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you see a light half-way up its ascent in the evening,
and you know there is a home, and you might share
it. You have noted certain trees, perhaps ; you know
the particular zone where the hemlocks look so black
in October, when the maples and beeches have faded.
All its reliefs and intaglios have electrotyped them-
selves in the medallions that hang round the walls of
your memory’s chamber. — The sea remembers noth-
ing. It is feline. It licks your feet,—its huge
flanks purr very pleasantly for you: but it will crack
your bones and eat you, for all that, and wipe the
crimsoned foam from its jaws as if nothing had hap-
pened. The mountains give their lost children berries
and water ; the sea mocks their thirst and lets them
die. The mountains have a grand, stupid, lovable
tranquillity ; the sea has a fascinating, treacherous in-
telligence. The mountains lie about like huge rumi-
nants, their broad backs awful to look upon, but safe
to handle. The sea smooths its silver scales until you
cannot see their joints,— but their shining is that of a
snake’s belly, after all. — In deeper suggestiveness I
find as great a difference. The mountains dwarf
mankind and foreshorten the procession of its long
generations. The sea drowns out humanity and time ;
it has no sympathy with either; for it belongs to eter-
nity, and of that it sings its monotonous song forever
and ever.

Yet I should love to have a little box by the sea-
shore. I should love to gaze out on the wild feline
element from a front window of my own, just as [
should love to look on a caged panther, and see it
streteh its shining length, and then curl over and lap
its smooth sides, and by-and-by begin to lash itself
into rage and show its white teeth and spring at its
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bars, and howl the ery of its mad, but, to me, harm-
less fury.-— And then,— to look at it with that inward
eye,— who does not love to shuffle off time and its
concerns, at intervals,—to forget who is President
and who is Governor, what race he belongs to, what
language he speaks, which golden-headed nail of the
firmament his particular planetary system is hung
upon, and listen to the great liquid metronome as it
beats its solemn measure, steadily swinging when
the solo or duet of human life began, and to swing
just as steadily after the human chorus has died out
and man is a fossil on its shores?

—- What should decide one, in choosing a summer
residence ?— Constitation, first of all. How much
snow could you melt in an hour, if you were planted
in a hogshead of it? Comfort is essential to enjoy-
ment. All sensitive people should remember that
persons in easy circumstances suffer much more from
cold in summer — that is, the warm half of the year
— than in winter, or the other half. You must cut
your climate to your conmstitution, as much as your
clothing to your shape. After this, consult your taste
and convenience. But if you would be happy in
Berkshire, you must carry mountains in your brain;
and if you would enjoy Nahant, you must have an
ocean in your soul. Nature plays at dominos with
you; you must match her piece, or she will never give
1t up to you. :

— The schoolmistress said, in a rather mischievous
way, that she was afraid some minds or souls would
be a little crowded, if they took in the Rocky Moun-
tains or the Atlantie.

Have you ever read the little book called “The
Stars and the Earth?”—said I. — Have you seen
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the Declaration of Independence photographed in a
surface that a fly’s foot would cover? The forms or
conditions of Time and Space, as Kant will tell you,
are nothing in themselves,— only our way of looking
at things. You are right, I think, however, in recog-
nizing the idea of Space as being quite as applicable
to minds as to the outer world. Every man of reflec-
tion is vaguely conscious of an imperfectly-defined
circle which is drawn about his intellect. He has a
perfectly clear sense that the fragments of his intel-
lectual cirele include the curves of many other minds
of which he is cognizant. He often recognizes these
as manifestly concentric with his own, but of less
radius. On the other hand, when we find a portion
of an arc on the outside of our own, we say it inter-
sects ours, but are very slow to confess or to see that
it circumseribes it. Every now and then a man’s
mind is stretched by a new idea or sensation, and
never shrinks back to its former dimensions. After
looking at the Alps, I felt that my mind had been
stretched beyond the limits of elasticity, and fitted so
loosely on my old ideas of space that I had to spread
these to fit it.

