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KATE'S DISAPPOINTMENT.
BY MISS 8. A. HUNT.

M=z. and M=rs. Ross satalone over a late
tea table. The children had besn taken to bed,
aad if their parents had been o minded, they
might have well enjoyed themselves. But
such was not the case, although everything
around gave evidence of comfort and pleaty.
A fire in the grate, of Liverpool coal, cracked
and blazed, the very personification of cheer-
fulness. A fine old arm chair stood waiting
for an occupant, but Mrs Ross sat upright and
determined, at the head of the table. The as-
tral lamp, that shed its light so softly upon her
countenance, did not reveala very soft expres-
sion. Her brows were knit, her flashing black

veyes bent in stubborn theught, and her mouth
was drawr down at the corners, a deplorable
sign to her husband. He, too, looked very ill
matured. He glanced at her sullenly, once in
a while, from under his eyebrows, then moved
his lips quickly, with a vexed, impatient ex-
pression. At last he struck his hand down
upon the table, powerfully.

“You had better break all the dishes, hadn’t
you ¥’ inquired his spouse, with a nervous
start. Then she relapsed into silence again.

“Jane,” exclaimed Mr Ross, “I tell you,
you must give Betsyup.  You don’t need her
to take care of those children. Nota bit. You
koow I’ve been fixing up my store, and I have
expenses enough. 1’'m not going to pay oat
eight dollars a month to that girl, for doing
mothing. Yeu must give her vp !”

« ] won’t give her up, and there’s an end of
it. You may talk till your head isgrey, it will
do no good. Give her up indeed. To treat
you oftener to oyster suppers, I suppose. No,
no, you don’t impose upon me, in this mananer,
1 can assure you. Do you think I’m going to
slave myself to death with the children—to
wear my very life out,—to deprive myself of
every pleasure,—and you off sleigh riding, and
the dear knows what, till two or three o’clock
in the morning? No, no ! I won’t do it, and
you may as well stop talkiog about it, first as
iust, for you won't move me.”

““ You may see the time when you will re-
pent this, madam,” said her husband, from
between his ground teeth. *If that girl isn’t
dismissed at the close of the week, I'll never
pay her a cent afterwards, if she stays until
doomsday. [I've tried persuasive means to
induce  you to give herup, and I found there
was no usein it.  Now, it you keep her, pay
her as you can. I will have nothing to do
with it.

Mrs Ross was proud, passionate, and selfish.
Her moral feelings were like a wilderness; they
had never been cultivated. Yet when in a good
temper, or rather when she wished to appear
well, there was a brilliant vivacity. about her,
that chermed all, except very, very keen obser-
vers. Her dark eyes sparkled, her clear com-
plexion flushed delicately, and her laugh broke
forth, with all the apparent lightness of a young
girl. She was a favorite generally, wherever
she went.  She read every new novel that
came out, good, bad, and indifferent ; her me-
mory was retentive, her language ready and
eopious.  She was one of those persons, who
seemn to have an intuitive perception how to
interest, and adapt themselvesto othe;s. She
was fond of admiration in society; though she
eent forth but little effection from her own
heart, she wished to be the idol in the circle of
her friends. Yet, aa is frequently the case, in
her own home she was the reverss of every
thing that can win esteem.

When her husband ceased his angry speech,
she made no reply. He was not remarkable
for putting his threats into execution, and she
knew that he was well aware of her often pro-
ved obstinacy. - She, therefore, indulged a firm
hope, that he would give way to her, as usnal
A emile of derision passed over her lip, for a
moment, then vanished. She rose from the
table, and after ringing a bell for the servant to
come and remove the tea things, she seated
herself in the arm chair, and began 1o sew. Mr
Ross, witha determined frown,took up his hat,
left the room, end slammed the door behind
him in a very undignified masper.  Another
smile slightly displayed the white, even teeth of
Mrs Ross.

* Pshaw ! sir, Betsy leaves the house abost
as soon as I do,” she said to herseli or rather
to her husband, after he had gone. Mr Ross
traversed the streets wiih quick, firm steps.

His lips were compressed, his face almost
white with snger,

¢ The girl shall

go, if itis only to k
her,” he muttered. << I’J| die bef0¥el ‘grinvgoi.;:
over.  Yes, yes, Plisee if I can’t make my
threats good, and more than good, fer once,
She shall not remain in the house an hour alter
Saturday. D'l tell her myself to-morrow, te
prepare her forit.”>  The husband thus gave
veatto his angry thoughts. Saturday evening
came ; Mrs Ross had not uttered a word to Bet-
&y about her dismissal. Her surprise was
therefore great, when the girl came in, with
bonnet and shawl on, to bid her good bye.

