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Couisa May Alcott in Her Own Time.

An Introduction Through Her
Printed Works
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THE TEMPLE SCHOOL




RECORD OF A SCHOOL:

EXEMPLIFYING

THE GENERAL PRINCIPLES

SPIRITUAL CULTURE.

He that receiveth a little child in my name, receiveth me.—Jesus Christ.

BOSTON:
PUBLISHED BY JAMES MUNROE AND COMPANY.

NEW YORK:

LEAVITT, LORD AND c0, 180, BROADWAY.

PHILADELPHIA :

HENRY PERKINS.

1835.










NATURE.

¢ Nature is but an image or imitation of wisdom, the last thing
of the soul; nature being a thing which doth only do, but not

know.”
Prorinus.

BOSTON:
JAMES MUNROE AND COMPANY.

M DCCC XXXVI.







WALDEN;

OR,

LIFE IN THE WOODS.

A WEEK

ON THE

By HENRY D. THOREAT,

AUTHOR OF “A WEEK ON THE CONCORD AND MERRIMACK RIVERS.”

CONCORD AND MERRIMACK RIVERS.

BY
HENRY D. THOREAU.

BOSTON AND CAMBRIDGE: I
1 do not propose to write an ode to dejection, but to brag as lustily as chanticleer in the
JAMES MUNROE AND COMPANY. morning, standing on his roost, if only to wake my neighbors up. — Page 92.

NEW YORK: GEORGE P. PUTNAM. PHILADELPHIA : LINDSAY
AND BLACKISTON. LONDON : JOHN CHAPMAN. BOSTON
1849. ;
TICKNOR AND FIELDS.

M DCCC LIV.
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TRANSCENDENTAL WILD OATS.

A CHAPTER FROM AN UNWRITTEN ROMANCE.
—_——

ON the first day of June, 184—, a large wagon, drawn

by a small horse and containing a motley load,
went lumbering over certain New England hills, with
the pleasing accompaniments of wind, rain, and hail.
A serene man with a serene child upon his knee was
driving, or rather being driven, for the small horse had
it all his own way. A brown boy with a William Penn
style of countenance sat beside him, firmly embracing a
bust of Socrates. Behind them was an energetic-looking
woman, with a benevolent brow, satirical mouth, and
eyes brimful of hope and courage. A baby reposed
upon her lap, a mirror leaned against her knee, and a
basket of provisions danced about at her feet, as she
struggled with a large, unruly umbrella. Two blue-
eyed little girls, with hands full of childish treasures,
sat under one old shawl, chatting happily together.

In front of this lively party stalked a tall, sharp-
featured man, in a long blue cloak; and a fourth small
girl trudged along beside him through the mud as if
she rather enjoyed it.

The wind whistled over the bleak hills; the rain fell
in a despondent drizzle, and twilight began to fall. But
the calm man gazed as tranquilly into the fog as if he
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First published book:
Flower Fables, 1855.

Farth and aic seemed fllled with beanty.




First published book:
Flower Fables, 1855.

*|ssued in time for Christma

*Dedicated to 15-year-ol
Ellen Emerson

*Edition of 1600

*Priced at 62 - 75

*Lovisa receive

*Financed

Farth and aic seemed fllled with beanty.







Moods, 1865

*Written during 1860-1861
*Plot involves love triangle; many
characters based on members of the
Transcendentalist circle
Rewritten several times, but never to
Alcott’s satisfaction — publisher asked
r to cut it
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Anna Alcott at age 27 John Pratt, Anna’s husband




Magazine Stories

A MAGAZINE OF
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'LITERATURE, ART, AND POLITICS.




ANOTHER SPLENDID ROMANCE.

We shall present our readers next week with the
opening chapters of one of the most intensely exciting
and interesting novels ever published. It isfrom the
pen of A. M. BARNARD, author of “ V. V.: or, PLOTS
AND COUNTERPLOTS,” ‘A MARBLE WOMAN,” etc.,
and is tu]ly equal to those charming creations of nov-
elistic skill. The story is entitled

BEEIND A MASK?

—OR,—

A WOMAN’S POWER,

and will be completed in four numbers. We bespeak
for it the careful perusal of every reader of the FLAG.

G
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Miabrother.— Pupper.
AVARICE.
When allaiws are old in w
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at there was one tn foly further gone,
With eye avwry, ineurable and wild,
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The mise-, who with dust Inanimate
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HEHIND A MASK:

AWOMAN'S POWER.

