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UR old nurse was the first tocall me
“Qross-eyed Angel ;” :

In the nursery | was indifferent to the
wﬁcknm.—oo indifferent, indeed, that I
[ imes used it; and, although
SR T
A mi ‘me, it never
wounded my feelings to be called by it,
until I heard it cried out behind me for
the first time on the street.

I came home crying, and declared I
would never go out ; but I allowed
myself to be oon-ole?l:;n my mother, who
explained to me that the word *“ angel”
far outweighed the offensive qualifying

term, adding, as she her hand
lovingly over my head, there was not
a !itigirl in the whole city who had

such beautiful golden hair as I had.

That was, perhaps true, but the golden
richness of my hair did not lessen the
terrible squint of my left eye. I must
try to conceal it, I ht; and, as I
had read in some old books that the Baro-
ness of —I don’t remember what—a prim
and venerable spinster, admonished her
nieces and other young damsels to clasp
their hands before them, to look down,
and never at the bachelors, I resolved to
range nyself among her disciples.
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= At school I @vertook

alithough she was two years my
first class the
as [ had always

nnwf,"u:d onhrlg
, same time she di y

intended to be a teacher when I got old

My father oocupied himself a grea
deal with us children ; his leisure hours
were aiways given u:. From him we
learned more than in school, and in a
much more agreeable manner. His was
one of those natures th.at are not content
unless they are continually communicat-
ing to those around them whatever they
may know that is worth acquiring, aud
consequently always act as an incentive
to others to make daily additions to their
stock of knowledge. To this peculiarity
of my father was doubtless due the fact
that my mother, despite her manifold
household duties, retained a certain
mental youthfulness and freshness to the
day of her death. He always exercised
a sort of supervision over our reading,
talked with us about what we read, and,
indeed, often read aloud to us himself.

No wonder that our house was called
& “learned bouse ;” and when any one,

But I found this very ‘mwnlf;fora change, called me any thing but

and, when I met acqualntances, it was
quite impracticable. I therefore was
com to give it up, and to look at
body as I always done, except
the zoyl in the street. I considered them
as my greatest enemies, and avoided
them in every way possible. On the
whole, I think 1 endured the irremediable,
with a fair share of resignation. I say
irremdiable, because it scemed as though
there was no remedy for the defect. My
parents consulted several surgeons, but
they all shook their learned heads, and
refused to undertake the operation. My
oase, it scemed, was not an ordinary one;
the operation required was more severe
than the one usvally performed in such
cases, and the result was very doubtfal.

My father and mother were, neverthe-
less, both in favor of having the opers-
tion performed, but I bhad not the cour-
age. Ishuddered at the mere thought of
having my eye cuf, and then I feared I

ight lose it entirely. Being ocross-eyed
mwght far better than being one-eyed-
In one respect, at least, my misfortune
did not operate to my disadvantage. In
society I never had the mortification of
being neglected ; and at balls and dane-
ing-parties my card was filled sooner than,
perhaps, that of any girl of my

uaintance. But, m was always
mnl to be cheerful and sunny, and not
to reply in monosyllables ; oz the ocon-
trary, to always do my share of the talk-
ing, and to talk my best, without .prur
ing to be in love with the sound of my
own voice, or seeming to think that I was
Sir or Madame Oracle, and should be
listened to more than another.

“ One never tires of ralking to the Cross-
eyed Angel,” I once overheard a gentle-
man of my acoquaintance say to another.
Ah ! but the compliment the remark con-
veyed was not sufficient to assuage the
pain the nickname caused me, far as the
speaker was from any intention to be un-
knd.

A ocertain timidity and bashfulness,
which was altogether foriegn w0 my na-
ture, usually came over me, and lasted
for a time, after being unpleasantly re
minded of my bodily defect. At such
times | would retire to some obsgure cor

—ahed, perbaps, a few tears—and
::L&n, until, getting out of patience with
myself, I would ery: “ Ah, fie!
don't like my looks, they need not look at
me!” and 1 wouid sally forth again.