‘* Where are you going, Betsy 1” she ioqui-
red, glancingat her husband.

“lam going to leave, madam,” was the
brief answer.

“But I have not given you your dismissal.
You, of course, must know that demestic affairs
depend wpen me  Take off your things, and
remain.”  Mrs Ross spoke in a voice tolerably
calm, though her eye betrayed the smothered
anger withinher.  She thought her husbaad’s

pride, would prevent him from entaring into an °

l altercation before a servant, and thus her object

would be gained. ** Take off your hat, Betsy,”
she repeated, as the girl hesitated, with burning
cheeks, and looked at Mr Reoss for directions.

*You must go, Betsy,” said Mr Rossin a
decided voice.

* Weuld you turn the friendless creature into
thestreet at night 7’ asked the wife, starting
from her chair, passionately, * I tell you, she
shall not go. Close the door again !

““She i1s provided for, Mrs Ross,” relum'ed
her husband, glancing sharply at ber, while
holding the door, for the egress of Betsy. Then
turning to the half frightened girl, who by this
time stood in the hall, he said in a more gentle
tone—* You have been a good, faithful girl,
Betsy, and I have recommended you us such.
Continue to be hones:, and good tempered
Don’t forget the number of the house. Guod
b e.‘,

yWhen he turned to look 2t his wife, after
closing the door, she was sitting in a chair,
sobbing violently.
umph as certain, and now her mortification
was extreme. She was too highly excited 1o
utter a word. After the iapse of about half an
hour, during which time, Mr Ross had held
the newspaper upside down, pretending to
read, his wife raised her head, and said angrily,
“1f you don’t provide me with a servant for
the children, P’ll sponge on my acquaintances,
as sure as I live, I will.”

Mr Ross could heardly restrain a smile, at the
inelegant language she employed. Anger made
her totelly regardless of the manner in which
she spoke, if she only eonveyed her meaning
forcibly.

“Whom do you intend to sponge on, my
dear ™ he inquired, in a smooth, provoking
tone.

*I'll get Kate Fisher to spend two or three
weeks with me, and help to take care of the
children. She’ll be willing enough to come ;
she thinks the world of me; a thousand times
more than you do.”

“1 presume you know the reason of that.
She oaly sees your best side, while I have only
a chance to see the worst.”

“Oh!” exclaimed the wife, asif a sudden
pang had shot across her heart. She covered
her face with both hands, and burst into tears.
Thatsingle sentence awoke a thowsand bitter,
bitter memories. Itstirred up thoughts of years
gone by, when she was young, gayand beauti-
ful, the idolized betrothed of Frederick Ross
—when he turned to her, always, with a joy-
kindling eye,—when to listen to her veice, la-
den with the low words of newly-awakened
love, was his only happiness—then she was to
him a perfect woman. What was she uow ?
Her heart shrunk as she asked the question,
and her choking sobs grew heavier, as she
could only reply, *“I never thought my conduct
could turn him away from me entrely. My
uarestrained passions have ruined me !” These
thoughts lasted not long. The general state of
feeling soon retarned,  The once strong affec-
tion between Mr and Mrs Ross had not abated
suddenly, It wasoaly by degrees, #s their cha-
racters were acted out,—as they opposed each
other, and neither would yield, that anger was
excited—and when once excited, each fell in
the estimation of the other. After one quarrel,
a thousand more, flowed like streams from o
fountain. The temple of love had received a
rude shock. lis lovely ouniside ornaments were
fretted and worn away, and soon its interior
beauties were defaced and destroyed.  True,
deep, holy love was gone.

Mre Ross had resolved to invite Kate Fisher
to spend some time with her.  One bright af-
terroon in the following week, she presented
herself at the front door of a plain two story
house.  Her summons was answered by Kale
herself, a sensible, gay young creature of seven-
teen.

“ On, how do you do, Kate, dear,” exclaim-
ed Mrs Ross gaily, as Kate caughi her hand,
and kissed her, with & warm-hearted langh of
pleasure, saying “ Now you're real good Mrs
Ross not 1o pass oyr humble domicil, when
you have so many feshinable friends, drawing
you away in different directions.”

