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The Eolonial Peavl,:

I3
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but the minit she ketehed sight of the working gal, she gin her
‘head a toss, and reaching out her hand to the ’pothecary, walked
off'to her seat in a fit of cutraged dignity that was raly beautiful to
Juok at it.  Arter this, Miss Josephine Burges said she wouldn’t
“try to dance among sich Jow critters; and so sheand the "pothecary
sidled about, eat peppermint drops, and talked soft sodder to one
another—always taking care to turn up their noses when the hand-
some working gal come within gun shot of "em.

** Who can that gentleman be, that's a eyeing me so through his
alass 2 sez Miss Josephine Burges to the 'pothecary ; what band-
some whiskers he's got—did vou ever?”

¢ I don't sce any thing over genteel in him, any how,” sez the
*pothecary, a looking sort of uncas-y.

* Put how nicely he's dressed,

- 1 aint over fond of them vests and checkered trowsers,” sez the
natiieeary,

* sez she,

sz the milliner, all in a

"

- Dear me, he's 2 coming this way,”
“T hope ke wont think of speaking
- T hope so too,” sez the pothecary, a ludiing as i he'd jist «cat

twitter,—

i saur lemon, without any sweetning.
The chap come dlorg sort of casy, and independent, and stood
¢lase by em, ‘
« Bhan't we go to tother end of the room
the milliner, kinder half whispering; and a eyeing the strange chap
“ Not yet,”" says the milliner, giving a
a foller to be sneered

cH

scz the "pothecary to

ds savage as a meat axe,
st of leok at the strange chap,  He wasn™t
atin the way of good looks any how ; nor a man that was likely to
for it warn't more than three minits afore he asked

right

by any thing;
the milliner to danee, 2and led her out as erank as could be,
Liudw'e the poor leetle chap look wom-

There he stood, all alone in a cor-

idure the *pothecary’s face,
Lleerapped when he seed that,
vers feeling as sick as i he'd swallowed a dose ofhis own doctor
stuity and there he had to stasd ;) fur arter the tall chap and Miss
Jusephine Durges had got through danetng, they sot down toge-
ther by a winder and begun to Josk soft ssdder at one another,
and talk away as chipper as two.birds enan apple teee limb in
spring time. It didn't do 1o good for the *pothecary to rileup and
make mibtions to her—ehe dida’t seem to mind 2 bit; so he stood
still and grit his teeth, for it seemed tobim as if the milliner, and
the red velvet, hesicdethe aceount bouks, the stock in trade, and the
hard chink oo, was o sliding out of his grip like a wet cel.

Arter he'd boze it as dong as he could, he went up to Miss Jo-
sephine Durges, sort of huwble, and usked her 3f it wasn’t about
e to ben going hum? . .

The milliner said «he wasn't in any bhurry about i, and went to
talking with the tall chap agin.—It was as much as the poorJove-
yur could do to keep from bursting out a erying, or a swearing,
Iie warn'l particularswhich; he felt all struck up of a heap, and
vrent ofl’ to his corner agin s lunesome as a.goose without a mate.

By-and-by the milliner she come up, and told him she wasabout
ready to golum; the tall chap hie went down stairs with them, and
stood o kissing his hand to her 6l she got into the strect.—The
“pothiecary raly felt as il'he should bust, and he gin her o purty de.
She didu't
mawve him wuch of an answer though, for her head was chuck full
of the tall chap's soft sodder, and she didi't know anore than half

cent blowing up as they went.along Chatham street.

of what he was jawing about,

The leetle potheeary went hum and hurried upto bed, hat all
Jiv conld  do he couldu't git 2 aink of sleep.
the morning, but he hadn’t no appetitedor his breaktast, and kin-

Ile got up anlyin

dur hung about his shop door, a keeping a good look out to sce if
any body went to the milliner's, and a wondering if'it was bese fur
him to go over and see how she seeed to sit avter what he'd said
o her the vight afure.  So he brushed up his hair and was jista
taking his hat to go over and try his luck, when a harnsome green
buggy waggon hauled up 2gin the millines’s, and out jumped the
tall ehap with the whiskers.

