





The Project Gutenberg EBook of Graham's Magazine Vol XXXII No. 1 January

1848, by Various



This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and with

almost no restrictions whatsoever.  You may copy it, give it away or

re-use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included

with this eBook or online at www.gutenberg.org





Title: Graham's Magazine Vol XXXII No. 1 January 1848



Author: Various



Editor: George R. Graham

        Robert T. Conrad



Release Date: June 21, 2009 [EBook #29187]



Language: English





*** START OF THIS PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK GRAHAM'S MAGAZINE VOL XXXII ***









Produced by David T. Jones, Juliet Sutherland and the

Online Distributed Proofreading Canada Team at

http://www.pgdpcanada.net















GRAHAM'S

AMERICAN MONTHLY

MAGAZINE

Of Literature and Art,

EMBELLISHED WITH

MEZZOTINT AND STEEL ENGRAVINGS, MUSIC, ETC.

WILLIAM C. BRYANT, J. FENIMORE COOPER, RICHARD H. DANA, JAMES K. PAULDING, HENRY

W. LONGFELLOW, N. P. WILLIS, CHARLES F. HOFFMAN, J. R. LOWELL.

MRS. LYDIA H. SIGOURNEY, MISS C. M. SEDGWICK, MRS. FRANCES S. OSGOOD, MRS. EMMA C.

EMBURY, MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS, MRS. AMELIA B. WELBY, MRS. A. M. F. ANNAN, ETC.

PRINCIPAL CONTRIBUTORS.

GEORGE R. GRAHAM, AND ROBERT T. CONRAD, EDITORS.

VOLUME XXXII.

PHILADELPHIA:

GEORGE R. GRAHAM & CO. 98 CHESTNUT STREET.

..........

1848.

CONTENTS

OF THE

THIRTY-SECOND VOLUME.

JANUARY, 1848, TO JUNE, 1848.






	 
	 
	 



	A Drama of Real Life.
	By N. P. Willis,
	61



	Autumnal Scenery.
	By Joseph R. Chandler,
	64



	Biographical Sketch of Gen. Wm. O. Butler.
	By Francis P. Blair,
	49



	Battle of Fort Moultrie.
	By C. J. Peterson,
	198



	Clara Harland.
	By G. G. Foster. (Illustrated.)
	241



	Cincinnati.
	By Fayette Robinson,
	352



	Captain Samuel Walker.
	By Fayette Robinson. (With an Engraving.)
	301



	Dissolving Views.
	By F. E. F.
	172



	Effie Morris.
	By Enna Duval,
	87



	First Love.
	By Enna Duval,
	282



	Game-Birds of America.
	By Prof. Frost,
	68



	Game-Birds of America.
	By Prof. Frost,
	185



	Home.
	By Mrs. H. Marion Ward,
	129



	Jacob Jones.
	By T. S. Arthur

	193



	Jehoiakim Johnson.
	By Mary Spencer Pease,
	313



	Lace and Diamonds.
	By Theodore S. Fay,
	1



	Le Petit Soulier.
	By Ik. Marvel,
	165



	Marginalia.
	By Edgar A. Poe,
	23



	Mathew Mizzle.
	By Joseph C. Neal,
	57



	Montezuma Moggs.
	By Joseph C. Neal,
	116



	Marginalia.
	By Edgar A. Poe,
	130



	Mrs. Pelby Smith's Select Party.
	By Mrs. A. M. F. Annan,
	152



	Marginalia.
	By Edgar A. Poe,
	178



	My Lady-Help.
	By Enna Duval,
	180



	Mary Warner.
	By Mrs. E. L. B. Cowdery

	201



	Major-General Worth.
	By Fayette Robinson,
	275



	Power of Beauty, and a Plain Man's Love.
	By N. P. Willis,
	99



	Pauline Dumesnil.
	By Angele De V. Hull,
	121



	Pauline Grey.
	By F. E. F.
	229, 265



	Phantasmagoria.
	By John Neal,
	260



	Phantoms All.
	By Caroline H. Butler,
	304



	Poor Penn—.
	By Oliver Buckley,
	309



	Stoke Church and Park.
	By R. Balmanno,
	73



	The Rival Sisters.
	By Henry W. Herbert,
	13, 105



	The Little Gold-Fish.
	By J. K. Paulding,
	31



	The Teacher Taught.
	By Mary S. Adams,
	39



	The Islets of the Gulf.
	By J. F. Cooper,
	42, 93, 159



	The Cruise of the Gentile.
	By Frank Byrne,
	133, 205



	The Little Cap-Maker.
	By Mrs. C. H. Butler,
	221



	The Portrait of General Scott.
	 
