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SaTURDAY, DEC. 27, 1862 [Pricr 1d.

SUITED FOR THE SEASON,
BY TIE EDITOR.

How oddly does it fall ont that those periods of time most
calculated to remind us of time's lapse, should be devoted
to festivity and laughter! Yet it secms to be the usual prac-
tice of mankind to hold anniversarics merrily. The jovial
Christmas, occurring as it does in December, renders that
otherwise dismal month brighter and cheerfuller than May.
It would seem as if summer had forsaken field, grove, and
sky, in order to kindle its geninl warmth in man’s heart, and
give out from thence its innumerable joyous carols. The
daylight dies early; but Christmas makes the December mid-
night vocal as with ten thousand nightingales. Such epochs
are everybody’s birth-days. What more natural, as we jour-

ney along the great highway of life, than to ‘rest and be

thankful’ at every recurring milestone—not failing, perhaps,
to mark the distance we have proceeded—but still mainly
intent on exchanging congratulations with our friends, light-

! ening each other's load, brightening each other’s hopes, and

interchanging good wishes for the ways which must be tra-
versed alone!

There are, in this lapsing winter of 1862, geeat clouds of
sorrow hovering over portions of the land; but transfigured,
made radiant, and cheated of their fearfullest tears and
thunder, by the light of the heavenly charities, Oh that they
could be dispersed and melted wholly away in the blaze of our
Christmas yule-logs! Hopeless we may perhaps be of any
such bright consummation, yet the least of us may do some-
thing towards that end. Preparations as for an nnptu-nlleled
campaign against cold and hungsr——whauocm'nnd in what-
soever secret places theso may be waging their murderous
warfare—are already making on all sides. The balfex:s, the
butchers, and the poulterers are piling their statistics to
triumphant heights. We shonld like to sce set forth, in
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A MUSICAL CINDERELLA.
BY WILLIAM FREELAND,

PROLOGUE.
FTIR DUMETOUS stale protestations, my own little boy,
rs the brilliant name of Silvertongue, and that
et boy whom I call Sphinx, had just gone to bed.

“:‘u"mnﬂ"e' I may as well state, is so called from the
u;,,djn.], dear and metallic ring o.f his voice. You
srer heard such a voice. It glides into the heart of
ence like & dagger of sonnd,.but witho.ut causing any
pain beyend tho introductory jag. Getting used to it,
rou rather like it—at Jeast I doj; and, indeed, to tell you
;uiellyin yOUT €ar, although I have been a good deal up
+xd down the world, I never yet heard a voice that could
match with that of Silvertongue. Youn may call this
prejudice, or domestic bigotry; but just come you down
ane of theso fine nights and judge for yourself. If tho
litile fellow does not banish all doubt from your heart,
sby, then, you must be a heretic of flint. To tell you the
whole trath, however, I must say that Silvertongue is
inclined now and then to be a bit of a chatterbox; and his
mother and I used seriously to wonder, about the begin-
ning of the year, whether it would not be a good iden to
take him to the (late) Great Exhibition, and show him
off as the nowest solution of the theory of Perpetual
Notion,

Now, imagine a neat little chap, with deep dark eyes—
deep beyond tho reach of physiognomical plummet; not
very big nor very old—about three feet of the one and
five years of the other; silent as a diplomatist at a forcign
court; and with a head of the Andean stamp and granito
quality—peaked, ridged, and balanced with bumps in such
A manner as might make the ghost of Spurzheim leap from
bin shroud;—though Heaven forfend that ho should ever
i.ﬂl.O! Imagine this, and you have an imperfect vision of
slihllfl. whose name, however, is not founded on these
:l\::.,m:“t on the atmosphere of mystery which sur-

personal history. His biography would—
bat thereby hangs o tale, which I am not yet at liberty
l"’;d“:-f ‘KIISHSI do, however, lot certain Egyptians
ook out for Red Sea squalls!
_ Well, after almost ugconquernble opposition, both these
:’:ll;ef:ll?wa bad gone to bed.  Silvertongue was caught
 tleep in tho middle of a song, so that he lay all night
"‘:l.le':‘l‘::i-ﬁl::'!ho: melody.on his lips, dreaming about
dduk L ghtingales. Sphinx, as usual, ]a.y 1.1ke a block
= “‘;mm“::: :l;rl;éez c:anli'i nov;'l lufd then cm:lttlng amoan,
. sterious depth of a pyramid.
TL::"d “:::: ﬁni:rlhed reading the !nf.cst lotter from the
revclation '!lﬁt::llll !ent at .Atbens, giving a history of the

i bmia o O ent King Otho and his Queen .bomo to
wd op the n erinany. Much T pondered on this event,
fo 'hgeloncml mc.:oystnncy of fortune; and 1 con-
well rid Iof hl ;}ntertf;:nmg tlu.z opinion thut‘Grecco was
Dost hay be:r nvana.n experiment, I imagined thnt. it
D0ple fo b R & peculiarly hard shock to the poor fuclm_h
People, and “‘::ml)elled to fiee from the wrath of their
their quwp hg b: rofuge on board a British ship in one of
vy tl&cnni;l 1lm. From thinking on modern Greece,

N, 'l’; ed backu{anlu, along the chain of history,

Yourit hm“el; ﬂl?.soll of that fumous land was the
ke genion Omdextles, and men of faultless form and
9310 (b 'hu;‘ emory' bcc.:omuu dark or radiant accord-
%Y chajp 2k ¢ of meditation. As I half-reclined upon

“iore the fire, my mind became slowly filled

who ben

with & brilliancy of light, and was thrilled with an inten-
sity of feeling, which only the remembrance of gods could
pl'odu.ce.. The ZTimes elipped from my hand, ond I was
fast sinking into that trance of semi-conscious ccatacy in
w:hich the soul becomes inspired with the faculty of divine
vision and boundless power—capable of seeing into the
he“_"t of things which common mortals regard as mys-
t&fnes, and of performing actions utterly beyond the pro-
vinco of humanity. I walked on the upper slopes of
Olympus, surrounded with incomparable shapes, whose
utterance seemed enlarged and glorified to an almost
inconceivable degree. The language was so ineffably
divine as to be beyond human endurance; and it was
thereforo a partial relief when I felt laid within my own
a small soft hand, which I fancied could only be the hand
of onc of the human descendants of those bright Intel-
ligences of the Mount. There was something in its touch
so familiarly human, and yet so much more than human,
that I torned quickly to see the owner of it, with the
involuntary exclamation, ‘ O Jupiter!” — which was an-
swered by a feminine voice, which said—

€O father! you have been gazing at that picture again!
1t is too beautiful. I shall havo Walter the artist to take
it back, if you don’t answer me next time.'

Wasn't this a pretty piece of business. Here was no
daughter of Jove after all, though a dearer reality. This
was my own Athene, whom I thus playfully distinguish,
from the singular rescmblanco sho bears to a portrait of
the mythological lady of the same name, with which my
brave artist has made perpetual heaven in the picture
that so wrests me from my commonplace self in certsin
visionary moods.

¢ Beautiful, indeed, Athene! But not too beautiful,
since there is something atill more beautiful. Should
you ever again think that I loss myself rather decply in
that scrap of canvas, just plant your own head between
my eyes and it, and the glamour will vanish in half the
twinkling of your own bluo eye.’

¢Oh! that wonld be magic!*

¢ Yes, my dear—natural magic. But what's your wish,
Athene? I see that thero is somo unsatisfiod desire in
your eye. What i it?

