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The House that was just like its
Neighbors.
Ol the houses are nll alike. you hnow,—
All the houses alike in 2 row!
You'll see a hat-stand in the hall
Against the punited and polished wall;
. And the threaded sanbeams softly fall
On the long stairs winding up, away
Up to the garret, Jone and gray:
And you can hear, if you wait awhile,
«0dd litle noises 1o gake you smiley;
And minutes will be as long as a gile;—
Just ns they would in the house below,
WWere you in the entry wabing to go.

O} the honses are all nlike, you know,—
All the houses alike, in u row!

Aund the workd swings sadly 1o and fro.—

Mayhap the shining, but cure the woe!

For in the sunlight the shadows grow
Over the new itame on the door,
Qver the fnce unscen befare.

Yet who shal! sumber by any art,

The chasms thiat keep so wide apant

The dancing step and the weary hearl?
Oh. who shall guess that the polished wall
Is u headstone over his neighbor's hall?

Yet the houses are all alike, you know,—

Al the houses alike, in a row!

And solemn sounda are heard at night,
And solemn forms shut out the lizht,
And bideous thoughis the soul affright:

Death and despars, in solenn stale,

In the silent, vaulted chambers waiy
Aund up the stairs as your chidsen go,
Spectres follow them. to and fro;—

Quly 2 wall between them. ob!
Aud the darkest demors, grinning. <ce
The fuirest angels that dweil wab thee!

For the houses are all alike. you kuow.-—
All the houses alike,in it row!
My chariot waited. gohl ) gay;
A1 enley T saud. “to the woods 1a-day.—
Out 10 the blithesome woods nway.—
Wihere the old trees swaying thoughifully;
Watch the breeze and the shwdow's glee”?
I smiled but once with iy joy elate,
For n churiot stoad at my nezhbor's gate,—
A grnm old charor, dark as fate,
4O where are you takine my neighbor? I cried,
And the gray old driver thus rephiedi—

“Where the bonsrs are all alike, you know,—
Nurrow houscs, niln n row!
Unto a populous ¢ty he =saith,
4 Phe road lies steep throush the Vale of Death
Ql, it makes the old ~teeds gasp tor byeath!

Tere'll be a new name over the door,

In n place where Ae's never been hefore,
AVhere the neighbors never visit they <ay.—
Where the atreets nre echoless, night and day,
And the elnldren forzet their eh'dich play.

Andaf you should iive next door, 1 Coulit

If you'd ever hieur what they were about
Whe hived i the next house of the row .—
Though the houses are al aithe, you know!™

{Atlantie DMonthly

Selections.

- tom lflack\"ou&’< Magazmne,
The Jew.
A TALE FROM THE RUSSIAN.

I was at Vienna a few gears ago. Afrer
trying soveral falles d'hofe I cstablished
myself at n hotel in the Judenstrasse, fre-
quented by a select suciety. Mr. Maller,
master of this establishment dil its honors
with thorough German gravity. Perfect
order, extremeandconscientious cleanliness,
reigned through thehouse, Ono might pass
through theservant’sroom, and eventhrough
the kitchen, without meeting with anything
by which the sight was in theleast offended.
The cellar was as well arranged as a book
case, and the regulations of the house, as
regarded both the service and the hours of
meals, were as punctuaily observed as they
could have been in a seminary. If 2 guest
eame iu late, though it were but ten minutes,
he was served apart, in an adjoining room,
that the comfort of a1l might not be sacri-
ficed to the convenience of one.

In the conversation at this lable d’fofe
there prevailed a tone of good society which
excluded neither easo nor pleasantry; but o
£austic or indelicate expression would have
,inrred on the ear like a false note in a well
execanted concert. The countenance of Mrs,
Muller, in which dignity was biended with
benevolence, was the barometer by which
$he young men regulated themselves when
the influence of Rhine wine or Stettin beer
might lead thema little too far. Then Mrs.
Muller, assumed an airof reserve; by o few
words she adroitly broke off the conversa-
tion, and turneditinto another channel;and
she glanced gravely at her daughter, whao,
mrithout affectation or pouting, kept her eyes
fixed on her plate until the end of the meal.

