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CHAPTER L

BELLEFONT AND ITS WORLDLY

PROPRIETOR.

In a certain county of Ken-
tucky, which, for various rea-
sons, shall be nameless, and
not far, from a city of consi-
derable note, there stood, some
ten or twelve years agone, a
beautiful mansion, the country
seat of a gentleman reputed
to be very wealthy, which
was known by the name of
Bellefont, sometimes called
Bellefont Retreat. That it
merited a poetical title, and
was, in sooth, a lovely retreat,
no one who had seen it would
ever deny. The mansion it-
self stood on a slight emi-
nence, from which the ground
gently sloped off in every di-
rection, and could be ap-

.proached by carriages’ from

the highway, only through
two large arched gateways,

and two long, heavily shaded

avenues-—or what, in fact,
was but one; that being in

-the form of a rainbow—leav-
mg. the road at two points,

and, by its circle, running
close to the building in ques-
tion. Ateach of these gate-
ways, was a small structure,
in the form of a tower, which
were occupied by two negro
slaves in livery, whose busi-
ness it was to open and shut
the gates for all vehicles com-
ing in or going out. These
towers formed the extreme
right and left of the park in
front, and were connected in
a measure by a high, broad,
solid. wall of masonry, run-
ning from one to the other,
with the exception of a slight
separation, occasioned by an-
other arch exactly in the cen-
tre, whence opened beneath,
for people on foot, a smaller
gate, directly into a beautiful
walk, leading straight up to
the mansion, shaded by a long
bower of grape and other
vines, and rendered really
fascinating by rows of flowers
on either hand, of all colors
and varieties. About midway

from the mansion to the street, -
and between the foot-path and
carriage avenues, on either
side, was a sparkling fountain,
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whose waters, first rising from

the mouths of two well carved

stone sea monsters, some ten

. ar twelve feet in the air, with

much spirit, sunk gently back

into two Jarge sandy-bott.omed

basins, with murmurs most
delight{ul, and then stealing
away in two tiny rivulets, and
meandering about for some
distance, among the shrub-
bery; grass-plots a ndflowers,
at last united and disappeared
by means of a pipe under
- ground.

To diversify the groandsin
front, and give them the charm
of variety, as also to_aid the
distant perspective from the
mansion, a green smooth lawn
occupied the space between
the building and lower wall,
the foot-path and the foun-
tains, through which vistas,

~ when standing on the central
steps, the eye, owing to the
height of the eminence where-

that overlooked a pleasant li-
tle village, some half mile dis
tant, at whose further extre-
mity the boats occasionally
made a short tarry on_their
upward and downward pro-
gress, while afar to the left
could be seen the spires of a
city of no mean dimensions.
In the rear of the mansion
was a delightful garden,
wherein were several hot
houses, and beyond which
the park, extending more than
a mile, was enclosed by a
high wall, and filled with
fruit and other trees of all dc-
scriptions, interspersed with
shrubbery, as if to add a sort
of romantic wildness to the
whole, and make it a retreat
indeed, wherefor poets might
sigh and gods become envi-
ous. ,

~ The mansion itself was a
magnificent stone structure,
two stories in beight, with a

on the main structure stood,
had a vast range over a charm-
ing landscape below the high-
way, and, in two places, could
catch a glimpse of La Belle
Riviere, at the distance of
nearly a mile, whose waters
under the rays of the noon-
day sun, resembled large beds
\ of ‘molten silver, over which
ever and anon glided some
magnificent steamer, with its
hoarse steam-notes of action
sounding on the still air, like
the spoutings of the mighty
leviathan of the briny and
fathomless deep. To the right
of the front was another view,

cupola for observing the sur-
rounding country, had two
large wings, massive pillarsin
front of the main building,
and was entered by a long
flight of polished . marble
steps. The door of the main
entrance opened into a long
broad hall, on either hand of
which was another door, lead-
ing, the one on the right into
a splendid saloon, furnished
almost gorgeously, and - the
one on the left into a grand
drawing-room. About mid
way of the hall was a wind-
ing flight of stairs, covered
with a Brussels carpet, that
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led up into the other story——
and, in fact, to the cupola—
whence, from the space being
left open, a mellow light
through ground glass, de-
scended evenly and *softly to

the first floor, lichting
whole distance abgvelgr?d ’g:i
low most beautifully. Ser-
vants in livery were ever in
attendance on visitors, and
the whole place, within and
;mthout, hadf the luxurious
carance of a pri ;
: ER:I;. princely pa-
. Allan Montrose, the pro-
prietor of Bellefont Retreat,
was by birth an Englishman’
who had emigrated to this
country some nineteen years
before the opening of our
story; and though he had
brought with him but a small
fortune —say five hundred
pounds—he {ad failed not in
bringing that self and national
pride so characteristic of the
natives of his country. He
had been well educated and
well brought up among the
middling class, as th'e; are
called, and had had many op-
portunities of observing, with-
out the privilege of enjoying
the luxurious ease of the no-
bility. He was -naturall
proud and arrogant, and it had
touched him to the quick
that he must be merely a
locker-on, but never a parta-
ker of, what he so ar ently -
courted, namely, aristocratic
distinetion ; and hearing that
fortunes were easily made in

afd at length to emigrate, for
e mere purpose of gainin
wealth, and ‘thereby %r%porg
ance and affluence, whereby
to exa}i;‘ hllmself over republi«
can simplicity, as he felt th
nobility of England had doug
and were doing over such as
himself.  With all these mat-
ters in view, it will not per-
haps be surprising to the rea-
der, that from the start he
should assume an importance
to which in reality he was not
properly entitled—and such
indeed was the fact. What-
-ever else he might be, Allan
Montrose was by no means a
fool, in the common accepta-
tion of the term; and as he
had had some’ little experi-
ence in the ways of human
nature, (he had been clerk to
his fath.er, who was a shop-
keeper in Liverpool,) he went
on the principle, that if no-
thing was assumed nothingl
would be granted; and that
when a man had no herald, he
must either trumpet his own
umportance, or remain in in-
glorious ‘insignificance.” As
the latter was by no means a
desirable position in his eyes;
he had consequently begin,
like many of his countrymen,
in talking largely of himself
—his ancestors—their impor-
tance- to their country—and
even had gone so faras to as-
sert that one of them had ta-
ken a prominent part in the
restoration of Charles IL., for
which he had been knighted.

this country, he had determi-

by royal hands; and that ar
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other ancestor, in another line
of succession, was tinctured
_ with the blood royal.

That these bare assertions

of his family consequence 1n
his own country, were be-
lieved by all, would be pre-
posterous to suppose; but

. there is, even at the present
day, a strong leaning on the
part of Americans, of a certaln
class, towards gullibility—if
wé may so use the term—a

" feverish desire to ape and run
after something foreign—and
Allan Montrose had experien-
ced but little difficulty at the
time in question, in finding
sufficient credulity amongst
the simple republicans, as he
“termed them, for his purpose;
the more so, perhaps, that he
had been very scrupulous in
dressing a la mode—putting
on many extravagant airs,
which, by his dupes, had been
mistaken for those of a gentle-
man—and making a  some-
what ‘lavish display of his li-
mited means. Nor had this
been done simply to gratify a
resent whim, or become the
ion of a day among the vul-
gar. Allan Montrose, 1n a
worldly sense, was a deep,
shrewd personage, who was
in reality playing for a high
stake, which, by careful. man-
agement, and great adroitness,
he at length succeeded in win-
ning.. 'This was none other
than the uniting himself to a
lady of fortune.
. For this purpose, when first

immediately selected a place
of fashionable resort; where,
by one means and another, he
had ascertained that the belle
of the season was an heiress,
and had succeeded in being
favorably introduced to her
notice; from which moment
al] his abilities became taxed
in winning her affections—or
at least gaining her consentto
a union with himself; in
which design, as before hinted
at, he had at length succeed-
ed—perhaps easier than be
had anticipated—and certain-
ly to the chagrin and disap-
pointment of a long list of pre-
tended admirers.

Clara Wentworth, the lady
in question, and his present
wife, was one in every respect
as worldly-minded as himself,
who thought she saw in an
alliance with the shid Allan
Montrose, rather a close con-
nection with the aristocracy
if not nobility of England;
(for he had failed not in tick-
ling her ear with his preten-
ded family position in the old
country,) and consequently an
elevation from her own ple-
beian descent, and what she
now -considered her former
‘plebeian admirers.” She was
an only daughter of worldly
parents, who had, besides, one
son—a gay extravagant young
coxcomb, then on a tour in
Europe,—and Montrose being

man, the matter supceqded to
a charm, as the saying is; the

arrived in this country, he hada

consent of father an;i mother

“honey-moon on a grand scale,

withal a good-looking young .
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—who also saw in the alliance
a worldly elevation—was easi-
ly gained; and in three months.
f{om first acquaintance, he
had had the satisfaction of
leading the blushing Clara
1o the altar, receiving the bles-
sings of the parents, and, what

was of more consequence to

iiimself, the sum of ten thou-
sand dollars as a bridal pre-

sent.

Doubtless Montrose was ex-
pecting a larger portion; but
if so, he was destined to be
disappoeinted ; for this was, in
fact, all his father-in-law had
to spare; he, owing to his

own and his son’s extrava-.

gance, not being in sooth as
wezlthy as was currently re-
ported. However, if he fan-
cied himself taken in on the
matter, there wag no help for
1t now—the fatal Rubicon was®

assed—and Montrose had

ad the wit to keep his
thoughts to himself, well
knowing that he had himself
been playing a game where
honesty would not be likely
fo signalize his dealing of the
cards.

Having . gone through the

Montrose, coantrary to his
wile’s desire, (who was, as
might have been supposed,
eager to proceed to Engaland,
and take her position m the
fashionable circle,) defermined
at once to embark in some
rofitable speculation, where~
y he could amass that com-

failed in getting, and for which
his very soul still thirsted.
In answer to her inquiries re-
specting such a plebeian un-
dertaking, and why he did not
now return to his fatherland,
he stated, that some time before
quitting home, he had quar-
reled with his relations, con-
cerning some property of he-
reditary descent, that a duel
had ensued, and that he was
in consequence an exile unti]
the matter could be laid favor-
ably before the king, and his
pardon obtained ; and that po-
sessing a proud spirit, he had
sworn to gain a fortune ere his
return, w?nereby he could lord
it over, and actually purchase
a position of nobility far above,
the best of them,

Whether his wife believed
his present tale or not, certain
it is that she failed not to rep-
rimand him in a very severe
manner, for having, as she as-
serted, wilfully deceived her;
and even went so far as to de-
clare she would haveaseparate
maintenance ; to all of which
"he only replied, that if she
referred 1t, he had not the
least objection. This was a
point in the game of matri-
mony, she had not counted on,
when her passion got the bet-
ter of her prudence; and con-
sequently finding her partner
and opponént was npot to be |
frightened by so bold a move,
she had been fain to take it
back, and go forward in a less
presumptuous and dangerous

petence which he had thus far

manner,—or, in other words,
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to acquiesce in his wishes, and |
make the best of what she
conld not alter.

To make a long story short,
as the phrase goes, our worthy
proprietor of Bellefont had
entered largely into specala-
tion, at a time when capitalists
were making their fortunes,
and the result had been in his
being successful even beyond

his most sanguine expectations

(—-—so much so, that at the end
of five years’ venture, he bad
seen fit to close his accounts,
and retire on the handsome
competence of three hundred
thousand dollars.

To suit himself in a resi-
dence, he had made a tour to

availed them not. No other
issue succeeding, their hopes
now became centred - upon
their daugher, whom-—almost
as unlike them, in a moral
point of view, as day is unlike
night~—we shall anon present
to the reader as the heroine
of our story. S

In the expenses attendant
~upon purchasing the place in
question, improving it, build-
ing and furnishing the man-
sion, and all so magnificently,
Montrose found that no mean
portion of his fortune had been
called in requisition ; and that
to properly suppor this assum-
‘ed position of princely gran-

¥ deur would require no small

income ;. accordingly, he had

the West; and after much ram-
bling hither and yon, had at
length selected and improved
the site and built the mansion
we have already described to
the reader. Hither, when com-
pleted, he had removed his
family—which then consisted
of his wife and two children
—the eldest a daughter, the
other a son.

To the great grief and dis-
appointment of his. parents,
who saw in the latter the per-
petuator of the name of Mon-
trose, and the heir to their for-
tune, he had, soon after their
removal, been called to his
long, last home. They were
not religious people, and con-
sequently did not feel that this
dispensation of an All-wise
Providence, had been alto-
gether for the best; but their

invested the residue of his cap-
ital in various ways, and up
to the date of our story had
been signally prosperous.
Neither pains nor money had
been spared in the education
of his daughter, Evangeline,
both as regarded her mental
and fashionable qualifications
—and to her he now looked
for that wealthy alliance,
which, should any untoward
event occur in his own pe-
cuniary affairs—whereof he
sometimes had a presentiment
—she would ever be enabled
to hold that position in aristo-
eratic circles, wherefor he had
designed her. Whether he
was destined to be elated with
success, or cast down with
disappointment, may be seen
from what follows. '

repinings and wurmurings

~ self-conceit, was to establish

_by the helles of the upper cir-
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CHAPTER II.

INTERVIEW BETWEEN THE
WORLDLY FATHER AND HIS
LESS WORLDLY DAUGHTER.

Evangeline Montrose, the
heiress of Bellefont Retreat,
had just completed her edu-
cation abroad, and returned
to her parents, only a short
time prier to her eighteenth
birth-day, and the opening of
our story. Kver since “her
return, preparations had been
going forward, on an exten-
stve scale, for celebrafing the
anniversary with all due pom
and rejoicing. Cards of invi-
tation had been sent to all the
fashionable circles in the vi-
cinity ; and some dozens of
mantua-makers, with their ap-
prentices, had been hurried
as for life, day and night, to
have dresses expressly prepar-
ed for the coming grand oc-
casion—which was of course
to be a most magnificent affair
—the real bona fide BoN Tow
of the season.

This affair was looked for-
ward to by the young cox-
combs, as a most eventful pe-
ried, when each, in his own

his reputation as a heart-killer
for life ; and, what was of even
more consequence still, make
his fortune, by making a con-
quest of the lovely heiress of
Bellefont Retreat. Nor was
1t less anxiously held in view

cles, and their dutiful mam-
mas, each of whom forcsaw,
in this gathering, an excellent
opportunity of showing off the
unmatried pet—as an auction-
teer does his wares, on a holi-
day—-and bargaining her to
the hlghest bidder—that is,
provided 'they should be so
ﬂﬂ'tunate as to receive a bid at
all.
_ Toeach and all, then, of the
invited guests,.it was to be an
anxious time of display, dis-
sipation, and intrigue--a mar-
ket time of human wares,
m which each calculated on
out-dazzling and cheating each
other—a grand meeting of
scheming heads and hollow .
hearts; 1n short, a fashionable
party. How it was thought
of by the heiress herself, and
her worldly father, may be
gleaned from what follows.
On the day preceding the
entertainment in question, Al-
lan Montrose was seated in
his l}l_)rary, in a musing mood,
awaiting the coming of his
daughter; 1o -summon whom,
2 negro menial had just been
dispatched. As this is his
first introduction in propria
persona, we will slightly
glance at his appearance.
The worthy proprietor - of
Bellefont, was a man of small
stature, about forty-five years
of age. His:features were
small, sharp and cunaing,
with nothing of the true manly
nobility in their expression.
His eyes were likewise small,

o

of a cold .grdy, somewhat
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sunken, and seemeg to glance
at every thing suspiciously.
His mouth was thin-lipped,
and contracted into & some-
what sinister look of contempt ;
his nose and chin were sharp
—his forehead high, but not
open—and, in fact, the whole
aspect of his countenance de-
cidedly corresponded with the
selfish, arrogant, worldly na-
ture of his heart. His hair,
probably on account of deep
scheming, and grief at the
loss of his son, had changed
from- its pristine color to an
jron gray. He was dressed
with the most scrupulous ex-
actness to the fashion of the
day—so much so, in fact, as
rather to give him an air of
stiffness than ease. The same
effect might have been obser-
ved of the library he now occu-
pied—where everything inits
place, denoted that order was
not the least of his phrenologi-
cal developments.

Thedoor opened, and Evan-
geline Montrose entered. She
took her seat without speak-
ing, in a vacant chair that had
been placed for her, a few feet
distant from her father. She
was.a beautiful being, radiant
with the bloom of early woman-
hood, queenly in her deport-
ment, with a sweet, modest,
lovely expression of counte-
nance, that contrasted strongly
with her father’s, and which,
of itself, would have rendered
her extremely fascinating,
even had it not been taken

an heiress to great possessions,
Her form was graceful and
symmetrical, rather above me-
dium, and her carriage digni-
fied. Hercomplexion was be-
tween a blonde and brunette,
with large deep blue eyes, that
shone through long lashes,

and bewitching expression.
Her features were regular,
with no harsh lines, but all
sweetly blended in harmoni-
ous keeping with a guileless
heart. Her hair was of that
peculiar hue which looks gol-
den in the sun-light, and fell
in a profusion of ringlets
around her neck and shoulders
of alabaster whiteness. There
vras everything so noble and
lofty in her appearance, and
S0 contriisteq with tllilﬁ cun-
ning, scheming wor ap-
pea%ance of her f:;xther,y thg;:
one of an observing mind, who
had seen them together, would
at once have been led into a
train of serious reflection on
the strange caprices of nature.
« Evangeline,” said her
father, in a short, business-like
voice, as she took her seat, “1
have sent for you here, to give
_you a little parental advice, re-
oarding matters whereof one
in your position, and at your
age, should not be ignorant.
To-morrow will be the anni-
versary of your eighteenth
birth-day, and a large
will be given, apparently to
welcome the event with great

into consideration-that she was

you at once into the fashion-

with an animated, intelligent -

-matrimony a pecuniary frans-

arty - ‘their wealth? and what is that

rejoicing, but, in sooth, to bring
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- able world, and make you
belle of the season.” Y e the
‘“But, father,” interposed
Evangeline, playfully, “I have
no desire to be the admired
of all admirers.” :
“[It matters not, girl, what
are your desires; but attend
to whatIsay. You have now
completed your education, and
arrived .at the proper point in
your life for being married.”
“Father!” exclaimed she,
with a blush. ' '

“Nay, do not interrupt .

me,” continued he, sternly.
“I trust you are not a fool,
Evangeline, and will not use
to me the simper of a country
rustic, when the business of
marriage is spoken of. Do
not bring any sentimental coy-
ness to bear on the matter.
Matrimony is only a business
arrangement, whereby two in-
dividuals, of opposite sexes,
enter into a co-partnership for
life, and should be treated in
the same light as other pecu-
niary transactions.”

“Do you indeed consider

-action, father?” inquired Evan-
line, with a look of surprise.
“Certainly I do,” returned
Montrose, in "his turn sur-
prised also, “ why not? What
do people in your position in.
society marry for, but to bet-
ter themselves, by adding to

but a pecuniary transaction,
view it as you will ?"
“But if some are, I trust

ves , so _sordid,” returned
Evangéline, with spirit.

“Sordid!” echoed her fa-
ther, with a smile of contempt.
“Sordid! Why, girl, you
speak like a fool”

" Thank you;,” was the re-
spouse; “Iam near akin to
yourself.”

“Bilence! you are m
daughter, and g; such shouh}ir
know your place, and not pre-
sume to treat me with dis-
respect.” | ‘

* Neither should I, had you
not used to me language not
appralr)r;;zte.” . '

“Well, well, enouch of
that. - To the point aganin. I
expect there will be one here
to-morrow night, whom I wish
you to use all your maiden
.arts to captivate. You may
be coy or hoidenish, I care
not which, so you effect my
purpose. ' I have had my eye
on him some time—believe
him wealthy—vastly so—and
therefore a suitable husband
for you.” : e
“But, father; consider: sup-
pose I do not faney him 7’

. “But he is wealthy, child;
1s not that enough 7’ ’
“And would you have me
barter my hand for gold—
simply gold-—to a man I did
not like-~could never love?”’
asked Evangeline, with spark-
ling eyes. ‘
“Barter! love!” repeated
the ‘tvorldlﬁ man, in astonish-
ment, with a heavy frown.
“ Why, what in the ly;ame of

all are not, influenced by mo-

all the saints are you telking

-
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about, girl? Love? faugh!
pho! stuff! nonsense ! Why,
ou-—you make me angry,
chill=~you do, indeed. Love!
umph ! where did you get
that word from, I should like
to know? From your gram-
mar, I suppose, when you
were conjugating verbs, pro-
fessedly—but conjuring non-
gense, in reality. You don’t
believe the word love has any
meaning in it, I hope 7"
«“ As 1 believe in Heaven,
- 1 believe in a pure and holy
love,” answered Evangeline, |
solemnly.

“You do?’

“1 do.” :

“Then you are no daughter
of mine,” cried Montrose,
with a burst of indignation,
rising and pacing the apart-
ment with rapid strides. “To
talk to me in that foolish man-
ner! Child! you—you—non-
sense '—I won’t talk with

oul—get you gone! Yet
stay " he added, as she calm-
ly rose, with a dignified look,
to depart. . “ Sit down again.
I—I will talk to you; and I'll
drive this nonsense from your
head—or I'll disown you—
that I will !” _

After the lapse of a few mi-
nutes, Montrose resumed his
seat, and in a calmer mood,
continued : '

“So, you believe in the
trumped up story of two fools
—for I can call them nothing
else—joining their hands in
.murriage for the silly matter

“ Marriage,” answered K-

vangeline, with dignity, “1s

a sacred and holy rite, where-

by two beings solemnly pledge

themselves, in the presence of

God, and his angels, as also
before earthly witnesses, that

they will love and cherish

each other until divided by

death; and if they love not,

then have they perjured them-
selves in the sight of God and
man, and are guilty of a great
il €

sin.

“Umph! 1 suppose you
have read some such silly
trash in some sentimental no-
vel, and now it has become
law and gospel with you,” re-
plied the other, in a nettled
manner. “Or,” added he,
looking herkeenly in the eye,
“ mayhap you fancy you have
had ‘some experience in this

The features of Evangeline
at once grew crimson, and -for
a moment or two she seemed
greatly embarrassed, during
which time her father eyed
her in no very amiable mood.
At length she threw back her

nity.
% And if I have, father?”

“ Andif you have!” echued
Montrose, his face flushed
with passion, and- with diffi-
culty commanding his voice :
“If you have! why then—
then—you-—you—but whatis
the use of my talking with one
-whe provokes me beyond all
patience ? Thunder and Mars!|
I can’t stand it, girl, and 1

of love, eh ?”

éé%:_;,;{'_gfz o R T q_“a‘y otte S50
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won’t!”  He rose from his
seat, and again commenced
pacing the floor.

“Why, father,” said his
daughter, gently, *wherein
have loffended ? I have nei-
ther done nor said aught in-
tending to wound your feel-
ings in the least.”” ™

“But your head is full of
nonsense, and I can’t get you
to talk reason. I spoke to you
of matrimony, and you seemed
startled that I should bring up
such a subject. I spoke of
uniting you to a man of for-
tune; and forthwith, without
even hearing the name of the
gentleman i question, you
began to talk of the great sa-
crifice you would have to
malke, or to the same effect,
if you did not love him; and
when I spoke of the silliness
of such a thing as love, you
put on a dignified air, and
even had the audacity to par-

you knew better from experi-
ence. Now, you demurely

offend me! Pshaw ! pshaw !
—that a daughter of mine
should ever own to such a
thing as love / a catch-word of
some silly novel-writer, to
tickle the ear of some senti-
mental rustic. Never speak
the sentiments you have utter-
ed here, in-a fashionable cir-
cle, daughter, or you will be
laughed at.” '
“Only by fools, father, sav-

! large a portion of the ecircles
m question, However, it need-
ed no caution on that score—
as I intend to express my
views only to such as can
comprehend them. But you
were speaking of this gentle-
man-—pray, who is he 1’

“Ah, now you talk to the
point,” replied the man of
money, again resuming his
seat. “The pgentleman in
question is one who stands
very high in the estimation of
the world—very high—al-
though he has a few eccentri-
cities, now and then-—but
then you see he is very rich—
vastly rich, T- may say—and
his little affairs need malke no
difference  with you, you
know; and besides, his uncle
1s a peer of England, and he
the nearest male heir—so that
there is a probability .of his
hecoming a lord himself.

Only think, how fine the title

of lady-—my lady—would

sound in one’s ear, eh l—ha,

‘ha, ha”” and Montrose ventur-

ed to rub his hands with joy,

in anticipation of becoming
father-in-law to a lord.

_“ But who is he—do I know

him?” inquired Evangeline,

peremptorily.

“Why, y-e-s—I—1I rather

think you do—or at least have

heard of him,” replied the fa

ther, in a hesitating manner, .

that showed him by no means

entirely at his ease. “The
person I allude to is—ig—

ing your presence; and they,
am sorry to say, form too

Harold Bolingbroke,” conclu- -
ded he, very much with the
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air of one who is doubtful as
to the way in which his intél-
ligence will be received.
“What ! cried Evangeline,
springing to her feet,and draw-
ing up her beautiful form to
its” full height, with all the
majesty of an insulted queen,
while her fine countenance

became crimsoned with sur-| p

rise, pride and indignation.
“ W hat, father !-—this to me—
our daughter!—have me wed
with Harold Bolingbroke, the
rake of L ? No!—no !—I
will not believe it!—you were
jesting, father, were you notl”
« A-a-hem!” answered Mon-
trose, fidgeting about in his
chair, and really fot once over-
" awed by the noble demeanor
of his daughter. “ Why, you
see, the fact is——as—]1—I said
before—Harold is a Zt¢le eccen-
tric, you know—but then—"
“ Nay ! hold, father, hold ”
interrupted Evangeline, giv-
ing her hand a sweeping ges-
ture, as of command. ‘* What-
ever may be your claims upon
me, as a father upon a daugh-
ter, and I am willing to admit
them all, yon have no right to
insult me.”
“TFool!” cried Montrose,
springing from his seat in
rage, and losing all respect for
his daughter : ““{ say, a fool !
—a silly, ranting, romantic,
sentimental, - novel-reading,
school-girl fool !
to insult you, I should like to

know? Zounds! Miss, you.

~talk to me, your father, as

‘Who wants

This comes, I suppose, of
sending you abroad to school,
and letting you get your head
filled with all the romantic
nonsense of theday! A pretty
pass it has come to, I think,
when sentimental maidens in ,
their teens can insult their
‘parents with impunity !—a
retly pass, indeed! But you
sha'n’t do so fo me ! for I—I'1l
have you locked up and fed
on bread and water! thatl
will. O, you—you-—d

it all, Miss, leave the room!”
and Montrose tore up and
down the apartment, like one
insane ;, while his daughter
stood and gazed calmly but
sorrowfully upon him.

“] obey you in this,” she
at length said; “but oh! fa-
ther, I beseech you never to
recur to the other again! for
what you ask is impossible.”
“Whatisimpossible!” cried
he, turning fiercely to her.

“ For me to wed, or even to

with other feelings than those
of contempt and dread.”
“By ! you shall wed
him, though; mark that!”
cried her father, stamping his
foot upon the floor, and utter-
ing an oath. “Did you ever
see him 1”7 '
“I never did, to my know-
ledge; but I know him by re-
putation, to be a dissolute,
unprineipled young man ; and
I s{:ould wonder at his being
received in society atall, did I
not know that he is replited

though I were an underling!

wealthy, and that that is suffi-

look upon Harold Bolingbroke

* lookinto this matter ; because,
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cient recommendation among
a certain class of hollow-
hearted  sycophants, who
throng what is called the
fashionable world,”

“Umph! T . t.hcpughtu as
much!  You don’t know the
individual yourself, and yet
here you are giving out a’ ti-
rade of abuse against him.”

“And do you know him,
father 7 and if so, pray who is
he? A year ago he came to
L » & stranger; and by one
means and -another, got him-
self mtroduced into fashion-
ablesociety; where, I regret to
say, from what I have heard
qf him, he still remains. How
6o you know he is what he
represents himself? How do
{ou know that his uncle is a

“ Nothing, father,” answer-
ed Evangeline, faintly, sink-
Ing upon a seat. ““I-—I feel
much better now. It was only
a little weakness that I am
subject to. It is all over now
I assure you.” ’

“Hum!” answered her fa-
'the_r, as one who isnot exactly
satisfied.  “Very strange |
never heard of these [ittle
weaknesses before.  Well, -
well, girl; go to your room.
I'll look into this affair more
closely; and if I find there
are any doubts about money
matters, depend upon it, T shalil
be the last one to urge youto
the business; for, mar me, -
girl ! you must marry rich!”
“But what necessity is
there for my doing so, father?

ord? or that he himself is
not a swindling impostor 7"’

“ Egad, girl, you are right !
I only know from general re-
port, I must own; but every
body seems to believe his
story, so I never thought to
question it

“And this is the man you
would have me wed 7

“Well, well; I was too
hasty, I see. Yes, yes, I must

if he is not really rich, I would
not have you wed him, though
it were to save you from the
tomb. Nay, do not look sur-
prised, my child; for I hon-
estly own, I would rather see
You'in your grave, than wed-
ded to a poor man ; indeed T
would, But why do you look

—Have you

enough ?”y et propert.y
*“I may have enough to live
on now, child; but something
might turn up and all be losﬁ
there is no telling what may
happen. Besides, even for
the name of the thing, if for
nothing else, would 1 have
you marry thus. Would it
not sound fine in the aristo-
cratic eircles, to have it said
that the heiress of Bellefont
had wedded a beggar, or be-
neath her position ! No, girl?
aim high! aim high! Imi-
tate the eagle, not the duck,
if you wish to be respected,
Now go to. your room, and
keep this motto in your mind :
Evangeline  Montrose must
marry rich, or not at all.”

sopale? What'is the matter
w1tk\1{ vou now, my child 7’
n ,

She rose and departed for
her room. When there, she
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locked the door, threw herself
upon a sofa, and wept.
Does the reader guess the

CHAPTER IIL

THE FASHIONABLE PARTY AT
BELLEFONT.

It was the eve of Evange-
line’s eighteenth birth-day.
The park gates of Bellefont
were thrown open, and carri-.
age followed carriage up the
avenues, crowded with the
beauty and fashion of L=,
and the surrounding country.
Slaves in livery were bustling
abont, and ushering into the
saloon, with ali due ceremony,
the fancied great ones of the
earth. Now would the com-
pany already gathered toge-
ther, suddenly pause in the
midst of general conversation
and “laughter, to greet with

roper tespect the venerable
Rudge Gravity, or the Hon.

Mr. Stumper, or the celebra-.

ted Dr. Bleadem, or the dis-
tinguished General Shotwell,

or the elegant and fashionable.

Mr. Primrose, and their re-
spective ladies, when all would
again become animated, du-
ring which time the stars of
lesser magnitude would glide
into the brilliant galaxy al-
most wholly unnoticed.

Among those of the latter

seemed to receive even less

attention than either of the

others. This was a.,young

man, some twenty-two years

of age, with a pale, thought-

ful countenance, plainly, but

neatly attired in a suit of black.

His figure was handsome, ra-

ther above the ordinary 'in

size, and his demeanor grace-

ful and commanding. His

features were comely, open

and intelligent; his forehead

high, broad, and noble; and

in his bright hazel eye was a
depth of soul and lofty feel-
ing, that gave assurance of a -
man ; and which, in an as-
sembly where mind was to be
sought, rather than position
and external show, woiald
have made him a marked .n-
dividual. There was a se-
dateness in his look rather be-
yond his years; and this,
togethér with the unnatural
paleness of his complexion,
denoted one who had been
much given to thought and
study.

As he entered the gorgeous
apartment, amid the dazzling
light of a dozen splendid
chandeliers, with a modest
step and dignified carriage,
the usher pronounced in a
loud, eclear voice, the name of’
Arthur Everett. Some half
a dozen individuals, who
chanced to be conversing near
the door, slightly turned their
heads to note the new comer,
and, catching his eye, bowed
rather stiffly, more with the

class, there was one who

air of people of breeding, who

- was a promise to that effect,

. ually being called, until that

distace, a tall, graceful young
‘ 2

TPHE HEIRESS

OF BELLEFONT.- a1

feel themselves constiained to
show civility, than as persons
having any desire to cultivate
further acquaintance. The
young man read their feelings
at a glance, bowed as stiffly in
turn, with a look of offended
pride; and then casting his
eyes slowly over the assem-
blage, as if in search ¢ one
whowm he was not able £ dis-
cover, moved leisurely away
to a distant and less frequent-
ed part of the room, where,
throwing: himself upon a sofa,
he soon appeared absorbed in
his own reflections.

To most of those present,
he was an entire stranger ;
with nothing in the way of
wealth, fashion, or any other
particular accomplishment, to
recommend him to their no-
tice; and this he knew apd
Jell—ay, felt with an acute-
ness known only to proud and
sensitive minds. He felt him-
self to be an intruder there;
and- but one earthly conside-
ration would have induced
him to be present; and that

made to one bright being] of .
that- dazzling throng, whpm
he sincerely and devote ly
loved. Tor'a few minutes he
sat buried in no pleasing me-
ditations, unheeding the diffe-
fent names that were contin-

of Harold Bolingbroke sound-
ed in his ear, and aroused
him from his revery. e
looked up, and beheld at a

man, gayly dressed, obsequi-
ously bowing his way into
the centre of the saloon, with
such an air of coxeombry and
selt-importance, as at once ex-
cited within Arthur a fec ing
sf disgust. Nor was this feeling
lessened, by his observing the
crowd of fops and belles that
at once gathered around this
butterfly of fashion, to ‘whom
he seemed the oracle of the .
occasion. There might have

been other matters” in the

breast of Arthur Everett, to

aid this sense of aversion for

Harold Bolingbroke ; but of

these hereafter.

By nine o’clock, the guests
were all arrived ; and a bril-
liant assemblage they were, if
considered merely in external
appearance. Silks and satins,
and broadcloths, of the finest
quality, were there displayed
in every form that fashion
allowed to be proper, and in
every variety of .color that
the combimed tastes of their
owners could suggest. These
were surmounted and set off
by chains of gold and pearl,
and pins of diamond, ruby,
sapphire, &e. Heads of ladies
wete encircled, as by a halo,
with sparkling and costl
hands; ears were hung wit
jewels; arms, bare, soft and
white, were relieved by glit-
tering bracelets ; and fingers,
long and tapering, were load-
ed with rings of great value.
To these we may add, syes
that sparkled with merriment

—flashed with repartee—lan
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guished with me
Tooked dull with stupidity—
or fiery with soger, jealousy
_and contempt, according to
the several moods of their own-
ers; faces that bore. corres-
ponding expressions to the
eyes, of smilesand frowns, of
seevishness and anxiety ; and
Learts that were cold, selfish
and worldly. '
Among his guests, Allan
Montrose and his lady moved
with studied politeness and
ease ; but even here the sordid
nature of each was palpable,
in their different manner to-
wards different individuals.
To some they were extremely
obsequious and affable; to
others, somewhat haughty
and distant, according to the
reputed wealth and distine-
" tions of each. Atlength, Mon-
trose, in sauntering through
the saloon, came near where.
. Arthur Everett was sitting,
in “a part somewhat retired
from the mass; and probably
mistaking him for some one
else, the worldly man bowed,
smiled, and then approaching
the young man direct, reached
forth his hand in a manner
the most affable; but sudden-
1y, and just as the other was
on the point of rising to take
it, the host paused, his whole
physiognomy underwent a
rapid change, and drawing his

little person up proudly, he! Ay

said, coldly :
1 beg pardon!
reit, I believe?

sentiment— | yourself, sir.

Mr. Eve-
Ah! hum!

Make yourself
free and easy, sir !”” and again
bowing, but stiffly, he turned
away to speak with Judge
Gravity, who' chanced at the
moment to be near at hand.
Arthur felt cut to the heart
—for he perceived that many
eyes had seen the slight put
apon him, and that many a
g{;ss was now turning in that
direction; and his face grew
crimson with wounded pride
and indignation. At this mo-
pent, an unusual movement

*at the farther end of the sa-

loon, attracted the attentic_m
of the guests; and looking 1u
that direction himself, Arthur
beheld the beautiful and
queenly form of Evangeline
Montrose, who, having enter-
ed by a side door, was now

with that grace and modest
assurance of demeanor, which
is characteristic only of a re-
fined, polished and high-
minded woman. For a mo-
ment, Arthur gazed upon her
with strange emotion; the
next she was hidden from
view, by the throng of belles
and beaux which immediately
surrounded her ; some anxi-
ousto pay their addresses and
resume an old acquaintance,
and others to be honored by
an introduction to one so rich
and lovely.

! and lovely indeed was
Evargeline of l%
that night which completed

Glud to see you enjoying

advancing among the .crowd, -

eliefont, on -

her eighteenthi birth-day, as
she moved over therich yield- :
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‘ing carpet, with the ease of a
- fairy, amid the rgellow, be-
witching light of that gorge-
ous saloon. She was richly
dressed, with great taste and
simplicity, in a pale pink silk,
that finely corresponded with
her complexion—the only or-
nament of which was a beau-
tiful réd rose on the bosom.
Her soft white arms were bare
above the elbow, on either of
which was a bracelet—the
one of pearl, the other of gold,
studded with diamonds, A
- golden band passed around
heir. Eead, in I:he centre of
which, near the upper par
of her forehead,‘““’a{)s]j B gsarf
formed of diamonds, which
giowed and sparkled in all
the hues of the rainbow, as it
decomposed the light, produ-
cmg the most beautiful and
brilliant effect imaginable.
l*ron_l this band, soft, wavy,
goiden ringlets floated down
over a fair polished neck of
such exquisite beauty, as
would rival, if riot surpass,
the finest conceptions ~and
most delicate touches of a
Benvenuto Cellini.  The ex-
citement of the occasion was
Just sufficient tothrow a beau-
tiful color into her counte-
nance, and, with her soft blue
sparkling eves, give a most
fascinating expression to her
noE"amm?ted features. -
vangeline was any thin
but pleased with the‘ygmug
of individuals, of both sexes
who now surrounded her ; for

none but the fawning syco-
phants of fashion ; andbgla-gly,
were such a thing possible,
would she have exchanged
this scene of splendor, for the
quiet solitude of her own
apartment. :

“Ah! my dear Miss Mon-
trose, how delighted I am to
see you, to be sure, after such
a long—/ong absence,” said
Miss TFidgety, a gaudily
dressed young lady of twenty-
eight, with a thin face, highly
rouged, sharp features, squint
eyes, and curly red hair;
whose position in society rest-
ed on her being niece to a rich
- miser, whom, for the last ten
years, she had every day been
hoping and expecting ‘would
die and leave her a fortune ;
but as the old miser had not as
yet seen fit to accommodate
his niece, and as Miss Fidge-
ty would be worth nothing
of consequenceuntil that im-
portant event should take
place, and there being no cer-
tainty of its ever happening,-
n ker lifetime at least; there-
fore, Miss Fidgety had not
been able to get married, which -
now_ perplexed her sorely.
“Why, 1 declare, Miss
Evangeline,” she continued,
* you do look most charming-
ly beautiful, upon my word.
Never saw you looking so -
well before in my life. Ity
astonishing how age improves
one’s featires and complex-
ion 1" '

she saw at a glance there were

b

“So I_ perceive,” answered
Evangeline, pointedly, and

- , i
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smiling with a peculiar look,
which Miss Fidgety was not
slow to interpret. . -

« Ah-hem !” returned she,
somewhat deepening the color
of the rouge by a slight con-
fusion. “Pray allow me, my
dear Miss Monirose, to pre-
sent to you Mr. C. Augustus
Fitz Noodle, of High Brier.”

The personage in question
was a tall, spare, pale-faced
young man, with a counte-
nance full of stupidity and
self-conceit, who wore, on ac-
count of his literary preten-
sions, a shirt collar ala Byron,
and his hair long, well greased,
and down over his shoulders;
it might be for the purpose of
concealing his ears; and
whose prinetpal merit consis-
ted in his being worth fifty
thousand dollaxrs. On being
introduced to our heroine, C.
Augustus Fitz Noodle, Exq.,

(so he wrote his name) bowed
very profoundly, but with a
supercilions smile, which
seemed to say: “I am more,
even, than 1 really seem.”
“Mr. C. Augustus Fitz
Noodle is one of our literati,
Miss Montrose,” continued
Miss Fidgety, who, he being
her gallant per occasion,
wished to make the most of
him. “He writes most ele-
_gant poetry. Have you never
met with any of it through
the columns of the press?”
- % Never, to my khowledge,”
~ answered our heroine.
« Augustus,”  continued

peat those sweetly touching
and sentimental elegiac stan-
zas, ‘To A Dead Poodle,”
which appeared a few days
since,'in the first column of
the Morning Gossip.” -

« Ah, Miss Fidgety, I ad-
mire your taste, in selecting
from “my fugitive produe
tions,” simpered the highly
flattered poet; “as I think
that one the best I ever putin
print”’  This was the best

dle, Esq., had ever put in
print, sure enough, because
it was the only one; and a
five dollar note had especially
recommended this to a half-
starved editor of an obscure
sheet, and gained it an inser-
tion. * Permit me, Miss Mon-
trose, and you, ladies and
gentlemen,” - continued . the
poet, I will give you a spe-
cimen of the poetry, so highly
and justly extolled by my fair
friend Miss Fidgety.” Here
Augustus smiled complacent-
ly, rolled up his dull eyes,
which bore no bad resem-
blance to pewter buttons, and
placing himself in what he
considered a striking attitude,
in s voice of much affectation,
resumed : * It runs thus:

“Thou srt gone, poor little poodle, |
From this world of gnin and care ;
But oh ! departed poodle,
Let me ask thee, * Gone to where !’
Thy breath is cold and silent,
1{'5 the ice on Andes’ tofp;
And when I think of thy fate, poodle,
A tear I can’t help letting drop.” '

Miss Fidgety, “pray Jo re-

« Oh. how affecting !” inter-

that C. Aungustus Fitz Noo- - - Bellefont.
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posed Miss Fidgety, wiping
her eyes.

“Q, very!” said our he-
roine, with difficulty repress-
ing a burst of laughter.

“ Whene’er [-—’

Began the poet again; but
-was here interrupted by an in-
dividual known as Dandy
Primrose, the faghion setter,
who had' just come up to pay
his respects to the heiress of
_ Dandy was the
pink of fashion, who, with a
little money, got nobody knew
how, a large share of impu-
dence, and clothes always of
the best quality and latest
stylp, managed to hold his
position among the aristocra-
¢y. It was supposed by some
—evil-minded  persons of
course—that Dandy was a
walking advertisement for a
tailor, who supplied him with
the best, that Ee might intro-
duce his patterns in the upper
circles, and recommend his
establishment; which latter, for
one reason or another, Dandy
never failed to do. The face
of Dandy was small and effe-
minate, with fine, well oiled
whiskers, and the most deli-
cate little moustaches imagi-
nable. His hair was’ frizzled
2 le mode; and a gold chain,
over a white .embroidered
vest, suspended an eye glass,
almost in constant use. Dan-
dy had great affectation of
gpeech and manners, and pri-
ded himself on being a great
lady Fkiller.  He was .very

“Aw, Miss Montwose,”
he said, as he came up to our
heroine, interrupting the poet
in his sublime recitation, ma-
king what he considered one
of his most graceful bows,
and looking unuiterably’ fas-
cinating out of his small, gray
eyes: “ Aw, Miss Montwase,
allow me to congwatulate you.
Weally, you aw looking
most extwemely bootiful to-
night; you aw, indeed, ’pon
honaw !

- Thank you!” said Evan-
geline, drily, and bowing
somewhat stiffly. “I should
be happy, could I return the
éiqttermg compliment, - Mr.

rimrose.”

“ Aw —ye-¢-a-s —ahem !”
re{pmed Dandy,reddening,and
a little confused, while some
three or four of the now en-
larged circle smiled. “ Aw—
allow me! Miss Pimp, Miss -
Montwose.” ~
Miss Pimp, a doll beauty,
hanging affectedly on the
arm of Dandy, now bowed
and smiled, and simpered
forth something which nobo-
dy understood.

“The second stanza, Miss.
Montrose, runs thus,” now re-
sumed the anxious C. Augus-
tus Fitz Noodle, Esq.

“ Whene'er I—"'

Here the poet, like man
another of his profession, bot
before and since, was again
doomed to disappointment, by
another couple coming up for
introduction, and then another

popular among a certain class.

and another. At last, becom-




26 THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.

“ing desperate, he in turn inter-
rupted the party with :

“ Whene’er I think of thy hard fats,
Poor little poedle dog,

I— .

“ My. Harold Bolingbroke,
Miss Montrose,” said a voice
- close , beside the poet, inter-
rupting him, and presenting
the individual in question.

C. Augustus Fitz Noodle,
Esq., was now offeded in
earnest; and he turned a look
of indignant contempt upon
Bolingbroke and the speaker,
whom he considered in the
- light of intruders; and mutter-
ing something' about “ man-
ners, and people that couldn’t
appreciate poetry,” he offered
his arm to Miss Fidgety, and,
in company with that estima-
ble lady, moved away. .

“ Aw—ryes!” said Mr, Dan-

dy Primrose, eying the de-

parting Augustus through his
glass, and addressing himself
to Miss Pimp. “It’s all vewy
well, poodles and poetwy, in
thaw places; but we don't
want them here—Eh! Miss
Lucinda~he, he, he!”

“ No, Mr. Dandy, we don't
want them here,” simpered
Miss Pimp—* he, he, he !”

Meantime, Harold Boling-
broke found, perhaps; a colder
reception by the heiress than
he had counted on; for draw-
ing herself up proudly, Evan-
geline retumec{) a very formal
bow to his somewhat obse-
. quious salutation. This in-
dividudl was richly dressed,
with scrupulous attention to

both fashion and taste. His
countenance was rather hand-
some than otherwise, and
would have lfeen prepossess-
ing, but for certain eunning
and sinister  expressions,
which shone in his dark eyes,
and lurked around the cor-
ners of his mouth, together
with a rakish and dissolute
look. His features were well
formed and intellectual, with

“bright, animated eyes, a nose.

slightly aquiline, thin lips,
and a dark complexion. He
wore neatly curled whiskers
and moustaches, moved with
easy grace, was polished
his manners, had a good ad-
dress, and was a man, in fact,
every way calculated to shine
in the world of fashion,

¢ T am most happy.”’ he said

to Evangeline, notwithstand-

ing her proud, cold look, “in
being honored by an intro-
duction to one whom I have
often heard spoken of, as be-
ing distinguished both for her
beauty and intellect.”

“ If, then,” answered Evan-

-geline, 'with a dignified re-
serve of manner, “ Mr. Boling- .

broke considers me entitled
to the latter, I trust he will
not offend further, by bare-
faced flattery.”

« Fixcuse me, Miss Mon-
trose,” rejoined the other, co-
loring, and slightly embar-
rassed, “[ intended no flar-
tery, and spoke nothing but
truth. If truth is considered
flattery, I suppose 1 must
plead guilty.”
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Evangeline slightly-bowed,
but made no reply; and a si-
lence . ensued, during which
the features of Harold flushed
and paled alternately; and it
was evident he felt cut, coun-
fused, and indignant. At this
moment, to the great relief
of all parves, the host himself
joined tlie circle.

“ARD he said, smiling
complacently, and rubbing
his hands together: “ All en-
joying yourselves here, I per-
ceive.  Well, that's right—
glad to see it. I beg pardon,
ladies and gentlemen, for in-
terrupting  your agreeable
conversation, and withdraw-
ing Kva; but the fact is, there
are several individuals in the
other part of the saloon, who
are anxious to make her ac-
quaintance. Ah!' Mr. Boling-

broke—ltappy to see you—

how are f,'ou this evening,
sir 7—not had the pleasure of
meeting you before.” Here,
to the surprise of his daugh-
ter, who remembered the con-
versation of the day previous,

he shook the hand of the oth-
- er very cordially,

“ Making
love to the ladies, eh !'as usu-
al—-ha, ha, ha!” :
“Butnot very success{ully,”
rephied Harold, pointedly, and
glancing at Evangeline.
“BhT Ab! You're a sly
one,” rejoined the host, laugh-
Ing and winking at his guest..
“But come, Kva. Excuse
me, ladies and gentlemen’;”
and bowing and taking the

arm of his daughter, he moved
away.

