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But this evening she only seemed recalling told, till Mrs. Arnold grew nervous, and! In t are moments after she had spoken to
snatches of sweet, sad songs, and 1 felt sure laughingly de lared she would hear no more, me, I came back with the landlord, the wait-
she was alone. Her touch upon the keys Then the housekeeper bade her good night,|er Charlo • the head ostler, and boots. 7 
was soft and dreamy ; sometimes she was and she locked her door, and began te pre- | They " r all strong men ; and the landlord

only with one hand, and then would pare for, bed. • hod his pistols. Boots, 1 remember, carried
A The room was large, rather dark, and full the poker, and I snatched up a great carving- 

knife front the sideboard. What did that

balustrades and stair cases containing suf- 
ficient oak to build half a modern house 
with; and deep window seats, and queer- 
shoped, gloomy rooms, and odd little closets, 
and landing-places, and passages, carpets, 
chairs, and pictures that Mrs. Noah might 
have kept house with, in the ark ; to say 
nothing of the curious old china on the side- 
boards, and the wine-glasses and decanters 
to match. It makes one one feel "respecte- 
ble,” merely to live there for a time ; and I, 
who had been a wild enough college lad, 
found myself sobering down day by day, as 
I pored over my manuscripts, or dined quiet- 
ly by myself, under the eye of Charles the 
waiter, off my slice of mutton and baked po- 
tatoos, my pint of porter, and my apple tart. 
Quite like a family man I felt, at times— 
though my-wife and children were with my 
ship, that was to come home some day, and 
bring me an immense fortune. I did not 
know how long the voyage might take, not 
knowing even from what port the vessel was

Jloehrg.7

so me a on p atise, th o u gh I h ad not he ar d, 
her leave h r scat. I would have given of corners and recesses. The light of the 
worlds to have been beside her, in that hour two wax candles on the toilet table only ser- 
of twilight. But it faded ; and the cold wall ved to make these corners visible in their 
of my room was still between us. I heard shadowy gloom The bed was high, and ,....
her singing 4€ Ihen you’ll remember me,” hung about with dark crimson curtains; the the army at Flanders, she said, after she 
very softly, and then the music ceased. If furniture of the room was dark, too, and the had related her dangerous adventure. "I 
I had sat by myself any more I am sure I cushions of the chairs and the
should have been mad enough to go into the tables red. It is a 
next room ; so, taking up my hat and gloves, light to set it off to advantage ; it looked

The door of No. 42 dismal enough to her just then. At one end
of the room a door led into a large closet.

THE OLD PRINTER. # 
—

* DY C. W. McCLUER.

A Printer stood at his case one night,
eIn his office dark and drear.

And his weary sight was as dim as the light.
Of the mouldy lamp hung near ;

- The wintry winds we re howling without.
And the snow falling thick and fast.

But the Printer, I trow, shook his locks of snow. 
And laughed at the shrieking blast ;

He watched the hands of the clock creep round,|
Keeping time with its snail-like tick.

As he gathered the type, with a weary click,
• In his old rust-eaten STICK.

woman do, when she saw our procession, but 
burst out a laughing !-‘-

"You come as if you were going to join

dark, too, and the had related her dangerous adventure.
covers of the have locked the man up safely, and you will 

color which needs much frighten him to death with your savage 
looks.”
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I colored up to the roots of my hair, and 
gave my carving-knife to Charles, and sneak- 
ed behind the rest. I believe, at that mo-

I went out for a walk.
stood half-way open, and from my end of
the passage I could see into the room plain- which was unfurnished, and looked out into 
ly, for the boy had just lit the gas, and the court-yard; but this door opened ou! in- 
drawn the curtains. - She was standing over to Mrs. Arnold’s room, and looked on that 
!the piano, dressed in deep mourning, though side. Sometimes linen was kept there; and 
a wedding-ring and its heavy guard shone 
on her left hand. “Thank heaven! the fel-

ment I hated her.
It was a great sight to see her marching 

before us, with her light in her hand. Most 
women would have fainted at being seen in 
dishabille by five men; but she, with the 
frank bravery of an American lassie, let the 
circumstances explain the dress, and mar- 
shalled us quietly into the room. There 
was her book upon the toilet table, and there 
were the jewels glittering in their case—the 
contents of her trunk as she had left them on 
the floor, and the closet locked and silent.—
‘She put the key into the landlord’s hand.