While I gathered up tho Times, she reminded mo of a
promise, which 1 had made two days before, to relnw.the
early history of a certain cclebrated singer. So, as llEtlo
Silvertongue was absent in the land of dreams, pitying
the throttled nightingales—aa Sphinx waa nearly stone
dead in the valley of Egyptian Thebes, only occasionally
emitting o mysterious Memnonian moan; and as the
House-mother had just contrived to fascinate that celes
brated baby (of which you may have heard) into a pre:
historic slumber—-it struck me that I could .lmrdly‘bv
better employed for the next hour or 3o than in aetl'llﬂg
this little score of storyology, which I had run up In &
moment of good nature. Chair in the centro P"fl"m“"‘
slippors (unembroidored) planted ab tr.uf: toasting lllﬂ‘hmﬂ;
‘House-mother on the right, with a critical twmk]? in her
eyes; Athene on tho loft, all faith and expech.itmﬂ' and
crowned with ler Saxon splendour of mausy ringleta—I
sat before the comfortablo fire, and thus began:—

Cuartir L
A PRESENT FROM INDIA.
¢ When was it, Athene, that I told you the story of
o Hawlk’s Nest"?' X
« About seven wecks since, I think. Ob, T haveit! It
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was on the very night when eunt’s portrait camo from
Australia.’

Then you are wrong as to the weeks, for that was three
months ago. Your own portrait, I expect, will 'havo
reached Golden Creck by this time; and it is not unlikely
that your aunt and her friends may this very night be
disousaing its merits—whether it is the pictare of a good-
tempered girl, or only of n shrewish littlo vixen. Couldn’t
1 enlighton them on that subject, eh? Butabout* Hawk’s
Nest.' Do you remember me mentioning the namo of
Flowerdule !

* Oh, yes; quite well, That was in Mellowshire, on the
west coast of England. There was the village of Tender-
lynn, with its old steeple—older than the white-headed

best use. Tho result of their fine s ~.
the whole of bachelordom—that’s al] :]l::’ : M 0 fafg
know—with & Cupidemical or heart disease, 3. ™
afflicted creatures, I am happy to say, died of n‘.:zk 4

disorder, although many of them bore the tinm ot i -
their centrnl flesh for many years, Buyt it was oce dz B
most curious things that, although these beaatits} 7.
derlynn belles attracted flocks of admirers, it '“I'i'
be quite beyond their power to get themeelyes led hﬂl:
sacred altar of marringe. Eyerybody admirsg them,l:‘
nobody would marry them. This I conld neye e,
stand, for they certainly did secm to me to be a5 .. .

kel
pair as any in Flowerdale, or cven in wide !lellm!,,l
Social phil 4

sexton, who was the oldest inhabitant; and thero was the
clear Pool Water, flowing round the church, by the cliffs,
into the south corner of the bay.’

Well remembered ! That is the very spot. In this same
beautiful village of Tenderlynn, not a great many years
ago, there lived two dashing sisters, named Louisa aml
Caroline Welltone, Vale Cottage, in which they resided,
was their own property; and, having a handsome provi-
sion from Government, on account of certain brave services
rendered in India by their late father, who had been an
officer in a regiment of cavalry, they held a rather respect-
able position in Tenderlynn socicty. Their father was killed
during a raid against the Sikhs—an event which had so
deep an effect upon their mother, that she took fever, and
died before she could reach Calcutta, on her melancholy
return to England. One black-edged letter brought to
the two girls tidings of the death of both parents—that
they were now orphans, and alone in the world. Wasn't
that a very serious case, Athene?

*Ah! very sud, indeed. Both father and mother dead,
and so far from home; and Louisa and Carolino not to see
them die! What should I do if mamma and you were
dying so far from liome? And then Sphinx and little Sil-
vertongue: who wonld take care of them !’

[At this point, the House-mother broke in with some
well-timed counsels which need not be repeated here;
lut the sum of which was, that to the soul of faith all
thing? aro sure, if not clear; and that the bitterest cup of
n.xﬁ'cnng, while it may seem to inflict new agony, is me-
fllclnll of somo other pain, if not of the very pangs which
it produces at tho time—Ileaving a new vigour and purity
in tl_ne heart after the bloody sweat is over, Old, old
homlliu,. indecd; yet always original when spoken with
earnest lips.]

Well, M_hene, when the two Welltones reccived the
news of their father and mother's d
in another part of the country,
camo to live at Tenderlynn;
BNt g of e e ST e

er parents as you might have
expected.  They were a pair of very handsomo ladies, to
speak the full truth; and as they were both excoedinlgly
fond 01: £y dresses, it was not long befora their tolenn
hourning attire began to be superseded by the livelier
spring hues of fashion. The manner in which they
dually “"lﬂgi‘d their dress, was, in truth, very lxkogthm:
way of N sture, whio, beginning with black winter, slowl
advances into tha eheery tino of bud d then po -
to the full glory of flgne 8, and then passes on
Caroline Wellfung Hay Iy summer. When Louisa and
'd eniirely thrown off their gloomy

. ot a more splendid i
wholo village of Tenderlynn—, !Ee‘ w;:ic‘l:xon:l)sl:y"llmtehv:

perfectly well, and of wliich they resolved on making the

eath, they were living
But they soon afterwards
and I am sorry to say that

e

phers—thess aro the wice men, Athme
explained the difficulty by saying that the Misses Welue,
were too cxtnvn.gnnt; and that their style of living 'uuki
have quickly ruined tho most prosperous young m
Tenderlyun. Tho consequence was that the mast e
perous young man went half-a-mile [arther up the rallsy
and married Jenny Fenshaw, the blacksmith's dugitz,
who was a very quict little maiden indeed, and altogether
unstylish; but who, in spite of these serions drawbacks
made one of the very best, most carefnl, and pestis
handed wives that a sensible man could desire,

I ought to have told you before this, Athene, that the
Welltones had an uncle in the Indian Civil Service—that
is, ho wes in the employment of Government, but o
as a soldier. This uncle, whose name was Patrick W
toun, was a widower, supposed to be wealthy, and vy
the father of one child—a daughter, named Fanny Hums
Wyntoun, fully ten years of age. The only e
proof which the Welltoncs possessed of their uncle'sriches,
was based upon the annual present which ho usmally sen:
them about Christmas. This merry season was spir
approaching; both the young ladics were growing »r-
vous, and at odd hours would commence discusizg the
probablo character and value of the expected pachyt
I rather suspect that the dashing sisters were st i
particular time unusually hanl up, What:aver the Indian
present might be, therefore, it could neither coms 0
soon nor be too bulky. 4

At length, one morning within a week of. Christmy,
tho postman was scen advancing towards their cottage.?
sight which set their heart into a high state of nervols
palpitation. This, they declared, must bo the usual leke
heralding the Indian hamper. Letter it certainly &
and from Indin, too; but its contents only o
these extravagant sisters could no longer expect Wl‘“w
cither letters or presents from the East. Their uncit ¥
dend! e had died of a fover canght duriiga 10;'::
down the Jumna, from Delhi to Allshabad. The
was written by a friend of Mr. Wyntoun, ."19 -l
Liim in his illness, and received his last brief m!_m_
which related chiefly to tho fature of his.poo'rlllt :-hbﬂ‘
ter Fanny, who hud been living with frlenu'l!_l!e inkrk‘
in Calcutta during her father’s long nb!?"‘”“’ thew‘
of the country. It was Mr. Wyntoun's st bt
20 ran the letter—that his daughter shonld be siowt
to England and to the care of her eouuns= prhese’
Welltone, Tenderlynn, Mellowshire. It was -“;;;.le 1d
to these expectant ladies to lenrn that tllcl.l'
died shamefully poor—leaving little mt‘:lﬂ-";‘.‘ the b4
would decently fetch ¥Fanny home; an® == X
prosent which they would receivo from OI‘I‘:d ont,
be, of all things on earth, n living creatur?: & fobamt ¥
of their own npeciea! Iam nshn;ntid, AI:;':':' that
tell you so wicked a thought; but 1red