“By heavens!”’ muttered
Bolingbroke, mentally, look-
ing after the retreating form
of our heroine; * there she
goes, a perfect gem-—lovely
as Venus, proud as Lucifer,
rich as Creesus, and cold as
marble. By heavens! she
shall be mine, though I move
the #pirits of the infernal re-
gions for it!”  With this, he
sauntered leisurely to a part
of the saloon where he could
observe and study her unno-
ticed. -

“So you have been intro-
duced to Bolingbroke, I per-
cetve,” sald Montrose to his
daughter, as they separated
from the circle. “ Well, Eva,
my child, make a conquest
there—it's all right. I have
been conversing with Judge
Gravity, on the matter we
were speaking of, and he
seems to think there is no
mistake as to .his being what
he represents himself; and
says, if he hada daughter, he
shouldn’t fear to marry her to
him; on the contrary, would
be glad to do so—and the
Judge is a shrewd man and
ought to know,”

“ But, father—""

“Tut! tut! girl; now none -
of your nonsense; but doas { -
say, and all will be right, I
know what is hest for you,
I'm thisking.  By-the-by,
what is that young Everett

doing here to-night? and who
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invited him 7 I didn’t, I know ;
and your mother says she
didn’t either.” :

On the mention of the name
of Everett, Kvangeline crim-
soned fo the eyes, and seemed
greatly confused; but collect-
ing berself by an effort, she
stammered forth : .

« [g-—Is he—he here, then,
father 17 )

“Indeed, is he! and mis-
taking him for another_, 1 came

"nigh shaking harids with him,
before I discovered my mis-
take, which luckily I did in
{ime to let him know he was
not to be thus honored in such
an assemblage as this,” replied
the worldly man, with a smile
of contempt. )

“ Why, you did not cx¢ him,
father, on discovering. your
mistake?” asked Evangeline,
breathlessly. .

“Indeed I did! and in a
vay he felt it too, 1 assure
rou; for his face turned the
solor of red flannel.” n

« And for what reason did
you thus?” -

“For what reason?”’ re-
peated Montrose, angrily.—~
‘“ For what reason, girl! Why,
because he has no business
here. Is he nota poor orphan,
without distinction, whom no-
body knows nor cares for!?
What business has he in a
fashionable circle, 1 should
like to know 7”

“Butvery little, I presume,”
replied Evangeline, indig-
nanily; “for he is a man of

can say for any other I have
seen here to-night. Even
supposing he had no right
here, that is noreason why he
should not be treated as a
gentleman, so long as he be-
haves himself as such. But
let me tell you he has a right,
for he is here by my express
invitation.”

“Your invitation?” ex-
claimed Montrose, pausing in
astonishment, and facing his
daughter with an angry look.
“ Your invitation? You, n-
vite him ?”

_“ 1 did invite kim--Arthur
Everett,” answered Evange-
line, proudly, with heighten-
ed color and flashing eyes;
“and 1 wish him treated re-
spectfully—otherwise 1 will
quit the saloon and retire to
my own apartment.”

“ Child ! child '—you—yon
—you—"_began Montrose,
angrily ; but at this moment
Judge Gravity suddenly ap-
proached ; and curbing his tem-
her on the instant, the am-
Eitious man turned to him
with a bland smile. “f}}h,
Judee, very opportune—ha,
ha !g :ﬁﬂlowymel,)%udge Grav
ity—my daughter, Jevange
line.”

The Judge—a corpulent,
full-faced, dry old bachelor of

principal delight was in par-
ties and dinners, wine and
women--—now bowed pro
foundly, and said, with a smile,
but in a gruff voice : .

sense, whie! is more than I

1 with white hair, whose
il ' - among. whom, of the latter

- thin, pale man, dressed in

. who remarked to a friend, with
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“1 am most happy of vour
acquaintance, Miss Montrose ;
and I think, if I were on the
beneh, and you a prisoner at
the bar, I should charge the
jury very strongly ,to think
twice before bringing you in
guilty, and all on account of
that lovely face. Egad !'if I
were twenty ycars younger,
I—Eh! Montrose—ha, ha,
ha!”

- * Now, Judge, no flattery,” .

said Evangeline, with a smile;
“for I think I have had
enough of that to-night.” '

“Abh—ha!  Meritum est
tuum.  You deserve it all,
you rogue-—ha, ha, ha!”

“ Yes, but, Judge, Ne quid
nimis, giving you Latin for
Latin.  Too much of'a thing
spoils all, you know, and so
—adieu;” and bowing as she
spoke, Kvangeline and her
father passed on, leaving the
Judge staring after her, and
mutteriny ; ‘

AA fine lass that, and a
smart one. She quotes Latin
like an old lawyer. Egad! if
I were only twenty years
younger——Ahem!  Judge
Gravity—have a care of thy-
self—have a care, man 1"

Evangeline was now for-
mally presented, by her fath-
er, to several ladies and gen-
tewen, in rapid succession,

class, was Dr. Bleedem—a tall,

black, with green - specks—

scientific discussion : “That
she would make a most elegant
subject for phlebotomy and dis-
section,” She wasalso presen-
ted to Gen. Shotwell, a large,
noble specimen of humanity,
in full uwaiform; and to the
Hon. Mr. Stumper, M. C, a
‘plump, oily-faced, cunning
politician, both of whom were
heard to.make remarks char
acteristic of their profession ;
the former observing : “ That
she was just such a womap
as a soldier would fight and die
for; being one of those that
always make a target of a
man’s heart, and fit to com-
mand’ a regiment;” and the
latter saying : « That he would
be satisfied in being returned
by two majority, if he could
see the extra votes polled by
two as lovely beings as the one
before him.”

At lengih, the introduections
over, IKvangeline embraced
the first opportunity of glid-
ing away from-her company
unnoticed, and approaching
Arthur Everett, wgo was still
seated where we first describ-
ed him to the reader. '

“ Arthur,” she said, as she
gained his side, frankly ex-
tending her hand with asweet
smile—a favor she had be-
stowed on but very few of the
other guests—*1I fear you are
not enjoying yourself here to-
night.” | .

“Then your fears are not
groundless, Miss ' Montrose,”
replied the other, somewhat

whom he had been holding a

coldly.
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« Arthur! this from you?”
said Evangeline, reproachful-
ly, her be_autifu% features be-
coming very paie.

. P;rdonyrge, Miss Mon-
trose; but the serf must not
- presume too much upon the
countess.” '

“This is strange language,
to come from you, Mr. Ever-
eit! You were not wont to
talk thus—nor be so formal in
your address.”’

“True! but I am older now
—every day adds experience ;
and I have learned that to-
night which I shall not soon
forget.” .

% And what is that?”

“ My place and yours."”

«T do not understand yon.”

4 Then will I be more ex-
plicit. I have l_earned to-
night, that there is no more
affinity between the rich man
of fashion and the poor name-
less orphan like myself, than
there'is between Heaven and
Hell; and that the great gulf
which divides 'the two, 18
scarcely more impassable, than

the one which separates you
and me forever.”

“ Good Heavens! Ar

Mr. Everett—how strangely
you speak !"” exelaimed Kvan-
geline, as she sunk upon a
rich crimson velvet ottoman,
her features flushing and pal-

ing alternately, and her bosom

heaving like the sea after a

storm.
“ Perchance I do ’spegk
somewhat strangely,” said

tening his voice as he observ
ed the emotion of the other;
“but I speak only the truth,
nevertheless. At your urgent
request, Eva, and contrary to
my own ,inclination, T came
hither to-night; and what has
been the result? 1 have not
only been treated with scorn,
but have been openly insulted,
and that, too, by your father!
Fool, fool that T was!” he con-
tinued, bitterly ; * 1, the poor,
nameless Arthur Iverctt—a
bankrupt's son—to dare to
place myself on anything like

of fashion! Bat'I have seen
the folly of my presumption.
1 shall now endeavor to re-

possible, by departing imme-
diately ; and which I would
have done ere this, but for my
desire of informing you where-
fore I leave thus early.”

«Since I know the cause,
Arthur, I cannot censure your
decision ; though, believe e,
I shall regret your absence
exceedingly ; but you will call
‘again to-morrow, Arthur?’

« Perhaps T may ; as I shall
wish to see you once again,
prior to my leaving-the coun-
try forever.”

“Teaving the country for-
ever!” gasped Kvangeline,
repeating the words in aston-
ishient, and turning deadly
pale. “Good Heaven! Ar-
thur, what mean you?”

«“ As I have said, Evange-
line,” replied Arthur, with

Everett, with a sigh, and sof-

emotion: “My decision 18

* here and see you wedded to

. . .
. and guiding star of a soul long

an equality, with these things:

trieve the error, as much as

“oath.”
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made. Think you I can tarry

another? you, whohave been
my schoolmate, my - playmate,
in childheod? with whom,
in days of innocence, I have
rambled over these lovely
hills? you, who have occu pied
my thoughts by day and my
dreaws by night?  you, who
have been the hope, support,

borne down by misfortune,
and suffering the contume-
ly of a heartless world? No!
Fvangeline! I love you too
deeply for that.”

“But, Arthur,” said Evan-
celine, breathlessly, * you talk
more strangely than ever. ]
wed another! What other do
you mean?? -

“And do you not knom,
Eva? K

“I do not.”

“ Harold ‘Bolingbroke.”

“Never !” exclaimed Evan-
geline, indignantly. “I wed
him? Neéver! Sooner wounld
I have my corpse borne to the
mouldering churchyard.”

“Right, Eva!” rejoined Ar-
thury almost wildly ; “ for the
last would be the better des-
tiny, Swear it, Eval and [
know you will keep your

“As I hope for Heaven,
Arthur, T swear I will never
wed Harold Bolingbroke!”

“Enough! I am satisfied.
I would not have put you to
your oath, Eva, only that I
believe him to be a -villain,

your father fo wed you to
him ; for I heard as much this
morning, in a conversation
between himself and another :
besides, such is the rumor
abroad.”

~*Why, how can that be?
I never saw him till this eve.
ning "’ said Evangeline in jas-
tonishment,

“I know not how ; but such
15 the report ‘I have heard,
and since I last saw you., But
1 see your mother coming,
and so I will be gone, ere [ -
meet  with further insult.
Adien, dearest Eva! and
though I feel there is an im-
passable barrier between us,
yet it will be a consolation to
me, when far away, to know
thy oath divides thee from the
villain Bolingbroke. Fare-
well, until I see thee again,
and for the last time.” '
With this, Arthur strode
away, leaving Evangeline pale
and motionless as marble ; in
which condition she was found
by her mother, who now }oin-
ed her. Mrs. Montrose was
still a rather handsome wo-
man, who dressed very gay,
and prided herself on being o
la mode. ‘T'he most prominent
expression of her conntenance
was a cold, cautious, haughty
look, which sometimes chang-
ed to one of sickly affectation,
if she fancied herself in the
presence of a superior. Her
eyes were small and dark—
nose pointed—Ilips thin—and
her voice rather shrill.

and know it the design of |

“1 am astonished at you,
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Eva,” she said, as she came
up, “ for sitting bere and talk-
" ing with that upstart of a fel-
low, Everett, in the presence
of so many fashionable people,
who would not deign to notice
him. Why, girl, if this is the
way you conduct yourself, on
your debut night, you will
lose all cast in society, I can
tell you. Come, the Misses
~ Caxon are playing the piano,
yonder, and several calls have
* been made for you. They are
excellent players both ; but 1
know you can excel them, if
you choose, which will be
a splendid triumph, and one
that will be talked of by all
the ton. Mercy, though, how
pale you look!” continued
Mrs. Montrose, as she noticed

her daughter’s features now |

for the first time. “ What is
the matter 7 Has that fellow,
Everett, dared—"

“ Nothing, mother,”] inter-
rupted Evangeline, as she rose
from her seat. “1 felt some-
what faint, that is all. It is
over now—so come!” and tak-
ing her mother’s arm, she
moved forward, to join the
gay,  worldly throng, with
whom her heart was not.

Meantime, Everett gained
the door leading into the hall,
and just as he had passed
through he heard a quick, light
step behind him, felt a hand
lightly tap his shoulder, apd,
on turning round, found him-
self confronted by Harold Bo-
lingbroke. The features of the

his lips white and compressed,
and his eyes fiery. ,
“8ir!” he said, in a sup-
pressed voice of passion; “ my
name is Harold Bolingbroke !’
“Well, sir!”’ returned tihe

haughtily, “mine is Arthur
Everett!”

“ While passing near where
you and Miss Montrose were
sitting, a short time since, kac-
cidentally heard my name
mentioned, and listening fur-
ther, I heard my character
traduced, sir ! and by you, Mr.
Everett.”

“Doubtless!” replied Ar-
thur, coldly. “Listenersrarely
hear any good of themselves.”

“Sir! you are a villain 1”

“] have already said as
much of you.” '

“I demand satisfaction,
177 ¢
“You shall have 1t, sir!
when you please, where you
please, and how you please,”
retorted Everett; “and the
sooner the. better.”

“Then, sir!"” rejoined Har-
old, “let it be to-morrow—ten
o'clock—Granite  Hollow—

istols, and ten paces.”

« 1 shall be there, sir!” said
Arthur ; and the two parted—

sir

the one tgilleave, the other to -

join, the gay throng of fashion
and folly.

“ At the proper hour, the
guests were invited to par-
take of a grand supper, pre-
pared in the drawing room;

after which came wine, toasts,

latter were now deadly pale,

music damcing, cards, chess,

other, drawing himself up,
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back-gammeon, &ec., &c., until
the revel broke up.

That night Allan Montrose

and Harold Bolingbroke sat at
a table apart from the others,
playing cards and drinking
wing, from' which the former
arose; one thousand dollars
winner,

It was lis first fatal step
toward rwin and death !

C ——

CHAPTER IV.
THE DUEL AND _FLIGHT.

On quitting the gay assem-
blage described in the prece-
ding chapter, with feelings
that drove him almost to mad-
ness, Arthur Everett .shaped
his course directly towardsthe
village, previously mentioned
as standing on the banks of the
Ohlio, to the right of the man-
sion of Bellefont, and under the

“hill of which that elegant

structure formed the crowning
point. This village, which
we shall call Redmond, had
been the residence of Arthur
since a mere child—his father
having removed hither from
an eastern settlement, some
sixteen or eighteen years prior

1o the date of our story.
The father of Arthur, at that |

period, was a man of some

property, who had been bred

to mercantile transactions ; and

immediately on his arrival in

Redmond, he opened a store,

and, for a number of years
!

Hollowing, did a flourishing
business; but being & man of
éxcellent heart, he had been
prevailed upon to go security -
for a friend, to a large amount,
who, absconding, left him be-
holden, which, together with
one or two unfortunate specu-
lations, that he happened at
the time to be engaged in, re-
duced him at once {from afllu-
ence to poverty. The shock
proved too much for his phys-
1cal S{;stem, which was not in
good health, and he shortly af-
ter died, leaving a widow, and
Arthur—an only child—to
mourn the loss of a kind hus: -
band and parent. Mrs. Ever- -
ett did not long survive her
partner; and at the age of
eighteen, Arthur was thrown
upon the world a poor orphan,
During the period of the 18-
veretts’ affluence, Allan Mon-
trose and his lady had seen
proper to associate with them ;
and, in consequence thereof,
Arthur and Evangeline had
been thrown much together in
their childhood. As the former
told, the latter, they had been
schoolmates and playmates,
and had together, many a time,
rambled over the lovely hills
in the vicinity, They seemed
born and fitted for each other
~—their tastes and feelings
were in unison—and it was
only a natural consequence,
that two such beings, of ardent
temperaments, whose likings
were mutual then, should, as
they ripened in years, become
mutually attached, by a deep-
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er and holier tie. It is not
improbable, moreover, that
had the Kveretts continued
prosperous, this attachment of
Arthur and Evangeline would
have found encouragement
from the parents of both; but
Montrose and his lady, as we
have shown, were worldly
people; ‘and after the failure
of Everett, no idea perhaps
could have been advanced,
more Ppréposterous to them,
than that of uniting them-
selves, by the marriage of an
only daughter, to a family
whom they now passed by in
cold contempt. And farther-
more, as they themselves had,
at one bold stroke, broken off
assoctations of - years’ stand-
ing, they believed that their
daughter had done the same,
and therefore thought no more
upon the matter; but in this
they erred; for Evangeline
and Arthur still continued to
meet frequently,-though per-
~ haps less openly than before,
and grew stronger in their
love, as adversity ennobled
the one, and drew out the
sympathies of the other.

But there came a time of
painful separation for the lov-
ers; and this occurred some
three years before the date
of our story, when KEvange-
line had been sent abroad to
finish her education, from
which . we have previously
noticed her return. Prior to
her departure, Arthur had
put himself under the tuition
of an excellent lawyer in the

village, for whom he acted as
clerk, in order to defray his
expenses, and with whom he
had remained during the ab-

sence of Evangeline-—study-
ing diligently, night and day, -

that he might rise in his pro-
fession, and be worthy of the
being he loved. They had
corresponded somewhat regn-
larly during the time of sepa-
ration, they had opened their
young hearts fully to each
other, and hope had buoyed

no very distapt day they
would be united forever.' Oun
the return of Evangeline, they
had met, had experienced the
happiest hour of their lives,
and Arthur had then reluc-
tantly accepted the pressing
invitation of the lovely being
by his side, to be present at
the celebration of her eigh-
teenth Dbirth-day. ‘There it
was, among that heartless, daz-
zling throng, that the proud,
sensitive mind of Arthur Liv-
erett had felt more keenly the
stings of poverty than at any
previous moment of his life;

time had been made sensible
of the utter fallacy of his
hopes of gaining the hand of
Evangeline Montrose with the
consent of her worldly parents;
and there it was, 1n lonely
_meditation on the slight put
upon him by ber father him-
self, that he had first formed
the desperate resolution of
quitting  the country imme-

"diately and forever—the rea-

up the spirits of each, that at -

_looked up in surprise, and

‘there it was thdt he for the first " aid -
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sons for which, as we have
seen, he subsequently made
known to the heiress herself.

Such is a brief outline of
the past history of Arthur
Everett, and the relative po-
sition of himself and Evan-
geline to each other, at the
time of his departure from the
mansion, suffering from ruoin-
ed hopes, and smarting under
the slight-of Montrose, and the
insult-of Bolinghroke. With
a hurried step he passed
through the grounds of Belle-
font, and, paining the high-.
way, accelerated his speed, to
keep pace with his wild
thoughts, until he reached the
village of Redmond, or, rath-
er, u_ntil he reached a small
bm;dmg near its centre, from
which abright light was shin-
g into the dark street. Rap-
ping hastily on the door, and
scarcely waiting an anwer,
e opened i, and entered a
snall office, where a young
man, about his own age, was
sitting, with a book in his
hand, who, on bhis entrance,

“Why, Arthur, this you?
I thought you were at the
party on the hill.” -

“ Henry, T want your assis-
fance,” gasped Arthur, as,
pale and trembling, he stag-
vered to a seat. °

“Good Heaven !” cried the
other, starting to his feet;
“how pale you look, Arthur?
What is the matter ?—what

“Much, Henry—much!”
answered Arthur, struggling
to compose himself, while his
eyes glared wildly, and” his
breath came quick and short,
with a .choking sensation.
“The world has grown rich
and wise, Henry, and we are
fools! nay, worse than fools!
dupes of our own coneeit—
and poor besides; poor/
mmnd I say that! poverty's
slaves! a  thousand times
worse than idiots!” ‘

“ Why, Arthur, what mean

you? are you mad?’ eried
Henry, in'alarm.
- “I'know not—perhaps so—
my brain seems on fire: by
Heavens! Henry, I believe'l
am mad!” rejoined Arthur,
wildly. “Yet stay—be not
alarmed—I am growing calm-
er. Listen! I went to Belle-
font, as I told you I intended
to do when we parted. 1 was
then in high, good spirits—
now you see me here a miser-
able man !—and three hours
have ‘been sufficient for it
all.” .

“ But what has happened 7!

“Much! Evangeline Mon-
trose can never be mine. I
have been insulted—challeng-
ed—have accepted, and you
must be my second.”

“ Insulted and challenged 1’
repeated the other; *and by
whom 1”7 *

. “Avillain! Harold Boling-
broke.”

“Do you fight with pis.
tols?” . ‘

has happened 7

“ Ay 1 at ten paces'n
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“ Why, he is considered a
dead shot!”

“Well I”

~“Well, Arthur! Why, you

are but little better than a
dead man, if you fight wit
him !” . ‘

 All the same to me, Henry.
I care not for consequences.
[ will meet him, unless he
prove recreant; and if he es-
cape my aim—whﬁ, let him,
and I will pardon him all past
offences. Can I depend on
your assistance !—time, ten
o'clock  to-morrow — place,

Granite Hollow.”
"~ “You can”

“ Enyigh! I will arrange
all my affairs to-night, and if
I fall, so be it. If he fall, and
I escape, I must have the
means of quitting the country

- forthwith—therefore have a
fiery steed ready, to bear me
to J.——, where a boat will
leave at eleven for New Or-
leans.”

“ All shall be arranged as
you desire.” . .

“Thank you, Henry, my
friend !’ said Arthur, rising,

. and grasping the hand of the
other warmly. * Circumstan-
ces may place me in a ‘sitva-
tion to do you a favor in re-
turn; if so, count on me. And
now, adieu for the night; as
I have much to do before I
sleep.”

Seeking his own apartment,
Arthur sat down, and, after
several fruitless trials, at
length succeeded in inditing
an epistle to Evangeline Mon-

!

trose, which, having thrice
read, and sealed, he con-
cealed about his person, to
be given her, in case he
should be mortally wounded
and die upon the field. He
then wrote another, which
he superscribed to the lawyer
with whom he had been liv-
ing. He then proceeded to
place all his most valuable ar-
ticles in a trunk, which he la-
beled to the care of his friend,
Henry Vance. This done,
he betook himself to bed; but
his sleep, what little he ex-
perienced, was broken and
feverish, and full of strange
and startling dreams.

On the following day,about -

nine o'clock, Arthur, in com-
pany with his friend Henry,
quitted the village of Red-
mond, and straightway repair-

ed to Granite Hollow, to” en-

counter his-mortal foe, Harold
Bolingbroke.

The place of meeting was a
beautiful and retired spot, some
half a mile to the rear of the
park of Bellefont Retreat, and
on the estate owned by Mon-
trose. It was the bottom of a
basin, formed by surrounding
hills, one of which rose high
and precipitous, covered with
the granite rock, from which
the hollow derived its leading
title. It was a celebrated re-
sort for pic-nic parties, and
was in consequence known to
almost every person living in
the vicinity.

“ We are in advance of our
opponients, it seems, Arthur,”

“brand him as a coward.”

. ly executed, Arthur. Butsee!

~ among é)ther costly garments,
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—

said Henry, as the two friends

came upon the ground, and:

found themselves sole masters
of the field ; “and so we will
occupy our time in selecting
the spot best adapted to our
present . purpose, until .they
corr})e—-uunlesst,‘“ {le added mus-
ingly, « they fail us entirely.”

“ Fadl yechoed Arthﬂr,
with flashing eyes. “Umph!
let the villain dare to fail, and
I will publicly cowhide and

“He has ten minutes yeét
left him,” said Henry, look-
itg at his watch., ¢ Now
remember, Arthur,’ my in-
struction, and fire at the word
‘one’—or you are a dead man.
It is your only hope.”

“Are you sure,” inquired
Arthur, “that the horse is
stationed where I said, close to
the highway 77

“1 am sure, Arthur.”

“ Whether I fall or escape,
Henry, you will not ferget my
1nstructions ?” ‘

“They shallall be faithful-

they come 1”

_As Henry spoke, three in-
dividuals were seen descend-
ing the hill towards the east,
whom, as they came up, he
recognized as Harolg Boling-
broke, Frederie Story, {(his se-
cond,) and Dr. Bleedem, sur-
geon. Harold, on the pres-
ent, as well as on the occasion
of his introduction to the read-
er, was -scrupulously and
elegantly dressed; wearing,

a white, embroidered vest, fine
ruffled shirt, and white kid
gloves. His face was pale,
with compressed lips, around
which lurked—as he some-
-what  insolently surveyed,
ftom head to “foot, the person
of Arthur—a sneering, sinis-
ter smile. Arthur returned
his look, with one of cold,
haughty contempt.

“ Have you made your niu/l
yet, Mr. Everett, and spoken
for an undertaker 7’ inquired
Harold tauntingly, as the sec-.
onds moved aside to arrange
preliminaries. ‘

“Yes, I have made my mill,
and appointed myself execn-

tor,” replied Arthur quietly,

suppressing all show of pas-
sion. “ And if this arm, and
eye, and weaponfail me not,
you, Mr. Bolingbroke, shall be
my heir! As to the under-
taker, he will doubtless be sup-
plied by the party employing
the surgeon’”” ‘
Harold bit his lips, and was
about to make an angry retort,
when the secouds announced
that all was ready, and imme-
diately proceeded .to arrange
the principals-in their respec- -
tive placgg, ten paces apart.
“I am to give the. word,”
whispered Henry to Arthur,
as he handed bim his pistol ;
“and now remember to fire
at ‘one ;" and even should you
miss your antagonist, you will
be more likely to escape your-
self, by confusing’ him, and
drawing hig fire unawares.

Adieu, my friend, and God
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protect you ! and shaking him
warmly by the hand, Henry
retired.

There was now a moment
of silent and solemn suspense,
as the two mortal foes stood,
weapon in hand, eoldly eying
each other and waiting -the;
signal, which ‘would, perhaps,
send one or both to eternity. |-

“ Gentlemen, are  you
ready 7’ said the clear voice
of Henry Vance, breaking the
almost awful stillness.

“«Ready ! replied both Ar-
thur and Harold, at the same
time.

“Fire !—One—""

At the first word both pis-
tols were raised, and. the sec-
ond was drowned in the sharp
report of Arthur's, followed
instantly by that of Harold’s,

"who, as he fired, staggered
back and sunk to the earth,
with a groan. Arthur was
unharmed—though the ball
of his antagonist had passed
through This clothes, and
slightTy' grazed the skin over
one of his ribs—and, together
with the others, he sprung for-
ward to learn the extent of his
injury, : '

“« Py, sir!” said Dr. Bleed-
em, turning to our hero, after

a slight examination of, the

wound of the other. “Fly,

sir! if you wish to escape:

Harold  Bolingbroke’s last

great debt of nature will soon

be canceled.” . :
Arthur farried to learn no
more ; but grasping the hand

of Henry, he wrung it hard
and said, with emotion :
“ God bless you, my friend !
and if we never meet again,
let me assure you, while Ar-
thur Everett lives, yon will
never be forgotten. Lend a
hand to the wounded man, if
your services are needed ; and -
so farewell—farewell ! and
brushing a tear from lis eye,
he turned asides and darted
up the hill nearest to Belle-
font with great rapidity.
The direct course of Arthur
to the highway, where the
horse provided hy Henry stood
concealed, lay but a little to the
left of the splendid residence
of Evangeline Montrose ; and
as he came to the park wall,
a thousand old associations re-
vived in his breast, and he de-
termined on seeing her once
again, though it were but to
bid her a hasty favewell. As
he came opfiosite the mansion,
he accidentally discovered a
low place inthe wall surround-
ing the park, and rushing to,
he managed by great dexteri-
ty to scale it, though at the
imminent risk of getting a
serious fall. Gaining the park,
he darted forward up the slope,
amid a beautiful grove, di-
rectly toward the building
itself; and in a few moments,
pale and panting, he stood
upon the marble steps leading
up to the main entrance.
“Js Miss Ivangeline at
home 7 inquired he, hurried-
ly, of a negro menial who was

L

standing in the doorway.

1

, for you; and now be quick,
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“Ye~-ye-yesah, massa—she
at home—but—" . ‘

“Tell her Arthur Everett
wishes to speak with her im-
mediately.” '

“Ye-yesah, massa-—like to
‘blige ye massa—but-but de
fac’ is, ye see, Massa Mon-
trose say as how I musn'’t
neber not let you in here again
no more, sah!”’

“Did he?’ said Arthur,
with flashing eyes, and setting
his teeth hard. “ Then your
master is a knave! and if he
ever crosses my path, I will
tell him so. Here is a dollar

and carry my message, and I
promise I will never trouble
You nor your master again.”

The negro seized the money
wnh avidity, but seemed to
hesitate about the propriety of
complying with Arthur’s re-
quest, when, and just as the
latter was on the pointof giv-
Ing vent to his impatience in
words, our heroine herself,
pale and agitated, suddenly
stood before him.

“Ar-a-a—Mr. Everett,” she
said, “ [ overheard your ditec-
tions to the negro, that you
wished to speak with me.”

“ Evangeline,”  answered
Arthur, somewhat wildly,
“this is no time to stand on
ceremony !  You now behold
me, probably for the last time.”

“And —and—is i
2asped Evangeline, trembling
violently, and motioning the
negro to depart,

so " replied Arthur, in a trem-
ulous voice, with quivering
lips. “Fate.has now sealed
our final and immediate sep-
aration. I am a fugitive, fly-
ing from justice.”
““Gracious heavens! Ar-
thur, what mean you ?”
“Our  conversation last
night was overheard by. Bo-
lingbroke. As T left the sa-
loon, he followed, insulted, and
challenged me. We have .
fought, and the surgeon says
his \éouﬁd is mortal.”
~“Good Heaven!” gasped
Evangeline, clinging %0 Izhe'
doorway for support. '
“I have come to say fare-
well, Eiva, and repeat what I
told you last night, that our
roads through life are differ-
ent. I must tarry no longer.
One kiss, dearest Eva '~the
last favor I must ever ask of
the being I love” As he
spoke, Arthur timidly ap-
proached, and pressed his lips
to those of Evangeline. A
slight pressure was returned,
anfi_ Iz}‘lfamti4 voice said :
‘Fly, Arthur!—farewell 1
God bless——" and the speak-
er sunk senseless into the
young man’s arms.
There wasnot a moment to
be lost; and calling for aid,
Arthur consigned the lovely
form of Evangeline, the idol
of his heart, to the care of the
first menial who approached,
with the information that she
had suddenly fainted; and
then turning away, with what

“1t is so, dear Eva—it is

feelings we leave to the read-
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er's imagination, he flew down
the central path to the pos-
tern gate, gained the highway,
and; in less than ten minutes
from that time, was mounted,
and riding with terrible velo-
_ city towards the city of L——.

An hour from his parting
with Ilvangeline Montrose,
and Arthur Everett had quit-
ted the land of his adoption,
the scenes of his childhood,
and the home of his thoughts,
to behold them no more for
many long and wearying
years.

rr———

CHAPTER V.

THE RUINED MAN'S LAST HOPE.

In the preceding chapter,
we left two of our characters
in critical situations, Vnamel]%,
Harold Bolingbroke and
vangeline Montrose; and
though it is not our design, in
the present instance, to enter
into any detail concerning
them, yet a few passing re-
marks may not here be im-
proper. o

. Harold, by the orders of Dr.
Bleedem, was couveyed to
Bellefont, as being the nearest
residence to Granite Hollow,
where he was placed upon a
bed, in a state of insensibility.
The wound, upon close exam-
ination, was found to be not
absolutely mortal, yet so dan-
gerous that butlittle hope was
entertained hy the doctor of

had penetrated his right side,
was, after much difficulty, and
danger to the life of the patient,
extracted ; and from that time
the symptoms of the wounded
man became more and more
favorable; though for weeks,
he was confined closely to his

rious. Slowly, and by de-
grees, however, he recovered;
and at the expiration of some
gix weeks from the duel, he
was able to sit up and walk
across the apartment, wherein,
by the orders of Dr. Bleed-
em, he was still held a pris-

oner.
But Harold Bolingbroke

the worthy M. D., in that ele-,
pant mansion. Ou the depar-
ture of Everett, Evangeline
of Bellefont had been borne to
her own apartment, in a
swoening state—from which
she revived, only to pass into
a delirious fever—and for sev-
eral days her life was despair-
ed of; but, like Harold, she
gradually gained astate of con-
valescence, to the unbounded
delight of her parents, who,
as their only hope, had hung
over her night and day, in a
state bordering on distraction.

Some two months from the
foregoing events, Evangeline
had recovered so as to be
somewhat abroad ; and, at the
pressing instance of her pa-

society ; but the rose was no

his recovery. The ball, which

longer on her cheek, and the

bed, and his condition consid-
ered, at the best, very preeca-

. trose were much together, in

was not the only patient of
" quencés of which were soon

‘Bellefont, - From being a man

- swollen eyes, rose late in the

* time flushed and flurried-—at

rents, had mingled again in
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fresh, happy, buoyant look of
former days, had given place
to one of pale, sweet melan:
choly. This, however, as it
rather added to her beauty,
troubled her parents but little
—they believing it caused by
a foolish whim, which, in
time, would pass away, with-
‘out any serious result to the
idol of their hopes. ‘

. Bolingbroke continued a
guest al the manston, until! the
surgeon pronounced him out
of danger. During thelatter
part of his stay, he and Mon-

some private apartment, where
in fact most of their nights
were spent, in drinking wine
and playing cards, the conse-

apparent, in the changed man-
ners of the worthy host of -

of strict habits—who always
rose at a certain hour, was
ever punctual in his engage-
ments, and serupulously exaét
in the matter of dress—he
gradually began to show hab-
its of dissipation, had red,

morning, neglected his busi-
ness, and grew'slovenly in his
person,—appearing at one

alwlther, pale and abstracted.
This remarkable change in
one who might have been cor-
rectly termed a wan of system,
even to a bow or a tie of his

daughter, who viewed it with
feelings of alarm, and guessed
the-cause ; though all interro-
gations put to him on the sub-
Ject, received the most vague
and unsatisfactory replies.b

_After having recovered from
his wound, and taken up his
abode elsewhere. Bolingoroke,
by his continual visits, became
almost as constant a guest at
Bellefont as before; and, ere
long, it was rumored abroad,
that he was an accepted suitor
of Evangeline Montrose, and
was only waiting a favorable
opportunity to lead her to.the
altar. This latter, perhaps,
was true; but the former was
not, mostdecidedly ; for Evan-
geline could never endure his
presence; and when forced,
by the rules of good breeding
and the peremptory commands
of her father, to be near and
listen to the remarks of Har-
old, and reply to his interro-
gations, she ever displayed
such havghty reserve, as
would have chilled and dis-
heartened any one-less obdu-
rate, presumptuous, and deter-
mined than himself.

Thus, month upon month
passed away, a year rolled a
round, and still matters at
Bellefont apparently remained
much the samé as on the
opening of our story, with the
exception of some rumors a-
broad, that Montrose had be-
come a dissipated and altered

cravat, could not long escape
the' eyes of his wife and

man, and a few hints thrown
out by his enemies, that he
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was growing somewhat em-
barrassed in his pecuniary af-
fairs. '

We say matters at Bellefont
were apparently much the
same at the end of a year;
but in reality they were very

_different, as will be seen by

an interview which took place
ahout this time between Mon-
trose and his daughter.

Both were together by them-
selves, in the same apartment
where they were first intro-
duced to the reader. The
features of Montrose, on this
occasion, were pale and hag-
gard, and there was a wildness
1n his eye, and a certain ner-
vousness in his motions, as he
surveyed the sweet, melap-
choly countenance of Evan-
geline, who had repaired hith-

er by his orders, such as shei

had never seen before, and
which now excited hoth her
fears and her sympathy. For
some moments Montrose eyed
his daonghter without speak-
“ing, when she said, in a voice
of much tenderness:

“ Are you ill, dear father ?”

Montrose started, pressed
his hand to his temples, and
a painful expression swept

" over his features, ashe replieg :

“Tll, Eva! Iam more than
ill—I am wretched.”

- “Wretched, father 7" cried
his daughter, in alarm:

*“ Ay, wretched~—that’s the
word. By hedvens! I think
I shall go mad !” -

“You alarm me, father!
‘What has happened ?”

* Much, child, much!”
“Q, pray do not keep ‘me
in suspense !”

“Do you remember, Eva,

the conversation I had.with
you, in thisapartment, the day

preceding the one that made

you eighteen, - concerning
Harold Bolingbroke 77
“1 do, father.”
“] wish to renew it on the
present occasion.”
“Indeed! and where-
fore?” -
“To know your present
opinion regarding him.”
“It 1s quickly told, father.

Tt is nothing changed from

then-—at least, nothing for the
better.
my company—I fairly loathe
the sight of him.”

“ Has he everacted improp-
erly towards you ?”

“Never!”

“Then wherefore this utter
repugnance !’

“ Because I believe him an
unprincipled  villain, and
wholly unworthy the coun-
tenance of any honest wo-
man.”

“Well, I suppose you can
give your reasons for so think-
mg,”’ rejeined Montrose, cold-
1y; “and I should like to hear
them.””

“ Reasons, father! Wthy,
in the first place, is he not a
gambler ?”’ :

“Well, well,” said the oth-
er, hastily, “ perhaps he—he
does play sometimes—but—"

“ But what, father ¥’ cried
Evangeline, in angry surprise,

1 can not bear him in
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interrupting him.  “Is not

. that enough ?”

Montrose crimsoned to the
eyes, then suddenly became

“very pale, and his whole frame

quivered, as he replied :
“Why you-—you Kknow,
Eva, its a very common thing
for young men to play some-
times.”
“ Aud does the general evil

make the individual case any.

less a fault? inquired the
other, fastening her eyes ear-
nestly upon her father. “ Does

the crime of a community

make each actor less a crimi-
nal 7’

“ Perhaps not, Iiva ; but its
natural, you knowafor one to
imitate another.”

“In doing wrong, I will ad-
mit. Butthere iz a difference
between the man who plays
occasionally, and the one who
follows it for a living. Harold
Bolingbroke is a gambler of
the latter class ; and I wonder
that you, father, will demean
vourself, by associating with
him, and having him about
your premises.”’

" “But how do you know he
is a {wofcssional gambler 17
“1 have proof sufficient—

have not you, father?”’
Montrose seemed much con-
" fused, but did not reply.

“Besides,” continued E-
vangeline, ‘ he is a rake, and
has seduced——"

“0, yes, I have heard,”
said  Montrose, interrupting
her, “I have heard some

tramped up story about some
country rustic.” :

“ Well, father 7"

« Well, fiddle-sticks!  Yon
—you make me angry, ehild.”

4 Because I have given my *
reasons for detesting Harold
Bohingbroke 17 *-

“ Because—nonsense | But’
to the point.  Like him or ilis-
like' him, therc are reasons
why you must wed him.”

“ Wed him, father

“Ay, wed him—that's the
word.” v .

* Never!” cried Evange-
line, with vehemence.

“But you must, ¥iva~—-you
must.”
 “Never, I say! I have so
sworn, and I will not break:
my oath. And can you, father, §
so far forget yourself, as to tell
me I must wed the man I des:
piseand hold in horror! No!
n<:,! you do not, can not mean
it!” SR
“But there are circumstan
ces, Fva” .

“ Circumstances, say you?!
and what circumstances can
induce a father to ask his only
child to sacrifice her hapm
ness 7"’

“ Ruin and dishonor!”

“ What mean you ?”

“Iam abeggarnow, Eval”

“A beggar?” gasped the
other. : .

“ Ay, ‘beggar !—that’s the
word. The secret must out,
and you must hear it. Hark
ye! I have gambled, and

lost  all—everything—every
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farthing. My estate, per-

sonal property and money,

areall gone, and in the hands
of Harold Bolingbroke.”

“ Gracious Heaven!” gasp-
ed Kvangeline, clinging to the
. table, near which she was
- sitting, for support.

© “There 13 only one way

that I can be saved from utter
ruin,” continued Montrose.

“ And that 77 said the other,
quickly. ;

“ And that is by your mar-
rying Bolingbroke ; in which
case the main portion of my
property will be restored to
me.”

*And did he dare propose
such insulting terms 7’

" “He proposed the terms, it
is true; but I can see no- in-
sult in them.”

“Alas! alas! woe is me!”
cried. Evangeline, wringing
her hands in agony.

“ And will you not comply,
Eva, and save me from ruin
and disgrace

“Comply —marry the man
1 now detest more than ever?
Never ! father—never!”

“ But consider, child, my
,gray hairs, your mother, the
disgrace of usall, and what the
world will say toour poverty 1”

“ You should have consid-’

ered all this, father, and shun-
ned the viper ere he stung you!
but no consideratious on earth
could induce me to unite my-
self with the villain Boling-
broke. . I will work for you-—
slave for you—do anything
you may ask—but wed Bo-

lingbreke I never will, so help
me Heaven!

“ And that is the only thing
that can save me,” ‘groaned
Montrose, while large drops of
perspiration, started forth by
mental agony, stood on his
troubled countenance. “ This
is unkind of you, Eva, and
unjust; that you, for a silly
school-girl whim, should force:
your parents—who’ have la-
bored hard and watched over
you carefully-——to utter ruin
and unhappiness.” -

“ With your views of the
world, father, with your ideas
of society, it may perhaps
seem as you say, unjust; but
sooner would I put a dagger

to thisalready wretched heart, -
than comply with the terms

proposed.”

“ Well, then, let the conse-
quences follow—I shall say no
more. Go, child—leave me
—_(F() !”

“ Nay, but father ”

. “No more, Eva, no more!

Go!”

. Evangeline arose, her eyes-

swimming in tears, and si-
lently obeyed. As she de-
parted, Harold Bolingbroke
entered the apartment by an-
other door.

“You have heard!” said

Montrose, turning toward him

a pale, troubled countenance.
“1 have!” answered the
other, compressing his lips,
and frowning darkly: * She
rejects me!”
“ Pereviptorily.”

~“The opportunity for her-
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1o do so again will never oc-
cur. Had she accepted the

- proposition, I would have a-

bided by my offer. Now she
shall know what it is to be
poor!” and a grim smile play-
ed darkly over his features.

“But remember, Boling-
broke, I am a ruined man. I
did my best—the fault was
not mine—1I trust you will not
be severe upon me.”

“ Montrose,” answered the
other, coldly, “we played
high, and T won. Had I lost,
you would have exacted all. I
have already acted more gene-

rously by offering yott one-half |

of what you once possessed,
for your daughter’s hand ; and
she, your daughter, has reject-
ed the offer ; should I 'be more
liberalthan your own flesh and
blood 7

“ But consider

“1 have,” interrupted the
other, * considered every-
thing. By fair winnings, I
now hold in my possession
your money, and the title
deeds to your estate ; besides
notes, over and above what
youare worth, according to
Your own statement, to the
amount of ten thousand dol-
lars, by which I can arrest
and throw you into prison, at
any momont.”

Maontrose groaned..

“Now mark me!” continued
_Haro}d : “I want no difficulty
In this matter ; and if you will
Vvacate the premises peaceably,
with your family, within a
month, I will destroy all these

¥

obligations, and present you
with a thousand dollars. Con-
test my right here, and I wi]l
put you to the extremity of
the law 1”

“But how, sir, if I prove
they have been obtained ille-
gally 77 1

“'T'hat you ean not do,” re-
plied Harold, with a smile of
peculiar meaning: “You
have no proof that they were
won by cards; and I have ta-
ken care, good sir, to have
them all drawn up in a proper
form.” '

Again Montrose groaned.

“ Do youaccept my offer 2’
continued Harold impatiently.

“ And—and—is that the
best you will propose?”

“1 Eledge you my word,
sir, to be brief,” answered the
other, “that that is not only
the dest, but the only offer 1
will ever make you!”

“ Oh, God !’ groaned Mon-
trose, covering his face with
his hands, and trembling vio-

Jently, “that it should ever

come to this! Well, well,”
he added, after the pause of
perhaps a minute, “I—I sup-
pose I must submit to it.”
*Am I to consider your an-
swer in the affirmative 7" ask-
ed the other coolly. :
“Why, [ suppose youmust.”
“'Tis well!” rejoined Bo-
lingbroke ; and he immediate-
Iy quitted the apartment, leav-
ing the ruined man of the
world to his own bitter reflec-
tions. '

‘Within a month from the
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foregoing conversation, Allan
‘Montrose and his family, to
the surprise of every one who
knew nothing of the cause,
departed from the splendid
mansion and grounds of Belle-
font—homeless and friendless,
with what feelings we shall
not pretend to say—to seck
the means of existence, by
buffeting with a cold, calcu-
lating, selfish world.

Immediately on their de-
parture, Harcld Bolingbroke
took possession as proprietor ;
and for months afterward, the
walls of the mansion rung
with the soundsof revelry and
dissipation.

st

CHAPTER V.

THE LAST HOUR OF THE RUINED
AND REPENTANT MAN OF THE
WORLD.

“Time ts not of Years.”

It was a cold, autumnal
night, some three years from
the date of our story, and the
wind and rain were rushing
fiercely against an old, low,
dingy structure, that stood in
one of the dark, narrow and
filthy streets of [i——-. From
a miserable window, of this
mean habitation, shone forth
a faint fight, on the night in
question, which stood on a
plain deal table, in a scantily
furnished apartment. wherein,
on a low pallet, a man, past
the meridian of life, lay dying.

i
s

Around the bed of the suffer-

er stood three individuals—

two of whom, a wife and

daughter, were weeping bitter

ly ; while the third,-an atten

dant physician, was gazing up-

on the invalid, with a look of

sorrow. The carrioge and man

ner of the females, even in
their grief, denoted people of
high breeding ; and there was
that in their dress, which,
though but little -superior to
the general appearance of the
habitation itself, bespoke them
persons who bhad seen better
days. The features of the
eldest of the two were sharp,
thin, and apparently wasted
by grief, anxiety and some in-
ward disease ; but those of the
younger, although evidently
more pale and thin than their
wont, were still exceedingly
beautiful. The face of the
sick man had been so chang-
ed, by bodily ailment and
mental suffering, that but lit-
tle of its original expression
could Le seen’ there K now
His cheek bones were almost
visible through a sallow skin,

the cheeks themselves very

hollow, the skin feverish and
wrinkled, and the eyes sunken
and death-like.

And this poor human being,
only three years before, was
the opulent, fashionable, aris-
toeratic and worldly Allan
Montrose ; and those two fe-
males, his wife and daughter!
How changed ! how changed!
Verily it 1s said, *“Time is

not of years.” .

- was wrong in asking you to
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For a few minutes the. si-
lence was unbroken, save by
the sobbings of Mrs. Mon-
trose and [vangeline, while
the breath of the dying man
came quick and short, and ev-
idently with an effort,

*“Eva,” he said, at length,
feebly turning his fading eyes

upon his daughter : « Eva, did-

I dream it, or was there some-
thing said, not long since,
about Havold Bolingbroke 7

“Nay, father,” answered
Evangeline, tenderly, *“men-
tion him not!”

“Yet tell me, my daughter,
and truly ; was there not some-
thing said of him of late?” .

*Some week or ten days
ago, dear fathet, I read an ac-
countin-the paper of his ar-
rest, for a very extensive for-
gery on a wealthy citizen of
this city; and subsequently,
it was stated, that several otl);-
ers, which have happened du-
ring the last five years, have
been traced to him.”

“Ah!1 see, Eva—I see I

marry such a villain. Oh, God !
what a wretch 1 have been ! to
squander all my property, and
leave you two—my wife and
dz;ughtex_*——without money and
frlends_, in a heartless world!
—but it is too late to repent
now-—at least, to retrieve the
error."”

“Ah! dearest father,” said
Evangeline,. affectionately, ta-
king him by the hand, “do

who watched over usin our
prosperity, will take care of us’
in ouradversity ; ahd the lésson
we shall learn, of the, fallibility
of wealth, will suffice to draw -
our minds from things of earth,
and teach us to prepare and
look ‘for happiness only be-
yond the grave.”

“True, my daughter, true!
—the only real happiness
must be there. . Since I have
been upon this bed of death, I
have seen the érror of my for-
mer days, and felt it most
keenly. I once thought, that
the man who possessed the
most wealth, enjoyed the most
happiness; but it is not so.
‘The nearest approach to hap-
piness, on earth, springs from
a gulleless conscience, and g
knowledge that we have im-
proved, and still continue to
1mprove, our talents in doing
good—so that we may be able
to say, let us be called at any
moment, we have not lived in
vain. I do not care to live
my life over again, to go
through once more the ills
and vexations of earth—but
were I to do so, with the
knowledge I now possess, I
should live a very different
one. I am dying, I know-L]
am failing fast—and in a short
ftme, at the longest, shall be
in the boundless eternity, in
the presence of my God ; yet
with the exception that I feel
for the distress of you, my
wife and daughter, I can say,

not let these things trouble
You now! The same Being

this is the happiest moment of
my existence.
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“Once my whole theme,
my whole ambition, was earth-
ly gain; I set my heart, my
soul, upon it; I won.and I
lost ; and in losing, methinks I
won ; for it proved the means
of opening .my eyes to the true
state of things, as they should
exist, and led me to a prepa-

‘ration whereby I can meet
death calmly and with pleas-
ure. Weep not, Clara, my

wife l—bear up nobly, what |

few days still remain to you!”
" ~—for 1 see upon your pale,
haggard features, the mark
of the inward destroyer.
Your days are already num-
bered. You have been my
partner,in weal and in woe, for
many years ; and now, I trust,
you will soon be my partner
m a better land—for yol can
no louger enjoy pleasure here
—where tears, pain, and part-
ing will be no more.”

