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EASY WARREN. 
BY WILLIAM T. COGGSHALL. 

Ravymonp WARREN Was a nice man— 
everybody's clever leilow, as I heard a public 
man once remaik, ‘a very extensive office 
with numerous duties, never discharged. — 
Raymond used to sit in the chimney coruer 
late, very late on a winter's night, because 
he was too shiltles to get ready for bed.— 
But after a while the fire burned low—the 
glow on the embers faded, and it grew cold in 
the chimney corner ; then Raymond became 
chilly, and he would sneak to rest, where 
his wife perhaps had been for several hours, 
endeavouring to recover {rom the severe fa- 
tigue of a day's work, into which had been 
crowded the greater portion of her husbard’s 
legitimate duties. Raymond owned a large 
farm, leit him by his father. It was good 
Jand, but the fences were not in repair, and 
everybody's cattle roamed through the fields, 
and Raymond’s crops were not sufficient to 
yield the tamily a decent support. The farm 
had once been well stocked, but for want of 
proper attention the cattle became poor—the 
sheep were never folded, even inthe most 
rigorous weather, and many of them died.— 
The wool was never properly sheared and 
washed, and when taken to market it would | 
rot fetch the market price. Had it not been 
for Raymond's wife, who was a business 
woman, the family must often have suffered | 
for the common necessaries of life. ! 
Raymond's chores were rarely attended 

to by himself, but was a neighbour sick, no 
man was more willing to work in his place. 
He was relied npon as the man who would 
always negiect his own interests, to look a= 
ter those of somebody else. Tle would ne- 
ver set himself at his own farm-work, but 
he was cousidered an excellent hand, when, 
to oblige a neighbour, he took a job in his 
held. 

It was a bleak morning in mid.winter— 
Raymond Warren's wire was in the barn yard 
foddering the cattle— Raymond was in bed. 
The light of a biisk fire which his wiie bad 
built, shone directly in his face. It awaken. 
ed bim—the room was warm, and Raymond 
was persuaded by its inviting appearance 10 
arise. He sat down by the fire place in his 
shirt sleeves, and waited tor his wife to get 
him some breakfast. As he warmed his feet 
he felt that he had reason to congratulate 
himself on his happy situation, and he said 
to himself— 

¢ Tain't every man's got such a wife as I 
have. Here sne’s made a good fire, ané I'll 
bes the chores are all done.’ 
The chores were done, and Raymond had 

scarcely finished his soliloquy, when the 
useful wife hastened to the fire place to warm 
her hands, which had become thoroughly 
chilles by the cold handle of the pitchfork, 
with which she had been throwing hay and 
straw to the cattle. 

It might be supposed that these occurren. 
ces took place early in the morning—not so. 
It was ten o'clock when Raymond Warren 
left his bed. His wife bad been sewing for 
two hours, before she prepared her breakfast; 
then she urged Raymond for an hour longer, 
10 get up. He made fair promises but left 
them all unfulfilled. She waited until it was 
nine o'clock, and then knowing her husband’s 
easy habits, and ashamed 10 have the cattle 
unfed at that hour of the day, she determine 
to attend to their wants hepself. 

Raymond's first salutation to her as she 
stood by the fire, was, 

‘I wish I had some tea, Sally—but never 
mind, you've put the things away—a little 
warm water, with a little milk and sugar in 
it, will do just as well, and while you're 
abot i, you may get me a little piece of 
biead ; but ps as you please ; ne matter 
about it, anyhow. ‘Taint every man’s got 
such a woman for a wife. 

