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CHAPTER 1U,

“I hate fine weather when the wind is so
strong ", exclaimed Faulkner, peevishly, put-
ting his head out of his chamber window.
“ How 'fast the side walks are drying. Stree:
sweeps will soon be in Othello’s predicament
—** occupation gone”—dull times for them;
just asdull for other people!” And Faulkner
drew his head in and closed the window, with
more spleen and perhaps mere energy than
was his wont. In a few moments more he
was walking in the same direction as on the
previous day, but his pace was brisker, there
was less languor depicted on his countenance,
less heaviness in his whole mien; he looked
as though he had, or was persuading himeelf
shat he had, some end to accomplish, some duty
to fulfill. Before he had gone far his steps un-
eonsciously grew quicker, and his eyes were
eagerly fixed upon some object in the distance.
Wasit the little street sweep 1 He felt certain
that it was she, yet her back was turned and
the pretty blue hood had been replaced by a
faded Madras handkerchief apparently tied
beneath her chin. Her head drooped dejected-
ly on her bosom and she moved her broom
wore languldly than on the preceding day.

“1 wonder if she is very poor! If she has
parents ! If they are suffering! What she
does with hersell when the pavement is not
muddy. Whethershe—whether she—whether

~ she finds it—a-tiresome world!” And for
onoe Faulkner murmured these last two words
1o himsell without the accompaniment of a
yawn.

He had approached the little girl unperceiv-
od. “Mud’s drying, eh ?’ . She started vio-
leatly at the sound of his voice, and the fair
face raised to his was suffused with crimson,
After a glance of recognition and a slight qui-
vering of the lips, as though words of thanks
for his yesterday’s charity were hovering upon
thewm, she attempted (o continue sweeping.
But her hands trembled and the broom, though
it shook beneath them, seemed fastened to the
ground, and the black mud lay uamolested
arouad it.

Every instant Faulkner became more inte~
resied. He did not care who saw him, for he
was generally too indifferent to everything to
be tenacious of the world's opinion. = A con-
versation with a street sweep was something
movel. He who had found the wo:ld so dull
“eould not lose the opportunity of enjoying any
nolvelcy. however it might subject him to ridi-
cule.

‘‘Have you parents ¥’ inqaired he of the
little girl.

“Ounly a mother,” she replied, in a low
veice, the sound of which thrilled bim strange-

*¢ And she is poor 1"

‘ Very—very poor!” and a suppressed sob
caught his ear as she zarticulated the last word.

‘ Do you live far from here 1"

_The girl shiook her head, for she was too
much abashed, or moved, to give utterance to
the negative,

‘ Come!” said Faulkner, suddenly, his coun-
teaapce brightening until its expreseion became
truly beautiful, I will go and see your mother
~will you show me the way 1"

The girl lcoked at him a moment, her face
(ullof wonder, He returned her glance with a
shrug of the shoulders, which wes foilowed by
semile. The first said, *If you choose you
need not believe me ”  The last, ¢ Indeed I
am in earnest "’ There was tov much encon-
ragement in that smile for her to-doubt ita
meaning.

“My mother will thank you,” she murmur-
ed, with a swelling heart, and commenced
walkisg ia the same direction which she had
taken with 20 much speed on the previousday
Faulkner followed at a short distance behind
her, mottering to himself, “an odd way of
putting the blue devils to flight—Ilike it because
18 pew—walk will do me good ! The last
casual exclamation awoke an uousual train of
thoughts; and he added thoughtfully, * Good !
I shoulda’t wonder if it did—in more ways
than one, I begin to feel as if it had done me
good already I’