“J trust it may be so,” an-
swered Mrs. Montrose, in a
weak, tremulous voice, witha
fresh burst of grief.

“ Weep not, va!” contin-
ued the dying man; * bear up
the best you can, my child -
you, who have always been
good—and I trust, as you say,
that He, who has watched
over and protected you thus
far, will still continue His pro-
tection, and terminate your ex-
istence as happily as you de-
serve. You will doubtless
outlive beth your parents, and
become a poor, friendless or-
phan; but with your own

views of what is right, and

the painfal experience you
have now had, it will perhaps
be needless for me to caution

you against temptation, - Had
I heeded your counsels once,

I should now, probably, have

hadl the power of placing you -

above want; but | erred, and
I now crave your forgiveness.”

“Qh, you have i, dearest
father, a thousand times over!”’
cried Evangeline, with emo-
tion.

“ Thank you, my child—
thank you, Eva! I shall now
die more happy still. Should
you ever feel disposed to mar-
ry, my child, seek a man of
virtue and intellect, but not
one of wealth; for the first
two will endure ; but the last,
as in my own case, may, in an
unlucky moment, forever pass
away.”

«1 shall never marry, fath-
er.” :

“ Nay, my child, make no
rash promises. If you could
find a suitable partner, it
wounld be far better for you,
than to buffet -against the
world alone, There was, Eva,
one that you loved, I know-—
and one who, I am satisfied
loved you in. return—whe
might have made you happy.
had not my selfish ambitior.
driven him to other climes.
He may return, though it i3
not probable ; but should you
ever behold him again, say tc
him, that on my death-bed I

bitter]y repented of the wrong -

1 did him, and that he must for-
give the dead, what the repen-
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tant living had not the power
to ask of him. He, I am sure,
will grant your request; for
he wasa high-spirited, noble-
hearted youth.”

“ Should I ever behold him
again, dearest father, I will
joyfully repeat all that you
{lave said ; and I know that he
will be ready to forgive and
forget,” replied kivangeline,
earnestly, with tearful eyes.

“ Well, my say is said-—my
task is over—and if in pover-
ty, I am at least dying in
peace. I forgive all my ene-
mies, even Harold Boling-
broke, who has wronged me
the most. God bless youn, my
friends ! and prepare you to
follow me in His own proper
time. Farewell, Clara—fare-
well, Evangeline—farewell !
but not forever.”

As he spoke, the dying man
turned upon his back, folded
his hands upon his breast, cast
his eyes upward devoutly, a
shudder passed over his worn-

out frame, and the spirit of

‘Allan  Montrose had joined
the spirits of his fathers.

And over this sad scene,
we must now draw the vail of
years.

CHAPTER VIL
THE MEETING AND FINALE. -
On a bright spring morn-

ing, some ten years from the
date of our story, a plainly
o

dressed stranger, who had but
a short time previous landed
from a passing boat, was seen
leisurely traversing the main
street of Redmond. His cos-
tume, somewhat different from
that worn by the citizens, and
his general appearance, drew
many eyes upon him; and
many a one as he passed, paus-
ed and gazed after him, with a
look of idle curiosity. His
countenance was handsome,
manly and striking; and his
dark, bronzed complexion, his
black, heavy mustaches, long
hair, and large Panama hat,
denoted ome recently from
some tropical clime.

The stranger, as he saun-
tered along. the street, gazed
curiously about him, and his
dark eyes shot penetrating
glances at all he met ; bus still
he continued his course, with-
out making a remark, or ask- -
ing a question, until he had -
gained the extreme suburbs
of the village, lying under the
hill still known as Bellefont,
when he paused, and gazing
in silence, for a few minutes,
at the splendid mansion on its
brow, he turned and addressed
himself to an old citizen, who
chanced at the moment to be
passing :

“ Your pleasant little village
here, friend, loses nothing in
beauty, I perceive, by that ele-
gant structure yonder over-
looking it.” '

“ Why, yes,” replied the
other, an old, gray-headed
sexton of the village, “it does
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add somewhat to the good
looks o’ our town here, since
young Harry Vance’s become
proprietor on’t.”

“Ha! Harry Vance, did
you say?’ exclaimed the
stranger, with a start. * Hen-
ry Vance of Redmond "

“Ah! then you know him,
el 7’ queried the old man,
locking his hands on his back,
and peering curiously info the
stranger's face. -

*T have heard of him,” re-
turned the stranger. “1n fact,
he is an old acquaintance of

one of my most intimate

friends.”

“ (O l—ahal—yes. Yes, you
see, Mr. ; 1 beg pardon,
sir, but I forget your name!”

“ Call me Benton,” observ-
ed the stranger.

“ Ah! yes, and a very good
name it be too.. Yes, you see,
Mr. Benton, young Harry’s
now proprietor on’t—and a
right smart, clever young man
" he is to be sure.”

“1—I suppose, of course—
he—he—is then married!”
said Benton, inquiringly, in a

. voice that trembled, in spite of |

the speaker’s efforts to the con-
trary.

“0, in course, sir! He
have been married five year
or so.” :

“ And—and does his father-
in-law live with him 7" ‘

«“.(), no, sir! Mr. Vincent's
been dead this three year.”

“ Mr. Vincent!” exclaimed
the other, in surprise.

~ “Yes, sir! you axed about

him, didn’t you 7—young Har-
ry’s father-in-law 1

“ His father-in-law, certain-
ly—but—but of course I sup-
posed that personage to be Mr.
Montrose.”

“ Montrose !” ¢ried the sex-
ton, astonished In his turn:

“ Montrose! Why, Lord bless

-you, Mr. Benton'! you don't

know muech o affuirs round
here abouts, not to know that
Allan Montrose ha’ been dead
and buried this eight year
come fall.””

¢ Dead and buried ! echoed
the stranger, with a start.

“Yes, sir! dead and gone,
and his wife too: she follow-
ed him about six monthsarter-
ward, with consumption.”

“ His wife too!—and-—and
—good heavens, sir!” cried
the other, greatly agitated,
“this news astonishes me !

“Ah! then you knew him,

eh?  Well, poor man, he'd’

trouble enough, arter his
ruin ; and its thought he died
with a broken heart—though
he stood it along for three
year.”

“ Ruin!” almost shricked
the stranger, in his excitement
grasping the arm of the sexton
somewhat fiercely: “ Ruin!
say you?”

“There, there, Mr. Benton,
if you please, don’t squeeze

utte so. hard; you see my
imbs 1s old now; but there
70as a time ” :

“] beg pardon, sir!” inter-
rupted Benton, hastily; “I
was not aware of what I was
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doing ; but you were speaking-

of Montrose’s ruin!”. .

“(), yes, so I was. Why,
Lord bless ye, sir! you must
ha’ been away a long time,
not to hear o’ that—that is if
you ever knew much abeut
him. which I 'spect you did,
from your flurried manner.
Mavbe he owed you some’at,
eh?  Well, well, everybody's
got to lose something in this
world.  Well, you see, Mr.
Benton the story’s, naturally
long, to tell the whole on’t—
but I'll make it short’s I can,
cause I'm in a little of a hur-
ry. You see there was once
a fine, noble, likely young lad,
as was raised in this village,
called Everett, who got in
love with Montrose’s darter,
Livangeline, called Eva for
sliort.  Well, Eiva was a nice,
smart @al, and she loved Ev-
erett; but the old man himself
didn’t care to further the
match, cause Fiverett was poor,
(though his father was once
well off to do, but failed,) and
he was rich.  Well, the night
o Eva's eighteenth birthday,
they had a big party, and Ev-
erett went to it
he got into a quarrel about
BEva, with a villainous feller,
called Bolinghroke, and a duel
followed, and Everett shot
him dangerously, and fled the
country, and has never been

‘heard ‘on since, and probably

never will be, poor feller. Well,
this Bolingbroke was taken to
Montrose’s house, and arter a-

§ long spell o' sickness, got well

While there, -

again, and got to gambling
with Montrose, and I ’spect
cheated him, until he’d won
all his property, and got his
deeds and everything in his
hands. Then he offered him
back part, if Eva’d marry him;
but bless her houest soul, she
wouldn’t do it; and so the
whole family had to leave;
and it’s ’spected they suffered
terribly arterwards, afore they
died.” : ’

“ Are—are—all three dead,
then?” gasped Benton, turn-
ing deadly pale.

_ “Why, no! Eva’s yet liv-
ing in L , and teaches
music, poor creeter !”

“Js~is she married 7" -

“No, she’s single yet-—
though she’s had ever so many
good offers, folks say-—and
what’s more, they say she
says as how she won’t never
marry ; and between you and
me, I'spect the reason 1s "cause
she still loves Everett—
though everybody thinks he’s
dead, poor feller I :

“ God bless her!” ejacnla-
ted the stranger, with a long
drawn sigh, as of relief. * But
you were speaking of Boling-
broke.” e

“Q, yes. Well, he mov-
ed into the house yonder,
and for & great while there
was gleat doings up there,
He gin parties, and balls, and
feasts, and I don’t know what
all, until he'd run through
with a big share o’ the prop-
erty ; and then to keep him-
self up, he went at some o’ his
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old tricks o' forgery—got de-
tected—got- arrested and put
in prison. Then he had his
trial, and there was greaf ex-
citement at it, I tell you—
everybody went to it—and he
was at last proved guilty o’
what he was. charged with;
and five or six more o’ such
offences, that had happened
in the South, was traced to
him, and he was sentenced to
twenty years’ imprisonment.
Then all his property was
sold to auction, by law; and
Harry’s father—who'd just
made a great speculation, and
had the money—bought 1t,
arrd gin it to his son arterward-
as a wedding present. But
the old man’s dead now, and 1
hear Harry wants to sell out—
though 1'm sorry for’t, 'cause
he’s such a clever young man.
But that’s the story, Mr. Ben-
ton.” :

“Thank you!” returned
the stranger, slipping a dol-
lar into the old man’s hand.

“Lord bless you, young

an interval of five or six hours,
at the end of which time we
again find him rapidly travers-
ing one of the streets of the
goodly city of L , Afew
minutes walk brings him to
the.door of a house, of genteel
appearance, at which he
pauses, ascends the steps, and
raps with the knocker on the
door,

“Does Miss Montrose re-
side here 7" was his query of
the person answering his sum-
mons. '

“Is she within?”

The answer was again in
the affirmative, and Benton
was forthwith shown into a
very meat parlor, where he
was presently joined by the
object of his inquiry.

The features of Evangeline
were still very beautiful,
though years had added to
them a more mature and wo-
manly expression, than when
we saw her last. - There were
some fraces, too, of previous

sir!” exclaimed the other, with
sparkling eyes, as he gazed
fondly upon the coin: “I—
TI'm very poor, sir—or ”
“Tt is all right,” interrupt-
ed Benton: “I have only paid
you for your time. Goodday,
sir!” and turning away as he
spoke, amid a hearty i God
bless you !”” from the old man,
he took the direct course to
. Bellefont. i
_ Leaving the stranger to pur-
sue his way for the present,

care, and grief, and suffering,
which had been rather mellow-
ed down by tin‘le, into a look of
sweet, quiet melancholy. Her
dress was neat, but plain, and
she appeared before the stran-
ger with all the ease of one
who had been bred in good
society. f

As she entered, the stranger
rose and bowed, and then said,
apparently with some hesita-
tion ;

unmolested, we shall pass over

dressing Miss Montrose 7"

i

“She does,” was the reply. £

“Have 1 fhe honor of ad-,

- decfidedéy.betrayed her feel-.
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“That is miy name,” replied
Evangeline, modestly, as she
took a seat a few feet distant
from the other.

The stranger resumed his
own seat, and appeared greatly
embarrassed for some mo-
ments. At length he said, but
apparently with an effors:

“ [ will introduce myself, as
a Mr. Benton. 1 have called
upon you, at the request of a
friend of yours—one who
knew you well, I believe, in
by-gone days.”

“Ah! indeed, sir,” said E- |

vangeline, slightly coloring.
“ Will you favor me with his
name 7"’ o

“ With pleasure. It is Ar-
thur Everett.”

At the sudden mention of
this well loved appellation, E-
vangeline started, all color for-
sook her face, and placing her -
hands to her throat, she seem-
ed struggling to catch her
breath. The next moment
there was a strong reaction,
the blood rushed swiftly up-
ward, crimsoning the ‘meck
and face, and with a marked
effort at composure, she faint-
ly articulated :

“Does—does he still live 7’

“He lives and is well.”

“ Almighty God, Father of
the orphan, I thank thee!”
cried Evangeline, clasping
her hands, and looking up-
ward, with a devout expres-
sion on her now radiant coun-
tenance. Then, as the thought
occurred to her of having so

ings to 4 total stranger, she
became exceedingly confused
and embarrassed, but atlength
resumed : '
“ Excuse me, Mr. Benton ;
but the individual you have
‘mentioned, Mr. Everett, wasa
very particular friend of mine,
who was forced to quit the
country, some ten years ago,
on account of a quarrel with
a villain, and of whom I have
never had the least tidings
until’ now ; and of course it
affected me somewhat, as [
have long mourned him, as
dead. But you—you say he
is alive—and—and well ?”’
“As I am,” replied the
other,
“ And—and—where is he
now ?H .
“Here!” cried the other,
with a burst of emotion, un-
able to restrain his feelings
longer, springing forward, and
clasping her hands in his
“Here, Eval—my own dear-
est Kiva!-—here—at your feet
—do you not know me |”!
For a moment, Evangeline
gazed upon him with a wild,
bewildered look; then mur-
muring “ Arthur,” she sunk
senseless into his arms.
Such was the meeting of
the lovers,. after a separation
of ten long, eventful years.
In a few minutes Kvange-
line recovered from her swoon ;
and then two bright hours
rolled happily by, in the inter-
change of a thousand thoughts.
Questions were asked and an-

\

swered, on both sides, with
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almost breathless rapidity ;
and many things were detail-
ed, needless for us to mention.
“And now,” said Arthur,
in continuation of something
that had gone before: “ And
now, dearest Iiva, let me claim
ou as mine for aye. We
%ave both had our days of
stormy adversity—we bave
both ‘seen our parents sink
from affluence to poverty—we
have both seen them die, and
ourselves thrown upon the
world, poor, almost friendless
orphans,—but we have borne
up under all our affliction, and
havestruggled forward, L trust,
to a brighter day—TIet us think
so at least—to a time when
the sunshine of holl)e and hap-
piness will be clouded no
more, but brightly and cheer-
fully shine upon our path, for
the rest of our journey, even
to tho dark gates of death_it-
self. I have accumulated, in
my absence to the West In-
dies, a small amount at least,
which, if carefully husband-
ed, with what I may be able
" to add to it from time to time,
will enable us to be above
the stings of poverty and
want.” .
“1 ask nothing more,” re-
. turned - Evangeline, sweetly,
"~ with an enchanting smile:
“for riches I do not crave.
O! I will add what I have
saved to yours, Arthur, and
we will purchase some beauti-
ful little cot in the country—
surround it with shady trees,

and creeping vines, and lovely
fragrant flowers—and there,
away from the turmoil and

bustle of the eity, and from

fashionable life, we will live
so ha "

LU Bliggs you, my own, dear-
est Eval” cried Arthur, in a
transport of delight, as he
caught her to his breast, and

ressed kiss after kiss upon
Eer sweet lips.  ““ Bless you,
dearest EEva! you are in your-
self a-fortune, and all I seek.”

Again we draw the vail. -

A week from the return of
Arthur Everett saw him and
Evangeline Montrose united
forever. 'The ceremony was
performed before a small as-
semblage, in the early part of
the evening, in the same house
and apartment where the lov-
ers had met after their long
separation.  Scarcely were
the two pronounced man and
wife, and before the congrat-
ulations of those there assem-
bled were over, when a splen-
did carriage, with four white,
beautiful horses—-followed by
a Jong train of other carriages,
crowded with the intellect,
beauty and fashion of L—,
and led by Henry Vance and

his lady—paused at the door,

to the no small surprise of
Evangeline and the rest of
the company.

“It is our wedding party,
Eva,” said Arthur, with a
smile, to his astonished wife.
“Friends, will you join us?

_once more. beautiful home!”
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There are seats for al.; and
we are going upot. a short,
but 1 trust pleasant, ride.” -

In a few minutes, the com-
pany found themselves seat-
ed in the vehicles—Arthur,
his blushing bride, and their
attendants, occupying the
one in front, drawn by the four
white horses—and then off*
volled the carriages, at a mer-
ry pace, in the direction of
Bellefont, turned in at the
gates, ascended the avenues,
and paused before the splen-
did mansion, amid a dazzle of
lights, and a strain of soft,
sweet musie, from unseen mu-
sicians.

“Welcome, ,Fiva, to your

cried Arthur, as he assisted
his lovely bride to alight from
the carriage.

“What means this, dear
Arthur?”’ inquired Evange-
line, in blushing and trem-
bling confusion.

“It means, dearest Fva,
that you are now mistress of
Bellefont,” returned Arthur,
gayly, pressing her soft hand
in his. “It means, that in
a far off clime, I gained a
fortune, and have, since my
return, purchased this place

of my friend, Henry Vance,

-

for your future abode, with
whom I arranged matters to
give you a joyful surprise. It
means, {00, dearest Kva, that
I have deceived you. I told
you the truth, Kva, when I
said I had saved a small
amount—but not the whole
truth. I am rich, Eva—rich
beyond your ecalculations, in
worldly goods—rich in hap
piness, in calling you mine,
and restoring you, afier years
of adversity and trouble, to
your rightful possessions, and
to the heart that has been, and
ever will be, yours. Yet, in
the excess of our joy, dearest
Eva, let us be ever’ prudent,
and not forget the hard lesson
we have both experienced, or
THE UNCERTAINTY OF WEALTH
—nor the trials by which, with
you and me, A FORTUNE HAS
BEEN LOST AND WON.

As Arthur spoke; he caught
his now speechless and joyful
wife to his heart, while the
welkin rung with a hearty:
cheer, for the return of the
wanderer, and the restoration
of Evangeline of Bellefont.
~ Thatmight thére was music,
and laughter, and joy, within
the splendid and erowded
apartments of that elegant
mansion. ' :

L
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CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE.

CHAPTER I

WALDE-WARREN.

- Far up towérds the head-
waters of -one of the tributa-
ries of the Camberland river,
and not many leagues distant
from that portion of the Cum-
berland mountains which di-
vide the state of Tennessee,
theré 1s a wild, beautiful, ro-
mantic valley. This valley
is about three miles in extent,
ovalin shape, with the breadth
of a mile and a half in the
centre, closing up at either
end by the peculiar curve of
the hills which environ it, and
leaving just sufficient space
for the passage of the stream
alluded to, and a traveled
road which winds along its
banks aud slightly cuts the
southern base of the project-

* Entered acoording to Act of Congress, in
the yoar 1862, by T. B. PETERSON, in the
Offico of the Clork of the Distriot Court of
the United States, In ond for the Eastern Dis-
Wiot of Penusylvania,

ing eminences. About central
way of this valley, is a quiet,
picturesque village, of neat
white houses, overlooked by
the moantains, and as rural
and sequestered as one could
wish to find. This village oc-
cupies both sides of the
stream, which is spanned by
an arched wooden bridge, be-
neath which the waters
sparkle, foam and roar, as
they dash over a rocky bed.
and dart away with the frolic-
someness of youth, In fact
the stream itself may not in-
appropriately be likened to a
youth just freed from the
trammels and helplessness
of infancy, when budding
strength begins to give buoy-
ancy,independence, ambition,
and love of wild adventure;
for, nurtured among the
mountains, and fed to a good
estate, it has burst from the
control of parental nature, and
now comes hopping, skipping
and dancing along, with cgild- ‘
(67)

L
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1ish playfulness——occasionally
sobered for a moment as 1t
glides past some steep over-
hanging cliff, like a youth full
of timid curiosity on entering
a place of deep shadow-——but
in the main, wild, merry and
sportive—laughing in the sun-
s[line—u-rollicking, gamboling,
purling and roaring—now
playing hide and seek among
the bushes, and now rushing
away, with might and main,
to explore the world that lays
before it, unconscious that
aught of difficulty may lie in
its path. , ‘

T'he village in question con-
sists of some thirty or forty
buildings, the wmajority of
which are private dwellings.
That white structure which
stands a little back, on rising
ground, near the base of the
northern hills, crowned with a
neat, modest cupola, and which
seems to overlook the place
with a kind of calm, parental
affection, is the village church;
and that pretty little butlding
near it, with a lawn and some
shade tfrees in front, is the
village school-house. On the
right of this again, you see
the pastor's cottage, with its
trellissed windows, its flow-
ery, vine-creeping, shrubbery
yard, enclosed by white pal-
mgs, and its beautiful garden
in the rear—all looking so
rural, so cheerful, so calm, so
quiet, as if in keeping with
the sacred calling of him
who tenants it. On the op-

down, near the bridge, is a
house of entertainment, with

“its sign swinging and creak-

ing between two up-right
poles in front, its-blazonry a
deer hunt, which corresponds
with its appellation, the White
Deer Inn.  Just beyond this
inn, is a store—a little further
on a blacksmith, a shoemaker,
a tailor, a wheelwright, a cahi-
net maker, and so forth, which
comprise nearly all the me-
chanical trades of the village.
There are, besides, a number
of dwellings which we need
not specify, scattered along
the hard, smooth road, which
forms' the only street of the
place.

Some quarter of a mile
ahove the village, on the op-
posite side of the stream, are
a grist-mill and a saw-mill,
the dam for which, stretched
across the afore mentioned
stream, can be seen from the
bridge, and adds an artificial
waterfall to the otherwise pic-
turesque beauty of the valley.
Near these mills—the one
above and the other below—
are’ two dwellings, whose pe-
culiar architecture indicates
.two periods in their existence,
naniely, a rude new-territory
erection of early times with
modern improvements. And
such is their history. They
were the first bildings ever

ut up in this valley, and be-
onged to two families of set-
tlers, who removed hither

from Virginia, near the close

posite side of the road. lower | of the eighteenth century
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when all around was a wil-
derness. The names of these
families were Waldegrave and
Warren ; and as they were
sole and equal proprietors of
the valley—having together
purchased it from Govern-
ment—and as the village was
equally founded. by each, they
resolved to blend their names,

and at the same time perpe-.

tuate them, by giving ittheap-
propriate title of Walde-War-
ren—a name which it bears
at the present day, though we
warn the reader he will not
find it on any map of the
State.

Of these two families it be-
comes our province more par-
ticularly to speak than of any
others of the valley, as cer-
tain events connected with
their history forms the subject
of our present story. Archer
Waldegrave, and Horatio
Warren were both born in
the same year, and within a
mile of each other. They
were townsmen, play-mates,
schoolmates, and, from youth
up, sworn friends. They dif-
fered in their tastes and dis-
positions only so much as na-
ture requires to make two
distinct characters harmonize.
Two persons exactly alike do
not experience that pleasure
mn each other’s society, which
is felt when one finds in the
other peculiarities and quali-
fications he does not himself
possess. Nature is made up
of contrast and variety; and
these are the aliments of the

-stretching away

human mind, without which
it would languish and become
imbecile. ‘

Partly by accident and
partly by design, the two
friends were married on
the same day, and together
spent their honeymoon. As
both were now of age, and’
had been given a fair start in
the world, they resolved to
settle in some new country,
and together spend their days.
To make short a long story,
they purchased the Walde-
Warren valley, and removed
hither, bringjng with them
some ten or twelve slaves.

It is not our purpose to de.
tail the progress of the settle-
ment thus begun. = Yoears
rolled on, and the rude log-
cabins of early times were,
without being demolished,
gradually congerted into the
two large mahsions already
pointed out to thereader. Apd
in every respect were these

two mansions so much alike,
that to see one was to see

both. Both had lawns in
front, . running down to the
road, enclosed by palings, and
set out with shade trees.
Both had fine gardens in the
rear, and orchards, and farms
to the en-
closing hﬁls, which farms were
worked by negroes. .
At the precise period our
story opens—and we must
date back some twenty-five’
or thirty years—both Walde-
grave and Warren were very
wealthy. Without a legal co-

e o e Y S
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partnership, they had ever
acted as if one existed, in the
division of property. Thus
they had purchased together
the entire valley, and then
divided the lands in as equit-
able a manner as was possible
for them to do at the time;
but there was an understand-
ing between them, that if at
any futnre period the one
should find his division more
_valuable than that of his
friend, an equivalent should
to-that friend be rendered;
and this verbal agreement had
been as faithfully regarded as
if it had been the very letter
of the law. T'ime had brought
other settlers to Walde-War-
ren, and their purchases had
increased the value of the re-
maining lands ; but not equal-
l}’, as regarded the owners;
for Waldegravgnow found his
division the -g:)st valuable,
and saleable; but at every
such sale, he was punectilious
and scrupulousin giving War-
ren his share. - :
The village, small even at
the present day, had not been
rapid in its growth—it was

too far inland, and inacecessible -

for that. It had sprung into
existence slowly, gradually;
and though it never bore any
similitude - to the mushroom,
like many frontier settlements
we could name, still, what it
gained -one year it retained
the next, and was never known
to retrograde.

Small as it now is, it was
smaller, though scarcely less

beautiful, at the time of which
we write. The house of de-
votion was then there, for it
had been jointly erected some
years previously by Walde-
grave and Warren. The
school-house was also there,

the inn, the hndge, the store,

the mills, and several dwell-
ings; and though some of the
mechanical branches named
have since been added to the
place, there was even then a
pleasant variety of -honest,
useful trades. - Take it all in
all, it was a cheerful little
place, full of kindness and
hospitality, as every stranger,
who chanced to sojourn there

for never so brief a season,

could testify: It seemed as if
the true fraternal feeling ex-
isting between the proprietors
of Walde-Warren valley, had
thrown an air of goodness
over the village—had impart-
ed itself to every one who
came in contact with them.
Men may preach what they
will—it is
which tells upon the heart.
Our passions, likc our feelings,
gain or lose by ' sympathy.
Vice cannot flourish where
virtue prevails. Place a vi-
cious man in a strictly moral,
religious community, and he
can no more exist there a had
man, than a fish can live out
of its native element. He

-must either quit that commu-

nity or reform; for the exam-
ples of goodness he must daily
witness, coupled with an ab-
sence of sympathy for, and an

practice alone
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abhorrence of, an{' thing evil;
will as naturally work a
change as water runs down

“hill. - We believe that every

human mind, however de-.
praved, possesses, as an inhe-
rent quality, in a greater or
less degree, a love of appro-
bation ; and therefore, when

we find none to applaud us

for a bad action, we instinc-
tively seck todo a_good one,
and wvice versa. KEvery part
of the physical system seeks
sympathy with some  other
yart ; and hence a disease
{wre shows itself there. So
with the mind. Sin is entailed
upon all born of woman; so
is disease and death; —but as
by cleanliness, temperance,
and frugality, we render the
body less liable to malady, so
by an upright striving we for-

tify the mind against its sin-

ful inclinations. As one man,
by the peculiar organization
of his physical system, is more
liable to disease than another,
s0 is the mind of one more
than another prone to vice;
and in either case a more care-
ful watching, a more guarded
action, is necessary. Indulge

- the body with. excesses, and

it becomes diseased ; and vice
is a disease of the mind, fed
by the passions. Our tastes,
both physically and mentally
speaking, are not natural, but
acquired; we eat as others
eat—we like what others like
—we do as we see athers do.

‘The first mental faculty de-
-veloped 1n the child is imita-

tion, and its proudest and hap-

piest achievement 1s to do ex-

actly what it has seen others
do.  As it is taught, so will it
learn—as it is trained, so will
it grow up, for good or evil;
hence the importance, not
alone of precept, but of good
example. Think of this, ye
mothers of the rising genera-
tion! Remember that on you,
mainly, rests the heavy re-
sponsibility of the future con-
duct of your offspring! In
proof of this assertion, you
shall take an infant and train
it to the most rigid abstemi-
oushess, to any faith, to any
principle of honor, and its
early education will become
as much, a part of its inner
being as the air 1s of its outer
life—the one inseparate from
the other.-

But we digress.

There was no wretchedness,
misery, drunkenness, or ava-
rice, in the vale of Walde-
Warren—but every where
cheerfulness, sobriety, frugali- -
ty, honesty, and good féllow
ship. Bach one was at peace
with himself, loved his neigh-
bor, feared God, and respected
the Sabbath.  And all this
was the fruit of the noble ex-
ample of its founders.

ut Providence, which
metes out blessings, likewise
metes out-afflictions ; and it
was ordained, doubtless for a
wise purpose, that the friends,
‘whose lives had so long run
parallel in prosperity and hap-
piness, should suddenly ‘be
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bowed with sorrow and an-

guish, and that there. should
be woe in the valley where so
long had been rejoicing.
Neither Warren nor Wal-
degrave had been blessed with
children, but each with a
child—the former a son, the
latter a daughter. IEach was
the pride of its parents, who
fondly looked forward to the
day when the two families,
who had always lived in such
pleasant harmony, might find
themselves united by other
ties than those of friend-
ship. , ' ‘
At the date of our story, Ar-
thur Warren was about twen-
ty-one, and Marian Walde-
grave seventeen years of age.
For the last four or five years,
they had seen very little of
each other, both having been
kept away at school. They
_had occasionally met at home
during the holidays; but then
there was so many friends to
visit, so many to call upon
them — for they were well
known for miles around-—and
so many little things to see to
and occupy their time, that
they were rarely alone to-
gether. . As children, they
had been very partial to each
other, and had grown up
warm friends—but there had
never any thing passed be-
tween them to warrant the
report that they would ever
be connected by a closer tie.
Still such a report had gone
‘obroad, and was universally
believed; for the wishes of

the parents on this point were
no secret ; and it was reasons
able to suppose that parental
desires, and family interest,
would bring about a union in

every respect so equal. Per-.

haps both Arthur and Marian
looked forward to such an al-
liance when the proper time
should arrive; but be that as
it may, nothing had ever pass-
ed between*them on the sub-
ject and neither had confirmed
or contradicted the rumor that
all was settled for such an
event.

The precize time chosen for
the ‘opening of our narrative
—for what has gone before,
we consider merely introdue-
tory—is the day fixed on for
the return of Arthur Warren.

‘He had just graduated at one
of our northern medical col- |

leges, and had written home,
that on the day in question, no-
thing unforeseen preventing,
he expected to, reach Walde-

Warren by the mail coach,

which thrice.a week passed
through the village, and
should” bring with him a
friend, 2 college chum, who
was on his way to his resi-
dence  in Alabama, but who
had consented to sojourn for a

few days at his father’s house.”

We will only premise in this
connection, that Marian Wal-
degrave, having finished her
course of studies abroad, had

been at home some three
months, though she and Ar-

thur had not met for more
than-a year. Our prelude fin-

OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE. 63

enter upon our story.

CHAPTER IL
THE RETURN.
Ir was on one of those mild,

soft, balmy days of Spring,
which so refreshingly follow

. the chill blasts and frosts of

winter, and give us a foretaste
of the approaching summer,
that a small group of persons
was collected in front of the
piazza of the. White Deer,
awaiting the arrival of the
mail coach, which, it being
past ten o’clock in the morn-
mg, was already due.

T'he eldest of this groap was
a man between forty-five and
fifty years of age, stout built,
of medium height, and robust
and active. His countenance
had scarcely lost the freshness
of youth, aud expressed frank-
ness, good-humor, henevo-
lenece, and a contented mind.
There was something pecu-
liarly gentle and pleasing in
his miid, grey eye; and you
would ‘have liked -his face—
not for its comeliness, though
1t was far from being ugly—
but for the kindliness and
goodness which beamed forth
1 every expression. He was
the personation of vigorous
health, and his dark brown
hair showed 1ot a single silver
mark of the years that had
rolled over his head. His

Ll TR o

dress was platn, but neat, and
bespoke a man well-to-do in
the world, as also one devoid
of ostentation. This personage-
was [Horatic Warren, one of
the opulent proprietors of the
valley. .

Of the others composing
the group, some four or five
in number, it is needless for
us to speak, as they have little
to do with our story. We
may state, however, that one
was the mn-keeper of the
White Deer, another the
post-master, and the remain-
der, persons who, having idle
time on their hands, felt dis-
posed to enjoy it in a little
harmless gossip on the affairs
of the day. Standing some-
what back from this- group,
and leaning lazily against one
of the columns of the piazza,
but so as to get the full
warmth of the sun’s rays, and
as little of the light breeze
stirring as possible, was a
sleek, fat negro, . who was
amusing himself by making
grimaces at a child in the
street, who in return enjoyed
this species of fun vastly, as
it ever and anon gave proof "
by a merry, exuberant laugh ;
and this attracting the atien-
tion of -other urchins at a dis-
tance, they dropped their oc- .
cupations, and hastened to
gather around. this black Mo-
mus, as bees collect around a
cup of honey. There were,.
besides those mentioned, other
loungers here and there, two
of whom were on the bridge,
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one leaning over the railings,
looking down into the stream,
in a sort of dreamy reverie,
and the other sitting flat on
the planks, with his legs
hanging over the water, and
in his hand a fishing rod,
which he jerked up cccasion-
ally, like a drowsy man’s nod,
as if he thought 1t necessary
to demonstrate that he was
not actually asleep if the fish
were.
of a warm, lazy Spring day,
in a quiet, inland village, was
complete ; and if we have not
done full justice to it, we feel
confident the reader’s recollec-
_tion, or imagination will sup-
ply the finishing touches.

“By-the-by, Mr. Nixon,”
said Warren, breaking off
somewhat abruptly from a po-
litical - discussion, which he
had been holding. with a
young sprig of the law, and
which he had evidently been
drawn into against his will,
and addressing the inn-keeper
~“what time have you?’

“1 am just seventeen min-
utes past ten,” replied Nixon,
" looking at his watch. :

“And I nineteen,” said
Jones, the postmaster.

“ And I eighteen,” put in
the young lawyer, whose name
was Colhns.

“And I fourteen,” added a
fourth speaker.

“Well, gentlemen, you see
I am right,” returned Nixen,

jocularly, *because I have the

mean time.” .
“Yes,” said Jones, with

In short, the picture |

' Eresent - prospects,

that ready wit in punning

‘which is always uappreciated-

in o crowd, pointing .to the
bull’s-eye the landlord was
transferring to his fob-—* yes,
Nixon, you may well say
mean time; you might have
said the meanes? time.”
“Well, you all agree on
one point, I perceive,” said
Warren, “that it is past the
time for the stage.” ‘
“ Tt should be here by ten
at least,” replied the postmas-
ter; “but the rains to the
north’ard have gullied the
roads so as to render it slow
traveling. You are expecting
your son, I understand 7’ -
“Yes, Arthur writes me,
that without some unforeseen

dela)_r, I shall see him to-

day.”

“ Will he remain with you
or does he go away |

now? :
again soon?”’

- “I hope he will remain—
but there is no telling what

fancies a young man may .

take into his head now-a-days.
He has finished his collegiate

course, and if he sets up prac- .

tice, I hope it will be some-
where in this region.”

“There is not much busi-
ness for a doctor in our little
village,” said Nixon.

“ No, Dr. Potter says it is
distressingly  healthy,” re-
turned Jones, “and that, with
he will
ave te move or starve.”

“It is a poor place for law-

and physie,” said Collins.
_ “Because there is too much

‘ R;stmaster.
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law and order,” rejoined the
“No offence,
r. Collins; but doctors and

lawyers flourish best in a bad’

community ; for where men

-most indulge in excesses, and

give most way to their pas-
sions, there is always the most
for your professional gentle-
men 1o do.”

“I think it would be the
wisest plan to give doctors
and lawyers a regular salar
when they are not needed,
and stop it when they are,”
said Nixon. -~ .

“1 differ with you,” replied
Warren. “I think it would
be better to live soberly, fru-
gally, uprightly,.-and dispense
with them altogether.”

“ And yet you bring your
son up to one of these pro-
fessions,” rejoined the 1nn-
keeper. ‘

“Ay, sir, because the world
is not likely to take my ad-
vice ; and so long as'such pro-
fessions are needed, so long
must they be supplied; be-
sides scientific knowledge will
not injure a man, even if he
do not live by it.”

“ And both doctors and law-
yers may be required when
{ou least think so,” said Col-
ins, laughing.

_ These words were prophe-
tic, though the speaker was
by no means a prophet.

“Ha! here comes your twin
brother, Mr. Warren,” said
Jones, pointing to Walde-
grave, who was now seen

B8 crossing the bridge.

_equally  perceptible

“Ah, you may well say
twin brother,” replied War-
ren; “for had we both drawn
our sustenance from. the same
breast, at the same time, we
could not have grown up with
warmer attachment for each
other. When it shall please
heaven to call either of us
hence, you may depend it
will be a sad day for the
other.”

He spoke with feeling ; and
those who observed him close-
ly, saw that he was more af-
fected than he chose to have
appear. :

We have elsewhere said
that Waldegrave and Warren .
were both born in the same
year; but the former had a
much older look, and differed
materially from the latter.in
his personal appearance, being
tall, of a slender make, with a
countenance intellectual, buta
complexion rather too sallow to

indicate a sound constitution

and a state of perfect health.
His features were regular,
soft, and pleasing, and had a
kindly, benevolent look, and
were rendered the more inter-

_esting, perhaps, by the slight-

est shade of melancholy,
when
wreathed with a2 smile or
remaining in grave repose.
His hair was quite grey, and
altogether he had the look of
a ‘man who had seen more
than fifty winters. He dressed
in deep black, which became
his figure and person remark-
ably well.
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Just as Waldegrave joined
the group, the stage was
espied coming down the wind-
ing road of the valley; and a
few minutés afier it- rolled
heavily over the bridge, mak-
ing its strong timbers ereak
and tremble, and drew up be-
fore the inn, the horses pant-
ing and covered with mud and
foam. T'he next moment the
door of the coach was thrown
open by the impatient father,
and the hand of a handsome
young man was grasped and
shaken with true paternal af-
feetion. .

“Why, father, I am delight-
ed to see you looking so well,”
said Arthur, gaily, as he
sprang to the ground, “1I
need not ask how you do, for
your cheerful, healthy coun-
tenance speaks for itself. How
is mother? Ah, Mr. Walde-
grave, most happy to greet
you—how is your good lady
and Marion

“ All your friends are well,
Arthur,” said his father; “and
Marian and her mother are at
our house, waiting to re-
ceive you as - becometh old
friends.” :

“ Bless her sweet little face
—Marian I mean: but I for-
get—she 1s no longer little—
I was thinking of old times,”
returned Arthur, in the same
buoyant, lively strain. “But
here comes my friend,” added
Arthur, as another young
man, splendidly dressed,
alighted from the coach.

“This is my father, Ernest
-—father, this is Mr. Clifford,
the friend mentioned -in my
letter, whom I have prevailed
upon to spend a few days

with us in Walde-Warren.” .

“ Most happy to greet you,
sir, as the friend of Arthur,”

‘said the elder Warren, shak

ing heartily the hand of Chf-
ford. * Welcome, sir—a true
old fashioned welcome to our
little valley—and may you be
long our guest.” =

“Thank you, sir—thank
you kindly,” replied Clifford.

“Mr. Waldegrave, my fath-
er's old friend, Ernest, of
whom you have so often

heard me speak,” said Ar-'

thur, introducing the gentle
man named.

within your grasp, my dea
Ernest, you will excuse me
few moments, till 1 speak t
my friends here.” -
‘He then passed roub
among the by-standers, whose

number had augmented since §
his arrival, and greeted each
in that frank, easy, cheerful
manner, which never fails fo |

get a cordial response and win
the hearts of old and young
more especially if the indivi
dual, as in the case of Arthur
Warren,
society than those he ad
dresses.
ly words for each, seasoned

[N

“And- now," }
he pursued, with a gay laugh, |
“as you have the mortal head §
and front of Walde-Warren §

stands one grade §
higher on the sliding scale of §

He had a féw kiad: §
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with playful hamor, some-
times a pleasant jest; and
when he hnd}'gon'e the entire
round, and spoken to all, there

was not a man but in his

heart wished -long life and;

happiness to the heir :of

" Walde-Warren.

Arthur now espied the ne-
gro—who, no longer amusing
the children with his grimaces
was standing  respectfully
back, watching every motion
of his young master, and anx-
ious for bis turn to be noticed
—and approaching him with
a smile, the young man took
his hand, and said gaily :—

“Why, Pete, my oily
ebony, how fares the world
with you? Really, you look
as if your greatest exploits,
for the last.six months, had
been eating and digesting!
How is Dinah, boy ?” ‘

“She well, massa, God

bress you !” replied Pete, dof-

fing his hat. “I's so glad
you come, massa,-and you is
looking so well and so han-
some, massa! Why, massa,
all de niggers will be tickled
to deff to seced you got back

. agin.” .

“Thank youn, Pete—I al-
ways love to look upon cheer-
ful and happy faces, and it
takes nothing from my plea-
sure to know they are made
so by my presence. You
have the carriage here,
Pete?”

“Yes, Massa Arthur, um

jus’ round in de shed dar; I

couldn’t go fetch um il I
spoke to you.” .
“Well, you can go now,
Pete. Drive. round the mo-
ment the stage drives off, and
put on all that baggage you
see piled up yonder. Now
hasten, Pete, for [ am impa-
tient to reach home.”
. “Yes, massa, [ doum quick
as chain lightning strike de
tunder elap;” and away
bounded the black, with a
light and happy heart.
“And here we will take occa-
sion to say a few words of
Arthur and his friend. When

- Peter called his young master

Handsome, he applied no mis-
nomer, for in truth he was
very comely. Unlike  his
father, he was of slender
build, of medium height,
stratght as an arrow, and in
every respect symmetrical.
His features were fine, regular
and intelligent, und in expres-
sion, frank, cheerful, vivaci-
ous. There was nature’s no-
bleness in his high, broad,
smooth forehead, and dark
eloquent hazel eyes. You
could see he had temper, quick
and high, but coupled with a
disposition more forgiving
than vindictive. If quick to
take an affront, he was quick
to forgive one, provided for-
giveness became a virtuée. In
short, he was o high-spirited,
noble young man, of the win-
ning and easy manners of a
true-bred gentleman.  His
face was smooth, for he wore

-no beard, and his short curly,
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brown hair gave his head a
classic appearance. .
In many essential points,
Arthur Warren differed from
Ernest Clifford. The latter
was taller, and not in ever
respect so symmetrical. His
- features were more elongated,
his cheeks more thin and hol-

low, and his complexion had |

a sallow hue. His eyes were
dark, almost black, and intense
and piercing in their expres-
sion, ‘There was something
-about him you would like and
dislike at the same time.
There was intelligence in his
countenance, but 1t lacked the
open, cheerful candor of Ar-
thur. You felt he could be cool
and self-collected under any
circumstances, and that his
passions were so completely
under his control, that he

-could dissemble almost with..

out an effort. He never laugh-
ed loud and heartily as Ar-
thur sometimes would; but
if pleased, he smiled ; and un-
like Arthur, too, he could
smile and be angry at the
same time, He was one of
those persons who never act
~ from impulse, but are wholly
governed by self-interest, or by
a deliberate resolve. He was
2 man you would rather have
for a friend than an enemy—
- but, at the shme time, ten to
~one, you would prefer he were
neither. His features were
regular, and many would term
them handsome; but toakeen
physiognomist, ‘a sinister ex-
pression, too often exhibited,

destroyed their beauty. Ilis
nose was long -and pointed,
and his. lips were thin and
comptressed : he wore a neatly
trimmed beard under his chin,
and his long and well oiled
hair dangled about his face
and neck. His manners were

easy and polished, yet a close:

observer could deteot they
were, to a great degree, artifi-
cial. He. was, on the whole,
and it brief, a man of the

world, and a man of circum- -

stances. We will say no more
for the present, for the reader
will soon have an opportunity
to see @nd judge both him and
Arthur for himself. ‘

“ Come, Ernest,” said Ar-

thur, as soon as the ca-rriage '

was ready, ““ get in, an¢ [ will
soon show you my valley
home. I will show you Ma-
rian, too, but I warn you not
to fall in love with her.”

“I feur I shall, if all you
have said of her bLe true,”
smiled Ernest. :

“ He has been praising her ,

te you then?” said Warren,
exchanging glances with Wal-
degrave.

“ Ah, sir, he has extolled

her beyond woman born—so [

shall Jock to find an angel,”

replied Ernest.

“ She'is a sweet, good girl,”
returned Warren, “and one
universaily beloved for . her
many virtues.” - ,

“Come, come,” chimed in
Waldegrave, “she is my
daughter, and I am proud of
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her; but praise to the face,
you know, Horatio—""

“ Ay, ay; Archer,” laughed
the elder Warren; “I know :
but still, my friend, that mo-
dest blush becomes you.”

“ Well,” said Ernest, as the
carriage, with Pete as driver,
now rolled away over the
bridge, “I suppose one may
speak in praise of this valley,
without being considered an
open flatterer, even though
yon, gentlemen, have a sort of
parental claim to its many
beanties.

most delightful place it has
ever been my good fortune to
visit.” '

“Tam glad you like it,” re-
plied Warren, “and trust you

" will have no reason for mak-

ing your first visit a short
one.”

A few minutes sufficed to
bring our friends to their des-
tination ; and as the carringe
drew up at the door of his
home, Arthur, impatient to
greet his mother and friends,
begred Frnest to excuse him,
and darted into the house, the
others following more leisure-
ly. He found his mother and
Mrs. Waldegrave in the par-
lor; and embracing the for-
mer, and shaking hands with
the latter, with all the .affec-
tion and warm open-hearted-
ness of his nature, he said a

¢ few hurried words, appro-

Priate to the occasion, and
then, glancing quickly around
the room, exclaimed : :

8

At all events, I
. shall venture to say it is the

“But is not ‘little Marian
here to receive her old play-
mate 7"’ -

“In the next apartment,”
smiled his mother.

Arthur waited for no more,
but hastily opening the door,
bounded in. This apartment
was a kind of sitting-room and
library ; and as he entered it,
he beheld the object of his
search seated near the win®
dow, with a book in her hand,
the leaves of which she was
tumbling ‘over in a manuer
that, had he been less excited
himself, he. must have per-
ceived indicated a good deal
of nervous agitafion.

“Why, Marian, how is
this?" he ecried, advancing
with a quick step to her side.
“ L thought you would be the
first to welcome me, and yet
I find you—" ‘

He stopped suddenly ; for
by this time Marian had risen,

-'with true maidenly grace, and

turned her sweet face full up-
on him, covered with blushes,
the import of which was not
to be mistaken. Arthur seem-
ed struck dumb by that look,
and, quick as lightning, the
truth flashed upon him, and
he in turn felt embarrassed
and confused. Had he ever
made the heart of woman his
study, and particularly thas
of Marian ‘Waldegrave, he
might have anticipated all
this; but somehow he had al-
ways thought of her asa child,
his old playmate, his sweet
little friend, his pretty little
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Marian, and as such he had .
loved her, as such he had ex-

ected to meet her now. But
Kl'arian was no longer a child
—mo longer a romping little
girl; she had grown to wo-
man’s estate; she had a wo-
man’s feelings, a maiden’s de-
. licacy ; she loved, and the
object of her love stood before
her. All this Arthur now
knew and comprehended from
a single glance at her counte-
nance; and its effect, as afore-
said, was to confuse and em-
barrass him; the words that
wete but now bounding from
his lips, seemed driven back
into his very throat, as if to
choke him ; he tried to speak,
but could not; he tried to ap-
pear at ease, but'knew he was
conducting himself awkward-
ly, and this embarrassed him
still more ; he felt he was act-
ing like a simpleton ; he was
‘glad there was no one to wit-

ness it; and he would have-

given half his fortune to be
himself for five minutes
When he first began to speak,
he had extended his hand ; he
had not withdrawn it; Ma-
rian now took it, and dropping
her eves to the ground,— said,
in a faltering tone :

~ “Y hope you are well, Ar-
thur.”

Her voice in a measure
seemed to break the spell that
bound him; he essayed to
speak again, and he succeed-
ed? but still his words did
not flow freely, and he knew
he still appeared constrained

and awkward. He replied that
he was well, very well, and
hoped she was also; to which,
she nodded an affirmation, and
then another. embarrassing
peuse  succeeded.  Arthur
wanted to compliment her on
having arrived at the bloom
of maturity—on her looking

he had ever before secen her;
but somehow he felt afraid to
venture so much; the gay,
sprightly, dashing young man.
had suddenly become timid
and bashful. : :

“But come,” he said, a
last, rallying himself, and as-
suming a toue of ease he was
far from feeling ; “ come, Miss
Waldegrave, | have a friend
here to whom [ have promised
to introduce you the moment
we should arrive. I hear him
speaking in the other room.”

- He called her Miss Walde-
grave,—she whom but now
he had termed Marian—she
who had been his playmate
and sweet little friend from
infancy-—she on whom he had
never bestowed so formal a
titte in all his life: he ad-
dressed her as Miss Walde-
grave! She noticed it—he
noticed it. Why did he not
call her Marian still?

liar appellation just at that
time.’