She might have answered, 
It is not every woman that has such a 

Dusband. 
But she knew sush remarks would only 

make bitter feelings, and though fatigued 
vith the violent exercise she had aken, she 
went cheerfully and prepared her easy. good 
natured husband a cup ot tea and a slice of 
toast, and then asked him if he would cut 
some woad, 

* To be sure I will’ was his response. 
His breakiast over, he took up his axe, 

mounted his wood pile and cut halt a dozen 
sticks, when along came a neighbour, who 
wanted Raymond to accompany him to a 
saw mill, about two miles distant, and assist 
in loading upon a sled some boards which 
had been sawed for him— of course Raymond 
went, and his wife was compelled. to cut 
wood euough te keep the house waim wvutil 
the following day. 
Mrs Warren was in appearance a feeble 

woman, but she had endured hardship which 
would have destroyed the constitution of 
me much more robust. Day after day her 
strength failed her, yet she made no com- 
patil. “Raymond saw that she grew pale, 
and was often disturbed with fears in regard 
to her, but he was too easy to mention the 
subject, and the nseful wife became more and 
more feeble, until she was seized with a vio- 
leat cough. Raymond was one day thought- 
ful enough to speak to the village doctor as 
Ie passed their house with his ponderous me- 
dicine portmanian on his arm, and the bene- 
volert gentleman, who had some knowledge 

of Raymond’s peculiar feelings, left the wo- 
man an innocent tincture, and forbade expo- 
sure to the cold atmosphere under any cur 
cumstances, and also declared that her com- 
plaint was ot a chaiacter very much aggrava- 
ted by severe exercise. 
For a few days Raymond remembered the 

doctor's counsel, and as he had respect for 
the physician, he obeyed him as nearly as 
his constitutional feelings permitted, but soon 
the wife was again obliged to chop wood, 
and feed cattle, and taking a severe cold, she 
taded as would fade the summer rose in a fn- 
gid clime. 
When Raymond Warren's house was deso- 

Jate and bis fireside cneerless, he saw what 

had been his great error during the two yeas 
of his married lite, and he mouined his wife 
deeply, it must be said in his favor, both as 
helpmate and as a companion. 
He rented his farm. and managed to live 

‘easily’ for one year; but he was a domestic 
man—he was not satisfied with a childless 
widower's solitary lot, and he began 10 look 
about him for a second helpmate and compa- 
nion. 

In a few months he tock to his home a 
woman whom he confidently hoped would 
fill the place of bis first wife. Sadly was 
Raymond disappointed. A few weeks elap- 
sed, and he fell into his old habits, with com- 
plete abandon. 

Leaving his own work in a neglected 
state, he worked diligently one day 10 assist 
a neighbor in getting wood to his house, 
and he returned to his home, late at night, 
hungry and fatigued, expecting that his wile 
would have ready for his refieshment an invi- 
ting supper. In this hope he had relused 
to take supper with the neighbor whom he 
had assisted. 

Poor fellow ! the kitchen where was to 
have been his excellent supper, attended by 
a smiling wite, was cold and unoccupied, 
No frugal board was there, and Mrs Warren 
was in bed. 
Raymond was much astopished but was 

too good natured to complain, and silently 
ventured to explore the cupboard for a crust 
on which to satisfy the gnawings of his appe- 
tite. Not a crumb was there. It was evi- 
dent his wife had designed that he should 
go supperless to bed ; and supperless to bed, 
he did go, grieving seriously at his haid 
lot. 
He had rever before been so badly treated, 

and he thought it indeed distressing, but yet 
his disappointment was not sad enough to re- 
volutionise his constitutional good nature, 
and without a single murmur he fell sound 
asleep. 
Raymond Warren did not hear chanticleer 

salute the morning, as it dawned after the 
night of his grievous disappointment. It was 
spring ‘time, and the birds sang under his 
window, but he heard them not; yet he heard 
~s wife, who had risen before the sun, call 
im— 

* Mr Warren, here I've beer [or an hour in 
the cold. The wood’s all burnt. It’s time I 
had some cut. If you want any breakfast 
you had better get up.’ 
Was Raymond dreaming ? Was this a 

voice of reproach that came to him in his 
sleep, with recollections of the wife who bad 
gone before him to -the spirit land? Not se 
—it was the voice from the wile that dwelt 
with him jin this sphere of existence, that 
came to remind him of dnties not discharged, 
upon the performance of which depended 
the satisfaction of those desires which had in: 
truded visions of feasts upon his hours of rest, 
All this he felt, still he did not offer to leave 
his couch. 

* Raymond Warren, again said the voice, 
¢ you left me yesterday without wood, to help 
a neighbor to get wood for his wile, and you ; 
went to bed fast night without your supper. 
You'll not get a bite to eat till you bring me 
wood to cook it.’ 

