Duchess." 
29. 	 The House of the Wolf. By Stanley J. Wey­

man. 
80. Charlotte Temple. By l\Irs. Rowson. 
31. The Shattered Idol. By Charlotte 1\1. Braeme. 
32. Derrick Vaughan-Novelist. By Edna Lyall. 
33. The Mystery of No. 13. By Helen B. Mathers. 
34. He Went tor a Soldier. By John Strange Winter. 
35. The Haunted Chamber. By" The Duchess." 
36. Cleverly Won. By Hawley Smart. 
37. Doris's Fortune. By Florence Warden. 
38. Dinna Forget. By John Strange Winter. 
39. The Earl's Error. By Charlotte M. Braeme. 
40. A Golden Heart. By Charlotte 111. Braeme. 
41. Her Only Sin. By Charlotte 1\1. Bra.eme. 
4i. The Idle Thoughts ot an Idle Fellow. By Jerome 

K. Jerome. 
43. In Dllrance Vile. By "The Duchess." 
44. A Little Rebel. By" The Duchess." 
45. A Little Irish Girl. By" The Duchess." 
46. Loys. Lord Berresford. By" The Duchess." 
47. The !tloment After. By Robert Buchanan. 

·48. A 1\Iarriage at Sea. By W. Clark Russell. 
49. A Mad Love. By the author of .. Lover and Lord." 
SO. The Other Man's Wife. By .John Strange Winter. 
Bl. On Ber Wedding ~IorD. By Charlotte M. Braem•• 
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52. Sta~e·Land. By Jerome K. Jerome. 
53. Struck Down. By Hawley Smart. 
54. A Star and a Heart. By Florence Marryat. 
55. Sweet is True Love. By" The Duchess." 
56. The Two Orphans. By D'Ennery. 
57. A Troublesome GirL By" The Duchess." 
58. Two Generations. By Count Lyof Tolstoi. 
59. At the Green Dragon. By Beatrice Harraden,

author of .. Ships that Pass in the Niltht." 
60. Singularly Deluded. By Sarah Grand, author 

of "The Heavenly Twins." 
61. The Hired Baby. By Marie Corelli. 
62. The Tour of the World in 80 Da.ys. By

Jules Yerne. 
63. Little Pilgrim, A. By Mrs. Olipoont. 
64. By the Gate of the Sea. By D. Christie Murray. 
65. Maiden Fair, A. By Charles Gibbon. 
66. 	 Romance of a Poor Young Man, The. By Octave 

Fellillet. 
67. Red Eric, The. By R. 1\1. Ballantyne. 
68. Fire Brigade, The. By R. 1\1. Ballantyne. 
69. Erling the Bold. By R. 1\1. Ballantyne. 
70. Rose Fleming. By Dora RusselL 
71. Reveries of a Bachelor. By lk. ~IarveJ. 
72. Under the Red Flag. By Miss 1.\'1. E. Braddon. 
73. 	 Little School·master 1Ilark, The. By J. H. Short-

house. 
74. Mrs. Carr's Companion. By 1\1. (II. Wig-htwick. 
75. Diamond Cut Diamond. By T. Adolphus Trollope. 
76. :l\1onica, and A Rose Distill'd. By" The Duchess." 
77. Afternoon, and other Sketches. By" Ouida." 
78. Master Humphrey's Clock. By Charles Dickens. 
79. Witching Hour, The, and other Stories. By" The 

Duchess." 
SO. Great Heiress, A: A Fortune in Seven Checks. By

R. E. Francillon. 
81. "That Last Rehearsal," and other Stories. By 

.. The Duchess." 
82. Uncle Jack. By Walter Besant. 
83. 	 Romantic Adventures of a 1\1ilkmaid, The. By

Thomas Hardy.
84. Glorious Fortune, A. By Walter Besant. 
85. She I_oved Him! By Annie Thomas. 
86. One False, Both Fair. By John B. Harwood. 
87. Promises of Marriage. By Emile Gaboriau. 
88. 	 Love Finds the Way, and other Stories. By Walter 