Ellen Muller was the type of thesebeauti-
ful German fuces which the French eall
gold, because they know not how to read
them; she was a happy mixturcof the Saxon
and Hanoverinn charncters. A pure and
open brow, eyes of incxpressible softness,
lips habitually closed with maidenlyreserve,
a transparent complexion, whose charming
blushes cach moment protested against the
immobility of her learing, aubura hair,
whose rich and silken carls ndmirablo har-
monized with the serenity of her features,
& graceful and flexible form just expanding
iato womanhood—such was Elien Muller.

A counselor of the Coart, IIofrath Baren
von Nouth, whao hagd resigned his functions
in consequence of an injustice that had been
done him; several studeats, whose parents
hiad recommended them to tbe vigilance of
Mr. Muller, and a few merchants, composed
the majority of the habitaal guests. The
party was {requently increased by travelers,
literary men and artists. After dinner,
philusophy, politics, or literature, were the
usual tupies of conversation, in which Mr,
Muller, 2 man of extensive acquirements
and good sense, took part, with a cheice of
expression and an elevation of views that
would have astonished me ina man of his
station in any country but Germany.

Sunietimes Ellen would sit down to the
piano, and sing some of those simple and
beautiful melodies in which the tenderness,
the gravity, and the piety of the German
nationzl character seem te mingle. Then
conversation ceased; every countenance ex-
pressed profound attention; and each listener,
as if hie were assisting at areligious service,
translated the accents of that universal
language according to his sympathies, his
associativns and the habitual direction of
his ideas. ,

1 was not long in pereeiving that “Baron
Von Noth and a young stugent named
Werter were particularly sensible to Ellen’s
charms and merit. In the Baron,a middle-
aged man, there was o misture of dignity
and cagerness which betrayed an almest
constant strugrle between pride and energy
of a strong passion. It is between the ages
of thirty and forty that the passions have
most empire over us, At that period of life
the character is completely formed; and as
we well know what we desire so dowestrive
to attain our end with all the energy ofa
perfect ovganization.

Werter was little more than nineteen
years old. Ile was tall, fair and melancholy.
I am persuaded that love had revealed itself
to the young student by the intermediation
of the musical sense. 1 had more than
onece watched him when Ellen sang. - Asort
of fever agitated him; he isolated himself in
a corner of the room, and there, in a mute
cgstacy, the poor boy inhaled the puison of
love.

The pretensions of Ellen’s two admirers
manifested themselves in attentions of very

different kinds, and in which were display-
ed their different natures. The DBarum

brought Mrs, Muller, tickets for concerts
and theater<, Often at thedessert, he would
send for delicions hungarian wine, in which
he drank the health of the ladies, slightly
inclining his head to Ellen, as if he would
have saidl—I bow to you alune. Werter
wonld stealthily place upon the piano a new
ballad, or a volume of poetry; and when
the young girl took it up, his face flushed
and Lrightened as if the blood were about
to hurst from it.  Bllen smiled modestly at
the Baron,or gracefully thanked thestudent:
but she secmed, not to suspect that which
neither of them dared to tell her.

An attentive ub~erver of all that passed.
1 did my utmost to read Ellen’s heart, and
decide ns tothe future chance of the Baron’s
or the student’s loves, She was passionatetly
funid of narrativesand adventure, and thanks
to the wandering life I had led, I was able
to gratify this taste, I noticed that traits
of generosity and noble devotion produced
an extraordinary effect upon her,  Her cyex
sparkled as though she would fain have
distingiushed, through time and space, the
\ hero of a noble action; then tears moistened
;hcr beautiful Jashes, as reflection reealled
‘her to the realities of life. 1 understoud
i that neither the Baron nor Werter was the
! mau to win her heart; they were neither of

them cqual to her. 1lad 1 been ten years
younger, I think I shiould bave Leen vain
enough to enter the lists, But another
persun whom none would at first have taken
for o man capable of feeling and inspiring
| & strong passiop, was destined tocarry off
the prize.

One night, that we were assembled iu the
drasing rvom, one of the habitual visitors
to the house presented to us a Jew, who
had just arrived from Lemberg, and whom
business was to detain for some months at
Vienna. In a few words. Mr. Muller made
the stranger acquainted with the rules and
customs of the house. The Jew replied by
monosyllables, as if he had disdained to
expend more words and intelligence upun
details so entirely immaterial. Ilo bowed
politely to the ladies, glanced smilingly ac
the furniture of the rovm, round which be
walked, as in token of taking possession,
and then installed himselfin an arm-chair.—
This pantomine might have been translated
thus: *llere I am; look at me once fur all,
and then heed me no more.”  Malthus—
that was the Jew's name—had a decided
limp in his gait; he was 2 manofthe middle
height and of a decent Learing; his hair was
neglected; but a phrenologist would bave
read 8 world of things in the maguificent
development of his furehead.

