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HOME HAPPINESS.

BY ISABELLA MUNRO.

THE long summer day was drawing to a
close, yet the sun still shed a brilliant glow
along the beavtiful valley of the Medway, gild-
ing the broad and tranquil river, and g_lancmg
on the swelling hills, covered 1o their very
summits with extensive orchurds; gracefal hop
gardens,and luxuriant corn fields. Situate_d on
a rising ground on the right bank of the river,
looking forth on the fair scene of hill and val-
lay, stood a large cottage like dwelling; with
walls mantled with vines and clamatis, and
roses clustering round the open casements;
but the surrounding outbuildings spok= of more
than a cotter’s wealth. It was in truth a
small furmstead in the occupation of 1ts propri-
etor, honost Peter Hilton, who dwelt there with
bis wite aad only child, a son of five or six and
twenty.

But there was yet another who found a home
within thuse walls. on which the sun shone
with such gladdening brightness. It was the
phautom of ideal wisfortune which thus had
found an abiding place within the precincts of
that cottage home, dimming with the dark sha-=
dows of his wiag the sanlight of happiness
which might otherwise have dwelt there; by
his chilling presence rendered them uot only
anthankfal for the many blessings they posses-
sed, but almost unconscious that there were
any such honey drops mingled with the bitters
which they unaffectedly believed filled almost
to overflowing their cup of life; and firm in the
conviction that there were no human beings
inithe world so unfortonate as themselves.

But this evening as the aged pair sat within
their trellised pcreh, while the sweet south
wind, scented with the odours of the clematis
and the eglantine; sunk in soothing whispers on
their ears; their hearts were more than wsually
discontent, and their lips eloquent with com-
plaints. For their son had at length wrang
from them a reluctant consent to seek the hand
of a lowly cottage maiden. It was mothing to
them that Miriam Heathcote was the loveliest
girl for many a wile around; nor that she
was good and industrious as she was beauatifal.
It mattered not to them that her father had
once possessed a station nearly equal 1o their
awn, as the temant of a large adjoining farm.
But the shadow of real misfortnne had fallen
on the home of the Heathcotes, and those days
bad long fleeted by. Farmer Heathcote had
years beforc laid down the burdeu of life; and
two by land and cone at sea, all his sons had
followed him, leaving a widow and two help-
less girls to waga unaided the warfare of the
world.  "The odds were againsi the grief strick-
en widow; and shie sunk daily in health and
eircpmstances; and now some five or six years
after, we find her the tenant of a little cottage
by the river’s brink, worn out aud prematurely
aged throagh constant suffering, with little re-
maining support save the industry of her youn-
ger daughter; Miriam, for the elder had long
since married; and departed to a more prospe-
rous home. But low as it lay beneath the Hil-
ton’s, there was yer more cloadless sunchine in
that humble dwelling than n theirs. For
from the lips of Mrs. Heathcote were rarely
heard the acceats of repining—from those of
Miriam, never. They were giateful for the
blessings still left to them, and meekly resign-
ed to the loss of those withkeld, or more
painful still, removed. But thus it often is;
it is not from those who have been most
sorely tried, that we most commenly hear the
hngﬁagve of murmuring and complaint; but
from the lips of those whose greatest sorrows
have been licht and brief as the summer’s
showers, but are magnified by the fretful spiit
inte' storm-cloads which threaten devastation
along their onward path. ? ;

Not long bad the well-meaning though d::-‘
contented old conple sat in the ruddy light of
the departing suny heedless of the fertile ficlds
which lay before their eyes, furgetful of the un-
clouded prosperity tuose ucres of gelden corn
might have called to remembrance as a theme
of gratitude, but repining bitterly that their son
should have chosea so humble a bride, when
many a well dowered maiden w.nuH_ not have
cast the eyes of scorn on the heir of Beechill
Farm, and earnesily proclabning to each other
that so severe a trial would never have befillen
any save sach very unfortunate people as them-
galves: when they espied their sou returning up
the hidl from tbe cottage of the Heithcoes,
whase ivy shadowed roof was just perceptible
i . porch.
f.()\','\‘lh‘l:f l':ich;mi Hilton bad left his home that
armed with the 'Ur.g-\\'lihh.v’u consent,
huwe light and elastic h:“’ been l”i“'_’i'; ki
had filled his hearty and juy danced in his eyes;
and, as he swiftly passed slong the intervening
meadows, he had whistled and sang for very
sludness. Buof now his pace was slow and h',":‘-
¢v. as that of one who had borne a weight;
«nd the lately erect head was hent forward op
his chest; and his mother noted, as he passed
them silently, that his face was pale und agi-
r,—ﬂ,f‘d.