The young gitl turned into a very narrow
and filthy sireet.  Faulkner’s dainty senses,
&epecially his olfactory organs, bagar to excite
in him a repugnance to following her any far-
ther. He wae deliberating upon the practica-
bility of giving her a few dollars and turning
back, when for the first time she losked rouad.
Onre more glance at that paliid face silenced
the murmurings of the rebellionasenseg, and he
walked briskly on, In a few moments more,
the girlstopped atthe head of a flight of steps,
which led into a cellar, dignified by the name
of o bagement slory. She descended, and
entered a emall room; dark, damp, cold and
cheerless, A few nshes on the hearth, told
tsat on.the previous aight some attempt had
been made to kindle a fire of chips; but now,
not even a dving epark gave out its feeble
warmth. There was neither chair nor table in
the room, but an old box served as both. The
oply article of furniturs was a narrow cot.
A elumbering woman lay upon it—but so com-
Pleiely enveloped in a thick, woocllen blanket,
shat- only a small portien of her face was visi-
Bio. ' This blanket was almost the only cover-
i2® of the bed; but it was warm, clean, znd
zopareatly new

o

After giving one hasty glance around the
room, Faulkner’s eyes rested upon the comfor-
table blanket. Those of the young girl tollow-
ed his; and smiling—"twas a faint sad smile,
the first that he had seen illumine her counte-
nance—she whispered * Shesleeps! For ma-
ny nights the ccld would not let her sleep-—but
she is warm now. The money you gave me
bought this !"” and she laid her hand upon the
blanket, and looked into his face with an ex-
pression of gratitude which made Faulkner
draw his breath with unwonted rapidity, while
a thrill of pleasure sent the blvod to his cheek
and an unusual moisture to his eye.

He felt as though that small piece of gold, so
little prized by hum, had purchased more thaa
the ene sensation upen which he had congra-
tulated himself the day before ; and that even
that warm woollen blanket was not the most
valuable thing it had precured.

Several minutes he stood contemplating the
slumbering woman, for the young girl made no
attempt to disturb her rest. The face of the
sleeper was, if possible, even more ghastly
than that of her child. Disease had aided
want in imparting to those regular aad deli-
cate features a death like hue. Never was
the stamp of suffering more legible; and yet
there was a placidity upon the sleeping face,
an air of resignation that softened the impress
of sorrow and gave an expression almost ange-
lic to the wan countenance. At an involun-
tary movement of Faulkner’s the closed lds
quivered and slowly opened. A look of terror
convulsed the woman’s featuree at the sight of
a stranger standing beside.

* Grace! Where is Grace?’
shrieked.

“ By your side, mother,” replied Grace,
softly ; and then, bending her head close to
her mother’s, she whispered a few words
which explained the appearance of so unusual
& visitor.

But the mother seemed scarcely satisfied.
She looked at her child inquiringly and at
Faulkner almost with dread. The tongue of
the latter refused to perform its appointed of-
fice; he shrank, without knowing why, betore
that searching glance, and turned to the young
girl as asthough appealing to herto relieve his
embarrassmenst.

“ We have not thanked him, mother!” said
Grace, half reproachfully.

“ Oh! I want no thanks—don’t mentioz it!”
answered Faulkner, suddenly regaining the use
ot his tongue. “ I'hope thatl shall be able to
do something fer you, my good woman. I
shall try—uapon my word I will; but I see you’re
busy mow.—That is, I’'m in haste myself; so I
won’t detain you. I mean I can’t stay any
longer.  You must make yourself comfortable
here. A little present from a friend—oxnly a
trifle!” and he dropped the well filled purse,
which he had agitatedly drawn from his pock-
et, upon the bed.

He was turning away hastily, but Grace sei-
zed his hand and, her fice streaming with tears
pressed it betweenher own icy palms and said,
“ Oh'sit! You—you have saved my mother.
God will reward you' And then, as though
ashamed of this burst of emotion, she hung
her head, and covering her face with her
hands, wept in silence.

