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1016k JEITERATURR,

TORKRICELLL.

My old friends Jack and Helen Burbank left me mistress
of theit clegant mansion on the Hudson while they took one
of their unexpected fhights to Eusope. This time it was for
Birdie's eyes.  Blidie, their idolized &aughter, wus thena
* sweet girl praduate,’” and a fine type of the frail Amesi-
can beauty. She had been abroad several times alruady,
bui no cliunate glvc roses permanently to ber checks.  Jack
was a big handsome fellow, who for some years had been
doing business in Wall street.  What business precisely I
never found out.  When he entertained his male friends
they always talked ol ** masgins,” and ** puts,” and ** calls,”
and ** stradles,” and made me think of what St. Augustine
says: ** The trifing of adults is called business.” Once 1
v-atured to quote this. Ogne of the heavy men present
looked at wme for a lopg time, debating ;{uthcr it were
worth the vhile to pay any attention to me; and then he
said, pond.rously, ** Madam, we biokers are the Atlasses
that bear tne world upon our shoulders.  All busiaess is
supported by and throughus.” 1 did not know how to
answer hum, but ali the same I feht thst he could and
should have been silenced wustead of me. Subsequently 1
learned a good deal about *hose Atlasses.

A few words will give an idea of Torricelli, the costly
home of the Burbanks. Jack, somewhere in his travels
abroad, bad beea greatly charmed by anold pile with sugar-
loaf towers—quairt, picturesque, dreamy. !yclen sh:tcﬁis
admiration, and ‘foniicelli was the result. The towers al-
ready ivy-clung, were wonderfully beautiful, especially in
moonlight, overlooking the lovely terraces, decked eith
fonntains, statues, and shrubbery, that separated the man-
sion from the river.

One summer afterncon 1 sat with Helen on one of the
broad piarzss. Lovely tailing vines curtained us from 2
too zlaning light, and cast their shadows upon the floor of
real mosaic,  Buds sang in the shrubbery or bathed them-
selves in the fountain basins ; bees humiaed 2bove the cups
of Juxuriant Sowers of evety kind that an extravagant pro-
fessiqnal florist could grow in the open or in his greenhonse.
Hzlen, faoning herself languidly as she sat in a luxuriant
arm-chair, said : ** How are you ever going to amuse your
sclf in this bar-ack while we are away? "

** Yon call this 2 barrack, and yet the drapery of a single
window has cost athousand dollars 1" 1 spoke reproachfully,
for 1 felt that Helen was an ungrateful woman, I did not
understand then what became very clear to me afterward.

“ Db, well, cousin. You know the alP!u and omega of
Jack's business creed is ¢ visibie opulence.” He saysnobody
is rich only so long &s psople believe him to bezo. We
have two houses full of costly things that we cap not use
and really do not want, aod all the world envier us our
grand fortune. Do you know I never thing of us as for.
tunate?”  And with this Helen rose, made a turn across
the verands, and then dropped back into Ler seat with &
sigh.
* Helen Burbank 1 I cried.  ** Do you mean to tell me
you are not 2 happy woman? Is not Jack the best of
hnsbzx;‘ds " 1 { h: d of

*Oh yes. 1 suppose £ um 2 happy woman, and of course
Jack is a2 good husband, but—Come, Cousin Jaoe, let us
7ide around the nds. The carstage has been waiting an
spe.” And Helen dragged on ber hat and gloves and her
costly dolman. As we decended the broad steps of the
m=ansion a footman in blue and cream-coloured hivery cere-
monioasly opened the carriage door, shut it when we were
seated, and then mounted kis seat behind the elegant bas-
ouche, where he sat Lke 2 statote with folded arms.

The park of Torricelli wasbeantiful ; the day mzgnificent ; °
ytt as the luxurious carrisge rolled noisclessly over the
sraded roads, I could see that Helen wasill at ease. 1
thought it was that gorgeous foolmac, and told her so.
<he smiled, and said: ** Jack thinks we must have every-
thing, ard that iccludes 3 coachman and footman in livery.
I bate the whole thing, and 1 know he does ; and now,
Cousin Jaoe, ncver mention the subject 2gain.”

My cousin Helen had chapged wonderfolly since she be-
cawme a fine lady, indiffereat to all the pleasures in the
world. Shec was 2 buxom, rosy miss at twelve, as 1 re-
wember ber.  Then fortune sc ed us for yexrs. 1
visited ber once in the city of Philadelphia, thea Jack was
a *“struggheg writer.”  She wore a ten-cent calico dress
then, and did all her oo work.  After that they bought o
little farma some thirty miles from that city, and there they
tived some ten ¥ used to think that those mast have
been Helen'’s dark days—coo up io 2 dizmal counu;
cottzge, working like a slave ftom moming till night.
often thoupht of it when 1 saw her lolling in her blee satin-
lined landau, too listlzzs almost to hold sp ber dainty

arasol.