The "pothecary he turned as white as.a sheet, and begun to fume
like all natur.
hile over, forit was more than three hours afore the green bugey

He had plenty of time to Jet his wrothy feelings
wagon driv away agin,  The miait it was out ofsight, the 'pothe-
cary suatelied up his hat, aud scooted aevoss the yoad like a erazy
ack coum, ddressed

eritter. Dliss Burges was a sitting in her leetle b

cut like any thing.,  ‘This made him more wrothy than he was
adure, fur she never dressed out when he was a cuming, so he went
steaight up to her, and sez he sortof wrothy—

¢ Miss Joscphine Burges, what am 1 think of this ‘ere t.c'it-
ment ?”

The miiliner tooked up as innacent as'a Kitten, as if she hadn't
the least idee what he meaut,

¢ What treatment 2" sex she, as menly mouthed ns could be,

‘The 'pothecary felt as if he should choke; -he gripped his hand,
aird the awards.came out of his mouth like hat buHBets.

= Ol you perfidious eritter vou,” so “how can vou look in
sy faee arnter.you've been a sitting three hull hours with that nasty
il coot thiat you danced with all the time last night ?”

» he,

I

daneea with o gentleman last night, awd e has been here this

“ Pargure J dou't know what you mean more than nothing,

Mmorning |
about it,” sez Miss Josepbine, » taking up her work and beginaing
to sow as easy as she.did in her lite.

The 'potheeary was somad, he couldn’t but jist speak out bolid,
¢ Look a here Miss Burges,”

.

but I raly don’t see why you should trouble yourself

soz hie, @ spoaking sort of boarse, |

“ aint'we as good as married? didn't you engage yourself t6 me ?-

and wasn't the day cenajist sot afore that consarned ball ?”

“ Not that I ever knew on,” sez Miss Burges, a pinning a pink
bow on to a silk bonnet she was to work on, and a holding it out
to see how it locked, *¢ I'raly dont know what you mean 2"

The *pothecary begunto tremble all over,'he was so.mad to .see
her setting there as.cool asa cucumnber.

“ You don't know what I mean, don't you?" sez he. * Look a
here, marm, haint T'been tosee you off and on for more than ayear?
Haint I footed up your books.and made out bills, and done all
your out-door business, this ever so long? IHaint [ give you
ounces on ounces of jujube paste, emptyved a hull jar of lemon
drops, and mare than half kept you in pearl powder and «cdld
«cream "

“3Val, you needn’t talk so loud and tell.every body of it,” sez
the milliner, a going on with her work all the time; but the lectle
chap had got bis gritup, and there wasno ¢ who'to him. On he
went like.a tiousc afire.

L ]
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< Pon’t 'make such & noise,” sez the milfiner.—¢ It wont do &0

.good, I can tell you."”

« Won't it, though ? won't it ? T rather ;guess you'll find out in
the ead, I'll sue you fora byeach of promise—if I dan't, jist tl] me
on it, that’s all.”

The *potheeary was a going on to say
as hie begun to let off steam azin, sowme
front shop.—Miss Josephine 13
out, as if nothing on arth had happened.—The *pothecary waited a
few minits a biling over with spite, and then he kicked a bonnet
block ceross theroom, upset a chair, and cut off through the store,

a good-deal more, ‘but jist
customers cum into the
jurges put down bier work and went

like 2ll possessed.  The milliner wasa bargaining awny with her

customers fur dear life—she looked up and larfed a lectle casy as |

the poor fuller streaked through the store, and that was all ske
cared about it.