you so wicked g e
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3 +111e cousin had been a monkey instead of a
F |vl:'" ‘::or mﬂl; have been a great doal more welcome
gsilen, she Wou 8 : ¥
est, though neither the wealthiest nor the wisest
"‘%:Fii I-‘]‘owordllo- The monkey would have proved
:;:g]y attractive to the young gent!e.mcn of Ten.
while Fanny, it was already anticipated, would
coly be an unmanageable enct!mbrnnce.. -
1t was, thercfore, with feelmg.n of dxmppomtm.ont and
dugrin that Louisa and Caroline Well.tona waited the
urrival of their orphan cousin from India. But it was a
{artunate thing that the child hnp_pencd to rcach Valo
Cotiage on the very day before Christmas. At that sea-
n all hearts, even the flintiest, open somewhat to the
enial sacred influences of the time. Everybody about
i-,ndﬂ-],—nn was in the excitement of preparation for the
norrow's festivitiea; and, consequently, nobody had time
or room for tho expression of the heartleas thoughtaof the
head. Fanny Wyntoun’s reccption was, indeed, hardly
what it might have been; but, taking all things into
secount, it was by no means unkindly. For the present,
st least, the sisters cxerted themselves with a fair show
of heartiness and good nature, and contrived to make
their consin’s position comfortable, if not pexfectly happy.
The black-eyed, dark-haired little lady had just entered
her eleventh year; and, although the shadow of her
{sther's death still Jay on her memory, she enjoyed her
fint Christmas in England with evident pleasure, She
was greatly liked by the Christinas party at Vale Cottage.
Her sad history; her quiet, graceful appearance; and
wome very peculiar charm in her manner—which every-
body felt but nobody could explain — created in her
fivour a decided and honourable feeling of friendship.
This feeling was decpened in the hearts of the guests by
the style in which the little child sung a couple of sougs.
They were extremely simple things—one a cradle song,
wtto musie, which seemed to have been blown across a
fild of poppies; and the other, tho song of tho sea-wind,
which had something so altogether rich and strange in its
5_"’“! melody, as at once to flood the mind with a bean-
tifal vision of the sos. Both of theso songs little Fanny
rned from her Ilindoo nurso, Aldee—a woman who had
t"""’ braught from the Upper Ganges to watch over the
delicate infancy of the English child.
2 At the conclusion of the party, Fanny was
favoarite; but, unhappily,

derlynm;

a gencral

one ean chooso but love; and like you, Athene, I loveit
very dearly—so dearly, indeed, that often in the midile
of the erowded street it starts into my mind like & sudden
vision, when tha city venishes into its own dusky air, and
for a brief but dolicions interval I wander on the sclf-same
sands where, you remember, wo used to race and scamper,
| or watch the distant ships aathey melted, like white-winged
pilgrim doves, into the dim light of the evening sky.

1f boys and girls, and men and women, could be happy
at all, would you not think that it should be in beautifal
Tenderlynn?

“Ah! surely it should. I shonld like so much to return
to the dear old town! Iow very, very bappy must Fanny
Wyntoun have been to have a home in so aweet a place.’

Nay, thero you are mistaken. The pretty little maiden
| was quite othorwise than happy—she was, indeed, ex-
, tremely miserable, You opon your cyes, and seem to

wonder at that. I am sorry to say, Athene, that there
i1 nothing in the sad truth so very wonderfal after all.
The sorrow of the world is more than you think, or can
yeb know it to be. I, knowing the griefs of men, do not
wonder at them; but to mo it js always a sad thing to see
children #o young as Fanny Wyntoun so deeply unhappy
! a3 she was, even amid the peacoful beauty of Tenderlynn.
But grief is no respecter of persons, times, or places. It
will enter the heart of a king in his palace, on his coro-
nation-day, with as little compunction as it entered the
tender breast of poor Fanny.

But you ask with your eyes what was tho reason of
Fanny’s unhappiness? Her cousins did not love her.
This was the source of all her woe; and a poisonous
source it was, After that Christmas night, when the
child made 20 many friends by her singing, both Louis
and Caroline hegan to regard her with an evil eye, as if
afraid that tho little Indian would before leng supplant
them in the affection and admiration of the young gentle-
men of Tenderlynn. But any person looking at the threo
together would have had no fear of such a terrible resalt.
The two sisters were tall, and exceedingly handsome;
while their cousin wns o small thin creaturo—the veriest
reed beside a couple of grent chesnut trees in full blossom.
Yot these fair sisters had one notable defect. They re-
' sembled certain Abyssinian birds, which, so far as shape,
[ sizo, and plumage are concerncd, are all that tho vainest

not o particular favourite of | of birds, not excepting the peac wk, could dcsire. When

¥ cousing, who were rather piqued at the deep intercst | you see or imagine these splendid ereatures, it s almost

which all seemed ta take in the Indian waif—so they called

L‘f“hlt had been sent to them from the land of the
mln‘ san,

Cnaprer 1L
NIGHTINGALE, MERAMAID, AND GHOST,

’u{)ldgy.ou not tell mo, Athene, when we visited Tender-
J,.:' O years ago, that you liked the villago s0 much
that ,gfcmﬂd dwell in it for ever? I do not wonder at
Ii..g: ' dlll the "Nl-villages I know, it is by far the love-
e"u;‘::_ erlynn ig the mildest nook in Mellowshire, and
in the in 'r0 ia the mildest county in England. Couched
ally tu;:ﬁ;‘f"“-"t_bend of a bay, with a rango of romanti-
ndisgg of “d cliffs to the north; to the south, the most
10d gugg) ‘;‘de beaches; and, behind, the great woods
y fme bills of Flowerdale, receding slowly and gra-
lang from?hum Sen, as if unwilling to be placed so far in-
£60 mio} @ shining brine—it is a nest in which the Fairy
re :u' 1t have sot up a new throne, and forgotten that
%% any other land of Faiory, It isa place which no

an insult to be tald that they are as tuneless as tho peb-
| Lles of the Nile, on which they porch and pick at the
| sacred mud. Yet so it is. It was just the samo with
the Welltones, who thus singularly belied their namo—
the Welltones having, in mutsic, no tones whatever; whilo
| the frail and inxignificant Fanny posened. l‘he pm:est.
goul of music—which is sarely one of the divinest gifts
which the Heavenly Powers can bestow upon mortal
man ar Woman.

Thus it came abont that Fanny was dialiked, hated,
neglected, and so rendered misernble. Being entircly
dependent npon her consing, she was employed n}:ont the
cottage; and she waa compelled to work, and did work
with all the quiet diligeneo of a good srr.vnnt. Her eda-
cation was gntirely negleeted; and had it {mt been for
the early training which she received i‘n India, when her
father and mother were alive, she might .b-va been as
| jgnorant as the commonest drudge of the kntche?, .for all
that her cousins cared. Nor ia this the worst. While 'ber
coutins dressed like fine ladies, attended balls :Pd parties,
had parties of their own inVale Cottage, the little slave,




204

T———

HEDDERWICK’S MISCELLANY, s

although of their own flosh and blood, was held so much
in the background, that at last ghe ccue’i altogeth.cr to
appear at any party where her selfish mistresses wished
to como out in undisputed splendour. So (l:ruelly bard
did Fanny's position become, that it was quite clear she
was not anly over-worked, but also under-fed. You may
well start, Athene, and doubt the truth of what I tedl
you. But it is all too sadly true—truc as the gospel of
SOITOW.

