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THE HISTORY OF A DAY.~\ SKETCH FUR
ITUsBANDS,
Con 18vep rooM Pacr 122,

Aod as for the very punetal and amiable
husband, he went to his store, und sat throuch
tha entira afternoon, without Leud v pento tu
business, -

After Mr Landy left the house his wifs trivd
to do somo plain sewing for hev children.  But
with the blinding painin her head and fuoo
and the blinding tears in her eyes, she fuand
ilapessible to take a stiteh correctly, 8o she
Iaid aside hor work and took her baby,

The doctor was called in.  The wmedicine ho
gave created o strong revalsion in her systeift,
und did hur actually moro hanin than guul —
When she was bending under the harden that
was toa lteavy for her, hier hisband, instead
of lighteaing, as he might easily have done, or
given her strength to bear it, Iail on the adds
tional weight that crushed her to the earth

Year after year her duties ana her toil in-
creascd.  The history of a day that we have
given was the opitomized histery of her hifo —
Mr Lundy, wrapped up in his schems of gaiu,
and rigid in his notions of order, punctoality,
and formal praprieties, had no real sympathy
for hug wile, and was ever complaining of the
little irrcgularities incident to ns henscheld,
and ever adding to, instead of reheving the ap-
pressive, wearying and ever reenrring dite s
that were bearing her down It wasa cenm

mon thing for him, robust and in hich health
to sit 1n his casy chair, with dressing wown and
slippers, and ask his tired wife, who conld
scarcely move without feeling pam, to hand him
this, that or the other thing; to ring the bell
for the servant ; or even to go up to their rham-
ber, and bring him somethmg from a drawer,
to which he was not willing that a domestic
should go.

Mecker, more patient, more loving in her
character, grew Mrs. Lundy. By satloring she
was purified. It made the heart ache to see
her moving by the side of her erect, florid, elas
te-treading husband, more tike a pule shadowy
form than a real substance; and to foel
assured, that in a very little wlule, the places
that knew her, and the children and friends
who loved her, would know and love her no
nore.

At last sho died, and six tittle ones wers foft

without the aflectionate care of a mother, [t
her husband who wept bitterly over her too
carly grave, did not murder her, we know not
the meacing ot the word murder. When it
was t00.'2te he could remember her long suf-
foring, her patience, her wrongs received at
his hands ; but while she lived he was tuo sel-
fish to appreciate or properly care for her.
. Bvery whete, in books of domestic cconomy,
in tales, essays; newspaper paragraphs, and in
current conversation, do we hear iterated and
teitetated the lesson of n woman's duties to her
husband and in her household,  She must have
overy thing in order,and study the art of pleas-
ing her lovd as sedulously as if he were the most
exacting tyrant in the world. And verily, in
his small way, he too often is a miserable- ty-
rant. A woman is.expected to be perfet ins
everything, and to do everything, No allow-
ance is made for the 1ll heahh consequent upon
her maternal duties, nor for the peculiar, weary-
ing and all-engrossing nature of the cares atten-
dant thereon.

But who writes and talks of the husband’s
duties? Who teaches him lessons of forbear-
ancey,patience, and kind consideration for his
overtasked wife? Little is said on this score ;
the world goes on ; and hundreds like Mrs, Lun-
dy, go down to the grave years before their tume,
and no one dreams that their husbands are ac-
cesories to their death. Butit is evenso. Not
in maternal duties alone lies the cause of the
vife’s pale face and -drooping forn, but in-the
over-tasks ofher peculiar position.  She is worl.
¢ed too hard—harder than a slave in the cotton
field. Too often she is nurse and seamstress
for half a dozen children, and superintendent of
her houschold besides, she will bend over the.
needle night after night, in pain ov suffermg
from lassitude, while her.husband sits enjoying
his volume by her side, not dreaming that 1t 15
his duty, in order to save his wife from toil be.
yond-her strength, to prolong his labors, if that
be neressary,.in order to aflord her the assis.
tanee required in meeting the-thousand wants
of-her children and household.  If there are any
extratasksto performany extra exertions tomake,
thehusband istheonewhoshould perform ormalke
them,& not the wife, for he-has superior strength

We hear a great deal about the husband
coming lwmp, wearied from his store, his.count-
ing room, his office, or his work-shop, and the
wife is repeatedly enjoined.to mind him on this
account, and to provide comfort, quictude and
repose forhim at home.  This is all-well énouch
and she should do so as far as it lies in her po?v-
or. But we doubt if. as many men come home
over-wearied with toil to their wives, as come.
hoire 1o wives who ate themselves over-wearied.

