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THE SILVER SPOONS. 
A TALE OF: DOMESTIC LIFE AND AME- 

RICAN MANUFACTURE. 
By the Author of * Key West and Abaco. 

‘Here we go, up, up, up—and here we 
80, down, and down, downy,’ -is a quotation 

-not more applicable to the movements of chil- 
dren in 2 swing, than to the same children 
in after life, when they are tossed about by 
the rude hands of unsteady fortune. In. ail 
countries and in all times, it has been so to 
some extent, but never, and no where, in 
the degree in which it may be observed in the 
land or age in which we live. 

James Elliot, it is- very pleasant for me to 
state, was an exception to: this- general rule : 
he was a rich man, his father before him was 
rich, and his grandfather, who founded the fa- 
mily in this cozntry, was richer still. 
My friend Mr. Elliot lived in a fine old hoase 

“that had been standing for two generations; and 
“he lived in a style worthy of a man who owa- 
ed a river plantation, and who knew the bap- 
tismul name of his. grandfather. You Phila- 

-delphians and Kuickerbockers cannot be ex- 
pected to understand what I mean, or rather 
the emphasis of my language when I say riw- 
er planiation; and therefore [ take the trou- 
ble to explain taat a river plantation is as dif- 
ferent a thing from a sand hill plantation, or 
even a creek plantation, as property in Water 

street or Wall street: is from a lot up town. 
There is-1nany a man among us who is un- 

“disputed master of hundreds. of acres, who 
can scarcely pay his taxes : whilst his neigh- 
‘bor, who owns only half as much, but of a dif- 
ferent sort, goes fo the springs every summer, 
and sends ins children into the north to school. 
You have seen the ¢ Songs of the South,” I 
aappose, and I doubt not you liked them : but 

‘lat me, as a friend, warn you against forming 
your opinions of us and ours {rom them. 
They wera written by a poet, and if you 
have any idea of speculating in southern pro 
perty do not trust Mr. Simms. 
The land of the pune, the cedar, tho vine! 
O! may this blessed land ever be mine! 

Now for a summer’s residence this is all very 
well; health oozes from the resinous bark of 
the pine, the coolest breezes are playing 
amidst its leaves, and the most limped water 
bubbles from beneath its roots : but the fine 
equipages which dash throngh your eities, 
and the well-dressed ladies who occupy them, 
would not shine long if they trusted to noth- 
ing better than such land’ to support their 
‘bravery. O! no, you must ask lor river bot- 
toms, or rich uplands, and then I will go your 
security for the cotton they will grow. 

Jane Elliot sings her songs remarkably well. 
“Y was with her last sammsr at Saratoga, and 
ona would think to hear her, that she was dy- 
ing to get back, from the pathos with which 
she would pray—on the gaitar— 

¢ Hide not from mine eye the blue of its 
sky,’ 

whilst at the same time I was perfectly 
‘aware that she was night and day teasing her 
father to spend the whole summer in the 
north, and then go to Paris in the fall. 

‘The beaux knew nothing of this however; 
and one whispered to another, I say Bob what 
-a sweet little patriot she is. Would she not 
make a capital wife, so domestic.’ 

* I have a great mind,’ says Bo", as they 
walled to the other end of the. saloon, * to 
try and make an investment in the same * land 
of the pine;’ do you know any ‘thing about 
the old man, “Is he rich?’ 

¢ Rich!” ejaculated the dandy, with that 
upward and downward inflection of the voice 
which indicates a good deal of surprise, and 
indignation * a great deal too rich to own such 
a man as you for his son-in-law. No, no,my 
fine fellow, that’s my game. You could not 
-apead hall her come, whereas I flatter my- 
self that § can do that easily, and run the es- 
Aate in debt by the end of the year.” 