For awhile at first, the people about Tenderlynn, whom
the Welltones knew, were loud in their praise for having
given their poor cousin a Lome. But tho word home was
too sacred a word to apply to Vale Cottage, so far as
Fanny was concerned. ‘T'o the happy, the word home is a
full heaven of joyous recollections. The remembrance of
her home in Calcutta—with all the tender blandishments of
a father, a mother, and a nurse's love—only served to make
Fanny's present situation more awfully wretched. For
you must know, Athepe, that it is not the memory of
past joys, but the hope and expectation of future happi-
ness, that can wake our present misery endurable. Neither
mind nor bady can live on the memory of past feasts.
Alas! Fanny was almost destitute of liope. She seemed to
be fixed in the middle of a wide moor, beside a dismal
pool, alone with the demon of despair, who was devouring
her heart, and prompting her soul to commit an unspeak-
able crime. Yet the poor child, though neglected by
human kindred, was not deserted by the good angels
which attend on the sad soul of oppressed and tempted
innocence. 1t was well for Fanny Wyntoun that she had
been born of noble and wise parents. They taught her a
great many good things, which she now remembered and
cherished as the most precious jewels of her Indian child-
hood—they were the sole fortune which her father and
mother were able to leave their delicate little girl. One
of these things—the one which she had been most eare-
fully taught—was the labit of saying her evening and
morning prayers. These were so very simple in expres-
sion, that no doubt they might have been laughed at by
tho careless Welltones, had Fanny not taken care to re-
peat them in secret. Simple as they were, however, they
brought to the child’s heart great floods of consolation,
on which she was lifted far beyond the darkness of her
mortal misery. This was like a good littlo girl; and as
mamina and I have often told you, Athene, all little
maidens who remember their prayers so regularly, as
Fanny did in hor sorrow, are sure to find comfort and
strength to do their worst as well as their best duties; or,
2% your friend the poet rather curiously says;—

*Prayer lightens and brightens and mightens
The heart and the mind and the soul.’

So. Fanny's lfelrb was greatly lightened of its weight of
grief; her mind became clearer, so that sho was ablo to

know tlie right from the wrong; and her pure soul was

ntrcnu.theued oro and more to grapple with her darkest
xuﬂ'e'rmgs, ‘and make the best of the worst in the spirit of
man's tenderest and truest Fricnd. One of her prayers
v«;ns 1N verse—two stanzas only of which I can remeiber,
Perbaps you would like to loarn it. It is not so simple

as the one which 8il Sphi g
Ry Bu‘hnxil:—'mm phinx, and you can re.

FAITH IN SORROW.
Dear Father! who art ever nigh
With holy hand and healing breast
OL! hear me—hesr e while I ery, ‘
And send me Patience, peace, an'd reat!

Within the shadow of ;x;gﬁﬂgfh‘ e
I wait for Thy divine reliof.

Though blind with woe, T feel, I geo
‘That Thou dost keep Thy Dromised tryp,.
My soul is ralsed; T walk with Thes—. &
One hand within the hand of Chriat)

But Fanny gained some consolation
source. ‘The simple songs which she had 1:;?:.,,1.4"‘&""
banks of the Ganges, from the lips of her moiﬁ;;x‘:!:u
nurse, often flowed into her memary, like voices hlf.‘c
distant land and a far-off time; and it was really '_; g
ful how they soothed her in her BOTTOW, ag gho",.:,,.fj
among the cliffs of Tenderlynn bay, or hung Jikg ¢
dreaming flowor over the grassy brim of the l.mu‘t?fv:l
Pool Water. Of course, the poor child was too tonch of
drudge to be allowed many of these wanderings, W} ;
ever she did enjoy them, however, her Pposition a]w:.
seemed for a time a little less dismal than the mm',‘
Many curious stories arc told about Funny's wandering,
and singings among tho rocks, or in the woody hollows
Her voice was one of the most melodions that ever yy
heard in the dolls of Tenderlynn; and in the twilight
when she sat on the edge of a rock overhanging the
slumbering gulfs of the bay, chanting some weird India
airs, the more superstitious of the boatwen and milory
mistook her for a mermaid. In truth, she was knowy
in the village n« the Nightingale, the Mermaid, and the
singing Ghost—the last name being applied to her in de-
rizion by her tuncless cousing. I remember well— Bat
what is this? Is Atheno actually asleep?

‘ No; I am wide awake, 1 was only thinking how fine
it must have been to hear 5o sweet and sad a nightingale
singing in the dark wood.’

1 have heard her singing in a much pleasanter position,
but not as Fanny Wyntoun--where, instead of trees and
seas, she had thousands of human ears to drink in he
wiraculous strains.

* Not as Fanny Wyntoun! What, then, was her name;
and where was it you heard her?’

I shall come to that presently. But mark, firt, what
occurred to Fanny during her last twilight song on Ten-
derlynn cliffs. This is tho turning point in the litde
Indian’s career; and ought to be interesting, if I esn doit
justico. It was on a delightful evening, about tho end
of August, that the ncglected little child had slippel
quictly from Vale Cottayo, and took a roundabout way
to her own peculiar seat nmong the rocks, which sov
bears the namo of * The Mermaid’s Cliff.” The spirit of
the girl was exceedingly sad; for, on that particular day,
the heartless Welltones had used her with unusual hanb.
ness. More keenly than ever did she feel the miseryol
her dependent condition; and, as she sat on the bare roci
in silence, she looked across the sea with a sad, scared
face, a8 if in search of something she could not discover,
Hor meniory was busy with the past. In the dark, dﬂll’;l
yet wavoless agony of her mind, her early home, b!_“l
mighty Indian stream, was the only human vision th
relieved her moods of awful abstractizn, Her son! :'l;
clothed in the bluckest shadows of melancholy; nn.u‘l‘ "”
in spite of her infantile faith, sho was on .tlmt nlg‘l "{
near the edge of despair as of the dark oily sea !" o
feet. Indeed, for a moment, in the mental perplex)
the child, the twa seemed to b only one perilots, el
piercing edge. It was a fearful situation for g0 3¢%s
and so sad a heart. )

But tho darker moods of youth seldam conlmlmf
ab a time; and 0, after awhile, the clouds of m;& o
which overhung Fanny’s mind began to shake Tl ot
a8 if blown by a wind; and then they turned ,'“dwmh‘
and showed little rifts and gaps, through wluchw“ .
oceasional glimpues of white light—n vagrants o s
and somiething like a silver skiff sailing in o se:pNiM
blue, carrying a beautiful round shadow, like s
in the mouth of a prophet, the fulfilment of ¥
flood the land and the sea with 1.1ght. i pefore b

So Fanny grow less sad; and it was not long' "
Lezan to warble, in a soft irregular undortmw:)ico il
;)nf some strange melm’ly.1 lﬁy-and-bﬁ_:ger.r

