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THE WOMAN OF TIIE WORLD. tions; but so are they of the cperations of the
_— heneficent surgeon.  She dislikes giving pain,

We all hknow that there are certain conveutional | and comlorts and sustains the patient to the best
laws by which our sucial dvings and seciingsare  of her power; but at the most, <he knows sighs
regulated ;) but what is thepower which compels | ave but wind, and tears but water, and so she
the observance of these laws?  Thereis no com- | does her duty.
pany police tu heep people moving ong no fines | Although without sympathy, the woman of the
or otirer pemalties ; nobudy but the very outra j world has great sensitiveness.  She sits in she
geous need fear being toned vut of the room; | room like a spider, with her web fitting as closely
we bave every one of us steong juckinations and [ to the whole area as the earpet; and she feels
strong will; thea, how comes it that we get on | the sllghtest touch upon the slightest filament,
so smwothly 2 Why are there uo outbredhs of, So do the company; not understandingly like
indiviivad chaacter?  Tow is it that we scem g hier, but instinetively and unconsciously, like a
dovetailed into cach other, as i we formed a | fly who only knows that somchow ov otirer he is
homugencous mass?  What is the influence , not at frecdom,  The thing that holds him is as
which heeps up the weak and heeps down the | soft and glossy ard thin and small as silk ; but
stroug, and spreads itsclf line oil upen the boiling | even while dallying with its smobthuess and
sea of humier passion?  We have o notivn of | pleasantiiess, a misty, indefinite sensation  of
our uwa, thatall this is the worlk of anindividual | impending danger creeps over him.  Be quiet,
of the female sex; and, indeed, even the most | little fly ! Genty—gently; slip away it you can
uncvnscivus and  umcflecting would appear to, —but no defiance, no tugging, no tloundering, or
assign to that individual her true position and | you are lost!
authority, in naming her the Woman of the| A mythic story is told of the woman of the
World. world; how in carly life she was crossed ia love;
Suciety could never eaist in a state of civilisa- { how she lost faith in feelings that secmed to
tion withuut the woman of the world.  The man | exist exceptionally only in her own solitary
of the wald has his unwa departiment, his own | bosom; and how a certain giassy hardness
snétier; but she it is who heeps up the general | gathered upon her heart, as she sat waiting and
equilibviunt. ~ Shie is a calm, quiet, lady-like per- | waiting for aresponse to the inner voices she had
son, not obtrusive, and not easily put out of the | suflered to burst forth—

way.  You do not know by external observation The Tong-lost veatures of the hear,
that she is in the room; you feel it iustinetively. Thit send no answers hack agnin?

Tlie atmosplicre shie brings with her is pecaliar, | But this is a fable.  The woman of the world
you cannot tell how. It is neither warm nor { was never younng—not while playing with her
chill, neither moist nor dry ; but it is repressive. [ doll.  She grew just as you sce her, and will
You do not move in it with naturad frecdom, | suffer no change till the dissolution of the ele-
although you feel nothing that could Le called | ments of her boedy.  Love-passages she has
géne.  Her imauner is gencrally swect, sumcetinies | indeed had like other women; but the love was
even caressing, and you feel flattered and cleva- pall on one side, and that side not hers. It is
ted as you mect her approving eve. Bat you, curious to observe the passion thus lavished in
cannot get intw it. There is a glassy surfuce, | vain. It remindsone of the German story of the
Leauwtiful bt havd, of which you can mahe, Cave of Mirrors, where a fairy damsel, with
nothing, wisd preseutly you fecl a hind of strange | bechoning hand and beseeching eyes, wasrefleeted
Bess come over you, as if you were not lovking | from a thousand angles. The pursuing lover,
into the ¢ye of a creature of your own hind. | endeavouring to clasp his wistress, flung himself
What you miss is sympathy. from one illusory image to another, finding only
It is o Lier want of sympathy the woman of | the shavp, polished, glittering glass in his cinbrace,
the world owes her position. The sae defid- i till fuirt, breathless, and bleeding, he sank vpon
ency is indispensable in the other individuals— j the ground.
such as a great monacch, ora great general—who § - The woman of the world, though a dangerous
rule the fate of mankind; but with this differ- | mistiess, is anagrecable friend.  She is partial to
ence, that in them itis partial and liited, and | the everyday married lady, when presentable in
in her universal. Inthem, it bears relation to § puint of dress and manners, and overwhelns her
their teade or mission; in her, itis a peadiarity | with little condescending Kindnesses and caresses,
of hier general nature.  She is accused of iube ) This good lady, on her part, thinks her patroness
manity ; of sporting with the feelings of those ;@ 1cmarkably dever woman ; not that she under-
2bout hery aud rending, when they intetfere with | stands her, or knows eaactly what she is zhout
her plang, the strings of the heart as ruthlessly | but somchow or other she is sure she is prodigi-
95 if they were fiddlestrings.  But all that is | ously clever.  As for the everyday young lady,
nonsense.  She does not, it is true, ignore the } who has a genius {or reverence, she reveres her;
existence of stiings and feelings; on the con- | and thesetwo, with their male congeners, are the
trary, they argin her eyes a great fact, without | dress-figumies the woman of the world places
which she could do nothing. But her theory is, { about her rooms like ivory picces on a chess-
that they are merely a superficial net-work sur- | hoard,
Tounding tire character, the growth of education ;  This admimble lady is sometimes a mother,
and other circnmstances, and that they may be pand she is devotediy fond of her children, in
twisted, broken and fastened anew at pleasure by | their future.  She may Le seen gazing in their
skilfal tingers.  No, sheis not inbumane.  She y faces by the hour, but the picture that is hefore
works for others' good and her own greatness. et mind’s ¢y¢ is the fulfiment of their present
Sighs and tears may be the result of her opera- promise.  An ordiary woman would dawdis




