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CHAPTER I.

HEY sat together in the twilight conversing.
Three years, with their alternations of joy and
grief had swept over their married life, bringing
their hearts into closer alliance, as each new emo-
tion thrilled and upheaved the buried life within.

That night their souls seemed attuned to a richer
melody than ever before; and as the twilight deep-
ened, and one by one the stars appeared, the blessed
baptism of a heavenly calm descended and rested upon
their spirits. .

“Then you think there are but very few harmoni-
ous marriages, Hugh ¢ ”’ '

“ My deep experience with human nature, and
close observations of life, have led me to that conclu-
sion. Our own, and a few happy exceptions beside,
are but feeble offsets to the countless cases of unhap-
py unions.” ‘

“ Unhappy; why?” he continued, talking more
to himself than to the fair woman at his side; “ peo-

plo are only married fractionally, as a great thinker
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has written ; and knowing so little of themselves, how

can they know each other ¢ The greatest strangers to
each other whom I have ever met, have been parties
bound together by the marriage laws !”’

« But you would not sunder soholy a bond as that
of marriage, Hugh'?

«T could not, and would not if I could. Whatever
assimilates, whether of mind or matter, can not be
sundered. I would only destroy false conditions, and
- build up in their places those of peace and harmony.
While I fully appreciate the marriage covenant, I sor-
row over the imperfect manhood which desecrates it.
I question again and again, why persons so dissimilar

in tastes and habits, are brought together ; and then.

the question is partly, if not fully answered, by the
great truth of God’s economy, which brings the lesser
unto the greater to receive, darkness unto light, that
“all may grow together. I-almost know by sceing one
party, what the other is. Thus are the weak and
strong — not strength and might — coupled. Mar-
riage should be a help, and not a hindiance. In the
present state of society, we are too restricted to
know what marriage is. Either one, or both of those
united, are selfish and narrow, allowing no conditions
in which each may grow.”
© ¢ Do I limit you, Hught”

« No, dearest, no ; I never meant it should be so,
cither. When I gave you my love, I did not surren-
der my individual life and right of action. All of my
being which you can appropriate to yourself is yours ;
you .can take no more. What 1 take [rom you, is
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your love and sympathy. I cannotexhaust or receive
you wholly.” ‘ - |

“But I give you all of myself.”
“Yet I can only take what I can absorb or receive

into my being. The qualities of a human soul are
‘too mighty to be absorbed by any one.” .

“ What matters it if I am content in your love

- that I wish for none other ?

“I have often feared, dear Alice, that your‘indi-
vidual life was lost in your love for me.”

“ What matters it, if you give me yourself in re-
turn ?” |

“ It matters much. If we are not strong for our-
selves, we are not strength to cach other. If we have
no reserve force, we shall in time consume each oth-
er’s life. We can never be wholly another’s.”

.“.Am I not wholly yours, dear Hugh ?”’ she said
raising her eyes tenderly to his, in that summer tWi-’-
light. o |
~ * Not @il mine, but all that I can receive.”

“It may.be true, but it seems cold to me,” she re-
plied, a littlo sadly. ’ |

““Too much philosophy and not enough love for
your tender woman nature, is it not, darling ?”

“I think you have explained it. I feel ag though

- you were drifting away from me, Hugh, when you

talk as you do to-night. Although I dearly love pro-
gress and enlarged views of life, I do not like many

- of the questions that are being agitated in reference

to marriage.”
43 ' : q ' :
Because you do not-take comprehensive views of
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the matter. I can,I think,set you clear on the whole
subject, and divoree from your mind the thought that
liberty is license. Liberty, in its full, true meaning,
is the pure action of a true manhood, in obedience to
the laws of the individual. For a simple illustration,
look at our neighbors, Mr. and Mrs, Danforth. She,
‘as you well know, is an ambitious woman ; smart,
and rather above the majority of her neighbors, intel-
lectually, but not spiritually. Her husband is a kind-
hearted man, content to fill an ordinary station in
life, but spiritually far her superior. His nature is
rich in affection ; her nature is cold and intellectual.
He knows nothing of other woman’s views, conse-
quently has'no standard by which to form an estimate
of those of his wife. If she was wise, as well as
sharp, she would see that she is standing in her own
light ; for the man whom she wishes to look upon her,
and lLer only, will soon be a pure negation, a mere
machine, an echo of her own jealousy and selfish
pride. Now, freedom, or his liberty, would give him
the right to mingle and converse with other women ;
then he would know what his wife was to him, while
he would retain himself and give to her his manhood,
instead of thie mere return of her own self. At pres-
ent he dare not utter a word to which she does not
" fully subscribe. She talks of his ¢love’ for her; it
should be his ¢ servility” They live in too close re-
lation to be all they might to cach other. 1 have
heard her proudly assert, that he never spent an even-
ing from home! I think they are both to be pitied ;
- but, am I making the subject of freedom in any degree
clear to your mind, my patient wifc ?
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“ Yes, I begin to see that it is higher and nobler to
be free, and far purer than I supposed.”
“ Yes, dear one,” he said, drawing her close to his

~ heart, ““ we must at times go from what we most tenderly

love, in order to be drawn closer. The closest links
are those which do not bind at all. It is a great mis- |
take to keepﬂ the marriage tie so binding, and to force
upon society such a dearth of social life as we see
around us daily. Give men and women liberty to
enjoy themselves on high social planes, and we shall
not have ‘the debasing things which are occurring
daily, and are constantly on the increase. If I should
take a lady of culture and refinement to a concert,.a
lecturo, or to a theatre, would not society lift up its
hands in boly horror, and scandal-mongers go from
house to house? If men and women come not to-
gether on high planes, they will meet on debasing
ones, Give us more liberty, and we shall have more
purity. I speak these words not impulsively; they
are the result of long thinking, and were they my
last, I would as strongly and as fearlessly utter
them.” '

“I feel myself growing in thought, to-night, Hugh,
and O, how proud I feel that the little being who is
soon to claim’ our love, if all is well, will come into at
least some knowledge of these things.” ‘

In a few weeks she expected to become a mother,
and was looking hopefully forward to the event, as all
women do, or should, who have pleasant homes and -
worthy husbands. |

1, too, am glad that we can give it the benefit of
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our experience, and shall be proud to welcome into
the world a legitimate child.” ' '

“ Why, Hugh! what do you mean ? All children
are legitimate, are they not, that are born in wed-

Clock 77

“ Very far from it. In very many cases they arc
wholly illegitimate.” .

Iis wife looked cagerly for an explanation.

« All persons who are not living in harmony and
love, are bringing into the world illegitimate offspring.
Children should be born because they are wanted. A
welcome should greet every new-born child, and yet
a mere physical relation is all that exists between
thousands of parents and children, while thousands
who have not given physical birth are more fitted -by
qualities of heart and soul to be the parents of these

spiritual orphans than the blood relations, who claim

them as their own. I often think that many in the

other life will find, even though they may have had

no offspring in this, that they have children by the
ties of soul and heart-affinity, which constitutes after
all the only relationship that is immortal.”

Pen days after the above conversation, the eventful
period came. All night she lingered in pain, and at
daybreak a bright and beautiful daughter was laid at
her side. But, alas! life here was not for her.
Mother and babe were about to be separated, for the
fast receding pulse told plainly to the watchful phy-
sician that her days were numbered. Her anguished
husband read it in the hopeless features of the doc-
tor, and leaning over the dear one he loved so well,

. he caught from her these last words, —
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“ Call her DawN! for is she not a coming light to
Xou? See, the day is breaking, Hugh,” — then the
lips closed forever. '

. “ Come, back, come back to me, my loved, my dar-
Img one,” broke from the anguished heart of the
strlckle? husband, and falling on his knees beside the
now lifeless form, he, buried his face in his
and wopt, , ‘ s face in his hands,

But even grief cannot always have its sway.

.A low, wailing cry from the infant moved his heart
Wl!:h a strarllg:e thrill, he knew not whether of Jjoy or
pain, and rising from fhe posture in which grief had

thrown him, he went and bow .
. ed
silent form.a’_ himself over the

One gone, another come.

But the little being had ker life iin its veins, and
slm.?vly he felt himself drawn earthward by this new
claim upon his love and sympathy.

A.strangfa feeling came over him as the nurse took
the litéle child, and laid upon the bed the robes its
mother had prepared for it. :

It was too much, and tl i

‘ , e heart-stricken man left
}thz room, and locking himself in his library, where he
fla1 1 spent so many happy hours with his lost one, gave
ull vent to thf—:a deep anguish of his soul. He heard
]t;le kind physician’s steps as he left, and no meore
mor’hol}rs he sat bowed in grief, and silent, while sor-

row’s bitter waters surged over him.

No more v_vould her sweet smile light his home ; no

nl;ore her voice call his name in those tender ,i'o,nes .
that had so often been music to his ears; no more;
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could they wa;lk or sit in. the moonlight and converse.

Was it really true ? Had Alice gone, or was it notiall

bled dream ?
) tll\.T(?(lmseca,me, and his. brow became: more. fovered.
But there was no soft hand to soothe the pain away.
Night came, and still he sat and mourned ; and tl}en
the sound: of voices reached his ears. He 1_'oused him-
self to meet the friends and relations of his dcéar de-

parted one, and then all seemed vague, indefinite and

dreamlike. .
The funeral rites, the burial, the falling earth wpon

~ the coffin 1idi; these all passed befo;:e him, then like
one in a stupor he went back to hlS- home, and too;{
up the broken threads of life again, an}d learne

16 live and smile for his bright-eyed, beautifal Dawn.

May she be Dawn to the world, he said unto himself(‘i
as he looked into her heayen—blue eyes ; then tha,n_ke,

God that his life was spared to guide her over 11fee;‘
rough seas, and each day broughtl fresh 1nsp1rat101(1; of
hope, new aspirations of strength, and more confiding
trust in Him whose ways are not as our ways.

N I SN
T A e R R e

CHAPTER II.

DAWN grew to be very beautiful. Every day re-
vealed some new charm, until Hugh feared she
too might go and live with the angels. But there was

- a mission for her to perform on the earth, and she

lived.

Each day he talked to her of her mother, and kept
her memory alive to her beautiful traits, until the
child grew so familiar with her being as to know no
loss of her bodily presence, save in temporal affairs.

A faithful and efficient woman kept their house, and .
cared for Dawn’s physical wants ; her father attend-
ing to her needs, both mental and spiritual, uniil she

‘reached the age of seven, when a change in his busi-
ness required him to be so often away from home,
that he advertised for a governess to superintend her
studies and her daily deportment.

“ What was mamma like ?” asked Dawn of hor fa-
ther one evening as they sat in the moonlight together,
“ was she like the twilight ? 7’ ‘

He turned upon the child with admiration, for to
him nothing in nature could better be likened unto
his lost and lovely Alice.

“Yes, darling,” he said, kissing her again and
again, “ mamma was just Like the twilight — sweet,
tender, and soothing.” |
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«Then I am not at all like mamma?” she re-

marked, a little sadly.

“ And why ?” )
“ Because I am strong and full of life. I always

feel as though it was just daylight. I never fecl tired,
papa, 1 only feel hushed.” : .

« Heaven grant my daughter may never be weary,”
he said, and stooped to kiss her, while he brushed
away a tear which started as he did so.

« T shall never be weary while I have you, papa..
You will never leave me, will you?”

~«T hope to be spared many years to guard and love
my charge.”

A few days after, Dawn was surprised to find t}’w
governess, of whom her father had spoken, in the
library, and her father with his carpet-bag packed,

ready for a journey. '
« Am I not going too, papa ?”” she said, turning on

him her face, as though her heart was ready to burst

with grief. It was their first parting, and equally
‘hard for parent and child. :

«Not this time, darling, but in the summer we
shall go to the sea-shore and the mountains, and take
Miss Vernon with us. Come, this is your feacher,
Dawn; I want you to be very good and obedient
while T am away,” and then, looking at his wately, he
bade them both adieu.

He knew the child was weeping bitterly. All the
way to the cars, and on the journey through that
long, sunny day, he felt her calling him back. Thero
could be 1o real separation between them, and it was
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painful to part, and keep both so drawn and attenu-
ated in spirit. A #
In vain Miss Vernon exerted herself to make the

- child happy. It was of no use. Her delicate organ-

ism had received its first shock ; but in due time her
spirit broke through the clouds in its native brilliancy,
and there was no lingering shadow left on her sky'.
Dawn was as bright and smiling as she. had been sad
and dispirited.

“1 will gather some wild flowers and make the
room all bright and lovely for papa,” she said, and in
a moment was far away,

“It’s no use training her, you see, Miss,” the good

“housekeeper asserted, as a sort of an apology for the -
child, whom she loved almost to idolatry, “ might as
well try to trap the sunlight or catch moonbeams.
She’ll have her way, and, somehow to me, her way
seems always right. Will you please step out to tea,
Miss, and then I will go and look after her ; or, if you
like, you can follow that little path that leads from
the garden gate to the hill where she has gone for -her
flowers,” S :

Miss Vernon was glad to go ; .and after a light sup-

ber, was on her way, almost féarful that the child
might consider her an intruder, for she instinctively
felt that she must work her way into the affections of
her new charge. - | ’
- She followed the path to the hill, and after walk-
g for some time and not finding Dawn, was about
to retracc her steps, when she heard a low, sweet

voice, chanting an evening hymn. She sat upon o
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bed of grey moss until the chanting ceased, and then
went in the direction from which the sound came.

There sat Dawn, with eyes uplifted, lips parted
as though in conversation, and features glowing
with intensest emotion. Then the eyes dropped, and
her little hands were pressed to her heart, as though
the effort had been too great. :

Slowly Miss Vernon stepped towards her. Dawn
caught her eye, and motioned her to come nearer.

¢ Are you not lonely here, child ?”’ she asked.

«TLonely ? O,no. 1am not alone, Miss Vernon,
God is here, and T am so full I sing, or 1 should die.
Did you hear me ?” .

“«1 did. Who taught you that beautiful chant ?”

¢« No one ; it grew in me ; just as the flowers grow
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“I have no near friends living, dear child.”

“ What! did they all die? Only my mamma is
dead ; but I don’t miss her; I think she must be in
the air, I feel her so. Have n’t you any father, Miss
Vernon ? ’

“No. He died when I was quite young, and
then my mother, and before I came here I burie,d my
last near relative —— an aunt.”

“But aunts don’t know us, do they ¢

“Why not? I don’t quite understand you,” she
said, wishing to bring the child out. ’

“ Why, they don’y feel our souls. I have got aunts
and cousins, but they scem away off, O, so far
They live lere, but I don’t feel them ; and thej;

ma,;ce me, O, so tired, They never say anything that-

makes me thrill all over as papa does. Don’

see¢ now what I mean ? 7’ ! ok you
“Yes, I sce. Will you tell me after I have been

here awhile, if I make you tired ? :

'

on the plants.”
«T lhave an instructor here, and, one I shall find

more interesting than tractable,” mused the governess,
as she looked upon the child. But Dawn was not
learned in onc day, as she afterwards found.

g
B
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The sun sank behind the hills just as they entered
the garden together. Dawn missed her father too
much to be quite up to her usual point of life, and
she went and laid herself down upon a couch in the
library, and chatted away the hour before her bed-
time. She missed him more than she could tell;
and then she thought to herself, ¢ Who can I tell how
much I miss my father ?”’ . |

¢« Did you cver have any body you loved go away,
Miss Vernon ?” she at last ventured to ask, and her
voice told what she suffered.

oo

“Ineed not tell you in words. Y i
ot . ,Ou will see me

:: Very good. I hope I shall not weary you.”

I can tell by to-morrow, and if I do look tired

you will go, won’t you ?

.“ Oer_ta,inly; and for fear 1 may weary you now, I
will retire, if you will promise to go too.” ,

Sliedyleldcd willingly to Miss Vernon’s wish, and
was led to her room, where the sensitive ' bei
Was soon at rest. ’ ) pore bein
.lt seemed almost too early for any one to be stir-
ring, when Miss Vernon heard a little tap on her
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door, and thé next moment beheld a childish face
peeping in.

“ May I come?”

¢ Oeliainly. . I hope you have had pleasant dreams,
Dawn. Can you tell me why they gave you such a

strange name ?”’ . -
“ Sg;;range? Why I am Dawn, that is the reason;

» "
and mamma was Twilight, only her mother did n’t
give her the right name.” N

¢« Have you slept well ?

«T did n’t know anything till T woke up. "Was that
sleeping well 77 .

“pI think it was. Now will you tell me at what‘
hour you have breakfast, that 1 may prepare myself
‘in season 77’ . | .

« When papa is at home, at eight o’clock. This
morning I am going to see Bessie, ?:he n,ew calf, and
Miunie Day’s kittens, and Percy Willard’s new po;:’y,
so Aunt Sue says she can have breakfast any time.

Miss Vernon upon this concluded that she Eaeed
malke no hasty toilet, and sank back upon her piliow
to think awhile of her new surroundings.

Breakfast waited, but no Dawn appeared.. Aunt
Sue, fearing that the toast and coffec might be
spoiled, rang for Miss Vernon. . .

pAt eieven Dawn came in with soiled clothes and
wet feet. . .
« (), Aunty, the pony was so wild, and the kittens
i fore.” .
so cunning, I could n’t come be ‘ 1

“ And :uc your clothes, Dawn. -1 must work very

Liard to-day to wash and dry them. Now go to your

DAWN. 19

room and change them all, and try to remember
others when you are in your enjoyments, won’t
you?” '

“ Yes, and I won’t soil them again, auntie.”

“ Until the next time, I fear,” said the kind house-
keeper, who was, perhaps, too forgiving with the
strange, wild child. .

The next day Dawn was filled with delight at her
father’s return. He came early in the morning, and
found his pet awake and watchirig for his approach.

“ 0, papa, such a dream, a real dream, as I had .
last night. Sit right here by the window, please,
while I tell it to you.” '

“ Perhaps your dream will be so real that we shall
not want anything more substantial for breakfast.”

“ 0, it’s better than food, papa.”

“ Well, go on, my pet.” :

‘I was thinking how glad I should be to see my
papa, when I went to sleep and had this beautiful
dream : — .

“I was walking in a garden all full of flowers and
vines, when I.saw my mother coming towards me,
with something upon her arm. She came close, and
then I saw it was a robe, O, such a white robe, -
whiter than snow.  She put it on me, and it was too
long. I asked if it was for me why it was so long.
‘You will grow, she said, ¢ tall and beautiful, and
need the long garment.” Then she Ied the way, and
motioned me to follow. She led me down a dismal
lane, and into a damp, dreadful place, where the
streets were all mud and dirt. <O, my dress,’ I said,
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¢ my pure white robe.” ¢ No dust and dirt can staig
it,’ she replied, ¢ walk through that dark street an
seo.’ I went, and looked back at each step, but my
pure white robe was not soiled, and Whe?n I retumf;d
to her, it was as spotless as ever. ‘Wasit not alovely
what does it mean, pap
dl‘?‘a E’lgéls((lm too deep for your childhood to compre-

[ wi 11 you. But here
hend, and yet 1 will some day tell y
comes Miss Vernon, and the bell has rung for break-

fast.”

a?ss . o

CHAPTER I1II.

| THE next day, while Dawn wandered over the hills,

her father conversed with Miss Vernon on what

to his mind constituted an education.
I know that all our growth is slow, but I wish to
take the right steps if possible in the right directjon ;
I wish my daughter to be wholly, not fractionally de-

- veloped. There are certain parts of her nature which

I shall trust to no one. Her daily lessons, a knowl-
edge respecting domestic affairs, a thorough compre-

hension of the making and cost of wearing apparel,

and a due regard to proper attire, I shall trust to you,
if you are competent to fill such a position, and I
think you are.”

“ I have seen so much misery,” he continued,  re-
sulting from the inability of some women to make a
kome happy, that I have resolved if my child lives to

. years of maturity, all accomplishments shall give way,

if need be, to this one thing, a thorough knowledge of
domestic affairs. Society is so at fault in these mat-
ters, and women generally have such false ideas of
them, that I despair of reforming any one. If I can
educate my daughter to live, or rather approximate
in some degree, to my ideal of a true woman’s life, it
is all T can expect. Are you fond of domestic life,

Miss Vernon ?”
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He turned so abruptly upon her that :hel .fqared ltlﬁ; .
itati i - for a lack of feeling on
hesitation might be taken on e
] t bear the thought .
* subject, and yot she could no :
f:m‘] wh,osc idcal was so near her own, did I}l:)t fti‘g;
comprehend her upon such a the;ne; b]_l'lzdt erc
istaki i hen she replied, —
staking her meaning w oplie
110‘:]HIl love ht:)me, and all that makes that spoif holy.
1 only regret that my one-sided labor and my ;11‘0;1;2;
¥ ingling, to any g
stances have kept me from ming 1y groas
in its ] bilities, My ideal i
xtent, in its joys and responsi -
fvould,be to work, study and teach, 13111: as no oppox;l
tunities for doing so have been prea;lentedb to n:)%,l ia;d
I have been :
havine had no home of my own, been :
t]:‘ wo%k‘ on in my one-sided way, unsatisfying as 1t

has been.” .

¢ Tt shall be so no more, Miss Vernon.. 1If yo:)lnvi‘:(l:
call my house your home,‘so long as we 1&1’1:1‘r ishes,
you shall have an Opportumt-y to realize y‘oqr e .
and T will sce that your services arc well 1(;)(111 :;ear
Sho was too full of gratitude. to speak, but a

started from lior cye, and Mr. Wyman noticed that
turned aside to brush it away. | .
Sh?‘ You will stay with us, Miss Vernon, I am sure
of that. Take Dawn into the kitchen Qvery_day, ;10
matter if she rebels, as I fear she malty, and sl{i)rvlvgi;
in all those seem
but thoroughly educate her m ningly
i i 1d economy. Cause her
minor details of househo . o Jer 10
i things, and teach he
feel the importance of these oh her 0
self diligently to labor. I am no
T ol = hibition of her mental
hat she should make any exhi e
1;Lt:;ornp»lislnments, for I have learned to dislike parlor

parades, and the showing off of children’s acquire-
ments. I do not want Dawn to dazzle with false
show, but to be what she seems, and of use to the
world. At the close of each day I shall question her
about her studies, and show to her that T am intor-
ested not only in her books, but in her domestic attain-
ments. Supply to her, as well as you can, that ma-
terial, the want of which is so great a loss to a young
girl, and your happiness shall be my study. Treat
her as you would an own dear child, and when she
gives you trouble, send her to me. I fear I may
have wearied you, Miss Vernon, and as the day is so
fine, had you not better take a walk ? » ,
She was already too anxious to go by herself, and
think of the happiness which was about opening for
her. It seemed too much. All the years that had
passed since her dear mother’s death had been so
lonely, No one had ever understood her nature, or
seemed to think her anything but a machine to teach
the children their daily lessons. But now what
& prospective ! How earnestly would she begin her -
new life ; and burdened with this thought she walked
to the edge of a green wood, and sat down to weep
tears of pure joy.
When she returned she found her room filled with
mosses and trailing vines, which Dawn had gathered

for her. She was rapidlyllearning to love the child,

and felt lonely when she was out of her sight.

In the evening they sat together, — father, child,
and teacher, or companion, as she really was to them,
in the library, communing in silence, no word break-
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ing the spell, until Dawn did so by asking Miss Ver-
non if she played. o

She glanced longingly at the beautiful instrument,
which had not been opened since Mrs. Wyman’s death,
and said, —

«T do play and sing, but not as well as I hope to

- :

with opportunities for practice. - .

“ Do open the piano, papa, 1t will spoil shut up

so.”

« Qo it will, Dawn. I will open it this n:foment,”
and he silently accused himself for keeping it closed
so long. , _

« Do you love music, Dawn?” asked Miss Ver-
non, ¢ can you sing ?”’ o

“’You shall hear her, and then judge. Come, dar-

‘ling, while I play your favorite song; a,.nd he com-
menced the prelude to a low, sweet air. She be-
gan at first tremulously, but gained conﬁ.dence at
each word, until at length her sweet, childish tones

rose pure and clear above the voice of her father,

who hummed rather than sang the song in his deep,
rich bass. |
His eyes were full of tears when they closed, i'o'r
that hymn was his wife’s favorite. He had taught it
to Dawn, without telling her that her mother ever
sung it. ’
« Tt seomed just as though mamma was here and
3 4 3 2
sang too, papa, did n’t it ? .
“ Mar[’lm'a, no doubt, is with us. I am glad my lit-
tle girl feels her presence, and always remember that
¢he is with you, too, when you feel tempted to do

wrong.”’

b L_———— b A e A R
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She nestled her head on his bosom and wept,
Tears of joy or sorrow ? Only they whose souls are
finely and intensely strung, can know what made her
weep. <

“You must sing for us now, Miss Vernon,” he
said, and would have led her to the instrument, but
for the burden of love, which was resting on his
heart. -

“I play ouly simple songs, Mr. Wyman, and,
indeed, am quite out of practice.”

“You have some gems stowed away, I know ;
pleasc sing us one.”

She arose, and after o few trembling notes, sang a
sweet song with such pathos and richuness that Mr.
Wyman called again for more and more. Dawn was
wild with joy, and then her father, after Miss Ver-
non declined to play more, proposed that they should
sing an evening hymn.

In this they all joined, Miss Vernon’s rich contralfo
blending sweetly with Dawn’s pure soprano.

Their dreams were sweet and peaceful that night.
Their souls had all met and harmonized, and harmony

ever brings rest, ' -

The following day Miss Vernon looked over Dawn’s
clothing, and laid aside whatever needed repairing.
She was just folding some aprons, when the child
rushed into the room, saying, — - "

“0, Miss Vernon, I must wear my blue dress to-
day.” .

“ Why that onc 2”7 .

“ Because 1 feel good, and blue is heavenly, so let
me wear it, please, will you ?”’
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<. Tt’g rather short, Dawn, but I suppose it will cover
all your goodness for onc day, will it not?”

“Q, don’t laugh, I feel truly good to-day, and any
other dress would not do.” '

« You shall have it, Dawn. I am glad you like to
dress according to your féelings. I do myself.”

“Then how-do yow feel to-day, and what shall you

dress in?” .

«] feel very, very happy, but have no garment to
symbolize my feelings.” :

«T don’t want you to wear that grey dress, though,
to-day ?7”

“Why?”

« Because it don’t say anything.”

¢« Nor my black ?” _

“0, no,no!” :

« How will the drab with blue trimmings suit ?”’

«Tt’s just the dress. You are silent, and have
been rather sad, you know, Miss Vernon, and the blue
is the glimmer of sky above your old, dull life. Do
wear the drab with bluegibbons.” ,

«T will, Dawn. My 1if& ¢s brighter, because I have
some one to love ;”” and she pressed her lips warmly to
the checks of her little charge. '

When Mr, Wyman came in to dinner hie thought
he had never scen Dawn looking so {resh and beauti-

- ful, while hLis eyes vested in Tull satisfaction on Miss
~ Vernow’s lovely form, so becomingly arrayed. Ie
liked the absence of the black dress, for its removal
seemed to betoken a happicr life, a life which he

knew she noeded, and which he mentally resolved-
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she should possess, so far as he could contribute
to it. ‘

At the table, Mr. Wyman was talkative and gay,
touching lightly here and there, upon subjects, with-
out argument. It was conversation, not discussion,
or an array of opinions, which flowed from the minds
of those around the board, and of such a natﬁre that &
all could join, from young to old.

Miss Vernon delighted in watching him as his eyes
rested tenderly on his child. It was charming to

witness such a tender relation existing between father
and daughter,
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THE days flew swiftly by, and the still, peaceful
Sabbath dawned. '
How tranguil, and yet how full of life it seemed to
Miss Vernon as she sat at her window and gazed on
the scene of beauty before her. A lovely spring
morning — the distant hills soft and mecllow ; the
emerald fields glittering with dew — the tasseled pines
nodding in the gentle breeze — and the whole atmos-

phere vibrating with the tonos of the Sabbath bells.

« Surely,” she said, I need no form of worship.
God is in all this. I wonder if I must go from all
these beautics to a temple made with hands.”

«Tgn’t this pleasanter than sitting in & bare walled
church 77 said Dawn, who had cutered the room so
softly that Miss Vernon was only made awarc of her
prescnce by this inquiry.

