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THE WIDOW AND THE 
DEFORMED. 

BY M28. CAROLINE H. BUTLER. 

A few years after his marriage, Mr. Sullivan 
took his family to Europe, where they remain- 

ed until within a few months previous to the 

singular meeting of Louisa and Agatha. 

Tn a beautiful cottage on the borders of Loch 

Katrine, their lives had been one uninterrupted 

scene of happiness—always excepting the 

yearning of & mother’s heart for her lost child. 

The education of Ruth and Agatha had formed 
their chief care, and was such as a kind-hear- 
ted inelligent man like Mr. Sullivan was 

proud . to give ‘them, sparing neither money 
nor precept, and -sided too, by the superior 

judgment and example. of their excellent mo- 

ther. Ruth had grows up lovely and amiable 

and #¢ the time the family returned to Ameri- 
ca, was affinanced fo d fine young Scotchman. 
Poor Agatha had become mere “unsightly in 

figure, yet retained all the simplicity and amia- 
bleness of her ehildhood. Whatever may have 

been ‘her ‘own private feelings upen her un- 
furtunate deformity, it was rare, indeed that 

she ever made allusion to it, When ehe did, 

it was with meekness and resignation to her 
Maker's will; fot carly in life had Agatha 
given herself t0 Him whose leve is more pre- 
cious than all earthly adventages. She sel 

dom’ “mized with society, yet when she did, 
even: with. strangers;-after a slight acquaint- 

ance, thuught no more of her unshapliness. 
The sweet expression of her countenance 1n= 
terested, her intelligence charmed them. 
When Mrs. Sullivan took, possession of her 

pew residencs on the Susquehanna, little did 

she dream how short the distance which se- 

parated her irom her youngest born ; and 

when Agatha rejated the fright she had reeeiv~ 
ed during her morning ramble, and spoke with 

such enthasiasm of the beautiful girl who had 

so nobly come, to her assistance, how little 

did she think whose arms had encircled the 
trembling Agatha, whose voice it was had 

tried to soothe her fears. Ean! 
Mr Sullivan avowed his determination of cal- 

Jing immediately upon their neighbours to ex- 
press his thanks to the fair maid, and the gal- 
lant young gentleman who had so opportunely 
come to the assistance of dear Agatha his pet 
‘end favorite. He did #o the next day, bat he 
was too late—the house was deserted. 

Agatha evinced much regret at the circum- 
stance. 

¢ How sorry I am 1” said she ; © O, I do hope 
we may hereafter meet again; the countes 
nance of that charming girl haunts me-like a 
dream—so lovely, acd somehow eo familiar to 
me—a stranger, acd oof ‘g stranger. Some- 
times, ma’ma, whea’you look at me as you do 
now, | almost fancy her eyes are on me, and 

then again,only for being a bloade. it & ppears 
to me she greatly resembled Ruth.’ 

Mrs. Oakly changed colour, and evidently 

much agitated, she inquired of her husband if 

he knew the name of their late neighbor. 

+ I do not,” was his reply, © and our servants 

ere as ignorant 4s ourselves. Ah ! here comes 

an honest lad with berries 10 sell—and a fice 
tempting Joad too. I will ask him while [ pare 

_chase the fruit.’ : 
As the boy measured out the berries, Mr. 

Sullivan said, Sagat 

« Well my son, can you tell me who lives in 
the fine old stone house just at the bend of the § 
river. 4 5 

« Oakly 'sir— Squire Oakly we call him 
bere.’ : matty, § 

¢ Quick. quick, father, ma*ma is fainting ! 
screamed Ruth. springing to her side. 
For a moment all was glarm and confusion, 

but at length Mrs Sullivan slowly opening ¥ 
her eyes desired to be led to her chamber, 

¢ | will lie down a few momenis—I shall 
soon be bettér : it is nothing—nothing,” she 
answered to their affectionaie golicitude. 

When alone, then did she give way to her 
joy. "What happiness ! her dear Louisa—her 
long lost was found. She was good, too, and 
Jovely ; her kindness to a stranger proved the 
former, ‘and the assertions of the grateful 
Agatha the lattér.” She might now hope by 
some fortunate chance to see her—they might 
now meet. O, how could she keep down her 
throbbing heart; how would she be able to re- 
frain from elasping her to her bosom, end 
avowing hersell her mother. When she 

thought the. had recovered sufficient compos 
gure, she again joined the family; but it was 
almost as soon, dissipated by the coaversation 

which followed her emrauce into the sitting 

room, a = 
« My dear,’ said Mr Sailivan, © do you know 

these foolish girls are for making ‘ost a rela- 

tionship between themselves and oer ron way 

neighbors—elaiming a covsiasa’p, even if se. 

veral degrees removed, to the fair aercine of 

Agatha’ story —caa it be so think you © 

< This My Oakly may possibly have been 

some convection of ‘ther father’s,” faltered 

‘Mrs Sullivan. i 
“'Had papa no broshers said Agatha. 
«Yes one ; but some unhappy family disa- 

greement, however, prevented any iatercourse, 
They were as strangers to each other. 

