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A Woman's Answer to her Lover.

L am fair and young but the rose will fade

y soft young cheek one day—

Wl you loye wme then, ‘it the falling leaves,
An you did ‘mid the blossoms of May ?

I your heart an ocean so strong and deep
Foaniy Latnneh iy all oo ik thede?

A loving woman fads beaven or hell
On the dny she Decomes o bride,

I require all things that are grand aml tene,
All things that o man should be;

I you glve this all, I would stake my 1ife
To be all you demand of me.

If you cannot be this—a lnundress and eook
You oan hive: and a little to pay:

Bat & woman's heart and a woman's |ife
Are not to be won In that way.

HUSKISSON'S LOVE AFFAIR.

T HEN IT came at last to nsking Sam-
-\ ucl Rowley's consent to pay my ad-
dresses to his ward, 1 knew it was all over
with me. T felt that it was all over direot-
ly. 1 was down into the library where
Samuel Rowley sat before the fire, toasting
his gouty feet, and reading his Times nows-
paper. I felt it was so completely all over
with me that 1 would very gladly have
buecked mysellf out of the 100m withont en-
tering into any particnlars as to the object
of my visit, T would have checrfully in-
formed him that T was an agent for Boshi-
tor's hadr-restorer, and bad ealled with a
sample, which might be retumned i not ap-
proved after one day's rubbing, But he
know me, and I koew him.  He understood
perfectly well why I had solicited the honor
of an intorview with him at 12 o'clock a.
m. ; he was a sharpold gentleman who had
his oyes upon me for some time, und was
not to be imposed upon,

“ Ho said, * Take a sent, Mp.——, ]
forget yonr name " and then he fumbled
with his glasses and roferred to my polite
epistle, whicli lay on the table near Lim.

I took a seat and nursod my hat, I por-
spired a little. 1 bhad a tromulous motion
of my knees come on, which made me look
ridiculous. T waited for him to begia, but
be did not. 1 bogan myself, after one or
two secret encounters inmy throat, with a
something which felt very much lke a
cork out of o soda-water bottle,

*You nre not aware—that is, you cannot
but be aware—that I have long regarded
your ward Clarn with - Did
spealk, sire™

“ No, sir. T did not speak.'

He lind given an awful congh of a double-
kuook character, that was all.  He kept lis
glasses on his nose, and fooussed me, aund
the operation was unpleagant., e was not
pleasant in his recoption of my statement
either ; hie was devidedly unpleasant, not to
say desperately disagrecable. But thon he
was o cross, (ll-grained old follow; cvery-
body knew it in Walverston, and 1 have no
particular reason to disguise It heve,

I recommenced my statement; 1 poured
forth the best feelings of my hoart, and with
an eloguence that might lave molted  ada-
mant, I confessed to him that Clara wis
my oue ambition. As T have sald already
I koew that it was all over with mo, but 1
Was poetic even in the midst of my des-
palring consclousness.

M1, Rowley put aside his newspaper, dvow
his chinir an inoh or two closer to me, pt
his great hands—rather disposed to I
gouty, like his feet—upon his kuees, and
surveyed me from hend o foot contemptu-
oualy.

“May | ask your nge, young man?’ le
suid,

This was my wenk point of defence, bt
I told Lim.

* Beventoon,

* And how did you flrst bocome aequain-
ted with my Clara, who ik o yenr your
Junior, the hussy ¢

“'Wall, Mr. Rowley, it Lkas boos a long
attachment ; my flmshing school nt Boes.
borough was situated opposite Ley finlshing

you

and T think—""
l “1 think that you both ouglt to be horse-
whipped I'* Lo said, fioreely interrapting
me ; ““and as for my congent to Clarn's en-
gagement to a boy like you—I will
g0 s0 fnr a8 to say o whipper soapper like
J'l'lII—-"

A whipper-snapper, sir

“1 repent it, 8 whipper-snapper " oriod
alil Rowley, becoming very red and apoplee-
tic in appearance,  *“I decline to listen to

°oven

her own mind—she is o mere child.*

“Dut we shall both grow oldor, Mr,
Rowley.”
Al and more sensible, T hope. Good

morning,""

“Good morning, sir."’