« 1 think itis. Do you go o church 77’

«“No. DPapa does sometimes, but he never makes

me go.”
«T hope not.” :
« Shall you go to-day, Miss Vernon ¢ 7
« Not if I can act my pleasure.”
«T am so glad, for papa said it you did not go, we

would all take a.walk, but if you wished to go, he

would harncss Swift and take you.”
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“ T had much rather take the walk to-day. Some
day, I shall want to go to yofur chuarch,” ‘

“There, papa is ready, I hear him in the hall. Get
your hat, Miss Vernon,” -

“ Buf you forget he has not yet invited me.”

“ Dawn, ask Miss Vernon whether she will take a
walk with us, or go to church 7’ said Mr. Wyman
at th-at moment calling from the foot of 1;110 Ztairs,

Mlss Vernon was not long in making known hel:
choice, for sho sprang and put on her hat, and in a
few moments the three were walking thr,ough the
garden towards.the woods aud fields. :

“ Which direction, Miss Vernon, shall we take 77

“Any; it’s all lovely.” .

“Then lead the way, Dawn, and mind you act as
a good pilot, and do not get us into any brooks.” N

Bhe ran gaily on before, and they soon found

- themselves > verge ol a ri
sclves on the verge of a rich, mossy dell.

‘.“ 0,1is-it not beautiful, papa? T shall earry all
this lovely moss home.” o

.“No, Dawn, let it remain. Gather a few spe
cimens from here and there, but do not mar §1-
general beautiful cffect. It is ours now: we N
not make it more so by carrying it home to’fade :23

dic:  Can we, darling 7
:: };g:m{}l"(‘m are always right and good, -papa.”‘
morrow others may come here, and the lovel
seene \\'1}.1 be s pleasing to them as to us.  Thero i‘z
3V gﬁffiség? .Br{lss‘ Vern_on., other than that which the
. gnlzes 5 and it is always pleasant to'me to
think that though a man may build himself a palace,
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and call himself its propriﬁetm:, he a,lorfe realéy 01“;1;2
it whose eyes see the most of its loeauiues,1 an \:;ike
soul appropriates them. And so,a lovu; y sp(s)sepb
this, or the finest garden ;nfmy loel(::glgl ;?,t 10 pas ¥
does not contain a penny.
Wh‘(‘)s]ffcl))vlvlmii smoothes in life the inegualities of lsta~
tion, and makes us content to admire, mthgr than
g » ownership.”
Stl‘I‘VIG 2(:31001‘)); youf fervent enjoyment of th'e S(z.(in;
around us, Miss Vernon, that you, too, have dlsc{a‘u( 04
some of the old forms of WOI‘S:hlp,. or rath.er- 06111111:
that a true worship of the divmg is not limited b,
»” 0
fmi‘r Iwigs;e. For a long time I have seen so mu?l.w
bigotry, and so great a lack of all the Cluixsttmiul v1‘1;
tues, cven in the most liberal churclies,.tm éuh |
felt T must seck my own mode of enjoying the Sab-
’ 32 |
baf}li long ago found my truc relation to Eﬂ,l plaiei
and forms of devotion,” remarked Mr. Wyman‘. o
do not for a moment ignore the ({hureh, 11(;1 W md
Christianity has done for us, yet while I see the goo

~ the church has accomplished, I also sec its short- -

comings and regret them. As an 1111dmd:1;:.};‘3;1 Ocl?:
say that I have done with most chure 1\01 %a 1 b Oler.-
I have heard good and earnest words spo (01'1 {f‘

gymen in the pulpit once a weck,. and as gOOf ;:m
the lips of working people at their ta§1(;; OVFI?( (“3(;%
I do not undervalue the iuﬁuence_ that the 0{1:]150 ©
worship have on the masses. While tzlﬁ' nc:l(l Omu f
they must remain where they are, aud have .
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only want the church to bo so liberal, that men and
women who feel that tiley are getting life in another

direction, will be recognized by it to be as good and
true to their needs, as though they sat within its
walls. How much have we at the present day of
this? Who is large enough to feel that we cannot
always draw from one fount? We are not machines,
to be continually run in one direction.” ‘

“ What do you think of our sabbath schools, Do
they not need a new life, too ?

“ Unquestionably. I think they need an infusion
of dramatic life ; somethin g that interests while it jn-
structs. Dry catechisms are not suited to the chil-
dren of our day., We want the living present, and
not the dead past. If T was called to superintend a
sabbath school, I would have a little play enacted by
a portion of the children, and then another
until all were actors in their turn,”

“If you express your opinions, I fear you will wait
a long time for a call ?

“I do not crave the position ; 1 am only anxious
to sce the effect of my theory in practice. Children
need demonstration ; need muscular action. Bug
am, perhaps, wearying you.” ‘

“Goon. Iam interested in a]l that relates to new
phases of life.” J -

“I should astonish some divines of the conserva.
tive order, were I to publish my views of soeial and
religious life. T would sooner give money to build
thoatres, than churches. . Everywhere I would culi-
vate a love for the drama, which is the highest and

portion,
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most impressive form of representing truth. My
being is stirred to greater depths by good acting than
it can possibly be by mere preaching. 1 shall be
happy to see the day when religion is acknowledged to
be the simple living out of individual lives, always
toned, of course, by pure morality. I hope to see
acts of kindness looked upon as religion, instead of a
mere personal attendance upon worship. DBut L have
talked too long. Where is Dawn 2" '

They walked on, and soon found her sitting on a
moss-covered stone, twining a wreath of wild flowers.
She looked like a queen, as she was for a time, of
that beautiful dell.

« Have flowers souls, papa ?” she asked, as he ap-
proached her.

¢ T hope they are immortal, at least in type. But

why do you agk 7”7

« Bocause those flowers T have gathered will fade
and die, and if they have souls they will'not love me
for gathering them, will they ?”

« Perhaps all the sweetness of these flowers, when
they die, passes into the soul of the one who gath-
ers them.” : —

¢ 0, how pretty ! That makes me think about the
little girl who played with me one day and got angry.

You told me that she was better for the bad feeling I
had ; that I had taken some of her evil, because I

could overcome it — it with good.”

«1 am glad you remember so well what I tell you.
Now as we cannot tell whether flowers have souls or
not, we will believe that all their sweetness passes

into ours.”
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“ But if I should kill a scrpent'? ”

:: You must cover the evil with good.”

) Bl]..t, papa, people come t6 our house all full of
evi dth;ngs, like serpents. Don’s they have enough
good fo cover il
e o lem, or why do I feel them so

“I foar not; or, rather i

' ) er, their goodness has not

{l:efaln cultivated and made large enough to absorb the
vil. We must go home now, or Aunt Susan will b
waiting for ns.” 0

The three walked home together, in harmony with
naiiu.re and themsclves. They found their dinner
waiting, .and the simple meal neatly prepared, was
graced with a vase of beautiful flowers; ,




CHAPTER IV.

ST a few weeks the little 11cighloorhoo?f \E:s; tdll\ljlg.
aroused, and discussing the state of ;L alll L
Wyman’s. Hach one cousidel:ed herseld‘ce:; Se 1
to pass judgment upon th'e da.l.ly prO(i:‘ee 1nbd. v of
« 1t s too ridiculous, right in the ac(;, %&1 Wy o o
lhonest people, to sce this woman anG 15’ 1a)(;y "
carrying on as they .do,” said M-lssl. la.y:) oy o
forty years, whose notions of the mingling ‘

'] i ; ter.

re of the strictest charac ) . _‘

e“L\V hj’ how ? Do tell llS,” chnned in her compalk
?

i arrulous old lady. .
101::3&7%137 {hey say that this young wo;r;ant 115; go;ii
; time. ¢ takes
ith Mr. Wyman all the : :
2},1)01}'1‘3;&11110% every day, and they have interminable
i s together.”
ks and daily confabs toge '
Wa:{ {\3\7011 1 should think the child’s lessons would
?
come off slim, Miss Gay.”
« . that’s ouly a subterfuge.
’ 1

*fore one year has gone by. o ‘
fO‘I‘ I do }not believe Hugh Wyman will ever maf ry
n who knew his character better than

He’ll be married

again,” said one
the others.

¢« Then wh
No good, depend on tl
head as though she ha
that time to display.

' : ?
at can he want of that young woman I
1at,” and Mrs. Green shook her

d more in it than she wished at
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While they chat and waste the hours, let us go and
listen to the parties talked of, and Judge for ourselves
whether two earnest souls can not approach, enjoy
cach other, and yct be pure and blameless.

“T can searcely beliove, Mr. Wyman, that so brief
a period could work such a change in my being; Be-
fore I came here, I thought all the world cold and
heartloss.  You have taught me that friendship, cven
between men and women, may exist, and that the
only irue relations are of sonl and not of blood. I
can never by words tell you low grateful I feel to
you for all these teachings,” and she looked thought-
fully out on-the summer scene before her. -

“I am very glad that you are happy lere, Miss
Vernon, for when I first saw you I instinctively felt
that you were just the companion for myself and
daughter. I saw, too, the cloud which hung over

you, and felt that my hand could lift it, You belong

- to Dawn and myself, and we shall keep you. so long

as you arc happy.”

“ But ”

“But what? 1 know your fears, and what this
busy little neighborhood will say. I care no more
for all its ideas of life than for the wind, while I feel
right here,” said Moy. Wyman, placing his hand upon
his heart, ¢ The time has como for all to live indi-
vidual lives. I would not for a moment have your
name sullied, but. should you go, would gossip cease ?
No; stay here, Miss Vernon, and show to this little
portion of the world that man and woman ecan live

together sociably and honorably. T love you as a sis-
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ter: no more. My dear Alice is now my wife, the
?

samo as when on earth. I speak as I cg),f}:::‘(;:;ni
i i sheers an
t you will meet with many : . .
' ;1(1:1 3sfi;aJy but the consciousnoss of right will sustain
: ’

» ‘ .
T He . ' in my mind ?
« How could you know what was y

ards
You have, indeed, expressed all my fears as reg ;
& 3 2
this relation between us.

« Will you go or stay ?”

« T shall stay.” L

¢ ou never regref the dGCISl'OIl. | .

“ ll;lzzv ymay 1 ask ?ou about this strgnge bel-lf(‘afI,
that the departed arc about us? Excused me, 1ife
‘ i oke of your dear wiie,
eem curious, but when you sp
?ny whole b(;i-ng quivered with a new an’(} strange
emotion. I only ask from deepest mterest._

«] believe you. I wish I could transmit to YO};I'
mind the proofs of my belief. 1 have almo'st‘ da,lb y
positive ‘proof of my wife’s presence, sometimes by

: again from those of my
my own powers, and then ag

child.” : ' e
« Then she, too, sees like yoursell 7 |
¢ She does., Ar;d every day my experiences ?)zet;:oc;
real and tangible for me to deny, or even dm'lu' :la‘mo
the loved, and so-called ¢ lost,” are with us still.
mind, there is ‘
I]f]l‘i)frery day, my faith deepens, and not fo; allDthilgli)}; 3;
ifi belief. Deoath
f this life would I change my D
?)roucrht myself and Alico nearer .togethel. I%ut {I}
1 (?nl state to you my faith in this, my expcrlmc‘il
| zzlmot %e imparted. Each must seek, and find, and

nothing unnatural about it..
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be convinced alone by personal experience and obser-
vation.” '

“1 believe you, and your earnest words have sunk
deop within my mind, yet in modern spiritualism I
have little faith.”

“ Mere phenomenal spiritismi is of course only de-
signed to arrest the attention ; its other form appeals
to the soul, and becomes a part of the daily lives of
those who realize it.”

“But I have heard of so much that was contradie- -

~ tory, so much that cannot be reconciled.”

“ Neither can we reconcile the usual manifestations
oflife. ~Our daily experiences teach us that seeming
absurdities abound on every hand.”

“ That is true. I sometimes think I shall never
get the evidence which my nature requires to con-
vince.” )

- “In God’s own time and way it will come, and
when you are best fitted to receive it.”

“ But please go on, Mr. Wyman, and tell me more
of your experience.” -
© “Iwould I could tell you how often when [ am
weary, my dear Alice comes and watches over me at

vnight; how truly I feel her thoughts, which she can-

not express in words; and how, when the poor and
needy are suffering, she leads me o where they dwell
amid scenes of want. When my pure child speaks
thoughts beyond herself, and describes to me some
vision which I at the same time’ behold, with the
exact look and gesture of her mother, I say I believe
in spirit communion. I can well afford to let the




88 ‘ DAWN.

world laugh ; I know what I see and fecl. And well
do T know how much there is mixed with this modern
gpiritism, which has no origin save in the minds of the
persons who substitute their hopes and thoughts for
impressions. On this I have much to say to you ab
some future period. It is well that it is so, clse we
should not discriminate. Life is-so full of adultera-
tions, that which the world calls ¢ evil’ is so mingled
with that it calls ¢ good,’ would it not be strange if
this phase should come to us pure and unmixed ?

« Tt would not take you long to make me a con- ‘

vert to your faith ; yet I hope sometime to have my
own experiences. If there was not 50 much that con-
flicts with our reason, I think every one would natu-
rally accept the bolief you so fondly cherish”

s« Without such conflicting experiences, we should

be mere machines. Weo must grow in every direc-
tion, using cvery faculty for our cuidance, yet ever
remembering there are mightier realms than reason,
and that the human soul must often go beyond that
portal, to cateh glimpses of the silent land.” .

« Lifo would indeed be blessed to me, could T fecl
an assurance that my mother was near me to strength-
en me in my hours of weakness, and that she was
intercsted in my labors.”

« T know all our carncst longings are answered,
and that sufficient proof will be given you. Say
nothing of this eonversation to Dawn. I have my
reasons, and should not be surprised if, in a fow days,
she should give you a tost of spirit presenco.”’

« (Jan. Dawn see as clearly as yourself ? 7
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“She ean, and far better. T do not. force the gift
» upon her, or seck to overwork her powers, I want it
t'o be natural and to wnfold with all her other capaci-
ties. Never question her, lot all come freely.”
“T will remember ; and her nes |
_ ¢ she comes 1
usual with flowers.”’ udonus
0, Miss Vernon, O, papa, I have had such a zood

time "7 she exclaimed out of b
. reath and .
with excitement. almost wild

“What was it all about, child ?” -

“l was on the hill out here, getting flowers, when
I :%eemed to hear music, all at once in the E’Lil‘ 1
Fhmk I'went to sleep, but if it was a dream I k;IOW
1 means something, for I saw a tall, beautiful lad
come to me, and on her forehead were the letteré}r
M. V Then she took a little box inlaid with gems,
and "drew from it a necklace of pearls, and then sh ,
went away, and as she turned —1I saiv these wo de
como like a light —¢Tell Florence.’ o,
what did it mean ?”

Mr. Wyman turned to Miss Vernon who was weep-

ing. He waited until her P .
em :
then said, — otion subsided and

“ Your mother, was it not ?”

wm '
N They were my mother’s initials. Her name was
abel Vernon, and mine Florence.”

“ How strange, A o
nize that 7 g nd the necklace, do you recog-
“My mother gave mo—on her dying bed — g

NOW, p_a,pa,
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“ And we did not know your name was Florence.
We only knew you as Miss Vernon.” “

¢ (lan it — can this be true? Ah, something tells
me I may believe. I am too full now, Mr. Wyman,
to talk. I must go.” |

~ «(all me Hugh, Florence, I am your brother —”
and he led her gently to the house.

She remained in her room all that evening. Deep
and strong was the tide which was setting into her
new Life. «If’tis true, ’t is the greatest truth mortal

~ has found,” she said again and again to herself, as
the old upheaved, and the new flowed into her soul.
Life was becoming almost too full; her brain grew
fevered, but at last swoet sleep, that soul refiner,
came, and after a night’s repose she awoke, calm

and at rest.

CHAPTER V.

& AFTE‘R breakfast, Mr. Wyman informed Miss Ver-

non and Dawn that he should go away that day
on business, and be absent perhaps two weeks.

“T have a book which I would like you to take to
Miss Evans for me to-day,” he said, addlessmg Miss
Verno.

¢ The lady who called here soon after I came ?”’

“ Tha same.” ‘

“ I like her much, and should be pleased to sec her
again.” :

“I am glad you do. She is my ideal of a true
woman, and one whom every young, earnest soul -
ought to know. You will go to-day ? 7

“ Certainly ; T am anxious to see her in her own
home.” ,

“She is queen of her domain, and entertains her
friends in a most lady-like manner ; but I must bid
you both good-bye, and bo off. Be happy, Miss Ver-
non, Florenee, and let me find you full of good things
to tell of yourself and Dawn on my return. Good-
bye.”

“ Good-bye, papa,” rang out on the sweet summer
air till he was out of sight, then tho child’s 1id trem-
bled, the lips quivered, and she Iaid her head on the
boaom of her friend and teachior, and gave vent to the
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grief which ever wrung her at parting with her kind

parent.
t Tham glad you did not let your father see those
tears. You are gotting quite brave, Dawn.”

~ «T fecl so bad when he goes. Shall I cver ho

strong like you, and look calm after these partings 7

Perhaps you don’t love papa; but every body docs
»?

that knows him — you do, don’t you !

“ Very much ; but we will go to our lessons, now,
dear.” .

« Can T bring my book into the hall, to-day ? I
like to stay where I saw him last.”’

« Certainly ; and we will have a review to-day and

“see how well you remember your lessons. We 'shall

have no interruptions this morning, and after dinner
we will go together to sec Miss Livans.” .

An hour passed, and the lessons were but half
through, when a ring at the door caused them both
to start, and they left the hall. . :

Aunt Susan answered the call, and ushgred the
visitors into the family sitting-room. .

¢ Some ladies have ealled to sec you, Miss Ver-
non,” she said, thrusting her head into the doorway

of the room where teacher and pupil sat closo to-

getner with clasped hands, as though some invading

force was about to wrest their lives apart.
“In a moment, Aunty, I will see them,” and a

strange shudder shook her frame. '
“ Where shall I go while they stay?” asked

Dawn. . ’ n
¢ Anywhere ; only not far from howme, as we intend

to have an early dinner.”
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“Then I will stay here, and look over papa’s folio

of drawings.” .

Miss Vernon went to her room to sée that her hair
and dress were all right, and then slowly descended
the stairs to the sitting-room. Her hand trembled
violently as she turned the knob, and she almost re-
solved to go back to her room. “I am growing so
sensitive of late,” she said to herself, “ but this will
never do, I must go in,” and she opened the door. .

Three ladies hastily rose and bowed very formally,
as she ontered. '

The tallest and most stylish of the three blandly
inquired for her health, and after a few common-
place remarks, announced the object of their visit.

“ We have come to you, Miss Vernon, to-day, as
friends of our sex, to inform you of, as you may not
fully comprehend, the character of the man whom you
are serving.’’ :

Miss Vernon coolly signified her attention.

“ We deemed it our duty to do so, being married
womeon,” broke in a little squeaky voice, belonging to
the most demure-looking one of the party.

. “Yes, we all decided, after long deliberation,”
added the third, “that no Young woman who cared
for her reputation, would tarry a day longer under
this roof. This visit of ours is an act of the purest -
kindness, and we trust you will receive it as such,
and in a kind spirit.”

“Yes,” resumed the first speaker, “ it is no pleas-
ant duty, and one we have long delayed performing,

but wo could not bear to sce youth and innocence
betrayed.” '
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Miss Vernon at first scemed stunned. She knew
not what to say, so many emotions filled her. She
trigd to speak, but hor tonguc lost its powcr and all
was silent. She made one more effort, and voice
and courage returned enabling her to address her
“ friends.” :

« Will you inform me, ladies, what grounds you
have for your accusations against Mr. Wyman ?

«I beg pardon, Miss, we who have known him
Ionger than yourself, of course know both sides ol his
character ; indeed he has no reputation in B, as
all know.”” _ :

She started involuntarily, What passed through
her mind at that moment none can tell, but all can
form some idea of the wild tremor of doubt which
was gaining strength under their vile calumny and
falsehood.

They saw their vantage ground, and followed close
with such invectives as women only know how to
lLurl against whomsoever they assail. :

“ Strangers,” she could not call them ladies, “1
can ouly speak out of my own oxperience of this per-
son who & few months ago was unkunown to me.
He has cver treated me with all delicacy aud respect.
I have cver found him to be a gentleman. [ cannot,
will not, believe your assertions,” she said with em-
phasis, a sudden strength coming over her.

« If you do not believe us, then seck one proof of

his wrong dealing, which you can find any day, at a
small cottage near the uplands, on the road to L
"I'is only a mile {rom here, Miss, and we would ad-
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vise you to acquaint yourself with the fact. Take
our good advice and leave this house. That is all
we can say to you. Of course, if you remain here,
you will not be admitted into respectable society.”

“ T will not leave his house while he remains the
friend and brother he is to me now.”

¢ No virtuous woman will permit you, then, to
enter her house; remember this, Miss Vernon,”
and the tall lady assumed an attitude of offended
dignity.

“T see,” she continued, “our visit has done but
little save to arouse you. It may be at some future
day, you will thank us for our advice to you this
morning. We must go now. Good day, Miss.”

¢ Good morning,” replied Miss Vernon, rising and
accompanying them to the door, scarce able to repel
the strong tide of grief, or bear up under the weight
of sadness that was bearing down her soul.

¢« My brief, happy days so soon, O, how soon, gone
by, and over,” she said, aftor she had closed the door ;
and she sank on her knees and prayed as only those
have prayed before, in like trouble.

She knew not how long she knelt there, but she
was roused by Dawn’s sweet voice, which was always
music to her soul, saying, ¢ Please, may I .come,
Miss Vernon ?”

She rose and held out her arms to receive the lit-
tle one, who stood hesitatingly on the threshold of
the library, then pressing tho dear child to her heart '
found a sweet sense of relief in doing so.

“] know what makes you feel so, Miss Vernon.” .
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« What, Dawn, tell me all you fecl,” and she sank
upon a seat and rested her face on her hand. . ’
« T was looking over the drawings, and feeling very
‘happy, when the room grew dark and c.old, S0 (2911‘1(1‘ fl[
was frightened. Then I heard somecthing say, :}a
not, Dawn, and I laid my _head down upon : 110
couch, and saw you standing.in a (%amp, cold va P‘Y’
on cither side of which were beautiful green mouli—
tains, whose tops overlooked all the tOWl?S qroum .
" They were so steep that no one could chmb_’fhelil.
‘While you stood there, a great cl_oud camo dn‘ect (yi'
over your head. It was full of rain, and it burst an

flooded the whole valley. I, feared you would be: |

drowned ; but you rose with the water, inSt?ad of its
going over you, and when the ti@e was as }11gh as tile
mountain, you stepped to its highest pomt, on tlle
beautiful green grass, and sat down. Slowl'y tho
waters went down and left you on th.e mountan}—top,
. where you could never have gone without the ﬂood.
Then T looked up, and the room was all full of sun-

shine just as it was before. I felt cold, and I heard |

bk .

the women go, and then .
¢ Then what, Dawn ?” ‘
«Then I came to you. The cloud is over you

now, but the high groen mountain is more lovely than
the x,ralley, and overlooks all the pleasant vales and
hills around. Do you care if the clouds burst now,

Miss Vernon ?” S
« No, child, I will stand firm and sure while the

rain descends. O, Dawn, so justly named, come and
1 b )
soothe my brow, for it aches so hard.

T

o -

B e e - L,

DAWN, - . 47

The child passed ber soft, white hands over the
forchead of - Miss Vernon, and the throbbing pain
passed away under her magic touch,

The bell rang for-dinner long before they were
-ready for the summons, but they soon took their
places at the table, yot with little appetite for food.

“A poor compliment you pay my dinner,” said
Aunt Susan, as she came to remove the dishes, and
prepare for dessert. 1 suppose you are both lonely
without Mr. Wyman. T, too, miss his pleasant face
and smile to-day.” ‘

How Miss Vernon wished she had not spoken his
name just then.

The form of dinner over, Miss Vernon and Dawn
dressed themselves for their walk, knowing that they
must start in good season, as it was a long way to the
house, and they would need to rest a little before
their return.

- “Ialmost question, Dawn, if T should go to Miss

Evans while this cloud is over me,” remarked Miss

Vernon, feeling as though she was secking counsel
from one her superior in wisdom, rather than address-
ing a mere child. ’

“ Why, Miss Evans is just what you need: to-day.
She'is as calm as the lovely lake on which we sailed
last weck,” B -

“Well, I nced her to-day ; but should I carry my
state to her 7

“ Why, she is like a great stroam that carries all
lessor strcams to the ocean of truth,” said Dawn, in
8 voice not her own, and so deep and thrilling that




AT SRR b T sy R TR i

TS . i e S

48 - DAWN,

it made her tedcher start and gaze with new wonder
upon the child. o

“Then we will go this very minute, Dawn ; and
through the pleasant fields, that we may avoid the
dusty road.”

CHAPTER VI.

A 7ISS Evans sat quictly reading, when a gentle

ring at the door, which seemed to reach her
heart rather than her cars, aroused her from an
intensely interesting chapter ; but she laid the book
aside, and promptly answered the call.

Her face looked the welcome her heart gave them,
as she asked Dawn and lier teacher into her cool,
airy room. It was one of those snug,homelike spots,
made bright by touches of beauty. Iere a vase of
flowers, there a basket of work; books, pictures,
every chair and footstool betokened the taste of the
occupant, and the air of home sacredness that per-
vaded all, soon made Miss Vernon at ease.

““We could n’t help coming,” said Dawn, as Miss’
Evans removed her hat and mautle, and her glowiug
features confirmed the assertion. '

“dJust the kind of visitors I like, fresh and spon-
tancous. We shall have a nice time, I know, this
lovely alternoon.” :

¢ Can 1 walk in your garden, Miss Evans ? ”’

“ Certainly. But are you not too tired, now 27

0, no,” and Dawn was out of sight the next in-
staiit. '

““1 have brought you a book, Miss Evans, which
Mr. Wyman requested me to bring, myself.”
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- %0, yes,” she said, glancing at the title, ¢ the one
he promised to loan me so long ago. Is he away from
home ? ” ' :

¢ He left this morning.”

“ You must miss him very much.”

“We do.”

‘Miss Iivans saw, with a woman’s intuition, that

something was weighing on the mind of her visitor,
and kindly sought to divert her thoughts. The con-
- versation brightened a little, yet it was apparent that
Miss Vernon’s interest flagged, and that her mind
grew abstracted. .
~ T shall not relieve her, unless I probe the wound,”
said Miss Evans to herself, and she boldly ventured
on grounds which her subtle penctration discovered
to be the cause of her gloom.

“You find my friend, Mr. Wyman, an agreeable -

companion, I hope, Miss Vernon ? ”

“ He has ever been so, and very kind and thought-
ful.” o o .

« He is a true gentleman, and a man of honor, as
well of refinement and noble character.”

Miss Vernon breathed freer.

“ You have made him very happy,” resumed Miss
Evans, “ by consenting to remain with him and his
| ‘daughter. They are both much attached to you.”

A flush of pain she could not conceal passed over

the face of the caller. O, if I might but speak
to you as I would,” she said, almost fainting with
emotion.

% Do tell me in words what you have alrcady so -
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plainly told me in your looks. Tell me freely the
cause of the shadow that hangs over you.”
In response to this appeal, Florence related the ex-
perience of the morning. 7
¢« T am not at all surprised at this,” said Miss Evans,
after the statement had been made, ¢ for well I know
the dark surmisings that the dwellers in this little

 village have worked up into imaginary evils. Sages

would no doubt assert that all rumors have some
degree of truth, however slight, for a foundation.
This may be true; at least I will not deny that it is
50, but tho instigators of the cruel slanders in this
case have nothing but ignorance upon which to base
them. Hugh Wyman is what some might call eccen-
tric. 'The fact is, he is so far beyond the majority
of his fellow men that he stands alone, and is the
cause of great clamor among those who do not know
him. He expresses his views upon social questions

freely but wisely. His opinions respecting the social

relations that should exist between men and women,
and their right to selfhood, are not his alone, but are
held by the best minds in the world ; and his home is
often visited by men and women of the largest cul-
turc and ability, both as thinkers and writers, [ do
not wonder for 2 morment that your equilibrium was
disturbed by these shallow-brained women. And now
before I advocate my friend’s honesty and virtue far-
ther, I will tell you, what no one save myself and he
knows, of one of the women who called upon you this
morning. It 'is your due, after what has occurred,
and belongs to this moment. I believe in such

-
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moments it is rlfrht to raise the veil of the past. Lis-
ten : — :

“ A few years ago, one of that number who came
to you, sought by every subterfuge and art, to gain
the affections of Hugh Wyman. Intellectually, spir-
itually, in every way his inferior, of course ho could not

~ for a moment desire her society, Yet she sought him

at all times, and when, at last, he told her in words
what Le had all along so forcibly expressed by his
acts, that he had not cven respect for her, and bade
her cease her maneuverings, she turned upon him in
slander ; and cven on his wedding day asserted that
his fair Alice was a woman of no repute — abandoned
by her friends. Nor is this all ; — one year after the
marriage of IMugh, she gave birth to a child ; it was
laid at night at his door, and he was charged with
being its father.”