rger and broader, like light spreading 1
and the liqueous vones scemed to break like waves 1%
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+ s cliffe, hut float like enchantment :
[dian song, which she and l?:re;;l:e sty sea, Tt
ogethor—tlto_ono lemding and the oth so used to sing
o being * The Wind's Teply to the el Toplying—its
o liad finished her part of the song, she :fm' Just as
o pes with terror to hear a clear ll'lcuo m?“ f?“ into
identical answer which her nu w voice sing the
rse wad accust
in the happy days of childhood! She sta ":mnd to make
and peered into the waves, for it was from zh d to her feet
suica was sounding. True to tho characte e g0a that the
the voico now rolled out the windy melcd r of the musie,
shske the sleeky brine into bearded bil? e g if it would
Jhips from their anchors; and then it s LI L8 Hhig
moan, s it wearied by its long wrcqﬂ“’ﬁu}d pause and
but, continuing fitfully to writhe e :. ‘l:‘“} the decp;
passed away into the cool vacancies of th igh, it illusively
To Fanny's mind, so apt a reply & 'l:h"l'th.
o most wonderful thing, and was ‘fo,-o her song seemed
P‘Y_"nd _her comprehonsion. All:hounvln Ao Ridtt hek
in m_hlgher tones, sho imagined thn‘; )thmom- masculine
sometimes marvellously like that of her I o voice sounded
length she heard the plash of oars lcrf ndian nurse. At
thore, slightly to the 1eft of where “1“ if approaching the
hore aght sight of o boat, contai she stood abave; then
st the oars—the other, mutiled like ning two figures—one
helm:—at which the hﬂlf-frenzic(il w;xpmn, sitting at the
mcks to meet the skiff, with tl child descended the
heart that sho was nbout to me tle strange fancy in her
As she reaclied the shore the ém Rl
sho at onco perceived they w’ereoonlk'“mﬂ had landed; and
—1 lady and gentleman—wh y o couple of strangers
1o enjoy tl who had been out i
joy the cool beauty of tho 3 ut in the bay,
they were utterly unknown to FEVenmg. Yot ﬂlthoug'l;
them, they were both so kin lf“uy, as well as she to
shrewd, that they contrived t iy~ W6 Seurk LTy
from ker in a twinklin to extract the child's histo
mallesh Heattal] '] _Wthh she related wi Ty
hesitation. Their act ed without tha
that particular point of the%unl TeaolLgbTRh Sn s o
cover the owner of tho voice ay was, if possible, to dis-
gentleman hod so promptl on]‘the cliffs, to which the
?k"_“'ft‘cﬂ,v acquainted with t‘l‘: replicd. He scemed to be
":lds of music; and he profgs!s‘;sslc-; and, indeed, with all
:n astonished to hear one of LA g
peily gng-(o lisk o8 o FaBel favourite melodie
fitleman ok an S e and
ind-hearted sensibl iking for Fanny—i
1poke to her as if sh e persons would have d g il
had b : _done. Both
uaturally I think ‘: ad been their own child; and
most confiding = :“_ came about that Fanny c:m,;ei'vvery
:lllale?n ‘t“;‘eﬂ llsr sﬁddtntil;r :fh esl:;a v?o' 1": 11’.’;" tho gc:g};
_to London. Sho ould like to go with
question, and took was rather taken aback
then sho hesi ok some time to ack by the
l‘ermnsion:1 it HO!Withsmmlli-zmv:;r e
fnall . But they did g the lady’s kindly
all l);_vt:l?(,wggld wait; till tol-l;':)rgss:s lher t:'o sk
‘ g when they would
oufing, whmnothnge, and discuss the ;l“estio y wou
vincing of the ey appeared to have eve hn with her
That night lr-:ropl'lety and advanta, s
i s ‘ ge of the schem
Bome; and her anny was a little later tl S
to alread. . i r than usual in
B Al s e oy
a m, in her evi : e Welltones—
i e smgpe s e
(e hat ight, Fanny did Stges
yw id
t "'R';‘" after which sho “I/](?:tf(:rgﬂ to breathe her simple
Next %:yn § &“ecﬂ were cominog l;gd;_ m':(} e
serl , it turned 4 vigit her.
emml‘:::'tl foretold, Theo\‘:fte]q:emse‘y as the sea-sent stran-
whimed, x‘ popis smple feoling parted with their little
trath of thene, to tell yo ng of regret. I am really
werp "ﬂ;‘t‘hﬂ matter is, ;’],,ﬁ; t:llo truth this time; but the
s ;0 get quit of their ]al;:,s}, h?l’d-heartcd women
unty hpiT:could not eat i ndian present, merel
ahit o i, in the shapo e or SRLIEL e Mellowshire
TTW" ::':el:;: lace. some splendid feather, or as
I:nder]ynl". nm]er this, Fanny Wyntoun t
don; ) + With her new fri n took leave of
3 the pccre she w riends, soon arrived i
& princip) as taught the e ed 1n
\neiples of everything t] prinsiplesol TuAs
¥ g that goes to mako a real

waa atl

i

Christian

I

Coarten III
CINDERELLA THE SINGER.

Are you a j
& good
. -Only e e R
itoi}lton & little mill-stren AR T sonld leap opsncel
int'ko LT gt Andmi) .l'red Escombe can {1 mer
i VAL A s, bt s o
atioh L AEk of , the dairymaid 1
Indicd! Ta of o boy he wo , says that
1 = uld be s im
:lm?t no downy fe:t';ltcx tl:)"g ab“l‘,lt Ehat. el::s E:::nul];e
[uite certai H gty
Tas e we‘ll)nl]'etal:nt\vllﬁcﬁ someliines :\n;it‘tl.ﬁ; ;;Jl(::l: ugg i lnm
remember, ot least aro the great duck proy o
his toes ap gt, before he beg propéllers, T
ppeared 0 1 gan to w
s o Sihersmive. Earbp Sepante. Jut ik the
0 grow upon him; ¢ aps, however, the web -
to Bide hih pelatiosshim to the Ay
f: Sry vt ionship to the ducks. Pe elput i el
of conifort. (}(;ltl: lalii;i,q“ for other thﬂ(:lpl%ejl:gurknmv'
could leap over n'miu-sgﬂu'"""!g—d*‘ you think th:‘tm"m
That would be a funnem']l elg:lt Foaxs widel i
m;‘;sy}-’ )’o]ul could do ity\]vl}?l]xp.n ]i\:,tlho ﬁorld o hafi?
; Wi o he g
"l‘?ight yen‘:': g]edx: :g]?roi;l,l“ﬂt now ? P irom your
hut is the ve idene
talking about. Norvyv’ ‘:l:dcnesg of the mill-stream I w
and gone, how old V‘VOI lI:lpom aiberight year pers du o
‘QAbout sixteen.’ Ailiyon i Gl 8
uite right. ;ih‘ . .
Should you live, you .Witl‘lutl;l will come the golden age
1 shall bo as big as Hel . )
to London next week to l'en Escombe, who is going u
80150 lLcmdun, too, when 11:](:] f1(-]{rclmr'm il rLRuAL li‘
erhaps you may. SO R
gop Db grettI;u\::(}llse'.i‘ltlhnt' you can jump over a
Why did you wish e to 1R Juse what OCRIEE
}20“ A o to look =0 far forward?’
was about eight o
farewell to tho bi:;ugfcx?lm'pl{ter D
‘,”'lth her new friends 1»’],'1?l ﬁge of Tenderlynn, along
S ke ke e - tll ip Rhondo and his 1ady-wife°
Rhondo was a celebrated ‘:; ﬂt.l:al.'lgers. Hox I Phili;;
make music, but ho could nlm“qmn" s b b
moro instruments than one soli‘mg A
the organ were his favon 'te.' it fiuse; Hiie vl 30
lighted him more than t. DR, Dot
e han to tqke command of ah
. whom, with the aid of a little s il
Mjuneln eack endl e lcdlt of a little silver baton, with
At that time, thero Tived (; el e Sl
, Ho was also very clevcno't i et .
ticular voice was ca blr "; ]m'lgmg vyhethcr LA
things. Thi B e et
s was the reason that, f L
glootn of the ses, e tz , from the boat in the
the little mermaid, the spiri ok
R ' pirit of one who could bo li
wonder. You see, th i 4
wag 50 eager to take Fann W en, why Philip Rhondo
don. Both he and his wyf T L
best of wives) detn:rminedl teo(Who T
were their own child—a resolvoacgl'n;n o e
they carried out in the kindest & (lic o
Nothing that could be (lones = 1 ot
ik Bk Sk was left undone to perfect
But the good musicianpul;:)km::;ectikl.t] ll)cclozn B iining
into full blossom the musical geni B T
o onk fi e { sical genius of the little Indian,
her twentioth( s‘:xfn'?rlf(];: ys%zrs‘.vwhen L naats
somoe, and as ishe ; e
y accomplul;ed a Iadt; a:snﬁo‘)d oﬁnd e
aq(‘lI accomplished gentleman could den{rgoto .sehta:;l:: £
with or without the aid of an opera-gl ¥ i
s stylo of beauty which Ut W
str;ngest glass co{xh; ml)ct ]e‘t;lgnmmute A
ou may well imagino that i
tongue of Rumour heglan tol\:nx:'bo‘;at;):gfxllpng bchro th‘e
musical powers; and also about her origi e e
and whence she came. As the tin ot
gonius was to be tested before onlee EF ;;;-‘onc‘l:ed A
most critical audiences in_the kingd W kT
Rumour was completely blistered ‘fz om, e o
o Y red, from the point to the
ry root, by the tremendous work it b i
gossiping to the great lon, it bad o e
g cars of the Public—which it