Edward Neville was quite” in earnest in 
what he said ahout his_ intentions, and I do 
not think that any of his friends would differ 
with him as to his capacity of getting into 

«difficulties. He had inherited a small proper- 
4x, enough to educate him, bear his expences 
in a few years’ travel, and launch him with a 
good library, upon the wide ocean of the law: 
ut he inherited none of the perseverance or 

plodding industry that had elevated his father 
to thebench, and made him regarded as the 
best read iawyer of the day; and after strug- 
gling awhile with his virtuous impulses, he 
carefully locked the door of his office, writing 
upon the outside ¢ Gone to court,” and com- 
mensed the ignoble trade of a fortune hunter. 
“This was his first season, and Jane Elliot 
was: the  fifst divivity he had encoantered, 
whose shrine was golden enough to bring him 
to his kaoees. 
Se far, however, he ‘had mada no} impressi- 

on. dn fact, I hardly think he did himself jus- 
tige. The part was new to him; and the ‘girl 
herself seemed worthy of so much purer a fael- 
ing, that he was! constantly struggling with 
himself. *By heavens, § do love her for her- 
self alone, he would mutter to himself, «{ 
could die for her, fight for her, do any thing 
undar heaven for her, except work.’ An 
then a sense of his meaness would overcome 
‘lum with shame, and he would allow any one 
wee to take his place ia conversativn, whilst 

he would wander off by himself to renew his 
struggles. 
My sweet young fertane-hunter, who art 

reading this page, think what a poor devil 
thou art making of thyself. How much more 
honourable and noble would it be to labor 
for thine own support as a street-sweeper 
even. tow contempuble to coin the heart’s 
best affections, to degrade the holy state of 
matrimony to a matter of bargain aud sale, to 
sell thyeself of thine own will, as an eastern. 
slave is by her masters. O!' go to work, and 
be a man! 

But for this, I should have liked Neville 
well enough; not however as a suitor to Jane 
Elliot. I had other views in relation to that 
walter. Tom Barton is a friend of mine, and 
though the son of a silversmith, or rather, shall 
{ say, because the son of a silversmith, he is 
one of the worthiest fellows [ ever knew. I 
went to school with him, and so in fact did 
Jane Elliot. ‘We were in Latin and Algebra, 
and all that, when she was only beginning to 
read . but our old master had a fashion of mak- 
ing the whole school form a ring in the after- 
noen, and young and old were compelled to 
spell a page of ¢ Dictionary,’ 
What a speller Jane was! The little thing 

was sometimes far ahead of some of the largest 
scholnrs, and it was ua caution to hear how her 
little tongue would rattle off the letters of any 
word in the column, from ¢ chatter’ to che- 
vaux de fre.” Tom used to be always just 
next below her, never getting above her, 
and never suffering anybody to get above 
him. 

It was very cur'ous how they stuck togeth- 
er. Tom always missed when she did: I 
have known him to spell caper’ with two 
* p's,’ though a better speller than he was I 
never met. It was a long time however hefore 
I found out the secret; but one day as we 
were all going to our seats, I overheard Tom 
saying, rather reproachfully, ¢ Jane what did 
you do that for?” * Why, Tom, you did not 
speak loud enough.” Aha! said I to myself, I 
understand it now. I thought there must be 
some prompting geing on, or that litle girl 
would never have stood so high in the 
school. 

I was very old fasnioned as a boy; they 
used in fact to call me the old bachelor; and 
certainly I had one of the habits of the tribe— 
a greater pleasure in watching the develope- 
meats of the hearts of other people, than in 
attending te the beating of my own. Any one, 
hewever, might have taken a delight in ob- 
serving the present case. Jane I shall not de- 
scribe, she has always been a pet of mine, 
and I should be certain to overdo it if [ made 
the attempt : but Tom, 1 shall let you know 
was a fine looking bey, with fair hair, an open 
count ,and a lar knit frame, and 
he has grown up to be decidediy the best 
looking lawyer that practices in our circuit. 

All our village had watched the progress 
of this affair with interest, and we had all 
settled dewn into a caim certainty that it was 
to be, and even the envious were prepared to 
wish them joy. The Elliots had always been 
popular; and the Bartons by correct deport- 
ment, hard work for themselves, civility to 
their neighbors, and kindness to the poor, had 
gained the good will of all. 