“ But was she married, then ?”

“ No. She subsequently went to a small village in
N-—-, and married.” -

“ Did the town people belicve her story ?”

“ A few — but proofs of lhis innocence long since
established the falsity of the charge, except in the
minds of those who seem to delight only in that
which dispoils the character of another.” @

“ But his wife ? did she too suffer with doubt ? ”

“Neover. Not for & moment was her faith in her
husband clouded.”

“ And tlns child must be the one they spoke of to
deceive me.’

“TItis. I will go with you some day to see him,
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and if your eyes can detect the slightest resemblance
to Hugh Wyman, T shall think you are gifted with
more than second sight. T do not wish to weary you,
Miss Vernon, but my friend’s character is too sacred
to me to be thus assailed, and I not use all my powers
to make known the truth, and prove him innocent.”

“T behevo his views upon marriage are rather rad-
ical, are thcy not, Miss Iivans ? ”’

¢ They are. I join him fully in all his ideas, for
long have 1 seen that our system needs thorough
reformation, and that while the marriage bond is holy,
too many have desecrated it. I believe some of the

‘most inharmonious offspring are brought into the

world, under the sanction of marriage — children '
diseased, mentally and physically; and worse than
orphans. I do not say this to countenance licentions-
ness. Indeed, I know that licentiousness is not all
outside of wedlock. It is to purify and elevate the
low, and not to give license to such, that earncst men
and women are talking and writing to-day. I do not
blame you, Miss Vernon, for wishing proof of Mr.
‘Wyman’s purity and honor. I like a mind that de-
mands cvidence. And now, tell me, have I scattered
or broken the cloud that hung over you 7’ :

“ You have. I shall trust Mr. Wyman till T have
some personal proof that he is not all T feel him to
be.”

“ That is the true course to pursue, my friend. In ’
that way alone you have your own life developed. If
by word, look or deed he ever betrays your trust, I
shall call my intuitions vain, and all my insight into
human character mere idle conjecture.”
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“But I must go now, Miss Evans. I thank you

much for the light which you have given me, and your
sympathy, all of which I so much needed.”

- % Your position was indeed trying, but do you not
feel that your character will be deeper and stronger
for this disturbance ? ¥’

4“1 feel as though I had lived through a long
period.”

“1 have one question to put to you, which you
must answer from your soul’s deep intuition, and not

from your reason alone. Do you believe Hugh Wy- -

man guilty of the crimes charged against him ?

“1 do not.”

There was no hesitation in the answer; their souls
met on sympathetic ground, and those two women
loved Hugh Wyman ahke, with a pure sisterly affec-
tion.

CHAPTER VII.

THDRD are pauses in every life ; seasons of thought

after outward experiences, when the soul ques-
tions, balances, and adjusts its emotions ; weighs each
act, condemns and justifies sclf in onc breath, then
throws itself hopefully into the future to await the .
incoming tide, whether of joy or sorrow “it knows
not. ~
In such a state Florence Vernon found herself a
few days after her visit to Miss Evans. She thought
when with her that no doubt could ever shadow her
heart again; but fears had crept over her, even
though she desired to be firm.

“ Shall I stay and trust his nature, or go away and
take up my old life, and be again desolato and lonely ?
Which 7" She kept asking this again and again to
herself.  “ T have been so happy here; but, if I go,
it must be before he returns. No! I will not. I
will stay and brave the talk, and —
© ““Miss Vernon, please come down, papa has
come ! .

“ 0, why did he come so soon? How I dread to
meet him,” were the words that Florence found
springing to her lips; but not hearing his voice, she
thought that Dawn must have been only in jest.

She listened again. Yes, Mr. Wyman was talking
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to Dawn in the hall. She sat very still, and soon
heard them both go into the garden ; then all was still.
“Again alone, she tried to analyze her emotions, and see
whether her deepest fecling was that of peace and
rest, the same she felt when she first entered the home
of Mr. Wyman. It was there, as it had been, but so
“agitated that the effort to ascertain its presence gave
back no deep trust to her questioning heart. The
bell rang for tea. She would gladly have stayed away,
but could frame no excuse, and after bathing her
eyes, which were red and swollen, she went slowly
down stairs,

« T suppose you are surprised, Florence, among the
rest, at my unexpected presence. I did not myself
expect to be at home so soon, but meeting onc of the
firm with whom my business was connected, I was
but too glad to adjust it and return at once. I have
felt very weary, too, since the first day 1 left home, as
though some cloud was hanging over my home. My
first thought was of Dawn, but her rosy, happy face
soon put to flight the apprehensions I had for her;
yet you, Florence, arc not looking well; are you
i

« I am quite well, thank you.”

He looked deeper than her words, and - saw within

a tumult of emotions. “He did not notice her farther,
but talked with Dawn during the remainder of the
meal, and when they werc through went alone to

walk.
“ Ife shuns ‘me,” sho said, as she went mto her

room and sat down, sad and dejected, ¢ what but
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wrong can make him appear so ?  But I will not leave
it thus. I will know from him to-night whether these
reports are true, and then if true, leave here forever,
Happiness, like that T have experienced the past few
months is too great to last.”

He sat alone in the library; she rapped softly at his
door.

“ Come in,” he said kindly, and rose to meet her
as she entered

She motioned him back to his seat, ¢ Stay, do not
rise,” was all she could say, and fell at his feet.

He lifted lter gently, as a.mother might have raised
a weary child, and placed her: beside him, Then,
taking her hand, cold with_ excitement, in his own,
said, —

¢ I knew, Florence, by my depression, that your
grief called me home.  Some slander has reached your
ears. Isitnotso?”

“Itis. T have trusted and ddubted, until I scarce
know my own mind,”

“ Do you feel most at rest when you trust me ?

I think — yes, T know I do. Forgive me,” she
continued, ¢ if these shadows had not fallen so sud-
denly on my path, I never should for a moment have
lost my trust in you. Ihave been shaken, convulsed,
and scarce know my best thoughts.”

“You have, indeed. I know not who have thus
disturbed you, but may they never suffer as we both
have, and more especially yourself. T say I know:
not, and yet my suspicions may not be entircly.
without .foundation. And now remember, Florence,
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the moment you feel that I am not what your idcal
of a friend and brother should ho, that moment we
had better part.”’

. She started, and grew pale. :

“T do not allude to the present, or to the scandal

which has unnerved and disturbed your state ; nor can
I cxpeet you who are learning to trust impressions
rather than :l experiences, to feel otherwise than you
have. It was natural. T only wonder that you did
not go at once. Your remaining has shown me your
worth, and a trait of character which I admire. Now
that the ordeal is passed, I shall feel that you are my
friend, even though slander, vile and dark, may be
hurled against me, as it is possible, for 1 have a bat-
tle to fight for you, my friend, and all womankind.
The rights of woman, which have been ignored, or
thought but lightly of, I shall strongly advocate, as
opportunity oceurs. I shall be misunderstood, over
~and underrated in the contest, but for that I care
not. I only am too impatient to see the day when your
sex shall not marry for mere shelter, and when labor
of all kinds shall be open for their heads and hands,
with remuncration commensurate with their cfforts.

T am anxiously looking for the time when their right -

to vote shall be admitted them, not grudgingly, but
-freely and willingly given ; for is not woman God’s
highest work, and his best gift to man 7 Now, if the
shadows come again, in shape of scandal, think you,
you can trust me?” ¥
“Tecan. I do,and can never doubt again. For-

give the past. I was weak ——"
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“ There is nothing to forgive,” said M, Wyman
as he leaned over and kissed her forehead. ’

The seal of brotherhood was set, and Hugh and
Florence knew from that hour the bond which bound
them, and that it was pure and spotless.




CHAPTER VIII.

RS. Deane sat rocking,” and casting. impatient

glances at the little clock upon the mantle.
The book which she had an hour previous been deeply
interested in, lay closed upon her lap, while the ner-
vous glancing of her eye towards the door, told that
she was anxiously awaiting the arrival of some one.

The clock struck ten, and rising from her scat, she.

went to the window, and drawing the curtain aside,
looked out on the soft summer night. It was onc of
those lovely evenings towards the close of the season,

when the slightly chilled air reminds one of cosy fire-

sides, and close companionship with thos¢ dearest to
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“ Listen, Mabel, to me. I want to talk with you
awhile. You can read when I am away.” ‘

“ Yes, sir, I find ample opportunities for that,” and
she cast on him'a look of keen rebuke.

“ Don’t, Mabel ; listen to me.”

“I am all attention ; why do you not proceed ? *?

“Do you think I can talk while you are in such a
frame of mind ?” ’

. “ Why, what would you have me do? ‘I am wait-
ing for your words of wisdom, or, maybe, a lecture on
- the foibles of the sex in goeneral, and myself in partic-
ular ; proeeed, it ’s quite a relief, I assure you, to hear
a human voice after these lonely evenings, which seem
inferminable.”’ ‘

“ Why, Mabel, what do you mean? 1T have not
s‘pent an evening away from you for ncarly a year be-
fore this. My absence this evening has been purely
aceidental, although T have passed it very agreeably,”

the heart. But her thoughts were not of a peaceful
~cast. She was alone, and jealous of him who had
left her so. A moment later and the sound of foot-
steps was heard upon the piazza ; 2 sound which in
earlier ycars she had Leard with thrills of pleasure.
But to-night they only loosed the tension of long-pent
passion, and selfish thoughts of neglect. " She sank
into & chair, and sat with the air of one deeply
wronged, as her husband entered the room. ,
« What, up and waiting for me ?” he said, going
‘towards her, lis face glowing with mental exhila-

“ An.d may I ask where you find such delightful
entertainment, that kept you away till this late hour
for it is nearly midnight ? > ’

“Yes. I have spent thé evening with Miss
Evans.”

- That detestable strong-minded ”

“Mabel ! T will not hear her spoken of in this
manner,” . | :

““0, noindeed. All the men in L are crazy
afte_r her society, —so refined, so pfogressive, s0 in-
telligent. I am sick of it all. T suppose you think
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Wo poor wives will submit to all this. No,no; I shall

She turned coldly from him, and took up her book.

He drew ib g_en%ly from her, saying, — not, for one. - You Wiu-‘ spend your evgnings at homo

i
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with me. Howard Deane, you have no right to leave

‘me for the society of any woman, as you have to-

night.”

Having thus expended her breath and wrath, she |

sank back into lhier ¢hair and gave vent to her feelings
in o flood of tears. To her limited sight, she was an
injured woman. How different would she have fel
could she have kindly listened to the words which he
'was longing to speak to her.

«“ 0, Mabel, if you would only listen to me. To-
night I have heard such glorious thoughts that my
whole being longed to share them with you. Thoughts
that would make any man or woman live a nobler
and better life. O, Mabel, be my helpmate.. Do not
turn from one who loves you.”

‘%A strange way to manifest your love for ine,
spending your hours with other women, ”

“ Stop, Mabel. ‘I will, at least, have myself heard,
and be free to hear the thoughts of other women, as
well as those of mon. I Dbegin to believe that the
words of Hugh Wyman are too true, ¢ marriage, in

nine cases out of ten, is a bondage — a yoke of

tyranny, keeping two souls fretling and wearing cach
other’s lives away.” ”

He stopped, fearful that he had gone too far, and
looked carnestly on the cold features of his wife.
Forgive him, reader, he could not help comparing
her then with Miss Evans, the latter so calm, carnest,
and deep in her love for humanity and pmgjresswe
‘life.

He stepped close to her side, and taking her hand
as tenderly as a lover might, said, —

el
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¢ Mabel, forgive me; I was excited, and said too
much. Ilove you, as you well know, as I love no
other woman, but I must have the innocent freedom
of enjoying a friend’s society, even though that friend
be a woman.” ) ‘

“ (), certainly, Mr. Deane. I would not for a mo-
ment debar you from social pleasures. 1 see I am’
not congenial, and do not attract you. Perhaps Miss -
Evans is your soul-affinity ; if so, I beg you not to let

- me stand in your way. I can go to my father’s, any

day.”

“ Mabel ! It was all he could utter, and went
out of the room. J

Alone, and left to her own reflections, she became
more calm. A tear of real penitence for her hasty
words, stole down her cheek. I will go and tell
Howard I am sorry for my unkind remarks,” she said,
as she brushed it from her face, and she rose to do
s0. At that moment a short, quick ring of the door-
bell shook away the resolve, and,she trembled with
fear, unable to answer the summons.

How thankful she felt to hear her husband’s firm,
manly step in the hall, and then his voice, low and
rich as ever, welcoming her own parents. Why were
they here ? and what could have happencd ? were the
questions which came to her mind, as her mother
rushed into the room, followed by her father, with a
carpet-bag and sundry packages. |

“ We have given you a surprise this time, I guess,
Mabel,” he said, kissing her as tenderly as he used

* to when she sat upon his knee, and listened to almost

endless stories of his own making.
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“ But why is it that you are so late ?”” she asked,
anxmusly
“The cars were delayed three hours by an accident,
so instead of arriving in good time, we have come in
rather out of order, but not unwelcome, Mabel, T
know.”
He did not see her face, or he might have feared that
the welcome was not as warm asusual. She answer-
ed quickly :
“ Why, yes, father, you and mother are welcome
at any time of day or night,” and yet she wished she
was alone with Howard that moment,
“Itold father,” said her mother, looking at the
clock, “ that it was so late we had better go to a
hotel, but he would come, saying, Howard would not
mind getting up to give the old folks a welcome,”
“ We should have been very sorry to have had you
done so. O, here comes Howard,” and the husband
of Mabel entered, looking very pale
“ Late hours don’t agree with you, my son. What
has kept you up so lono' [ ‘
“ Some winged messenger, I suspect knowing you
were coming ; buf you must be weary,” and he offered
the new-comers refreshments from the side board.
Mabel, however, had flown to the diningroom and
prepared them something more substantial in the way
of cold meats, and a cup of tea, which she made in an
“incredibly short space of time.

It was a relief when she had shown them to their
room. She went below and sat alone, hoping Howard
would come to her. He had gone into his study,
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where he sometimes passed a greater part of the night
in writing, for he was a lawyer by profession, being a
man of more than average abilities, his services were
sought for many miles around. Mabel waited, but
he came not, and being unable longer to bear delay,
she sought him in his retreat.

<« Mabol, you ought to be in bed ; its now half past
one. You will scarce be able to entertain your father
and mother, 1 fear, if you do not go now,” and he re-
sumed his writing.

¢« 8o cold! Well, I can live without his love,” she
said to herself, and turned to leave the room. He

- glanced at her lithe form, and all the lover-like feel-

ings of early years came over him. He longed to fold
her once more to his heart, and rose to follow her.

¢ (3ood night, sir,” came from her lips in icy tones,
and he returned to his labors, chilled, heart-sick and
weary, where we will leave him and turn bick one
chapter to the cause of all this misconception, and
sec if we find in it aught but words of truth, and
principles whieh should be understood by all.

Like too many women, Mrs. Deanc had striven to

“keep hor husband wholly to herself. Slic could not

realize that one who is determined in her own way
and time to get the whole, may not get even a part.
She wanted him entirely for herself, ignorant of the
fact, or if knowing, rebellious against it, that his being -
would flow to herself after a temporary receding,
far richer in love.  Alas, how many women are dwarf-
ing noble men, and cheating themselves out of the
highest enjoyments of life. '




66 DAWN.

Of Miss Evans she knew nothing, save by report.
Like the many, she allowed her prejudices to control
her, and avoided all opportunities of making the ac-
quaintance of a worthy woman, one who was fast be-
coming life and light to minds of a high order. The
thoughts which had thrilled the leart and soul of
her husband we will record for the benefit of those
who may be struggling for light.

Howard Decane walked to the village post office
that evening with no other thought than of receiving
his papers and returning home. While there, he
met Hugh Wyman, who vequested him, as it was on
his way, to take a magazine to Miss Evans. He did
not hesitate to grant the request of his friend.
Reaching her home he found her alone, and common
courtesics led them into conversation. 'This at first
touched only upon daily events, but soon it Ied into
deeper channels, and their individual thoughts were
brought out upon religious subjects, each receiving
suggestions from the standpoint of the other.

“I am impatient, T know,” said Miss Evans, as
the subject warmed and brightencd under the glow
~ of words, “to sec the day when my long cherished
ideas will be wrought into actnal life. Will it not
be grand when religion shall no longer be an abstract,
soulless scicnce, a musty theology, but a living, vital
truth, lived and acted, not merely professed and
preached ; when the human family shall be united
in one bond, and man love to do his brother good ;
when he who is strong, shall care for him who is
weak ; when daily deeds of kindness shall be aceepted
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as true worship ; when the golden rule shall be the
only creed of mankind, and woman shall throw upon
her erring sisters tho blessed veil of charity. The
world 1s full of need to-day. Itnever so much needed
the labor of every earnest man and woman as now.
All can work for its advancement ; some speak, some
write, others act, and thus unitedly aid in ushering
in the millenium of humanity. ' Religion is to me

~only a daily life of goodness. The church has little

but form. We want vital christianity flowing from
heart to heart ; and prayers, not at stated times, but
when souls mount heavenward, whether in words or
deeds, to be recognized as true worship. When our
churches shall be adorned by ‘art ; when the theatre,
now so little understood, is employed as a lever of
moral power, equal if not greater than the church,
for reaching the heart, and enriching the intellect ;
when these two forces approach each other, then shall
we have a real church and true worship, Art in
every form must be acknowledged as the great medi-
ator between God and man, and when this is done
we shall have a completencss in our worship, which
is little dreamed of now. To my mind, the drama
appears as the great instructor of the coming time —
greater than the church, more potent, hence more
effectual, and will, I think, at some day occupy its

. place. T have talked long, but the fullness of the

theme must be my cxcuse.” . :

“I am but too glad to hear expressions of such
thoughts from-any one. T have been for a long time
reaching for something more satisfactory than L have
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received. The forms of worship have long been dull
and void of life to me.”

“Too long have our minds been lumbered with
doctrines, instead of principles,” said Miss Evans, her
face glowing with earnest thought, ¢ but the signs of

“the times are now glorious. Men will no longer feed
~on husks and dry bones. The call is every day for
light, more light, and theories are fast giving place to
human experiences. A strong current of individual
life, too, is setting in, which inspires every speaker
and writer with high and noble thoughts, and they are
forced to give bread and not stones to the multitude.
We shall, I hope, Mr. Deane, live to see the coming
of the new day, for surely we have little but darkness
now, and yct all the light we could use, I suppose,
else it would have come before.”

“T trust we shall, and if men and women are
true to the light they have, the day will soon be here.
But, really, Miss Evans,” he said, looking at his
watch, “’tis almost ten o’clock; how rapidly the
moments have flown.”

«T losc all idea of time when I feel the beatmg and
pulsing of a human soul,” responded Miss Evans.
“ T hope you will come again and bring your wife; I
only know her by features ; I really wish to know her
through her thoughts.”

¢ T will, I thank you,” and he left, full to overflow-
“ing, impatient to igpart to his wife the thoughts of
an earnest soul.  We have met him in his home, and
know the result, — the sharp reverse side of most of
life’s best experiences.

-

CHAPTER IX.

RS. Deane found the hours drag heavily while
her parents remained. She was not like her
former sclf, and they could not but notice the
change.
It was the first time in their married life that she
wished them at home. One howr alone with her hus.
band would have set all right; but there were none,

- for business seemed to press in from all quarters, and
“every moment of his time, far into- the night, was

occupied in writing.

They saw nothing of each other save in the pres-
ence of their parents, for Mr. Deane only snatched a
few hours’ slecp at carly dawn, and awoke just in
time to prepare for breakfast. They were estranged,
and circumstances to embitter the sad state of affairs
seemed to daily multiply.

The fourth evening after the arrival, there was a
slight pause in the pressure of his business, but feel-
ing no inclination to join the family, knowing that
Mabel and himself would be in feelings miles apart, he
called again upon Miss Evans.

To his relief he found her alone, for he longed for
another communion with a2 mind so comprehensive,
and a soul so pure as her own. She noticed the look
of sadness on his face, and was glad her own heart
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was light and her soul strong in trust, that she might
administer to him. ‘

Had hé come last night, she said to herself, how
little could I have done for him, for my own soul was
dark with grief, my lips dumb. IHis face bore a more
bitoyant look as her words of hope and thoughtful say-
ings appealed to his good judgment, and before long
it glowed with joy like her own. He forgot the cloud
that had arisen over himself and Mabel; forgot her
words that so wounded his soul; and only her best
and true self was mirrored on his heart, as he listened
to the vital truths which flowed {rom the lips of the
noble woman in whose presence le sat. .

¢ Qur conversation the other night,” he said, ¢ awak-
encd such new. emotions, or rather aroused feclings
which were dormant, that I could not resist the strong

impulse I felt to call on you again and renew our

conversation.”

“1 am very glad you have come, for it does my
soul good to see others interested in these newly-
developed views, and recognizing the great needs
of humanity, and the imperative demands of our
natures.” :

« I have felt,” remarked Mr. Deane, ¢ for along time
that the chureli, the subject of our last conversation,
"needs more life ; that it must open its doors to all
rays of light, and not longer admit only a few, and
that those doors must be broad enough and high
. enough, that whatever is needed for the advancement
of mankind may enter therein, come f{rom whence it
may, and called by whatever name it may be. In a
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word, the church must go on in advance of the people,
or at least with them, else it will be left behind and
looked upon as a worn out and useless institution.” -

“1 am glad to hear you express your thoughts thus,
and hope you will give them as freely at all times,
for too many who entertain these views do not speak
them, standing in fear of what their friends or the
church may say or do. Of such there are tens of
thousands. Give them utterance. Tivery honest
man and woman should, and thus aid in hastening
on the day of true life and perfect liberty. While I
value associative effort, I would not for a moment lose
sight of individual thinking and acting. We do not
have enough of it. The church has much to adopt
to bring it into a healthy condition. To-day it ig-
nores many valuable truths which retired individuals
hold, while it feeds its hearers on husks. Finding
better food for their souls outside, they go, and can-

not return, because the truths they hold would not ‘

be accepted.” :
“ We have made rapid advances in art and science,

‘Miss Evaus, but the charch has lagged behind, until

at length we find.that more christianity is found out-
side than inside its walls.” g

“True. The best men and women I liave over

known, have never sat af the table of the Lord, so
called, have never broken the bread and drank the
wine, yet their souls have tasted life-everlasting when
they have given in His name food to ‘the hungry and
clothing to the naked. HEach soul is a temple and
each heart a shrine. The only thing the church' can

f
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do to-day is, to reach forth and take its life from the
world. All the accessions of art must be unfolded, if
she would keep alive. TFortify it with these things,
and we shall not see, as we do now, in every town and
city cven, the whole burden of its support resting
_on one or two individuals. If it has life enough it
will stand ; if it refuse light, such pq‘rsons only retard
its progress, although strictly conscientious in their
position. I think one of its greatest errors is in keep-
ing one pastor too long. How can the people be fed,
and draw life from one fount alone ?”

“True,” he said, “and is not that view applicable
to our social and domestic as well as to our religious
state 7 Can we draw life always from one person ?”

" «No; nor was it ever intended that men and wo-
men should so exhaust each other. The marriage
law is too arbitrary ; it allows no scope for individual
action, and yet the subject is so delicate, so intricate,
that none but the keenest and nicest balanced minds
dare attempt to criticise, much less improve it. The
misconstructions of a person’s motives are so great
that many who see its errors, tremble and fear to
speak of them. But if we are to bring any good to
the covenant, so sacred in its offices, we must point
out its defects and seek to remedy them, and I some-
times think it will be my mission to help it to higher
states. Although such a task would be far from en-
viable, I will willingly give my thoughts to those who
are struggling, at the risk of being misunderstood
nine times in ten, as I probably shall be.” '

«Then please give me your best thoughts, Miss

- DAWN., V8

Evans, for I need all the light I can get, not only for
myself, but for others.” :

“I am but a scholar, like yourself, Mr. Deane, and
I sometimes think that.all I may hope to do wij'li be -
but to lift the burden an instant from the pilgrim’s
shoulder, that deepef breath may be {aken for the
long and often dreary journey.”

A sharp ring of the door-bell interrupted further
- conversation, and Mr. Deane, bowing to the intruder
as such she seemed at that moment to be, bade Mis;
Bivans good evening, and doparted. ’

The 'calle'r was a gossiping woman, who kept many
domestic fires alive with her fuel of scandalous ro-
ports. & .

“ Dear me, Miss Eva%s,” she said, as s00N 88 €oMm-
fortably seated, “ wasn’t that Mr. Deane? Yes, I
thought so; but my eye-sight ’aint over good a:nd
then he looked so sad-like ; maybe he ’aint v,vell ”?
and she looked inquiringly to Miss E?ans, who r,e- '

plied, —

‘;I think he is in his usual health : a Iittle worn
perhaps, with business. How is your i ,
perhaps, 1 oW 1s your family, Mrs.

“0, tol'vable, {] ‘

; tol , thank ye. But Mr. Deanc did n’
say anything, did he, about his folks ? ot

(1] H ) . .

“ EIS fo.lks? What do you mean, Mrs. Turner ?
- a,lw .me, I might as well tell as not, now I’ve
aid W 1;41,11 havo, Why you sec Miss Moses who
9 les rs, Baker, was up ter Mrs. Brown’s last

ight, and Mrs. Deane’s hired gal was there, and she

tol
| old Mrs. Brown’s man ﬂmt My, Deane and his wife
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had some protty hard words together, and that her
folks — her father and mother - was ’goin ter take
her home.”

¢ Mrs. Turner, I have no interest in this gossip ;
we will change the subject if you please.”

“ Lor, don’t be ’fended I only—1I mean I meant
no hmm

“ You may not; but this idle habit of retailing the
sayings of others, is worse than folly. It’s a great
wrong to yourself and the individuals spoken of.”

“Well, I didn’t think to have such a lectur’,” said
the woman, affecting o feeling of good nature, I

say as I said afore, I meant no harm. I like Mr.and

Mrs. Deane very much, and thought it was too bad
for such things to be said.”

¢ Is marm here ?” inquire@ a coarse voice at the

door, and a red, chubby face was thrust in the nar-
row opening.
% Why, Josiah Turner, I told you ter go ter bed an
hour ago. Well, I must go, Miss Evans. I ’spose my
boy won’t go without me,” and taking her son by the
hand, she departed.

“ A storm- upon their domestic horizon, I fear, is
coming, if not already there,” said Miss Evans, setting
down and resting her head upon her hands,  “ I wish
lie had not come. Something may be charged to me
~— but why should I fear. I have said sinaply what 1
- felt was right. "I must expeet to encounter many
storms in this voyage whose haven of peace is —
where ¢ None knoweth.” |

She fastencd her door, and after lifting her heart
in prayer for guidance, retired.
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Mr. Deane found his wife alone. when he returned,
and one could have seen by his manner how glad he
was to find her so.

“ Tt secms a month, Mabel, since I have seen you
alone.”

She only remarked that.she feared her parents felt
his absence from home. ‘ ’

«“J do think, Howard,” she continued, ¢ that you
could give us a little of your time. Itis due to my .
parents. It must seem to them that you willingly
absent yourself, and it is hard for me to convmce them
to the contrary.” i

«I am sorry that any such impression should have
worked its way into their minds. They ought to
know that it is quite a sacrifice for me to devote my-
self so closely‘ to business. I hope, Mabel, you are
wrongly impressed as regards them, and it may be
that your own state has more to do with it than theirs.
This is the first evening I have had to myself since
they have been here.”

“ And why was this not spent at home ? *’

“ Because 1 cannot assamo to be what I am not,
and you know I am not at rest; that our harmony:is
disturbed. Could I have "secen you alone, I should
have been at home before this.” L ‘

“You have sought society, I suppose, more con-*
genial 77’ ‘ '“3 ‘

“ Mabel, be careful. . You may so unnerve me that

;I may say much that'1 shall be sorry for.”

