CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

Do O

e -

N/ CE

o R - —— — —
. :\;R‘S\\.:\\\\\\\“*Ju:f——'-—-"" e e

AN S e

YOL. X.

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, APRIL 20, 1860.

e — —

THE HAPPINESS OF BEING . RICH.-
BY HENDRICK CONSCIENCE.

1 Oh, Katie dear, what heavenly weather it is
to-day. O, the ‘beautiful May month. It feels
to me Jike butter and milk—so balmy and so
sweet.” - : .

« Yes, Annemie, I don’t know what ails my
feet ; they are itching to set off danmcing by
themselves. ‘This first blessed sunny day makes
me tremble all over with gladness ; it seems to
shine quite through me, bones and marrow and

3
a“;: Only look bow they are all pouring out of
their houses to get a little of it. Now life be-
gins to be snug and bappy again ; we can sit out
in the street, and sing and chat and drink in the
fresh aiwr while we work."”

« Yes, ’tis a blessing, isw’t it, Trieny? alter
being shut up these four dreary, endless months
io the house, like a poor bird in a cage.”

« And scarcely able to draw our breath in the
¢lsse, smoky air of our rooms.”

% And wear out cur eyes in the gray murky
winter days.”

#Yes, and catch colds, and cough so that you
feared that March would blow you away with
him to another world.”

« And forget that there i3 a suu in the sky ;—
and count the days one alter anmother, till the
dasling May brings light and warmth back again,
for the poor man as well as for the rich lord—"

« Cotne, come, Wiater 18 gone by and forgot-
ten ; don’t let us think of the old grumbler any
more-—

¢ Shepherds and shepherdesses gay,
Sing and dance, for see—'tig May.'
Bring your frames a little nearer; we will st
here, all four close together, else some kill-joy
will coma between us.”*

The young gils who were thus chanting, as
they prattled, 2 feeble hymo of praise to the ex-
bilarating May menth, were sitling with many
athers 1n a long narraw street of the city of
Antwerp.

The houses on either side of this little street
were mean and small; they had each a little
round-headed door at the enirance, and admitted
the scamy daylight, yet further disminished 1a its
transit through the green panes of their narrow
windows.

One of the corner houses was distinguished
from the others by its greater beight and its new
fashioned window frames. This was the grocer's
corner : and althouzh his customers were all of a
very humble class, be bad coatrived to do very
well, and at the end of a few years myght be
considered rich, in comparison with his huable
neighbors.

Over the way staad an old house, which also
boasted a first floor ; but, for all that, its exte-
vior was rather mean and dirty. Above the
door was a sign board, on which were painted
two large letters, A. B. These sigmfied that
thie house was occupied by a chimaey-sweeper,
or, as he was called in the Antwerp patois, a
Sehouroveger. This citizen ranked second in
the street after the grocer, because his house was
lis own property.

After bim, in order of woldly consideration,

followed a shoemaker, or rather a cobbler, who |

could not indeed boast of a house of s own,
but yet contrived by industry to live without
want and without care.

It was belore the shoemakes’s door that Katie
and her three friends sat working ; further ou in
the street were many other damsels, who were
also gathered into little groups, and continued
their work amd reiterated exclamations and fe-
licitalion< an the brauty of the weather.

Each of them tad before her a square frame,
on which was stretched a piece of net or woven
-lace 3 and on this they were embroideriog, with
needle and thread, flowers and foliage of every
conceivable kind. In Antwerp phrase, they
were working lace-stitch, in order that at the
close ol a long day they might have earned a
few sous, and so lizhten the burden of a mother’s
house-keepiug 5 also, in good seasons, to buy a
neat lutle frock, or a preity cap with gay-color-
ed ribhons, for themselves.

Although these embroiderers belonged to the
lowest class of artisans, the cleanness and even
elegance of their dress were very remarkable. --
It s an acknowledged fuct that the Antwerp
girks of the fower classes are distingnished by an
especial cleanliness, and also by the becoming
way in which they arrange their dress; and,
anong them all, the lace stitch workers are very
conspicuon<. How can they help being always
clean, when fron morning lo-night their hands
are gliding over snow-white net or luce? 1f the
Jeast stain or soil were to distigure their work,
Un y would be sealded for their untidiaess by the
Ince factors, be mulled of their pay, and refused
furth.e work.