¢ There's plenty of chips, said Raymord 
in palliation, rising up on his eibow as he 
spoke. 

* Get up then, and oring them into the 
house, said the resolute wife, ‘I didat 
know you when I was married, but I know 
you now. [I know what killed your first 
wife. You want to make a slave of me. I'll 
attend to my duties ; but if you don't do 

your chores the cattle may starve, and vou'll 
never get a bite to eat in this house unless 
you take it uncooked if you don’t cut wood 
yourself or get some person else to doit fer 
you. J 

: Ramond started bolt upright, and it was 
not many minutes before he was at the wood- 
pile. Diligently did he work until he hed 
cut an armful, which, like a dutiful husband 
for the first time in his life, he carried into 
the kitchen. 

His wife made no allusion to what had 
passed between them. and Raymond, altho’ 
burning with curiosity to know where she 
had learned what she had ievealed to him, 
dared sot commence conversation in relation 
to it. The train of ills it might revive was 
fearful to the easy man's miod. 

His breakfast over, forgettul of its lesson, 
careless Raymond wandered away fromhome, 
his necessary morning labors in bis barn yard 
upattended 10, and his wood pile unvisited. 
He returned home at noon, strong in the 
faith that he should sit down to a good din 
ner, because he was one of those men who 
think that a wile should always give her 
husband a geod dinner, whether she has any- 
thing to cook or not. 

Mrs Warren had enough to cock, but no 
thing to cook it with; however, much to 
Raymond’s satisfaction, when he entered his 
home hie found the table spread, and he 
knew he would soen be invited to take a seat 
vear it. 

—-
 

When the invitation came, he hastened to 

dish that he supposed coutained meat ; and 
truly there was meat, but just as it came 
from the butcher's. 
Raymond was not a cannibal; he looked 

at his wile enquiringly ; she appeared to be 
waiting patiently to be served. He lifted the 
cover of another dish ; there were potatoes 
just as they had been dug from the earth. 
All the dishes that usually contained victvals 
weie covered. Raymond giew suspicious, 
and he lifted the covers hasuly. 

There was bread as it bad ccme from the 
tray ; there were turnips that had never been 
under the influence of fire ; there were ap- 
ples handsomely sliced for sauce, and there 
wete numerous other edibles, but none of 
them could Raymond eat. 
He turned for consolatien to a cup of tea 

his wife had deposited near his plate. There 
were tea leaves floating in the cup, but the 
tea looked remarkably pale; nevertheless, 
Raymond, by force of habit, blew it vigorous 
ly to prepare it for his palate, But when he 

his accustomed seat, lifted the cover from a | 

put it to his lips he found that he had wasted 
his breath ; for it was as cold as when it 
came from the spring. 
Raymond was not a hasty man. He push- 

ed Yack his chair deliberately, and thought 
aloud— 

In the name of heaven what does this 
mean ¥ 
Mrs Warren, whose countenance during 

. this scene had worn a soher aspect, now 
ex- | i smiled pleasantly and answered his 

clamation. 

usval time 
“It's strange they were not cooked, said 

Raymond. 
“Not atall,’ replied Mrs Warren, as coolly 

as possible ; * there was no wood to cook 
them with.’ 

In an instant Easy Warren then saw 
what a moral there was in his novel dinner, 
and with a keen appetite he went to work on * 
the wood pile. He took his dinner and sup- 
per together that day, and he remembered . 
that Mrs Waren said: 

* Now, Raymond remember this, when- 
ever you leave me without wood, you must 
eat victuals that have been cooked on a cold 
stove. : 
Many women would have stormed and 

scolded, but Mrs Warren knew there was a |. 
better way to correct her easy husband's 
carelessness, or shiftlessness, as the reader 
pleases. i 
One day there was no flour in the house, ' 

and Raymond was about to go with some | 
neighbors to a town meeting, when his wife 
hid his best coat, and reminded him of the 
empty flour barrel. Another day his corn 
was to be gathered, when a neighbor desired 
him to assist him with his horses and wag- 
gon. It was a neighbor who often 1eceived 
favors but seldom rendered them ; yet Easy 
Warren could not refuse him. But when he 
went to hitch his horses before his waggon, 
he fourd that one of the wheels was missing. 
Of course the neighbor was disappointed. 
In the afternoon when Raymond expressed a 
wish to draw his corn, his wife told him 
where he could find the hidden waggon- 

i wheel, 
Thus was Easy Warren's household ma. 