Bat this sudden tnp to Italy. It was *apropos of noth-
ing," Helen saud, for Budie could pot endare the sea, and
no foreign courdry cver 3greed with her. A day or two
before they sail=d 1 cemarked to Jack that it would farever
remun a mystery to e why people who had delightfal
homes hke Tomicelh could ever leave them, unless abso-
lutely obliged to do 50, and esperaally that they could laave
them to 10am over the vroric‘l)‘ withost any specific object,
sleeping 1o the dingy crypts of steamers, and paying double
foﬁoo?i 1bat must make them sigh for mcxrgb‘rcnch

-cook at homr..

Jacklooked atme. 1 think be was going to say some-
thiog serious, but instead be declared that 1 wzs envious of
their prospecis of enjoyment, and then pressed e to join
them. lHelenand Birdicabinurped me. ¥ t0ld her 1
would not relinquish the fon of running Torricelll a couple
of mcaths for anythirg, aod that I woald wager her lady-
ship™s idle scrvants woald not bave quite so much leisure
when once 1 was {n charge.

The family l2ft at noon.  The next momilag I sent foz
Ftobson, the butler. 1 t0ld him that during my mapages
ment 1 woeld have all tradesmen's bills sent directly to me

when goods were delivered. There would be no dinners—
Hohson looked aghust—no dinnets, I repeated, only a little
lunch at one o'clock for me and sny friend who might call.
Then 1 went over the larder with him, and tock note of
what supplies there wete, locked the wine.cellar, and kept
the key. 3y that time I no doubt had the ngulntlua. from
butler to scullion, of being an *‘awful sctew,” It ahways
scemed as if nedther Jack nor Helen cared how much was
otdered, nor how enormous the bills were. I could not ca-
dure such lack of system, and I told Helenso. ** Ob, well
she replied, ** you don't suppose I could hiot to that butler,
{or example, that he is not golog all right? I know we pay
for wine enough for a large family.  We use very little at
our 'dinners you know. Mut what can be done?  Jack
won't interfere with Hobson’s management, and as for me,
1 @ quite aftaid of the creature.  You can overhaul his
work if you dare.  DBetter let him aloue, though, Take
evcrylhlng casy, and epjoy this Eden, as you it, as best
you may."' And then he told me to use her room and her
writing-desk, and if the house should get on fire, to save a
big ledger 1n the under closet of 1. **ltisanold ‘)oumnl
cousin, You might like to look at it ; but it would pro-
bably bore you. %exhaps it wouldn't thouph. Youarea
litle sentimental.,” I though the speech nhxcr strange, and
often though of it afterward.

Days passed Lefore 1 had leisure to rummage in the closet
of Helen's beautiful ormolu desk.  Her journal was wntten
in a cumbrous old ledger covcring several years of Helen's
early life, but not cne word after hes installation as mustress
of Torticelli. For three days 1 speat every spare moment
upoa that jousnal.  Ithink pothing ever so astonished me.
It was a tevelation,

EXTRACTS FROM HELKN'S JOURNAL.
“ Philadclphis, Maich—, 186-.  Jack has deaded that

we are to leave *he aty,  How, our exactly when, we don't
know. We have such a hard stiuggle to live. We never
know from month to month what our income is going to be
from Jack’s writiops. I livein daily apprehension of the
time when we shall have to usc the little sum 50 carefully
hoarded for Burdic’s education.  Birdic is having great
trouble with her tecthisg, and jack looks at times almost
hagpard, \We must get out of these littie stuffy rooms Sefore
another heated term.  Ob, for the sight of God's green
carth, and for one Jong breath of bamly air!  Jack says,
* Yes, we must go, dear, but it is a Jeap in thedark. I
don't feel so. 1 believe in the conntty.  God seems uearer
there. 1 lived in the country till 1 was twelve years old.
I know bow to take carc of chickeas, make butter and cul-
tivate flowess.  He smiles incredulously when 1 tell him
this, and sighing, kisses me and Birdie. 1 too have had
misgivings, but not now, for the doctor hints that Biwdie is
in danges, and Jack he says, needs 2 change.  \When 1
think of my treasures 1o danger I feel asat 1 had the strength
of 2n ammy.

** Phainville, N.J., Maich 10. Birdic seemed woree, and
Jacx made me bring her down here to stay with the Hodges
till he packs up our thioge. It is too bad that the dear boy
has to do all the work alone. 1 hope he won't forget to
bring pussy. \We are to stay here while we Jook around for
2 cottage and an acre of ground. The land bere istoo high,
and I feel sure there is malaria, though the residents of the
place alldeoy it. I feel it in the dawp air, 2nd smell it
in this nasty, stcky, clayey soil. Coming down to the letry,
1 bought a bagful of seeds.  Ob, how I Jong to begin farm-
ing! 1'm not a bit bluc over the prospects, though we must
take Birdie’s money to buy our cottage and land. Jack isa
little dubious abount this leap in the dagk, though he wouldn®t
edunt at. I koow, though, bythe way he plays his violin.
1 never hidted this to him, and so his precious old friend is
my secret ally.