You must not imagine, however, dear reader,
that this tidiness had its origin in necessity alone.
It way have been so at first, perhaps, but every

on» kuows the torce of habit. This remarkahle
cleauliness bus now becowe quite a characteristic

and instinct of the lace-stitch workers: and if

at any time they are obliged to earn their daily

bread by labor of another kind, the same uveat-

Eess and propriety may be remarked in all they
0. '

Moareover, look at them well from Lead to
foot ; their clothes are indeed very humble, and
of commoa entton; sometimes the color kas
partly disappeared ; but how nicely washed—
how neatly ironed out—not a speek, ot a statn ;
it is as if they bad seven Suadays in the week.

Are they pretty? Yes, and no. They are
young, and that is something. Most of them
might have been pretty tao, for their features
are fine and regular enough; but their cheeks
are altogether so pale, their limbs so thin! Poar
duughters of the people, luxury and wealth hare
hunted them out of all the open airy streets,
buiit houses everywhere of which they could
never pay the reat, and driven them back farther
and farther mto the dingy, dicty streets, in which
neither burgker nor rich man cared to live.—
Drooping flowers, reared in dusky cellars and
garrets, their blood 15 colorless, and consumption
is the worm which lies gnawing at the root of
the life of so many of them; and yet they are
blithe, and they sing amid their everlssting toil.

Of the four girls who were sitting and work-
ing together before the shoemaker’s door, there
were two whose vital energies had ot been
impaired by lack of light and awr and fitting
nourishment. Their parents were in somewhat
easter circumatances, and perhaps they bad not,
like their neighbors, lived generation after gen-
eration 1 the stifling, unwholesome cellars of
this narrow street.

Oue of them was called Katwe, and was the
daughter of the shoeinaker; the other was
called Annemie, and lived at the green grocer’s.
The cheeks of bath were ruddy with the fresh
hue of youth, and their lips had not lost their
exquisite coral-red. Katie had soft blue eyes
and fair hair: Aonemic looked as if she had
Spamsh blood in her veins, for her face was
shadowed with a light brown, and her eyes amd
hair were black as jet.

While they were working quietly with their
two compantons, they saw at theend of the
street a dame already advanced in years. She
wag coiing toward them, and they followed her
with their eyes until she disappeared at the little
door of the chiney-sweeper’s house. One of
the girls then remarked :

« Dame Smet doesa't let the grass srow under
her feet, she has got a new gown again, and
double-plaited cap—"

# Oh, Annemie, there you are agaie, alwayy
sneering and quizzing. What matter i3 it of
ours what clothes other people wear, if they are
able to pay for thewm 1"

“ Ves, Katie, that’s very true; but tor all
that, you see, pride mmay havea good deal to do
with it.”

“ Pride 1
creature !*

“Yes, yes; Dame Smet holds up her head

as if my Lady Van Hoogenberg were ber
sister ; and as she goes alang n her grand
gowns, she looks down on us as if we were not
good enough to tie her shoes.”
“ You think so, Annemie; but I assure you
iLis oot so. Ererybody has her own ways.
Dame Sinet 1 of a very good family. She has
an aunt in Holland who 11 so rich, so rich! 1
dont’t knew how many bags of gold she bas—
and, you see, when aaybody comes of a good
family it is ia the blood. and you can’t get rid of
it again.”

 Always with her prating about ber family!
‘What good does that do her. Everybody, eveu
lier owa husband, laughs at her. I siould be
ashameud to make so much {uss aboutit; it is so
absurd in the wife of a schouwveger.”

Katie was not pleased with these taunts ; she
rawsed her voice, and sawd, in a sharper tone, as
if she were a litte out of humor—-

[ don’t know what concern it is of yours.—
Schouwveger ar uat, they live in their own house
and owe nobody anything: they can pay their
way, and needn’t trouble themselves about the
envy of their neighbors.”

“ Tt would be odd it you didn't like Ler,” said
another of the girls, with a smile; ¢ she is
Pauw’s mother.”

¢ Come, come, Katie, don’t be vexed—it is
only my way of talking,” said Annemie. « Every-
body bakes his own loaf as he likes it ; and if he
chooses to burn lus fiogers iv the pan, that is Lis
own lockout.”

* After a sbort pause, one of the girls in 2 kindly
lone—

« Telt us, now, Katie: I heard say yesterday
—but I can’t believe it—that you are going fo
be married.”

. With a heightened color on her cheeks, Katie
stammered out—-

Oh, these neighbors!
they take an elt!”

% Sa, it is true, then 1

« Not quite: Master Smet has been joking

Ob, she is such a good, kind

Give them an inch,

‘about it with my fatber.”