It was, perhaps, on account of her
beautiful eyes that [ was so partial 1o my
friend Charlotte. L, at all events, some-
times thought so, and often expressed my
admiration for them to her, when she
would reply that [, 100, would have hand-
some eyes y—/
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If they

Ah! that uofortunate | -py,

Cross-eyed Angel, it was sure 1o be
“ Learned Lizzie;” which, to me, was
scarcely an improvement, as I could not
abide the abbreviation, and especially
the “ie” termination. I very much
preferred my full name— Elizabeth-—to
any thing else.

Go where 1 would, I fonnd no house
that was better kept, in which there was
more real comfort, or where the inmates
enjoyed themselves better than we did ;
even Charlotte confessed that, although
it would have been hard to find a house in
which there was » ter absence of
of what is called « lly%:?'.

My father was a lawyer. He stood
high in his profession, and was conse-
quently always fully employed. It was,
therefore, very natural that the young
jurists who located in G——, or came to
fill government positions, should not only
call on us, but should be invited to our
little entertainments whenever my father
saw no reasons why their visits should
not be encouraged. In criticising, these
{loung people, he showed them no mercy.

e condemned their weaknesses and
failings, when we were alone, with a
severity that sometimes surprised me;
but later it was clear to me that he did

it solely on my account, in order that I
should not im{ulgo in romantic illusions
with to s of questionable

worth. This was undoubtedly the reason
I never had any little love-affairs to re-
count, likeall the young girls of my ac-
qn:inhnoe.upech{ly Chnrfom,all.hongh I
certainly received as much attention ad
the others.

“The son of one of my oldest and
best friends is to be sent here as assessor”
said my father one day, at the dinner-
table, as he took a letter out of his
pocket.

“Who is it ?” usked my mother.
* Young Eberhard ?"

“Yes,” was the reply. “ Paul Eber-
hard writes me: ‘Let me recommend
my son Carl to your kind offices. He is
steady and capable. If one of your sons
should come to Berlin, he will find the
door of my house always open to him,
and I am sure Carl will always be a
welcome visitor at yours,’ ete.”

“ Certainly-—oertainly he will " eried | girl should learn Latin, when they think it |
my mother ; “and don’t you think you | very natural and proper that she should |

had better write to say that we shall be
glad to have the young gentleman stop
with us until he finds rooms to suit
him "

“That is just what I was about

father. “ Very well, I will write this
evening. He will doubtless find suitable
lodgings in two or three days, at farthest.
ere are plenty vacant, go where you

“if " As thgy stood in their sockets, the | o) »

one looking one way and the other another
they were little short of repulsive.
Charlotte and I had grown up together ;
our familes were neighbors. She had
played in our nusery and I in theirs ; she
in our garden, and | on their lawn. Thus
habit had united us more closely than
choice would have doue ; but, alshough
when 1 grew up, this was sometimes
unpleasantly apparent, still, from foree of
habit, our relations remained unchang-

The atmosphere in our house was very
different from that in Charlotte’'s. Her
parents were rich, and belonged to the
so-oalled fashionables. They kept a little
arthy of servants, whq, we always thought
did much to pamper and spoil the child
ren. Charlotte was, perhaps, the mos

Thus it was Uarl Eberhard came to be
our guest: i. e, to oceupy the ocosey
little square room that looked out on the
garden, and which, with the large ao-
quaintance of my hospital parents, was
never long without an occupant. 1t was,
therefore, nothing new for us to have a
guest in the house ; we were, however,
— especially father — somewhat more
curious than usual, for our expected
guest was an entire stranger to us all.

