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CUR DAY DREAMS. 

wy We wos BY JOHN BOOKER, C7 
“Ad thought flows on its onward stream, 
a 4 brightly or. more darkly gleams, Tis then we git and fondly dreans 

Sweet to the sight those visions Ss Trdg 
How they enchant us for the while— 

~ Wearing the bri p88 Of 8 star, 
But to beguils. 

We build our castles in the air, 
. tr go rod 

p eo fo Bhaps sl 

EO human thought 
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Forgetting thi  atva d, we live 
Be op pone to-day ; 

2 well to dream if we can drive 

We' dream of wealth too great to count, 
Ambition honour, aud a name ; " 
And step by step exultant mount © 

The heights of fame, 

Beenes of unspoken splendour rise 
In fancy’s sphere and classic ¢clime, 
And we can gaze with ravished eyes 

cain On the sublime. 
te 

‘Or fanned by Love's ambrosial breath, 
‘We trip with Louris o’er the scene’; 
‘Or with sweet Tose twine a wreath 

haat siadolt For Beauty's queen. 

Now visions of the days gone by 
“Come floating up-before oursight ; 
Now feature scenes before us lie, 

wo 5 DAT fair and bright. 

+ This our day-dreaming is not new ; 
A strange delight it ever seems 
From youth to age to wander through 

The lang of dreams 
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A LOW. MARRIAGE, 
WYTHE AUTHORESS OF ¢ JOHN EALIFAY, GEN- 

TaE ladies did not gppear at lunch. Word 
was sent down stairs that Miss Childe was © in- 
disposed.’ I could not-by any means, get to 
see Mrs Rochdale, though I hung about the 
hotise all day. “Near dark, 1 received a message 
that the mistress wanted me. 
She was sitting in the dining-room, without 

lights. She sat ay quiet, as ‘motionless, as a 
carved figure. 1 dared not speak to her; I 
trembled to catch the first souud of ber voice 
—my friend, my mistress, my dear Mrs Roch- 

¢ Martha !’ 
* Yes madam.” : 
“1 wish, Marth’—and there the voice 

stopped. ~~ : 
1 hardly know what prevented. my saying or 

doing on the impulse, things that the common- 
pst instinetstold’ me, the moment afterwards, 
ought tn be said and done by no one —certainly 
or by me= at this crisis to Mrs Rochdale — 
So, with an effort, I stood silent in the dim 
light— assilent "as motionless as herself, 

¢ Lwish, Martha'—<and her voice was steady 
now—* I wish to send you on a message, which 
requires some one whom I can implicitly 

My heart was at my lips; but of course I 
only said. ¢ Yes madam’ hat 
+1 want you to go*down the village, to the 

—young person at the baker’s shop.’ i 
¢ Nancy Hine.” (2800 : 
* Is that her name? Yes, I remember ; 

Nancy Hine. Bring hes here—to the manor- 
house ; without observation, if you can.’ 
_2* To-night, madam ¥' 

¢ To-night. Make any excuse you choose ; 
or rather, ‘make no excuse at all. Say Mrs. 
Rochdale wishes'to speak to’ her.” 
“.+Any thing more? 1 asked softly, efter a 
«considerable pause. J 
_ Nothing more. Go at once, Martha,’ 

+. Lobeyed, implicitly, Much ss this my mis- 
sion had surprised, nay startled me, I knew 
eh get did what was wisest, best 
to do, under the rircumstances, Alse that her 
combitied directness of purpose and strength 
of character often led her to do things utterly 
unthought of by a weaker or less single-heart- 
ed womam SEO 1 nIoRIgEn A 

“Through a ‘misty September moonlight, 1 
walked Hitt on 4 search of Nancy = Hiue. 
««18he was havinga lively gossip at the bake- 
Bir door. The fire showed her figure iy 
y. Her large rosy arms, whitened with Hour, 
were ‘crossed over her decent. working-gown. 
People allowed—even. the most sensorious— 
thas" y was, inher own home, an active 
industrious lass. though too much given to dress’ 

| sharp, Martha Stretton, Ill go with you, 
| only let me put on my best bonnet first’ 

