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Time went on its ceaseless round. It was
all business, business, business ;—sales and
receipts,—discount a_nd interest,—bills .of
exchange and notesof hand. It was a periéd
of unuswal: expansion and activity in all
branches of trade, and the whole energies of
men were thrown into the exciting and ab-
sorbing struggles of that day. I, too plunged
into their stirring scenes, until all my time,
study, waking and: sleeping thougbts,.were
given to the one great, ail-absorbing aim,—
making money. Success stimulated desire,
desire tasked the energies, and success again
crowned our efforts. The appetite grew with
what it fed upon. My associates were almost
all business men, and we never met but in
the busy haunts were men most do con-
gregate ; and there our judgement were.

* A'parcel of our fortune : and things out-
ward
Did draw the inward quality after them.’

Three years slipped away :—three years,
and never a visit to Maysville. Did I not
need .its hallowed associations to tranquilize
my spirit, and lead my mind. to higher and
better things ? Alas! the tie of home ajfection
was broken; and there was no longer any
counter-current to that which set my whose
energies into the mighty channels of active
life. Misfortune, 'disappeintment, ill-luck,
might have disgusted me, and sometimes cast
me back to the thoughtful retirement of my
old: home ; bnt success,—it sharpened and
whetted my appetite for greater and wider
schemes. I now seldom heard from Mays-
ville. Phebe was no pen-woman, and Hope
—her delicacy forbade a correspondence so
feebly supported on my side.

Five years,went by, when Hope’s uncle
made me an offer for my Maysville patrimo-
ny. It wasadusiness letter,and 1 paused to
consider. I was alone in the counting-room
when it came. Maysville! Ileaned my head
onmy hand, and ' Maysville memories came
flooding over me. I was again in the old
haunts ef early days, coursinz over Bear Hill,
paddling in the trouting brooks, or basking on
the hay-cocks. And Hope! where was she ?
How my mother loved Hope ! how much we
¢ used to’ do together! Linked with a happy
past, Hope flitted pleasingly before me. I
began to calculate how mauy months since T
had been there, when months swelled to
years, until my heart reproached me for her
ill-requited love. not to me, but to mother.
Afterteplying that Fwould soon be at Mays-

ville, I felt a hungeringto depart. Maysville,
the old place, and Hope; nor was it many
weeks before the stage-coach d ed me at

the tavern,and I walked one morning into the
old man’s yard.

* Robert, my boy I’ he cried, throwing down
and old harness he was try to mend, after
becoming unmistakably convinced it was
Robert, besides convincing me By a hearty
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grip that [ was myself; ¢ Robert ! bat, bless
me ! you are Mister Robert now ! odds bobs !

you are Mr. : Well, Mr——, I am glad to
see you, thoug’h P'm' nothing butan oid far-
mer, as ye see.

I was too ' glad to hear my boy name to
allow him to charge it, and so cordially
spoken. ‘I wanted to throw off the load
of care, and feel like a boy again. Among
he ‘how do’s," I asked for Hope.

* Why, you are a large fellow ! exclaimed
the old man, taking my bearings; *larger
than your father, and handsomer favourad.
But, bless me ! walk in, and let everybod
answer for themselves. Have you tho
how much you’ll take ¥

‘ Not yet ; not now, sir,’ I said, eagerly,
once out of the cily, glad of a respite from
business. Iran up the steps. What a cordi-
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al greeting !—It was ¢ Robert” ‘Robert?
s At g 2 " » 112 E
Hope said nothing, but I fels the trembling of
her small hand in mive., Old Phebe cried

for joy. [ lelt it was good 1o be there. How
natutaily dooked the old wall on the opposite
side of the way ! then, to hear the birds sing,
the cows low, the cocks crow ! And it was
all so quiet; the wagon wheels going so
noiselessly by, They all cared for me, also,
—not for my matketable value.. And Hope
—there was something in her modest gentle-
ness which pleased me more than ever, She
was less.plump and rosy than (ormetly ; but
as we talked of old times r face lighted up,
and I thought her beautiful. We visited toge-
ther the old hauats, and sat i ]
tree ;—the same truthfulness, sineerity. and
sweetness ; and 'he tones of her voice tell
upon wmy ear like.