< What it this ‘Mr Oakly ehonld prove our 

uncle. Had he any family, ma'ma © asked 

th. . 
g- H Dulieeet liar Saget aaghien? was the 

inaudible reply. 
Da = say any more. whispered Agatha 

to hee gister, * do'at you see how it dis
wessesd 

ma’ma. 

*Mr. Sullivan had observed the same thing, 
and the suoject was dropped. 
In a few days the papers announced among 

the List of passenger sailed for Havre, the 
name of Mr. Alfred Oakly, lady and daughter. 

Another flight of years and behold what 
changes in the fortunes of Mr. Oakly. Advera 
sity had at Jast seized its victim, gorging to the 
full its revenge for those years when its existe 
ence hed been but as a phantom to the wealthy 
merchant ; he now felt its iron clutches to be 
scmething more tangible than shadows. The 
sea had swallowed his vessels; flimes 
bad greedily swept over his warehouses; 
blight had devastated his fields ; failures of 
firras he considered as good as the bank—nay 
even the bank itself failed ; and in the short 
space of one year, Mr. Oakly foundshimseif 
stripped of all eave a mere pittance, which, 
with the most scrupulous economy, ceuld 
hardly support his family. The teachings of 
adversity upon the cold, selfish heart, are 
sometimes blessed with happy fruits, And. 
thus it proved with Mr Oakly. 

True, the change was not instantaneous; 
he Jost ot his property to-day, to become a‘ 
Christian a philosopher to-morrow. But as a 
drop of water will in time wear away the 
hardes: rock, so, little by little, were the flin- 
ty feelings of his heart softened and purified. 
the wicked and selfish deeds of his past life 
arose up before him, each with its ows accus- 
sing tongue. Thatfortune, for which he bad 
risked his soul, had crumbled away, bat these 
stoed out plain and distinet, only to be effaced 
through the mercies of One whose most sa- 
cred obligations he had violated. 

Mrs. Oakly met this reverse of fortune hum- 
bly and uncomplainingly. Happily she was 
igaorant of the sin of her busbpnd, in having 
like a eecoud Cain destroyed his brother, Yet 
she felt that for another crime—the disowning 
of his own offspring-—the punishment was just. 
Her own conscience, too reproached her for 
the unjust feelings in which she had indniged 
toward the innocent Louisa ; and now, almost 
for the first time in her life, she weated as a 
daughter, 

Kind, gentle affectionate Louisa ! only that 
she saw her parents deprived of many com- 
forts which would have soothed their deglin- 
ing years, she would heve rejoiced in a change’ 
of fortune which had brought it with their 
love. la her heart there was a secret sorrow 
which she might breethe to none—it was her 
love for Walter Evertson. Never, since toat 
fatal day, had she seem or heard again from 
him ; but that he was faithful, and would 
be faithful unto death, her trusting heart as. 
sured her. When ease and affluence surround 
ed her, this sudden separation from her lov. 
er, and under such afflicting and inexplicable 
circumstances, had seemed to paralyze her 
energies. Books, music, iravel, all failed to 
excite more than mere mechanical attention ; 
but now, in the sorrows of her parents, she lost 
the selfishness of her own, and airove In every 
way to comfort them. 
What now had become of the once proud 

merchant. His name was nn longer heard 
on "change, unless coupled with a creditor’s 
apathema ; and summer friends, like the sun 
on a rainy day. were behind the cloud. 

