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SELECTED POETRY.

THE WIFE TO IIER I{USBAND.

[Tho following admirabloe lines by an Ameriean lady, & membor of
the Socicty of ¥Frionds, Iately appeaved in the Z¥mes.  We are told
that the poem was found in the cottage of a tippling gardener of the
United States, and that it not only won him from the noisy taprovm
to his own domesti¢ hearth, but that the judicious distribution of it
was tho means of much good :— Eaglish paper.]

You took e, William, when a girl, unto your bome and hearth,
To bear in all your after frte o fond and faithiul part ;
And tell me havo I over tried that duty to forogo,
Or pined there was not joy for mo, whenyon wero sunk in wo ?
No, I would rather sharo your toar than any other's glee—
For though you’ro nothing to the world, you’re il the world to mo ;
You make a palace of iy shed, thig rough hewn beuch a throne ;
There's sunlight for mo in your simniles, and music in your tone.
I look upon you when you sleop—my cycs with tears grow dim,
T ery, O Parent of the poor, look down from Hoaven on him :
Behold bim toil fromi day to duy exhnusting strength and soul §
01 look with mercy on him, Lord, for thou ¢ans’t make him whole.
And when at last relieving slecp hag on my eyelids smiled,
How oft are they forbade to ¢lose in slumber by our child ? .

. I take the little murmurer that spoils my span of rest,
And feol it ia o part of thoo I 1ull upon my breast.
Thero’s only ono rcturn I erivo, I may not need it long,
And it may sooth thee when I'm where the wretched feel no wrong ;
I ask not. for less frugal fare, my fave I do.not mind ;
I nsk not for attire more gay, if such as I havo got
Suffico to mako me fair to the, for moro I murmaur not ;
But I would ask some share of bonrs which youn on clubs bestow,
Of knowledge which you prize so much, might I not gsomothing

know ?

Subtract from mectings amongst mon, cach ove, an hour for me,
Mako me companion of your soul, as T may safely be ;
If you will read, I'll sit and work ; then think when you'ro away ;
Less tedious I shall find the time, doar William, of your stay.
A meet companion soon L'l be, o'en of your studious hours,
And teachors of those littlo ones you eall our cuttage flowers ;
And if we be not rich and great. we may ho wise and good.

THE STORY OF ELIZABETH.

——

BY MISSB THACKERAY,
[ Doughter of the Great 12nglish Novelist,)

CONTINUED,
Frae Hoter, Doatstown, November 16th:

¢ My Dear Jack,—IL had great doubts about communicat-
ing your letter to Ktizabeth. It scemed to me that the path you
had determined upon was one full of thorns and difiicultics,
for her; for you, aund for my neice Latitin, But Llly ix
of far too aficctionate a naturc ever to give up caring
for any of her friends.  Let me assure yon that her feelings
are now only those of fricndly rogard and deep interest in
your welfare,  'When I mentioned to her the contents of
your letter (I thinlk it best to speak plainly,) she said, with
hier cyes full of tears, that she did not want to mwry you—
that she felt you were bound to return to Leetitia, She had
been much aficeted by discovering the enclosed little note
from your cousin. I must say that the part which concerns
you interested me much, more so than her letter to her old
friend. DBut she was evidently preoccupied at the time, and
Elly, far from feeling neglected, actnally eried, actually be-
gan to cry, she was so touched Dy this somcwhat singular
discovery. Girl's tears are casily dried. 1f it lics in my
power she shall yet be made happy.

There is nothing now, as you sce, that need prevent you
fulfilling your engagements. You are all very good children,
on the whole, and I trust that your troubles are but fleeting
clouds that will soon puss away. That you and Lietitin may
enjoy all prosperity, is the sincere hope and desire of your

Affectionute old aunt,
J. M. DAMPIER.

Miss Dampier having determined that she had written a
perfectly impartinl letter, put it up in an envelope, rang the
bell, and desired o waiter to post it.

Number twenty-three’s bell rung at the same moment 5 so
did number fifteen ; immediately after o number of people
poured in by the eleven o’clock train ; the waiter llung the
letter down on his pantry table, and rushed off to attend to
half-u-dozen things at once, of which posting the note was
not one.

