
THE

HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.

BY EMERSON BENNETT.
AUTHOR OF "CLARA MORELAND," "VIOLA," "FORGED WILL," "PIONEER'S

DAUGHTER," "BRIDE OF THE WILDERNESS," "KATE
CLARENDON," "ELLEN NORBURY," ETC.

"Mr. Bennett is a native author of talent, experience and industry, whose novels are always exceedingly
popular. Nor are we surprised at his success, after reading the present fiction, The interest of the story
begins with the first chapter, and is maintained unabated to the close, ever varying but ever absorbing.
Like all Mr. Bennett's novels, the moral is an instructive one. To read tales like these cannot be considered
a waste of time. The disguise of fiction has been, in all ages, a far more effective way to inculcate lessons
of life than dry didactics. We pay what we think the highest possible compliment to Mr. Bennett, when
we say, that he makes his novels as useful as they are fascinating."-Evening Bulletin.

"Mr. Bennett has already gained a wide popularity through his works before published. He has written
several works, the scenes of which have been laid along our western borders, and for delineation of border
life and character he has no superior. The story throughout is of deep interest, and conveys a powerful
moral lessen. The characters are all life-like, and drawn with a skillful and brilliant ,pen. The publisher
has issued the book in a handsome style."-Christian Freeman.

jj1il a e £ i p I)i a:
T. B. PETERSON; NO. 306 CHESTNUT STREET.

i4

_

}Fy



THE

HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.

4

_a
4;
l

Entered according to Act of Congress. ix, the year 1855, by

T. B. PETERSON,

In the Office of the Clerk of the istrict Court of the United States, in and

for the Eastern District of Pennsylvania.

CHAPTER I.

I3ELLEFONT 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-
ing. the road at two points,

and, by its circle, running
close to the building in ques-
tion. At each 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
brewer 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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8 THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.

whose waters, first rising from that overlooked a pleasant lit-
wthe mouths of two well carved tie village, some half mile- dis

stone sea monsters, some ten tant, at whose further extre-

or twelve feet in the air, with mity the boats occasionally

much spirit, sunk gently back made a short tarry on their
mcin h lrit, sandy-bottomed upward and downward pro-
into tso large sandbost gress while afar to the left

delightful, and then stealing could be seen the spires of a

away in two tiny rivulets, and city of no mean dimensions.

meadering about for some In the rear of the mansion

distance, among the shrub- was a delightful garden,
diter, as-plothe ndlwrs- wherein were several hot
at last splts and disappeared houses, and beyond which
aby means of a pipe under the park, extending more than

gyrouns oa mile, was enclosed by a

diversify the rounds in high wall, and filled with

front, and givethe the charm fruit and other trees of all dc-

f riety, as also to aid the scriptions, interspersed with

distant perspective from the shrubbery, as if to add a sort

mansion, a green smooth lawn of romantic wildness to the
occuind thee sac betwen whole, and make it a retreat

the building a cid lower wall, indeed, wherefor poets might
the foot-path and the foun- sigh n god bcm en-
tains, through which vistas, ous.emninitefwsa
when standing on the central The mansion itself was a

steps, the eye, owing to the magnificent stone structure,

height of the eminence where- two stories in height, with a

on the main structure stood, cupola for observing the sur-

had a vast range oer a charm- rounding country, had two

ing landscape below the high- large wings, massive pillars in

ing and in two laces, could front of the main building,

catch anglmpse of La Belle and was entered by a long

Riviere, attle distance of flight of polished . marble

nearly a mile, whose waters steps. The door of the main

under the rays of the noon- entrance opened into a long

day sun, resembled large beds broad hall, on either hand of

of molten ser, over which which was another door, lead-

ever and anon glided some ing, the one on the right into
mvragncn tanrg with its splendid saloon, furnished
hoarse steam-notes of action almost gorgeously, and rthe
sounding on the still air, like one on the left into a grande ouignsofhemhydawg-o .Abtmdtspouing o the ihty dawing-room. About mid
leviathan of the briny and way of the hall was a wind-

fathomless deep. To the right ing flight of stairs, covered

of the front was another view, with a Brussels carpet, that

THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT. 9
led up into the other story- ned at length to emigrate, for
and, in fact, to the cupola- the mere purpose of gaining
whence, from the space being wealth, and thereby irmport-
left open, a mellow light, ance and affluence, whereby
through ground glass, de- to exalt himself over rep ubli-
scended evenly and softly to can simplicity, as he felt the
the first floor, lighting the nobility of England had done
whole distance above and be- and were doing over such as
low most beautifully. Ser- himself. With all these mat-
vants in livery were ever in ters in view, it will not per-
attendance on visitors, and haps be surprising to the rea-
the whole place, within and der, that from the start he
without, had the luxurious should assume an importance
appearance of a princely pa- to which in reality he was not
lace. properly entitled-and such