‘chievous little god! Thou

-

better and more beautiful than

Why, g

| simply, because he somehow M
thought—he fancied—that— Sk
that Marian was a too fami- ERE

0, Cuplid, thou art a mis

dost play such strange, will S8

/

-
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pranks with hearts of JWhich
thou gettest possession, mak-
ing simpletons of the young,
and down right fools of the
old. : .
“ You must excuse me, Ar-
thur—Mr. Warren, [ ‘mean,”
replied Marian.  “J—J—that

is—I am not prepared to see-

your friend just’ now—I will
presently ;" and she hastened
out of the room.

Arthur followed her with
his eyes, tilk she had disap-
peared; and for several mi-
nutes after he seemed lost in
a deep reverie.

“It is strange!"” he sighed,
at length—*“it1s very strange!”
and with slow steps, and 1n a
thoughtful mood, he re-entered
the parlor, and joined his
{riends. ‘

]

CHAPTER III.
_ LOVE AND DOUBT

Mariay Waldegrave truly
deserved the epithes of lovely,
as applied not only to her
material form, but to her mind,
She was one of those mild,
sweetly tempered, gentle. be-
ngs, that seem sent here as a
sort of connecting link be-
tween earth and heaven—a
thing of earthly mould, earth-
ly substance, but devoid of
the passions which so offen
mar what is otherwise nearly
perfect and most beautiful.

to the latter epithet, beautifu),
many would gainsay; but to
that of lovely, none. ~ She was

what might be termed well-
formed, but not in every re-
spect symmetrical. Her face
was one of those we ever love
to paze upon—soff, fair,
radiant with intelligence, and
‘beaming with affection, and
all the nobler and holier attri-
butes of our nature. Her fea-
tures were fine, regular and
comely, and were pervaded by
an expression of great sweet-
ness, which even to the ugliest
countenance, always lends a
charm, but which, aided b

nature, as was the case wit

‘her, proves irresistible in its
altraction, and becomes mors
potent than beauty the most
perfect when not so adorned

matter of taste, and what one
sets up as a standard another
decries, while all unite in
raise of what is sweet and
ovely. The eyes of Marian
were gray, Iustrous and mild
as those of a dove, and. were
shaded somewhat, and soften-
ed still more, by long drooping
lashes. Feeling they ex-
ressed, deep and strong ; but
it was that feeling of meek-
ness, of patient endurance, of
reliance on a holy faith, rather
than that which urges one on
to combat opposition, to sur-
mount a difficulty as it wers
by storm. You l{mked there
in vain for any evidence of

Her right, strictly speaking,

that passion which raves and

about medium in stature, and -

~for beauty, after all, is a .
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rends like a madman, foams
and boils like an angry sea.
You could see through those
orbs of the soul a heart that
might sink under grief; but
one that would so sink, slowly,
calmly, gradually—not crush-
ed as by a sudden blow—not
uprooted by a whirlwind—but
one that might fade, wither
and die, like a gentle flower
from which the dew and sun-
light have been withdrawn.
Her complexion was light,
clear, and warm in tone ; and
her hair was long and fine,
and of the flaxen hue ascribed
to the Saxons. Her nose was
almost Grecian; her mouth
beautiful, with pearly teeth;
and over her countenance gen-
erally, like moonlight upon 2
flower, lay the Iig%test tinge
of melancﬁoly——something like
what we described of her fath-
er—and this gave additional
interest to a face in every
other respect so attractive and
lovely. - As she was in out-
ward semblance, so was she

in inner. being. Her mind |

was pure, gentle, affectionate
. and confiding. In short, the
elder Warren ~ had well
described her, in brief but
homely phrase, when he said
she was “a sweet, good girl,
and one universally beloved
for her many virtues.”

On quitting the presence
of Arthur, Marian hastened
up stairs to a little sleeping
chamber—which had always
.been assigned her, when, as

nad not unfrequently been

the case, she had spen’ the
night with the Warrens—and
closing and bolting the door,
she threw herself upon a seat,
and, covering her face, gave

vent to her mingled emotions

in a flood of tears. She wept
for joy at'the return of Arthur,
whom she had long loved in
secret; and she wept, too, in
maidenly shame, that she had

betrayed that secret to him.

What would he think of her?
Would he not think her bold,
forward and scheming, and,
in consequence, despise her?
She would have given all she
possessed in the world, to have
met him as of old—to have

concealed in her breast that -

she felt toward him other
than as a sister or a friend.
And he had called her Miss
Waldegrave instead of Ma-
rian!  Doubtless he was
offended, and had taken this
method to show her, that,
having  overstepped  the
bounds of true maidenly pro-
priety, he must henceforth
regard her in the formal light
of a mere acquaintance.
Perhaps he loved another—
in all probability he did, for
he had been ‘*years away, and
he was of too warm and

ardent a nature to Hve long.

without some object of attach-
ment. And even were this
not the case, what could he
see'in her to admire above all
others? garticu!arly after hav-
ing conducted hersell in a

manner so unbecoming? No -

he must despise her—or, if
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not despise, pity her, which
was equally as humiliating to
her sensitive nature.  Yes, he
pitied her, for he was too
moble to despise, and for this
reason he had been se anxious
to introduce her to his friend.
Oh! what would she not have
given, to have known what
she knew now, previous to
that interview, that she might
have met him, not with diffor-
ent - feelings, 'but with those
feclings hid under a light and
cheerful mask! Yes, she
thought, were she to .go

‘through the same part again,

she would so act, that the
secret of -her heart should
never be known to him. She
would talk gaily, she would
laugh, she would be merry,
be frolicsome, no matter how
much it might cost her. But
it was now too late; she had
already .exposed herself—had
rendered herself ridiculous to
the one, whom of all others,
she would have think well of
her. But though she might
not blot out the past, she rea-
soned, she might in some
degree atone for her foolish,
unmaidenly conduct, by a dif-
ferent course of action in
future. He should not pity
her,—no, . no—he should not
[agty her. She wauld meet
iim as an equal, ag a friend—
he should see she jvas a friend
—Dbut nothing more. She
would school her feclings to

play a Yart in his presence;

and only when no human
eyes were upon her, should

nature have full sway. S'}:;

could not hope, she did not in

fact desire, to eradicate the
love she felt for him; but she
would evermore conceal it,
bury it deep in her heart,
even though it should feed on
that heart, like a living thipg,
and consign her to an early
grave.

Thus thought, felt, -and
resolved Marian Waldegrave,
as alone she weptin that little
chamber. ‘Ah! could she at
that moment have seen the
heart of Arthur Warren, all
tears of regret would have
been banished from her eyes
—all  her hard wrought
resolves would have *“vyan-
ished into thin air,”’—all het
petty griefs would have dis-
appeared as shadows before

the sunshine. But such is .

love—strange in its operations
—inconsistent with  itselfem
retarding its own advancement
—a thing of light and joy,
yet concealing 1tself in the
deepest recesses of the heart,
and feeding on melancholy—
shrinking from notice like a
sensitive plant from the touch,

and torturing its possessor -

with a thousand alternato
hopes and fears—till haply, it
is discovered by circum
stances, dragged forth from
its hiding place, and made to
take its just position among
the higher and holier passions
of our nature. '
It was perhaps an hour, ere
Marian found herself gualified

for the part she had so firmly

i e
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resolved to sustain in the pre-
sence of Arthur Warren.
She dried her eyes, and
strove to obliterate all traces
of recent tears: she arranged
-her hair with unusual care, in
the little mirror before her;
she stilled the painful throb-
bings of her heart, by the
" mere force of her will; and
lastly, she called upon her
countenance a look of smjling
contentment, such as nature
had implanted there, ere love
had come to banish it, and
cause 1t to be replaced by
sheer dissembling.

Thus prepared, she de-
scended to the parlor; but

the nearer she approached it,

the greater became the
mental struggle, till, having
reached the door, which
would admit her to the
dreaded. presence, she was
obliged to pause some mo-
ments, to subdue her agita-

tion, and force her will to

gain a mastery over her feel-
ings, At length she entered;
and a single glance assured
her, much to her relief, that
_ the object alike of her love and
dread was not there. 1In fact,

but two persons were present.

—her mother and Arthur's
friend—and drawing a long
breath of relief, as she turned
somewhat .abruptly to close
the door, she felt she was
truly herself once more.
“You are rather tardy in
making your appearance,
Marian,” chided her inother,

a mild, pleasant looking, mid-

dle-aged lady. “ My daugh-
ter, Mr. Clifford,” she added,
turning to that gentleman.

“ Most happy to make your
acquaintance, Miss Walde-
grave,” replied Clifford, rising,
bowing, and advancing to her
with polished ease. “Truly,”
he continuved,
hand, and looking earnesily
upon her sweet countenance,
“I feel as though we were
not meeting for the first time
—for I have heard Arthur
speak of you so often, that you
seem to me asan old and
valued friend.” o

At the mention of the name
of Arthur, Marian crimsened
to the very temples, and for a
moment or two appeared
much econfused; but she
recovered ‘herself, with an
effort, and answered ; .

“ Yes, Arthur and I were

the days lang syne.” ~

“On the contrary, I fear
he has thought more of them
than his studies,” pursued
Chfford, keeping his eyes
fixed steadily upon Marian—
those black, piercing orbs, that
seeined to read her very soul.
“Truly,” he continued, smil-
ing, “I would have vouched
to his being in love with you,
‘only that I know love, as the
term is generally understoed,
is a something timid and
shrinking, which nestles in
l the heart and keeps its own
. secret.”’
Marian again crimsoned to

!

taking her

old playmates, and I am hap-
py to hear he has not forgotten,

“timed.

” A

DA v
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the temples, and then bepﬁme
deadly pale. Had Clifford
known her very thoughts, and

- beeni anxious to displace the

image of Arthur, he could not
have chosen a time and words
better calculated to effect his
object. We must do him the
justice to say, however, that
whatever might have been his
wish on this point, the words
he uttered were purely acci-
dental, as regarded their so
unfortunately chiming in with
her own sentimnents and feel-
ings.

Having noted for a moment
the effect' of his language,
without knowing the secret

_cause of its sinking so deeply

and all-powerfully into the
heart of her he addressed,
Ernest rallied and . said,
gaily : :

“ Come, Miss Waldegrave,
a truce. to this. I have not
known you the brief space of
three minutes, and already you
see, | have introduced the sub-
ject of love, which, however
naturally brought about, is, I
perceive, tnappropriate and ill-
Besides, I have no
right to make use of the con-
fidence of my dear friend,
Arthur, whose communica-
tions, T doubt not, were confi-

dential, though accompanied

with ne stipulations. = Pray,
let me hand you to a seat, and
change the subject. This is
a delightful valley, Miss Wal-
degrave,” he added, placing
his own chair at a decorous
distance from hers.

“To me it is,” replied Ma-
rian, greatly relieved of her
recent embarrassment, and de-
termined to make herself
cheerful and agreeable, if only
to mask her feelings; “but I
believe one is generally par-
tial to the place of one’s nati-
vity, Mr. Clifford.”

“Yes, there is no place like
home,” returned the other,
with sentimental langnor;
“ for however bleak, and bar-
ren, and disagrecable it may
appear to others, to us it must
ever be beautiful for being
home; and thus if I, a
stranger, can justly speak in
praise of this, your native
vale; you, in the same ratio,
may be pardoned for worship
ing it.”

“ Nay, not quite that, Mr
Clifford,” said Marian, with &
smile; “for,” she continued,
solemanly, and with great sim-
plicity, “ we are permitted to
worship nene but God.”

Ernest seemed struck with
her words and manner, and
quickly rejoined : .

“ Nay, you must not take
my language literally, Miss
Waldegrave. I spoke compa-
ratively ; for Lagree with you,
that God alone is entitled to
the heart’s worship.” =

“I like you, Mr. Clifford,
for that sentiment,” chimed
in Mrs. Waldegrave, who,
since introducing Marian te
him, had been busy at one of
the windows, disentangling a
skein of silk, and who, in
consequence, had only over-
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heard the latter portion of

" their conversation, while re-

suming her seat. “ I love to
hear young persons speak
reverentiy of the Creator from
whom flow all . our mani-
old blessings; and setting

aside the sinfulness thereof, |-

there is nothing, in my opi-
nion, lower, and more degrad-
ing, than profanity. Are you
a member of any church, Mr.
Clifford 7 -

“1 am not,” replied Ernest, |

coloring ; * though, I trust in
God, I am not worse at heart
than many who are.”

“ A public profession is a
good thing, if only for exam-
ple,” replied the matron, peer-
ing at Ernest over her glasses;
“and as you seem religiously
inclined, L hope your influence
in this way, upon your asso-
ciates and community, will
aot long be delayed.”

Now to suppose Ernest
Clifford religiously inclined,

. was to suppose a man in love

+with God and Mammon at

the same time ; and those who
knew him best, would have
been the very last to accuse
him of such a thing; though
were hypocritical expressions
of piety necessary to advance
his interest, we regret to say
they were not likely to be long
wanting. :

The topic of conversation
now became a religious one,
which for several minutes was
carried on between Clifford
and Mrs. Waldegrave, Marian
taking ro part, and, judging

-

PRI L e

by her abstracted air, heeding
nothing that was said. At

Mrs. Waldegrave, asking to
be excused a few minutes,
quitted the room, leaving Kr-
nest and Marian fete @ tete.
“You seem dejected, Miss
Waldegrave,” said Clifford,
turning to her with a respect-
ful air, and speaking in a low,
bland, and rather sympathetic
tone. ‘ '
“Me? I dejected,” an-
swered Marian, starting and
coloring. * Oh, no, you must
be mistaken—why should [ be
dejected 1 -
“Excuse me! perhaps I
was mistaken,” replied Clif-

evidently intending to render
bimself agreeable, “But I
noticed you were looking pale,
and methought I heard you
sigh. I wonder where our
mutual friend, Arthur, can
have gone ?” ‘

As he said this, he fixed his
eyes keenly upon Marian’s
countenance, though without
appearing to do so, and, being

enough fo convince him of
what he had before suspected,
namely, that something had

thur which she wished to con
ceal. Now Ernest was selfish,
and worldly; and though he
called Arthur -his friend, yet
friendship in his view was
only a name, and should at all
times be sacrificed to interest,

in the event of the two com-

length a pause ensued; and -

ford, in the samelow,bland tone

quick of penetration, he saw

passed between her and Ar- -
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ing in collision. He saw that
Marian was lovely, 'if not
beautiful ; and he knew she
was an heiress, which was
more important in his eyes
than either; and it now oc-
curred to him, that if by any
means he could win and carry
off the prize, it would be a
grand achievement. Perhaps
this seclfish and treacherous
consideration did not now oc-

cur to Ernest Clifford for the.

first time; some such idea
might have entered hishead be-
forche came to Walde-War-
ren; but be that as it may, Fr-
nest was not the man to letany
opportanity for bettering his
worldly condition pass unim-
proved. At college he and
Arthur had been very inti-
mate ; and where Arthur War-
ren was intimate, he bestowed
his . confidence without re-
serve, and laid bare the secret
recesses of his noble soul.
'The world had always gone
pleasantly with him—of its
treuchery and deceit he knew
little or nothing—and it would

have been almost as difficult’
f to convince him that one he
o ctlled his friend wonld betray
(8 !5 confidence and prove his
¥ most bitter enemy, without
S otior than o merely selfish
B Ciuse, as that his faith in Di-
| vine Providence was. mis-

placed.  Ernest had read his
epen nature at a glance, and’
had made him his friend,

d merely because he bad thought,

he might be useful to him.

B And he had used him more

than once—having at different
times borrowed soms of mo-
ney, to be paid at some future
day, which day had’ not yet
arrived. In their association,
Ernest had always been more
ready. to listen to Arthur than
to talk himself’; and, without
exhibiting any intentional re- .
serve, had so managed as to
get at all of Arthur’s secrets
without revealing any of his
own. He bhad sometimes
spoken of his family, connec-
tions, and prospects, it is true;
but always in such a way, that,
without making any positive
statemnent, the inference would
be drawn, that he was-a much
more important personage 'in -
the world, than modesty al
lowed him to blazon torth.
The truth was, his father was
a man in moderate circum-
stances, with a large family,
who had permitted him to ac-
quire a profession; but had
limited himself to means bare-
ly sufficient to pay his board
and fuition; for the rest he
had managed by borrowing
of such kind friends as were
not likely to be troublesome
about a return, and in this re-
spect Arthur had proved to
him a perfect god-send.

Let the reader keep in view
these unworthy characteris-
*tits of Lrnest Clifford, his
desire for wealth, and the fee-
ble prospect he had of acquir-
ing 1t suddenly by other means -
than marriage, together with
the slight incidents recorded

of his brief acquaintance with




e

T N e o T Y g T

78 WALDE-WARREN; A TALE

Marian, and he will hardly be
surprised that such a person-
age should begin to consider
on the possibility of his ob-
taining the hand and fortuue
of the latter, and, with this
consideration uppermost in his
mind, should begin to scheme

- for its accomplishment.

“If” he mentally solilo-
quised, ** Arthur does not love
her—and my random words
may have hit the mark—else
why her blushes and confu-
sion 7—or if, again, he does
love her, and they had a
lover’s quarrel, I may, by
playing my cards skillfully,
win the game. It is certainly

"+ worth the trial; and if nothing

else come of it, 1t will serve
to amuse me while I remain

in this dreary country valley.

Should I succeed, it will be a
fortune, and fortunes are not
to be acquired without an ef-
fort. Something has occurred
between her and Arthur, that
is certain; for since meeting
her, he is sober and abstracted,
and she blushes whenever [
mention his name. If he does
love her, I shall make him
jealous; and if they have
quarrelled, I will widen the
breach. I shall offend him

perhaps—but what of that '—

what 18 his friendship weigh-

ed against her fortune?—a’

straw against a bag ol gold.
Perhaps she loveshim ! Well,
then, she is but woman, and I
must make her jealous—not
by any broad statement, but
by the most subtle inuendo.

1 will praise Arthar to ‘her, |
and praise her to Arthur; and |
yet if they love one another, [ |
will so manage as to estrange |

them, and harass the souls

of both, but at the same time §

steer clear myself of the ship-
wreck I shall make ; if they de
not love one ancther, then the
sea is open, and I shall have
fair sailing.” -

All this floated through the

scheming brain of krnest
Clifford, as it were in a mo
ment of time; and to Marian’y
reply, that Arthur might have

stepped ont to visit his father'’s

negroes, as was lhis custom
immediately on coming home,
and that doubtless he would
soon return, he rejoined :
“Speaking of Arthur, I
have been picturing to my-
self the delight you must
have experienced in meeting
after 'so long a separation. It
is nearly five years, he tells
me, since you have been

much together; and for this

reason, doubtless, be always
seems to speak of you asa
child, his Little playmate Ma-
rian, his charming little

friend, rather than as one g

grown fo your estate. Ab,
Miss Waldegrave, you would
have laughed to have. heard

the rapturous encomiums he f

ever bestowed upon you
really, he could not have
shown a warmer, more arden

affection for you, had you g

been his szster.”

~ Had these words of Clif

ford been daggers, pressed
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slowly home to some vital

 part, the torturing anguish of
. Marian had scarcely been
greater than it now was.’

PBut she concealed her emo-
tions wonderfully, considering
she was such & novice in the
art of dissimulation ; and one
less observing and penetrating

than Clifford, would never

have suspected how much she
mentally, suffered ; but those
dark, keen eyes of his were
upon her, and he saw with a
feeling of triumph, that al-

-ready he had planted a thorn

in her breast. She replied,
however, with a look of ani-
mation, and 1 a cheerful
tone : -
“ So Arthur was in raptures
about lLis little Marian, as he
termed me, ebh? Ah, Mr. Clif-
ford, could you have seen us
romping together while chil-
dren, you would not have
been surprised at it.”?
_ “I am not surprised as it
1%, returned Ernest with a

- meaning look; “for since I

have seen you, [ must frankly
acknowledge he had - more
reason for his transports than
I gave him credit for at the
time. But this is a changing
world, Miss Waldegrave,” he
continued, altering his tone to
one hetter suited to grave mo-
ralizing; “a changing world ;
and it always makes me sad
when I tuke a retrospective
view, and see how time pulls
down and destroys the airy
fabrics of youthful creation—
consigning to the grave all
those gay, buoyant spirits that

made childhood so delightful
and happy—or immersing
them in the Dbusiness, the
cares, and anxieties, which
grow upon us with our growth,
and attend us ever afier, till
death drops the curtain before
the scene of mortal strife. It
has often with me been a
matter of curious speculation,
too, that so few of those who
set out in life together, and
seem by mnature peculiarly
adapted to each other, ever
unite their fortunes, both as
regaris co-partnership and
marriage. The strauger to
the stranger is a rule that has
but few exceptions.”

“Alas! yes, it is too true,”
sighed Marian, completely
thrown off har guard.

At this moment the door. .
opened and Arthur Warren
entered. He seemed surprised
to find Ernest and . Marian
tete-a-tete ; but was more sur-
prised still, when the latter
spoke up quickly, in a gay
tone, smiling through the col-
or that mounted to her tem-
ples:

“8o, truant, you have come
at last, have you? We were
just speaking of you—do

.your ears burn?”’

Arthur, remembering the
brief interview he had had
with Marian, her abashed and
confused manner, so entirely
different from the one she now
assumed, could scurcely credit
his senses ; but he rallied him-

self; and replied in the same

vein :

“Speaking: »f me, were
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ou? no good I'll be bound.
i wish youn joy of your sub-
ject though.  But come! am
I to know what you have been
saying ?”’

% Aha! methought I could
raise your curiosity,” an-
swered Martan. “ You gen-
tlemen always pretend fo have
no curiosity, and ascribe that
failing to us of the weaker
sex, citing mother Eve as a
proof-—but we catch you oc-
casionally. Shall I tell him
what was said, Mr. Clifford 1”

“If you like, since it con-
cerns you as much as himself,
and is not caleulated to make
him vain.” _

“Nor to pull down his
pride either. But since, as
you say, it concerns me too,
why, I will leave you to be
informer, while I make my
exit;” and Marian rose and
turned to quit the apartment.

“Surely, you are not going
to make us miserable by so
abrupt a departure?” said
Eirnest. ‘ o

“ 0, no, not going to make
you miserable, but going to
make my exit nevertheless,”
replied Marian, with a laugh,
as she bounded gaily out of
the toom. Arthur looked
after her, with an expression
in which doubt and astonish-
ment strangely blended.

“She is a lovely creature,
and I do not wonder you used
to be so in raptures about

with her, I fear I should by
this time have been your rival

gent, so agreeable, so enter-
taining.” o
" “Why, one would think
you were in love with her as
it is,” answered Arthur, turn-
ing quickly upoen his friend,
but forcing a laugh to con-
ceal the vexatinn he felt at the
other’s language. ‘

“ And should I admit that
I am, I hope it will give no
offence, my dear Arthur,”
replied the other, half jesting-
ly, half earnestly.

“Offence!” repeated Ar-
thur, thrown into some confu-
sion: “Offence! O, no, of
course not.”

“I knew you were too
warm 2 friend, and of teo
noble and manly a spirit, to
mind a matter so trifling.
Not that I wish you to under-
stand, my dear fellow, that I
am actually and dona fide
in love with her—0O, no—

that I have never before seen
one of her sex that pleased
and interested me so much on
so short an acquaintance.
Aund even if I did love her,
my dear friend, and I knew
that she returned my attach-
ment, I would sooner cut off
my hand than stand in your

her.”
“Nay, you need not forget

her,” said Clifford. .“ By my
faith, Arthur, if you had not
- warned me not to fall in'love

her on my account; I have
“no tmore claim on her ‘thaﬂ
you—perhaps not so much,

—she is so pretty, so intelli- -

~anoble fellow !’ “ But then,”

though I will say, frankly,

way—s0 1 will try and forget -
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replied Arthur, quickly and
tartly, nettled and vexed at
the language of the other.
“Bay you so, my dear
Arthur?” cried Ernest, seiz-
ing his hand, and appearing
net to notice there was any
thing wrong. - Ah, you are

he added, in an altered tone,
letting his countenance lose
its exultant animation, “you
have often said it was ‘the
wish of your parents and hers,
that in you two both families

and fortunes should be uni-

ted.”
“True, such is their wish

still,” answered Arthur, cold--

ly ; “but I believe they would
sooner see us both in our
graves' than united with
hearts estranged. One. thing
i1s certain. I will never wed
one who loves another, though
I loved that one never so
well. If Marian likes you
better than me, as your words
seem to imply, why, marry
her, in heaven’s name, -and
peace go with you!” :
As he said this, in a cold,
severe tone, Arthur wheeled
on his heel, with the intention
of quitting the room abruptly ;
but Clifford, who was playing
a deep game, with the skill of
an adept, caught him by the
arm, and exclaimed, with well
feigned emotion : :
“Stay, Arthur, my dear
friend, and lét me explain!
Oh! I have offended you, T
see—offended my best friend

ou have mistaken me entire-
’

iy I only spoke of my own

eelings ; f‘[,did not even hint '
at Marian’s. She like me on
so short an acquaintance?
Poh! she neither likes nor
dislikes, I'll be bound. We
spoke of love, it is true—but
with reference.to you, Arthur,
not to myself. Now do not be
offended, I pray you! I know
Marian likes you, dearly—she
Said as/ much—and only say
the word, and you shall have
it all your own way—-I will
not interfere.”

“Indeed you are very kind,”
said Arthur, with a proud curl
of his lip.

“There, I have offended
again. Forgive me! Pray
tell me what I shall do to get
once more mto your favor "

“I am wrong to get angry,”
replied Arthur, bethinking
himself. *“There is my hand,
Ernest—forget all my hasty
words.”

“With all my heart,” re-
turned the other, seizing and
shaking the proffered hand
warmnly, and with a show of
considerable emotion. T sce
now, my dear friend, you love
the girl, and 1 have made you
a_little jealous with my ill-
timed remarks. But forget

them, my dear fellow-—forget

them! I know Marian thinks
much of you, already-—ay,
were you even her drother, she
could scarcely think more of
you. Nay, you need not start,
and look so astonished! I -

~—and all unintentionally. But

pledge you my reputation for
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discernment " it is true; and
therefore you have only to
press your suit in that quarter,
to be successful.”

Ere Arthar, vexed, con-
fused, and half bewildered,
could frame a reply, Mr. War-
ren entered the parlor, to bid.
his guest and son to dinner.
Perhaps Arthur was not sorry -
for this interruption ; for turn-
ing quickly away from Clif-
ford, he said : '

“ Father, I give Ernest into
your charge. Conduct him
to dinner, and T will join you
- presently ;” ahd without wait-
‘ing a rteply, he opened the
door, and passed into the

room where he had first met
Marian. ‘

“ Bravely done!” said Clif-
ford to himself, as he accom-
panied the elder Warren to
the dinner table—* bravely
done! The game opens beau-
tifully ; and with the cards all
in my own hands, I am a fool
if Tdo not win!”

CHAPTER: 1V.

TIE STRANGER AND THE
WARNING.

Wz will not here interrupt
the thread of our narrative, to
describe the clashing feelings
which agitated the heart of
Arthur Warren, on finding
himself alone in the library,
as we will term the apartment

that for some ten minutes he
paced the room in no enviable
frame of mind, ever and anon
clenching his hands, and other-
wise giving evidence of the
action of the stronger passions.
At length a servant appeared’
to again ‘bid him to dinner:
and recollecting that the fami-
ly were at the noon-day meal,
and that further delay on his
part would occasion surprise
and inquiry, he calmed him-
self as much as possible, and
crossing a narrow hall, or en-
try, which ran through the
centre of the house, entered
the dining room. As he ex-
pected, he found all his friends
seated at table, and busy with
the tempting viands before
them. To . his surprise and

chagrin, however, he saw that .

Ernest occupied a place next

to Marian, whom he was wait-

ing upon assiduously, and
that the only vacant seat was.
directly opposite. This ar-
rangement might have been
accidental, it is true; but to
Arthur, in his peculiar frame
of mind, it looked very much
like design ; and so vexed and
annoyed him, that he was half
inclined to make some excuse
and leave the room. Perhaps
he would have done so, but
for the words of his father, who
said : . _

“ Come, come, Arthur, you

pay our guests a poor eompli- -

ment by your delay, and are
like to be punished for your
neglect by a cold dinner.”

he entered. Suffice it to say,

Arthuar muttered some un-

-smiles, as the reader is aware,

-drama were concerned, passed
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ntelligible reply, and then
took his seat in moody silence,
glancing ouly furtively at Er-
nest and Marian, as he helped
himself from the nearest dish,
and began to eat almost vora-
crously, ’

_“ Upon my word,” said Ma-
rian, speaking across the table,
and smiling good humorediy,
“ It must have been something
Important, .Arthur, that de-
tained you so long away with
such an appetite.”

“It was,” replied Arthur,
darting npon her a meaning
look, that, in spite of herself’
brought the color to her tem-
ples. '

“One would think he had
been amputating the limb of
his dearest friend, or taking
some of the medicine he is
now legalized to preseribe to
others,” said Ernest jestingly.

“Only a little of the ex-
crescence of the Quercus in-
Jectoria, which ‘a fitend ad-
ministered,” rejoined Arthur,
rather tartly, looking sharply
at  Clifford, who - slightly
changed countenance, = but
otherwise appeared to tuke no
notice of the cutting sarcasm.

Marian saw that Arthur was
offended, and her ‘smiling
countenance instantly became
grave, which accorded better
with ‘heér feelings, for her

were all assumed. The meal,
so far as the three most im-
portant actors in our life-

- very attentive to Marian, anti-
cipating her every wish at the
table, and made several very
unsuccessfal attempts to draw
her inte animated conversa-
tion.  When he waited upon
her, she thanked him politely
—and when he asked her a
question, answered him civilly
) —but, beyond these, said little
or nothing. Ernest seemed
determined at first to raily her
mto good humor, and “even
ventured on a conundrum for
this purpose. :
“Why are you like the
soaring eagle, Miss Walde-
grave I he asked.
“I am sure I do not know,”
she replied, with great sim-
plicity, and without exhibiting
any further interest in the
matter.
“ Shall I tell you ?”
“If you please.”
““Because you are on the
wing,’" he rejoined, alluding
to that portion of a fowl, from
which she was trying to dis-
engage the meat.
“Capital! capital I eried
Warren, from the head of the
table, who chanced 1o over-
hear the jest; and the others,
of the elder persenages,
echoed “ capital;” and laughe:l
at the joke; but Arthur and
Marjan scarcely smiled'; and
Ernest, who saw he had
failed in his- design, as re-
garded the latter, for once in
hislife looked quite chagrined.
The elder Warren now no-

off rather dully. Ernest was

ticed there was something
wrong, and said:
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“Why, what ails you young
folks all at once? one would
think, to look at your serious
faces, that your friends were
“all dead. Arthur, how is it?
you seem to have lost your
light spirits all of a sudden.”

#1 do not feel well,”’ was
tlie answer.

<] am very sorry to hear
it, my son; but, for a sick
man, you have a good appe-
tite.”’

“1 thank you for the hint,
father,” - was the rejoinder;
and he instantly rose from the
table, with a flushed face, and
quitted the room. :

Mr. Warren looked sur-
prised : but Mrs. Warren sug-
gested that his long ride might
have fatiguetl him, and imme- |
diately changed the subject.
She, with a woman’s quick
penetration, already suspected
the cause of the peculiar hu-
mor exhibited by both Arthur
and Marian—but for the pre-
sent wisely determined on
keeping her thoughts to her-

- self.  As soon as dinner was
over, Marian retired to the
little chamber before mention-
ed, nor did she again make
her appearance till called by
her mother to accompany her
home. .. )

As for Arthur, on quitting
the dining room, he repaiyed
to the parTor; and after taking
a few hasty turns up and
down the room, in a very ex-
cited state of mind, he stopped
suddenly, and exclaimed :°

_give rein to my feelings and

passions in this half-crazed
manner? What will Ernest
think of me? Doubtless he
meant nothing beyond con-
mon civilities ; and if he did,

“is he not my guest? and am

I not bound by the rules of
hospitality and good breeding
to treat him like a gentleman
—to show him all proper
courtesy and respect? And
what did he do, or say, fo
offend me? He was studi-
ously polite to Marian. Well,
would I have him otherwise,
would I have him act like a
boor? Should I be called
upon to bring a charge against
him, and shoald 1 state the
real truth, would not people
laugh atme? Pshaw! pshaw!
let me redeem my foolish
error, by behaving myself in
fature.” , )
Arthur had got thus far in
his soliloquy, when the door

panied by Ernest and Mr.
Waldegrave, entered theapart-
ment. &

“ What is the matter, my
son 2’ inquired Mr. Warren,
anxiously; “are you really
i _

«1 feel better now, father,
much better,” replied Arthur,
in an animated tone. “I did
not feel exactly right when I
left the table; but give your
self” no further uneasiness
about the matter;” and then
advancing to Ernest, he drew
him aside, and continued, in

“Y am a fool! Whydol

opened, and his father, accom- .

a low tone : “ Forgive me, my

v

~abontit,” interrupted Arthur,
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friend, for my rude conduct
jost now! I do not know
what ‘possessed me—I was
not myself.”
“There is my hand,” re-
. 4
plied Ernest, with assumed
frankness. “I never harbor
malice for trifling matters. I
saw you looked hurt and

offended ; but for the life of

me I could not conjecture the
cause that put you out of hu-
mor, and so concluded some-
thing had gone wrong béfore
you came in todinner. True,
I did- onice or twice think,
that perhaps what I had
said—"" ' '

“There, there, say no more

smiling. “ We are not so far
rémoved from childhood, even -
at, one and twenty, but that
we do sometimes act with in-
fantile simpleriess—at least I
speak for myself, and acknow-
ledge it with shame. But let
that pass. And now for the
day.  Would you like a run
on the hills for the fowler's
game? or are you too much
fatigued with your journey 77
“The hlls, by all means,”
replied Ernest; “I am pas-
sionately fond of gunning.”
“So beit: remain hereand
amuse yourself, till 1 get
every thing ready ;" and say-
Ing this, Arthur left the room,
with his usual light, elastic
step, his features glowing with
their wonted animation.
About an hour later, Arthur
and Krnest, having donned

pouch and powder-horn slung
.over their shoulders, and ac-
companied by Pete, who car-
ried their fowling-pieces and
game-bag, set out for the
mountains, taking with -them
a fine dog for rousing the
game. Itis not our purpose
here to treat the reader to a
gunning excursion; for the
incidents which properly be-
long to our story, are of a’ hea-
vier and more startling char-
acter; and as our space is
limited, we must avoid all
digression ; for which neces.
sity, you who follow the traces
of our pen, have, without
doubt, good reason for being
thankful. We will only say,
therefore, that our friends, for
so we must still continue to
term them, had a long ramble,
some - sport, and, very inuch
fatigued, set their faces home-
ward, just as the sinking sun
was streaming a golden light
over the beautiful vale and
village of Walde Warren,
which lay spread before them,

L aliving picture. Their course

had been eastward, high up
on a ridge, which, beyond the
limits of the valley, kept the
windings of the stream at its
base for a considerable dis-
tance. Along the bank of
this stream, ran the road be-
fore alluded to; and just
where the two entered the
valley, was a mountain gorge
—a deep, wild, romantic pass
—where the hill seemed to
overhang the road, and the

the.regular hunting gear, with
]

road the river, which dashed
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over its recky be

d, with sullen | ever have a presentiment,

roar, some ten or fifieen feet | Arthur?”

below the traveled route.
The hills which environed
the. valley, as elsewhere men-
tioned, here came together,

« Not that I remember.”
+ Well, there is something

about this place—I know not
what nor why—that makes

or.were separated only by the } my bleod run cold.”

* river, which, in early times,
to judge by/its present appear-
ance, had cut its way through
thern with the impetuosity of
« mountain torrent.  Alto-
gether the locality in question
was singularly wild, and, in
colloquial phrase, pokerish ;
and a really timid person
would never have trod the
ground alone, at twilight, or
at a later hour, without look-
ing fearfully around, and re-
.calling dire tales of murder
and hobgoblins.

The sun had left the valley,
and the dark shadows of ad-
vancing night were beginning,
to steal over the landscape,
and envelope it as with a pall,
when our friends, having de-
scended the mountain to the
road, and sent the negro on
before, reached the gloomy

“«You are not afraid, Er-

nest 7"’

“No, I never knew what

it was to fear—and yet 1
shudder.”

« Cold, doubtless ; for since
the sun has set, the air feels
quite chilly and damp.”

“Nay, 1t is mnot that—1%

am warm enough—but—Ha?

y

do you'

what is that yonder 7’

« Where? what
see 7’

2 There, beside the road—
that dark object ; it looks like
a human being.”

“ And a human being itis,”
replied Arthur, fixing his eyes
upon a dark mass a few paces
before him  * Yes, some per- ,
son in distress, perhaps,” he
continued, quickening his
steps, till he came close up to

the object, which proved to

place we have attempted to
describe.

“«Ugh!" ejaculated Clif-
ford, with a shuodder, looking
eagerly around him, as he
and Arthur walked along,
sile by side, through the
pass. §

« What is the matter, Er-
nest?” inquired his compan-
jon, turning to look at him.

“ Nothing, nothing,”  re-
plied the other, quickly ;
“only somehow—Did you

be a man, stretched at full
length upon the ground.

« Drunk,” said Ernest, giv-,
ing the prostrate individual a
rude push with his foot, just
as Arthur was bending down,
to ascertain the cause of his
lying there. ,

The man raised himself
upon his elbow, as he felt the
foot of Clifford, with a start
almost spasmodic, and glared
upon the latter with an ex-
pression of vindictive rage:

- what I am doing here 7

~ suffer while you have the

- face—for a man like what you
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and then, with a half stifled
groan, lay down again. It
was too dark by this time,
and in this place, shaded as it

was by overhanging trees and
bushes, to see any thing very
distinctly; but, nevertheless
Arthur was able to make out
that the man was about forty
years of age, poorly clad, with
a harsh, strangely marked
countenance, sun. browned,
begrimed, and rendered still
derker and more repulsive by
a4 black, heavy beard, of a
week’s growth.
. “ Whoare you, my friend 7
inquired  Arthur,  kindly;
“and what do you here ?” ’
“I am a man,” answered
the stranger sullenly; “and
if you have eyes, you can see

“But the night sets in
chilly, and if you li
you {v'ill suffe.r.”y tie here
~ “Well, what of that, who
cares 77 growled the other.

“I care,” returned Arthur.
“I would not see a fellow be-
ing suffer, while I am blessed
with the power to relieve
him.”
~ “You wouldn’t, eh?’ re-
joined the stranger, in tones a
litile softened, partly raising
h1msplf, but, as it seemed with
considerable effort. “ Youy
wouldn’t see a fellow being

means to relieve him, eh?
Come, let me look at your

profess to be, is a rare sight
which I should like to 'seenbe-,

* You speak with bi
as ifl the £orld had nt(t;:nlllngi
you well, my friend.”

‘ The world use me well ?
—the world?—ha, ha, ha!”
returned the man, with a hol
Iov‘v. mocking laugh.

o Come’on, Arthur, the man
is drunk,” put in Clifford ;
“and what is the use of spend:
ing breath on a liquor casls "’

There,” said the stranger
getting into a sitting posfnr(;
with some difficulty—do you
not hear? there speaks one of
the world—listen to him !”’
ret“ Yog are érllsolent, knave !”

urne i
e ifford,  rather
“Don’t call names!”’ growled
the ;man, again giarir%g fero-
ciously upon Ernest—or if
you do, just please to apply
some -that don’t belong  to
-yourself.”

* Silence, sirrah ! or—"
“Or what?”’ said the man
a? the other hesitated ; “ap:
& gy I3:3;0?1},1' foot to me again,
“?erha s .
“Just do it! I dare yo
to do it again, you misergblg
coward I almost shouted the
stranger. '
“Hold I” cried Arthur, as
he saw Clifford raise his f'r,m.ti?
“ Sﬁrely_” ’
‘He was interrupted :
yell almost demom%c, asbjghg
foot of Clifford again touched.
the man—not heavily, but
contemptuously—and the lat-
ter gathered himself upon his

fore I die " : [

feet, as one suffering from
weakness and pain; but
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though his countenance ex-
pressed the raging of the most
vindietive passions within his
dark soul, he appeared of a
sudden to recolll)ect himself,
and made no attempt to ad-
vance upon the other, as his |
first notion seemed to imply
he intended tc"do.

“For shame, Ernest—for
shame—to treat the man
thus!” said Arthur sternly;
“he did you no harm.”

It will teach him, perhaps,
to keep a civil tongue in his
head, when next he addresses
a gentleman,” was the reply.
«You see I am eool, Arthur
—and I should scorn myself,
did I let such a human beast
excite my passions———but,
nevertheless, no man shall
dare me and go unpunished.”

«“ Come, no more of this!”

«Q, let him go on,” said
the stranger-— I like to listen
to him. His jests amuse me
—they do indeed. Heard
you not he called himself a
gentleman? Heagentleman!

ha, ha, ha!—was not that
a capital joke?’ and again
he laughed contemptuously.

“Why, all the broadcloth

ever imported, and all the

wealth of the Indies, would
not make him a man, much
less a gentleman.”

“Now hold your saucy
tongue!” cried Clifford—*or
your taunts will make me
forget myself.”

save you much vile reckoning

hereafter.” .
Ernest clenched his bhand,

and secemed about to strike

stepped between the two, and

said, sternly :

« Peace, both! T'll have

no more quarrelling! Ernest,

if you love me,go forward—I

would speak with this man

alone.”

« Let him thank you, then,
that he escapes further chas-
tisement,” answered Clifford,
moving away down the road.

“ And now, my good fel-
low,” said Arthur to the man,
“]et me first give you a piece
of good advice, which one of
your years should have learn-
ed ere this; and that is, if
you would be well treated by
the world, put your passions
under proper restraint, and a
strong curb on that unruly
member, your tongue. Sot

shirt of mail.”

“With gentlemen like your-
self, I grant you,” answered
the other, civilly; “but not
with counterfeits, like yonder
villain : a stout arm, and van-
tage ground, is the best de-
fence against such.” '

“ Now peace, I pray you,
for I would serve you if 1 can
—but yonder gentleman is
my friend.”

from your heart, and banish

% A happy oblivion if you | him your presence, lest he do

could,” rejoined the other,

you harm--wrong you most

sneeringly—* for it would foully !—this is my advice.

i

the stranger, when Arthur

words are a better armor than .

“Then tear his friendship

[
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young man, and I give it in
exchange for your's. I
should be twice your age,
young sir, and have seen more
of the world, and of mankind,
than you will ever see—for I
have studied them in every
form, from the ill-shaped
dwarf to the fairy-like belle—
in every degree, from the
beggar in rags to the prince
in velvet—and I say it with-
out boasting, I can read a
human -face as the scholar
doth his book; and with all
this knowledge of humanity,
I warn you to beware of that
man, as you would a crawling
viper! for if he can, he’ll
sting thee in thy dearest in-
terest. Ttell you this, because
in your young face I read in-
experience—a kind, benevo-
lent, trusting heart—and you
have made me faney you,

‘almost against my will—

otherwise, I- should have
laughed to see you made mis-
erable by your fiiend—for 1
hate mankind, with a bitter,
bitter hate, and delight to see
them war upon each other.”

“ By your speech, you
should Dbe other than you
seem,” said Arthur, feeling
a strange interest in the
stranger. ‘

1 mwas,” replied the man,
with emphasis; *“but what I
was, and what I am, are mat-
ters that concérn you not.
Ask me no questions, but go
your way in peace. Yet

- stay,” he added, hesitatingly,

yet did stoop to beg; and

when I laid me here, a_half-

hour since, it was in hope
that I should die to-night, and
so‘end a life of misery and
wretchedness; but now, now,”
he pursued, with much vehe-
mence, “ I wish to live a little
longer; and if you would—
O, the words stick in my

not tasted food for eight-and-
forty hours.” :

“Merciful heaven!” cried
Arthur—“ why did you not
tell me so at first? Dying
for want of food! Come,
come with me, my friend,
and you shall be provided
for.”

“No, no—I will go my
own way-—not with you,”
replied the other. “If you
would assist me, give me
money—there, the words are
out.” - :

“Certainly, money you
shall have, if that will answer;
‘but money is not food, there
is no house nearer than m
own, and you seem t0oo wea
and faint to be left thus.”
“Give me money — that
will do—I will not further
trouble you. Is there an inn
in yonder village 7"’

“Yes, a good one.”
~“I may perhaps go there.”
“Well, here is my purse,”
pursued Arthur, drawing it
fromr his pocket; “it is not

it is all I have with me.
Take 1t—it will serve your

averting his facé: “I never

immediate wants—and when

throat—in short, sir, I have

so heavy as it might be, but

v i I
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———

it is gone, have no scruples
fb(f]tgcalling on Arthur War-
ren. You need n,?t mention
at I gave it you.
N “t ng God ybless you, Mr.
Warren ! said the other, with
emotion, as he took the purse.
—« Your’s is the charity of a
noble heart, that does mnot
vaunt its deeds with brazen
tongue. Heaven prosper you
and your’s!” .

“Put I do not like to leave
‘vou thus,” hesitated Afrtht.n'.
“Come, will you not g6 with

P
P No, T would be_alone.
Fear not—I shall do well

nough now. I have a pur-
;ose %o live for, that will give
- me strength beyond my pre-
sent seeming. By—thg-hy,

how is your friend called?

“ Ernest Clifford.”

“Does he reside in yonder
illage 7" -
VI1“1%0, in Alabama; he is
spending a few days with me
on a visit. But why do you
ask 7’ - 3
“(Q, nothing, nothu!g-—'
only remember my warning:

When goes he hence?
«] know not.” o

“That is all—good n}gh’t’,

“ Shall I see you again?

«“ ]t is uncertain.”

“«Well, good night, my
friend, since you will not let
me do any thing more- for
you;' and Arthur hastened
down the road to overtake
Ernest Clifford. _
The stranger watched him

turned to depart, his _foot
struck - against  something,
which he stooped to pick U{:. :
“Ha! the very thmng!” e
muttered—* the very thing!”
and a terrible expression’
swept over his countenance.

- CHAPTER V.
THE BREACH WIDENS.

A week passed away, and
found Ernest Clifford still a
guest of the Warrens; but
between him and Arthur had
grown up a certain degree of
coldness, consequent upon the
prosecution of his base pu-
pose, which purpose has ai-
ready been made known to
the reader. There had as yet
been no open rupture, no pub-
lic quarrel, between Arthur
and his guest, though matters
were gradually tending to
guch an event. The storm
was brewing and advaneing
none the less surely, that 1ts
pent up lightnings had not yet
Eeen sent on their fiery mis-
sion—that its crashing thun-
ders had not yet shook the
heavens.

Arthur had never forgotten
the warning of the stranger;

Ernest, the more reason had
he for thinking the man was
right. The selfishness which
formed a prominent charac-
teristic of “Clifford, he could

jut of sight; and then, as he

not now perceive, because it

and the more closely he studied
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suited the purpose of the lat-
ter to lift the mask = 'little at
times, though too much an
adept to throw it off altogether,

and stand revealed in all his-

native blackness.

But Arthur had not seen
this change in one heretofore
considered his dearest friend,
without deep regret,.—without
experiencing’ all * those soul
harrowing feelings which at-
tend upon the dawning con-
viction that  the world and
mankind are not as we in the
simplicity and singleness of
our mind have believed. The
awakening from the dream of
innocence, to the bitter reali-
ties of an evil world, is always
attended with the keenest an-
guish of soul—with melan-

choly—with a sad depression

of spirits; it is, in fact, the
quitting of all the delights and
beauties of Paradise, to wander
in a cold, stefile, unknown re-
gion.  And against this awak-
ening conviction did Arthur
struggle, and strugele man-
fully; he would fain have
shut his eyes and dreamed on
still; but, alas! the rosy sleep
of aarly life was over, per-

~chanee to return no more ; the

silver veil had fallen from the
Mokanna of his heart’s wor-
ship; the doom of Seotland’s
bloody king seemed ringing in
his ear,

* Sleep na more to all the house.”

