350

A N P i

Truth and Falsehood.

LY JOHN TIERPONT.

Oun the page that is immortal
We the brilliant promise see:

*Ye shull know 'the truth my people,
ind its might shall make you E*ea.’

For the truth then let us battls,
W hatsover fate betide!

La‘t;F the boast that we are freemen,
e have mude and published wide.

He who has the Truth and keeps it,
Keeps not what to him belongs,

Bat performs a selfish action,
That his fellow mortal wrongs.

“He who seeks the Truth and trenib'es,
At the danger he must brave,

Iz not fit to be a freeman;
He, ut best, is but a slave.

He who bears the Truth and places
Its hight promptings under ban,
Loua may boast of ul% that's manly,

But can never be a Man.

Friaud, this simple lay who readest,
Be thou not like either them—
But to Trath give ntmost freedom,

Aud the tide it raises stem.

Bold in speech and bold in action,
Be forever=~Time will test,

Of the free-souled and thé slavish,
Which fulfils life's mission best.

Be thou like the noble Ancient—
Seorn the threat that bids the fear;

Speak! no mattter what betide thee!
Let thein sirike, but.make them hear!

Be thou like the first Apostles;
Be thou like heroic Paul;

If a free thought seeks expressicn,
Speak i bolaly! Speak it all!

‘Face thine enemies,' accusers;
- Scorn the prison, rack or rod!
And if thou rmsl a L'ruth to utler,
Speak and leave the rest to Gud.

- 4y
[From Graham®s Magazine.]

My Neighbor—A Window Study.
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[ have two rooms at any present-lodging, one
frouting the street, the other the backs of my
neighbors® houses. JFrom my Jrnn window—to
tell the truth it is a dormer window in the attic—
I soe what my neighbors are doing in the street,
their world-life; and from my back window what

they are doing in their own houses, their home- |

li%, the life of their hearts and souls. When 1]
rise in the morning 1 dress mysell, and sit at my
front window until breakfast is readg. 1 see my
neighbors waiting for their breakfast, or already at
it, sitling around their tables in the front base-
ments.

The milkman gives his accustomed morning
whoop, and ladles out hischalk and molusses by
the two and three penny’s worth. The iceman
thunders his huge wagon over the rough pave-
ment,stopping abruptly before the few houses that
take ice of bim. I hear the jingle of his tongs, the
dull erash of his axe in the ice, and see the white
blocks deposited in the area. _

By and by the doors over the way open and
shut, and the men depart for their places of busi-
ness. Few arein business on their own account,
and those are not always the richest, or the hap-
piest locking. My friend, Andrews, the jobber,
is a jollier man than my acquaintance, [{enderson,
the importer; my chum, Simpkins, the book-
keeper, is joliier than either. And yet his means
are smuller, and lis family larger than theirs.—
For my very good friend Mszs. Simpkins—but 1
have no right to expose the domestic matters of
that illustrious family, so 1 leave the sentence
unfinished. But this [ will say, T eannot for my
life see how Simpkins can be jolly with seven
children, and only six hundred a year!

But there goes the eldest scion of the house,
Mr. James, a black-eyed, merry-hearted lad, just
turning eighteen. From the way in which he

ps into Henderson’s window as he passes—1
wonder il he eaw Kate behind the blinds?—and
the pride and manhood of his step, I think he
must be older than’ he seems. I have an eye on
you, Mr. James; and on you, too,Miss Catharine.
Baut there is my breakfast bell. Again. The ro'ls
must be getting cold. Good morning then, my
neighbors, and you, my neighbors’ windows!—
The bell invites me.

I am, as I said, or meant to say, an author, 2
poqr author, one who writes for a living, storis,
essays, dramas, and whalever else will pav.—
Could I have my choice I would prefer being rich,
hecause I conld then write whatever I pleased,and
for Fame: poems as rare as those of-Tennyson,
presupposing that I have his genins; romance as
weird as ‘The Scarlet Letter;’ or essays as charm-
ing as Goldsmith’s. _

here would, however, bo {his disadvantage
about wealth, It would lead, me into a more
fashionable neighborhood, and bring me in con-
tact with a different set of neighbors. I might see

happy faces peeping between heavy damask cur- |

tains, and catch glimpses of puintings beyond, but
they would not be as suggestive as the black square
of a poor man’s window, and the white blauk of
his chamber walls. Letiue stick to my attic then,
and be a poor author with all the grace I gan.

