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MARIA MONK’S DAUGHTER.

CHAPTER I

[

TICK.

In the year 1843 a family of the name of St. John occupied the
first floor and basement of a tenement-house in Goerck street, in
the city of New York. The basement was used as a kitchen and
sleeping apartment for the servant. The first floor consisted of two
rooms, the front one of which was occupied as a’bedroom, and the
back one did the double service of a dining and sitting room. The
front room was covered with a cheap, faded, ingrain carpet, while a
dirty rag carpet did a similar duty for the other, and a few cheap ar-
ticles completed the furnishing of both. On the walls of these dingy’
and scantily furnished apartments hung five or six rare oil paintings
of great value. They were the only articles of luxury, and they
formed a strange and cheering contrast to the meanness of all else.

The family consisted of four persons, the father, mother, and two
little daughters. The father might have been forty ; but the deep fur-
.. rows on his face showed premature signs of age. He had been a wild
boy; bad run away from home ; had been to sea, and had travelled
nearly all over the world, and would never return to his boyhood’s
home, unless driven by misery, ill health, or despair. He was his
‘mother’s favorite son, and the pet of his aunt Huldah (his mother’s :
sister) : they both doted upon him, and would receive the prodigal
with open arms and forgiving hearts, whenever.he would appeal to
them for shelter or assistance. He had four brothers then living, all
- of whom had risen to wealth and position. The St. Johns were said
to be descended from one of the noblest English families. They
traced their genealogy to Henry St. John, Lord Bolingbroke. Mr.
St. John’s brothers were his very opposites. They were energetic,
industrious, and ambitious. They all spurned and shunned their ezr-

# -




6 ‘ TICK’S FAMILY.  J

ing brother, and left him to that lot, which usually:befalls those, wha
prefer pleasure to labor, and thé gratification of their passions to the
fulfilment of duty. His follies had been many, and his punishment
was severe. The hour of retribution had come,"iand demanded
payment for a misspent life, and it found him ill prepared to acquit
himself of the debt. For his mind had always been set on what the
world calls pleasure, on being free and untrammelled by the restraints

of the laws of God and well-regulaied society. He had no religious"

convictions; and therefore nothing to sustain him in this combat with
_misfortune and misery. He stood, or rather lay, thoroughly de-
fenceless in their iron grasp.

The woman, whom he called his wite, and with whom in an evil
hour he had linked his destiny, was the instrument Providence had
chosen to bring the misguided man to repentance. She was in her
twenty-sixth year, and might once have been handsome ; but a life of
misery and sin had already robbed her cheeks of their roses and her
form of the graces of youth. She was short in stature, thick set, with
oval features, dark-gray eyes, and long, brown hair. The reader can
best judge of her character and disposition from her acts.

The eldest daughter, whom I will call Georgina, must then have
been in her eighth year. Her large hazel eyes lighted up a face of
Grecian mould and matchless beauty. She had a quick aptitude for
acquiring knowledge, and at that early age would read story-books
and the newspapers aloud to her mch'ner

The expression of her face was cold and sad, and bypoke what
she really was, the offspring of misfortune. Her nature was proud

"and wilful. She had never been treated like a child ; she had been
fed upon praise from her mother’s breast, and whatever she did or
said was considered perfect. Every childish wish was gratified, and
her family treated her as though they were there only t¢ do her hom-

.age. Yet, notwithstanding such a pernicious course of early training,
she was superior to most children of her years, and, even at that ten-
der age, her actions were guided more by reﬂectxon, than by childish
impulse.

The younger daughter was just the opposxte of her sxster m looks,
in character, and in disposition. She was in her sixth year; and as
she had never been known to keep still, everybody called her « Tick.”
She was véry homely—so homely, that the boys in the streets would

make fun of her, and her mother ar}d\sistcr would constantly tell her,

°




. TICK'S PORTRAIT. ¥

a

that “she was the ugliest..child they had ever scen.” She had a
round face, a bad coﬂ@e::i?ﬁ, a pug nose, and short hair, vith no
head at all,—I mean no sense in her head,—or she had what the
French would call wne téte a I envers.

She always acted from impulse, never from reflection ; with her
there was never a moment's pause between the conception of an
idea and its execution, when possible ; and from the rapidity of her
acts and the serious consequences they would often entail, she had
become the terror, ﬂ)e dislike, and the butt o:,g{:ousehold. She
was by no means a fool ; she was always saying or doing some ex-
traordinary thing, and her life at that age was made up of being
scolded, beaten, or iaughed at. Her eyes were not large and beau-
tiful, like those of her sister ; but when she was excited they would
sparkle like fire. Their color and expression always depended on
Tick’s emotions: they were the only redeeming feature in that little,
ugly face. She was small, thin, and quick as a flash. ®She had long
been accustomed to come head first down the stéps, and the family
said, that it was atithe foot of a long flight of stairs, that Tick got her

- ili-shaped nose. Tick never looked tidy ; her face and hands were
almost always dirty, and her hair was rarely combed. It made very
little difference to her whether her hair was combed or her face

~ washed or not, since, in any case, everybody who saw her for the
first .time would invariably exclaim: ¢ What an ugly child!” while
the first sight of her sister would elicit expressions of admiration for
her beauty. :

Georgina was Tick’s half-sister ; Mr. St. ]ohn was not her father.
‘He had adopted her, she went by his name, and called him father.
The lives of the two €isters seemed te be distinct. Georgina was
trea.tcd like a lady, ty( Tick like a household drudge. who could be
kicked and cuffed about at the pleasure and whim of each. Tick’s
father was the only one, who never spoke unkindly to her; he never
gave her a blow. Georgina was supposed to speak the truth always,
Tick never.

