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THE INNERMOST ROOM.

The singer sang the world a song,
And soon in every tender heart

Its meludy. £o0 sweet and strong,
Becawe a dear and lasting part.

But no one knew, and no one cared,
That from supremest grief and wrong
Hiz breaking heart had learned the notes

That trembled into glorious song,

A woman, who frow every cup

Had drank life's glad and bitter streams,
Sat down and wrote n wondrous tale,

As sweet and bright as fairy dreams.
But no one koew, and nc one cared,

From what tumultuous seas of thought
The soul in lonely voyages

Ite parable of life had brouglit.

The Teacher, with a burning heart,
With tongue as swift and hot as flawe,
l.ed with a wise and tender heart
The world unto its highest aim.
But 1o one asked, sud no ene know,
Through what tierce conflict, day by day,
He won the vietsry which cleared
For weaker henrts the higher way.

For each zoul haz one inper room
Where altl alone il seeks the grace
To strugsle with its sharpest woe,
Its hardest destiny to tace,
To §ift the duty that it fears,
To love, to trust, thoough every doom,
Aud not the nearest, deserest heart
tioes with it to that inner reom,

'Tis there that souls learn how to sing @
'iis there the truest knights are made :

There, with the sharp edge vt her sword,
Great Sorrow gives the acevhide,

From thence they come with subtle streugth
The wearp aud the sad to lift:

But whe remembers thuat lone room,

In strite and doubs, its gricf and gloow,
From which they bring the precions gitt?

THE VIRGINIA MONTAGUES

A VISIT TOTHE MANUR HOBSE,

The little staticu at which we are to stop is
about one bundred and filty 1niles south of
Washington. For several hours we have been
running south, and been gradually drawing
nearer to a chain of blue mountains, whose
wavy ontlines have been following us since mid-
day upon our right, and climbing gradually
higher and higher into the western sky. Be-
tween us aud them lies an undulating l:;xdscape
of field and forest, rich ia the gorgeous coloring
of the south, and bathed in the warm light of
declining day °

The carriage of our old friend the general is
there to meet us, and the beaming black face of
his gray-headed Avhates, greets us with erins of
recognition from the box, aund with numerous
fugs at the brim of his shabby wide-uwuke, as
we and our trunks and the mail-bags are hinstled
on to the platform, by the snorting and impa-
tient train. Jle wears no livery, it is true. The
carriage has not been cleaned for a month. The
horses probably have been taken this very after-
neon from the plough ; but what of that? I
not the hospitality all the g eater on that ac-
count. The stution-master does not out and
touch his hat, but the general is quite as much
honored as if a cloud ¢f obsequious porters and
powdered footmen had assisted in our removal
trom the train to the trap; not from a stand.
point merely of mutual respect, but simply on
social grounds alone, as a Montague of Berkley
County, Virginia. The founder of the Berkley
Montagues, 1t is well-known, surveyed in 1710
these large tracts of land upon Tuckahoe Creck
in that county, which wmas then a wilderness
poorly protected from Indians by a block house,
which they still in pait own, while the title
deeds of the fumily are a wrunt given under the
haund and seal of ** Good Quern Anne.”

Nothing cau be more pictursque than travel
through the hill country of Virginia. Some-
times the rough and win-ling road leads us
through woodlands whose large leaves wave
above our heads, sometimes throngh open fields,
where the tobacco just ripening for the cutter’s
kunife is spreading its dark green leaves above
the warm rel soil, and where the tall Indian
corn in all the splendor of its full foliage rostles
gentiy in the evening wind. Here, too, to the
right and left, stretch wild stubble Relds with
their deep varpet of annual weeds over which in
a lonth's titne the sporisman’s setters will he
ranging for the coveys of quail, but now half
growv. lu the valleys scit weadows spread
their level sutface fresh from recent rains along
the margin of willow-bordered streams that
water and enrich them, while over their soft turf
the shadows of averhanging woodlands grow
longer and longer s the light of day declines.
From the tafl tobucvo barns comes the familiar
odor of the curing of the first cut plants, and
thin clouds of smoke above their roofs hang clear-
ly aguinst the reddening sky. Negro cabius « f
squared logs cluster upon the roadside, on sunny
hul tops, or in shady glens, while from field and
forest comes the wild melody with which the
Eihiopian cheers his hours of toil.  Behind all,
though many miles away, the grand musses of
the Bloe Ridge Mountains lie piled against the
western sky, their rocky suminits, their chest.
put shaded slopes, their deep ravines hollowed
by white cascades that thunder ceaselessly
through hemlock groves and shrubberies of
rhododendrons and kalmins, all mellowed into a