— If T thought I should ever see the Alps!— said
the sehoolmistress.

Perhaps you will, some time or other, —I said.

It is not very likely, —she answered. — I have had
one or two opportunities, but I had rather be any-
thing than governess in a rich family.

[Proud, too, you little soft-voiced woman! Well,
I can’t say I like you any the worse for it. How
long will school-keeping take to kill you? Is it pos-
sible the poor thing works with her needle, too? 1
don’t like those marks on the side of her forefinger.
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Tablequ. Chamouni. Mont Blane in full view.
Figures in the foreground:; two of them standing
apart; one of them a gentleman of oh, —ah,—
yes! the other a lady in a white cashmere, leaning
on his shoulder. — The ingenuous reader will under-
stand that this was an internal, private, personal,
subjective diorama, seen for one instant on the back-
ground of my own conseciousness, and abolished into
black nonentity by the first question which recalled
me to actual life, as suddenly as if one of those iron
shop-blinds (which I always pass at dusk with a
shiver, expecting to stumble over some poor but hon-
est shop-boy’s head, just taken off by its sudden and
unexpected descent, and left outside upon the side-
walk) had come down in front of it “by the run.”]

— Should you like to hear what moderate wishes
life brings one to at last? I used to be very am-
bitious, — wasteful, extravagant, and luxurious in all
my fancies. Read too much in the “ Arabian Nights.”
Must have the lamp, — could n’t do without the ring.
Exercise every morning on the brazen horse. Plump
down into castles as full of little milk-white princesses
as a nest is of young sparrows. All love me dearly at
once. — Charming idea of life, but too high-colored for
the reality. I have out-grown all this; my tastes have
become exceedingly primitive, — almost, perhaps, as-
cefic. = We carry happiness into our condition, but
must not hope to find it there. I think you will be
willing to hear some lines which embody the subdued
and limited desires of my maturity.
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CONTENTMENT.
% Man wants but little here below.”

Little T ask ; my wants are few ;
I only wish a hut of stone,
(A very plain brown stone will do,)
That I may call my own ; —
And close at hand is such a one,
In yonder street that fronts the sun.

Plain food is quite enough for me;
Three courses are as good as ten; —
If Nature can subsist on three,
Thank Heaven for three. Amen!
I always thonght cold victual nice; —
My choice would be vanilla-ice.

I care not much for gold or land ; —
Give me a mortgage here and there, —
Some good bank-stock,— some note of hand,
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My dame should dress in cheap attire;
(Good, heavy silks are never dear;) —
1 own perhaps I might desire
Some shawls of true cashmere, —
Some marrowy crapes of China silk,
Like wrinkled skins on scalded milk.

I would not have the horse I drive
So fast that folks must stop and stare:
An easy gait — two, forty-five —
Suits me ; 1 do not care ; —
Perhaps, for just a single spurl,
Some seconds less would do no hurt.

Of pictures, 1 should like to own
Titians and Raphaels three or four. —
1 love so much their style and tone, —
One Turner, and no more, —
(A landscape, — foreground golden dirt, —
The sunshine painted with a squirt.) —

Of books but few, — some fifty score
For daily use, and bound for wear;
The rest upon an upper floor; —

Or trifling railroad share; — : Some litlle luxury there
I only ask that Fortune send Of red morocco’s gilded gleam,
A litile more than I shall spend. : And vellum rich as country cream.

:

Honors are silly toys, I know, i Busts, cameos, gems, — such things as these,
And titles are but empty names; — 1 Which others often show for pride,
I would, perkaps, be Plenipo, — ' 1 value for their power to please,
But only near St. James; — And selfish churls deride ; —
I’m very sure I should not care One Stradivarius, I confess,
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To fill our Gubernator’s chair.

Jewels are baubles; 't is a sin
To care for such unfruitful things; —
One good-sized diamond in a pin, —

Two Meerschaums, I would fain possess.