There was malice among us, to be sure, and 
there would have beon ths usual ebullition of 
it had the affair come off suddenly; bat it was 
teo gradual: Tom and Jane had been lovers 
from childhood; it was an understood matter, 
and each man began to feel that he had a 
particular vocation to help to bring it about. 
Mr Elliott decidedly gave into the general 

way of thinking: but no ears had never heard 
‘his wife say a word on the subject. She was 
of Hugeunot descent, and rather too fond of 
mentioning that circumstance; but still no one 
disliked her on that account; every one has a 
perfect right to think of his grandfather it he 
likes, and even to speak of it whenever he 
can find a listener whe is willing to endure it. 
On the whole, J confess, I took pleasure to 
hear her talk. How she used to bridle up! 
how firm her voice grew! and how patronising 
her manner! I could listen to her for hours— 
especially when Jane was sitting by me. 

Bat that is all over now. I hate the Hugu- 
enots, the edict of Nantz, the Revocation and 
every thing else; and I wish to heaven old 
Adam's blood in flowing down to the Elliots, 
had come through some other veins than those 
of that same fierce French faction. 
What do ycu think? About four years ago, 

when Tom and I came from college, both ha- 
ving graduated with honor, he decided that it 
was time for him to make open and resolute 
appcoaches towards the great end upon which 
*his hopes were fixed. Consequently all the 
time he coald spars from the study of law, 
and his excellent family, he used to spend 
with Jane; and so (ar as I could judge. from 
occasionally playing the part of Monsienr de 
trop, in a ride or walk, er at the piano, she 
was entirely satisfied to have it so. 
But one night after Tom had been making 

himself particularly agreeable, as he thought, 
to the old lady, and had listened to the tale of 
the Huguenots for the fortieth time. with ex- 
emplary patience, though his brain was boiling 
and he was wishing to the very bottom of his 
heart, that all ber ancestors had passed ** that 
bourne from which no traveller returns!’ that 
very night, after he had taken his leave, Mra 
Elliot called her daughter, and said in a ealm 
and serious voice, * My aear1 must request 
that you will not be quite so tamiliar with Mr. 
Barton. 1 begin to fear that you are liking 
him too well.” 

© Why mother, we all like Tom.’ 
¢ I know that; and I am very well satisfied 

te have him here as often as the other young 

gentlemen of the town. His mother is a very 
proper person and so is his father, but there 
has never been any thing farther than a street 
acquaintance between ug, and [do not mean 
that there shall.” ; 

¢ But mother why so? they are very good 
people surely.’ 
Mrs Elliot did not answer directly, but walk- 

ed to the centre table, upon which some re- 
freshments were still standing, and taking up 
one of the spoons from a waiter, she placed it 
in her davghter’s hand, with an air of quiet 
satisfaction, directed her to read aloud what 
she saw on the handle. 

* A. Barton, and some heirogylphics which 
1 cannot make out, is all that 1 see.’ 

¢* Do you know who A. Barton is, my dear?’ 
¢ Of course it isold Mr Barton; Tom's fa- 

ther. ‘Why mother I bave read this a hundred 
times before. It is printed on my pap spoon, 
and on all the new fashioned silver we have 
in the house. But what of that?’ 

* Simply this Miss Jane Elliot, I shall never 
give my congent for you toreceive asa lover, 
the son of a man who makes our spoons, and 
cleans our watches, and who in short is only 
a mechanic. Good night.’ 

Jane was too much surprised and grieved to 
say any thing, and she weat to her room, her 
heart cruelly divided between the duty she 
owed to her mother agd the love that she had 
so long cherished for ber betrothed. 

Tought mot to have writter that word. I 
am not a good novelist, or 1 would have been 
brought to my confession at a slower rate. 
However it is a fact. Theirs was the rare 

case, in which neither the language, nor the 
feelings of childhood nad ever changed. They 
had vowed themselves to each other at least a 
hundred times. . More and more selemn ths 
pledge that had grown at ever 
and when Tom came from on a few 
weeks before, it had been cemented with 
tears. 