I did not wait to tell him of my expecta-
tions from my grandmother, or to reason
with him on his want of justice and consid-
eration. I went away crest-fallen and
heart-broken. I dashed from the lilvary
in despair, and brought my forehead against
that of my beloved's with a concussion that
was nearly the means of stretehing our
senselesd forms outside the tyrant’s den,
the victims of his oruel obduracy. Clarn,
naturally interested in the result of my in-

pure but anxious soul to listen at the libm.-
ry key-hole. I had retired in haste and
floored her.

“Oh, my gracious ! she sobbed forth ;
“ 1 did not know you were coming out like
that ! Oh, my head ! Oh, how dreadful ! Oh,
Alphonse, we must part foreyver "

Bhe rested her head on my shoulder and
shed many tears, I kissed awny hor tears ;
I patted her head fondly, keoping colear of
the bump whioh I had raised there, 1
could scarcely see her golden hair for tears
myself—the water had risen into my eyos
immedintely we had met each other, 1
sought to calm her emotion. I bade her be
fimm, and I recommended vinegar and
brown paper for her damaged brow. 1
said that T should try them mysolf when I
got home. I told her that T would rather
die than relinguish her ; she said the same
thing in & burst of uncontrollable emotion :
we renewed our vows of etermal fldelity, and
tore ourselves from each other's arms,
crushed in spirit, but strong yet to resist
unjust oppression.

I told all my troubles to Jack Edwards,
my bosom friend and adviser, Jack and [
had been school-fellows together ; we were
going into the medieal profession together
presently ; my father had resolved that 1
should walk tho hospitals instead of the
rosy path of love. Jack hesrd my story,
and said that he would not have stood half
of old Rowley's nonscnse ; but what he
would have done under the elreumstances
he did not impart to me at the time, and 1
forgot to ask him sfterward.

Clara and I met clandestinely, We wero
lovers from our youth ; the flinty heart of a
gunrdinn who had ontlived mortal passion
was not Lo stand between our fresh young
souls,

park fence and met her in the green wood ;
and Jack, good fellow, kept watch on the
door of the hall, and old Rowley's library
windows, with o telescope, lest we should
be surprised at any moment. Clars and
I passed much of our time talking of what
we wapld do when she eame futo hor proper-
ty at tweoty-one, and my grandmother
favored me by departing from this earthly
spbere ; but it was a sharp winter, and our
teeth chattored over our prospects,  Clara
and I used to arrange our meetings in this
wise ; Clara had o confident in the game-
keoper, Potor Blokes, an invaluable man,
with o wealiness for tobacco, and with o
hoeart all charity toward hLis fellow-croatures.
Poter was nlwnys getting up subseriptions
for his fellow-creatures in the villago ; and
what with his anf:rlptlum. und his tolmeso,
—I kept him entirely in tobacco,—my pock-
[I_-l-muuuy knew bub little vest. Still, he
had a good heart, and was kind to us, He
r took churgo of our corespondence, whioh
| was earrlod on by a direnmlooutoryg but
sure prooess, Clarn gave it to hor ‘\mitl
| Soling, another confidan, — who  nlos !

| proved hessslf a puefidious  suake, —and |

Bellun intrusted it to Peler, who took it to
i gnavlod monarch of the forest—an onk
tree, In fact,—and concealed it from all
human gago in o small Lhollow cavity some
ten feot from the ground, whore, at a Inte
hour I found It, and deposited my aniwer
| to b convoyed by the same process, in to
wy dearest Clam's hands.

Poter was a Jank old man, and very wiry ;
lie could climb a tree liko a squirrel, und I
wis agilo myself. The whole concoption

terview with her guardian had foreed hoy |

I met Clara in the villsge ; 1 scalod tho |

school, and we saw cach other at church ;| was romantie, if you will, but grand ! 1

thought 80. The iden was from Millais'
pleture, which wo both carefully studied ;
and if Peter had not generally deposited
his small notes to myself; nt the same time

asking my “kind considerashun as &«
gontleman born witha warm heart, to an

afflicting kase in the parissh, the romantic

would have been pure and unalloyed,
Clarn defled the obdurate guardion for

two months ; it was February when Sclina

Mugging betmyed us, T was advancing in

your prepostoron & proposal for one instant. | an innocent and unsuspecting manner to | langhing immedintely.
Clara is only gixtoon, and does not know | the seeret postoffice in the wood, half a!

