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caniling ahnnt] w:lmﬂm m“rl:l;;lﬁ:, 111.1111::':]- that same tho
d passion? Is there anything mon sl
:cl:it»tiir of that great and dim d"“tm“f » “tllill:ttl lt::ri?:[::
born, and which may be written down in
ayier? . i .
" e il e ey b i i it

e at what is false, becanse 1t has no -
:4!:'lrrll‘.l:l"t-:l"rt:::l't;hlhiﬁ does not crente falsity; would to

S it did! ]

He "\‘:,:; l‘l:::': ]ilf thers was m-t.nnl._mutr-rm[ tru!l:l.'lii“li‘;"‘:
added to Reverie, would soch objectors sympathize the
more? No, a thousand times, no; the heart I‘..-Imt Ihnﬂ- lull
sympathy with thoughts and feelings that scorch ln.?thul‘l
is :L-mlvnlm ~whatever its Im:c.'kl"l-f tears and gestures
¢ sy o o coffin or n grave!

"m’l.:'t'}llurll pass ond we will come I_mc'.k to these cher-
i etlars,

1ul|t;| :luullu.-.r who Ling lost a child has, she says, shed a
tear—not one, bub many—over the dead boy's coldness.
And another, who has not lost, but who trembles lest r.ihf‘
lose, hns found the words failing as she read, and a dim,
sorrow-borne mist spreading over the page. s

Another, yot rojoicing in all those family ties that
mnko lifo n charm, has listened nervously to careful read-
ing, until the husband is called home and the coffin is in
the house. “Stop!" she says; and a gush of tears tells
the rest.

Yot the cold eritio will say, “Tt was artfally done.”
A ourse on him! it was not nrt; it was nature,

Anothor, & young, fresh, healthful girl-mind, has seen
somothing in the love-picture—albeit so weak—of truth,
and has liindl\r believed that it must be earnest. Aye,
indeed is it, fair and generons one, enrnest as life and
hops!  Who, indeod, with a heart at all, that has not yet
ulip[;«.l sway irreparably nnd forever from the shores of
youth—from that fairy land which young enthusinsm
créatos and over which bright dreams Tover- but knows
itto bo real? And wo such things will be real til] hopes
are dashed and Doath is come.

Another, u father, has laid down the hook in tears.

Grod bless them all!  How far bettor this than the cold
Enin of newspapor puragraphs or the eritically con-

ived approval of colder friends!

Lot mo gather up theso lettors carefully, to be read
when the heart is faint and sick of nll that thers is unreal
M 'F"ilh in the \l‘ilrlll. ]41" mo tie ”“qm t(]gfllhpr with
a now and longer hit of ribbon: not by o 1”"“-1'2111'11, that is
too hard; but by an easy slipping knot, that o I may get
ot them the better, And now they are ll together, g
ﬂluﬂ Mkl‘l. and we will Illhi‘.l thom. not H‘“lill‘ll‘.lltﬂ“\.’ (I
pity the one who thinks it) bt earnestly, and in the best
meaning of the term-—Bouvenivs du Copur, ‘
. &i‘:‘:‘ﬁ o my first Roverie, which has added to sy,
And now to my :H‘t‘ﬂmll Raverie,

aIm 1o !lnr:“{f:rmn :!"‘. ?mnlr)'- The fields, the trees,
ot A lotter lm:::} m"f*rallrllu;,tnlz;l yet lt_hoy are yery
other lottars!—ling g o ROW different from

fllds ho bay hm.knnlm apon my table, telling me what
turn

up for the autumn win, a ]
IML:Q':: he is fattening, and how tﬁ:: o
on
But I wim in a gurrot of the ¢
rity,
look over & mass nfu i
at in a steain too lo

:I.I:DI&E: so0ne, l1 ng and sombrg g, be

<y o ﬂm-:;ng.n:‘: of the wull:otm;utn' chimney

- b SIUG grate, where the gyl d

mokes mo a fire iy the morning and rokindles ilf: 1::‘&:!
1 am usually Inirly seated §

! I my ¢

office chair— ¥ five or gix o'olo:i“

From my wi
: ndow |
crowded house-tops -mum[izing often

hair—a cosily stuffed
of the evening, The
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ugi;ﬂ fire has been newly made, ?erhaps an hour before: fi

real—more charac-| the maid drops a withe o

potatoes are | d

¢ Priorvood, mnd s il
rrate, then a stick or two of pine-wood, and affer it a fiy _
f;; “Itf; verpool coal; so that by the time I am seated for i %
evening the sea-coal is fairly in a hlaze. - s
When this has sk {0 a Ic\?l wikls the second baygh
the grate, the maid replenishes it with a hod of antk
cite; and I sit musing and reading, while the new ¢
warms and kindles; not leaying my Place until it
sunk to the third bar of the grate, which marks my bg )
ime,
t 1 love these acecidental measures of the hours, w
belong to you and your life, and not h) the world.
watel is no more the measure of your time than of
time of your neighbors; a chureh clock is as publi
vulgar as a church-warden. I_would as soon think
hiring the parish sexton to make my bed as to regulsts
my time by the parish clock. ._
A slm{fmv that the sun casts upon your carpet, ¢
streak of light on a slated roof yonder, or the burning
your fire, are pleasant time-kee?em, full of presencs,
full of companionship and full of the warning—time i
ussing! \
; In tha summer season I have even measured my re
ing and my night-wateh by the burmn%iof a taper;
have seratched upon the handle to the little bronge 4
holder that meaning passage of the New Testament—{
night cometh! )
But I must get upon my Reverie, It was a i
evening; 1 had worked hard during the day, and b
drawn my boots, thrust my feet into slippers, thrown on
a Turkish loose dress and Greek cap, souvenirs to me of
other times and other places, and sat watching the liy
uncertain, yellow play of the bituminous flame.

L
SEA-COAL.

It is like o flirt, mused I; lively, uncertain, brigh
colored, waving here and there, melting the coal im0
black, shapeless mass; making foul, sooty smoke
lmhty. trashy residuum! Yet withal, Ple_agantly :
ing, dancing, prettily waving, and leaping like & ro

rmlﬂ[ Imillltktn pginti his

ow like a flirt! And yet is not this tossing cap

of girlhood, to which I liken my sea-coal flame, a)
by nature to the play-ti

I}lny of life, and belongi -
ife? Is it not a sort of essential fire-ki tl::

weightier and truer passions, even as Jenny puts 4
conl first, the better to kindle the anthracite?. Is it
sort of necessary consumption of Vapors,
float in the soul, and which is left m&r the pun
Is there not a stage somewhere in man's youth
Just such waving, idle heart-blage, m Means no
veb Iwhi‘:h musﬁm got over? thily, that
nmartine says somewhere, ily, h
more of quick running sap mdv;ﬂrzﬁ;:‘:; shade in a
tree, but more of five 1n the heart of a sturdy oak:
a plus de seve folle et d'ombre, d{d!@lk dans les j
phna}‘s de la forel, il y a plus Jeu dans le viewx
du chene” : ;
Is Lamartine playing off his
dressing lt:p \;‘ith his poetry—
aguinst the ghost of some accusing
trut‘I{ in thagmatter?
man who has seen gj years, wi
lmclwlo.r. may well put such ‘sentiment into
h;ata his wasted heartwith hope; itm-
of cation an

ot youth by the pleasantest
chmning of sal.fp

Is not the hmnﬁhmﬂm" g field 1