Hasbands | if.you love your wives, think of
these thiigs. Don’t say that the. story suits
Mr. So-and-S_o admirably. Look narrowly into

-our own sayings and doings at home, and sec
if it doesn't suit you iri more than one particular.

“Q ! when will this good hcur come? Whea
shall-L be dissolved? "When shall 1 be with
Livists-Robert Bollon, .
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A little while ago, n teacher in a London
Sunday School was telling s class about the
site ot the heathen, awd trying to persuade them
to subsenbe their ponce towards sendmg owt
Missionuricg 1o teach thein In that class there
was 4 hittle boy ten yenrs old Fois nione was
Gieorre But it was asad thing that, though
he had been to o Sunday Scheel for o loug
while, and had sometimes’ even gone to a A
stonary Mecting, he had Gl now thought tle,
and eard less, about the igumant and misers
able mihuns m other linds. It seems never to
have entered his mind that he vught to du some-
thing to help thein out of their sad state.  Bat
this afteruoon, after beanng bis teacher des-
cnibe the condition of the pour people  Tnidia,
Georgeand the other boys of the class promised
to eotleet sume mouney for the Loadon Missivnary
Socioty, aud 1o bring it to the schuol that day
mouth ; but George, though he wished to do
this as much as anv ol thun, did not kuow
how ; and, if you had watchied hit goins humne
from schonl that alternuon, you would have
seen that he did not run, and juap, and laugh,
as sume bad boys were doing, and as Geurge
huoself had done at othicr tines, but he walked
by himsclf with lus hauds in lus pochets, his
eyes on the ground, and his face yuite thought-
ful and serious. ‘1"t ¢ reasun of this was, that
he frlt what his teacher had told Lim, and was
asking hunsell how Ae could help to send Mis-
sionaries to the heathen.  But this was a ques-
tion which he could not ausweor. He had wo
moncy of Lis own, and never had bat vne peuny
in his life, aud that was given to hin by a kind
lady, who came to their house ous vury culil
-winter when his mother was 1}l and his tathier
was out of work, to bring thein suine medicine
and clothes. ‘The lady George hal never for-
gotten, and he thonght within humself huw glad
-he should be if she were to come to their house
again; avd, had he known where she lived, he
would have gone to ask her fur another peany.
Aund there wis nobody else that hs could ask,
except his father or mother. But they had
enotgh to do with their money to find hun-and
his little sister clothes and fuod ; and besides,
they did not know nor care anything about the
heathen. Now George's father, though ki loved
his boy, worked all day so hard, that when he
came home at night or sat in the house on Sun-
day, he spoke very little to any baedy, and did
not wish his children to trouble him  George,
therofore, did not like to speak to him on the
subjeet, and he let a week pass by withouttry-
ing toget money for the Socicty.  When he went:
to school an **2uext-Suntlay he heard the boys
telling ane another how much money they had
got. This hurt hima great deal. ™ He Iehew
he could'never collect so much as some of them,
and yet he could not bear the thought of having
nothing to.give gt the em! of the month.  Just
then, asthe teachicr heard some ofthe boys boast-
ing about the money they had collected, he read
to them the story of the wilow and her two
mites, and shewed, that il we giveor get what
we cany.ivhether itis a pound or apenny, Goil
will be equally well pleased with us. ™ This
taised George’s-courage, and he thought how