Besant and James Rice. 
89. 	 Captain's Daughter, The. From the Russian of 

Pushkin. 
90. For Himself Alone. By T. W. Speight. 
9!. Ducie Diamonds, The. By C. Blatherwick. 
92. Starling. The. By Norman Macleod, D.D. 
93. 	 Captain Norton's Diary. and a Moment ot Mad· 

ness. By Florence l\Iarryat.
94. Her Gentle Deeds. By Rarah Tytler.
95. l\Ioonshine and l\lar~uerites. By" The Duchess." 
96. No Thoroughfare. Bv Collins and Dickens. 
97. Haunted Man, The. By Charles Dickens. 
98. Fortune's 'Vheel. By" The Duchess." 
99. Love's Random Shot. By Wilkie Collins. 
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100. An April Day. By Philippa Prittie Jephson. 
101. Little nlake-Bplievc. By B. L. Fal·jeon. 
102. Hound the GaUey Fire. By W. Clark Russell. 
103. New Abelard, 'fhe. By Hobert Buchanan. 
104. 	 Old Contrairy, and other Stories. By Florence 

l\Iarryat. 
105. Dita. By Lady l\largaret lIIajendie. 
106. Midnight Suu, The. B.\" Freddka Bremer. 
107. Valerie's Fate. By 1\Irs. Alexander. 

lOS. At the World's l\Iercy. By F. Warden. 

109. Rosery Folk, The. Hy G. Manville Fenn. 
110. "So Near, Clnd Yet So Far!" By Alison. 
111. Husband's Story, A. 
112. Fisher Village. The. By Anne Beale. 
113. An Old nIan's Lovlol. By Anthony Trollope. 
114. John BlIll aud His Island. By Max O'Rell. 
115. 	 Picture, The, and Jack of All Trades. By Charles 

Reade. 
116. 	 Ghost of Charlotte Cray, The, aad other Stories. 

By Florence l\Iarryat.
117. 	 Readiana: Comments on Current Events. By

Charles Reade. 
l1S. 	 Lady Clare; or, Thel\laster of the Forges. From 

the French of Georgt's Ohnet. 
119. 	 Love and l\Ioney; or, a Perilous Secret. By Charles 

Reade. 
120. l\Iiss Tommy. By 1\Iiss l\:IlIlock. 
121. The House on the Marsh. By F. Warden. 
122. 	 Daughter of the Stars. TIle, and other Tales. By

Hugh Conway. author of .. Called Back. 
123. Sinless Secret, A. By" Rita." 
124. Amazon, The. By Carl Vosmaer. 
125. Beyond Recall. By Adeline Sergeant. 
126. 	 Piedouche, a French Detective. By Fortun6 Du 

Boisgobey. 
127. Water-Babies, The. A Fairy Tale for a Land· 

Baby. By thp, Rev. Charles Kingsley. 
l'<!S. The Southern Star. By .luleg Verne. 
129. E.ue·s Acquit-tal. B.v Helen B. l\Iathers. 
130. 	 Miss Milne and I. By the author of" A Yel· 

low A>;ter." 
131. Vaghti and Esther. By writer of" Belle's Letters." 
132. Beyond the City. By A. Conan Doyle. 
13.'3. A Scandal in Bohemia. By A. Conan Doyle. 
134. The Sign of the Four. By A. Comlll Doyle. 
135. The Heir of Linne. By Robert Buchanan. 
136. Treasure Island. By Robert Loui" Stevenson. 
137. The Stickit :nt:inister. By~. R. Crockett. 
138. The Suicide ClUb. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
139. The Merry Men. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
140. Prince Otto. Bv Robert LOllis SteVl'nSOD. 
141. 	 The Misadventures of John Nicholson. 

Bv R"bl'rt LOllis Stevenson. 
142. An Inland Voyage. Robert Louis Stevenson. 
1<43. 	 The Silverado Squatters. By Robert Louis 

St.-venson. 
144. The Master of Ballantrae. By Robert Louis 

Stevenson. 
146. She's All the World to Me. By Hall Caine. 
147. My Wonderful Wifel By l\Iarie Corelli. 
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148. A Change of Air. By Anthony Hope.
149. The Dynamiters. ByRobert I.ouisStevenson. 
150. Pole on Whist. 
151. The Dolly Dialogues. By Anthony Hope.
152. 'I'he Roek or the Rye. By T. O. De Leon. 
15:3. Auld Licht Idylls. By James l\I. Barrie. 
154. A Window in Thrums. By James 1\1. Barrie. 
155. When a Man's Single. By James 1\1. Barrie. 
1M. The Peril of Olivet· ~at·gent. By Edg-arJanes Bliss. 
157. My Lady Nicotine. By James l\I. Barrie. 
158. :Better Dead. By James 1\1. Barrie. 
159. 	 The Story of an African Farm. By Ralph Iron 

(Olive Schreiner). 
160. Drpnms. B.v Ralph Iron (Olive Schreiner). 
161. Kidnapped. By Hobert Louis Stevenson. 
162. 	 The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 

Hyde. By ~obert Louis Stevenson. 
163. The Mystery of Cloomber. By A. Conan 

Doyle.
164. Love Letters of a Worldly Woman. !lIrs. W. K. 

