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MISS GILBERT'S CAREER.

CHAPTER IN.—Continued,

The story of the subsequent interviews between the
authoress and her gentle erivic would be tedious, and need not
be told, With the tact of a truly kind heart, Miss Hammett
iraised the excellencies of the book and pointed out itts de-
}ccls. When alone, Fanny often quarrelled with the judgment
that had been rendered—rebetled agaiast it—lut ended by
adopting it, and profiting by it.  Many pages she rewrote
entirely, bat her self love was grievoush weunded duning the
process, and it was only by the severest sell-disaipline that
she was kept from entertaining bitter and unaorthy thoughts
of the kind woman who had humiliated her. It was not
pleasant to think that the book was better for Miss Ham.
mett’s ministry, It was not agrecable 10 remember that her
own gond judgment hed been called in guestion, and that
she had been obliged, as a rational woman, to yield the

int.
pollut there was another ordeal lying between Miss Ham.
mett and the public.  Her father had not heard the book
read, and she knew that he would not allow 1t to be pub-
tished until he should become acquamnted with its contents
in some way. Though shaken by the argumeats and the
sentiments of the schoolmistress, she had never for a mo-
ment relinquished the idea of publication.  ter overween
ing desire for public applause had slept at intervals, but it
had only slept 10 awake with new vigour.  As she passed
out from Miss Hammett's inanediate personal influence, the
old dream of fatne and a carcer filled her and enveloped
her.

She was shrewd enough, and koew enough of her father's
character, to detect the real gratification he felt wher, with
assumed coolness, he received the announcement that her
book was cancluded. It belonged to a class of book:, he
said, that he never read, and he felt hunsels tncompetent, in
many respects, to judge of its ments.  Would 1t not be well
to invitein Mr. and Mes. Wilton?  Both were people of
taste and culture, and he should rely much upon their judg-
ment.

Fanny declared hersell ready for any arrangement, and
the doctor walked over to the parsonage and tatked up the
matter with the good pastor and s wife. They were ready
for the proposition of the doctor.  They always were ready
for any proposition of the doctor.  He suled the pansh, and
they had a profound respect for am, partly from that fact
and partly {ro . the fact that he was honestly worthy of it.

Fanny apj + sached this ordeal without a particle of trepi-
dation. Miss tlammett had helped bier 1o a more just ap-
preciation of her ook than she had before possessed.  She
knew where 1t was strong, and she felt, furthermore, that
those who would hsten to her were more in svinpathy with
the motive which actuated her than Miss Hammett had
been. The evemng for the reading was set, and at the ap-
potnted huour Miss Fanny Gitbert had her audience about
hes.  Aun: Cathanne, who bad heard 1t all piccemeal,
wished to hear 1t entire, and wasin herseat.  Fanny began,
and as occasionally she looked out upon her audnars, the
cager look, the expression of undisguised intetest, filled her
with proud saustacuon. Mr. \\ilton gave frequent excla-
matons of dehight, acd the teader gathered new cxcitement
with every page. ller cyes flashed, her cheeks glowed, her
voice grew round und full and flexable, and ker audience
tooked on and listened 1n astonishment.  Dr. Gilbert. as he
became aware of the impression produced upon the others,
forgot lus resolution to be coul and reserved, and took n .
pains to conceal his gratincation.  Mr. Wilton was amazed
Mrs. Walton was overwheimed. The voice of the reader
flowed on and on, neves faltering, never pausing

The littte clock with its uny bell strurk the hours, but no
one heard it. ¢ Eight—ninc—ten—cleven—iwelve—' ar-
ticulated with silver sound the siver-sounding revelation,
and then thelast page was tossed from Miss Gilbest’s hands,
Ars. Wilton threw her armsaround Fanny’s neck, and kissed
her again and again.  Mr. Wilton, inspired about equally
with the book and the pretty scenc enacted between his wife
and Fanny, jumped 10 his fcet and clapped his hands wildly.
Ah, Dr. Gilbent * Dr Gilbert * Why can you not sit sull?
\Vhat are you doing? Shaking hands with Aunt Cathr we
and laughin;‘; like a madman to keep yeutself from aying !
Ah, Dr. Gilbient * what a fool

And wkat did Fanny do® What did Fanny say ? No-
thing, but ske thought this  ** If I could only get the cur of
the world as T have got the cars of these! If I could only
et the praisc of the world as I get the praise of tese !
The cveniag’s trivmph was anly signihicant to her as an ear-
nestof 2 pxoudcr trismph to come, and an assurance of the
ca-operation of her father in her schemes.  She received his
congratulauicas amiably, but in ihat queenly kind of way
which showed that she regarded them as her right, rendered
to her as a matter of course.