It was a cold, cheerless day in December ; 
one of those days when one hugs close to the 

fire-side, ‘and when even a glance at the dull, 
sombrous out-ofdoor atmosphere makes, or 
ought to make, ‘one thankful for the blessings 
of a plesant fire, to say nothing of the society 
of a rriend, or the solace of a book, With 
all these comforts combiued, the family of 
Mr Sullivan had assembled in the brenkfast 
parlour. « There was the grate, heaped 10 the 
topmost bar of the polished ‘steel. with glow 
ing anthracite; the solt carp~t of warm aad 
gorgeous hues; luxuriant plants of foreign 
climes, half hiding the cages of various little 
songsters, whose merry notes breathed of 
spring-lime and shady groves; and the face of 
grim winter shat out by rich, silken {olds of 
crimsun drapery. 
The pleasant morning meal was already 

passed, and the breakfast things removed, 
with the exception of a beautiinl eofive-set of 
Savre’s china, which Mrs. Sullivan was so old - 
fashioned as to take charge of herself, in pre. 
ferancs to trusting it with servants, Seated at 
the head of the table, a snowy napkin in her 

hand, she was now esgaged in this domestic 
office. Mr. Sullivan and Mr Danvers (the hus- 
band of Ruth) had jnst gone into the study, to 
talk over some business affairs. Ruth had ta- 
ken the moraing peper, and upon a low otto- 

man dy the side ol her mother, was reading 
the news of the day—now 10 herself, or, as 
she found a paragraph of peculiar interest, 
aloud ter the general enterteinment. Agatha 
was recliniag upon a sole, sad nestling by her 
side was a beaunfal boy of 1wo years old, play- 
iag boo-peep through the long, sunny curls of 
¢ Aant Gauty,” bis merry livle shouts, and in- 
fantine pranie, goite overpowering ma’ma’s 
news 

¢ Why what can this mean 7 suddenly ex- 
claimed Ruth ; * do heer this, ma'ma. * [f the 
former widow of Mc, John Oakly (the name 
of her present husband unkeown) be gi) living 
of the children of (he said John Oskly, they 
are requested to call at No. 15— greet, and 
inquire for A. 9, or to forward a note to the 
same address, stating where they mey be found. 
What ean it mean ma’ma.’ 

Withon: answesing, Mrs Sullivan rose from 
bef chair ; she trembled in every limb, and 
her countenance was deadly pale, y 

‘ Ruth, dearest,” said she, * ring the bell 
and order the carriags immediately 10 the 
door,” 

* Ma’ma, you surely will " ’ 
said Ruth, SR rots 

¢ Yes, alone! de not distarb pour father,’ 

answered Mrs, Sullivan ; ¢ alone must [ met 
this trial. My dear girls,’ she eontinued, © isk 
me no questions. - God hoows what [am 
about to learn, whether tidings of joy orsor- 
row ; but I trust all may be explained wen I 
return.’ 

In e few momenis the carriage wast the 
door, and tenderly embracing Ruth ant Aga- 
tha, she departed upon her anxious ernnd. 

After passing through so many strets that 
it seemed the must have nearly clesed the 
eity, the carriage turned into a narrov street, 
or rather lane, and stopped at No. 15, a small 
two story wooden building. Mrs. Sullivan 
alighted and rang the bell. The door was 
opened by a litle servantsgirl, to whom she 
handed a card, on which she had written with 
a trembling hand, * A person wishes to speak 
with A. 0. 

In a few mowents the grrl returned and 
ushered her vy stairs into a small parlor. Her 
fortitude nearly forsook her, and it was with 
difficulty she could support herself to a chair 
As soon as she covld command herself she 
looked around to see if she could detect aught 
which might speak to her of her child. Upon 
the table on whieh she leaned were books. 
She took up one and turned to the title page ; 
mn a preuy ltalian hand was traced * Louisa 
Oakly.” Several beautiful drawings also at- 
tracted her eye—they too, bore the name of 
Louisa Oakly, But before she had time to 
indulge in the blissful hopes this caused her, 
the door opened, and Mr. Oakly, with an agi~ 
tation nearly equal to her own, entered the 
room. 
Many years had flown since they met, and 

time on both had laid his withering hand ; but 
while Mrs. Sullivan presented all the beaunti~ 
ful traits of a peaceful, happy decline into the 
vale ef years, the contepance of Mr. Oakly 
was furrowed and haggard with remorse, and 
all thoee evii passions which had formerly ruled 
his reason, Quickly advancing, he extended 
his hand and attempted to speak, but emotion 
checked all uuerance, while the big tears slow- 
ly rolled down his cheek. 

¢ 0, spedk —speak—tell me-—Louisa !’ cried 
Mrs. Sullivan alarmed at his agitation. 