The mother loved her eldest daughter, yet Georgma. feared her
mother’s ill-temper ; for, when she was angry, she would abuse this
daughter with harsh words and threatening looks; yet she never
struck her but once, and then she was intoxicated.

. The mother and eldest daughter were more like friends, -than

parent and child ; for the mother would impart to her all her secrets,
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8 DOMESTIC SCENES.

even- the most delicate. Georgina can say with truth, that she never
was a child.  They would sit and converse together- for hours; yet
they seldom spoke to Tick, the mother never, unless it was to scold
her or to give her an order. But Tick was an attentive listener to
what they were saying, and she would roil it over and over in her
mind. The mother would ever talk against the father, and would
ake threats and declare, that she would be revenged, and Georgina
would abuse him too. Mr. St. John loved Georgina better, than his
own child; but she never returned his affection. It made Tick sad
to hear them abuse her father ; for she loved him, although she knew,
that she only stood second in his heart. She was only too grateful
for such love as he gave her; it was the only ray of light, that feebly
glimmered for her in that wretched home.
Mr. St. John and his wife bated each other, and they were nearly
always quarrelling. Neither ever went to church; yet the mother
would dfrequently go out during the week, no one ever knew where,
nor when she would return. It would always enrage the husband
to find his wife absent.  Georgina would then try to soften him, and
pretend, that she knew where her mother was, and would say every-
thing she could to excuse her absence. The mother usually returned
intoxicatgd, and a dreadful scene would ensue. The husband would
load her with accusations, of which Tick did not understand the
‘meaning. ~ I{e would attempt to strike her; but Georgina would go
between them to defend her mother, and her présence and tears
" would always calm the infuriated husband.
During those scenes Tick would get into a corner and kneel
behind a chair, through the back of which she would peep, till all was
- over’; when she would say to her sister : ¢ Why did you not let him
strike her ?”  Then her sister would reproach Tick for her heartless-
ness towards her mother. But Tick could not feel the reproach ; for she
never loved her mother.  She had always feared her. Tick cannot re-
member, that her mother ever kissed her ; and Tick can remember ever
since she was three years old. But what could have been the secret
of this mother's aversion for her child, which seemed to amount
almost to hatred. She would beat her, as though she were gratifying -
- some secret desire for vengeance. Was it because she was the child
of her hated husband ? or did the devil, withouther knowing it, in- |

spireher to pour out her wrath upon the child, who would one da.yt:y
to undo her work ?




TICK’S COMPANIONS.

'f'}qk had a hard life of it; yet she was aiways gay. F ve minutes
after being beaten, she could laugh as merrily, as though she had never
been struck a blow in her life. She was always happy, when she was
a.lone, either in the house or in the streets, or when her father was -
at home, which was very seldom. She had few companions; and
those were among the worst children, who ran the streets. No one
liked her mother, and consequently the neighbors would refuse to -
let their children go with her.

When at home alone, she would amuse hersalf by talking to her-
self, to the chairs, the table-legs, to the pictures on the wall, to the

" footstool, and to the shovel and tongs, making believe that the tongs

were ‘a boy and the shovel a girl; and she would name each object
after the boys or girls she liked or hated most. On the former
she would bestow caresses and good marks, and the latter she wonld
beat with the poker. The furniture was thus frightfullv marred, and
sometimes broken, but no one ever knew how it was done, and the
fault was generally laid to‘ the servant. This was one of Tick's fa-
vorite sports, and she begah to form attachments for the objects in
the room, as though they were living beings. They were the only
companions, who never gave her pain, and always brought her joy.
She loved - dearly, too, to roam by hergelf through the streets, and
talk aloud to herself without being noticed, or to'sit on the curbstone
and swim her shoes in the gutter.
Mr. St. John often threatened fo aband&x his wife. if she would not
* reform, and he would have done so long before, had it not ‘been fgr
his attachment to her child. = The mother took advantage of this;
fog whenever he would threaten to leave her, she would always say:
' Kut my child remains with me ; ” and the afflicted man would sub-
mit to stay for Georgina’s sake. He foresaw too well the inevitable
doom, which awaxted her if he abandoned her to the care of her
mother.
Tick inherited her father’s quaiities and disposition. It had always
been a traitof the St. Johns to have a remarkable memory. Tick
had inherited that quality in an eminent degree. She resembled her
father in everything but his movements ; for he was slow and languid
* in his gait, whereas Tick’s every motion was as quick as lightning.