Clifford. 
165. The Pavilion on the Links. By Robert Louis 

Stevenson. 
166. Addie's Husband. By the Author of "Love and 

Lands." 
167. The Captain of the "Pole-Star." By A. 

Conan Dovle. 
168. The Picture of Dorian Gray. By Oscar 

Wilde. 
169. L'Abbe Constantin. By Ludovic Halevy.
170. Sport Royal. By Allthony Hope.
171. Poems by Oscar Wilde. 
172. Dream Life. Bv lk. l\Iarvel. 
173. Tales of Mean Streets. By Arthur :lIIorrisoD. 
174. The Darl{ House. By G. l\Ianville Fenn. 
175. The Rabbi's Spell. By Stuart C. Cumherland. 
176. Lord Lisle's Daughter. By Charlotte !II. 

Braeme. 
177. The Master of the Mine. By Robert Bu­

chanan. 
178. King Solomon's Mines. By H.Rider Haggard.
179. 	 Jet: Her Face or Her Fortune? By Mrs. Annie 

Edwards. 
180. Matt: A Tale of a Caravan. By Robert 

Buchanan. 
1111. Sappho. By Alphonse Dandet. 
182. The Tinted Venus. By F. Anstey. 
183. A Man of Mark. By Anthony Hope. 

We will mail these bookR to any address for 10 cents 
each, or any THREE books to one address for 25 cents. 
Address 

GEORGE lUUNRO'S SONS. 
P. O. Bex27S1. lUunl'o's Publishing House, 

1'7 to Z'7 Vandewater Street. New Ycr,rk. 



THE NEW YORK FASHION BAZAR 


Model Letter-writer and Lovers'Oracle 

PlllCE ~~ CENTS. 

THE NEW YORK 
Fashion Bazar Book of the Toilet. 

PRICE ~~ CENTS. 

THE NEW YORK 
Fashion Bazar Book of Etiquette. 

PRICE ~~ CENTS. 

MUNRO'S STAR RECITATIONS. 

Compiled and Edited by Mrs. MARY E. BRYAN. 

PRICE ~~ CENTS. 

Cutting-Out and Dressmaking. 
From the French of Mlle. E. Grand'homme. 


PRICE !M CENTS. 


The aboTe books are for sale by all newsdealers, or wm be sent 
by mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by the publishers. 

Address GEORGE :MUNRO'S SONS, 
:MUNRO'S PUBLISHING HOUSE, . 

P. O. Bos 2'lSl. 11' to 27 Vandewater Street, New York. 



Alice's Adventures in Wonderland. 

By LEWIS VAItBOLL, 

AUTHOR 011' .. TIIBOUGB THE LooKING-GLAS." 

With Forty-two Beautlfol Illoetratiooe by John TeIl.lel. 

lluiDSOHBLY BO~D IX CLoTH. 12KO. PRICE 00 CuTe. 

fhron[h the Lookin[-Glass &What Alice Fonnd There 
By LEWIS VABROLL. 


ILLUSTRATED J1V .JOHN TENNIEL. 


Handsome. Bound in Cloth. 12mo. Price 50 Centl. 

NEW TABERNACLE SERMONS. 

BY THE 

Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage, DID. 
ILuwSOMELY BOUND IX CLOTH. 12MO. PRICE $1.00. 

JUliot Corson's N~w Family GOOK Book. 
By MISS JULIET CORSON. 


Handsomely Bound in Cloth. Price $1.00. 


The above books are for sJe by all newidealel'l, or will be eod 
~ mail, postage prepaid, on receipt of the price, by the publislwra. 

Address GEORGE :MUNRO'S SONS, 
MUNRO'S PUBLISHING HOUBB, 

p. O. :&ex i781. 17 ..a'l VaaMwawr Street, New YOlk. 