naged, uniil he began to realize practically 
what the great error of his former lite had 
been. 

i People said— Warren's farm locks much 
better than it did some years ago.” Mrs War. 
ren never interfered with Ramond’s businsss 
except when he neglected it, and then she 
never found fault or scolded, but took occa- 
sion to show his neglect to him in a manner 
which impressed him with his injustice to 

"bis own interests. 
Raymond's cattle were well cared for, and 

were in good order. When his fences were 
| down, if he did not replace them, his wife 
"employed a neighbor to make the necessary 
vepairs. His wife took the papers and read; 

! she knew the state of the maiket, and to 
! oblige her, Raymond had his grain in mar~ 
ket when the price was highest. Some peo 
ple said : 

* Easy Warren is a hen-pecked husband.’ 
But he knew better; and he often boasted 

that his wife was more of a‘ business man’! 
| than he was. 
| They bad lived together peaceably some 
| years, when, one day Raymond was in a 
| good humour thinking over his piosperous 
I condition, and he told his wife: ‘ i'm a wo- 
man's-rights man of the true grit. They may 

! say you wear the breeches if they chose; —I 
am satisfied to have you do the thinking for 
our firm. And, now I see whata fool | have 
been. I must make up for my early shiftless- 
ness.’ 
He did make up for his early shiftlessness; 

and under his judicious wife's training. he 
became Industrious, instead of Easy, War- 
en. 

Mrs Warren had the correct idea of wo 
man’s rights, and woman's wrongs. We 
commend her managment to those who have 
* easy’ husbands. Especially do we commend 
it to those unfortunate women who have 
earned for themselves the opprobrious title of 
scolds. 

THE CITY OF THE DEAD. 
Wren Sir Walter Sco‘t in his last days, visi= 

ted Pompeii, in company with Sir William 
Gell, the expression which passed his lips 
ever and anon was—‘ The City of the 
Dead ' That was the only exclamation 
he uttered, and a pregnant one it was. 
"Tis the golden summer time, and a wan. 

* The victuals were all on the stove the 

derer from the land which the proud Pompei. 
ans themselves deemed barbarian, visits the 

City of the Tomb. He approaches it from 
Sortento’s glorious bay, and fruits and flowers 
bedeck the pathway he treads. The green 
laurel twines above the lovely violets sping- 
ing in clusters trom its roots, and the vine 
creeps over tock and nvulet, and clings io 
the graceful poplais, which point their tops 
to heaven. He strides orwaid, sad and 
thoughtful, for ke thinks of the joyous gioups 
of youths and maidens who danced and sung 
amid these oeauteous scenes neatly two 
thousand years ago. The flowers bloom as 
sweetly now as they did then—IJtalia’s glori- 
ous sky is as splendid—Italia’s balmy atmos- 
phere as delicious—1:aha’s sun as golden ; 
but where ate they, the refined, voluptuous 
children of the classic s0il? And whee 
is their city—the gay, the wealthy, the lux- 
utious Pompeii ? 
The stranger's brain is busy, and he: pau- 

ses awhile to 1ecall 10 mind all that be Las 
1ead of the people who once flourished 
here—ihe proud, the intellectual, the exqui- 
sitely gifted, yet alas! also, the cruel, epicu- 
rean, godless race of Campanians—and of 

! their boasted city, replete with objects of 
beauty and splendour, of gorgeous pomp. of 
artistic triumphs, of all that could delight 
the eye and administer to sensual gratifica- 
tion, ct all that could confirm the enervate 
dwellers in their avowed devotion to bae- 
chanal joys, of all that could tempt them 10 