" To be put out of the way, she had been sent to a public school be-
fore she had completed her fourth year. Here nothing escaped her,
that she could take in with her eyes and ears ; but herrutlcs;namre

T ge




io HARD KNOCKS.

" would not allow her to apply herself. She could repeat the alphabet as
fast as her sister, although she did not know one letter from the other,

Georgina was a beautiful reader—and Tick would tease her until
she read to her all about Polly Bodine’s trial. Tick had heard every
one talking about-it, and she was much interested to know, if she
should be hanged or not.  For Tick her father used to buy play-
things, -but books for Georgina. Their mother, tco, would some-
times buy books and playthings for her elder daughter, but never
anything for Tick. Finally about this time Tick became a sort of
confirmed vagabond. When out of school she was always in the
street. Her mother became every day more cruel to her, and Tick
avoided her as much as she could.

The cruel treatment she received never cowed Tick’s spirit.
Georgina seldom dared to strike her, for Tick would make a stout
defence. She neither loved, hated, envied, nor imitated her sister,
- and in spite of all the hard knocks she received she always chose to
be herself rather than anybody else. In spite of her mother’s cruelty
Tick pitied that mother, when she saw her afflicted and wretched
and in tears; she could have thrown her arms around her neck °
and kissed her, had she dared to. .

_ Her mother would often send the child for beer, and it was with
a heavy heart that she brought it ; for she knew, that it was so much
fuel for the drunken wrath, that was sure to burst on her own devoted
head. Georgina would seldom go on this errand, but would on her
knees implore her mother to do without it. The mother would
sometimes yield, but would oftener become impatient and threaten.
Georgina, too, dreaded her mother when intoxicated, and then she
would stay near to Tick and talk with her.

When Tick was six years old a little stranger came to gladden
the father'’s heart, in the person of an infant son.

From Goerck street the family moved to a house out of which they
were turned by the landlord on account of the mother's quarrels
with the neighbors. Then they moved into a rear house, whose only
~yard was the wretched alley-way. They had not been there long,
when, one day, the father came home jubilant, with the good news
that his uncle, Samuel St. John, of New Haven, who had just died,
'had left him an annuity, aid also a small one for each of his children;
when they should come of age. The next day he took Georgina,
‘Tick, aud his son, who was then over a year old,’and weat to an
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office, where a gentleman handed him a book. He placed his right
hand on it, and swore, that the three children were his own. His

. love for Georgina caused him to take a false oath, and it was that
false oath that sealed his doom. His family had already shunned him
for his vices, but now they shrank from him as a perjurer. His
crime might have ever remained a secret, had not the woman, for
whose unfortunate child he had sacrificed his conscience, spitefully
betrayed him.

When Mr. St. John returned home, after ta.kmg this oath, he began
to converse with his wife. The usual quarrel ensued. She rose
from her seat, raised her hand, and swore, that she would be re-
venged. Her heart was filled with rage and hate. She loved her
elder daughter, but her hate was stronger than her love. She
had long thirsted for a full revenge for all the real or imaginary
wrongs she had treasured up against her weak and erring husband.
At last that long-wished-for hour had come. The next day found
this woman in the same office, where her husband had stood the

" day before. Shedaid her hand on that little Bible, which he had dese-
crated for her child; and there swore-that her husband was a perjurer ;
that only the two younger children were his, and_that her eldest child

. was born before she knew him, who called himself its father. This vol-

" untary declaration on the part ofa woman, who claimed to be his wife, .
cast doubts even upon his marﬁfi.ge te her, which his pride could not
permit him to remove, and the misg#ided man, who but a few hours
before was revelling in bright hopes of a happy future for his children,
and for the child he had taken to his heart, saw those hopes forever
extinguished. He humbly acknowledged his fault, but declared, that,
in forswearing himself, he had only yielded to the earnest solicitations
of his wife. His uncle had left a large fortune, providing annuities
for the five brothers, his nephews, and their descendants, to the third
generation. The estate was only finally to be divided, when the
youngest of the last generation should have reached his ma)onty. All
this was devised in order, that the St. Johns might remain for at least

~ four generations mthout wantmg for bread. Mr. St. John swore, that
he was really married to the woman, who had so ruthlessly betrayed
him. But he would not give her maiden name. As he had once
taken a false oath, the executors refused to receive his two children
- as heus, unless he should produce his marriage certificate, signed by
: tesponszble witnesses. ‘This he refused to do; for it must bear M
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woman's name. No, never would he breathe the name of her, whom
Providence, as a just punishment for his sins, had thrown across his
path. And thus were his children not only deprived of future support
and left to an inheritance of misery and danger, but they were brand-
ed before the public with the shameful stigma of bastards.