8 What ails ye, my dear ln.v‘ A ‘

kindly, 83 her son cast hlzn:‘l-xf lm\bf! ?T‘t:,fa ;;'”;

throwing aside his hat, pushed bac o

from his heated brow, ¢ what stls ye: :
+ Mother, | am the most unfortunate man in

day,

v .', sh,\ p“q:‘,‘\!‘:'d

the world?’ ’ B9
"¢ Yon would not be your futher’s son if you
wore not,” muttered the old man. :
<Ay, we alwayswere unfortanate, my dear,

1 it 3
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¥
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! week a small bridal train passed
i charch of St M:
. thew walked the wstil beaatify]

It was some time ere -they could wring from
him what it really was that had occasioued this
repetition of an asservion that was but too fre-
quently heard at Beechill Farm. And when
at length they discovered that the poor and
humble Miriam Teathcote Had deerdedly re-
jected the acdresses of iheir beloved son, back-
ed though they were by the knowledge of the
house, fields, and cows,” that would eventually
be his, the indignation of his parents knew' no
bounds; and forgetting the reluctance they had
8o lately evinced to receive Miriam as a4 daugh-
ter, they now were loud M their marmorings,
over the ill-fortune thut perpetually followed
them, and of whizh this event was a new evi-
dence. But Richard joined not in their lu-
mentations; it was his first trinl—the first
time he had ever felt bricf—the first re! mis-
fortane that had ever overtaken him, and he
bore it alnost in silence.

But Beechill farm was not the only dwelling
in Kent that night wherein was heard the voice
ofsorrow. There was weeping bencath the
ivy—elad roof where Miriam laboured so uncea-
singly for the support of her almost helpless pa—
rent;and the slender fingers that were wont  to
ply the meedle so rapidly, trembled till they
scarce could hold the tiny implement. For
the undreamed of event of that day had arou-
sed to yet inore vivid recollection thoughts and
remembrances which rarely slumbered; and
given rise to words that cost Miriam 2 world
of bitter tears. Yet strong in her integrity, she
wavered not from what she deenied the right
course, and she listened patiently to her mo-
ther’s gently expressed hopes that the decision
of that day might never be regretted, and that
she might not find that she had cast away the
subsiznce for the shudow, but that he for whom

80 great a sacrifice had been made wight yet | /
2 i tented frame of mind, and sauntered down to-

return to reward Ler for it, though the mether
owned the hope he would do so had almost de-
parted out of her heart. And it had almost
died oat of Miriam’s also. Like a flower rear-
ed ip darkness, it bad waxed paler and  more
fragile with every fleeting day, until it appear-
ed as if a single chilling breath might wither
it alogether; fand this evening it seemed s
thougn, that breath had come; for a chil as of
death gathered round the heart that loved so
truly; yet she answered steadily:

¢ Muther; 1t may be that Edward Forrest has
forgotton me: I had no right fo believe he
would long remember one poor and lowly as I.
Yet, though it should be so, while I can earn
ever so lrumble a sufficiency we will not talk
of marriage.’

¢ From that day forward thename of Richard
Hi'ton was not wentioned in the vied cottaga;
nor was that of Edward Forrest, though in the
heart of Miriam his remembrance was still trea-
sured by that affection which, unwavering anJ
unfading, outlived even hope itself, Years had
passed away since Edward I'orrest had left
Kent 1o wunder tn other lands, at the com-
mand of his proud and wealthy father, who
would not hear of his only son wedding the
daughter of his former ten int;now even reduced
to the condition ot a cottage maiden. But ere
he went,the yuuth had bade her not forget him,
promising that, though it might net be i Ins
father’s lifetime, yet she should be his bride.
But now the old squire had been dead for ma-
ny months, yet of his successor she had heard
no tidings, and a heart sickness crept aver her
with the conviction that sue was indeed forgoi~
ten. Yet Miriam bore the trial as many ano-
ther girl has done—silently and uncomplaining-
ly; while not a duty was unperformed, or an
hour misspent, because her heart was sorrow-
ful.