Faulkner was too much nnused to such situa-
tions to know how to ast; he twirled his hat
with an air of indicision for a moment, . then
bowed to the mother, who, leaning upon her
elbow, was steadfastly regardicg him, aad
hastily withdrew,

A thousand thromging thoughts gave activity
to his brain as he walked homeward. I
must do something for them—a little of the
money—rothing but a curse to me—what a
blessing it might be to them. She shallsweep
the streets no longer! I wonder what she can
do—maatua-meking— millinery, waistcoat ma-
king—profitable but tedions—toa tedious—wish
I could hit upon eomething pleasanter!”
While these thoughts were chasing each other
through his mind, his eyes accidentally rested
upon a bunch of erange blossoms which was
conzpicuously dieplayed in the window of an
establishment for making ariificial flowers,
‘“ Plower making—joining together the bright
colored leaves—bending them in form—weav-
ing them in wreaths—those delicate little
hands of'her’s are just svited to such an oceu-
pution. It will be easy to chtain heradmission
as an apprentice here, Money can accomplish
tkat,if it is not to be done any other way! Then
when she has learnt the art—an establishment
of her own—she shall be its mistress. 1 will
advaace her mother the capiral— flower making
—flower msking—the litile street-aweep a
maker of artificial flowers!” and he rubbed
his hands together as he spoke in actnal delight,
Then walking into the store, he purchased the
identical bunch of orange blossoms which first
atiracted his attention, and eatering into con-
versation with the mistress of the establishment
soun obtained from her all the information
concerning her occupation which he desired.

He had built a thousand castles in the air
before he reached the Astor, and sgain and
again pictured the litile street-sweep and her
mother in an elevated position—happy—happy
~prosperous —a'l through hiz exertions. Since
the days of his boyhood his heart had not beat
so lightly mor his spirits been so buoyant.

Frank Gaylord accidentally encountered him
upon the stairs.

“ Well, Fred, tiresome world, eh 1 ‘said
Gaylord, accosting him laughingly.

she almost

some 28 to be of no use in it!"” said Faalkner,
shaking hends with him, warmly.

grasp. “R 1

tions 83 you do ! and the friends parted.

That night, sweot sleep and aweeter dreams

“ My dear Frank, I’ve just come to the con-
clusion that nothing makes the world 80 tire~

““Teke care of my arm, will you?” replied
Gaylord, withdrawing his hand from Faulkners
semember, my dear fellow, that I
do not suffer from the same absence of zensa-

visited Faulkner’s pillow. Immediately after
breakfsst he tosk a walk, in the hope of see-
ing Grace w1 her ueual post. . Her little com-
paniens were there but she was absent. He
returned home and afier a few hours again
walked that way. Still she did not appear.
Again, towards night, he sought but did not
find her. Impatient te put into execution his
sehemes for her bencfit, he hurried to the
house whither she had conducted him on the
previous day.  He found it without difficulty
—with a throbbing heart descended the flight
of steps and knocked. No answer. Again
and again the knock wasrepeated, and at last,
hisimpatience gaining a victory over his dis-"
cretion, he opened the door and entered the
room. It was empty—the cot was gone—no
fire, nor even ashes upon the hearth—the old
bex was all that remsained to assure him that
he was not mistaken in the room. 3

Disappointed and almost confounded, he left
the apartment through a door which opened
into an entry and walked up stairs to seek
some one whom he could question concerning
Grace 2nd her mother. He encountered an
old woman npon the stairs. To his half articu-
lated aund hasty inquiries, she replied, *Lord
bless you, sir! they took themselves off by day-
light this moraing. Poor enough they are but
they paid the rent down. The little girl was
taking onsadly, and the mother hardly able to
stira limb, but they would go! 1 believe it was
something about & wild young man ; and the
mother thoaght it best Grace should not be in
his way, for she’s a handsome gir!, sir; but
that’s the short and long of their going off so
swdden-like

Faulkner had aot the heart to ask another
question.  Frustrated in his first endeavour to
be of service to his fellow creatures—disap-
pointed in the first scheme with which he for
years had eandeavoured to occupy himself, he
returned home, dissatisfied, sad and weary.
And yet those mingled feelings were less op-
pressive than that blank overspreadiag of tne
mind, that distaste for enjoyment and sluggish-
ness of thought, called ennui.