'{angry—those abrupt awkward gestures —wha 

of Sundays. and holding herself rather above 
her station every day.” © 00 

¢ Nancy Hine, 1 want to speak with you a 
minute,’ 1 
“0, do you, Martha Stretton? Speak ont 

No secrets here.’ 
Her careless, not to say rude, manner irrita- 

ted me. I just turned away and walked down 
the village. 1 had not gone many yards when 
Nancy's hand was on my shoulder ; and witha. 
loud laugh at my sudden start, she pulled me 
bya door into the shop. ora : 

¢ Now then ? ¢ 
The baker's daughter folded her arms in a 

rather defiant way. Her eyes were bright and 
open. There was in her manner some excite- 
ment, coarseness, and boldness ; but nothin 
HERA to mark the fallen girl 
whom her neighbors were pointing the finger 
at. I could not 
had inten ” ; 

¢ Now then ?' she repeated. 
1 delivered Mrs Rochdale’s 

loathe her quite 5 much as I 

ge, word 

| Nancy seemed a good deal surprised —not 
{ shocked, or alarmed, or ashamed —merely sur- 
ET : ! 

* Wants me, does she ? Why 
¢ She did not say." 
¢ But you guess, of course. Well, who cares? 

Not 1.’ 
Yet her brown handsome face changed color, 

JHer hands nervously” fidgeted about—taking 
{off her apron. * making herself decent,’ as she 

called it. Suddenly she stopped. : 
¢ Has thers been any letter—-any news—from 

young Mr Rochdaie ? 4 
¢ 1 believe there has ; but that is no business 

of—! 4 
¢ Mine, vou' mean, eh ? Come. don't be so 

¢ Nancy Hine,’ I burst out, ¢ do you think it 
can matter to Mrs Rochdale whether you go in 
a queen's gown of a beggar's rags, exeept that 

+{ the rags might suit you best? Come just as 
you are,’ boo 
‘1 will,’ cried Nancy, glaring in my face} 

| ¢ and “you,” Martha, keep a civil tongue, will 
you? My father's daughter is as good as 
Ours, - OX.your mistress’ either. Get out of 
the shop. I'll follow ’ee.” I bean't afeard.” 

‘TRat broad accent—broadening as she gol 

could the young squire, his mother’s, son, who 
|| had lived. with that dear moter all his days, 
| have seen attractive in Nancy Hine ? i 

: pu similar anomalies of taste have puzzled, 
an will puzzle, every body—especially women 
who intheir attachments generally see: clearer 
and deeper than men—to the end of time. 
Nancy Hine walked in sullen taciturnity to 

the manor-bouse. It was already late ~ nearly 
all the household were gone to bed. [left the 
young woman in the hall, and went up to Mrs 
Rochdale, : : 
She was sitting before her dressing-roem fire, 

absorbed in thought. In the chamber close by 
—in the large state bed which Mrs Rochdale 
always occupied, where generations of Roch- 
daies had been born and died—slept the gentie 
girl whose happiness had been so cruelly betray- 
ed. For that the engagement was broken, and 
for sufficient cause, Mr Rochdale’s answer, or 
rather non-answer, to his mother's plain 
letter made now certain, almost beyond a 
doubt. eh 

¢ Hush ; don’t wake her, whispered Mrs 
Rochdale, hurriedly. « Well Martha ?’ 
ae young woman shall I bring her, 

¢ What, here?” words cannot describe the 
look of repulsion, hatred, horror, which for a 
moment darkened Mrs Rochdale's face. Per- 
haps the noblest human being, either man or 
woman, is born, not passionless, but with strong 
passions to be subjected to firm will. If at that 
moment-—one passing moment-—she could have 
crushed out of existence the girl who had led 
away her son—(for Nancy was older than he, 
and no fool)—1 think Mrs Rochdale would 
have done it. : toi) 
The next instant she would have done nothing 

of the kind ; nothing that a generous Christian 
women might not do. ~~ Y 

She rose up, saying quietly, ¢ The Young per- 
son cannot come here, Martha. Bring her into 
—let me see—into the drawing room.’ 