““ Why, Kitty, I never forget the friends of
ancient days, do 11” inquired Mrs Ross, tap-
ping her young friend laughingly under the
chin. * Yon know your mother and mine were
very intimate, 0 we have a claim upon each
other, although yon have never made me more
than afteraocn visits.”

‘“ And you have never made us more than a
cali at a time,” agswered Kate, looking archly
in Mrs Ross's face, as she led her to the parlor,
lowith her arm fluag around her waist

*“ Oh! we married ladies are to ba excused
for everything. We huve such 2n abundance
of cares

** So you have, I pity you from the bottom of
my heart. I had an offer from an old bachelor
the other day ; don’t you think I had better
refuse him 1J know he wonld be Jaid up with
the gout whenever I waated to g0 out visiting.
I have a presentimeat of it, a vague, shadowy
something,”

*“ Kate, what nonsenseare yon rattling about
now T exclaimed her mother, entering the
room at the mement, and salating Mrs Ross.

*“I was only remarking about some shadewy
presentiments | have sometimes,” replied her
davghter with a gay smile. * just to think of
it, Mrs Ross, mother positively disconeazes me
about marrying Mr Hodgekins. 1 sy all 1 can
about his good qualities. [ te]] her he dosen't
smoke, nor chew, that he is rich and v .
bably give me a handsome gold wat h 23
as I am his blooming brige. 1.,
snoring in church; you know !
his gouty toes, and that will awws
tion. I want some variety ir m

*“ What do you say of varie:
said Mrs Fisher, turning 1
smile.

1 think Kitty would wis!

8he had regarded her tri-‘
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as soon as the honeymoon had gone,” replied
the visitor, ““and you think so too, setiously,
don’t you, Kate 7’ :

“ Certainly 1 do ” was the young girl’s frank
reply.

*“Mrs Fisher, you must let Kate come and
spend a few weeks with me ; that will break
the monotony she complains of,” said Mrs Ross.

*¢8o it will,” cried Kate, starting from her
seat with a lively, but she resumed it again,
blushing at the cagerness with which she was
about accepting Mrs Ross’s sudden invitation.

“ Well, 1 don’t know whether I can spare
Kate,” said Mrs Fisher, looking affectionately
iato her daaghter’s bright countenance.

“ Oh ! Icame on purpose to get her to spend
some time with me. I can’t take a denial,Mrs
Fisher. I intend to bear her off this very ef-
ternoon ; shan’t I Kate?”?

¢ [ should like to be borne off,”” was Kate’s
answer, ‘““but mother will decide of course.”

““Well, 1 yield to the mejority,” replied Mrs
Fisher, “ but I can’t let her go until morning.”

“ Morning it shall be then,” rejoined Mrs
Ross.

“(Can't we persuade you to take off your
hat and shawl, and remain to tea 1” said Mrs
Fisher, urgently, *i{ Kate makes you #0 long
a visit, it 18 no more than fair.”

“Q0, do stay, Mrs Ross, dear Mrs Ross,”
joined in Kate. * You shall eat some l_)read of
my making. Let me see! what other induce-
ment have we got? I don’t know, but you will
stay, won’t you?” and the lively creature bu.
sied her saucy fingers in untyng the visitor’s
bonnet. Mrs Ross staid, and the afternoon
paseed quickly. No one could be in the ‘pre-
sence of Kate Fisher long, without feeling the
sunshine of her frank young spirit. She was
natural end artess as a child. She could not
cry or laugh whenever 1t was proper; but
when the quick, warm impulses of her heart
dictated. Poor girl! she would require many
lessons before she could gain the external self-
command, o necessary in this world of ours.
After Mrs Ross had gone, a lamp was lighted,
ard Kate and her mother eat down by a litiie
work stand, to sew.

“Mrs Ross is a delightful weman!” eaid
Kate, breaking the silence of a few moments.
“ She never comes here, that she has notsome-
thing 1nteresting to te!l us. I should think her
husband would 2lmost worship her ; she is just
like a young girl.”

“You must think young pirls ere very de-
lightful,” answered her mother, quietly.

“ Why, mother,” said Kate, langhing, *1I
only mean taat she isso fresh and lively ; these
ere the only respectsin whichshe resembles
young ladies; of course she is more interesting
than yeung girls generally, because she is more
mature, and has had more experience of every
kind ; T hope, when I get to be thirty years old
I will be like her. O, I love ‘her s50; how I
should like to be looked upon as a pattern.
Well, there is no knowing what I may be,
when I get in years;” Kate spoke half serious-
ly, halt jestingly, the last sentences.

