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THE PEARL : DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE, SCIENCE-AND RELIGION. .

A

Nehemiah took up the sixpence with a signiﬁeafht look, and
Atwirled it on the board, as much as to say, *“ You have not come
rdown with the proper fee for that sort of business.”

Dorcas understood the hint, and drawmv a small red leather

~ purse with a tinsel edge from her bosom, and turnmg it mouth
‘downwards, she shook its last coin, another sixpence, into her
rosy palm, and poshed it towarde, the greedy scribe. “It'aa
. crooked one,’ said she, < and 1 did keep it for good luck ; how-
* 4omever, as I’ve paid my shoemaker’s bill, and bought my winter
>parel with my Christmns'wages,_'_-artd hasn’t got a debt in the
~ world, I suppose I'm free to part with it.”” :

The heart of the hachelor ecclesiastic was sofiened by the pa-
thetic tone in which the simple Dorcas entered into this explana-
tion of the state of _her finances, and he actually retarned both
the lucky snpence and the -one she had previously tendered, and
professed his intention of *‘ ot only writing the valentine, but
furnishing the :extra poetry she required, gratis.” Those who
- may think hlghly of Nehemiah's generosrty on this occasion, can
form no adequate idea of”"the extreme pains which it always cost
htm to cumponnd a rhyme. Truly, if our pansh clerk had been
patd a guinea a couplet, it would have been hurd-eamed money
10 hlm. Inthe present instance, he was only reqmred to produce
“an’ nnswermg line ‘to rhyme to this ncto-syllahic: interrogative,
whrch was improvised on the apot by the drstressed damsel herself.

‘s  How can you slight your only dear”' “Wel] » quoth the
1mnnuensls, after he had copied this movmg query from Dorcas's
dictation on the glate which he always used inoriginal composi-
twns, to prevent the unnecessary ruin of a sheet of paper, ** what
comes next?’’ * Why, lauk, Mr. Nehemiah, sir, that is just
what I am posed about,” cried Dorcas, *‘and what I ‘spected
‘you to be able to tell me, as you are such a &’prising scholar, and
amnderstands almost every thing.’’ < Don’t you know that it is
-an awkwardish kind of business to find a rhyme just at a minute’s
notice, young woman,”” replied Nehemiah, grhrely. “That’s a
sure thing,”’ responded Dorcas again ; ‘¢ for as‘true as 1’'m alive,
Mister Nehemiah, I'have muddled my ‘brains for the last three
weeks, day and night,to try to fish-out a. rhyrhe to that there
" what I just told told you, and itis a mercy'that I didn’t forget
that by the-way. I*Iowsomew ér,-now 1 talks of that, I’ must scam-
- per home as ‘fast a3 I can, and gwe our poo 'wenml (wennhng)
cnlves their- suppera, or they'll rmee such’a
: their wutles a{n drmk thnt my partners will eurlthe poor dumb
denrs blearmg. and wonder’ whnt [ am: he I Thasn’t waited
" oni e ;a’fore thts:.tlme tl-mght“ A‘hd 90, "’Nehemmh when
s S-ou‘hnve made" 4 proper: eonmderntnon. I hop%ijou’ll be able to
inigh that'there valentme svhat we are wrxtmg to Peter.”” ¢ We,
quotha ¥** eried the scribe, with no less scorn than: the. orgnmst
felt when the organ-blower talked of ¢ our music.’”” ¢ If we had
no more to do with it than jo"u have, Peter would go without a
‘valentine, I believe.”” <t Well, Mister Nehemiah, don’t fare 30
ugly-tempered,” rojoined our Suffolk Sappho of low degree ;
of course’it’s T what sends the valentine, and you writes it ; so
it is our valentine, or at least I hope it w:ll when yon 've finished
it op.” :

Poor Neheminh did his utmost endeavor to i:pmply with Dor-
cas’s request, and to finish up her valentine ; but the more he
tried, the farther off he seemed from the desired conclusion.
Rhymes enough there ware to *“ dear,”” no doubt, " but none ofjf;
them occurred to Nehemiah, save the very inappropriate substan-