Allan Montrose, the pro- indeed was the fact. What-
prietor of Bellefont Retreat, .ever else he might be, Allan
was by birth an Englishman, Montrose was by no means a
who had emigrated to this fool, in the common accepta-
country some nineteen years tion of the term; and as he
before the opening of our had had some little experi-
story ; and though he -had ence in the ways of human
brought with him but a small nature, (he had been clerk to
fortune -sa five hundred his father, who was a shop-pounds-he had failed not in keeper in Liverpool,) he went
bringing that self and national on the principle, that if no-
pride so characteristic of the thing was assumed nothing
natives of his country. He would be granted ; and that
had been well educated and when a man had no herald, he
well brought up among the must either trumpet his own
middling class, as they are importance, or remain in in-
called, and had had many op- glorious insignificance. As
portunities of observing, with- the latter was by no means a
out the privilege of enjoying, desirable position in his eyes,
the luxurious ease of the no- he had consequently begun,
bility. He was naturally like many of his countrymen,
proud and arrogant, and it had in talking largely of himself
touched him to the quick, -his ancestors-their impor-
that he must be merely a tance to their country-and

looker-on, but never a parta- even had gone-so far as to as-
ker of, what he so ardently sert that one of them had ta-
courted, namely, aristocratic ken a prominent part in thedistinction; and hearing that restoration of Charles II., forfortunes were easily made in which he had been knighted.this country, he had determi- by royal hands; and that ar
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10 THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.

other ancestor, in another line immediately selected a place

of succession, was tinctured of fashionable resort ; where,

with the blood royal. by one means and another, he
That these bare assertions had ascertained that the belle

of his family consequence in of the season was an heiress,

his own country, were be- and had succeeded in being

lieved by all, would be pre- favorably introduced to her

posterous to suppose; but notice; from which moment

there is, even at the present all his abilities became taxed

day, a strong leaning on the in winning her affections-or

part of Americans, cf a certain at least gaining her consent to

class, towards gullibility-if a union with himself; in
e ngay so use the term-a which design, as before hinted

feverish desire to ape and run at, he had at length succeed-

after something foreign-and ed-perhaps easier than he

Allan Montrose had experien- had anticipated-and certain-

ced but little difficulty at the ly to the chagrin and disap-

time in question, in finding pointment of a long list of pre-

sufficient credulity amongst tended admirers.
the simple republicans, as he Clara Wentworth, the lady

termed them, for his purpose; in question, and his present

the more so, perhaps, that he wife, was one in every respect
had been very scrupulous in as worldly-minded as himself,

dressing a la anode-putting who thought she saw in an

on many extravagant airs, alliance with the said Allan

which, by his dupes, had been Montrose, rather a close con-

mistaken for those of a gentle- nection with the aristocracy

man-and making a some- if not nobility of England ;
what'lavish display of his li- (for he had failed not in tick-

mited means. Nor had this ling her ear with his preten-

been done simply to gratify a ded family position in the old
resent whim, or become the country,) and consequently an

ion of a day among the vul- elevation from her own ple-
ar. Allan Montrose, in a beian descent, and what she

worldly sense, was a deep, now -considered her former

shrewd personage, who was plebeian admirers.' She was

in realit playing for a high an only daughter of worldly
stake, which, by careful man- parents, who had, besides, one

agement, and great adroitness, son--a gay extravagant young

he at length succeeded in win- coxcomb,, then on a tour in

ning.- This was none other Europe,-and Montrose being
than the uniting himself to a withal a good-looking young
lady of fortune. man, the matter succeeded to

For this rpose, when first a charm, as thesaying is; the
arrived in ths country, he had. consent of father and mother

I
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-who also saw in the alliance
a worldly elevation-was easi-
ly gained; and in three months,
from first acquaintance, he
had had the satisfaction of
leading the blushing Clara
to the altar, receiving the bles-
sings of the parents, and, what
was of more consequence to
himself, 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
disappointed; 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
wealthy as was currently re-
ported. However, if he fan-
cied himself taken in on the
matter, there was no help for
it now-the fatal Rubicon was"
assed-and Montrose had

had 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
honey-moon on a grand scale,
Montrose, contrary to his
wife's desire, (who was, as
might have been supposed,
eager to proceed to England,
and take her position in the
fashionable circle,) deermined
at once to embark in some
profitable speculation, where-
by he could amass that com-
petence which he had thus far

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.
corning some property of he-
reditary descent, that a duel
had ensued, and that he was
in consequence an exile until
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 oain a fortune ere his
return, w iereby 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 have a separate
maintenance; to all of which
he only replied, that if she
preferred it, he had not the
least objection. This was a
point in the game of inatri-
mony, she had not counted on,
when her passion got the bet-
ter of her prudence; and con-
sequently finding her partner
and opponent was not 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
manner,-or, in other words,
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12 THE HEIRES SS OF BELLEFONT.

to acquiesce in his wishes, and availed them not. No other

make the best of what she i issue succeeding, their hopes
could not alter. now became centred upon