mile from Mr. Rowley’s house, when I le-
camo conselous of the whole perfidy. 1
was ¢lose upon the tree,—that bravoe old
onk which had held 50 many secrots,—
| when voices in another direction filled my
sonl,
They were the voicesof Samuel Rowley,
8., J. Py, and Peter Stokes, my Mureury.
| I sank down in the long grass,—there was

v : |
a rapid thaw that morning, and the damp

struck me at once,—I and trembled for my
love. 1 was nok an instant too soon ; their
| footsteps were upon me, also; he shavod
| my features by a haic's broadth, and passed
on.  The Larsh tones of his voice rang in
my ears an instant afterward.

“Yon don't consider yourself an abomi-
nable seamp, I suppose,” Mr. Rowley said,
“an unprincipled old vagabond, to act as

n go-botween to a silly sehool girl and that
l idiot of a boy? You never thought of the
l harm of encouraging this, did you?"
| “I'm werry sorry, sir,” whimpered Pe-
ter.

“Peaching my ward to be deceitful, for
tho sake of a few sixpenses, T suppose,”™

“T've never had a ha'penny, your honor,
much more a sixpence,'

Neither had he. They were gonorally
half crowns he was in the habit of receiv-
ing from me.

“You deserve to be kicked out of my
gervice, Btokes—drummed out of the vil-
lnge, for a wicked old hypoerite !

“They wore very fond of enoh other, sir,
and Miss Clarn used to ask me so beseoch-
ing; and when I told her there was harm
in writing to Master Huskisson without her
dear gardewan's knowing anything about
it, sho allers said it was for the Iast time,
sir—really.

IF it was not for your age, Stokes, 1'd
send you about your business this very
day."

“1 werry sorry, sir," Stokes saild again,
shedding many tears.

“‘1s this the tree?"”

“Yeon, sir, that's the tree,"

“And Clara's last letter is up there now,
eh ? Inthot hole? Now, no more lies 9

“Yeos, sir, in that hole.”

“How on earth do you get ut it 2"

 Muster Huskisson climbs up there, sir,
for his answer. I'll go up and fetch down
Miss Clara’s loteer in o minute."’

There was a small eplstle of his own he
wished to obtain as well, perhaps, or it was
possible that his noble mind had suggested
some schemo to save dear Clara’s missive
from sacrilegious eyes. But Mr. Rowley
suspected this old servitor.

*Stop where you are, Stokes !' ho  roar-
ed forth ; “I'll have no more of your mon-
key tricks. Give me a back."”

“Give you s wot, sir ¢

“Bend your back, yon rascal, nnd
Jump on it and get the lettor mysolf,”’
’ “Jump on it?* ropeated Btokes, with o

'

look of dismay at Mr, Rowley's portly fig-
ure it don’t strike me that 1
your welght, mastor,"

can Loar

It will be only for o minute,” said My,
Rowley quite brutally ; and if 1 break your
baclk, it will serve you right enough, 'm
not an elephant, man, and 1 will have no
more of this nonsense,"

Mr, Stokos resistod no further. He bent
his back, us if about to commence & game
of leapfrog with a justice of the pence:
and with more agility than T had given Mr,
Rowloy eredit for, the guardian was aloft,
and within an inch or two of onr letter-box,

0O, lor ! shall you be long, siv?"" asked
My, Stokes, groaning softly to himsalf.

* Raiwo your shoulder, you rascnl, a little
more, "' eried his amployer,

Btokes did so, an d from my hiding place
I saw the hand of Mr, Rowley strive with
some diffionlty—for it was u fat, gouty
‘ hand, 1 have already said—to foreo ilself

into that casket, which had coutained o
many of my dear Clara’'s epistles, Sam-
‘ uel Rowley was an exoitable man : but he
| #wore a little In his offorts, and twmed very

red, and moved his foot restlosaly wpon
‘ poor Btokes' back.
| T have got i 1 he arled av last,  “The
artful Jade—the cunning plotting little
‘ minx to serve hor own guardian in this—"
L " What's the matter, sir o

|

“ Wait o moment, Btokes—don't shake.
O, lor, have mercy upon us! O, hang it !
O doar, what is 1o be done 2