“happy he should be, if he could get even a penny

He inade up his mind, thercfore, that if he did
not getit, the fuult should not -be his, and that he
would ask his father for it before he went to bed
So when (George-came home from school that
Sunday afternoon, he found lus father sitling
smoking lns.pipe, and his mother putting the
ten things on the table. George sat down and
loolked tor.a littie while at his fathet; but as his
father was not looking at him, and was thinking
about something else, the boy did not.-speak. —
Then he looked at his :nother, but she took no
notice ot him, and then he looked at his littlé sis-
tor,then atthe cnt,nnd at the ceiling ; and at
the window, ard at almost everything in the
room; for he did. not know. what to do with.his
éyes or:how to open his mouth.  Thus. George
sat- for sorne time, byt at last he wnustered. up
caurage to say,  Father!” #Yes” «Why, fa-
ther, at our Sunday School—" DBut here he
stopped:. « Well,” saud the man, but in a sharp
tone, as if he was not pleased, and did not want
to be plagued.  Poor George was ready to give
up the .buswess, but he managed to get out,
«\We've got a Missionary Society there, father.”
+ Well,” said the man acain, but with a lkinder
mauner-than before, and, thizencouraged Gieorge.
1o add, “[waated to know if.you would give me
a penny to give to it;” and he was soglad tg
think that he had managed at last to ask the
uestion. But his father said nothing, and put
the pipe-into his mouth again, while his mother
smd, “I am quite sure, George, that your father
has to work hard enough to get you clothes and
bread without giving anything awav.” Poor
George! Hishope wasnow gone.  He almost
thought, from his father’s manner, that ho would
give tho penny, but what his mother said:shew.
ed- him that there was no chance of it, and bit-
terly did he cry-that night wifn e wentrto bed.
But though. George’s father said nothing, he

was pleasedthat his- child ‘had asked him for
the penny. So: next Sunday, when George
came home fromschool, his father told him that
they were going to have a holiday on Monday
and.to go to- Greenwich, and that he ‘might
either. go with them, or stay at home and*have
a pennv-for the Missionaries, George was sur-
prised: but the:offer placed him-in great difficul-
ty. He'had never seen Greenwich, -and had

never even:baen.in a steam.boat. O

Many a time had he watched theso boals
from the pier, while the steam was rushing up
the tube, nnd had scep the crowds of happy-
looking people hurrying on bonsd, and the
eaptain get on the paddle-box, and the man at
the head of the boat (for Genege kuew which
was the Lead) letting go the rope, and the
wheels turning roand slowly at fisst, than a
litte faster, stopping ngain ; and then the boy
un board calling out » Ease her,” “Go-ashead,”
and thew the whedls iy vonnd, and the steaner
shooting 6.ta the middle of the viver, Ohl|
how be wished that he was the boy who
eried ont @ Go-a-head 3 and when his father
told hin that ke might have a pleasant sail
in 0ae next day, ot a peany to seud the Gospel
to the heathen, he could not telf which to choose,
He did not maho up his mind that evening.
When he was m bed he thought about it ull
e felb a-leep, and on waking next morning
it was the first thing in his mind. Still he
did not kuuw what o do.  “ Well, George.”
said his father, as they sat at breakfast,
swhichisitto b ?2?  With o firm voice, George
said I’ have the penny foe the Missiona
ries”  Eis mother staaed at his father, and his
litthe siste v staved at him. and they were all so
struck, for cvery one ol them was quite sure be-
fore, that hie wonld rather go to Greenwich than
hive the penny.  But though George smiled
anl tried to Jook happy, he ¢ ald hardly get his
breakfast down. Many times he thought of
what hiz trawher had said about the Hindoos
and the poar widow, and he got his heart up so,
that when he went to school that morping, his
mother and sister could not sre a tear in his
oy~ or asign of sorrow in his face.  When he
cne home to dinner e found his father there
with his Snnday clothes on, ready to start for
Greenwich  Now he had watched George, and
though he did not tell him, hie was much pleased
to see how willing he was to deny himself of
such atreat that he mn’'ght do good to the hea-
ther: 5 and he had made up his mind that he
should hive both 17 peany and the trip.  You
should have seen Georse when his father told
him this, Hoew he juinped and shouted | That
was indeed a happy day for him,  And so it
was. when the next Sunrday eame,.and he went
to school with his penny.  Since then, George
gets, not a peany a month, buta penny a week
for the Missionary Society, and he has loved is
teacher more, and his school more, and the bible
more, and the Sanday more, ever since he be-
came a Missionary collgctor.

