- e cen -

Fmuanr 22,1873, .

THE PAVORITE.
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while I breathe a blesaing on the true hoarts I | tured that I' have upconsclonsly dropped my

leave bohind.
L L ] [ J [ 4 L/ [ ]

The scenoc has changed. Istand in my own
ro0m in my uativo town. The shadoa of evon.
ing gather round as T pat the fintshing touohes
to my tollot, and whon I mention that I am
about to visit my Angolinn for the it time
sinco my return, I noed not say that my attire
s srrangoed with scrupulous noatnoss. I take
up the brush to smoothe o refractory curl, and
ere I lay it down, in the absonce of mind natu.
ral caveuch su oocsasion, I give i¢ a flourish
round oither jaw, forgotful for a momont of the
loss I havo sustalned Ifurn away with a sigh,
but oonsole mysolf with the thought that
where two loving hearts aro ooncerned, what
matier & fow halrs moro or less.

I dou't recollect bow many steps I jamped
over coming dowa stairs, but I romembersooing
the inmatos of tho kitchon rush out oxpscting
to find a subject for an {nguost at the bottom.
But who can wondor at mmy spirits being light ;
for was I not about to sec ggala tho Joy of my
Iy after & long absences of thres months!

The evening too was one to charm the sensos.

¢ Tho moon's palo light shono soft o’er hil) snd
daale.”

The evoning's shower had revived the droop-
ing fiowors, and the atr was laden with a thou-
sand balmy odors, whllo eaoch rustiiug loaf
socmed to jostle and etbow its nelghbor, as
though 1o remind it that this was an ovening
oua whick they should dance and be merry.

Meorrily, too, I march along, swingiog my
caug and switching at every littlo pebble tn the
cxuborance of my joy. I =uddonly bsthink me
wlhow my charmer made mo promise to bring
her back an acoount of my travels, of the habits
ol the peaple, how thoy catoh their fish, salt
thelr Osii, dry tholr ish, &, for Angeling takos
u yreat juturest in these things, 80 I begin &
snentol rohworrxal. I have just sottled to my
sntiafaction whet are thie dutles of aheader,*
when the question ariscs whetder ho who cuts
off tho tall {a caliod tho stetlor.! This importaut
question was under debats when I found myself
at Angelina's door.

John Thomas, the footman, with doth hands
10 his pockots, wes standing on the steps smok-
jug his pipe and gazing akyward, as though soine
wunderful satellar phonomienon was mowmont.
aurlly expectod.

1 actxst John Thomes in a free and easy
»tyle, for 1 have known him for many yoars,
uud heis ouo who takes R0 fmproper ltbertles.
&0 [ exclalm 23 I run up tho ateps, 4Well, John
Thomasas, Low has theo world been tsiug you
stucs I saw you last t”

John Thumas does not reply with hix usual
readiness, nor at his usual length; dbut after
rantct:ing his glotring pipe from his mouth aud
haxtily shoving it 10to the pockot of his coat, to
the groat drnger of that garmeont, ho only givos
utteranse 0 006 word—sSirf"—rather in &
tonie 0f cxcinmation than interrogation.

This aeewns straugo; 1, therefors, ropeat my
qQuuilon, miding that he looks asthough he hud
suever scos me bofore. Wheroupon Jobn
Thomays, looking complotely puckled, mutters,
« Blers mo soul an’ dody, that vice; I shed
know thut vico. Why, Mr. Smithi” he sud-
denly oxclaitned, In the tono of & sokool-boy
belivwing out tbe only word he happens to
know {n his

“ Yonu, John,” § repliad, «1¢ is Mr, Smith®

«{Vall now,” zald Johin Thomas,  who'd ‘a
thought §1t? Bat I ax yor perding, sir, sseln’ as
how 1 didnt Know you, sir, which you’re werry
wuch alterod, air”

This brings to my mind tho loss of my whis-
kors, Ay, "tis that has wrought the change.,
But I aay tc myself, «8uch a trifie cansot
dooe-xve ths eye of ove. Obh, 0o, sho will know
me.

o Is A1ss A—— 10%" I atket Jobn Thomax

« Yes, sir,® Lo suswerod, “an' Caping
White,”

« Who is Captaln Whitse?” I anxioasly in-

Q

¢ He's capting of a Heast-inly-man a8 is now
in port,” replied John Thouns.

« Docs he come often 2 I uskxod, &8 carelessly
as 1 could,

« Well, yos, alr, Treily oflan, laastways three
or four Umas & woek.”