There, entering a few minutes after, we 
found Mrs Rochdale seated on one of the vel: 
oe ‘couches just in the light of the chande- 
Th gi on 

1 do not suppose Nancy Hine had ever been 
in auch a brilhant, beautiful room before. She 
was apparently quite stunned and dazzled by it; 
curtsied humbly, and stood with her arms wrap - 

er. 
Mrs Rochdale spoke. ¢Nancy Hine 1 be- 

lieve, is your name 7%. 
‘ Yes my lady. ¢ That js—um—yes ma'am, 

my name is Naney.’ ik 
She came a little forwarder now, and Jifted 

up her‘eyes more boldly to the sofa. In fact, 
they both regarded each other kmeenly and 
loa ihe lady of the manor and the village 

bitoni that Mrs Rochdale had resnnted 
her usual evening-dress, and that no trace of 

_ THE GLEANER. 

pe up in her shawl, vacantly gazing about |, 

mental disorder was visible in her apparel scarce- 
ly even in her countenance. = : 

¢ 1 sent for you, Nancy Hine—(Martha, do 
not go away, | wish that there should be a wit- 
ness ot all that passes between this young woman 
any myself}—1sent for vou on account of eertain 
reports, more injurious to your charaster. if 
possible, than even to that of—the other per- 

¢ Yes, my lady, L bes i 

ty,’ said Mxs Rochdale, after a prolonged gaze 
at the face, now scarlet with wholesome blush es 
of the baker’s daughter. With a half sigh of 
zelief, she went on. i ih Lag by 

** You must be also aware that I, as the mo- 
ther of — that other person, ean have but oue mo- 
tive in sending for you here namely, to ask a 
question which: I more than any one else have a 

1{ right to ask, and to have answered. Do you un. 
derstand me ? 

| Someat) ; 
© 4 Nancy,” she resumed, after another long 
gaze, as if struck by something in the young 
woman different from what she bad expected, 
and led thereby to address her differently from 
what she had at first intended—¢ Naney, 1. will 
be plain with you. -lt-is not every lady—every 

i{ thother who would have: spoken with you as I 
speak now, without anger or blame—only wish: | 
ing to get fronf you the truth - If | believed the 
‘worst—il you were a poor: girl ‘whom ‘my son 
hiad—Hhad wronged. 1 would still have pitied you. 
Knowing him and now loosing at you, T do not 
believe 1t. I believe you may have been foolish, 
light of conduct ; but rot guilty. Tellme - do 
tell me’—and the mother’s agony broke through 
the lady’s calm and dignified. demeanor —¢ one 
word: to assure me it is so I! 
-:But Nancy Hine did not utter that word, 
She gave a little faint ‘sob, and then dropped 

*{ her head with a'troubled awkward air, as it" the 
presence ’of Lemuel's mother —speaking vo kind- 
ly, and lopkiug her through and through—was 
more than she could bear, Y 
That poor mother, whom this last hope, had 
failed, to whom her only son now appeared not 
only esa promise breaker, but. the. systematic 
seducer of a girl beneath his own rank:-—between 
whom aud himself could exist no mental union 
no false gloss of sentiment to cover the foulness 
of mere sensual passion—that poor mother sank 

| back, and put ‘her hand ‘over her reyes; as if 
she would ‘fain henceforth shut out from her 
sight the whole world. 
~~ Afier-a while, she forced herself to look at 
the girk once more=—who} now recovering’ from 
Her momentary remorse, was busy casting ads 
miring glances, Rh Sr I with one or two 
curious smiles, around the drawing-room. 