Months passed on: the biight summer had
passed away, and the wintry winds were ruf-
fling the darkened waters. and moaning over
the desolate fields; and still they heard nouvght
of Edward Forrest; yet the steps of Richard
Hilton were often turned towarde the cottage,
where he always received a kindweleome fros.
the gentle widow, and a friendly greeling that
was scarce a welcome from the fair girl hy loved
too well to relingui-h.  But there were yet gad-
der duys in store for Mirtam Heatneote: for ere
the end of the winter, her invalided nother was
stricken wita rheumutic fever, which rendered
her completely helpless, and left her without
hope of nltimate recovery. It had formerly re-
quired the utmest exertions of Miciam to earn a
susistance; and now that her wother needen
al nost constant attendance, she wag unequal
to the task of providing for their necessitios:
and the horrors of want began to sloss sroand
them; and at a moment when her parent was
feast able to bear privation, How distressing
is illness; even beneath the roof of luxury,
when wealth is ready to gratily the sofferer’s
shghtest wish. What then mnst it be when
renders mere comforis unattainable?
i wept tears of agonised griel over he
ability w suppert them even hu.,
old.

rin-
bly as of

¢ Never would T allaw my mother to suffer
want, whea I could save her from ST oily

marrving a map who loved me,’
married sister,

‘ Peace Annie’ satd her mother: ¢ Viriam
has always beena good and 3 kind daugh-
ter; <he has laboured unceasingly for
years, and now
further saerific

suld Mictam’s

B me for
she shall not be "called on for

’

of Richard Hilton stopned the
s rsing to Anaie's lips, ‘}».y that

The evirace
reply that w

evening he l=fi the cottage the betrothed hus-
band of Mirtam Heatheote, The following

o the old
emost among

4 ; > Miriam; for
though eare and wasting sorrow had paled her

cheek and dimmed the brightness ofsheé’ pye
they had but chauged the character of her Shvas

garet, and for

| went to the altar with the firm resolve of spa-

liness, and gave in added interest more than
they stole away in bniliancy. And now it was |

- done ana she became the wife of one she loved
not; but a high and generous motive sustained

her through the trial, for Richard had, with
his parents’ consent, promised that her mother
should be to hiw even as his own; and, filled
with gratitude for the kindness shown to one
she was herself unequal to support, Miriam

ring no effort to endeavour to recompense both
htm and them.

But the single ray which had brightened the
dark lot of the nnloving bride was soon to be
withdrawn, for within another week the parent 1
for whom the life-long sacrifice was made biea= |
thed her las ; and Miviam, when the first tide
of her grief was over, was lefl 1o the reflection,
that had she struggled with adversity but lit-
tle longer she have still been free, and the new
bound bonds pressed hard ut the thought. Yet
the conduct of Richard Hilton stood forth ia
strong and favourable contrast to that of him to
whom her young heart’s affection had for years
been given; for he had left her alone and un-
supported to meet the trials and sorrows of life,
while the unloved one had been willing for her
sake; to bear the burden of her help'ess parent:
and so poor Miriam felt; and, in the earnest-
ness of her desire to fulfil the duties she had
taken vpon her, she strove to make gratitude
take the place of aftection, and to banish her
fickle lover from her remienibrance.

The early summer was beginning to unfold
itself, the snow-whiie cherry blossoms were
gleaming on the trees, and the air was fragrant
with the perfumne of the lilic and the hawthorn,
when one evening Miriam left the dwelling
where idle and frivolons complaint made it
doubly diflicult te regai a peacefal and con-

wards the cottage, in which so many of her
early days, both of sorrow and of huppiness,
had been passed, and fromn which at last she
had been driven almost by despuir. She en-
tered the narrow garden and gazed around on
the little wilderness of fowers her mother had
been wontto tend so carefully. But few of
them were yet in blossom, suve the essence-
bieathing wall-flowers, the white and purple
rockets, and the graceful grape hyacinth, blue |
as the cloudless skies; benaath which 1t enjoy-
ed a brief but beautiful existence. But afier
a tire the home scene exerted its magic, and
tae present was forgotten in the past. Sud-
denly her reverie was broken in upon by the
sound of passing footstepe, which made her
heart beat, thovgh she knew not why; then a
hasty hand was laid upon the gate, and the in-
truder 2ntered —and Miriam Hilton and Fdward
Forrest stond face to face,

Miriam moved not, spoke not; it seenied as
if her very heart had turned to ice at the sight;
but Edws rd sprang forward eagerly witha cry
of joy as he beheld her.