As soon as | finish my breakfast I shut myself
"up in my back attic, and comence wri The
back attic is not as the front one, but I ean work
there better than anywhere else. The view before
me is too dreary and menotounous to lure me from
my task, even for a moment. I see no pleasure
out of doors, so I have to conjure it in the cham-
bers of my brain.
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quill—1I hate your sharp steel pens—in my six-

uny inkstand, and urge my hand across the
ong sheets of foalscap; now deseribing the interior
of un Eastern pulace, into which I purpose im-
troducing one of my heroes, and now revelling in
the depths of a tropic forest. Knowing nothing
of tropic forests, nud Kastern palaces, and seeing
nothing that can be cnnstrueg' into the faintest
resemblanee to either, I am, of gourse, a highly
imagin:tive writer. My publishers think me a
little too  imaginative, and advise me to try my
hand at poetry,but as they seldom purchuse poetry
I wisely decline. -

When my hand grows wea 'y of travelirg over
| the sheets ol foolscup, and my brain aches with

{from iy little table, and rest myself by walking
up and down the a'tic, now hulling suddenly, and
now peering curiously out of my window. 1
have several giod engravings, copies of the best
works of the old masters, gud I admire them
hugely. Dut that view from my attic window, a
changeful Flem'sh picture of the city life of the
runr, a bad original, the work of many haunds—I
ook at that the longest, wonder over it the mest,
and when I tarn from it aud resume my seat at
the tuble, I often find my heart indignant, and my
eyes brimming with -tears!

I pity the poor, especiully the poor of eities,
there is such n sumencss in theirlot. From birth
 to death they see the same things, think the same
thoughts, live the smme negative, unprogressive
lives. - What has my neighbor yonder to live for,
working as ehe doee, from dawn till midnight?

It was one o’clock lust night "before I went to
bed, yet there she sat at the window, (the lamp
threw the shadow of her hauds on the wall,) sew-

bor, do stop, if only for a minute! Lean oul of
the window aund feel the fresh air, and drink in the
light of the stars!” But iy neighborheard me net.
She weut on sewing, sewing, and 1 went to bed.

I dreamed about my neighbor.

It seemed to me that I was in a furm bouse, in
a emall New England village. They village could
not have been in the vicinity .of a city, for there
were no improvements in it; no embankment for
a future railroad, no lyceum for lecturers and ne-
gro minstrels, sand no ealoons te manulacture
country bumpkios into sots. The houses were
all old and weather-beaten showing only the fsint-
est remaivs of paint, while the rough-boarded
barns ard stores were bleached fairly white, and
as mossy as the stone fence along therond. The
public buildings were a dilapidated Town House
and two churches, one with a tuil steeple, and one
with a low belfry.

The horse-sheds at™ the back of the churches
were dreary enongh. The posts which supported
the roof had long since been pushed out of the
perpencicular by the grazing of heavy wagon
wheels; the roof in muny places was open to
the sky and the rain; and the row of mangers,
eaten hall away by hangry horses—how bare and
forlorn they looked! 1 knew that these things
' were 0, although I could not have seen them in
my dream, beeause I was in the farm-hcuse, the
windows of which were darkened. I was ina
gick room. '

It was late in the aftermoon, 1 judged, the after-
noon of a dull autumnal day. The room was so
dun that 1 could net sve across it, except when
the simmering logs threw out momentary flames.
By the fliekering light T saw the highbacked,leather-

tall desk-bureau, the cupboard on the left of the
ehimney, tlie unéarpeted, nnpainted floor s'arred

the stand beside the bed.

A sick woman lay in that bed, a dying woman.
Her head was propped up with pillows, and she
picked the conaterpane nervousty. The gray hair
that straggled from under her cap—her hollow,
mournful eyes, her sunken furrowed features—I
read her history at a glance. She was a plain,
hard-working woman, a farmer’s widow. Her
husband died a few vears previous, leaving her a
mortgaged farm and two children. |

The children are by her now, a boy about fen
years old, and a girl of fonrieen, a thoughtful
wemanly little housekeeper. It iamy neighbor,
my neighbor a girl again. '

‘Children,’ said the prle woman supporting her-
self on her elbow; ‘my poor children I am dying.
. Let e fold you in my arms and kiss you before
T go. Where are you, danghter?’