- Ha, then the thing is half dome.
luck to you, Katie |

One of the other girls curled her lip witha
kind of disdain, and said—

* Ay, ay, Kate—to marry- a chimney-sweep
—a fellow who i3, six days in the week, as black
as old Nick himself] Why, if he were covered
with gold from head to foot, I woulda't Lave
bim.?

¢ That’s because you can’t get bim!”® mut-
tered Katie.

“[ wouldn® have him either, though he
is the anerriest lad in the whole quarter, remark-
ed aoother gic). “ Sundays, when he is washed,
he isall very well ; but in the week ! you can’t
shake hands with um but you must run off to the
puwmp ; and when you talk to him, you have al-
ways that everlasting Llack phiz of his before
your eyes. DBless me ! tis enough to [frighten
one out of one’s senses, When he laughs aad
shows his white teeth, he cuts a face like a dog
chewing cayenne pepper—"

“ What a wicked tongue you have!" inter-
posed the talkative Aunnemie. “ Pauw is the
best lad you will fud anywhere about ; he sings
such merry songs, he dances and jumps—he i«
the life of the whole street. Everybouly is glad
when he comes by, for wherever he 13 there is
laughter and merriment. And then look at him
ou Sundays, when he walks up and down with
his blue coat, and tosses his head with bis pretty
cap on it! I say heis a very good-fooking lad,
and Katie is quite right to like him—especially
if ber tather aud mother don’t ohject.”

At this inoment they heard at a distance the
cry—Aep acp arp ' —echoing merrily through
the narsow street.

Ah, there is Pauw, with his father 1" exclaim-
ed they aitogethier, with a joyous laugh., © Ab,
Jun-Grap and Pavwwken. Plesier I

At one end of the street, some considerable
distance from the group of girls, a mar was seen
approaching., Ie was ahout fifty years old,
but in the full sigor of life, and walked iwith a
light elastic step, and with his head quite up-
right.  His clothes, like those of all the schouw-
vegers, were made of corrse, unbleached linen,
aud fitted quite close to his body ; he was co-
vered—face and hands and all—with scot. He
seemed of a lively temperament ; for as he went
along he kept up a continual laugh with the
neighbors, and Liad a joke for everybody.

Five orsix steps behind him came his son,
Pauw, a sprighitly youth on the verge of man-
bood. His face and clothes were black with
sool ; the whiteness of his eyss and teeth, and
the lising red of his lips, contrasted strikingly
with bis dusky features.

A sack filled with soot hung over his shoulder ;
in his nght hand was a little brush, and, besides,
a branch ot whitethorn in full lower—the May-
Hower of the Antwerp people.

As he euntered the street, humming a lively
ditty, and making all kiods of astonisiung leaps,
his grimaces and gesticulation awakened the
merriment of all the neighborhood.

« Vieze Breugel,” said one.

% They may well call him Pauwhen-Plezier,”
remarked another; ¢ there is always laughing
going on where he is.”

* As the old birds sing, so the young ones
chirp. He and his father will die laughing.”

“'Ths the way with the Antwerp chimney-
sweepers —tis the badge of their craft. A so-
leran schouwveger is more scarce thas 2 lively
undertaker.”

 Well, that’s what I like,” said an old chair-
maker > © they’re quite in the right of it; they
don’t ueglect Lheir work, and they pay every-
body his own. Do well and live merry: you
cau’t better that.”

Annemie sprang up suddenly and exclaimed—

# Listia ! he’s got a new song. Oh, isn't it a
beautiful one? Where does he get them all
from 1"

s He makes then all himsel§,”* said Kate with
gratified pride.

% Dear me ! is he such a scholar as that? 1
dido't know that.”

% Yes; there isn’t a single notice on the
chureh door that he can’t read ; be has it all at
his fingers’ ends.”

The young clumney- weep had meanwhile came
50 mear that they could distinguish what he was
singing so lustily. It was a right merry ditty,
and its light tripping melody was well adapted to
the peculiar kind of dancing step which the Ant-
werp folk call a ¢ flixker” and the French * un-
entrechat.”

Pauwken-Plezier sang thus, with sundry odd
grimaces by way of accompaniment—

Well good

* Behouwvegera gay, who live in A. B,
Compunions so jully,
All frolie and folly—
Schoawvegers guy, wha livain A, B.,
Coiae out and sitg us a glee.

Your Schouwvegers gny is & right meery fellow ;
Thuugh sooty his skio,
The wit's sll within.
The blacker his phiz,
The blithet he 18
He climbe and be ereeps--

He hrashes and aweops—
" He aiugs and he lcaps—
At each chimney he drinks till be's meliow.
Aep, aep, aep!t
Light-hearted ard free—
Alwsys wetcoms is ho.”