* Jersey Pine Barreas, April §, 186-.  Here weare ac.
tually settled in our new home almost 2 month.  Birdie has
lezned to walk, and is ali 2dy much better.  Jack 20d I can-
not cx;m:s dur joy over the change, nor sufhciently censure
our folly 1t living so long cooped up in the city. We are half
2 mile from 3 hitle setilement that is sure 1o grow rapidly,
for it hixs a railroad just opened. A nice cottage of seven
10013, a chicken yard and hoeuse, and a big wood-shed over
the back door.  Thete is no well, though, and Jack hacto
brzng =1l the water in a keg placed on a wheelbarrow from
a lake almost & qaarter of a mile away, for thatisonlya
httle farther thap our nearest neighbour’s, and Jack prefers
to get it there.  We must have a well by and by, We pat
all our savnings, except a few dollars, inlo this place. The
poor man who bailt 10 could not pay his mortgage, and was
on the poiot of losing 12 for $300. Asitis, he got $-oto
go west with, for we gave $500.  The place, if anywhere
clse, could zell for $1,000 easily.  There is ever so much
land !l around, with little pines and caks, and the hackle-
berry bashes are just 2 tangle.  How I long for them to get

ri

lb)“i"l‘hcx-e is a big parden spot cleared.  The little trees
come quite up to the end of ounr veranda on the gorth side.
Oh ' it is delightfal to sit on oar hittle veranda and hsten to
the mocking-birds in the woods, Jack can imitalc them on
his violin. To-day T did all mianshing and ironming.
Jack belped me  Washiog is nothard, aud ironing 15 zeslly
artistic work.

*¢ April 10.—Yesterday Jack got our neighbour's horse,
and plouphed for the first time.  Ob, such cyvoked farrows !
I led the hogge at fin, bat he soon sent me ioto the hoase,
that he might be free to express his feelings, 1 think.
\While I was there he sald = ' I know the science of ploughing.
1 kpow what you do to make the plough go right or left,
deep ot shallow, but reslly, you don't plovgh by science,
but by ingtinet.’ ¥ stopg:d the horse, and looked squarely
at Jack and xaid, ‘ Jeck, I know you can plorgh. Why,
any Corzmon man can Jearn o plovgh.  Jnst have pauexee.’
Then be made we cowe ip, xod 1 cgox him 2 nice dinner.
Whea he caae at sugset he looked triumphant, and tired
as he was, his face 21l begrimed, be scized me and waltzed
me round tha litile diniog-room till he nmlly upset Birdie's
cradle. Hehad got the *kosck 'he eatd. I never saw him
look so handsome.

“* April 12, —To-day I i2sde my first loaf of rexl reized

bread. It vas another grand triumph,
late last night with haif a yeast cake.
did not know how to keep the sronge warm, Fi

my boller upon the kitchen table, polsed on four boltles,
nnd with a tiny lamp undereath,
of the boiler, and went to bed, 1 (ﬁ)t up before Jack. My
sponge was ready to sun over. 1 mixed my bread, sud setat
i the boiler turned on its side before the stove, the dough
ack had oot seen it, and It was
at dinper time when Jack had
What & sus-

covered with a cloth,
finally baked and ool
finshed ploughing and harrowing his ground.

prise 1t was, lor Jack is particulatly fond of guod bread.  He §

asked where 1 got that splendid loat, supposing some neigh.
bour had zent it 10 me. 1 did not answer him directly, nnd
Jack tumed to Birdie, seated in her high chalr, and gravely
asked her where that loaf came fiom. ¢ Manma—tobe,’
she replied, pounding her plate with her spoon. 1 thought
Jack would not understand ber word for * stove,* but hedid,
and expressed great pride in my skill. 1 don’t think he 1s
as provd as 1 am of his learning to plough, and told him so.
Last mght a big empty house in the village wes bumned
down—set on hre accidently by tramps, it is said. We
must be doubly careful of fire—no fire engines owned here,

*“April 16.—The * Daily Proteus” seat Jack twenty
dollars last week for two editorisls.  Ob, how tich we felt!
We immediately bought and set out a lot of fruit trees and
shrubs, also some evergreens and shade trees. 1 made Tack
hire a man 2 week to help him. There is an old neglected
strawbesry patch near the cottage, and three rows of rasp-
berry bushes. I have spent hours on my hands and knces
pulling out old gruss roots and last year's weed's from these
foor strawberties.  Then I sprinkled ashes over them, azd

rom the first I bave poured sll my dish-water and soap-suds
onthem ; I wonder if I shail have one strawberry?

