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s here was once a sculptor, named Alfred, who having won the 1arge golcl medal and obtained a
’traveﬂing scholarship, went to I’taly, and then came back to his native land. He was young at
that time—indeed, he is young still, although he is ten years older than he was then. On his
return, he went to visit one of the little towns in the island of Zealand. The whole town knew who
the stranger was; and one of the richest men in the place gave a party in his honor, and all who
were of any consequence, or who possessecl some property, were invited. It was quite an event, and
all the town knew of it, so that it was not necessary to announce it l)y beat of drum.
Apprentice—l)oys, children of the poor, and even the poor people themselves, stood before the
house, Watching the hgh’ce(l windows; and the watchman might easily £ancy he was giving a party
also, there were so many people in the streets. There was quite an air of fes’civity about it, and the
house was full of it; for Mr. Alfrecl, the sculptor, was there. He talked and told anecclotes, and
every one listened to him with pleasure, not unminglecl with awe; but none felt so much respect
for him as did the elclerly widow of a naval officer. She seemed, so far as Mr. Alfred was
concerned, to be like a piece of fresh Motting—paper that absorbed all he said and asked for more.

She was very appreciative, and incre(li]oly ignorant- a kind of female Gaspar Hauser.

"I should like to see Rome," she said; "it must be a 1ovely city, or so many foreigners would not be
constantly arriving there. Now, do give me a clescription of Rome. How does the city look when

you enter in at the gate?"

"[ cannot very well describe it," said the sculptor; "but you enter on a 1arge open space, in the
centre of which stands an obelisk, which is a thousand years old."

"An organist!" exclaimed the lacly, who had never heard the word 'obelisk.' Several of the guests
could scarcely forbear 1aughing, and the sculptor would have had some cliHiculty in 12eeping his
countenance, but the smile on his hps faded away; for he caught sight of a pair of dark-blue eyes
close l)y the side of the inquisitive lacly. They I)elongecl to her claughter; and surely no one who
had such a daughter could be siHy. The mother was like a fountain of questions; and the
claugh’cer, who listened but never spolze, might have passe(l for the beautiful maid of the fountain.
How charming she was! She was a stucly for the sculptor to contempla’te, but not to converse

Wit}l; for she did not spealz, or, at 1east, very seldom.

"Has the pope a great £ami1y?" inquirecl the 1acly. The young man answered consiclerately, as if the
question had been a different one, "No; he does not come from a great family." "That is not what
I aslzecl,” persis’cecl the Wi(‘lOW; "l mean, has he a wife and children?" "The pope is not allowed to
marry," replied the gentleman. "T don't like that," was the lady's remark. She cer’tainly might have
asked more sensible questions; but if she had not been allowed to say just what she liked, would
her daughter have been there, 1eaning so grace{:uﬂy on her shoulder, and 1oolzing straight before

her, with a smile that was almost mournful on her face?

Mr. Alfred again spolee of Italy, and of the glorious colors in Italian scenery; the purple hiﬂs, the
deep blue of the Mediterranean, the azure of southern sleies, whose Lrightness and glory could



only be surpassed in the north ]oy the deep-]alue eyes of a maiden; and he said this with a peculiar
intonation; but she who should have understood his meaning looked quite unconscious of it,

which also was charming.

"Beautiful Italy!" sig}lecl some of the guests.

"Oh, to travel there!" eXClaimecl otl'lers.
"Charming! Charming!" echoed from every voice.

"I may perhaps win a hundred thousand dollars in the 1o’ctery," said the naval officer's widow; "and
if 1 do, we will travel- T and my daugh’ter; and you, Mr. Alfre(l, must be our guide. We can all
three travel together, with one or two more of our goocl friends." And she nodded in such a
frien(ﬂy way at the company, that each imaginecl himself to be the favored person who was to
accompany them to Italy. "Yes, we must go," she continued; "but not to those parts where there
are robbers. We will 12eep to Rome. In the public roads one is always safe."

The daughter sighed very gently; and how much there may be in a sigh, or attributed to it! The
young man attributed a great deal of meaning to this sigh. Those deep—]olue eyes, which had been
lit up this evening in honor of him, must conceal treasures, treasures of heart and mincl, richer
than all the glories of Rome; and so when he left the party that nigh’c, he had lost it completely to
the young 1acly. The house of the naval officer's widow was the one most constantly visited Ly Mr.
Alfrecl, the sculptor. It was soon understood that his visits were not intended for that lacly, though
they were the persons who 12ept up the conversation. He came for the sake of the daughter. T]’ley
called her Kaela. Her name was reaﬂy Karen Malena, and these two names had been contracted
into the one name Kaela. She was reaﬂy ]oeauti{*ul; but some said she was rather duu, and slept

late of a morning.