But still Arthur performed
the duties of the host, if not
with the same pleasure he had

anticipated, at least, so far,
without  insult to his guest.
He had taken Ernest around
the village, and introduced
him to his friends as his friend ;
they had hunted, fished, and
rode together; and such had
been their outward seeming,
that no one suspected their
lips and hearts spoke not in -
unison. :

All might have gone well
still, had the scheming Clif-
ford so willed it; but it wus
his deliberate intention to
break with Arthur when it
should best suit his design;
and he prepared himself, and
arranged matters accordingly.
His first step, as shown in 2
preceding chapter, had been
1o try and estrange Arthur
and Marian; and a week had
enabled him to succeed just so
much as he wished to succeed
in a week. It was no part of
his scheme to separate them
abruptly, by a hot quarrel—
for then they might as abrupt-
ly come together again, and
mar all his projects. No, he
wished to separate them gra-
dually—to cause a fecling of
restraint and coldness to grow
up between them ; to make the
pride of one wound the pride
of the other; to make both so
far jealous as to be cynical and
sarcastic, and each think the
other indifferent and heartless.
This Ernest never could have
accomplished i any degree,
had he not been aided by

Marian’s first great error in
regard to Arthur; and even
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as it was, it was an undertak-
ing in which any one-less
cunning and smooth tongued
than he would have failed.
But he worked with the skill
of a master, and so played
upon the feelings of each, as to
make them play upon each
other 10 his advantage.
During the week in ques-
tion, he had several times
called upon Marian in com-
pany with Arthur—but had
so managed as to engross the
conversation of the former,
and leave the latter to the un-
pleasant reflection that he
played a second part. He had,
contrived, too, to see Marian
more than once alone; and
then he had spoken of Arthur
in the highest terms, and said
how happy must be the wo-
man of s . choice; but had
adroitly hinted, at the same
time, that that cholce was
made; which so chimed in
with Marian's belief or fear,
considered  with  Arthur's
‘manuer toward her, that the
lying insinuation  swelled in
her mind to a mighty truth.

. 8o matters stood, when Ar-
thur, Ernest, and Marion re-
ceived an invitation to a party
at the house of Mr. Lynch,

if possible, why she had so
changed toward him of late;
for since their first meeting, on
the'day of his return, he had
never seen her, to converse
with her alone—having, when-
ever he visited her, taken Er-
nest along, at the particular
request of the latter.
On the evening of the day
on which he received the in-
vitation, therefore, he managed
to get Ernest and his father
engaged in a friendly dis-
cussion, and slip away without
being perceived. He repaired
to Waldegrave's, and, as
chance would have it, found
Marian entirely alone, in the
paglor, ber father and mother
having gone out to spend the
evening. She greeted him in
a polite and friendly mauner,
but seemed not a little embar-
rassed, and her features wore a
heightened color.-
« Where is your friend, Mr.
Cliﬂ"qrd 7" was her first ques-
tion, when the usval common
places of meeting had passed
| between them.
. Arthur felt his own face
crimson, as he replied with
some severity :

“ Am I only welcome, Miss
Waldegrave, when 1 bring

the merchant, who lived in|another to usurp the conver-

the village, on the opposite
Notwith-

standing a certain degree of

side of the bridge.

- coldness had grown up be

tween him and Marian, Ar-
thur now resolved to forget

sationi? If so, say the word,
and I will instantly go and
bring my friend—or, perhaps,
- | I should rather, say yours.”

« Arthur—or Mr. Warren,
rather, since you see proper
to deal in formalities—this is

. all, and ask her to accompany
him—intending, also, to learn,

_cruel, unkind of you,” an-
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swered Marian, only by. a
great effort restraining herself
from bursting into tears. «1
inquired after Mr. Clifford, as
~was natural I should, seeing
you have.not thought prope?'
of late to honor my poor
‘presence without him,”

“For the very reason that
I deemed his presence neces-
:.Ell)ll.}e;.”to malke mine accept-

“Oh, Arthur!” exclaimed
Marian ; and no longer able
to hold in check her emotions
she hid her face in.her hand-
kerchief and wept. ‘

“Oh, Marian, I have
wounded your feelings—for-
give me!"” cried Arthur, for-
geting every thing bug t{lﬂt
he had spoken harshly to the
weeplng girl before him, and |
thinking only how he might
repair his error. ¢ Foraive
me, Marian, for speaking 50
rudely, so unkindly —and to
you, my old ftiend and play-
mate,—forgive me, or I will
never forgive myse]f!” 1

But Marian only wept the
more. The founts of her
soul had burst through their
bright gates, and the torrent
would not be stayed.

“Oh, Marian, Marian.”
pursued Arthur, “you make
me  wretched, for my un.
guarded words—haw could I
Pavg been so heartless, so un-
eeling as to -utter them?
Come, Marian, come~—(taking
her hand, and gently drawing

coldness 7

sweet friend, and forget that
I have spoken! Obh, say that
you forgive me!” :

“I-do, I do, with all my
heart,” murmured the other:
and carried away by her feel.
ings, she for the moment
leaned her head wupon his
manly breast, and wept anew.

: “.There, now, weare friends
again, sweet Marian—{friends
as of old—are we not, Marian ?
—are we not?' .

“Yes, Arthur—yes—as of
old—at least I hope so,” re-
plied the other, startine up
rather hurriedly, wiping her
eyes hastily, and appearing 5
good deal confused and agi-
tated. : ‘

‘“ There bas been coldness
between us of late,” continued
Arthur, still retaining her
}]angi, which she now seemed -
melined to withdraw—¢ but
why, T know not—unless,”
he added, seemingly struck
with & new idea— ynless my
friend, or some one else, has
abused me to you.”

Oh,, wrong not yonr
friend with such a suspicion!”
returned Marian, quickly—
“for he is honor’s self, and

always speaks of you in the
highest terms.”

* Then tell me whence this

“I know no miore than\

you, Arthur.”

“Then you really have no

ill-feeling toward ‘me, Ma~
rian 7

her tol him—7) look up, my
. [
_ |

“Toward you, Arthur? ill-
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feeling toward you?” cried
Marian. “.Oh, how ean you
ask the question?”

« Bless you, fair girl ! there
apeaks the friend of old.. Ab!

. did you know how miserable
I have been, thinking you
. were offended, Marian !”

« And 1, Arthur, for the
same cause.”

“Why, then_we have both
been unhappy without a
cause! Well, thank heaven!

~we understand each other
now, and I trust there may be
no misunderstanding hereaf-
ter.”

« Heaven send it!”

“ But of Ernest—does he
indeed speak of me in such
high terms 7’ o

“He does, Arthur, and
seems never weary of the sub-

ject; he is the truest of true
friends.” .
“Then have I wronged him
most shamefully.” ‘
«“ How, Arthui?” inquired
Marian, in surprise.
“«Jn  thought. Do you
know, Marian, I have been
jealous of his attentions to
you, and often fancied he was
playing me false—that he was
seeking, by sly means and
base, to estrange us.”
«“QOh, then, Arthur, you

| mere terms.”

forgetting that the cause of
that love was praise of him
self, and that consequently he
must be the foremost object n
the
dressed. « “Did you say love
him, Marian ?”

heart of her he ad-

«T used the term, but pet-

haps wrongly,” replied Mari-
an, blushing : * esteem, 1t may
be, had been the better word.

« Wsteem, in such cases,

easily ripens into love,” re-

tarned Arthur; “better to use
' ?

the expressive verb at once.’

¢« You mistake me, Arthuy,”
cried Marian, hastily, with
considerable confusion.  ~~
“ Well, no matter—let it
pass—we will not quarrel on
“We will not quarrel on
any terms, Arthur,” rejoined
Marian, quickly. = .
“ Ay, true—so be 1t with
all my heart. So you feel
much esteem for Ernest, eh?”
« As your friend, Arthur,
es.” .

« Nay, put not the respon-
sibility on my shoulders!—do
ou not esteem lim for him-
self 7 since you prefer that
word to love.”

« Arthur, Arthur, what
mean these questions, asked
in such a way, and in such a

have indeed wronged him—-
for never heard I friend extol
friend, as FErnest Clifford
extols Arthur Warren. Oh,
I sometimes felt I could love
him for the words he uttered.”

tone?” exclaimed Marian un-
easily. S

«(), you do not wish to
answer them, 1 suppose—mno

matter.”
«Now Arthur, you grow
unkind again—as if 1 would

“Love him, Marian?’ re-
peated Arthur, a little coldly,

refuse to answer whatever you
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may ask. Yes, I do esteem
. Mr. Clifford, for himself—I
look upon him as a kind, bene-
nOb]e'j

volent, high-minded,
hearted gentleman.”

“ Rare qualities—but I hope

understand me with a little
reflection,” returned the other,
drily. “One easily under-
stands in such cases, when
one feels inclined.”

But Marian did not under-

he has them, and that you ! sta i i
ho g be,deqeived:" you ' s nd Arthur aright—that is

“ What
thur 7

“ 0, nothing—nothing.”

& N_ay_, Arthur, there is o
:meamng

mean you,

hidden
words.”

“Is there, faith %—then if
you are sure of so much, per-
haps you know what it is. I
wish you joy beforehand.”

“Wish me joy of what 1

“Of every thing you wish.”

“1 do not understand you.”
- “No? Well then Jet it
gas,:?, till the time comes you

0.

“Do you fefer to Mr. -
ford 1 7 \ ‘ ‘Cllf
. “Ha! you take my mean-
g wonderfully well, for one
that does not take at gll.”

“ Arthur how strange you
f:alk P" eried Marian, becom-
ing a good deal agitated.

“And yet talk what will
not be strange ere long. . Er-
nest, I believe, is rich.”

“Well 17 .

* And you are an heiress.”

“ %ell ™

* That is all—I only spok
to show equality.” Vepoke

Im  your

Ar-

to say, if she guessed at his
allusions, she put a wrong
construction upon them; for
believing hing engaged to
another—or at least in love
with another, as Clifford had
vaguely hinted he was-—she
fancied he spoke thus to show
her there was .mo hope he
would ever be other to her
than now ; and with this idea
uppermost in her mind, she
rejoined, in a tone a little
tremulous with emotion: . -

“Well, let what will hap-
pen, Arthur, I trust wo shall
ever be friends 1" :

“Q, certainly, friends! O, -
yes, certainly I he answered,
affecting to. laugh indiffer-
ently.

“Now, by ‘your manner,
you mean not what you say.”

“ Now, by my faith, I do.”

“You seem offended al-
ready.” o ‘

“Pshaw ! you mistake me.
Comg, I will convince you of
my smeerity.  Here isa plain
gold ring, (producing oue from
his pocket (which was made
to fit your finger. If you

“1 understand you now,”
said Marian, who would ..ha\;e
wept In vexation of spirit, but
that pride came to her aid.

look inside, you will see en-
graved, ‘From A. W. to M.
W..” will you accept thisas a
friendship token 7 :

“0, T knew you would

“Yes! yes!” cried Marian,
eagerly,
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“ And wear it as such?”

“ Yes—it shall never leave
my finger.”

“TLet me placeiton. Why,
how your hand trembles!
There, now, so long as I see
that ring there, I will call you
by the sweet title of friend—
since it seems decreed ] may
never call you by a dearer.
term ;” and in spite of him-
self the voice bf Arthur fal-
tered, and he turned aside his
face to conceal his ‘emotion,
- while Marian actually wept.

0, how blind 1is ‘love
at times—wilfully, jealously
blind! Here were two per-
sons now, formed for each
other, mutually loving, but
contriving through the ver
excess of that love to establis
something like formal friend-
ship. Had Arthur but spoken
the dearest wish of his soul,
the heart of Marian would
have responded, and these two
beings, now - so0 miserable,
would both have been happy.

When Arthur first met Ma-

riant after his return, he was
* struck with the conviction

that she loved him; but her
subsequent manner had led
him to doubt, and finally to
think himself mistaken; and
. this very interview, instead
of setting both parties right,
only tended to make matters
still worse, as will be seen by
what immediately follows.
“ Now that I have accom-
plished one object of my visit
to-night,” said Arthur, at

brought you and I, Marian, to

a friendly understanding—I

may as well make known the ‘
second. I suppose you intend

going” to the party at Mr

Lynch’s?” .

“] had thought of doing
so,” replied Marian, coloring

“Well, shall I do myself

the pleasure to call for you ?”

At this. question Marian
seemed not a little embar-
rassed, and answered hesita-
tingly, in a. tremulous tone, as
if afraid of giving offence:

. “Why, Arthur—I-—had I
known—I—but—" =~

~ «Well, speak out, Marian !”

“ Why — I —am —already
engaged, Arthur.”

“Indeed!” rejoined -the
other, starting and flushing.
“May I know to whom?"'

“ Mr. Clifford.”

“1 might have known as
much,” teturned Arthur, -
sing with a celd, offended air.
+ T understand it all now. So,
so—well, well ;" and he began
to hum a tune, and button his
coat, preparatory to taking
his leave.

“ Surely, you are not going,

ing greatly troubled.

ing for me at home, for I stole
away unknown to any.”
“But say you are not of-
fended !” .
“«Q, .no, Marian—no—I
wish you well—indeed I do!
But now I think of it, may I
inquire when you_made yout

lenga)—" that is to say,

engagement with Ernest ? for

Arthur!” eried Marian, look-

“Yes, they may be inquir--
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—_—

it was only to-day I received
my invitation.”
. ““ He called this afternoon.”
“Hal yes—I see:” and
again Arthur thought of the
words of the stranger—* If

he can, he’ll sting thee in thy

dearest interest;” for he re-
membered Ernest had made
some trifling excuse for sepa-
rating from him, for an hour or
so—and now he could see
why, and where he had been.

This reflektion did not tend |

to put him in any better hu-
mor ; and when Marian tim-
idly inquired if he would not

come with Mr. Clifford, he |

answered “ No,” so sharply,
that she turned pale and
trembled. ’

“I am sorry I made the en-
gagement,” she rejoined.

“ Look to it, that you make
no ‘other you will regret
more !” he said, chillingly.
“ Meantime, allow me to wish
you a very good night;” and
he styode to the door.

“But stay, Arthur—one
moment—do -not go thus!”
cried Marian. . ' :

“ Well 7’ he said, almost
savagely, turning full upon
her, with the -air of one who

-did not wish to be detained.

He saw that she was pale

“aud trembling ; butif the sight

in the least touched or sof-
tened his feelings, he did not
show it; his look was stern
and cold, '

1 thought we were to part
friends,” fa%tered Marian.

“ And do we not?? was the

“I hope so—I pray .so,
Art-hur!”p Py ,

“ Any further commands?”

“No,” answered Marian,
faintly.

“Then good night!” and
Arthur almost rushed out of
the house. .

He did not go home for an
hour, but strolled about in no
enviable mood. He was ill-
at-ease with ldmself, and felt
bitterly toward all mankind,
and particularly toward Er- .
‘nest. Had the two met then, -
there would in all probability
have been a quarre{). :

That - night was a very
restless - and unhappy one
to Arthur, and Manan wept
herself to a troubled sleep

]

CHAPTER VL

THRILLING INCIDENTS.

TuE party at Mr. Lynch’s
was fixed for the third night-
from that on which Arthur
had a private interview with
Marian, The day following
this interview was stormy ;
so was the next; the rain
poured down in torrents, and
Arthur and Ernest did not stir
from the house. This made
it somewhat wunpleasani to
both; for Arthur, in endea-
vouring to act the agréeable
host, did it with a certain
coldness and formality, that
told his guest he was no longer
a welcome visitor, and that a

~ Tesponse.

/

sense of duty and propriety
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had taken the place of plea-
sure. Dut this troubled Er-
nest less than it would have
done, had he not deliberately
brought itabout, and in a mea-
sure prepared himself for it.
He resolved to let matters
take their own course for the
present, however, and should
a rupture result therefrom, he
could in thatevent take up
his qnarters at the inn—for to
_ quit the place ere hehad fully
ingratiated himself with Ma-
rian, was no part of his de-

sign. ,_
“The third day, the day on
which the party was to come
off in the evening, rose clear
and beantiful; and the crys-
tal drops that, on leaf, and
blade, and flower, sparkled in
the morning light, were soon
dispelled by the warm rays
of a cloudless sun. At an
early hour Arthur mounted
his favorite riding horse, and
without saying a word to Er-
nest, but merely telling his
father he shou{d be absent
most of the day, rode swiftly
away toward the village. As
he crossed the bridge, he ob-
served that the stream was
very much swollen and turbid,
and that its waters were still
rising fast, occasioned by the
recent rains on the mountains.
The idea struck him, tdo,
that he had ravely seen the
stream -so high, and that if it
continued to rise any consi-
derable time, it must sweep

ly because such an event
ﬁad never occurred ; and be-
yond this he thought nothing
about it. _
We shall not follow. Arthur
in his day’s wanderings—for
wanderings is, perhaps, not an
inappropriate term—since his
object 1 riding forth. was
merely to escape {rom himself,
by finding a new channel for
his thoughts, and also to have
an excuse for not attending

the party, which he felt would
yielgl, him no pleasure, now
that Marian would be escorted
thither by another.
It. was his intention to re-
turn by nine o’clock in the
evening; but having ridden
to the county seat, and got
in company with a few choice
friends, he did not get away
from there till near that hour;
and then the roads were so
washed and gullied, that the
night being dark, his progress
homeward was slow, and he
only reached the lower pass
to the valley, the opposite one
to that heretofore described,
ahout midnight. This, like
the other, was wild and
gloomy ; ‘and as he walked
his horse along the road,
around the base of the hills,
the roar of the angry waters
‘below sounded. portentously
-in his ear, and a solemn dread,
as of some awful calamity,
seized upon his soul, and he
felt a strange, undefinable

away the bridge ; but this he
thought it would not do, sim-

turbulent waters showed him

thrill pervade his frame. Oc-:
casionally, too, a flash’ of the
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that the stream had over-
_leaped the usual bounds even
of a flood ; and as the bridee
naturally recurred to his
mu_ld, he felt additicnal un-
easiness, lest that had gone,
and with it his only chance
of reaching home that
night. - :
As he rode on through the
valley, half wrapped in a
gloomy reverie, while his eye
scanned closely each object
presented to it, Arthur felt he
would" willingly give no tri-
fling sum to be assured that
all was well. As he drew
near the village, he perceived
lights like torches moving to
and fro in several places; and
apprehensive from his own
feelings, that something terri-
ble had happened, he buried
his spurs in_ the flanks of his
higli-mettled beast, and dashed
forward on the run. Just
before entering the village, he
perceived a group of three or
four persons earrying a torch,
and moving slowly down the
bank of the stream, apparently
In search of “some object.
Riding up to them, Arthur
demanded, in a tone of consi-
derable uneasiness, what had
bappened. -
“Ah! sir,” said the one
who carried the torch, as he

“Prepare yourself for some-
thing dreadful! Your friend
Mr. Clifford, and Miss Wal-
degrave,we fear are drowned !’

“Drowned !” shrieked Ar-
thur, half springing, half tum-
bling, from his horse.

. “Yes,” pursued the other,
we fear 1t is all over with

them. Oh! it is an awful
event; the like of which. was
never known in Walde-War-
ren. They were returning
together from the party at Mr.
Lynch’s, and just as they
were crossing the bridge, the
flood swept it away, carrying
them with it. We {;eard Miss
Waldegrave shriek, and Mr-
Clifford cry for help, and then
all became still.  Quick, here
some one assist Mr. Warren %
he cried, as Arthur sank to
thetgf]qundiftoo weak to sup-
port himself, on hearing thi
dreadful news. curing this
“And I parted from her in
anger ! Arthur muttered, in-
audibly, as a couple of the
party assisted him to his feet.
- ** Oh! that Clifford’s place had
been mine! Is there no hope
that she may be sdved I” he
cried, wildly. * Oh! tell me
not that she is lost forever!”
“We fear the worst,” an-
swered Nixon. “But try and
calm yeurself, Mr. Warren ;

thréw its ruddy gleams upon
;!he pale face of Arthur, “we

ave terrible news for you
Mr. Warren.” . you

“Speak, Mr. Nixon!” gasp-

we will do all that can be done.
Perchance they may escape ;
but the stream is very high
and turbulent, and, as T s;id
before, we have little hope. It

ed Arthur, “donot keepmen-
suspense !”’

is barely possible the
drift to the shore, and \)':'e r\x;?l
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follow the stream down as far
a8 the most sanguine may
think necessary.”
“QOh! merciful he_avenjg
how terrible! how terrible !
. groaned Arthur, wringing his
hands. “And to think I
parted from her in anger!” he
repeated to himself. I,:mll
go with you,; Mr. Nixon,” he
continned, addressing the inn-
keeper. “Let us hasten on
as fast as we can, and at the
game time examine closely
as we go. Do her parents
' know of this heart-rending
alamity 7 .
s Prgbably not; for the

. : .. v |
bridge being carried away,

there is now no way of commu-
nicating_with persons on the
other side of the river.

«Oh! what a crushing blow
for them! it will break their
hearts I said Arthur. ‘

«The whole village will
mourn,” replied Nixon, sadly;

he truly loved on earth; and
without the chance of repa-
ration, without an opportunity
to ask forgiveness, she had
suddenly been snatched from
time to eternity. Oh! pen
cannot portray, even in a.
feeble degree, the intense,
overwhelming anguish he sut-
fered. His brain seemed at
times on fire ; and often did he
wish Clifford’s fate had been.
his—that he had been with
her on the fatal bridge, and, if
death were decreed, that he
had died in a noble effort to
save a life dearer than his
own. - »
For hours did the citizens
of Walde-Warren search the
banks of the stream for the
bodies of Ernest Clifford and
Marian Waldegrave. Far
down below the western pass
did they go with their torches
—-gxamining every projection,
curve, and drift—in fact, every

% for poor Marian was beloved
by alE young and old. Alas!
this is a woful day for Walde-
Warren.” -

Arthur said no more ; but he
felt o pressure on his brain, as
if it would burst. He would
have given 4 world, had it
been his, to have recalled that
last meeting, and parted from
his sweet, gentle, lovely play-
mate, as a true friend should
have parted. Alas! he could
not now unsay his cruel words,
and he felt that his life must

inch of ground, for the whole
distance. But they sought in
vain. The muddy, turbulent
waters went hissing, whirling,
roaring, and flashing opward,
but were silent concerning the
awful deed they had perform-
ed. Not a trace of the unfor-
tunate vietims was found, and
it was finally decided that no
more could be doue till day-
licht. Slowly, sadly, and with
h'gavy gloom on each counte-
nance, did the searchersretrace
their . steps to the village;

ne of regret | where they were met by a
‘Esgcﬁc;;g:y-beﬁ): eh::ad ;agted hundred eager inquiries, from

in anger from the only being | their wives and daughters,

~

- guish—his eyes red from

- Several persons aceordingly

1.
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who had remained behind in
torturing suspense; and many

were the exelamations of hor-

ror, pity, and grief, when the
latter found their worst fears
confirmed by the report.

Arthur, who had retuined
with the others, now became
an object of universal attention
and commisseration—as, his
features, pale as marble, and
expressive of the keenest an-

weeping—bis head bowed up-
on his breast—he walked slow-
ly past groups of anxious
citizens, who, out of respect
to his heavier sorrows intruded
ufpon him no empty words
of condalence, but, on the con-
trary, hushed all conversation
as he went by.

It was the wish of Arthur,
as expressed to Mr. Nixon,
that some kind of a raft should
be constructed, by which he
could reach the opposite side
of the swollen stream, relieve
his parents of all anxiety con-
cerning himself, and Treport
the dire event of the night.

‘et to work, and by daylight
1 rough water-conveyance was
finished and placed upon the
stream. Upon.this Arthurand
one other ventured with. long
poles; and after one or two
narrow escapes, owing to the
power and velocity of the cur-
rent, reached the opposite
shore in safety, about a quar- |.
ter of a mile below the point
of embarkation,

of his way home, fearing to
frust himself to communicate
the awful intelligeuce to the
parents of poor Marian. His
own father and mother were
rejoiced to see him; for al-
though they knew nothing of
the washing away of the
bridge, they had been con-
cerned at his long absence; -
but when he came to relate
the loss of Marian and Ernest,
they were appalled and over-
whelmed with sorrow, for they
loved Marian as a daughter. .
“ Oh ! woful tidings! woful
tidings! and wo is me, that I
must be the first to break this
dreadful news to Archer!”
said the elder Warren, when
Arthur had finished his heart-
rending tale. “But it must
be done, and delay can ease
no pang;” and with these
words he set off on his soul
trying mission,
We pass over the reception
of the intelligence of the loss
of their beloved daughter, by
the parents of Marian. No
pen, though wielded with the
combined: power of all the
great masters that ever had a
being, can portray one tithe
of the anguish which is felt
on similar oceasions; and there-
fore we leave the reader to
imagine—or, it may be, recall
—their feelings; for doubtless
we are addressing some who
have felt a like visitation of
Providence. Oh! it is hard,
very hard, to lose a near and
dear friend by the hand .of

Arthur now made the best | death, and know that his or
7 : .
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Ber welcome voice wi]l'.sound
no more in our ear Whﬂl? GV?:
tread the shores of time; bu
when we have seen such ta
one pass gradually dow(;lh.o
the vale of shadows, hear : 112
or her parting words, and he
the last pressure 0t" his orﬁl.er
hands—how light is our aiilic-
tion compared to that of hav-
ing one snatched from _uz 111
the bloom of het_xlth, withou
a moment’s warning! In the
latter case the shock 1s terrt-
.ble; and there are many co}rll-
stitutions that sink under the

" plow, or withstand it only wm;
a final or temporary loss o
rei};‘%[; latter was not the case
with .the parents of .Mﬂl‘la.}tll,
however; they. survived the
news of her loss, without ¢ ti
derangement of their menta
faculties; but over what they
suffered for a'lfew hours we

ill draw a veil.
m&sd for Arthur, having re-
paired to his own —prwat(fa
chamber, he locked himsel

i ave unrestrained
in, and then %ief. And it w?s
fearful; fearful. Now he won

t?lrow himself upon the bed,
and roll from side to side, as

if ui ing the agonies of | the
]f undergc‘lng i he ngh . ” . d as he -
the particulars,” he said, a

way 1o his

mortal convulsions; now
would start up suddenly,
pace the

seat, and, leaning his head
upon his breast, clasp ins

and.
floor with hra%ld‘
strides, wringing hlS. ands,
zznsf:inging them wildly to
and fro; and now he would
sink himself heavily upon a

« ‘temples, ever: and anon exs
claiming, with a groan:

«Poor dear Marian! and I

parted from thee in anger L

How many, whose eyes fall

upon the traces of our pem,
W};H recall some dear friend
from whom they [;arted in
nger, or coldness, w

?ngg death unexpectedly made

a final one.

iich part-

Tt is not well to part from a

iend in anger.
frxngthe sun was more than half
way to the meridian, ‘when
Mr. Warren rapped at Ar-
thur's door, and cried : ‘
« Joyful mnews, my son—
joyful news! Marian and Mr.

E RS

ifford are saved.”
ChVV ith one bound Arthur
reached the door, and the next
moment stood confronting his
father, pale, baggard, trem-
bling, and with an expres-
sion of hope and fear blended

his countenance.

" Did I hear aright?” he
asped. . ‘

i Yes, Arthur—ye?:—t13anlc

od, they are saved ! :
G‘ t haak God, indeed ! re-
turned Arthur, solemnly ; and
sinking down upon his knees,:
he offered a silent tribute of

ksgiving to the

s « Now tell me, father,

ros‘c‘e‘%&;}};? {e?;zrdl y know the
particulars myself, Artbur,
answered the other; *but 115
appears, from what I cou

gather from the messenge:

. Lo
sent over to apprise Marian’s

Most

¢

i

| - and subsequently conveyed to

- ous state ; from which, though
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parents of her safety, that Mr.
Clifford, with wonderful pre-
sence of mind, on finding the
bridge giving way, clasped
Marian around the waist with
one arm, and the railing with
the other; and so they were
borne down the stream some
three or four miles—she barely
kept from drowning by his
untremitting and almost super-
human efforts—when, Provi-
dentially, they lodged against
some bushes, and he succeeded
*in getting ashore and dragging
her after him, in an unconsci-

nearly exhausted himself, he
finally .recovered her, by con-
stant rubbinyg and other atten-
tions. As both were too weal
to walk, they remained on the
bank of the stream through the
night, and were found this
morning, in a rather precarious
condition, by a party of the
villagers who had gone down
te search for their dead bodies.
They were immediately taken,
toa farm-house in the vicinity,
proper restoratives applied,

the village in a carriage, where
they now are, at the house of
Mr. Lynch. All Walde-War-
sen is ina state of rejoicing,
and young and old are loud in
the praise of the noble, heroic
conduct of Ernest Clifford.”
A pang shot through the
heart of Arthur at this recital
—a selfish pang we dare net.
deny. He rejoiced that Ma-
rian had been saved from an,
awful death ; but he could not

her life to Clifford. Though
living, he now felt she must
henceforth ‘be dead to him ;
for though never so much op-
posed to the advances of Chf-
ford-—and he had yet to learn
that she was opposed ‘to them
~—how could - she conscien-
tiously resist the impassioned
suit of her preserver? This
idea now became one of ior-
ture to Arthur; and if the
truth must be told, he scarcely
felt more happy than before
he heard what to every one
else was joyful news.” His
father saw that he was greatly
agitated—but he attributed it
to a very different cause than
the real one——and merely add-
ing, that the parents of Marian
had gone back with the mes-
sen";ger to see her, and thaul
her'preserver, he retired, leav-
ing Arthur to himself.

Once more alone, Arthur
threw himself upon the bed,
and fairly wept in Ditterness
of spirit. Not naturally of an
envious disposition—not natu-
rally of a jealous one—he was
now both envious and jealous
of one he had so lately called
his friend, but whom he felt
he could eall his friend no
more. Yes, he felt, truly felt,
he had nursed a viper to sting
him to the heart. He had
crawled between Marian and
himself; and though so feeble
at first that an iron heel might
have crushed him, yet now cir-
cumstances had given him
a power that made him more
than his equal in combat,

avoid the regret that she owed

"

“Oh! that it had been my
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fortune to have saved that life
dearer than my own, even at
~ the sacrifice of my own!”
groaned Arthur; “but, alas!
1t was_ not so ordered; and
-henceforth I must be miserable
in knowing that she lives for
another, and that other un-
worthy so rich a prize.”

As we claim to speak the
truth of Arthur, even when it
tells against him, we must not
omit to mention here, that with
all his selfishness—and who
"can truly love and not be
selfish ?—the keenest pang of
his heart was the reflection,
that Ernest Clifford was totally
unworthy so sweet, so gentle,
so innmocent, so0 pure, so con-
" fiding, so unsuspecting, so an-
gelic a being as Marian Wal-
degrave. Had he been what

Arthur first believed him to
be—a generous, upright, ho-
norable man—he could have
said—not perhaps without a
pang of regret—but still he
could have said: “ You have
saved her life—it belongs to
{ou—take her and make her
)

appy.” But he could not say

it now, though his voice, he
fancied, had no longer power
to make or mar.

At length Arthur started up
quickly, with' the sudden re-
solve that he would see Marian
without delay. In his pecu-
liar frame of mind, and with
his fiery, passionate energies,
to resolve was to execute. He
hurried from the house to-
ward the village; and finding
ao other means of crossing

the still roaring flood, he
plunged in, regardless of the
danger he incurred, and suc-
ceeded in gaining the other
bank in" an exhausted condi-
tion. Resting himself for a
few minutes, and feeling his
strength in some degree re-
stored,. Arthur, all dripping
with water, unmindful of his
appearance, set off for Mr.
Lynch’s. He found a greup
of some dozen persons in front
of the merchant’s dwelling,

discussing the late exciting’

events; and just as he came
up, he heard the name of Clif-

ford mentioned in terms of the

highest encomium.

“Why, Mr. Warren,” said
the same speaker, glancing at
Arthur’s dripping garments;
“it seems you have been
taking a bath also.”

“Buat I havesaved nobody’s
life,” replied Arthur, almost
bitterly, as he passed on into
the house, which he found
very much crowded, mostly
by ladies, many of whom
were still dressed as at the
party, having remained up all
night, under too much excite-
ment to think of their person-
al appearance.

On inquiring for Marian,
Arthur was informed that she
was now asleep, and that the
physician had given strict or-
ders not to have her dis-
turbed.

“ But your friend, Mr.
Clifford, is in a condition to
see you,” said Mr. Lynch
coming up to Arthur. .

. termns they had ever been.

" .Just risen, and sipping a glass

busy sipping his wine, and

‘8ee any one—though I be-.
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Arthur would have declined
seeing him, only that he
feared such a proceeding
would be too pointed, and eli-
ctt inquiry as to the cause—
for as yet it was not known
that Ernest and himself were
not on the same friendly

So he was shown to Mr. Clif-
ford’s room by Mr. Liynch, who
immediately retired, leaving
the young mento themselves.

Arthur found Clifford en-
veloped in a dressing gown of
the host’s, sitting on the side
of the bed, from which he had

of port wine negus. Advan-
cing to him, with a rather gm-
barrassed air, Arthur held out
his hand; but Ernest was

appeared not to see it.

“I have called to eongratu-
late you on your Providential
escape from a horrible death,”
Arthur said, hardly able to
suppress  the - indignation
which "the cool, deliberate in-
sult of the other aroused.

“Ah, yes, mwe had a very
narrow escape of it,” replied
Clifford, with perfect noncha-
lance, taking another stp at
the wine glass, '

“ Perhaps | intrude ! said
Arthur, biting his nether lip
with vexation.

“ 0, no, not at all,” replied
the other, in a tone of cutting
indifference.. “ No, my phy-
sician has not forhidden me to

lieve Marian is not so fortu.

nate. Poor Marian ! ouly for
her sufferings, it had been a
happy night to me. Do you
not wish me joy, Mr. War-.
ren?’ ‘

“No,” said Arthur, “I do
not. I will be frank, and
not let my tongue lie to my
heart. Mr. Clifford, I .once
called you my friend~1I can .
do so no longer.”

“0, as you please,” an-
swered the other, with perfect
composure—‘i{ is a matter of
no importance to me. I will
-send for my Inggage—I sup--
pose you do not intend to keep
that 7 '

Arthur flushed to the ver
roots of his hair, his ‘hanc[g
clenched, his brows con-
tracted, his eyes flashed,
and for a moment or two
1t seemed as if he would
have struck his insulter to
his feet. But he choked down
his choler, so as to speak dis-
tinctly, in a low but tremu-
lous tone : : ‘
“Mr. Clifford, I see it is
your intention to insult we
beyond forgiveness—nay, you
have already done so—but I
do not wish to have any open
quarrel with ‘you, and there-
fore I curb my temper and
my passions; but beware you
do not go too far !’

* “Thank you, for your time-
ly caution. ~ By-the-by, if you
will make out my bill, I will
settle  it, and change my
quarters,”

“Well, then,” replied Ar-

thar, “the first item is two .

1
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hundred dollars,
" money.”

“Ah! yes—I remember;
have you my note?”’ ‘

“Your note? mo! am I a
paltry usurer?”

“Well, I never pay any
thing but notes

“ Swindling scoundrels sel-
dom do!” rejoined Arthur,
with a look of contempt and
scorn.

“Ha! that language to me,
sir 7’ eried Clifford, beginning
to grow excited for the first
time, -

“If the coat fits, wear it !"’
said Arthur.

“You are bold, knowing

me an invalid.”

“Were you not one, you
would find me bolder. But I
did not come here to quarrel
—s0 I will take my leave.”

“Good morning,” rejoined
Ernest carelessly. “I am
gorry- I have put you to so
much inconvenience; but the
fact is, you see, we had no idea
the bridge would be carried
away when we attempted to
cross on it; for dear Marian
and T were in such earnest
conversation, we never once
looked at the water til_ too
late. She wasregretting you
should be so much offerded,
because she happened to pre-
fer my company to {'ours ; and
to say the truth, I regretted
you were so unfortunate.”

“That's a lie!” returned
Arthur, setting his teeth hard.

9 S, replied Clifford,
slightly colonng, * there is

borrowed

‘expression.

but one way to atone for that
I trust you will
give me honorable satisfac-
tion.” '

“If you have reference to

a duel, I say no,” was the an- - -

swer; ‘“duelling is against
my principles.”

“All cowards say the
same,” was the cutting re-
joinder. -

“] am no coward, Mr.

Clifford, as you may find to

our cost, if you push your
insults too far.” o

“Then select your friend,
without more urging.”

“No, I will not.”

“Then you must apologise
for what you have said, and
that too i1n the- presence of
others.” ‘

“ 8o far from that, T throw
it back in your teeth, that you
are false, treacherous, a com-
mon swindler, and no gentle-
man.”

Ernest sprang from the
bed, with the evident inten-
tion of striking Arthur; but
at this moment the door open-
ed, and Mr. Lynch entered,
with a couple of young gen-
tlemen, who had called to see
Clifford. Thé latter greeted
the new comers with a cor-
dial smile and shake of the-
hand ; and Arthur, taking ad-
vantage of the interruption,
went out— Ernest calling after
him, in a very pleasant tone:

“ Another time will do,
Arthur !”

“Almost beside himself with
rage, Arthur made the hest

*
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of his way home; and, re-
turning again to his own
apartment, threw himself up-
on the bed. When, an hour
or two later, his mother en-
tered his room, she fouhd him
laboring under a vioient attack
of fever, and wildly delirious.

CHAPTER VIL

A BLOW AND WHAT FOLLOWED.

For more than a week the
life of Arthur Warren was
despaired of; and it was a
couple of weeks after this, ere
he was able to quit the house,
for a short walk.

Meantime Ernest had re-
moved - to the hotel, and con-
tinued to call daily upon Ma-
rian at her father’s house,
where he had managed to be-

come quite a favorite with the

parents of her he sought as a
bride. His heroie conduct,

as it was termed, in saving:

the life of Marian, had given
him a strong claim to their fa-
vor, and he was not the per-
son to let such an opportunity
pass unimproved. And Ma-
rian herself, looking wupon
him as the preserver of her
life, and believing that Arthur
cared nothing for her, had
come to regard him in some
sort as a suitor; and though
she might not love him, in the
true sense of the term, she
frankly acknowledged he
stood i);igh in her esteem.

We must premise here that
the true character of Ernest
Clifford was known only to
Arthur Warren; and during
the sickness of the latter, he
had so ingratiated himself
with the villagers, young and
old, that it would have been
no easy matter to convince
them he was other than he
seemed. He had made no
mention of his quarrel with
Arthur; but had given as a
reason for changing his quar-
ters, that he did not wish to
intrade upon the hospitality
of  the Warrens, while his
dear friend lay so ill. This
looked reasonable, and was
believed.

On the second day of his
leaving the house, Arthur rode
down to the village. “The
flood had long since subsided,
and a temporary bridge now,
spanned the stream. A group
of several persons, among them
Ernest Clifford, stood on the

1azza, of the White Deer as
e drove up. All.came for-
ward to congratulate him on
his recovery, and among the
foremost was Ernest himself.

As the latter held out his

hand to him, Arthur turned
to him, with flashing eyes,
and said, in a severe tone :

“ Sir, we must henceforth
be strangers.” ,

Ernest appeared to be
shocked at this rudeness, and
the by-standers really were.

- “Mr. Warren,” said Clif-
ford, with offended dignity,
“I must ask an explanation




i .
‘§
1

——

~ of this singular conduct on

* tranquillized ; and his last

- i
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your part !” :

“You have it already in
your hypocritical heart,” re--
plied Arthur, sharply. Then
addressing the others, “ This
man,” he said, “ whom I once
called friend, I here publicly
denounce as a wolf in sheep’s
clothing—as a base and un-
principléd villain, who will
sacrifice friendship to self, and
stoop to any meanness that
will accomplish his purpose.”

Clifford, on hearing this,
appeared to be seized with
violent rage; and springing
to Arthur, ere any one could
interfere, struck him a smart
blow, exclaiming : '

“ There if you are not a
coward, resent that!”

The  by-standers  now
rushed between the parties
and prevented any further
collision—otherwise, there is
no telling what might have
been the consequence—ifor
Arthur was excited to a point
of madness, and, weak as he
was, it took two strong men to
hold him. . ;

“« A blow!" he shouted—
“g blow !~—the stigma of a
blow can only be effaced by
blood! O, he shall pay dear-
ly for this!” '

It was at least an hour ere’
Arthur in any degree became

words to those who had inter-
fered between him and Er-
_nest, as he was on the point
of being driven home, were :

ceeded in preventing me chas®
tising a villain now ; but we
shall meet again, and then let
him beware !’ .

On arriving at his father’s
house, he 1mmediately re-
paired to his own apartment,
and did not leave it again that
day, notwithstanding the ear-

that he would spend an hour
or two with them in the par-
lor. He refused to eat, also,.
and went to bed fasting—but
not once did his eyes close
in sleep. ‘No! he lay and
thought, struggled with him-

the demon that had entered
his soul, and prayed earnestly
to be delivered from evil.

Feverish and haggard, he
arose the next morning, before
any one else was astir, and
went out, directing his steps
towards the village. As he
was passing the dwelling of
the Waldegraves, he Jooked
up, and, as chance or fate
would have it, saw the face
of Marian at one of the upper
windows.
cognition, and beckoned to
him at the same time. He
returned her salute, coldly
and baughtily, and seemed
about. to pass on ; but stopped,
hesitated a moment, and then
turned his steps towards the
mansion. Marian met him
at the door, and seemed much
agitated.

“I have much wished to
see you of late, Arthur,” she

“ Gentlemen, you have sue-

said, in a tremulous tone°

nest entreaties of his parents

self, wrestled manfully with -

She bowed a re- -
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“but for some reason you
appear to avoid me. I have
never had one moment’s con-
versution with you, except in
the presence’ of others, since
the night you called here, be-
fore the accident of the
bridge : why is this?”?
“1did not know you wished

to see me alone,” he replied
with an air of reserve ; “an(i
you are aware that I have
been much confined to m
bed: since then by sickness.”
“ Oh, yes, you have been
very, very ill, Arthur; but,
thank God! you are still in
the Iand of the living. But
you look pale and ill now,
Arthur; I fear you are far
from well ; come in and rest
you awhile, and let us talk as
ofold”

‘:, o, Marian, that cannot
be, returned Arthur, sadly,
allowing himself to be con-
ducted into the parlor, where
he chose a seat beside a win-
dow, which he opened’to catch
the refreshing breath of the
morning. ,

“And why ecan it not be
Arthur 7 inquired Marian,
*Oh! if you could but know
what I have suffered, in think-

“ And why are we change
Arthur? it is of that I wis% g;
speak. [ feel toward you the
warm, sincere friendship of a
sister, and I would have you
regard me as such, since—"

She gaused, and the color
mounted to her face, for she
felt she was on the point of
venturing an expression that
might be misconstrued.

“Since you are engaged to
another,” said Arthur, a little
tartly, completing the sen-
tence 1 a very different man-
ner than Marian had intended.
g ““ No, Arthur,” she replied,
that is not true—I am not
engaged to another.”

. Well, about to be, then—
it is all the same.” -
“ Nay, nor about to be,
Arthur. I suppose.you al-
lude to Mr. Clifford; but—"
“ Mention not his name in
my presence,” cried Arthur,
flushing  with indignation ;
“and let me charge you to be-
ware of him, -Marian! for he
1s o dissembling villain, and I
have denouncec%him as such.”
“Yes, I have heard.”
“Who told \you P de-
manded Arthur, quickiy.
“Why,” replied Marian,

i;:g iém»u angry with‘me, me- | with some hesitation, and
nks. you would not con- | coloring as she spoke~——‘ he

tinne so cruel.”

was here himself last night,

13 "
I am not angry with you, | and is very sorry that—"’

Marian,” replied Arthur ; “I

“No more!” said Arthur,

2}"121 ngg:l 'crue[; but we are rising, “ I will take my leave :
ged; we ara no longer | you cannot entertain” him at

what we were ; and the i i
; refore, | night and me in th
we cannot meet as Jin the ; ing.” o o

days that are past.”
: }

“ But stay—one moment—
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and let us come to an under-
standing. 'Tell me why you
feel so bitterly toward Mr.
Clifford *—he says he knows
no reason for it}; and most
deeply regrets that your In-
tem%grateglang'uage led him
to 1ift his hand against you;
but being blinded by passion,
he knew not at the time what
he was doing.”

“Saving your presence, Ma-
rian,” returned Arthur, frown-
ing darkly, and setting his
teeth hard, ¢ Ernest Clifford
is a liar, and a villain of the
most unmitigated stamp! He
hates me, now, with all the
malignaney of a fiend; but
he puts on a show of friend-
ship in the presence of others,
that I may appear the aggres-
sor. Oh! Icould tell you—
but no! why should I7
Enough that if you heed not
ny warning, you will live to
repent it! As you have he-
come so deeply interested in
his fortunes, however, one
thing I will say, and that is,
he already looks upon you as
his.”

# Indeed, Arthur!
know you this?” ;

“ He as good as told me so.

“ When?” :? ~

“The mornidg after your
escape from drowning, at the
house of Mr. Lynch. Did he
ever mention our interview
there ?” :

“Yes, and said you parted
from him in the most friendly
manner.”

how

«T had no reason to doubt
his word.” - .
““Have you any for doubt-
ing mine?” ) '

“ No, Arthur—what a sin-
gular question 1" said Marian,
10 surprise.

“Were I to flatly deny
what he has said, which
wonld you believe I’

« You, Arthur—for I never
heard you utter an untruth.”
« Well, then, I take heaven
to witness, that he grossly
insulted me at that interview
—we quarrelled—he chal-
lenged me—I refused to meet
him, but told him to his teeth
that he was a villain—and we
were about to come to blows,
when we were interrupted.”

“You amaze me, Arthur?”

“You do not know him,
Marian, or this would not
amaze you in the least.”

“ Were it not that he is my
preserver, that I owe my life
to his heroic conduct—I would
never see him more,” rejoined
Marian ; “ but—" _

«(Q, 1 understand,” inter-
rupted Arthur: “you nfeed
be at no further pains to find
a reason for the impropriety
of bidding him . stay -awsy.
But I hear others stirring;
and as T am not in a mood for
theeting either of your parents,
I will take my leave.”

“ But, Arthur, we are to bo
friends " said Marian, in @
tremulous tone, holding out
Ler soft, white hand.

“ Certainly, Marian—cet-

« And you believed him 7"

tainly—1 will not again part

friend —his confidant — sud-
. denly becomes an open, bitter
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from you in anger,” replied
Arthur, clasping her hand
cordially. *“God bless you,
Marian, and guard you ever !

he pursued, with deep feeling. -

“1 shall ever remember you;
and whatever may be my
fate, know that to the last
you have a warm, unselfish
friend in me.”

Marian was much affected,
and fears came to her eyes.

“You speak,” she said, “as
if you were going away.”

“I am, Marian; this is no.

longer a place for me; I have
been publiely disgraced ; and
as soon as I have settled this
affair with Mr. Clifford, I
shall bid adieu fto Walde-
Warren.” ‘

“Oh! this is sorrowful
news,” sighed Marian, still
wee%ung.‘
- “Iam happy to know yon
will regret my absence.”

“Could you doubt it, Ar-
thar?”

“When a man’s most cher-
ished eompanion—his bosorn

enemy, one is led to doubt
almost any thing,” replied the
other.
- Marian scarcely knew what
to say, and her tears still
flowed. freely.

“I shall see you again ere
you leave?” she murmured,
1n a faltering tone.
_“Perhaps so; I will not
promise, as I may leave sud-
denly.” '

see you-again! this is surel
not a final parting! And oh’!
if Mr. Clifford is the man you
represent him, I .pray you
avoid him!” - :

“ No, he would misconstrue
my motive; he would pub-
licly proclaim me a coward.”

“ Well, see him, but do no
quarrel with him 1” . :

“I will promise nothing,
but that I shall see him as
early to-day as possible. I am
now on my way to the inn
for this purpose.” ‘

‘“ Arthur, do not see him!”
cried Marian, suddenly, with
unisual energy.

“ Why not?” .

“Because 1 somehow fear
the result of this meeting. 1
have a presentiment of some-
thing dreadful 1”

. “I regret you take so deep -
an interest in him, Marian—
but see him I must!” said
Arthur in a decided tone.
“Now, for my sake, Ar-
thur!” .

- “ Nay, Marian, it is useless
to plead—I am resolved—and
so farewell. Whatever may
happen, I trust that you will
always regard me as a brother ;
and In remembrance of the
past, forever wear the ring I
gave you as a sacred pledge
of friendship.”

On hearing these words,
Marian turned as pale as
death, and then flushed to a
deep crimson.

“ What means this emo-
tion 7 inquired Arthur, not a

“Oh, yes, Arthur, I must

little surprised. And. then,
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a sudden thought flashiug !

across his mind: “Let me
see your hand I"” he exclaimed.
“Nay, the other one! Ha!
the ring is not there—how is
this, Miss Waldegrave ? That
ring, by your own solemn
promise, was never to ledve
your hand : how is this?”

“ Hear me!” gasped, rather
than said, Marian, sinking
upon a seat, greatly agitated.

“Well, speak!” cried Ar-
thur, sternly.

4 Why—There, now, do
not be angry, Arthur! Oh
say you will not be angry 7”

“Speak I” reiterated Ar-
thur, even more sternly than
before, compressing his lips.