———
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is awfully difficalt, if not fmpossible, to satisfy. What
idle people are capabla of deveuring, in the matter of
pepper-and -mustard reports, is altogether marvellous!
I verily belicve that the ears of Gossip are as deep as
the Black Gentleman’s dice-box, which is reputed to have
begun, long before ‘the invention of Lucifer-matches, to
devour the fortunes of gnmblers, liara, and backbitera;
notwithstanding which, it is currently reported to be even
yet about twenty million miles deeper than the bottomless
pit of Macbuth's witches, in the dismal dolls of Acheron.
What Rumour did invent about the new ¢ atar' who
was about to burst upon the world with twenty-comet
brillianey,—it makes me laugh every time 1 think of i,
One story represented tho unknown Fanny as the daugh-
ter of an Italian noble, whose fortune went to the dogs
only three daya before himsclf—his only child being thus
left in beggary, and compelled to sing for a living. This
story was a favourite among Italian refugees in London,
who were at that time extremely fond of upholding their
country as the wother of every excellent thing excopt free-
dom—a statement which wag, of course, au entire mis-
take, frecdom her own divine self beinx everywhere tha
mother of all excellence; thus showing that the virtues of
which the poor refugees boasted must have been second-
handed ones after all—Italian shadows of English realitics.
In reply to this story of Italisn Rumour, English Ra-
mour was wont to wink knowingly, and exclaim—*1I
know better. I know as well as you the difference
between vermicelli and silk-worms, or Pope’s-eye steak
and Bull-becf. The fact of the matter is this, and you
may rely upon it:—One evening, u few years ago, a3 a
great English tonor singer—you know whom I mean—was
passing along the strcet from the theatre, about half-way
home, he heard & tiny voice mewling in the gutter, as
if engaged in some discussion with Death. Scanning
the object closely, yet cautiously, ho found a litilo chorub
of a child, wrapped in a yard of blunket. Now, the
great 'l'enor’s heart was more than usually tender, for
tho gods had becn propitious to him that evening; so,
be taok the helilcss creature howme to his gmndmnth(-r:
who, on seeing tho contenty of the blanket carefully un-
rolled, shouted—*‘ Sainta!” and ** Bless my twenty-five
wits! what a lovely child!” concluding with the stern
expression—*‘ The heartless slot!” meaning tho person
who, in the faco of all the stars, had dared to desert her
own flesh and blood so heartlessly in the streets of the
city, But the old dame gave the child bread and mnilk;
and, when it grow old enough, the great Tenor gave it
teaching —reading, writing, and music—what you will;
;«:él:ctilween thtzmlboth,tlllleni isl a singer come with news
eaven, to shame the he "alse '
wo\l"\!d, and make us sainta!’ L s
ere not theso pretty forgeries, Ath i
of the moon out of grcez'l chgcse is nozh?:ge?tu Tllxl:n?nkmg
But, to tell you the truth, my dear, there was 1 ve
great interest indeed taken in the new primg dtmn?
whosa name was at last published as Cinderellr. So ab.
soluto & change from Fanny Wyntoun may nurp.risn on
Athene; but, at that time, it was quite customai- yf r
both ladies and gentlemen to adopt professional n'y &
which waa done from the most honourable of motiv:ames,
By good chance, I happened to be in London at.th
time; and, more fortunate still, had the remarkabl oos
luc]c to procure a place in the stalls. The night at i’eg th
arrived, and I declare to you, Athene—and to you ulg
Mother of Immortals—that I never did behulﬁ st'xalm'
tremendous theatrical siege. I wonder to this dan - l] v
;j:ﬁy[’m;’[)yle;)sgapedhbuing completely pounded into hyu::rz
s rush on rus
the theatre—the lar;;eatmI:h-thtc?-:)t wni:' i e
pomsessed. They did esca z howy’ e
20':;:2;:? ratéhcr]inconvenpie;lt]y c::‘lls:;;m"ll,]di’t ‘;:‘:;n:g&
3 6 of wplendour which would }
o have made tho
pm-’;cg:::l‘li“mh:ble world, cven under the beautiful Em.
4 oleen, turn up the whites of ita su
:{:: ‘.nTl ]x:or*-t ;f maitlenarian ecatacy. It wuu'l,:l”cle::]c“n
s ke . . Jure
et o t'onmlc;gt culab’l;nted books of modorn
Londo Irectory” aud *“ Burke's British
best names from bath, and you
having the f 4ha :
cream of that famous
and their enthusiastic

duchesses, who travelled two hu e
at Cinderella’s first opera. 1f tlt::(nltr ildo:lle! o by :
of the immense sensation which was t}??h C0nvilien yoy
London--uay, even in England—T huvg o Lln Droducef
off by stating that the very Mayor of ’J‘n e nish yu
four of his aldermen, and one or two ot'lmdeﬂyhm with
worth naming just vet—all came to ].A:mdolyfr Poople, yy
fervour as certain famous pilgrims used t Tith s
shxl-ine of Cafnterbury! © trudge i th,
am perfectly afraid, Athene, i
character of the performance, '.i‘l:g gs:::l b b2 e
for the occasion by Cinderella's truest fw e
Rhiondo, who sat that evening on the orch "f"‘lf Philp
wielding the little sceptro with tho jewele%l = Ly,
Nevor before, I believe, did that Tittle intrg s 4
and flash with such imperial radiance, grnl::umem Sparkle
geneo. 1t actually scemed to move of its owe‘; . iotell;
the staff of a prophet transformed into a ]iv.lecord,m_,
for the sheer purpose of confounding all d; ‘hm}'mpm-"
tho musically divine supremacy of Uindere])saa li!;m i
was really any truth in this idea, it was el:t' ]'hm
cessful. Mr, Rhondo's work was declared Ly Fhe 'elgt e
Atheneum, and other musicnl authorities, to be ;;u,:h,
delicious piece of operatic composition \:rhich ]nde ﬁ:t
produced for fifty years; and the new prima doln L
lauded as being the greatest that had ever a ea";d""
England. The latter criticism was at least enl:ph.:'ajl]n
true. I will not, because I cannot, do.-,cribepm T
sensations under the spell of Cinderella. I ghall gmo'ln
mention that it made knightly warriors forget their .Ey
and gurters, and duchesscs forget their rones of gold mr.;
coronecta of gems—a couple of the most marvellons thing
w‘luch have occurred since the institution of Rasealdom iy
England by Sir Mordred, King Arthur's wicked nephew
—of whom 1 read to you aenly tho other evening, in M
Tennyson's golden * Idylls;’ which ought to be’ recon:
wended to all sainty worthy of the namo.

At the conclusion of the piece, there burst forth wch
an awful series of bravus and cheers as make these feehle
words of mine the most beggarly rags of English, It wa
three thousand shouting like one. Never was the blazing
word ‘ triumphant’ more properly applied to any musi-
cal performance than %o Cinderella’s * first uppearance.