‘I'he poor coot of a lpotheecary svent ovar to his shop and slam-
med the deor to hard cnough to broak the house down, * ¥

Every day for three wecks - that green buggy waggon and the
taH man with whiskers stopped before DMiss Josephine Burges's
door. The *pothecary-grit his teeth, apd eyed the pison with an
awful, desperate look every time the buggy came i sight; and
when he heard that Miss Josephine Burges wasa glttm" her wed-
ding frock made, and was raly a going to be married ¢o a foreign
chap, as rich as a.Jew, that bad fallen in love with her at the Tam-
many lLall, hie filled the tumbler agin brimming full, . and then
chucked .the pison in the grate, and said he wouldn’t make sich a
foo! of himsclfany Jonger ; the eritter wasn't worth taking a dose
of salts for, much less a tumbler brim full of  pison, Arter this,
he bore up like aman; and:one day, when he saw the green buggy

come a trifle arlier than' it ever did before, and saw the tall chap

Jump out.all dressed offto kill, with white gloves on, and a white

handkercher a streaming out of his coat pocket, be jist put his
teeth together and looked on till he saw DMiss Josephine DBurges
come out with a white silk bonnet on and a great long white veil
a streaming over it, and see her take » seat in the buggy waggon
with the tall man in whiskers. It wasn’t no news to him  when
he heard that Miss Josephine Burges was mauried, and had sold
out her shop o but when lie heard that the overscer of her work
room had got some relation to buy out the stock for her, the 'po-
thecary brightened up like any thing; and he was heard to say,
that arter all the young gal that took charge of the work room
wusn't to be grinned at ina fog; for his part, he thought her fulf
as handsome as Diss Josephine Burges.

There was 1o two ways about it.—Miss Josephine Burges was
raly married to the tall man in whiskers, .and she had sold out all
her stock in trade-to the young gal who had taken charge of her
work room.  About three days arter the wedding, the tall man
with whiskers sot in the leetle room over what had been Miss Jo-
seplhine Burges's stare; she that had been Miss Josephine Burges
herscli, sot with one arm around hisaeck. ¥ * *

Wal, arter this soft sodder, the tall man in  whiskers took huld
of the c¢hain that his bride had on round ber neek, and sez he, “my
[ raly can’t bear to see you rigged out in these ‘ere old
When you was ouly a milliner, they did well

dear love,
fashioned things.
enough, but now you mustn’t wear no jewelry that aint .atthe top
of the notch ; just pack up all on “em, that are watch of yourn and
all, and T'Il go and swap 'em oft’ for a set of mosaie work.—When
I take you hum among all my £3lks, they'd Lt at these awkered
things.”

With:that the bride begun to look streaked enough: s she sot
to work -and luzged out all the gold things she had; her wateh,
and great heavy ehain, and car-rings, and ever so many gim .cracks,
50 the tall man put them all in bis pocket, and took up his hat,
and sez he, “ I'H soon gitaid of these ‘ere things, and biing you
something worth while.”

Miss Josephine Burges, .(that was, ) said there never was so kind
a critter, and jist to Jot her see that she wasn’'t mucl out in saying
that are, he cum back from the dour, and, scz he—

 Seetug as ' a going out I may as well take that are leetle
sum ol money and put it in some bank for you. Of course I donyt
wart any thing ofit, but it raly don’t seem jist safe here, amang
all these sowing gals.  Miss Josephine Burges, (thar was,) went
fo her chest of drawers, and took out a heap of bank bills, and give

thom to him.—The tall man in whiskers vut the Lills in ks trou-

cach tura of the tide,
i

_genuine hot teaup to . .the work room.
"(that was) sot on a stool,

sers pocket, buttoned it up -tight, then give the pocket a leetle
slap, and wasa going out agin.
¥ L ] )

“ You'll come right straight back, dear?” sez NMiss Joscphine
Burges, (that was) * you will, wont you ?” »

« Sartainl y, my sweet love,” sez the tall anan in whiskers, a stop-
ing on the stairs, and kissing her hund ever the railing.

‘ By-by,” sez Miss Josephine Burges, (that was).

¢ By-by,” scz the tall man in whiskers.

Miss Josephine Burges (that was) set by the window, and look-
ed arter the tall man till he got eenamost down to Chatham square.
She waited ahull hour, and he didp’t come back ; thenshe waited
two hours ; then all night; and the next week, and the next, till
she'd been a waiting three hull months—and arter all, the tall maa
inthe whiskers didn’t seem to hurry himself a bit.