“Why, the truth is—that—
I—I should say—that—Mr.
Clifford—" '

“Ha!I see!” eried Arthur,
mterrupting her. “No more!
—there is no excuse, no palli-
ation for this! Miss Walde-
grave, farewell;” and without
waiting to hear another word,
he rushed from the house, in
o state of mind bordering on
frenzy, and bent his course
for the White Deer Inn.

—arriete

CHAPTER VIIL

THE AWFUL DEED.-

Tus reader, who has closely
followed us in our story o
life, cannot have failed to per-
ceive the marked change

| suddenly

.fthur Warren, since his return

from abroad with one he be-
lieved to be his friend; and
the causes of this change are
likewise known o him
Then, he was buoyant, spi-
rited, and happy—looking
upen life as a bright reality,

now. we find him dejected,
dispirited, and gloomy, a prey
to bitter feelings and fancies,
and viewing the world as a
theatre of contention, disap-
pointment, and  vexation,
where he was forced to play
a part ill-suited to a neble con-
fiding nature. The severest
misanthropes are probably
those who, at one time, have
felt the greatest general love
for mankind; and who, re-
‘garding all men like them-
selves—honest, honorable, and
generous to a fault—have
trusted implicitly, with a
whole heart, and been de-
ceived to an extent they could
not have believed possible;
and which, when convinced
of its reality, has Sshattered
their whole moral system, by
one tremendous blow, leaving
them a mere wreck of what
they were, with all faith in
humanity destroyed. it is a
fact well known, that the
swiftest running stream, if
cbstructed, will
send its wafters backward
with the greatest velocity;

fiand, as in this case, so in

every other; one extreme, if
suddenly checked, gives us

which has taken place in Ar-

another directly its opposite

unshadowed by clouds; but
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The angel, fallen from a high
estate of grace, holiness, and
beatitude, becomes a demon
of the worst type; and she,
the most lovely, pure minded,
and virtuous among women,
when once degraded, becomes
the vilest of the vile; and if
she 1s ever reclaimed, it may

be set down as one of God's

miracles—as an event beyond
the regular order of nature.

In some degree these re-
marks will .apply to Arthur
Warren; for in just so much
as he had believed mankind
perfect, and fit to be trusted,
he now regarded it as base
and unworthy of confidence ;

but as in ‘the former case,

there ever had been with him
considerable qualification, so
he was still prepared to ac-
knowledge there might he

.some good in the world,

though so mixed up with
cunning hypocrisy, asto be re-
ceived only with great caution.
alter a careful examination

. and proper test, There might

be such a thing as pure, dis-
interésted  friendship, he
thought ; but the cases of the
reality were at the same time
so rare,, that they might be
satd to serve as the proper ex-
ceptions to an opposite rule
of action, and by said rule
he resolved henceforth to
abide, and regard friendship
only as a name. He fancied
he had good cause for this un-
charitable resolution; for the
man he had called his dearest
friend, had proved his worst

enemy ; and she who had oc-
cupied no trifling place in his
youthful dreams, he now be-.
gan to regard as false, and un-
worthy of his esteem ; but in
this latter he was mistaken;
for his own hasty acts had
compelled appearances against
‘Marian, when she .was really
mnocent.

In this gloomy, bitter, mor- -
bid state of ‘mind, Arthur
hurried forward to the inn, to
confront Clifford, ere the vil-
lage was much astir. It was
a clear, beautiful morning,
and as he crossed the bridge,
he saw by the golden glory
sent before the sun in the
east, that he was' about to
make himself visible, A
lovely, picturesque landscape
lay before him, with diamond
dew drops sparkling on leaf,

‘and blade, and flower; birds

were singing melodiously
their morning songs, and the
stream . murmured sweetly
over its rocky bed; but this
fine combination of sight and
sound harmonized not with
his feelings, and he experi-
enced no enjoyment from the
scene.

On arriving at the inn, Ar-
thur found a son of the land-
lord, alad of sixteen, standing
on the piazza, cleaning a gun;
and of him he inquired if
Mr. Clifford was yet stirring.

“Yes, sir,”” was the reply;
“ he came down about fifteen
minutes ago, and went u
your way. If you came di-
rect from home, it’s a wonder

%
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yeu didn’t meet him. I
reckon he’s in sight yet, Mr.
Warren;” and the lad
stepped off the portico, and
looked up the valley. ¢ Yes,
there he goes now,” he con-
tinued, “just beyond your
house. I shouldn’t wonder if
he were going up the moun-
tain, for lately he seems very
fond of a morning ramble.”

“ Thank you,” replied Ar-
thur ; and as he turned away,
he muttered to himself, “ Now
then shall I be able to meet
him alone, and we will see
who 1s the coward.”

The traveled road which

ran through the village, as we
have previous}ly said, crossed
the bridge, and continued up
the right bank of the stream,
past the mills and the resi-
dence of Waldegrave and
Warren, when it again crossed
the stream, and took the left
bank through the:. eastern
pass, and around the base of
a steep mountain. By going
through a field, and over a
steep hill, you could reach
this pass from the inn by
a nearer but less pleasant way
than following tEe road, and
this nearer course was the one
taken by Arthur,
' He had been gone about fif-
teen minutes, when Mr. Nixon
appeared on the piazza, and
inquired of his'son with whom
he had been speaking.

“ Arthur Warren,” was the

reply.
“What did he want?”
“He was asking for Mr.

Clifford, and 1 told him he’d
gone up the valley, and he
immediately started off after
him.”

“ George, you should not
have done this,” said his fa-
ther, reprovingly ; “forif they
meet, there will surely be a
quarrel.”

“ Well, if they want to fight,
1 reckon it's best to let 'em,”
said the lad.

“Well, sirrah! T reckon it
isn’t,” replied the father stern-
ly. “1I should be sorry to have
the village disgraced by a figh -
and besides, if these young
men meet, something more
serious than an ordinary fight
may result from it; and as [

have a regard for both, I am~

determined tointerfere, though
I may not be thanked for my
pains. Who knows but this
may end in a secret duel? 1
will after them ; stay you here
till I return.”

Saying this, Mr. Nixon set
off in the direction taken by
Arthur, at a hasty pace. On
reaching the summit of asteep
eminence, about half way be-
tween the village and the up-
per pass, he espied Arthur
some half a mile distant, and
a little further on, Ernest Clif
ford, both walking very fos..
He shouted to Arthur; but
probably he did not hear, for
he kept straight on, neither
turning his head to the right
nor left. Nixon descended the
hill on & rum, and did not
slacken his pace to a walk till

near the pass so often alluded

ing—the sun had not sufli-

- rather like the approach of
1o sun-rise. At first, therefore,

+ safter having advanced some
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take Arthur, of whom and Er-
nest, for the last few minutes,
he had lost sight.

In a former chapter, we
gave a brief description of the
wild and gloomy appearance
of the spot where the road left
the valley, winding round the
base of a steep, and overhang-
ing the stream ; and how the
branches of the trees, inter-
locking, formed aleafy canopy,
that almost excluded the rays
of the noon-day sun, and at
all times rendered the place
sombre with shadow. It was
now an early hour in the morn-

ciently risen above the hill to
throw his rays here at all—
and consequently at the mo-
ment Nixon passed beneath
the trees, the light here was

night than that which belongs
he saw nothing distinetly ; but

half a dozen paces, he fancied
he beheld Arthur, about twice
that distance ahead of him,
bending over a dark object,
that lay upon the ground, on
one side of the road. Fearful
of, he scarcely knew what, he
quickened his pace; and as he
drew near, he found that his
conjecture as to Arthur was
correct, and that the object
under inspection was a man,
stretched at full length upon
the earth. Arthur wason his
knees, with his back toward

to, though he failed to over-

the latter could only see the
extremities of the person be-
neath him—>but from what he
did see, he doubted not it
was Clifford.

“What are you doing, Mr.
Warren !” inquired Nixon, in
a tone of slight alarm.

Arthur started up quickly,
for he had not heard the other’s -
approach, and turning to Nix
on, exhibited a face ghastly
and horrified. ‘

“ All mereciful heaven!” he
cried—* look here!”

Nixon took a step or two
forward, and uttered an excla-
mation of horror. At his feet
lay the bloody corpse of Er-
nest Clifford. ‘

“Oh! I feared this,” he
said, turning to Arthur, who
stood as one bewildered, his
fingers convulsively working
with the handle of a large
clasp-knife, whose sanguine
blade too clearly proclaimed it
the instrument with which the
awful deed had been per-
formed. “ Oh,heaven! I feared
this, Arthur Warren,” he re-
peated : “and I hastened after
you; but alas! I have come
too late.”

“Then you knew something
of it?”’ said Arthur, in a quick,
cager, excited tone.

“ As I said before, I feared
it, Mr. Warren.” '
“Then you have su nicion
of who has done it?? eried
Arthur. R ‘
‘ More than suspicion,” re-
plied Nixon, pointedly.

Nixon, and so disposed that

“8peak! quick! whoishe?
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name him !” and Arthur,in h'is
excitement, would have laid
his bloody hand on Nixon’s
arm, but the latter drew quick-
ly back, with a shudder.

“T have no need to name
him, while he carries such
damning, evidence of his
crime,”“}éplied Nixon, point-
ing to the other’s hands:

Arthur looked down, .Wlth
an air of surprise, as if he
did not understand what
was meant ; but the moment
his eyes rested on his hands
and the knife, both bloody, an
expression of the most appall-
ing horror swept over his
handsome countenance; and
letting the knife fall to the
ground, he fairly shrieked :

“ Oh! what have I done! I
am lost! I am lost! ruined!
forever ruined! Oh, my fa-
ther! oh, my mother! this,
this will be a death-blow to
you both!” and he leaned
against a tree near-by for sup-
port. But suddenly he started
up again, exclaiming with en-
ergy : “ No! no! why should
I think s0? they cannot, they

me! Sir,” he continued, ad-
dressing Nixon, “appearances
are against me; -but as Ged 1s
my- judge, and as I hope for
mercy in another world,"I am
not guilty of this deed "

“% would I could believe
you, Arthur Warren,” re-
turned the other, with a sor-
rowful shake of the head.

“Angd do you not? can you

a crime?” cried Arthur, with
sionate energy.
P When one :iz blinded by
rage, and a desire for revenge,
I believe one may be led to do
a deed, which, in his cooler
moments, he would shrink
from with terror,” was the re-
ply. “You say, Arthur War-
ren, that appearances are
against you; and you say
truly ; and whether I believe
you guilty or innocent, can 1n
no manner affect the past.
The man is dead, that is cer-
tain—killed—stabbed in sev-
eral places—and I find you
here, bending over him, your

must I infer? more especially,
when it is well known you and
the deceased quarrelled yester-
day, that you sought him this
morning, and that, on hearing
rou had followed him, I fol-
fowed you both, lest, wlthout
the interference of a third par-
ty, something like this should
happen.”

“] see! I see!” groaned
Arthur, wringing his hands;
“gircumstances have made me
a ‘murderer. Oh, fate! thy
work is done, and T am lost!
But God, who sits above the
tribunals of man, and reqdeth
the heart, knoweth my inno-
cence. 1 did follow Clifford,
to chastise him for the blow
he gave me yesterday—that

plated a deed like this. I
found him as you see him,

believe me capable of so foul

with the knife buried in his

hands bloody, and a bloody
lliri]fe in fyom‘ hands. What -

is true—but 1 never contem- .
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heart. I was shocked, bewil-
dered, horrified; and scarcel y
knowing what I did, I stooped
down to see if life were extinct.
My eye falling upon the knife,
I was struck with its resem-
blance to one I had recently
1ost ;. and instinctively, as it
were, without a thought of
the consequence, I drew it
forth, and, to my utter aston-
tshment, found it indeed was
my own. In this manner my
hands became bloody ; and 1
was examining it as you came
ap and surprised me. This,
Mr. Nixon, is the real truth;
but I comprehend sufficiently
the position in which a chain
of circumstances has placed
me, to deem it useless to repeat
my tale.” ' :
“You are right, Mr. War-
ren,” ‘was the rejoinder; «it
would be little better than use-
less to repeat your story, for I
fear your best friends would
not believe it. Oh, heaven!
this is & sad business; and I
regret that I have any thing
to do with it; but I must back
to the village and report what
I have seen. An inquest must
be held upon this body before
it can be removed. But, Ar-
thur,” he continued, “I feel
for you deeply, and for your
family ; it will be a terrible
blow for them; and whether
mnocent or guilty, I for one
would not like to see you ar-
raigned before the bar of jus-
dice; do you understand me 7’
“I know not that I do.”

would advise you to fly while
Opportunity presents; in all
probability, if you go now,
frou will escape; I will not
ift a hand to detain you.”

“You mistake me,” said
Arthur, proudly; “though my.
very life depended on taking
your counsel, I would not stir
a single step. No, I will abide
my fate, whatever it may be;
none but cowards and the
guilty flee. Come, let usaway
at once; you shall tell your
tale, and I will confirm it.
There is a God above us all;
and if it be his decree that I
shall wrongly suffer, so be it ;
I can die like 2 man, strong in
mine own innocence.”

“ But think of your friends,
Arthur 17

“No more, Mr. Nixon,”
said Arthur, with stern reso-
lation. *“I'know you mean
me well, but you give had
counsel. Come, there is no

‘time for delay.”

“You are a noble fellow,”
rejoined Nixon, “and it grieves
me to think of the trouble that
has come upon you.  Come,
since you are resolved, let us
g{)_"

The two accordingly set off
toward the village, following
the road. Both were busy
with  their thoughts, but
neither gave voice to them.
When he came opposite his
father’s house, Arthur spoke
for the first time since quitting
the presence of the dead.

‘By your leave, Mr. Nixon,”

“.The% in plain language, I

<

he said, “I'will be the one to-
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k this terrible news to my.
?)lz-)iints. Go forward, and tell
your story ; but do not reflect
upon me more than is neces-
sary. Say that T am here, and
voluntarily yield myself up to
the law.” .

«1 will do as you desire,
was the answer, and the two

ted. :

Serg;areaching the house, Ar-
thur met his father at the:door.

« Ah, Tam glad you have
returned Arthur,” said the lat-
ser, “for I was beginning to
grow uneasy at your absence.
“Tt is only within a few minutes
T had learned you had left the

house, which, being unusual

sioned me some surprise.
Whither have you been, my
son? you look pale and agi-
tated.” ) ,
“ Where is mother?” was
Arthur’s only reply. .
“In the kitchen, superin-
tending the breakfast.’
« Pray call her into the par-
lor! I have sad news for you
both.”
«Ha! what has happened,
- Arthur 7

an abstracted gaze, and appa
renily wnconscious of every
thing around him. His father
spoke to him, but he did not
heed him; and advancing to:
him, Mr. Warren took hold
of his arm, saying, In a tone
me alarm :
o ‘?(:Arthur! Arthur! why do
ou not speak to me 7’ _
The latter turned upon his
father, with a kind of a spas-
modic start, and seemed at
first a little bewildered, as one
suddenly aroused from sleep:
then glancing to the pale face
of hig mother, who stood i
anxious expectation, he utter-
ed a deep groan, and motioned
them to be seated.
~ «1 have shocking news for
you,” he said; ¢ prepare your-
selves for the worst!”

father, while his mother sank’
upon a seat, and fairly held her
breath. _

« Ernest Clifford is dead!”
said Arthur, in an agitated
fone.

aDead!” echoed both his
hearers in the same breath.
“ Ay, my dear parénts, he

~«1 must tell you both “at | has been murdered.”’

‘ ather, hasten, and 1T !
g:ﬁeilexﬁo,fofr this delay is tor- | both, with a convulsive gaspof .

« Murdered !”  exclaimed

Wt
ture to me as well as you;” | horror.

and as his father departed, "Ar-

thur repaired to the purlor

L

and threw’ himself heavily | nocentas either of you,a chain

upon a seat. ‘
pWhen Mr. and Mrs. War

of circumstances fixes the hor-
M "
- | rible crime upon me-

?ﬂ
ren entered the room, they | “Upon _you, Arthur !

' 1 i Warren, while
thur pale asdeath, his | shrieked Mr. , wehil
g;:sgdﬁl;;d gn It)he ceiling, with | Mrs. Warren sank back in her

.~ prove yourself so—surely you

" once,” said Arthur with wild

« Go on ! almost'gasped his -

-n his hands, and his hands

¢ Yes, father—yes, mother

- . ~ more, uttered a deep Broan, |
—murdered ; and thongh m- -
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chair, with a fond mother’s
cry of anguish: “Oh, God!

own room, and laid upen the
“bed, where the usual restora-

support us in this trying mo- | tives in such cases were ap-

ment !’ pursued the agonised
father. “ Oh! this is'indeed
terrible news !—but if you are
innocent, Arthur, you can

can prove yourself so!”
‘“Alas!” groaned Arthur—
“buoy yourself up with no
such hope, for it is better that
vou be not deceived.”
“Speak! speak, my’ dear
boy ! tell me all! give me all
the particulars, and then I can
Jjudge for myself.” :
“But my dear mother—I
fear she will not be able to
bear so much ill news at

emotion. “ Sge! she faints!”
“ No, no,” murmured Mrs.
Warren, faintly ; “go on, Ar-
thur; I would know all; I
cannot bear suspense.”
Arthur then proceeded to re-
late, in a hurried, excited tone,
much that is known 1w the
reader; but when he came to
speak of how he had been dis-
covered by Mr. Nixon beside
the corpse, with his own knife

red with the blood of the vie-
tim, as they still were, Mrs.
Warren, unable to endure

and fell senseless to the floor.
- “See! it has already killed
my dear mother!” he ecried,
springing to her side.
Servants were called, and
Mrs. Warren was borne in a

plied, but for a long time
without availl Pete was sent
in all haste for the village
physician; but ere the latter
arrived, Mrs. Warren had re-
covered from her swoon, only,
as it were, to show her afflict-
ed friends that another heavy
calamity had befallen them—
for, alas! her reason was
gone. ‘
God, in his mercy, has pro-
vided different ways for us to
bear up under the inflictions
be in his wisdom sends; and

of stupefaction, which not un-
frequently succeeds to great
and overwhelming griefs. This
was the case with Arthur and
his father. 'To have judged
merely from their appearance,
as they moved listlessly about .
the chamber of the invalid,
one would have pronounced .
them indifferent spectators, or
persons under the somniferous
imnfluence of opiates,

On the arrival of Dr. Potter,
who reported the village in
a state of .the greatest excite-
ment, Arthur, 1n a quiet tone,
said : : _ '
“I can no longer be of any
use'to my dear mother—there-
fore I will retire to my own
room. Save you father, [
will see no one till the officer
comes to arrest me. I know
my doom, and shall try to
meet it with fortitude, ro-

state of unconsciousness to her

lying solely upon mine own

F

one among the rest, is a kind._ .
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innocence and the mercy of
God.”

Arthur had scarcely gained ;

his own apartment and locked
himself in, when Mr. Walde-
grave, his wife, and Marian
_ arrived at the house of afflic-
tion, to condole with the now
truly miserable occupants.
“"Alas! we know not what
_an hour 'may bring _forth,”
were the solemn and impres-
sive words of Mr. Warren,
as he seized the hand of his
‘more than brother. “ One
hour since, Archer, I was a
happy husband and father.
Now look ! the partner of my
bosorn lies there, a maniac;
and he, the offspring of my
sunny days—our prop—our
hope-—is doomed to worse
than death. Pity me, Archer!
I am wretched.”

“I do, Horatio—I do from
my heart. Bat cheer up!
all may not be so bad as it
seems.
think Arthur guilty ?”

«I trust in God not; but
the evidence against him will
convict him—of that I feel

- certain.”

“Qh! no! no! say not
that!” cried Marian, who
stood by and heard the words;
“say not that! He must, he
shall be saved !’

"« Blood for blood! thats
the Mosaic law, and Moses
was a greal lam giver)
shrieked the ma({liac-mother,
starting up in bed.

An gicypshudder pervaded

i

Surely, you did not |

heard that awful and seem

ingly prophetic denunciation.
C?‘)(r)i‘?, g‘rodi support me!”
groaned Warren. .

“T must caution you to be
exceedingly careful of what
is said in the presence of the

atient,” admonished . the
%octnr. ‘

Waldegrave, Warren, and
Marian, now quitted the room
together, leaving Mrs. Warren
in the charge of the physician,
Mrs. Waldegrave, and one or
two servants. Mr. Warren
now, repeated Arthur’s tale to.
his friend, and both agreed
that there was little hope of .
his being cleared by an 1n-

‘exceptions. o

“J know he is innocent,”
she said ; “Oh, I would stake
my life on his being innocent!
Would I could see him! oh,
I must see him, if only for a
few minutes.” o

A message was accordingly
dispatched to Arthur, to this
effect; but he returned for
answer, that he would see no
one but his father.

“Ah! he is cruel,” said
Marian ; and she retired to
give vent to her emotions in
private. ]

"~ 'We must now pass briefly
over the events of the day.
A coroner was sent for, and
an inquest held on the bod
of the murdered - Chfford.
Nixon gave in his testimony,
and the verdict of the jury
was rendered in accordance

the frame of every one who

with the facts—*That the

telligent jury. Marian took
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deceased came to his death
by means of wounds, inflicted
by a knife, supposed to be in
the hands of Arthur War-
ren.” ,

A warrant for the appre-
hension of the latter was
accordingly issued; and a

- little before night, the sheriff

of the county - himself ap-
peared with it at the house
of Mr. Warren. - To some it
may seem a little singular,
that Arthur was not sooner
taken into custody; hut the
truth is, he was so universally
known and beloved, his father
stood so high in the esteem
of the comtnunity, that no
one cared to act in the matter
with more haste than the law
actuplly compelled; and had
Arthur taken the advice of
Nixon, and fled, he - would
have escaped without diffi-
culty. ‘

The dread officer of the
law was shown to the room
of Arthur by the afflicted
father, and on enfering, he
said :

“I have come on an un-

- welecome  errand, Mr. War-

ren.”’

“You must do your duty
—TI have been long expecting

you,” was Arthur's reply. |

“1 have only one requesi to
make—that you will hurry
me through the village in a
close carriage—for at present
I am not prepared to see even
my friends.” _

“I have anticipated your
desire,” rejoined the sheriff,

“and a covered vehicle is at
the door.” o

Arthur now embraced his
agonised father, bade him
remain with his mother, and -
giving the sheriff his arm,
hurried down to the carriage. -
Quite a crowd was collected
to see him as he appeared;
_and Marian stood by the door
through which he passed,
hoping at least he would
speak to her, if only to say
farewell. But she was dis-
appointed; he did not even. -
seem to see her; with his
eyes on the ground, looking
neither fo the right nor left,
he pressed forward to the
vehicle, which, immediately
on his entering it, was put in
rapid motion.
- *And thus the friend of
my youth, my old playrhate,
is borne away a prisoner, ac-
cused of a horrible crime !”
cried Marian, with a burst of
grief she could not control.

It was a -mournful day in
Walde-Warren—a day long
to be remembered,

L

——

CHAPTER IX.
'THE PRISONER.
On the following day, Ar-

thur Warren had an._exami-
nation before a magistrate, in

-what suits our purpose to call

the fown of Bertram, the seat
of the county in which the

fatal deed had beqn com-
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mitted. This examination
was conducted as privately as
possible ; but the news of the
murder had spread far and
wide, and as the Warrens
were well known for miles
around, the sensation through-
ont the country was immense,
and quite a mob gathered
abont the office of the magis-
" trate, all eager to get a sight
of the prisoner. There were
several persons from Walde-
Warren present, and among
the rest the father of Arthur,
Mr. Waldegrave, and Nixon.
Arthur was pale and dejected,
though composed; but his
father was greatly bowed by
grief, and appeared ten years
older than when we saw him
last. To Arthur’s eager in-

quiries concerning his mother,

Mr. Warren shook his head,
and replied there had been no
change for the better. Fora
few moments Arthur was

deeply affected at this sad

intelligence; but soon re-
gained his composure, and
taking his father’s hand, said:

* Perhaps it is better thus,
for she is unconscious of her
misery. This event will Kkill
you both, father, and that is
nmy keenest pang., Were it
not so, I should eare little
what becomes of me, for I am
sick of life.”

“Nay, my son, it grieves
me to hear you speak in this
manner,” replied Warren,
“ What has come over you of
late to work this change ?”

“ [ have learned that man-

kind are false and hollow
hearted,” answered Arthur,
bitterly ; ¢ for where I trusted
most, I have been most de-
ceived—where I hoped most,
I have been most disap-
pointed.” ‘

“1f yon refer to Marian in
these remarks,’” said Mr. Wal-
degrave, who stood by, “let
me assure you, Arthur, you
deeply wrong her, for she has
told me all.”

“I mentioned no names,” .

rejoined Arthur, coldly, and
the subject dropped.

The examination of Arthur
elicited no new facts. The
principal testimony, of

course, was that of Nixon ;.

and that was proof convincing
to all minds that Arthuw did
the deed. IEven his warmest
friends, not excepting his own
father, believed him guilty of
killing Clifford ; and the only
palliation of the crime they
could advance was, that he

did it in a moment of tempo- |

rary insanity, and on the re-
turn of reason, found himself

Jbeside his gory vietitn. This

was improbable, it is true;
but they reasoned it was pos-
sible; and his father clung to
it as his only stay against the
couviction that his son was 2
homicide. Others thought the
two might have met, and

quarreled, and that Arthur

killed him in the heat of pas-
sion—it might be in self-de-
fence—and were surprised he
should persist in denying it,
as an open acknowledgment

OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE. 123

would do him less harm. Of
all that heard the details of
the case, not a single soul,
with the exception of poor
Marian, believed Arthur War-

- ren guilltless of the death of

Ernest Clifford; and she,
fondly loving, took counsel

of her heart rather than her

head.
For the question immedi-

“ately arose, if Arthur killed
not Clifford, who did? and for

what purpose. The day be-
fore they had quarreled—

Ernest had struck Arthur— |

Arthor had said the stigma
could only be effaced by blood
~-had sought KErnest that
morning—had followed him
—had been followed by one
whp naturally feared such a
catastrophe-—had been found,
stained with the murdered
man's blooad, beside the body,
with the knife.that had done
the deed—his own knife, too,
as he bhimsell admitted, in his
bands. Besides all this, Er-
nest had only been dead a few
minutes at the farthest-—for
both had been seen by Nixon
from the hill, at no great dis-
tance apart—and the de-
ceased’s . watch, monecy, and
several valuable articles, had
been found untouched on his
person—showing that no rob-
bery had been committed—
the only motive if was sup-
{)osed any one else wou{Jd
1ave in perpetrating the deed.
Added to all this, 1t- was an
early hour in the morning,
when but few people were

stirring, and the very last
time to think of any one being
abroad for the purpose of
plunder. Could there be a
stronger case of circumstan-
tial evidence? Reader, vou
to whom the heart of Arthur
Warren has in a degree been
exposed, have you a doubt
that his hand struck the blow
that deprived Ernest Clifford- -
of life ? '

And yet sweet Marian
Waldegrave believed him
innocent.  Such is love.

Notwithstanding this for-
midable array of circum-
stahces against him, it was
decided to admit Arthur to
bail—but the amount was
fixed at ten thousand dollars.
His father, rejoiced at the idea
of having him at liberty, at
once offered the necessary
securities ; but to the surprise
of all, Arthur refused to be
set free.

“No,’ he said, “give me

‘the solitude of the prison—1I

care not if it be a dungeon—
where no eye but that of God,
who knoweth the heart, can
behold me. 1 thank you,
friends—deeply thank you—
thank you from my heart, for
your- sympathy; but I can
read in the cyes of all—ay,
even of you, father—the con-
viction that my hand slew
Clifford—and T will not go
forth branded even with the
suspicion of being a homicide.
I wish to be tried, impartially
tried, by a jury of my coun-
trymen; and if they pro-
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e

nounce me guilty, I will meet
my fate like a man. 1 can
die but once, and I prefer
even death to a life of dis-
race.”

These few remarks rade
a deep impression on those
who heard them, and did
more to convince his hearers, |
that, if guilty of the death of
Ernest, he was innocent of
murder, than the strongest
reasoning which could have
been brought. to bear . upon
these subjects. In vain his
father urged, and plead, that
he would suffer himself to be
released from confinement ;
he steadily refused ; and final-
ly, to end the matter, declared,
in the most positive terms,
that if bailed, he would leave
the country ; and turning to
the magistrate, concluded
thus: 7

“ Sir, after what Thave said,
you dare not accept securitzes
for my appearance.” _

He was therefore remanded
to prison ; and his father re-
turned to Walde-Warren, with
his friends, nearly heart-bro-
ken.

The case of Arthur being
laid before the grand jury, a
true bill for murder in the
first degree was found against
him, and his trial fixed for
the fall term of the cireunit
court. iy

For several days Arthur
gave himself up to gloomy
meditations, refusing ' to see
any one but his father, his

became morose, misanthropic,
and what he said was tinged
with a certain bitterness that
was not always pleasant to
hear. After a time he began
10 grow peevish, restless, and
his eyes assumed a peculiar
glare, that seemed - to betoken
“agradual approach of insanity.
His father, who visited him
almost daily—though the dis-
tance between Bertram and
Walde-Warren was some ten
miles, which he mnot unfre-
quently rode in the night, fot
Le took such times as he.could
best be spared from his af-
flicted wife—became alurmed
lest the son should eventually
be like the mother ; and called
in a very eminent physician,
who, after an hour’s conversa-
tiofh with Arthur, gave it as
“his opinion, that the terrible
malady was advaneing tUpon
him, caused by great disap-
pointment, and the continual
brooding upon one subject;
and said that unless his mind
could be diverted into another

must certainly follow.

ed unusual privileges; his cell
ventilated ; was carpeted, and
~a good bed, table, and chairs

—and the walls were adorned
with pictures of a quiet and

and he was informed that he
eould leave his cell and walk

counsel, and the jailor. He
H

in the prison yard at certain

echannel, the loss of reason
In the prison Arthur enjoy-
was the pleasantest, and best.

furnished with every comfort

cheerful nature; the best of
viands tempted his appetite, -
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hours of the day ; but notwith-
standing all this, the change
we have spoken of had begun
to-take place, and the physi-
cian advised his father to try

him with books, as the only

remedy he could suggest. This
was g happy idea, Mr. War-
ren thought, for Arthur had
always been fond of books;
and the next dayafine library
of poetry, romance, history,
and  scientific works was
placed before him. Arthur
seemed surprised ; and though
he said little, his father was
rejoiced tosee his eye brighten
with something of its wonted
look.

~From this time there was a
perceptible alteration for the
better ;- the gloom of his coun-
tenance gradually lightened ;
his moroseness gradually for-
sook him ; his language grew
more cheerful and less bitter;
and ere a month had rolled
away, Arthur seemed more
like himself than at any time
since the first week of CIif-
ford’s arrival in Walde-War-
ren.  Still he retained much
of his misanthropical feelings,
and refused all Vvisitors, save
such as came on business.

“Urge me not to see any
one,” he would say to his fa-
ther, “for my best company
is solitude and these books’;
and should I be pronounced
Innocent on my trial, of which
I have no hope, I think I shall
forsake the. world and turn
anchorite. I have been grossly
deceived in mankind; and

though I still believe the
-world contains good and ho-
_nest hearts, yet they are far
too few, and I would not
search a field of stubble for a
grain of wheat. " These books,
my dear father, deceive me
not, for T expect no more from
them than I get. Besides,
they suit all my varying huo-
mors, and their nare 1s legion. .
If poetically inclined, here
can [ sit and converse with
the great masters of song ; if

I want to increase my know-
ledge, what better than these
works of "science '—would I
dive into the shadowy past,

behold these chronicles of an-
cient times ; would I have life
pictured with its lights and
shades, see here is reality un-
der the title of fiction; and
last, though not least, when 1

would turn my thoughts to a
better state of existence,

where none deceive nor are

deceived—where all see as

they are seen, and. know as

they are known—behold the

Bible, God’s blessed word of

truth, wherein is taught meek-

ness, patience, . forbearance,

forgiveness, charity, benevo-

lence, long-suffering,; und all

the nobler and holier attri-

butes,, What need I more,

father 7’

One day Mr. Warren ap-
peared before his son, with a
more cheerful countenance
than he had exhibited since
the tragic event.

“Good news, Arthur!’ he

said,—*“good news! - Your
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mother is much better; and
Dr. Potter tells me, with
careful nursing, and the avoid-
ance of all exciting topics, her
reason may soon be restored ;
there is a glimmering, as of
the dawning of intellect.”

“Well, for your sake, fa-
ther,” returned Arthur, “I
am rejoiced at this; though,
- as [ said before, I feel 1t is
better for her to be uncon-
geious of her misery.”

Arthur now, to the sur-

prise of his father, inquired
what was the general feeling
toward him in the village-—a
-question he had never asked
during his confinement—and
what is more, had strictly for-
bidden the mention of a sin-
gle event, beyond what con-
cerned his mother, of the
world without.

“ Why, my son,” \ansv'vered
the other, “ the feeling is all
in your favor; and thanks to
sweet Marian—heaven’s bles-
sing on her }—there are many
who begin to think you may
be innocent after all.”

«Marian?’ said Arthur,
with a touch of feeling,
and a quickening of the
blood : “does she then think
me innocent ¥’ 7

“Yes, and has pdsitively
declared it from the first.”

“Why have 1 not known
this?" said Arthur, with in-
creased emotion.

«PBecause you would not.
Did you not forbid the men-
tion of her name in your pre-

4

earnest entreaty that you
would see her, did you notre-
fuse in terms of scorn and in-
dignation 7’ ‘ .
«1 did, I did,” replied Ar-
thur, “for I believed her
false.” ' o
« Oh ! Arthur, cried his fa-
ther—* how have you wrong-
ed that girl l—and oh! how
muech has she suffered, in si-
lence, without & murmur!
Daily does she comie to ask
after you——to know if you
once mentioned her name—
and daily goes she back weep-
ing, and almost broken-heart-
ed. Arthur, why have you
treated her thus >—how could
you think her false? You
“must have been blind—wil-
fully blind—not to have seen,
not to have known, not to
have - felt, that her heart 1s
yours, wholly yours, and has
ever been! T-am glad that
you have introduced the sub-
ject, my son, that I may speak
freely. Oh! you know not
the anguish I have suffered on
her account, when to her daily
calls, I have had no kind mes-
sage to bear from you to_hpr.
to revive her drooping spirits,
Arthur, do not be offended, if [
say I think you have been cruel
—very, very cruel—and if you
persist_in the course begun,
she will not long be here to
trouble you—for 1 can see
her fading away, day by
day"’ . )
“«(Oh, I am a wretch 17 cried
Arthur, with a burst of emo

sence ! and when I‘ bore her

tion he no longer tried to con

. father 7
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trol. “Iamawretch! 1 see
it all;” and he -covered his
face and groaned. “If she
is true,” he continued— if
she loves me, I have indeed
dececived myself; and the
fruit of my base, unmanly
suspicions and conduct, is all
the misery that has been
brought upon us.” If she is
true, then is the world not so
bad as I have thought it.
Poor Marian! 1if I have
s0 wronged her, I shall never
forgive myself—but heavily
have I been punished already.
Ah! what strange mortals we
are! and how much of our
happiness or misery dates
with ourselves—finds its foun-
tain head in our hearts! Do
you think she will forgive me,

“You shall ask her that
question yourself, Arthur; and
after what has passed, it is no
more than right you should.”

“Father, I would see her
alone; will she come to me,
think you ?”

"Do you then doubt her
stifl 77 ,

“But I have so wronged
Lier.”

“ She grieves, Arthur, but
harbors no unkind thought;
she would give her life for
your’s, I am certain.”

‘Say no more, father! say
ne more ! I cannot begr more.
Oh, bid her come to me to-
morrow! and I will make all
the reparation in my power :
alas! that is but little.”

night she has known for many
a troubled week,” replied Mr.
Warren; “and I will hasten
home to- glad her aching
heart.” )
“I'ly! father—Afly!" oh,
lose not a moment!” Can it
be that the night of my ad-
versity is already breaking
into morn?  Yes, it must be
so~—else why does the bright
star of hope which I fain
would think precedes . the
dawn of prosperity, shed its
mild and cheering rays upon
my heart? Fly !father—fiy!
and say what you will—but
make happy the heart of dear
Marian I '
For more than an hour af-
ter his father left him, Arthur
paced the floor of his cell in
great agitation; and then
throwing himself upon the
bed, gave vent to his feelings
in a flood of tears—the first
e had shed within the walls
of his prison.
Oh, tears! blessed tears!
happy are they who can weep ;
for mighty griefs too oft make
dry the fgunts of the soul-
and  buriing thp,ught, un-
quenclied, consumes the heart.

—

' CHAPTER X.
Ty .
LOVE AND GRIEFK.

It was a warm, clear, beau-
tiful summer morning, and
Arthur Warren sat by the

“This will be the happiest

window of “his cell, looking
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forth, through the iron grate,
upon a pleasant landscape.
The view was foward the
east, and a few dwellings of
“the town of Bertram was vi-
gible, and beyond them green
and "flowery fields, shaded
here and there by trees, 1n
the branches of which
birds of different plumage
were singing merrily, and
over all the rising sun was
streaming with golden glory.
It was a delightful scene to
any .who was free to range
at'will; and as  Arthur
sat and gazed upon if, In a
meditative mood,. his mind
instinctively recurred to the
past; and memory became
busy with the happy hours of
his youth, when hand in hand,

with his gentle playmate Ma-

rian, he had wandered over
the charming valley of Walde-
Warren, culling the brightest
flowers, to weave into a
parland for the fair brow of
his heart’s queen; and he
remembered how, when tired
‘of their ramble, they had
partially ascended some one
of the many surrounding

hills, and there seated on |

some smooth rock, that over-
looked their rural homes, he
had taken no note of time, as
he wreathed together his flo-
ral gatherings, and entwined
them with her sunny curls.
Did he doubt her heart then?
Did he think those mild, soft,
grey eyes—whose every ex-
pression . was  gentleness,
sweetness, frankness—which

seemed formed expressly to
beam with the holy light of
ure affection and love—did
Ee believe them the gates of
a soul that harbored one
thought of deceit? Did he

his own in childish innocence
and admiration so often press-
ed, could utter an untruth?
No! he would as socn have
doubted the warmth’ and
light of the sun, as doubted
the purity, the guilelessness,
of his fond, sweet little play-
mate, his pretty little Marian.

And he had lived to think
that same fair being false,
deceitful, and leagued with

erous still! Oh! how much
we lose, in losing the inno-
cence of childhood! Itis the
lifting of the silver veil which
hangs before the-Mokanna of
the future, and we shudder
at what we behiold! It is the
tasting of the forbidden tree,
by which we know good from
evil; but alas, all we gain in
knowledge illy compensates
us for the moral death we
suffer, in being driven from
our Kden of happiness.

so wrong her! and wretched
am I, that I have so wronged
her!? said Arthur; and tears
of regret rolled slowly down
his pale cheeks. " Oh, that

ask her forgiveness!”
As he spoke, he had a
glimpse of a carriage, passing

along the road below him.

deem those rosy lips, which

another more false and treach- -

“ Wretch am I, that I could

she were come! that I might-
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His cell was so situated, that
he could only see the upper

ortion of it, and he only saw
1t for a moment; but he re-
cognised it as his father's or
Waldegrave’s—he knew not
which—and his heart beat
fast, for he believed it con-
tained Marian. He arose in
no little agitation, and paced
the floor hurriedly, éver and
anon stopping to listen, with
his breath suspended. Pre-
sently he heard the rattling
of bolts and Dbars, the opening
and shutting of ponderous
doors, and knew that some
one bhad entered the prison.
The noise drew nearer, and
he involuntarily placed his
hand wpon his heart, to still
its beatings. Nearer it came,
stopped at his door, and as he
heard the key applied to the
lock, he grasped a chair to
support himself, for he felt
weak and faint, The next
moment the door was thrown
open, something was said by
the jailor, a female figure
glided into the cell, a half.
suppressed shrick followed,
and Arthur Warren held the
lovely Marian Waldegrave
in his embrace, with her head
pillowed upon his bosom,
while the closing of the iron
door, with a bang, told him
they were alone.

For some moments Arthur
was too deeply affected to
speak, and Marian lay heavily
upon his support, without
moving. At length, in a
voice tremulous with emotion,

sity!  Ah!

he murmured hername. Still
she stirred not, spoke not; and
gently altering her. position,
so that the light streamed full
upon her lovely countenance,
he saw that she had fainted.
Oh! how his heart smote
him, as he gazed upon that
pale, sweet, sad face, and
traced in its fading lineaments,
lines of grief and suffering. -
And this was the gentle being
he had rashly torn from- his
hreart, as unworthy of his love,
and .deemed mankind selfish
and base, because of her fal
good reason had
he for thinking the world all
hollow-hearted, if she were
not true—for when angels sin,
where shall we look for good-
mness '—but the great error
of Arthur, was in first mis-
taking her; and the moment
his faith drew her from the
foundation of the false fabric
his mind had reared, the un-
supported structure came
tumbling to the ground.
There was water in the
room, and still sustaining his
gentle burthen, Arthur sprink-
ed some on her face. Soon
she showed signs of returning
animation ; and carefully seat-
ing her iu a chair, he removed
her hood, kneeling beside her,
and taking one of her soft
white bands in his, reverently
placed it to his lips, and be- ~
dewed it with tears. That

‘'was a moment of happiness,

such as he had not known
for a long, long time; and
contrasted with his recent
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misery, seemed to exceed all
ne had ever known.

Gradually consciousness re-
" turned; and as the warm
blood slightly tinged the pale
cheeks of Marian, her mild,
dove-like eyes unclosed, and
beamed softly upon him who
had been the cause of so much
sorrow to her. At first she
reemed only to comprehend
in part her situation; but
the soul, regaining its empire,
made her face radiant with
joy and sadness commingled ;-
and while a sweet, melancholy
-smile played around her lips,
her eyes filled with tears.

“ Arthor!” she murmured ;
“Oh! Arthur.”

“Marian! dear, dear Ma-
rian!” he replied; and start-
ing to his feet, he clasped
her to his heart..

Both now wept, and wept
freely, for the hearts of both
were too full to yet find vent
in words. At length, growing
more composed, they seated
themselves beside the window,
with a ray of sunlight stream-
ing in between them—as
if nature would unite them
in Dbrightness—and gently
taking her hand again, Arthur
said

“Can you forgive me, dear
Marian?’

“Qh, Arthur, it is I who
should ask that question of
you." :
“ Nay, no more of that!”
eried Arthur, with energy—
“no more of that, Marian!
I could bear your scorn better

than such words, now. I
would I had something to for-
give—for then there might be
a slight excuse for my own
conduct—but now there is

none. My -father tells me,"

Marian that you believe me
innocentof the crime of which
I stand accused.’

“I do, Arthur—0O, I do!”

“Bless you for this! bless
you! And now tell me why
you think so, dear Marian?
for you, of all my frjends,
have best cause for thinking
otherwise—as- I left you in
a bitter mood to seek Krnest,
notwithstanding your prayer

to the contrary. O, tell me -
?vilg you think me guiltless
of ‘

is death 7"

“ Because, dear Arthur,
you told your father you did
not do it—and my heart
tells me you would not utter
an untruth to save your
life.” 3

“Heaven bless you, dear
Marian, for this unjwavering
confidence in my integrity '—
but in return, I must stand
condemned before you——for

1 could doubt your truth, and .

think you false.”

“You wronged me in that
thought, Arthur—but perhaps
you had a cause.”

“No, no cause that would
justify it, I now feel assured ;
and all I can plead in extenna-
tion is a certain degree of

jealousy, arising from excess’

of love. | Oh, Marian, you
could not have known how
much I loved you, I am now

v

/

-

==
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. certain, or you would not

have made me miserable by
encouraging the advances of
one who was seeking to sup-

_plant me!”

“Love!” almost ‘gasped
Marian, furning pale as death:
“did you then love me, Ar-
thor 77 :

“ Ay, Marian, too well for

my own good; and not till.

convinced you only felt to-
ward me a kind of worldly

friendship, did I seck to tear |

that love from my heart.”

“Oh, what a fatal mis-
tuke I"" eried Marian. * ¢ 1 did
not know this, Arthur; 1
never dreamed it;. 1 thought
—{her voice faltered, and her
eyes sought the ground) T
thought you loved another.”

“Ha ! melhinks T see
throngh all this!” exclaimed
Arthur: *“ were you not told
so Marian??

“Not in so many words;
but I was given to understand
's0, by some casual remarks
of Mr. Cliford.” - '

“Yes! yes! I see! Oh,
the . But he has gone
to his account, and I will sayl
nothing harsh. And yet,
Marian, you said he always
spoke of me in the highest
terms 7’ ' ‘

“And so he did, Arthur,
else should I not have listened
to him. He extolled you
most highly, and as your
friend won my esteem ; though
once I remember, in speaking
of this, you unfortunately
misunderstood me.”

. “Ah, yes, I remember.
And he' led you to think I
loved another 7

“Yes, Arthur; and that be-
lief caused my manner to bear
a certain restraint in your pre-
sence; and I encouraged the -
attention of Mr. Clifford,-jn
orifer that you might not feel
compelled through courtesy to
wait upon me. I fancied you
knew the seeret of my heart
~—that 1 had too palpably made
known its Jove for you—and
that if you did not actually de-
spise me, you wished it other-
wise. I wastold you esteemed
me, regarded me as a friend,
looked upon me as a sister—
and maidenly delicacy would
permit me to show no other
teeling. toward you, if I could
avoid it. You confirmed me
in this helief—for you spoke
to me of friendship, and hinted
there could be no nearer tie
between us.” ‘

“And that was because I
fancied you cared more for
another than myself—for Itoo
had been told, by the same de-
signing individual, that you

looked upon me as a brother.

Oh! Marian, you suid right,
when you termed this a fatal

mistake; for had we under-

stood each. other, I should not
have quarrelled with Clifford,
and therefore should not be
here now.” . '

“But you had no hand in
his death, Arthur 7’

“What! do you begin to
doubt now 7’ :

Oh, no, no, no, Arthur—do
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not let us misunderstand one
another again; but you said
if you had not quarrelled you

. would not be here now.”

"% By which [ mean, if [ had
not gone toseek him in an an-
gry mood, I should never have
placed myself in a position to
be suspected of his death ”

“1 understand you now.
Ah! how guarded we should
be in all our actions, since there
may be a fafe in the most tri-
fling thing we do.”

“True,” replied Arthur mu-
singly—*true, Marian, true.

~ The ways of God are intricate;

and not the more easily to be
understood, that he works by
the simplest means. Trifles
make up the sum of human
existence ; and though we are
occasionally startled by great
events, which come upon us
suddenly, yet each event, if
traced to its cause, will not
only be found to have had 1its
beginning in trifles, but to be
entirely composed of trifles,
which, having been brought
together, like so many kernels
of powder, have at length ex-

ploded, causing destruetion

and  consternation. Take
every marked circumstance,
that ever happened in the life
of an individual, and if he will
run his mental eye back along
the vista of the past, he will
find some trifling point where
the whole consequence had a
beginning ; and he will freely
ackngwledge, that had this
point been changed in the
smallest possible degree, the

result must have been entirely

different—as a.stream turned
never so little from its channel,
near its source, may perhaps
water another country. Yes,
Marian, yes—we cannot be foo
guarded, evenin our most tri-
fling actions. Oh, had I taken
your advice, and not gone in
pursuit of Clifford, this had

not been ; and I might perhaps

have done so—I do not say I
should, but that I might—had
not the missihg of that ring re-
aroused all my most vindictive
feelings.”

“ Alas, dear Arthur, you
must not blame me too severe-

ly that the ring was not where . -

you placed it.”

“The time for blaming you,
sweet Marian, has gone by,
thank heaven!” said Arthur,
with sad earnestness.
longer doubt your friendship,
or your love ; and whether you
explain the cause of its ab-
sence or not, my feelings will
remain unaltered.”

« A word then will suffice,”
rejoined Marian, “and this ex-
‘planation is due to you. The
day after that awful night,
when we were borne down the
angry torrent, 1 missed the
ring from my finger, and next
saw it in the possession of
Mzr. Clifford, who persisted in
retaining it, in spite of all my
entreaties. You may judge
of my anxiety on the subject,
regarding it as I did the sacred
pledge of your friendship. But
what could Ido? I could not
compel its return, and he was

“Ino .
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the preserver of my life, and, | pale; “part, Arthur? must

as I then believed, your
Afriend.”