	234



	Theresa.
	By Jane Tayloe Worthington,
	247



	The Changed and the Unchanged.
	By Professor Alden,
	277



	The New England Factory Girl.
	By Mrs. Joseph C. Neal,
	287, 343



	The Lone Buffalo.
	By Charles Lanman,
	294



	The Fortunes of a Southern Family.
	By A New Contributor,
	325



	The Double Transformation.
	By James K. Paulding,
	350



	Whortleberrying.
	By Alfred B. Street,
	270















POETRY




	 
	 
	 



	A Funeral Thought.
	By J. Bayard Taylor,
	10



	An Hour.
	By J. Bayard Taylor,
	98



	A Butterfly in the City.
	By Thomas Buchanan Read,
	104



	A Parting.
	By Henry S. Hagert,
	238



	A Vision.
	By R. H. Stoddart,
	286



	A Song.
	By Thomas Buchanan Read,
	311



	Burial of a Volunteer.
	By Park Benjamin,
	128



	Beauty's Bath. (Illustrated.)
	 
	131



	Contemplation.
	By Jane R. Dana. (Illustrated.)
	190



	City Life.
	By Charles W. Baird,
	204



	Coriolanus.
	By Henry B. Hirst,
	319



	Cleopatra.
	By Elizabeth J. Eames,
	363



	Decay and Rome.
	By R. H. Stoddart,
	220



	Elsie.
	By Kate Dashwood,
	67



	Early English Poets.
	By Elizabeth J. Eames,
	92



	Early English Poets.
	By Elizabeth J. Eames,
	171



	Epitaph on a Restless Lady.
	 
	179



	Expectation.
	By Louisa M. Green,
	187



	Eurydice.
	By Frances S. Osgood,
	274



	Encouragement.
	By Mrs. E. C. Kinney,
	276



	Fair Margaret.
	By Wm. H. C. Hosmer,
	293



	Homeward Bound.
	By E. Curtiss Hine,
	308



	Isola.
	By John Tomlin,
	190



	Lenovar.
	By Wm. Gilmore Simms,
	218



	Lines to ——
	By Caroline F. Orne,
	63



	Love.
	By R. H. Stoddard,
	131



	Lines to an Ideal.
	By Elizabeth L. Linsley,
	151



	Lethe.
	By Henry B. Hirst,
	179



	Lines.
	By Gretta,
	184



	Lennard.
	By Mrs. Mary G. Horsford,
	320



	Lamartine to Madame Jorelle.
	By Virginia

	303



	Lines to ——,
	By W. Horry Stilwell,
	349



	Midnight.
	By Thomas Buchanan Read,
	286



	No, Not Forgotten.
	By Earle S. Goodrich,
	228



	O, Scorn Not Thy Brother.
	By E. Curtiss Hine,
	235



	Poetry. A Song.
	By George P. Morris,
	66



	Revolution.
	By Arian,
	292



	Spirit-Yearnings for Love.
	By Mrs. H. Marion Ward,
	12



	Sonnet to Graham.
	By Altus,
	22



	Sonnet to S. D. A.
	By "The Squire,"
	48



	Shawangunk Mountain.
	By A. B. Street,
	59



	Sonnet to ——.
	By Caroline F. Orne,
	67



	Sunset After Rain.
	By Alfred B. Street,
	115



	Sonnet to Night.
	By Gretta,
	120



	Spirit-Voices.
	By Charles W. Baird,
	158



	Song of the Elves.
	By Anna Blackwell,
	203



	Song for a Sabbath Morning.
	By T. B. Read

	204



	Sonnets.
	By James Lawson,
	259



	Sonnet.
	By C. E. T.
	269



	Sonnet.
	By Mrs. E. C. Kinney

	281



	Stanzas.
	By W. H. Denny,
	293



	Song.
	By C. E. T.
	342



	The Memorial Tree.
	By W. Gilmore Simms,
	11



	The Rainbow.
	By Mrs. Lydia H. Sigourney,
	12



	The Penance of Roland.
	By Henry B. Hirst,
	25



	The Sea-Nymphs Song.
	By W. H. C. Hosmer,
	30



	The Vesper Bell.
	By Park Benjamin,
	38



	The Sunbeam.
	By Mary E. Lee,
	41



	The Land of Dreams.
	By Wm. C. Bryant,

	48



	The Mourner.
	By Dr. John D. Godman,
	67



	The Saw-Mill.
	By Wm. C. Bryant,
	86



	The Portrait.
	By R. T. Conrad. (Illustrated.)
	92



	The Lost Pleiad.
	By Henry B. Hirst,
	115



	The Bride's Confession.
	By Alice G. Lee,
	120



	The Hermit of Niagara.
	By Mrs. Lydia H. Sigourney,
	127



	The Bridal Morning. (Illustrated.)
	 