His hairs were as white as the falling snow. 
And silently day by day, .

He beheld the m with grief like the autumn leaf. 
One by one, passing away,” f

Time hal out his plow furrows deep in hi

the housekeeper had evidently been there 
that evening, for the key was in the lock, and
the door was a little ajar. Mrs. Arnold 
would have preferred it shut, but she was

to start; and so I lived and worked at my 
manuscript, and waited.

low is dead!" I thought; and then the 
next moment I laughed at my absurdity.— 

by any me ns, the only dweller She had the evening paper in her hand, yet too timid to cross the room just then. r 
though her head was bent, I could see her She undressed slowly, singing in a low 
face quite well. In only one thing was she voice, the song I had heard her sing that e- 
different from her counterpart in my brain vening. As she bent down to unlace her

His cheek v fevered and thin,

/
Its he ad on his gray b rd d chin.

And with fing rs long as the hours stole on.
Keeping time with the clock’s dull tick.

He gathered the type with a weary click. 
In the old rust-eaten ST ICE.

I was not
in the cyrie- People were coming and go- 
ing all th : time, but I .scarcely ever saw 
them, or heard their names. The sitting-

—she was not beautiful, as I.had fancied she boot, she happened to cast her eyes towardsroom next mine, on the second floor would
be tenanted one month, by a couple with an ! must be. She v is tall, and straight, and the closet, she had a vision like an eagle 
indefinite number of children; and thenext, elegant in form; and her face was one of and, to her surprise and terror, she saw it 
it may be, by an old gentleman who made those which change and vary with every move distinctly—only the lower part of the 

door, for she had presence of mind enough 
not to start, and the bed concealed the upper 
part, as she was stooping. The legend of

"Help the gentleman out!" she said lazi- 
ly.

I think she was the bravest woman I have
For many lor g ye rs, throt gl through

no noise, and rarely spoke, except to tell shade of feeling: but only redeemed from 
his servant to bring him more wine ;—then plainness by a pair of deep-set nd beauti-That old Printer’s time “battered face,” 

So ghostly and "lean,"night and morn had been

Earnestly bent o’er his CASE.

ever seen, and I could not help looking at 
her with admiration and respect. She took 
a great shawl from a chair, and wrapped it /would come a travelling artist, with his 

sketch-books and his great Newfoundland
fully shaped eyes, whose color, I found when
she thr w the paper aside, was that dark,
lovely blue, one scarcely ever s except in under her bed, yet had the courage to stay
the sky of a summer night. Just the eyes in the room all the evening, going on with ._ 
I had dreamed of all my life and ye , there her ordinary household duties within reach. We heard him breathing heavily, as the 
was not the slightest chance that that they of the assassin’s knife, till her husband came, |key turned in the lock, and the moment the 

and she was safe, flashed across her mind, door was open, he made

that WO who saw tune great boot of a man
around her form, shivering slightly, and then 

:stood a little aside and waited.
nd as % 

nation,

h, although 
public pin.

dog, and they would play at rough-and-tum-In a few years more Death will lock up his form, 
.And “put it to press” in the “mould”, ble together, after he had done work, till

And a STONE o’er the spot where they lay him to 
rot: =

Will tell us his name and how old ; —
And his comrade s will light th it old lamp by 

And list to the clock dull tick, [his case 
As they “set up" his death, with a-solemn-elick. 