* Miriam, my own dear Miriam!* he exclaims
ed,as he caught both her hands in his.

She essayed to speak, but the words died
awany unheard, and she could only leok up in
his face with an expression of soch unutterable
anguish as alarmed hr,

* Miriam, my own love! why do you not
speak > What has—whut can have happened 2’
he added anxiously. But at that moment his
vlance fell on the golden circlet surrounding the
fourth finger of the band she was endeavouring
lo extricate from bim. Had the lighining’s
wrath swmiiter to the ground the shrinking girl
befure him, he could searcely have been more
appulled; his hunds feil by his sides, and he
stood rigid as a stone, unable to utter more
than the single word * married!” while Miriam
fled from him, and rushed up the hil with the
speed of a startled antelope.

Edward Forrest had not been the faithless
lover Miriam had deemed him.

But many
months had elapsed ere the tidings of his fi= |
ther’s deatir had reached him, for he was then :
a traveiier on the desert a long and severe ill- |
ness, from the effects of exposore, had followed ; |
and then he had bastened home to iay his new-
ly ucquired liberty ut the feet ol his early love.
But she was wedded, and the tale of how and
why soon reached his ears, and then he pried
more than he blamed her for the s ep which
Liad wrecked nis huppiness, as he then believed,
for ever. Bofore muny days were passed, Ed- |
ward Forrest had once more set forth to wander
beneath other skies, and years had fleeted by

ere he was ngain seeu in the placa of his birth,
3ut Miriam; whose cup of sorrow had seem- !
ed almost full, how bore she this new triul?;
There was indeed bitierness and agonv m the |
thought, that it was her own hand which had |
raised the barrier between them; and it would
have seemed almost lizppiness to have lain 1
dowa and died, and ended at once her sorrow |
and her life, It would have been aa inexpres- |
sible reliefy if shu could have given way to her |
unnuish even for o time. But it must not be:
the path of duty lay straight before her, and
ghe must tread it unflinchingly, however it |
might be filled with thosns and brambles. I'here |
must be no repining over the past, nor regret-
fol musings over what might have been the fa- |
tare,  She must endure not only without mur- :
mering, the future that was in store for hvr,I‘
but shie must bear bher lot cheerfully, and seek |
difigently to root the old affection out of her |
heart, or ber duty was but haif done,  Baut it |
wasg dune aud that fully and entirely, and that !
in the home where ihe aceents of lumentation !
for peity annoyanves fell ofien on her ear, and |
seemed to add the bitterness of mockery to her |
own severe hot silent stroggles. Put l!mu;:h ‘
the noble and discerning soul of Miriam relax- |
ed not in its efforts till the victory was "gained, !
yet her youth and beauty disappeared in the
conflict, though it was only for a seagun: for in
the deep tranquility of mind which ensued,

| with an accent of sell-reprosch;

her youth appesred restored, and her besstf
revived beneut', the influence of the peece 8od
contentment which were shed abroad in her
heart. Wi could deemn, while gazing on those
clear blue eyes, und that plagid brow, how feut
ful a storm ha passed ove: that tender hently
sliil less would they suspect the moral heroism
that fiad preserved her through its dangers.

It was the fourth autumn since the marriage
of Miriam and Ricliard Hilton, when the laitery
who had been engnged ull duy in seeing ther
harvest earefully secured, was retarning howe
as the dimness of evening was beginning to 0b-
scure the surrounding hills, and as he :vppro‘l(}h’
ed  the sweel tones of a female voice singiog
sowe cheerful strain fell on his ear, He past,
sed 1 moment in wonder as to who the singer
might be, then passed on quickly, and found
Miriam sitting .o the rose-covered porch sing”
ing to her clrld.  She looked wp on his entran®®
with a smile,

¢ Why Miriam, how isit that long aswe
huve been married, | have never heurd you
sing before,” he cbserved smilingly