Geographic and Flistoric.
From *Headley’s Letters from laly)?
. PERILS OF VESUVIUS.

At length we reached the top, and lo, a bar-

ren, desolate, uneven field spread out before us,
filled with aperatures, from which were issuing

jets of steatn, and over which blsw a cold and

chilling wind, while fragients of mist traversed
1t like spivits fleeting from the gulf that yawned
behind them. Passing over this with.dainty
footsteps, and feeling wevery tnoment:as if -the
crust would break-beneata our feet, we reached
at last the verae of.the crateryand the immense
basin with its black, smulking cone in the cen-
tre, was below us.  From the red-hot .mouth
boiled out, fast und fierce, an iminense.column
of smoke, accompanicd at intervals with a hea-
vy sound, and jets of red hotiscorin. This was
more than [ anticipated. 1 expected to see on-
ly a crater, und a smouldering heap. But the
mountain was in more than com:non agitation,
and had been throughout the winter. It seemed
to sympathize with Itna and other volcanoes
that appear to have chosen this year for a gen:
eral waking up. Icould compare it to nothing
hut the working of an immense steam-engine.
It had o steady sound like the working of a
heavy piston, while at short intervals the valve,
sectned to life and the steamn would escape with
an explosion, and at the same time the black
smole and lurid blaze shoot from the mouth,
and the red-hot scoria. rise forty or fifty feet mn-
to the air. At the moment of cxplosion, the
mouth of the cone scemned in a blaze, and the
masses of scovia thrown out, some of which
would weigh fifteen or twenty pounds, resembled
huge gouts of blood—they were of that deep red
fresi color. T deemed mysell fortunate in the
time [ visited it, for I saw a real’ living—or gs
Carlyle would say, an authenticated volcano.
There was a truth and reality and power about
it that chained and awed me. 1 could ¢ount
the strokes of that tremendous engine as it
thundered on in the bowels of the earth, and
see-the fruits of its internal labor as it hurled
them into-the upper air, as if on purpose to
startle man with the preparations that' were
goingon underhin. That mountain, huge as
it was, scemed light to' the power beneath it
and' I thought it felt unsteady on its base, as if
conscicus of the strength of its fos. Butthe lu-
dicrous is always minglod with the sublime,.—
As 1 sat on the edgo of the crater, awed by the
specticle before me, our guide approached with
some enatables, and two eggs that had'been
cooked-in thé stcum issuing from the aparatures
we had passed. My friend sat down very de
liberately to eat his. I took mine in my hand
mechanically, but was too much absorbed in
thie actions of the sullen monster below me to
eat. Suddenly-there'was an eéxplosion louder
than any that had preceded it, hurling a largrer,

‘{angricr mass into the air. My hand-involun:

tarily closed over the egg and I was recalled ¢
my senses by my tnend calling out very delib.
crately ot my lfect to know what I was dong,
1 looked down, and there he sat quietly picking
the shell from bis egg, while mine was runmg
o miniature voleano over his back aud shoyl.
ders. 1 openud my hand, and there lay thy
crushed  shell, while the contents were  fagy
spreading over my fuend’s broad cloth, |
langhed outnight, snerileginus as 1t was. S
much you see for the imagination you have so
often scolded me abour L had lost my exy,
while my Irend who toolk things more coolly,
cujoyed not only the eating of lus, but the cor.
scousness ol having eaten an egg boiled in the
steam of Vesuvivs

