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* WHAT'S TO BE DONE!

THE WILL AND THE WAY.

CHAYTER L

CHARITY BEGINS AT HOME, BUT BOMETINMER VEN-
TUEES ARBOAD.

?th lnfliutll: and chilly evening in the last
mont t r, & yo portrait-painter
named Sunfurdy“ was gitting alone in the room
where he practised his art. An easel was be-
fore him, and on it was a painting, although so
dim was the light shéd by a m]mrr candle from
an t&jmumhg table, that it was difficult to distin-

u:;n on the canvass. There was
a ﬁnpilua in the apartment, but it no longer
emitted a cheerfal warmth, for the last spark
upon the hearth-stone had ﬂrpu'ad and the air
was growing eolder and colder.

The artist seemed to be unconscious of the
decay of his fire, for he still sat, with arms
folded nml eyes fixed, as il absorbed in comtem-
plation. While he is in this position, let us
take such a survey of his mn as the imper-
fect hﬁl will permit. Tu i fga from his fea-

hu:unumhsmdnutﬁr rom twenty-sev-
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en years. In stature you would eall him neither
ghort nor tall, and in frame meither stout mor
thin. His complexion, though not ruddy, is
sufficiently indicative of good health, and his
face, if not handsome, has that charm of expres-
gion which may generally be found in company
with serenity of mind and cheerfulness of tem-
per. But hark! he begins to soliloguize, and,
with his permission, we will overhear what he
has to say.

I wish I had a thousand dollare! I wouldgo
abroad and study my art. [ would see the best
models—cull from E‘H‘rﬁ style ita choicest beau-
ties——aatisfly myself of the merits of every school
—then return and astonish the natives, [ dore-
ally wish I was not quite so poor, Heigho!
What! Mr. Franklin Stanford! do you call
yourself [pum"i‘ What ingratitude! Are you
not out of debt1 Haven't you good health and

od spirits? Have you any one to look out

or but yoursell1 Haven't you a fair field and
no favour ! What more would you ask, so you
have wit enough, to shut a door without jam-
ming your fingers, and energy enoughto go in
when it rains 1 Surely no young man, ugen-
cumbered and free, has a right to call himself

oor in this new coudtry, while there are mill-
1one upon millions of government acres whither
he can go and shoot buffalo and deer for his din-
ner, ﬂlnels on a prairie, and drink out of the Mis-
sissippi!”

As the young painter concluded his soliloquy,
which, had he imagined it would ever be re-
corded in print, would undoubtedly have been



THE WILL AND THE WAY. a9

less discursive and free, the City Hall clock
struck the hour of midnight.

“Halloo! Twelve o’clock! I had no idea it
was so late! [ must have been in a brown study,”
ﬂinuaﬂ Smfc:;d,]l;hl:ia] eftﬂ;w on his cmhlk,

putting out the li e room to
his way towards his boarding-house.

In the street, he found that a slight snow had
fallen since he was last out. The air was hu-
md :unﬁmfm{rnlf;; the :id:hwﬂl ;:_m

, A0 ew-lork's great thoroughiare
seemed dull, dresry, and deserted. Turning the
corner of Vesey-street, Stanford Jnuad the As-
tor House and hurried up Broadway, eager to
seek warmth and repose in his bed. The ecity
was unwsually still. Occasionally the figure of
a watchman, with his staff under his arm and
his hands in his pockets, cuwvrins up against
the embrasure of a door, might be distinguished
through the mist, but his doze was undisturbed
by the rattling of carriages or the exclamationw
B s s et farther th

r young painter not gone er than
Chambers-street, however, when he met & little
girl, rather thinly clad, who followed him a step
or two, and said, in a low, sweet voice, * Sir
eir! will you listen to me 1"

Stanford was naturally humane, but of late he
kad been so accustomed to the importunities of
beggars in Broadway, and so well aware was ke
that it was one of the tricks of the most experi-
eaced of them to send forth their children with
slight clothing on inclement nights to excite
eompassion, on the present occasion he

¢
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ssed on without bestowin notice upor
the little mendicant who hidmn,-;mﬂtad hn::
She did not renew her appeal, and he had pro-
ceeded several rods at a rapid pace, when some-
thing like a twinge of pity and regret induced
him to look back. The little girl had leaned
her head against the iron lamp-post at the cor-
ner, and ford f?nqnie% kﬂmt hl:d hﬁrdub]:ef

i way to sometiing hike a subdusd &
¢ “?']Ent &Eﬂﬂ]d he do? £ _

“Go home,” whispered Belfishness. * You
are sl and tired. Think of your warm bed.
If the child is suffering, let the watchmen take
care of her. She ia doubtless some impostor.
If you are to be stopped in this way by every
object of compassion you meet, you may as
well abandon every other occupation for that of
almes-giver.”

% Turn back,” said Humanity. “ A stray dog
should excite your pity on such a night as this.
Go and inqiniru the poor child's story, test its
truth, and lend her such aid as your slender
means will allow. It is a very convenient ex-
cupe to cry out ‘imposition,’ but Jet not your
heart be blinded by thet perfidious plea. lsit
not better to be duped than to do an injustice 1
Be merciful, as you would have mercy at your
extremest need.

Here the debate closed, and I am happy to
say that Humanity won the canse.

“What ails you, my child 1" said Stanford,
retracing his n“?én, and layisg his hand on the
{itile girl's shoulder.

Bhe started, and Jooked vp in his face. The