: ttves beer and steer ; and what had they to do'with’ the jealousy
and grlel'of a forsaken maiden, who was denrous of addressmg a
short pathetic remonstrance in amatory rhymes’ 'to her truant lo-
ver? So.Nehsminh rejected both beer and steer as nnswerm«r
rhymes to ¢ only dear ;*’ and then he thought of clear, and heur,
and fear, but could make nothing to the purpose with them.
For three successive nights Nehemiah got no sleep for the men-
1l travail he endured in this undertaking ; *the Snbhath dawn-
ed, no day of rest to him,’’ for, even when he ehtered upon his
ecclesiastical duties, his thoughts were profanely labouring at the
provoking half couplet he was expected to complete, and he com-
rit ted & series of blunders quite astonishing to the vicar and eon-
gregation. Thrice did he read the parson's verses instead of his
own in the psalms, twice he groaned out, ** Oh'dear’* instead of|
‘ Amen’’. and once he ejaculated an audlble “ * Amen’’ in the xmd-
dle of the sermon.’ ' :

Never wasa- sohtnry bachelor. who had no expenence in love
_‘ affairs of his own, so perplexed nbout compoundm, love verses
for others. - Still it was only half » couplet after all that was re-
" quired of Liim, but that half couplet comprised more difficulties in
its brief space than Nehemiah could master. 1t hadn’t no rea-
son in it,”” he said, and he could not make any thing of a seasou-
able nature to jingle with it, though he  kept counting up on his
fingers with every word that was any thing likea cliok to ¢ dear.”
Many were the clandestine visits that Dorcas contrived to make
%0 Nehemiah, to hear * if he had finished up their valentine,”
but all were fruitless ; a fortnight glided away, and still t.he Jul-
hmshe.d couplet remained on Nehemiah's slate, without an an-
swering rhyme, hanging up bebizd the door. At last, in- the mid-
dle of his master’s sermon, a thought popped into Nehemiah’s

ali dolour arter

noddle, which he consndercd so felicitous, that, lest it should es-
L .
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cape again, and be for ever losftfto Dorcas, Peter, apd the ,,tvo,r‘ld,“
he, with a trembling hand, stole forth his brass pencil case, and
privily booked it on the fly feaf of the parish prayer book, though
it was even in his own opinion a positive act of sacrilege. But
the temptation was too great to be resisted. It was lmpoaSIble to
lose this precious line, .

" #To court another, as I hear,”

whiclt made 50 pretty - -and applicable a conclusion to the first lme
of the c.ouplet, B : ‘ ‘ :
: “ How can you slight your only dear
Dorcas, however, was not satisfied with it ; she protested ¢ that
it had no particular signification. She wanted to give Peter a hint
who it was that he slighted her t'nr,” she said. -
" Nehemiah was hlﬂhiy provoked at the dissatisfaction of hls ﬁur
client, and told her, **if she did not like that ending, she must
finish it herse_lf,v for it had been more trouble to him than tw_enty
christenings with deaf god-fathers.”” Dorcas replied, ** that it
wasn’t of no use sending it as it was,” and passionately besought
him, as it still wanted a week to valentine’s day, that he would
make a further consideration for the purpose of finishing up th'e
valentine. Nehemiah found it impossible to resist the entreatlea
of such & buxom nymph a8 our love-lorn dairy-maid, so he fmrly
suffered hlmself to be hag-ridden for nearly anothes week with
“'the conlounded couplet,” as he cnlled it ; and it was pot till the
very eve of St. Valentme, just as Dorcas Was lifting the latch of
his door to make a last almost hopeless inquiry, ** if he had ﬁmsh-
ed up their valentine 2’ that another bright idea popped into his
hend “¢¢ Come in, Dorcas dear !” he exclaimed, in his ecstacy ;
1 have thought of it now.” ¢ Well, " cried Dorcas, fixing her
tound blue eyes upon the inspired clerk in eager expectation,
“ what isit?”’ ¢ Hand me the slate that I may put it down, and
then I'll tell you. No, I won't tell you, butI will read it all to-
gether,”’ continued he, as he inscribed the parish-vulentine slate
with . the precious morsel, which he called ¢ a very spectable
finish-up to the long-halting lyric.”” * Now, then, for it!"” eried
he, and, after clearing his throat with “ Hi! ba! hum !"* he read
in a pompous chtmtmer recitative,
- “The rose is red, the leaves are green,
The days are past thet we have seen,
How can you slight your only dear,

‘ ]‘or pne who lives a0 nenr m .
««-That will do 1’ cned Dorcas, snappmo her ﬁnaera, nnd by
no means nussmg the two lacking leet i in the metre, in ‘her: extreme
antisfactron at-Nehemiah having hit upon- somethm, Jihat, would
fulﬁl her mtentlon of ‘giving Poter 'an’ intimation ; thut §he waq
awure of the pm\rmxty of the rival whose wiles had supplaht
her. . The valentine was- duly transcribed on the sheet of paper
without any accident of blot or blur, folded up, sealed with the
top of Dorcas’s thimble, and wrapped in a scrap of brown paper,
addressed ¢ to Mister Peter Fenn, hoss driver, at Mister Druke,
farmer. With speed.”