BY 4. M. BARNARD,
F8 AN COTNTERFLOTS,"
N -mu -".‘,.. . e

mamms, ot yet.”
“1 wish It were well over, |
the thought of it worries and |
cuabion Soe my |
back, Bella.
And poor, peevish Mre. Cov-
entey sauk into an easy-chalr
‘with a nervous »igh and thowir
while ber pretty
davgliter hovered about her
with affeotionate salicitade.
“Who are they talking of,
asked the lungaid
lounging on &
s cousin, who
bent over ber tapestry. work
with s bapyy milo on her usually haughty face.
ke new governess, Mies Muir. Shall I tell you
o

X, Unnkk you; T have an inveterato avension to
e whelo tribe. 1've often thanked Heaven that [

_ THA TLAG OF |

OUR UYMIOH,

» yous wont, you're too Iazy, Gerald,” called ont | sha was, with yollow halr, gray eyes and shamly-cat,
& soungor wad Hare snereetio mam, frotn the recews | irrogular, Tut very expromive. fetures, - Poverty

where hio stond teaxing hi i

| seemod to have set itx bond stimup upon ber, and life

11 ghve ber  thres days’ trinl; 1 whe proves en- | to linve had for her more frrst than sunshine. Bt

urable 1 shall nat disturh wyself; if, as 1 am sare,
m off wnywlicre, anywhers out of ber

way.
1 bog von wont talk in that depressinig manner,
oy, 1 itread K of nstrasger more than
you passibly ean, but Bella must not be neglecte ; w0
1 have nerved myw If th endura this woman, aml Lu
s 1wugh to say sbe will atten to ber after

o

s SO P e
1 dare say, and when once wo are used to her, I've
B dout we sball be glad to have her, 1t # dall
b orid oty o v bedtigh quiet, |
ncoomplishid, amiable irl, who needed & homo, and |
woull be # help Lo poot staphl me, s 1ry o like her
fur my sake.”

1 will dear, but fen't It getting late? 1 do b
nothing has bappened. Did you tell them to semd
carriage to the stathon for ber, Gerakd?"

“F forgat it; bt it's not far, It wont. hurt her to
walk,” win the languld reply.

“1t was indolence, not forgetfainess, I know, Tm
vory rorty sho will think It o rude to lesva her to
0 her way w0 late,

T

" waid Edward,
fool of himself
'y girl who come s way. Have & care of

the governess, Lacla, or sbe will bowitel him.*
Gerald apoko In & satirical whisper, but his brotber
beand him and answerod with & good-humored lavgh,
1 wish there was any hope of your making n fool
of yourself fn that way, obd fellaw. St me & good
example, and 1 promise to fullow it. As for the gov-
ornoss, she s & woman, and should be treatel with
Sotsen iy T shaald oy S B e Kindness
wouldn't be amiss, elther, because she s poor, and &
strangor.
“That In my denr, good-hoarted Ned! We'll stand
by poor little Muir, wont wo?™  And running to her

brother, Bella stood on tiptos to offer him  kis, |

which Bo could not refuse, for the rey lips were
pursed up Invitingly, and the bright eyes full of

terty affeotion.

R L e R s oy SR e

t to see any one, T bate to make it fn vain.

l'lxm'uln“ly s such a virtue, and I know this woman
hasn't gt f, for she promised to he bere at seven,
and mow it Is long after,” began Mrs. Coventry, In an
injured tone.

Bobrssbe could ot bikth & sother compitit,
The elock struck seven, and the doar bell ras

W Ture sha a1 eied Bela, and furned foward the
door, ax If o g9 and meet. the new-comer, but Luck
arrested her, saying aathoritatively :

*Stay here, clild, It ln her place to come o you,
WOt yours to 0 to her”

“Miss Mulr,” ainounced assrvant, and a lttle
Miack-robed figure stoor in the doarway.

1t her, and she cast on the household gronpa keen
Hiics i e e Guremty thes e wfom

1, and bowing Slightly rhe walked in. Elwand
eamne forward wnd recelved her with the frank cordi-
ANy e wi ity BRI 0

“ Mother, thix is the lady whom you expectad.
ot waietdtesndon Rty lamuons

neghect In not sending for yous there was & mistake
abaut the carriage, or, rather, the lzy follow to whom
iven fargot It. - Belln, come here."
ology is needed, | did not expect
And tho governess meckly sut down
without lifting ber eyes.

“ 1L am glwl 10 seo you, let me fake your things,
said Bella, rather shyly, for Gerald, still loungs
watched the fireside group w (1l anguhl interest, and
Lucia never stirrod. Mrs, Covontey took & second
survey and bogan

“You were punctual, Miss Muir, which pleascs
me. T'ma sl invalid, as Lady Sydney tokd you, |
hopo; ko that Miss Coventry's lesson will bo directed
by my niece, and you will go to her for dircetions, as
abie knows whiat I wish, You will exctive we if 1 ask
you a faw questions, for Lady Sydney’s 1ote win very
brief, and 1lett everything to her Judgm

Ask anytiing you Iike, madam,” unswored the
| sat, sad volce.

You are Scotch, I believe."

Yea madumn,

Are your parents living?"

1 have not a relation hu the workl."

Dear me, how swd! Do you mind telling me your

Nineteen.” And s smile passed over Miss Mult's
Tips, a8 she folded her batuls with an alr of resigna-
tion, for the catechism was evideutly to. be a long
one
S0 young! Lady Sydney mentiovel five-sud-
nty, 1 thivk, didu't sbe, Bella

* No, unmins, s ouly suid she thought so. Don't
ask such questions, it'n not pleassnt before us all,”
whispered Bella.