“‘Is anything particular the matter, sir?
| Not nhadder, T ope, or a vest of sorpents

or anythink ? and old Btokes hid his hoad
::l little more—tucked in his tapenny we
callod it nt school—to concenl his langhing
| snrdonie countenance. |
| “No Brokes; it's something much worse,
t I'm sorry to say.”
“Wus, sir? said Stokes, who left off

“Yes! I—I can't got my hand ont 1"

“The devil you can't, sir " eried Stokes,
in dismny.
[ “It's twisted somehow, or swollen, or
the wood has gripped me. Walt a moment,
Btokes.  Oh, it's all up with me ! I can't "

“Take it quiet, sir. Keep cool, or you
will never do it—don't agitate yourself—
but for God's salee look sharp. I'n crack-
ing.'
“ Don't move, Btokes—as you are n man

—don’t move! If you were to drop, I can-

I not imagine what would become of me,—
It will be all right in & minute.”

“Make it less if you can,” groaned
Btokes ; ““all the blood's got into my head,

orful! O, lor, what is to bo done? Are
you out, sir "'
“No, I'mnot; I'm fixed, Stokes. T'm

a dead man if you move ; I am, indeed.”

Stokes bnrst into tears, and howled with
all his might ; and Mr. Rowley shouted a
great deal, and swure a great deal, too,.—
Stokes would have run for it probably, for
ho was succumbing fast to the dead weight
above him, had not Mr, Rowley bheld him
by the throat with his boots, and fixed him,
too, In another moment, 1 had sprung to
my feet, and was rushing to the reseune.

“1 am really very sorry, Mr. Rowley;
can I be of any assistance ?"'

 Agsistance, you—you—young devil !—
Yes, you ean my dear child, Run for a
ladder, and a saw, or something, quick as
lightning, to the house."

* Hi—hi—lhollow !'"" shricked Stokes, as
I prepared to obey Mr. Rowley's com-
mands ; “don’t run—come here, and lot
me run, or bust up I must! O, lor, Mas-
ter Huskisson, don’t leave me any longor—
do como and take o turn, He's not so
heavy when you're used to him—ho isn’t,
indeed.”

I saw the necessity of ndvancing to the
reseuo ab once, and so did Mr. Rowley. 1
was tall for my age and tolerably strong,
and I hastened to take the place of Mr.
Stokes which T did with great cantion on
all sides.  Behold mo at last bearing the
guardian of Clara on my shoulders, and
feeling terribly the weight of my responsi-
bility as ho stood with his face to the tree,
still exeraising his ingenuity to get his
hand out of the trap.

“1 hope ILm not too heavy for you,
Master Huoskisson,” he condeseended to
say politely for the sight of mo wns even
not pleasant to witness,

“ Not, at all,™ was my clicerful answer,
“You'll make yourself as light ns you can
to oblige me, perhaps 9

I had not quite done growi ug, and man is
fragile during that process. Me. Rowley
was very heavy, and Btokes was wrong in

YICT should die, sin” T said feebly,
“will you please givo my love to Clara ? Toll
her I did all T could to Loar up—and to
beay you up. O, dear !
stone ten '

ST "™

“ Yow'ro giving ' o voaved Again with
a vellemencs that revived me.
alittle longer, my dear boy.
them coming in the distance, |

Which was anothey falsehiood ;. but no
matter. My, Rowley was not a truthifal

Did you say nine

“Keep up
I can hear

[ man. I seb mysolf firmly against the tree,

according to his instractions, but it was of
no avail. My heels, in a fow more minutes,
would slide gracefully awny from mo, I was
certain, and the guardinn of my Clara
woulil be swinging about by one arm, ‘like
an ently Christian martyr, JIlis blood
would be on my head, and so would ‘he, i

{ be came down with his whole woight—

perhaps armless—on top of me,

“Keop up I" he eried in a great fright
now. “You shall sce Clara, when you
like, my boy. I will not SAY o word ngainst
the mateh, any more. You're a fine, strap-
ping, brave fullow, that you are—a young
heroules !"

“Thank you, My, Rowley,'" I nnswered :
and his words did sustain me a little, and
helped me to sastain him,

But 1 was sliding, slowly and surely
from under his foct when assistanco *ar.
rived ; mon with ladders, and saws, and
chisels ; and Clarn, too, wild with fright,
and with tears streaming down her cheeks.

