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yOoL. XV
'NOT MARRIED FOR LOVE;
OR,

THE TRUE WIFE.

A DOMESTIC TALZ BY IOLME LEE.

—

¢ And so you are marcied Melvil ! .’v..rnher al
papid proceeding far a curate pust (n'.d,unpd,.__lﬁ
By-the by, did you not gay wore warried lefore -
you WETE ardoined 7 :
"6 Yes; befare I tosk my degree.

¢ T would have kept you wut ef ibat fully, if T
had been at hand, at any r;m.s. hAud, of course,
Jou are as poor as chureh mice 7

¢ As poares church mice — ent a doubt of |
that 3 2rd the younz c!ergv.m:m glanced rovad |
Ins little cotlage studly, which was luxunm’xsl_y
furaished with two care chairs, and a lovr railed
cbarr, cushioned with gray chintz, which intheated
femunine cccupation, a atainetd desl table end
heaps of hooks pled oa shelves hited l.'np the
wallz. 1t was summer tune, and as the window
was open to the lawn, with a lrauze\mrl'; (?f
creepers all round it, ond the sun slm?mg in, it
did not Jack so very disconsolale as might have
been supposed.  Mr. Melvil bad often thovghe

?

it a happy retreat before; but he faucied it}

poverty stricken now, bacause his wealtby col-

lege Iriend seemed to pity hum ler having nothing

better. o

« Marred for lose ?? suggested bis friend irent
a3liv.

al'iI'he curate contemnplated the threadbare kpees

of his black treusers for a mmnuie or two, and

{hen said, confusedly, ¢ No.? ' '

¢ Not married for love, yet o iudiscreetly tied

*up! How was it then pray 7’

s Il tell you -t was for puy.’ .

¢ Could not have had a wurse molive! but
that’s by the way- go on.’

¢ You remember Sandys—our tutor.’

¢ Yes—good fellow.

¢ Too good by balf. He provided for every-
bedy but his own famly, as if e meant to live
for ever, then at the most incoovenient season
possible he died, and his income tied with him.—

There was the widow and the two boys, and

there was Clary —you recollect Clary ¥

¢ Yes; the wild little gipsy! but you surely
did not marry Ler 7
¢Yes; Clary is my wife.
¢ Why, she must have been a baby P
¢+ She was sixteen within a few weeks after we
wera married. You see, the little thiog came to
me cryiog, and saying that she was to be seat to
some horrid schocl, where ske did not want to
go ’
+I percerve ; and you, bewg soft-heartgd, m-
vited ber to become your wite on the spot.

¢ Precisely so.’

¢ And she, blushing celestial rosy red, answered
that she should pe very glad 7’ .

¢ Mamma consented promptly,and the sacrifice
was accomplisked,” said the curate, in mock
heroic-style. ¢ Clary 1s a good girl, but 1 pever
was 1n love with her. Is it not that sagacious
wortby, Sir Thomas Moore, who says we never
ardently love that for which we have not longed ?
I bad never thought of Clary except as 2 child,
until pity for her forlornness surprised me into
the commission of matrimoany.’ .

If Mr. Melvil aad his friend bad been quicker-
eared, or ratber less absorbed, they might have
heard a hight step crossing the turf as they talked
together, and retreating fast—fast as the last
words were spoken, It was Clary. Neither of
them, however, saw either the ?pproa;b or the
Sight, and they went on talkiog quite com-
posedly.

¢ Benham offered me his Liondon curacy ; but
Clary hates London, so I took this, and thought
myself very lucky. We got the cottage cheap
and eighty pouads a year—a decent starving for
the three of us—we bave a treasure of am Insh
servant besides ourselves to feed. o .

¢ Aud hew many more by-and-by-? insinuated
Mr. Warenoe, spitefully. :

Just in time to prevent a reply, the treasre
of an Irish servant opened the study door, and
announced 1o ber rich brogue, * Plase, sir, U’ tay's
rearjy in * dbrawing-room, ag’ U’ missis 18 wait-
Ing.

¢Come along then, Warenne.
whether Clary will recognize you.’