To make a long story short, their daugher, whom--almost

as the phrase goes, our worthy as unlike them, in a moral

proprietor of Bellefont had point of view, as day is unlike

entered largely into specula- night-we shall anon present

tion, at a time when capitalists to the reader as the heroine

were making their fortunes, of our story.
and the result had been in his In the expenses attendant

being successful even beyond upon purchasing the place in

is most sanguineexpectations question, improving it, build-

-so much so, that at the end ing and furnishing the man-

of five years' venture, he had sion, and all so magnificently,
seen fit to close his accounts, Montrose found that no mean

and retire on the handsome portion of his fortune had been

competence of three hundred called in requisition; and that

thousand dollars. to properly suppor this assum-

To suit himself in a resi- ed position of princely gran-

dence, he had made a tour to deur would require no small

the West; and after much ram- income; accordingly, he had

bling hither and yon, had at invested the residue of his cap-
length selected and improved ital in various ways, and up
the site and built the mansion to the date of our story had
we have already described to been signally prosperous.

the reader. Hither, when com- Neither pains nor money had
pleted, he had removed his been spared in the education

family-which then consisted of his daughter, Evangeline,
of his wife and two children both as regarded her mental

-the eldest a daughter, the and fashionable qualifications

other a son. -and to her he now looked

To the great grief and dis- for that wealthy alliance,

appointment of his parents, which, should any untoward

who saw in the latter the per- event occur in his own pe-
petuator of the name of Mon- cuniary affairs-whereof he

trose, and the heir to their for- sometimes had a presentiment

tune, he had, soon after their -she would ever be enabled

removal, been called to his to hold that position in aristo-

long, last home. They were cratic circles, wherefor he had

not religious people, and con- designed her. Whether he

sequently did not feel that this was destined to be elated with

dispensation of an All-wise success, or cast down with

Providence, had been alto- disappointment, may be seen

gether for the best; but their from what follows.
repinings and murmurings

THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.
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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 prior to her eighteenth
birth-day, and the opening of
our story. Ever since her
return, preparations had been
going forward, on an exten-
sive scale, for celebrating the
anniversary with all due pomp
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 TON
of the season.

This affair was looked for-
ward to by the young cox-
combs, as a most eventful pe-
ridc, when each, in his own
self-conceit, was to establish
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 wasi
it less anxiously held in view
by the belles of the upper cir- 4
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cles, and their dutiful mam-
mas, each of whom foresaw,
in this gathering, an excellent
opportunity of showing off the
unmarried pet-as an auction-
eer does his wares, on a holi-
day-and bargaining her to
the highest bidder-that is,
provided they should be so
fortunate as to receive a bid at
all.

To each 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,in which each calculated on
out-dazzling and cheating each
other-a grand meeting of
scheming heads and hollow
hearts; in 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 library, in a musing mood,
awaiting the coming of his
daughter, to -summon whom,
a negro menial had just been
dispatched. As this is his
first introduction in prp ria
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 cunning,
with nothing of the true manly
nobility in their ,expression.
His eyes were likewise small,
of a cold gray, somewhat
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THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.14 THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.

sunken, and seemed to glance
at every thing suspiciously.
His mouth was thin-lipped,
and contracted into a 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
iron 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 in its
place, denoted that order was
not the least of his phrenologi-
cal developments.,

The door 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
w.a beautiful being, radiant
with the bloom ofearly 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
into consideration that she was

an heiress to great possessions.
Her form was graceful and

symmetrical, rather above me-
dium, and her carriage digni-
fled. Her complexion was be-
tween a blonde and brunette,
with large deep blue eyes, that
shone through long lashes,
with an animated, intelligent
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
was everything so noble and
lofty in her appearance, and
so contrasted with the cun-
ning, scheming worldly ap.
pearance of her father, that
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, " I
have sent for you here, to give

. you a little parental advice, re-
garding 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 party
will be given, apparently to
welcome the'event with great
rejoicing, but, in sooth, to bring
you at once into the fashion-
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able world, and make you the
belle of the season."

"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 what I say. You have now
completed your education, and
arrived \at the proper point in
your life for being married."

"Father !" exclaimed she,
with a blush. he

" 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
matrimony a pecuniary trans-
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, bdt to bet-
ter themselves, by adding to
their wealth? and what is that
but a pecuniary transaction,
view it as you will ?"

"But if some are, I trust
all are not, influenced by mo-

tives , so sordid," returned
Evangeline, 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-
sponse; "I am near akin to
yourself."

"Silence! you are my
daughter, and as such should
know your place, and not pre-
sume to treat me with dis-
respect."

"Neither should I, had you
not used to me language not
appropriate."

" Well, well, enough of
that. - To the point again. 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."

"But, father; consider; sup-
pose I do not fancy him ?"

" But he is wealthy, child ;
is not that enough ?"