uniform tint of the softest and the deepest blae,

We are now upon the ancestral acres of the
Montagues, or what is left of them, and the

horses without shout or effort on Caleb's part,
furn suddenly from the main road, where the
latter is bounded on both sides hy an oak forest,
and dash along a tortuous track, whose charac-

moment venture to doubt, as Caleb, with the
skill of constant practice, ducks his head be-
neath, or dodpes it to one sile of the hanging
boughs that every now and then scrape faml-
iarly along the roof of the carriage. A big white
gate, hung upon by half a dozen negro urchins,
armed with bLooks and slates, lets us out again
jnto the open country, and there, upon a
a hill in frout of us, with groves of oak behind,
and maple-orchards before it, the fortress of the
Moutagues looks out over the surrounding
country. Once more wedrive into avalley, and
once more the horses are standing knee-deep in
a little river, while Caleb, for the last tiuie, as.
sists them to appease their apparently quench.
less thirst.

This is the famous Tuckahoe Creek mentioned
in Queen Anne’s graut. It has been dear sinee
then to generations of Montagues. As men it
has turned their grist and saw mills ; as chil-
dren they have paddled in its gravelly shallows
among the darting wminnows; as boys they have
learned to swim in its swirling pools or dragued
the seine-nuts for chub and perch, or stalked the
blue.winged ducks that now and then in early
auiumn go whistling along its surface.  Many
field of the Montague tobaceo teo has it washed
away or buried in the mud, snd many o deep
channel has it cut through corutield and w=adow
in those cecasional fre-hets whose violence hus
caused the vears in which they occurred to
stand out as local landmarks in the tight of
tinme by the fireside of the negro and the poor
white man. No Montague has ever buut a
horse-bridge ucross it.  Ridlway companies and
and city corporatious are the only people that
build bridges in Virginia ; and many an impa.
tieut lover and returning wanderer, in summer
thunder-showers or in winter storms, has waited
in despair on its further bank while ths turbid
waters have been roiling six Ivet above the gra.
velly bed of the ford, and rippling over the
hand-mail of the little foot-bridge, that in fair
weather does excellent service in its way.

A short struggle up the hill beyond brings us
to the plateau on which the homestead stands.
In front is the mansivn itself with its two acres
of lawn and as much more of kitchen garden,
surrounded partly by a wall, and partly by a
picket.fence.  Behind are the barns, outbuild.
ings, negro cabins, resonant at this hour of sun-
set with all the sounds incidental to a Southern
farmhouse at c¢loze of Jday. N.gresses, their
heads bound round with colored handkerchiefs,
and carrying tin milk-pails on them, come call-
ing Jdown the lane for the lony live of cowsthat
are slowly splashing through the ford beneath ;
negro ploughmen are comivg in on their mmnles
and horses singing lustily to the accompaniment
of their jangling trace chains; pigs and calves
from diver-e quarters, and in diverse keys, hail
the approach of their common feeding hour,
while through all, the dull thod of the axe from
the wood-pile seers to strike the hour of the
evening meal.

1f picked to pieces there is nothing specially
attractive about the general's house; but to any
oue who had been wandering among the white-
wash and fiesh paint, and crudeness of the or-
dinary northern or western rural districts, there
will be much that is refreshing in this old Vir.
ginia home. The preseut house, built upou the
site of the original bomestead, dates back only
to the year 1794, and was planted, a family tra-
dition relates, by Mr. Jefferson, who was a
second vousin of tke then proprietor. However
that may be, we have at any rate the long por-
tico resting on white fluted columns which the
great statesman is said to have done a great deal
in uiking characteristic of Southern country
housss. The high brick walls are unrelieved by
ivy or by errepers, but the green Venetian shui-
ters thrown wide open almost cover the space
between the many windows, while behind, in.
numerable offices and buildings of avery con-
ceivable shape awd material, and set at all
angles, gradually lose themselves among the
stems= of a grove of stutely onks.