ASPLENDID OPPORTUNITY 

{!S QVFERED TO EVERY I.OVER OF' THE BEAUTIFUL TO SEctmB 

A.T AN EXCEEDINGLY SMALL OUTLAY, THE MAGNIFICENT 

CHROMO ENTITLED 

Friedland, 1807: Napoleon Reviewing his Army. 
This superb chromo, which is an exact reproduction of :MEISSONIER'E 

ITA TtIOUS PAINTING, has elicited the warmest praise and ad;niration of emina. 
art critics throughout the world, preserving all the brilliant colaring, the lif.. 
like reality. the 7im, the vigor, and movement of that historical sct'ne as de­
picted by !-:is matchless brush. This painting was for many years the d& 
light of ali the great art salons of Europe, and was finally ajded to A. T. 
Stewart's magnifieent art collection at the enormous outla.y of $66,000, b~i'lg 
presented, after his death, to th~ :Metropolitan Museum of Art in New Yor!t 
City, where it is now on exhibition for all who may wish to see it. The 
cha.nce to procure an exact reproduction of this painting in a lar~e-sized chromo. 
811itable for framing, and especiallyadf.1)ted to beautifying every home. ie 
offered tc aU who desire to obtain it. Sent by mail on receipt t:f .10 cen~ 

.THE PHILOSOPHY OF WHlSTt 
By WILLIAM POLE. 

PRlfJE ~O CENTS. 

The Confessions of an Iro,t\.
) 

By "OLD SLEUTHflft 

Price 2~ Cents.. 

. 'Ine aMvc books am f()f sale by all newsdealers. or wU! b~ ~en.J 
~ li"~i.!, postage pr(:pai.d, on receipt of the price, by th0. r,lJ.bl:sheIe. 

AddreB5 GEORGE ltIUNR.O'S SONS, 
lfuNRo's PU:RLI8UING HoUE.!!l, 

~, 0. ~ n81 11 tol~· Vaud£WWD Etx'OOt~N£w 10rk 



l~HE N.EW YORK 


Fireside Companion 

$3.00 PER YEAR. 

fhe following popular authors write excluslvely 
for The New Yark Fireside Companion: 

~~~~..~.~~~.~~EE.~¥~ 
~':1:~~. ~~~~~!~..~.~!~.~~~ 

~~~!!~~ ..~~~.!~~~! 
~~~?~~,,~~~~, 

~~ry.. ~: ..~!¥.~ 
~~ ..p..~~~~~! 

~~~~y... ~~~~ 
~~?'.~~~~y', 

"Old Sleutb.JJ 

Also a choice selection of Sketches, Poetry, 
Humorous Matter, and Answers to Correspond .. 
ents on all subjects, will be found in each 
number. 

Price $3.00 per year, or $1.00 for four months. Send for 
lQample free. Address 

GEORGE l\IUNRO'S SONS. 
(p. O.Box 2781.) 17 t.f Sf VANDEWATER STREET, NEW Yo.., 

http:Sleutb.JJ


THE: SEASIDE LIBRARY. 

POCKET EDITION. 

LATE ISSUES. 
2150 Stageland. By Jerome K. Jer­

ome .......................•. 25 

1439 Plain Tales from the Hills. By


Rudyard Kipling.............. 25 

1441 AmOEl Barton. By George


Eliot.......................... 25 

1448 Soldiers Three. By Rudyard


Kipling................ , ....... 25 

1499 Story of the Gadsbys. By Rud­

yard Kipling... , ............. 25 

1104 Brother Jacob. By George 


Eliot .......................... 25 

1517 Three Men in a Boat. By Jer­

ome K. J eroma.............. , 25 

1545 Lover or Friend? By Rosa 


Nouchette Ca.rey.............. 25 

1583 A l\Iarked Man. By Ada Cam­

bridge ........................ 25 

1620 Under the Will. By Mary Cecil 


Hay_ ...•...•.................. 25 

1003 Wormwood. By Marie Corelli. 25 

1673 l\Iv First Offer. By Mary Cecil 


Ha.y........................... 25 

1719 The Light That Failed. By


Rudyard Kipling. ........... 25 

1813 The Greatest Thing in the 


·World. ByHenryDrummond. 25 

1896 lUy Lady Nicotine. By J. M. 