“0, my poor gardy!" she erind, w0,
you wicked Alplionse ! it's all your dread-
ful fault.””

This was the last feather on the camel's
back. 1fell back, and the grand ‘rush of
the servants at Mr. Rowley's legs only
saved the gnardian from summary disloca-
tion on the spot, He was got down with
difficulty, and opee down, he was not
grateful.

A pretty fool you have made of me,"
he said to Clara, as he wallced away rub-
bing his wrist ; ““and a pretty pairv of fools
you and that boy are, too.”

Btill, after all, he wus not so bad as T ox-
pected to find him. Tle wos n man who
kept his word, and for that I always re-
spected old Rowley. Clara and I saw
cach other in & more rationnl manner, 1
went to the hall onoo or twice ; sho was at
my louse on my clghteenth birthday, at o
littlo party which my mamma absurdly
ealled **Juvenile” in the invitations ; and
there Jack Edwards was too attentive to
Clars, and raised o jealous demon in my
breast.

I went to London shortly afterward.
Clara and I wero to be engaged when I
“passed)’ and il both were of the same
mind, hor guardian said. But we were not.
While T was walking the hospitals a fellow
in the tallow-trado walked off with Clara
anud I do not think she resisted in the lenst.

It was an excellent match, though he
was forty-seven, and very stout. 1 went
down to the wedding, and returned thanks
ab the brealkfast for the bridesmaids, one of
whom has promised to be mine when I set
up in business for myself,

E37" Your husbund Las been eating oys-

his ussertion—wickedly wrong.

“This is all your fault, mind you,
Huskisson. This might have boen my
death," he said reproachlully,

“Yon, Mr. Rowley, if I hadun’t been in
the way," was my happy rejoinder.

AL but" he looked around with dif
fieulty, and found Btokes still there, making |
every human effort to steaighten his back
before flying on his misgion,  “ Curse it,
Stokes run for yonr life !—don't stand
there you wrotched lunntic, another in-
stant !"'

Stokes ran away, and T was left us the
one support of Mr. Rowley, Stokes had

wished that he had remained and shaved
the welght with me.
but the difficulty was immoense.

“Boy, you're glving! Don't shake 'so. |

Keop yourself more ngainst the tree,"
Howley called down,
AN right. T'lldo it for Cla's swke
ifit's possible ; but if 1 snap—"'
Then I remember that he called me a
| whippersuspper ; and s0 did he, too, I
think, and was sorry.

My,

O, you'll keep up,” {he) said, offering
mo every encouragement in his powor,
** You're n big boy for seventeon, and 1'm
only nine stone  ten—not & groat weight.
I've seon people in o eirous do this kind of

| thing for hours, you know.'

It was i gross expggeration, and I felt it
| o bee one, T wis getting faint nlso. I had
undertaken too much ; and his language nt
| times wak still violent, as he endeavored to
| extrionte his hand.

not been gono n minute and a Lialf, when 1 |

I tried to keop firm, |

ters,” said & doctor to a woman, whose
husband he was visiting and presoribing
for,'

HDoctor, you are s witeh,™”
woman,

A student had accompanied the physician,
and asked him on the way out, how he as
cettnined this fact of the patient.

“1 looked under the bod,” snid the doe-
tor, **and there lny the shells.’”

A diy or two after the student visited
the pationt alone, and making his roport
to his master, declared the patient beyond
modical skill,

““He hak eaten a home,

** Impossible."'

“But it Is cortainly true.”

“How do you mnlke that out?'*

‘1 looked under the bed, ns youn did,”
pleaded the student, “and thore lay a sad-
dle and bridle.™

replied (e

" sald he.

>y

£33 A magisteate of Waukesha, Wik,
who was ealled upon to perform the mar-
riage coremony, found, on ardviog at the
house, that it was situnted in the ndjolu.
ing county, and consequently beyond his
Jurisdiotion, The ecandidates for mungri-
mony were, however, equal to the ocension.
They crossod the road into Wankesha
vounty, sloshed around in the swow, aud
there, to use the fervid language of the lo.
cal chirouleler, *in the starlight, and in the
light of loves shining orb, were joined in
marriage Charles Sanders, only 74 years of
age, to the sprightly M. Deborah Van
- Notrick, who has just turned the blooming
| ago of 60."