This billet was discovered by Peter on the morning of valen-
tine’s day, reposing in the corn measure out of which he was ac-
customned 10 deal the first feed of oats to his horses. He secured
it with much satisfaction, though the contents of course remained
a mystery to the unlettered swain. According to his own account,
however, * it made him fare very comfortable all the morning, for ||®

it must have hurned ¢ hole there, he did so long to know who it
came from, and .what it was about, but he dursn't locse the
horses till noon while they were baiting,”” and then he lost. his
own dinner by running off to the clerk’s house to get his valentine
read. o
Nchemmh protasted he was quite hoa.rse with reading valen-
tines that morning, there had been such a power of young people
up with their vulentmes for him to read, and some that did not be-
long to the parish too, and who brought valentines that were very
hard to make any sense of ; however, those young people who
had a parish clerk that could not read writing were certainly ob-
jects of charity, and he did all his possibles to make out all he
could for them. At length, his harangue being at an end, he ex-
tended his hand for Peter’s billet-doux, and gratified his longing
ears by making him acquainted with the contents,

Peter was greatly touched by the tender reproach contained in
the hopping couplet that had so long baffled Nehemiah’s powers
of thyming. ¢ Apray, Mister Nehemiah,' said he, * doesn’t
that come from Doreas Mayfiower 2** Nehemiah calmly replied,
“1 believe it do.” ¢ Well, master,”” rejoined Peter, seating
himself oo the old church-chest, ¢ I don’t think I have used that
gal well.”” ¢ That is a sure thing, young man,’’ said Nehemish,
‘¢ but yon know yoar own business best, I s'pose.’” I ean’t
say as how Ido,” replied Peter, in a doleful whine ; < for L ‘have
got into a sort of hobble between Dorcas and another younc wo-
man.’’ “Whose fault is that?” asked Nehemiah. ¢ Why, I
§ pose Dorcas thinks it be my fault,’” responded Peter ; ¢ but
that other gal would not et me be at quiet, and was always axing
me for my company, and making so much of me when,I camed in
at meal times, that, somehow or other, I was forced to stay at
home.with her on Sunduy evenings, instead of going to see. Dar-
cas, becanse she always went into high-sterricks if I talked of

he took it to plough with him in his waistcoat pocket, but thought ||

going after Dorcas. ‘Butl tell you what, Mister Nehemioh, I am

right sick of her nonaense ; :for.as true 83 I'm alive, Ido think she
henpecks me all the same-as if she were my wife.”” . ¢ Sarve you
right, young man, I say, if you are fule big enough to put up
with it.”” ¢ Why,” responded Peter, I wouldn’t, if I could
get my neck out of the collar, as the saying is. But what is your
advice 2’ ¢ You hain’t paid me for reading that there valentine
yet,” observed Nehemiah. Peter drew outa yellow canvass bag,
capacious enough to have served the squire, and dlsbursed the'
expected sixpence.

* Thank you, young man,” said the clerk ; * and now I'll tell
you what I wonld do ifso be as I.were situated as you are ;.1
would just have my banns put up with Dercas next Sunday.’’
¢ Ob, Jauk !”? cried’ Peter, s that won’t do, for I'm letten te
master till Michaelmas, and he wont approve of my entermg ano--
ther sarvice, and @ pretty life I should lead with Hanriah " in the
house with me all the time the banns were being axed ;.and then
I’'m not ‘quite sartain ‘that Dorcas would ‘consent to- that, for she '
holds her head properly high when we meet now, and -I can 't
say-as how I like the thoughts of bumb)mg to her, ghe is snch a -
proud toad.” “«No wonder,” “said Nehemmh ¢ for- half the
young [lellows in the punsh are ready to hang. themselves for love-
of hier ; and if you don’t take caré;- -you wnll be left'in the lnrch :
while ;you are pleying fust and loose, and- haltmw ‘Tike: an ass be-
tween two bundles of hay ; for Dorcas isn’t a girl that is reduced
to go ‘a-suitering to 4 ‘young man like’ your partner Hannah If
you were to know all the - sixpences and shillings Ihave tnken ‘
for writing valentines;to her this weck, “you'd begin;to Took about
you’  For writing valentines to my Dorcas " whined: Peter,
in dismay ; ** why, apray, who did you write them for, Mister -
Nehewiah 7> ¢« That isn’t - fair to nsk,”” seid the scribe, *4’be-
cause I might get into trouble if I told tales out of school.”