Aud while he was singing he tnanifested a
strong inclination to come very close to Katie,
her companions uttered a foud seream, and held
their hands spread over their frames to protect
therm from stain.

% No, Pauw ; get along with you; be quiet,
do; you will make our work dirty 7 they
shritked.

But Pauw scemed to become suddenly more
peaceful and quiet, uader the inspiration of the
sweet smile which Katie had bestowed on him at
sight of the Rowers. She well knew that the
first gift of the fair May-month was destined for
her ; her blue eyes beamed with gentle gratitude,
and they so touched the young schouwveger,
that the song died away on his hps and the laugh
from his countenance. '

After a while, as though he could not be se-
rious long together, he conquered his emotion,
and said, taughiogly—-

* Katie, I bave been roaming about the fields
—that 15 to say from village to village—and I
have been singing rep, cep, aev, with all my
might, ia opposition ta the nightingales, until my
throat 1s as rough asa grater. But | mel out
there a damsel, so beautiful, such a darhng ; and
she was so affectionate to me hat T almost—~—-
Now, now, don’t he sulky, Katte. The damsel
asked me, then, whether I bad a liking for any-
body? I was goiwng to say no, but T dida’t like
to tell a lie; and when I nadded my head to say
yes, she asked wme what was the name of the
gird 1 liked better than snybody else. ¢ Al
said I, ¢ don't you know? Ha, ha, tis a little
lass hike a rose, aad ber name is Katie! ¢ Ab,
well,” says the young dawsel, ¢ make my comph-
meats to her, and give her these fRowers from
me.’?

All the girls were staring at the chimoey
sweep with their mouths open, and a half-incre-
dulous smile on their faces.

“ Aund of you always love each other, in honor
and in virtue,” said she, then, “ I will make you
merry every year, and give you all kinds of flow-
ers, as wmany as you hie”

“ Who could it have been 7’ asked the palest
of the girls, in amazemeat.

“ You know her well enough, all the tune,”
said Pauw, laughing.

¢ What is ber name, thes ?”’

¢ Her name is Mademoiselie de May

« Mademoiselle de May! 1 kaow a Madame

de May, who lives round the corner at the dry- |

salter’s, but it can’t be her.”

“Oh! Jon’t you see the rogue takes us ail for
lools 7 cried Anoemwe. ¢ He means Made-
moiselle de May-month.”

« Exactly so; I meant our old acquaintance,”
said Pauw, still Jaughing, he gave the fragrany,
branch of thora to Katie, aud said to auother of
the girls—

“Trieny, will you have some? Oh, they
smell so nice.”

The girl reached out ker hand, and Pauw
struck her gently with the branch.

“Oh, my, you ugly old schouwveger,” ex-
claimed T'rieny.

% No rase without a thora,” said Pauw, sport-
ively.

Igut Trieny was so vexed that she stood wup,
put Ler arws akimbo, and assailed bin thus:

#“Oh, you black, sooty rillain, what do you
think of yourself? You go roatning about doing
nothing, and think you may lake aay liberty,—
Go and wash yourself, yau dirty nigger. Your
father i3 at home aiready. Make baste, or
yon'il cateh the rod.”

“ Liouk at the little deagoon, how well she
rides ber horse /" said the young sweep, in a
mocking tone of vaice. * You are nol toague-
tied, anyhow, Trieny. Ili-temper doesw’t be-
come you—you ought to bave a nice pair of
moustaches.”

And with these words he made a gesture as
though he were about (o reach the face of the
girl with his black fagers; but all the group put
on him at once, and overwhelmed bim with
abuse :

« Hohgoblia { Ugly schouwveger! Sootsack !
Aep, aep, aep,” and suadry other curious appel-

lations.

Pauw could not bear down the etamor, so he
began 1o beat a retreat, shaking his head from
side ‘te side asif he would allew thie shafts of
their iuvectives to fly over bis shoulders barm-
less. Then he shiouted, all at once—

s Holloa, my little darlings, I must just make
an end of this, and then go and wash myself.—
Heads up! one, two, three”

At these words he cut five or six capers in the
air, and shinok his soot-bag so vigorously that b
diffused a dark cloud over the scene, ringing the
whnle—

% Bing and dance, Pauw, my hoy-—
For nobody can barin you.”

No. 36.
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(ANl thegrls raised their frumes and ran off
with cries of dismay, lest thewr work should be
stained by the spot. While some runnimg amd
screaming and laughing and shouting, the schiouw-
veger capered away toward the door of b
house, shouting to them—

% Good-by, my dear little turtle-deves ! g tan-
tot, I'l} just g and put on my Saunday face.”