. )
i

““ Howard 7

“Well, Mabel.”
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“I think I shall return with father and mother.
They will go home day after to-morrow.”

He did not raise his eyes, nor appear in the least -

anxious to detain her, but merely said :
“ Where are they this evening ? ”

“ At Mrs. Norton’s. They went to tea. I felt too -

ill to accompany them.”

¥ Are you very ill, Mabel 7

“I feel far from well, and yet it does not seem
to be from physical indisposition. It is something
© deeper.”

“True, my poor wife, we have become estranged ;
and what has caused it ? 7

She looked thoughtfully at him a moment, but no
answer came from her lips.

- %1 think we had better part awhile. Tt will do us
both good.”

She stzuted scarce OTpectIHO‘ such a remark from
him.

“ Then my presence has, indeed, become irksome
to you?” Her tone and manner implied more than
she cared to display.

“ You know better than that, Mabel ; but T — we
both are sadly out of harmony ; perhaps have ex-
hausted each other. Let us part, and each find our-
v selves. We shall be brighter and happier when we
come together, Mabel; shall we not?” and he laid
his hand tenderly on hel head.

0, why cannot two at least see things in their true
light? Why was it that she remained so blind to the
real state of affairs ? Either ignorance or wilfulness
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kept her from the light, and coldly bidding him good
night, she loft the room.

The next day was indeed gloomy. Mabel’s parents
had become acquainted, not with the facts, but with a
distorted view of the case, and in their oyes she was
a greatly abused woman. It was no longer any usc
for her husband to exort himself for their happiness,
the poison of prejudice had entered their minds, and
tinetured cvery thought.

It was a painful parting. Misconception on onc
side, andt deep suffering with pride, upon the other.
No lighting of the eyes, no pressure of the hand, no .
warm good-bye, to keep his heart alive while she was
away.

He stood, after the cars had left, deeply pondering
the strange affair, until the crowd jostled him, and
brought him back to the external world, with its teil,
its sounds of mirth, and its varied forms of life.

What a break in his usual peaceful life ; what a
void he found in his soul when he entered the silent
home. There was no lingering atmosphere of love
about the rooms; everything was put away out of
sight. The order was painful, and he left to seek
companionship if not sympathy. :




CHAPTER X.

¢ HAT is it like, Dawn 77’

“ Like a great Soul that has absorbed a mil-
lion lives into its own, and cannot rest, it is so full
of joy and sadness,” and she fixed her gaze more in-
. tently on the foam-crested waves.

It was the first time she had seen the ocean, and
her father’s keen enjoyment watching her enraptured,

" wondering gaze, afforded Miss Vernon another source -

of pleasure, aside from the wide expanse of beauty,
which stretched from shore to horizon.

The three, according to Mr. Wyman’s promise, had
come to enjoy the pleasures and beauties of the sea-
side for a few weeks, as well as to see the different
phases of human character which were daily throng-
ing there.

It was intensely interesting to Miss Vernon to
* watch the child's eager interest in this glorious dis-
play of nature, and her strange insight into the char-

acter of the people with whom they were in daily -

contact.

There was one faint, gentle girl, about twenty years
of age, who walked every evening alone, and whom
Miss Vernon watched with great interest.

T like her, too,” said Dawn, coming close to her
teacher one evening, as she walked up and down on
the beach.
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“Who ? and how do you know I like her.”

“Why, the lady there, walking in front of us. I
feel you like her.” :

«I am glad you do, Dawn. And now tell me why
you love her.”

1 love her because she is white.”

“You mean that she is pure. I think she is.”

“Yes. I mean that and something else.”

“ What ?” ‘

“In one of my lessons, you told me, that some ob-
Jjects were white, because they absorbed none of the
rays, but reflected all.”

“ You must explain your singular application — or
in plain words, tell me how she reflects all, and takes

- none.” .

“ Why, because she don’t take the life from people,
but gives to them.” ’

“You know just what I mean -— she throws it back
to themselves purified by her light.” And the child’s
face was not her own, another’s shone through it.

“ Very good, Dawn, I hope we shall sometime know
this pure young lady, and receive a brightness from
her,” said Miss Vernon, talking more to herself than
the strange child who was dancing at that moment in
time to the waves.

“ According to your scientific symbol, I suppose
we shall see some black people here before we go,”
she said laughingly to the child.

. “Yes, there are plenty of those everywhere. They
take all the light, and give none out. But see, Miss
Vernon, the lady is sitting on a rock and weeping,
may I go to her?”
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¢ Would it not be an intrusion ?” |

“ Yes, sometimes, but not now. May Igo? Papa
would let me, I think.”

“You must ask him. I had rather not give you
such a liberty.”

“Then I will,” and she flew at the t0p of her speed
to the bank where he was sitting,

“May I go and see that lady out on the rock,
papa?”’

“Why ? Do you know her ?”

“ No, but I must go,” and as she spoke Dawn’s eyes"

had that strange look whmh betokened an inner
- vision,

“Yes, daughter, go,” was his answer, and she
bounded from his side, and was close to the weeping
stranger, in an instant.

Her father watched her with the deepest interest,
and almost wished himself within hearing.

She did not approach the stranger quietly, but with
one bound sprang and threw her arms around her
neck, saying in a voice deeper and stronger than her
own : '

“Pearl, I am here. Weep no more!”

The young girl thrilled, but not with terror, for to
her such things were of frequent occurrence. Yet

*the proof to her now of the presence of the unseen
was of such a positive nature, more tangible than she

had felt for months, that all her accumulated doubts

gave way, and the pure waters of faith flowed over
her soul. :
Here, among strahgers, where none knew her name,
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" or her grief, had the voice of her lov‘?ed one spoken.

Why should she doubt ¥ Why bhould\ thousands, who
have every day a similar experlence?

~'She rose from her position, and ta,klng the hand of
the child, which thrilled strangely\ to her touch,
walked towards the house.

“ Do you love the sea ?’ she asked of the little
stranger. l
“Q, ever 50 much. I mean to ask papa to live
here forever,” and she looked enthusiastically towards
the receding waves.

% Do you live here 7”7 asked Dawn.

“No; my home is far away. I come here to
rest.”’

“ Was that what made you weep ! 7 Was you
weary ? :

“Yes, dear. My soul is very weary at times.”

¢Ts the sea weary when it moans ?”’ and she looked
wonderingly over the wide cxpanse of changing-
waves. - | '
¢ I think it is; but I must leave you now; I seo
your friends are looking for you.”

But Dawn would not lot her pass on. She held
her hand tighter, and said :

“ This is my papa, and this is my tcacher.”

“T hope my child has not annoyed you, Miss,” said
Mr. Wyman, as he gazed on the face of the beautiful
stranger before them,.

“ Far from it, siz. She has comforted me. Child-
ren, under ordinary circumstances, are ever welcome,
but when they bring proof ———"
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" She stopped, fearful that she might not be under-
stood. ‘ . :
“1 comprehend it, Miss. 1 saw another life than
her own in her eyes, else 1 should not have permitted
her to have gone to you.”

T thank you both,” said the gentle girl, and bow-
ing gracefully, she went towards the house.

“Js she not white, Miss Vernon ? 7 asked Dawn,
exultingly, when the stranger was out of hearing.

¢ Yes, she ¢s beautiful and pure.”

“ T hope she was comforted, for her face has a look
of sorrow, decper than we often see on one so young,”
remarked Mr. Wyman, who had been enlightened by

Miss Vernon on Dawn’s strange application of soul-

"science.

“ Yes, she was, papa. Some one in the air made
me speak and call her name. It’s ¢ Pearl’; is n’t it
pretty ¥ O, sce those clouds, papa,” she cried, with
thrilling eestasy ; “I hope they will look just like
that when I die.”

“You arc weary now, darling ; we must go in,”
said her father, watching with jealous cyes the snow-
white and erimson clouds which lay on the horizon,
just above the foaming waves.

“There arc some people here from L——," said
Miss Vernon, as she and Mr. Wyman sat together on
the piazza the next morning, watching the changing
sea. | "

“ Ah, who are they ; any of our friends ? 7

¢TI have never seen them at your house. Two la-
dies, —a Mrs. Foster and sister. Do you know
them ?” ' ' :
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%1 know that there are such people in L—.

. When did they arrive? 1 have not seen them.”

“ Last evening ; but you do not look particularly
pleased. Will they disturb you ?” |
“ I do not mean they shall, although they are busy-

~ bodies, and know every one’s affairs better than their

own.” N

“8o I judged by their conversation last evening,
which I could not but overhear, as they talked so
loud, their room being next to mine, and their door
open.” ‘

“ Of whom were they speaking ? »

“0Ofa Mr. and Mrs. Deane. I think I have heard
you allude to them.” .

“1 have; nice good people too. As usual, I sup-
pose they were charging them with all sorts of foibles
and misdemeanors.” .

“I heard one of them assert that Mr. and Mrs,

Deane had parted, and that she had gone to live with
her parents.” ‘ :
. “It cannot be! Howard Deane is too just and
honorable for anything of that nature ; but if they
have, there are good reasons for it. I think I will
write him this very morning, and urge him to come
and bring his wife to this beautiful spot for a few
days. Will you lend me your folio, Florence ? Mine
is up two flights of stairs, and I would really like to
be waited on this morning.”

She flew to her room, and returned and placed it
before him, and then went in search of Dawn.

Selecting a delicats sheet from its orderly arranged
contents he commenced, —
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“ My Dear Friend Howard.
“ Come and spend a few days in this loveliest
Cof —7

At this point a strong hand was laid on his shoul-
der, and another placed over his eyes.

“J am here;” said a well-known voice, ¢ so throw
asule pen and paper We will commence in a beiter
way.” '

“ Why ? when ? where did you come from, and
how came you to select this place ? |

“] came this morning ; arrived ten minutes ago
from L . Did not ¢select’ this place; the place
drew me here. Now I have answered all your inter-
rogatories, may I ask you how long you have been
here, and why you did not 1et me know you were
coming ?

-« Two days only. I should have told you, but did
" not suppose you could leave for a moment, knowing
. the pressure of your business. But how is your wife ?
She is here of course 77

His averted face did not reveal the look of pain
which passed over it, as he replied :

“ She is not well, and went home with her mo-

ther.”

“ 8o you was lonely and betook yourself to this
scene of life to pass the hours away. You could not
have chosen a better place. I hope the period of your
stay here is not limited to a few days.”

“ Instead of that it is indefinite.”

The tone of his voice was too sad to be mistaken,

and Mr. Wyman began to think that there might
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be some truth in the rumor which Florence had
heard. '

He glanced at Mr. Deane’s face, and read all he
had failed to see when he first met him.

‘I hope nothing has occurred to mar your pleas-
ure while here ; at least nothing but what the waves
will wash away ?”

“The sea is a good place for the soul-weary, as
well as for the hght of heart. I cannot, however,
leave my burden here. 1 am, indeed, very sad, Hugh.
Are you much enga,ged ? If not, wo will take a walk

“together,” he said, in tones which plainly implied a

need of a companion like Mr. Wyman.,

‘1 havo nothing to do, now you have arrived and
saved me the laborious effort of writing to you.”

“Then you wished me here ?

“Tdid. My thoughts went out to you this morn-
ing. I felt that you needed a change.”

“l do indeed;” and they walked together for
awhile, then sat beneath the shade of a tree, whose
long outstretched branches seemed to wave benedic-
tions on their heads.

‘1 need change, but human sympathy most Mabel
has gone from me. It is not a corporal separation
only, but one of soul and heart.” .

“ Mabel gone ! Is it, indeed, true ? But the sep-
aration cannot last; she will surely return to your
love and sgrotoction. Iloward, I am glad you are
here. Some unseen power must have brought you to
this place, where you can unburden your grief, and
take better and clearer views of the case.””
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“ Then you think she will come again to me ?”

- ¢ Certainly ; and you will both be stronger for the
temporary separation.”

“1 could bear it better were I not so sensitive o
~ the opinion of the world.”

“ You must rise above that. There is no growth
to him who, seeking the new, fears to lose his grasp on
the old. These backward glances retard the pilgrim
on his way. Do what you feel to be right, and care
for no man’s words or opinions.”

“J wish I had your strength, Hugh.”

“] think you were sent here to me to be strength-
ened. God’s hand is in the cloud as well as the sun-
shine, and I know He will work good from the seem-
ing evil that encompasses you.”’ '

“ Your words cause me at loast to hope.”

“This separation will work good for both of you.”

1 felt myself, when I found my love doubted and
my truthfulness questioned, that it would be best for
us.” '

“ Then you favored it ? ”

«1.did.”

“ am glad it was so. You will each have an op-
portunity to know yourselves, and how much you are

to each other. When together, words take the place’

of thoughts, while abscnee ever kindles the flame of
holy love, and by its light we sce our own short-com-
ings, and our companion’s virtues. Were 1 you, I
should look 821 this as one of the greatest opportuni-

ties of my life to fest my heart’s true feelings towards
one whose affection had grown cold, or rather whose
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understanding had become clouded ; for 1 doubt not
hor heart'is as warm as when you led her to the altar.
Like yonder receding wave, her love will return to
you again, while to her restless soul you must be as
firm as this rocky coast.” :

“ Woman’s love,”” he continued, “is stronger,
mightier than man’s. It is no argument against their
devotion that they are changeable. So is this ocean.
Each hour a different hue comes upon its surface, but
the depth is there. Thus is woman’s soul full of
varied emotions; the surface play is sometimes
dark, at others reflecting the blue of the heavens
above. Yes, they are deeper, higher than ourselves,
and every day’s experience attests to the fact of their
superior delicacy and nicer perceptions. Their keen
insight into daily matters, their quick sense 6f every-

_thing pertaining to religious and social life, are to me

proofs of their fine qualities,” :

“ But their inconsisteney at times wars with your
assertions.”

““Noj; itis sterner stuff that reasons most ; they are
nicer in their perceptions, and fecl instinctively their
way into questions over which we work and solve
alone by long reasoning.”

- “I belicve it is s0.”

““Then you have advanced one step. We cannot
appreciate woman too highly, That-many do foolish-
things is no proof that many are not wise and good,
bearing crosses day after day which would make you
and I ready to lie down and die — they cver do great
things, either good or bad, and men, T hope, will®

5
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some day place her image next to his maker’s, and
look upon it as to him the holiest and hlghest on
earth — the best gift of God.”
“ Why, Hugh, you are wild upon this subject.”
“1 am awake, and hope I shall never slumber,”
“Your words have given me rest, and stirred my
best emotions. I will write to Mabel to-night. But

“yesterday and I felt that all women were as fickle as |

these waters. I am changed, and your remarks have
caused me to think differently. :

“I have not changed your mind, I have only
brought some of your better feelings to the surface.”

“ And what is that but change ?”

“It may be, that it is, Do you not see that
something mightier than yourself brought you here,
where your morbid feelings will pass away, — though
I do not wonder that you felt as you did, neither can
I blame you. The human soul has many sides, and
~ turns slowly to the light.”

“If T had your penetration, I could bear the dis-
cords of life.”

“We must learn not only to bear them, but to
gather wisdom from their teachings. If we cannot
grow under to-day’s trial, we surely cannot under

to-morrow’s.”’

«“T begin to feel that we shall both be better for

this estrangement.”

“You will, and come together, on a higher plane.
M¥rried people live in such close relations that cach
becomes absorbed by the other, and then having noth-
ing fresh to give, what was once attraction becomes
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repulsion. - I see these things so plainly myself that
the criticism, and may be, censure of a multitude,

- jealous of personal freedom, affects me no more than

the passing breeze. I know that if I stand upon a
mount and behold a heautiful scene beyond, that it is
there, although the people below may declare with
positiveness that it is not. A man knows nothing of
the valuc of his wife who sees not other women and
learns their thoughts.”

“True. Ihave felt for a long time that I needed
a fresh mind with which to hold converse, and my
sceking one, although accidental, has brought about
this state of things.”

“ And that person ?”’

“ Was Miss Evans.”

“1 remember ; and the evening, I asked you to
call and leave the magazine. Little did I think of
such a result, Wlnch I should regret, perhaps, did I
not fully bcheve that all things are ordered and ar-
ranged for our best good. Long and prayerfully I
have studied this question, so vital and so closely
allicd to our best interests. I could not gleam even
a ray of truth did I not live above the crowd and
fearlessly pursue my own way. I sec no cscape from
our thraldom, but through soul expanse, and this
is produced. only through soul liberty. I loved my
Alice most when I was IGELI'nlllO‘ her through others ;
I am still learning and Iovmg lher cach day, through
my child and our fiiend Miss.Vernon. With all ouf -
laws, we have and over have had haunts of vice.
Will the emancipation of soul increase their number ?

-
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I think not. If men and women can be brought

together on loftier planes we shall not have these.

excresences. 'The sexes need to be purely blended;
they will approach each other, and it is for society to
say how. Block up harmless social avenues and we
shall have broad roads to destruction. I know hus-
bands and wives who are consuming, instead of re-
freshing each other’s lives. Yes, Howard, this is
your great opportunity to take your position and
draw your wife up to it. Life will be a new thing to
you, and all of us who can accept these truths. Our
present forms and ceremonies hold us apart, and
there is scarcely a ripple of spontaneity upon life’s
surface. The highest hours, and those most produc-
tive of good, are when two souls converse and reflect
cach other’s innermost states.” -

CHAPTER XI.

T was not by words that they knew each other, but
when their eyes met each felt that the other had
passed some ordeal which made their souls akin.

The stranger to whom Miss Vernon had been so
drawn, met her on the beach the next morning, and
asked her to walk with her.

¢« T would like to tell you,” she said, ¢ of my strange
experience last night ; perhaps these things are not
new to.you,” and she went on in a confiding tone at
Miss Vernon’s visible look of deep interest ; —

“T was weeping, as you may have noticed; when
your strange and lovely pupil eame to me, — weeping
for the loss of one to whom I was betrothed. No
mortal save myself knew the name which he gave me
on the day of our engagement. It was ¢ Pearl” My
own name is Edith Weston. .Judge of my emotion -
and surprise, when that child —a total stranger —
came and spake my name in his exact tones. I have-
had other tests of spirit presences as clear and as pos-
itive, but none that ever thrilled me like this. Do
you wonder that I already love that cln]d with a
strange, deep yearning 77

“¢T donot. Ihave myself had proof through her-
that our dear departed linger around, and are cogni-
zant of our sorrows as well as our joys.” '

¢ Perhaps you too have loved.”
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“Yes; but not like ygurself. My mother’s love is
the only love I have known.”

‘“ And you are an orphan like myself 77

“I am.”

“ That iswhat drew us together. And may I know .
your name ? ”’

“Florence Vernon. And I was attracted to you
the first time I saw you.”

“I cannot tell you how glad I am to experience

these proofs of human tics. It is a pleasure to me to
think that wherever we go we shall meet somo one
who loves us. I am a dependent character, as you
no doubt have perceived. I need the assurance and
support of stronger minds even when I see my own
way clear. Some there are who can see and go forth.

I need to be led.”

“T hope you are fortunate endugh to have some
stronger mind about you. We are not all alike, and
the vine nature must have something upon which it
may cling and find support, or otherwise it will trail -
in the dust.” ’

“I am not thus fortunate. I have no one on whom
to lean, or to whom I can look for guidance. Shall
you remain long here ?” she asked, fearing she had
spoken too freely of herself.

“ We shall stay until we have received all that this
atmosphere and these scenes can supply us with, It
will then bo our duty to go.”

“1 like that. I must go awa,y very soon to join my

‘aunt who is obliged to remain among the mountains,
as the sca air docs not agroc with her. But look,
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Miss Vernon, here comes Mr. Wyman and another
gentleman !V and she seomed greatly disappointed at
the interruption.

« Miss Weston, Mr. Deane,” said Florence, intro-
ducing them, and the next instant she watched
with carnest gaze the look of admiration which he
gave the timid girl. It was not a bold or intru-
sive look, but such an one as a man might have
bestowed were he suddenly ushered into the pres-
ence of his highest conception of female worth and
loveliness. '

Every line of his features betokened the keenest
admiration, while her glance was far over the sea.
Hugh saw the look, too, and was glad.

Miss Vernon trembled, she. knew not why. She
wished that he had not come to the sea~shore, and that -
the beautiful stranger was all her own.

The four walked together on the beach, until the
heat of the day, and then Miss Weston withdrew.

“ The finest face I cver saw,” said Mr. Deane,
watching her figure till she was out of sight, “ and as
lovely in soul as in form and features, I perceive.”
Then turning to Miss Vernon, he said :

« I sbe you harmonize. I am really glad it is so,
for you can help each other very much.”

Mr. Deanec dropped the conversation, and’ assumed
an air of abstraction, his gaze fixed on the blue waves
— his thoughts none knew where.

Hugh and Florence walked to the house and seated
themselves in the shade, within view of the sea.
Then he. told her in his clear, brief way, of what had
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transpired between Mr. Deane and his wife, with the
remark that it was far better she should be informed
of the true state of affairs, and thus be guarded
against the evil of false reports.

- “I saw your look of concern when he met Miss
Weston —"’

She looked wonderingly in his face.

“You feared for him, and her then. That was
natural. I see beyond, and that no harm will come
from any attachment that may arise. I hope to see
them often together,”

“ Mr. Wyman, if I did not know you, I should

sometimes fear your doctrines.”

“ I have no doctrines.”

“ Well, theories then.” .

“No theories either. I follow nature, and leave
her to perfect all things. Sometimes you think I am
not sufficiently active ; that I sit an idle looker on.

“ What! do you know my every thought — every- -
thing that passes through my mind ?” she asked, a
a little agitated.

“ Nearly all, or rather that which goes with your
states of progression.”

She was vexed & little, but as the Icsser ever turns

to the greater, the earth to the sun for light, — so |

she, despite difference of temperament and mental
expausion, was ineclined to rest on his judgment.
“This pure girl will give him a deeper faith in
-woman, unconsciously to herself, and he will become
a better man ; therefore fear not when you see them
together, that he will lose his love for his wife. Yes,

-
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she will do him good, as you, Florence, are every day
benefiting me.’

«DoI? Do I make you better ?’’ she asked in a
quick, nervous way; and her soul flooded her soft,
brown eyes. _

«You do, Florence, and make me stronger every
day ; while your deepening womanhood is my daily
enjoyment. You give me an opportunity to know
myself, and that there are many holy relations be-
tween men and women beside the conjugal.”

Mrs. Foster lost no time in informing the people of
L of the movements of Mr. Deane. She well
knew there were persons who would circulate the
report, and that it would finally reach his wife, even
though she was several miles away. The report was,
that Mr. Deane had brought a young lady to the sea-
shore, and was seen walking with her every day and -
evening, and that they both were greatly enamoured
with each other, o

Strange to say, Mrs. Deane, weary and sad, left her
parents and returned to her home just before her
husband’s letter reached its destination, and just in
time to hear the narration of his strange conduct.

Howard gone, no one knew where, save from the
vague and scandalous report of a few busy tongues ;
no letter telling where he was, and her soul sank,
and all its good resolves faded away. When she left
her parents that morning, she fully resolved to meet
him with all the love of her heart, for she had found
that love beneath the rubbish of doubt and jealousy
that had for a time concealed it. It was not strange,
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therefore, that all the fond trust died out when she

realized that he had gone, and the bitter waters re-

turned stronger and deeper over her hope.

‘Shall we ever reach a world where we shall not
have to plod through so much doubt and misgiving,
"and where our real feelings will be better understood ?

“ He will surely come back soon,” she said again
and again to herself, while the veil of uncertainty
hung black before her troubled vision. Every day
she listened for his footsteps, till heart-sick and weary
“ she returned to her parents, and told them all her
grief and all her fears.

An hour later they handed her his letter, received
an hour after her departure, and which her father
had carried every day in his pocket and forgotten to
re-mail to her.

While every one in L—— was rehearsing the great
wrong which, in their estimation, Mr. Deane had
done his wife, she was eagerly absorbing every word
of his warm-hearted letter, which he wrote on the
day of his conversation with Mr. Wyman, Could she
- have received it before she returned again to her old
home, how different would she and her parents have
felt towards him. It was only for them she cared
now. In vain she argued and tried to reinstate him
in their good graces; but words failed, and she felt
that time and circumstance alone were able to recon-
cile them.

She longed to go to him, but he had not asked her,

and only said at the close :
‘1 shall return when I feel that we are ready to
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love each other as in the past. Not that 1 do not
love you, Mabel, but I want all the richness of your
affection, unclouded by distrust. We have been much
to each other ; we shall yet be more. When I clasp
you to my heart again, all your fears will vanish. Be
content to bear this separation awhile, for *tis work-
ing good for us both.”

She read it over a score of times, felt the truthful-
ness of his words, but could not realize how it was
possible for the separation to. benefit them. To her
the days scemed almost without end. To him they
were fraught with pleasure, saddened they might be
a little with a thought of the events so lately experi-
enced, but gladdened by the sunshine of new scenes,
inspirited with new and holy emotions. It was well
for her weak faith that Mrs. Deane did not sec him
that very cvening walking with Miss Weston upon
the sea-shore, engaged in close conversation. She
would have questioned how it was possible that under
such conditions his love for herself was growing more
intense ; not thinking, in lher shallow philosophy, that
the contrast of two lives oxhibits more fully the beau-
ties of caeh, and that it was by this rule she was
growing in his affections.

“ We must wait awhile for 0u1 friends, Mlss Wes-

“ton 3 I seo they arc in the rear,” and he spread his

shawl upon a rock, motioning her to be seated, close
by the foam-white waves. '
Mr. Wyman and Florence soon came along They
had forgotten the presence of cvery one. Nothing
engaged their attention but the lovely. scene beforo
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them, while the moon’s light silvered the rippling sur-
face of the waters. Their communion was not of
words as they all sat together that lovely summer eve.
Soul met soul, and was hashed and awed in the pres-
ence of so much that was entrancing, and when they

~ separated each was better for the decp enjoyment they

had mutually experienced.

“1 may seem strange,” remarked Miss Weston to
her new friend, Miss Vernon, the next morning, as
they sat looking at the sea, so changed in its aspect
from that of the evening before, ¢ that I should in the
company of comparative strangers, feel so little re-
serve. I know my aunt would chide me severely, but
I have not felt so happy for many years. It may be
that the influence of the ocean is so hallowed and

" peaceful that our souls live their truer lives, but I

have never before opened my heart so fully to stran-
gers, 1 wonder if 1 have ovcrstepped any of the lines
of propriety 27

“ X might have thought so onee, but I see and feel
differently now. I think the soul knows its kin, and
that it is not a matter of years but of states which
causes it to unfold.”

“T am glad you feel so. I seomed so strange to

' myself, ever conservative, now so open and free. I

do not feel towards any of the others here as 1 do
towards you. and your friends. I regret that 1 have

not a few days more to enjoy you all,” she said quite

sadly, ““as my aunt has written for me to come to
her the last of this week.”
Miss Vernon could not help thinking how much
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more this fair being had to impart to her aunt, for

‘ihis scason of rest and enjoyment. I wonder if

the time will ever come,” she often asked herself,

« when we can go when and where we gravitate, and

not be forced mechanically.”

« 1 wish people could follow their natural attrac-
tions once in a while, at least,” said Miss Edith, and
she fixed her fair blue eyes on the sea.

Florence started ; for it seemed as though she had
read her thoughts.

] suppose these limitations and restrictions are
for our good, else they would not be,” replied Miss
Vernon.

¢« And the desire to shake them off is natural, if not
right; isitnot?”

¢« Natural, no doubt, and pleasant, if we could have
the desire granted ; but duty is greater than desire,
and circumstances may at times impel us to the per-

formance of the one rather than favor us with the

gratification of the other. What I mean is, that it is
our duty sometimes to take a part in scenes in which

“our hearts cannot fally sympathize.”

“ And yet you say you are attracted heart and mind
to Mr. Wyman and his daughter. Is it not possible
that, notwithstanding this, your duty calls you else-
where, — that some other 301_11 may be in need of
your presence ?” J fg

“¥You have questioned me very close, Miss Wes-
ton, but I will answer you promptly: I know of
uo on¢ who needs me, else I should certainly go.
Remember this, —in following our atiractions we

»
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should never lose sight of our duties. They should
go hand in hand.” o

“ Very true. I feel that my aunt needs me, and 1
will go at once; this very day. I have lost a part of
my restless sclf, and gained the repose I so much
needed, since I have been here; and I am indebted
to you and your friends for the exchange. Now I
will go where duty calls.”