	128



	The Alchemist's Daughter.
	By T. B. Read,
	148



	The Belle.
	By Mary L. Lawson,
	164



	The Voice of the Fire.
	By J. B. Taylor,
	177



	Triumphs of Peace.
	By Wm. H. C. Hosmer,
	187



	To My Wife.
	By Robt. T. Conrad,
	198



	The Darling.
	By Blanche Bennairde,
	197



	The Poet's Love.
	By Henry B. Hirst,
	200



	To the Author of "The Raven."
	By Miss Harriet B. Winslow,
	203



	The Fire of Drift-Wood.
	By Henry W. Longfellow,
	204



	The Last of His Race.
	By S. Dryden Phelps,
	220



	The Sailor-Lover to His Mistress.
	By R. H. Bacon,
	233



	The Spirit of Song.
	By Mrs. E. C. Kinney,
	238



	The Ancient and the Modern Muse.
	By Lyman Long,
	246



	The Oak-Tree.
	By Park Benjamin,
	264



	The Voice of the Night Wind.
	By E. Curtiss Hine,
	274



	The Dayspring.
	By Samuel D. Patterson,
	281



	The Adopted Child.
	By Mrs. Frances B. M. Brotherson,
	295



	The Pole's Farewell.
	By Wm. H. C. Hosmer,
	324



	The Real and the Ideal.
	By Marion H. Rand,
	341



	The Human Voice.
	By Geo. P. Morris,
	341



	The Enchanted Isle.
	By Lydia J. Peirson,
	311



	The Continents.
	By J. Bayard Taylor,
	312



	Venice as It Was and as It Is.
	By Professor Goodrich,
	342



	White Creek.
	By Alfred B. Street,
	147



	Years Ago.
	By George P. Morris,
	190










REVIEWS.




	 
	 
	 



	The Poetical Works of Fitz-Greene Halleck,
	 
	70



	The Poetical Works of Lord Byron,
	 
	71



	The Life of Henry the Fourth, King of France and Navarre. By G. P. R James,
	 
	72



	Artist Life. By H. T. Tuckerman,
	 
	72



	Poems of Early and After Years. By N. P. Willis,
	 
	132



	Practical Physiology. By Edward Jarvis,
	 
	191



	The Fruits and Fruit Trees of America. By A. J. Downing,
	 
	191



	Historical and Select Memoirs of the Empress Josephine. By M'lle. M. A. Le Normand,
	 
	239



	Memoir of Sarah B. Judson. By "Fanny Forester,"
	 
	248



	The History of a Penitent. By George W. Bethune, D. D.
	 
	240



	Keble's Christian Year,
	 
	240



	Edith Kinnaird. By the Author of "The Maiden Aunt,"
	 
	298



	Jane Eyre. An Autobiography,
	 
	299



	The Princess. By Alfred Tennyson,
	 
	300



	The Origin, Progress and Conclusion of the Florida War. By John T. Sprague,
	 
	300



	The Poetical Works of John Milton,
	 
	300



	An Universal History of the Most Remarkable Events of All
	 
	354



	Nations, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time,
	 
	 



	Lectures on Shakspeare. By H. N. Hudson,
	 
	354



	Military Heroes of the Revolution. By C. J. Peterson,
	 
	356



	Old Hicks, the Guide. By C. W. Webber,
	 
	356










MUSIC.




	 
	 
	 



	Woman's Love.
	Poetry by Anon. Music by Mathias Keller,
	1



	Ben Bolt.
	The Words and Melody by Thomas Dunn English,
	236



	When Shall I See the Object that I Love.
	A favorite Swiss Air. Music by J. B. Müller,
	296










ENGRAVINGS.




	 
	 
	 



	Innocence,
	engraved by W. E. Tucker.
	 



	General Butler,
	engraved by Thomas B. Welsh.
	 



	A Portrait,
	engraved by Ross.
	 



	Beauty's Bath,
	engraved by Sartain.
	 



	Paris Fashions,
	from Le Follet.
	 



	Bridal Morning,
	engraved by A. B. Ross.
	 



	Expectation,
	engraved by J. Addison.
	 



	Contemplation,
	engraved by Addison.
	 



	Paris Fashions,
	from Le Follet.
	 



	Gen. Winfield Scott,
	engraved by Thos. B. Welsh.
	 



	Pauline Grey,
	engraved by J. B. Adams.
	 