Peter sat and bit his nails in a profound fit of meditation for. se-
veral minntes ; at last he rose up with a foolish grin, and said,

« I'll tell you what, Mister Nehemiah ; I'll send Dorcas & valea-
tine myself, and you shall write it for me.” - ¢* Agninst; ‘owd va—
lentine’s day, I s’pose you mean.’ “No, but I doee’nt; 1
means this blessed young St. Walentine's day,’’ -quoth Peter-;
“ owd fellows like you may wait till owd St. Walentine’s day,
but I’'m for the young saint, if so bé you can make it. convenable
to get it down against ['take my hosses off: at six- in-the. evening.'™

+|j*¢ That depends, upon circumstances,”* - rephed Nehemmh “ an - :
“said- Peter, L

what sort of.a oneyou want. ‘10 ‘have.” "¢t Why,

“ my grnndmother had a booiy'ul one. sent to.her by-her.ﬁrst,h_,‘ua-jv{

u f‘grundnglother,m s vnlentthe,".nexd vhehemlah “ iy
mﬂ how it berms e I thmk [can,” said Peter :

Lo ‘l'he rosé is red, the violet’s hlue,

I swear I never loved but )ou H

The turtle never doubts her mate,

“I:cn why should you, my bonny Kate ?*
“ That won’t do,” interrupted Nehemiah ; ¢ for Dorcas ran’s
stand in Kate’s shoes.”” *¢No, but we might change the sense,
and I really do think [ shall turn a péte.>> *¢ It isn’t quite so easy
lo turn pble, as you callit,’’ said Nehemiah ; * however, Il get
my slate and write down ull the pétery you ean say.”” ¢ Then,”
suid Peter you must put down

The turtle never doubts the dnve,
Then why doubt me, my only love 77"

* That isn’tont out of your own head, Peter 1”* cried Nehemiah.
it Never you mmd that, old fellow, but put down ‘what I bid you,
for, there’s more in my_ heud than you thinks of, praps,” said Pe.

{lter; ¢ only I must go and’ see arter my hosses now, for 1t’s time

for our second journey,- but 1 wrll stop here ‘at half-past snx, and
tell you the rest ; and if you get.it fairly written out for me, and
two doves, with a weddmg ring in their bills; drafted on 10" 1he
peper, I'll tip you a whele shtlhng, and show you that I’'m a cap-
able pbte, in spite of all 3our cisumns.’ _

' Néhemiah, who was by no means dtsposed to cherish an infan ¢
muse in his own parish, treated these indications of Péter’s dawn.
ing genius with u certain dry sarcastic acerblty, which shewed
that nature had intended him for a reviewer, not a bard. Peter,
however, like most youthful rhymsters, was too much taken up.
with his own newly discovered powers of jingling, to allow his
poetic ardour to be chilled by the discouragement of an elder
brother in the art. * Now, Mister Nehemiuh,” cried he, when
he burst into the clerk’s cottage as soon as he had finished his
appointed tasks in the field and the stable, ¢* what do you think of
this for a finish to our valentine 2"’

'Tis you alone I mean te marry,

Then why, siveet Dorcas, should we tarry ?

The birds have 2]l chosen their mates for the year,
But I'm not so happy—1 wail for my dear;

My heart is still constant, and if you'll be mine,
Say  Yes,’ and * for ever, my own valentine !’

% Think !** said Nehemiah, * that it's well worth half a erown
to write down such a8 lot of out-of-the-way stuff, Peter ; and I
don’t believe your grandmother ever had such a valentine in her
life.” ¢ Why, she sartainly hadn’t any thing about my Dorcas
in her valentine, but I kind of patterned arter her’s for allthat in
mine,_ and the rest of it what spit my own case I made while I

was at plough.”” ¢ Ne wooder all the_ parish make a moeh of