* You will never be a pattern for asy one,
davghter mine,” replied her mother, laughing
heartily. “ Every coe calls™ou a wild little
hoyden now ; that surely is not very promis-
ing.”

* But mother you know I am not always
wild. Tsometimes think the gayest people are
at times saddest.”

“ You'are seldom sad, Kate dear.”

“ Very seldom ; but when I find mtxelf de-
ceived iz the people of this bright world, half
its beauty is gone. I never was deceived ex-
cept in my friend Lucy Prescoit, How it
stung me, to fiad her so selfish »

“ You will probably be deceived many times,
dear, before this world will loose its brightness,
But it 192 narrow mind that judges all by a
few. lna few years from this time, you will
feel 28 if you had awakened from a dream.
You will become more familiar with real life,
and sometimes with a smile, sometimes with
a tear; you will look back on your sweet ro-
mantic visions, never realized. You will learn
to lock within, instesd of without, tor bright-
ness,  You will, [ hope, dear Kate,” and Mrs.
Fisher clasped her hend, and looked tearfully
ia her earnesteyes. *¢ You will, I hope, learn
to regard this world, as only the rugged path-
way thatleads us up to Heaven.”

“T hope 1do now, regard it as the path-
way, but not asa rugged one, mother. 1shall
yet meet with many lovely places, before I
leave it.”

““ Yes, perhapa so, my child.”

* Oh! mother, how can we look out upon
the green earth, with its sweet flowers, and
overshadowing trees,—upon the pleasant wa-
ters, without a thrill of joy. We cannot. And
aflection, 10d,”—Kate pansed, tremulously,
and in a flood of sudden tenderness, leaned her
head upon her mother’s bosom anc wept. With
all her young, glad gaiety, she possessed the
strong, yet dclicate feelings, of a trus wo-
man,

The next day, with a bounding heart, Kate
kissed her mother * good bye,” and left home,
for the dwelling of her dear friend, Mrs Ross.
She was greeted most cordially ; the hours flew
oR rapid wings. Her hostess wes lovely and
interesting as usual. Mr Ross was all kind-
uesy and courtesy. The children clung to her,
and seemed to love her, just as ghe wished,
She told them stories, and took an dntereg in
their amusements, X When Mrs, Ross was
otherwise engazed, she ba!l'unconsr;iouf]y teok
a!‘. the care of them, heramiable friend design-

Well,” sai JoAte 1 Lorselt, nfter ghe had?
erc R nigks « »
% s 824 *“ I've epent
> I Iree of Mre
1z makes me
2 tamper Aun

bt

<1 O

suppose Mrs Ross, is 2o kind-hearted ll!::"
yielded to her feelings, and neglected to PUEY
her, Itisa fault, but an amiable one, Cﬂn ]
ly. All have their weakneases, I'm 82
have a thousand.” Ia this beneve

of mind, the young girl sunk iato & P€

daylight peeped between her window :lﬂ
“ Ah! Kate, good morning,” exclaimé wDid

Ross, as she entered the breakfast room- o

you rest well last night 7 Did my d“ui:m

to pass, ©pleazant dreams and ®

light v ” :

% O, yes, I rested delightful,” nP'!"d it 4
“ What a lovely morning we have! oyt
“Xovely! You mustlook as pretty sl
cap, and take a walk in Broadway ﬂ"'"d;

noon. I wont letyou loose your color, {0
of exercise.” of
* 1 suppose I shall have the pleasure JP’;"
company, of course. I should take Jitte)
sure in walking alone, without an obje¢ o
« I should liketo go with you very of ¢
But I have no gir] at present to take c‘"gl"l
children, so I am obliged to deprive w
a great many pleasures, I am 8¢
to.” 2
“ Youdo it, very cheerfully,” wid B
with en approving expression. i
Mrs. Rosa merely smiled very "“t;’;.
acceptation of the compliment. The
sed, as the one betore had, p[emﬂ“"d het
took a siroll in Broadway, with oBé
friend’s children, a bright little boYs i 08
companion. On the third day,as E:". Kite
a low stocl, patiently trying to m wiog
for little Henry, Mrs Ross who was #€ thisk”
the arm chair, suddenly broke out, 8¢ 1 don
ing aloud, * 'm in a perfect dilemmt- ‘g4
see how I can get rid of going, witho®
ing her.”
* Did you speak tome ?’ nkeﬂn"'w
ing up, and brushing back her curls. G
% Did I epeak mgy thoughts 1" “'d'mw
. with an air of innocent bcwildelm“;ildd.'
“Why, yes, you must be absent
answered Kate, laughing. thiv
“] was !hinkinggof an engagement, ::”p
afternoon, that I dan’t know how (:of it
Some time ego, I promised a frien a relr
to visit some paintings with her the
to her house, to take tea, and spe
ing.” jstre®
g“ Well, can’t you go1 Let me b'” I‘M
here, in your absence. I'll promise s quets
up ail my dignity, and flourish like e inch
The children will think I've ;::'l:. 1 .ill:
if you delegate your power - 7 githo¥
lhc’ head 0% 1he’ublo, and poﬂ"",‘"“.d
spilling. You ses if Mr. Ross dont §!
.dcedu .”
the b

