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SHOPPING.






BY MRS. A. M. F. ANNAN.




"TO FRANCIS HEADLEY, Esq.

WHY failed you to be at my house warming, dear Frank, you and your gentle wife? The marble palace, as, in your honest simplicity, you are unsuspecting enough to believe my structure of brick, paint and stucco; the marble palace is finished from corner-stone to roof-tree, and I have received the congratulations of scores who really hope I have bettered my condition, and of a still  larger number who rejoice in the prospect of a new 
place for dining out, on my being at last domiciliated in a ‘home.’ But what a desecration of the  word! I never was less at home in my life—I, a 
solitary man, occupying these long suites of large 
apartments—how is it that Byron expresses the sensations? 

'A sort of chill comes o'er me, when alone,

Seeing what's made for many with but one'

In my boarding-house I really could have a little domestic enjoyment. My two rooms and all they contained were within the range of my eye, and I became familiar with them accordingly. When I seated myself in my arm-chair, pulled forward the handirons to their proper line, drew up an ottoman for my feet and a table for my elbow, I felt as if I were gathering my family about me, and for every 
object I had a separate regard. Here, it will take me a lustrum to become acquainted with the multitudinous things the cabinet-makers and upholsterers have hung up and spread down and ranged
around, all, as I am to understand, for my gratification. And yet it must be done. It would  be  shabby to creep into a corner, and the house must be kept from moulding; therefore I must inhabit it all over—I, myself. Then, there is no little  sanctum in which I might find a moment's relief, as in all truly home-like establishments, no retreat, such as gentlemen of your class are enriched with, in which you may enjoy the busy idleness of snipping threads and patches, gathered from the carpet, the interesting distress of not knowing where to
lean, that you will not make creases in some dainty fabric of female garniture, or the agreeable agony of skinning your ancles on the rockers of a cradle.

"Let me stop for a moment to fancy you laughing in your sleeve at the idea that I am too sheepish to come to the point at once, and pluming yourself on your sagacious discovery of what all this tends to without further explanation of mine. Well, have done—for I assure you I can say it out as coolly as a professed flirt says, ‘I’m very sorry,’ &c. &c., to  the hundredth ineligible proposal. I now, Frank, 
find the want of a wife; there! I have decided, at length, to soar above the chrysalis of the old 
bachelor. 

"Old, forsooth! how happens it that I am stigmatized as an old bachelor, while you, with a matronly wife and half-a-dozen sturdy children, are still designated as a youngish married man, though you are full a year my senior? do I look old? that I deny, yet it is in vain I assert that my unfaded 
locks are of spontaneous growth, and that my teeth are not patent metallic. Is it my manners? toward men I flatter myself that they are of a very common order, and toward women—yet when I think of it, there must be the front of my offending. 
The first woman into whose way I was thrown  after I had began to consider myself a man, inspired me with an awe which has ever since attached 
itself to the whole sex, imparting to my address toward them a stiffness and timidity so uncommon now-a-days, that the fair creatures regard them as 
remnants of some era too long gone for their cognizance. 

«You remember her to whom I allude?—yet 
how could any one forget the rarely beautiful, the nobly gifted, the high-hearted, the altogether peerless Eugenia Sinclair! I have thought much of her since my new want has awakened, and I feel that my vivid recollections of her have given me aspirations too high even to be realized. The world holds no second Eugenia Sinclair, and if it did, what am I, that I should think of winning her? You have sometimes called her my first










[image: ]

[image: ]

Retrieved from "https://en.wikisource.org/w/index.php?title=Page:Peterson%27s_Magazine_1843,_Volume_III.pdf/390&oldid=13859352"


		Category: 	Not proofread




	





	Navigation menu

	
		

	
		Personal tools
	

	
		
			Not logged in
	Talk
	Contributions
	Create account
	Log in


		
	



		
			

	
		Namespaces
	

	
		
			Previous page
	Next page
	Page
	Discussion
	Image
	Index


		
	



			

	
	
		English
	
	
		
		

		
	



		

		
			

	
		Views
	

	
		
			Read
	Edit
	View history


		
	



			

	
	
		More
	
	
		
		

		
	



			

	Search

	
		
			
			
			
			
		

	




		

	

	

	
		
	

	

	
		Navigation
	

	
		
			Main Page
	Community portal
	Central discussion
	Recent changes
	Subject index
	Authors
	Random work
	Random author
	Random transcription
	Help
	Donate


		
	



	

	
		
	

	
		
		

		
	




	
		Tools
	

	
		
			What links here
	Related changes
	Special pages
	Permanent link
	Page information
	Cite this page
	Get shortened URL
	Download QR code


		
	




	
		Print/export
	

	
		
			Printable version
	Download EPUB
	Download MOBI
	Download PDF
	Other formats


		
	



	

	
		In other languages
	

	
		
		

		

	










		 This page was last edited on 10 February 2024, at 03:21.
	Text is available under the Creative Commons Attribution-ShareAlike License; additional terms may apply.  By using this site, you agree to the Terms of Use and Privacy Policy.




		Privacy policy
	About Wikisource
	Disclaimers
	Code of Conduct
	Developers
	Statistics
	Cookie statement
	Mobile view



		[image: Wikimedia Foundation]
	[image: Powered by MediaWiki]