Iam afrald that atthat moment I did not
wizth Captain White's next voyags to bo as
plesant &s he ocnld dssire: however, I sooa
banizh &) unoomforiablo thoughis in the antl-
cipution of the joyous mosting, feellng ccrtain
that 0o Kind of stoel was ever tmer than my
Angelina,

Just ag I ama aboat to enter, I moestaremark.
ably gooxi.Jooking genllsman coming oat, woar-
ing & really magnificent palr of whiskers, the
exact coanterpart of my own, (forgive this par-
donabdle bit of pride, dear roador, but they wers
Teally pe—l moan mine were). As 1 paza him,
I faar I mm not allogether gulitiess of the tenth
commandmeont. .

But I am staying too long upon the stops,—IX
musg hasion to the £lad meelng.

T ufn oshared into the Arawing-ro0m and And
mysslf {ts 20le oocupant, As I glanoe aroand, X
so¢ many evidonoes of hear sweetl prosonce;
and, sirange to say, the mtilc onr the pland i
opon &% the favarile sotg wo usod to sing toge-
ther, while I gtood by bhar turnlng the loaves,
and drinkiag in the dulcet tones of her melo~
dlos yoloe. Indeed, I huve ofisn beon 80 earap-

® ¥or the bdenoat of thoss of my resdars
whoto travels hxve not bosn 80 £xioasive aa the
writet’s, I may axpiain tha the * haadar® 1s the
{adividual who decapiiates tho fish,

sharoin tho porformanco; and she ha« had to
roprove mo for making thie pleose s solo when §t
should not be one.

But I hoar a stop upon tho stalrs, Abt X
should know that gontlo footfall among a thoo-
sand. I omploy the next few moments in plo-
turing the happy meeting, tho loving crabrace,
the little scroam, tho oxclomation of ¢ Oh,
Charles, {s this you 1 or words to that cJoot

As I draw this pleasant picture, I leave my
scat and stand eroot, so that I may bo ready for
tho embrace. I ovon goso far as to soleot &
good poslition, with regard to surrounding ob-
Joots, 80 that my beloved may bo abie to rush
into my arms without having to dodgo round
any such tmpadiment as a chalr, table, &s.

I am standing thus and gazing at the door,
with a ploasant amile playingeround my mouth,
when it opens }I mogn the door) and tho 1dol of
=y heart is before me.

But anlns! I wait in vain for the exposted
spring into my arms. Therois 0o little scroam
of glad surpriso, nor does she smilingly cxclaim
« Oh, Charles, &0.1"” Alas, polshedoos nothing
but stand and give a atately bow.

Of course I am thunderstrack. I ask in
amagzemant {f it 13 possible that ahe has 80 soon
forgot!. .u an old friend.

T oo somethiug of tha old amile lights up ber
1200, but somehow 1t 1s not as bright as it used
to bo, and thero is a curious jook 1o her eyos as
she exolaims, < Qb, is it really you, Mr, 8mith 1
(Ah! Mr, pot Charles, as of 0ld) « I really did
not recoguize you, you are so changod.”

s And ob, Angelins,” I montally ejnculate,
« are not you changed 7  But Iask of heraloud
how I am changod.

« Why, your appoaranco is greaily altered,
and not * (I really think she was about totay
«dot for the better,’ but sho oontinued, looking
a little confused) « I should oot have kuown yon
but for your voloa.®

Of course, I aad to relate my misfortuns wa
all its details, Once or twice daring
the recital I noticed a peculiar twinkle in hor
eyo which I must cbaritably supposs wss 3
twinkls of sympathy, and severa! timos she
turued suddenly towarnds the window, although
1 don't know that anything oxtraonlinary was
golng on in tho streot. I twondsr if it was to
conceal & pitying toar.

\When this subjoct had beon exhausted, there
was an uncomfortablo sllence for somo mo-
! meonts, and after soveral inefitctual cfforts to
got up the old style of conversation, Iasked her
if shoe wouls kindly favor me with somo ruslc.

« You must exscuso me, XMr. Smith,” sho sald,
«] am so Ured, I have bson playlng all tho
! ovening.” (Ah! the Captaln withthoe whiskeTs
| lasbied acroas my mind.)

. After a lttlo muro conversstion, very differont
from that of old timcs, I roso to tako my
lcave.