These new domestic griefs had not much power to depress the
buoyant spirits of Tick. She could readily forget them all in the de-
light of an occasional trip with her father across the water to Wil-
liamsburg. She would stand at the back of the ferry-boat, as if riveted
to the deck, watching the waves, and with no.eyes for anything else.” -
Tick was fond of building castles in the air. She would sometimes .
tie her mother’s apron on behind her, to form a train, and would make
a paper crown and put it on her head; and in that guise she would
promenade up and down the room or the alley, imagining that she
was in a palace, and that she was herself a queen or the lady-love of
some prince; and she would sigh to be big enough to wear long
clothes, believing, that when that day came, she would be presented
at court, and the courtiers would vie to do her homage. For her sister
read aloud stories of kings and queens and courtiers and palaces,
and her father, too, would tell what he had seen in England ; and she
fancied, that it must be the acme of all happiness to go to court and
revel in its pleasures.

CHAPTER II.

MARIA MONK.* _

ONE day Tick and her mother were alone, when two rough-look-
ing men came in. The three entered into conversation. At last .
one of the men spoke out: “I know who you are, you are Maria
Monk/” 1t was the first time Tick had ever heard that name.

* Early in the year 1836 a book appeared entitled, * AWFUL DISCLOSURES OF
MARIA MoNEK.” . The book was a tissue of calumnies against the inmates of the
‘Hétel. Dieu, or Black Nunnery, in Montreal. Maria Monk represented herself té
" be an escaped nun from that convent, The reader will learn more of her book in

‘the course of this history.. . : S

v
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Many years hav§; passed since then, but Tick has never forgotten
the dread feeling, that came over her the first time that fatal name

. fell upon her ears. Then both the men spoke up and said : “ We
know you are Maria Monk ;” but the mother denied it. The next
day a woman came in, and repeated the same thing.” The woman
insistec, that Tick’s mother should permit her to look for certain
marks, which, she said, that Maria Monk had on her body; but
Tick’s mother refused to satisfy this person. Frequently, after that,
people would come in and repeat those same words. After a while,

- Tick would hear her mother acknowledge to one woman, that she
was Maria Monk, and deny it to another; but at last she ceased to
deny it to any one, and would tell everybody, that that was her name.
There was something in that name which displeased Tick, yet she
could not tell why. Although she was hardened in sin, and had not
much fine feelings to boast of, and was considered the bully of the
alley, yet she felt ashamed, that her mother's name should be Maria
Monk. She could not have felt worse if it had been Polly Bodine.
The neighbors became so troublesome at’last, by constantly coming
in and bringing others to see Maria Monk, that the St. Johns were
obliged to leave the neighborhood. They went into another tene-
ment-house, whence they were soon ejected by the landlord because
of Mrs. St. John’s quarrels with her neighbors.

The family had been getting more and more miserable ; and their
home now was so wretched, that the father dreaded to come near it.
Although Mr. St. John received the annuity left him by his uncle,
yet it did not seem to better his condition ; for his family would live
for a few days sumptuously, and like beggars the rest of the year.
They had long since -done without a servant. Georgina, who was
in her tenth year, did all the indoor work, while Tick did all the
errands. The only trouble about sending Tick on errands was, that
they could never dépend on her. If she met an organ-grinder, she
felt, as though it looked mean and poor to pass him by without giv-
ing him something, and the money, that was intended to buy a loaf
of bread, would oftentimes be put into the outstretched paw of a
monkey. “The father used sometimes to give Georgina the money
to provide for the family ; and she would have to conceal it from the
mother, lest she should force her to give it to her for beer. Often-
times the mother would go off ; and the father would come home late

ind find the three little children sitting disconsolate around the
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stove, the youngest crying with huhger. The girls, too, were hungry,
‘but they were long accustomed to that.

One day the mother told Georgma to get the baby ready, and
that they all should go down by the river for a walk. Georgina com-
menced to do as she was told ; but suddenly she stopped, and seemed
buried in thought. She felt, that something was wrong. It wasa
strange thing for her mother to do’; for she seldom took any of her
children out with her. Georgina refused to go, or to get the children
ready. A loud altercation took place between them. The next day
there was a repetition of the same thing. The next morming Tick
saw her father and sister in close conversation in the little hall. She
listened, and heard Georgina hint her suspicions. The father was
convinced, that her suspicions were too well founded ; for his wife had
often threatened to drown her children. Tick heard her father say,
that her mother intended to throw all her children into the river, and
then jump in herself.

Tick’s heart was drawn towards her sister, as she remembered the
scene of the previous day, when the mother had upbraided her, and
she herself had joined in, and begged her to go and do as her mother
wished. And she recalled her sister's quiet and firm attitude, and
how she had said to Tick : “ A»nd you shall not go either ;” and Tick
had felt like striking her for speaking to her with so much authority.