The conversation beeame general. BMr.
Malthus thus spoke little, but as soon as he
opened his mouth everybody was silent.—
This apparent deference procceded perhaps
as much from a dasire to discover his weak
puints as from politeness toward the new
comer.

The Jew had one of those penetrating
and sonorous voices whose tones seems to
reach the very soul, and which impart to
words inflexions not less varied than the
forms of thoughf, He summed up the dis-
cussion logically and lucidly; but it was
easy to #ee that, out of consideration fur in-

terlocutors, he abstained from putting forth
his whole strength.

The conversatiun was intentionally led ta
religious prejudices; at the first words spo-
ken on this subject, the Jow’s ceuntenance
assumed a sublime expression. Ile rose at
once to the most elevated considerations; it
wis ensy to see that his imuagination found
itself in a familliar sphere. Ue wound up
with so pathetic and powerful a peraration,
that Ellen, yielding to a sympathetic im-
pulse, made an abrupt movement toward
him. Their txo souls had met, and were
destined mutuaily to complete the happi-
ness to each other.

I raid to mysclf the Jew will be Ellen’s
husband, .

Then I applied myself to ohserve him
more attentively. When My, Malthus was
not strongly moved and animated, he was
but an ordinary man, nevertheless, by the
expression of his eyes, which seemed to
look within himself, one could discern that
be was internally pre-occupied with superior
minds. Some celebrated authors were spo-
ken of; he remainad silent. Baron von
Noth lcant over toward me and said in a
voice, “it seems that our new acquaintance
is not literary.” .

“T should be surprised at that, I replied:
and what is more, I would lay a wager
that he is musieal”” The Baron drew back
with a movement of vexation, and, asif to
testmy sagactity, heasked Ellen tosing some-
thing. The amiable girl begged him to ex-
cuse her, but without putting forward any
of those small pretests which most young
ladies would have invented on the instunt.
[Ier mother’s authority was needed to van-
quish her instinetive vesistance. Her pre-
Jude testified to some unwonted agitations
its first notes roused the Jew from his rever-
ie; soon she recovered hersell and her visi-
ble emotion did but add a fresh charm
to the habitual expression of her singing,

Suddenly she stopped short, doclaring
that her memory fiiled her.

Then to vur great astonishment, a rich
and harmonios voice was heard, and Ellen
continued aceompanied by one of the finest
tenors I ever listenad to in my life.

The Baron bit his lips; Werter was pale
with surprise. The warmest applause fol-
lowed the conclusion of the heautiful duett,

Malthns had arisen from his chair, and
seemed under the spell of harmony. lle
gave some advice to Eilen, who listened to
to it with avidity; he even made her repeat
a passage, which she afterwards sung with
admirable expression.  Ile took her hand
almost with enthusiasm, and excluimed.—
*1 thank yon,”

“Very add, indeed,” said the Baron.—
Paor Werter said nothing, but went and
sat himself down very pensive, at the
further end of the drawing-room.

Mes, Muiler was radiant at her daungh-
ter's success.  As to Ellen, she merely said,
in a low volee;

“If I bad instruction, I ghould perhaps
be able to make something of musie,”

“With your Mother's permission,”” re-
joined Malthus,  ©I shall have pleasure in
sometimes acecompanying you.”

Mrs. Muller cast o serutinizing glance at
the Jew, whose countensinee had resnmed
ity habitual ealinness, shawed nothing that
She judged
that such a man was not at all dangerons,
and accepted his offer. Malthus  bowed
with cold dignity—doubtless appreciating
the motive of this confidence—and Ellen
struek a few notes, to divert attention from
her cubarrasament.

enuld excite her suspicions,

humor, =aid to the young girl, pointing to
the Jew's stick:

paniment, there is what will restore the
measure.”