\ unrestiainedly and insatiably indulge in the 
daily practical developement of their one yu- 
ling idea—'Let us eat and drink, and be 
merry, for to morrow we die And then 
he wanders with amazement and awe 
through the excavated streets of Pompeji— 
disinterred after a sleep of seventeen hun- 
dred years, the stieets once rile with musie 
and with song, with saciificial processions, 
with festal gatherings, with choial dances, 
with joyous crowds: the streets proudly 
trod with mailed warriors, by white robed 
priests, by lovely virgins, by classic poets, 
by stein senatois, by young nebles clad in 
Tyrian purple; the "streets thronged with 
glittering chariots and prancing steeds, and 
wains reeling with the vineyards’ spoil; the 
streets redolent with the fragrance of flowers 
vibrating with lavghter and acclamations, 
echoing with thousands of glad voices. 
With what do they echo now? Wiih 

‘ nought but the faltering footstep of the soli. 
tary stranger trom afar! 

Years befoie the catastrophe occurred, 
earthquakes shook the land, and on the very 
eve dread omens warned the eity of its fate— 
but wained in vain Gigantic figures hovered 
in the air. as Dion Cassius relates, and mys- 
terious voices came from the mountains, be- 
sides renewed shocks of earthquake. But 
the Pompians were intoxicated with lusts 
ot the flesh—deaf to their impending des- 
truction —and to the last dread day they in- 
dulged in their wonted pomps and vanities, 
Pliny yet puisued his philosophlcal research- 
es, and Sallust, the wilty epicure, stinted not 
his accustomed orgies, 

Brightly rose the last morn of the fated ci- 
ty. The soft glories of autumn were spread 
on every side, and the sun shone unclouded 
for the last time on the temples and the tow- 
ers of Pompeii, 

The people were crowding the theatre at 
the moment when the air was suddenly daik- 
ened, and the awful Mount of Vesuvius, that 
for ages had been al rest, vomited forth dense 
clouds of ashes and stones, and torrents of 
boiling water, and streams of liquid lava, (es- 
pecially on the side of Herculaneum) and 
voleanic lightnings that melted even bronze 
statues, so tearful was their potency. 
What imagination can adequately conceive 

the appalling scenes of that tremendous hour? 
It way a minor Day of Judgment—a second 
destruction of Sodom and Gomorrah, the 
guilty cities of the plain. 

Priests of Isis ! of what avail were your 
sacrifices, your incantations, your juggleries, 
in that hour * FEpicureans and sophists. did 
your memory of past banquets, and your 

sell deluding philasophy yield one grain of 
comfort or of hope ? Poets, orators, senatois 
had ye nerve to utter one word ol encourage- 
ment or consolation to the screaming wietcp- 
es around ye? Princely merchants! dul 
your wealth procure ye consideiation and 
aid? Beauteous maidens! did your lovers 
remember ye then 2 Matrons | dia ye forget 
the babes of your bosom in the presence of 
horiors unutterable ? 

Who shall answer ? Nigh eighteen centu- 
ries have imprinted their seals of silence on 
your lips, and that wif] never be removed 
till the time when * heaven and earth shall 
pass away.’ 
The stranger ponders long over the ideas 

these reflections germinate, and sadly does 
be resume his pilgrimage amid the trumpet- 
tongued ruins around. He sees every object 
as undecayed as it was ere the kneaded ash- 
es of Vesuvius heymetically enclosed itin a 
tomb of long ages. 

Here is a graceful public edifice, half built. 
The workmen were surprised at their labors, 
and the last stroke of the chisel may yet be 
seen on the unfinished columns, as fresh as if 
struck only yesterday. Lo! over the door- 
ways of the houses the word of welcome 
is carved. Enter, for the portal is wide, and 
there is none to share ‘he banquet with thee. 
See, the dog is wrought in rich mosaic at 
the threskhold. Pass through the columned 
vestibule, wita its taszelated pavement, un- 
dimmed in bue—gaze on the bonsehoid 
Lares, yet at their posts—pass on into the 
chambers on either hand. and behold the 
bronze couches the vivid frescoes, the paini- 
ings, the iron-bound ¢oflers, the flower vases, 
the fountains, the delicate boxes to enclose 
perfumes ; enter the marble dining room 
with its roof of felted ivory and gold, and see 