About three o’clock that afternoon Miss Dampier, in her
close bonnet, was standing in the passage talking to a tall
young man with a black waistcoat and wide-awalke,

¢ What are you going to do ?’ he said. ¢ Couldu’t we go
for a drive somewhere ¥

¢ I have ordered a carriage at three, said Miss Dampier,
smiling, ¢ We are going up onthe hillss  You might come
too, if you liked it,’ And when the carriage drove up to the
doox, there ke was, waiting 1o hand her in.

He had always, until he saw her, imagined Blly a flirting
person, quite diflerent from the tall younyg lady iu the broud
hat, with the long cloak falling from her shoulders, who
was prepared to accompany them. She had gone uway a
little, and his aunt sent him to fetch her. She was standing
againgt the railing, looking out at the sen, with her sac
eyes, There wasthe lawn, there was the sea, there was
Elly. A pretty young lady always makes a pretty picture
but out of doors in the.sunshine, she looks a prettier young
lady than angwhere clse, thought Mr. Will, as Llizabeth
walled across the grass. He was ngt alone in his opinion ;
more than one person looked up as she passed. He began
to think thet far from doiny a foolish thing, his aunt had
shown her ususl good sense in taking such good carc of
this sad, charming, heautiful younggvoman. 1t wasno use
trying to think ill of her. With such a face ashers she has
a Tight to full in love with anybody she pleuses, he thoughi;
and 80, as thoy were walking towards the carringe, Wil

. Dampier, thiuking that this was a good opportunity for a
little confidential communication, said, somewhat in his
professional manner, ¢ You seem out of spirits, Miss Gil-

. mour. I hopothat you do not regret your decision of this

worning,’ .

¢Yes, L do regret it,” said poor Lilly, aud two great tenrs
came dribbling down her eheeks, ¢ Do you think that when
a girl gives np what she likes hest in the world, she is not
sory? I am horribly sorry.’ )

Wiil was very much puzzled how to mnswor this unex-
pected confidence. He suid, looking rather foolish, ¢ Une
i3 80 apt to ask unnecessary questions.  LBut, tuke my word
for it, you have done quite right, and some duy you will be
more zlad than you are now.’

I must confess that my heroine here got excecdingly
cross.

¢ Ah, tbat is what people siay who do not know ol what
they are talking. What business of yours is my pcor, un-
lucky, bruised and brokea fancy ?? she said.  *Ah! why
were you ever told? What is it to you?'

All'the way she sat silent and dull, staring at the land-
scape as they went along ; suflering, in truth, poor child,
more than either of her companions could tell : saying goo:l
bye to the dewrest hope of her youth, tearing bersell away
from the familiar and well-loved dreams. Dreams, do Isay ?
U'hey hud heen the Realitics to her, puor child, for many a
day. And the realities bad scemed to be the dreams. Lhey
drove along a straight road, and came at last to some de
lightful fresh downs, with the sea sparkling in the distance,
and o sort of autumnal glow on the hills all about. The
hreeze came in fresh gusts, the carriage jogged on, still
up hill, and W1l Dampier walked alongside, well pleased
with the entertainment, and making endless jokes at his
aunt. She rather liked being laughed at; but Elly never
looked np once, or heeded what they suid.  They were go-
ing towards & brown church that was standing on ihe top of
ahill. It must have heen built by the Danes a thousand
years ago. There it stood, looking out at the sea, hrown,
grim, solitary, with its graveyard on the hillside,  Trees
were clustering down in a valley helow; but here, up above,
it was all bleak, bave, and solitary, only tintcd and paiuted
by the hrown and purple sunshine.

They stopped the carriage a little way off, and got out
and passed through a gate, and walked up the hill-top. Elly
went first, Will followed, and Miss Dampier came slowly
aiter. As Elly reached the top of the hill she turued round,
and stood against the landscape, like a picture with a back-
ground, aud looked back and said—

¢ Do you hear ?°

The organ Jjpgide the church was playing a chant, and
presently some voices began chanting to the playing of the
organ. Iy went across the graveyard, and Jeaned against
the porch, histening.  Ifive minutes went by ; her anger was
melting away. [t was exquisitely clear, peaceful and tran-
quil here, up on this hill where the dead people were lying
among the grass and daisies, All the bitterness went away
out of her heart, somehow, in the golden glow. She said
to herself that she felt now, suddenly, for the first time, as
if she could bury her fancy and leave it hehind her in this
quiet place. As the chant went on, her whole heart utiter-
ed in harmony with it, though her lips were silent.  She
did not suy to hersclf, what a swall thing it was that had
troubled ber: what vast combinations were here to malke
her bappy ; hills, vales, light, with its wondrous refractions,
harmony, color; the great ocean, the great world, rolling
on amid the greater worlds beyond.