Wealth’s wasteful tricks I will not learn,
Nor ape the glittering upstart fool ; —
Shall not carved tables serve my turn,

Some, not so large, in rings, — 3 But all must be of buhl?
A ruby and a pearl, or so, ; Give graspirz pomp its double share, —
Will do for me; — I laugh at show. i 1 ask but one recumbent chair.
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Thus humble let me live and die,
Nor long for Midas’ golden touch,
If Heaven more generous gifts deny,
I shall not miss them much, —
Too grateful for the blessing lent
Of simple tastes and mind content!

MY LAST WALK WITH THE SCHOOLMISTRESS.

(A Parenthesis.)

I can’t say just how many walks she and I had
taken together before this one. I found the effect of
going out every morning was decidedly favorable on
her health. Two pleasing dimples, the places for
which were just marked when she came, played,
shadowy, in her freshening cheeks when she smiled
and nodded good-morning to me from the school
house-steps.

I am afraid I did the greater part of the talking.
At any rate, if I should try to report all that I said
during the first half-dozen walks we took together, 1
fear that I might receive a gentle hint from my friends
the publishers, that a separate volume, at my own risk
and expense, would be the proper method of bringing
them before the public.

—E__lkwould have a woman as true as Death] At the
first real lie which works from the heart outward, she
should be tenderly chloroformed into a better world,
where she can have an angel for a governess, and feed
on strange fruits which will make her all over again,
even to her bones and marrow. — Whether gifted with
the accident of beauty or not, she should have been
moulded in the rosered clay of Love, before the
breath of life made a moving mortal of her. Love
capacity is a congenital endowment; and I think,
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after a while, one gets to know the warm-hued na-
tures it belongs to from the pretty pipe-clay counter-
feits of them. — Proud she may be, in the sense of re-
specting herself ; but pride, in the sense of contemning
others less gifted than herself, deserves the two lowest
circles of a vulgar woman’s Inferno, where the punish-
ments are Smallpox and Bankruptey. — She who nips
off the end of a brittle courtesy, as one breaks the tip
of an icicle, to bestow upon those whom she ought
cordially and kindly to recognize, proclaims the fact
that she comes not merely of low blood, but of bad
blood. Conscionsness of unquestioned position makes
people gracious in proper measure to all; but if a
woman put on airs with her real equals, she has some-
thing about herself or her family she is ashamed of, or
ought to be. Middle, and more than middle-aged peo-
ple, who know family histories, generally see through
it. An official of standing was rude to me once. Oh,
that is the maternal grandfather, —said a wise old
friend to me, —he was a boor. — Better too few
words, from the woman we love, than too many : while
she is silent, Nature is working for her; while she
talks, she is working for herself. — Love is sparingly
soluble in the words of men ; therefore they speak
much of it; but one syllable of woman’s speech ean
dissolve more of it than a man’s heart can hold.

— Whether I said any or all of these things to the
schoolmistress, or not, — whether 1 stole them out of
Lord Bacon, —whether I cribbed them from Balzac,
—whether I dipped them from the ocean of Tupperian
wisdom, — or whether I have just found them in my
head, laid there by that solemn fowl, Experience
(who, according to my observation, cackles oftener
than she drops real live eggs). I cannot say. Wise
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men have said more foolish things, — and foolish men,
1 don’t doubt, have said as wise things. Anyhow, the
sehoolmistress and I had pleasant walks and long
talks, all of which I do not feel bound to report.

— You are a stranger to me, Ma’am. —I don’t
doubt you would like to know all I said to the school-
mistress. — I sha’n’t do it ; — I had rather get the pub-
lishers to return the money you have invested in these
pages. Besides, I have forgotten a good deal of it. I
shall tell only what I like of what I remember.