In his old rust-eaten STICK,

the house shook, and the nervous lady above 
nearly went into fits ; and he would be suc- 
seeded by a musician, who would play all 
day, and a part of the night, till the same

savage rush out, •would ever look at me, as they had doubtle
knocking the lan llard and Charles do vn, as 
ii they had been two boys. But boots and 
I caught him; and the hostler snatched a 
leather strap from Mrs. Arnold’s trunk, and 
we had him bound in a moment. She sat in 
her, easy chair, looking on quietly, as if she 
had been at a play, and when his eyes met 
hers, she smiled.

"You see I was too much for you,’’ she 
said quietly.

He growled out, "you are a clever woman, 
by jingo! I didn’t think there was a woman 
as could bring Bill Nevins to this.”

"Thank you, my friend; I never had a 
greater compliment paid me."

We led him from the room, and the land-

and taught her how to act. She yawned lux- 
uriously, interrupted her singing one mo- 
ment, and then went on with a steady voice. 
After she had prepared for bed, she folded 
her dressing gown around her, and brushed 
her hair before the glass. In that mirror 
she could see the door move now and then, 
as if her visitor was getting impatient ; and 
once it creaked. She started naturally, and 
threw her slipper against the wall," as if to 
frighten away the mice, and then resumed 

prise, that I am sure she would have seen her occupation. When that was over, she 
me staring in at her, hade she not, luckly for went to ner jewel-case, which stood upon 
me, caught her foot in the mat as she cross- the toilet-table, and turned its bright con- 

music in my ears ;} d the threshold. She stumbled, and would tents out in a heap before her. She held a 
-have fallen, burI sprang to her assistence spray of dlainonds against her hair, as if to 

and caught her. and felt her heart beating try its effect ; she clasped and unclasped her 
quickly against my arm." She panted with bracelets, anl toyed with her rings. Mean- 
the sudden start it had given her, but stood while, the door creaked again, and letting an 
ip in a second, and just glancing at me as unset diamond fall to the ground, and stoop- 

Istood beside her in the dark passage, said ing to pick it up, she saw, with rapid glance 
quietly, "Th ank you, Charles. I might have : that a burly, ill-lobking man was peering at 
hurt my elf very much, if you had not saved her from behind the curtains of the bed — 

He started back, thinking himself discover-

looked at Mr, Arnold deceased, a thousand 
times.— She was a girlish widow —yet there 
was something in her manner which betrayed 
the married, woman—an case and aplomb, 
which rarely or never shows itself in a young 
girl, especially if she has been roared careful- 
ly by a mother’s hand.

1 might have stood in the passage all night 
criticising her had she not entered it herself.

lath ; be she she sh ld b

RML was ready, and never
went—at least, to my knowledge. For my 
part, I was always satisfied. When the 
children were there, and playing so noisily 
that I could not think, I used to lay down 
my pen, and wonder what their names were, 
and how they looked, and if they were play- 
ing the same games I played in my boyhood 
(so many years ago!) with my brothers and 
my cousins. - The great dog used often to 
meet me in the passage and give me a friend- 
ly wag of the tail, if I patted his head, and

9 Select Stuty.
MYFIRST LOVE.
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suddenly (for her movements were all quick
made itsal- 
ilize iconn-

a. 04
as flashes of light,) and ing me so by sur- 

would have seen
By Charles Carlton.

/ A TALL, slender figure, with brown hair 
falling over the shoulders, and a pale, reso- 
lute face, clad in a long flowing dressing 

gown, and holding a light high above its 
head, and looking steadily down at me, as I 
ascended the stairs, this was what I saw on 
the night of the 18th of September, 1848.