" 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 worldly man, in astonish-
ment, with a heavy frown.
" Why, what in the name of
all the saints are you talking
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16 THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.

about, girl? Love ? faugh! " Marriage," answered E-
pho! stuff! nonsense! Why, vangeline, with dignity, "is
you-you make me angry, a sacred and holy rite, where-

chil-l-you do, indeed. Love ! by two beings solemnly pledge
urnph ! where did you get themselves, in the presence of

that word from, I should like God, and his angels, as also

to know? From your gram- before earthly witnesses, that

mar, I suppose, when you they will love and cherish
were conjugating verbs, pro- each other until divided by
fessedly-but conjuring non- death; and if they love not,
sense, in reality. You don't then have they perjured them-
believe the word love has any selves in the sight of God and

meaning in it, I hope ?", man, and are guilty of a great
"As I believe in Heaven, sin."

I believe in a pure and holy "Umph! I suppose you
love," answered Evangeline, have read some suci silly
solemnly. trash in some sentimental no-

"You do ?" vel, and now it has become
"I do." law and gospel with you," re-
"Then you are no daughter plied the other, in a nettled

of mine," cried Montrose, manner. "Or," added he,

with a burst of indignation, looking her keenly in the eye,
rising and pacing the apart- " mayhap you fancy you have

ment with rapid strides. "To had some experience in this

talk to me in that foolish man- matter of love ? Eh ? is it so ?"

ner ! Child ! you-you-non- The features of E vangeline
sense !-I won't talk with at once grew crimson, and for

you !-get you gone ! Yet a moment or two she seemed

stay !" he added, as she calm- greatly embarrassed, during
ly rose, with a dignified look, which time her father eyed
to depart.. " Sit down again. her in no very amiable mood.
I-I will talk to you; and I'll At length she threw back her

drive this nonsense from your head, and answered with dig-
head-or I'll disown you- nity.
that I will !" "And if I have, father ."

After the lapse of a few mi- " And if you have !" echoed
nutes, Montrose resumed his Montrose, his face flushed
seat, and in a calmer mood, with passion, and with diffi-
continued : culty commanding his voice :

"So, you believe in the "If you have! why then-
trumped up story of two fools then-you-you-but what is

-- for I can call them nothing the use of my talking with one

else-joining their hands in who provokes me beyond all
.marriage for the silly matter patience ? Thunder and Mars!l
of love, eh ?" I can't stand it, girl, and I

THE HEIRESS

won't !" He rose from his
seat, and again commenced
pacing the floor.

"Why, father," said his
daughter, gently, "wherein
have I offended ? 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 in question, you
began to talk of the great sa-
crifice you would have to
make, 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-
tially admit to my face, that
you knew better from experi-
ence. Now, you demurely
ask what you have done to
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-
ing your presence; and they,
I am sorry to say, form too

OF BELLEFONT.

s large a portion of the circles
in 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--lpray, who is he '"

" Ah, now you talk to the
point," replied the man of
money, again resuming his
seat. "The gentleman 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, I- may say-and
his little affairs need make no
difference with you, you
know; and besides, his uncle
is a peer of England, and he
the nearest male heir-so that
there is a probability of his
becoming a lord himself.
Only think, how fine the title
of lady-my lady-would
sound in one's ear, eh !--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-I rather
think you do-or at least have
heard of him," replied the fa
other, in a hesitating manner,
that showed him by no means
entirely at. his ease. "The
person I allude to is--is--
Harold Bolingbroke," conclu-
ded he, very much with the

Il
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air of one who is doubtful as
to the way in which his intel-
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-
prise, pride and indignation.-
" W hat, father !-this to me-
your daughter!-have me wed
with Harold Bolingbroke, the
rake of L- ? No!-no!-I
will not believe it !-you were
jesting, father, were you not?"

"A-a-hem!" answered Mon-
trose, fidgeting about in his
chair, and really for once over-
awed by the noble demeanor
of his daughter. " Why, you
see, the fact is-as-I--I said
before-Harold is alittleeccen-
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, you have no right to
insult me."

"Fool!" cried Montrose,
springing from his seat in
rage, and losing all respect foi
his daughter: "I say, a fool
-a silly, ranting, romantic
sentimental, novel-reading
school-girl fool! Who-want.
to insult you, I should like t
know? Zounds! Miss, yot
talk to me, your father, a
though I were an underling

This comes, I suppose, of
sending you abroad to school,
and letting you get your head
filled with all the romantic
nonsense of the day ! A pretty
pass it has come to, I think,
when sentimental maidens in .
their teens can insult their
parents with impunity !-a
pretty pass, indeed ! But you
sha'n't do so to me ! for I-I'll
have you locked up and fed
on bread and water ! that I
will. 0, 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.

" I 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."

What is impossible!" cried
he, turning fiercely to her.

"For me to wed, or even to
look upon Harold Bolingbroke
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

r see him ?"
! " I never did, to my know-

ledge; but I know him by re-
putation, to be a dissolute,

s unprincipled young man ; and
o I should wonder at his being
u . received in society at all, did I
s not know that he is reputed

wealthy, and that that is suf-
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cient recommendation among "Nothing, father," answer-a certain class of hollow- ed Evangeline, faintly, sink-hearted sycophants, who ing upon a seat. "I-I feelthrong what is called the much better now. It was onlyfashionable world." a little weakness that I am

"Umph ! I thought as subject to. It is all over now,much! You don't know the I assure you."
individual .yourself, and yet "Hum !" answered her fa-here you are giving out a ti- there, as one who is not exactly
trade of abuse against him." satisfied. "Very strange Id do you know him, never heard of these littlefather ? and if so, pray who is weaknesses before. Well,he? A year ago he came to well, girl; go to your room.