	Paris Fashions,
	from Le Follet.
	 



	General Worth,
	engraved by Sartain.
	 



	Clara Harland,
	engraved by Addison.
	 



	Paris Fashions,
	from Le Follet.
	 



	Captain Walker,
	engraved by A. B. Walter.
	 



	Cincinnati,
	engraved by J. W. Steel.
	 



	Paris Fashions,
	from Le Follet.
	 










TABLE OF CONTENTS—ISSUE #1




	LACE AND DIAMONDS.
	Theodore S. Fay
	1



	A FUNERAL THOUGHT.
	J. Bayard Taylor
	10



	THE MEMORIAL TREE.
	Wm. Gilmore Simms
	11



	THE RAINBOW.
	Mrs. Lydia H. Sigourney
	12



	SPIRIT-YEARNINGS FOR LOVE.
	Mrs. H. Marion Ward
	12



	THE RIVAL SISTERS.
	Henry William Herbert
	13



	SONNET TO GRAHAM.
	Altus
	22



	MARGINALIA.
	Edgar A. Poe
	23



	THE PENANCE OF ROLAND.
	Henry B. Hirst
	25



	THE SEA-NYMPH'S SONG.
	William H. C. Hosmer
	30



	THE LITTLE GOLD-FISH.
	James K. Paulding
	31



	THE VESPER BELL.
	Park Benjamin
	38



	THE TEACHER TAUGHT.
	Mary S. Adams
	39



	THE SUNBEAM.
	Mary S. Lee
	41



	THE ISLETS OF THE GULF.
	J. Fenimore Cooper
	42



	THE LAND OF DREAMS.
	William C. Bryant
	48



	SONNET—TO S. D. A..
	"the Squire"
	42



	BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF GENERAL WILLIAM O. BUTLER.
	Francis T. Blair
	42



	MATTHEW MIZZLE OF THE INQUIRING MIND.
	The Late Joseph C. Neal
	57



	SHAWANGUNK MOUNTAIN.
	Alfred B. Street
	59



	INNOCENCE.
	 
	60



	A DRAMA OF REAL LIFE.
	N. P. Willis
	61



	LINES TO ——.
	Caroline T. Orne
	63



	AUTUMNAL SCENERY.
	Joseph R. Chandler
	64



	POETRY.——A SONG.
	George P. Morris
	66



	THE MOURNER.
	The Late Dr. John D. Godman
	67



	ELSIE.
	Kate Dashwood
	67



	SONNET TO ——.
	 
	67



	GAME-BIRDS OF AMERICA.—NO. VIII.
	 
	68



	REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS.
	 
	70












GRAHAM'S MAGAZINE.







	VOL. XXXII.
	PHILADELPHIA, JANUARY, 1848.
	No. 1.













LACE AND DIAMONDS.



OR TAKE CARE WHAT YOU DO.

BY THEODORE S. FAY.

"Don't be angry, ma'ma—I wont jest any more, if it displease you, but I will make a plain confession."

"Well," said Mrs. Clifford, "let me hear it."

"I have not one feeling which I wish to conceal from you. There have been moments when I liked Mr. Franklin," and a pretty color crossed her cheek, "but I have been struck with a peculiarity which has chilled warmer sentiments. He appears phlegmatic and cold. There is about him a perpetual repose that seems inconsistent with energy and feeling. I am not satisfied that I could be happy with such a person—not certain that he is capable of loving, or of inspiring love. When I marry any one, he must worship, he must adore me. He must be ready to go crazy for me. Let him be full of faults, but let him have—what so few possess—a warm, unselfish heart."

"I have heard you, through," said Mrs. Clifford, "now you must hear me. It is very proper that you should not decide without full consideration. Examine as long as you think necessary the qualities of Mr. Franklin, and never marry him till he inspire you with confidence and affection. But remember something is due also to him; and the divine rule of acting toward others as you wish them to act toward you, must be applied here, as in every affair in life. While you should not, I allow, be hurried into a decision, yet your mind once made up, he should not be kept a moment in suspense."

"Do you think, ma'ma," asked Caroline, "that he has much feeling?"

"I think he has. I think him peculiarly gifted with unselfish ardor. That which appears to you coldness, is, in my opinion, the natural reserve of a warm heart—so modest that it rather retires from observation than parades itself before the world. Sentiment and fire, when common on the lips, are not more likely to be native to the soul. It is precisely that calm, that repose you allude to, which forms, in my judgment, the guarantee of Mr. Franklin's sincerity, and the finishing grace of his character—a character in all other respects, also, a true and noble one."