In spite of her reckless head, Tick appreciated and admired the
wisdom and fortitude of the girl, who, in fact, was not three years
older than herself. She felt that it was time for her too to be a wo- :
man ; and accordingly she made up her mind to be serious and
devote herself to her sister. The father left, and so did Tick. She
went ofit and played in the streets all day, and never thought for a
moment of what might be going on in the house. That evening she
learned from the conversation of her father and sister, that the
‘mother had sold all their furniture for the sum of three dollars. She
was then out ; and, as she had money, they were expecting, or rather

Afearing, that she might come in at any moment drunk.
" The furniture was all in disorder; some of it had already been -

* carried away ; and the man was coming for the rest in the momning. .

Tick’s heart was desolate, because she missed the very pieces of fur-
' piture, that she most loved to talk to. The father was standing’; his

' little boy was looking up into his face, and held up his hands for his:

" father to take him ; but the father was so ipténfonwhat he was say-
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ing to Georgina, that he did not appear to notice either Tick or her-
brother. “1I shall leave her. this very night,” said he; will- you
come with me ?” * At those words Tick made a spring, and clasped
her fathers side, and cried out: “O father! let us go before she
comes back.” Georgina was quite as ready to go as Tick ; for the
‘last week’s experience had frightened her so, that she was only teo
glad to get away from such a mother. Mr. St. John took his family
to’ a neighbor’s, who sympathized with him, knowing the dissolute -
habits of his wife. The next day, towards evening, he called for
them. He took up his son on his arm, and they started out,
.Georgina on one side and Tick on the other. Tick took hold of her
father’s hand and began to skip,—her usual gait. They had hardly
goae a dozen steps before they were in front of a grog-shop.  Tick
casually looked into the grog-shop, as she skipped along. It wasa
hurried glance ; but long enough for her to see a woman, with drunken
gestures, standing bareheaded. in the middle of the floor, her back
partly turned towards the street. It was her mother. That was the
sast dme I ever saw MaRriA MoONK.

CHAPTER I1IL

TICK IN HER NEW HOME.—LONGS AT LAST FOR THE OLD ONE.

FEELINGS of joy and sadness alternately flitted through me, as I
skipped by my father’s side. Inspite of my giddiness I-inquired of
- myself what would become of her. I asked my father twice, who
would take care of ker. He made no reply, but continued to talk
with my sister. I did not love my mother ; but at the thought, that

she had been abandoned without the smallest resource, I forgot my
" wrongs. If my father had only said, that he would take care of her,
I could have given myself up fully to the joy of leaving her; but
pity prevented my being happy. Poor mother! if she had known
my heart at that moment, I am sure, that she would have repented .
of all her unkindness to me. I tried to get her out of riy mind; -
‘but she was ever before me, just as I bad seen her in that. hun'led
glance Yet I would not have gonebackto herforworlds.
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We stopped before a beautiful house near St. John’s Park. Fathet
said to us, that it was there we were to live. It was a boarding-

house kept by a lady named Beecher. She received us kindly, but ~

at once exclaimed: “Why, I never would have taken them for
sistets!”  She kissed Georgina, took my brother on her knee,

threw a glance at me, slightly frowned, and paid me no more atten: 3

tion. My father requested her not to let us go into the street, lest
we should meet our mother or some of her acquaintances; for he
was afraid, that she might give him trouble on Georgina’s account ;
ard he was determined to do everythmg to save her.

I said to my sister several times: “I wonder how s#e felt when she
found herself abandoned.” (We never called her mother.) Georgina
would answer : “I don’t know; it served her right; but let us not
speak of Zer.” And in a few weeks all mention of %er ceased betwaen
us. s B

After a while my vagabond propensities came back in full force,
and I longed to run in the streets. At length my father consented,

that I might walk up and down a few blocks near the house. I

stretched the permission by roaming about the streets and running

in the park. But there I'soon began to feel lonely ; for the nice -

children kept'to themselves, and I-felt above playing with vagrants,
now that I wore fine clothes. But they must have had an instinct,
which told them, that I was no better than they ; for they would look
at me and make faces. I therefore sdgn avoided the park, and would
pass my time strolling through-the streets and getting free rides on

the steps of omnibuses, at the expense of an occaswna.l lashing from

_ the whip of the driver.

One day I “resented vigorously my sister's attempt to make me
wear her old clothes. Mrs. Beecher took sides with her, and em-

"phasized her view of the matter by throwing me on a bed and giving

‘mea good bea.tmg She left me, and I fell asleep. When I awoke
i immediately wished myself back again in the old wretched home
with my mother. For a mother can do many.cruel things, which
a child will readily forgive and forget ; while the tithe of such provo-
cation from a stranger may engender a spmt of hatred, which only a
siiracle of God's grace can overcome. )

We were soon put to board in the countryxat F latbush ; where my‘

sister engrossed the company of girls of equal age and refinement

vthhherseiﬁleavmgmetomyselforﬂophymﬂx theboys. T!m
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was a new and delightful experience for the cramped spirit of a child,
to whom the most familiar landscape hitherto had been the rear view
of tenement-houses. - I revelled day after day running in the mea-

- dows, chasing the butterflies, and gathering wild flowers ; and some-

times. our host would take us to the sea-shore, where my freed soul
found new delights in the shells, the sands, and the waters.

