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Somewhat different from the one in which I moved, when a
chila,

Dear me! what a dull, lonesome time I must have had, alone
With fother in that little one story, red house.

It fairly makes me laugh to think of it, and how contented
T was, never even soaring above calve-skin boots.

"ut oH, I was a broken-hearted child when father died, &nd
it seemed of little consequence what became of me.

However, & very fortunate chance brought me to rich lirs
Cannington, who clothed me in more becoming suits than blue
Check, and taught me more polished manners than to whistle and
¢limb trees.

I soon discovered that I was very beautiful, and talented
a8 a writer, and I determined cthers should know it also, S0,
8bared no pains to become accomplished.

How indefatigably I labored with music, under the tuition
of Prof. Connoly, and how I sketched and paintedl

At twenty-five, I was pronounced worthy to be & member of
Bociety, and made my grand début.

It was & successful entrance, and since then I have been a
Tuling star wherever my lot has been cast.

A more consummate and heertless flirt, there never was, and
Many were my proud trophies, while to none did I bow my heart.

At last they introduced a nice olé bachelor, and mother
Cannington thought the opportunity too good to be lost. I did
Mot exactly wish to be an old maid, so I merried him.

Refore, I was Kitty Stone; now, fortunate Mrs. Catherine

De Witt, wife of Hon. Josiezh De Witt, the millionaire.
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We live in a pelatial residence, in the most regal style.
Servants almost without number, wait upon my word and smile.
Rich and costly is my wardrobe, drawing upon all the treasures
of the 0ld and new world to supply it.

¥y husband and I are kind to each other, but he loves me
only for my besuty and reputation, and I him for his wealth. -

: If he ghould lose his money, he would also lose his wife.

Yy fame as an authoress is enviable, and every where in
Papers and reviews, some satisfactory praise of my works meets
My eve. - Really that last was a wonderful success! = but if
Deonle knew vhat a cold hearted, selfish, worldly womean I am,
they might not admire my writings so much, which after all are
only brilliantly cold.

All the time, I am thronged with distinguished visitors;
&nd a party here, & ball there, and & dinner elsewhere, ask the
Pleagsure snd honor of my attendance fery often.

My circle of professed friends is very large, but to none
of them do I give my heart in love, I like to have them fawn on
and flstter me, but they are far beneath me.

Sometimes, I weary of this fashionable world, and sigh for
the 014 red homestead, but those are my weak moments, and will
Never become proud Mre., De Witt., I resolutely crush out all ten-
dernegs, determined to live only in my present world, and find
fut all its pleasures.

People call me havppy, and I suppose I amj surely the gueen
hergelf has not more to make her so, and I intend to drain

SVery joy from the cup of this life, till death shall snatch it

from my 1lips.
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Heigh-ho! I feel sleepy, 1 believe a first rate novel would
enliven me, and I heve nothing else to do".

Something of a contrest between Kitty Stone at sixteen, end

I .
¥rs Catherine De Witt at forty. ===
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Editorial.

Patriotism! Union! Liberty! Freedom!

We shout these words now with joyous tones and light hearts.
We have aslways loved them, yet a few months ago, we felt as if

they were almost

(incomplete)




