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LIT;I‘LE THINGS.

OFTER, littlo things wo hear,
Often, litto thiogs wosco,

Waken thoughtsthat long havoslopt
Dr ep down in our mamory.

Strangely stight tho ctrcurstance
‘That has forco to turn tho mind
Backward on tho path ofyears,
To the loved gcenes far beliod !

Tis’ tho perfuno of a flower,
Or a quaiut old-fashfoned tune;
Ora song-bird *mid the lcaves
Siuglng in the sunny June.

"Tis tho evening-star, mayhap,
In the gloaming silver-bright,

Ora gold and purplo cloud
Waning in the western light.

"Tis tho rustling of o dress,
Or a certain tono of voice,
That can mako tho pulses throb,
That can bid the heart rejoice.

Ah, my heart ! But not of joy
Must alono thy history telt.
Sorrow, shame, and bitter tears
Littio things recal) aswell.

LA RABBIATA.

—

(Frodxt ToE GERMAN O¥ PAUL lIgysE.)

HE sun had not yet risen. Over Vesuviug lny
. o thick grey sheet of mist, which stretched
away towards Naples, and obscurcd the little
towns along the coast. The sea was calm. The
barbour was built in a narrow bay under the
high and rocky Sorrentine coast, and here the
fishermen and_their wives were already raoving
about, and pulling to shore the boats and nets
which had been lying out all night. Others pre-
pared the barks, trimmed the sails, and got out
the oars and masts from the caves, which were
built deep into the rock, and in which the tackle
was kept at night.  Not an idler was to be scen
—cven those who.wero too old to go out in the
boatg, helped to pull in the nets; and hero and
thero on one of the flat roofs stood an old woman,
turniag her spindle, or busy looking after her
grandchildren,

% Do you sce, Rachela, there is our padre cu-
rato 77 said an old woman to a little creatare
ten years old standing near her, and busy with
her spindle. ¢ He is just getting into the boat;
Antenino is to row him over to Capri. Maria
Santissima ! how sleepy the reverend gentleman
looks!® And so saying, she waved her haed to
a pleasantlooking little priest who had just set-
tled himsclfin tho boat, after having st care-
fully spread his black cloak over tho wooden
beneh.  Others on the shore paused in their
wosk to watch the padre go off, as he nodded
and bowed from side to side.

% \Why must he go to Capri, grandmother 27
said the child; “ Lave they got no padre there,
that they must borrow ours 7

“ Don't be go silly, child,” said the old woman;
“ they have got padres cnough, and the most
beautiful churches, and even a hermit, which we
have not got. But there is a grnd signorn
there ; and she lived here in Sorrento for a long
time, and was very ill; so the padre was often
obliged to go to her with the Sacrament, because
they thought she would not live till the morming.
Well, tho Holy Virgin has helped her, and she
has grown strong and well again, and can bathe
in the sen every day. When she went back to
Capri, sho gave a whole reap of beautifal ducats
to the chiurch and to the poor, and would not go
till tho padre had promised to visit her, so that
sho might confess to him. It isastonishing what
a deal sho thinks of him; and we may bless our-
selves that wo bave got such a padre, with
talents worthy of an srchbishop, and who is so
run afler by grand people.  Tho Madonna
protect him,” and with these words, she nodded
to tho litle bark which was just going to push
off down below.,

4 Sball we bave finc woatker, my son 7 asked

tho littlo priest, glancing doubtfully away to-
wards Naples,

“ Tho sun has not yet shone out,” answered
the 1ad; “he'll soon drive away that bit of fog.”

“ Then pull away go that we get there before
tho heat”

Antonino was just taking the long oar to push
out into the open sea, when ho suddenly stopped,
and looked up townrds tho steep path which Jed
dovwn from the little tuwn of Surrento to the har-
bour beneath, A slight girlish figuro was visi-
ble up there, hurtvipg down over the stones, and
waving o handkéiehief. Eho carried a little
bundle under her arm, and her appearance was
poor enough, Nevertheless, she had a lofty way
of carrying her hiead, and the plaits of hair which
were coiled over her forehead scemed to crown
her Lke o diadem.

“ What are we waiting fur 2" asked the
padre.

“ Somcbody is corning who wants to go to
Capri too. By your leave, padre, we shant go
the slower, for it's only & young girl of scarcely
eighteen years.”

At this moment the gitl appeared from behind
the wall which hid tha winding-path,

¢ Lanrella,” said the padre ; ¢ what has she got
to do at Capri 7°

Antonino shrugged bhis shoulders; the girl
hurried forwards, her eyes cast dowu.

# Good morning, l1a Rabbiata,” cried some of
the young men who were standing round. They
would have said more if the presence of the padre
had not held them in respect, for the cool way
in which the girl received their salutation seemed
to make them more insolent.

¢ Good morning, Laurclla,” said the padre;
“ how goesit? art thou going to Capri 1"

# YWith your leave, padre.  Ask Antonino; he
is the master of the boat. Every onc is master
of his own property ; and God ruler over us all.
There is a half carline,? said Laurella, without
looking at the yuung boatman, “ if I can go for
that”?

¢ You can use it better than I,” muttered the
1ad, pushing away some baskets of oranges so as
to make room for her. (Ho was going to scll
them at Capri, where the land is too dry to pro-
duco oranges enough for the wants of the many
visitors.)