Caroline did not listen without interest.

Mrs. Clifford was a native of New York, and had come over just a year ago to enjoy a tour in Europe. Franklin had been a fellow-passenger; and a sort of intimacy had grown up between the young people, which the gentleman had taken rather au serieux. He had gladly availed himself of an accidental business necessity which called the son and proposed traveling companion of Mrs. Clifford suddenly home, to join her little party, and had accompanied them through Italy, France, Germany, Belgium, and Holland. The result was, that the happiness of his life now appeared to depend upon an affirmative monosyllable in reply to the offer he had just made of his heart and hand. Mrs. Clifford was the widow of a captain in the American navy, who had left her only a moderate income—sufficient, but no more, for the wants of herself and daughter. Mr. Franklin was a lawyer of six-and-twenty, who had been advised to repair the effects of too severe professional application, by change of air, and a year's idleness and travel.

The conversation was scarcely finished, when the subject of it was announced.

After the usual salutations, Mr. Franklin said he had come, according to appointment, to accompany the ladies on a walk, and to see the lions of London, where they had arrived some days before. In a few minutes, hats, shawls, and gloves, being duly put in requisition, they had left their lodgings in Grosvenor Street, Grosvenor Square, and were wending their way toward Regent Street and the Strand, through the crowds of this wonderful and magnificent metropolis, of which every thing was  a delightful curiosity, and where, amid the millions around, they knew and were known by scarcely a human creature.

Every stranger, newly arrived and walking about London, has noted the effect of this prodigious town upon him; and how singularly he is lost in its immensity, overwhelmed by its grandeur, and bewildered amid its endless multiplicity of attractions. So it was with our little party. Excited by the thousand novel and dazzling objects, the hours fleeted away like minutes; and it was late before they had executed or even formed any plans.

"Let us at least go somewhere," said Caroline. "Let us go to St. Paul's, or Westminster Abbey, or the Tower; and we have, beside, purchases to make—for ladies, you know, Mr. Franklin, have always shopping to do."

"Well, as it is so late," said Mrs. Clifford, "and we have promised to call on Mrs. Porter at half past two, I propose to leave the lions for another morning, and only enjoy our walk to-day."

"Then, ma'ma, let us go to that splendid shop, and look at the lace once more. Only think, Mr. Franklin, we yesterday saw lace, not broader than this, and I had a half fancy to buy some for a new dress—and what do you suppose it cost?"

"I am little versed," said Franklin, "in such mysteries—five pounds, perhaps—"

"Twelve pounds—twelve pounds and a half sterling—sixty American dollars. I never saw any thing so superb. Ma'ma says I ought not even to look at such a luxury."

"But is lace really such a luxury?" inquired Franklin, smiling.

"You can have no idea how exquisite this is!"

"As for me," rejoined Franklin, "I can never tell whether a lady's lace is worth twelve pounds or twelve cents. Although, I hope, not insensible to the general effect of a toilette, yet lace and diamonds, and all that sort of thing, are lost upon me entirely."

"Oh, you barbarian!"

"Real beauty was never heightened by such ornaments, and ugliness is invariably rendered more conspicuous and ugly."

"You will not find many ladies," said Mrs. Clifford "to agree with you."

"Oh, yes! How often do we hear of belles, as distinguished for the simplicity of their toilette, as for the beauty of their persons. How often in real life, and how frequently in novels. There you read that, while the other ladies are shining in satin and lace, and blazing in diamonds, the real rose of the evening eclipses them all in a plain dress of white, without jewels, like some modest flower, unconscious of her charms, and therefore attracting more attention."

"Well, I declare," said Mrs. Clifford, smiling, "it is just as you say!"

"And what does Miss Caroline think of my attack on lace and diamonds?"

"Why," said Caroline, laughing, "since you do me the honor to require my opinion, I will give it you. I agree that such pretending ornaments ill become the old and ugly. There you are right. I agree that the extremely beautiful may also dispense with them. These ball-room belles of yours—these real roses of the evening—are, I suspect, so lovely as to make them exceptions to the general rule. But there is a class of young ladies, among whom I place myself, neither so old and ugly as to make ornament ridiculous, nor so beautiful as to render it unnecessary. To this middle class, a bit of lace—a neat tab—a string of pearls here and there—a pretty worked cape—or a coronet of diamonds, I assure you, do no harm."

"That you are not so ugly as to render ornament ridiculous," replied Franklin, "I allow; but that there is, in your case, any want of lovelines to require—to render—which—"

"Take care, Mr. Franklin!" interrupted Caroline, mischievously, "you are steering right upon the rocks; and a gentleman who refuses all decoration to a lady's toilette, should not embellish his own conversation with flattery."