“ Well,” replied Arthur sad-
ly, “it matters not now— every
thing was so to be, it seems
—and we must bear in mind

- that a Power above us had the

ordering of all.”” 'Then, after

‘a thoughtful pause: * Marian,”

he said, “dear Marian, you
must not think me inconsist-
ent, cruel, or unkind, thateven
now, at the very moment of
our reconciliation—with that
knowledge of your love which,
under other circumstances,
would make me the happiest

. of mortals—I frankly confess,.
"I almost regret you are not

what I believed you to be, ere
we came to an understand-
ing.” ‘

“ Why so, Arthur?’ de-
manded Marian, with a start,
her pale features deeply flush-
ing. :

“ Because, dear Marian,”
he replied, taking her hand,
and speaking in a sad, dejected
tone ; * because, Marian, dis-
satisfied with the world, I was
ready and willing to quit it
for a better; and were you
what I then thought, my death
would have caused you no
pang ; but now, since [ know
how deeply you love me—
now that I have earthly hap-
piness, as it were, within my
very grasp—it will be very,
very hard for us to part.”

“ Part,” echoed Marian, in
a tone of slarm, her sweet

features now becoming deadly
5 !

we then part?”
*You see me here, Marian,

accused of a horriblé crime,” -

saiid Arthur, in a voice of
‘deep emotion,

“Well, but you are inno-
cent, Arthur 7 '

“ What matters that, with
such a chain of circumstances
against me, Marian? You
think me innocent—but you
are not my judge and jury—
will they pronounce me guilt-
less, think you 7"

“ Oh, yes, they must,—they
must; you will say you did
not kill Clifford, an({ surely
they will believe you.”

Arthur shook his head sor-
rowfully. '

_“I know the world but in-
differently well,” he rejoined ;
“but I know it better than
you, it seems, dear Marian. I
shall be tried—impartially, I
doubt not—but the evidence
against me will be overwhelm-
ing, and I dare not hope for
an acquittal.” ‘

“Oh!yon terrify me, Ar-
thur 7’ cried Marian.

“Better that you should

prepare yourself for what is
about to take place.”

“Can an jnnocent man be

co'ndemnefi, ~dear Arthur 7”7
cried Marian, greatly excited.
“Many have been ere now,

dearest.” -

“ And executed, Arthur 7'
" “ Ay, and executed.”
“ Will heaven lobk on and
permit it ?”’ :

“ Heaven. sometimes .does,

T T e e i e
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my sweet friend ; for God has
his own wise purposes to per-
form, and it is sometimes his
will that the innocent should
suffer for the guilty.”

“«Oh! Arthur, this idea will
drive me mad.”

It must not, Marian; you
must struggle against it ; you
must pray to be supported un-
der this deep aflliction ; and I
must pray for new stremgth
also.” .

« Alas! Arthur—dear, dear
Arthur—I could not survive
you !” groaned Marian.

“We know not how much
we can bear and live, till we
" are tried. Had any one told
me, three months since, that
T should pass through what I
have, and retain-my reason, I
would = have unhesitatingly
pronounced it an impossibility
—but you behold me here, a
living proof that I knew not
myself.” :

“ But have you no hope of
an acquittal, Arthur?

“ None that I dare rely on,
Marian.” :

“Qh, I dreamed not of
this,” cried the other, with a
burst of grief; “it is _terrlble,
terrible,” and covering her
fuce, the poor girl sobbed con-
- vulsively. Suddenly she stop-

ped, and fixing her tearful
eyes upon him she loved, with
a ray of hope animating her
sorrowful countenance, ex-
claimed: “ But if convicted,
Arthar, you may be pardoned
—the law is not always car-

«If eonvicted, L would hard-
ly accept my life from the
Governor,” returned the other,
gloomily. ,

“But for my sake you would,
Arthur?’ pursued Marian,
eagerly. o

“ For your sake,” he rejoin-
ed, sadly : “Ah! Marian, Lfear
you do not fully comprehend
your own idea; it would he
snatching me from a speedy
death, to condemn me to a
life of misery.” )
“ How so, Arthur?”’ asked
Marian, in surprise.

“ Because the stigma of a
pardoned criminal would ever

never stand up again -like a
man, with the proud consci-
ousness there was no stam
upon my honor; and to live
degraded and disgraced I could
not.” ‘
“But you could go where
you are not known {” -per-
sisted Marian. :

py among strangers ? should I
not feel that every one had a

with this feeling uppermost,
could I ever mingle in society
again ?”’ o
“But could we not live in
retirement and be happy, Ar-
thur 7’ said Marian, blushing
at her own ingenuous words.
S We?” repeated Arthur, em-
phatically, with a peculiar ex-
pression: “me? Could you

to a pardoned criminal, Ma-

ried into effect.”

rian 77

attach to me; and I could-

“ Well, and should I be hap- -

right to shun me! and how, -

you”

then consent to link your fate -

‘returned home, more depress-
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“I would link my fate to
yours, Arthur, be it what it
might,” she replied, with the
straightforward simplicity of
pure affection—of unwavering
love.

Arthur gazed upon her, with
an  expression. of rapture
- mingled with grief.

“ (), blessed is woman !" he .

exclaimed ; “for she makes
even this cold earth a Paradise.
May heaven forgive me, Ma-

rian, for ever having doubted

you!—but alas! what you
propose would be impossible.”

“How impossible 7’ eried
the other. . o

“ Because I would not be
s0 base as to.unite you with
one dishonored.” )

¢ But you would not be dis-
honored in my eyes, dear Ar-
thur.” .

“Ah! think it not, Ma-
rian,”” he rejoined, with deep
teeling; “hope it not ; it could
never be. RIO, if T am eon-
demned, whether pardoned or
not, we can never be more to
each other than we are now.”

“Alas! you give me no
hope to sustain my sinking
spirits, Arthur!” she eried,
again bursting into tears.

“¥ would I could give you
hope, dearest Marian,” he re-
plied, in a voice scarcely audi-
ble; N but I would not deceive
After some further conver-
sation, all tending to the same
point, Marian, with tearful
eyes, bade Arthur adieu, and

ed in. spirit than when she
came hither; while Arthur,
no longer finding relief to his
burdened mind in his books,
paced the floor of his cell, hour

| after hour, with his eyes bent.

upon the ground, and a dark
cloud of gloom resting upon
his manly, noble countenance.

CHAPTER XL
THHE TRIATL,

WE must now pass briefly
over the minor events of our
story, and come to those which
decided the fate of our hero.
Marian, in company with her
father or Mr. Warren, visited

Arthur some two or three
times a week; and thouch

“they could give him litile

hope of a full acquittal by
jury, yet they did muchifo
lighten the tedium of the
heavy hours. Arthur was no
longer misanthropical, but me-
lancholy; -and now that he
had every desire to live, the
thought of what might be his
doom, preyed heavily upon
his spints. While he believed
mankind false, he cared . little
what they thought of him,
and the future geve him no
uneasiness-—for he fancied he
had reached the wltima thule
of misery, and even déath it-
self was stripped of all terrors;
but since his first interview
with Marian—since he had
discovered how greatly he had

deceived himself—since he

‘
~
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had learned how truly he was
beloved for himself alone—
the case wasentirely changed ;
and he looked forward to that
point of time, which must
make certain an uncertainty,
with eagernessand fear, scarce-
ly with hope, for he dared not
hope. The long suspense now
became deeply trying; and no
longer able to find relief in
books, he grew dejected, and
gloomy, and thin, and haggard,
and fears were entertained by
his friends that his physical
powers would not sustain him
through the trial. Every thing
calculated to cheer, was told
him; and every thing likely
to produce an opposite effect,
carefully withheld. Daily he
made inquiries concerning his
mother, and daily was he in-
formed that ‘her case was no
worse, and sometimes that it
was thought to be better,
though she had not yet fully
recovered her reason
~ The truth was, Arthur was
continually in the mind of
Mrs. Warren ; she was ever
asking for him; and the phy-
siclan gave it as his opinion,
that if he could be restored to
her, freed from danger, she
would speedily recover—but
.otherwise, he feared the worst.

Oh ! what must have been the

feelings of the husband and
father ! and with what painful
anxiety must he have looked
forward to the period that
would decide the fate of those
80 dear to him! Should Ar-
thur be. acquitted, all might

yet be well; happiness, like
the wandering dove, might
once more return to his ark ;
but should Arthur be con-
demned, then—oh! then—
alas! he dared not think what
might be then. He, like Ar-
thur, wasted away, grew thin
and haggard, spoke little,
grieved in silence and solitude,
and passed most of his nights
in prayer, and restless agony,

(i) tge feverish sleep which
gives startling dreams. Al-
ready his dark- hair,, which

time had left untouched, had

become quite gray with sor-
row; and it was believed by
his friends that he would not
long survive his family, but
sink info the grave, a broken-
hearted man. ,

Great was the sensation,
therefore, throughout the

‘country, where all these facts

were known, as the day ap-
pointed for the trial of Arthur
Warren drew near. It came
at last, and Bertram was filled
with strangers, drawn . hither
by business and curiesity, but
all eager to be present at the

trial. ‘The court-house was a

two story wooden building, of
small dimensions, with a cu-
pola, and stood upon a slight
eminence, near the central
part of the village, surrounded
by a pleasant yard, enclosed
by a hewn post and rail fence.
This yard, at an early hour,
was crowded by anxious spec-
tators; and the entrance to the
court-house was so densely
blocked up by human beings,
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t‘i;;t the sheriff and constables

had no little difficulty in fore-

ing a way for the court, and

‘those connected with the trial.

The court-room itself, being
small, was instantly crammed
almost. to suffocation, more
than one person was injured
by the rush, and hundreds
without either went away dis-
appointed, or lingered around
the door, vainly hoping that
by some fortunate chance they
would yet gain admittance.
To avoid another scene of ex-
citement, the prisoner and his
friends were smuggled in by
a rear entrance—so that very
few of those without, who stiil
hung around the eourt-house,
for ‘the purpose of getting a
sight of him, had their curi-
osity gratified. :
Arthur Warren entered the
court-room, accompanied by
his father, his counsel and the
sheriff, and taking his seat
within the bar, ran his eye
rapidly over the assemblage.
Those who had known him
previous to his confinement,
were struck with the altera-
tion in his appearance; and

" sore. could hardly eredit the

fact, that that thin, pale, hag-
gard, melancholy - face, . be-
longed to the once gay,
sprightly, noble-hearted Ax-
thar Warren. :

Fire the sensation caused
by the vprisoner’s entrance
had fairly subsided, it was re-
newed, in degree, hy the ap-
pearance of Mr. Waldegrave,

accompanied by his wife and
Marian. The last mentioned
person leaned on her father’s
arm, and advanced with a
tremulous ‘step to a seat re-
served for her; but a double
vell concealed her features
from the most prying eyes,
and: put curiosity at fault.
A buzz of speculation, how-
ever, ran among the. spec- .
tators, which was finally
checked by the ecrier calling
out, in 2 loud voice :

“ Silenee in the court!”

The bench was composed
of three judges—the president
being a man advanced in
years, with gray hair, and a
dignified and benevolent conn-
tenance. As he was known
to be a personal friend of the
proprietors of Walde-Warren,
some argued that he would
lean strongly to the side of
the prisoner; butthey under-
rated his character; for he
was a man of stern integrity,
and regarded not friendship
in the official .discharge of

his duty.

‘Silence being restored, he

announced, in a calm, quiet

tone, that the court was now
ready to proceed -with the
case of Arthur Warren,: in-
dicied for the murder of one
Ernest Clifford ; and he trust-
ed the spectators, whether
friends or otherwise of the
accused, would preserve strict
order and decorum, and not
seek, by any public mani-
festation,” to influence the
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minds of those whose duty it
was to give the prisoner an
impartial trial. ‘

The next thing in order,

was the empaneling of the
jury ; and this, owing to a
great portion of those sum-
moned having expressed an
opinion on the subject, and
had therefore 1o be set aside,
occupied some two or three
hours; and on the last man
being sworn in, the court took
a recess of half an hour.

On’ the re-assembling. of
the court, the indictment was
read, charging Arthur Warren
with having on a certain day,
between such and such hours,
at such a place, with malice
aforethought, and by means
of a certain sharp-pointed in-
strument or instruments, fel-
oniously taken the life .of
Ernest Clifford, et cetsra, et
cetera, When the clerk had
finished reading this technical
paper: -

“ Arthur - Warren,” said
Judge Whitmore, in a tone
of deep solemnity, amid a
breathless silence, that had in
1t something awful, “you are
now put upon a trial for your
life; you have heard the ac-
cusation ; do )?(ou plead guilty
or not guilty 1 ‘

There was a moment of in-
tense, breathless suspense,
during which the accused,
who had risen to his feet,
seemed struggling with his
feelings; and then the words,
“ Not guilty,” rang out clear,
distinet, and almost startling -

and the prisoner resumed his
seat amid a deep sensation.

“ Let the trial proceed !
said the Judge; and the prose-
cuting attorney opened the
case, by a brief statement to the
jury of the facts he expected

to prove; but these facts,

being already known to the
reader, 1t is unnecessary for
us to recapitulate in detail.
The first witness called was
Mr. Nixon, who, being duly
sworn, proceeded to state that
he knew the deceased; that
he had first seen him in April
last, in compainy with the ac-
cused—>Doth having arrived

in  Walde-Warren by the

stage at the same time; and
so forth, and so on. He was
upon the stand nearly an hoar,
before he gave in the direct

evidence, which bore most’

strongly upon the guilt of the
prisoner. When he came to
speak of how he had followed
Arthur; how he had seen
him and the deceased some
half a mile in advance of him,
and not far apart; how he had
quickened his pace, till he
came to the spot where the
fatal deed had been committed,

and in what position he had

found the accused; and in
short all that had been said
and done’ by either party,
together with a sickening
detail of the appearance of the
deceased : when he came to
speak of all this, we say, the
sensafion in the court-room—
among the bench, jury, bar,
and spectators—was, to use

-
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an expressive kerm, tremen-.
dous; and it was thought by
many there was no possibility
of the prisoner being ac-
quitted. The knife being

roduced, with which the
futal deed had been eommitted,
it was identified by the wit-
ness as the one he had seen

‘in the hand of the accuséd.

“And this knife, may it
please the court,” said the
attorney for the prosecution,
“we can, if necessary, prove
to be the property of the ac-
cused.” ,

“ 'We shall not require you

to do s0,” replied the counsel

for the prisoncr, “since the
accused, openly through me,
ackiowledges the faet, coup-
led with  the statement, that
the knife had not been in his
possession for more than a
month prior to the deed of
which he stands c¢harged.”

The direct and cross exam-
ination of Mr. Nixon occu-
pied the greater portion of
the afternoon session.

The next testimony called
was the coroner, who briefly,
but clearly stated in what
position and condition he had
found the deceased—described
his wounds, of which there
were three—and named the
articles that were on his per-
SOI. : _ '

“ Do you think the wounds
were all .made with that
knife 7" inquired the counsel
for defence, pointing to the
fatal weapon.

!

f

“I do ‘

“Why do you think so?”

“Because they were pre-
cisely such wounds as such
an‘instrument make.”

“Do you speak knowingly
on the subject? _

“I am, by profession, a
surgeon.”

“«Could net the deceased
have inflicted them  upon
himself?”

“] should judge not.”

“ And why not?”

"~ “Because he could not
have made the wound in the
abdomen, after stabbing him

self to the heart; and he
would ‘“hardly have had
strength to press the knife
through the heart, after stab-
bing himself in the abdomen
<10 say nothing of the third
wound on. the thorax, which
he would not have been li[l{ely
to have made at all.” N

“Was there any evidence
of there having been resis-
tance on the part of the de-
‘veased 7"’

“There was a slight flesh-

_eut, leading from the staly on

the thorax, as if the deceased
had turned quickly on being
struck there.” '

The next witness called
was George Nixon, the son of
the inn-keeper, who repeated
what had passed between Ar-
thur Warren and himself on
the fatal morning.

“Did the prisoner seem ex-
cited and angry?’ inquired
the prosecution.
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*Yes, sir—I thought he
was very angry from his
looks.” '

On the conclusion of young
Nixon’s testimony, the court
adjourned.

At an early hour on the fol-
Jowing morning, the court-
yard was again crowded by
hundreds of eager persons,

~and the scene presented on the

opening of the Court was so
- wuch like that of the prece-
. ding.day, that one description
will answer for both. - The
appearance of Arthur was, if
any thing, more haggard and
downecast, than the day be-
fore. No wonder, poor fel-
low! for he had slept none
during the night. ‘

The first witness called on
the second day, was one of
those who had been preseet
. when the deceased struck

the accused. He briefly de-
scribed the event as it oc-
curred, repeated the words
that had passed between the
parties, and suid he was
one of several” present who
had interfered to separate
themn. :

“Did you observe the pri-
soner closely,” inquired the
prosecution, “after he was
struck 7’ .‘

“1 did, for I had hold of

him.” ‘

- “How did he conduct him-~
self 1’

“Like a man insane with
passion.”

“You say he made use of

‘away !

threatening  language—will
you repeat his words 7”

“‘A blow!” he cried; ‘a
blow ! the stiggna of a blow can

only be effaced by blood ! Oh,

‘! 1y

he shall pay dearly for this
and the witness continued to
repeat much more that. was
said. of alike nature—with
which, however, we do not
think necessary to trouble the

reader—concluding with Ar-

thur's last words, as he drove
“¢ Gentlemen, you
have succeeded in preventing
me chastising a villain now;
but we shall meet again, and
then let him beware "’
. Several other witnesses
were now called in succession,
whose testimony was merely
corroborative of-that just re-
corded. . '

“ Much of this last evi-
dence, we might, perbaps,
have omitted,” said the prose-

cution; “but we wished to -

convince the jury of preme-
ditation on the part of the ac-
cused. Much more testimony
of a like nature—all. tending
to the same thing—all going

to prove——ay, gentlemen of

the jury, and proving, too, be-
yond a cavil, malige afore-
thought, we could produce,
and would preduce, Lut that
we know our case requires it
not, and we do not wish to

-trespass needlessly on your

valuable time. We will,
therefore, call only one wit-
ness more ; and, apropos—hera
she comes.”
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As this was said, all eyes
were turned to the door; and
quite a sensation was cre-
ated, by perceiving Marian
Waldegrave, deeply veiled,
as on the preceding day, lean-
ing heavily on her father’s

.arm, and advancing with- a

tremulous step. On being con-
ducted to” the stand, she ap-

-peared greatly agitated, and

showed signs of fainting ; and
it was not till she had drank
part of a glass of water which
was handed her, that.she be-
came sufficiently collected to
go through the simL)le cere-
mony of taking the oath.
Her veil was now partly
drawn aside ; and the eager-
ness of the spectators to get
a glimpse of her face, caused
an unusual commotion in the
court-réom; and the words,
“ Bilence,” and “ Order,” had
to be several times repeated,
ere the tumult subsided.
Those who did see the coun-
tenance of Marian, were
struck by its loveliness, pal-
lor, and the anguish of its ex-
pression,

“ Miss Waldegrave, ” said
the attorney for. the. State,
when silence was again re-
stored, * we are informed that
the accused was with you at
an early hour—say before sun-

.rise—on the morning of the

day on which the deceased
came to a violent death.”
“ He was,” replied Marian,
in a tone scarcely audible.
“We shall spare you a

o e Ny e

repetition of much that was
sald at that interview—but
we wish you to state all that
was spoken ' concerning the .
deceased.” ‘
After a short pause, during
which Marian seemed to ba
collecting her thoughts, and
nerving herself for the task,
she proceeded in a barely au-
dible tone, to repeat that por-
tion of the conversation be-

Aween Arthur and herself rela-

tive to Kirnest Clifford. As the
reader can refer to it himself,
in case it is. forgotten, we
shall not record it here.

" “You say,” pursued the
attorney, in the course of the
examination, “ you urged the
accused not to see the de-
ceased—why ?—had you any
fear of what subsequently
happened I’

“Not as it did happen,” - .

replied Marian; “my fear
was that the opposite party
would be the vietim—ifor I
belteved Arthur Warren inca-
pable of such a crime.”

This was spoken in a
louder and firmer tone than
any of the previous - an-
swers, and being .distinctly
heard, caused quite a sensa-
tion among the audience.

“ Are you of the same opi-
nion still, Miss Waldegrave "
inquired the attorney, with a
slight curl of the lip; which
seemed to say, “It is per-
fectly immaterial whether you
are or not.”

““We are here to listen to
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facts, and not to the opinions
of witnesses,” interposed
Judge Whitmore.

“ Nevertheless,” said Mari-
an, with unusual energy of
tone—roused 10 this by the
insidious sneer of the attorney,
which she had not failed

to perceive—while a bright

glow spread over lovely fea-
tures, making them radiant as
with alofty purpose: “ Never-
theless, so may it please the
court, I will answer the ques-
tion: I am of the same opinion
still ; and I here publicly pro-
nounce Arthur Warren iano-
cent of the murder of Ernest
Clifford.”

There was no tremor in the
voice of Marian as she said
this—her bearing had 1n it
all the majesty of a queen—
and the words rang out clear,
earnest and thrilling. A mo-
mentary silence followed her
speech, during which you
might have heard the fall of
a pin; a feeling approaching
awe seemed to pervade the
entire assemblage ; and bench,
bar, jury, and spectators, were
alike dumb with surprise.
Then a low murmur began
to run around thesroom, but
was quickly checked by the
sharp, angry voice of the at-

. torney, who said:

*“You take a great respon-
sibility ppon yourself madam;
may we know on what grounds
you so positively assert the in-
nocence of the prisoner ?”’

“Because he says he did
not do it,” answered Marian,

in a firm, quiet tone, still sup-

ported by the lofty purpose

she had 1n view, that of de-
fending the character of him
she loved ; “and I appeal to
all “present—(liere she took a
sweeping glance of the en-
tire auditory) ay, and to all
who know Arthur Warren—
I appeal to any, and to all,
to say they ever heard him
utter an untruth?”’

“No,no! never—never!”
cried at least fifty voices,
amid great noise and confu-

"sion; and it was some five

minutes, ‘so intense was the
excitement, before order and
silence could again be re-
stored. ‘

On hearing the appeal of
her he loved, and the quick,
eager, simultaneous replies of
the spectators, amounting to a
regular shout, poor Arthur,
unabie to control his emotions,

covered his face with a hand-’

kerchief, and wept like a child.
As for Marian, the moment
she began to consider what
she had said, and the construc-
tion that might, be put upon
her singular proceeding and

‘language, she hastily drew her

veil over her face, overwhelm-
ed with shame and confusion,
and sunk half fainting upon
a seat, which a gentleman of
the bar kindly handed her.
“We must have no more
of this!” said Judge Whit-
more, 1n a severe tone, as soon
as he could make his voice
Leard. “ All persons, of which-
ever sex, must henceforth con-
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fine thémselves within the

limits of propriety, or suffer

the penalty for contempt of
court.” )

But few more questions were
asked Marian; and on the con-
clusion of her testimony, the
prosecution said : :

“We rest our case here.”

It being now somewhat late
in the afternoen, the court ad-
Journed. | ]

CHAPTER XIL
THE DEFENCE:
Mosr of the third day was

oocupied by the defence, in
proving the previous good

“character of the accused ; and

1o man was ever arraigned
before a legal tribunal, that
ever had better, stronger and
warmer testimony in his favor,

The prosecuting attorney
began his summing up of the

.case about three o’clock in the

evening, and closed in a couple
of hours. He went over the

~ evidence 1n a brief and point-

ed manner, remarking it was
too direct and positive al-
though circumstantial, to ad-
mit of any. doubt as to the
actual commission of the awful
deed by the prisoner, and
therefore it would only be a
waste of time for him to dwell
upon the subject. There had
been a quarrel, he said;

* threats had been used by the

prisoner ; he had risen at an

early hour to seek the deceas-
ed, evidently with a vindie-
tive purpose; had followed
him; the two had been seen
alive only a few minutes pre-
vious to the finding of the
accused over the murdered
remains of the other, with his
own Lknife, the knife which
had done the deed, bloody in
his hands. What could be
inferred, but that he had killed
him ? and if stronger evidence -
than this were necessary to
convict a'man, he thought that
justice might as well be set
aside as a capital farce. For
his part, notwithstanding one
witness had made herself ridi-
culous, by boldly proclaiming
his innocence, for the’ simple
reason that- the accused had
said he did not do it—asif a
man who had slain another,
would stop at a mere false-
hood fo hide his crime—not-
withstanding all this, he said,
and the pain it must cost his
friends, he would state it as
his conscientious belief, that
the accused was guilty of pre-
meditated murder, and he felt,
he believed—in fact he knew
—that the jury, as honest
men, must agree with him,
The counsel for defence was
one of the most eminent law-
yers in the State, and it was
well known he would put ™
forth all his great eloquence
in behalf of the yprisoner;"
though what he would find to
say touching the case, was a
matter of general wonder to
every body ; for that Arthur
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was guilty, all were forced to
believe ; and there seemed not
a single point to hang a doubt
upon.

The eagerness of the spec-
tators, therefore, to be present
on the fourth day, was, if any
thing, even greater than at
any time previous ; and it re-
quired the whole police force
to preserve the bar from being
encroached on during the rush.
The appearance of Arthur was
much as on the preceding

days—pale, haggard and dis-
pirited. It was a terrible trial:

to him—for on the decision of
the jury hung more than life.
His father was present, as was
also Mr. Waldegrave and his
family, Marian still deeply
veiled as before.

The counsel for the prisoner
-3 fine, neble looking man
—opened the defence, in the
cool; calm, unimpassioned tone
of one who knew his own
rower, and felt confidence in
1is own mental resources. He
began by saying that the case
before the eourt was one of
marked peculiarity—more
marked, more peculiar, than
any it had ever been his for-
tune to be engaged in, and he
had been a member of the bar
for upwurds of twenty years.

£ And that which makes
it so strangely peculiar,” he
went on to say, ‘“is the fact
of such a chain of damn-
ing  circumstances being
" drawn around an innocent
man; for that that individual

who sits there before you, pale

and wasted with care and sor-
row, ¢5 innocent of the crime
with which he stands charged,
I as sincerely believe, gentle-
men of the Jury, as I do that
there is a just God in heaven.”

He then went over the evi-
dence carefully, dwelling par-
ticularly upon that which bhad
been adduced to prove the
character of the prisoner—a
character, he said, for honor,

honesty, high-mindedness, no- -

leness of soul, excelling any
thing he had ever heard -or
read of being proved in a court

of justice; and he alluded

triumphantly to the fact, that
upon this one great and essen-
tial point, the witnesses had
all agreed, without a single
exception. :

"« And now,” he proceeded,

«T will show you, gentlemen -

of the Jury, what bearing this
testimony has upon the case,
which you must keep in mind
is one of presumptive, not po-
sttive, evidence. In the first
place, there has not been a

_particle of evidence brought

forward, to prove that the
aceused struck the deceased;
but on the contrary, it has
been proved that the deceased
struck the accused, and that
in the most insulting manner
—a manner that could not fail
to bring disgrace upon him,
unléss he resented it, as every.
gentleman should. Now, gen-
flemen of the Jury, had he
retaliated at the time——had he
even slain on the spot the man
who struck him—which of
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yon present would cry him
gruilty of murder >—which of
you present, with the proud
feelings of a true man, might
not have done the same thing
under the same circum-
stances 7 And yet, as the case
stands, you have not even this
foundation to build upon ; but
should you find him guilty,
must base your verdict wholly

-upon position and supposition.:

In other words, from the posi-
tion in which the accused was
found by Mr, Nixon you must
suppose he murdered the de-

_ ceased ; and, merely from sup-

posing it, deliberately, before
God and man, declare he did.

“ Now, as we are supposing,
let us snppose a little further.

Suppose the prisoner, when

found, had declared he had

overtaken the deceased, they.

bad again quarrelled; and in
the heat of excitement, he had
killed him—which of you,
gentlemen, would doabt this
story, knowing as you do his
unblemished = character for
truth and veracity 7 "Not one;
for each would say to himself,
‘It is Teasomable—it is natu-
ral—and as the man never told
a falsehood in his life, as far as
we can learn, we are bound to
believe him—and believing
him, can not, of course, con-
vict him of malful murder.’
Again, let us suppose the
prisoner did kill him in the
manner I have stated, and
there were witnesses to the

fact: what then? There is

not a man within the sound

of my voice, but could tell you
there is no law under heaven |

that could convict him. of wil-

ful murder; and the very ex-

tent to which the crime could
be stretched, would be man-
slaughter, and that, perhaps,
in a qualifying degree. Thus,
you see, gentlemen of the Jury,
that should you dare to bring
him in guilty on the evidence
before you; 1 say dare, for it
is an awful 'sin to doom a
fellow creature to death, as in’
this case, without positive
knowledge of his guilt; and
God, who sits in high heaven
above, before whom you are
sworn, will held you responsi-
ble for your verdict; I say
should you dare to bring him
in guilty, as the case stands, -

'you would do what you

could #ot do were there wit-
nesses to the deed; and there-
fore you would be actually
giving more weight to circum-
stantial, than) to positive evi-
dence.

“But let us go further,
gentlemen of the Jury, and
suppose the accused did not
kill the deceased; and you
cannot say he did; there is

not a man among you can say

he did; because you do not
know he did ; and you would
be charging him with direct
falsehood at the same time,
which, by every witness called
to that stand, it has been
Eroved he never uttered. Were
e himself called upon to testi- »
fy in any other case, you would
be bound to believe him ; then
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why not generously extend
the same faith to his declara-
tion on the present occasion ?
~—more especially, when I sol-
emnly repeat, you do not know
to the contrary.

“But perhaps you will
think, or be told, that should
juries take the word of those
they are called upon to try,
there would be no conviction
—which, even if true, has
nothing to do with the case
before us; and, gentlemen of
the Jury, I repeat, this is a
very marked and peculiar
case; and unless Jooked into
very closely, and one part
.considered with another, is
very hikely to be misjudged.
Now if you convict the pri-
soner, you must reconcile your-
selves with several inconsis-
tencies; and yet every man is
so far consistent with himself,
that, by knowing his character,
we can form a very correct
idea of what he would do un-
der known circumstances.

- Gentlemen of the Jury, I
charge you bear this in mind,
and mark what follows!

‘It has been proved on trial,
that the aceused is a generous,
noble, upright man, who never
uttered a falsehood. Now
mark! - He is found with the
murdered man—solemnly pro-
tests his innocency of the deed
~—at the same time admitting
that the knife is his own. Is
it through fear of conviction

" "for murder that he does this?

No! for in that case, with such
evidence against him, he would

have owned up to the deed—
but pleaded that he did it in
the heat of a quarrel—whether
he did or not-—and this, you
must admit, would have pfaced
his case in much better light
than it now stands. Again, if
he were guilty, and stood in

fear of the law—and this,

mark you still! is the only
reason you can have for doubt-
ing the truth of his denial;
would he not have fled when
urged to do so by Nixon,
knowing that he could escape?
Would he, if guilty, have
gone home, and been the first
to break the news to his pa-
rents—upsetting the reason o.
his mother with the shocking
intelligence—and there quiet-
ly have waited for the shenft
to come and take him? Is this
the conduct of a man base
enough to do 2 murder? and
a premeditated murder at that.
And, at his examination, would
he have refused, if guilty, to
take bail, and be at liberty to
make his escape, instead of
insisting on a trial, like an
honorable man? These are
facts, gentlemen of the Jury,
and strong facts, that must be
duly weighed and considered.
You cannot say it is a case of
conscience—ior if so, he wonld
have acknowledged to the
deed; and yet he denies it;
but denies 1t in such a way,
mark you! as to make it tell
most against him. How then
are you to reconcile these
facts with his guilt? You
cannot do it.
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“ But now, gentlemen of the
Jury, I will plice the case be-
fore you in such a way that
you can find no inconsisten-
cies. Let us suppose the ac-
cused innocent of the crime ;
and we have as good a right
to swuppose that, as the con-
trary,  Well le comes to the
road, following the deceased,

who was far enough in ad-

vance of him to give another,
if lying in wait, tune to do the
deed and escape—so that there
1s nothing smpossible in this
surmise — Well, he comes up,
and finds him stretehed on the
ground, weltering in his own
blood. He is horrified and be-
wildered ; and acting on the
impulse of the moment, with-
out a thought of any serious
consequences, he bends down

~to examine him, and finds him

dead—and what is ‘'more, his

own knife sticking in the heart

of the deceased—at least he
thinks it is his own knife—
one he had lost—and he natu-
rally draws it forth to see;
and while examining it, and
wonderinr how 1t got there,
he is surprised by Mr. Nixon.
Does not this supposition re-
concile you to the exclamation,
O, merciful heaven, look here 7’
words expressive of astonish-
ment and horror, but not of
fear nor guilt, nor such as a
guilty man would utfer? And
then when Nixon said he
feared such a catastrophe, the
accused, without once think-
ing of himself, which he would
have done had he been guilty,

naturally rejoined, ‘ Then you
knew something of 7 and
when the other finally points
to his hands, and the accused,
looking down in wonder, sees
the blood upon them—sees
from that he is himself sus-
pected—and foresees at the
same time what must follow ;
1s 1t not perfectly in keep-
ing with his innocence, that he
should let the knife fall in
horror, and shriek forth, * Mer-
ctful God! what have Idone?’
and declare himself ruined?
Which of us, placed under
the same circumstances, would
not have acted in a manner
similar? He could not say he
killed the deceased in the heat
of passion, because he had not
killed him at all, and it would
be speaking falsely, and he
would ‘not deny the owner-
ship of the kmfe, because it
was his own, and this would
be an untruth also. You see,
gentlemen of the Jury, this
supposition—I may say this
reality—destroys all inconsis-
tencies in the conduct of the
accused, and places him be-
fore you, not only an innocent
but a most high-minded; and
honorable man. . :
« “ And now, gentlemen of
the Jury,” proceeded the
learned  counsel, *“ having
shown you the improbabitity
of the fatal deed having been
committed by the accused—
and believing as I do that the
deceased .2ras murdered—I|
will state an event that may
tend to fix suspicion in an
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other quarter, and finally, un-
der God, lead to a clearing up
of the mystery.” :

He then clearly, and in de-
tail, narrated the circumstance
of Arthur and Ernest finding
a man in the wood where the
murder had been done; what
had possed between them;
how rnest had abused the
man, and Arthur given him
money ; how the stranger had
warned the accused against
his friend; in fact, laid the
whole scene before the jury,
as we have previously done
before the reader.

What had become of this
man, he said, was not known;
but he, at least, with the sole
motive of revenge, fnight have
laid in wait, day after ‘day;
and finding at last the long
.wished-for opportunity, might
have killed the deceased, and,
on hearing some one approach,
might have fled in time to
secrete himself. As to the

- knife, he said, he would note
it as a singular coincidence,
that the accused lost it on the
day he saw the stranger, and
saw it not afterwards till he
found it in the heart of the
murdered man; and it was
reasonable to suppose, that
when the accused drew forth
his purse, the knife came out
with it, and, falling on the
ground, had subsequently been
picked up by the stranger.

" This he said had not been
proved on the trial, because
there was no one witness to
the fact; but it was a fact,

nevertheless, and as such he
wished the jury to consider it.

He then proceeded to warn
the jury that they could not
be too cautious in receiving
presumptive evidence; and
cited several instances of in-
nocent persons having been
condemned by this means,
two of whom had actually
been executed for murder, and
afterwards the real authors had
been discovered and brought
to justice.

Having now brought the
mjnds of the jury and specta-
tors to the point desired, he
put forth all his energetic and

'powerful talent in a strain of

pathetic eloquence never sur-
passed. He drew a truthful
picture of the quiet valley of
Walde-Warren, and the happy
home of the accused, ere this
cruel blow, as unexpected as
a thunderbolt from a cloudless
sky, fell upon them, crushing
them to the dust. He drew a
truthful, pathetic, and painful
contrast between the past and
the present ; and portrayed the
condition of the family of the
accused-—the maniac mother,
the broken-hearted father—in
a manner so affecting, that
there was scarcely a dry eye
in the house.

“ And now, gentlemen of
the Jury,” he said in- conclu-
sion, “I am about to close—
about to leave in your hands
the life of a noble young man,
whom, before high heaven, 1

believe guiltless of the deed -

with which he stands charged

o < T et D
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Did I say his life? I should
have said many lives; for on
ﬁt)ur decision regarding him,

angs the fate of many more.

Bear this in mind, I charge
you! and forget not the awful
responsibility you take upon
your souls, if you pronounce
against him! As ye judge, so
shall ye be judged, and if ye
wrongly judge, ye may cry
for mercy and find it not.
Should you be tempted to find
against him, remember the
desolation and wo that will
follow! Think of the maniac
mother, shrieking in anguish
for her first born, and, . like
Rachel of old, will not be
eomforted, because he is not!
Think upon that kind father,
now sitting there; pale, hag-
gard, and grown old with sor-
row ; his hair made gray by
affliction, not by time; and
behold him sinking under his
new woe to the cold, dreary
grave of the broken-hearted’!
Think of that young, innocent,

~and lovely maiden—whom,

may heaven bless, for her con-
fiding trust in him to whom
her heart is given ; and remem-
ber, if ye doom the accused,
ye doom her also to a woful

“death, and perhaps with her

another fond father and mo-
ther! Think of all these
things, T solemnly charge you'!
and remember that ere long,
each and all of you must sever-
ally stand arraigned before the
awful bar of the great Jehovah,
there to be tried and judged
for the dl%eds done in the body;

a

et

and may ye soact in the event~
ful present, that you will have
nothing to regret, when the
Recording Angel of God’s
High Court shall unroll to your
spiritual view the hand and
heart record of your mortal ex-
istence! May the angel of mer-
cy be with you in your delibe-
rations, and heaven aid you to
the right!” ~

The close of this speech was
greeted with a storm of ap-
plause that shook the building;
and hundreds who, the day
previous, had regarded th
prisoner ag guilty, now looke:!
upon him as a man by fa
“more sinned against than sin
ning.”

The prosecuting atiorney
now made a brief reply, tell
ing the jury not to let the fine,
moving eloquence of his talent-
ed opponent cause them to lose
sight of the l{’acts of the case,
which facts he recapitulated.

This reply concluded, the
Judge proceeded to deliver his
charge to the jury, remarking
with the learned couunsel for
defence, that it was a peculiar
case, one involving great con-
sequences, and one therefore
that should not be hastily de-
cided upon. He would say
nothing to influence the deci
sion—it was not his province,
the jury were by law in
this case the judges; and to
lay down the law as a guide
to them, was ail he had to do
in the matter. Having done
this, he went over the evidencs,

briefly, on both sides; and
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concluded by saying, that if,
from the testimony before
them, they conscientiously be-
lieved the accused guilty of
premeditated murder, they
could render their verdict ac-
. cordingly ; but if they had any
doubt in the matter, they were
hound to give that doubt in
favor of the prisoner. = “ For
it is better that ninety-nine
guilty men should go unpun-
wshed, than that one innocent
man should suffer.”

The Jury now retired, amid
the most intense exciteément
among the spectators, It be-
ing about three o'clock in the
afternoon, the court decided to
remain till night, in the hope
of receiving the verdict before
adjournment. .

Reader, can you picture to
yourself the feelings of Ar-
thur and his friends, during
that awful suspense ? But we
are privileged to follow the
jury—to hear their delibera-
tions—to see in what mauner
they arrived at their verdict
~—and we will do so.

CHAPTER XIIIL
THE VERDICT.

TweLveE men were seated
in a small, square chamber,

in a retired portion of a build- |,

ing, exclusivelfr devoted to
law, and so called justice, in
the thriving little town of

it pens, ink and paper, stood
in the middle of the chamber ;
and this table, and the benches
on which these twelve men
were, as we enter, seated,
comprised the only furniture
of the apartment. And these
twelve men, it needs no con-
juror to tell the reader, were
here assembled to decide the
fate of poor Arthur Warren.
We will premise that they
had been conducted hither by
the sheriff some half an hour
previous to our entrance.
"4 Well,” said one, “if we
stay here till doomsday, hang
me if T'll give in!”
“ Well, Sam, youknow it’s
a hanging matter, any how—
so don’'t!” laughed another.

«] wonder,” said a third,
“there can be any disagree-
ment ; for to my mind, it's as
clear as daylight that he killed
the man; and as long as he
don’t choose to tell how he
killed him—why let him
swing, that’s all.”

«“ So say 1,” cried a fourth,

« Well, I was pretty much
of the same opinion,” put in a
fifth, «till Lawyer Gibbs

the poor fellow—and that,
somehow, brought the thing
round in 'quite a different
light.”

“Dang it, but he’s a smart
fellow !”” rejoined another.

whose remark we first re-
e

corded— all blarney !
« Well, blarney or not,” re-

Bertram. A table, having on

turned the other, “ I saw the

_not before spoken, “for my

. would boldly proclaim 1t, let

made his speech in favor of " -

@ " : ) .
Blarney,” said the one - 1n your ecase, with the same
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tears running down your
checks while he was speak-
ing.”

“Well, that's nothing, if’
you did. Of course I pity the
old man ; and when he went
on so about his family, of
course it touched me; butit
don’t alter my opinion -about
Arvthur, now 1've got where 1
can think it all over.”

“0, of course,” chimed in
anothier, “these lawyers are
paid for their fine speeches,
and they always make ’em to
suilt the side they’re on. Now
if ‘he had been employed on
the other side, he’d have piled
on the prisoner’s guilt so thick,
that he'd-have appeared like a
devil incarnate.”

“ Well,” said one, who had

part, I really think the man
s 1nnocent, for, from what I
know of his character, I do
believe, if he were guilty, he

the consequences be what
they would.”

“ More fool he, then,” cried
another; * for if I were guilty
of killing a man, you may be
certain I'd wait for it to be
proven before I owned up.”

_“Arthur Warren, and you,
sir, are very different per-
sons,” was the tart reply.

“ Well, so I reckon.”

“Now if I were on a jury

fac_ts agait_lst you, I would say
gujlty, without lediving my

“Thank you! and I say
ditto to you and Arthur War
ren also.”

And so they went on, these
twelve men, discussing the
matter for better than an hour,
and finding themselves at the
end of that time exactly
where they set out.

“Come, come, this will
never do!” rapped the fore-
man on the table: “ This hit
and fling is all fionsense : we
shall never come to an agree-
ment so.”

“ No, nor any other way,”
replied a voice.

- Let’s agree to disagree,”
suggested another. ‘

‘* And stay here and starve,”
said a third. © “ O, I know the
old Judge well; I was on one
of his juries once before ; he’ll
not let us off, without a ver-
dict, till we've taken as many
days to consider the case as
he was trying it—~I believe
that’s his rule.”

“Hang him!” grumbled
one.

“ No, hang the prisoner—
that'll do better,” was the re-
joinder. ‘

“How do we stand?” in.
quired the foreman. L

“Six and six, Colonel—
that is to say, if you are in
favor of an acquittal.”

“Well, I am.”

“ What's to be done 7—this
is dull business.”

“Let’s hang ourselves, and
let the prisoner go,” laughed

seat.”

1 one.

b e | o
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“If we only had a pack of

cards here now,” suggested
‘another.

* Hurrah ! I've two—lucky
thought !”” eried a third.

“Hurrah for us!” eried
nalf a dozen voices ; and amid
hilarions tumult, the cards
were produced: and those
"~ twelve men, assembled there
to decide the fate of poor Ar-
thur, soon became absorbed
in the to them more important
matters of Loo, Poker, and
All-Fours.

Oh! could he have seen
them there—seen how indif-
ferent they were concernin;
his fate—his sensitive sou
would have been more har-
rowed, perhaps, than at an
time during the painful trial.

After gambling some time;
for in those days, and that
portion of the country, men
seldom played cards with-
out betting something, just to
make the game interesting;
one of the party, struck with
a now idea, exclaimed, strik-
ing the table with his clenched
hand : ‘

“I have it! I have it! a
glorious plan, to get us out of
an ugly fix! Come, what do
Kou say, gentlemen? let us

ave a game to decide . the
verdict.” :

“Capital ! capital! hurrah!
hurrah!” cried half a dozen
of eager voices, clapping their
hands in glep. “ A game tode-
cide the verdict! three cheers
for that idea !”

It was soon arranged that

the two best players, one on
either side, should play a
single game of * all-fours,” or

“seven up,” and whichever
.party won, that party should
be privileged to decide the
verdiet. The players selected
were Colonel Parker, the fore-
man of the jury, who was in
favor of the acquittal of the
prisoner—and one Samuel
Page on the opposite side, and
of course in favor of his con-
viction. The rest of the num-
ber divided off,-five against
five, and each party placed
itself hehind its . respective
champion, to watch the pro-
gress of the game with all the

gard a contest in which they
are deeply concerhed.

“ May heaven aid the right!”
said one, and the game began.

“High and sgame!” ex-
_claime
close of the first hand.

“ Low and Jack !” cried his
opponent-—*two and two,”

‘The cards were again shuf-
fled and dealt.

“Low and game to’ your
high,” said the Colonel, as the

was played.

“Hurrah for the Colonel!"
cried his party. “One ahead;
four to three.”

“Go 1it, Sam; it's your
deal,” was the opposite rejoin-
der.

The cardg were again shyf-
Afled and dealt, and a jack was

"turned by the dealer.

as it 18 frequently termed .-

eagerness with which men re-

the Colonel, at the,

last card of the second hand .
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# Good for our side!” cried

* one of the party for conviction ;

“ we'll win yet; even up.”
-] beg,” eried the Colonel.

“ Take one,” said Page;
“and that makes you five to
my four.”

The third hand was played.

“ Game!” cried the Colonel.

“High and low! cried
Page. C
“ Six and six !”" shouted the
excited by-standers.

The fourth and last hand
was dealt out by the Colonel
amid breathless silence; for
all were now too intensely ex-
cited to speak ; and something,

like awe stole over the com-

pany, as they saw the game,
s0 equal,’and so near a close,
with the life of a fellow being
depending on the result. -
The last card was dealt, and
the trump turned. It was the
ten-spot of . diamonds. Page
looked at his hand, and a
gleam of triumph shot athwart

_his face.

“The game is mine!” he

- cried. *“Iask one; you cannot
give of course; and the aces

of the three remaining suits I

hold in my hand;” and he

exposed them on the table.
“There i1s only one chance

-for us, Colonel,” exclaimed
one of his party ; “ you must

run the cards, and all will
depend upon your turning a
Jack.” . ‘

“if the man is innocent,

~ let heaven send a Jack ! said

Page. -

-~

“Five to one it don’t!’
cried one on the same side,

“ I'll take that bet,” said one
of the opposition; and the
deal was delayed till the stakes
were put up. .

“Hold on one minute, Colo-
nel ! there's another bet pend-
ing. There, all right.”

The Colonel dealt three
cards each, and in a deep, sol-
emn tone, said : .

“ Are you ready, gentle
men "

“ Ready !"” was the answer;
and all eyes were fixed intent-
ly upon the pack.

Colonel Parker's face grew
deadly pale, and - his hand
trembled with strange emo-
tion, as he carefully lifted the
deciding card. On that stamp-
ed pasteboard hung the fate of
many human beings; the face
of that would bring great hap-
pinéss or utter misery. For
a moment or twd he held it in-
verted, in a horizontal posi-
tion, and then slowly turned
it over. As he did so, a cloud,
which had obscured the rays
of the setting sun, passed, and
a flood of bright light poured
in at the window, and stream-
ed upon the hand, and upon
‘the card, a golden glory. Awe-
struck, the by-standers gazed

‘upon that card, and upon one - .

another, pale and silent, with
the dying sunlight bathing
them in a flood of golden light.
They fancied they saw some-
thing more than chance in the
decision evoked ; they felt that
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the hand of God was 'among first Stages of suffocation.

them. }z/
That catd was the Jack of
Spades 1* \
Siowly—with solemn tread,
one after another, single file;
tramp, tramp, tramp; those
‘twelve men entered the court-
room, and took their places in
the jury-box, just as the last
golden rays of the sinking sun
streamed in at the windows,
A strange kind of thrill, some-
thing like awe, pervaded eve-
ry breast. No one who beheld
the sober faces of that jury,
dreamed that they had been
gambling for a verdict.

“Gentlemen of the Jury,”
inquired the Judge, in a tone
of thrilling solemnity, *“are
you agreed upon a verdict "

“ We, are,” replied Colone!
Parker, the foreman.

“Then, gentlemen of the
Jury, you will arise and fix
your eyes upon the prisoner ;
and prisoner at the bar, you
will arise and fix your eyes
upon the jury.” _

Arthur stood up, pale, hag-
gard, and with = lips com-
pressed, and faced the jury
with an unquailing eye; and
Marian half rose from her
seat, with one hand clasped
wpon her heart, and her veil
thrown back to get her breath,
for her respiration came with

-the labored difficulty of the

* Strange as it may secem to many of
our roaders, this incident of the finding
of & verdiot in n oriminal oase, by a
single game of all-fours, is a fact, and

=

Every eye was. now turned
upon the Jury——it wasan awfu
moment. o

“ Ggntlemen of the Jury,”
pursued the learned Judge,
“you will now answer—do
you find the prisoner guilty or
not guilty 7’

“ Not guilty.”

ered shriek, and Marian Wal-
degrave sunk senseless to the
ground, overcome with joy;
while Arthur reeled and’ fell
into his father’s arms, and the
shouts of the spectators shook
the building. ‘

A few minutes later Arthur
was borne in triumph from the

and tumultuous excitement.