Carl Eberhard came, and, in personal
appearance, was very like his father, who

"hed been at our house often. He was tall

and slim, with s« handsome face, the
most attractive feature of which was—not
in my opinion alone—his large, expréssive
eyes, which immediately reminded me of
Charlotte’s.
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romp occasionally in the garden my
yomrger brother Albert, I thought little
l‘:‘d supporting the dignity of a young
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coursé¢ learning Latin, which

enough, it seemed to me very natural that | vory difficult. [, 0o, had Jearned some-
I should study harder and know every thing of Latin, en passant with my
thing ot ‘Lottiej who' would be [gjgar by ing them_say over
really " atd never to any for & task and . e to
livelihood. ; and later by ap myself more

closely under the tutorship of my father.
““It not only adds 1o our general"know-
'ledge of language, but it accustoms us to
,think logically,” he used to say; “and
to a woman, especially, the latter is of
more importance than the former.”

Albert sat in thé garden uvear the house,
learning the prepositions with the ae-
cusative. The more difficult he found it
to get them into his head, the louder he
repeated them. Ad apud, ante, he
any number of times, always sticking fast
at the seventh or eighth word.

“ Clirca, circiter, erga,,” I helped him
forward, as | continued to weed my
favourite flower-bed.

“ Ob pene, per,” and he stuck again.

“ Post, praeter,” 1 cried out to him;
and as he still stumbled over them, I be-
gan the list, and went through them with
a celerity that would have done credit to
an old-time pedagogue.

“1 bhave them in my memory so fast
that I shall never forget them,” I added;
““but they are terribly hard to learn at
first.”

‘““ Heaven knows, they are!” sighed poor
Albert.

‘“ Miss Elizabeth, can you repeat the
prepositions with the ablative also ?” ask-
ed a familiar voice from above us.
| I looked up. Eberhard was leaning
out of his window, he had heard and seen
all that had passed.

I felt my face redden, and for a moment
I was silent ; then I burst into a hearty
laugh and began, “a, ab, absgue,” and so
on, with lightning rapidity to the end of
the list,

“Is it possible, Miss Lizzie, that you
know Latin ? and so well I*

Albert and I Jaughed heartily at the
question, which, more in the tone than in
the words, expressed the greatest astonish-
ment. Eberhard disappeared from the
window, and a few moments after joined
us in the garden.

“I thought at first,” he began, “ you
had only picked up a little—from your
older brothers, perhaps.”

“Oho I" cried Albert, at the top of his
voice, “our little learred Lizzie knows
her Virgil and Caesar with the best of them,
I can tell you. I wish I only knew them
half as well !”

There was an expression of such utter
amazement in Eberhard's face that we
could not help laughing again.

“You are the first lady I have ever seen
who knew Latin,” said he. Had I known
this before 1 came, I should have imagined
the daughter of my father's old friend very
different from what I found her.”

And when I asked, “ How so?” the re-
ply was in accordance with the notions
that have prevailed since the time of Moses
and the bulrushes, I imagine—that a
learned woman must be old, ugly, and pe-
dantic : ** Instead of this, I find you,” ad-
ded Eberbard, *“a veritable Amarylis,
even to the rake.” I had picked up one

Albert, who ‘was at eollegoiuv'u of

|of which he remarked farther :
{my wife must not only be rich, but she
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' . dea¥ | gits, oh how ahort, imméasusibly small
ith hi agreeabl it y
:::,hlm - 1 By e‘._. ot Six thousand years on this terrsueous
| 1 have long since Yorgotten what I had| .o ball. = -
said, but Tlooked upag Eberhard for a re- | But as a vapor, in God's sight appears,
He was siléntjand the expression of | And loss than nothing midst the, folling
face £ ! Hbml " ates. b1 v
ed occy with some foreign to | o
the subject we were discussing ; but .