A quick, grateful glanco shone on ber from the
suidenly lifted eyen of Miss Muir, ax sho said quictly :

1 wish I wan (hirty, but, us 1 am not, I do my
best ta look am seem old.

Of coursa, every ane looked at her then, and all felt
& touch of pity at the sight of the pale-fuced girl in
hee plain black dress, with no ornament but a littlo
silver eross at her throat. Small, thin and colorless

somothing I the linesof the moth beteu ) strength,
| A the ‘cleur, Jow volce lid & curlous mixture of
| comman i eniosty b i arsing tone. Nuk
| attractive woman, L an ordinary one and, a
| sbe sat thoro with o delicatn b Iyimg I ot Inpy
her hewd bent, nt » bitter ook on be thin tice, she
was taro fnteresing than may  blithe srel bloom-
& girl. Bella's heart warmed fo ber at once, winl
A S R T et e VL o]
e o that dis presanice might mot eorbarrase
Have o i1, 1 think,”
sonsblered thia fct the meat Intereating
| of il she had heard enncerning the gove:
| Yom, mactam,  left tho hospital

| CAre o Qi guse I S 0 oy gl

o e ne. G o e 40, s gain

strength here In the country, if you caro to koep me."
nd you are fitted o teach musle, French und
drawing?"
shall endeavor o prove that 1 mm.

* Be kind enough to gn and play an aie or two; T
can judgo by your toucis; 1 used to play finely when
A gl

Miss Mair roso, looked aboat ber for the instru-
ment, and seeing 1t at the other end of the room
went toward It, passing Gerakd and Lucla as if she
did not sce theas. Bella followed, and in » moment
forgot everything in adwiration. Miss Mair played
ke one who loved music and was perfect mistress of

Sthe charme thom all by the magic of this

ven indalent Gerald sat up to listen, abil Lu~

cia put down her needle, while Ned watched the

slender white fingers an they flew, and wondered at
the strength am skill which they passessel.

" pleadod Della, an & beilliant over-

With the same meek obedience Miss Mulr compli-
o, and began a little Scoteh melody, %o swet, %0 sad,
that the girl's eyea filled, and M. Coventry looked
| for one of her many pocket-handkerchioh. But sud-
| denly the mustc ceased, for, with & vain attempt to
| sapport herself, the singer slid from her scas and lay
Defore the startied listencrs, as white and righl as if
| steuck with death. Edward caught her up, and, or-
Bella chafed her bands, and ber mother rang for her
mald, Locia bathed the poor girl's tewples, and
Gerald, with unwobted energy, brought a glasa of
i, Soom Mis Kaic pd trembied, she b,
n murmured, tenderly, with & pretty Scotch ac-
cent, m it wandering in the
Tide w’ me, mither, 1'm sae ok an sad here all

alone.

“Take & sip of this, and it will do you good, my
dear,” said Mire. Coventry, quite tonched by the
dalative words.

The strange voioo seemed t recall her; shio st up,
looked about her, a littlo milidly, for & moment, then |
collected hersell and said, with  pathetic look and

ton
Pardon me, T hiave been on my feet all day, and,

1y eagernes (o keep my appointment, I foriot 10
eat wlnce morning. L'’ better now; shall 1 e
the sou

*By no means; come and have some tea,” said
Bellu, foll of pity and remarse.

+Scone first, very well done,” whispered Gerald, to

usta,

Miss Mair was Just before them, apparently fisten-
img 1o Mrw, Coventry’s reacks upon fainting fite;
bt shie heard, and Jooked over her shoulders with &

instant, they soemed black with some strong emotion
of wnger, prido of definnce. A curiows wuil
over her fuce as shie bowed, and sald in lier perotrat-

3 ol

* Thanks, the last scane shall be still bettar.”

Young Coventry ws a cool, indolent man, seldom
consclons of any cwotion, any paselon, pl
othierwise; but at the Jook, the tone of the gover

o experienced & now sensation, Inidenable, yot
| strong. 1o cotored, und, for the first time in his life,
looked abashesd. — Luctn saw it, and batod Miss Muir
with & sudden hintred for, in Al the years whe had
passeid with her consin, no look of word of hers had
| powsessed such power. - Coventry was himself agal
i1 an instant, with 5o teace of that pasing change,
but & look of Iuterest In his usually dreamy eyes, and
a touch of anger in hin sarcastic volce.

*What & melodramatic young ldy! I shall go to-
morrow.”

Lucia laaghed, and was well pleased whe
sauntered away to bring ber & cap of tea from the
table where a little scene was Just taking place. Mes.
Caventry had xank into her chiir again, exbansted by
the flarry of the fainting fit. Bella was busied about.
ber, and Edward cagor to feed the pale governess, wi
awkwandly trying to muke the tea, sfter & bescech-
ing glance at lfs cousin, which she did ot choows to
answer. As ho upset the cuddy, and uttered a de-
spairing exclamation, Miss Mulr quictly took bar
place behimd thie urn, saying with & smile, and a shy
glavce at the young man:

“ Allow me to assume my duty at once, and serve
you all. T anderstand the art of making people com-
Tortable in this way. The scoop, please; 1 ean gather
this up quite well alone, if you will tell me how your
‘mother likes her tea.