Barrie ........................ 25 

0064 The Vicomte de Bragelonne. 


By Alexander Dumas........ 25 

0065 Tt'n Years Later. By Alexan­

der Dumas. . . . . . . . .• . . . . . . . . .. 25 

2066 Louise de la Valliere. By Alex­

ander Dumas................. 25 

2067 The 1\lan in the Iron Mask. By 


Alexander DUlJ1a~ ............ 25 

2068 Lady Latimer's Escape. By 


Charlotte M. Braeme......... 25 

~9 .. Love l\Ie Little, Love 1\I~ 


Long." By Charles Reade ... 25 

2070 Jack Hinton, the Guardsman. 


Bv Charles Lever. 1st half ... 25 

2070 Jack Hinton, the Guardsman. 


By CharlNI Lever. 2d half ... 25 

2071 Ships 'fhat Pass in the Night. 


By Beatrice Harraden.•....... 25 

2m'2 For Marjorie's Sake. By Lucy 


Randall Comfort............ 25 

~73 ., Good Luck;" or, Success, and 


How He Won It. By E.Werner 25 

2074 What the Spring Brought. By


E. Werner.................... 25 

2(m) The Twin Lieutenants. By AI­

exander DurnaR.............. 25 

~6 The Page of the Duke of Savoy. 


By Alexander Dumas. ....... 25 


2077 The Captain of the "Po.' 

Star." By A.Conan Doyle ... ~ 


2078 The Special Correspondent. 

By Jules Verne .............. 21 


2079 A Son of Hagar. By Hall 

Caine....•.................... 25 


2080 At the Altar. By E. Werner.. 2.1 

2081 Sappho. By Alpbonse Daudet 25 

2082 The Cloister and the Hearth. 


By Charles Reade............. 25 

2083 A Yellow Aster. By" Iota" .. ~ 

2084 Esther Waters. By George


Moore ...................•... :JG 

2085 The Man in Black. By Stanley 


J. Weyman................... 25 

2086 The House of the Wolr•. By 


Stanley J. Weyman .......... ~ 

2087 At the Green Dragon. By Be­

atrice Harraden .............. 25 

2088 Singularly Deluded. By Sarah 


Grand ............•..•....•... 25 

2089 ')'he Hired Baby. By 1\!arie 


Cort·lIi. ..••.. . .........•... 25 

2090 Miss lmlne and I. By" Iota". 25 

2091 Tashti and Esther. By the 


Writer of" Belle's Letters" .. 25 

2092 Beyond the City. By A. Conan 


Doyle......................... 25 

2093 A Scandal in Bohemia. By A. 


Conan Doyle........ : ......... 25 

2094 The Sign of Four. By A. Conan 


Doyle......................... :e5 

2095 The Stickit Minister. By S. R. 


Crockett ...................... :Ii 


2097 A Change of .Air. By Anthony 

Hope ........................ 115 


2098 The Dolly DialogueR. By An­
thony Hope.................. 25 


2099 Auld Licht Idylls. By J. M. 

Barrie ........................ ~5 


2100 A Window in Thrums. By J. 

1\1. Barrie....•.........•...... 21 


2101 When a Man's Single. By J. 

M. Barrie................••.. 26 


210~ The Peril of Oliver Sargent. 

By Edgar Janes Bliss ..•...... 2; 


2103 The l\1~stery of Cloomber. By 

A. Conan Doyle............... 25 


2104 I,ove Le~~ers of a ',,"orld!! 

Woman. 117 l\lrs. W. K. CIl., 

ford ........ : ...... " ••••....•. 2S 


;no,I) Dodo. By E. F. Benson........2i 

21(l6 Japhpt in Search of a Father. 


By Captain l\larryat .......... 25 

21m' Jacob Faithful. By Captain 


lIIarryat .. .... . .............. 25 

The foregoing works are for sale by all newsd~alers, or will be sent to any 

address, postage free, on receipt of 25 cents per copy, or we will send nin. 
books for two dolJars. Address 

GEORGE MUNRO, PUBLISHER, 
17 to tlr Tandewl.ter Street, New yo~ 



THE ART OF HOUSEKEEPING: 

BY .MAHY STUART S~ilTH. 

WITH HANIJSO:\lE LlTllVl...ilU.l'Hi..1J CO'·ER 

l'llU:E 2:) ·CEN'1'~. 

A thoroughly practical book Oil hOllspkeepillg by an experienced and 
celebrated housekeeper. Mas. SMITH is a capable and dIStinguished writer 
upon all sllhjects counected with the kitchen and household. She is one of the 
most popular contributors to THIl: Nll:w YORK AND PARIS YOUNG LADIRS' F ....SH­
ION BAZAR, where the chapters contained in this work first appeared. 