The two gentlemen crossed the passage to the
opposite parlor, which Nora signified as the
* dbrawing-room,’ and found the mistress of the
house seated before the tray, pretuly dressed i
a clear blne mushn, with her soft brown' harr
flowing in wavy curls, and with a smile on her
rosy mouth—the little bypocrite !" - Eer beart
was fit to break under that gently swelling bod
dicz, where she had 5o daintily fastened a cluster
of George’s favorite flowers. She had tired
berself v her best to do her husbond’s friend
benor, and as Mr. Warenne shook hands und re-
cewved the'welcome of an old acquaintance, Le

I wonder

D bird’s,

who ‘were notding particular,

thought 1 his own mind that— the indiscretion of
the marrisge apart—she was as comfortable a

[P
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hitde i a mag peeil desire £ porisse,  She
was neiex ety prenre, but she locked very nice
and Ioveable ; Ler tkm wes <o cieir, her com-
plixion &5 sure, her fizure so girtish and grace-
fal. Then all her ways wera uiet osd gentle
che hadaffeetionate eyes, and (xpressioa sersible
us well as swees, and ber votee was wnsies) as 2
Unless Mr, Meivil bad told kis friend in
so manv words *hat e was not in love with lus
wife, Mr. Warenna would hive discoveredt,
for the curate o5 cRsiGnnus in ke attenticns
to her s if these were the conrting days,

Ciary gave oo sign thatanyrhing Fad bappeged
to orieve her g bat she was velieTed when ten

was

to show haa the village, was conshdered

prefty b strangers, spd which Lkad besn beaven |

to ker.  She had been very bappy with her
young hushand, and had found zothwe wanting to
her cantent; but saw, as the two walked away
throngh the garden, she stord watcineg them
with clasped haods and the tearg 1 her sunny
eyes, repeating uadee her breath, ¢ George sad
he did oot lovas me y be married e far pity [—
What shall T do?  Whatshall I do ?
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Perbans wany yaung wives ia Clarg®s painful
positten would have made a made a virtne of
proclaitming thewr wrong, and wilicted misery on
themselves and thewr helpmates; but not so
George’s girl-wife.  Her first unpulse was
agatast herself, that she should have been =0 blind
as not to see that it was sacnfice and not a joy
to bim ro marry her; but then she reasoned that
1t was done, irrevocable and that she could only
tret and disturh bis peace by betraving what she
had accudentally overheard ; so she kept 1t te
hersell, and oply tried to make him love her bet-
ter.

¢ Though he does nat lave me, T koow he
would miss me and he very sorry if T were zone,’
she satd' i ber heart ; and after a while the sore
pain that the first stab had given her passed
away, and the same bright face smled by hus
hearth, the same hght tripoing feet went hy s
side, and the same affectionate suashise filled bis
home as heretofore,

There was plenty of work 1 his parish for
Mr. Melvil, for his rector was rarely at home ;
but the young clergyman took a conscientious
view of bi3 post, and did his utmost. Clary was
a great help to him. The cottagers liked her,
and the school children liked her. The people,
and the squire at the bead of them, said the
Melvils were an acquisition te rhe parish, and
long might they stay there! The young wife,
especrally, was beloved : those who were
trouble said she seemed to know how to talk to
them about faith, patience, and comfort, better
than the curate himself—though what trials could
she have known at ber ege?