Edward pulled a chair f0 the table and mado merry
over his mishaps, while Miss Mulr performed her lit-
tle task with a skill and grace that made it pleasant

dering his brother off the couch, luil her there, whilo |

gestare like Rachel. Her eyes were gray, but, at that |

t wateh ber. Coventry lingered  moment after sbe
hdd given him a ateaming cop, to obaerve her mare
| mearly, while he asked & question or two ofbis brother.
| She took no more vatice of him than if he had been &
statue, v in the mildle of the one remark he ad-
| dreesest to hier, she mse o ke the sugar-tasin to
| Mre. Coventry, who was quite won by the modest,
dowestic grncen of the new governess.

* Renlly, iy dear, you ao & ireasure; T havon't
tuntes) wuch ten since my poor mak) Ellis died. Bella
mever maken it good, awl Miss Lacia always forgets
the cream. Whatever you do )nn seem 1o do well,
and that is such & comfor

* My brother asked if young Sydney wax st bowe
| when you len " wakd Edwanl, for Gerakd would not
take the troubla to repeat, the question. Miss Muir
fixed ber eyes on Coventry, nud answered wil

e nome weeks agn.

The young man went back to hix cousin, saying, ss
e throw himsolf down besile hes

1 abiall Dot go to-morrow, but wait tll the three
dayn are oot.”

“Why??, demanded Lucia.

Lawering bis voice ho said, with a signiScant nod
towand the govern

* Becanse 1 have u fancy that ehe s at the bottom
of Sydneys mystery. Hew not been imwelf lately,
aud now he is gane without & word. I rather lke
romances in real life, If they are ot 100 long, of difi-
cult 1o read

410 you think her pretty?

Far from it, & most uncanny little specimen.”
Then why fancy Sydney loves her?"

“He Is an oddity, and likes sensations and things
of that sort."

* What do you mean, Gerald?"

#Get. the Mulr toJook at you, aa shie did at me, and
you will understand, Will you have anothor cup,
Junor*

‘es, please.” She liked to have him walt upon

e, for e did i to 5o other woman except bis mother.
Befire Mo could yewly rie; Mike: Mok glded %0
cup on the salver, and, u# Lucla

proeghrripysor ‘o, the girl sakd under her breath :

“1 think it Bonest to tell you that 1 poasess kquick
| ear, and cannot help hearing what is waid any where

room, Whiat you suy of we 8 of Do conse-

nence, but yon may speak of things which you pre-

fer 1 should not hear; therefore, allow me to warn

you." Aud she was gone again a8 noiselesaly as she
ma.

How do you Iike that?" whispered Coventry, ax
s consin wut looking niter the girl, with a disturbed
expremion.
| *What an uncomfortable creataro to bave in the
q house! 1 am very sorry | lxu«l her coming, for your

mother has taken & fancy & ber, and 1t will be hard

{o et ¥t o her* sld s half angry, halCamused.

* Huwh, she ears very word you say; 1 know it
by the expression of ber tace, for Ned fs talking about

| haeses, mnd she Jooks ns haaghty as ever you did, and
| nm 1x saying much. Fith, this i getting interest-

& B e W opeRAIAES T it S0 e a T
b lakd her hiand on ber coustn's lips, He kissel it,
am then kily amusod himsolf with tarniug the rings
to anil fro on the slender fingers.

1 hiave been 1 France several years, madam, but
my friend diel and | came back to be with Lady
Sydney, til—" Muir pansed an nstant, thon wddod,
slowly, Gl T fell 1L, Tt wan & contughius fover, so
1 went of my own accord o the hosgital, not wishing
to endanger her.™

* Very right, but are yon sure thera i no danger

o1 Mrs. Coventry, nnmn.m
one, 1 have been well for
time, but k1 ot leave because 1 preferred to u.y
thers, than to retarn to Lady Sydney.”
o quarrel, 1 hope? 1o trouble of any kind

Tight to know, and I will not n
out of a very simple thing. As your fumily, only, Ix
resont, T may toll the trath. 1 dkl not go back on
the young gentléman's ccount. Please ask 1o

“ AN, I see, quits prodent and proper, Mirs Maulr.
T aliall never allude to it wgain, Tuank you for your
fraukuess. Beila, you will be eareful not th mien
this to your young friends: girls gossip sadly, and it
would annoy Lady Sydney beyond everything to
| v this talked of"

‘ery nelghborly of LadyS. to send the dangerous
yoaug huly bere, where there are tien young gentle-
men to be eaptivated. | wonder why sho didn’t keep
Syduey after she had canght him?" murmared Cov-
entry, (o his counln,