4«1 will not gofor nothing,” answered the girl,
bending her black eyebrows.

« Come now child,” said the padre, “ he izn
good 1nd, and does mot wish to cnrich bimself
from thy poverty. There now, get in"—and he
gavo her bis band—* and sit down by me, Why,
hie hasspread outhis jacket forthee to sit onj he
did not do as much for me; but young people
are alwayg so; for the smallest bit of woman-
hood, people care more than for ten holy fathers.
Now, no cxcuses, Tonino ; it is as our God has
made it® Mcanwbile, Laurclla bad got in and
sat down, after baving first carefuily pushed
away the jacket. Topino lct it lic, but muttered
somcthing between his teeth; then ho palled
bard against the current, and the little boat flew
out into the gulf. ¢ What hast thou in thy
bundle?” asked the padre, as they sped away
over the sea, which was just lit up by the first
rays of the sun.

 Silk, cotton, and bread, padre ; the silk is for
o woman at Capri who makes ribands; and the
cotton for some one clsc.”

 Hast thou spun it thysclf?”

¢ Ycs, padre.”

s If I remember rightly, thou canst also make
rihands 77

“ Yes sir, but my mother is worse again, so
that I cannot leave home, and we canuot pay
for a loom for oursclves.”

% Worso is she? Dear mel when I was with
you at Easter she was sitting up.”

« Spring is always the worst time for her,
since the grens storms and the carthquakes, she
has had so much pain, that she has beea obliged
to lio down.?

¢ Do not leave off proying, my child, and agk-
ing the Holy Virgin to make intereession for thee.
When thou camest down to the shore, they called
theo ¢ 1a Rabbinta! Whyso? It isnota nico
namo for & Christian, who onght to be meck and

Lumble,”

Ll

The dark fuce of the girl glowed all over, and
ber eyes sparkled.,

“ They mock me, becaus T don’t dance and
sing and chatter like tho others; they ouglt to
Iet me alonoe, I don't meddlo with them.”

“ Thou mightest, however, bo pleasanttoevery
one; otherg whoso lifo i3 easier may danco and
sing, buteven oae who i3 sad can havea pleasaunt
word for all.”

She cast duwn her eyes, and pulled her eye-
browg over them. They went on a little while
in silonce. The sun had now risen in full splen-
dour over the mountaing; the peak of Vesuvius
reared itself over the sheet of cloud which still
clung toits basc, and the white houses on the
plain of Surrento peeped out from the green
orange-trees.

“ Has nothing moro been heard of that artist,
Laurclly, that Neapolitan who wished to have
thee for o wife?” asked the padre,

She shook her head.

« fle came to take thy portrait, why didst thou
not let him 7"

“ What did be want with it ? There arc others
moro beautiful than I—and then—who knows
what hewould have done with it; he might have
bewitchicd me with it, mother said, and burt my
sou), or cven killed me.”

« Think notsuch sinful things,” said tl.e padre,
scriously ; ¢ art thou not always in Qod’s hand,
without whose will rot a hair of thy head can
perish ? and dost thou suppose that a man with
a portrait in his possession is stronger than the
great God ? besides thou couldst see that Le only
meant kindly towards thee ; would he have wished
to marry thee otherwise 27

She was silent.

« And why didst thou refuse him ? They said
be was a good man, and would have supported
thee and thy mother better than thou canst do
with thy little bit of spinung and silk-winding.”

« We are poor people,” said she, passiouateiy,
“ and my mother has becn ill a long while; we
should only E:ave been a burden to him. I could
never pass for a signore, aad when his friends
came to sce bim, Lic would bave been ashamed of
me-”

4 How thon talkest! I tell thee, child, that
he was a good gentleman ; besides, he was go-
ing to scttle at Sorrento; there will not soon
again be such another, who scemed to be sent
straight from heaven to help you.”

« 1 don't wart s husband; neveri” said she,
quite determinately, and as if to herself.

« fIast thou taken an oath, or walt thou turn
aun??

She shook her head.

«They are right who call thee obstinate, thongh
such a name is not nice ; dost thou not consider
that thou are not alone in the world, and by tins
stubbornness thou makest the hfe and sufferings
of thy poor mother only more bitter: what sufli-
cient reason was there to refuse cvery bonest
hand which would support thee apd thy mother;
answer me, Lourella 7?

« There i8 & reason,” said she, gently and hesi-
tatingly, ¢ but I cannot tell it”

% Not tell it-—-not even to me—not to thy
father confessor? At anotber time thou wonldst
bave no difficalty in telling me; is it not 507

She nodded.

% Then relieve thy heart, child; if thoa art in
the right, I will be the first to allow it! but thou
art young, aud knowest nothing of the world,
and somo day thou mightest repent that for a
chuldish fancy thou shouldst have thrown away
thy happiness.”

She cast a rapid, mid glance at the l1ad who
sat at the end of the boat, rowiug busily, with
his woollen cap pulled down zight over his brow.
He was looking sidelong at the water, and seem-
cd to belostin his owu thoughts. The padre
observed her glance, and bent his car nearer to
her. © You did not know my father 7 whispered
she, and her eyes becamo fierce.

« Thy father? Vhy,1 thick be died when
thon wast scarcely ten ; what has tay father, who
may be in Paradise, to do with thy cbstinacy

% Yon did not know him, padro; you do not
know that he is entirely to blame for mymother’s
illness.?

“Howso?