Ellen rose, cast a look at the ‘Beron,
which meant. *“One meets people like you
everywhere,”” and left the room. Malthus
took up a newspaper, and read until we
separated for the might,

The Jew lead the regular life of a man
who knows the valuo of time. IIe worked
until noon, paid or reccived a few visits,
went upon Change about two o'clock, then
shut himself up in his apartment and was
visible to nobody, and at precisely four
o’cluck entered Mr, Muller’s room, where
Ellen awaited him at the piano. It was
casy to sec that he daily assumed a greater
ascendaney over the mind of the papil,
whose progress was rapid.

When Maithus smiled, Ellen’s charming
counntenance assmmed an indescribable ex-
pression of satisfuction: but as soon as he
relapsed into his habitual thoughtful maoad,
the poor girl's suul appeared suspended in
a sympathetic medium; she saw nothing,
answered nobods—in a word, she instine
tively assimilated herselfl to the mysterivus
being whose influence governed her.—
When Malthas leaned on his cane in walk-
ing Ellen seemed to say. “My arm would
support him so welll”

The Jew, however, did not limp so di<a-
greeably; his Jeft leg was well formed, and
his symetrical fizure showed the disturbance
in his harmony to have been the result of
accident. e had the appearance of having
long becomereconciled to his infirmity, like
a soldier who considers his wounds a glo-
rious evidence of his devution to his coun-
try.

I had more than once felt tempted to ask
Malthus the history of his lameness, but he
cluded with so mugh cate every approach to
the subject, that I deemed myself obliged

to respect his secret.

The Baron who sought a vent for his ill-
.

“If anything should halt in the aceom-!

Two months passed thus, and I had an
apportunity of appreciating the right-mind-
edness, generosity and  enlighicrunent that
Jdwelt in the aceessible part of that extra-
ardinary soul.  In presence of this danger
ous rival, who tricmphed withouta strugszle.
the Baron became almost tender.  Tis self-
love cruclly suffered to see preferved to him
a lasue merchant, Ile
attempted to quiz bim: hue Maltbus con-
founded him so completely by the aptness
of his retorts, that the laugliers were never
on the side of the Baron,

Oue night the fumily party was ascembied
Werter approached Mr. Muller with o sup-
pliant air, and delivered to hima letter from
his father. The poor young man's agita-
tion mude me suspect that the lotter con-
tained a proposal.  Mr. Muller read it with
attention and handed it to his wife, who
glanced over it and cast u serutinizing

with a fine vaice.

clance at her dauglter, to make sure
whether or no she was forewarned of this
step. A mather’s pride is always flattered
under such circumstances and the first im-
pulse is generally favorable to the man who
has singled out the ohject of her dearest
affections; but the second thought is one of
prudence: a separation, the many risks of
the future, soon cheek the instincetive satis-
faction of the maternal heart aud a thous-
and motives concur to arrest the dreaded
consent,

“It wore well,” she said, “first to know
what Ellen thinks.”

The words were like a ray of lizht to
‘the poor girl, whose countenince ex-

s pressed the utmost surprise,

“Bedides, he is very young,” said Mrs.
! Maller, lowd ennugh for the Baron to hear.

Werter's position was painful; he stam-
mered a few words, became embarrassed
and abraptly left the room.

A mere child.” quoth, the Baron, “who
should be sent back to his buoks.”

Malthus, who had observed all that bad
passed, rested his two hands onhisstick like

2 man disposed tn argueapoint, and warmly
defended the student.

wJe cannot ba denied,” he said, in con-
clu~ion, “that the voung man’sehoice pleads
in his favors and his cmbarrassment, which
at that age is not unhecoming proves in my
opinion, that winle aspiring tu so great a
happiness, he has sofficientmodesty to admit
himeelf unworthy of it.”

oIt a declaration weare o sufficient proof
of werit,” interrupted the counsellor, *1

vy

know one man who would not hesitate

e And who is tha?” furqaired Mrs, Muailer
with ill-concealed euriosity.

“My-elf, madam,”” replied the counsclior
—Baron von Noge”

By the way in which this was spoken the
diseylluile “uyself " appeaned lengthened by
all tne importance of the persanige.

At my age men do ot change,” contin-
laed the Baron: “amd the present is a guaran-

{tee for the future.”

