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especially as & married man, yet, except in a
rollicking corps, it may at least negatively be
said to be ¢ not bad.’

« From this view of the past, he turns to the
prospect before him. But, he discerns some-
thing that he does not like to contemplate, a
slight shadow passes over his face, and he asks
Blliott to pass the wine. His wite, with the
quickness of perception so natural to a woman,
sees at once what is passing in his mind; for
similar, but deeper, far deeper thoughts, like
unbidden guests, have occupied her many an
anxious hour. DPoor thing, she at once per-
ceives her duty, and resolves to fulfill it.  She
will be more cheerful.  She at least will never
murmur.  After all, Doctor, it’s no great ex-
aggeration to call woman, that has a good head
and kind heart, and the right shape, build, and
bearings, an angel, is it? But let us mark
their progress, for we shall be better able to
judge then.

+ Let us visit Epaigwit again in a few years.
Who is that man nenr the gate, that looks un-
like a servant, unlike a farmer, unlike a gen-
tleman, unlike a sportsman, and yet has & touch
of all four characters about him? Ie has a
shocking Lad hat on, but what’s the use of a
good hat in the woods, as poor Jackson said,
where there is no one to see it. Ile hasnot
been shaved since last sheep-shearing, and has
a short black pipe in his mouth, and the
tobacco smells like nigger-head or pig-tail. lle
wears a coarse cheek shirt without a collar, a
black silk neck-cloth frayed at the edge, that
looks like 2 rope of old ribhons. Iis coat ap-
pears as if it had once been new, but had been
on its travels, until at last it had got pawned
to a Jew at Rag-ally. His waistcoat was for-
merly buff, but now resembles yellow flannel,
and the buttons, though complete in number,
are of different sorts, The trowsers are home-
spun, much worn, and his boots coarse enough
to swap with a fisherman for mackerel. His
air and look betokens pride rvendered sour by
poverty.

¢ But there is something worse than all this;
something one never sces without disgust ov
pain, because it is the sure precursor of a dis-
eased body, ashattered intellect, and voluntary
degradation,  There is a bright red colour that
extends over the whole face, and reaches be-
hind the ears. The whiskers are prematurely
tipped with white, as if the hexted skin refused
to nourish them any longer. The lips are
slightly swelled, and the inflamed skin indi-
cates inward fever, while the eyes arc blood-
shot, the under lids distended, and incline to
shrink from contact with the heated orbs they
were destined to protect. He is a dram
drinker ; and the poison that he imbibes with
New England rum, is us fatal, and nearly as
rapid in its destruction as strikline.

< Whois he; can you guess? do you give it
up? He is that handsome officer, the Laird of
Epaigwit as the Scotch would say, the general
as we should call him, for we are liberal of
titles, and the man that lives at Cow-cumber
Falls they say heve.  Toor fellow, he has made

the same discovery Sexjeant Jackson did, that
there is no use of good things in the woods
where there is no one to see them. lle is
about to order you off his premises, but it oc-
curs to him that would be absurd, for he has
nothing now worth seeing. e scrutinizes you,
however, to ascertain if he has ever seen you
before. 1le fears recognition, for he dreads
both your pity and your ridicule; so he strolls
leisurely back to the house with a certain bull-
dog air of defiance.

¢« Let us follow him thither; but before we
enter, observe there is some glass out of the
window, and its place supplied by shingles.
The stanhope i3 in the coach-house, but the
bye-ronds was go full of stumps and cradle-
hills, it was impossible to drive in it, and the
moths have eaten the lining out. The carriage
has been broken so often, itis not worth re-
pairing, and the double harness has been cut
up to patch the tackling of the horse-team.
The shrubbery has been browsed away by the
cattle, and the yank prass has choked all the
rose bushes and pretty little flowers.  What is
the use of these things in the woods? That
remark was on a level with the old dragoon’s
intellect ; but T am surprised at this intelligent
officer, this man of the world, this martinet,
didn’t also discover, that he who neglects him-
self, soon becomes so carcless as to neglect his
other duties, and that to lose sight of them is to
create and invite certain ruin.  DBut let us look
at the interior.

*There are some pictures on the walls, and
there are yellow stains were othershung. Where
are they? for I think I head a man say he
bought them on account of their handsome
frames, from that crack-brained officer at Cu-
cumber Lake, and shut his eye, and looked
knowning, and whispered, ¢something wrong
there, bad to sell out of the army; some gueer
story about another wife still living; don’t
know particulars.” Poor Dechamps, you are guilt-
less of that charge at any rate to my certain
knowledge; dut how often does slander bequeath
to folly, that which of right belongs lo another !
The nick-knacks, the sntique china, the Apos-
tles’ spoons, the queer little old-fashioned silver
ornaments, the ¥French clock, the illustrated
works, and all that sort of thing,—all, all, are
goue. The housemaids broke some, the children
destroyed others, and the rest were sent to auc-
tion, merely to securc their prescrvation. The
paper is stained in some places, in others has
pealed off ; but where under the sun have all
the accomplishments gone to ?

«“The piano got out of tune, and there was
nobody to put it in order: it was no use; the
strings were taken out, and the case was con-
verted into a cupboard. The machinery of the
harp becamo rusty, and the cords were wanted
for something else. But what is the use of
these things in the woods where there is nobody
to sce them? But here is Mrs. Dechamps. Is
it possible! My goody gracious as I am a liv-
ing sinner! Well I never in all my born days!
what & dreadful wreck! you know how hand-
some she was.  Well, I won't deseribe hier now,




