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TAKE ME HOME.
BY DR. REYNELD COATES.

I was wandering in the streets of a
populous eity-—thousands crowded the
thronged thoroughlares—jarring and
jostling along,—each intent on bis own
petty schemes. Here, a merchant
rushed onward with a rapid step, for it
wanted but five minutes of three o’-
cleck! If clouds had overspread his
countenance an hour before, they had
given place to a determined expression,

that seemed to say, * safe till to morrow, !
There a belle flaunted in !

anyhow.’
costly attire, with a curl on her lip, aad
pride in her tread that spoke, more
plainly than words ¢ conquest is my
right! for my beauty and wealth are
alike undispated, I have but to smile
and win.’

At one moment my eye was attracted
by a youug couple in the spring-tide
of their promise, associated by that
magic feeling which comes over us but
once in a lifetime. At the next, it
rested on a pair of unfortunates with
locked arms but gloomy brows and half
averted faces,convinced by twenty years
of bitter experience, that it is wise to
preserve appearances, even when doing
penance for that most common, but mest
fatal indiscretion of youth—an ill as-
sorfed marriage!

A little girl, upon the door step of an
elegant mansion, stood gazing upon the
passing crowd and the unbroken line of
splendid equipages hurrying by, glanc-
ing her eye occasonally upward at the
tall trees that shielded her [rom the
sunshine, or the bright blue sky and
fleecy vapor which seemed to rest upon
their summits, Thbe breezes of May
waved the translucent ringlets athwart
her saowy shoulders, while the ieaves
rustled and danced mirthfully in the
wind, and a little bird on a neighbor-
ing bough, poured out its joyous song.
The ehild threw back its head and
laughed long and merrily: yet there
was nothing in view to awaken lauzh-
ter.

Guarded, and clad,—and nourished,
and incognisant of care,—the bounding
pulse of youth felt keenlyin every fibre,
—existence itse!f, with her, became
delight, and she langhed in the fulness
of irrepressible joy-—tbat the skies. were
bright and the leaves were green.—On
the pavement beside her, a barefoot and
ragged boy leaned for support agamnst
a post. Famine and fatigue wrere legis
bly stampt upon ' his sunken cheek and
attenuated limbs.” The soand of merri-
ment awakened him, and he 'turned his
dull eye in wonder upen ‘the beautilal
objéct before’ him.—Biit "he compre-
hended it not,—joy was to him a stran-
ger.

These, and a hundred other episodes
ia the selfish history eommon life clsi.
med, 10 turn, my attention:—and each
might have " (arnished subject matter
for & month of thought or a volume of
moral deduction. But there was one
group so peculiarly striking that :t stilt
dwells upon mv memory with more than
asual viridness of coloring.

In the most laxurious portion of the
city, where palacesof marble and gran-
ite rose on every band, and the very
redolent of the insence of exotic flowers,
a coach, dusty with travel, suddenly
drew up before one of the most conspi~
cuous residences. The fiveried fooiman
instantly threw open the door, and a
delicate young gitl, with a highly in-
tellectual, but c¢are worn nnd sorrowful
expression of countenance, began to
descend the steps. But, before she
could reach the, pavement a masculine
arm was projected from the vehicle 1o
arrest her prozress. and a voice, tremu-
lous with age and grief, exclaimed, * No!
po! not here! not here! —Why will you
pot take me home!—I must go home!—1
sm old and sick!—do take me home at
oacel’

The attempt to draw the younz lady
back within the coach endangered her
foothold, and courtesy obliged me to
spring to her assistunce, lest she shounld
fall beneath the wheels.  Adroitly lifting
her from the cirriage-while the footman
Lastened to ring the bell; I obtained a
view of all the parties interested in this
httle incident.