- r uL ]
looked me full inr the face, and it seemed | Pierce {#e" blue vault, the outskirts of
as though his large, dark eyes would pene- __God's throne, 2
Ftrate my inmostson!. “Whm suns, and systems roll, to us, un-
I felt strangely embarrassed and E:l:f\lx:‘- known
ed. Suddenly it occurred to _me t —— - " "
was looking a¢ wy turned eye. My face E’en light itself, the distance ca'nnot 8pan,
| became crimson at the thought ; I turned | Through countless ages as it sweeps
| away, and my unconstrained manner was | along.
gone. He tried to recstablish the former ! ik
familiar tone, but his endeavors proved | !
fruitless. A moment, in & seraph’s mind appears,
Eberhard experienced great difficulty in | Of same duration as ten million years :
finding rooms that suited him. Now he | What then six thousand ? or, three-score
objected to their northern exposure, now | and ton ?—
to their being on the third floor, and now | ., .. . . res
1o their being too far from the side of the | The flickering vapor of men's lives.
town on which we lived. !

V.

He was with us over two weeks before |, . :
he’lound quarters that suited him. They | 15 8000 must end, when with uplifted

were in our immediate neighborhood, and | hand,
indeed, were so situated that he could | *“One foot on sea, and other on the land.”
| overlook a q?mon of our garden from his | The angel loud proclaims, * Time is np
| windows. rue, he had a northern ex- aaobe.

| . * .
posure, but that little objection was more | : . 4

' than ccunterbalanced by other considera- | No time exists beyond earth’s deser

| tions. ' shore.

i During these two weeks we became | vi

There, one eternal day forever reigns,
All sickness,sighing sin, and all its pains,
Alike unknown, eternal glories rise,
Vastin extent, boundless as the skies.
~SMrTH.

WHY | DON'T MARRY.

HY are there so few marriages

now-a-days *” a young

agked me, the other evening, the .
puszled expression upon her fair face
seeming to indicate that she was rather
surprised at a state of matters that could
give rise to such a guestion We had
found ourselves, at the conclusion of a
promenade on the veranda, after a fast
and furious galop, seated side by side in a
cosy nook in the supper-room, and from
the crious nature of the quelﬁon, pro-
pounded after she had finished an ice,
and [ some claret-cup, you can perceive
how confidential we had become. Had
the query come out accidentally or un-
conuectedly in the course of a conversa-
tion about the weather and things in
general, I might, nine times out of ten,
with some degree of ocertainty have
ascrbied it to the praisworthy endeavors
of a good-looking firl, nnmuiled with a
superabundance of conversational power,
to keep the ball of small talk rolling
smoothly along. But I had found that
my paitoer was not ouly pretty, but clever
and sensiblebesides, and from the skilful
manner in which she had led up the
conversation to this pusing query, she
had not only made me think that she
hersell was curious to know my views
upon the subject, but had also to some
extent prepared me for a remark that
mi?ht otherwise have shocked my delicate
feelings. But with her fine eyes looking
interrogatively into mine, her flushed face
lighted up with the enthsiasm of nineteen,
and the melodious music of the intermin-

I right well acquainted. The weather being
remarkably pleasant, we spent a good
deal of time in the open air, and, when
Eberhard’s time admitted of it, he joined
us on the verunda, or he sought me out in
a favorite and retired spot in the garden
under one of the two stately linden-trees
between which my father had placed my
father had placed a plaster statue of Jus-
tice. During the hours when the sun
| shone on the porch so as to make it un-

bly warm, it was shady and cool
under the lindens, and consequently we
often drank our coffee in the afternoon
gathered around “ Madame Justice,” as wo
were in the habit of saying.

The preparing of the coffee, while my
father and mother took a siesfa, was my
office. Albert usually put in an appear-
ance at the coffee-hour, but not always.
Eberhard however, never failed. He was
a great lover of good coffee, and at first |
ruspected his promptnes was due solely to
his desire to get the decoction as soon after
it was made as possible.