“ April 17.—1 have such trouble to make my pretty little
white Leghorn bens sit.  They lay all the time, and every
few days cne of them will excite my hopes by pretending to
sit. I give her a nest of eggs, and that scems to banish the
last vestigs of seriousaess in her intentions, and in a day or
two I find her laying again. I am told that this 1s 2
¢ feature ’ of the Leghorn fowl ; 2 very bad one I think.

**My pgood neighbours, the Wormleys, mosed to the city
to-day. We are sorry eaough to loase them.  Jack spent
peatly a whole day helping My, W. pack up his * lares and
penater,’ as he said.  Mrs. W, gave him some old chickes-
coops, some much-needed farmiog tools, and a really good
bedstead—old-fashion, but solid, and what I much want.
This will be nice in our guest-chamber, and by and by we
will get a mattrass and some bedding.  With all our

vesty, though, we are able, thank God, to help othus,
Y:ck has helped another neighbonr, Mr. Hall, two or three
times when pressed with his work, and I have several tunes
gone over 2ud helped Mrs Hall with her washing, for she is
not well this spring, and sbe has a bat, two monthsold.

¢ April 20.—Qur new neigbbours, the Pillsburys moved
intothe Wormley bouse to-day. I hzd-some fresh bresd
haked, and I kept thinking 1 ought to carry = loaf to M.
Pillsbury. It seemed absurd, too, but while Birdie sleptl
put aloafin 2 basket, covered it with a spowy napkin, cnd
started.  Mrs. P. came tothe door.  She had a towel o
her head and looked wery tited.  1told her 1 was her
nearest n=lghbour, and though by no means a spiritualist, |
had been possessed with the idea that she wanted a loaf of
bread. Her face beamed with pleasure. She said she was
¢ spiritualist, and that bread was just what she mcat teedsd,
as, in the confusion of getting ready, the staff of life wus
forgotten.  She came out and chatted with me, and we
apreed to loose no tume in getting acquainted.  She isal
most as young 2s 1 am, but has no children yet.  Whik
talking in the shed a hen with feathers all rufiled up came
1n and settled herself 4h 2 corner behund.a saw-horse. M
P. thiew her ont-of-doors.  She told me that hen had pre-
served her mania for suting all through the journey,  She
was iscorrigible. [ timidly asked ‘:f I might borrow her,
not dreamiog of anything but a refusal to such sn odd re-
quest.  Mrs. Pillsbury sud I was welcome to her sernces.
* But will she sit,* I asked, * If takento my place?’ *Sal’
exclaimed Mes. P.  “That hen will sit in a pail of water, 1
do belizve.” In less than ten minutes that Brabama hes
was comfortable ailling on my twelve duck egps.in the cor
uer of my wood-shed. How nice if they hatch! Jak
says they may be last years eggs {or ought I know. ¢ Con-
mend me to yog, Muggios,® for faith!® he exclaimed, axd
then be bad to play bear, 20d disarrange my collar and ©f
back hair.  He 1s always behaving like o big boy.

(Concluded next wweek,)

THE CRACKER.

“Cracker” is the name given to 2 class of Florndunt
He is a native; and yet every native of Fiorida isnot 2
cracker. The geavine cracker is a peculiar indinidual; 1
persosal appearance, in habits, etc., he it different fron
other people.  Any description of him must fail to give 2
correet idez of him. To be kaown a0d apprecisted he mast
be seen and ‘nterviewed, Even then it 13 possible, aye pro-
bable, that theee are heights and depths, etc,, 12 his
up acd charscter that cannot be reached or fathomed. 1
wish, bowever, if for no other purpose than to gavisfy some
what the curiosity aroused by mention of him, to a-

tempt a rough outline of bim. His persopal appear
ance attracts alteation. He is, gcncrnﬁ;, long, ﬁf}. :

lean. His skin looks as though it was pasted oo t0
the bones of his face; it has much the appearance, in colocr

and otberwisc, of time-wom parchment. His bair and 3

beard-—~usually of 2 Light colour, or sort of sickiy.looking

sellow—arc wholly innocent of the batber’s art, and there -
has evidently been 0o waste of time io the use of the cozb -
of scigsors a2 home.  His clothes axe whatcverbecan getin - SRS
thet lize; he cvideatly cares very litle about culosr oo P
quality of cloth, ot fit.  He lives ount of town, out of villzgz, .98
ont of every coastderable settiement of others than his ons SN
kind, He scems to have 2 scttled dislike of modern wdeas =S

* Onc of Jack's old zames for Helen, 1 suppose, ic those idylhcdays

—=ANo2e Xy Consin Fane.
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