"She has been accustomed to tha’c,” her mother said. "She is a l)eauty, and they are always
easily tired. She does sleep rather 1ate; but that makes her eyes so clear."

What power seemed to lie in the depths of those dark eyes! The young man felt the truth of
the proverlo, "Still waters run deep:" and his heart had sunk into their depths. He often
talked of his adventures, and the mamma was as simple and eager in her questions as on the
first evening they met. [t was a pleasure to hear Alfred describe anything. He showed them
colored plates of N aples, and spolze of excursions to Mount Vesuvius, and the eruptions of
fire from it. The naval officer's widow had never heard of them before.

"Good heavens!" she exclaimed. "So that is a ]ourning mountain; but is it not very dangerous to

the people who live near it?"
"Whole cities have been des’croyed,” he replied; "for instance, Herculaneum and Pompeii."
"Oh, the poor people! And you saw all that with your own eyes?"

"No; I did not see any of the eruptions which are represented in those pictures; but I will show

you a sketch of my own, which represents an eruption | once saw."

He placecl a pencil sketch on the table; and mamma, who had been over—powerecl with the
appearance of the colored pla’ces, threw a glance at the pale drawing and cried in astonishment,
"What, did you see it throw up white fire?"



For a moment, Alfred's respect for Kaela's mamma underwent a sudden shocle, and lessened
consicleral)ly; but, dazzled ]Jy the hg}lt which surrounded Kaela, he soon found it quite natural
that the old lacly should have no eye for color. After aﬂ, it was of very little consequence; for

Kaela's mamima 1’13.(1 the Lest O£ aﬂ pOSSGSSiOI’lS; namely, Kaela herself.

Alfred and Kaela were l)etrotlle(l, which was a very natural result; and the betrothal was
announced in the newspaper of the little town. Mama purchase(l thirty copies of the paper, that
she might cut out the paragraph and send it to friends and acquaintances. The betrothed pair
were very happy, and the mother was happy too. She said it seemed like connecting herself with

Thorwalsclen.

"You are a true successor of Thorwalsden," she said to Alfred; and it seemed to him as if, in this
instance, mamma had said a clever thing. Kaela was silent; but her eyes shone, her lips smiled,
every movement was grace{:ul,— in £act, she was Leauti{:ul; that cannot be repeatecl too often.
Alfred decided to take a bust of Kaela as well as of her mother. They sat to him accordingly, and
saw how he molded and formed the soft clay with his ﬁngers.

"[ suppose it is only on our account that you per£orm this common—place work yourseH, instead

of 1eaving it to your servant to do all that sticlzing toge’cher.”
"It is reaﬂy necessary that I should mould the clay myself,” he repliecl.

"Ah, yes, you are always so polite,” said mamma, with a smile; and Kaela silently pressed his hand,
all soiled as it was with the clay.
Y

Then he unfolded to them both the beauties of Nature, in all her Worlzs; he pointecl out to them
how, in the scale of creation, inanimate matter was inferior to animate nature; the plant above
the mineral, the animal above the plant, and man above them all. He strove to show them how
the l)eauty of the mind could be clisplayecl in the outward form, and that it was the sculp’tor‘s task
to seize upon that laeauty of expression, and procluce it in his works. Kaela stood silent, but

nodded in approl)ation of what he said, while mamma-in-law made the £oﬂowing confession:-

"Tt is difficult to follow you; but T go hobbling along after you with my thoughts, though what

you say makes my head whirl round and round. Still T contrive to 1ay hold on some of it."

Kaela's beauty had a firm hold on Alfre(l; it filled his soul, and held a mastery over him. Beauty

beamed from Kaela's every feature, gli’ctered in her eyes, lurked in the corners of her mouth, and
pervaded every movement of her agile fingers. Aﬂred, the sculptor, saw this. He spolze only to her,
’chought only of her, and the two became one; and so it may be said she spolze much, for he was
always taﬂzing to her; and he and she were one. Such was the l)etro’chal, and then came the
Wedding, with bride's-maids and wedding presents, all duly mentioned in the weclding speech.
Mamma-in-law had set up Thorwalsden's bust at the end of the table, attired in a clressing—gown;
it was her £ancy that he should be a guest. Songs were sung, and cheers given; for it was a gay
Wedding, and they were a handsome pair. "Pygmalion loved his Galatea," said one of the songs.

"Ah, that is some of your mythologies," said mamma-in-law.