** 1t's getting rather late,” said the doctor, pulling out his
watch znd winding it, ** but you wouid obhige us very much,
Ms. Wilton, by advisini us with relation to 2 publisher.’

Fanny smilcd at her father’s ready assumplion of pastacr
ship, and recalled the scene in which e played so difierent
aant in the early history of hex enterprise ; but she said
notning, while Mr. Wilton rubbed the spot on Mis head
where sic had appareatly Taid aside a list of publishers, and
prepared his opinion of their r ive mesit, ~

** Therc’s the great house of the Rilgares,™ suggested Ma
Wilton. ** They have a larger list of publications, and a
larper cortespondence than any other house in the country.”

Dr. Gilbert fruwned, and drummed on the arms of his
chair.

“ 1s 1t not possible,” said he, ** that, i consequence of
such a range of business, they wocid fail togive to the work
that degree of consideration which gur witerest, no* 1o say
anything of its ments, demands? ™

** Possibly,” responded the pasior, adding, **then theie
is the enterpriung house of Rapp and Demigh.  They are
famous, yor know, for advertimag frecly, and pushing

things. I should say the Kilgores, if you can get them, and
Kopp and Denagliif the Kilgores decline—an event which, I
confess, does not seem \'cty%lkcly to take place.”

* I have no fears,” said Fanny, proudly, “if they will
read the book,”

“I'm sure you need not have any, my dear,” responded
Mrs. Wilton, warmly,

**Well, perhaps we had better write to both,” said the
dactor, with a shrewd twinkle of the eye, ** and if they
should both want the book it may help usto get more favour-
able terms.”

So it was settled, and the Wiltons took their leave. The
dector then advanced to the table, and copied into his note-
buuk the name of the volume which he had decided to offer
through the mail to the great pubhstuog firms of halgore
Brothers and Kapp & Demigh, and this was the record:

TRISTRAM TREVANION;
Ox THE HOUNDS OF THY WHIPFOORWILL HILLS:
A Novel,
By Everard Everest, Gent.

** Why do you chaose the name of a gentleman for your
nom de plume, Fanny 2" inquired the doctor, spelling over
the name slowly, to sce if he had got it right.

**Oh! a fancy,” replied Fanny, languidly. ‘¢ Besides, it
scems to me to be written in a masculinie style.”

 But 1—I should think you would like to have your own
name associated with the book," sugpested the doctor.

““If it should prove to bz a success,” replied Fanny,
** there are ways cnough, 1 suppose, for sccuring such an
association. Meantime, a little mystery will hurt nothing,
and may help agreat deal.”

The doctor, wholly unsophisticated in matters of author-
ship, did not sce through the whole of his daughter’s plan,
but he saw that she had a plan with which she was satisfied,
ard thought betler to trust her.  Fanny gathered up her
manuscript, and bidding her father *‘good-night,)" retired to
her room,

1t was impossible, of course, for Dr. Gilbert to go to bed
with work undonc that it was possible to do.  So he toak
his pen, and addressed 1o the great publishing house of
the Kilgotes, in New York, the following letter, a duplicate
of which he also wrote and addressed 10 Messrs. Kapp &
Demigh

« GenTLEMEN,— Will you allow me to call your atten-
tion 1o a nuvel, just completed by my daughier, Miss Fanny
Gilbert, entitled, ¢ Tristam Trevanion ; or, The Hounds of
the Whippoorwill Hills, by Everard Everest, Gent.?' 1am
not, perhaps, a rcliable judge of its merits.  Pateraal par-
tiality and eaclusive devotion to scientific and business pur-
svits may, in a degree, unfit me to decide upon the position
in the world of art and the world of popular favour it is cal-
culated to achieve. In fact, I have pot telied upon my
own judgment at all.  The book hias been read to compe-
tent literary friends, and their voice is unammous and most
cnthusiastic in its favour. ~ unpression s that if cannes