-About a year arter the Tammany ball, the leetle *pothecary was
a sitting in the back roomn of what once was Miss Josephine Burges’
milliner store; his wife, the young gal that used to take charge
of the work soom, stood close by; and the 'pothecary was a look-
over his wifd's day-bock. Jist ashe was a adding up a long row
of fizures, one of the hands come down stairs, and wasa going
aut. )

“ Look a here, Miss Josephine Burges, or Mrs. What's-your-
name,” sez the "pothecary, * if your detarmined o go home jist the
minit your hour is up, these hurrying times, it's iy idee that you'd
better look out for some othor shap to work in.”

The colour riz up in the poor woman'’s face ; but it was her turn
to be snubbed and arove about, without daring to say her soul was
Soinstead of riling up, she spoke as meek as could be,
I've got a dreadful headache.”
pay you

* & L

her own
and, sez she, © T aint very well;

¢ Can'thelp that,” sez the "pothecary ; “we twenty

whillings a weck, fost rate wages, to work, so you may jist step

back to the work room with your lead ache, or I'll dock off fifty
cents when & .comes Suturday night, if you don't.  Go—T'll have
you to know you airt mistress in this shop, or master neither.”

Miss Josephine Burges (that was) had a temper of her own, but
she owed fur her bourd, and so chaked in aud went up stairs as
mad as natur,

The *pothecary’s wife was a geod-hearted critter, and it raiy
made her feel bad to see her old boss used so.

“¢ Don't speak sp to her,” sez she to the *pothecary ; she raly
looks tired and sick,—dont hurther feelings.”

« ] wasa sewing gal once,” sez the *pothecary’s wife.

“ ’ies—-and how did that stuck up critter use you ?—tell me
fhat " sez he. } ‘. ,

The pothecdr) s wife d1d|1 t answer; hut the minit her husband
had gone out, she went out intothe kitehen, and took a bowl of
Miss Josephine Burges
Joaking as mad .as a Marchhare ; she
begun to sow asseon as the pothecary’s wife.come in, asgrouty
ascould be; but when the kind critter gin her the howl of tea
and told her it would be good for her headache, the poor sewing
gal boohooed right out a crying.

SKETCH,—COAST QF NOVA_SCOTIA AND NEW-
FOUNDLAND.

BY CHARLOTTE LELIZABETH,

:

When the shadows of evening fell upon our prospect, as we lay
quictly at anchor over against a fine fort in Halifax harbour, a
scene of awful grandeur burst uponus, It was not new to me, for
I had Jooked on it during a whole day’s inland journey; but its
effect was incaleulubly heightened by the darkness of night, and
the position which we cecupied. ‘The woods -were Dburning, to
what extent I know not; but the track that sent up that continu-
cus sheet of flame could not have ecomprisad less than fifty miles.
Lt had burntfor more than a week, and was blazing still, presenting
aridge of Llazing forest-ground along the hill-side, as far as the
eve could reach.  These fires gencrally take their rise {from some
spark unintentionally allowed to full among dry brushwood,
which rapidly communicates the fearful element to all within
its reach, and thus the conflagration aequires.a power that sets the -
offorts of man at defiance, procecding along the country until an
open space of land, a wide river, or a heavy fall of rain, stays its
progress.  The effect Is magnificent, but the cantemplation very
painful, when the extent of animal suffering and individual loss is
considered.  The Indian's wigwam, the settler’s log hut, and the
little patches of cultivation he has suceeeded in rearing amid the
wilds, all are consumed, tqgether with the fox’s covert, the ‘elk’s
retreat, and the fragile nest of the affrighted bird. Alas, that the
only certainty we can predicate of any earthly thing should be that
that it will gerish!

On the following merning we bade a last adieu o the beautiful
harbour, and_pursucd our course northwarid. —A dark eanopy of
sinoke, reddencd towards its base by the still raging- fire, over-
hung the line of coast ; and I watched with wonder its aecmmfrl\'
interminable stretch, as long as we continued within ken. Two
days pleasant sail brought us within a distant view of the majestic
cliffs of Newfoundland ; but here a dead calm fell upon us, and
for twenty-four hours wa endured that most annoying visitation;
consisting in one incessant lazy roll, or rather rocking of the ves-
sel, which remains perfectly stationary, only swinging round with
‘The weather wassultry, the sky, unrelieved



