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PROCRASTINATION.

BY MRS M. H. PARSONS.
‘T'o-morrow, I will do it to-morrow
was the curse of Lucy Clifton’s life.
When a child she always had it in view
to make such charming little dresses—
to-morrow When girlhood came her
Jessons were never perfect,—¢ only ex-
case me this once mamma, and I will
never put off my lessons again!” The
pleader was lovely, and engaging,
mamma was weakly indulgent; Lucy
was forgiven, and the fault grew apace,
until she rarely did anything to day,
that could be put cff till to-morrow.
She wasa wife, and the mother of two
children, when our story commences.

With a cultivated mind, most enga-

ging manners, aud great beauty of form,
and features, Lucy had already lost all
influence over the mind of her husband,
and was fast losing her hold on his af-
fections. She had been wmarried when
quite young, as so many American girls
unfortunately are, and with a character
scarcely formed, had been thrown into
situations of emergency and trial she
was very unprepared te encounter. Her
husband was a physician, had been but a
year or two in practice, at the time of
their marriage. William Clifton was &
young man of fine abilities, and most
excellent character; of quick temper,
and impatient; he was ever generous,
and ready to acknowledge bhis fault,
When he married Luey, he thought her
as near perfection as it was possible for
a woman to be: proportionate was his
disappointment, at finding the evil habit
of procrastination. almost inherent in
her nature from long indulgence, threat-
ening to overturn the whole (abric of
domestic happiness his fancy had de-
lighted to rear. There was no order in
his household, no comfort by his fireside;
and oft times wken irritated to bitter
anger, words escaped the husband that
fell crushingly on the warm, aflectionate
heart of the wife, The evil habit of
procrastination had ¢ grown with her
growth’ no parental band, kind in its
severity, had lopped off the excrescence,
that now threatened to destroy her peave,
that shadowed by its evil consequences
her otherwise fair and beautiful cha-
racter. In Lucy’s sphere of life there
was necessity for rauch sell exertion,
and active superintendance over the
affairs of her househoid. They lived
retired; economy and good management
were essential 1o render the limited in-
come Doctor Clifton derived from his
practice fully adequate to their support—
that income was steadily on the increase,
and his friends deemed the day not far
distant, when he would rise to eminence
in his profession. Lucy’s father, a man
of considerable wealth, but large family,
had purchased a house, (urnished it, and
presented it to Lucy; she was quite wil-
ling to limit her visiting circle to a few
friends, as best suited with their present
means. Surely William Clifton was
not unreasonable, when he looked for-
ward to a life of domestic happiness,
with his young and tenderly nurtured
bride. He could not know that her
many bright excelling v'rtues of cha-
racter would be dimmed, by the growth
of one fault, until a shadow Jay on the
pathway of his daily life. If mothers
could lift the dim curtain of the future,
and read the destiny of their children,
they would see neglectea faults, pierc-
ing like sharp adders the bosoms that
bore them,and repreach mingling with
the agony, that she, who had moulded
their young minds, had not done her
work aright!

It was four years alter their marriage
Doctor Clifton entered the nursery
hurriedly.

¢ Lucy my dear, will you have my
things in order by twelve o’clock? 1
must leave home for two days, perhaps
longer, If I find the patient I am called
to see very ill.’

Yes, yes! I will see to them. What
shall I do with the child, William, he is
so very fretful? How I wish 1 had
given him the medicine yesterday; he is
very troublesone!’

¢ If you think he needs it, give it to
him at once:’ said her husband abraptly
‘and don’t I beg Lucy forget my clothes.’
He left the room, and Lucy tried to
hush baby to sleep, but baby would not
go, then the nurse girl who assisted her
could not keep bim quiet,and the mo-
ther, as she had often been pefore, be-
came bewildered and at a loss what to
do firet.

* rf you please ma’am what am I to
get for dinner?’ said the cock, the only

servant tbey kept in the kitchen, puts
ging her head ir at the door, and look-
ing round with a half smile, on the lit.
tered room, and squalling baby.

‘ Directly, I shall be down directly,
I must firstget baby to sleep.’