Mirian)’s eyes filled with teurs, and her hat
band placing the infant in the arms of a servanty
who chanced to pass,lead forth™ his wife iolo
the meadow.. Nearly an hour elapsed ere their
return; und then the eyes of Miriam bore trd-
ces of tears—but they were bright, and the €0
lour was flushing on her check, tor she wa#
happier now than she had becn ¢ince her mar
riuge; for she had now no secret from her hus-
band.  He now knew all the sorrows ané 11
als of her past life; and he knew also that noré-
grets for vanished hopes, no repimings that the
pcesen was o her than once she dreamed *
wigit be, were lingering in the heart which
now was all his own.  For blessed nbove il
wus Mirium in the convietion, which had ©
ate stolen over her, that not even in thelot
she once had chosen, and wedded to the !over
of her youth, could she have known such unal
loyed felicity as now was hers, as the wifée 0
one whose worth had gamed her love, wilh
wealth enough to satisfy every desire she ever
feltyand to afford her the plensure of lightem“l
the hardships of those who suflered as ghe be
in former days; and with no haughty relation®

{-to sneer at her lowly bivth, or high-born hu#

band to reproach her, perhaps in after year$
with her bumblz though unblemishea putronagt
As the younger Hiltoss returmed home, heppy
and confidiug in each other’s: affection, ¥
t nes of loudly expressed discontent met thew
on the threshold,

¢ What is the matter mother ?* inquired Rich”
ard, as he entered.

“I'he matter! oh, unlucky as usunl!® replied
Mrs. Hilton, pettishiy. ¢ There’s \henpr‘!"l"r
cow has kicked over the new milk-pail, 88!
not only spilled the milk, but broke the pa™
Really I am worn out with trouble. Nob"d"
has so many trials and misfortunos us we hav®

¢ 1 begin to think, my dear mother,’ "’Ph'd
her son, as he glanced aflectionately towar™
his wife, ¢ that, except Miriaum, we none 0
know what real irials are.’ .

It was about the second hoar past midnights
and Mirinm was wrapped in the quiet sle2p
the tranquil-hearted, when she was aronset
a loud sound of cruckling, while a light edn.ﬂf
thun the rays of the rising sun, was glemml.‘
through the vine branches, that shaded b
cusement. In a moment she had undone !
fastenings, and was gazing anxiously from M
But what a scene wet her view! The .uc"
and granaries which had been her husband
care on the preceding day, were now s0 l"‘"’-
blazing piles, and the aspiring flames were de A
ting forward their forked tongues, in threute®
ing demonstration towards tho dwelling hou¥
With a wild shriek of Fire! Miriam sprang b
wards her infant, and in a few minates *
whole household had assembled in the B
dow; and mot a moment too spon; for of “_
«ide which Miriam could not see, the devas®
ing elemant had already attacked the h"“w:
whaich, in a short space, became its prey =
tirely,

And now the houseless ones stood gazi"‘w
the fearful and appalling benuty of the foe t
had worked their roin.  ‘Ihere was no neé
ask how it had arisen, as at that time '
scenes were of almost nigh ly ucrurrence’i”,,
the ruthless incendiary Swing was at that ! he
stalking through the county of Kent, 39
smoking homestead and blazing stac .
ever traces of his passage. lLong they 2 48
gozing in silence; at length, <This i& l_""ee
misfortuna!’ broke ffom the old man’s l1p# gy

* Ah, my dear,’ replied the aged P'"m,vd
v we seet”

% . L ap 860
to covet misfortune, and now it hath bee?

to us.’

o

* But there is no misfortune that may “.‘:tnné
overcome ifwe bring tathe task an enrnes o
uncomplaining spirit,” said Miriam, a# Gh",rw,.
ed her arm round the neck of her husbané =
rowing parent, o

¢ Listen to Miriam, mother,” added h '
* for whe speaks truly, and from experiep®® Loy

The morning’s sun found Farmer [ 1l!on‘ o
genrce a remnsnt of his worldly prosP",'ty ,"d
the groand on which stood the crumb n Pt
blackened ruins of his former home. A_"""
must elapse ere he could hope to find hin st
circumstanceas euch ns bao been hisW ]
that sun had set. But at length oy ¥
wvere passed—veara of labour, econ0' " in
cheerfulness=-and the old man 89 e
within a howe as prosperous and com® 0! ‘”iu‘-
he had owned of old—but far more ;
For the phantom of discontent that BAS S (he
their former happiness, had p(‘rl-“he' 'chb’
smolsing tuins, and the lameptations ¥ J un
bewailed their faneied misfsrtunes, ﬁ,,wﬂ’
hen+d since the datk clond of real ¥
liud burst abuve their heads.
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