‘Here, mother,” answered my neighbor, lifting
the sick woman's arm around the neck of her
weeping brother. .

*Yon must be geed: when I am gone.’

‘We will try, mether,” said my brave little ne
bor, patting her brother on the head.

‘Have me buried near father.’

‘Yes, mother, 1 will.?

‘And Willie, take care of him.”

I saw my neighbor press her mother’s hand,
but the flame at that moment dying, I could net
see the nnnwniviug light which I knew must be
in her eyes. I stood in darkness. The logs on
the hearth simmered, the ghostly smoke elimbed
black chimney; firally the flame shot outiind
ted the room »gaim I saw the high-backed
airs, the old d=sk-bureau, the bed on which the
ldead wom=n lay. My neighbor wept now, and I
—it seemed to me in my dream that I wept also.
At any rate when I woke this morning my eyes
| were red. '

"When I first esme into my present lodgings I
was for a time at a loss for something to interest
myself in. I*mastered the surroundings of the
neighbohood; knew the nlimber of chimueys in
the whele block, the sum total of the panes of
glass in all the windows, the kunot-holes in the
fences; and other similar {rifles. But I found no
opening for human sympusthy, %o ferm that ai-
tracted me, no face that- told a story, until 1 saw
my neighbor sewing at her window. I saw my
neighbor felt that she bad a bistory. 8
~ Well, you say, so have we ull, if you eome to
that. I have a history myself.

igh-

i T N N St Vit T N Ml

I sit at my small table, dip my blunted goose |

its foreed activity, 1 throw cown my pen, Tise

ing us if her life depended upon it. *Stop, neigh-

bottomed chairs, the fly papers on #he eeiling, the .

with knobby kuots, and the vials of medicine on

| mother.

T o

I dare say, but not like my neighbor's. You
have not werked month in and mouth out, year
in and year out, for the paltrivst gay imaginuble.
You kuow not the il thut my neighbor under-

oes, ay, and thousands beside my neighbor, to

eep body und._ soul together. You wear good
clothes, end pride yourself upon them; but did 1t
ever occurio you that they were once made,gnude
by the needle, stitch by stitch, seam by seam,
gusset by gusset, band by band? |

You go to your tailor, sir, and looking over his
stock of seamsonable goods, give your order, and
there the matter engs with you. Aund madam
goes 1o her milliner, and gives her order, (I hope
her bills ure mmoderate!) and there the mutter ends
Pwith her. But the inatier doesuot end there.
That love of a bonwet, that stylish coat and vest
must be made before you can wear them. Who
makes them?

Reully you have no idea.

. Butl have, 1 have been behind the counter in
my duy—perhaps | amn a literary tailor—and 1
know. The poor muke your clothes, sir, aund
yours, madam, the poor like my neighbor.

After my neighbor’s mother died, (so runs my
dream) the girl and -boy gave up the old home-
siead, for what could two children do with a
heuwvily-mortgaged farm? and removed to New
York. They hud relutives here, but they were
' not to be depended on. Few like to be troubled
- with cead [clks’ children, |
My neighbor'could not have been fil'een when

and energy of a woman of thirty. Bhe hired a
couple of rooms in a pleasant neighhorhood,(rents
were not us dear, then, as now) and furnishing
| them with the old bome {urniture, she and the boy
' kept house together. ‘They lived in a narrow

willows opposite, and al the end of the street the
steel-blue river.

tutoes, a dozen or more oabbag

Bat my neighbor and her brother liked the last
best. DBut then I bave no meti®er in that wvillega
church-yard—nor in any other, God be thauked!
—s0 [ suppose I am no judge of itheir feelings.

a few flower seeds in a strip of earth al the back
oi the yard, and trained the neglected morning
glories at the door till they run a!l over the porch,

liad a pot of verbena in the window, which she
hud brought from the old homegtead. You and
I would not have given sixpence for it, but my
peighbor would not have sold it fer sums of
Inouey.

It was her mother’s! Close by the verbena—
when the weather was warin enough for "him fo
' hang out of doors—there wus an old refin ina
- cage,another remnant of my neighbor’s childliood.
The robin hie long since joined his red-breasted
ancestry, but the verbena fives still. lgee it in
my neighbor’s window.