* Becanse she had the utmost contempt for & titled
fool” Miss Muir droped tho words almost into bis
ear, us sho bent to take her shawl from tho. sofi

ner.
How the dence did she get. there?" ejaculated
Conentzy ooking 4 - Be had roeired amoiher sep-
wation. *8he has spirit, thoagh, and upon my won)
L phiy Sydner, he did ey to dassle her, for b st
have got » spleudd dismissl,
“Coue wnd play billiands; you promised. and T hold
you to your word,” sakd Luci, rising with decision,
for Garald was showing to0 much Interest In another
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280 Thoreaw's Flute.

recognized as spiritual guides, it was be-
cause they were such to the men of their
time, whatever they might be to ours.
Demonax of old, when asked about the
priests’ money, said, that, if they were
really the leaders of the people, they
could not have too much payment, — or
too little, if they were not. I believe
that on these conditions the Puritan min-
isters well earned their hundred and six-
ty pounds a year, with a discount of for-
ty pounds, if paid in wampum-beads, bea-
ver-skins, and musket-balls. 'What they
took in musket-balls they paid back in
the heavier ammunition of moral truth.
Here is a specimen of their grape-shot: —

[September,

¢ My fathers and brethren,” said Joha
Higginson, * this is never to be forgot~
ten, that our New England is originally
a plantation of religion, and not a planta-
tion of trade. Let merchants and such
as are making cent. per cent. remember
this. Let others who have come over
since at sundry times remember this,
that worldly gain was not the end and
design of the people of New England,
but religion. And if any man among us
make religion as twelve and the world
as thirteen, let such a man know he hath
neither the spirit of a true New-Eng-
land man, nor yet of a sincere Chris-
tian.”

THOREAU'S FLUTE.

WE, sighing, said, * Our Pan is dead;
His pipe hangs mute beside the river ; —
Around it wistful sunbeams quiver,
But Music’s airy voice is fled.
Spring mourns as for untimely frost ;
The bluebird chants a requiem ;
The willow-blossom waits for him ; —
The Genius of the wood is lost.”

Then from the flute, untouched by hands,
There came a low, harmonious breath :
¢ For such as he there is no death ; —

His life the eternal life commands ;

Above man’s aims his nature rose :

The wisdom of a just content
Made one small spot a continent,
And tuned to poetry Life’s prose.

¢ Haunting the hills, the stream, the wild,
Swallow and aster, lake and pine,
To him grew human or divine, —
Fit mates for this large-hearted child.
Such homage Nature ne'er forgets,
And yearly on the coverlid
"Neath which her darling lieth hid
Will write his name in violets.

Myr. Martin's Disappointments.

¢ To him no vain regrets belong,
Whose soul, that finer instrument,
Gave to the world no poor lament,
But wood-notes ever sweet and strong
O lonely friend ! he still will be
A potent presence, though unseen, —
Steadfast, sagacious, and serene :
Seek not for him, — he is with thee.”

MR. MARTIN’S DISAPPOINTMENTS.

TaE circumstances of a first meeting
s0 color long years of acquaintanceship,
that, should these circumstances be com-
ic in their nature, the intercourse which
follows partakes much of the grotesque.
Thus, perhaps, it is, that the misfortunes
of Edward Martin, apart from the whim-
sical demeanor of the man himself, pro-
voke in my memory a smile rather than
a sigh.

Some years ago, journeying on foot
through Northern Connecticut, it became
necessary for me to stop overnight at the
quiet inn of Deacon S J

Sharon I had visited, fair as Berkshire,
but less an old story ; I had lingered about
the twin lakes of Salisbury; I had car-
ried away many sweet memories of War-
ramaug and its mountain ; and Inow found
myself in the neighborhood of Gramley
Bridge, eager for fresh water, clean tow-
els, and the plenty of a country tea-table,
~—not averse to strawberry short-cake, or
the snowy delights of cottage-cheese.

It was rapidly growing dark, when, as
Thurried on toward my cheerful welcome,
a bend in the road brought me in sight
of a figure that filled me with curiosity
and amazement.

“Was it a man?
A devil infernal ?
An angel supernal ? "
Was it were-wolf spectral, or bear ab-
‘mE‘_n‘l? It lived and moved, and, as I
““"“’“fly neared the spot, I seemed to
recognize a human being in the singular
VOL. XI1. 19

form,—stooping, squatting, and groping
before me.

The man, for such it proved, was per-
forming most wondrous gymnastics up-
on the ground, —smelling here, smelling
there, too agile to be tipsy, too silent to
be mad. I had no desire to be alone in
a lonely road at nightfall with a maniac,
and I was not sorry when my nearer ap-
proach resolved these strange phenomena
into a well-dressed pedestrian on all-fours
in the middle of a dusty highway.

He rose as I approached, and I smiled
to see that the spectacles astride his hand-
some nose were minus one lens. He seem-
ed half blind and wholly bewildered. I
Jooked at once for the lost glass, and there
it lay shining at me from the very spot
where he had been so industriously peer-
ing. He laughed grimly as T handed it
to 11im, fitted his treasure into its wonted
rim, took out his watch, and with a low
chuckle said, —

« Twenty-five minutes is a long time
to search for a bit of such small circum-
fe-rence. Thank you. Do you go to the
Deacon’s ?