But she felt it somehow. The voices ceased, and all was
very silent.

€Oh, give thanks,” the Psalw. began again; and Elly
felt that she could indeed give thanks for mercies that were
more than she had ever deserved. When she was at home
with her mother she thought—just now the thought of re-
tarning there scarce gave her a pang—she should remem-
her to-day all the good hopes, good prayers and aspirations
which had come to her in this peacelul graveyard up among
the hills.  She had been sclfish, discontented, unarateful,
all herlife, angry and chafed but an hourago, and here was

eace, hers for the moment, here was tranquil happiness.—
The mad, rash delight she had felt when she had heen with
John Dampier was nothing compared to this great natural
peace and calm. A sort of veil seemed lifted from her eyes,
and she felt, for the first time, that she could be happy
though what she had wished for most was never to he hers
—that there was other happiness than that which she had
once fancied pavt of life itself. Did she ever regret the de-
cision she had made ? Did she ever see occasion Lo think
differendly from this? If, in after times, she may have felt
a little sad, a little lonely now and then, if slc may havg
thought with 2 moment’s regret of those days that are now
already past and over forever, still she knew she had done
rightly when she determined to bury the past, with all kind-
ness, with reverent hands. Somichow, in some strange and
mysterions manner, the bitterness of her silly troubles had
left her—left her a better girl than she bad been ever be-
fore. Sho was more good, more happy, more old, more
wise, now, and in truth, there was kindness in store for her,
there were suns yet to shine, {riendly words to he spoken
troubles yet to be endured, other than those sentimental
griefs which had racked her youth so fiercely.

TWhile they were all on the Lill-top, the steamer came into
the port earlier than on the day when Will Dampier arvived,
One of the passengers walked up to the hotel and desired
the waiter to show him Miss Dampier’s room. It was
emply, of course ; chairs pushed about, windows open, work
and books ou the table. The paper was lying ou the floor,
—the passengers noticed that a corner had been toru off
a little box was open on the table, a vuby ring glillering in
the tray. ¢ Ilow careless,’ he thought, aud then went
an flung himself into a great arm-chair.

So! she had been here a minute ago. There was  glove
Iying ou a chair ; there were writing materials on a side-ta-
ble— & blotting-hook open, pens with the ink searcely dry ;
and in this room, in this place he was going to decide his
fute—rightly or wrongly 'he could not tell.” Tavtitia is a
cold-blooded little creature, he kept saying to himself s this
girl, with all her faults, with all her impulses, has a heart
to break or to mend. My mother will learn {oo late, that [
cannot submit to snch dictation. By Jove, what o letter it

is.” lle pulled it out-of bis pocket, read it once more, and

crumpled it up und threw it 1to the fiveplace, It was cer-
tainly nol o very wise commposition—long, vicious, wiry {ailg
and {lourigshes. ~ ¢ John, wovds cannot,’ &e. ¢ Whag Lady
Tomsey,’ &e. ¢ How horrorstruck Mujor Potterton,” &ois
and finally concluded with n cmmnand' that he should in-
stantly return to Schlungenbad 5 ory failing this, an ap-
uouncement that she should immediately join him, where-
ever he niight be.

8o Sir John, in a rage, packed up and came off to Boats.
town—Nhis mother ean follow him or not, as she chooses ;
and here is walking up and down the room, while Ly,
driving over the hills, is saying furewcell, furewell, good. by,
to her old Jove forever,