¢ You have decided right, and I have no doubt
you will be amply remunerated for the seeming sac-
rifice you are making of the few days of happiness
you would have had in longer remaining lere, had
not the summons come for you to leave.”

“T do not doubt it; and yet Miss Vernon, I need
your atmosphere. How I wish our lives could min-
gle for awhile.” '

“ If there ever comes a time when no earthly tie
binds you, when duty will permit you to follow this
attraction, come and live with us, and rcmain as long
as you wish.”

“ With you ?” exclaimed the astonished girl. “ Can
1? Is Mr. Wyman willing ?” ‘

¢ He has authorized me to invite you.”

“But would it Le right? Will it certainly be
agreeable to him ?” |

¢« Most assuredly. We all love you, and as for Mr.
Wyman, e never invites those to his home in whom
he has no interest.  So come. I know you will.”

“ Thank him, for me,” warmly responded Miss
Weston, *“and I trust the time will arrive when I can
morc practically demonstrate how much I thank you
all for your kindness.” ‘
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" The morning was spent by Miss Weston in packing
her trunk, and making ready for her departure, much
to the surprise of Mr. Wyman, and to, the disappoint-
ment of Mr. Deane, who had hoped for a longer en-
joyment of hours of communion with one so rich in
gooduess and innocence of heart. ‘

In her atmosphere all his hardness secmed to pass
away. She was balm to his troubled soul ; light to
his darkened vision. She would go that day, and
life, busy life, close over the {resh, happy hours, and
perchance never again before bhis vision would come
that fair young face.

He asked permission to ride with her to the sta-
tion, and see to her baggage and tickets, It was
cheerfully granted, and in a moment all was over.
The train came, stopped but a second, then moved
on, and was soon hid from sight by a sharp curve.
Then his past life came over this little break, this
brief respite, and he felt that he, too, was ready to
go and kindle anew the waning flame upon his do-
mestic hearth.

Dawn, to the surprise of her father, was greatly de-
lighted when she found Miss Weston was going.

“She is wanted there; some one in the air told
me,” she said, and clapped her hands in glee.

Her doparturc made quite a break in the little par-
ty, and when Mr. Deane made ready to go the next
day, Florence and My, Wyman both felt that their
own stay was about over.

Judge of their surprise two days after, to receive a
noto from Miss Weston, saying that her aunt had

-
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been seized with paralysis of the brain the day she
arrived, and would not recover.

Every test of this nature strengthened Mr. Wyman
in the belief in his daughter’s vision, and he felt that
there could be no safer light placed in his path for
him to follow; a light which no more interferes
with man’s individuality or reasoning powers than
the falling of the rays of the sun upon the earth.
~ The ery of the multitude is, that medinmship and

impressibility detract from individual life, lessens the
wlhole tone of manhood, and transforms the subject
to a mere machine. Such conclusions are far from
correct. Our whole being is enriched, and made
stronger and fuller by true impressibility. Are we in
any degree depleted if we for a time become messen-
gers to bear from"friend to friend, words of love,
cheer and encouragement? Are we mere machines,
because we obey the promptings of the unseen and go
where sorrow sits with bowed head, or want and mis-
ery wait for relief? If so, we are in good serviee,
and have the consciousness of knowing, that, being
thus the instruments of God’s will, we cannot be
otherwise than dear to him. o

All matter is mediumistic. Life is tributary, one
phase to another, and soul to soul speaks sugges-

tively. Ha
The ocean has its fullness from tributary streams

which flow to its bed.
Lives alone are great that are willing to be fed.

CHAPTER XII.

SUMMER’S soft foliage changed to gold and red,
and the distant hill-tops rested their brown sum-
mits against blue and sapphire skies. A soft mist lay
over the scene, almost cntrancmg, to the soul, while
the senses seemed wrapped in that dream—cloud which
borders the waking and sleeéping worlds. |

Seven times had the cyprus turned to a golden
flame, beside the grave of fair Alice.

Seven times had the pines nodded over the snow-
white bed, under which lay her sacred dust.

Seven years had gonme by with their lights and
shadows, since he laid her form beneath the green sod
—and wept as only those have wept, whose light has
gone out from their dwelling.

- Rich and full had these years been in their strange
experiences, while firm as a rock had grown his faith -
in the unseen whose love and guardianship is round
us as the atmosphere is about tho earth. It wasa
fact to him and not sentiment alone, that, though his
Alice had passed on to a higher existence, her life
was more cloarly than ever blended with his own.
Like warp and woof, their souls seemed woven, and
he would sooner have doubted his material ex1stence,
than question her daily presence.

The days grew richer in glory, till one by one, the
dry leaves withered and foll to the ground, as even
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our brightest hopes must sometimes fade and fall.
The sky was darker and more lowery. The air lost
its balmy softness, and was harsh and chilly, till no
sign of foliage was seen,-—nought but the leafless
branches stretching their bare arms towards the sky.
The meadows were brown and cheerless. The silvery
brooks trilled out no merry song. Life grow hushed
and still without, while more joyous became the tones
of happy hearts within pleasant homes. Fires blazed
on the hearth-stones, and charity went abroad, to ad-

minister -to those whom - Christ has said, “Ye have .

always with you.” Cities were gay with life, and
people went to and fro from homes of plenty, with
quick, earnest steps, as though life was a contmuous
chain of golden links.

The thoughtful walked amid all these lively scenes,
. and wondered if the gay plumage covered only happy
breasts.

The gay passed on, and thought only of joy and
their own pleasures, dreaming not that saddened
lives had an existence near at hand.
© Afar from all this life and gaiety, stood a low,
brown cottage in a barren spot, upon the brow of a
hill. No trees sheltered it, giving that air of protec-
tion which ever sends delight to the beholder. No
indication of taste or culture met the sight ; naught
but a bare existence, and_ every-day toil to sustain it,
impressed the passer-by.

One day when the wind blew loud and bleak, and
the snow fell fast, a young girl looked from that
cottage window, upon the scene before her, with

,,
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that abstraction which one feels when all hope has
withered, and every fresh impulse of a young heart
has been chilled. _

She scarcely realized that the afternoon was fast
wearing away, until the entrance of one, who, in
a sharp, shrill voice, thus addressed her: ¢ Well,
Margaret Thorne, I hope you have looked out of that
ere winder long 'nough for one day. I’ve been inter
this room fifty times at least, and you hav n’t stirred -
an inch. Now go and get supper, milk the cows, and
feed the pigs; and mind, don’t forget to. fodder that
young heifer in the new stall — and look here, you
lazy thing, this stockmn‘ won’t grow any unless it’s in
your hands, so when supper’s over, mind you go to
work on’t.”

Margaret went quickly to her duties, glad to escape
from the sound of that voice, and be alone with her
own thoughts.

"This was but a portion of her daily hfc of drudg-
ory. The old housc was no home to her, now that her
dear mother was laid in tho little church—yard. She,
could just remember her. It was years before, when,
a little child, she used to hear a sweet voice singing
her to sleep every night. The remembrance of that,
and of the bright smile whicli greeted hor each morn-
ing, was all that made her life endurable. She had
no present—mno future. It was this bright recol-
lection on which she was penswcly meditating that
stormy afternoon.

Margaret’s mother, Mary Lec, had mauled when
very young, a man greatly her inferior. She was
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one of those gentle, tunid beings, who can not on-
dure, and brave their way through a cold world,
much less a daily contact with a nature so crude and
repulsive as that of her husband’s. She longed to
live for her child’s sako, but the rough waves of lifo
beat rudely against her bark — it parted its hold, the
-cold sca swept over it, and carth, so far as human
sight went, knew her no more.

One balmy spring day, when the blue skies seemed
wedded to the emerald hills, they laid her form away,
and littlo Margaret had lost a mother’s earthly protec-
tion. .

In less than a year after that sweet face went out
of the home, another came to take her place; a wo-
man in form and feature, but in nature & tyrant,
harsh and eruel. ‘

For little Margaret she had no love, nought but
bitter words ; while her father, growing more silent
and morose each day, and finding his home a scene
of contest, absented himself, and passed most of his
leisure hours with more congenial companions in the
village.

Margaret grew to womanhood with but a limited

education ; indeed, a very meagre one, such only as

she could obtain from an irrcgular attendance at the

village school, in sunmer when the farm work was
lightest, and in winter, a day now and then when the
~ bleak weather and the rough, almost impassable roads
allowed her to roach the place which was to her far
more pleasant than any other on carth,

1t was her hands which done the heaviest and hard-
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est work of the family. No word of cheer or praise
ever passed her mother’s lips. All this, and it was
no wonder her life was crushed out, that her step had
no lightness, and her eyc none of the vivacity of
youth. The out-door work, such as caring for the
cattle, was, at last added to her other burdens; yet
all this she would have done willingly, could her soul
have received something which she felt she so much
needed — the light and blessing of love. She was
deeply impressed with this when she entered other
homes on errands, and she longed for the warmth of
affection she saw manifested in every look and word
of their happy inmates. Yet her poor, crushed na-
ture dared not rise and assert its rights. She had’
been oppressed so long, that the mind had lost all
native elasticity, and one whose sympathies were alive
would have looked on her as a blighted bud —a poor
uncared for flower, by life’s road-side.

It was quite dark when she finished her milking,
and went to give the young heifer her hay. She loved
this animal more than any living thing beside the old
house dog, and as she patted her soft hide, the crea-
ture turned on her eyes which seemed full of love, as
if to show to her that there is some light in the dark-
est hour, something compensatory in the lowliest form
of labor, Margaret lingered beside the animal, and
thought how much better she loved her than she did
her present mother. ¢ 1T love you, Bessie,” she said,
as the creature stretched forth her head to scent the
warm milk in the pail. “I’ve a good mind to, Bessie;

- you want some, don’t you 2’ and without stopping to
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think of the consequences, she turned some of the

contents of the pail into Bessie’s trough.
« Margaret Thorne! I wonder if you don’t know

when it’sdark. It’s high time your work was done!””

screamed her mother at the top of her voice. She
seized her pails and ran to the house, making all pos-
sible haste to strain and set the milk away. DBut
Mrs. Thorne took it from her hands, saying, “ Go and
*tend to the supper. 1’1l do this myself.” _

“ There ain’t as much as there ought to be inter
" two quarts,” said her mother, returning and looking
the girl squarely in the eye. ¢ What does this mean ?
1’d like to know.”

Margaret was awe-struck. She dared not tell her
that she had given some to Bessie, and yet she could
not tell an untruth. One struggle, and she answer
ed: 1 gave some to Bessie,”’ letting fall a dish in
her fright. It broke into atoms.

“ Careless jade you! Break my dishes and steal
my milk; giving it without my leave to a dumb
beast. There, take that,” and she gave her a sharp
blow on the face, '

It was not the blow that made the poor glrl’s blood
tinge her cheeks, but the sense of degradation ; the
low life she was living, in daily contact Wlth one so

overbearing, coarse, and rude.
 She did not weep, but one might have known by
those suppressed sobs, that the heart’s love was being
-sapped, all its feelings outraged.

At that moment her father came in, and finding
supper delayed, commenced scolding in a loud voice.
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“1 tell ye what, woman, I won’t work and provide,
to be treated in this ere way. I’ ye hear?” and he
came close to Margaret and looked into her face.

“Yes, sir. I was late to-night.”

“ Yer allus late, somehow. Why don’t yer stir
round and be lively like other gals, and be more
cheery like ? 7 -

His poor, rough nature was beginning to feel the
need of a better life,

“ Let her work as 1 have, and she’ll be thankful
to have a roof over her head, let alono the things I
make her,” broke in Mrs. Thorne. ¢ When I was a
gal, I had to work for my bread and butter.” Hav-
ing thus relieved her mind, she flew busily about, and
the supper was soon ready, to which they sat down,
but not as to a homelike repast. Such a thing was
not known in that house.

The evening, as usual, passed in a dull routine of
drudgery, and Margaret was, as she had been hun-
dreds of times before, glad to reach its close and
retire to hier room,

Thus wore the winter slowly away, and the days S0
full of labor, unrelieved by pleasure of any kind, were
fast undermining the health and spirits of the sad
girl.

When spring came, her step was slower and hor
cheek paler, but there was no eye of love to mark
those changes, and her labors were not lessencd. At
length her strength gave way, and a slow fever
coursed through lier veins as the result of over-taxa-
tion. 'The languor it produced was almost insupport-
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able, and she longed for the green woods, and the
pure air, and a sight of running waters.

"= Mrs. Thorne saw that something must be done,
and finally consented that Margaret might take a littlo
recrcation in the manner she had proposed, accom-
panying her consent with the remark that she thought
it a very idle way of spending one’s time.

Margarct’s constant companion in her rambles was
the faithful dog Trot, who highly enjoyed this new
phase of life, and with him at her side she had noth-
ing to fear.

The change brought new life to her wasted system,
and as she conned over the beauties around, watched
“the sparkle of the running brooks, and listened to the
songs of the free birds, she wished that her life was
as free and beautiful.

One day while trimming a wreath of oak leaves,
she thought she heard footsteps, and the low growl
of Trot, before she had time fo turn her head, con-

firmed her impression that some one was prproach-'

ing.
~ She turned, and cncounteled the gaze of' a stran-

ger, who said in a deep, pleasant voice :
| “T have lost my way, I believe. Is this Wilton
Grove, Mlsq [

“ Tt is,” she answered, not darmg to raisec her
eyes.

“ Thank you. 1 wasnot quite sure, yet I thought
I followed the direction,” said the stranger, and
gracefully bowing, departed.

In all her life so brieht and manly a face had
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never crossed her path.  And that voiee — it seemed
to answer to something down deep in her soul. It
kindled a fire which was almost extinct, and that fire
was hope. Perhaps she would some day sce people
just like him, live with them, and be young and
happy. -

Old Trot seemed to share her new-found pleasure,
and looked knowingly into her face, as much as to
say, “ There are some folks in the world worth look-
ing at.” ‘ |

She went home that night to dream of other forms
and faces than those she had béen so long accustomed
to, and slept more sound than she had for many
months.

Woeeks passed away, and the bloom came back
to Margaret’s cheek, a new life was in her eye, for
the voice of love had spoken to her heart, and the
blood Teaped till the color of her face vied with that
of the roses.

The young man whom she met that day in the
grove, often found his way to that spot, not by mis-
take but by inclination, attracted by the fair faco of
Margaret. Again and again he eams, till his glow-
ing words kindled the flame of hope to love, and it
became a source of greatest pleasure to him to watch
her dreamy eyes glow with brightness under his
repeated vows of constancy.

Clarence Bowen was the only son of a city mer-
chant of great wealth, acquired by his own indefat-
igable industry. His son had inherited none of his
father’s zeal for business, and after repeated efforts to -
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make him what rature had never intended he should
be, he sent him to study law at the college in D

a thriving town a few miles from Margaret’s home.
It was while there, and in an hour when weary with
study, he wandered away to the spot where he acci-
dentally mether. His nature belng not of the highest
order, he did not hesitate to poison her mind with
flattering words, until at length he won her heart,
- not as a pearl of great price, a treasurc for himself,
but as a bauble, which he might cast aside when iis
charm had departed.

Sad indeed was the day to her in which he told her
she could never be his wife. Pity her, ye who in
happy homes have kind friends to guide your hearts
into peace, and refresh your souls with a true and
perfect love. Have charity, and raise not hand nor
. voice against one who, had her life been cast in as
pleasant places as yours, would not have trusted so

fondly in a broken reed, or listened so confidingly to -

the siren voice of the tempter. She had pined for a
warm heart and a faithful love. Shé had trusted
and been betrayed. You owe her your pity, not your
condemnation. | _

“Did you say you were not going to marry mo,
Clarence 7"’ and asking this, she cast her eyes to tho
ground, and sobbed like a child, J

% No, girl ; you ought to have known I could not
I have no money but that which my father supplies
me with to pay my board and expenses. Ihave noth-
ing to support —" :

She looked so pale he dared not say more.
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« (o on,” she at length said, pressing her-hand
closer to her heart, lest its strong bea’mw might too
plainly betray her feelings.

« And even could I support you, my father would:
disown me were 1 to take such a step.”

“ Then you nover loved me, Clarence. You only
sought your own pleasure and—and my—my ruin ?”

She broke down. TLife had nothing now for her
but shame and sorrow. Alas, the world has no pity
for its children.

Hard indeed must have been his heart, had it noé
relented then. . He went and placed his hand upon
lher head, saying,

«Y would marry you, Margaret, if I had money
enough,”’ and just that moment he meant it. _

She looked up through her tears to him, and seeing
the expression which accompanied his words, mistook
it for real sorrow at parting from her, and answered
in a hopeful, bright voice, —

“T can work ever so hard, and we might be mar-
ried privately if you chose, as no one knows us, and
go away. You don’t know how hard I ean work,
Clarence.”

¢ And then, sometime we might become rich,” she
continued, without looking at his face, ¢ and I would
study, too, and improve myself. Then we could re-
turn to your parents and be forgiven. They surely
could not blame us for loving cach other, You will
not forsake me, will you, Clarence ? ”’

He bowed his head. She thought he wept, and
the continued her words of eheer till he could bear
it no longer.
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" She laid her bursting head upon his bdsom sayiﬁg,

“T will go away from here to-day, Clarence, and be

~ no burden to you, till you can support us both.”

He nerved himself for the desperate emergeney,
and shook her off as though she was poison, saying,
in cold, measured words, not to be this time misun-
derstood, —

“ No, it cannot be; don’t deceive yourself; you
can never be my wife,” and then he left her.

Angels pity her. Heaven have mercy on her who
sank prostrate with grief that bright day on the green
lap of earth. One Leart-piercing cry went up for
help and mercy from above, and hope and love went
out of that heart, perhaps forever.

Faster and faster flew the betrayer, as though he
would elude 2 pursuer {from whom he could not es-
cape. DBut he could not close his ears to that plead-
ing voice, nor his eyes to that agonized look. Aye,
erring mortal, that sound will pierce your soul till
some reparation, some pure, unselfish deed, washes
the sin away. _

“ Why, Clarence, you look as pale as a ghost; what
on earth has happened to you!” exclaimed his col-
lege chums, as he walked breathless and weary into
the house. .

- “Tam sick,” he answered, and went by himself to
evade further questions, which he knew would rend
his soul with anguish. He early repaired to his room,
but found no rest, and finding himself unable to
attend to his studies the next day, obtained leave of
‘absence.
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OW long Margaret laid there, she never knew,

but when she came to consciousness she found
herself in her own room, and her father bending over
her, with a look she had never seen on his face be-
fore, — onc of deep anxiety for her.

¢ All this ere comes from letting her go out in the
air every day,” were the first words which broke the
silence, and conveyed to her senses that any one
beside her fathor was in the room., ‘

All the recollection of her misery came over her
then. She had forgotten all, save that her father
looked with eyes of love upon her. The shrill voice
broke the heavenly spell, and Magdalen knelt again-
in prayer at the Saviour’s fect.

She closed her eyes as though she would shut out
the sorrow from her soul, while a look of deep pain
settled on her features which her father mistook for
physical suffering. There was something in her pale
face then, that reminded him of her dear, dead mo-
ther, It touched the long buried love which had Jain
in his uncultured nature many years, and he drew
his slecve roughly across his eyes to wipe away the
tears which would come, despite the searching glance
of his wife, who looked upon any demonstration of
that kind as so much loss to herself,
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He thought Margaret would surely die. It must
be some terrible disease that caused her to look so
white, and made her breathing so low and still, and
he resolved to go for a physician.

His decision met with little favor from Mrs. Thorne,
who fretted continually about the extra work and ex-
pense of a sick person, interspersing her growls with
‘the remark which seemed stereotyped for the occasion :

“ A nice job I’ve got on my hands for the sum-
mer.” '

“ Come, I'll have no more grumbling to-night.
How long.the poor girl laid in the woods nobody
knows. May-be she fainted and fell, and them ere
faintin’ spells is dreadful dangerous, and I’m going
for the doctor, if it takes the farm to pay for ’t.”

‘When Caleb Thorne spoke like that, his wife well
knew that words of her own were of little avail, and
she wisely concluded to keep silent.

Margaret might have remained as she had fallen,
faint and uncared for in the woods, for a long time,
had not the faithful dog, who instinetively knew that
something was wrong, ran furiously to the house,
and by strange motions and piteous pleading moans
attracted the attention of Mr. Thorne from his work.
Trot would not act as he did without cause. Caleb
knew that, so he Ieft his work and followed the dog,
who ran speedily towards the woods, momontarily
looking back to be sure that his master was close at
" hand, until he reached the spot where Margaret laid.
He thought hor lifeless, and raising her from the

ground, bore her home, while a heavier burden at his
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heart kept his eyes blinded, his steps slow, and his
walk uneven. , _

When the physician arrived, he saw at a glance,
that some great trouble rested, like a dense cloud, on
the girl’s mind. Her restless manner and desire to
remain silent, showed plainly that some great anguish
was working its sorrow within, and silently he prayed
to heaven, that the young heart might find that relief
which no art or skill of his could impart. He could
only allay the fever into which her blood was thrown,
and as lie went out, left his ordors, saying, he would
call again on the morrow.

“She’s as well able to work as I am, tlns blessed
minit,” impetuously exclaimed Mrs. Thorne, who
could ill brook the state of affairs.

“Jf looks tell anything, her pale face aint no match

‘for yourn in health, Huldah,” remarked Caleb, as he

glanced somewhat reproachingly at the full, red fea-

~tures of his wife.

“ A white face aint allus a sign of sickness ; here I
might be next to death, and my face be getting redder
and redder at every pain,——but then who cares for
me? No one, as I knows on.”

She turned and found she might have left her last
words unspoken, for Caleb had gone to milk the cows,
and she was alone.

It was no sudden thought. Every hour since the
day they found her in the woods insensible, she had
busﬂy matured her plans. Those words, —* You can
nevér be my wife,” made life to her of no moment,
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. save to find a spot of obscurity in which to conecal
her sliame, and spare her old father the grief she
knew it must bring him.

She must leave hor home, none but strangers must
know of her sorrow ; and when health returned and
she went about her daily toils, a short fime prior
to the crisis of her grief, she deeply thought upon
where she might turn her weary steps. She had
heard of a factory in N , & town twenty miles dis-
tant, where girls earned a great deal of money. She
would go there and work until —O, the pain, the

anguish of her heart, as the terrible truth came close

and closer every day upon her. And then she would
po. Where? No mother’s love to help her, no right
granted her to bring another life into being. How
keenly upbraiding came to her at that moment the
great truth, a truth which cannot be too deeply imn-
pressed upon every human mind, that no child should
be ushered into this world without due preparation
on the part of its parents for its mental, moral and
physical well-being. Let pity drop a tear, for sad
indeed was her lot.

One day she gathered what little clothing she pos-
sessed, and made up a small parcel preparatory to her
departure, and as her only time of cseape would be
in the night, she carefully concealed it, and went about
~her wmk in her usual, silent manner;

. One moonlight night when all was still, she took
her little bundle and went softly down stairs. Noise-
lessly she trod across the kitchen floor, pulled iho
bolt, lifted the latch, and stood cutside. For an in-
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stant she paused. A rush of feelings came over her,
a fecling of regret, for it was hard even for her to
break away from familiar scenes, and leave the roof
that had sheltered her; but it would not do to linger
long, for Trot might bark and arouse her father. Then
she could not bear the thought that she should never
see the faithful old dog again ; and almost decided to
go to him, but the thought had scarcely entered her
mind ere her old companion was at her side. His
koen sense of hearing had caught the sound of her
movements, though to her they had scemed noiseless,
and he had come from his kennel and stood at her
side, looking up in her face as though he knew all her
plans.

Her courage almost forsook her as he stood there,
wagging his tail and eycing her so closely. She feared
that he would follow her, and thought she must go
back to her room and make a new start; but now she
was out of the house, and, perhaps she could not
cscape another time without disturbing her parents.
This thought nerved her to carry out her resolve, and -
she walked rapidly away. One look af the old house,
as her step was on the hill which would soon hide it
from her view. One more look at old Trot, then she

- waved her hand for him to go back, and swiftly

walked as though borne by some unseen power. The
grey light of morning touched the eastorn hills Just
as she lost sight of her native village.

New scenes wore before her, and from them she
gathered fresh inspiration. The houses scattered

along the roadside, from which persons were just com-
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ing forth to labor, gave her new feelings and enliv-
ened her way, until at length something like fear that
she might be recognized and sent back came upon
her ; but her fears were groundless, and she passed on
‘and soon came to a deep, wooded road, closely hedged
on either side by tall trees, whose spreading branches
seemed to her like protecting arms. There she could
walk slower, and breathe more free, and for the first
time for many days her mind relaxed its tension.
She was plodding along, musing upon the past and
trying to discern some outlinc of her future, when
the sound of steps following her caused the blood to
leap to her face. Looking around she beheld Trot,
and ordered him back ; but words were of no avail ;
he had scented her footsteps thus far, and seemed
determined to follow her to her journey’s end.

-« Poor fellow,” she said, patting his head, ¢ I would
not send you back if I had a home for you,” and she
tried again to induce him to return, but lie only gave
a sigh, or sort of moan, as though imploring her to
keep him with her.

She could no more bid him depart. Was he not
her only friend, and did he not love her as none other
did ? So she patted him again and said, —
% Perhaps God will provide for us both. Come on,
dear, old brave fellow,” and then the faithful ani-
mal’s eyes lit up with almost human gratitude, and
he ran on joyfully before her.

The tall trees waved their branches in the morn-
ing breeze, and their music touched her soul, and
attuned it to sweeter harmony than it had known
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for years. The flame of hope began to kindle anew.
There might be some one, after all, who would pity:
ler, who would not wholly condemn her; while the
music of the tall pines sccmed like angel voices, say-
ing: ¢ Yes, love her, pity her, and all on whom the
blight of sorrow falls.”

She loved the music of the singing trees, and was
grieved when the road turned off towards a hill, and
she was obliged -to part with the protection and se-
clusion which they afforded her. But taking fresh
courage from the guideboard, which indicated her

‘approach to N———, she travelled bravely on. She

had provided herself with provisions for a single day
only, and had scarcely dared to take even that from
the plenty of her father’s home. Reaching a shelter-
ed spot by the roadside, and feeling faint and weary,
she sat down and shared her food with her dog.

Ten miles of her journey had been passed, and more
rapidly than she could lope to continue, and she .
found that on a renewal of it, she must procecd more
leisurely.

A sad, but interesting picture they made. She,
with her young, fair face, touched by lines of griof;
the once dreamy cyes, so soft, now full of nervous
fire, and wild with restless fear. Her bonnet was
thrown back from her shoulders, and the golden sun
of morning touched her wavy hair, till it glowed and
seemed like o halo of light about her pale brow.

When their little repast was over, she rested her
head upon her hands, and from her soul went forth a
prayer for guidance and protection, - more. deep and
earnest than words can portray.




CHAPTER XIV.

MORNING broke in all its splendor over the little
village she had left behind.

Dewy flowers, touched by the rising day, glittered
in their beds of green, while mists, etherial as air,
hung over the verdant meadows. Long lines of hills
whose tops rested against the blue sky, mirrored their
heads in ‘the waters which flowed at their feot.

Beauty was on every hand. In whatever direction
the eye turned, it beheld the smile.of God, and all
nature seemed a psalm of thanksgiving.

Caleb Thorne arose, and shaking off dull sleep,
called Margaret to her morning duties, while his
wife bustled about the house in her usual manner.

Neither looked on the lovely scone before them.
If their cyes chanced {o turn in its dircction, their
souls took no cogm/ance of all the wealth of bcauty
which was before them,

“ What on earth keeps that gal up stairs so long,”

said Mrs. Thorne, ¢ 1’1l call her and bring her down

T guess, — Mar-ga-ret — Mar-ga-ret Thorne; it’s
most six o’clock — get up.”

No sound ; no footstep. ' She waited a {ull half
hour, then Caleb returned from the barn, having
milked the cows, a labor which he had performed
since Margaret’s illness.
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. ¢ That gal ain’t up yet,” said his wife, as he came
and placed the pails on the table. :

His breath came fast, for he feared she might be

ill, or dead, perhaps.