4 Yes”

“ 8o do L”

We walked on together in silence, till
we reached our journey’s end,—I too
tired, he too reserved, too preoccupied,
or too shy, to speak again; but when, at
Jast, we were seated with our cigars on
the Deacon’s door-step, he turned sud-
denly to me and asked, —
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FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTKATED NEWSPAPEB.

TWO.
T 43¢ the footstalk, and she is the flower;
T am the lattice, and she is the vine;
My heart’s a thirsty waste, ers s the shower
Bringing refreshment and gladness to
mine.

She is a m:lllpl,uml dome, I the harsh

Sho ia the Vlrgln gold, T the rough ore;
She i & perfect and heautiful planet,
I am the nebulous chnos of yore.

She is 1 living form, I am the marble
Which "neath the chisel may image her

My music breathes of art, hiers is the warble,
Borue up to heaven In the morning’s blue
calm.

Her mind, a polished gem, needs 1o sttention,
Mie is mugh, shapeless, as new from the

Sho, by & natorl s ky Sanaition,
Grows to'the grace which I reach by toil.

Miva e & geubm abitised et eas bt it

ne ls a .!uhllul charm, hers is her own;
She looks down on the world, I look up

1 stand with thousands, but she stands
one

T am the canvas, whereon may be painted
Shapes of strange beauty, conceptions
divine;
She is a rare pleture, pure, heautiful, sainted,
Sketched by the Master to last for all
thme.

She I8 a spring, I the rock which stands by it;
She I the calm, bright sky, T am the sea
Mirroring, ever, its starry quict—
This the difference in 1y love and me.

PRIZE STORY.

PAULINE'S PASSTON

Axn

PUNISEMENT.

CxePTER 1.

asatempestof the tropies,
Bad swept over her and
left its murks behind, As
if in anger at the beanty now praved powerless, all
oraments had been flung away, yet still it shone
undimmed, and illed her with u passionate regret.
A jewel glittered at her feet, léaving the lace rent
to shreds on the indignant bosom that had worn it;
the wroaths of hair that had crowned her with a
woman's most wonanly adorument foll disordered
upon_shoulders that gleamed the fairer for the
acarlet of the pomegranate flowers clitiging to the

bright meshex that had {mprisoned them an hour
ago, and aver the fuce, once o affucnt in youthful
bloom, a stern pallor had fallen like « blight, for
pride was slowly conquering pasion, and despair
had murdercd hope.

Pausing in her troubled march she swopt away
the curtain swaying in the wind, and looked out, as
if imploring help from Nuture, the great mother of
unall. A summer moon rode high in a eloudless
heaven, and far ax eye could reach stretohed the
green wilderuess of u Cubau cofal. No forest,

offee plant, whose
dark red berries are the furtane of their possessor,

und the luxury of one-half the world, Wide aven-

e diverging from the mansion, with its belt of
brilliant shrubs and flawers, formed shadowy vistas,
along which, o the wings of the wind, came 3
breath of far-off music, like & wooing voice  for the
magie of night and distance lulled the cadence of
a Spanish contradanza to a trance of sound, soft,
ubdued and infinitely sweet. It was a Sout hern
scene, bit not a Southern face that looked out upon
it with such unerring glance; there was no South-
e languor in the figure, stately and ercct; mo
Southern swarthiness on fairest cheek and arm; no
Southern darkness in the sbadowy gold of the
neglectod hair; the light frast of Northern snows

Turked i the festures, delicaely cut, yet. vividly
alive, betraying a.

peared the freedom of an intellect ripened under
mhltr skies, the energy of a nature that could
g strength from suffering, and dare o act
-mm lnhlu souls would only dare desire.
thus, consclous only of the wound that
et s high heart of hers, and the longing that
gradually took shape and deepened to a purpose, an
lienpectencechaaged thetragis atmorpliersof that
still room, and weke her from her dangerous mood.
A wonderfully whlmug guise this apparition wore,
for youth, hope and love endowed it with the charm
that gives beauty to the plainest, while their. reign
endures. A boy in any other climate, in this his
nincteen years had given him the stature of u man,
and Spain, the land of romance, scemied embodied in
this figure, full of the lithe slenderness of the whis-
pering palms overhead, the warm coloring of the
deep-toned flowers sleeping in the room, the native
grace of the tame untelopo lifting its human eyes to
his as he lingered on the threshold in uu attitude
eager yet timid, watching that other figure as it
looked into the night and found no solace there.
wli

She turned as if her thought had taken voico and
answered her, regarded him a moment, ax if hesi-
tating to receive the granted wish, then beckoned
with the one word—

“Come!"

Intanly the fens vaniahed he aoloe dospenl
and with an i " to i
attendant, the ymmg man obeyed with equal docs .|.
ity, looking as wistfully toward his mistress as the
brute toward her master, while he waited proudly-
humble for her commands.

“ Manuel, why are you here **

“Forgiveme! Tsaw Dolores bring a letter; you
vanished, an hour passed, T could wait no longer,
and I care,”

“I am glad, T neoded my one friend.
that.”