P Ellen was renlly to he pitied, When
Malthus took Werter's pare, Lsaw that <he
"was on the point of fatating, Her counten-

“anee, waturally <o gentle, was overshadowed

%\n}' an expression of vexation and di~pleas-
ure. She hid tuken the Jew’s beaevolent
"defenice of the student for a mark of indif-
, ference. While still under the influence of
this painfut impression, the Baren's declara-
i tivn enme to add to her agitation; she east
“a reproachful glanee at Malthus, sank Lack
Vin ber chair and swuoned away.  The Jew
I‘ sprang forward, took her in his arms, laid
"her on a sofa, and knelt down beside her.,
[ “Yuu have not under-tood me then!” he
exeliimed,

Ellen apened her eyes, and behelil at her
feet the man whom her leart had  seleeted;
and, absorlied in hey passion, unennseions
Yof the presence of thase wha stood  around,
she murmured in a feeble vuice:

“Yours! Yours alonel—ever yours?”

©8ir,” said Malthus to Me. Mutler, “my
propusal comes rather late: hat { hupe yon
will be 50 good us to tuke it into econsidera-
tion.”

In the Jew’s mannerthere was the dignity
of 2 mau in a position to dictate conditions,
Ellen had recovered her~clf. As to Mr,
Maller, there had not been time for his
habitual phlegm to beecome disturbed: but
his wife could not restrain a smile at this
dramatic complication, whose denoucment
remained in suspense.

“Mp, Y., said she to me.
maliciously, “do you not feel the effect of

somewhat

example?”’

“Perhaps [ might tave beenunable to
resist,” said I, “had not Mr. Malthus de-
clared himself before me,”

Ellen blushed, and the Jew pressed my
hand. Just then Werter re-entered the
room, pale and downeast, likea man who
comes to hear sentence passed apon him.—
There was profound silence, which lasted
several minutes, or a least seemed  to me to
do so. At last Mr. Muller broke it,

“Gentlemen,” he said: “T am much flat-
tered at the honog you have done me—"’

He paused und seemed to be recalling
past events to bis mind.  During this short
silence, Werter gazed at as in truth with
an air of astonishment, and I doubt not that
hie included me in the number of his rivals,

“1 have something totell sou,” continued
Mr. Muller, “which will perhaps modify
your present intentinne.  About ten vears
ago I had to visit Berlin, where my father
had just died. The winding up of his af-
fairs proved complicared and troublesome,
and I was oblized to plaice my interests in
the hands of a lawrer, whohad been recom-
mended to me as extremely skillful. The

business at last settled, I found myself en-
titled to nbout forty thousund floring, which
I proposed to embark in trade. I was hup-
pily married, and Ellen was seven years
old.  Our littfe fortune had been greatly
impaired by & succession of losses, for which
this inheritance would compensate.

“One day I wentto my lawyer’sto re-
ceive the money, e had disappeared, tak-
ing it with him. Daspair took possession of
wme: I dared not impart the futal news tomy
wife, and, I confess it with shame, I de-
terminedonsuicide. Allthat day Iserumbled
about the country, and at nightfall T ap-
proached the banks of the Spree.  Climbing
upon the parapet of a high bridge. T gazed
with gleemy delight into the dark waters
that rolled beneath. On my knees upon
the stone, I offered up a short but fervent
prayer to Ilim who wounds and heals; 1
commended my wife and daughter to His
werey, and precipitated myself from the
Lridge, I strugaling  instinctively
against death, when I felt mys=elf seized by
a vigorous arm. A man swam near me,
and drew me towards the shore, which we
both reached.

«It was so dark that I could not distin-
guish the features of my pre<erver; hut the
tones of his voice made an impression upon
me which has not yet been effaced, and 1
have met but one man whose voice has re-
minded moof that of the generous unknown,
He compelled me to go home with him.
questioned me as to my motives for so des-
perate an act, and, to my extreme astonish-
ment, handed me a purtfuliv containing forty
thousand florins, on the express condition
that I shoulld take no steps to find him out.
[ entreated him to accept my marriage
ring, av sight of which I promised to repay
the Ioan, as soon ax it should he pussible for
me to do so. [le took the ring, and I left
bhim, my Beart brimful of gratitude,

«Lwill not attempt to describe to you the
the joy with which [ once more embraced
my wife and daughter. God alone can re-
pay my benefuctor all the good he did us.
I arranged my affuirs, and we set out fur
Vienna, where | furmed this extablishment,

was

of which I eannot consider m_\'>61f more than
temporary possessor.  You perceive, geatle-
wen, that Ellen has no dowry to expeer, and
that we may at any moment be reduced to
w very preearious position.”