We next descen’e] into the erntor, and how.
ever slight a thing one may deem it in ordinary
times, 1t was a vrave matter lor me. DBoth
hauds and feet had never been in such urgent
requisition.  I'he path at times was not a foot
wide, and jodeed was not a path, but clefts in
the rocks where uiten & single misstep wonld
have sent one to the buttom of the erater, whi'e
fava rocks, cracked at their base, and apparent.
ly awaiting but a shght touch to shake them
down on you; hung overhead.  Frequently my
only course was to lio agamst the rock and
chng with my hands to the projecting points
while ever and anun, fromn out some aperature
wuuld shoot jets of steam so unpregnated with
salphur as almost to sirangle me. My guide
would then be nd from my sightand T had noth.
ing to do but hang on and congh, while I knew
that u thousand fcet were above aund below
me. At other titnes the crater would bo filled
with vapor up to the rim, sh.ouding everything
lom our sight, even the fiery cone, while we
hang midway on the rocks and stood and lis-
tened. Amudst the rolung vapor I could hear
the churning of that tremendons enging, and
the explosion that sent the scoria into the air,
and then, after a moment of deep silence, the
clatter of the returning fragments liko hail
stones on dry leaves, far. far below me. It was
sufficiently starthing and grand, to stand half.
way down that crater, with your feet on smo-
king sulphur and your hand on tocks so hot
that you sheank from tie touch, apl gaze down
on that terrific fire engine, without wrapping it
i gluom and adding deeper mystery to its al-
ready mysterions workings. A gquick pufl of
air would then sweep throngh the cavity, dash.
ing the mist against its sides and sending it
like frightened spirits over the-verge. L ahinost
expected to sec a change when the light again
fell on it, bnt there it stood churning on as stea.
dy and stern as ever.

We at length reached the bottom,.and sitting
dowa at a respectful distance from the base ol
the cone, enjoyed the sublime spectacle. ‘Thero
we were, deep in the howels of the mountain,
while far up on the brink of the crater, like
children ia size, sat-u group: of .inen seriding
therr hurrah down at every. discharge:ofiscona,
Before ine ascended. the column of mfling smoke,
while every few seconds the melied mass was
ejected into the air with a report that-made me
measure rather wistiully the distance between
us and the top. Our guide took some coppers,
and as the scorin.fell a little distance off; he
would.run up to the sides of the cone, drop
them in the s.naller Portions, and retreat before
a second discharge. It was amusing to sce
how coolly he woul@tand and look up {o -the
descending fragments of fire, some of which, had:
they struck him, would have crushed him to
the carth, and calculate their descent so.nicely
that with a slight movement he could escapé
each, When the scoria cooled, the coppers
were left imbedded i it, and thus carried off as
remembranees of Vésuvius, We went around
the crater, continually descending until we came
to the lowest part, close to the base.of tha-tone.
‘Here the lava was gathering and- cooling. and
‘cracking off in Inrge tolls, with that Jow con-
tinuous sound which i§ always inade by the
rapid cooling of an intensely heated mass. T
ascended a little eminence which' the lava was
slowly undermining, -and thrust my cane into
the molten-substance; It'wasso hot that T'had,
to cover iy face with my ¢ap- in order to hold-
my stick in it fora single moment, As I'stood
and saw fold after fold slowly roll over and
fall off, and heard the firing of the volcany

.above me, and saw nearly a hundred feet over

my head, bot masses of scoria-suspended in the
air, 1 am not ashamed to say‘that I felt -a litile
-uncomfortable. I looked above and around,
and saw that it needed buta slight tremulous .
iriotion to confine me there forever. It was
Jut the wotk of five or ten winutes to teach the
top, and a little heavier discharge of fire—a
small shower of ashes——and I should have been
smothered or crisped in a moment, There -
may have ‘been no danger, but one cannot -
escape the belief of it when at times he i3 com-
pelled to dodge flaming masses of scoria, that
otherwise would smite him o the earth.

We ascended by o different.and much easi-
ef path. Itis no longer but far preferable o
‘the one we cainie down, 1t led us to the other
side of the crater, from which we look down on
Pompeii. I could trace the stream of lava to
the plain, and could well imagine the conster:
nation of the inhabitants of the doomed city, 8s
the storm of ashés shot off from its bosom, Wea-
ry and exhdusted wo descended by a different -
routé through a bed of ashes that reached from.

the top ‘to the bottom of the hill, mounted out |

horses and rode homeward.
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