As Miss Dwunpier said, ie conld not have really cared
for anybody; lor, by some strange contradiction, now that
the die is cast, now that afier all these long doubts and
misirusts he had made up his mind, somehow new douhts
arvise. e wonders whether he and Elly will be happy
together?  He pictures stormy scenes; he intnitively
shrinks from the idea of her unconventionalities, her eager-
ness, her enthusinsm, ITe is » man who likes a quiet life,
who would appreciate a sober, happy home—a gentle,
equable compinion, to greet him quietly, to care for lig
tustes and his ways, to sympathize, to hefriend him, Whereas
now it is he who will have to study his companion all the
rest of his life ; if he thwarts her she will full ill of sorrow,
it he satisfies her she will ask more and ove, if he neglect
her—being busy, or weary, or what not—she will dic of
grief, it he wanis sympathy and common sense she will only
adore him. Poor Bily ! it 35 hard upon her that he shonld
malke such a bughear of her poor little love. Ilis cour-
age i8 oozing out of his finger-ends.  He is in a rage with
her, and with himself; and with his mother, and with his
aunt. He und everghody else are in a league to hehave as
hadly as possible. He will try and do his duty, he thinks,
for all that, for my hevo is an hounest-hearted man, though
a weak onc, It 18 not Lady Dampier’s leuter that shall
influence him onc way or another; if Elly is breaking hev
heart to have him, and it Letty doesn’t cave one way or the
other, as islikely enough, well then he will marry Jilizabeth,
he cries, with a stout desperation, and he dashes up and
down the room in a fwry.

And just at this minute the waiter comes in, and says
Miss Dampier has gone out for 4 drive, and will not be back
for some time. Mr. Dampier i3 staying in the house, hut
he has gone out with her, and who shall he say?  And Sir
Johm, lovking ap, gives his name and says he will wait,

Upon which the waiter suddenly remembers the letter he
left in his panty, aud feeling rather guilty, proposes to
feteh it. And by this time Elfy, and Will, and Miss Dam-
pierdhavc got iuto the carriage again and are driving home-
wards.

There was a certain humility about Elly, with all her ill-
humors and varieties, which seemed to sweeten her whole
nature. Will Dampier, who was rather angry with her for
her peevishness, conld not help forgiving her, when, as he
helped her out of the carriage in the courtyard, she said,—

“Tidow't quite know how to say it—hut I was very rude
just now. I'was very unhappy, and I hope you will forgive
me,’” and she looked up. "Lhe light from the hills was still
in her face.

“It was I who was rude,”” says Will, good-naturedly
holding out his hand; and of course he forgave her.

The band was playing, the garden was full of people;
but Aunt Jenny was cold, and glad to get home. The
ladies went up stairs; Will remained down below, strolling
up and down in the garden with the rest of the people ; hut
at five o'clock the indefatigable hell began to ring ance
more ; the ufternoon hoat was geiting up its steam, and
making its preparations to cross over to the other side,

Will met a {riend of bis, who was zoing over in it, and he
walked down with him to sce him off. He went on hoard
with him, shook hands, and turned to come away. At that
minute some one happened to look round, and Will, to his
immense surprise, recognized his cousin, That was John ;
those were his mution-chop whiskers; there was no doubt
about it. ]

He sprang forward and called bim by name, ¢¢John,” he
said, ‘‘ you here ?” :

““Well)”” said John, smiling a little, ¢“why not me, as
woll a3 you? are you coming ncross 7!

*¢ Are you going across ? said Will, doubtfully.

¢ Yes,” theé.other angwered 3 ¢ T came over on husiness;
don’t say any thing of my having been here. Pray remem-
ber this. I have a particular veason,”

T shall say nothing,” said Will.. “Iam glad you are
going, John,”” he added, stupidly. ¢ think I know your
reason—a very nice, pretty reason too.*’

‘8o thuse women have lLeen telling you all about my
private aflairs,” snid Sir Johu, speaking quick, and looking
very black.

“ Your mother told me first,”” Will said. T snw her
the other day. Ior all sakes I am glad you are giving np
all thoughts of Elly Gilmour.”

“Are you?’ gnid Johu, dryly. They waited for n
minute in awkward silence, but as they were shaking hands
and saying ¢ Good-by,” suddeuly Ju{m melted, and said,
“look here, Will, I should like to see her once more.
Could you manage this for me? I don't want her to know,
you know ; but could you bring her to the end of the pier?
Tam going back to Letty, as you sce, so I don’t think she
need object.*

Will nodded, and went up the ladder and turned towards
the hounse without a word, walking quickly and hurrying
along. The band in the garden burst out into a preuy
welancholy dance tune, The sun went down peg by peg
into the sea; the steamer still whistled and pulled as it got
up its steam, ..

Elly was silling alone.  She had lighied a eandle, and
was wriling home. Her hat was lying on a chair heside her.
‘I'he music had set her dreaming; her thoughts were far
away,’in the dismal 0ld home ngain, with Francoise, and
Anthony, and the rest of them. ~ She was beginning to live
ihe new life sho had been picturing to hersell; trying to