The half fainting 'girl, stull leaning
upon my darm, might have nambered
about fourteen summers, and within the
coach were two other individuals, in
both of whom the same family traits
were visible. . One of theése, a woman
abo¥t thirty five years of age, was evi-
dently the mother. . She was still beau-
tiful, though strong traces of babitual
thought and mental sufferine  wer:
perceptible upun her brow. The other
was a man of noble figure, probably

wera §

advanced {o seventy years, with' lecks

of snowy whiteness, but dressed with
a degree of richness and precision, not
usually observed among the vid. It was
evident that he had been familiar with
the world—that wealth and luxury were
no novelties to bhim. The forms of
society had been his study, if not the
business of his life. Yet, what a satire
upon the vulgar misconceptions of the
means of happiness was the aspect of
that face! Tbe broad brow was furrow«
ed with deep lines of mental distress.
The boldly chiselled nose was thinned,
rather by muscular contraction than by
age. 'l he model of the lip presented
the curve of pride and habitual author«
ity, contrasting most painfully with the
tremor of helpless suspicion and childish
anxiety.

¢ Why will you not take me home?’
he exclaimed again—and his eye wan-
dered restlessly [rom side to side, peers
ing through the door and windows of
the coach, as if in search of some ob-
ject once familiar—w:th an expression
of hopeles distress that it was difficult
even to witness with fortitude.

To one familiar with large hospitals, |

the scene was clearly intelligible. .In-
sanity from disappointed bope was min-
gled with the fatuity of premature old
age.

_ Propriety would have dictated my
immediate retreat, after the necessary
care of the ladies in alighting: but per-
ceiving that the " united persuasions

—Even their dead were gathered around
them:—for the white' monuments” of
their departed friends peered over the
stone wali of the family grave yard,
from the grove of funeral pines behind
the garden.

But this peaceful life of domestic
enjoy ment was not destined to centinue.
Within a few years subsequent to
his' marriage, there occurred one of
those sudden revolutions in trade which
periodicaily sweep, with the force of a
deluge, over the commercial interests of
our counfry.—mr A was rutned.—
He became dependent upon the res
sources of his parent for the support of
his wife; bui pride would not permit
him to grant the urgent request of his
mother that he would share that sup-
port himself; and he fled Lis native
couniry for a time, to woo the breeze of
Fortune under other stars.

After two long years of teil and dan«
ger ameng the fars of the north-west,
the hides of California, the biche-le-mer
and birds-nests of the Eastern Archipe-
lagoes, he arrived at the great entrepot
of the Celestial Empire with a cargo
ensuring him an ample competence,

: just in time to receive intelhigence of

the death of his wile, leaving to his

. charge an only child.—She had been the

star of his destiny.—That star was set,

{ and darkness enshrouded his soul.

of mother and daughter wers likely to |
fail in inducing the grandfather to quit |
the coach without too strengly inviting

public attentionjtowards a private mis.
fortune, I felt bound to ingnire, ¢ May

| —had left

I not save you, madam!{rom some em-

harrassment by begging you to enter the

house? I wili ‘encage myself to place |
your father under the protection of your | tion for an aged mother.

roof, in a very few minutes, and without
annoyance.” Nothing insures such in-
stantaneous confidence with the gentler
sex as self dependence in a man, and
grave, thoigh courteous aathority of
manner. The offer was accepted with
a glance of mute thank{uiness. and
handine the ladies to the door, I returns
ed to the carriage.

¢ Come, my dear sir,” [ said to the
elderly gentleman, ¢ allow me the plea-
sure of assisting. you to ahght! your
horses are a littie restive,’

¢ No, sir!? he replied; ¢ you are in
league with them!—You lead me from
place to place, and every where you tell
me [ am at home!—Oh! [ shall never
find it!—I wish to repose in my own
house, and my own garden!'—my mo,
ther’s house!—and you bring me here
and tell me this is my house!--Do you
think I have grown so weak and 1mbe-
cile as not to know the chamber where
I was born?--the parden were I played
when a child?—No.—I will not go in.—
They are kind to me here, but I am not
at home.—Do. take me home.—You sesm
to think that I cannocttell the difference
beiween the great palace, with its rich
carpets and 1ts marble colamns, and our
own little cottage, with ils arbor of
grape vines and wild creepers, where
my mother used to nurse me to sleep
in the o'd carved rocking chair.—Oh,
take me home.’