Eberhard was, in fact, something of an
epicure, and he did not pretend to deny
it. He had not been with us more than
two or three days when he took occasion
to say: *“The man who is wot himself
rich 1s in duty bound to look out for a
rich wife. I, for my part, can’t conceive
of a domestic establishment, in which
there is any real comfort, that is not
supplied with ample meauns.” This little
speech, which, under the circumstanoes,
was in doubtful taste, led to a discussion
between him and my father, in the course
“ And

“

must also be beautiful and cultured, for I'|
would be proud of her always and every- |
where.”
Why had this conversation left such a
inful something in my remembrance ?
hat was it to me if he would marry no
woman who was not rich and beautiful !

a few minutes betore he came down.

“1 never could understand,” said I,
| “ why people think it so strange that a

‘Icmn French and English, Spanish and
| Italian."”

| This was the starting-point of quite a
lengthy conversation, the first really that

) \0 | had ever taken place between us, and I|tion, was the perfection of manly beauty
suggest to you, my dear,” replied my |can, therefore, truly say that our acquaint- and a model of maoly dignity,

[ance began with the accusative.

| “There is nothing I admire more in a
| woman,” said Eberhaxd, “than real cul-
ture—solid attainments ; but we meet with
it so rarely, especially in women of your
age ! How do you, pray, chance tp form
such a notable and praiseworthy excep-
tion ? how did vou acquire so much know-
ledge ?"

So much knowledge ! I knew well that
I, in reality, possessed very little—that I
had learned nothing thoroughly.

“ How did I acquire what littie I know?"
I asked,

“Yes; that is what 1 should like to
know,” returned Eberhard.

“Well, I left school at fifteen, the age
when men—those, at least, who are con-
sidered liberally educated—really begin
their studies,” I replied “Since then, my
only opportunities have been those afford-
ed me by my home associations, and my
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It ought to be a matter of perfect indiffer-
ence to me, and | was frightened when,
a few days afterward, I caught myself
soliloguising, *‘ But, you are not rich nor
beautiful

Did I, then, want to be his wife? 1
[ bad really never asked myself this direct
| question, bat, for the first time in my
| young lifc, 1 found myself at all hours
| occupied with a man who, to my imagina-

able Lancers, from which we both had
fled, floating into the room in delicious
interludes, I must be pardoned my having
refused to fall into a semi-philosophic
vein, and for having answered my fair
examiner with a bondon, to the effect
that she, at least, had no reason to ask
the question.  But that night, or morn-
ing rather, when | had returned to the
dalmer atmosphere of my lodgings, had
subsided in a shooting-coat, and thrown
and that | mygelf into a sung arm-chair before a
cheerful fire, duly appreciated by my old
friend Patch, who, dog though he be, was
winking at'me approvingly on the hearth-
rug, the question which I had so success-
fuﬁy evaded in the supper-room would
persist in coming into my thoughts-—
possibly not unconnected with the fair
form of its author—whether 1 would or
not, though the answer I had given her

| man was Carl Eborhard.
| CoNTINUED
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| Two young fellows | from the Emerald
Isle, were sitting by the road-side one day
last summer, and presented a very forlorn
appearance.  One of them was looking
| very attentivly at his boots, which were |
rather the worse for wear. His compan- ' had passed into the shadows.
ion noticing his fixed look, spoke to him  «what” I asked myselt, “ is the
thus : <reason I am not married ere now ? I am
“Say, Pat, what are you thinking about, | old engugh—thirty next birthday. I am
are you thinking about the old spot.” domestic enough, as Patch and my land-
“No, shall I'tell what I was thinking | 18dy oan testify. And by the gentler and
o fairer sex I am considered—not repulsive ;
. oo ok A o pongl o
“\Yell. I was wondering yhy these boots go:;i;en o:'i:. o i::.t u:l:lin. tete-adete ! 1
are like a criminal after he is hung ? confess that 1 had never thought seriousl
“ Why are they.” on the subject before, but since then {
‘ Because, the sole (soul) is lost, and »

ting and reason
they are past healing (heeling).”

have been investi
and thinking, an

bringing the wl::fe

"’c 5