, a stranger; and by oneg I'll look into this affair moremeans and another, got him- closely; and if I find thereself introduced into fashion- are any doubts about moneyablesociety; where, I regret to matters, depend uponit,Ishall
say, from what. I have heard be the last one to urge ou toof him, he still remains. How the business; for, mark me,Go you know he is what he girl ! you must marry rich !"
represents himself? How do "But what necessity isyou know that his uncle is a there for my doing so, father?lord?. or that he himself is -Have you not property
not a swindling impostor?" enough ?"

"Egad, girl, you are right ! "I may have enough to liveI only know from genera re- on now, child ; but something
port, I must own; but every might turn up and all be lost;
body seems to believe his there is no telling what maystory, so I never thought to happen.- Besides, even forquestion it." the name of the thing, if for

"And this is the man you nothing else,, would I have
would have me wed ?" you marry thus. Would it" Well, well; I was too not sound fine in the aristo-hasty, I see. Yes, yes, I must cratic circles, to have it saidlook into this matter ; because, that the heiress of Bellefont
if he is not really rich, I would had wedded a beggar, or be-not have you wed him, though neath her position ? No, girl!it were to save you from the aim high ! aim high ! Imi-tomb. Nay, do not look sur- tate the eagle, not the duck,prised, my child ; for I hon- if you wish to be respected.estly own, I would rather see Now go to your room, andyou 'in your grave, than wed- keep this motto in your mind:
ded to. a poor man; indeed I Evangeline Montrose mustwould, But why do you look marry rich, or not at all."
so pale? What is the matter She rose and departed forwith you now, my child ?" her room. When there, she

A
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locked the door, threw herself
upon a sofa, and wept.

Does the reader guess the

secret ?

CHAPTER III.

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
about, and ushering into the
saloon, with all 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
proper respect the venerable
Judge 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
class, there was one who

seemed to receive even less
attention than either of the
others. This was asyoung
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, wo-ild
have made him a marked :n-
dividual. There was a se-
dateness in his look rather be-
yond his years; and this,
together 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, clear 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 corner,
and, catching his eye, bowed
rather stiffly, more with the
air of people of breeding, who
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feel themselves constnained to man, gayly dressed, obsequi-show civility, than as persons ously bowing his way into
having any desire to cultivate the centre of the saloon, with
further acquaintance. The such an air of coxcombry and
young man read their feelings self-importance, as at once ex-
at a glance, bowed as stiffly in cited within Arthur a feeing
turn, with a look of offended )fdisgust. Nor was this feeling
pride ; and then casting his lessened, by his observing theeyes slowly over the assem- crowd of fops and belles that
blage, as if in search c' one at once gathered around this
whom he was not able ti dis- butterfly of fashion, to whom
cover, moved leisurely away he seemed the oracle of the
to a distant and less frequent- occasion. There might have
ed part of the room, where, been other matters in thethrowing(himself upon a sofa, breast of Arthur Everett, tohe soon appeared absorbed in aid this sense of aversion for
his own reflections. Harold Bolingbroke; but of

To most of those present, these hereafter.
he was an entire stranger; By nine o'clock, the guests
with nothing in the way of were all arrived ; and a bril-wea th, fashion, or any other liant assemblage they were, if
particular accomplishment, to considered merely in externalrecommend him to their no- appearance. Silks and satins,
tice; and this he knew and aiid broadcloths, of the finest
frll-ay, felt with an acute- quality, were there displayed
ness known only to proud and in every form that fashionsensitive minds. He felt him- allowed to be proper, and inself to be an intruder there; every variety of color thatand but one earthly con-side- the combined tastes of theirration would have induced owners could suggest. These
him to be present; and that were surmounted and set off
was a promise to that eff et, by chains of gold and pearl,made to one bright being of and pins of diamond, ruby,
that dazzling throng, wh m sapphire, &c. Heads of ladieshe sincerely and devotedly were encircled, as by a halo,
loved. For a few minutes he with sparkling ad costly
sat buried in no pleasing me- hands; ears were hung withcitations, unheeding the diffe- jewels; arms, bare, soft andrent names that were contin- white, were relieved by glit-
ually being called, until that tering bracelets; and fingers,
of Harold Bolingbroke sound- long and tapering, were load-

md in his ear, and aroused ed with rings of great value.
him from his revery. He To these we may add, eyes
lked up, and beheld at a that sparkled with merriment
distance, a tall, graceful young -flashed with repartee-lan2
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gushed with sentiment- yourself, sir. Make yourself

looked dull with stupidity- free and easy, sir !" and again

or -fiery with anger, jealousy bowing, but stiffly, he turned

and contempt, according to away to speak with Judge

the several moods of their own- Gravity, who- chanced at the

ers ; faces that bore. corres- moment to be near at hand.
onding expressions to the Arthur felt cut to the heart

eyes, of smiles and frowns, of -for he perceived that many

peevishness and anxiety ; and eyes had seen the slight put

hearts that were cold, selfish upon him, and that many a

and worldly, glass was now turning in that
Among his guests, Allan direction; and his face grew