In the Jawn fence before which our carriage
stops, ffty yards short of the froot dwor, there
used to be a big gate, und « sweep up to the house
for driving purposes ; but in these rough and.-
ready days, when there is no regiment of jnven-
ile dependents to keep the weeds picked off, the
turf has been allowed to nsurp everything that
it will, anl little vestige is left of the once fre-
quented gravel track. So we dismonnt at the
wicket gate which now ix suflicient for all pur.
poses, not, however, before Caleb has rent the
air with a tremendons shout, and brought from
the back quarters of the house a stout negro
woman, and a very irresponsible looking boy of
the same persuasion, whose bluck laces beamn
with the Ethiopian instinct of pleasure at any.
thing like company. Nor are these the oply
answers to the stentorian appeals of Caleb
which in the South do duty for door bells, but
half a dozen foxhounds and setters come bound.
ing toward us with oprn mouths aud bellowing
throate, Fran behiud the masses of annual
creepers, that, trained on wires, stretch from
pillar to pillar of the portico and screen ity oc.
cupants from view, the flash of a newapaper iy
for a moment seen, sad an elderly gentleman
descends the stone steps and comes toward uy
with hospitable haste. His hair and moustache
are as white as snow, his face well chiselled, his
figure ercct and his eye clear. A somewhat
shabby garb is forgottenin the gentleman as he
greets us cordialiy and simply, but with an old-
faghioned, gracious hospitality —this undecor.
ated and unpensioned hero of a huundred fights.

Englishman or of a Northerner to say that he

1
ter of privacy as roads go, no one would for a

It is no disparagenent to the breeding of an

has a charm of manner that they in their busier
and more populons world have long torgotien.

As we vross the lawn the shadows of half &
dozeu great oaks, in which the gen‘cml takes
especial pride, are just dying from ofl’ the grass.
The **bull-bats’ or nighthawks in the air
above us ate circling to and fro.  Against the
dark hedges of box and arbor vitw and trellises
laden with houeysuckles, the fire-flies, when
short twilight fades into night, will soon begin
to dance their ceaseless round ; various trees,
both deciduous and evergreen, have bLeen scat-
tered about at ditferent times by ditferent Mou-
tagues. Here are wmulberries that speak of a
tiwe some forty years ngo when the ealture of
the silk-worm was being ueged by the French
upon the Virginian planters as & means of util-
iziug the mass of female and decrepit labor that
was increasing on their hands,  Heee the mim.
osa, most beautiful of trees, invites the hum-
wing-btirds, which in swmmer mornings hover
among its fragile leaves. The shapely maple
from the fore:ts of westru Virginia, the silver
aspen, the acseis, the cherry, all are there,  An
English holly, brought from eastern Virginin,
where it is indigenons, has for mauy a year
given tha genuine touch to Christmas decora-
tiors of house and chureh, of which the general,
who planted the tree as a boy, has always been
proud, though not so proud as he is of the mag-
nolia which he brought himself from Louisiana,
long before the war, and which now taps the
caves of the house at the corner where, as a
mere shrub, he planted it

As from the depthis of a cane chair upon the
broad veramda we see the short twilight fade,
and throngh the waving streamers of bignonia,
eypress and Madeira vines, we wateh the full
moon rising slowiy into the sky, and shedding
its light over mouatain, ficld and woodland,
there i3 a sense of peace und softness over
evervthing that speaks of a hnppy lutitwle
where the extremes of northern and southern
climes temper ane another, and where a singu.
larly picturesque conutry echoes to the ssumds
of a singnlarly picturesque anlold-world life,
There would most probably ¢ome over the senses
of the stranger a feeling of having at last hit
upon a spot in rural Americn that had not been
regarded as the mere temporary abade of a family
engaged in the profuction of doliurs, but where
there is the look of a race having long taken
root, to whom dollars were not everything.
The sights and sounds of farm-house life arz near
the door, it s trus, yet it is the ol hume of a
family whom you would have no ditficulty in
believing, did you n.t kuew it, had been some.
thisg wore than farmers.