‘ Very well ma’am,” was the reply,
and going down an hour afterwards,
Mrs Clffton found Betty with her feet
stretehed out and her arms folded one
over the other, comfortably seated be-
fore an open window, intent in watch=
ing, and enjoying the movements of
every passer-by.

¢ Betty, Betty” said her mistress
angrily, ¢ have you nothingto do, that
you sit so 1dly here?’.

‘I waited for orders, ma’am.’” Din-
ner was an hour back, Lucy assisted for
a short time herself, and then went up
to arrange Clifton's clothes. Baby was
screaming terrivly, and Lucy balfl ter-
rified did yesterday’s work, by giving
him a dose of medicine. So the morn=-
ing sped oa. Clifton came in at the up-
pointed time.

¢ Are my clothesin readiness, Lucy?

She colored with vexation and shame.
¢ The baby has been very cross; I have
not indeed had time. But I will go
now.’ Clifton went down to his soli-
tary dinner, and when he returned found
Lucy busy with her needle, it was evi-
dert even to his unskilled eye there was
much to be done.

¢ It is impossible to wait. Give me
the things as they are; [ am so accus-
tomed to wearing my shirts without
buttons, and my steckings with holes in,
that I shall find it nothing new—nor
more anioying than I daily endure.’
He threw the things carelessly in‘o his
carpet bag, and left the room, nor did
he say one kindly word ia farewell, or
affection. It was this giving away to
violent anger, and using harsh language
to his wile that had broken her spirit,
almost her hearr. She never even thought
of reforming herseil: she grieved bitter~
ly, but hopelessly. Surely it is better
when man and wife are joined together
by the tie that * no man may put assun-
der,’ to sirive seriously, and 1a affection
to correct one another’s faults. There
is scarcely any defect of character, that
a husband, by taking the right method
may not cure: always providing his wife
i1s not unpcincipled. But he must bz
very patient; bear for a season; add to
judicious counsel much tenderness and
affection; making it clear to her mind
that love for hersell and solicitade for
their mutual happiness are the objects
in view. Hard in heart, and with little
of woman’s devotion unto him to whom §
her faith is plighted, must be the wife |
who could long resist. Not such an one
was Lucy Cliften; but her husband in
the stormy revalsion of feeling that bad
ettended the first breaking up of his do-
mestic happiness, had done injustice to
ber mind, to the sweetness of disposition
that had borae all his anger without re-
torting in like manner. If Clifton was
conscious of his own quickness of
temper, approaching to violence,
he did not for one moment sap-
pose, that %e was the cause of any
portion of the misery brooding over his
daily path. He attributed it all to the
procrastination spirit of Lucy, and upon
her head he laid the blame with no un-
sparing hand. He forgot that she had
numbered twenty years, and was the
mother of two children: that her situas
t:-on was one of exertion, and toil under
the most favorsbie circumstances; that
he was much her senisr, had promised
to cherish her tenderly. Yet the first
harsh word that dwelt vn Lucy's heart
was from the lips of ber husband! How
tenderly 1n years long gone had she
been nurtured! The kind arm of a
father had guided and guarded her, the
tender voice of a wother bad lighted on
her path ke sunshine—and now! Oh
ye, who would crush the sprit of the
yoang and gentle, instead of leading it
tenderly by a straight path in the way
of wisdom—go down into the breaking
heart and learn its agony: its desolation,
when the fine [eelingsof a wasted nature
go in upon the brain and consume it!

On'‘e morning Ciilton entered the
nursery, ¢ Lucy,” ke said; ¢ my old
classmate, and very dear friend Walter
Eiustaceis intown. He came unexpee-
tedly; his stay is short; I should like to
ask him to spend the day with me,
Could you manage, love, to have the
time pass comfortably to my f{riend?
Lucy felt all the meaning conveyed in
the emphasiz on a word that from b's
lips sounded aimest formidable in her
ears.

‘[ will do what I can,’ she answered
sad'y.

¢ Do not scruple Lucy to get assis-
tagce. Have everything ready 1u time,

and do not fail in having order, and
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good arrangement. There was a time '
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Lucy when Eustace heard much of you;
I should be gratified to think he
found the wife worthy of the praise the
lover lavished so freely upon her .Sing
for us to night—it is long since the
piano was opened!—and look, and smile
as you once did, in thedayvs that are
gone, but not forgotten Lucy.” His
voice softened uncoasciously, he had
gone back to that early time, when
love of Lucy absorbed every feeling of
his heart. He sighed: the stern, and
bitter realities of his life came with
their heavy weight upon him, and there
was no balm in the future, for the en-
durance of present evile.