5 CHAPTER 1V.

A year after the occurremce of the events
related in the previous chapter, Frederick
Faulkner was seated in & small office in the
fourth story of a building in Wall street. Upon
the table before him lay a number of legal
looking papers, carefully fastened with red
tape. He was apparenily occupied in prepa.
ring another which was to be added to their
number. One glance at his features, his atti-
tude, his movements, told that he was no lon-
ger the weary idler, the listless ennnye who
had found the world and its eccupants so ex-
ceedingly tiresome twelve months before,

Scarcely a couple of weeks arter his rencon-
tre with the littls street-sweeper, and her
sudden disappearance, Scrapeall unexpectedly
gained the lawsuit upon which Faulkner's
wealth depended.  He found himselfsuddenly
deprived of the means of subsisience, Strange
to say, he evinced little chagrin on the occasi~
on, aad seemed almost glad to be relieved,
even by a misfortune, from the lethargic incu-
bus which weighed down his spirits.  Before
he reached his majority, his father had insisted
that he should qualify himself to become a
lawyer, and he had accordingly passed an exa-
minztion and received his diplome. But he had
aot then the energy to commence practice, and
necessity did not compel him to abandon his
habits of idleness.  Once dependant upon his
own resources, he seemed inepired with a new
spirit.  He found the panacea for his greatest
illin occupation, and gave promise of becomiug
eminent ia the profession.

He never regretted his Jost wealth except
when he remembered how many heavy hezrts
he might have lightened, how many sufferers
soothed by ite means. The inexpressibleplea-
sure he had received in belriending the little
street.sweeper had never been equalled and
never forgotten. . The pale face of the little
girl frequently rose before him,  The burst of
gratitude—the words of thanks, sobbed rather
thaa spoken—these were often ia his ears.
For many months one glimpee of @ broom in
the hands of a young girl made him quicken
his pace, and his heart would beat tumultuously.
Sireet sweeps in abundance he encountered
every day, but Grace wes never among them.
After some of these disappointments he would
return home, open the box where the beautiful
little sprig of orange blossoms had been care.
fully stored, and bitierly mouarn over the una-
voidable frustration of his first project for “tha
benefit of a human being.

He no longer lodged at the Astor, for he was
forced to study economy, hie praciice being as
yet exceedingly limited.  He had not visited
his old residence, the scene of 8o inany weary
hours, for several monaths; when the arrivalof
a f{riend in town brought him once more to
the Astor. Frank Gaylord chanced to be the
first person who accosted him.

“ Where have you been hiding yourself,
Fred? Wha: heve you been doing with your-
self? But I declare you look younger acd
handsomer than ever ! By the way,” he rattled
on, ‘there’s a chance of your regaining your
tortune with a most delightful encumbrance !
Scrapeall, you know, died some ten manths
ago. A will was found leaving his money o
some woman, his housekeeper, I believe—but
the signature to his will was only commenced.
His property has therefore gone to his davgh-
ter and her child. The mother and young
lady ars staying here. They are in the parloz
atthis moment—let ma introduce you.”

¢ No, no,” replied Faulicuer, 1 am not so
ruch ia love with the money as to contemplate
marrying it by means of a purapn. Besides §

have a sort of superstition that it is in the
keeping of the blue devils, whe hover around
it night and day. Ihave no inclination to re- |
new my scquainiznce with them !” )

“But [ tell you itis in the keeping of an

= e

angel, and her acquaintance you will soor b;':
en inclinatien to make if you onee see ue
face!
—not yet sixteen, snd possessing all the graee
and simplicity of a child. b
spends halfthe day swudying under the direction
of the most accomplished masters;
a strange story—but do let me introduce you
See, there she is sitling on the sofa bemde®
mother.”