I stopped short and looked at the figure, 
as it was looking at me. I had not been 
drinking, I was not walking in my sleep.

after that, his bark wa 
for I defy any. one, who heart,10 make 

Newfoundland lord turned to her. 
"Of course you

the acquaintance of a dog—
will wish to go to Mrs. 

can give
especially—and not love him. And the 
composer, who played all day the sweet 
creations of his soul—Gold knows what lov-

Williams’s re ," said he; "or I-
you one near th. housekeeper’s?" • 

"No; I think I’ll stay here,” she said, in 
her short, q : decided way. "I suppose 
you have not left any of your friends behind 
you, my m: n ?" she added, turning to the 
prisoner.X

The fellow grinned and pulled at his fore- 
lock, saying, "no mylady ; I was all alone.” 

"That will do then. Good night, gentle- 
men! Accept my thanks now, and I will of- 
fer them more suitably when I am not quite 
so sleepy.”

She bowed us out of the room, and locked 
the door behind us. Every one was loud in 
her praise but me. But I was silent. And 
when the housebreaker had been consigned 
to the tender mercies of the police, and the 
hotel was silent, and I alone in my room, 1 
scarcely knew what to think. Such courage 
almost frightened me ; and yet I remember- 
ed how pale she looked and that she leaned 
against the mantlepiece at first, as if to sup- 
port herself; so I forgave her bravery, and 
thought only of the beauty of her eyes and 
the sweetness of her voice, and sank away to

*
ing tender fan 
as the melody 
writing, almos

came to me now and then.
ve itself in with what I 
before I knew it. I aand, more than all, I knew face an I form 

on sense, was me. And, by-the-way, I wish you wouldhappy fellow natural ly, and disposed to mak • 
the best of everything; but setting this en- 
tirely aside, I am sure I was a better and a 
kinder man for the neigh ors I had.

One day the room was taken, after it had 
(been standing empty for a week, and I heard 
the voices of an old man, his wife, and the 
fresh, clear tones of a young girl. I often 
judge people by their voices before I see 
them, and 1 pictured the lady to myself quite

but what in the of
1, Mass.

ed ; and in that moment of norrible anxiety 
—that moment which, for aught she knew, 
might be her last—what did she do ? She 

could hear his, breathing distinctly, shar-

have that st ipid thing taken away. My un- 
clé fell over it last night, and I suppose it 
will be my aunt s turn next."

I went to the opera that evening I usual-

a young lady doing in the pas sage of an old 
inn at that hour, alone, and in such a dress? 
She "blushed scarlet as I drew near, and 
wrapped her dressing gown more closely 
around her; but the next moment she was 
as paie as before, and spoke to me eagerly 
and hurriedly, but in a very low voice.

Ly spent my evenings there, or at the thea- pened as all-her senses were, and almost felt 
tre. They played the "Bohemian girl” I the cold steel in her heart, and so she made 
remember, and the tenor sang Mrs. Arnold’s herself a mocking curtesy in the glass, and 
song, “Then you’ll remember me.” And held the diamond spray above her forehead.

o.. Mann- 
ES, MONU- 
F MARBLE 
gn sud Amer- 
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the landlord of. "Sir, is inn ?*‘
thre lights and the music and crowd seemed "Duchess of Nemours!" said she, softly, 
to pass away, and leave me listening to her “And why not ? I should look well with a 
again, touching the piano softly, and half coronet. I wish my husband was dead!"

She leaned her head upon her hand, and

"I +m not, madam."
"Do you know where he is?"

and Ivory 
te OM Souths’ 
AGATELRE correctly. There was a ring in her words, a 

buoyant, lark-like tone, that gave me the 
idea of a happy spirit and perfect health.—“singing, half humming the words—as if, if 
Now and then the voice deepened and soft- 
ened, and I knew that her face had lost its

"Dow stairs in the coffee-room, I think. 
But what is the matter? Are you ill? Has 

a any thing gone wrong?" Sa
She. stamped her foot slightly with impa- 

.tience, and looked me full in the face. Fine 
eyes she had— blue and soft, in general—but 
new they were blazing.