Ah! she was a noble girl, that Jane! Why 
did not fate give me a chance at her, or rath- 
er, way did not I, instead, of fl irting with all 
the pretty faces that I saw, why did not I love © 
her, and cherish her, as Tom did from the 
first. 
However, that is nothing to any body but 

myself. Jane rose next morning unrefreshed 
from her sleepless couch, and the first thing 
she did was to write the following note : 
‘Dear Tom ,—My mother is angry with 

me for the intimacy to which I have admitted 
you, and has directed me to break it off. So 
you must not come here so often. Nothing in 
my life has grieved me more than this, but 
am sixteen only, and my mother’s will is 
mine. Wont you travel ? I prefer not seeing 
ag at all, than not to see you as of old. Buu 
n assured, wherever you go, and whatever 
may be your fortane, one heart will be with 
you, that of yours ever, 

Janz Error.’ 

Now was not she a dear girl. She wept 
when she wrote it, and she wept when she 
sent it, and she had not dried her tears when 
little Cesar brought back this answer : 
*Dear Jane,—Your letter was like a 

thanderbolt to me, and I am hardly able to 
pen a reply. But I see the wisdom of the 
course you suggest, and shall make my ar- 
rangements at once to go to the law school 
at Cambridge. knew my own heart so well 
that I can have no doubts concerning yours; 
and if labor, and toi!, and success can win 
your mother’s approbaiion, it shall be mine. 
But in any case I am yours till death. 

"Tomas BArTON.” 

Accordingly, Tom went off to Cambridge, 
and devoted all his strength to the herculean 
task of piling up his legal knowledge ¢ higher 
than one story’—Everett has said so many 
witty things in his day, that Le need not mind 
lending one occasionaily—whilst I, with envy 
in my heart was stil! playing the part of a 
faithful friend, and keeping Jane advised of all 
his movements, and of all his success. 

But neither his success in his studies, nor 
the reputation which one year’s practice at the 
bar had given him, softened the prejudices of 
the Hoguenot lady; and it was as much with 
a view of keeping them apart as any thing 
else, that she traveled with her daughter eve— 
ry summre. 
Edward Neville was pricieely to the taste of 

the old lady. She favoured him in every way 
—gave him a seat in her carriuge to Lake 
George, invited him to ner private parlour, 
told him at what hour in the morning she drank 
the water—in short, turned me completely 
adrift, and adepted him as her constant atten- 
dant. 

I feared the result and wrote to Tom about 
it. In reply he thanked me for the interest 1 
had manifested, but assured me that he had no 
fears, that he had the most perfect comfidence 
in June, thet he was labouring with assidaity, 
to improve the little fortane ne hud inherited, 
for he wae sorry to add that there was every 
possibility, that the Elliot’s would be in need 
of the assistance of their friends, and that very 
soon. 

This intelligence very much surprised me, 
I knew that the old gentleman had endorsed 
inuch imprudently for a friend who was speca- 
lated in western lands, but I had heard only 
the day before of the most glowing acconats of 
tie value of these lands. 
However the season ended: and when lea- 

ving the springs, Mr Elliot, at his wife’s ecar- 
nest solicitaton, invited Mr Neville to pay him 
a visit during the winter. He accepted it glad- 
ly, went to New Yorls, sold his books, rented 
his office, and told his friends that he had gi- 
ven up law and was thinking of making an 
investment tn the south, 

repetion; A 

But the denouement of this true history pros- 
S¢s upon me, end 1 must hurry its narrati- 
on. 
About the merry Christmas time, our court- 

house door and village papers informed the 
people that the sheriff would sell «all that va- 
lnable, &e., &c,’ enumerating every earthly 
thing that Mr. Elliot te 

It was a melancholy truth. His friend’s 
debts came upon him with such suddenness 
that he was overwhelmed. Tle gave himself 
up for lost, refused cvery offer of assistance 
from Tom and myself, and every one elss, 
and determined to let the law take its course. 
He confessed that all he wanted was time, 
but he declared he would not suffer any el 
his friends to endanger themselves for him. 
Tom and I sat up nearly the whole night 

laying our plans; and it was determined that I 
should bid off every article, and that he would 
be prepargd to pay for them. 
#..On the day of the sale one might have 
thought that there was to have been a funeral 
instead of a vendue. The bell seemed to toll 
in melancholy notes, and the red flag that the 
old negro was hobbling about the village with, 
oue would have thought by the countenances 
of those who looked upon it, was rather the 
forerunner of a pirate’s visit, than of a she- 
riff*s sale 
The northern stage had just driven up te 

the tavern door, and a handsome man was 
stepping from it as the flag was passing. He 
caught 1t from’the negroe’s hand, and exclaim- 
ed, <Good God! driver what Elliot is this 
who is to be sold ont to-day ? Not Mr. James 
Elliot the rich planter!” 