CHAPTER IV.

TICK GOES A SHOPPING.—SHE ASPIRES TO BE A RAGPICKER.—HER
ASPIRATIONS KNOCKED IN THE HEAD.

SHORTLY after our return to the city the quarrels between my sis.
ter and myself became so frequent and so violent, that our father
thought well to separate us, and placed me to board with a dress-
maker. As the dressmaker was always busy, I was left to run the
streets and do as I pleased. Sometimes I would pass days going
from one shop to another, asking the prices of things, with, perhaps,
only one cent in my pocket; and, no matter what the price of an -
article might be, if I wanted it, I would try to coax the shopkeeper
to give it to me for the amount of money I might.-have. At last two
shop-women took such a dislike to me, that they would lie in wait for
me, and, if I attempted to pass beyond the sills, of their shops, they .
would seize me and give me a good shaking. -

One day I had only a penny, and I wanted to buy half a yard of

= ribbon for my doll.. I entered a fancy shop, and made a woman un-

roll all the narrow ribbon she had at two cents a yard.. When I had
made my choice, I said I would take %elf a yard, at the same time-

. handing her the penny. She took it, threw it out on the sidewalk,

and told me to go after it and never dare to come into her shop.

~ again. The very same day I saw in a shop window a little bottle of - -
* perfumery, which I coveted very much. I eagerly inquired the
price. It was twelve cents; and I had only oze. I begged the -

woman to give it to me for that. She sarcastically 'adyised me to
wait, till I had more to put with it. On my way home I met a rag-
pmeker,  as.. had a.lways been told, that all - ragp;ckers -were nd:,

(




HOPES OF FORTUNE.

I took it into my head that I should go at once to work, and make a
fortune at ragpicking ; and that then I could buy what I pleased.
By the time I got home, I found, that it was too late to begin
that day, as it was nearly dusk. The next morning, after breakfast,
while the dressmaker was clearing away the table, I went into the
kitchen, took the market-basket and the poker,-and started out. But
I wandered through street after street, in the broiling sun, without faad -
ing a rag, or so much as a piece of paper. At last I was tired; for 1
found the basket and poker a load in themselves; and I wheeled
about and started for home. I had nearly reached the house, when I
met a ragpicker with a great lot of rags in a basket fastened to her
back. I instantly accosted her and cried out: *Old woman, tell me
where you found all those rags? I have been hunting through the
streets ever since breakfast, and have not found one yet.” The old wo-
man passed on in contemptuous silence ; but I ran until I got directly
in front of her, and said, this time rather coaxingly: ¢ Oh, Mrs. Rag-
picker, won't you p-l-e-a-s-e tell me where you found all those rags?”
At that tht.\@gpxcker assumed an infuriated mien, pa.rtxcularly when
her eyes fell on my basket and poker ; and, before I had a chance to
divine what was coming, she struck me a blow on the head with her
hook,.and then started off on a half run. As I went into the house
. with my hand pressed upon my smarting head, I met the dressmaker.
The moment she saw me with her market-basket and poker, she flew
into a rage, seized both of the articles, and exclaiming: “You little
imp !” began to beat me over the shoulders with the poker, telling
me at the same time, in a screaming voice, how I had made her lose
all the morning hunting through the house for her market-basket
" and poker.
By such rude blows were dashed my first bright hopes of fortune !
My father and sister seldom came to see me; and, if my sister
tayed over an hour, our interview would always end in a quarrel
. My father had often spoken to us of a beautiful country,—the lanJ,
where his aunt Huldah lived ;—and he would tell us how kind ‘she
"had ever been to him, never refusing him-the axd he asked of her.
One day he told us, that this aunt had proposed, if he would let her
- bave his little' son, to bring him up and leave to him all she had.
" He was ever talking of that country, and promising to take us there ;
.. and he would -sometimes add, that it would be a very secure place,
: mwhwh toh»dc us from our mothet Georgina and myself wheo
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rarely agreed on" any point, would beg him in unison to take us to
that country. He was always shifting us about, through constant
-dread of our mother. In the course of these migrations we found
ourselves again at Flatbush; when our father came for us one day,
- and told us, that he had decided to take us to Amenia, the country
he loved so much, and where he had passed his happiest days.
~ We returned to New York ; where our father bought us several
handsome suits of clothes, made of the richest and finest material ;
so that any one, who saw us, as we started for Amenia, might have
believed, that we were spoiled children of fortune. As the boat
moved slowly away from the dock, I gladly bade New York good-
by, little thinking how that journey was big with my destiny. We
landed at Poughkeepsie ; and early the next morning we started for
¥ Aunt Huldah’s in South Amenia, Dutchess Co., N. Y. ; where we
arrived about noon, ‘after a diive of twenty-five miles. Our father
told us never to mention our mother's name, and if any one should
ever speak to us about her, to say, that she was dead, that she had
died long ago, and that we had forgotten her.