Montrose and his lady moved crimson with wounded pride
with studied politeness and and indignation. At this mo-

ease; but even here the sordid Went, an unusual movement

nature of each was palpable, 'at the farther end of the sa-

in their different manner to- loon, attracted the attention

wards different individuals. of the guests ; and looking ii
To some they were extremely that direction himself, Arthur

obsequious and affable ; to beheld the beautiful and
others, somewhat haughty queenly form of Evangehine
and distant, according to the Montrose, who, having enter-

reputed wealth and distinc- ed by a side door, was now

tions of each. At length, Mon- advancing among the crowd,
trose, in sauntering through with that grace and modest

the saloon, came near where assurance of demeanor, which

Arthur Everett was sitting, is characteristic only of a re-

in 'a part somewhat retired fined, polished and high-
from the mass; and probably minded woman. For a mo-
mistaking him for some one ment, Arthur gazed upon her

else, the worldly man bowed, with strange emotion ; the

smiled, and then approaching next she was hidden from

the young man direct, reached view, by the throng of belles

forth his hand in a manner and beaux which immediately
the most affable ; but sudden- surrounded her; some anxi-

ly, and just as the other was ous to pay their addresses and

on the point of rising to take resume an old acquaintance,

it, the host paused, his whole and others to be honored by

physiognomy underwent a an introduction to one so rich

rapid change, and drawing his and lovely.
little person up proudly, he Ay ! and lovely indeed was

said, coldly: Evangeline of Bellefont, on

"I beg pardon! Mr. Eve- that night which completed

rett, I believe? Ah! hum! her eighteenth birth-day, as

Glad to see you enjoying she moved over the rich yield-

'I

4

4
A 4

ing carpet, with the ease of a
fairy, amid the rpellow, 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 re'd 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
her head, in the centre of
which, near the upper part
of her forehead, ,was a star,
formed of diamonds, which
glowed and sparkled in all
the hues of the rainbow, as it
decomposed the light, produ-
cing the most beautiful and
brilliant effect imaginable.
From this band, soft, wavy,
golden ringlets floated down
over a fair polished neck of
such exquisite beauty, as
would rival, if not surpass,
the finest conceptions- and
most delicate touches of a
Benvenuto Cellini. The ex-
citement of the occasion was
just sufficient to throw a beau-
tiful color into her counte-nance, and, with her soft blue,
sparkling eves, give a most
fascinating expression to her
now animated features.

Evangehine was any thing
but pleased with the group
of individuals, of both sexes,
who now surrounded her; for
she saw at a glance there were

THE HEIRESS OF BELL EFONT. 23
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none but the fawning syco.
phants of fashion; and gladly,
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---long absence," said
Miss Fidgety, a gaudily
dressed young lady of twenty-
eight, with a tin face, highly
rouged, sharp features, squint
eyes, and curly -ed 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 consequence-until that im-
portant event should take
place, and there being no cer-
tainty of its ever happening,
in her lifetime at least; there-
fore, Miss Fidgety had not
been able to get married,which
now perplexed her sorely.

"Why, I declare, Miss
Evangeine," she continued,
"you do look most charming-
ly beautiful, upon my word.
Never saw you looking so
well before in my life. It is
astonishing how age improves
one's feattires and complex-
ion !"

"So I perceive," answered
Evangeline, pointedly, and
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smiling with a peculiar look, peat those sweetly touching
which Miss Fidgety was not and sentimental elegiac stan-
slow to interpret. zas, 'To A Dead Poodle,"

" Ah-hem !" returned she, which appeared a few days
somewhat deepening the color since,'in the first column of

of the rouge by a slight con- the Morning Gossip."
fusion. "Pray allow me, my "Ah, Miss Fidgety, I ad-

dear Miss Montrose, to pre- mire your taste, in selecting

sent to you Mr. C. Augustus from " my fugitive produc

Fitz.Noodle, of High Brier." tions," simpered the highly
The personage in question flattered poet; "as I think

was a tall, spare, pale-faced that one the best I ever put in

young man, with a counte- print." This was the best
nance full of 'stupidity and that C. Augustus Fitz Noo-
self-conceit, who wore, on ac- dle, Esq., had ever put in

count of his literary preten- print, sure enough, because

sions, a shirt collar ala Byron, it was the only one; and a

and his hair long, well greased, five dollar note had especially
and down over his shoulders; recommended this to a half-

it might be for the'purpose of' starved editor of an obscure

concealing his ears ; and sheet, and gained it an inser-

whose principal merit consis- tion. " Permit me, Miss Mon-

ted in his being worth fifty trose, and you, ladies and

thousand dollars. On being gentlemen," continued . the

introduced to our heroine, C. poet, " I will give you a spe-
Augustus Fitz Noodle, Esq., cimen of the poetry, so highly
(so he wrote his name) bowed and justly extolled by my fair

very profoundly, but with a friend Miss Fidgety." Here

supercilious smile, which Augustus smiled complacent-

seemed to say : " I am more, ly, rolled, up his dull eyes,
even, than I really seem." which bore no bad resem-