¢ A little song,
Neither sad nor very long’

In fan
city. T
I telt the sweet and sober influences of her
purity and worth. But Hope in the city, in
the drawing room, without accomplishments
and finish ! Hope in feathers and fashion!
Oi course there was an absence of that style
nad bearing to which [ of late had become
acenstomed, and which had insensibly begun
todirect my taste and bias my judgmert;
and yet she had traits of character which. I

v, I began to transfer Hope to the
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was suse couid make me happy.  We had the
same treasured memories of the past; we
knew and could trus{ each oth But Hope

in the city withour accompliShments and

{er the lilae |

finish! Alas! the worldliness of the world
had robbed me of my independence ; the
genuine and spontaneous within me was fast
receding before the artificial and intrinsic.—
The spiritual meanitig of Christianitly might
have helped to clear my vision, and set things
in their true value; but this I had not ther
attained;, while worldly views, maxims, and
principles, were making a clean sweep over
my affections, rolling their sediment into
every inlet of my soul.

1 ‘stayed at Maysville three days;—three
happy tranquil days. On the third day I}
could not sell the homestead; oh, no! I
could not for ever part with the only spot
where the ark of my affections ever rested. I}
only gave Hope's uncle a lease of it for a
term of vears. Besides, I meant to come every
year after this.

¢ Do, do,’ they all urged heartily. ¢ Do,
said Hope's eyes. As we all stood in the little
front yard, she gathered a bunch of violets,
and, tying them with a blade of grass, placed
themin my hand. It was a great thing for
Hope te do; she was so modest. ¢ Dear Hope,
I said, inly ; and then,aloud, * Next summer
I shall be back.’

¢ Next summer,’ they all repeated ; * remem- }
ber, next summer.’

Next summer ! how many hopes are gar-
nered up for ¢ next summer.” What of my
next summer ? It found me in foreign lands;
—and the next summer—and the next.—
Where then ?  Time went on, fast and still
faster.. Years rolled away, and it was all
business, business, business,—stocks, bonds,
and notes,—notes, stecks, and bonds. In spite
of depressions, panies; and crisis, our firm
went on, prospering and to prosper. Every
thing tarned to our advantage. True, it was
life work with us. For montbs and years I
stood within the stern, hard, cold walls of
commerce, threading its slippery paths, and
diving into 1ts sunless hollows. T walked in
the crowded streets, with the jostling, elbow-
ing, anxious, restless multitude, and went to
my lonely room to sleep under the risks of
to day, to wake upon the successess of to
morrow.— We beheid the returning values of
every fresh investment; and when my uncle
died [ was his heir. The ‘ money power’
was now in my hands, and I was accounted
a_rich man,even among merchant princes.
Now I was Hattered and fawned upon ; my
society was sought and courted; many an
elegant  drawing room was thrown open to
me. ‘ Meor my money ¥’ I sometimes asked
wyself; for I had not pow the frank and un-
suspicious spirit of earlier time.

lcould number bu: one intimate female
friend,—Mrs Sands, the wife of one of the
firm, into whose honse I occasionally dropped
foran evening chat. I liked her; not that
she was one of my model women ; her no-
tions were too worldly for that ; but she was
an agreeable talker. and especially did she
keep alive 1n my mind a subject which I
never indeed whelly overlooked or forgot, but
which the older I grew, looked more formid-
able and far off.

¢ Marry! Indeed you must, and believe me,
soon or never,” she said one night, * You are
not yet quite confirmed,—~not a sworn Bene=
dict ;—soon or never I’

A pleased yet dishelieving ¢ Ay, ay,’ was
my reply, and k it affirmatively or
negatively, as the mood was.

‘ Sick at a boarding house,—dying at a
hotel,—solitary, unioved, uneared for, forgot-
ten, unlamented,—think of it . she urged, in
graver tone. It was certainly korrible to
ink of.