"Don’t stop to ask questions, sir ! Bring 
him here at once; and come back with him 
yourself. Bring pistols, if you have them; 
do you hear? And run for your life—for 
your life !" she added, leaning over the ban- 
nisters, and speaking in the same low, hur- 
ried tone.

I was away in an instant, though I knew 
no more of my errand than the man in the 
mown. But I should like to see the man 
who would not have done the same. Apart 
from the fact that she was claiming my aid 
and protection, there was something in the 
ring of the voice, low as it was, and the 
flash of the eye, that warned me she was not 
so be trifled with. She would have made a 

—good general, had she been a man; and,I 
wager my head, not a soldier would have 
dared to retreat, had she spoken as she did

3
b2, AC., Cor. 
this Manufac-

she trusted herself to utter them aloud, they seemed to think. A subdued rustling told 
would surely bring tears with them. I the’t her that the robber was retreating. The

door swung softly together —she saw it in 
the glass—and her resolution was taken.
‘Two diamond rings and a diamond spray’

smile, and that she was looking grave—per- 
haps sad. So I knew that she had suffered, 
and as day after day went on, and the voice 
grew familiar, I judged that she had suffered 
deeply. There was something behind that 
natural gaity, known only to herself and 
God, it may be, and yet it threw a gloom 
over her whole life, and would always do so. 
And I thought I should like to see her, and 
judge if my surmises were correct.

Iasked the landlord about the party.— 
He looked at the book, and read the names 
—"Rev. Edward Williams and lady, Mrs. 
Arnold."

They came here three weeks ago by the 
packet, and are—going to Paris next month. 
Very nice people they seem, but they have 
queer ways.

I went up to my room, and wondered if 
"Mrs. Arnold "was a widow, or if her hus

of her constantly till the opera was over 
and the house empty ; I thought of her over0...

IBROTYPE. 
OGRAPHIC, 
c. Pur

my hot supper at Very’s ; and I thought of
her as I went home along the deserted streets. she said, counting the gems aloud, as she put 
I looked up at her window to see the light them back in the case. "A ruby and an am- 
shine there, as I entered the court yard. It ethyst bracelet, a ruby ring, and a garnet— 
was burning brightly enough, and I entered But where is the garnet necklace, by-the- 
and sat down in the coffee room a few mo- way? How stupid of me to mislay it !— 

And my husband’s gift too! I wonder if I 
have put in my trunk.” 4.7,

le and Ro.? 
mmercial st., :by Mail

ermLz
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a & Co. Man- 
1from Spring-

sleep at last, with the firm resolution that 
another day should not pass
before I had told her how I had learned to 
love her.

over my head
ments with the landlord, who was a great 
friend of mine in his way. I did not talk to

But the 
and what

next day brought its own events.him, nor he to me—we were neither of us 
talking men, and seldom had many words to- 
gether. But he pored over the Times stead- 
ily, intent upon political news; and 1 held 
the Advertiser upside down before me, and 
felt, with a thrill of baeliful satisfaction, that 
I was no longer indifferent to the advice of 
Mr. Weller, senior—“Samivel ! Samivel ! 
bevare of the vidders!" No,—a widow had 
changed me in the twinkling of an eye, an à 
I was in love, as hopelessly, as unreasonably

The trunk stood very near the door of the 
closet. She went and unlocked it, and tun-: 
bled its contents out upon the floor, bending 
over it with her light, while that man was 
within two feet of her ! I wonder how she 
had the nerve to do it. Indeed, she said af-1 
terwards she knew he was bending down too, 
and looking over her shoulder at the trinkets 
as she turned them over with a steady hand;-

was worse, its own personages, 
with it. A carriage stopped before the door
as I entered from my morning walk ; a tall, 
bearded man with an honest, handsome face, 
darted into the house, and up the stairs.