« Go and see what the matter is,” he said to his
wife. But as she was somewhat afraid to enter a
room where all was so silent, she hesitated. Af length

. she mounted the stairs very slowly, calling Margaret’s

name at each step. When she had reached the land-
ing, sho found the door wide open, but no Margaret
was there, and the bed was undisturbed. Pale and
trembling, she went down stairs,

“ She ’s — she ’s gone ! ”” were the words with which

she met her husband’s inquiring gaze. * Yes, gone ;

run away, I s’pose, in the night.” -

Mr. Thorne sank into the nearest seat, almost par-
alyzed with emotion and apprehension.

“Gone 7”7 he repeated ; it was & long time be-
fore he could take in her meaning. It came at last;
not as some truths do with a flash, but it dropped like
lead into his soul, down — down — to depths he knew
not of.  And she had gone, just when he was waking
to realize a fraction of her worth; just as he was
learning to look with a single spark of love on her

young, fair face, growing every day so much like her

dear, dead mother’s

He leaned his face upon his hands and wept. The

fount of feeling long dried was touched, and lus heart

felt o tcnderness it had never known before, for his
child,

Through the dark atmosphere about his soul a ray
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of light broke in. Down through long years it crept,

and scemed to carry him back to the time when his

Mary was a bride. .
There comes a moment to every soul, when its

treasurcs arc truly approciated ; when hearts God |

has given to love and bless us are rightly valued.
Well is it for us if that moment comes while they
are with us in the carthly form.
- It seemed but yesterday when she was a bride,
white in soul, as well as attire. How vividly the
scene now stood before him, and he felt, as he then
did, the beating of her young, trusting heart, which
she gave into his keeping.

Down through all these years flowed the light of
recollection, and brought to mind the morning when
a tiny babe was placed beside its mother for him to
love and cherish.  Grief shook his soul to its founda-
tions. Through his rough nature crept a tenderness
he had not known for years, for those two treasures
— one bencath the sod ; the other, — where ?

“] s’pose you did n’t look to sce if the door was
onbolted, did you ?” remarked his wife, wondering
what made him so long silent.

“ Come to think ’ont, 't was,”” hic answered, like once
awaking from a dream. ‘

o “Then, the ungrateful thing’s gone; and I am
’ glad, if she could n’t be more thankful to us for her
home.” '

“ Yes, — Margaret’s gone.” His voice sounded
far off, as though his soul was off in search of her.

¢ Margaret Thorne has run away!” went from

-
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motith to mouth, and harsh comments, bitter words,
flashed through the village & few days, and then all
was still again. ‘

Wild and fearful emotions rushed through the
mind of Margaret, when, after a long, weary walk,
she reached the town of N , with old Trot at her
side. -

It was a small white liouse, apart from others, and
far from the road, at which she applied for board,
drawn thither by its quiet, home-like appearance,
and a strange fecling within her mind which she had
not fully learned to trust.

- 8he felt that her weary feet could go no farther, as
she walked up the path, bordered by flowers, and
knocked timidly at the door.

It was opened by a woman of about forty years,
whose pleasant face smiled upon her, as she invited
her to enter. - '

Margarct took courage from the kind manner in
which she was met, and at once made known her de-
siro to obtain a boarding place, désigning to work in
the factory near at hand.

‘I have no room at present for any one,” she an-
swered, “but if you are to work in the factory there.
are boarding houscs built by the corporation, at which
you can obtain accommodations. The first step, how--
ever, Wil be to call upon the overseer, and if you like
I'will go with you after you have rested.” it

Margaret was too grateful to reply in a satisfactory

mainer, but her face looked what her tongue could
not speak. ‘
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Mrs. Armstrong glanced at the young girl, and
thought how unfitted she seemed for such a place of
labor. With her large experience, for many had wan-
dered there before, burdened with heavy struggles,
she quickly saw that grief, or want, perhaps both,
had deiven her from liome, or shelter, whichever it
might be. |

She shrank as she thought of the rough influences
to which she would be subjected, and though she
knew she could not avert the fate of this wanderer,
or any of those who came to her for love and sym-
pathy, yet she inwardly resolved to befriend her, and
do all that she could to aid one so young and inno-
eent, through a cold world. '

“ I’ get you a cup of tea, and something to cat,”
she said, and hurried out of the room before Margaret
could reply. .

This was not the first one to whom her bounty had
been given; not tho first lonely stranger who had
supped at her table.

- Old Trot sat on the door-step durmng this time, his
eyes riveted on the house, and his cars poised to
catch every sound within.

When all was ready, Mrs. Armstrong called Mar-
garet to partake of a good substantial meal, which her
busy hands had so speedily prepared, and knowing
that the young girl might feel diffident, seated her
alone at the table, while she busied herself ‘about the
1room. :

How Margaret longed to share her meal*with Trot.
What was her surprise to see Mrs. Armstrong gather
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some scraps of meat and bones, and carry them to the
hungry animal. :

No wonder the girl thought her an angel ; she rose
from the table, her eyes too dim to see her newly-
found friend, and her heart too full to thank her for
all her Kindness.

In a short time Mrs. Armstrong was in readiness
to accompany her to the factory, and the two left the
house, the former making the walk pleasant by her
familiar conversation and the sympathy she manifest-
ed fqr the wanderer. Trot followed them, and, as if
conscious that his young mistress had found a friend,
occasionally ran on before, looking up in their faces,
and leaping as if wild with joy.

After a short walk through the most retired part of
the village, they reached the factory building and en-
tered.

The noise was so great that Margaret thought she
should be stunned, and put her hands upon her ears,
to keep out the sound. She had never been in a fac-
tory before, and the thought of having to bear all that
confusion, every day, sent a feeling to her heart some-
what akin to terror ; but she must labor, and where
else could she go ? .

The curious gaze of the girls, as they entered the
weaving room, was most trying to her sensitive na-
ture, and Margaret’s face crimsoned, as she followed
Mrs. Armstrong to the farthest part of the room,
where Mr, Field, the overseer, was conversing with’
one of the operators. -

- He was a black-eyed, sharp-featured person, and
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there was something in his look which caused her
to shudder, as Mrs. Armstrong made known. her
errand. | | _
. “ Have you ever worked in a factory ?”” he asked,
in a quick, impatient manner.

“No sir.”

“ A new hand, then,” he said, with a little more
suavity. '

“ We need another hand in the carding-room, so
you may go there. I will show you the room.”

He led the way, Margaret following, yet keeping
close to her new friend. o

'The noise of the room was almost as great as that
of the other, but it was sunnier, and the windows

were adorned with some beautiful plants. The girls

seemed more modest and less inclined to stare at visit-
ors. Mr. Ficld was about to leave, when he suddenly
‘turned to Margaret and inquired when she intended
to commence.
“ To-morrow, sir, if you are ready for me ?”
. ¢ All right. Be on hand at the ringing of the
bell.”’ o
“T had almost forgotten an important part of my
errand,” said Mrs. Armstrong, ¢ and that is, a board-
'ing place for this young lady.” ;
“ Ah, she wishes to board in the Corporation. Well,
there is a place at Mrs. Crawford’s. 1 think she has
a spare room. Her house is on Klm Street, third
! block.”
It was a relief to feel the fresh air again, and to be
away from the noise and confusion of the factory. As

4

Y
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soon as they had reached the street, Margaret inquir-
ed of Mrs. Armstrong, the way to Mrs. Crawford’s.

“0! I shall go with you,” said that kind lady, to
the great relief’ of the young and timid girl, already
worn and weary with fatigue and excitement.

“ Thank you,” in low, but sweet tones, came from
her lips, and the two wended their way along, with
Trot close behind.

They passed pleasant private dwellings, and then
turned into a long and narrow street, with blocks of
houses on cither side. Margaret had supposed by the
name, that the street must be vory pretty, with rows
of trees on each side. She was just learning that

‘there are many misnomers in life, and that this was

one.

The house in the third block-was reached, and Mrs.
Armstrong rapped with her parasol’on the door. A
red faced, but good-natured appearing woman an-
swered the call. .

“We have called to sce if you have a spare room .
for a young lady who wishes board,” said Mrs. Arm-
strong.

“We ’ve got a spare bed for a factory girl, if that's
what you want,” she replied, grinning, and eycing
Margaret from head to foot. _

“ But have you no room she can have by herself 2 -

“Bless your stars, no my lady. We don’t tuke
them kind o’ boarders. There’s plenty of places
where genteel folks are taken, if they like to be starved
out and out,” and her face glowed with such genuine
good nature, that her questioner felt that whatever
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o)
else one might have to endure, they would atb least
have a sunny face to cheer then.

“This young woman can slecp with other folks,
can’t she 7 inquired the good-natured woman, and
Ler smile, not of sarcasm, but true goodness, though
rough, saved Margaret’s tears.

"« TIf you have no other, she must,” said Mrs. Arm-
strong, disappointedly, for she saw from the first, a
native dignity and delicacy in Margaret which would
shrink from the contact with others, and intended to
have paid the extra price demanded for a room her-
self, if one could have been obtained.

At that moment, old Trot came in through the
open door, and looked around, as though he did not
like the appearance of things.

“That dog can’t come,” said the woman, losing
for the first time her pleasant smile. “ May-be he’s
your's though, madam ?”* she said apologetlba,lly

" «No, he’s mine, and 1 maust have him with me,”
broke in Margaret, ¢ a’hgl I cannot 7

She stopped  short, hlg‘l}tuwd at her own earnest
words and manner. :

« 1 think he will be better oft \Vlwrib,” said Mrs.
Armstrong ; ¢ I will keep him foryow.”

¢« | would n’t care myself aboat the cur,” said Mrs.

Crawford, following them to the door, “but my

boarders are so agin anything in tlie shape of a dog.”

« Certainly ; she could scarcely expeet you to take
him ; and besides, I want him to wateh ‘my chickens
and garden. I took a fancy to him the moment I
first saw him.” |
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Having thus made all satisfactory in rega,ré to the
dog, as far as Mrs. Crawford was concerned, they
bade her good-day, and reached home just before
dark.

“ You are too kind,” said Margaret to Mrs. Arm-
strong, who told her that she must remain all night
with her, and then she could say no. more, but broke
down completely.

The kind woman took her at once to a ncat little
bed-room, and permitted Trot to lie on a mat close
to the door of his mistress. ,

Weary and worn, she gladly went to bed. Sleep
came at last, and the tired, intense state of lier mind
was lost in slumber. She dreamt that she was at her
home again, and that she was going to marry Clar-
ence. They were walking to the village church tos
gether, over the soft green meadows. The air was
balmy and full of sweetness; the sunshine lay in
golden.bars at her feet, and ler whole soul glowed
with happiness, life, and love. The bells — her mar-
riage bells — pealed out joyously on the air, while
she turned to Clarence, saying, “1 had a terrlble
dream ; I thought you had deserted me.” Another
peal, —merry and full — then the meadows that
were so warm and sunny, grew cold and wot ; and a

cloud eame botween her and the golden sun. The
- bl rolled forth ancther peal — it sounded like a

knell —and she awoke.

The factory bell was ringing, calling the operatives
to labor.
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A sweet voice broke on her utter desolation just
at that moment, saying :

«That is the first bell ; you wiil have just. time
enough to dress and take your breakfast.”

Mechanically she arose, dressed, and forcing back
her hot tears, went below, to sit again at the table of
one who ever remembered these words : “ As yo have

opportunity.”

CHAPTER XV,

HERE comes to every one at times the inquiring
thought, of what use is life? What will be the
result of all this scemingly useless toil, these states
of unrest, these earnest efforts of the soul unappreci-
ated, these best endeavors misunderstood ¢  Sucli
questions flood the reason at times, and we are ready
to lay down our life weapons, scarce caring how the
busy scene goes on. o
Then, through the parted clouds, the rays of truth
illumine the mind again, and we take up the life-
song onee more, not as we laid it down, but with a
richer melody, a fuller and sweeter strain. The soul

feels new pinioned, and spreads its wings for loftier

flights, rising, height after height, up and on to the
fields of the infinite.

‘This questioning state is sure to come to the most
carnest, truthful, and thoughtful worker, All along
the pathway of life these weary, yet hopeful pilgrims,
sit waiting for ¢ light, more light.”

In such a mood sat Miss Evans, at the close of one
summer day, as the sun was.going slowly to his fold

- of gold and crimson clouds. A sort of mental twi-

light had gathered over her, dimming the sharp lines
of thought which gave her words _at all times such
force. All her best and most earnest endeavors
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‘seemed as nought. Words which she had spoken,
warm with life, vital with her own enthusiasm, had
become metamorphosed, till their real meaning was
lost to her.

¢« Alas! we must remain a riddle to ourselves for-
" gver,” she said, and her decp brown eyes, always warm.
with affection, now seemed cold, as she turned her
thoughts inward to sound herself more thoroughly,
and if possible deteet any other than a desive for
advancement.

How long she might have searchied we cannot say,
for just as her thoughts were most abstracted, Hugh
came and sat down by her side, before she knew that
any one had entered.

“ Why, Hugh!” was her e‘{clamatmn of surprise.

« You are not at home, 1 see.” C o

He brought her back with those words.

¢ Really, T was away ; but how glad 1 am to see
you,” and her glowing foatures endorsed the truth
of her assertion.

¢« How far had you wandered ?” he asked, his face
full of glowing sympathy; “ far enough to gather a
new impetus for thie soul 77

«T fear not. I was guestioning my motives, and
100k1ng for my shortcomings.”

« 1 foar I should have been absent much Ionger on
such an errand,” he said, and then dropping their
badinage they resumed thcn' truo carncst relation to
cach other. "

« Tell me, Hugh, you who have so often illumined
my dark states, if all this contest is of any avail ; if
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it is any usc to put forth our words and have their
11"10&111110' nnsmterproted [ “

“ 1 question,” she continued, ¢ if we should project
our thonght until mankind is 1mpelled by the actual

qneed of something new, to seek it.”

“ Qur thoughts and soul cxchanges are not like
the merchant’s wares, to be held up for a bid. The
soul is too grand and spontaneous a creatlon to be
measured. Yes, we must often speak our deepest
thoughts, even though they are cast away as nought,
and trampled upon. There would bo little richness
or worth without this free offering, this giving of self
for truth’s sake, even though we know that we and
our words may be spurned. You are cloudy to-day,
my friend ; you have been too long alone, and are
consumed by your own thoughts.” ‘

“I am mentally exhausted, Hugh. I needed you
to-day, for my soul has lost all vision. I kuow by my
own experience, that we must speak when we are
full, no matter who misapprehends or turns upon us.
It is this fear that keeps too many from great and
noble utterances. We forget that truth can clear it-
self, and that prineiples are not dependent upon. por-
sons.  You have given me myself, as you ever do,
when the mist of doubt hangs over me.” :

“Yes, wo must give when there is no approving
stile, no look of recognition ; give when our giving
makeq us beggars, alone and frlendless in the chill
air of negleet.”

“ This is but your own life. I have but puf it into
words for you to-night.” .
1
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“0, Hugh, you are ever on the mount, looking
with calm, steady gaze over the dark mists, Your
head rests in eternal sunshine, Iike the towering hill
whose -top is mantled with the golden light, even
though its base is covered with fog. Shall we ever
see the day when these inner, pivotal truths will be
accepted ?

‘ We shall bekold it in the lives of thousands. It
matters not when, or where. Our part is to labor, to
plant the seed, though it may not be our hands that
garner the harvest.”

+ “True. T was selfish and looking for grain.”

“ Not ¢selfish.” The human soul seeks recogni-
tion, and finds it often a difficult task to wait for the
presence of that human face which says in every line

and feature, ¢ I know you; 1 feel your salient thoughts |

and motives.” A long time it takes us to learn to do
without the approving smile of man, and go on our
way with none but God and angels to sanction our
efforts. I, too, have hours of darkness. All souls
are at times tossed on heaving waters, that they may
rise higher than their weary feet can climb.”

“You have done me good to-day ; but do not go,”
she said, seeing him rise to leave.

“T must ; but first tell me if I can have your aid
in a material matter, which I had nearly forgot
ten ? » .

“T am at your service.” ‘

“ Well, then, I am going to have a party, which I

suppose is the last thing you would have imagined
-of me.” ’
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«T should have thought of any thing else; but
what has put such an idea into your head ?” .

« Some fairy, perhaps. I cxpect to get some life
out of it, and the satisfaction of seeing my guests cn-
joying themselves. I shall bring together % strange
medley, — counterparts, affinities, oppc?mtes,. and
overy form of temporament which our little village
affords, besides drawing on places largely remote from
here. T must go now. Will you come and help
us to-morrow ! ”’

«71 will. My love to Dawn and Miss Vern?n.”

““« Thank you,” and he passed out, 1eav1tlg lher
bright and full of hope. She felt th.e rtransfusion of
his strong life into her own, and neither herself nor
her friend was the same as yesterday.

The day for the party was fair and balmy. Dawn
and Miss Vernon rode to the green-house and -pur-
chased flowers for the occasion, and the home seemed
like a fairy bower, so artistically  and elegantly had
they arranged the fresh and fragrant blossoms. .

Miss Tivans glided from room to room,‘pl'acmg a
vase here, and a statuettc thero, as her fecling sug- .
gested, and what was her fancy was Hugh’s,‘.for their
tastes were one, and their lives ran parallel in natu-
ral, innocent ways, never ‘a,ble to tra,ns.lato their feel-
ings to another, but giving and enjoying each other
more and more at every mecting.

Poor Mrs. Norton thought how pleasant it would
be to hier, to sce a room full of beautiful things, pleas-
ant faces, and clegant clothes : it would be such_a,
contrast to her own dull life, which would be still
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more lonely but for the frequent visits of Mr. Wyman’s
- family, and the substantial evidence -often given by
them that they did not forget the poor and needy.
She arrayed herself neatly in her black alpacca, the
gift of a friend; and when she looked in her little
glass which hung above the table, just where it did
thirty years ago, when her good husband was alive,
a rush of better thoughts and feclings came over hor.
She lived over again the happy days of her married
life, and almost thought she was making ready to
walk by her husband’s side to the little church on
the hill. Then the seene changed, years rolled away,
and it scemed but yesterday when she leaned over the
coffin, and looked on the still, pale face that would
never light her home again. Thoughts grew into
words, and she said, — |
“ How little to keep me here. I have far more to
recover by death than to lose ; and somehow it seems
as though it would not be long cre I go.”
She was not sad ; far from it. The thought was

‘pleasant to her, and folding her white handkerchief

over her breast, she surveyed herself once more, and
then putting on her shawl and bonnet, was soon on
her way to Mr. Wyman’s, thinking again and again
how much good it would do her to sce so many people
together.

Mrs. Clarke wondered if Mrs. Simonds would be
dressed in great style, for she had . a wish not to be
outdone in that direction, and yet possessed a suffis
cicnt degree of good sense to feel that overdress
would be out of place at such a gathering; so she
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arrayed herself in a blue silk, not over-tr%mmed, and
put pearls in her dark hair to ms?tch her JBWG].S: : .
And ilj‘us, from different sections, arose a kind o
magnetis.life, as each individual’s thoughts went ouf
ntered there.
am]i)ffvfm was dressed in white, with scarlet sash, .a,nd
coral ornaments. She scemed like a ray of hgl}t
flashing through darkness. Her soft, brown. ha11r
hung in wavy curls over her shoulders, a:nd 1;1’1@ 111V? -
untary cxclamation was, « How b.eautlful,' as the
pure light and brightness of her inner being shone
throngh and over the external. o
At dusk, the carriages began to appear, winding up
‘the long avenue, which led to the house. Then canio
a few persous on foot, and in an hour all the .bust e
and stir attendant upon a crowd was hea}“d in the
hall, on .the stairs, and in every room. The house
was all aglow with life, and hne.s1 of care and sorrow
ept away by radiant smiles. . .
Well;;a::s Iw)verc d{'m\{u over aching hearts ; jealousies,
envyings, and all strifes were pub at bay, and tl(lie
botter natures of all were called forth, and rcspo.nde ,
cach to ezch. Palm grasped palm, thai.: had not in the:
ordinary relations of life thrilled with contactl for
many years. Hearts that ha;d. grown cold and Gal. oug
under slights, and chilling indlfferc?x}ces, Were warme
anew in the social atmosphere wlncl.l filled the whole
house ; and then the sound of music swept t,hropgh
the rooms, lifting all out of their narrowness into

higher and better states. _ |
tiir. Wyman had a word of cheer and love for all,
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and delicately brought such temperaments together
as could best enjoy companionship, and for the time
“kept himself aloof from those he loved best, that
others might partake of their genial natures. '
“ Can you tell me who that tall, graceful lady is

asked Miss Vernon, before Mr. Wyman was aware
that she was at his side,

“ A Mpys.
~ at her.

“ 8he is very elegant,” continued Miss Vernon.
 She is, externally,”

“ What, not lovely in mind ?  Can jt be that such
an exterior covers unloveliness ? ** -

- “I fear it does. T have known her many years,
and although she is a woman of decorous
and some polish, she has
true lady, to me.” :

“Why, Mr. W yman, see how thoughtful
of those around her,” said Florence, her
fixed upon the engaging stranger.

“Yes, I see all that, and all the externalism of her.
life. It is all acting.” Within, that woman is colq
and heartless. She is sharp enough, and quick in
her instincts, bug give me hearts in conjunction with
heads.” ‘

“ Why, then, did you invite her ?” ghe accom-
panied this inquiry with a most scarching glance,

“ For the same reason I invited all. I want them
to mingle, for the time to lose their sense of individ-
- ual importance, their feelings of selfishness, or in a
few words, to throw off the old and take on {he new.”

Hammond,” he replied, without looking

manners,
none of the clements of a

shoe scems
eyes still
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| joyi oIf, Florence ?
“ Are you enjoying yourseli,
“%’I(‘as yvery Snuch. 1 like to see so many ,]g,JGOple
: . d absorb the spirit of the occasion.
together, and abs . o L har
«I am glad you do. Come this way.

‘ ‘ 1
to o remote part of the room, where stood a tall,

'k-eyed stranger. o .
d&:‘kl\ﬁ:; Vernmgl, Mr. Temple”” and he watched their

i Is
eyes as they met, and knew he had linked two sou
ing’s enjoyment.

t least one evening's enjoy ' X
fOl‘A& bustling woman, who could .not concewedof; tzog
chriétianity outside of church-going, came a.;lation .by
beside Miss Evans, and commenced a conver )

. ‘.— * . ‘f a l'l-
Sa{jl:[‘gl;ere seems to be plenty of people 11:1 ﬁzzcﬁln
lage, though we don’t sec maxfly of (;:h(?rrlxl :d (:0 oot

b reface, desig .

This was put forth as a p . 1 o ot
i ar forthcoming volume,

the character of a ! iss
llgmns adroitly changed the subject to one of gen
interest. . tling of
lllt;;st at this point, a stic was made, f;,‘ 1uast11r:)gu o
silks was heard, and the vglag olp.eng:rezfs " )];0 g

i i -his

digy in musie, considered by . e
13:;1(12{ of the ninetcenth century.., one oi ?;2;? a
stracted individuals who seem to live aParmonosyuar
multitude, speaking to no one, save 1;1 b
bles, and walking about, with an air o Sf‘:?admira,..

cons,tantly nurtured by his doating pa,renkb i
tion, — at home a tyrant, abroad & monkey on

J ?

ibition. N —

" llkfltc;r a flourish of sounds; and se?emll Ig:ﬁ;};ﬁ}m
tions, ecach accompanied with a painful di
, .
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of countenance, he commenced a long and tedious
sonata, — tedious, because ill-timed. On a suitable
occasion it would have been grand and acceptable.
Of course the music was wasted on. the air, because
it had only a mental rendering. ’

The anxious parents looked around for the expected
applause. It did not come. Only a fow murmured,
“ How very difficult,” while a sense of relicf was so
manifest, that none could have failed to realize thai

- such elaborate performances should be reserved for o
far different occasion. But we are slow in learning
the fitness of things, and that everything has is
proper time and place.

The next performer was a sprightly eirl of seven~

teen, who played several airs, and sung some sweet
and simple songs, charming 2ll. with their light and
graceful beauty. ’

Mr. Wyman then led kis friend and guest, Mr.
Temple, to the instrument. He touched it with a
master hand.  One forgot everything sa@ melodious
tones ; forgot cven that there was a medium, through
which those tones were conveyed to the senses. The

-~ porformer lost self, lost all save the author’s idea,
until, at length, the ecstatic sounds came soft and
clear as light from a star. There was no interven-
tion of sclf; lis whole being was subordinate to the
great creation — the soul of the theme. Eyes grew
moist as the music floated on the air in one full, con-
tinuous strain. Hearts Dbeat with' new pulsations;
hopes soared ancw ; sorrows grow less ; life seemed
electric, full of love ; sharp lines, and irregularities
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of mind were touched, softened, and toned t;g 1;115
mony under the swelling notes, now s.oft, sv;ae ‘;’ and
dulect ; now broad, high, and upsoarlfng. \ ({eft rds
broke the heavenly spell when the performer ot
instrument, but each Eh;mei llgarilt)ecame a temple,
i ich only love and beauty dwelt. .
" 'Elll;ill, ?11 ﬂl&t holy atmosphere, a soull burt;t 1tsai:3t(;
ters and went home. Old Mrs. Norton, who ¢ 00
with such glorious a,nticipations;, sank ]Emcll;_ :pc?nrll 0
pillow uﬁon which she v(;ras 1*e§t13%,dwhﬂe is ening .
-ravishing sounds, ant aied. ‘
th#N'??éei?ng of z:,gWG came over the people a'szemb-ltiﬁ I,l
but all felt as though they, too, had entered Wi
thé confines of the silent land.
Gently they raised her form as

ho had fallen asleep. . _
Y Tohere, in the presence of the still, pale face, they

parted, with better, truer natures than when they
met,

one 'Would a child




CHAPTER XVI.

THE months wore away, and Margaret applied

herself closely to her labor, and became a favor-
ite with her companions. Gladly would she have
changed places with most of them, but they knew not
the secret sorrow which was wearing her bloom away.
Her sighs grew more frequent, as the time rapidly
approached when she must leave them.

Again and again she resolved to go to Mrs. Arm-
strong, and tell her all her grief, but the remem-
brance of her kindness made her cheek turn searlot
when the thought suggested itself, No, she could
not reveal it to one whom she loved so well. She
must go far away, and hide her shame from the eyes
of all who had befriended her, and she had made
‘many friends, yet would have lingered a few weeks
longer, had she not one evening. just at dark espied an
old genileman from her village, an acquaintance of
her father’s. She could not bear the thought that
she must be carried back, to scenes so closely allied
to her sufferings, and bear the scorn of those who
knew her. She could not endure that, and fearing
that the person whom she had seen might some time
meet and recognize her, she hastened the preparations

for a change. Again she collected her clothing, now

more valuable, packed it and awaited some indica-
~ tion of the direction in which she should move.
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She must once more sce the face“c:f that good wo-
man, who had been so faithful and kind to her; .a,nd
after many efforts to call upon her, finally gained
courage and did so. {

A strange thrill camo over Mrs. Armstrong, as she
heard the gate close, and a well-known_step on the
gravel walk. Margaret patted her old friend Tro.t as
she approached the house, and somewhat surprised
Mps. Armstrong with her presence when she enter?d.

«T am glad to sce you,” said Mrs. Arms'trong, with
her usual kind look of welcome, but with a deep
tremor in her voice. ¢ Come and sit by me, Margaret,
and let me see if your hard labor is wearing you oui:;
T have thought for some weeks that you looked pale.,“

Margaret trembled in every limb, as she took the |
seat her friend offered her, for a searching glance ac-
companicd her friend’s words.  Just thc,u a.strauge
thought flashed through Mrs. Armstrong’s mm.d, — 2
thought she could mot put aside, and she tried in

every way to win the poor girl’s confidence, and per-

haps might have succeeded had therc not been heard

the sound of footsteps outside. Trot's loud bark‘ made

them both start and turn their faces to the window.

Margavet gave onc glance, —and she needed not a-
second to assure her that the caller was none other

than the old gentlernan she had scen on the stregt.-

In & moment there was a knock at the door, While

Mrs. Armstrong answercd tho call, Margaret made

one bound from the sitting room to the kitchen, and

from thence into the open air, and flew as fast as her
feet could carry her, towards her boarding house.
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As she turned from the prineipal street, 4 woman
accosted her, and inquired the way to the Belmont
House. Glad of anything that would even for a mo-
ment take hek thoughts from herself, shc offered to
show her the way.