"Upon my word," replied he, in a lower voice, "to whatever class you belong, Miss Clifford, you do yourself injustice if you suppose lace and diamonds can add to the power of your beauty, any more than the greatest splendor of fortune could increase the charms of your—"

"Ma'ma," exclaimed Caroline, "we have passed the lace shop."

"So we have," said Mrs. Clifford; "but why should we go back—you certainly don't mean to buy any—?"

"No, ma'ma; but I want some edging, and I might as well get it here, if only to enjoy another look at the forbidden fruit."

The shop was one of those magnificent establishments of late years common in large metropolises. A long hall led from the street quite back through the building, or rather masses of buildings, to another equally elegant entrance on the parallel street behind. The doors were single sheets of heavy plate-glass. In the windows all the glittering and precious treasures of India and Asia seemed draped in gorgeous confusion, and blazed also through unbroken expanses of limpid glass of yet larger dimensions than the doors. Silks, laces, Cashmere shawls, damask, heavy and sumptuous velvets of bright colors, and fit for a queen's train, muslins of bewildering beauty, dresses at £200 a piece, and handkerchiefs of Manilla of almost fabulous value. The interior presented similar displays on all sides, multiplied by reflections from broad mirrors, gleaming among marble columns. Perhaps those numerous mirrors were intended to neutralize the somewhat gloomy effect of the low ceiling, not sufficiently elevated to admit the necessary light into the central spaces. At various points, even in the day-time, gas-lights burned brilliantly. Before the door were drawn up half a dozen elegant coroneted equipages, the well-groomed, shining horses, and richly-liveried coachmen, indicating the rank of the noble owners; and on the benches before the windows lounged the tall and handsome footmen, with their long gold-headed  sticks, powdered heads, gaudy coats, brightcolored plush breeches, and white silk stockings, and gloves.

In the shop there were, perhaps, fifty persons, as it happened to be a remarkably fine day in June—one of those grateful gifts from heaven to earth which lure people irresistibly out of the dark and weary home, and which, when first occurring, after a long and dismal winter, as in the present instance, appear to empty into the sunshiny streets, every inhabitant, the sick and the well, the lame and the blind alike, from every house in town.

Caroline asked to be shown some of the lace which she had looked at the day before. It was produced, and Mrs. Clifford and Franklin were called to examine it. The wonder consisted as much in the endless variety of the patterns, as in the exquisite fineness and richness of the material. The counter was soon strewn with the airy treasures, one piece after another, unrolled with rapidity, appeared to make a lively impression on the young girl, who at last, with a sigh, apologized to the polite person patiently waiting the end of an examination which his practiced eye had, doubtless, perceived was only one of vain curiosity.

"It is too dear," said Caroline, "I cannot afford it. Pray let me see some narrow edging."

"That lace is very pretty," remarked a lady of a commanding figure, evidently a person of rank.

"Very pretty, my lady," replied the clerk who had waited on Caroline.

"What is it?"

"Twelve and a half, my lady."

"It is really pretty—give me twenty yards."

"Very good, my lady."

The article was measured and cut almost as soon as ordered, and the remnant rewound into a small parcel and thrown upon the counter.

At the same moment, and as a boy handed Caroline the edging, wrapped in paper, for which she had already paid, and which she took mechanically, she heard one of the bystanders whisper to another: "The Countess D——!" (one of the most celebrated women of England.)

"Ma'ma," said Caroline, "did you observe that lady?"

And they left the shop.

"Bless me!" said Mrs. Clifford, looking at her watch, "do you know how late it is? Half past two. We promised to be at Mrs. Porter's at this very time. She said, you remember, she was going out at four; and it will take us, I'm afraid, nearly an hour to get there."

"Then let us make haste, ma'ma!"

And with a very rapid pace they hurried back toward Regent Street and Portland Place. They had gone on in this way, perhaps, twenty minutes, when a white-headed, respectable-looking old gentleman was thrust aside by a rude fellow pushing by, so that he ran against Caroline, and caused her to drop her pocket-handkerchief. He stopped, with evident marks of mortification, and picked it up, with a polite apology. Caroline assured him she was not hurt.

"But, my dear young lady," said the benevolent-looking old gentleman, "let me return your parcel."

"Oh, that is not mine," replied Caroline.

"I beg your pardon, it fell with your handkerchief."

"Gracious Heaven!" exclaimed Caroline, "what have I done! I have brought away a piece of that lace! Ma'ma, let us go back directly."