Jail to be a greas suecess.  Wah your praciical eyes, you will
recognize, | Aoubt not, in the t:tle of the ook, the charac-
teristic poeic instincts of the vriter, and her power 10
clothe hier conceptions in choicest language.  We have con-
cluded 10 ofler this book to your celebrated house for pubh.
cation. It is our desite that it may cume before the
public under the most favourable auspices—such, in lact, as
your imprint alone would giveit. I think 1 can promise
you the undivided support of the local press, as 1 certamly
will pledge all the personal efforts on behalf of the volume
which my relations to the writer will permit me to make I
may s3y to you.in this connection, that I have a large meh-
cal practice, extending throughuut the regivn, and that |
know ncatly every family in the cuunty. Please reply at
o.sce, and oblige, etc., etc.

THEOPHILUS GILRERT, M.D.

“P.S. How shall we send the manuscupt 1o yous

Dr. Glibert ve read his twin epistles carefully, folded and
sealed them, and went to bed.

(HAPTER X.--DR. GILEERT 1MONG THE NEW YVORR
VUBLISIERS.

It scemed an age to Dr. Gilhert and his daughter before
the responses from the New York publishers reached the
Crampton post office  When, at last, both letters were de-
livered at the wicke?, the doctor confessed to himself a
greater degrece Of excitement than he had felt for many aday.
As he walked home with (hem in his pucket, he busied lam.
self with framing an apology to Kapp and Demagh for g
ing the book to the Kilgores, for he could hardiy-doubt that
both had accepted his proposition.

** I've got somethang for you, Fanny,” said he, as he en:
tered the house.  Faany followed him into his office, and
took a scat. Then the doctor broke the seal of one of the
lettcrs, unfolded at, and read *

*Dr. G.:

“ Dear SIR, ~Yours about book Tristram, ctc., tec'd.
Novels, except by well-known writers, not in our linc and
we must dechine.

¢ Permat us to call your attention to catalogue of profes-
stonal books which we mail with this.  Shall be happy to
file any orders. ** Yours respectiully,

*¢ KILGORE BROTHERS,
* per RUDDOCR."

** Impertinent cub ! ™ exclaimed the doctor, as he finished
this bricfand business-like production, his face swollen with
sudden wrath,  ** You may depend on it, Fanny,™ said he,
without venturing to 1ook 1a her face, *“that not one of the
Kilgores has ever scen my letter—not onc—no, not enc.
Tu:s understrapper, 11addock, or Hemlock, or-Ruddock. or
whatcver bis name is, has na! only replied on his own re
sponsibility, but has had theimpudence to stick his catalogue
in my face.”

\While the doctor was excitedly delivering himseif of these
words, his danghter sat perfectly silent, with cheeks as pale
as ashes, and 2 heart that thamped 3o violently against its
walls that her whole frame was shocked by it. Hcesat for
a minute, and looked a1 the letter of Kapp & Demigh,

hnrdl( datlop to take it up. At length he opened ity and
read it silently, Fanny watched him, and assured herself
that its contents were no more favourable than those of its
predecessor. .

*“ We are disappointedhere acain, Fanny” said the doctor.
with a mollified tone, * but these fellows aré gentlemen,
and attend to their own business. Will you hear it ?”

Fanny said, ** Of course,” and her father read «

“To Dk. THEOPNILUS GILBERT :

My Dear Sir,—Your favour, relating to the manu.
script novel of your daughter is at hand, and has been care
fully considcu«f. The title of the book seem tous to be ex-
ceedingly attractive, and, in a favourable conditioni of the
watket, could not fail of itself tosell an entire edition. Un
fortunately, the masket for novels is very dull now, and, still
more unfortunately for us, our engagements are already so
numerous, that were the market the best we should not feel
at liberty to undertake your book. We could not possibly
make room for it and do it justice. Thanking you }or your
kind prefetence of aur house, we remain yours faithfully,

‘¢ Rarp& DeMIGH.

s« P.S.—lHave you tried Ballou & Gold ?”

Father and daughier sat for some time in reflective disa)
pointment, but neither was discouraged. It was not the
habit of Dr. Gilbert to underake an enterprise and fail of
carrying it through ; but he comprehended the fact at once
that he could do nothing by mail. The process was too
slow and indirect., Ie must attend to the matter persen-
ally. Hemust go to New York.