He turned and left the room; J.uey’s
eye followed him, and as the door closed
she murmured—¢ not forgotien! Oh,
Clifton how little reason I have to be-
lieve you!” Lucy was absorbed in her
own thoughts so long as to he uncon-
scious of the flight of time. When she
reused, she thought she would go down
stairs and see what was to be done, but
her little boy asked her some question,
which she stopped to answer; hall an
hour elapsed before she got to the kitch.
en. She told Betty she meant to hirea
cook for the morrow thought she had
better go at once and engage one—yet,
no, on second, thoughts, she might come
with her to the pariors and assist in
arranging them; it would be quite time
enough to engage the cook when they
were completed. To the parlors they
went, and Lucy was well satisfied with
the result of their labor—but mark her
comment: ¢ What a great while we have
been detained here: well, I am suare |
have meant this three weeks to clean the
parlors, butl never ceuld find time. If
I could but manage to attend themevery
day, they would never get so out of
order.’

The next morning came, the cook not
engaged yet. Betty was despatched in
haste, but was unsuccessful ~all engaged
for the day. So Betty must be trusted,
who sometimes did well, and at others
signally failed. Lucy spent the morning
in the kitchen assisting Betty and ar-
ranging every thing she could do, but
matters above werein the mean time
sadly neglected, her children dirty, and
ill dressed, the nursery in confusion, and
Lucy slmost bewildered in deciding wha*
had better be done,and what left un-
done. She concluded to keep the chil-
dren in the nursery without changing
their dress, and then hustened to arranze
her own, and go down stairs, as her
husband and his friend had by this time
arrived. Her face was flushed, and her
counfenance anxious; she was conscious
that Mr. Eustace noticed it, and her an-
comfortable feelings inereased. The
dinner, the dinner—~il it were only over!
she theught a hundred times. It came
at last, and all other mortifications were
as nothing in comparison. There was
not a dish really well cooked, and every
thing was served up in a slovenly man-
ner. Lucy’s cheeks tingled with shame.
Oh, 1l she had only sent in time for a cook
It was her bitterest thought even then.
When the d'nner was over Mr. Eustace
asked for the children, expressing a
strong desire to see them. Lney color-
ed, and in evident confusion, evaded
the request. Her husband was silent,
having a suspicion how matters stood.

Just then a great roar came from the
hall, and the oldest boy burst into the
room. ¢ Mother! mother! Hannah shut
me up she did." A word from his father
silenced him, and Lacy took her dirty,
ill dressed boy by the hand and left the
room. She could rot restrain har tears,
but her keen sense of right prevented
her punshing the child, as she was ful-
ly aware, had he been properly dressed,
she would not have objected to his pre~
sence, and that he wusonly claiming an
accorded privilege. Mr. Eustace very
soon left, and assoon as the door closed
on him Clifton thought: ¢ [ never can
hope to s2e a friend in comforc until
I can afford to keep a house-keeper.
Was there ever such acurse in a man's
house as a procrastinating spirit?’ With
such feelings it may be supposed he
could not meet his wife with any degree
of cordiallty. T.ucy said, ¢ there was no
help for it, she had done her very best.’
Clifton answered her eontemptuously;
wearied and exhausted with the fati-
gues ol the day, she made no reply, but
rose up and retired to rest, glad to seek
in sleep forgetfulness of the weary life
she led. C'ifton bad been unsually irri-
tated: when tne morrow eame, it still
manifested itself in many ways that bore
bard on Lucy; she did not reply to an
angry word that fell from his lips, but
she felt none ths less deeply. Some
misconduct 10 the child induced him to
reflect with bitterness on her maternal
management. She drew her hand over
her eyes to keep back the tears, her
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judices, which

lip quivered, and her voice trembled as
she uttered;

¢ Do not speak so harshly Clifton, if
the fau!t 1s all mine, most certainly the
misery is also!’