Within the house a broad hall reaches from
end to end ; its floor shintug aml slippery with
polish ; its walls wainscotted half way to the
ceiling, their upper half simply whitewashed
apd covered with emblewms of rural life. Antlers
of deer killed lifty years azo in the dense forests
on the eastern border of the conntry, or trophies
of more rec nt expeditionsacross the Blue Rilge
to the wild huntiuyg grounds of the Alleghanies,
Suspended from these hang old shot lisks und
powier horns that have served tho general and
his geneiatious in days gone by, betore trouble
fell upon the !and. In the cormr atands the
Joe Manton and the long Kentucky rifle, that
five-und-twenty years ago were the weapons of
the Southern squire in stubble aud in forest
respectively.  Here, on another wall, o youager
gencration of nephews from Richmond or Balti-
ore, who look upon the home of their fathers
as a happy huntivg-grouud for antumn holidays,
have hang their ** greeners’” and their cartridge
belts. The remaiader of the wallis relieved by
a map of the county, a picture of the University
of Virginia, the capitol at Richmond, and several
itlustrated and framed cortificates of prizes taken
by the generul at agricaltural shows,

1t is in the drawing-room, however, that the
trewsures of the fannly are eollected, Here agun
oak wainscotting and whitewash, wita carvid
chimuney pirces clambering up toward the ce:l.
iug, silently protest against yonr conveuntional
ideas of America ; and here too the floor—for
the winter carpets have not yet been lad Jdown
~—shines with polish, and is treacherons to walk
upon. DBrass liag-ironxof ponderous build, and
a3 ol as the house, shine agninst the warm brick
hearth, waiting for the logs that the eool Outo.
ber nights will soon heap upon them. Old-
fashioned tables that suggest ail kinds of grand.
motherly skill in silk and worsted, cluster in
the corners of the room, Upon the walls hang
the celebrities that the good Virginian delights
to houor. lHere Washington, surronndel by
the notables of his titne, both men and women,
is holding his first reception. - Here My, Jeffer-
son looks down upon an old cabinet vontaimng
bundles of his privats letters to the general’s
grandfather, fall of the price of wheat aud the
improvement of county roads, dashed now and
again with allusions to the advantage which the
young republic would gain from sywmpathy with
France rather than with her unnatural paent
Great Britaiv,  Here, too, Patrick Henry, the
greatest popular orator America ever prodaced,
with his long fuce and eagle eye, havgs ubove
an arm-chair, which a family legend treasires as
having rested the old man groaning under the
ingratitude of his ecountrymen upon his last
wlitical campaign. There engravings of the

ienna Congress,” of Queen Victorin, of the
famous royalist, Colonel Turleton, alter Sir
Joshua Reynolds, remin! yon that blood after
all iy thicker than water. T'wo or three laldies
in the costume of ths first Geovge, nnd ns many
geutlemen in wigs and swords could tell you,
if they could speak, of the big square . mau-

sion of Kuoglish bricks upon the Chesnpeake

share which they still looked npon as the home
of their race, and there too in the pust of honor
nbove the high chimney-picce is the general’s
uncle, the senator, who, as every oune in
Amecrica kuows, was Minister ta France in
183 —.

Here, too, in utter defiance of the conmonest
rules of wodern decorative art, hung specimens
of the earlier viforts of photography, framed
morcover in fir convs and in forest leaves!
French-lookiug meu in gray uniforms with stars
upou the collars of their tunics.  1n the centre
are Leo and Jackson. Aroand them are those
of this family and their friends whe fuught and
bled by their side. The other rooms apart from
the furaiture are much the same. There i3 a
libraty where the books are kept in high glass
novered shelves, and where todern pertadicals,
Richmond, New York and and local papers,
with pirated editions of some of the English ve-
views, lie scattered on the table, A dining-
room also wainscotted ani whitewashed, with a
long table in the ceutre, surrounded by cane.
bottomed chairs, a bare tloor, a sideboard con-
taining some enrivas specunens of old silver, and
a chimney-piece devotad eutirely to petroleum
lamps—-a roor meant to eatin and uot Lo sit in,
There &3 no bell in the house, but it is not
much wanted, as an obsequivns darkey, even in
these days of frevdom, follows you ta your roem
amd anticipates yonr wants,