Sho offered a letter, and with her steady eyes
upon_ him, her purpose strengthening as she
looked—stood watching the changes of that ex-
pressive countenance. This was the letter :

“PavLixe—Six months ago I left you, promis-
ing o returs and take you bome my vif; Tloved
you but T deccived you; for thoug Heart
Seux wholly yours, my Jisnd was ot mr’nr o give.
This it was that :......ud me through all that bliss
fal summer,this that marred my Lappiness when
you owned you loved m, and this drove me from
You, hoping T could break the tie with which 1 had
astly bound, myset. 1 could not, T am marrie

lhu oty gt o solnes
your pride with the memory thit none kne
"ith the knowlmlgu hat
for ever, aud leave my
ment o remorse %

With « gesture of wrathful contempt, Manuel

g tho paper from bim us he Sauhed» ook at
hiscompanlen, multering theongl hs eeth
ort - Shall T kill him

Read

Fih

LR

but answered with a slow darkeni f the
thik gave hr words 4n ominobs slgniboance
“ Why should you? Such revenge is brief and
paltry, fit only for mock tragedies or poor souls
who have neither the will to devise or the will to
excoute u better, There are fates more terrible
than death, weapons more keen than poniards,
‘Women use such, aud
vengeance than men can con-
ceive. Leave Gilbert to remarse—and me."
Elw pased an instant, and by some strong effort
nished the black frown from her brow, annrhld

Manuel, in u week I leave the islund.”
 Alone, Pauline 3"
' ot alone."

A moment they looked fnto each other's eyes,
each endeavoring to read the othier. Manuel saw
some indomitable purpose, bent on conquering all
obstacles, Pauline saw doubt, desire and hope;
knew that & word would bring the ally she necded;
and, with & courage as native to her as her pride,
Ienulud o utter
ng hierself, she beckoned her companion to
1o assume the place beside her, but, for the first
2 he hesitated, something in the unnatural
calmness of her manner troubled him, for his
southern temperament was alive to influences
whose presence would have been unfelt by one less
sensitive. He ook the cushion at her feet, saying,
half tenderly, half reproschful

“Let e keep my old place till I know in what
charaster Lam tofill the new.  The man you teusted
has deserted yon; the boy you pitied will prove
Ioyal. Try him, Pauline.

1w,

Aud with the bitter smile unchanged upon her
K, the low ofce undlaken in it toues, thedeep

ering in thelr gaze, Pauline went on :
" kuo- my past, happy us a dream till
then oll was swept away, home, fortune,
Giende, and 1 was. 1o, ke s ynfedged Bitd,
without even the shelter of a cage. ~For five years
1 have made my life what I could, humble, honest,
but never happy, till T came here, for hore I-saw
he poor companion of your guardian’s
daughter be seemed to seo the heiress T had been,
and treated me as such, This flattercd my pride
and touched my heart. He was kind, I grateful
then bie loved me, and God knows hew ey x

loved him! A fow months of happiness the p

préapiaglitbguplons vhevs ity art
elleved bis; for whe T whaly loto T whell

trust, While my own peace undisturbed,
R e et e iy
to find the boy grown into the ma, the friend

¥

Manuel reads Gilbert's Letter.

warmod into a lover. Your youth had kept me

blind to0 long; your society had grown dear to me,

and I loved you like a sister for your unvarying

Kkindness to the mlmuy woman who earned her
1

You remember

bury the knowledge of wy lost happiness deep in
your pitying heart, as 1 shall in my proud one.
Now the storm is over, and T am ready for my
work again, but it must be a new task ix a ne
scene. I hate this house, this room, the faces T
must meet, the duties I must perform, fur the
wmemory of that traitor haunts them all. Tseea
future full of interest, a etage whereon 1 could play
a stirring part, 1 long for it intensely, yet cannot
make it mine alone. Manuel, do you love me
still 2

Bending suddenly, she brushed back the dark
hair that streaked his forehead, and searched the
face that in an instant answered her. Like a swift
rising light, the elouent blood rushed over
swarthy cheek and brow, the slumberous soft-
ness of the eyes kindled with u flash, and the lips,
sensjtive 4s any womun's, trembled yet broke into a
Tapturous smile, us he eried, with fervent brevity,

“T would die for you

A look of triumph swept across her face, for with
this boy, as chivalrous as ardent, she kuew that
wonds were not mere breath.  Still, with her stern
purposs uppermost, she changed the bitter smile
S e Inirinid, Malosender, 4y bt

e Sfamuet, i week Tlease the island. Shall
go slone

#No, Pauline.”

‘He understood hernow. She saw it in the sudden
paleness that fell on him, heard it in the rapid

beating of his heart, felt it in the strong grasp

Interviews of P

{hat uatened on her hand, and know that the s
step was A regretful pang smote her, but the
e et Ak o Uk e kR
stifled the generous warnings of her better self and:
drre e .