The darkness was so great, sho had no fear of bclng
recognized, as she walked in silence with the stranger.

One thought filled her whole being, and the problem

with her was, how she could cscape from N
and where should she find shelter ?

“ Perhaps you can tell me,” said the lady, in a
clear, silvery voice, “ of some young girl, or two, or
threc cven, whom I ean get to return with me te
B__ b )

“TI am kere,” she continued, «in seareh of help ;
good American help. I am so worn with forelgn
servants that I can endurc them no longer.”

Margaret’s heart gave one bound. Here was her
opportunity, and she only needed the courage to offer
hier services. ‘

“Perhaps you would go?” said the stranger, who
looked for the. first time on Mavgaret’s face, as they

?

stopped in the light that shone brilliantly in front of

the Belmont House. ¢ Or, maybe you do not work
for a living.” Excusc me, if I have made a blunder.”

“I do,” answered Margarct, ¢ and would like to
go with you if I can earn good wages.”

“T will seo that you are well remuncrated, provided
you suit me. I shall go to-morrow, in the noon
train.  Ef I do not succeed in getting any others be-
side yourself, will you mect me at the station 77
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Margarct replied in the affirmative, and retraced
her steps, pondering upon how she should secrete
herself during the intervening period.

She walked rapidly back to her home, and: thought
how fortunate it was that her room-mates were absent
that night, and good Mrs. Crawlord would never sus- ; g
pect that the quict girl up stairs was planning how she
could escape with her clothing. The' darkness of
the evening favored her, and the noise within pre-
vented any that might be without, from being
noticed.

She enclosed the balance due for her board in an
envelope, scaled, and directed it to Mrs. Crawford,
and laid it on the little table at which she had stood
so many mornings, weary in body aud sick in soul.

She hoped she would not encounter any ono on the
stairs, and to her relief she did not. Tor an instant
she paused, as she heard the footsteps of the good
housewife walking from the pantry to the dining-room,
intent on her uscful life, uncouth, illiterate, but kind
and well-meaning, A tcar stole over her check -as
sho listened for the last time to that frm step, which
never seemed to flag in its daily rounds, and one

which often, when the day’s work was over, went
lightly to the bedside of the sick. But no time must
be lost ; the door was opened and closed, and she was
once again out in the world, a wanderer. She knew
not what her next step was to be.  Standing there in
the silence and darkness of tho mght she eclasped her
hands, and Wlth earnest prayer, implored Divine
guidance.
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Down through the earthly shadows, through clouds
of oppression, swept a mother’s pure, undying love.
Love for her wronged child, and pity for her state ;
for angel’s missions are not in halls of light, amid
scenes of mirth, but far away in desolate homes, with
the oppressed and the forsaken, bringing hope to the

despairing, comfort to the lonely, joy to the sad, and
rest to weary hearts, :

A thought darted through her mind, and she rose
firm and collected, as though a luman hand had been
outstretched for her aid.  Who shall question that it
was a mother that spoke to her at that moment ?

. She arosc, and as noiselessly as possible wonded her
' way to a small and obscure dwelling, inhabited by a
k‘strange old woman, known to all the villagers, as pos- -

sessing a wondrous power of vision, by which she pro-
fessed to foretell the future, and docide questions of
love and business. '

Margarct had often heard the girls in the factory
speak of her, and knew that they frequently consulted
her; but she had always shrank from the thought of
going to her dwelling, though often importuned by

them to do so. Now, how gladly her feet turned that .

way, as to her only refuge, for she well knew if sho
was searclied for, no one would think of going there
, to find her. '
" She reached the place at last, and with beating
heart and dizzy brain, raised her hand and rapped
very softly at the door. Then the thought flashed

over her, that some one might be there who knew her,
and hope fled for an instant.
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The rap, low as it was, soon brought th.e old wo-
wan, who opened the door and said in a voice tre.mu-
lous but sweet, ¢ Come in, my dear. I saw last m.gl}t‘
that a stranger was to visit me at this hour ; yes, it’s
the same face,” then motioned for her to pass in.

Margaret’s first thonght was that some evil was in-
tended, and she trembled and grew pale, y

¢ No fears, my child,” said the woman, as though
she had rend her very thought, “angels are around
you, guarding your life. I do only my part of the
work, which is to keep you to-night.”

And this was the strange woman of whom she had
heard so much. Iler fears vanished, she toPk the
proffered seat, and without a shadow of distrust,
drank the glass of cordial which was passed to her.

A feeling of rest came over llel',‘-——ff rest deep‘(al*
than sleep imparts. She leaned back in the chair,
pillowed her head against the cushion, aud felt more
peaceful than she had for many months. .

A strange curiosity pervaded her being, as she
watched the woman moving about the room, to know

of her former life — the life of her maidenhood, —
and learn if others beside herself had loved and been

strayed. :
bbf‘ 'l'.yslmll have no visitors to-night,” said the woman,
seating herselt opposite to Margaret.

“ Do you often afford a shelter to strangers, as you
have to me.to-night ?”’

¢ Yes, child ; many a sorrow-laden traveller, worn

with life, secks my lowly cot.” '

« Sorrow-laden and worn with life,” said Margaret,
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repeating the words to herself; “she must have
known my past experience;” and she wished she
would go on, for somehow her words eomforted her.
“ Yes, there are more sinned against than sin-
ning,” she continued. I knew that you was eom-
ing, or rather some one, for last night in my dreams I
saw a form, and now I know it was your own, float-

ing on a dark strecam., There was no boat in sight,

no human being on shore, to save you. The cold
waters chilled you, till you grew helpless, and the
waves bore you swiftly to the ocean. I eried for
help, and was awakened by my effort. That stream

represents your past, and here you are now in my -

dwelling. Some one has wronged you, girl 77

She did not sec the tinge on the pale cheek of Mar-.

garet, but continued, ¢ Yes, wronged ; but I see

clouds and darkness before you, and then happiness, -

but not the joys of carth. Semething higher, holier,
my ¢hild.” '

A light seemed to have gathered over the face of
the speaker, and her words, although strange and
new to Margaret, scemed full of truth and meaning.

“ Shall I find rest on carth 77 she inquired.

“No, not here; above,” the old woman lifted her
eyes toward heaven, then said :

“You are stepping into sorrow now ; going with
onc who will degrade you. Do not follow her,
Though her outer garments are of purple and fine
- linen, her spiritual robe is black and unscemly.”

“ Where ? 0, tell me, then, where to go,” exclaim-
ed Margaret, her whole {ace pale with terror.

-
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“ (o nowhere at present. I sec nothing now; all
is dark before me. Stay beneath my roof, till light
breaks. I see that you will need a mother’s care ere
long.” ' - '

Herc the poor girl’s long pent up tears flowed in
torrents; tears such as angels pity. It was a long
time ere she grew calm; and when peace came, it
was like that of a statue, she was cold and silent.
No future stretched before her, nothing but a present,
sad and hopeless, in which circumstances had placed
her. .

“ Shall I tell you the story of my girl-life,” said the
strange, weird woman, putting a fresh supply of wood
upon the fire, which had fallen into embers. '

Margaret’s interest manifested itself in her face, as
she answered, “1 would like to know if others have

suffered like myself ? "

¢ It will help you bear your own burden better, and
perhaps show you that none eseape the fire. I will
proceed with my narrative.”

¢“ Many years ago, so many that it seems as though
ages must have intervened, I loved a young and cle-
gant man, who returned my. affeetion with all the
devotion which an earnest, exacting nature like mine
could desire. I was the only child of wealthy parents,
who spared no pains or expense on my education.
With them I visited Europe, and while there, met
this person, who scemed to be all that mortal could
aspire to ; refined, cducated, and the possessor of a
fortune. The alliance was the consummation of my
fond parents’ wishes. I will pass over the weeks of
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bliss which followed our engagement, and speak of
scenes fraught with the most intense excitement to
myself and others. We were at Berlin when my en-

gagement was sanctioned by my parents. A few

weeks subsequent, there arrived at the hotel at which
we were stopping, a family of most engaging manners.
We were at once attracted to them, and in a few days
words of kindly greeting were cxchanged, and find-

ing them very genial, a warm friendship soon existed

between us. The family consisied of parents, three
sons, and two daughters. Laura, tho cldest, was the
one to whom I was particularly drawn. She was
tall, graceful, and had about her an air of elegance,
which showed unmistakably, her carly associations.
But to the point: T had been walking with my lover
one evening, in the summer moonlight, and had re-
tired to my room, strangely fatigued. T had never
before parted from Milan, my betrothed, with such a,
lassitude as then pervaded my entirc being. I had
always felt buoyant and strong. — That night, as'T
- laid on my bed, seeking in vain the rest which sleep
might give me, I seemed suddenly to float out in the
air, to risc above my body, and yct I distinctly felt its
pulsations. The next moment, the sound of voices
attracted me, and though I was in my room, and the
- gersons in conversation in a distant apartment, yet T
could hear every word which was uttered. What was
my horror to sce, for my sight was open as strangely
clear as my hearing, the beautiful Laura sitting be-

side Milan, his arm encircling her waist. T tried to-

speak, but no sound came from my lips. I shook

|

|
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with fear and wonder. I had surely died, I thought,
just then, and this is the vision and hearing of the soul

.. released from flesh. ¢ O, Milan, hear me, hear me,’ I

cried in anguish. But nosound of my own lips float-

- ed on the air. Nothing was heard but their words,

which I was obliged to hear. Aud O, how my heart
was turned to stone, and my brain to fire, as these
words came fo my cars : .

«cTove her! Why, dearest TLaura, whom I have
adored so long, and whom chance has again brought
into my patl, —how can you question my affection
for you,” and then I saw that he knelt at her feet !

«¢¥ think I heard but yesterday, that you werc en-
gaged, continued the fair and brilliant girl, at whose
feet he still remained. ’

«¢Q, angel of my heart, will no words convince
you that I love you beyond, above all women? I
have in times past exhausted the language of love in
speaking to your hoart, Laara, arc you heartless ? 1
can plead no more.’

«+¢J gaw the tears glitter on her face as purely whito
as marble, then lLer lips parted and these words fell
on my ear,— ‘

« ¢ 0, Milan, I would that I could divine my feeling
towards you. My heart is full of love for you, but
my reason falters, and something within me tells, I
must not accept you. I feel thrills of horror t
times, even when my affection turns toward yow. I
cannot fathom the strange mystery.” She bowed her
face in her hands and wept. I saw him rise from
his kneeling posture, and walk away to hide his emo-
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tions. 1 [elt the fearful contest going on within hin-

self, and then all grew dark. I heard no sonnd ag‘un
- though I listened intently. I scemed back again in
my for

In. drcams, then, I was walking again with him, by
a beautiful Iake, over which a storm had just passed,

leaving a lovely rainbow arching its bosom. I felt

the pressurc of his hand, as hie held mine, and saw
his eyes beam tenderly into mine own.

“¢The storm is over,” he Said, “see how the waves
are tipped with golden rays.

“ Cheered by these words, I looked on 1 the scenc —
the calmed lake, the bow of promise, — with a feeling
of rapturous delight thrilling my whole being. Gazing
thus carnestly, my attention was drawn to a curious
ripple on the lake’s surface. Then I beheld a female
form rising from the waters, npon whose broad, white
brow were these words: — Loved and Deserted.

Startled by this, I turned to look upon Milan, but I -

saw him not. He lad fled, and T was alone. All
was lonely and still as death.

“Tremblingly I pursued my way back. The sun was
sinking behind the hills, and darknoss would overtake
me before 1 could reach home. T guickened my speed,
when suddenly I'stumbled over something in my path.
A light from the heavens, a flash of summer lightning
- revealed a grave, from which the form of a fair, sweet
girl arose, aud said, ¢ Bewarc! He, too, loved me, and
for his love I pined and died. The form vanished and

the air scemed full of sounds of admonition, while

around me appeared hosts of beings of another world.
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My senses reeled. I called for help, and must have
cried aloud, for just then I heard my mother’s voice
from the adjoining room, — ¢ What is it, Sibyl 7 and
when I awoke she was at my side.

“ ¢ Bring a light, I cricd, as T placed my hand on
my forehead, which was cold and damp with perspi-
ration. Mothor went to her room, and returned with
a candle and came to my bed side.

“I can remember her look of lorror, as though it
was but yesterday — and her voice when she sobbed,
rather than spoke these words:-——*¢My child, O, my
poor child, what has happened ?” Then she fainted,

“J learned on the morrow, that my beautiful hair
had turned white ; not one thread of my deep brown
tresses was left, and my features too, were shrunken.
That night’s vision had done the work of years of
suffering, and Sibyl Warner, the belle, the heiress,
was no longer an object of love.

“ A physician was summoned the next morning,
who pronounced me suffering under mental 11a11u01~
nation, for I had told my mother all my strange dream
or vision. I had no way to prove that my lover was
treacherous, and I alone mwust suffer. But Laura.
What was my duty towards her ? was my dominant
thought, cven while T sat writing, a day or two after,
a4 note to Milan, releasing him from his engagement.
Vainly my mother entreated me to see him just once
more. F was inoxorable, and there being nothing
now to bind us to Europe, we made all possible haste
to return to our native land. :

“ Laura came to hid me good-bye. 1 tried to speak

!
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my fears to her, but my tongue scemed paralyzed. 1
“kissed her warmly, and the tears flowed over her pale,
lovely face. We parted. T knew she would be his
~ bride ere long. I hoped she would be happy; buf
the revelation of that night led me to fear that such
“might not be the case. '
“The first week of our voyage home was very pleas-
ant, but soon after, a gale arose, and then a fearful
storm set in. After being tossed by wind and wave
five days, our ship went down. O, that morning
so vividly present to my memory now. My parents
were both lost. I was saved with a few of the passen~
.gers, and most of the ship’s crew,— a vessel bound
to my own native port, took us on board. Bub what
was life to me then, alone, and unloved as I must
‘ever after be.’ |
“ It was not the Sibyl Warner who stepped on shore
the day of our arrival, who had left it years before ; not
the young girl of seventeen, but a woman, with love,
trust, hope, all departed — a wreck of her former self,
and yet within, a strange light glittering. As one sees,
hung over dangerous, impassable ways at night, or
half sunken rocks, a light telling of danger, so I had
thrown over my cntire being a blaze of fire, which,
while it guided others, seemed to be consuming my-
self. T possessed what is now called ¢second sight,’
and could sce the motives of persons, and their most
secret thoughts and designs. Life became burdensome
because I could not balance the power with any joy,
‘until T learned that I must lwe for others and not for
myself, alone.

DAWN. - 157

¢ My father’s estate was settled at last, and I had
means cnough to live in luxury and ease the rest of
my days; but a strange inward prompting continual. .
ly urged me to give up. my former mode of living.
T disposed of my property, exchanging it for ready
money, and one day found myself penniless, through
the treachery of one who professed to be my friend. .
I had not been allowed to learn his motives, and
fraudulent designs, because, as I subsequently saw,
my experience must be gained through toil and want,
but when others were in danger of losing their mate-

~ rial goods, I could readily discern their perils, and

warn them.

“ 8ince then, I have travelled years and years, fol-
lowing this light; when 1 did not, I have failed in
my mission. I am not understood.. This little vil-
lage, to which seven years ago I found my way, has
not & soul in it that knows me as anythmg but a
* Witch '— a diviner of events. I have sat in halls of
splendor, and revealed strange things to men and
women. 1 have visited the sick and down-trodden —
and everywhere this power has gone with me, carry-

‘ing comfort and light. T think my earthly mission is

almost over. T seem to see a light, like the glimmer
of a lamp which shmes for a tlaveller to guide him

~home.”

She paused. The story was told. Margaret sat =
silent, too mueh occupled with her own deep thoughts,
to look on the woman’s face.

It was past midnight. The fire was out,on the
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hearth. A strange stillness pervaded the room. 1t
grew oppressive, Margarcet rose and went towards
the old woman, who scemed to have dropped asleep.
She took the withered hand in ber own. 1t dropped
lifeless. She was dead; the two whose lives had
become as one by suffering, were palted Sibyl had
gone to that world whero tho erring arc forgiven.
Margaret was left to struggle on with an adverse fate,
and thereby ripen for the kingdom.

The morning flooded through the narrow windows
of the humble cot, and lit up the pale, dead features
with a strange light. Margaret must leave. Though
heeding the woman’s words of warning, and resolv-
ing to avoid the stranger she had met, she saw but
one course before her, and that was, to go to the city
and seek refuge in some hospital, during her ap-
proaching need. She struggled with her feelings o
long time at leaving the dead alone, and so irrever-
ently, but cireumstances were pressing her ou ; she
could not do otherwise, and stepping out from the
shelter, where her soul had been co decply thrilled,
she walked rapidly to the station, and sat with her
veil closcly drawn, awaiting the hour for the depart-
ure of the train. It came at last, though the timo
seemed very long to her, the moro so, as she was in
constant fear of being recognized, but fortunately no
one saw her whom she kuew.

She trembled all over, as she took her seat in the
car, and saw an clegantly dressed woman enter and
look about as though in search of some onc; for
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under the ¢ purple and fine linen”” was the stran-
ger, the willing destroyer of hundreds of young, in-
nocont In_cs To her relief, however, the woman
passed on to another car, and Margaret felt as though
all danger was over. It gave her a respite from her
fears, that was all, for she did not know that the wo-
man’s keen eye 1ecogmzed and was quietly laying
her plans to ensnare her.

One weary form was through with its-earthly toil ;
one bark was moored to celestial shores, beyond this
rough clime, this imperfect world, in which all are
judged by externals. She was no longer old and
wrinkled, — :

“But a fair maiden in her father's mansion.” *

The town buried her and sold the few articles of -
furniture to defray expenses. Thus ended the life of
one who was once the belle of a great city, the child
of luxury and tender care, and her body was laid in
the town lot among the graves of the poor, All sup-
posed she died alone, at night, and a few words of
real pity fell from some lips as all that remained of
her on earth was borne through the streets.

Before the winter snows fell, Mrs. Armstrong
planted a white rosc beside her gravo, remarking to
her husband, that it was hard for one to dic alone un- .
loved, and a stranger to all about her. ¢ She may
have been - once lovely and beloved,” she said, as
she pressed the sod close about the tree, «T should

not like to die away from my kindred, with none to
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care for my last resting place.”” This done, the kind
woman walked home happier for the deed of good-
ness she had performed, while unseen hands dropped
their heavenly benedictions on her head.

CHAPTER XVIL

IN a small parlor in the city of Berlin, where, fifty
years ago, young Sibyl’s. heart had thrilled to
words of love, sat a party of young men, over their
wine, while mirth and song flowed freely.

Light-hearted, and free from care, they had met to
pass the evening hours, with songs and wondrous
tales. )

« Come my good fellows,” said the eldest, who ap-
peared to be the leader of the group, * we must re-
late our stories, as the hours are waning. Krepsel,
we will hear from you first, to-night.”

¢« Shall the tale be sad or gay 77 said Krcpsel look-
ing around the group.

“ Rither,” cxclaimed the voices in chorus. He
took a glasu of wine and then commenced.

“Many years ago a young man was studyingina

. Military Academy.in this city, who, a few weeks after

Lis entrance, had a strange dream, or vision, which
changed all the future which he had mapped out for
himself. He had a great love of arf, and was often
found with lis pencil and paper, apart from others, .
instead of mingling in their recreations, For several
nights, ho dreamed that a lovely female approached
his bed-side, and bent over him with a look of affec-
tional interest.
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“The vision so vividly impressed him that he em-

- ployed his first leisure moment in sketching the love-

ly face. At every touch and line, his adtiration grew
more intense, until at length he could scarcely keep

~ the fair image from being ever prominent in his mind.

It haunted his day dreams, till he could scarcely ¢on-
ccal his impatience to relate the strange vision to his

mother and sister. The fair one stood eaeh night at -

his side, until the first day of his vacation season ar-
rived, and he left to pass its days at home. When
within a few miles of his destination, he saw the same
face before his waking vision. This time her feat-
ures were sad, but not less lovely. Indeed the air of
melancholy gave the features a deeper charm, and
more strongly than ever he desired to reach his home,
and find, if possible, a solution of the strange appa-
rition. ,

¢ At last the hills of his native town rose to his

view ; then the old pines which sheltered his Liome.-

Soon he felt the warm tears on his cheek, and the soft
arms of his mother and sister around his neck.

% ¢ Where is Reinhold ?” he asked, after he had re-
leased himself from their embrace.

“He is away to-day; gonc.to a fair, but will be
back by supper time, and bring Lis fair affianced.

“ ¢ Reinhold engaged !” exclaimed Conrad, in tones
so strange that Marie, his sister, turned pale. But
his quick return to himself assured ber .that he was
not angry, as she supposed, only surprised; and.
taking his proffered arm they walked together in the
garden — talking of old scenes and pleasures, till
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even the fair face of his vision was forgotten, and he
rested his eyes in tender, brotherly love, on the fair
girl at his side.

“They were in close conversation, so earnest, they
did not hear the approaching footsteps, when the well-
known voice of his brother called :

¢ ¢ Welcome, Conrad ; welcome home,” and the next
instant a pair of stout arms were around him.

¢« <] believe he is stronger than you, Con., with all

-your military drills,” said Marie, laughing to see her

brother trying to cxtricate himself,

“¢J] am so glad you have come,” said Reinhold, ¢ I
want you to see your new sister,” then he called her
from where she stood apart from them, behind a clump

“of trees. Conrad’s back was towards her when she

approached, and be turned, at his brother’s words.

¢ ¢ Miss Rosa, — Conrad, my brother, and for the
first time he looked on the face that had so long
haunted his dreams. |

“¢My God!’ he said, ‘It is the same,” and fell
prostrate on the ground. .

“The poor girl flew to the house, laid her head
on the shoulder of Reinhold’s mother, and wept bit-
terly.- She, too, had seen his face in her dreams, and
supposed it an ideal which she should never meet,
She had seen it before she met Reinhold, and thought
as she looked on him, that he approximated some-
what to it, nearcr then she even hoped to see, and.
had grown day by day to love him, not as one ought
a lover, but tenderly like a brother.

“The deepest anxiety scized the good parents, and
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Marie, to fathom the cause of Conrad’s strange state.
They carried him to the house, where he lay insensi-
ble for hours, but once only his lips parted, and then

he breathed the name of ¢ Rosa,” in accents so tender, .

- that his brother, who stood bending over him, in
agony of grief at his state, flew from the room.

¢ In half an hour Conrad started as though shot,
and rose from the bed with blood-filled eyes, and wild-
est terror on his featurcs. Ie placed his hand upon
his heart, and then sinking on his knees, cried, im-
ploringly, ¢ God forgive me ; I have killed my broth-
er!’ :

“ ¢ (3o and call Reinhold, Marie,’ said the affrighted
father, ¢ and prove to the poor boy that his brother is
alive and well. O, what has come over our happy
home.”

¢ Marie flew from room to room ; no Reinhold was
to be found. Then to the garden, calling his name at
each step. A wild fear seized her young heart; her
brain grew giddy ; yet on she went, calling again and

- again his name. As though impelled by an unscen
force, she flew till she reached the edge of a wood,
where herself and brothers had played together. She
“went on.  Something lay on the ground ; an object,
she could not at first discover what, A cold chill
run through her frame. The blood secmed to stag-
nate in every vein, for there, under an old oak, lay
~ the lifeless body of Reinhold.
¢ She fainted, and fell. The cool air blew on her
templos and restored her to consciousness. She
passed her hand over her forohead, as though trying
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to recall some terrible dream, — and then it all burst
upon her mwind, more fearful and appalling in its re-
bound. ‘

« ¢ My mother, my father,” were the only words that
broke from her lips, and she went back, slowly, for
the fright and agony had almost paralyzed her brain
and limbs. | '

«¢You were gone a long time,” said her anxious
parents, who did not see her face when she entered ;
¢ where is Reinhold ?’

¢ She had no words. - The deathly face, the beat-
ing heart, and the trembling limbs, told all. She led
them to tho spot, and the mystery appeared still
deeper.

« Seven days Conrad lay in a raging fever. Af
their close, reason returned, and they learned from him
the vision which liad so haunted him, and wondered
over the strange phase of life, in which action had
been involuntary, but dual. | :

¢« They buried Reinhold under the tree where he
had shiot himself, and- kept it covered with flowers,

“ watered by tears.

« Poor Rosa returned to her home with her good
parents, and pined slowly away. Conrad held his
brother’s memory sacred, and never breathed words
of love to his affianced. ¢ She will be his in Heaven,’

" he said, as he walked with his sister one day fo his

grave; and when the Summer flowers faded they
made another beside it, for Rosa went to join Rein-
hold, and to guard, with tender love, Conrad and

Marie.”. i
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Krepsel rose from the chair. The hours were wan-

ing.

* We can have but one more,” said the leader,
“and from whom shall it be ?

“ From Berthhold,” cried seveval voices.

“ T have seen his cyes full of strange, weird tales
to-night,” said one.

“ I know by his far-off look he has something in-
teresting to say,” said another,

¢ Berthhold, take the chair,” said the leader.

He rose, walked like one in a dream, took the seat,
gazed a few moments around, and then commenced :

“My story will be told in a few words. It is' not
_of tradition, but experience.”

All eyes tumed to the youth, whose face glowed

with a strange light, as he commenced.

¢ While sitting here to-night, listening to the story
just narrated, my cyes have seen something I never
saw before, and T pray I may not again see, at least
until my nerves are stronger.”

“ What was it ? What was it like ? 7 they all er 1ed
together, while Berthhold looked around the room, as
though expecting the vision to be repeated.

They were called to order by their leader, and he
‘went on, —

¢ A soft, misty light filled the room, and rested at
last just before me. I strained my eyes to assure my-
self that I was not dreaming, and looked upon all
your faces to assure myself that 1 was of the earth,
and not a spirit. Then my cyes scomed to be fastened
upon the light. In vain I tried to remove them; I
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could not ; and only hoped none of you would notice
me.
¢ Soon a face, radiant and fair, burst from the mist ;

one almost too lovely to gaze upon. I was spell-
bound as I gazed, then the vision of the face faded. I
seemed to float away, far over the sea, and there came
before my sight a low, humble cot, whose walls offered.
no resistance to my vision. They scemed like glass
as 1 looked through them, and saw sifting in a chair
an old woman, wrinkled and faded, her hair white as

“snow, but on her face a peace which gathers on those

who sleep the last sleep.
«“1 also felt conscious of another presence, but

“could not see any one. Then all was dark again.

I saw neither mist nor cot, but something spoke to
me. A veice whispered in my ear, ¢ Tell Milan I for-
give him.” That is the name of my mother’s father.”

“ How strange,” said the listeners, who had fol-
lowed him closely to the end. :

“Does your grandfather still live 7” inquired one.

“He was alive this morning, and is now, for aught
I know.”.

The party were about to separate, when a messen-
ger entered in great haste, and called for Berthold,
stating that his (Berthold’s) glandfathel was very ill,
and greatly desired his presence.

- He was not long in answering the summons, leav-
ing thocze who had listened to his story wondering
over 1t which wonder was not a little increased by
this sudden call. .

It was thought that the old gentleman was- dying,
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but when Berthold went and sat by his side 1.

brightened up, and motioned for the others to leave -

“the room. ‘ ,

‘1 have been very ill,” he said, grasping the hand
of his grandson, * and have had & terrible dream.
For fear I may some day depart suddenly, I wish to
-tell you of a portion of my early life, that you may
avoid the sin, and escape the suffering which I have
endured.” '

He then related the wrong of his early years, in de-
luding a young and pure girl; while loving another.

“ Have you a picture of the one you allude to,”
asked Berthold.

His grandfather started as though a voice from the
other world had spoken to him.

“ Why, how do you know that ? No one but my-
self knows that I carry her miniature about me.”

“ May I see it ?”” asked his grandson, not a little
alarmed at the excited manner of the sick man.

“ Yes, — that is if no one knows it, — not even

Laura. Mind, Berthold, your grandmother knows
nothing of this, — not a word.”

Berthold’s word was sacred, and the old man drow
from his pocket an oval case of blue velvet, orna-
mented with pearls.

“ Here, look, and be quick ; I fear some one may

come ; and if, if I should die, Berthold, take this and
keep it forever.”