I have already mentivned the leather-bottomed
chairs, and the desk-bureau; these, and a ch®rry
table, a plain rag carpet, and a few dishes,furnish-
ed my neighbor’s rooms. The old family Bible
lay on ustand betweeu the windows, and a picture
of the Liord’s Supper hung over the mantel-piece,
A buaneh of dried grass wreathed the top of the
looking-gless. Soends the inventory of my neigh-
bor's worldly goods.

As soon us they were comforlably seltled in
their new home, she sent Master Willie teschool,
and hunted up a milliner in want of an apprentice.
The milliner’s work was light, and the wages good;
but my neighbor hud some old-fashioned notions
of her own, so she did not stay with her long. Tt
was not becanse the young
room made fun of my neighbor,that she cared litile
about, but because she preferred a more select
style of conversation, and l-ss equivocal eondnet.
The ladies voted her a fool, and perhaps she was;
but not s0 big a fool ss some~of the ladies them-
selves. Certainly she was wiser than-the one I
passed in Broadway this morning, and yet the
lutter wus dressed in satin, and was as pfump as
a partridge, while my neighibor is thin and pale,
and weras anly calico, or that siugle crape'gown
of hers.

The family from whom my neighber hired her
rooms were very kind to her. A simple-hearted,
honest old puir, with no children of their own,
they wounld have adopted her and Master Will,had-
either been willing to have a second father and
When they let my neighbor their second
story, they were fresh in the city themselves, <old
farmers, both of us,’ they said; hence the potatoes
and cabbages in the back-yard. My neighbor fold
dame the reason of her l&uvin% the milliner’s and
the old dame said she was right, even though the
child owed her a month’s rent, which she could
not pay. : :

By and by mv neighbor found herself— (it was
winter, I remember wood was six dollars a load
thut vear)—working for the slop shops of Cherry.
and Water streets. -

You know those dicgy dens. 'They are sand-
witched between sailor boarding-heuses and low
groggeries. TiMy ure generally shaded by awnings,
from which, as from a gallows, hangs a string of
hardened tarpaulins, pes-jackets, blue shirts and
overhauls—a perpetual Tvburn of slop work.—
The cross beams under the awnings are cqually
populous, and woe to the unhappy wretch who
attempts to pass the n in a hurry.

If the wind is atall high—aund it always ish'gh
there—he is kicked in the face by the legs of duck
trewsers, his.eyes are punched by the sleeves of
flapwel shirts, and his emall ribs are poked at
uncemfortably by dangling sheath-knives. The
windows of these shops—(I am speaking of a tip-
{op one)—are as gorgeous as vulgar taste can
| make them. Calico dress shirts, illuminated with

ladies in the work- |

|

I
[

she came to New York, but-she had the sense |

Behind ihe house wos a little garden, in which | for &« moment over the fire.
grew reul vegetables. There were ten hills of po- | face sadly, but she kisses him, and smiles a cheery
es, and a wliole smile,
row of Indian corn—1tull'stalks, green tassels, and | window, there is something like a tear in her eye.
ali that, you know. It was really countryfied.—  But her fingers fly again; the needle glides in and
For my part I would huave preferred it over and | out; long threads become short threads; seams
over again to thatdull old New Eonglund ¢illage. are closed; sleeves cat and mmade; coliars and

i .

My neighbor was fond of flowers, so she sowed |

and creptup aud peeped in at her window. She

'the chimuney-corner,

ed

' The boy is usleep,
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blue anchors or purple ships, wurranted to wash;
bales of bundanna handkerchiefs, of an unearthly
red eud yellow; very shoit-legged hose of the
Zebra pattern: blue and gieen stocks and neck
-cloths, supposed 1o be figured satin: and such
magnificent silk vests, with shiny buttons!
You can’t name an article of fancy wearing ap-
parel, thut a gentlemun shouldn’t wear, thatés not
to be found in the great slop shops.

-For ibe liberal- minded proprietors of these
elegant establishmen's, my poor neighbor drudged
during that hard winter, muking shirts for six cents
apizee, and drawers for four ditte! And not
ulways getting her pay at thet, For these liberal,
ete., have ratner arlistic ideas of whut a sixpenny
shirt ought to be, and soinetimes wake to the fact,
especially in the cuse ot children like my neigibor,
that their ideals are not resched. So, instead of
puaying the slurving seamstress for her work, they
dem#id pay for their spoiled material.