“Listen, Manuel. A strange spirit rules me to-
night, but T S o e you, all shall
be told; the, if you will come, be itso; if not, I

way as solitary as I came. If you
think that this loss has broken my heart undecelve
yourself, for wuch ns I live years in an hour and
show 1o sign. 1 have shed no tears, uttered no
ery, asked no comfort; yet, since I read that letéer,
Thiave suffered more than many sufferin » lifetime.
Tam not one to lament long over any hopeless
sorrow, u single paroxysm, sharp and short, and it
is over.  Contempt has illed my love, T have
buried t, and no pawer can make it live again, ex-
copt as 4 pale ghost, that will not rest till Gilbert

‘puss through an hour us bitter as the last.”

s that the task you give yoursclf, Pauline 2%

The savage clemient that lurks in Southern
blood leaped up in the boy’s heart s he listened,
glittered in his eye, and involuntarily found ex-
pression in the nervous grip of the hands that
folded a fairer one between them. Alay for Pau-

line that she had roused the sleeping devil, snd
was glad o see it!
Xoay 113 weak, wikel and uwormaslys TR T

Sea me as 1 am, ot the gay girl you i
known, but a revengeful woman with but ome
tender spot now left in her heart, the place you
Al Thave bow wronged, and L ong toright -
self ut once; time is too slow; I e
S e ot 1 At RAE i &
game of hearts, taught soon and sharply. 1 cn
do this, can wound as I have been wounded,

sting him with contempt, and prove that I 100 exfs

forget."”

- lhnuel. T want fortune, rank, splendor apd

m give mo all these, and u faithful
1 Sesire o show Gilbert the erea-
poor, unknown, utie

wer; you
friend pesile,
ture he deserted no lon

loved, but lifted higher than hlmself, cherished,

onored, applauded, her life one of royal pleasure,
herself a happy queen. uty, grace and talent
you tell me I possess; wealth gives them lustre,
rank exalts them, power makes them irresistible.
Place these worldly gifts fn my hand and that havd
is yours, See, I offer

She did so, but it
1ot s seat, and. now stood befars ki, awed 1y
the undertone of strong emotion in her ealmly
spoken words, bewildered by the proposal so ab-
ruptly made, longing to ask the natural question
hovering on his lips, yet too generous to utter
Pauline read his thought, and auswered it with no
tonick of pain or pride in the magical voice that
seldom spoke in vain.

“1 know your wish; it is as just as your silence
s generous, and I reply to it in all sincerity. You
would usk—¢ When I have w\'en all that T possess,

what do I receive in return ' This—a wife whose

friendship is as warm s many a woman's love, 4
wie who will give you all the heart still left her;
and cherish the hope that time may bring a har-

uline and Gitbert in the Ballroom,

*Go on, Pauline; show me how Lam to hely

X
s not taken. Manuel had
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Thoy all drow to the fice, maother in the big chaie, with Beth at
her feet; Meg and Amy pervched on cither arm of the chair, and Jo
leaning on the buek, — Pacr 12,
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Little Women, 1868

Written in only 10 weeks
Edition of 2,000 copies

Published at same time as
Bronson Alcott’s Tablets (1,000
copies)
Issued in September, sold out by
late October. Another 4,500
copies issued by December.

ondon edition issued in

ember.

o write second volume.
1 to write a chapter a
month

TADLTTS

BY

A. BRONSON ALCOTT

“For curious method expect none, essays for the most part not being placed

as at a feast, but placing themselves as at an ordinary.”
; Thomas Fuller.
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AND LAURIE.

AMY

said Laurie, looking up with a decided expression of interest in his eyes. —PAGE 239,

% I'm all ready for the secrets.”

LitTtL,E WOMEN

MEG, JO, BETH AND AMY

PART SECOND

BY LOUISA M. ALCOTT

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS
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W O RK:

A STORY OF EXPERIENCE.

BY

LOUISA M. ALCOTT,

AUTHOR OF “LITTLE WOMEN,” ‘“LITTLE MEN,” ‘AN OLD-FASHIONED

GIRL,” ‘‘HOSPITAL SKETCHES,”’ ETC.

“ An endless significance lies in work ; in idleness alone is there perpetual
despair,”” — CARLYLE.

BOSTON:
ROBERTS BROTHERS.

1873.
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Sons of “Meg”
Frederic Alcott Pratt John Sewall Pratt Alcott




& (Clear the lulla!” was the gener:

enjoyir

HARMONY VILLAGE.
al cry when all the boys and girls were out

5 P
1o the first good snow of the season. — PAGE 1.
g :

K AND JILL:

A VILLAGE STORY.

BY

gOIsA M. ALCOTT,

” "

AUTHOR OF “ LITTLE WOMEN,
““ BIGHT cousINs,” *‘ROSE IN BLoOM,” HOSPITAL SKETCHES,”
‘SILVER PITCHERS,” ‘“‘AUNT jJO’S SCRAP BAG,”
‘“UNDER THE LILACS.”’

AN OLD-FASHIONED GIRL, LITTLE MEN,"’

7 &

WORK,

With Elustrations.

BOSTON:
ROBERTS BROTHERS.
1880.
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