account of me. * 2
“You are very kind, very kind i
| it seems too bad, to trouble you W b
dren.” ; :
*0,no, T shall like my new N';w
certain. And besides, I don't ‘PP“’: 1 ko’
ing engagements, So you mﬂ:‘ ‘wilh lfﬂ‘b
you wonld like to.” Kate spoke { e
playful eul;rl»esi’ne.ll. She 2:‘:5
i contemptible duplicity practised,
{ little .cpene lbort. é:me people .:dol’"‘"
prefer a little ruse, when & SUAIE % welr
way of dealing, would answer qm‘t:b”d' ’d
| Mrs. Ross wished to mortify her b hil‘"""
! induce him to get a nurse for the © z
‘ seeming to make a tool of her youss feeli
This, she knew, would grate oa é
| extreguely. Sharp words, she fOWW
not ggn her purpose, she ‘h""k"dwd of #
lart. Kate was left 10 perform the ¢ Ro#
o

' matron. In |h¢; ever_\ling. -dhc :n:" tr.
| was uncommonly still, and 80!
 rited. She tmuzcd herself with & ?‘::M
| fore, and retired early. The neX ll“'w
| she descended to the breakfast room Bot Pl
{usual. The door was sjar, snd 'wdi'P'“'
eurprise, she heard angry veices l: o8

“ But Jane.” said Mr Ross, ’(olﬁM
don't think m this case, you did “:“"‘_ 0
as you yourself would wish to be 't :
Jy admit this. Do you think so ¥ | dos® pI:'

“ My thoughtsare my owa: pot @
tend 1o follow any straight jac% Jent uﬂ;
morals,” retorted Mrs Ross in & v ',ddl
that thrilled Kate's every neryekl f ;-l:
pain. She started back qui¢ .Y'h llﬂ‘":’d
might vo longer be = listener. pombers ¥
steady steps, she mouated to hﬂ’B? Viog i.,w‘d'
when there, locked the door. Sif per 9%
chair, she leaned her head upo% g got §
« I surely have not heard aright, 'dinPVol'“d
wolf in sheep’s clothing.” The r !#'ildcf"
girl broke out, giving vent to hea 1 h:r.
thoughts. * How could she EPE®L. 4 ho
could she!” For about a guarier

o .bl{
Kate remained motionless and ';',il“:r' el rl‘:_
shook her head sadly, and the D! ng ®
disappointed feeling stole dowa ‘n‘d’-
I thought she was aimost af
sobbed, ** if l am so deceived e o
shall I ever trust? Oh! wha'! om
this is.” Poor Kate was '"‘_’:.5“
unhappy thoughts by the breas h;l o
had by this time concluded ! h pussion®
might be warm hearted, ‘“hw% or €805
She washed away the traces of ‘IP areé
with a tolerably composed visage
table, ; ing
; ““You look rather pale this ":‘h':s" . o
Kate,” was the salutation of he pp 7S K\KL‘
« | charge you not to get h°",'l°_ o pat 5
eaid Mrs Ross, with a bnghl!mlominmd, W
}ou really 111, dear Kate 1” she ioi ; g
something like concern in her yousk
w0, no, 1 am oot ill,” replie
“ but——" Ross. ”
« Bat what!" asked Mr8 i0g 10 IIY.’d
« 1 don"t krow what ld':':l f‘z" eye ‘:‘b’
swered, casting €0 red- "~
Ka:?nﬁnl::;cc;u-ck grow dreadfully '“zr
. % laile ,on were U t '
. " v ”r‘jandrlncrgnlcd the h.:: wis »
en ior,

il she hegan to suspec

sleep, from which she did not awaken, l‘:d’ |
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