‘ But whereshall I get a wife  The A—-'s,
B—'s, C—’s passed mpuster before me. [had
no heart for them, and I dare say they had
me ; for, with some lingerings of
old romance, I fancied there must be
some heart-werk to oil and sweeten the
matrimonial tie.

* Suppose I go into the country and make
search,’ I dnce said, with a seeret leaning
ow erd
+ you must marry according to your
g—your wife must be accemplished,
bere'in which vou ¢an place

s, I suspected, was fishing
s she went on expatiating upon
baves’ of my future establishwneunt ;
urse, my wife was the most

she too

a

¢ For you 2°
‘ For my money.’
* You are getting romantic, eried my com-

panion : ‘ of course no wise womanr would be
so imprudent as to marry without a mainten.
ance.’

* bat would she help me to get one 2

* How absurd ! sach tests are gone by with
a past generation; no sensible man would
{ now think of applying them. Even were
| the thing possible, a person should ran ro
risks, when great issues were at stake.

Talk as ske might, and ner sprigmly.tones]

e longer I was with her, the more !

amused me, her notions never met my case.
I certainly did not mean to live and die a
bachelor.  1did not mean'to end my days an
unloved, uncared for, solitary old man. Bat
d never yet found time %o stop'and con-
der, and make up my mind, who and when
o marry. Agreeable and lovely women I
had ¢ften met, but the impression they maae
was the next day eflaced by some new scheme
of the head. What time Lad I 10 think about
the heart *  Thus it went on,

i
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Gue day, it was December, [ sat gloemily
at my desk. The book keeper came in asd
handed me a paper : * For your subscription
sir— Howard Society—your name.’

“Subseription ! subseription | and nothing

eise! Howaid, better Humbug—take it! I've

nothing to give 'I cried savagely. * Take it
and say ‘ no—one must learn to 88y no in
these days.’

Mr Swaim took it hesitatingl
hand.

* Take it and say no I’ I reiterated sternly.
He hastily disappeared.

I felt cross ; my head ached. All the so-
cieties in Christendom seemed preying on
my vitals. * Don’t let me see a subscription
list for the next six months,’ 1 said aloug,
‘T won’t have one here and societies, for that
day, were the scape-goat of my spleen. Be-
tween three and four I left the office; the
early darkness of a December day had already
crept over the city ; a cold sleet was driving
from the northeast; buttoning up my war
overcoat, and drawing on my fur gloves, I
issued into the street, Something left un-

done by My Swaim, led me out of the princi-

y from my

. pal_thoroughfares, through some narrow lares

where I had seldom been. Turning a corner,
a wail met my ear, and a sight ot woe burst

upon my eye—such sights and sounds as [ |

never met before ; —a stricken mother and her
listle ones, cast by a remorseless landlord
into the sireet, and on such a night as that !
‘ Where are the city authorities? the poor
laws ? the police 2 1 cried ; the proper offi
cers to look into a case like this ¥ a5 the

| look inte my

eldest girl cast an imploring
face.

¢ Enough of just such sort of work,’ said a
bystander. I flunga poeket full of change
at the group, and passed by on the other side.
My head aching and my teeth chatiering. I
reacked the hotel. A fire had just been made
in my room ; ordering a strong cup of tea, I
vas glad to escape dinner, human voices,
and subseription lists. Hauling off my boots
I threw myself into a rocking cnair, the only
luxury which lallowed myself; I wasalone
with my ill-hamour, my head-ache, and my
conscience, for my heart to all intents and
purposes, had Jong been a nullity. The meod
now upon me, had lately grown hequent;
life, at times, wore a vinegaraspect ; I hated
neatly all the world, especially its want and
beggary, as it well might have hated me for
all thegood I ever done it : yet the world had
used me well ; it-had given me all I asked.
How was 1t ?