In the village there were many ladies, siogle
and double, portinnless and well dowered, pretty
aad plain ; but amongst the troop, had the curate
being free to choote, he could not have found
one to suit him balf so well as Clarr. Some-
times, [ am sure, be must have gove home to the
rest and peace of her presence with apn elastic,
masculine satisfaction, although he was 70t
love For mstance, when he had called at Mr.
Beonett’s, of the Hall, and heard the squiress de
preciate her husband’s sense and character, as if
by the process she exalted her own ;—Clary
would pever depreciate his ; if she had a fault,
it was that she inclhined to glorify him too much.
Or, agan, after a vimt to Captain Wells, whose
three pretty daughters were flounced, pertumed,
and dccomphshed out of all nature and genuige-
mess. 'They had sweet expressiooless faces, they
lisped the fadest nonsense, and conducted them
selves with regard to the duties of Ife more lire
butterflies that creatures endowed =ritl: souls;
the very prettiest of -them would have bored the
clever eurale to extinctinn in a month. Or the
two Miss Prances, who flirted so dreadfully with
officers ; or Miss Hardwood, who was rich as a
Jew, and fearfully 1l tempered ; or Muss Briges,
who was rich also, but penuricus and very vul
gar ; or Miss Clerks, -who were very mce guls,
but had not an idea beyond crochet-work ; or
Miss Faraight, who was too scientific to mend
ber stocking ; or Miss Diana Faila, who wrote
poetry and rode to hounds; or Miss Broughtons,
These ladies had
thewr good powmnts; but not ome of them would
have had Clary’s charming little way of loving
George better than berself. Only let bim fear
that be 18 gowg to loose her, and then, I think,
be will fiod out that, though ke is not in love,
still he loves her very much!

1.

Greenfield "had its drawbecks, as well as its
delights, like other pretty villages ; and one of
the most sertous of those was a tendency to low
fever when the spring season bad-been uuusually
damp. A beck that rap across the greea over-
flowed in the rains, and when it retired to its
bed, left behind a deposit which bred pestilential
vapors that poisoned the lives of the people.—~

.L,

s'e’s

F'Cha conr eettave staad bigh, and ent of (hn
(iafluence of the baleful exhalations; bt dgs
i duties earricd bim th and fro aanazst e peor,
and exporeld Lim diiiy to the corfazicp, Tio
Ldanger would bave made hdmg evade these dutis,

jéhea':!r‘r et this eeasan thep &l 2oy othor g Lt
cwhen ferer was m the viliage, e I s com-
imands an Clary that ske should stiy at home ;
fand Clary stayed, Lke toe ohedionr Litle wile

] - . B
‘she was,instead of being fanlishly borie) and

;alding Lo Lis mevitable anxieties.
. DBut Clary watched him with furtive tenderaess
iafl the lime, anil was ever ready with 7y clothing

R pand warm dippers whea he returnsd hame, 1o
was over, snd Gearge went aut with Warenne |

spare Rim the risk of cold. | Bat srhat wos to he

cegie (o pass, for o1l her fove and afl ber care
One stenmv Aunril pizht, after a long and Ny

gring affernnon ea the Marsh, 25 the lower port

ready to sink =uth wearmess. and camylaming of
a pam m his hesd, and siekrese.  Clary stole
oat ¢f the room,and desnatehed the Trish rea-
sure fo summey the dsetor.  When tha decior
eame, he crdered George to bed, andd sail be
hoped to set bim up acam ina few duvs, Bar,
mstead of improving, (Genrge arew werse ; the
feser ravsged bis frame terribly, sod he was deli-
rinus day after day., This went onto the ciim' x
of the disorder, aud then it took a favorable turn 3
but 2 long season of usele-sness and inacting lay
helore tie curate. e must leave Greenfield
for sea air, and §iz by for monthe, Meanshile
s abeeace must bs supplied by another clerpy-
man,

The inevitable ¢ musts,’ go trvial to ofher
people who hare long purses, were purely and
smaply a sentence of destiiution lo the Melwils,
George wanted o stay at home, and get occa—
sioval help from his neighboring clerag: but
Clary made up a determioed litlle face, and said
*No’> They must go over to the Tsle of Wight
for the summer months, and regain health and
strength for him, even if Greenficld had to be
resigoed altogether.