CHAPTER 1I.

The little narrow street had been abready
for half an hour wrapped in the shades of aves-
ing. Mother Smet, the schouwveger’s wife,
was sitting at a table, and was busy m daruing
the waclen stockings of ber I'auw, by the ghm-
inering of a small lamp. Her clothes were not
simply clean—they were more costly than her
condition in life would have indicaled ; for, ak
though she was 1o her own house, and wonld not
probably go out again for the evening, she wore
a rose-cclored jacket with little flowers, & cloth
gown trimmed with velvet, aud . cap white oy
snow, with stately wings,

Sad or irritating (houghts seemed fo be pass
ing through her mind ; for very often she woull
pause in her work, and then ber countenance
would be clouded with an evpressinn of anger or
vexationu, '

“That's the way they always cheut poor
peaple who happen to have anything kit them,”
she muttered, at length.  + They know how (o
mystily ity and to deaw it eut, and put it off till
the poar legatee is dead, and then the rascals
quictly put the whole into thete own pockets. It
mukes e mad to think of v, Ol Kobe the
mason, in the Winkel strect—he happened to
have a huodred thousand erowns feft bin ; all
was quite straight-forward-—but taey dragged
him about backward and forward, from Ilerod
to Pulate, so long, that he died of starvation
tis fittle attic.  Six momrby afierward the -
heritance was shared between tiree or four
great en, who dida’t want itat it 5 and [ sup-
pose the best part of Kabe's siare was left stick:
ing to the fingers of those luwyers. Bur they
skan't treat me so, Lean ol then. I gt cowt
we my last farthing, Pl sec whot hae become
of the legacy of my »uut m liohand - the pre
cious thieves "

At thiz moment ber busbiad carae doven stzirs
blew out the famp he had fn bis hasd, ser it
down on a shell, amd they stond with iy aras
{alded, looking with 3 xinile on he waiable wife.
The schouwreger’s fare wus aow washed quite
clean ; bis clothes were nuch ws were 34ually
warn by the inferior burghers, whenzver they
went eut of an evening to drink w pint of heer
with their neighbors,

“ I fancy Uve pretty well served cut the rats
in the sttic now, said be.  “ Oaly gurss, Traes,
what [ have doan?

“ Oh, let e alowe,” aswered hix wife, w4
pet. * You bure been eceving out the rals
these tea yeare past ; but they serve us out the
worst. Ouly keave anything i the attic, and it
is anly a vaot-bay, they buce koawad it ta preces
before moroing”

“ Well, baw can [ belp 11 Do you faney |
can calch all the ratsin the citp? They are
always on the maove, aod they run along the
drains and gutters, They doa’t take a lease
of a hause ; but if they find themvelves well of,
there they stay. lsaw ooe morning, Trees, s
black [ellow wilh a tail long enough 1o maken
pair of garters of.  But, dame, your nose is out
of joint ta-day ; you don’t ride your bobby easily.
Always these saur fooks I

¢ T look just as I Like.”

“ o be sure, to be sure—only wo mach the
worse that you do it oa purpose. [ have mo-
ticed all day that you have got n thorn in your
foot. Something abaut lawyers, I fancy, or
your auut in Holland, or legactes, bags of gold,
and othee casties in the aw /”

“[is u0 business of yours. What do you
know ahout it 7"

“ Weil, Trees, listen once for all —quite s2-
riously and without lzuphing.”

« Without laughing 1 You can't, you merry-
andrew, you”

“ Well, just listen.  We have been married
now nearly five-anl-twealy years; nexc year,
come St, Joha-w-the-od, is our jubilee, our sil-
ver wedding-feast.® Al these years you bave
been running abaut alter lawyers, and tying up
wills, aed codicils, and regisiers—and every
month carrying ever so many pretty francs te
that little black wan. If all this maney were in
one heap, it would be nsnug little iuheritance by
itselfy for \kere are a good nany monthy in five-
and-twenty years. Up'to aow [ huve let yon

do what yau liked ; but new everything is so

confoumledly dear.  Potatoes are two tranes the
sack ; meat is 8o dear that the money I get for
sweeping one chimney wouldnt buy enough for
us to point at—and bread, bread.” :

« Yex, wurh you cace what bread costs,”

* May 6th, » feast in memory ot St. John's being
cast inio a cauldron of seethiug oil, wud comiug
furth ughurt, The twenty-fifth yenr of wedded life

said

i3 tha silver jabios s toa Gifiieth, the godden.