Although the incident had occupied but a minute, Mrs. Clifford and Franklin, engaged in conversation, had not perceived it, and had gone several paces on. The old gentleman smiled, bowed, and disappeared around a corner.

At this moment a man stepped up, and laying his hand roughly on Caroline's arm, said,

"Young woman, you must come with me!"

And a second iron-hand grasped her other arm.

Shocked and affrighted, she saw they were policemen.

Then the voice of a person very much out of breath, cried,

"This is the one!—I can swear to her! And look!—there is the very lace in her hand!"

Pale as death, bewildered with terror, the poor girl could only attempt to say, "Ma'ma! ma'ma!" but her tongue clove to the roof of her mouth, and her voice refused its office. A crowd had already collected, and the words, "Lady been a stealing!" and, "They've nabbed a thief!" were audible enough.

"Come, my beauty!" said the man, pulling her forward, "we've no time to lose."

"Scoundrel!" cried the voice of Franklin, as he grasped him by the throat, "who are you?"

"You see who we are;" was the stern reply; "we're policemen, in the execution of our duty. Take your band off my throat."

Franklin recognized their uniform, and relaxed his hold.

"Policemen! and what have policemen to do with this lady? You have made some stupid blunder. This is a lady. She is under my protection. Take your hand off her arm!"

"If she's under your protection, the best thing you can do is to accompany us," replied the man, bluntly; and he made another attempt to drag her away.

Franklin restrained himself with an effort which did him honor, conscious that violence would be here out of place, and perceiving that it would be utterly useless. He strove a moment to collect his thoughts as one stunned by a thunderbolt.

""What is the meaning of this?" he demanded.

"If you ask for information," remarked the man. impressed by his agonized astonishment, "I will tell you; but wont the young woman get into a hack, out of the crowd?"

An empty carriage happened to be passing, into which, like a man in a dream, Franklin handed the ladies. One police officer entered with them—the other took his seat on the box with the coachman. Caroline, although still colorless, had partly regained her courage, and endeavored to smile. Mrs.  Clifford, in a most distressing state of agitation, only found breath to say, "Well, this is a pretty adventure, upon my word!"

As the carriage moved away, followed by a troop of ragamuffins, leaping, laughing, and shouting, Franklin said,

"And now, my good fellow, I have submitted peaceably to this atrocious outrage, tell me by whose authority you act, and in what way this young lady has exposed herself to such an infamous insult?"

"Well, in the first place," said the man, coolly, "I act by the authority of the Messieurs Blake, Blanchard & Co.; and in the second place, the young lady has exposed herself to such an infamous insult by stealing ten yards of Brussels' lace, at £12 a yard, value £120 sterling."

"Scoundrel!" exclaimed Franklin, again grasping his collar.

"Hollo! hollo! hollo!" cried the man—hands off, my cove! and keep a civil tongue in your head, you'd best. It aint of no use, I give you my word of honor."

"Miss Clifford—"

But Miss Clifford had covered her face with her white hands, which did not conceal her still whiter complexion.

"Why, look ye, sir,", said the man, "if you really aint a party to the offence, I'm very sorry for you. The business is just this here. The shop of Blake, Blanchard & Co., has been frequently robbed, and sometimes by ladies. I was called, not four mouths ago, to take a real lady to prison, who had stole to the amount of £10. And to prison she went, too, though some of the most respectable people in town came down and begged for her. Now this here young lady came yesterday to the shop of Blake, Blanchard & Co.—tumbled every thing upside down, and bought nothing—went away—to-day came again—asked to see the most valuable lace—bought ten shillings' worth of narrow edging, and left the premises. At her departure she was seen to take ten yards of lace—value, £120. I was called in, and followed her, with one of the clerks, to identify her person. We perceived her walking fast—very fast, indeed. It was as much as we could do to overtake her. The clerk can swear to her identity—and the lace was found in her hand. Both the young man and myself can swear to it, if she denies it—though I caution you, Miss, not to say any thing at present, because it can be used against you at your trial."

"I do not deny it," said Caroline, with flashing eyes. "I took the lace, but did not know I took it."

"Oh! ho-ho!" said the man. "I hope you can make 'em believe that. Perhaps you can."

"My dear friend," cried Mrs. Clifford, now nearly beside herself, "I assure you, this is a frightful mistake. She carried the lace away from mere carelessness. Here is all the money I have about me. Take it for yourself, only let us go. My daughter, I assure you, is utterly incapable of stealing. You don't know her. As for the lace, I am willing to pay for it. My name is Mrs. Clifford. I live No. —— Grosvenor Street, Grosvenor Square. My dear, kind, good sir, turn the carriage and let us go home. My husband was Captain Clifford, of the American navy. Do you think we would be guilty of stealing? I will give you any money you desire. I will give you £50—only let us go."