* Compose yourself,” replied Mr. Oakly- 
* Louisa is well. Ihave sought this interview 
that T may make all the reparation now left 
me for my injustice and cruejty. You see be- 
fore you, madam, a miserable mau, haunted 
by remorse, and vein regrets Jor past misdeeds. 
From my once proud and lofty standing,’ he 
continued glancing aronud the apartment, * I 
am reduced to this. Yet think not I repine 
for the loss of riches. No! were millions now 
at my command I would barter all for a clear, 
unaccusing conscience, Wealth, based on 
fraud, on uncharitableness, must sooner or lat- 

er come to ruin. I once despised poverty, and 
cherished a haughty spirit toward those I ar- 
rogantly deemed my inferiors. Have I not my 
reward ¥ 

* But my child—tell me of my child 1” inter- 
rapted. Vrs. Sallivan, scarce heeding his re. 
marks, ‘ where is she ? may 1 notsee her 1’ 

¢ Bear with me a httle while longer,” eaid 
Mr. Oukly, ‘in half an hour she shail be yours 
forever.” 

¢ My God, Ithank thee! exclaimed Mrs. 
Sullivan, bursting into tears of joy. 
‘Yee, 1 yield her to your arms,” continued 

Mr. Oakly, * the loveliest danghter that ever 
blessed a mother, and relieve you forever from 
the charge of an uofortunate, to whom my 
conduct hes been both brutal end unnatural. 
Listen to me madam, for a few moments.’ 
He then as briefly as possible made coufes- \ 

sion of the base part he had ated toward his 
brother, and the means employed to ruin him 
with his father ; the selfish motives which Jed 
to the exchange of the children ; related the 
incident of the picture, and Coksequent remove. | 
al from Oak Villa—for well did he divige w 
the deformed wus. He then spoke oh Louise. of her uniform loveliness of character, and the gentleneness with which she had borne, as he acknowledged, his oft repeated unkinduess, She knows all.’ said he in conclusion, * and Waus even now to receive a mother’s embrace I will send her to you, and may her tears ond caresses plead my forgiveness go saying, Mr Oakly quickly withdrew. 2 3 A momeat—an age to Mrs, Sullivan—the door gently unclosed and mother and child pr folded in each others arms 1 

ere are feelings which no languuge can convey—and which to ate i 
_— almost a ed ry? yey n ashort time Mr Oakly re. 
panied by his wife, The As tvvinhyrn rd mothers was paioful—for each felt thers wis still another trial tor them ! Mre. Oukly ou really loved Louisa, and th at Mrs. 8 ' wad most fondly attached to poor A retin reader already knows, - we *O the has been a solace ) ¢h 2 and a fi we I" said ehe to Mra. Oakly, «A pry minded, a more unselfish, 5 ure baj Temas Pp “10g, never + then our dear Agatha believe me, 1, part with her will cause a Pang nearly au grog as'when [ first ho Rave my darling Louisa to Your 

Another hour wag 
and then tenderly 
deughrer, the happy 
the events of the mor 
blissful to be regl, 

It Was sometime ere she herself sufficiently 1o the wnek length summoniog all her reso a 0 her astonished hus Ae strange —- — secret ghe had 

Mr Sullivan underto 
gence to Agatha. 

Poor Agatha was vo 
for several hours her distrews them almost tremble for her the circumstances were re) 

epent in free oc mmunion nbracing her new ound mother returned home ning seeming almost 100 

could command 
belore ther Ar 
lution sie Made 
baud ang Ru ) 

0 long buried 

ok 10 break 

ia 

the inte]);. 

'y much O¥eroome, apg 
WAS such py mde 

Feason! A aed § though 

guarded and delicate manner, ror evea a hint 
given as to the motives of an act #0 unnatural 

as her father had been guilty of toward her— 
her sensitive mind too well divined the cause. 
«Yet how can 1 blame them,” enid she, 

glancing in a mirror as she epoke, ¢ who could 
love such a being! Ah, forgive me,’ she crie 
throwing her amms around the ncck of Mr 
Sullivan, who now joined them‘ forgive mé 
—iyon —you received me—my best, my dear= 
est, my only mother—you teok the little out- 

cast to your arms—you could Jove even the 
mis-shapen child, whom others loathed ¥ 

Mrs. Sullivan strove by the most gentle 
caresses, to sooth her agitation, and at length 
succeeded so far,-that Agatha listened calmly 
to all she had to say, and expressed her desire 

this (to her) painful disclosure. fa 
Almost in u leinting slate wae Agatha given 

to her mother’s arms, and st sight of aer 
‘her she shuddered and baried her face is bef 
hands. 
O the pang that went to the soul of her wrels 

caed father as he witnessed this! 
* Agatha, my child, will you not then lock 

upon me! will you not say you forgive me? 
She extended her hand wet with tears. 
¢ Father, I have nothing to pardon. I 8M 

now not less hideous 'n form than when to look 
upen me caused you shame and sorrow. 
giving me to my dearest aunt you gave meé 

for me—but do net, O do not now tear Me 
from her? ; 

