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H VWisit to a Boardihg School
Miss.

Miss Georginna Aurelia Athing Green was
an intimate friend of mine, or, vathay,
perhaps I should eay, her wother’s brother
boarded my horse, and [ bought my meat
of her father. It was tho determination
of Mrs. Green that hor daughter should
be & finished lady. During the ‘inishing
process [ saw Dbut little of her. It oc-
cupicd threo years, aud was performed at
a fashiomable bomdingesthool, brtween
the ages of fifteen and eighteen, regard-
less of «xpense. When she was finished
off she was brought home in triumifh,
and exhibited on various occasions to
crowds of admiring friends. I went one
evening to sec her. She wus veally very
pretty aud took up ler role with spirit,
and acted it admirably. I ecaw a port-
folio lying upon the piano, and knowing
that 1 was expected to seize upon it at
once, I did so, against Miss Green's pro-
tedtation, which sio was expected  to
make, of course. I found in it variou¥
pencil drawings, a crayon head of the in-
fant Samuel. and a terrible shipwreck in
India ink. The sketches were not with
put anerit. These were all locked over
and praised, of course. Then came the
music. This was some years ago, and the
most Ahat I remember is that sho played
O Dolce Concento with the variations, and
the Battle of Prague, the latter of wasich
the mothee explained to me during its
progress. The pieces were cleverly ex-
ccuted, and then I undertook to talk to
the young woman. I gathered from her
conversation that Mrs. Martinet, the priu-
cipal of the school where she had been
finished, was a lady of “so much style!!!”
that Miss Kittleton, of New VYork, was
the dearest girl in the school and that
she (Georgiana) and the said Kittleton,
were sueh friends that they always dressed
alike. and that Miss Kittleton’s brothen
Fled was s magnificent fellow. The last
wae eaid with a blush, from the embarrass
ments of which she escaped gracefully by
stating that the oid Kittl-ton was 2
banber, and rolled in woney.

It was casy (o sce that the parents of
this dear girl adwired lher profoundly. I
pitied her and them, and determined, as
a matter of duty, that I should show
her just how muck her accomplishments
were worth. 1 accordingly asked ol ‘ny
wife the favor to invito the whole family
to 'tea, in a quiet way. They all came on
the appointed cvening, and, after tea was
over. [ expressal my delight that there
was one youug lady in our nvighborhood
.who could do somcthing to eclevate the
tone of. our soziety. I then drew out, ina
careless way, o letter I bad just received
from a Frenchman, n.ild_us{:ed of Miss
G:orgiann ‘the fuvor to read it to me. She
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tnok  the letter, bloshed, went bhalf
through the firsb line correctly, then
broke down on a simple word, and
crufesssd that she could not read it.
It was o littie cruol, but I ~wished
to do her good, and procescded with my
experiment. I took up a piece of music,
and asked her if she had seen it.  She hnd
not. I told her there was a pleasure iu
store for both of us, 1 had heand the nong
onec. and I would try to sing it §f
she would pluy the accompanimen:. She
declarad she could not do it without prac:
tice, but I told ler she was too modest
by balf. So I dragged hor, protesting,
to the pinno. She know she should breck
down. I knew ehe “would, and &he did.
Well. I =ould not lot her rise, for
Mr. and Mrs. Green were fond of the old-
1ashioned church music, and hed been sing-
er~ in their dav and in theic way, 1 se-
Iceted an old tune, and called them to ihe
piano to assist. Mrs. Green gave us the
key, and we started off jn fine style. It
was & race to see which would comne ocut
aliea.  Georgiana won by skipping mo t
of the notes. Ske rose from the pjan‘o
with her cheeks s red as a beot.

“By the way,” said I. “Georgiana, your
icacher of drawing must have been an ex-
cellent one”. I did not tell- her that T had
seer. evidence of this in her own art, but
touched the right spring, and the lady
gave me the teacher™s grodentinls, awl
told me what so and so had suid of ber.
“Well,” said I, “I am glad there is one
young soman who has learned dArawing
properly. Now you have nothing to do
but practice your delightful art, and you
must do something for the benefit of your
friends. I promised a sketch of my house
to a particular friend. at a distm}c:‘, and
vou shall come to-morrow and make onv.
I remember that beautiful cot'age among
vour sketches, and I should prize o ske'ch
of m¥ own even hall as well done, very
highly.” The poor girl was blushing azain
and from the troubled countenance of her
parents, I saw that they had begun indis-
tinctly to comprehend the shallowness—
the absolute worthlessness—ol the accom-
plishments that had cost them so much.
Georgiana acknowledged she had never
sketched from nature—that her teacher had
never required it of her, and that she had
no confidence that she could skeich so
simple an object as mj house. The Greeus
took «n early leave, and I regret to say
a cool one. Thoy were mortified, and there
was not good sense enongh in the girl to
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. make an improvement of the hints I had

given her.

The Green fumily resided upon a street
that 1 always took o8 my way to the
post-office, and there was rarely o pleas-
ant cvening that did not show their parlor
alight, and company in it I heard “the
irame 0ld. variations.e? O:Dolea.Contento
evoning efter evening. The Battle ol
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Prague was fought over and over again.
The portfolic of drawings (such of thom
as had not been expensively framed) was
exhibited, I doubt not, to admiring frionds
until they were soiled by thumbing. Al
last, Georgiana was engaged, and then she
was wmarried—rmarried to a very good fel-
low, too. Hc loved music, loved painting,
and loved his wife. Two yeara possed:
away; and I determined to ascertain how
the pair got along. She was the mother
of a line boy whum I knew she would
be glad to have mo see. I called, wa9
treated cordially, and saw the identical
old portfolio, on the identical old piano.
I asked the favor of a tune.  Tho hus-
banl with a sigh informed me that Georg-
junn hod dropped ler music. I looked
about the walls, and saw the crayon Sam-
uel. and the awful shipwreek in India ink.
Alas! the cchoes of tho Battle of Prague
thut came over the field of memory, and
these fading mementoes around me Wwerd
all that remained of the accomplishments
of the late Miss'Georginna Aurelin Atkivs
Green.—" Etude.”
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THE VERSATILE VIOLIN.

<Bebold me!”’ cried the violin;
«I have such harmonies within
As wake tie eye of beauty dim.
1 make men smile, I bid them weep,
1 rouse their pride, or Juill to sleep
The children with a twilight hymu.
From bird-song sweet to thunder-roll
1 voice th> universsl soul.
Lot but the master sweep the strings—
1 wake to all celestial things.”

« Pis true,” remarked the piccolo,
“Your stope is very wide, 1 know,
Bui when your owner's little boy
Dr:ides to take you for his toy,
You glidz from weird, heart-rending shriek
To evury forin of ghastly squenk—
The suw-file note, the porker’s equenl,
The agony of ungreased wheel,
The grit of pencil upon slate—
Indeed, your repertory’s greatl”

. “Wall. 1 have been making a goose of
myself,”" said tho hen when the eggs on
which =he she had been sitting hatched
into goslings.

“Did you ever go to Bing, the tailor?”
Yes, got two suits from bim; oune dress
ouit and one law snit. Very expensive
man.”

Judge—1f 1 got as intoxicated as you
do, I'd shoot’ myself.

Prisoner—1f you was 'toxicated a8 1 am
you coldn’t hitter barn door.

Oh gentle, balmy spring,

Thy Ureezes how wo dread;

For ithotigh' thy kiss the flowers awalie,
They mako the frecklos spread. ’