"Mr. C. Augustus Fitz blance to pewter buttons, -and
Noodle is one of our literati, placing himself in what he

Miss Montrose," continued considered a striking attitude,
Miss Fidgety, who, he being in a voice of much affectation,
her gallant per occasion, resumed : " It runs thus :
wished to make the most of
him. " He writes most ele- "Thou art gone, poor little poodle,

gant poetry. Have you never From this world of pain and care ;

m etrthay. o itrog But oh I departed poodie,met with any of it through Let me ask thee, 'G(one to where ?'

the columns of the press ?" Thy breath is cold and silent,
"Neer t kowede, As the ice on Andes' top ;

Never, to my knowledge, And when I think of thy fate, poodle,
answered our heroine. A tear I can't help letting drop."

" Augustus," continued . .,,
Miss Fidgety, " pray lo re- " Oh. how affecting !" inter-

25

posed Miss Fidgety, wiping
her eyes. d

"o, very!" said our he-
roine, with difficulty repress-
ing a burst of laughter.

Whene'er I-"
Began the poet again; but

was here interrupted by an in-
dividual known as Dandy
Primrose, the fashion setter,
who had just come up to pay
his respects to the heiress of
Bellefont. 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
style, managed to hold his
position among the aristocra-
cy. 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 he 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
z la mode; and a gold chain,
ever a white embroidered
vest, suspended an eye glass,
almost in constant use. Dan-
dy had great affectation of1
speech and manners, and pri-(led himself on being a great
lady killer. He was -veryi
popular among a certain class.

" 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 unutterably fas-
cinating out of his small, gray
eyes: " A w, Miss Montwose,
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
flatterng compliment, Mr.
Primrose."

" Aw -ye-e-a-s -ahem !"
rejoined Dandy,reddening, and
a little confused, while some
three or four of the now en-
larged circle smiled. "A w--
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 many

another of his profession, both
before an4 since, was again
doomed to disappointment, by
another couple coming up for
introduction, and then another
and another. At last, becom-

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

" Whene'er I think of thy hard fat-,0
Poor little poodle dog,

I--"

"Mr. 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 offended in
earnest ; and lie 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--yes !" 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
wait them here-Eli! 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 returned a very formal
bow to his somewhat obse-
quious salutation. This in-
dividual was richly dressed,
with scrupulous attention to

both fashion and taste. His
countenance was rather hand-
some than otherwise, and
would have .Ifeen prepossess-
ing, but for certain cunning
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 in
his manners, had a good ad-
dress, and, was a man, in fact,
every way calculated to shine
in the world of fashion.

" I 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."

" Excuse me, Miss Mon-
trose," rejoined the other, co-
loring, and slightly embar-
rassed, " I intended no flat-
tery, and spoke nothing but
truth. If truth is considered
flattery, I suppose I must
plead guilty."

5
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E vangeline slightlybowed,
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, con-
fused, and indignant. At this
moment, to the great relief
of all parties, the host himself
joined the circle.

Ah !" 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 Eva; 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--happy to see you-
how are you this evening,
sir ?-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!"

"But not very successfully,"
replied Harold, pointedly, and
glancing at E vanoeline.

" Elh! Ah ! you're a sly
one," rejoined the host, laugh-
ing and winking at his guest..,
" But come, Eva. Excuse
me, ladies and gentlemen;"
and bowing and taking the

x*
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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 Crosus, and cold as
marble. By heavens! she
shall be mine, though I move
the spirits 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-
ceive," said 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 had a 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 do as I
say, and all will be right. I
know what is best for you,
I'm thinking. By-the-by,
what is that'young Everett
doing here to-night? and who

t :
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invited him' I didn't, I know;
afld your mother says she

didn't either."
On the mention of the name

of Everett, Evangeline crim-

soned to the eyes, and seemed

greatly confused; but collect-
ing herself by an effort, she
stammered forth :

"Is-Is he-he here, then,
father ?"

"Indeed, is he ! and mis-
taking him for another, I came
nigh shaking hands with him,
before I discovered my mis-
take, which luckily I did in
time 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 cut him,
father, on discovering. your
mistake ?" asked Evangeline,
breathlessly.

"Indeed I did! and in a
vay he felt it too, I assure
'ou; for his face turned the
colorr of red flannel."

"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 not a poor orphan,
without distinction, whom no-
body knows nor cares for?
What business has he in a
fashionable circle, I should
like to know ?"

"But very little, I presume,"
replied Evangeline, indig-
nantly; " for he is a man of
sense, whicl is more than I

can say for any other I have
seen here to-night. Even
supposing he had no right
here, that is no reason 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 ?"