KEEPERS, 
‘How To
Are 
-gal and Con- Une dollar will 
e. hands mely 
rat

three at a time. There was a cry of surprise, 
on the second landing—a murmur and a sud-
den mingling of voices that raised my curi- 
osity to the highest pitch. I ran up to my 
own room and passing the half open door of 
No. 42, th re was my divinity in the arms

and that her greatest difficulty was to keep 
from breaking out into hysterical laughter, 
and so betraying that she knew of his presence 

The bracelet was not th re.. She pushed 
the things aside impatiently, shut down the

band was still living, 
inclined to strangle (

If so, I felt strongly
or shoot him, without and as foolishly 

It is very ridiculous -yet, also, could well be!
as any sober man of thirty

of the stra ger (confound him !) calling him 
"and kissing him in a way that 
long to poison him. Down stairs 

I went three at a time, and collared the land-

AY, BY any delay.to me that night. But before I finish my
story, I must begin it. I am but a bluder- quite sincere—the feeling one man has to- 
ing follow. My wife always says, if a mi wards another who (as h thicks has-rob- 
take can be made, I am sure to make it, and | 1 him of some thing which might have bea- 
I believe I was going to tell you about the tified his bwn life. I am sure many a mar- 
landlord’s coming, before I said what he had |ried woman would laugh heartily if she but 
come for. Now, then, I will commence the knew the fancies that pass through the brain 
thing rightly, of one of her bachelor frien Is, who admires

her, as he sees her with a child in her arms, ble, and tal
or her sweet face looking over her husband’s, wh had come up with clean pillow-cases, 
shoulder stupid man! as he pores over a and asked many questions about the house 
Idry newspaper, quite anconscious -of her and the family. How they broached the to- 
presence. - pic, I d) not know —but after a time, they
|White I sat thinking thus of Mr. Arnold, began to think, and I speak as atvery, 
Mrs. Arnold, in the next com, began to strange phenomenon, called “apirit ul rap-
.sing: There was a good piano-in No. 42, Dings. The Cock Lane ghost was brought hileIt :.

other, with the paved yard below. It has and I had often heard her playing before.— upon the carpet, and variou other stories . 4 2 Ie stattedse, all she

George, 
made memust now proceed to state that Mrs. Ar-

inold Sroom was on the second floor, just a |trunk, and placed the candle on the lid_  
bove No. 42, To it she went quietly on that Then she st d up, with her finger on herdyers,.BI ord in the

-‘Who is
“Just co 

choked an

that man?", 
me ; In 42?’ he gasped, half 
quite surprised.

+Juw I. ------ - 
cklace be ?" 
goto the che

the time w son 1 was sitting in my box at the 
opera, thinking of her.—Something made 
her wakeful. She sa: down at her toiler ta-

Where con th
vance. 
the year

She turned as if
, past the closet that stood in t}

The inn, which is still standing, and may 
be seen any day by the curious traveller, is 
a clumsy ill-lighted house, situated in the 
heart of the city, yet keeping all its oddities 
which were just in the fashion some two or 
three hundred years ago. It is built aroun1 
a court yard, shut in by gates, across which 
Ealories. are thrown, from one door to the

awhile to the per. “Captain Arnold—Mrs. Arnold’s husband.e room; made one step past it; whirl- 
id lenly, and -pushing both han is upon 

Iur, lowked and doot le-1 ( ked‘it in a 
id She heard a terrifie oath inside as 
ob! r threw himself against it, too late;

rom a voyage to India. I say, 
midnight adventures now Isup- 
a n ver w 11 have a chance to play 
a ardian angel again —eh, sir? 

think so, sir -
My hand 1•

ust come
or contins 
ons./

4
1s.4 d

4Per line

sir, no m. r 
pose? Xo 
t e part of

and, snatching up 
help. She found

Aher can Ile, sped out for 
me as I have, describe d. ed frpth his collar, and con- 

Captain Arnoldt perditionsigning hint a: 1I 1cnt out and ko 1 1 aw ay till they b. 1 gone,
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