¢ Of what avail isit to speak other-
wise?’ he said sternly, ¢ you deserve
wretchedness, and it is only the sure
result of your precious system.’

¢ Did you ever encourage me to re«
form, or point out the way?’ urged Lu-
cy, gently.

‘I married a women for a companion,
not a child to instruct her,” he answer-
ed bitterly.

¢ Ah—but I .was a child! happy—so
happy in tiat olden time, with all to
love, and none to chide me. A child,
even in years, when you took me for
a wife—too soon a mother, shrinking
from my responsibilities, and without
courageto meet my trials. I found no
sympathy to encourage me—no forbear«
ance chat my years were few—no advice
when most I needed 1t—no tenderness
when my heart was nearly breaking.
It is the first time, Clifton, I have rew
proached you; but the worm will turn
if it is trodden upon,’ and Luecy left
the room. It was strange, even to her-
self, that she had spoken so freely, yet it
seemed a sort of relief (o the angaish
of'her heart, That he had allowed her
to depart without reply did not surprise
her; it may be doubted, although her
heart pined forit, il ever she expected
tenderness from Clifton more. It was
perhaps an hour after her conversation
with Clifton, Lucy sat alone in the
nursery; her baby was asleep in the
cradle beside her; they were alone to-
gethar, and as she gazed on its happy
face, she hoped with a humbla hope, to
rear it up, that it might be enabled to
give and receive happiness. There
was a slight rap at the door; she opened
it, and a ¢lad cry escaped her,—¢ Uncle
Jushua!’ she exclaimed. He took her
in his arms for a moment,—that kindly
and excellent old man, while a tear
dimmed his eye as he witnessed her jay
at seeing him. She drewa stool towards
bim, and sat down at his feet as she had
oftex done before in her happy, girlish
day+; she was glad when his hand rested
her head, even as it had done in another
time; she feit a fiiend had eome back to
her, who bad herinterest nearly at heart,
who had loved her long and most tenders
ly. Mr. Tremaine was the brother of
Lucy’s mother—he had arrived in town
unexpectedly: indeed had come chiefly
witha view of discovering the cause of
Lucy’s low spirited letters——he feared
all was not right, and as she was the
object ef nlmost his sole earthly attach-
ment, he could not rest in peace while
he believed her unhappy. He was fast
approaching three score years and ten;
never was there a warmer beart, a more
incorruptible, er sterling nature. Eccen-
tic in many things, possessing some pre-
inclined to redicule in
himsell, no man had sounder common
sense, or a morecareful judgment. His
hair was white, and fell 1n long smooth
locks over his shoulders: his eye~brows
were heavy, and shaded an eye as keen
and penetrating as though years had no
power to dim its light. The high, open
brow, and the quiet tenderness that
dwelt in his smile, were the crowning
charms of a countenance on which nature
had stamped her seal and her ¢ noblest
work.” He spoke to Lucy of other days,
of the happy home [rom whence he came,
till her tears came down Jike ¢ summer
rain,” with the mingling of sweet and
bitter recollections, Of her children next,
and her eye lighted, and her color came
bright and joyous—the warm feelings
of u mother’s heart responded to every
word praise he uttered. Of her husband
—-and sadly ’ Uncle Joshua’ aoticed the
change,—her voice was low and des-
ponding, and a l.ok of sorrow and care
came backte the yeuthful fsce: ¢ Clifton
was succeeding in business: she was
gratified and proud of his success,’ and
that wasall she said.

« Uncle Joshua's' visit was of some
duration. He saw things as they really
were, and the truth pained him deeply.
¢ Lucy,’ he said quietly, * as one day
they were alone together—* [ have much
to 'sa_v. and you to hear. Can you hear
the truth, my dear girl?? She was by
his side in a moment,

¢« Anything from you, uncle. Tell me
freely all you think, and if it be in cen-
sure of poor Lucy, litile doubt but that
she will profit by it.

«You are a good gir!l’ gaid Uncle
Joshua,’ resting his hand on ner head,
¢and yoa will be rewarded yet. lHe
pnuscd- for a moment ere he said—
¢ Lucy, you are not a happy wtf(‘.' You
married with bright prospects—who is to
blame :

¢ I am==b1t not alone,’ said Lucy, in &
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