With my feet on the fender, and my head
thrown back, Ielosed my eyes and thought.
The world was shut out, and [ had time to
think. < Ab, how many, who elsewhere had
envied me, had they now seen me, would
have exchanged places? I was sick., Tdid
not goout for tendays or so.  With the ex-
ception of a few basiness calls, 1 was alone,
The gong regularly sounded, steps passed to
and Iro my door, waiters obeyed my call,
the distant hum of the busy ‘streets came
upon my ear; while I~I sat “alone, dreary,
none caring for me, I caring for nobody. For
what puarpose was I living? For whose
sake was I toiling * What good had I ever
dot Who had been made bette; or happi-
er because ,of me ?
render of my stewardship ?
en mother and the subscription list, which
I well knew were for such as her, began to
upbraid me. I thought of my mother, and
with what delight I used to be the
of her widow’s mite. With thousands at m
disposal, had I now ne heart for the wants
and woes of my fellows 2 | was startled, nay
I was frightened at my own hardness ? ' Had
selfishness quite eaten meup * Had I sold

-

What account could 1|
Then the strick- |

almoner |

my Christian manbood to the god of this |

world? I could neither sleep nor rest until
Swain came in, and a check of fifty dollars
was sent -to the Howard Society; it was
small relief] for it was wrung from me by the
lashings. of an accusing conscience ; it was
not the heart service whieh fertilizes and en-
riches the soul. Then I began to yearn for
the days of my childhood. ¢ Oh give me
back my early days ” Ieried aloud; * give
back the time when there was something to
live for—when I was good and
happy and loved’ Alas that conld
and I almost wished 1 had been
by my mother’s side.
was accounted rich and strong,
and wise; | could do ag [ pleased, go where
I pleased, with no encumberance to saddle
my wishes or burden my thoughts. In my
room, I was a fitful, impatieni, desolate old
bachelor; large as was my capital in stocks
and notes, I had not even a single share in
home - affections, the only earthly capital
which will yield sufficient income to make
the heart happy. and support it through the
waste and worldliness of a business life.—
Here I was a bankrupt.

1 thought of Hope. I hunted up a little
desk, which had long been set aside, and be-
gan to rammage over old papers. Something
dropped from a torn bill. I looked down at
my feet, and beheld a bunch of withered
violets. Were my affections, like these, quite
dried up? I unfolded the paper, and read a
date in pencilled characters. ¢ Twelve years !’
I ejaculated. * Twelve years! [am growing
old—1 am old—youth "gone—life wasting.’
Death and the scythe seemed already knock-
ing at the door. [ took up the withered vio-
lets and replaced them on the paper—* Hope!
dear Hope !’

never be,
early laid

and proud

* Now or never I' [ cried, rising vp and
pacing to and fro my narrow precinets ; * yes,
now or never ; now, while the warm tides
of memory are flowing in upon the soul—new
—next week, and 1 shall fall back on old
habits—now ! once in Wall Street, and I am
doomed for life;' and with desperate haste, I
determined to take the flood tide of my re-
awakened sensibilities, snd start for Maysville,
The next morning, and I was gone !

To all persons similarly situated, T would
say, * Act I, You know there is a tide in the
aflectiorts, as well as the affairs of men, which,

i playing beside me as [ wy

glad, and |

Among my fellows, I |

if taken at the flood, leads on,—if not to fame
and fortune, to what is far better,—~10 domes-
tic happiness and human sympathies. Do
not allow old habits, selfish and w orldly infiu.
encas, to regain their power, until the favour-
able opportunity is lost, pethaps irievocably,
but act before the social and moral necessi-
ties of your nature are quite crushed, while
their pleading is yet heard above the din and
selfishness ot life,