Faunny had great respect for her father’s persanal power
and efliciency, and recéived the announcement with evident
satisfaction. The Y!climimry arrangements for the jousney
were entered upon by both with much spirit.  Fanny, wilz
unusual readiness, took upon herself the preparation of her
father’s wardsobe, while he and thy little black pony buunly
attended to such affairs as were necessary to be looked after
out of doors. It was quitc an event in the history of
Crampton—this departure of everybody’s family physican,
and his indefinite period of absence. The postmaster had
duly reported to the villagers the arrival of the two impor
tant-looking letters, and they had found it very difficult to
deelde whether he had been summoned tosome great cuscin
consultation, or whether he had been invited to a chair in
one of the medical colleges.  As father and daughter kept
their own counscls on the subject, the question was open fur
discussion during his entire absence.  All agreed that Dr.
Gilbert was a man who knew what he was about, and had a
distinct comprehension of the side upon which his brcad was
buttered.

The day set for his departure cameat icngth, and the littie
Crampton mail-coach started out from the little Crampton
tavern for the doctor’s door, and the little driver blew his
little horn to inform the doctur that it was time for him and
his bagpage to bie ready.  The wach came up to the gatc
with a pretent.ous crach of the whip, and a rate of speed
which the reputation of the establishment upon theroad div
not at all warrant.  In fact, the doctor found that the fiery
litle pair of byrses that made the cuvach rautle so wernly
about Crampton underwent a serivus change of character
immediately after leaving the village.

The Crampton line of public travel and mail carriage was
only one of the many tributaries tu the geeat truna lines that
tzaversed the Connccticut valley from Jhe northernmost pont
to “he commencement of stcam navigation at Hartford ; and
i* was not until latc in the afternoun that the Crampton bas.
ket was cruptied into the trunk line bin that came along be-
hind six smoking horses, covered with passenpers and piled
with baggage. The doctur vias obligzd to take an outside
scat. it was an unwelcome shockh to the genleman's dignaty,
and as he was a heavy man the scat was reached by an out.
lay of physical cacrtiun that cust sume temper and more
breath.  His state of mind was not improved by the stimu.
lus supplied to his effusts by an irreverent young man in sea
costume, who reached down his hand, and shouted: *¢ Now,
old feller* Yo-heave, O™

The stage-coach started off with a fresh team at a smash
ing spced, and the doctor felt that he was gelting into the
whirl of the great world  There was sumething in the thought
that exhilarated him. Fleating along in onc of the arteries
of business life, it scemed to Dr. Gilbert, as a business man,
a very splendid thing 3 but his suisfaction was marted by
the fact that the broader the stream of life grew along which,
and into which, he was phding. the smaller grew Dr. Gil
bert.  Out of Lrampton, the great man of Cramplon was of
no morc account than anybody.

At the next grand station of the route, the passengers had
accumulaled in such numbers that anothez coach was put on,
and the doctos was favoured with an inside seat.  1lc left
Greenficld at nightfall, the cvach plunging down the hill
upon which the town stands at what he thought to be a
dangerous ratc of speed, nattling over Deerfield River bridge,
and sweeping along the skists of Decrficld meadows, It was
a glorious evening, and the fresh phase of life which it vte
scnted to our Crampton }uucngcr would have been refresh
ing beyond expression if the burden of care which he had
taken on conld have been lifted.  As ke realized, more and
more, the great and clashing interests of the world, the
little Sundle of manuscript in his trunk secmed to lose its
smportance. \What would this great world care for a coantey
physician? What, particularly, would it carc for the pro-
ductions of 2 country physician’s daughter 2

{ To B¢ continued. )

BISMARCR AT HOME.

The Chancellor’s wafc, a tall, anstocratic-looking woman,
with deaded bt pleasing featuzes, and -in a clegant thoegh
simple toilet, secaved cach guest as he amrved with gra-
clous affability. Standing cluse beside the open portieres,
past which the eye glanced into the family living rooms, 52
was 3 true iype of the position she Solds both in home ana
public life.” A noble wife and mother, she has fzithfally
3100d by her hushand's side from the very commencement of
his political carcer. A Chicago pape: declares that Bie
marck’s wife is her hosband’s private secretary ! How far
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