Clary managed somehow : she would not give
details, on the plea that George must keep hia
wind quiet 5 and in the begmog of June they
found themselves lodged m a retired farm ecot-
tage, standiog 10 the midst of delicious meadows,
with a view ot a glorious bay, cliffs, and distaat
towns. They luxuriated in the beauty around
them hke a pair of happy ‘children ; and though
George was not mn love with his sunshine hittle
wite, he would bave got on tbere very ndiffer-
ently without ber. She petted and mdulged him
to that extent that Le grew stout, and strong,
and selfish, very fast indeed ; and would scme
times have forgotten how very ill ke had been, if
she had not watched him, and taken such extra
ordwnary care of him, She liked to bear berself
claimed in bis short, imperative way : it showed,
at any rate that she was needful to bim. If she
had gone mto the polished farm kitchen to super.
intend or to concoct with her own hands some
wonderful tempting dish, to coax his delicate ap-
petite, presently he was heard from the garden
or parlor crying out, * Clary, what are you doing ?
I want you! Theo when she appeared, wih
floury little paws, and fire-heated cheek he would
Just look up at her aod say, ¢ Wby do you run
away and leave me for hours together, Clary 7’
and she would laugh, and tell bim she had not
been poue ten minutes—what did he mean ? and
then disappear again. Soimelimes he would come
into the kitchen itself, and -sit down 10 Farmer
Hood’s great charr, and follow ber about with his
bollow eyes and finally take her off with his arm
round her waist—although he was pot a bit 1n
love, aod only pitted her!

He was not ullowed to study solemn books ;
but Clary permatted a lit:le light mental aliment
to be taken each morning and evening from cer-
tain thin blue magazines, which she borrowed
{ram the library 1 the nearest village, which was
slowly developing 1nto a fashionable watering-
place. One evening, while she was doing a little
of the fioe darnmg, in which nobody excelled her,
George, who had been for some time sitting
sileat over his book, broke out into his merry
laugh, saying, ¢ Listen bere, Clary; bLere are
some beautiful verses! IHark, how Lhe lines
limp.. T wonder how the editor could print such
stuff

He began to read the loes in a mock- heroic
style, which certainly made them infimtely ludi
crous. At firs, Clary colored a htile ; but be
fore he came to the end she was laughing as
beartily as bimself.

He then volunteered to read a short story,
entitled ¢ Patience Hope’s Trial,! which be did
with a running commentary, such as, ¥ That is
bad grammar’—‘ The punctuation makes non-
sense of every other paragraph’—¢ High flown,
rbapsodical robbish,’ &c. &e. ; and when he came
to the end, he pronouaced it the silhest httle tale
he had ever read. Clary darned on most com-
posedly, and agreed with George that it was
gilly ; but there was a mischievous sparkie 10 her
eyes, as If she were sorely tempted to make a
confessioa about that same silliest of little tales;
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of Greenfielid was called, the carate came bouwe, ]L

. Ne.o2a

however, reflectiny that the shoek of Barmng be jbtile copy of hinsel’, and 10 return thanks for
had a hterary wife wight be ton much tor fies | CHry’s safe deliveranze.  Afier that day nobody

nerees in ibeir present weal etate, sie duereeily |
hold her peace and content=d hersell by meivg |
b imbibe ber earnings vader vansus strenpile-
caing aad anreeable forms,

RBefore the stmmer was eaded ahie thin blue
mazezme readers were faprlae with Clary™s sig- |
nature of ¢ [5y 37 but after ihat she drappeared |
suddenly frogr ity wages (o mnay povple’s regret 5
for its suhseribers wore uofy as a ru'a haphly |
troveed, edueated, coliege wentlemen, buy day
workers aml tsiters w the world’s wide lator- )
fi-Ws, who find an agreeable refaxation i the |

Dperusal of asilly Hite tale; whowe miteres? fures |

en the brwile duly virtues wheeh theg bhiva s0 )
el nessann o exemapify an thair own nhsenre
ives, T beheve the edior was inguired of once

i twiee why ¢ Iey? bad eenzed her contnbutions, |

Ivy? was athirwie oreumed.