Ellen's fuee was hidden with her hand.
When Mr. Muller coased speaking, we ~tili
listened.

[ have a little,”” he said, *“to ald to your
nareation: the man who was so fotinate as

Presently the dJew brole silenee,

to rendder you a service, remnined a eripple
for the rest of his days. When he plunged
mto the Spree, he ~truck against a stone,
and sinee then he limps, as you perceive.”’
We were all motiouless with surprise.—
Then Malthus drew a ving from his finger
and hamded it to Me. Mualler.  The counte-
rnance of the latter, generally =o culd in its
exprecsion, was sndidenly extraordinarily
agitated, tears started to his eyes, and he
threw himsell into his preserver’s arms.
<Al that 1 pussess belongs to you,” he
eried, *and I have the bappiness to inform
yuu that your eapital has doubled.”

“Of all that you possess,” replied Mal-
thas, I ask but one thing, to which I have
no right,”
The worthy German took the hand of his
daughter, who trembled with happiness and
surprise, and, placing it in that of the Jew—

©Sir,” said he, addiessing himself to me,
“you who have seen the world, and who are
disinterested in this qaestion, do you think
that I eould do better?”

First and Last Love.

LY MIS% MARY G. VAUGIIAN.

“I love my love with an L' said T, and
away went the long apple paring over my
shoulder,  There was a rush and a seramhle
| to sce if my letter hnd been formed npon the
;ﬂ--ur, and shouts that it was an L, and
i shouts that it was not, but instead, almost
cvery other letter in the alphabet.

All the time I <at feeling extremely shy
and awkward. aud not at all relieved when
the puint under discussion was decided in
favar of the L, although I had chosen the
letter because, so far as [ knew, it Jdid not
form the initial of any oue of the young
men precent.  Bat T hegan to be afraid that
T had not chosen wisely, after all, and that
I might be catled npon yet for some of the
ridiculousforfeits of the game.  1ow [ trem-
bled. then, when I heard the shouta,

“Ileve i3 the L. Leander Holme, Miss
Kate has chosen you! Took! see the L.
upon the floor.”

Somebady was coming toward me.  Sonie-
hody said, **Miss Betty—Mr. Hulme.” Atall
fizure bent before me, and sat down silently
by my side. All this I saw dimly ander
evelids that were cast down in real, not af-
fected, shyness,  How grateful I was not to
find myself pulled into the centre of the
room and kisced baoisterously, as happened
to many of the girls present that cvening.
and who ander the intliction only blushed
a little and tittered a good deal.

This wns my second country party. I
had suffered tortares at the first, and ex-
pected to suffer tortures at this. T felt that
I had escaped happily, if I might be allowed
to sit quietly in the corner I had c¢hnsen.—
Exen the very silent person at my side Jid
not particularly annoy me so long as the
noisy group in the centro of the room would
allow me to be quiet.

in the house of o wealthy, childless uncle in
the city. 1 was very young, and had no

was very decorus and cxcessively stupid.

was left entirely unprovided for.

man, with many children, and a slatternly,
sculding wife, who was not my mother.—
My own mother had died in my infuncy,
and it was said my father had never been
him=elf since. Ile had become dissipated,
Tost his habits of business, which were fast

business entirely, had gone to live on a lit-
tle farm in the interior of the State, had
married, and was now surrounded by a large
disorderly, boisterous family.

Into this uncongenial home I was sud-
denly thrust from the refincments of my life
in the house of a wealthy citizen. I was
shy and unbappy. I bad never heen aceus-
tomed to the companionship of ehildren, but
I soon found that whenever I shrank invol-
untary from the dirty, noisy crew around
me I gave offense to the mother, and, through
her representation, to my father, who
seemed completely under her influence.

Lvery instinetive indulgence in the tastes
and habits in which I had been reared was
looked upon as an evidence of pride, and I
soon found all the influences of home ar-
rayed against me aund my wishes.

I had shrunk, theough shyness, from at-
tending the fivst party, hut iad gone because
[ could nat resist my mother's sneers and
my father's commands,  And so much had
I been terrified by the gond-natured boister-
ousness of the young people assembled that
I mentally resolved neverto go ngain.  Not-
withstanding, I found myeelf once more in
the same cirele, after a very trying sceneat
home, and in my dread of the thirty pairs
of exes fixed upon me, had been drivwn into
their games.