¢ From your silence, young woman, I must 
conclude that I was mistaken ; that—but [ will 
spare you. You will have enough to suffer 
‘I here: now remains only one question which | 
desire « which | am compelled—to ask : How 
long bas this —this—tbis’—she seemed to choke 
over the unuttered word—lasted ? 

¢.Dunnot know what you mean.’ 
‘1 must speak plainer, then. How long, 

Naney Hine, have you been my son's— Mr 
Rochdale’s, mistress, © #77 
Not a day --not an_hour,’ cried Nancy, vio- 

lently, coming closer to the sofa. * Mind what 
yo say Mrs Rochdale. I am an honest girl, 1 
am 9s good as you. I'm Mr Rochdale's 
hc maiden : 
Mr Roehdale’s Mother sat mute, and wateh- 

ed the girl také from a ribbon round her neck 
an unmistakable wedding ring, and slip it with 
a determined push on her large working wo- 
man'sifinger. © “This done, she thrust it right in- 
to the lady's sight. ; 
* ¢“Look’ee, what do'ee say to that? He 
put it there, . All" your anger cannot take it 
off. RS am Mrs, Lemuel Rochdale, your son's 
wife. vom Boy i 
“Ah! shrinking from her. ‘But the next 

minute the trig fomanly, feeling came into the 
virtuous woman’s heart. ¢ Better this—-than 
what they said, Better a thousand times,— 
Thank God I" ; 
With a sigh longand deep. she sat down, 

and again’ covered ber eyes, as if trying to vea 
lize the amazing=~impossible truth. Then she 
said slowly, © Martha, 1 think this'—she hesita: 
ted. what name to give Nancy ; finally gave 
no name at all—*I think she had better go 
dwiy.' em : hinhid 

: Hanopigine awed and moved, all her bold: 
ness gone, was creeping out of the room after 
me, when Mrs Rochdale called us back. 
“Siay ! at this hour of the night it is not 

fitting “that my son's ‘wife—should be out 
alone, Martha, dsk your father to see her sare 
home.’ isi) 
The baker's daughter turned at the door, and 

said, ¢ Thauk’ee, my lady ;* but omitted her 
curtsey this time 
And Mrs Rochdale had found her daughter- 

w-law 1 - po r® * El » [ - 

‘Ere we well knew what had happened, ‘the 
whole dynasty at the ‘manor-house was chan- 
ged. Mrs Roghdale was gone ; she left. before 
her son returned from Scotland, and did not 
once’ see him. Mrs Lemuel Rochdale, late 

| Nancy Hine, was installed ‘as lady of the ma- 
nor. ; ATTY CNT RE 
Such a theme for £2 had not been vouch- 

safed our county for a hundred years. Of a 
surety they canvassed,it over talked it literally 

son. Are you aware what reports I mean | 

« That is an honest answe, and I like hones- | 

- Mrs Rochdale escaped it, fortunately, She 
pb enarrtin Sir: John oe Miss Childe. 
All the popuiar voice was with her and against 
Ler son. They said he had killed that — 
gentle creature - who, however, did not die, but 
lived to suffer — perhaps, better still, to. over- 
come suffering; that he had broken his noble 
mother’s heart. Few of his old friends visited 
him ; not one of their wites visited his wife. 
He bad done that which many ¢ respectable 
people” are more shocked at than any species of 
profligacy—he had made a low marriage, 

Society was hard upon him, harder than he de- 
served. At least they despised him and his 
marriage for the wrong cause. Not because bis 
wife was. when he chose her, a woman thorough- 
ly beneath him in education, tastes, and feeling, 
—because from this inferiority it was impossible 
he could have felt for her any save the lowest 
and most degrading kind of Ta .— but i 
frets she was a village girl,—a baker's caugh- 
ter ! . ; 

Sir John Childe said to’ Lemuel's mother, in 
a_lofty compassion, the only time he was ever 
known to refer to the humiliating and miserable 
occurrence. * Madam, whatever herself might 
"have been, the disgrace would bave been Ji 
tened bad your son not married a person of such 
low origin. Shocking !—a bakers davghter!” 