«1 trust you'll call agaln, Mr. Smith,” shs
sald sofly. ¢ Pather will be glwd to see you,
but I think ho will be away on busloess to-
maorrow night, and I have an engagemoat out
to0,"—{ogain I thouglit of ths whiskered Cap-
tain)—sbut the next night we absll bs happy to
£co you up.” @

1 did not sleep much that night, for X lay
thinking—thinking and wondering if it would
all come right at last. Aftar viewing tho mat-
ter in overy possible ligh?, I came to the ood-
cluson that I wonld lexrnthe trus stats ofafiulrs
on the first opportunity.

On the ovening appointod I celled egain, was
wolcomed bheertily by ths old geatioman, and
felt altogethor more comfortable than on my
former visit. In the courss cf the evening I
propusod to Angelina that we ahould take a
walk, end, she belng agresable, Wa sauntered
forth,

«Now or never,” I said to myaslf, so I told
my tale of love. In my soflest and swoetcst
tonos, T told her all, and, as 1 finlshed, X took
her hand 1a mina,  Bat she withdrow it gently
but firmly, and thoro was allsnoco for somae
moments, while X awsaited hor answer in an
sgony of suspenss, At longth shoe sald in & low
{one:

«1 oxceedingly regrot, Mr. Smith, that this
shoald have happensd. If Iaoversssmed togive
you any shoouragoment, oF vnintentionally led
you £o ipduige i Mo hopos, 1AM a7y ST —
very. Batsnoh athing s2 you spesk ¢ conld
nsrer be

I degped her {n let me have some deldnite
reason why she oould give moe no hops, I sald
1 know I Hxd no right to ask this, but I shoald
tako 1t 23 & groat favor if abo would anxwer
me.

# Our tastes, our dispasitions are qaite differ
ent,” sho aald.

« But, oh, Angolins,® T cried pltooasly, “kow
do you know that wo are 30 difdrent, that we
ooxild not be happy togethor ™

«Y know 1,” ahe answered; “I can essily
read the charaoter in tho face.”

aMisg A—" I returned sadly, “youn won't
be angry if I ask you one more question ere I
drop tho suljecs, never to troudle you with it
again? I would azk you if there was a time
when you did care anything aboul me—any
more thaa you do now

«That s bardly a Qalr questiop t0 answor,”
ghe replied, looking down; «“Lowevsr, A3 you
scem 20 Anxioas abdbout i, I will tell you thas
thore was, At oae time, I oonfass, I did fesl &
preference for yoar soclaty, 10 that of any othar

-

© I may hars mention that Angelina profacssd
. to be & physiognomist, and oftan amaried thal
she could read tho charaoter by s D08 08
roedily a8 from & rinted hook,

ntlemsan of my aoquaintanoe,
x‘:tnm, I~ all that has changed.

“)iss A—— said I carnostly, 4I {mplore
you to bear with me whlle 1 ask onpo moro
quostion, for this may be the last opportumty
wo aball have of spoaking togotbor. Will you
tell mo if tho—a—tho loss of my whiskors had
anything to do with causing the chango?”

« Woll, I may vay 1t &i2, Afr. S8mith,” sho an-
swored.

Perhaps Y smiled sarcastically, ldon’tknow,
but I may havo done so, for she addod has-
tily:

z Don't misunderstand me, Mr. Smithl The
loas—hom—ths i08s to which you rofer may oot
have influenced my decision o directly as Ju
{magine; but it was the meoans of causing me
to change my opiniona.”

« ] shall not do you the injustice,” I replied,
«0f gsupposing that such & trifiing change in my
ponsonal appearancs could {nduonce you to aot
as you have done, dMiss A—-."

«Not at aili” sho answored, with s lttle
laugh, % but as you 80 badly want to koor, and
in order to do away with such asusplcionas you
just hinted at, X suppose I must tell you bow it
was. You k.ow,” shs continuoed, scominzly &
lttle ombarrassed, 4 can se6 more of your £200
now than whon you left the country. Thsat
bolng ths case, I hive gainsd a now insightinto
your character."”

«“Well, Miss A—— I trast my character will
bear tnspection,” I roplied somewhat ourtly.

« I don't for & moment doubt It, Mr. Smith,”
sho hastenad to sgy. *You wrong mo. I do
not mean to Lmply that your charaster doos not
como up to the standard I had formed, but only
that it is diffarent from what X supposed it to
be. You understand me now, Mr. Smitht” abe
askod, looking carnestly into my fooe.

I murmured mournfully that I thought X di8,
mnocaning that I underatood what zhe intended
guy, but I was very far from understanding

1
By this tims wo had arrived st her own

« Won't you oome in 1™ she atkod.