The most artless, gentle little cresture
I hesr that she

for her'sis

Gaylord, as he epoke,drew Fanikner 1owards

the door. They had taken but one step in®
the room when s ery of astonishment burst
from the lips of the latter, and he stood 83
though transfixed to the spot, spell-bound by#*
?ppar{:ion.
Jrom her seat and joyfully sprang toward B%
Grace—Grace ! C{)uld il);aepGra%e‘l That faf
young girl with the roge of healih uponbe’
cheek—that beautiful woman who bore &
her all the refinenient and dignity suited W':
elevated station?  But Faulkner soon answer®
the question to himself, when the soft B
thrilling voice which so long had haunte
dreams once more addressed him as & bene
tor—a first and never forgotten friend.

At the same moment Grace

. . » . . o
Auother eix months and once mor the d g

cate bunch of orange blossoms was
frem its little box ; this time to twine

the brown locks that clustered about the blosh”
ing cheeks of Grace.
flowersand the rich curls, floated a bridal 7
And by the side of Grace stood Faulkne_lu':”‘
more than a bridegroom’s happiness pic
upon his radiant ceuntenance. A few mﬂﬂ‘:"
after the ceremony which united the J20"
couple was ended, Frank Gaylord, who offe
ated as grooms-man, whispered to Faulkne!,
he shook his hand, My dear fellow, L ¥
you joy of the good angel which you "'y
taken to yourself, to exorcise the blue devib

And over the ok

** Thank you,” replied Faulkner, *but

the day that I discovered that it was®8
{0 be of no use in the werld, they have
attacked me.
good angel will only have to remind m? o
‘it brings @ blessing 10 bless.” She is presy
of deing that, by her own practical llustrate®
of the maxim.”

To ensure my happiﬂ"m,'

From Arthur's Magesi®
THE SOUL'S COMPANION.
I sit beside my window
When the Sabbath Sun’s above,
And my mind floats up to heav’s
Upon a breath of love.

And from it, far sscending,
Ealls back a seeming-part,
A robe of holy feeling
That beautifies the hegrt.

And Hope, its pinions foldings
Lies nestling in my breast,
For Faith and Peace, unviting

The trembler hath caressed.

And thoughta like blossoms barstiag
Unfold them, passing bright,

Ia radianee that ’s streaming,
From tancy’s world of light.

And then like stars of brightness
That gem the evening skies,
Shine forth the hosts of blessing?

1 had not learned to prise.

And then an sir-born being,
A mouldering from the light,

The shadow of a presencs
That carnot touch the sight,

Seems flitting "round, and weepink’
And whispers in my ear,

And then I know the spirit
Of Conscience hovers near.

Aad guilty nature, melting,
Heaves the repentant sigh,

And I feel that Pm forgiven,
Although I know not why.

And then I hear a rustling,
A of an angel’s wing,

As to its home itsoareth,
An undefiled thing,

And methinks I hear a greeticé
Of music sweet and wild,

As opes the gates of Heaven
To welcome back ita child:

Thus ends my quiet worship,
That with a biiss untold

My spirit ever steepeth,
When this commune I hold:

it
From Grahain’® H;I‘;S! |
LAURA, OR THE VEILED M . i
BY MRS. CAROLINE H. Bvﬂ‘. libll.:
# ¢ Spuvent femme nari. Wlll_-:] of 9% /
on our sex!” exclaymed a lively ‘Iglnnd""
toscing away her book ; ¢ \'hs““o youol
you Julia ! for you were co""”u pot ¥
lery two whole months, wese YO { .f
A vod from Julia, ix on
¢ And to Charles Burnham &l
Another nod, B
“ And aow haversmiled ar.yﬁ“?
ing Travera for—Ict me sce-= :
“ Thitty-six-hours, Anne.
“ Yeo, thirty -ix}-houra-—-‘"“w
vent fomme varse,” indeed! NO
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