¢ Sir John,’ said Mrs Rochdale with dignity 
“if my son had chosen a woman suitable aed 
worthy of being his wife, I would not bave mirnd- 
ed had she been a daughter of the meanest la- 
‘borer in the land. : BAT 
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“Miss Martha I called out our rectors wife 
to me one day, ‘isit true, that talk I hear of 
Mrs Rachdale’s coming home ?' cre 

Ly LgUITe true, 1 egess Pee Cv LT HAE 2 
¢ And where will she eome to! Not to the 

‘manor-house ?, i “ds 
¢ Certainly not.’ I fear there was a bitterness 

in my tone, for the good old lady looked at me 
reprovingly. ly meh 

* My dear, the right thing for us in this world 
is to make the very best of that which, having 
happened, was consequently ordained by Pro- 
vidence to happen. And we often find the 
worst things not so bad, after all. I was truly 
glad to-day to hear that Mrs Rochdale was eo- 
msg home,’ ; : i 
_-* But not home to them,—not to the manor- 
house, She will take a_ house in the village.— 
She will never meet them, any more than when 
she was abroad.’ Rp 

* But she will hear of them. That does great 
good sometimes.’ oe 

* When there is any good to be heard.’ 
‘1 have told you, Martha, and 1 hope you 

have told Mrs Rochdale, that there is — 
When first | called on Mrs Lemuel, it was 
simply.in my character as ths clergyman’s wie, 
doing what 1 believed my duty. I found that 
duty easier than I had expected. a 

¢ Because she remembered her, position's— 
(‘ Her former position, my dear, corrected 
Mrs Wood)—¢ because she showed off no aire 
and graces, but was quiet, humble and thankful, 
ns became her, for the kindness you thus 
showed,’ Sal add aes 

¢ Decause of that, and something more. Be- 
cause the more | have seen of her the more § 
feel, that though not exactly to be liked, she is 
to be respected, She has sustained tolerably 
well a most difficult part, - that of an ignormpt 
person suddenly raised to weelth; envied and 
abused by ber former elass, utterly scouted and 
despised by her present one. She has had to 
learn to comport herself as mistress where she 
used to bean inferior. | ean hardly jmagine a 
greater trial, as regards soeial position.’ 

* Position ?. She has none. No ladies ex- 
cept yourself will visit her. Why should 
they ? ad 

* My dear. why should they not? A wo. 
man who sinee her marriage has conducted per 
self with perfect propriety,be fitting the sphere 
to which she was raised ; has lived retired, and 
forced. hersel into no one’s notice; who i, 
whatever be her shortcomings in education ad 
refinement of character, a good wife a hind 
mistress.” 

‘ How do you know that ?’ . 
«Simply beeaure her husband s rarely absent 

a day from home ; because all her servants have 
remained with her, and spoken well of ber these 
five years.’ k 

Lcould not deny these facts. . They were 
known to the whole neighbourhood. ‘The 
proudest of our gentry were not wicked enough 
to shut their eyes to them, even when they 
contemptuously stared at Mrs Lemuel Rosh - 
dale driving drearily about in long summer a! 
ternoons in her lonely carriage, with not a sin- 
gle female friend to pay a morning visit ta, or 
suffer the like inflection from ;—not even et 
church, when quizzing her large figure and 
heavy gait,—for she had not become mers 
sylph-like with added years, —they said she was 
growing crumbie,’ like her father’ loaves, and 
wondered she would persist’ iu. wearing the 
finest bonnets of all the congregation. ; 

Nay, even I, bitter as I was. really pitied ber, 
one sacrament-day, when she unwittingly sg- 
vanced to the first * rail’ of communicants : uy- 
on, which all the other ¢ res ect ble’ Christians 
bung back till the second. . After that the 
Rochdales were not seen apsin at the commu- 
nion. Who could marvel ? He 

It was noticed. by some to his crefit, Ly 
others as a ‘point for ridicule, thut ber husband 