When supper is over (for late diuner has
never crept into Southern life, even Budtimore
still dines at unearthly hours), we drift natur-
ally into the veranda.  The general's wif: has
appeared aud made tea, but vou will not see
much of her. She has a soft voices, hs ouce
been  pretty, and was a Harrison of Sussex
County —a distinetion which in Southern ears
has the same sort of ring as that of a L'ourtenay
of Devon, or a Percy of Northumberluand, would
have in this more exacting land,  She will tell
you, 1f vou ask her, that there were many
months hetween 61 and '65 in which she was
glad to get alittle corn tlour, and green votlee,
and also of how she buried the plate beneath
the maguolia on the lawn when the Yankee
general threatened to make ** Oak Rudge' his
headquarters, and how the npegroes remained
faithtul to her all through the war, an:d eried
when they were told they were free and had 1o
g0. She captivated the general thirty vears
ago at the Wuite Sulphur Springs, and in the
comprehensive ideas of kinship which exist in
Virginia they doubtless up to that time ranked
*s eousius.

The general has sent to the barn for so ne to.
bacco, and through bowls of red clay such as
were smoked by the father of Pocahontas, and
long reed stems from the swawmps of North
Carolina, we blow clouds into the balmy night,
aud listen to the general’s stories of the past,

The general, of course, talks over old days.
He has sobere:d Jdown ubout the war.  Ia faat,
like many of his neighbars, he was himsell
against secession, or all thoughts of it, till the
mntual aggravations and the complicitions of
those fevertsh times drove him into the struggle
in which he so pred-minently  distinguished
himself,  He is immensely proud of the part his
State played in the war, however, and if you
saw him every day for six months, he might bors
you ou the subject ; but who can be ~url{rised
that the stirring scenes of those five yonrs should
be uppermost in the evening of ¢ life that has
otherwise been spent in the unbroken monotoany
of country pursnits?

He never liked the North, and never had any~
thing in common with them. Their wiys were
not his ways, and for years the intolerance of
aither waxed st'onger from a wutual ignorance
born of absnlute social separation. He has, how.
ever, little rancor loft, and ix conscions rather
of having come well out of ths sreagse i at
lenst public estimation.  His fallen grandear i
svothed by being maie the hero ol the novels
and the magazine articles of his pro-p rous and
trinmphant but generans fae,  He lives in dig.
uitied retirement, courting no man aml civil to
all; but they, in the fullness of their hearts
forget the stubborness of his rebellious blade,
and in the growing cosmapolitanismi of their
rampant prosperity, pat him on the head asa
cnrions historie and social relic of which nation.
ally they are prond. He rathor likes all this,
but takes it with his tobacro, putsit in his pipe
and smokes it, in fact, as he used to thirty
years ago the bloodhound stories.  Oatside
opinion to the general and hiy generation ar
uot of much consequence, as death alone will |
put an end to the conviction that he and his
compeers are representatives of a paxt sceial
state that was superior to everything, not only
in America, but on earth.

The general’s only brother was a captain in a
United States cavalry vegiment when the war
brokaont, aud he will tell you of the struggle of
conscience that decided the latter against his
worl lly interests to a conrse that some partisan
histarians have flippantly stigmatized as triash-
ery—u troachery that very often gave up com.
fort and tuture honory, friends and professional
devotion for the eause their vative State had
seen fit to embrace, whose hopelessness was far
better realized by such men th o by their civile
inn and untiavelled brethren-at home, e was
killed at Shiloh, and his swonl bangs in the
hall, while our friend, his brother, who lind never
seon anything till then but a militia muster,
roso to be » general, .

It is a comnon fallacy to eredit the Sonthern
slanter with an unusual amount of profanity,
Vhatever may be the cass in the extreme South,
the ordinary conversarion of the Virginian of all

classes is more free from bad langnage than that