“0 God! Tam rightly punished? exclsimed 
Mr Oakly—¢ my own child in tarn dico®s® 
me!’ y 

¢ Agotha,’ said Mrs, Oakly, ¢ will you 80 
love me—Jove your mother,Agatha? 
Agatha hesitated, and her beautiful €yé* 

streamed with tears— 

here, here, is my mother!” turaing and tf 
ing her erms round the neck of Mrs Sallivad: 

Not so was it with Louisa : like a dove 
panting for its rest, she had at last reache! 
haven of love—~a mother’s heart! of 

Indeed so much distress did the thought ¥ 
being separated from her more than mo 
cause poor Agatha, that, fearful of her be 
Mr aod Mrs Sullivan prevailed upon h#f 
rents to take up their residence with them 
a few months, to which request they 
acceded, 
Soon after her first interview with Mr 

Mrs Sullivan presented im with o deed 
cottage, which so many years before he 
given her, little dreaming that any reve rz, 
{fortune would ever make mie grateful foro 
humble a shejter! ¢ The rent,” said she, ur 
been regularly paid into the hands of . it 
tul person, who also holds in trust the 

ly 

7% 
of 

tances which you from time to time forWag og 
me, | placed them there for the be rom 

Agatha, should she survive me. [tcam® es 
you onginally—it is aga your own— 

th, ! 

a the most 

sitate not 10 receive it from my bands.’ Me 
* Excellent, noble woman!’ exclal w lite 

{ Oakly, overwhelmed with emotion, * hO™ == 
{tle have 1 merited this kindness.” 

Indeed, together with principal ae 
i What at first was but u trifhag sum, 
{ course of eighteen or tweaty peotentts 
{ quite a little fortune. It was now ee - 
as soon as the spring opened Mr and Mrs Ok 
ly were to take possession of the tle 89% 
aud rather than be separated from thew 

| Agatha, the Sullivans were soon 10 fo 
{ take Jodginge for the summer months: 

per ‘ 

| “But my dear madem,’ says the reader; 
nave entirely forgotten to teil us what F000 

| of the unfortunate artist, the lover © 
whom you appear to think happy €0¢ 

i 
i
 

i 

her present situation without a lover 2 Jove” 

| * Ono, dear reader~but this 18 oo) well 70° 
| story, you know —if it were, [ WOU © age 2 

(A
) the part aresting 0 he parucolars of & most int gored 

| between Walter Evertson and his8 cried 
isa. Suffice it to say, they were maerie 
that the picture which caused ther 
separation occupies a conspicuous place 
beautiful vilia, a few miles from the city 

— 

From Memoirs of Sir Thomas Fowell T 
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF THE GF 

ROTHSCHILD. 

We yesterday dined at Ham hoB#®s ous. 
the Rothschilds; aud very amueiol goons 
He (Rotchsdiild) told us his life soaker 

tures He was tne third son of the id « roo 
Frackfort. *There was not,’ he is Eo’ 
enough for us all in that eity. 1d a 
lish goods. One great trader came Yc, (he 
had the market to himself; be ot ht 
great men, and did us a fever if re 
goods. Somehow | offended him: is 
fused to show me his patterns. [ will go" 
a Tnerday ; 1 said to my father, - he 
England. 1 could but speak Germs: Bo 

« Thursday | started, The nearer w 

{ land the cheaper goods were. As y most! 
( got to Menchesier 1 laid out oll rp 1 
things were so cheap ; and I mace oats 

{ fit. soon found that there were "i aid © 
| raw material, the mawafacrariol with ot 
| the magufacturer, I will rupply 5 with 
i terinls aud dye, and vou supply o profit a 
nufactured goods, So 1 got thre beaver 
stead of one, and could sellgood®lily 2 ee 

| anybedy. lu a short time Im? raed O% 
| into £60,000. My success all antl 

| maxum. | said 1 can do whe frp 
ean; and so 1 am a match for ot of 

the patterns, aud for all the ppt of 

Another sdvantage 1 had. i gor: wet 
man. | made a bargain 81 once jo CORT, 
wus settled in Loadon, the Es 10 tell i 

ny had 00,000 pounds of gold i kolo 
to the sale and bought it B He 1 had 

{ Duke of Wellington must bavel 
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to be gmded by her in every thing relatiog © : 

every blessing, every happiness, this world ha? 

¢ Mother—I can give that name to but oné= 
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