4 Not to-night, 2iss A-—" I sighed;, ¢our
convorsatioa has quite knocked me top' (or
rather down, 1 ahould havosald.)

8ho haid out her haad, saylog, #X trust we
shall be a' gocd friends &8 ever, Ar. Smith

« And nctbmg more ? I asked gloamily.

aXNothing more,” she echoed, shaking hor
hoad. And soshe left me, in & statecombining
that of tho clergymsan and majdonreferred toin
ths song, bolng not aaly ¢“shaven and aborn,™
but «4ali forlorn.”

Was this to be the end of all my bright hopes
and fond anticipations? Was oy dsllclous
dream 20 500n $0 vanish ¢ Were alt my beaut!-
fal castles in tha alr to bo demolishodata blow?
Alasl alnas!

With heavy stops I wanderod homowards,
and there, in tho solitudo of my chambder, I pops
pod a long letter to Browo. In tho fulness of
my heart, I told him svarything—hot sho bad
beon to mo tho very &ir I breathed, ths san of
my soul, and thoguiding-starof iny life. «And
how can I exist?” I atkod him, “now that I
bave no alr to breathe, and tho zun shincs no
longer, whilo tho atar of my lifs has sot for-
ovar ¥

The conclading paragraph of my lottor wasas
follows:

@ 3y dagr Brown,—I want you to write mo &
good comforting letter, and givo me il the cons
solation yo can. I koow that the world says
Sou aro a stolc and a cynlc, and I don't know
what bezidas, but you know thet's all bosh, 8o
I shall expeot a sympathising lettar by the next
mall, tolling me how you wounld manage vnder
such painfal 2nd how yoa would
%ok consolation If your sonl wore in my soul’s
stoad. Romember me to Jooos and Robinson.
I wish X could bo with you now, for tiis place
has becomse hateful t0 me, avorything temind-
ing meo of the timos that hnve boen, but can
never be again.”

A fow weesks aftorwards I recelvod Brown's
reply, and a curious pioce of camposition it was.
He bogan by sayiocg thatl my lettor had mado
hiz: feol both glad and sarry. Ho was glad to
Srd I was well, with the oxoeption aof a litt’e
lova-zicknsss (ah, Brown, 414 you ever foal 1t 1),
and that I Aid not forget old friends, But he
Was sorTy {0 hoar that such & Rifle as “singed
whiskers® had cast a
He zald that he had

lova-yarns, bat mine boat them all by
“jong chalks® (sic). Ho alzo gald that hs
road acmewhore of “bsanty drawing 23 with a
aingle halr® «Now you Xnow, my dear fel-
low,” ho sald, “you ghouldn't bo surprised if
Boauty 1aft you bebind when you and the
<halr® parted. In fxot, I think wa may consider
her former parilality as ozly another instance
of caplllary astraotion™”

#Bat sariously, my doar Smitty,” this is how
ha closed his eplstle; «but soriomly, my doar
Smilty, 1t alt bad tarned ot as you wishad,
could yoq trust a future liitle Smitty to the care
of cne who would tarn off & man bocause be
happanad to have a 1itllo less furnituro about
the jaws, or a bamp or deprassion moro or less
than abs had previcusly notod,—I say, conld
¥OQ £0 AWaY &nd laavo the littls tnnocont inthe

but since your
”

arms of tuch & physlognomical and phrenologt. |

oal mothar? Whas if she were to find s foature
that did not coras np to her standard ! Wy, I
ahuddes 1o think of thy consequencesl So, you
m&tmhﬂummswm beat, after

® 1 thought of omitting ths furegoing para~
£y, lost some evil-disposad persons xhoald be
uncharitadle anough to impate my publishing

«# Christmas will soon be along,” (this 1s still
tho letter) « Christmas will soon bo along, end
wo want you to tnko a run down and spend it
with us, X guaranteo you'll Aind many & sweet
croaturo hero, swwho svould Dot throw away a
dickoy-bird becanso it may havoe happoned to
lose & fowr feathers. Now do come, and wa'll
give you such s welecomo as you won't forgot in
a hurry.”

8uch was thoe style of Brown's letter. I cone
fcss that sontence about the “dickey-bird"” 3s
somowhat obsoure, I must not forget to ask
him for an explanation in my next.

