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1873.]

tubs, lingers in my memory to this day,
as also the impression of the whole
- inside of the dwelling freshly white-
‘washed always, the boards as well as
plastering. It was fearfully and won-
derfully clean at the Forest farm.

Then, not having the dread of the
bull before our eyes, having ascertained
that he was tightly confined, we strolled
off into the woods that skirt South
Mountain, where we gathered the ten-
der checkerberry-leaves, or, if early in
the season, the rich berries themselves
and the delicate -May-flower. After-
wards, being refreshed by ma’am’s hos-
pitality of rye and Indian bread and
cheese, we set off at dusk, on our two-
- mile homeward way, and Polly stood at
“the delectable gate,” as we called it,
guarding us with her smiles, «ill the
long road bent, and shut her away from
our sight. :

I know, my Polly, that the recording
angel never set down against you the
little whiffs of temper that made you
sometimes even throw the chairs out
‘of window, or the little injustices that

. made my brother Ralph hate you. To
me you were always kind, gentle, and
patient; but who pretended you were
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perfection? Only I would I could
find a helper to my domestic infirmi-
ties one hundredth part. as faithful, as
clean and capable, faults all counted
in; would there be any question of
wages between us? Think of Polly
“going to leave, because there is sick-
ness in the family!” Think of Polly
withdrawing from the storeroom por-
tions of groceries, under some ethical
delusion familiar to the Celtic imagina-
tion! Think -of Polly at all in the

same category with locks and keys,

with modern notions of hire and ser-

vice! The whole thing is as different

as if we lived on another planet.

She was such a large part of my
child-life, that it is difficult to look back
without seeing her constantly. Now
that she is gone, I naturally dwell only
on her excellences ; the -more when I
contrast her solid virtues with the flim-
sy ghosts of such that I see now in
every kitchen, —her faithfulness that
let nothing run to waste; her never-
weary feet, that with angel-like per-
sistence ascended and descended to
minister to the wants of others; all
her thoughtfulness, her sweetness, her
patient energy !
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« THE spring returneth ever.” :
So sang the bluebird as he fluttered by,
So hummed the soft rain falling from the sky ;
Up from the budding earth broke forth a cry,
“ Welcome, O Spring!?”
"But, moving to and fro with steady pace,
She said, “ It comes not back into my face.
Where is the tender bloom and youthful grace
. That it should bring ?
The spring returneth never.”

“The spring returneth ever.”
So sang the brooks as down the mountain-side
They ran to join the rivers brimming wide; -
Full of new life the mighty ocean cried,
“ Welcome, O Spring!?”
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