Long babitouated to the management
of lunstics, [ had learned to guide the
tangled reinsof a disordored mind, and
found but little difficulty 1o persuading
the old man torest awhie in the parlor
on the plea of examining whether his
ogranddaugzhter, to whom he
attached, had nol received some injury
by stumblinz in her descent from the
coach. Seating him upoa the ottoman,
it was easy, by the same innocent decep-
tion to withdraw to another apartment
1n company with the ladies: and thers,
after tendering any further services
which their affliction might render de-
sirable, I. heard with deep atiention, the
history of their woes.

Mr. A#****, the o'd gentleman, was
as' [ had inferrad, the father of the elder
and the grandshire of the younger lady.
At an early age he came into hereditary
possession of s handsome capital, and a
range of ample stores near the ceptre of
the commercial mart of

His mother, who was esteemed rich in
those early times.(soon alter the revo-~
lutionary war) retained the family home-
stead 1n addition to ber dower: and, in
this venerable mansjon, distant about a
milz from the borders of the then small,
but flourishing ciiy, her son continued
to reside; for he preferred the society of
bis remaining parent, and the quietude
of rural life in the igservals.of business
to the gaver scenes and more laxurious
habits of the town. Thither, he soon
copveyed a young and beautiful  wife:
and there his happiest years were spent
in the midst of a family. circle bonad
together by ties of the warmost affection.

was. much

l

Recovering from this terrible shock,
be shunned the very idea of returning
to the scene of his formér happiness.
She for whom he had braved the deep,
—had toiled—had grappled with the
sun of the tropics,—the ice of the pole,
bim' desolate!—the infant,
whom .no parent  welcomed = to this
world of trial wasa stranger to him!—
and the only remaining link which
bound him to his country was bis affec-

But who is not aware that the noon of
manhood—its mid-day strife and bustle
~-are unfavorable to the glow of filial
affection? Maternal love,—the deepest,
—the purest—the least selfish of homan
emotions ! —knows noebb—no dimuution
on this side . tke grave,  I'ime, which
may sap or shaiter every other sympav
thy, adds strength to this at every revo-
latien of its fatal glass.

Not so the attachment of the offspring.
Like a delicate flower which sheds its
fragrance fre:ly on the morning or the
evening air, bul denies all sueetness to
the bold glance of noon, 'this feeling
flourishes only ' at the commencement
and the close of our eircer, When, at
length in the decline of our energies,
both mind and body verge orce towards
the feebleness of infancy, how painfully
the affections of eatlier years flow back
upon us, Then would we gladly repose
our aching. temples—aching with the
memory of many an unkind word or
action—upon the bosom from which we
first drew sustenance! and we yearn after
a mother’s love with a longing that will
not be repressed.

It is not surprising that Mr A—orf
thus sudderly cut off by death from one
whose welfare bhad been the chief pur.
pose of his life, should have buried his
gloom in the cares of business. Such is
the usual resources of those who 'bound
their vision, as, alas!too many are prone
to do, within the narrow limits of this
sublnaary theatre of action. For thirty
years he pursued the search of wealth
beneath the burn'ng skies of India,
with singleness of purpose and uatiring
zeal.

He remitted targe sums from time to
time, for the convenience of a mother
to whom he was ever dutiful, and a
daughter that he had never seen; hut
his letters were cold and formal. His
child wss married, he congratulated her.
A orand-child was born to himi, he sent
har his blessing.  His dunghter became
a widow,—he condoled with her upon
her 1ces,  But nothing coald arouse him
from his bootless labour for superfluous
gold.

Atlent h, as age approached, he felt
wearied with _his monotonous existence,
With the decline of his bodily powers
came the desive for rest:—with the
weakening of his meutal energies, the
langing for svmpuhy grew stranger aad
stronger.. _ He diud not wish to die
alone. Dreamsof bis juvenile days came
over him, und he sighed for the quietude
of the o'd family wmansion, and the
warm welcome of bis mother on, his
return from the cares of business. When
the sudden twilight of the tropics sunk
abruptly into night, be dreamed of the
lingerine glories of an American evens
ing. When he heard the cry of the
bram'n kite, the harsh call of the adju-
tant erace, and the chattering of a thous
sand obscene birds retiring to their
roosts, gorged with their horrible
répast on the corpses that pollate the
Ginges, he'longed for the wild notes of

the whip-poor-will, the rushing sound of
the night hawk, and the melancholy
hooting of the owl, that render night
musical in the bright green woods of bis
native land.