“ I will,” said the faithful boy, as he unclasped the
case. i

Was he dreaming? There, before him, was the
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same ; yes, the Vvery same fair face he saw in the
mist. He could not take his eyes from the picture,
s0 strange was the spell,

“1 have seen this face to-night, grandfather,” said
Berthold, going closo to him, and laying his hand
upon his brow.

“ Seen what! seen her ? Sibyl! O, God, she must
have died.” |

He sank back exhausted on his pillow.

“Did it — did she speak ?” he gasped, as he re-
vived. | \

“Yes. She said, ¢ Tell Milan I forgive him!’?

“ Berthold, Laura, quick ! 0 come, — 1ny breath is
£0 . I—am—dy—-

He, too, was gone ; gone before his wife could be
summoned ; gone to meet one he had so greatly
wronged, perhaps to learn of her beautiful truths,
which her sad life experience had taught her; and
perchance to woo her soul, this time with truth and
love.

Berthold kept the miniature, and wheu, after a fow
months, the elub met again, confirmed the truth of
the story ho had startled them with that night. He
could never account for the lowly cot, and the old
wrinkled woman, but lie remembered his grandfa-
ther’s dying words, and never wooed where ho knew he
could not give his heart and soul ; nor was his vision
ever again unfolded, but one of heaven’s choicest,
burest women was given him to love, and in her high
and spiritual life, his soul grew o sense that which
by sight ho could not obtain.




CHAPTER XVIII.

THREE»years had swept by, with their lights and
shadows, bringing no change to the house of Mr.

Wyman, save the daily unfolding of Dawn’s charac-

ter, and the decpening happiness of all.- .

Mr. Wyman had promised Dawn that when she was
eighteen he would take her to Europe.

Miss Vernon passed her time very happily, divid-
ing it between teaching, study, and labor, and found
herself improving daily, both spmtually and physi-
cally ; indeed, such a change had come over her whole
nature, that she could scarce belicve herself the same
being that entered Mr, Wyman’s home, three years
previous. Life opened daily to her such rich oppor-
tunities for usefulness and growth, that no day scemed
long enough to execute her plans.

Mr. Temple, whom the reader will remember as
one of the guests of the party, came often to Mr. Wy—
man’s, and soon found himself greatly interested in
‘Miss Vernon.

It was a new experience to her to contrast him
with Hugh, and to learn to analyze. the new feeling
which suffused her being, -— that deep, undercurrent
which lies beneath all surface emotions and interests,
namely, Love.
 How broad, deep and rich her being grew. How
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near and dear to her now seemed Hugh, her friend
and brother. How sharply were the lines of their
true relation defined, — a relation as pure as untrod-
den snow. Her heart overflowed with th Iness
to the giver of all good, who had brought Ler fect into
such pleasant paths of peace.

In the same spot where ten years ago Mr. Wyman
and fair Alice wero seated, sat Herbert Temple and
Florence. The night was as fair and cloudless, while
the rustle of the trees alone broke the stillness. Pale
moonbeams rested at their feet, while words of love
flowed between them. |

“1 think I found my way to your heart the first
evening I saw you, for I felt my being thrill as though
I had another life pulsmg with my own; am I
right ?

She raised her eyes to his, and answered in words
which he ever treasured, ——

“1t was so, Herbort. I felt as though I'was step-
ping from my own confines ; as though some strong
hand had taken mine, and infused new life into
my being. It was when you played, Helbclt that I
was cl,llb()lbbl.l in your soul.”

“ It was you, Florence, who hulpul me to play. 1
felt and was inspired by your interest, your ap-
preciation, for no one can do such things alone, I
never play 'as I did that night, when alone. Now,
that I shall have you always to help, shall we not be

happy ?”
“ O, Herbert, will these dayslast? Will love bind

- us the same in years to come ?
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“No, not the same ; but .deeper, holier, if we do
not exhaust ourselves by free ownership.”
“You talk like Hugh,” she said, resting her hand

on his arm, and looking out on the soft, still scene

before them.

“Iwould I could talk like him. While I admit
no_oraeles, I confess I admire his views, and his life
which is a perfeet transeript of his theories.”

“Ho is a noble man, Herbert, and has done much
towards my development. I thought I loved him all
I could, but since you have come to my life, I feel
nearer than cver to him.” |

¢ Such is the law, and beautiful it is, that troe love
expands our being, while the opposite contracts it.
Hugh's views at first scemed wild, and rather disor-
derly, but close contact with the man, and opportuni-
ties of knowing him, in public and private, have made
me acquainted with his worth. Love him always,
Florence, aud when I take you to my home never fear
that I shall not understand you need to see him at
times alonc, for he will need you. You have been
friends, and f{riends need cach other. I am not tak-
ing you {rom lim in soul and heart ; I will. but help
you to give yourself to him, with your being made
richer by my love.”

g Florence - -had no words with whieh to thank hin:.
She only nestled closer to the heart which loved hor
s0 well.

¢ How lovely this night is,” she said, breaking the

. long silence which followed; * tho wtillness is «o
sacred, 1 would not for worlds disturb it with a
gound, cven of the sweetest music,”
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« Your words give me much comfort, Florence, for
Jong have I wanted some one who could sympathizo
with me on that subject. To most persons, sound
alone is considered music; to me, a night like this
should not be jarred save by soft vibrations of olian
strings. Aud the same of beautiful scenery. I can-
not bear to hear one burst forth in song, for the land-
seape is tome, in itself, a Te Deum, a perfect song
of praise.” ‘

«“] amn mado happy by your words, Herbert, for
thero arc moments when musie scems to me to be so
sadly out of place, that T feel almost like crushing
the instrument and performer together. And now
may I ask you, why the music of some performers
gives me pain instead of pleasurc? I know, but I
want your answer. We will take Miss York, for iu-
stance ; she is full of hearty, earnest life, robust and
strong. I know she plays in time and tune, and sings
correctly, but T feel all out of tunc, and completely
disharmonized when sho performs in my presence.”

“1 fully comprchend your feelings. I have had
the same myself, and my interpretation of it is that
I cannot accept the music througlh her organism ;
or, rather, her atmosphere being between the sub-
ject and the auditor, the latter feels only time and
sound, not music, not the idea the composer designed
to convey.  Is not that it 2

‘“Fxactly, After all, there are very few who are

-organized sufficiently delicate to translate musie.”

“True, Floreuce ; how many seek the glorious
arty not for its uplifting power, but as a means of

!
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display. Let us love it for the good it does for man-
kind, and use it, not for the end, but as a means, of
enjoyment.” .

“T play but seldom, Herbert, dearly as I love it.”

“ T am not sorry to hear that. I think that greater
good is obtained by not being too much in its imme-
- diate sphere. Of course greater mechanical skill is
acquired by constant practice, but I know by my own
‘experience that when the soul has reached a certain
height of culture, the physical nature becomes subor-
dinate to the spiritual, and is controlled by it, because
the two natures are then replete with harmony, and
the fullness of the one finds expression through the
other, — the liand moves in complete obedience to the
spirit. Dearly as I love musie, I cannot hear or eox-
ccute it too often. On this I am pleased to see wo
agree. - The air is growing chilly ; we will go in and
sing one song before we part.  What shallitbe?”

“ The Evening Song to the Virgin,” she answered.

Seating himsclf at the instrument, e played the
prelude soft and low, then their voices mingled in
- that graceful, gliding song, as only voices can mingle
. that are united in the harmony of love. _

It filled the whole air with sweetness, and Hugh's
senses revelled in the holy spell, as he sat alone on
the piazza, thinking of the past, his lovely Alice, and
the beautiful ¢hild which was Ieft to bless his years.

No other song followed; nouec could. Florence
listened to the retreating footsteps of her lover, and
then sat in the moonlight to think of her joys.
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Howard Deane was weary., .Life had not gone
pleasantly with him, since we introduced him to the
reader. His business, so lucrative and once full of
interest, demanding his closest atiention, now seemed
of no account, Existence had become to him a round
of duties mechanically performed. The very air was
leaden, and void of life. He needed a revivifying in-
fluence, something to invigorate him. His energies .
languished, and there seemed no one to extend to
him a helping hand, as his wife was at deadly vari- -
ance with those who could have given him what he
was so much in want of.

The fire had gone out on his domestic altar, for no
trusting wife sat there., She was dark and leavy in
soul. They had become strangers to each othor, not
by roaming, but by a too close relationship. :

Mrs. Deane had returned only bodily to her home ;
her heart and mind were on a sea of doubt, at the
mercy of every wind and wave. No ripple of love
broke their long silence, as they sat together in their
home. They each felt lonely, and would have been
far less so apart. Mr. Deane at length broke the
spell, by saying, —

“1 am going to the mountains next week, Mabel ;
would you like to go ?” -

“1l am going home. Mother has sent for me. I
may as well be there as here; no one will miss me.”

She had better have left the words unsaid, and saw
it herself in the dark, contracted brow of her hus- .
band, who replied, — .

“J shall go alone. It is best I should. You can
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remain with your parents the remainder of the season,.

for I shall not be back for months,” then a.bruptly
left the room.

The words were as decisive as his mauner. She
felt she had gone too far, and would have given
" worlds to retract. But it was too late ; he was now
out of hearing.

What had come over their lives? They were
treading a road thick with dust, which rose at every
step, soiling their once white garments. Surely they
needed a baptism to make them pure.

The cloud which overhung their sky held the heav-

enly water which would make them clean.

1t came in the form of sickness. Their eldest boy
laid ill and necar unto death. Hope and fear alter-
nated in their hearts as they stood beside the litile
one, and saw a raging fever course through his veins,

and day by day the full form wasted away. Thus the

baptismal waters flowed over their souls, and they
wept together. Joy beamed from their faces when
the dread crisis was past, and they were told he would
live. Through sorrow they were rcunited. They had
wandered, but were returning with life and love in
their hiearts, and crowns of forgiveness in their hands,
Thus do we ever become strong through our suffer-
ings, and seeming evils work our good, for they are
parts of the great unity of life.

Mrs. Deane lessened her prejudices, and learned to
know and love those whom her husband had found

worthy, and among them, Miss Evans. With her she

passed many pleasant hours, and that noble woman
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made known to her, many paths ol rest and peace
which she had previously through her ignoranee and
jealousy, persistently shunned.

The years sped on; some were gathered to their-
homes .above ; some found new relations and str%ng
ties to bind them here, until, at length, Dawn’s eigh-
teenth birth-day came, bmght and sunny over the
eastern hills, On the morrow, with her father, she
was to leave for the city where they were to embark
for England. The morning was passed in receiving
the calls of {ricnds, and . later Mr. and Mrs. Temple
and Miss Evans came to dine with them. The cven-
ing was spent by Dawn alone with her father, |

The next day, Florence, now a happy wife and
mother, came to see them off. It had scemed to her
for a month previous that all her partings with them
had bebn final adieus, and now the moment was at
hand ‘which was really to separate them — for how
long she knew not. It was not strange that a vein of
sadness ran through the pleasurc of the hour. But

- each strove to conceal aught that would mar fhe joy

with which Dawn anticipated her journcy, and the
gladness which Florence would experience on their
return was by her made to do service at this their
time of departure.

Hugh took the hand of Florence in his owul and
held it so closely that his very soul seemed to vibrate
its every nerve. Then his lips touched her brow ;
fond good—byes were exchanged, the quick closing of
the carriage door was heard, and they were gone.

Statue-like stood Florence for severa,l moments,
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then going to the room she had for so many years
occupied, she permitted hor tears to flow, tears which
she had kept back so nobly for their sake. Ier hus-
band walked through the garden with a sense of lone-
liness he searce cxpected to expericnce; and then back
to the library, where he awaited the appearance of his
-wife. .
She came down soon with a smile on her face, but
the swollen cyes showed the grief she had been strug-
gling with. .

¢« We must look cheerful for Miss Evans’ sake,” he
said, kissing her; for, somehow he felt as though she
too had gone, and he must assure himself that it was
not her shadow alone that stood before him.

«Tt is so nice,” she said brightly, ¢ that Hugh has

prevailed on Miss Evans to remain here during his
absence. It would be so lonely with only Aunt Susan
at home. As it is, we can see the library and draw-
ing-room open, and we shall not fecl hisl absence so

keenly.”

¢« And what a charming place for her to write her
book in,” remarked Herbert, walking to the bay-win-
dow that overlooked the garden.

« We can come over every week and see her and
- the holise,‘which will be next thing to seeing Dawn
and lier father,” said his wife, carnestly.

Despite all his theory, his large and unselfish heart,
a strange fecling came over him, a cloud flitted over
his sunny nature: It was hardly discernable, and yet
were it to take a form in words, might have displayed
itself thus: I fear she loves them better than me.”
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He shook the feeling off, as though it was a tempter,

. and said fondly:

“As our friond Hugh arranged that we take tea
in his home to-night, we will go and meet Miss Tvans,
who, I think, must be near by this time.”

It was Mr. Wyman’s desire that Miss Evans should
be at his house as soon after they were gone as possi-
ble, and cstablish herself within it. She granted his
wish, and requested them to bid her adieu at her own
home, which she would close immediately after, and
repair to his.

“ What an atmosphere she will have to work in,”
said Florence, as she arranged a delicate vine over a
marble bust. “But come, it will be lonely for Miss
Evans to walk all the way by herself, to-day.”

They met her just turning into the path. She had
a wreath on her arm, Dawn’s parting gift, and a beau-
tiful moss rose-bud in her hair, which Hugh gave her
when hie bade her good-bye.

“How were they, happy ?”’ were the first words
of Florence, anxious to hear a moment later from her
dear ones. : ‘ : )

“ Very happy and bright,” answered Miss Evans,
with an inward struggle to keep back a tide of emo-
tion. Tlorence clasped her hand, and held it in a
manner which said, “ Let us be close friends while
they are away, and help each other.” ‘

The firm pressure assured her that we may talk
without words, they entered the house, and sat down
to a nice repast, which Dawn had prepared with

her own hands, while the room was fragrant with

¥




180 : DAWN.

blossoms which she had gathered an hour before her
departure.

Afier supper they walked in the garden, and when
twilight came on, returned to the house, and listened

‘to the charming music which came from the instru-
ment, under Herbert’s magic touch.

« T expect we shall all dream of sunny France, and
dreamy Italy,” said Miss Evans, after the music had
ceased, and the time for words had come.

«“If we expect to dream, we must place ourselves
in proper condition ; so we must bid you good night,
Miss Evans,” said Mr. Temple, rising. '

« T did not expect my words to hasten your depart-
ure, Mr. Temple. Can you nof stay longer ?”

“« Not another moment,” he answered, taking his
wife’s bonnet and shawl, which she had brought from
the hall, and putting them upon her. - “I expect
Florence has gone with our good friends. Come and
seo us, Miss Evans, soon. Good night ; I will speak
for both. TFlorence has gone away in spirit.”

. At this Ylorence roused, and kissed Miss Evans
good night. She had no words. She was very weary,
and felt glad to know that her home was not far off,
only a pleasant walk, for Hugh would not consent
that there should be a great distance between them,
so long as the freedom to build where they chose was
allowed.

Florcnce was indeed weary ; meither the morrow,
nor the deep love and devotion of her husband brought
her strength back, but she pined day by.day.

Miss Evans carried flowers, Dawn’s favorites, to
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her each day, with the hope that she would revive.

On the contrary, they only served to keep the spell of

languor upon her. At last her husband grew alarmed,

and one evening after she had retired to rest, earlier

than usual, he sought Miss Evans, who, hearing his .
step on the carriage path, knew he was alone, and

expected to be summoned to his wife.

“ How is Ilorence, to-day ?” she inquired, as soon
as he was seated, _

“The same languor oppresses her, and I have come
to speak with you about it. Can you enlighien me
in regard to her state? Some strange fears have
crept into my mind, I suppose, because my nerves are
weak, in my anxiety for her.” Here he paused, as
though he dared not entertain the thought, much less
make it known to another.

In an instant she read his fears.

“I think I understand the cause of your w1fe s lan-
guor, for, although not an educated physician, I lay
some claim to a nataral perception of the causes of
physical and mental ills.”

“ Some people are magnetically related.” She con-
tinued. “1I think Hugh and your wife were bound
by spiritual laws which are as sacred as physieal.
They lived upon each other’s magnetism. She will
droop for a while, but revive when she receives his
letters. e will not feel the change so sensitively, as
he has new life and interests before him every mo-
ment. This relation ought to be better understood,
and will be, I trust, with many others, which are not
now recognized as havmg an existence.”
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“Then you think she will recover ?”
“ (ertainly ; and a change for the better will be ap-
parent as soon as she receives his first letter. She is

only attenuated now, reaching after him, her friend .

and instructor for so many years.”

“] feared — I almost — forgive me, Miss D\f&llb,
for the strange thought, that Florence might, after
all, have loved Hugh better than myself. [ will not
stand in her or any woman’s way to happiness, if I
- know it.”’

“ Drive that thought from your mind, Herbert.” |

As she said this with so much depth of earnestness,
he noticed that her manner and tone betrayed not a
shadow of surprise at his confession, and his face
turned inquiringly to her.
“ It was a wicked thought, I know ; let it rest with
you, Miss Evans.”
¢« Tt is buried,” she said, ¢ and will never know a
resurrection. But as to its being wicked, it was far
from that, and very natural,”
“ Your wotds allay my fears, and strengthen my
trust.”
“ They have lived such an carnest life together that
. his was a constituent, a part of her own. No wonder
that she drooped when this union of vital sympathy
was divided. Neither is it strange that you should be
agitated by doubts and fears ; but let me assure you
again, that she by this attraetion is none the less
your own. She will feel an infusion of his life through
“his letters, and regain her wonted strength. She is
- yours, and his too; and more to you because she is
much fo him.”
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A smile of poace settled over his disturbed features,
as he took her hand, saying, —

“ You have made me strong and trustful, and from
this houi my life will flow in broader and deeper chan-
nels. My present is bright; my future all radiant
with hope.” ‘

“] am very glad that-your call has resulted so
pleasantly,” said Miss Iivans, and as Mr. Temple left
she sent her love to Florence, with the assurance that
she would scon have the pleasure of Welcommg her
again to the home of Dawn.




CHAPTER XIX,.

TMHERE are two classes that are specially liable to

disease, — those who live grossly, and whose lives
are spent in scenes of excitement, and those who are
finely organized, so delicately constituted, that their
nerves vibrate to every jar, not only of the physical
but of the moral atmosphere.

There are persons whose routine of daily hfe is sel-
dom if ever disturbed ; whose minds are at ease on
material questions. Having enough, and to spare,
they seek their pleasure from day to day, with scarce-
ly an interruption of their established course. Such
may well be free from the ills of the flesh, and being
so, they complacently attack the less fortunate, those
whose lives are tumultuous and heavily-laden with
their own and other’s needs ; applying to them such
remarks as, ¢ They might live more regular.” ¢ They
work too much.” “They do not work enough.”
“ Thoey go about too much.” ¢They do do not go
about enough ;”’ and having delivered their opinions,
these self-satisfied mortals settle themselves down in
their comforts, thanking God they are not as other
men. '

There are lives that are shaken with convulsions ;
circumstances over which no mortal has control, surge

their wild, tempest-waves over them, and all their
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wishes are of no avail ; they must take what is borne
to them. Raying out life every moment; pressed on
every side, with every faculty strained to its greatest
tension, is it a matter of wonder that they become
weak, that they sicken and suffor ?

Sickness is not a sin, neither is its presence derog-
atory to our naturc. It implies a susceptibility to the
inharmonies of life, and is complimentary than other-
wisc to our organization. They are not to be cenvied
who have never known an hour of pain and languor,
for they come not under the discipline and instrue-
tion of one of life’s great teachers. They are apt to
be harsh, and cold, and unfeeling towards their fel-
lows ; apt to be boastful of their own strength, and
regardless of the delicate sensibilities of others.
While we should studiously endeavor to live in har-
mony with the laws of our being, it is nevertheless
true that with all the caution we may cxercise, we
cannot avold, if we are spiritually true, the jarring of
the inharmonies of this world, and from this as much
if not more than from any other cause, come the ills
and pains of our carthly life.

These disturbances of the spult produce to those
of fine natures a similar disturbance of their physical
condition ; then discase follows and makes sad havoe -
with the temple of the soul.

On a subjeet so intricate as tho caubc of disease,
only a fow hints ean here be given.

‘People become sickly from living too long togethel ;
from pursuing continwously one branch of study or
labor ; from mectivg too often with one class of
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minds ; from living on one kind of food, or on food
cooked by one person ; besides, there are countless
other causes; agitations of mind, overtasked and ir-
regular lives are constantly generating impure mag-
netisms, with which the whole atmosphere is tainted,
and which those who are susceptible are forced to
absorb.

As there are many eauses of disease, there must be
many ways of cure. No one system can regulate the
disturbances of the complex machinery of the human
frame. .

Dr. Franklin subjected himself to what was denom-

inated the air bath, as a remedial agent. Others be-

lieved in the direct action of the sun, placing them-
selves beneath glass cupolas to receive it ; while still
later we lhave the water-cure, which is thought by
many to heal all diseases. These arc right in combi-
nation, but no one will cure aloue.

Does the strong man, with steady nerves, compact
muscle, and perfect arterial circulation, need the
same remedy when ill, as a less vigorous person, onc
whose hourly suffering is from a diseased nervous
organization ?

One member of a family argues that because he can
bathe in ice water, another, with more feeble circula-
tion, can do the same, and realize the same rosults.
One man will fake no medicine, another swallow
scarcely anything else, and thus we find extremes
following cach other.

One ideaism in this direction is as much to le
avoided as in any other. The man of good sense
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says, “ I will take whatever is required to restore the
balance of my system.”

"Of mental disorders we know little. Asylums for
their treatment have multiplied in our midst, but few
of the thousands of educated physicians are qualified
to minister to a mind discased. Past modes will not
do for to-day. Our conditions are not the same. Our
lives are faster, our needs greater. Our grand-parénts
lived in the age of muscle; we exist in the nerve
period, and have new demands, both in our mental
and physical structure.

And new light will come in answer to the demand.
The eye of clairvoyance is already penetrating beyond
science, and traversing the world of causes. .

Eagerly Florence broke the seal of her first lettor
from Hugh. He had arrived safely, and wafted over
the sca his own and Dawn’s love and remembrance.

“ Dawn desires to go to Germany, first,” he wrote,
«gnd as I have business with parties in Berlin, I
shall gratify her wish. I thought, all along, how
much I wished you were with us, but since writing I
foel different. I need you at home to express myself
to, when I am overflowing ‘with -thought. If you
were at my side, when I am seeing all these things,
we should both have the feast &ogether, and be done.
Now, in rehearsing it to you, I enjoy it over again.
Very much we shall have to talk about, when we
meet again.  How I would like to transmit to your
mind the vivid impressions of my own, when 1 first
put my foot on the soil of England ; but such things
arc not possible, and sometime I hope you will be
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here yourself, and feel the thrill of the old world
under your feet.”

This portion of the long and interesting letter 50

refreshed her, that Miss Evans, when she came in after
tea, guessed at once the cause of the sparkling eye
that greeted her.

“ Letters are wonderful tonics,” said Mr. Temple,

laughingly, as he glanced toward Florence,

~“That depends from whom they come,” she an-
swered, and repented of it as soon as said. She looked
up after a while, but there was no shadow on his
face. She saw that he was sharing her joy, and then
she knew that not a ripple of doubt would ever dis-
turb their smoothly flowing life.

Miss Evaus loft at an carly hour, and reaching her
‘home, wrote till nearly midnight, . Her nature was
one that was most clastic at night; her bulhancy
seemed to come with the stars, :

Page after page foll from her desk to the floor ;
thought followed thought, till the mortal light secined
‘to give place to the divine. At Iength the theme
grew so mighty, and words seemed so fecble to por-
tray it, that she laid down the pen and wept, — wept
not tears of cxhaustion, but of joy at the soul’s pro-
- spective. Sublime was the scene before her vision ;
¢ enrapluring the prospect opening before eartl’s pil-
grims, and she felt truly thanklul that she was priv-
ileged to point out the way to those whose faith was
woeak, and who walked tremblingly along the road.

She gathered her pages, laid them in order, and
then wrote the following in her journal :
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¢ Night, beautiful night; dark below but brilliant
above. I am not alone. These stars, some of them
marking my destiny, know well my joys and my
griefs. 'They are shining on me now. The waters
are darkest nearest the shore, and perchance I am
near some haven of rest. I have been tossed for -
many a year, yet, cease my heart to mourn, for my
joys have been great. The world looks on me, and
calls me strong. Heaven knows how weak I am, for
this heart has had its sorrows, and these eyes have
wept bitter tears., Tho warm current of my love has
not departed; it has turned to crystals around my
heart, cold, but pure and sparkling. There is a voice
that can melf them, as the sun dissolves the frost.

I turn a leaf,. This shall not record so much of
self, or be so tinged with my own heart’s pulsations,
- this page now fiir and spotless. -

“1I thought, a month ago, this feehng would never
come again. I hold my secret safe; why will my
nerves keep trembling so, when down, far down in
my soul, I feel so strong ?

“To-night I must put around my heart a g1rdle of -
strong purpose, and bid thesc useless thoughts be-
gone. I must not pulsate so intensely with feeling.
My fate is to stand still and weave my thoughts into
garlands for others. I must lay a heavy mantle on
my breast, and wrap fold after fold upon my heart,
that its beating may not be heard. Why have we
hearfs 7 Heads are better, and guide us to safer
ports. :

“"1'is past the midnight hour. What seratches of
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the pen 1 have put upon this virgin page. So does
time mark us o’er and o’cr. We must carry the
- marks of his hand to the shore of the great hereafter.
Beyond, we shall drink from whatever fount will best
suffice us. Here, wo must take the cup as ’t is passed
to us, bitter or sweet — ’t is not ours to choose. Theso
boundaries of self are good. Where should we roam
if left to our inclinations ? Let me trust and wait
God’s own time and way.”

¢ Dear Florence,” wrote Dawn, some months after
they had been away, I have seen gay, smiling
France, and beautiful Italy with its wealth of sun-
light, and its treasures of art. I have scen classic
Gireece, — of which we have talked so many hours, —
and its fairy islands nestling in the blue Archipelago,
— isles where Sappho sang. I have hbeen among the
Alps, and have seen the sunset touch with its last
gleam, the eternal waste of snow ; but more than all,
I love dear Germany, the land of music and flowers,
scholarship and mystic legends.

“ Now, my good friend and teacher how shall I
describe to you my state amid all this new life? At

first I felt as though my former existence had beén .

one long sleep, or as I suppose the mineral kingdom
might feel in passing to the vegetable order, as soine
one has expressed it. ‘

“ It was an awakening that-thrilled my being with
intensest delight ;" a fullness which left nothing to
liope for. A new revelation of life has arisen within
me, as sudden and grand as the appearing of those
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mysterious isles whiqh are upheaved in a single ;1ight ‘
from the depths of the ocean.

¢ A deeper pulsation than I have ever known, now
stirs my blood. I feel the claims of humanity calling
me to labor. My purpose is strong; I shall return .

.with this thrill in my heart, and become one of God’s

willing instruments. That He will own me, I feel in
every heart-beat. My mission is to erring women,
and you, my friend, will smile, I know, on my pur-
pose.

¢« The other night I dreamed that a beantiful being
stood by my side, while a light, such as I have never
seen on earth, shone about her.

«<Tell me,” I saild, ¢ why this heavenly halo is

"around you ? and if I, too, may become like you ?’

¢ ¢ Listen.” She answered ‘ Years ago, 1 lived on
earth and passed through much suffering. I seemed
to be placed in a close, high building, into which all
the light that could enter came from above. I could
only look up, with no power to turn to the right or left.
After boing years in this state, the rays coming thus
directly from above, cleansed my soul, whitened my.
garment, and made it spotless. This light became a
part of myself; it followed me to the other world,
and now, when I approach carth, it enables me to see
all the errors and virtues of humanity. Wouldst
thou be willing to become a light by which pilgrims
can see the way to Heaven?’

«¢] would. My only desire is to do good,’ I re-
plied.

« It is easy to desiro tlus, shie remarked, sadly.
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" «¢But wouldst thou be willing to be almost anii-
hilated, were it by that only you mlght become a
lamp to the pilgrim’s feet ¥’

¢ 1 looked into my heart, and think I spoke truth-
fully, when I answered that I would. _

“¢Then thou art accepted,’ the angel said. ¢It
shall 