GOOD FORM: 
A BOOK OF EVERY DAY ETIQUETTE~ 

BY MRS. ARMRTRONG. 

Price 25 Cents. 

No one aspirin,; to the manners of a lady or gentleman cen atTord t6 be 
\Without a copy of this invaluable book, which is certain to f;pare a,- }>OSse&lO(" 
many embarrassments incidental to the novice in forms of etiquette. 

MUNRO'S STAR, REClrr'_ATIONS. 
Compiled and Edited by Mrs. MAhY E. BRYAN. 

I'RICE 2;'S CENT~. 

Clltting-Out and Dressmal{ing. 
From the French of MH~. ~. Grand'homme. 


PRICE 2:1 CENTS. 


The ahove works are for l;altl lJy all new:;J~1l.1ers. or will be sent by mail on 
receipt of the price. Address 

GEORGE MUNRO'S SONS, Munro's Publishing House, 
(P. O. Box ~:sl) 1/ to 27 Vandewater Street. New York. 



AYER'S 
SARSAPARILLA 
is the best. It is the only one recommended by 
physicians of standing. It was tIre only one atlmitted 
at the ,Vorld's Fair. 
It is the leader among 
blood-purifiers. 

CURES 

OTHERS. 

AND 
WILLCURE ~~ 
YOU. 

"Having thorough1y 
tested, in my practice 
as a physician, the 
alterative action of Ayer's Extract of Sarsaparilla, I 
view it as of unequaled excellence."-J. F. ROl:nxs, 
M. D., 100 ,Valnut St., Philadelphia, .Pennsylvania. 

PURIFIES 
THE BLOOD 
~~~ 

AYER'S PILLS CURE SICK HEADACHE. 





1111111111111111'"1111111 
00021728792 


	00000001
	00000002
	00000003
	00000004
	00000005
	00000006
	00000007
	00000008
	00000009
	00000010
	00000011
	00000012
	00000013
	00000014
	00000015
	00000016
	00000017
	00000018
	00000019
	00000020
	00000021
	00000022
	00000023
	00000024
	00000025
	00000026
	00000027
	00000028
	00000029
	00000030
	00000031
	00000032
	00000033
	00000034
	00000035
	00000036
	00000037
	00000038
	00000039
	00000040
	00000041
	00000042
	00000043
	00000044
	00000045
	00000046
	00000047
	00000048
	00000049
	00000050
	00000051
	00000052
	00000053
	00000054
	00000055
	00000056
	00000057
	00000058
	00000059
	00000060
	00000061
	00000062
	00000063
	00000064
	00000065
	00000066
	00000067
	00000068
	00000069
	00000070
	00000071
	00000072
	00000073
	00000074
	00000075
	00000076
	00000077
	00000078
	00000079
	00000080
	00000081
	00000082
	00000083
	00000084
	00000085
	00000086
	00000087
	00000088
	00000089
	00000090
	00000091
	00000092
	00000093
	00000094
	00000095
	00000096
	00000097
	00000098
	00000099
	00000100
	00000101
	00000102
	00000103
	00000104
	00000105
	00000106
	00000107
	00000108
	00000109
	00000110
	00000111
	00000112
	00000113
	00000114
	00000115
	00000116
	00000117
	00000118
	00000119
	00000120
	00000121
	00000122
	00000123
	00000124
	00000125
	00000126
	00000127
	00000128
	00000129
	00000130
	00000131
	00000132
	00000133
	00000134
	00000135
	00000136
	00000137
	00000138
	00000139
	00000140
	00000141
	00000142
	00000143
	00000144
	00000145
	00000146
	00000147
	00000148
	00000149
	00000150
	00000151
	00000152
	00000153
	00000154
	00000155
	00000156
	00000157
	00000158
	00000159
	00000160
	00000161
	00000162
	00000163
	00000164
	00000165
	00000166
	00000167
	00000168
	00000169
	00000170
	00000171
	00000172
	00000173
	00000174
	00000175
	00000176
	00000177
	00000178
	00000179
	00000180
	00000181
	00000182
	00000183
	00000184
	00000185
	00000186
	00000187
	00000188
	00000189
	00000190
	00000191
	00000192
	00000193
	00000194
	00000195
	00000196
	00000197
	00000198