Maysville, like myself, was changed : on
me, the grey hairs were beginning to come;
there many a giey head had gone. I was not
recognised at the village 1avein. New faces
were at the door. On my way to the old
spot, I stopiped many times to look around :
things looked tamiliar and yet strange. I
wanled to go forward, and yet dreaded to find
still  greater changes. }]ope-—where was
she ? How would shelook 7 I, at last, step-
ped aside from the main road, and went to-
wards the churchyard. Tt was good to stand
again by my mother’s grave ; dead grass was
;nla_xound, except where patches of snow
hid in ‘lhe‘ hollows, and a chilly wind swept
through the ngigi;b(»njx-jrlg pines, making a
mourniul Irusic, which was in harmony
with my mood. Passers-by on the high read
stared at me, T felt formal and strange. I
tried to realize the joyful bounding of the bey,
when [ used te visit Maysville, but without
success, 1 wished I could see Hope unob-
served. I wished I could meet her here in
the churchyard—or alone—by ourselves,
Such things happen in romance, but 1 had
totake life as it was,—go out and meet
events ; events wounld not come to me. Ag
last I set my face in the direction of the dear
old place. No one was in sight. The dogs
did not know me- [ opened the gate, went
up the little walk, and knocked at the door.
Who would answer to the call? 0ld Phabe
had long since gone, and Hope—she might
be far heace. The heart of a stranger was
within me. ' T drew the fur collar around
my face, as steps bounded into the entry.
A little chilg peeped forth ; with a blushing
and frightened face, she shrunk back and
ran away. ‘The door again opened, and—t
was Hope who st o 4 The same
sweet and letiring expresssion’ as she bade
me enter,—* 1l is 80 very bleak,’ she said.

* Hope ! 1 exclaimed, cast ng back my fur,
 Hope, you do not know me"

‘ Robert ' and the warm glow spake elo-
quently in every feature.

A few evenings after, as we sat together
by onrselves, I diew forth the bunch of wi-
thered violets. * Then you promised to come
back next summnier, she said.

‘ Shallit be next summer now, Hope—our
summer time 7. Spring voices were already
murmuring in my heart—icy fetters were
breaking—there was a bright Light shimng
on the frost work ot yeais.

Behold me yetonce more. T have a wife,
children, ‘and home ! 1t is = sti] summer
time, yet notall sunshine : heavy clouds have
hung over our sky : our two eldest are not,
for God- took them; but the clouds had a
silver lining, and everything became more
green and beautiful than before,

The United Srates Bank sunk thousands
for me, so that my property is much less
than formerly. 1am not now regarded a rich
man by the world. = Ah, it does not know all
my income. Ihave other and better invest-
ments than bank stocks and state-securitjes -
moreover, | have enough and to spare, and
once it was not so.

The twg boys have gone with their mother,
while our latest-born, gur youngest, Hope, is
ite.

ood betore me.

¢ Her presence is like sunshine sent down to
gladden earth,

To comfort us in all our griefs, and sweeten
all our mirth.

But Hope, my eldest Hope, has come back s
she sits beside me and repeats a tale of woe ;
the boys listen and are sad. A poor mether
is dying in our reighberhood, and two hungry
little ones ave homeless and in want of alf
things. I do notnow ask as once, * Where aje
the city authorities, the poor laws, the police 2
then turn away on the other side. We g]) say
here 1s something lor us to do. Efficient as
the * proper officers’ may be, there is still
much, oh, how muech of want and wretched
ness to be relieved by the kind charities of
private individuals. I look at mine and
think of them, destitute, fIi('IH“i}aS, homeless ;
and shall 1 not do unto others, as | would
that others should do unto me and mine 2
The law of human brotherhood has 'a new
and deeper significance. Let me share my
comloits with the comfortless,and sympathise
with the bruized and sorrowing.

The boys ask; ¢ How shall T help, father t
Robert emplies his pockets ;—only two fil«
berts : they wili do little. Their dear mo-
ther is hastening to prepare something for
the sick one; meapwhile we the boys and
I, will divise plans for more permanest re-
lief. Iam so kappy to
doing it! There was nothing like it
the success, flatters, fashion, or trav
before. | was* married. . And now |
close this brief reminiscence by a remark
Dr. Arnold, which sums up the whole matier,
a great deal better than I can. *A man's
Ifie n London (or New York) while he is
single. may be very stiriing, and very intel-
lectual, but I imagine it must have a har-
dening effect, and that this effect will be more
felt every year, as the counter tendencies of
youth become less powerful. The most ceim
tain softeners of a man's moial skin, and
sweeteners of his blood, are, I am sure, do-
mestic intercourse in a happy marriage. and in-
tercourse with the poor. It is very hetd, }
imagine, in our present state of so cie!

d thie ’ ]
o this, so grateful in
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