"If your husband was Admiral Nelson himself," replied the man, with dignity, "I could not let you go now—not if you were to give me £500. I have only to do my duty. It's a very painful one—but it must be done. I aint a judge. I'm a policeman; and my business is to deliver you safe into the hands of Blake, Blanchard & Co."

To describe the whirl of thoughts which swept through the mind of Franklin during the interval would be impossible. He saw that a simple act of carelessness had been committed by Caroline; but he was enough of a lawyer to perceive that the proof against her was singularly striking and unanswerable—and he knew the world too well, not to feel extraordinary alarm at the possible consequences. In London, alone, without friends or acquaintances, a glance into the future almost drove him to distraction. At moments he was half mastered by the impulse to bear Caroline away, by a sudden coup de main; but his hand was held by the reflection, that even were such a wild scheme possible, success would be no means of security, inasmuch as Mrs. Clifford had given her address; while the attempt would exasperate the other party, appear but a new evidence of guilt, and in every way enhance the danger of their position.

As they approached the fatal shop, a large crowd had collected around the door. Franklin felt that he was in one of those crises on which hang human destiny and life, and that he had need of more prudence and wisdom than man can possess, except it be given him from above. Deep, therefore, and trusting, was his silent prayer to Him who hath said, "Be strong and of a good courage. I will not fail thee, nor forsake thee."

Caroline appeared ready to sink into the earth when the carriage stopped.

"My dearest Miss Clifford," said Franklin, "these men have fallen into a bungling error, and it will require some prudence on our part to make them see it. But compose yourself. Put down your veil; say nothing till I call you—and may God, in his mercy, grant that our ordeal be short!"

These words were uttered with a composure and cheerful presence of mind which reassured in some degree the fainting girl. She had at her side a protector who would never desert her—a pilot with a strong arm, a steady eye, and a bold heart—who would steer her through the wild storm, if any human being could.

Mrs. Clifford, speechless with terror, let down her daughter's veil as well as her shaking hands permitted, and was led by Franklin from the carriage into the house. He then handed, or rather lifted, out Caroline, who clung to him with helplessness and terror. The trembling party—a hundred unfeeling  eyes bent upon them—were conducted through the shop to a back parlor, into the presence of Mr. Jennings, the only one of the firm of Blake, Blanchard & Co. who happened to be at home. As Franklin saw him his heart sank in his bosom, and the courage which had begun to mount with the danger, seemed a mockery.

Mr. Jennings was a respectable looking man of forty, of a thin, hard countenance, repelling manners, and sharp voice, which, when excited, rose to a piercing and discordant note. There was no sign of mercy or moderation in his physiognomy. This man, who, after faithful subordinate services, had become the inferior and hardest working partner, happened to be afflicted with a very violent temper, which had been wrought into a rage by various recent purloinings, apparently like the present, attributed to female customers, and perpetrated with a combined cunning and daring which baffled detection, and he had long yearned to lay his hand upon one of them. His passions and interests were mingled together in this desire, which, in addition, he supposed fully sanctioned by duty; and when a man, and particularly such a man, of a narrow mind and cold heart—loving power, and rarely enabled to taste its sweets, once gets into his head the idea that he is acting from duty—God help the poor victim that falls within his grasp.

Such was the individual before whom, in the attitude of a detected criminal, was dragged the sweet and trembling girl. Such was the man before whom Franklin stood, curbing within the limits of prudence his high wrought feelings.

"Now, my honest women," said Jennings, seating himself magisterially in a large arm-chair by a table, while the rest stood in a circle around, like prisoners at a bar before their judge, "what have you to say with regard to the atrocious act of felony—"

"One moment, sir," said Franklin. "You will have the kindness to order chairs for those ladies."

Mr. Jennings paused, fixed a surprised glance at the speaker, and obeyed.

"Well then, now—" demanded he.

"I beg your pardon!" again interrupted Franklin, "permit me, in your own interest, to make another suggestion. Before you proceed in this examination, I warn you, with all deference to the sincerity of your present error, that you have before you two ladies of respectability, and unblemished reputation, and who are entirely innocent in this matter."

"Bah!" ejaculated Mr. Jennings.

"Silence, sir," cried Franklin, with an indignation irrepressible. "You have dragged before you through the streets of London, a young and innocent girl, like a criminal. If circumstances seem for a moment to give you the right, humanity, as well as decency requires, at least till the question of her guilt be settled, that you address her with respect, and hear her defence with candor and attention."