1 had notiyet glaneed at the face of the
young man at my side, nor hada word been
interchanged, when the noisy group in the
They enme
evowding  around me, uttering broad  but
woad-hamored josts that 1 felt sent the blood
HQushing and bLurning into my face. My
hase fele me trembling,
too, for he suddenly leaned forward and

centre of the room broke up.

¢ rpanion must

whispered:

Do not be afraid, Miss Kate; they donot

inteud any harm, and I will see that they
do not much annoy you”
I gave him one grateful glance, for T was
too near erying to dare to trust my voice,
and met a pair of brilliant, dark eyes fixed
full upon my fuce, very mirthful, yeta good
deal compassionate in expres-ion. Suddenly
lie rase up, and drawingmy arm within his,
turned to the bantering group.

+Miss Kate las chosen me this evening,
and I take her under my protection, I shall
be a very tyrant, and not one of you mast
speak to her withuut my permission.”

So suying, he led meaway to an opposite
corner of the raom, There, seeing that be-
tween shyness and the annogances just pas-
<ed, T was still unwble to control my voieccor
features, he stood before me speaking calnly
and quictly of some unimpnrtant subject.—

hielped me ta canteal my agitation, and then
he =at down beside me. I was amazed at
mysell talking gayly with this stranger, and
still more amazed to find myself happy for
several hours of theevening to which [ had
looked forward with €0 much dread, and
which had eommenced so inanspiciou<ly,

And when hie brought several of the bright,
ruddy-looking girls to speak to me in the
course of the evening, I found what foplich
+hyness had prevented me from learning he-
fore that they were amiable, warm-hearted
creatures, in spite of their lack of refine-
ment.  Sa, on the whale, the evening passer]
pleasantly, and I was never atraid to go
again, especially as, when they found I was
not too proud to join iu their sports, they
never attempted to drag me into any which
I did not like.

DBut chief amnng the pleasant memories
of that evening swasthe kindness of Leander
Holme. .\ pair of dark eyes huunted my
thoughts for many aday, and I never forgat
the soothing impression of his ealm voice
and pleacant manner.

Leander Ilolme was the son of the only
rich man in the neighborhool. e had been
well educated, and that alone would have
rendered b infinitely superior to those
around him, even if hiswinningmanner had
not been that of a perfect gentieman refined,
courteous and manly.

Of course no one will wonder that I be-
came deeply inlove wirth Leander lolme.—
1lis devotion had never wavered {rom the
fir-t, and long before the first winter in my
father's home was passed I promised to Le
his wife. It weald have been a dreary
aml micerable winter indeed withuut his
presence and his love, bat with it—ah, even
now that long years have passsed, 1 think
of that, only recurring to that time, and
never of the discomforts that had, in the

Efulhmi-\ of my-happiness,
me miscrable,

|

ceazed to make

My uncle had died very suddenly, with-
outa will,and theheir-at-law had taken pos-
session of Lis property; leaving my aunt
with a comparatively small ineome, while I,
after having been reared until the age of | ture and patient waiting. DBut Ifelt that I
sizteen in the midst of wealth and luxury, thad

bringing him wealth, and at last, quitting]

[Tis pleacant voice and quiet manner soon |

iden of society, except what I gained from |asserted that he would never consent that
being a lovker-on at my aunt’s semi-annuaal,
stiff and formal parties, where the company

his son should muarry the dauglbter of
;& lazy, dissipated man, and he suid that my
i eity rearing was scarcely a better prepara-
tion fur the duties of Holme Place than T
.should have received at the hands of that
“brawling, slatternly father’s wife,

i Leander was firm, and talked of the fu-

been scorned end my
was unbounded.

indignation
I wrote to my aunt, tel-

My aunt went to live in lodgings, and I {ling bLer all in po measured phrase, and
was sent back to my father, who was a poor | begging her to send for me to live with her

once more, if possible. Ier answer was to

come at once, and I departed, much to the
icunsternar.inn of my father and the ill-con-
cealed delight of his wife, who hated me
!'more than ever since she heard of Colonel
i [Tulma’s remark.
I left o little note for Leander, who was
jabsent at the time, eaying that the ongn,:;c-.
tment had better end, and releasing him
fully and uncenditicaallv. I wrote and
sealed the note without hesitation or falter-

ing, though it cost me a severe pang to do
50,

I did not know until I had been settled
in my aunt’s home a week, and my letters,
in a package directed in Leander’s hand,
arrived withaut a line from him, how I had
hoped through all that he would not con-
<ent to be released, but would still cling to
me.