Of course they do not get it, whereat they wax
indiguant, and threaten tp shove the seamstress
intoihe street.  One of these gentlemen,a member
of thé Hebrew fuith,once laid bold of my neizhbor
for that purpose, but ajolly tar, who had drifted
in to buy a sheath-knile, enteredn protest in
the shape of a back-hander behind the ear, so he
postponed it nutil he eame out of the hospital,
which was a mouth from that day. I have embalm-
éd the memory of that sainted mariver in my
thirilling veutieul drama, *The Wreckers of Mad-
agascar.’

1 often thivk of my neighbor in that hard win-
ter, sewing by the window in the cold gray days,
while her brother huddled over the seanty fire in
The wind rattles the panes
and whistles around the corner of the house wild.
with 'glee.

The trees are spiked with icicles; the

little sireet ou the North River side of the town. |sile-walks are ridged with freezing sleet; and the
| There was a beech tree before the door, aliue of | streets are quarrivs of snow,

My neighbor rubs her fingers when they grow
too numb to hold the needie,and joins her brother
He looks vp in her

‘hen she returus to her work by the

wristbauds sre fitted; buttons are sewed on; sund
at lustl—but bow long it takes!—a shirt is figj=h-

Slowly, slowiy pass the hour:. It is noon. [t
is eve. It is night. Bult there sits my neighbor
still, sewing by the light of the flickering caudle.
Lights die out in the houses
around—window after window disappearing.—
Lights die out in the street, engulfed jn the silent
blackness. Batiny neighbor’s.candle still burus,
und my yeighbor’s fingers still fly.

‘Ob, men, with sisters dear!
Obi, men, with mothers und wives,
It is not linen yop’re wearing out,
But buman creatures? lives!’

It would not be worth while to unwinad hers
the whole threac of my neighbor’s life. Be sure
she did not work forever on slop-work, nor live
ferever in that little street by the river. The

poor change their labor often, and in a nomadic
city like this,their dwellivg still oftener Their love

for and meimory of localitics is small. Not so
with my peighbor. Whatever else she may have
forgotten, she still remembers her first city
hoine.

She sees nothing uear so pretty now. For her
window, like my own, looks over a dreary range
of yards. There isa gruss-platin the centre of
vach yard, but no grass—the thick wey planks is
the paths are greener than the few streggling
blades of verdure. Sheltered by the fences, a few
common flowers, pinks, marigolds, four-o’clocks,
and the like,are striving to bloom. Spiders weave
their webs from bush to bush, and worms and
lnseets eat their fill of leaves. The fences are old,
and wofully in need of whitewash, und from the
rusty nails in their posts stretch innumerable
clothes lines, crossin g each other at all possible
ungles. Kvery yard seems to hawe been wheedled
inte-holding an eternal cut’s cradle. Nojeighbor,
our prospect is not picturesque!

I was sitting in my back attic one day, iu the
early part of last spring,planning my great oriental
romance, and wondering where 1 should fiud a
loever for my heroine, whoin | had just cost ashore -
on a desert island, when, casting my eye in their
direction, I saw my peighbor and a sailorlooking
person standing at my neighbor's window. |
jumped at a conclasion instantly—

‘She has a lover,” | said. *And that lover is a
sailor.. And he has returned. What a capital
sceno  that will make in *The Wreckers of
Meadagascar.’

Then I proceeded to imagine the love between
the two. How they had plighted their troth in
youth. How the sailor was.rowed off to his ship,
waving his bandkerchief the while to my neigh-
bor. -How my neighbor went home and we
profusely. UHow letters came to her with foreign
post-marks. How the good ship ploughed the
deep with bellying sails. How the sailor stood at
the Lelm on moenlight nights, dreaming of my
neighber. Hoew the good ship performed her
voyage, and came home again. And how, when
she reached the port, the impatient lover leaped
ashore, without Lis bagaage, rushed isto my neigh-
bor’s room, and straiued ber to his manly bosom,
dancing a hornpipe in his excitement!

I was wrong, entirely. The sailor-looking per—
son was vot a lover, but my neghbor’s brother,
the boy that huddled over. the fire in that hard,
winter—that Willie that she promised to tuke care.
of. I never quite unders!ood that boy,whether he
was cons‘itutionally feeble and unable to work, .
or whether he was unconseiously idle and seifish.
He was no help to his sister, but always a draw
back, a dead-weight.

Imagine one of the Siamese Twins sick, or on. -
a strike, and the other doing all the business of
life, except spending the money, and you have the