¢ Well, I reckon it is,” was the cool reply, 
as he handed down hat-box and dressing case, 
and a couple of large trunks. 
The handsome stranger walked with a very 

unsteady step into the bar, and took up an 
old paper, which one might have supposed 
that he was reading, if he did not notice that 
he was holding it upside down. Ie appeared 
to be dreadfully agitated, but at lengthr he 

\ started up ard asked if the stage had gone. 
The barkecper told him tha} it bad driven 

round to the stable to change horses, and 
would be back in an instant 
The stage soon camevwith a new driver 

and’ fresh horses, ond into it the handsome 
man tabled with bag and baggage us before, 
As he wheeled off, the old driver said to the 
barkceper, 

¢ 'I'hat ’ere is a quate chap. He rode on 
the top with me a while to day, ond told me 
he was gwine to spend the winter here and 
préaps ‘to live.” 

¢ Did he let you into his name cr business. 
¢ No bat that infernal big trunk ef his’n,wae 

marked in white paint *E, Neville.” 
Meantime the sale went on. The property 

realised more than enough to pay all that Mr 
Elliot was bound for, and yet was struck of 
for one third of its value. 

I settled with the sheriff, and then went te 
M: Elliott, and offered to put the property 
again in his hands, and give him his own time 
to pay for it. 
He accepted my offer with tears in his eyes 

and although I felt mean for taking, even for 
a momest, the credit which belonged of right 
to Tom, yet [stood it like a man. 

All would have gone on very well but the 
man from whom Tom borrowed the money 
for the purchase was u gossip, and could aot 
keep to himself any thing he knew; and very 
soon the true state of the case was known to 

+4 the Elliots. 
For a while Tom was very anxions about 

the result, but ha came te me one morning 
with this note in his hands. 

‘ DEAr Str,—I have behaved very foolish- 
ly. If you can add charity to generosity, 
come and see us, and you will find me very 
truly your friend. 

Emine Nevecuarer Ervrror, 

It did not take Tom lung 10 go. It did not 
take me long to explain to parson Harris that 
his: service would be wanted in the chancel 
one of these mornings. The service itself was 
short, though from my boyhood up, I never 
saw Mr Harris offend against a rubrie. And it 
was a short ride from tie church to the plan- 
tation. Mr Harris said a short grace, snd 
the dinner was delightfully leng. 
At the end of it I noticed Mrs Elliot playing 

with ono of the silver spoons, and then sud- 
denly dropping it when she perceived that 1 
was observing her. 
This emotion drew general attention to her, 

but though embarrassed for a moment, she re- 
covered herself and said with a pleasant smile 
“1 must confess my dear Jane, that I am en- 
tirely happy in retracting a spaech which {I 
made to you some years ago. You shall bave 
al! the new fashioned silver in the house, xod 
I am sare it will be doubly valuabls ia your 
eyes, because the name yon have adopted is 
already stamped upon it.” 

Thushappily ended the true story of the 
Silver spoons.” 

From the Nashville Union. 

THERE'S DANGER IN OLD 

CHAIRS. 

By the author of the Snakebit Irishman 
A most amusing incident took place pot 

long since at one of the first class hotels in = 
western city, which if it reads only as well as 
it appeared, will most certainly raise the 
price of buttons, end depress doctor’s ruck, 

in a proportiopate ratio. The chairs in the 
dining room were of the first quality, and 
most fashionable siyle; but there being an ov- 
erflow of guests at the time a draw was made 
upon some depois of odds sad ends, among 