But he too, had his indignation—he was
hart that I should have arranged for my
departure without consulting him, and he
was pained at the coldness of my note. So,
through the faalts of others, and n:isunder-
standing of their own, two hearts that re-
ally and truly loved were severed. Alas!
that the story bad so many connterparts!

My aunt’s income, by considerable econ-
omy, supported us, and enabled us to 1e-
tain our place in the socicty to which we
bad been accustomed. It had been more
than she aunticipated when she sent me
home to my father, or she never would have
exposed me to the trinls T had passed.

As time passed on I had lovers, as any
pretty girl will—for, if I might believe my
wirror and my friends, I was not without
attractions—Dbut none of them touched my
heart.

On looking back I can sco that I was
always waiting with an undefined expee-
it tation of something that never came, Was
for Leander that I waited? Ifitwas, Inever
acknowledged it to myself, but it was with
a terrible pang, a domb but very real sor-
row—that served as an exouse for illness, it
was so like it—that I heard after twoor three
years that he was married.

My step-mother wrote it to me—thia
wedding news—dilating maliciously upom
the wealth and beauty of the bride, who
had come from a distant city to reside at
ITolme Place. Upon the planting and fen-
cing, the painting and glazing, and beauti-
fying of the uld house, and upon the loads
of Deautiful furniture which the bride’s
father had sent to furnish the old rooms.

I nnswered that Leander llolme was
worthy any lady in the land, und bade her
congratulate him in my name, if she saw
him: hoping thus, I believe, to disarm her
suspicions and convince him that I had for-
gotten my love for him.

I went more into society after this, and
it was remarked that I was gayer than [
had formerly Leen. I was not aware of it,
for I only knew what T was striving to for-
ect. I had no other ohject in life now,

The years seemed very long and weary.
Saciety did not satisfy me, and 1 came to bo
looked upon as a coquette when, aune after
another, I rcjected the suitors whom my
i rayiety and Lrillianey of manner brought tv
tmy feet. I became restlessly unbappy.
with a craving fur same ohject for thought
and daty that would not fiud sarisfaction in
the life I led.

At that time my aunt had a severe ill-
" neey, and the new ecares which then devolved
upon me were very good fur me.  From thia
_illness she never fully recovered, and fur
twe or three years before death came to re-
lieve Ler from her suffering, and while I was
busily occupied in adwministering to her
comfort, I grew more patient and quiet.

By and by I was alose, Ilaid her who
had been all that a mother could have been
to ma for many years, in the grave, and |

twaa left without care or duty, My meaas

L werenow arple, for my aant hiad bequeathed
her proparty to me, and except a tender sor-
irow fur the dead, T should havo been very
happy. Dut T was oot.

I brought ona of my littte sistera to live
with me, vory glad to reccive her from such
a home. I went for her, and while on my
visit attended the village chureh, and from
i heneath my black veil saw Leander Holma
and the woman that occupied the place that
should have been mine.  She was lowking
{pale and ill. Tt was said she was unhappy.
and that her husband treated her, though
always courteously, with great coldness. I
folt o miserable, choking feeling—half de-
lizht, half bitterness, at the thought that he
did not love her, but I bafled even my step-
mother’s cariosity by my impenctrability.—-
[ am sure she did not learn whether T took
nny interest in the dwellers at Ilolme Place.

More years passed. I stiil had offere,
j though nolonger young. AtlastI determin-
led toaceept one.  Arthur Merlden wae a
‘m:m worthy of my estcom—worthy of my

My father and his wife were all emiles |lose, only that I had no love to give. Ha
and approval. But swhen, toward spring. [ was satisfied when I told him all, and I

I had been reared from early childhood jaur engagement came to the knawledge of
Leander’s father he at ouce announced his
decided disapprobation. I heard tbat he

promused to become his wife,
But as soon as I had promieed, the old,
wreichod, waitiog feeling came back. Ic