To the first ploce, Mr. Warrenne bul pre-|
septed Genrge wah aosmodl livng, and there was
n quecr Btide rentary house fo puuat, paper, aod
geverally embellish,  Ear be it from wme to dero-
gte from Clary’s diarity, but T widl teld one
thing of ber, breeause T thik f was to ber credit.
Phe first time Mr. Warrenne went to see his old
fricnt, George was in bis study, as vsual, but 1t
had been made to look more cosy and homelike
than that at Greenlield, and the young rector
lonked proportiozahly more dignilied in it After
a ittle desultory chat, George propased to seck
s wife—anu haw does evergbody think they
found her employed?  She was papering ber
awn drawing-room—that little drawing—room
which was afterwards the adiniration of the whale
pesghborbood.,  Mounted or some steps,in a
bz apron, the property of the Irich treasure, with
ber brown curls tucked up behind her httle ears,
and with pasty bands, and sleeves rolled up above
ber dimpled elbows, she was sticking the pretty
sunple paper upoo the wall—the last bit of it.
What did she do? Jump dowa in dlushing hor
ror at beir.g caught io such desnabille, and cover
everyboly else and berself wib confusicn 7 Nat
a bit of it.  She locked radiantly over her
shoulder, and said—* You taust wait five mmutes
then 1'll spesk to you,” and proceeded to finish
ber task to th2 admiration of the Irish treasure,
who bad acted as her assistant; and also to the
admiration—and not a bit to the astonishment—
of Mr. Wareane and George.

The work done, she descended ; and, as the
gentlemen bad got postession of the window seat,
she placed herself on the lowest step but one ol
her [adder, and they all talked about the island,
and the sea, and George’s recovery, and the new
rectory, and other interesting topics: and Clary
was so aftogether bright, unaflected, and charm-
10g, that when George and his friend Jeft ber at
length, the latter said, ¢ Melrsil, if Clary were
not your wife, I sbould make up to bher myself I’
And George actually laughed, and said ke had
better take care what he was about, or he should
be obliged to quarrel with bim ; and then be ex-
tolled her wirtues very much, as if—as if be were
in love at last; but this time Clary was not
there to overhear.

This was Clery’s first occupution ; ber mext
was different. Perhaps the physical and mental
strain had been, for the last twelve montbs, al-
most too much for her youth; for those who
| ved her began to cotice that her spirits flagged,
and thar her brisk feet weot slowly to end fro
the garden walks., George watched ber an-
xiously ; but his friends told him to be patient,
and wait a 'while, and sbe would be better
snon. But it 13 se very bard to be patient
when we see what we have learnt to prize abeve
all else 10 the world fading slowly belore our
eyes —and 8o Clary seemed to fade.

¢+ George, you must take care of Clary or you
will lose her,” ber mother told him, abreptly : ¢ I
do not like ber symptoms at all.’

Tt was after this harsh communication—for the
mother spoke as if he were to blame for her
child’s face—that Gearge mvoluntartly betrayed
to his young wife how much he feared for her.

* And you would grieve to lose me, George ¥’
sa] she, a litile mournfully.

¢ It would break my heart Clary. Oh, don’t
talk of my losing you,’ cried he, passionately kis-
sing her tiin white bands. ¢ Who have I in the
world besides you? who loves me as you do?”

¢] think nobody loves you as I do, George.
It 1s selfish ip me—but 1t is the happiest time I
bave had for a long while to see how you would
be sorry if T were gone; I should not like to
think yow could forget me soon.’
¢ Clary, you will live to bless me for many
year yet.
¢« That must be as God wills, George ; let us
both say, that it must be as God wills.” ‘
¢ As God wills, my darliog,’ and George hid
lis face on Clary’s bosom, that she might not
see his tears. oo
Perhaps the. covetous, watchful tenderness that
now surrounded the youog wife revived her cour-
age and strength, for she rallied vimbly; and,

after a few. monthks, George bad to baptize a

ensld have persuaded him that there had ever
peen a tune when he was cat in lave with hs
wife, o wlhea be dul wot think ber the dearest
treasure 1o the whole wide world,

There ave three chiliren at the rectory tiow,
and it 15 one ef the bappiest homes 1hat can be
found i tire county.  Vir. Warerne, who has
heeeme more eymeal than ever, quotes the paw
s an ex=mphficaiion of how well two people who
are nightly matched in other things may pet on
throuah hie witheut {alling iuto that enihazasn
of love which hot heeded hoys and grls esteen
the grand cliirax of exstevce. Que day io the
eanfilence of frivadship, e was so ill advised as

l',n remnd the rector of the ronfvedon he had

furmeriy made to himsell, and George was acta-
aliy offended. ‘

¢ Mot i dlove wiah Clary? she is the only
waman for whem [ ever cared a ehip, eried he s
¢you ave under u delusion, Wareane 5 [ never
can bave said anythig so absurdly false,?