Porhaps the reader will say that such an
oplatio did not contain much somfort. Well, I
thought tho same at first, but 1 lke it detter
now. On readirg it for the first timo, I said to
mysolf, ¢’Tis not strange, Brown, that you
should make light of my griof, for your heart
has never boon torn and lacerated ss 1mine has
been{” And yet it somotimes strikcs mo
that Brown may havs passod through the like
dark waters of afliction, that he, t0o, may bavo
«loved and lost.” For often, when ho thought
himself unobsorved, whilo Robinson has boon
contrasting the enjoyments of married lifs withh
the miserable loneliness of the buchelor, X have
scen him garo into the Gre with such a sud,.
wistfol look! The hard Unea had disappesred
from the fuce, and it wore an expression mutd
and gontlo &3 that of & woman, And wheu wo
would rally him on his abstraction, tondering
aim a small coln for his thoughts, ho wowldt
start as from a droam, snd bo tho oynic lmmo.
dlately, dispensing his bitter pills more freely
than ever. Yoz, Brown, I sometimes thought
you were no exception to the rulethnt «there is
s skeloton in every bouse,” but 1 did not kuow
all till a fow days ago, when I learntit fromune
by whom you were deeply wronged, but who
now lovos and honors you. He told me how he
had been tha moaus of separating her and you,
Brows, and how, after having wandered Iin
many & Dreign land, you returned Just tn time
10 36¢ ths loved ono latd i the ground, And [
know, too, that svhan they bore her to her last
resting-plaos, you followed at a distance, and
stood afar-off while sho was lowered i{nto ths
£TaT0, and oW you shuddered when tho monld
rattled oo the cofin-ld, And when the last
shovel of earth 2ad been thrown over tho dear
form, and the lass loltorcr had lsft tho grave-
yard, X know how, with faltering atops, you ap-
proached the new-made grave,.and stoed loag
and earnedily gazing downwards, as though try-
g 1o call har back from the « achaless shore;”
and 28 you ornad atway, with the impress of
your groat ia --~« UpOR your fr.ee, yourthoughts
wanderec .k « the past, among tho happy
scencs of tha lovg ago,” and with thezs catne
the thoughts of <« at might havo boen.

And, more than this, I know, Brown, how on
many & stormy night your body has shoiltered
that sacrod spot, as though ths poor senselzas
dust beneath oould feel the boating of the
storm. Then, t00, you thought of what might
havo dboen.

And, knowing all thig, Brown, I can tell what
visions you saw fn tho fSlckoring blaze,.—a fatr
young fos, vary beautiful, with its border of
goldex ringlets and tho laughing blue oyes that
woro wont to smilo 30 awestly, but will nover
smile again, &nd the Ups which ever spoke so
lovingly $il Death tonched themn with his icy
finger, and commanded sllczoe. Yeos, Browun,
you wero agaln thinking of what might have
bosn.

And now, kind reader, you may wonderingly
sk what induced me to publizh thig, Well, I
bad soveral reasons for doing s3. Ono of thom
was that I thoaght I should feel relleved by
POUring my woes Lnto somo pitying car. Aan.
othor reeson I had for giving publieity 1o my
troublos waa the dosiro 1o avold misandorstand-
{og, snd that tharo may be no wrong construce
tion put 0pon my otherwixe unsocountablo ace
tioas, for my friends tell mo thal I am some-
times sesd under vory susplcious clroumstances,
After theso oonfostions, dear reader, If you
shoqld meet me, yor will koow what has thin.
ned my halr, &mmed my eyes, paled my
chack, and caused my onoce springing step,to
become larguid and slow. And 1f it shoald bs

tately maXe for tho frst Qoor that
shsltsr, plazse don’t imaging *tis to oscape the
sharifl’s oicer; and if 1t shonld happento he s
Uguos store that I have hartily entored, den't
think, gentle readsr, that It {s with the intent
to tmbibe spiritnons liquoss, Ah, nol it is to
avold ‘s carziags, which is comlng
down the stroet al ths ratae of several knots. 1
cannot yoi bear with equanimity the look of

1o bear soch rough uaage! When X think of all
I havoe suffored, I wonder that my balr has not
twnoed grey. But X fotr ovon this won't be left
me to boast of much longer, for, 1f X don't mis.
taXe, while making my tollet yesienday, I
folind a very suspiclons Jooking Balr, but wiile
taking 1t to tho wiodow to make oertxin, I Jost
it. Howaver, I can coasclentiously say skhat 1
hava lost, on &1 aversge, threo balrs dally for
the paxt week, whioch amounts to twsaaty-ons

1t to unwotthy molives, such a8 potly ravengo,
or a dexire 10 annny Angsling; bat I dany that
I am aitalkd by sny such molives, I merely
wizh, in Jastios to Brown, 0 glve what I con.
slder the ohiaf points of his Istier,