CHAPTER V.
MY AUNTS.—A STURDY METHODIST.—THE HIGHLANDS OF DUTCHESS.

AUNT HULDAH was near to her seventieth year: She had never
been married, and had always regarded our father as her son. She
received us all as affectionately, as if we were her children.

Our father was rioted for his fondness for children, and for makmg
great sacrifices to aid any unfortunate child, that might cross his
path. Years before the time 1 am describing, he had brought to.
Aunt” Huldah a lxttle orphan girl, whom he prevailed upon her to.
adopt.

This child had grown to be a woman, and had mamed and restded
_ about two miles from our aunt’s house. My father decided to place

me with her, to prevent the usual quarrels with my sister. He
cornted on this woman's gratitude, and thought she would be a
e ther to his child. * But she had no sooner seen me fondling my

L &
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father, and seen my trunk unpacked, than she becar:e envious and
jealous, and began to complain, that my father had never bought her
as many nice things. We had hardly been together a day before we
hated each other.

She was a spoiled child. Aunt Huldah had always indulged her ;
and she was the person least fitted to have the care of a wilful little
creature like myself. She was poor, miserly, lazy, and cruel. She
treated me as badly, as my mother had done; even worse; for she
used to beat me witha cane, whereas my mother used only her
hands.

I went there in the autumn ; and I passed the long winter, suffering
with hunger and cold, and longing for my father's return. The view
from the house was bleak and desolate. For hours I would sit at
the window, which looked out on that dreary landscape, hoping to
see my father enter the gate; and I would often ask the woman :
when she thought he would come. This provoked her, and she
would answer, that she hoped he would come soon, that she might let
him know what an imp I was.

One day I went to see my sister. Aunt-Huldah ran to the gate to
receive me; but before she could open it, I began to tell her how
cruelly this woman treated me. Aunt Huldah, who was-fond of her
adopted daughter, took instantly a bitter dislike to me ; for she did
not believe, that what I said could be true. In this opinion my sister
confirmed her, by declaring that I had never been known to speak
the truth. .

A few days afterwa.rds Aunt Huldah sent for my torturer, and told
her what I bad said. She denied it all, and Aunt Huldah's bad
opinion of me was irrevocably fixed. The woman came home, and,
from that time her treatment of me was simply inhuman.

I would often wonder what my father had ever seen in that land
to love.

At last summer came, and one bright’ mormng brought .my- father,
The woman complained of me, and would give me no opportunity
to speak with him alone. When they had -all retired, I arose and

_ crept softly to my father’s bed. He took me in his arms; I nestled

in his bosom, and began to weep. He whispered to me to * hush,”
for fear the woman might hear me. 1 soon fell asleep, and in the
morning I told him all. He kissed me, but made no reply.

The next day my father came with a Mr. Clark, one of his cousingy
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and told me that he would take me where I would have a good home.

It was a beautiful day in the middle of June, 1847. I sat on my

father's knee as we drove along. We passed towards the south

through a beautiful fertile valley, bordered on the east and west by

ranges of hills known as the ¢ Highlands of Dutchess.” At the foot
of the western slope.flows a narrow, limpid stream, which still retains
its Indian name of the Weebatuc. We did not drive far, before we
made an abrupt turn to the east, and, in a few moments, we were
ascending a hill. It seemed to me, as if I had just seen the countiy
for the first time: I could not help exclaiming all along the way :-
“ How beautiful !” I had been in the country eight months, and had
done nothing but weep and mourn by the side of that cruel woman.
But now I was once more with my father. Every few woments I
would throw my arms around his neck and make him promise me,
that he would never take me back to that home again. I was
happy, and everything around me seemed to smile and rejoice with
me.

As we ascended the hill, we could see birds of nearly every note
and hue fluttering along the rustic fences, which lined the road; and
on either side were flocks of sheep grazing, while their lambs were
skipping and playing in the noontide sun. When we reached the
summit of this hill, a most beautiful landscape spread itself on every
side, and a delicious little vale lay at our feet, with but one solitary
humble dwelling, occupied by one of my father’s cousins. In passing
through this charming valley we halted for a few moments at the house,
and we were soon surrounded by merry children, who fairly made the
hills ring with their hearty welcome. We had still another long hill
"to climb, before we could reach my future home. The left of this
steep was bordered by a long ledge of rocks, out of which sprung a
lofty chestnut grove. . On the right could be seen, for miles, the sur-
rounding country ; and, as we advanced, the scenery appeared ever
to grow more beautiful. A little further, and we came to an open
level space, which was hemmed in by-forests and hills. To the left
stood a little white cottage, with rose-bushes at the door, and shaded
by cherry-trees laden with fruit. It was there, that I was to find
that ““good home,” which my father had promised me.