Toe rector 1hinks so now ; and Clary 1s con-
verted to the same opinion, 1 do not ses what
Mr. Wareune has to do with it. Bygones
should be bvgones. Clary has wever yet con-
tessed about that siliest of little tales in the thig
blue magazme ; perbaps it bas slipped ber me-
mory—but all ker.love, decaticn and patience of
that ticie will never escape (i-orge’ss If ke hnew
who wrote * Pattence DPope’s 'I'ra!) he would
possibly be inclimed to eall ita * gem of fiction?
now, instead of what he did ther, because be
would see 1t from a real powt of view.
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A STORY OF DESTITUTION.
TRUE PICTURF OF A SOUTHERN HOME 1N 1867,
(¥rom the N. Y. Meropolitan Record.)

“ 1 did not konow T would mind it sa?
not know 1 would mind it 50! sohbed Ellen
Cameron, burying her tearful face yet deeper 1
the pillow. * O, this poverty is too hard, too
bard! And yet I cannot see dear mother suffer
aad the cluldren want for food and clothing,—

enough, even if 1 could pet work always, which
1 cannot.  God help us, for this 15 the last thing
we have to sell, the very last.

The room was large and lofty, aad had evi-
dently been in by-gone days the abode of ease
and comfort. But now the once snowy walls
were covered with dirt, winch no soap and water
could remove; the mantle-shelf was broken
away, and the uncarpeted floor was stained and
blackened.  The bright Juoe sunlight streamed
in through windows, at least half of whose glasses:
were mended wiibh thick browo paper, and from
which maoy of the Venetian blinds were rudelp
torn, 'The furmiture consisted of a bed, formed
of boards placed on benches, a large box, which
served asa wasb stand, a plaio pine table, and
two very elderly-leoking trunks, A few ger~
aniums, in rough wooden boxes, flourished i (he-
onen window, forming the only ornament in the:
large, dreary room.

The girl, who lay sobbing on the bed, was
thin and pale, but her face was still one of rare .
beauty and refinement. In her hand was g
magpificent cameo brooch, aad 1t was over that
ber bitter tears were falling., The bead carved-
upon it was that of 2 Druidess, her high white
brow bound with a simple chaplet of oak leaves,
Thbe beaunful face was full ot a yearning, patient
sadness, and the eyes were slightly raied as if 1
prayer. Very, very dear was that memorial of
ber happiest days to the heart of Ellen Cameroq.
It had been givea to her i beautiful Naples, by
one whose presence made the brightest sunshige
1a ber glad, young hfe. She had fondly deemed

ther, and very fair seemed the future of ber loy- .
g heart.

many months had passed, and within a few weekf.

brave and accomplished young lover tlept his
last, long sleep with a bullet jn s manly breast..
They were all habitants of Beaufort, S, C,
aod it was beaeath the Palmetto flag, that he
fell on the bloody plain. of Manassass. The

deemed that her sweet face bore a strong re--
semblance to the beautiful Drurdess, Through
all the war. winle her otber jewels had been
fteely sacrificed for the public good, this, so sa~

cure food for ber invalid mnther and little broe .
thers and sisters. Her father had died during-

the war, and ber two elder brotbers both-slept on -

the bloody battle fields of Virginia. Her mother-

toiled for barest necessities . of: life, but.one by.

one every article of value. they possessed:badh

Idid -

Lion and I work so hard and yet we zannot earn. -

that they would tread the pathway. of life toge -

of the time appowted for their warriage, her - '

Alas, her bappiness was short-lived, for em:

brooch bad been hus gift to Ellen, and be fondly-

cred and 50 dear to her bereaved heart, had ever ’
been cherished ; but now 1t must be sold to pro= .

was 0 il] that she was seldom able to leave her; S
bed ; and the entive support of - that dear pareat ;: -
and four uttle brothers.and sisters; devolved: -. -
upon Ellen, and.a brother not. yet'tweaty, the .~ .
Lion of whom she spoke. " Day.and mght they ... (-
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