But now, Athene, one of the most curious features of
the evening remning to bo told; and I have purpescly
avoided carlier mention of it, in order that you wight e
it when the duat of applause has cleared away. Near ihe
conclusion of the second part of the opera, when Cir
derella—who represented the character of a neglected and
cruelly-oppressed maiden—had reached one of the most
pathetic and heart-melting parsages in the piece, the
whole audience became completely fascinated and apell
bound under the liquid expression of her melodiogs woe.
1 never beheld so many people whose very existene
appeared s visibly to hang upon the eontinuance of the
singer's voice. It put me in mind of a hugo ship, full of
people, carried up a great swell of the sea, and suspended
for o brief spaca—n space in which time seems, in the
agony of the imagination, to stretch into eternity. Al
thia ‘breathless juncture, several sudden but half-smo
thered cries of pain ruse from the middle of the pit and
were heardl in every part of the theatre. ' Being in 19
stalls, I distinctly heard the name ‘ Fanny Wynioud
gasped out several times, by the person or persons i
involuntary exclamation lad disturbed and s0me¥
angered the rapt audienco, At that time, 1 knew noxnwi
whatover of Fanny Wyntoun, not cven the name; a1
was therefore altogether in the dark as to the 1neAnivs
of the expressions. 'That part of the opera immedisiel
afterwards came to an end, and before the ringing ¢
had ontirely died away, I observed that one Jndy in the
pit hed fainted, and was carvied out, attended by st
Iady and onegentleman, both of whotn were ghastly ¥ s;

at oneo concludil that it must have been 00 o7
of that party of threo who had uttered the paiD 6
This guess was perfectly correet; but 1 did not k‘ml o
fact till soveral years nfter, when I was told the whole
this curious story. ot all

Now, who do you think theso three wore—wie, a'
that vast nssembly, appeared to be the only Peros By
knew the private namo of Fanny, and who seciies
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i Fc}‘,ﬂ:;!ry affected by her singing? Can you not
‘ﬂf“\‘,vf} :lmmt think who they could be.

Well, they were neither more nor less than Fanny

1 oo erpel-hearted cousins, the Welltones, all the

o from »’rcn‘jcrlynn. What do you think of that, my
o {1 Wam't it very like a judgment on the foolish
P Mho gentleman who accompanied them wag the

W7 1of Caroline, she who had fainted. About three
qun e g b mible. to cutch the
ing bello—finding it imp
?:md::hzl;:hnnker. at both of whom !ihﬁ hﬁi ot her cap
- 1led at length to sacrifice herself upon John
;'h:]f:mnm;o]t]y master-butcher of the village, who, in
te of his wife, had go thriven in the world, that he was
P i an alderman, and was able, therefore, to accompany
|l,‘u ‘mu!iml friend the mayor, to see and hear the mys-
terions Cinderella. John Ashville was kind enough to
< his wife's still uninnrried sister, Louisa, to bear
e, b to London. Of course, all thought of Fanny
mpan ondon. s 3

;,l:ilmvziaxt:cdyfrum their minds. Sh?i might hnv:vbeen

d for aught they knew, or seemed to care. hen,
f;:nl:re, tlﬁ:y discovered in the full-blown rose of woman-
hood, which Cinderella did now most trulhyl appear, the

s worthless bud that they had so rathlessly thrust
r:m their door, they felt as if they were suddenly con-
fronted by an avenging angel. 'The discovery of their
once wronged but now triumphant cousin struck them
to the heart like a sword of lightning.

They went back to ‘Fenderlynn a sudderthcoup]e than
they had come to London; and I think that their wisdom
aln, was slightly increascd. ¥

From the first night of her appearance, Cinderella
became all the rage. There never was a singer like
Cinderella. ‘I'he very walls of London seemed to blossom
with the name of Cinderella. Her name was in every-
ll:;!y'l mouth, and bher image was in everybody's heart.

e young fellows all fell in love with Cinderella. It waa
told me for a truth that one or two actually went mad
for love of the great and the beautiful prima donna; and
1 have it from good authority that, before she was six
months before the public, she had received six offers of
mrrisge_—on_o of them from a dukoe! 1 do not wonder
lz&]l thm—:lt was the natural homage which beauty,
goodness, and greatness, combined i routhful maiden,
never fni’l to cfmmmd.’ SRS i

Dut Cinderella, without being insensible to the gonuine
:lldmmtlllm: they implied, resisted all such advancements,
mm whatover quarter they came. So, for two years
ihe pursucd a moat successful career, \;isitiug the prin:
i'lml English and Continental cities, always accompanied
B:‘h her accomplished master and benefactor, Philip
i’ondn, who, being otherwise independent, followed
': great pupil, through pure love of the divine art, and,
'h;:;':;e :l,m went, srrlmothing her way in matters of

85 necessarily ignorant.

CoarTEr IV,
OLD FRIENDS AND NEW TIES.

,‘:;"“kj wink! wink! Why, Athcne, you are almost
?mk'e' h ust keep up for two ninutes more, and I shall
e the rea of the story as short as little Typco’s tail.
28, you shall finish it yourself. You ubserve this

*P 6 an old 7'imes newspaper for December 24, 184—.

TP at the first column, and read what yon seo at the
T "ff‘“'l with a pen.
b ¥’ ubout marriagos
'l;!;.: Whoso is the one you see marked ?
i T8¢ burrah! mamm, it is Cinderella’s! Here

l(.'_();:f: d Inat. at St. John's Church, City, by tho Very

Ubiso Ry "% O8Fisted by tho Rev. D. L_Ashley, Edwin

, ahd : 10' Under-Secratary to the Governar-General of

F:nn: {llon of Philip Rhondo, the compoger, to Cin-

ou, of Fior 0 OPly surviving child of the late Patrick
» of Her Majosty's Civil Service, Bengal.”

11 that ;
hat ;nu;'l;'i_ni‘;;!“c""’yf You still appear to be somne-

0, 0f pes o] re, then, is o paragraph in the Morning
+ % heszly the same date as the Times' announcement,

Wy

w

:)vfhtlﬁh I think will effectually resclve the apparent riddle .
e marringe, Just allow me to read it:—

‘.Mumuox or CINDERXLLA.—The marriage of our greatest
prima donna with the son of our greatest composer i3, in
many respects, one of the most notable eventa of tho present
lfmnon. A5 our readers are already well acquainted with the
Lnglish part of Clnderella's biography, which 1a altogether unlque
Inite pathos and its triumph, we refrain at prosent from making
specisl reference to it. It will be remembered that, an the
death of her father, Mr. Patrick Wyntoun, Cinderclia was sent
home to England, at a very tender nge, to the care of two near
relatives. That she brought with her almost nothing for her
future maintenance fs a fact also quite patent to the public;
but the reason of it has hitherto remained a mystery. Wo aro
in a position to supply the true explanation. Defore he died,
Mr. Wyntoun was engaged in a law-suit, involving property to
tho value of a hundred and twenty thousand pounds. The ease
was an exceedingly protracted one, and promised to rival some
of our more famous Chancery suits. Ho much money did Mr.
Wyntoun spend in sceking justice, that when his sudden death
occwrred he was nearly penniless. His daughter, as wo have
fcen, was sent ta England. By good fortuno, it fell to the lot
of Mr. Edwin A. Rhonde to complete the arrangements for
Miss Wyntoun's departure from Calcutta—a duty which he dis-
charged with such effect and delicacy, as to secure many addi-
tional comforts for the child during her tedious voyage, Mr.
Rhondo, we belleve, lias been in England at least once since that
period; but it was at a time when he conld know nothing of the
miserable condition of Cinderella at the village of T——. His
last absence in India haa been the longest; and he was thus
only made acquainted with the fact that his father had picked
up his farmer acquaintance, about six months before her debué
on the stage of —— Theatre. Ile returned to England in time
to witness the triumphant reception of Cinderella. There wero
two special features about AMr. Rhondo'a return which we have
great pleasare in recording in conclusion. He brought the
gratifying ncws that Mr. Wyntoun's law-suit—having been con-
tinucd by two Ualcutta merchants, close friends of the deceased
—had resulted in favour of Cinderclla—which, it was sarinised,
would be as good as seventy thousand pounds to her, after the
payment of all pxpenses. But, besides bringing this news, Mr.
Rhondo had actually brought Cinderella's Hindoo nurse. Falth-
ful and tender-hearted Aldee had never forgotten the child whom
she had suckled and tended from its Lirth on the banka of
the Ganges. Sho watched with eager Interest the courss of her
late master's law-sult; and when it was finishod in favour of his
surviving daughter, and knew that Mr. Rhondo was about to
return to England, she besought him with such irreaistible
pathos to take her to see her dear English child, that he deter-
mined to accede to her passlonate desire. We believe that
Aldeo suffered greatly on the voyage; and we have been told
¢hat tho meeling between the two long scparated fricnds was
ono of the most indescribably melting scencs that was ever
witneased by human eyes.

