CITY AND COUNTRY LIFE CONTRASTED.

% close to London,.she might renew acquaint-

anceship with all her old friends; and then the |

trystal Palace, such, an advantage! But the
pn')spect of vicinity to flower-shows and cat-
:hows, concerts, pantomimes, and conjurers,
seemed to hold out no charms to our poor hero-
ine. She remained, as her aunt herselt expressed
i, “as obstinate as apx’g,” and put in her final
daim to the character by going up to town one
iy with her child and her luggage, and thence
wr'izing to inform Mrs. Cavendish thut she had
ired on, and was about to proceed to, a distant
pace, where she hoped and intended to remain
prds, and free from the inoovations of all well
:eaning friends until she should have somewhat
reovered from the sudden shock of her late be-
ravemeont. But she did not refuse to communi.
este with her relations, and many letters on the
sibject passed between them through the medium-
ship of Mr. Walmsley, . -

It was strange how “Cocklebury happened to
bcome Irenc's destination. She had thought of
Vinchester—indeed, she had gone down to Win-
dester, hearing it to be a dull, behind-the-world
sort of old place, but had found the town fuller
wd more accessible than she anticipated, and
pmssed on to a little village beyond. There she

experienced much difficulty in finding lodg-
s,and a certain landlady, in accounting for the
wnt of her apartments, mentioned that they were
ingreat demand,  For only yesterday, mum, a
dy, as might be yoursolf‘,'cﬁ?ﬁé over from Cock-
ebury, which is a good iwenty-seven mile to the
-t g this, all in a Autter for rooms, and would

ave took these direetly, only two wasu't cnough |

<l and yet it reverberated on her heart as though
theld g place there. Doubtless she had heard
in some desultory conversation with Lord Muir-
ven, but the remembrance had dicd away.  Only
rom that cursory mention of the fishing-village

out her final settlement there. She returned
o Winchester, and began to make inquiries con-
eming Cocklebury, and, going to look at the
esolate, retired little hole, found two tiny rooms
0 suit a guarterly balance of five-and-tweaty
otnds, and engaged them.

Lt was a dull, lowering autumn day when the
omg widow removed her boxes and her little
F to their new home. Who is it thinks the
Pantry charming all the year round ? Many say
b, but they belong chiefly to ‘the unfortunate

33 whose health, business, or profit, renders
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' such a residence compulsory to them; and it is
Jjust as well to make the best of an incurabie ill.
1 But for these who are not thus compelled to
[ dwell there! Xo one denies its advantages in
fine weather, and no one can appreciate them
like the man whose life is spent gencrally in the
close atmosphere of town, There are momcents
when brain and body have been overworked, and
speculations have fuiled, and the atmosphere re-
minds one of that fabulous pandemonium wher:
we should lLike to consign all who have dis-
appointed us; when the thought only of cool.
green ficlds, and waving boughs, and murmuring
brooks, is enough to make us forswear brick walls,
gas, hurry, dust, and lies, forever: Lut does it
last? We rush to the green fields ; we lounge
beneath the waving boughs; we arc deliciously =
lazy and useless, and altogether deruoralized for
a few days of complete Anertion ; and then the
brain springs up again, the mind wants food, the
fields pall, the trees pall, the waters pall ; we de-
-mand men and women, and conversation : we are
again sharpening the mental seythe with which we
mow down our adversaries ; and if it is beyond our
power, or our principles, to rush back again pell-
mellinto the arena of business and of work, we be.
gin to hate the monoteny we are unaccustomed to !
But what of th&country—that paradise of city-
men——in autumn and in winter ; what of the leafless
boughs, the filthy, muddy lanes, the barren gar-
dens, the evenings spent, night after night, at
home, with your next-door neighbor five miles

away, and no resource but to read the papers till
you go to slecp? A country-house always feels
cold und damp in wintek. If it is a large ode, it

t has long corridors full of draughts; and if it is

or her,”
Cocklebury ! the name Ns-hmiliur' to her; |
where had she heard it before he could not

small, it possesses horid glass doors which open
to the garden, through which one sees a panorama
of sodden leaves that makes one shudder to look
at. People in the country, too, get in the habit
of leaving all the doors open in summer, and
do not get out of it as completely as they should
do ia the severer scason. Generally speaking,
also, their chimneys smoke, and their passages
are not half lighted or warmed : and, altogether,
give me & house in town. A cozy house at the
West End—not too large, for size implies grandeur,
and grandeur eutails care : Jbut well carpeted, well
curtained, and suﬂiciently‘ental, not to ren-
der it incommodious—a house where privacy and -
publicity are alike attainable—where each and
every one is frec to come or to go—where the only
rules are one’s own inclinations, and the only rest
a change of occupation. k

Light it well, warm it thoroughl_v, maintain it