Next day the youthful pair started for Copenhagen, where they were to live; mamma-in-law
accompaniecl them, to attend to the "coarse Worlz," as she always called the domestic
arrangements. Kaela 1ooleecl lilze a (J.OH in a cloﬂ's house, £or everything was bright and new, an(l SO



fine. There they sat, all three; and as for Alfred, a prover]:) may describe his position- he looked
like a swan amongst the geese. The magic of form had enchanted him; he had looked at the
casket without caring to inquire what it contained, and that omission often l)rings the greatest
unhappiness into married life. The casket may be injurecl, the gilcling may fall off, and then the
purchaser regrets his bargain.

Ina 1arge party it is very disagreeal)le to find a button giving way, with no studs at hand to fall
back upon; but it is worse still in a 1arge company to be conscious that your wife and
mother-in-law are taﬂzing nonsense, and that you cannot depencl upon yourseH to procluce a little
reacly wit to carry off the stupi&ity of the whole affair.

The young married pair often sat together hand in hand; he would talk, but she could only now
and then let fall a word in the same melodious voice, the same bell-like tones. It was a mental
relief when Sophy, one of her £riencls, came to pay them a visit. Sophy was not, pretty. She was,
however, quite free from any physical de£0rmity, although Kaela used to say she was a little
crooleecl; but no eye, save an intimate acquaintance, would have noticed it. She was a very sensible
girl, yet it never occurred to her that she might be a dangerous person in such a house. Her
appearance created a new atmosphere in the doll's house, and air was reaHy requirecl, they all
owned that. They felt the want of a change of air, and consequen’cly the young couple and their
mother travelled to Italy.

"Thank heaven we are at home again within our own four walls," said mamma-in-law and

daughter l)oth, on their return after a year's absence.

"There is no real pleasure in traveﬂing," said mamma; "to tell the truth, it's very wearisome; | beg
parclon for saying so. | was soon very tired of it, although [ had my children with me; and,
besides, it's very expensive work ’traveﬂing, very expensive. And all those gaﬂeries one is expectecl
to see, and the quantity of things you are ololige& to run after! It must be clone, for very shame;
you are sure to be asked when you come back if you have seen everything, and will most lilzely be
told that you've omitted to see what was best worth seeing of all. T got tired at last of those endless
Madonnas; I ]oegan to think I was turning into a Madonna myself."

"And then the living, mamma," said Kaela.

"Yes, indeed," she replied, "no such a thing as a respectaljle meat soup — their coolzery is
miserable stuff."

The journey had also tired Kaela; but she was always fatigued, that was the worst of it. So they
sent for Sophy, and she was taken into the house to reside with them, and her presence there was
a great advantage. Mamma-in-law aclenowledged that Sophy was not only a clever housewife, but
well-informed and accomphshecl, though that could hanﬂy be expectecl in a person of her limited
means. She was also a generous—hear’ced, faithful girl; she showed that thoroughly while Kaela 1ay
sick, fading away. When the casket is everything, the casket should be strong, or else all is over.
And all was over with the caslzet, for Kaela died.

"She was l)eautiful," said her mother; "she was quite different from the beauties Jchey call
'antiques,' for t}ley are so damage&. A I)eauty ought to be perfect, and Kaela was a perfect Leauty.”

Alfred wept, and mamma wept, and they both wore mourning. The black dress suited mamma

very well, and she wore mourning the 1onges’c. She had also to experience another grie£ in seeing



Alfred marry again, marry Sophy, who was nothing at all to look at. "He's gone to the very
extreme," said mamma—in—law; "he has gone from the most beautiful to the ugliest, and he has

forgotten his first wife. Men have no constancy. My husband was a very different man,- but then
he died before me."

"'Pygmalion loved his Galatea,' was in the song they sung at my first Wecl(ling," said Alfred; "I
once fell in love with a beautiful statue, which awoke to life in my arms; but the kindred soul,
which is a gi{-t from heaven, the angel who can feel and sympathize with and elevate us, I have
not found and won till now. You came, Sophy, not in the glory of outward Leauty, though you
are even fairer than is necessary. The chief thing still remains. You came to teach the sculptor
that his work is but dust and clay only, an outward form made of a material that clecays, and
that what we should seek to obtain is the ethereal essence of mind and spirit. Poor Kaela! our
life was but as a meeting Ly the Way—sicle; in yoncler world, where we shall know each other from

a union of mind, we shall be but mere acquaintances.”

"That was not a 1oving speech," said Sopl'ly, "nor spolzen like a Christian. In a future state,
where there is neither marrying nor giving in marriage, but Where, as you say, souls are attracted
to each other ]oy sympa’chy; there everything beautiful develops itself, and is raised to a higher
state of existence: her soul will acquire such completeness that it may harmonize with yours,
even more than mine, and you will then once more utter your first rapturous exclamation of

your 1ove, 'Beautiful, most beautiful!"

~The End~