— My idea was, in the first place, to search out the
picturesque spots which the city affords a sight of, to
those who have eyes. I know a good many, and it
was a pleasure to look at them in company with my
young friend. There were the shrubs and flowers in
the Franklin-Place front-yards or borders: Commerce
is just putting his granite foot upon them. Then there
are certain small seraglio-gardens, into which one can
get a peep through the crevices of high fences, — one
in Myrtle Street, or at the back of it,— here and
there one at the North and South ends. Then the
great elms in Essex Street. Then the stately horse-
chestnuts in that vacant lot in Chambers Street, which
hold their outspread hands over your head (as I said
in my poem the other day), and look as if they were
whispering, “ May grace, mercy, and peace be with
you! ” —and the rest of that benediction. Nay, there
are certain patches of ground, which, having lain neg-
Jected for a time, Nature, who always has her pockets
full of seeds, and holes in all her pockets, has covered
with hungry plebeian growths, which fight for life with
each other, until some of them get broad-leaved and
suecnlent, and you have a coarse vegetable tapestry

which Raphael would ‘not have disdained to spread
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over the foreground of his masterpiece. The Professor
pretends that he found such a one in Charles Street,
which, in its dare-devil impudence of rough-and-tumble
vegetation, beat the pretty-behaved flower-beds of the
Public Garden as ignominiously as a group of young
tatterdemalions playing pitch-and-toss beats a row of
Sunday-school-boys with their teacher at their head.
But then the Professor has one of his burrows in
that region, and puts everything in high colors relat-
ing to it. That is his way about everything. — I
hold any man cheap, — he said, —of whom nothing
stronger can be uttered than that all his geese are
swans. — How 1is that, Professor? — said I; — 1
should have set you down for one of that sort. — Sir,
— said he,— I am proud to say, that Nature has so
far enriched me, that 1 eannot own so much as a duck
without seeing in it as pretty a swan as ever swam the
basin in the garden of the Luxémbourg. And the
Professor showed the whites of his eyes devoutly, like
one returning thanks aftér a dinner of many courses.
I don’t know anything sweeter than this leaking in
of Nature through all the cracks in the walls and
floors of cities. You heap up a million tons of hewn
rocks on a square mile or two of earth which was
green once. The trees look down from the hill-sides
and ask each other, as they stand on tiptoe, — * What
are these people about?” And the small herbs at
their feet look up and whisper back, — «“ We will go
and see.” So the small herbs pack themselves up in
the least possible bundles, and wait until the wind
steals to them at night and whispers, — ¢ Come with
me.” Then they go softly with it into the great city,
— one to a cleft in the pavement, one to a spouton the
roof, one to a seam in the marbles over a rich gentle-
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man’s bones, and one to the grave without a stone
where nothing but a man is buried,— and there they
grow, looking down on the generations of men from
mouldy roofs, looking up from between the less-trod-
den pavements, looking out through iron cemetery-
railings. Listen to them, when there is only a light
breath stirring, and you will hear them saying to each
other, — « Wait awhile! > The words run along the
telegraph of those narrow green lines that border the
roads leading from the city, until they reach the slope
of the hills, and the trees repeat in low murmurs to
each other, — < Wait awhile!” By-and-by the flow
of life in the streets ebbs, and the old leafy inhabit-
ants — the smaller tribes always in front— saunter
in, one by one, very careless seemingly, but very tena-
cious, until they swarm so that the great stones gape
from each other with the erowding of their roots, and
the feldspar begins to be picked out of the granite to
find them food. At last the trees take up their solemn
line of march, and never rest until they have en-
camped in the market-place. Wit long enough and
you will find an old doting oak hugging a huge worn
block in its yellow underground arms: that was the
corner-stone of the State-House. Oh, so patient she is,
this imperturbable Nature !

— Tetusery!—

But all this has nothing to do with my walks and
talks with the schoolmistress. I did not say that I
would not tell you something about them. Let me
alone, and I shall talk to you more than I ought to,
probably. We never tell our secrets to people that
pump for them.

