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1 gmmht then beinquired by the malignant,”

Iiss Jones, “why Mr. Cleland is not
mmrrmshed ?
«“iec'\uee he 1s extinguished by Miss Jones'
n]c ”n
'_‘isut the soul, I suppose, like a candle, can
'ily'bc extinguished by want of air; and Mr.
71é@ind can never want abundance of airs.”
"‘Cermmly not, while he is played upon so
ﬁlﬁtlly by Miss Jones.”
=4 B) the-by, Cleland,” said I, “they have
a(e}y made some extraordinary improvements
n ‘the soul in New-England, by which it has
iee,omopo“cssed of marvellous powers. By
neans of these new-invented souls, a woman
mmg in one house knows what is passing in
Ee house of another at a distance;; end is able
D,:tg_ll the contents of @ written paper which
jeas never seen.”
‘%% .doubt the novelty of the invention,” said
d. “Asto knowing what passes in a
nﬁibour s house, it is not surprising a New-
nd woman should do that; ’tis but a
wersion of the old quality of curiosity, and
ﬂwws what stores of knowlcdge the long ex-
!rcﬁ'e of that faculty has given them. And in
i fo}:mor times, to know thecontents of writ-
e:n"ﬁpors that were never scen, it has only
reep necessary to assemble the priestesses of
Sosaip around the table, and to propitiate that
lmmty by a cup of tea.”
WYy Cleland,” said a lady, “as you deny
g‘i?)e music which we have heard was in-
i 'md by any soul, will you not favour us with
lpetﬁxr'nancc to have one.
‘C]é]and approached the piano, and presently
)réke out with a ridiculous buffo song, full of
wmour and a satire more diverting llu'm re-
ine&. The company laughed, but I thought
e:ffirth was not won without some expense
Benity. Mrs. Dashkoff, as she paid her
M@pliments to him at the conclusion of it, I
gLt indicated as much; for her thanks
@ cxpressed with aparticularity which scem-
p show that he had condescended a good
Jin order to anuse.
ss Keppel, with her commanding heauty
ntellectual air, was standing by the man-
bicce alone. She seemed to regard the
crsation which I have described, and the
which followed it, with calm and distant
mpt. Indeed, there was little in one or
¢ other which could interest or please the
and passionate soul of Mary Keppel.
hcland rose from the instrument and ap-
ched her.  There was an unwonted snecr
irony %pon his face.

“Is not that a creditable display 7’ said he.

“Very good, undoubtedly, in its way,” she
replied, deliberately. Then paused for a mo-
ment, and added with a searching and impres- ¢
stve tone, “ Bat it 1s quite worthy of the exalt-
ed spirit and lefty mtelleet of Mr. Cleland 2

My friend scemed to feel the reproof deeply,
but threw off the feeling by an effort.

“Oh,” said he, *’tis thusT amuse myself. I
live Lut for trifles; the worldand its honours I
despice unutterably.”?

“First, prove thet you can gain them,” she
replied, *as I believe you can, and then you
may sinccrely despise them.”

“1 detest, I scorn the world,” said Cleland,
who secmed vexed heyond his control.

“There is an order of souls whe are ‘too
prowd to be vindicative,’ too great to feel con-
tempt, who stoop not to note afirontsand count
insults with the world; who rise to the clear
regions of moral grandeur and dignified virtue;
and who, freed from the petty passions 6f com-
mon life, enjoy a glorious restin the conscious-
ness of honourable toil.  What is lifebut a per-
petual strugale between the greatness of the
soul and the belitthng influences of theworld?
See you not, that if you yicld to littleness, the
world has vanquished you? Shall wounded
greatness take vengeance on the world by de-
stroying itsclf 2 In this carthly styife there is
but one way to win the triumph; and that is
to be calm unddr every smart, to be great
under the keenest wrongs—cever to preserve
your soul in dignity. You contemn the paltri-
ness of the world ; can vou not rise to the fecl-
ing of sympathy for its crrings? You speak
of hate; can you not feel the more cxalting
power of love 7 and her voice brake upon the -
word. “Bat if the gentleman and purity of
Henry Cleland 1s departed, where is his intel-
lectual pride? —where his manliness of heart ¥?

These words were spoken low, but ina deep
tone and a voice that quivered with passion.—
They were heard by none of the company but
mysclf, and I was asleep; besides I was talk-
ing to somchody, by very intelligent somnolent
nods. An old fellow like mysclf was authoriz-
ed to fecl a paternal interest and curiosity in
the heart-aflairs of these young persons.  Asa
man of honour, I feel no remorse at being
a listencr ; as I communicaie such secrets
to nobody—but the public; and never make
any usc of them—except to print them. "It
was plain that there was a sceret history bé-
tween these young people; and when there is
that in the case, I always feel as much curiosity
as Mr.'D'Israchi himself. My friend seemed to