I ran into the house, and was most kindly welcomed by its in- -
mates. It was neatly furnished, and everything breathed comfort
and happiness. The family consisted of Mr. Clark and his wife,

~
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and Aunt Lavinia, who was sister to my father’s mother. Mr. and
Mrs. Clark had passed the middle age, and were known throughout
the colntry as Uncle Horace and Aunt Mercy. They owneda large
farm, and were in comfortable circumstances.. They made much ado
over/me, fondled and caressed me, and_laughed at everything I said.
Th¢y examined me from head to foot, and said, that I was the very
" image of the St. Johns; that my face was the image of my father's
mother’s, and the expression of my countenance, my quick mode of
speaking, and a nervous movement of my head, when trying to bring
F out my thoughts, showed a most striking family likeness. The next
3 [ 3 day my father left for New York. He took my sister with him, but
-} .~ left my brother with Aunt Huldah. -
23 Our nearest neighbors were a poor family, whom I will designate
: as the Dot family. The wife was a weaver, and the husband a
- mason. My Uncle Orin’s house was in sight of our cottage ; he was
- Uncle Horace’s brother.
I was sent immediately to school. The school-house was situated
down in the valley, about a mile and 2 quarter from my home, and
——— .. very neagAunt Huldah's— —— " ~
51 Without any cause whatever I disliked my Aunt Mercy at first
sight ; but stre soon won me by her kind and tender devotion to rhe.
It was the first time I had ever received a mother's care, and I at
once changed and became one of the best children in the place.
The Clarks were all high-toned and devout. Uncle Horace was
a plain, honest, blunt-spoken man. He tried hard to live up to the
1% "~ golden rule, of doing unto others, as he would have them do to him.
33 He was a firm believer in the doctrines of Christianity as expounded
by John Wesley. He was devoted to his church, and thoroughly
believed, that the Methodists alone possessed the perfect knowledge
of the way to salvation. He had strong prejudices against Catholics ;
he was always abusing them ; his house was well supplied with books
breathing hostility against them ; and he believed every absurd state-
ment he had read concerning them. Had he got his knowledge of
Christianity in the same manner, as he had that of Catholicity, namely,
from its deadly enemies, K& would have denounced Jesus Christ with
equal vigor. But he had never read any infidel author, nor any can-
did work on the history of the Catholic Church, nor would he allow
. 8aybook or journal under his roof, that would speak in opposition to -
- the teachings of Wesley. A ~

TF
:

F
{
i
i

s e s e e s e

-
vinshy "

b

T

N



MY UNCLE'S VIEWS. ' 23

Whenever he could find no ether epithet in the dictionary sufficient.
ly strong to express his contempt of some dishonorable or vicious
person, he would«<all him a Jesuit; and never yet did Jesuit cling
with greater love to the memory of St. Ignatius. than did my uncle
Horace to the memory of the founder of the Methodists ; for he had

*all the tenacity and will of a true follower of St. Ignatins. He be.
ﬁéeved all Catholics to be followers of Antichrist, and regarded the
{_ Pope as if he were the very Devil himself. He could not speak of
\\C{fholics without becoming enraged, and, with clenched fist and out-

stretched arm, would frequently exclaim : “ Hang all the priests and
their Pope! To think of thus deluding so many millions of seuls into
abandoning Christ and worshipping a woman !” Had he not read
it? And he believed sincerely all. that he said ; and his straightfor-
ward, ardent pature was so opposed to hypocrisy and craft. that he
would have been willing to establish an Inquisition to try and hang
every man, who preached allegiance to the see of Rome.

All these erroneous convictions, of which his mind had become the

- prey, were the result of a false system-of-edueation;but-tee-frequent-
ly countenanced and practised by the so-called Reformers. He had
probably never read in his life one syllable of truth-in regard to the
Catholic religion. He had only read the wr’xtings of those, who Had
been educated like himself, and who have ever confounded the
abuses; which have crept into the church, with-its sacred doctrines,

He could tell ybu all about its power, its magnitude, and its
strength ; but he did not know, that it owed the height of grandeur, to
which it had risen, only to its moral teaching and the practice of its
doctrines. He did not reflect how that very power and influence, to
which the holiness of its doctrines and the heroism of its charity had
raised it, made it naturally an object of temptation to the votaries of
gwa.riég and ambition, who enrolled themselves under its standard

. and affected to be its disciples, only to use the holy garments
-of religion, as a cloak, to cover their cravings for fortune and préfer.
ment.” )

Uncle Horace could tell all about the infamies practised by the
Inquisition ; for he believed all, that was said concerning it. He
shuddered at the name, and well he might ; but little did this honest
republican understand, that it was rapacious sovereigns, who had made
it their forcéd instrument to rid themselves of those who resisted
their despotism ; that men, who were too cowardly to commit ¢rimes
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openly in the hame of the State, perpetrated them with impunity in
the name of religion ; and that, in those times of religious zeal, per-
secution was as common among all fanatical sects, as it was among
the Catholics. He probably did not reflect, that his very vehemence
showed, that he would have been no bad material himself, out of
which to make a persecutor.

The good man knew that the Catholics believed in the infallibility
of the Pope. This, he would say, capped the climax of their idolatry
and superstition. H