Books we talked about, and edueation. It was her
duty to know something of these, and of course she
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did. Perhaps I was somewhat more learned than she,
but I found that the difference between her reading
and mine was like that of a man’s and a woman’s
dusting a library. The man flaps about with a bunch
of feathers: the woman goes to work softly with a
cloth., She does not raise half the dust, nor fill her
own eyes and mouth with it,— but she goes into all
the corners and attends to the leaves as much as to the
covers. — Books are the negative pictures of thought,
and the more sensitive the mind that receives their
images, the more nicely the finest lines are reproduced.
A woman (of the right kind), reading after a man,
follows him as Ruth followed the reapers of Boaz, and
her gleanings are often the finest of the wheat.

But it was in talking of Life that we came most
nearly together. I thought I knew something about
that,— that I could speak or write about it somewhat
to the purpose.

To take up this fluid earthly being of ours as a
sponge sucks up water, — to be steeped and soaked in
its realities as a hide fills its pores lying seven years
in a tan-pit, — to have winnowed every wave of it as a
mill-wheel works up the stream that runs through the
flume upon its float-boards, —to have curled up in the
keenest spasms and flattened out in the laxest languors
of this breathing-sickness, which keeps certain parcels
of matter uneasy for three or four score years, —to
have fought all the devils and clasped all the angels
of its delirinm, — and then, just at the point when the
white-hot passions have cooled down to cherry-red,
plunge our experience into the ice-cold stream of some
human language or other, cne might think would end
in a thapsody with something of spring and temper in
it. All this I thought my power and province.
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The schoolmistress had tried life, too. Once in a
while one meets with a single soul greater than all the
living pageant which passes before it. As the pale
astronomer sits in his study with sunken eyes and thin
fingers, and weighs Uranus or Neptune as in a bal-
ance, so there are meek, slight women who have
weighed all which this planetary life can offer, and
hold it like a bauble in the palm of their slender
hands. This was one of them. Fortune had left her,
sorrow had baptized her ; the routine of labor and the
lIoneliness of almost friendless city-life were before
her. Yet, as I looked upon her tranquil face, gradu-
ally regaining a cheerfulness which was often sprightly,
as she became interested in the various matters we
talked about and places we visited, I saw that eye and
lip and every shifting lineament were made for love,
— unconscious of their sweet office as yet, and meet-
ing the cold aspect of Duty with the natural graces
which were meant for the reward of nothing less than
the Great Passion.

— I never addressed one word of love to the school-
mistress in the course of these pleasant walks. It
seemed to me that we talked of everything but love on
that particular morning. There was, perhaps, a little
more timidity and hesitancy on my part than I have
commonly shown among our people at the boarding-
house. In fact, I considered myself the master at the
breakfast-table ; but, somehow, I could not command
myself just then so well as usual. The truth is, I had
secured a passage to Liverpool in the steamer which
was to leave at noon,— with the condition, however,
of being released in case circumstances occurred to
detain me. The schoolmistress knew nothing about
all this, of course, as yet.
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Tt was on the Common that we were walking. The
mall, or boulevard of our Common, you know, has va-
rious branches leading from it in different directions.
One of these runs down from opposite Joy Street
sonthward across the whole length of the Common to
Boylston Street. We called it the long path, and
were fond of it.

I felt very weak indeed (though of a tolerably
robust habit) as we came opposite the head of this
path on that morning. 1 think I tried to speak twice
without making myself distinctly audible. At last I
got out the question, — Will you take the long path
with me? — Certainly, —said the schoolmistress, —
with much pleasure. — Think, — I said, — before you
answer: if you take the long path with me now, I
shall interpret it that we are to part no more ! —The
schoolmistress stepped back with a sudden movement,
as if an arrow had struck her.

One of the long granite blocks used as seats was
hard by,—the one you may still see close by the
Gingko-tree. — Pray, sit down,—1I said. — No, no,
she answered, softly, —I will walk the long path with
you!

— The old gentleman who sits opposite met us
walking, arm in arm, about the middle of the long
path, and said, very charmingly, — “ Good-morning,
my dears!”

XTI.

[T pip not think it probable that I should have a
great many more talks with our company, and there-
fore I was anxious to get as much as I could into