Our task is done. The reader can easily imagine the beginning
of that nutual attachment between Mr. Edwin A Rhondo and
Cinderella, whose happy consumination took placo only two
days ago.

1f anything could possibly be imagined to sadden tho bridal
ceremony, it would perhaps be the absence of Aldee. Thh most
loyal and affectionata creature only survived her ln'.IVll in
England about six months. But, knowing that her child was
safe, the Hindoo nurse died happy, trusting in the merciful
Tather of all living, whom she had been taught to worship by
the parents of Cinderclls, in happy days long ago on the banks
of her Irdian stream.'

EPILOGUE.
— now, both of you, tell me whether
ﬁglm:(i’th the fortunes of éimlerclla? Wero
t or too small—too ensily won or tardy in

Narrator,
you are satis!
they too grea
coming?

Towse- Mother.—It is my opinion that the end is al-

wethe tisfactory; but you were 1ather 'tedioul in
:?:itllxl;:rr n?i;. 1 Aloy;lot think that Cinderella’s fortunes
were o hit too great—nothing being too great for one #0
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sensiblo, patient, and good. Cinderella, like all of }lli-r
superior geniug, was cvidently greater than any possible
fortune, Besides, to such persons, fortune comes neither
too soon nor too late—coming, as it gencrally must, as
the rigid consequence of severe and patient though active
enduranco, sometimes amounting to as black and as fiery
a sweat as any African slave ever poured from his man-
soul and body.
ndj(lihm.—h wuyvery neat of young Mr. Rhondo to
bring home news of the Indian fortune. And then to
think that ho should fotch dear old Aldee from the
banks of the Ganges; and then marry Cinderolla, whom
he had met so many yoara before! It was very neat.
But it is a fine story. 1 should like to hear Cinderclla in
one of her favourite operas. But does she sing at all now?

Narrator.—Not very often; and, when she does sing,
it is as much for the bencfit of others as for her own
good. She is one of the most charitable women in Eng-
land. Only think of her having privately saved Louisa
Welltone, ono of her bitter cousins, from actual beggary.
Louisa marricd a commercial-traveller, who took her to
the south of England, where they lived comfortably
enough for some time. But Jack Highway seemed to be
constructed on the principles of the stoam-engine. He
was always drinking, but never satisfied; nlways stcaming
but never advancing hia own fortunes; till at last he came
into horrible collision with another Jack Highway, and,
after a frightful attempt to tear each other’s wheels off,
burst each othor’s boilors, and do a hundred other terrible
things, they tumbled over an embankment into a deep
ditch, where they were found next morning, fastened to
each other with the hooks of death, their mouths over-
flowing with congenial mud. Thero being no damages for
such disgraceful deaths, Louisa and her two children were
1eft entircly destitute. Cinderella had them quietly looked
after, and made quite comfortable, so that the selfish
cousin never so much as suspected that the relation she
had so0 deeply wronged was her kind benefactress. That
iz only one of Cinderella’s secret and silent charities, I
ought to say, in conclusion, that the great singer ia every-
where reapected, and by everybody beloved. She received
many gplendid tokens of admiration, somo of which were
from persons of distinguished station and birth. But the
most highly-prized of all her treasures is a beautiful
bracelet, set with gems, which was presented to her by
Her gracious Majesty, our own beloved Queen—whom the
Heavens continually bless!

House-Mother.—Amen !

Athene.— Amen!

_I\'arrn!or. —My tale is told. (Clock strikes.) Good
night, Athcne; that is cleven o'clock — which is a full
hour beyond your usual time.

Athene,—~Good-night, papa; and don't let that picture
bewitch you any more.

(Exeunt Howse-Mother and Athene—leaving Narrator sitting
before the fire, with his cyes fixed on the very picture against which
he has been warned. He consequendly goes off into a mythological
brown study, in the eourse of whick he wanders up the glens of
Olympus; and, singular Lo relate, comes o the edge of a burniag
erater, info wchich he is about to tumble, when his wife pulls him
back by an occipital lock, whereat he wakens, and JSinds himsely
sprawling on the floor—saved, by a hair, from falling into his
own fire. Has a hearty lawgh, accompanied by the Mother of
Immortals; smokes a weed, inschich said Mother declines fo share;
and then retires to bed just as the midnight steeples are pro-
claiming that Christmas morn—white as the angel of charity—
s winging her way from the under world, to make known to the
008 of men that there may still be another living chanes of re-
deeming the dead past.)

CHRISTMAS.
HAPPY Christmas! gladsome Christmas!
Thou art with mo once again;
Crown'd with red-ripe holly berries,
Hope and beauty in thy train,
Canat thou tell me, canst thou tell me,
All the changes thou hast seen—
Smiles on brightly beaming faces,
Shades where once auch smiles bave been?

Dost thou miss the volcem

With their sweet and loving tones)
See around thee vacant places

In our dwellings, aad and loney
I1ast thou pass'd tho darker dwellj

‘Where #0 silently they gleep ?
Hast thou thonght on all who tored them

Left behind to wait and weep? B

g,

Didst thou ses the smile had faded
From a tender mothor's face?
And the look of anxlous watching
That was resting in its place?
Didst thou miss a sound of laughter,
And a step of bounding glee?
Did she tell thee, sadly, fondly,
Of her brave hoy on the sea?

Hast thou stood beside the sick bed:
Watch'd the swiftly ebbing breath—
Seen the faces we love dearly
Shadow’d with the shades of death}
Cherish'd souls away arc passing,
In a brighter land to dwell;
Voices which 50 oft have hail'd thee
Now must murmur forth *farewell *

Merry Christmas! happy Christmas!
Didst thou leave the halls of gladness
To effuse thy joyous amiles
O'er the homes of want and sadness?
Didst thou cheer the heart, nigh bursting
With ita sorrow and its sighing?
Didst thou gather fondly round thee
Little hungry children, crying?

« Tell me, tell me, dear kind Christmaa!

Iast thou becn whero Lrue friends meet;
For mcthinks I see theo amiling

Warmly, while they warmly greet?
Whisper softly, aly old Christmas!

Hast thou been——! My heart says where:
Didst thon look on aught that told thee

I was loved, remeiuber’d there?

Didst thou know again, old Christmas |
That young girlish face o fair;
Know again those laughing blue eyes,
And those dancing curls of bair?
Why that look of thoughtful rapturs,
Beaming with such trusting pride?
She has knelt before the altar—
Happy, guileless, blushing brido!

Sly old Christmas ! kind old Christmasl
Hast thou in the chambers crept
Like a fairy, with thy love-gifts,

When the little nurslings alept?
Brightest eyes have shone yet brighter;
Sweet young volces raised a cheer;

Tiny feet have danced atill lighter
When they knew that thon wast near.

Hast thon seen the little strangers
In this world of joy and care?
Didat thou smile upen them aweetly—
Breathe a blessing and a prayer?
Look around, thou dear old Christmaa!
Speak to me of all that's past
Since we saw thy hoary visage, s
Since in joy we hail'd thee last! L3
S e

- sthors O
*.* The right of translation rescrved by ‘%M
tributions addressed to the Editor will to retum B>
but, as a general rule, he cannot undertake
consjdered unsuitable. WK
e} -
Edlted, Printed, and Published by JAMES EEPDERG
13 Rad Lion Court, Fleet Street, Loxnot: Sl
Enoch-Square, GLasaow. Sold by all Boo!