He knew that the growing city had
swept far beyond the retreat of his
earlier days, that many magnificent re-
sidences had risen over the site of his
boyish playgrounds, and that even the
relics of his dead had been removed
from their original resting place, to
make room for the house ot the stranger.
He bac permitted, he bad even advised
these changes, but he could not realize
them. The old mansion with its Sroad
elms, the garden, and the pine grove
with the monuments beneath its shade,
were ever prssent to his mind, and his
letters were painfully charged with
allusions to scenes and persons whose
existence was blotted from the page of
history.

With every year, those [eelings became
more and more intense, until incipient
childishness made its appearance, and
he became affected with a confirmed
nosta'ogia. At length he closed his
concerns, remitted the unappropriated
bslance of his earnings, and launched
himse!f once more apon the ocean, on
biz homeward raite.

As he drew near his nalive shore,
raemory returned more and more vividly
the scenes of other days, until his fail-
ing intellect began to confuse the
present with the past, and at times, he
dreamed of once more meeting the little
circle of the loved and cherished, in the
same old waingcotted parlor, around the
same wide, hospituble antique fire-place
where he slept with head reclined upon
bis mother’s knee when the presence of
company obtained him the privilege of
sittin.g up an bour beyond his usaal bed-
time.

The vessel neared the port.  T'he pilot
ever the first to welcome the wanderer
home, ascended the deck and distributed
the ¢ papers’ of the previous day., With
one of these, Mr A- hastily retir-
ed to the cabin. Not even the ‘hlue hills
of his pative land, how . full in sight,
could wean bim from the fatal record.
His eye glanced rapidly over the leading
article, but the stroggle of contending
eundidates had' no charm’ for' him. He
furtively regerded the itemsof foreign
news:~was shocked at the long record
of crimes and casualties rade piquant
and racy with detuils wnd comments
which'the purer manners of his early
vears wou'd not have tolersted; and, for
the first time in hisiife,” he turned from
the price current in disgust, bur why did
he start, turn pale, and tremble when
his eye rested upen the owminous black
lines that cross the final column ' of the
secont  paget The identical paper is
still preserved, and I extract the notice!
—Read! -

Died, suddenly, of apoplexy, on the
29th inst., in the 96th year of her age,
Mrs C A , the venerable rehict
of the late Hon. W-—A——, and
mother of Mr. H——A——, the distin-
guished American merchant” at $*#4%°,

The ‘cap was full! There breathed
not in the land of his birth one kindred
being to unite him with - the past!'—His
daughter!-—she wuas a stranger., How
shou'd he recognise herin the crewd!-—
The mind, already weakened, was crash<
ed!.~The cracked vase  was  shivers
ed!

The moment the anchor dropped, he
leaped into a boat, and hurried o=
shore. Calling the nearest conch he or-
dered it in haste and eteraly, ¢ To—'s
lane, hall a mile from the turn pike gate
of the— —~road?

I'He astonished driver stared as here-
plied, ¢ There’s no such lane now, sir!
[ heard of 1t when I wasa boy, but it’s
all built up lonez ago, and I never knew
even where it was,’ ;

“Then drive me o my ‘mother’s,’
certed Mr, A——, in a voice almust ©
fury; and holding forth the paper, which
had never left his hand, he pointed to
the notice. An old man, standing by,
struck by the haggard and maniacal
look, perused the article and simp'y
said, ¢ Drive , to the marble building,
No. 20—— Place.’ :

The grieving survivers of the fﬂml‘f
of Mrs. A were sitting. silently
in the durkened parlor, on the mora~
ing after the funeral, when a loud 5r
peal at the bell startled the whol#
household—so i1l did it accord with the
silence of grief brooding. over.all who
had lived under the mild influence ¢
the departed" A Iemn|c_ﬂ‘tf'nd-'l""b":‘
ried to the door, and was instantly ‘,b":
tothe wall by one who reshed furidds 7
past._her, crying aloud and ‘;"‘Myrt
* Where is my wife!—my mother’ ¢
A~ gétually sprang ioto the presenc

k. YL W