CHAPTER XIV.

CONCLUSION.

A wEEK or so had passed
away after the trial, when one .
day, as Arthur sat with his
mother—who, since his resto-
ration to her, had, as the phy-
sician predicted, recovered her
reason—he heard the clatter
of horse’s hoofs ; and Jooking
out of the window, he espied
George' Nixon, the son of the

road with his horse on a keen
run. Almost the next moment
he reined up to the house,
sprang from the back of the

ooocurred in the maunner related above,

panting beast, and Tapped on

" the boy.

There was alow, half-smoth- .

court-room, amid loud cheers -

“and in less than two minutes

inn-keeper, advancing up the
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the door. Apprehensive of
some new calamity, Arthur
sprung toand opened it, while
his mother’s eyes assumed the
wildness of fear. o
“The very person!” cried
“ Quick ! Mr. War-
ren—mount that horse, and
ride to the W hite Deer, as fast
as you can!” }
“What is the matter?
gasped Axthur; “what”has
happened?—my father—
“No, no, nothing of the
kind. There’s a man, a
stranger, there, that's dying,
they say, and he wants to see
you before he dies—that's all
I know.” S
“Do not be alarmed, mo-
ther—I will be back present-
ly ;” and catching up his hat,
Arthur rushed out; mounted
upon the back of the horse,

dismounted ‘at the White
Deer. R .
- «This way! quick, Ar
thur!” cried Nixon; runnng
out to meet him ; and the next
moment the two were ascend-
ing the stairs, three at a time,
They entered a small bed-
chamber; and there, stretched
out on the bed, Arthur beheld
a wan, haggard, miserable
looking  object, with wild
bloodshot eyes, long matted
beard and hair, who seemed
by his convulsive gasps, the
nervous twitching of the mus-
cles of his face, and the
clenching and unclenching of
his hands, to be in the last

i

There were two or three per
sons round the bed, gazing
upon the sufferer, who drew .
back as Nixon and our hero
rushed in. ]
«This is Arthur Warren,
said the former. : ‘
The dying man turned
quickly upon him, and gasped
forth, in a faint tone, which
he struggled to make strong :
“Do you know me?’
Arthur; gazed upon him a
moment and then, with
strange emotions, which the
reader will readily understand,
cried, in a quick, eager tone:
“Yes! yes! you are the
man I saw in the wood, on the
day—" -
“QOn the day a villain
spurned me with bis foot,”
cried the stranger, ipterrupt-
ing him with fierce energy,
while his face became livid
with rage. “But,” he added,
with a gleam of triumph, “I
got my revenge all in good
time, and so let him go. I did
you a service there, and an
injury too, for which I ask
your forgivéness. - There, don’t
mterrupt me! my minutes
are numbered—and I have
not said all I would. - I have,
dragged myself hither, Arthur
Warren, at the last moment,
to see you once more, to do
you justice, and ask you to for-
give me. Bear witnessall here
present, that a dying man,
with his last words, avows that
he alone killed Ernest Chf
ford, and that Arthur Warren

agomes of mortal suffering.

is innocent of the crime ! Ygs,
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it happened thus,” he conti-]

nued, fixing his eyes upon
~Arthur.  “ After you were
_gone, | found a knife lying at
my feet. I kept it for the
_ purpose of taking the life of

Clifford. 1 did not know it
was yours, and what trouble
it would bring upon you, or I
would not have used it. Well,
to be brief. * I procured food,
and afterward took up my
abode on that mountain, in a
sort of cave that overlooks the
valley, there to wait my
chance to settle with the man
I hated. It was a long time
coming, but it came at last.
By chance, one morning, I
saw Clifford approaching the
gass, as you term it here, I
elieve. Something whisper-
ed me fate had sent him to
his doom; and I hastened
down, and took up a position
behind a tree, at the very spot
where heinsulted me. Imight
have ' killed him elsewhere
sooner, perhaps; but that
seemed tEe only place proper
t0 revenge mysel? upon him.
Well, he came up, and I made
quick work of it. Just as I
had-drove the knife through
his heart, I heard steps, and
secreted myself down the
bank. There I overheard all
that passed between you and

the 1nnkeeper here; and I |

felt deeply troubied lest I had
ruined you. More than once
I was on the point of reap-
pearing, and confessing the

deed; but somehow, I could

not bear the thought of being
dragged before a bar of justice,
and I did not exactly want ie
kill mygelf; and so I remained
secreted till you were gone,

‘and then went back to my -
‘home on the mountain, deter-
mined to stay about here till

you had had your trial; and if
convicted, I was resolved to
appear in time to save. you.
You know the rest. With joy
I overheard some persons pass-

ing along the road say that

you were acquitted. - That
night I was seized with a fe-
ver, and have been sick ever
since. Last night I thought
I was dying; but I struggled
not to die, t1ll I had seen you,
and done you justice; and I
believe my will gave me new

strength,and chained my spirit

here g little longer. I dragged
myself hither this morning,

and here I shall end & miser- -

able existence. Do you for-
give me, Arthur Warren ?”

“ All that concerns myself
I forgive, as I hope myself to
be forgiven,” was Arthur's
magnanimous reply.

“Thank you!” replied the
stranger ; * for the rest I must
take my chance.” ‘

“ But will you not tell us
who you are, and whence you
came 1" :

“ No, my secret must per
ish with me. I have seen bet’
ter days, and there are those
living whom news of me would
trouble. Suffice it, that 1 have

been a bold, bad man, with -

OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE. 157

T
few virtues and many crimes.
There, go your way, my end
has come.” :

The stranger had all along
spoken with' great difficulty ,
and as he pronounced the last
words, he fetched a long, con-
vulsive gasp, and his dark
spirit was in the eternal world.

“Thank God!’ said Ar-
thur, as he gazed upon him—
“the only stain upon my char-
aoter, is, by this congession,
removed.” * * *

T * * * *

The fall passed away, win-
ter came and went, and on a
calm; pleasant spring day,
about a year from the date of
our story, a group of several
persons stood before the altar
of the village sanctuary of
Walde-Warren. Never did
Arthur Warren look more

‘noble and manly—never did

Marian Waldegrave appear

“more sweet and lovely~—than

as they stood before the sacred
desk, hand in hand, and took
apon them the holy vows

which made them one by the
covenant of marriage.

The parents of both parties
were present, as were most of
the” villagers. When the ce-
remony was over, Mr. War-
ren grasped the hand of
his friend, the father of the
bride, and in a voice of deep
emotion said ¢«

“ Archer, the hour we have

both prayed for has come at

last. The night of wo is past
—the morning of joy is here
—and let us daily petition the
Great Ruler of .the universe,
that the sun of our prosperity
and happiness may never
again set !” ‘

“Amen!”’ was ‘the heart-
felt response.

Many years have since -

passsed away, but the bright
sun of happiness still shines

upon the valley of Walde-.

Warren ; and Arthur and
Marian, blessed with worthy
descendants, are still happy
in the love and companionship
of each other.

EE
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Jucobh Falthful. Price 30 couts,

Frae of Postage, on Beceipt of Retail Prige,
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T, B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' LIST OF PUBLICATIONS. -

CHALLES LEVER'S WORIS,
Fineg Edition, bound separately.

fiarles O'Malley, cloin, ...
Harry Lorrequer, cloth ...
‘Jaek Hintom, ¢loth, ..o
pPuvenporxt Dumnn, oloth,.....

Tom Burke of Ours, coth,
Arthur OLeary, cloth........

Con Cregamy cloth......... .
Knilght of Gwynne, cioth
Valentine Vox, cloth,.
Fen Thousand o Year, cloth ...

CHARLES LEVER'S NOVELS, .

ALl neatly dome up in paper covers.
Ohaxles O°Malley,......
Harry Lorrsguer,...
Horace Temploton,. e,
Tom Burke of Ours, . .vninn
Jack Hinton, the Guardsman,
Arthnar O'Leary; i "
The KKnight of Gwynne,
HKate O'Doneghue, ...
Con Cregan, the Irish Gil Bl
Davenport Danny. e
Yalontine VOx, oo
Dlary of » Medteal Student...

LIBRARY EDITION.
PHIZ EDITION s complota ln FEVE large octavo
wolumes, containing Chaclon O'Malley, Hurry Lorre-
ner, Horace Templeton, Tom Butke of Unrg. Arthur
3'Leury, Jack Hinton the Guardsman, The Kuight of
Gwyuns, Kuta 0'Donoghus, etc., handsowmely priuted,
gnd bound in varlous atyley, as follows:
Prico of a set la Bluck cloth, ...
o - Renrlot clothy oovonnr.
i€ Law Library sheop,..
i Half Culf, sprinklaed edyas,.
Half Chlf, marblod edges,
o Half Calf, antlqus, .

WILKIE COLLINS GREAT WORKS.

The Dead Secret. One volume, octave. Prica
76 onuta; ot honud 1o ome vel., cloth, for 81005 or
u fpe Fwo, editivn, in oug vel, paper cover, in
lnege type, for #1.50, or in ooe vol., clath, fur $2.00.

rhe Crassed Pathi or, Baail. Conplete in
one yalune, paper covar.  Yrice $1.50, or bound in
ong volume, cloth, for #2.00.

ide cnd Seek. Ous vol., octavo, paper sovar,
Price T4 oouts ) or bound in oze vol., eloth, for $1.00,

. Afger Eark. One vol, vetave, paper, covar. Price

75 conla § ot bouud iu ons vol,, eloth, for ¥1.00,
Bights i-(ootg or Travels Bayoad Rallwnys. One
Vol netsva, pajer cover, Price 50 cents.
The ¥ellow Mask. Price 25 couts,
The Stolen Miask. Price 25 centa,
Slaster Roke. Price 25 conts.

' MISS PARDOE'S WORKS.
Confossions of a Pretty Wongan. Hy Miss
Pardoe. Comyplete in vsavolnme. Price 75 conts.
The Jenlouws WL, By Mles Pardos, Complete

th one lurge votavoe volume.  Price Fifty conts,
The Wife's Vxials. By Miss Pardoe. Complete
12 cne lapge oowwve volume. Prica 76 ceats,

The Rival Beauiles. By Miss Pardoe. Come
Plete [n one latys octavoe yelums.  Price 75 couts.
Romanee of ibhe Marem. By Ml Pardoo,

Cumnplete in ane Jurge octayo vol, Price Fifty cents,
Mitis Pavdee's Complete Worka. Thisoom-
ariyes the whole the bove Féve ?‘arh. and are
cad {n oloth, gift, tnone volume, *Price 81.00.
The Adopted Helr. By Miss Pardos. Otie vol,
paper. Frice $1.40; or in oae vol., oloth, for #2.4,
Whe Kerl's Svorcte Paver §1,60, or oloth $2.00.

COOH BOOIS.

Mpys. Goodfellow?s Cookery ms it shenkd
be. A Naw Manual of the Dioing Room and
Kitehen, Price §2.00. .

Petersony’ New Cook Book) or Useful Re
ceipis fur the Huuwewile und the uninitisted, Ons
virl, bound, Prics §3.0 .

Miss Lesiie’s New Cookery Book. Belog
ber lust uaw hook, Une voluiia, bouwid. Prive $2.00.

Widdifield's New Cook Hooky or, Practical
Receipts for the Housewife.  Cloth.  Frice $2.00.

Mrs. Hale's New Cook Book., By My Sanak
J, Hule. Ous volums, bound, Price $200.

- Mius Leslie’s New Receipts fov Cooking

Cuomplete Lo one volume, bevnd. rice ¥2.00.
MES. HALXS RECEIPTS.

Mys. HMale’s Recélpts for the Milllon,
Contafoing 4545 Heceipis. By Mrs, Saralt J. llale.
Oue vol, 53 puges, strongly bound.  Price #2 00

FRANCA #¥LLI'S FRENCH COOK.

Francatelll's Celebrated Freneh Csok
Rook. The Modern Cook. A Practical
Gulda to tha Colinery Art, in atl itx branches: com.
Prising, in addition (2 Eaglish Cookery, the inoat
approved sud recherehd wystems of ¥Freneh, [tellan,
auid Gertaan Coakery ; ndapted as well for the largest
establinlunents, a3 fur the use of private familiea,
By CHAxLES ELME FRANCATELLL, pupil to the
colabratoll Camenz, and lsle Majtre-d'Hotel and
Clief Cook W lor Majesty, the Quesn of Eugland.
With Sixty-Two I[llusteations of waricns dishes,
Compieta in one large ostavo volume of Sz Hundred
pages. Prico §5.00.

SAMUEL ¢. WARRENK'S BOOKS.
Teon Thousand a Vear. Complate ln ous vol,
puper cover. Drice BLOD; or g edition, in og
volumn, cloth, for $2.00.

Diary of a Medilcal Student. By suthor.
“Pan Thousntd a Year” Cumplete in oke oftar,
volume, puper cover. Frice 75 cents.

EMERSON BENNETIT'S WORKS,
The Border Rover. Fine sdition, bonnd in
olath, for #5..0; or Hallroad Edition for $1.50.
Olara Moveland, Fineedition, hound bt eloth,
fir 82.00; or Kallroad Bditlon, fu papor, for §1.00.
The Forged Will. Fine edition, bonud to cloth,
for 82.00; or Kallroad Edities, ju psper, for $1.30
Ellen Noxbury. Fiue edition, bonnd o oloth,
Tor $2.00; or Railvoad Edittun, tn paper, for $1.53,
Bride af the Wilderness., Fine aditlon, bound
in cloth, for $2.00; ur Railread Edition for #1.50.
IKate  Clarendon. Flno adilion, bonod in cloth,
for #3 0¢; or Ruiiruad Edition, in payer, for §1.50.

WVioln., Fice edltion, cloth, for $2.00; or Rulirosd
Edltion for 81.60.

Helresa of Bollefonte and Walde-War
refi. Price 80 eents,

Ploneer's Danghtery and the Unknows
Countoes. Price 50 conts.

W, H. MAXWELL’S WORKS.
Stories of Waterlao. Onaof the best bocka's’
the Buglish language. One vol. Price 75 cents.
Brian O'Lynn § or, Luck s Everytbing. 78 cod
Wild Sporis in the West. Price 75 cents,

DOESTICHS! BOOKS.
Doenticks’ Letters. Complete in one volum
puper cover. Price §1.50; ot 1u ome vol,, cloth, #2600
Plusriebui~tah. Complets in one vol, papd
cover. Price #1.60; or tn one vol., cloth, $2.04.

The Elephant Club, Completsin ons Yol,
puper cover. Price 81.50; ot in one vol., cloth, #2.00

Witches of New York, Complete in ooe ¥,
paper cover, Prico $1.50; or I one vol., cloth, 6200

Nothing to Say. Ilinsirated., Price 7 conte.

Copies of any of the above Works will be sent, Fres of Postage, on Reoeipt of Retail Prics,
‘ By T. B. PETERS0% & RROTHERS, Philadsiphia, Pa. ’
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7. B. PETERSON &'.BRO‘I‘HERS’ LIST OF PUBLICATIONS.

MRS, HENRY WOOD'S BOOKS.

Mildred Arkell. One volume, paper cover, Price
&1.40 ; or in cloth, $2.00.

Lord Oakburn’s Danghters) or, Earl's
Heivs, Ono volume, papsr cover, PFrice $1.50;
or in eloth, §2.00, .

Oswald Cray. One volume, paper cover. Prics
#1.50; or in ene volume, cloth, for #23.00,

The Shadow of Ashlydyat. 'Ona vol., prper
cover. Price $1:30, or in onae vol., eloth, for #2.6¢ -

Byuire Treviyn's Helry or, Trevlyn
trold. Uue vol, papar cover. Price #L.60;erin
ane volanie, elath, for $2.00,

Phe Castle's Helr. Onevol., octavo, paper cover.
Price $1,40 ; or in vne volumae, clofh, for §2.00,

Yerner’s Pride.  One vol, optsvo, paper cover,
Pries #1.50; or bouad in onoe vol., cloth, for $2.00,

The Channings. One volums, oclavo, papet 20-
ver. P’rice §1.00; orin oo vol,, oloth, for §1.50,

The Red Conrt Farmm. Price 13 centa,

A Life's Seoret. Oue voiume, paper cover. FPrice
Fifty conta ; or bound 1o oue velune, cluth, fur $1.00,

Tho Mystery. PFaper, 76 conts; or lo-cloth, $1.00.

The Lost Bank Note, FriceTdcentd. . .

The Haunted Tower, Price Fifty cents.

The Lost Will; ors The Diamond.
Bracelet. I'rico a0 couts,

The Runniway Mateh. Ooe volume, paper co-
vor,  Price 50 cakts

Awrora Fleyd, One vnlnme.‘}mper cover. Price
Thgunis  or & tingr aditton, boend 1n eloth, for $1.50

-Better For Waorse, COne volume, octavo, paper
cover.  Priee 75 cents.,

Foggy Night at OfMord. Price 25 conta,

Willinm Allair. Ope volume. Price 23 ceuts,

Lavwyer’s Seoret. Oue volawe. Frice 25 conts.

ALEXANDER DUMAS' WORKS.
Count of NMonte«Cristo, IHustrated. One vol-
nure, cloth, $2 00§ or pagor cover, for 8150,
Eatmomnd Dantes. Balng a Boquel to Dumrs’ eales
neated zovel of the © Count of Monte Crista.” ¥4 cts.
The Conscript. Oce vol, papsc cover. Price
81,565 ox i one val,, cloth, for $2.00
Camilte; or the Fate of n Coguette.
Only corroet Translation from the Origleat French.
Ona valume, paper, price 4L.50; or in cloth, §2.0C,

The Three Guardsmen, DPrice 75 eents, |n
paper gover, or & flner editlon in cloth for $2.00, ..
Fwenty ¥Years After. A Bequel 10the * Three

Goardeman.™ Priea T3 couts, fn prpor cover, or a finer
edltion, 1o ano volame, eloth, for $2.00,
tragelonne; the Son of Athost belng the
coutinuktion of *Twenly Yeara After,' Drice 75
couts, in paper, or & Suer edition, tu cloth, for $2.00,

The Iron Mank. Being the continnation of the
“Thrae Guardsmen,” ** Twenty Years Aftar,” and
* Bragelosne.” Paper $1.00; or in eloth, $2.00,

Lowlse La Valliere ; or, The Becond Borles and
ond of the ll:xm Mank.”™ Paper $1.00; or cloth, §2,

Tlie Memoira af a'Physician, Beanlillly
ilinetruted, Paper 8100 or fa eloth, for $2.00.

The Gueen's Neockiace or, The* Second Sariea
of ihe Memoira of & Physiclan.” Paper cover.
I'rice $1.99 ; or in gue voi., clotk, for §2.00.

six Years Latery or, Taking of the Bastile. Be-
ing the “*Thirvd Berles of the Mouvira of & Physi-
clan.” Paper 81,00 ; or o cloth, for §2.00,

Countess af Charny g or, The Fall of the French
Manarchy. Being thé ** Fourth Beries of the Memuite

of a Plhyrician.'  Papor %1.00; or iu oloth, for $3.00.

Andreé de Tn.vernelg,r. Baing the * Fifth Series
of the Memolrs of a Physidian,” Paper cover.
Yrice $1.00; or in one vol., cloth, for $2.00.

The Chevallerg or, the “Sixth Series and Annl
conclusion of the Memotrs of & Physicien.”” Com-
plate In one large octuvo volume. Price $1.00.

The Adveminres of & Marguis. Faper so-
war. Pricyf¥1.00; or in one vol. cloth for $2.00.

ALEXANDER DUMAS' WORKS,
The Forty=Five Guardsmen. Prics 7 cly
or & finer edition 1n one velume, cioth. Price §200

Diana of Meridor. Paper cover, Price On
Dollar; or im one vol,, oloth, for §2.00.

The Iron Hand. Price75 cents, in paperbover,
or & fipet edition in ene volume, cloth, for §2.00.

Annetiey or, The Lady of the earls. A
Cowprnion te “Crnille.’’ Prleo 50 conts,

The Fallen Angel, A Stery of Love and Rl
fo- Parls. One volume. Price 75 conts. -

The Man whth Five Wives. Complets in
oune volume. Price 74 cents. .

George; or, The Planter of tho Isle of

+ Fronce. One volume, Price Filly cents,

The Mohicans of Paria. Prles 50 centa,

Sketches in Franoe. Prica 75 centa,

Isnbel of Bavaria. Pries 70 conta,

Felina de Chamburwsj or, The Famale Mend
‘Price 74 ceats,

The Horrors of Parits Price 50 oonta,

I'he Twin Lioutenanta. Prioce 76 venta.

The Corsiean Brothers. Prios 25 couts.

FRANK E. SMEDLEY'S WORKS.
Hnrry Coverdale’s Courtahip and Mar .

vinge. Onevol, paper. Pricod).60; or oloth, $1.04
Lorrimexr Littlegood. By author of “ Frank

Falrlelgh.” One vol., paper, price $1.50, or oloth 2.00

Frank Fairlelgh. |One velums, cloth, $2.00; o
chenp edition in paper cover, for 78 cente,

Lewils Arundel. One vol, cloth. Prics §2.00;
or chesp edition in paper gover, for 75 centa,

Fortunes amd Miufortanes of Harry
Rocket Scapegrace. Cloth, Price $2.00; w0
cheay odition in paper cover, for 76 cents.

Tom Rmcgumety and His Three Malden Aunta
pstrated.  Price 75 conts, o
MRS. GREY’'S NE'W BOOKS.

Little Boauty. Ono vol, paper cover. FPriee
#1.50; or in one volmme, cloth, for $2.00. .

Couain arry. ol s
§1.50; orf: nn:{olng:ta? Ivu:h: fg:%?s‘:o(c}.o"r Priee
MRS, GREY’S POPULAR NOVEL3

Price TrwenlyfAre conls each.

Allse Seymour. " Hyscinthe.

Price Fifty cents éach.
The Mancuvring Mother. .
The Young Prima Donna.
. The Gipsy™s Daughter,
Belle of the Family.
Duke and Couxin,
The Litile Wirs,
" 014 Dower Hounas
' Baroner’s Daughtors.
Bybil Lennsard.
Lena Cameron.
" Price Beventy-Ave conld each,
Passion & Principle.
Good Hoclety.
Mary Senham.
Lion Hearted.
The Flirt.
G, P R, JAMES'S NEW BOOKS,
The Cavallor. An Historical Romance, With o

stesl portrali of theantbor. One wol,, paper v
06 $1.50; or iu one vol,, cloth, for #2.00.

Lord Montagu's Page. One volum
cover. FPrica ol?oo; orin gm vol., elotll:’, 0‘2.3"). pape

" The Manin Black. Price 75 couts.

Arrah Nell, Price 75 cents.
Mary of Burgundy. Price 75 centa
Hva St, Clairy and other Tales. Prics 5 sente.

_Copiss of any of the above Works will be sent, Free of Postage, on Receipt of Betail Priee
By . B I’ETEBSOB & BROTHERS Philadelphia, Pa. B




¥, B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' 31T OF PUBLICATIONS.

MILITARY NOVELS.

By Lever, Dumas, and other Anthors.
With Mamioated MUizary Covers, in Colors, making

thein the most Attractive snd daleable books ever

printed, Published snd for sale at retail, by the

slugle ¢copy, or at wholesals, by the dozem, hundred,

or thongand, at very low rates.

Their Names ave as Follows

Charles O'Malley . PR | ]
Jack Hinton, the Guardeman, - 78
The Kunight of Gwynne SRR /]
Harry Lotraguer... e B
Tom Burke of Oura “ 78
Atthar OLeary ..o . 75
Con Cregan's Adventures. 1]
HKate O'D ghue 5
Horace Templeton............. 75
Davenport Dunn.... . 75
Valentine Vex......... . 75
Twin Llsutenants........... . %
Biories of Waterloo. . 4
The Soldier's Wife.................. . . 75
Tom Bowling's Adventures... /]
Guerilla Chief.......iin e 8
The Thres Guardsmen. 1
Jaock Adams’s Adventuren,..... 5
Twonty Years AfLer .., 78
Brageclonne, the Son of Athos.... . T8
Wallace, Hero of Scotland............. 75
Forty-flve Guardsmen . 75
Life of Robert Bruce... TP |
The Gipay Chief............. I

Massnore of Gleneoe..... . SN w T

- Life of Guny Fawlkes..... 75
Cchnild of Waterloo..... (RSP | ]
Adventurcs of Ben Brace........ -7
Life of Jack Artel..... 75
¥ .owing the Drum.

The Conserdpt ....uunn - 1,50
Quaker Soldier, by Col, J. Richter Joues. 1.50

REYNOLPS' GREAT WORKS.

Mynteries of the Court of Londom Com
plets tn ons targe voluws, bound in cioth, for $2.00;
or i papor oover, prico One Dotlar.

Rose Fosters or, * The Hacond Borfes of the Mys.
terigs of thé Court of Londuu." 1 vok, eloth, §2.50;
or in papor gover, pries $1.50.

Oaroline of Brunswick § or, the '“ Third Serlas
of the Mysteriea of tho Crmrt of London.” Complote
in cnv large vol., bound tu eleth, for $1.00; or in
paper cover, for d1.00.

Venetin Trelawmey y “afog the * Fonrth Serios,
or Annl concluston of e Mysteries ¢f the Court of
Tondon,” Complete ln ona volume, iu clwh, for
82.00; or in paper cover. Irieo #1,00. ’

Lovd Saxondales or, The Court of Queen Vie.
turle.  Completo in one lacge vol, cloth, for $2.00;
or in paper vovst, prica (oo Dollare.

Count Chrtutoval, The ' Bogue! to Lord Sazon-
dala ' Complato iu one vol, bound in eloth, for
$2.00; or In paper sovor, price A1.04.

£fho Necromamncey. A Romance of the Times
of Haary the Elghth. One vel., bound 13 oloth, for

~ M2.00: or o paper cover, price $1.00.

Rosa Lamberty or, The Memalra of an ¥nforta-
aate Woran. One vol., bound 10 cloth, for 82.00;
or in papur cover, prico 1,00, )

Mary Pricey or, The Advontures of A Servant.
Maid. Tn onevol,, cloth, for $2.00; or la paper 81.00.

Enstace Quentin, A “Seguel to Mary Price.”
In ane vol., cloth, for #3.00; or in paper, §1.00,

deseph Wilmot) ur, The Mewoirs of s Man.
Barvmnt, fo'one vol,, cloth, for #3.00; or fn paper,

REYNOLDS* GREAT WORKS.
The Eanlker’s Dauglhier. A Sequel to* Jo-
seph Wilmet.”” Completo In one vel., cloth for $2.00}
or in paper sover, priea $1.90, . )
Kenneth., A Romanca of the Highlands. Io one
voinme, cloth, for $2.60; or in paper, $1.00
The Ryeo~-House Plot) or, Buth, the Conspira.

tor’s Daughtor. Oue vol., bonad ia cloth, for §2.00;

or tn paper cover, price-One Doilur,

The Opern Dancery or, The Mysteriss of
London Life. Price 73 conts.

The Ruined Gamester. With Ilnsteations .

Complete tn eiie large octavo vol. Price Fifly cente.
Walince: the Hero of Scotland. illas
trated with Thirty-eight platas. Price 75 cents.
The Child of Waterloo s or, The Horrors of the
Battle Field, {Jnllllpielaln oks vol. Price 7} tants. |
T'he Conntesk nnd the PPage. Price 50 conks,
Ciprinas-ory The Scerets of n Pleciure
Gallery. rplete i ona vol. Price 50 conts.
Robert Bruces the Hero King of Scotw
Jaaed, with his Porteait,  Oue vol.  Price 75 conts,
Isabelln Vincenty or, Tha Pive Orphans,
One volume, pupor cuver. Prico 73 cents.

Vivian Bertram; or, A Wife's Hoonur, & Sequael
to “Isabieila Vincent.," Onevol. ¥Yriee 75 conts,

'The Countess of Lascelles, Tho Continnation

Lo “V¥ivian Bergram."” One vojume, Price 75 ceata

Duke of Marchmont. Being the Conelusion of
“The Countens of Luscellea,” Price 75 cents.

Glpry Chief. Beautifully Hlastrated. Coloplets
in one farge 8vo. volume, Frice 75 cants,

Plekwick Abroad. A Compantontothe * Piek.
wick Papers,” by “Bos"  Unovol, Price 75 centa,

Queen Jonhuay or, the Mystovies of
the Court of Naples. Price 75 conta.

Mary Stunvt, @Queen of Scats. Complete ta
oue larga Svo. vol. Price 75 ceuts,

May Middletony or, The History of & Fortane
Priee 75 conts, . .

The Loves of the Harvem, Ptice 50 couts.
The Muicaridod @ueen. Onevolume, 50 conts,
¥llen Peorey y or, Memolrs of an Actroan. 75 cents,
Massacre of Glencoe. Price 75 centw,
Agmes Fvelyng or, Beanty end Ploasure, 75 M8
The Parricide, Beautifully Illustrated. 75 cta
Life in Pavls, Handsomely Tlustrated 60 cta
The Soldier’s Wile, [Dusratel. 75 conts,
CHfford and the Actress. Prics f0conts, ¥
Edgar Montross. Ous volume, Frice 50 capta

J. A MAITLAND'S GREAT WORKS.'
The Threo Cousing. By J. A Mailtland, One
vol,, puper.  Price #1.60 7 or in one vol., cloth, §2.60,

The \Vntthnpn. Complete in one larye vel,,
paper cover. Prica$1.50; or In ono vol,, cloth, 92 00

The Wamilerer. Complste In ona volume, paper

- cover. D'tice BE.50; or ju ume vol, elath, for §2.00,

The IMary of ap Oid Doctor, One ¥ol., papat
cover.  Drice &1.50; or bound in aloth for #2.00

'Whe Lawyer's Story. One volume, paper tores
Frico 810 or bound in cloth for $2.06.

Bartaroe. A Tale of Norway. One volnwms,
Paper eaver, rrtce BL.30; or la cloth for $2.40,

CHARLES J. PETERSON'S WORKYN.
The 01d Stone Massion. one volume, papsr
Prlce 81.50; or in cluth, for #2.0v
Katé Aylesford. A Love Btory. One vol, pa
per.  Price #1.50; or in one volume, oluth, tor $2.00
Crulaing im the Last War. Gomplets in
ons volutne, Price 75 couts.

The Valloy Farmj or, The Attoblo, hy of
an Orphan. Price 25 conts. BTARY

Grace Dudleys oz, Arnold at Saratogn, 25 easis

—————

Qeples ot anyof the above Works will bs sent, Froe of Poatags, on Receipt of Retail Prise,
“ By T. B. TETERSON & BROTHERS, Philadelphis, Pa.
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GET UP YOUR CLUBS FOR 18661

PETERSON’S MAGAZIKE

I LI TR

|

DOUBLE-SHTE COLORED STEEL FASHION PLATES!

For many yenrs @ Petorson’s Magazine” hag had a largoer cirenlation than any ntht..‘l' nmnthl}?in ﬂu-‘I‘t_mo(! B
Mates. In 1900 10 will bo greatly iniproved: tee veadung mubter witl be thersised, AND SACH ‘Num‘m,lz WLEL CONTAIY
0 1y eorenkn, Wil from four o six hytures: mimmg1 'tnl(\[xon‘ !u;‘n ¢
X g i vitle fiberal dedneilznd to clnbs, Contnining *
Tesiralife the T terus wiil win Lwn dorlars woyear, wit ! ; ‘
lne?u'i\‘ one thotsans] fagges annuadiy, foreteen stect cigravings, tyeolve doubie-sizo fushion plates, and eight twn

dryd wood-eutd, it will be, in a0, Deyond nll guaustion,

THE CHEAPEST MAGAZINE IN THE WORLD,

vory b AR iinal stories than

Ton codeta ad tales are seknowledzed 1o e the vory hest,  Mare money 18 pard for original
by rtr:[t; ‘r"!i.:‘:‘.‘!.'uu(r:n:.-. of the Liwel, DEve, Aun S, Stephons, wild the !llltl}:it;rots“;\\lntll'gar(!:.‘_‘lllu\vg;..‘m]i.lli‘? !Eéu‘l‘llllx;:;:ll,
Trs Deviba, e Donediet amd the nnthor of Sy L'a Bdary 37 0L 8. Arthan E. L, Chanedler 3 v
i“.fln.-l}‘\\"ﬁﬁffé r\' i:!:;lzli:‘]A'Al;[lf.ls‘\ll‘n‘:u:ui. !:h\:-uiiu tirey. Clara Angoste, 0] the anthor of @ Tho Seeond Lifo:" ll(‘l-'l(.ll'ﬁ.
2t the ftimt ;‘.«lpul.nr Sy wiiters oF Ataerica wre regulae contribmitors,  1n 1806, in addition to the usnnl array

of shurter gterivs, Fuuk GoFv-kiciited NUVELLTD WILL BB GIVEN, viE:

'S ORPHANS
THE SOLDIER'S Ig PHANS, . srEpHENS.

THE STOLEN BOND, |
By the Aufher of “THE BECOND LIFE.”

THE OLD MILL OF AMOSKEAG,
By the Author of “SUSY L’s DIARY.

Mrs. SHODDY'S SKELETON,
: " By FRANK LEE BENEDICT.

Tn Ha Tlusteationn also, ¥ Peternon™ W anelvalled.  The Pubillsher challenges a comparison botwoeon ity

SUPERB MEZZOTINTS & OTHER STEEL ENGRAVINGS

And thosu in otber Magazinos, and ono at least fe glvﬂll‘in cach number, .

DOUBLE-SIZE COLORED FASHION PLATES {

i 2 tain 8 double-slze Fashion plago, engraviek on steel and handsomely eolored.  These
' p'lz\hl-éT:llhl::-n;:{,::e‘:}fnt]rgr::f those fieretafore jleen nu‘:l vil] exeel nuything of the kiod .\"l't 'n_u(\u]. l.u mldliiln:l..
Weotnlvaty of te newed b hoanets ots cipe, Beniadreats, cluaka, j:u_');uls‘ binlt :lfwsimﬁ, walking qirc.ri*ﬂ;l. |<‘-ll-L
b dpese, @o,ke , Wilk Kppear i cacll mamner,  Also, 1 Erentest variely of ehildrony thrvgaed, Mwir.m u:;xta‘n:?t,
ey wid of whtlch @ clonk, deess, o child’s costrine ean be et out, withent tha ik (l.f A :m\mulill-m:\1 ﬂ\l:. o o i i
wacl nopiber b thid wiy slimé, il gdve @ year's subsoriplén, The Pariy, Londen, Phitadelplis axd Now Yorl

*fuschlany describnd, 1n fufl, vacl, montls,
COLORED PATTEX INBERLIN WORI, &C.
x pensive pattorna for Herlin Work, &e., printed {n culore for which

ther Magazine civea the henntiful ang g e
“ p‘.t}i::u?: 1 rq-ﬁ‘-‘l.m((fl. Wlany af tiew, pf 0 petail alore wondd cost Bty cents. Theao \le11 e kept np. Bach
¢ parbor will sl give pattorns in Crochet Bmbroidery, Knittivg, and atl kinds of ¥nney-Worl fur ladlos.

RECEIPTS FOR CQOKERY, THE TOILET, &C., &OC. -

0 3 tha Nurasry, ko,
; Fudly tested Toceipte will appear marthly, for the Talle, the Tolior, the Sick Roum,
i Mm?ﬁﬂtl: {?n 'Hllt‘lil‘l:"ll!’l‘, Furnlshing, &2 'Thess nlone. nt the end of the your, wlil ba worth the price of
, the Magazine. A PIECE oF N&W AND FABUIONADLE Muso in each number.

d

TERMS_ALWAvsﬁﬁ_a‘DVANCE.

4 ‘ .

!1 Copy, for one year,  $2.00 | 5 Copies, 1 year, (*\;\di")$ 8
n 3 Copies, “ i “ (Ml 12
H 4 % s " and 1to uancr) 20

up of Club,
A CHOICHE OF PREMIUMB, Wh n 18 entitled to an extra copy for gétting up a Club,
| thove wiil Lo went, if preferrad, hustond of the extra dopy,

b prajfum moygotint for framing, (slke &7 inches
by 20,) “ WASHINGTON PARTING FROM HIS GENERALS,Y dr & LADYSLLUSIRATED Al

nu(t[, hnimlun}lluely hnumblﬂ anrdﬂgllt.
s whethér ot extra . or one of these othey prem proferved: and notice that for €lulm of threa
:r!‘;‘:)alﬁ-l :::::::r::iumaare giva::.'p ylx nnlr'{;m, et a fout-offieo ordely.or & draft on Philsdelphia or Now York ¢ tf
neither of theso can be hod, seod groeh-backs ur Dank notos. Addras,

PETERSON,
et, Philadelphis, Pa.

| A Bpecimens gent, If written for. Mo, 308 Chestnnt




T.B.PETERSON & BROTHERS? PUBLIGATIONS.

The Books on this page will he found to be the vory Best and Latest Publications In the world,
and are Published and for Bale by T. B. PETERSON & BROTBERS, Philade)phia.

BY THE BEST AUTHORS.

IMustratd Life and Services ot Major. Guneml Puilip JI.
Bherldan. Cloth, £1.0+; or ln paper 75 cenis.

fllustrated Life, Spee(.hu. Mariyrdom and Funersl of
President Lincoln,  Cloth §1.00, or in paper 75 centd,

Tliustruted Life and Campaigneof Iieut.-General Ulyunen
8, Grant. Cloth 1 04, orin paper 76 cents, -

Lite, E]l(echts wed Services of Isrelidenl .Andrew John-
sy Qloth 100, or iy paper 76 covte.

Trinl of the Apasesing and Conaplrators for the murder of
FPresident Efncoln, Cinth §1 40, or in pn{‘er 5t agnts.
Tle Lrngaud; or the Demon of the Nurth. B,\Ir Victor
uugu,ammur of v Lel 1iserables,' ete, Price 75 centa,

iier anil Hayne's Speeches in Reply to Col. ioote. 73
Boutiern Life, orinalde views of Blavery, [}
Ronnoke; or, Where de Ftapis? By €. 11, Wﬂey.

. Tae §irock of Gold. Ty Murtin Faraubas Tupper, 75
T'he ‘Ewine and 1leart.” My Martin Fa-quhar l\w per, 75
Nad Mudurave; or Most Unfortunate Man In the World, 75
Qaw. Yoott™s Portrait, 1 0k | Miser's Lele. cloth, = i)
lh.nry Clay’s Portrudt, L 09 0. PET, » B0
Tangurtin. b Poem, = I K| The Orphnn Sisters, o 50
Buwwditt of Penlrle, + 75 Urmltcat Plagugef Lite, &9
Lo Ruequet, = 75| Red Lndinns of New-
Buluthicl, by Crely, = 7% foundinnd, « -
Corinne, or lLaly, = 78 |'Tho Jesuit's Daughter,
Aristocraty, - 73! I'rain’as Union Specehes,
Ttgulstilen din Epn!n, 73 | Troln to the Fenfana, 2%
Flirtatlons in Amerlea 73 | Clifford & the Actreds,
The Cuqueltc 75 | Romish Coufcui.onu!,
'l.lmckeruy ] Irilh Bketuh Allleford,

Jo: 5| Victhas Amulemonta.

Whlu'lmll -

75 | Violet, - &0
Myatesice ’L‘hre,e Cllle- 75 { Moantngus, or A]mneh, .
Quuevra, - 78 5

- Two Luverl, -
Nol]llm; to Bay, 78 [ Ryun's Myeterien of
New Hopo or lteacue 75

Murrlage, -

Fllller leniest, lloth. 75 [ Fortune Hlunker, -
50 | ‘I'he Apache Chief, -

I‘ﬂerm:nl (‘omplete (,nln Boaok, contilniug fae-
simites of all the Colun in the Workd, -

Cabin gud Farlors or Siaves aod Masters,  + - 180

NEW AND GOOD ROOKS.

Y.tte of Gon. MeClellan, &0 Deautifel Frenoh Ofrl, 25
Bybll.Grey, = - h0f Abhey of Innfenoyle 45
nnk. by Tewls, = &uj Glddon’s Anclent

Dary of s 1 idnn - M| B - 2

Elln~ Berathu - bl) Idle o Ilhop I!ughen, 25

Josghine, w - ] Myatoriea of Bedbim, 25

Robort Usklands, = Rook of tihost Htarles, 25
Abednago, Mowey Tender 30 | ‘Phe Ludies' Etiyuctte, 23
Taifo of General Butler, 25
Lilte of General Mende, 28
The Defaymed, -~ « Y

Two Prloan Donnas, « 23
Bfysterfous Al rriage, b4
Jugg owning, Letters 33
Mysterlesof n o mvent 25
2ell Bentulen, - 5
Ttose Wirrlnglon, - 25
Tha [ron Crows, -

Clinrles fanwiord, = 23
Fornte Lllein N. i'urk 25 | Tha Two Apprepsiecs, 23
Agnes Lrey, = % 1 Jenny Ambrose, 25
1'ha Lmlgnmt qqulre, 25| Admdrala Daughter, 35
Muliann's Cxpoaftion of Wild Fellowahip, - 25
Arthur's Reeelpts tor Preserving Fruit, ete., - 13

LECTURES AND OTHER BODKSs

Odil Fellgwaliip lixprsed, 13 | Dr. Rerg o desuits, -

Bonw of Malta Exposed, 13 . Berd's Aduawer fo

The tics of Women, 13 Arahtdeiop Hughes, 13

Lil‘n ol thev, .lolm Mmm., 13} Tradnopd Hugles, - 13
Thtope of Iulgutty. Truln ou Blavery, « 13
By¥itov, A. Harvow, _ 18

New Card of Stip Dutics, n-;‘pro'vcd by Acte of
Cungress ot March 3. 14965, ou & Iargs cavd, - 13

WADSWORTH'S SERMONS.
Amerien's Misslon, - 25 'lhfmkaglvhuu & Thaoke
Thuthk!\llllcls& Char- giving Sermon, =~ 18

-+ 25| Politles tn Rell lon, 11
'Hem' Wnrd necrher on Wa:and Enencipation, - 14
Iov. Willlum 2. Brauuny '« Vujon Germom, » = ]

PETERSONS' COUNTERFEIT'
DETECTUR & BANK NOIE LIST.

Monthly, Per antum. .
s::ml-h-’(uul'hly, BEE D
sSingle Xumbers .
To Ageuta S10 & huudred mt cuh-
Bubrariptions MAY commence with any number, Terme
omh in advance, Therets no better advertling medium
% reosh the business community throughout 1he youbtry
tlmu Pdcrmna Detector, Ttr aitoulation among tha e
iy des, farmers, merchante
aud miraluctures by ve Iatge and h:u-rualluftl Advere
tisomonta inverted fn * Patarsoma® Detector™ will bo seen
by alnreo portion of the actlva sud eusrgetio people of
@ United Staies, and our terms wre lower than any
other journal with the same clreulstion and influence.

Weaek Golilen Mury,
Terlle Engilah Medsoners, 23
Thill)y ln Search of Wits, 15
Father Tom and Pope, 25
Nolleman's Danghter, 23
1olllek’s Frwily ]‘is_y-
elelnu, - 25
li‘ulkhsud. - - 23
santheen Ohivalry, - 45
1tifle Shets, -~

- 100,

Gengleman's Etlquette, 23

T -

* BEre. Whipple and Tesse

Aloaander l‘lmly,

AGENTS

“WANTED,

PETERSONS' ILLUMINATED STORIES,

FEICE 26 CENTS EACH,

Fath Book being In an “ IiLvuivaren Cover,” In
fve eolurs, Full of Ilustratioas, wud sre the nsodr on.és
ablo series of bonks ever printul in this cotntrd,—
Tiooknellera apd all others @l be eapplied wilh thvu by
the hurgred or thousand, at very low rates.

'I:ha Flylng Aﬂjllomt. 2% | The Seven Brothers of
'lhl Rehel Brige, - 23] Wyoming, ~
d Lut, 23 | Ninon I)a L' luun Io'
'lhe Klng'e Crulacrs, Life and Adveutures, 2¥
Tho Flying Yeukee, Sliverand Pewier, =« 2¥
Gallant Fon, The River Pirates, o 25
The Doomel Ship, - Dark Slindea Uity Tdfe, 25
Jack Junk, - . Female Lite {u New
Harry Helm,- =« - York City, - - 2
I[nrr Terapest, - - The Buts ufthﬁ Aone, 35
Rebel and the ltnver, Myaterles of Hedlnm, 25
The Yaukee MEkly, = Chinrles Ransfmd ; or
Galloping G, - love un Bourd Cruider, 23
Sylvin Seabury, - Eveleou Wilson, = = 23
Sweeny Yould, - . ‘T'he Ttow Croan, = = 2§
“I'ne Gold ﬁm]uzrs. « 23| Biddy  Woodhull, - 95
= 251 Mysteries nf & Convent, 25
The Min-o-Waur's-3an, 25
Mysterloua Marraige, 4%
Captain od, . the

Highwayman, - «

Caﬁntiﬂn lood Aud the

ena'len or, Highwoy-
man's Leap for Lile &

Highwayman’s Axenger

or, t!\m Fscape of Bix-
The fRobliet's Wife, teen Strleged dack, - M
Quljor, ‘lhree Fiugcrctl Mary Bateman, -

Jack, - 25 | Ruou? De Survllte! ll.tfe
Disperadons New Wurld 21 sl Adventures,  «
1lnrry Thomas, - Rody the Ruvnrn Ad—
ventures, -

Btrang's Adventures, 25 Sixteen-Rirln

Lfta oF Jonnthan Wiid, 5 Jack’s Fight oy fﬂe.
Morran, the Buceanser, b Enuuc Warrlugton, =
Lives of the Felows, = 23 | Ghost Stotles, =
Jogeph ‘L. Unre, « « 23| Arthur Spring, =
Kii Clnvion, - = 23| Davls the Pirnte,

= 25| The Vulicy Farm,

MILITARY NOVELS.

With Niuminated Milftary Cevers,in Culors.

c‘harlnl O'Malley~ = 75} Queeflla Chief, - -
Jwek  Llatan, the Jack Avam’'s Advunt’l. 15
Guardmina, - Three Guardsmen, - 15
The Kaight ol Gwymne, l’ﬁ| Twenty Years mter. - 15

Valdez, tie Mrute,

Nt Blake, 25

Pom Witters the Hmm!cd
Elighwaywan, - k2l

Nod Hastingy, - 2%

BIIE Thorton,

Dick Parker, = »

Jnck Xetch, - -

Mosther UBrowarlyg,

Gallaping Divk, «

liarry Loerreguer, Bracelonne, Son of Athos 75
Tomn Burke ot Gurs, Wallece, Hlero Seotland,
Arthur 'Leary, = Forty- ﬂw Gun,rd-men.
Onn Crewan, I Tom Howling's Advent's
Life of Hubert Bruce, = -

n‘il‘i‘hn Gipey Chlef, -~ - 76

i Maswacre ob Glencos;, « 75
Follnwing the Drum, Life of Guy Fawked, = fl
Vulontino Vox, - Child of Waterloo, -
Twin Lioutevanty, | Advent's of en Drace, rs

Kale O anu?h na.

ierace Templatow,
Davenvert Dunn,

Btorlas of Wateripo, ?S LAt of Jack Arlel, - 18
The Boldier's Wite, ¥&| The Conmeript, = = 1 8

-.1.0’

11000

A good rellable Agent of
Canvasicr, ts wanted fw
avery town in $his conniry,
1o ebgage 1u aelllng the
Eupular aed fm. sebling

ooks, published byt B.
Peterson & Hros , aa% Chen-»
nut Kt., Phl'l-stalphh Pa.
Apply in persor, or address
Four orders with eash epr
closed, for what books yon
ntay wish tostart with, and
your onders will be filledat
once, and the hooks sent to
you par firat express or mafl
an dealred, after recaipt of
the movey, Agentsand CAm
¥aasers t¢ DAY $ranepotins
tion, and they can sslas)
thelr own torrdtory. One
hundred  booke  wesorted,
scnit st the hundred price.
“All in search of work ox
monsy should eungage in
mllng onr booke &t ones,

Large wages cati bs made,
6a we supply suy Agenta &

tow rates. Hend for
Cunvtnen' Clrgular eons
taining Instractions.

AND

CANVASSERS

[

29~ Goplesot any of theabove Work will be sext by Mail, fres of Postage, to any part of the Unites

ma on rossigt of theretail price, by T. B. Peterson & Brothars, Phnmlpm Pa.

ab‘i:" (%1