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

"Child ! child !-you-you
-you-" began Montrose,
angrily; but at this moment
Judge Gravity suddenly ap-
proached; and curbing his tem-
per on the instant, the am-
bitious man turned to him
with a bland smile. "Ah,
Judge, very opportune-ha,
ha ! Allow me, Judge Grav
ity-my daughter, Evange-
line."

The Judge-a corpulent,
full-faced, dry old bachelor of
sixty, with white hair, whose
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 :,
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"I am most happy of your
acquaintance, Miss Montrose ;
and I think, if I were on the
bench, 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 years 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."

"Ah-ha! Mentum est
tuum. You deserve it all,
you rogue-ha, ha, ha !"

"Yes, but, Judge, Ne quid
nznns, giving you Latin for
Latin. Too much ofxa thing
spoils all, you know, and so
-adieu ;" and bowing as she
spoke, Evangeline and her
father passed on, leaving the
Judge staring after her, and
mutterii

-"A 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 !"

Evangeline was now for-
mally presented, by her'fath-
er, to several ladies and gen-
tiemen, in rapid succession,
among. whom, of the latter
class, was Dr. Bleedem-a tall,
thin, pale man, dressed in
black, with green specks-
who remarked to a friend, with
whom he had been holding a

29

scientific discussion : "That
she would make a most elegant
subject for phlebotomy and dis-
section." She was also presen-
ted to Gen. Shotwell, a large,
noble specimen of humanity,
in full uniform; 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 woman
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 length, the introductions
over, Evangeline embraced
the first opportunity of glid-
ing away from her company
unnoticed, and approaching
Arthur Everett, who 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 a sweet
smile-a favor she had be-
stowed on but very few of the
other guests-" I fear you are
not enjoying yourself here to-
night."

"Then your fears are not
groundless, Miss' Montrose,"
replied the other, somewhat
coldly.
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Artliur ! this from you ?" tening his voice as he observ

said Evangeline, reproachful- ed the emotion of the other;

ly, her beautiful features be- "but I speak only the truth,
coming very pale. nevertheless. At your urgent

"nvPardon me, Miss Mon- request, Eva, and contrary to

rose; but the serf must not my own,inclination, I came

presume too much upon the hither to-night; and what has

countess." been the result? I have not

This is strange language only been treated with scorn,
to come from you, Mr. Ever- but'have been openly insulted,

ott! You were not wont to and that, too, by your father!

talk thus-nor be so formal in Fool, fool that I was !" he con-

our address." tinted, bitterly : " I, the poor,
yoTrue! but I am older now nameless Arthur Everett-a

-every day adds experience; bankrupt's son-to dare to

and I have learned that to- place myself on anything like

night which I shall not soon an equality with these things.
forgt."of fashion! But I have seen

"And what is that ?" the folly of my presumption.

"My place and yours." I shall now endeavor to re-

"I do not understand you." trieve the error, as much as

"Then will I be more ex- possible, by departing imme-

plicit. I have learned to- diately ; and which I would

night, that there is no more have done ere this, but for my
affinity between the rich man desire of informing you where-

of fashion and the poor name- fore I leave thus early."

less orphan like myself, than "-Since I know the cause,

there'is between Heaven and Arthur, I cannot censure your
Hell; and that the great gulf decision ; though, believe me,

which divides the two, is I shall regret your absence

scarcely more impassable, than exceedingly ; but you will call

the one which separates you again to-morrow, Arthur ?"'

and me forever." "Perhaps I may; as I shall

an Good Heavens ! Ar- wish to see you once again,

Mr. Everett-how strangely prior to my leaving the coun-

you speak !" exclaimed Evan- try forever."
geline, as she sunk upon a " Leaving the country for-

rich crimson velvet ottoman, ever !" gasped Evangeline,

her features flushing and pal- repeating the words in aston-

ing alternately, and her bosom ishment, and turning deadly
heaving like the sea after a pale. "Good Heaven ! Ar-

storm. thur, what mean you ?"

" Perchance I do speak "As I. have said, Evange-
somewhat strangely," said line," replied Arthur, with

Everett, with a sigh, and sof- emotion: "My decision is

made. Think you I can tarry
here and see you wedded to
another ? you, who have been
my schoolmate, my playmate,
in childhood ? with whom,
in days of innocence, I have
rambled over these lovely
hills? you, who have occupied
miiy thoughts by day and my
dreams Iy night? you, who
have been the hope, support,
and guiding star of a soul long
borne down by misfortune,
and suffering the contume-
ly of a heartless world ? No!
Evangeline! I love you too
deeply for that."

'.But, Arthur," said Evan-
geline, breathlessly,-" you talk
more strangely than ever. I
wed another! What other do
you mean?"

"And do you not know,
Eva?"

"I do not."
"Harold .Bolingbroke."
"Never !" exclaimed Evan-

geline, indignantly. " I wed
him ? Never ! Sooner would
I have my corpse borne to the
mouldering churchyard."

"Right, Eva !".rejoined Ar-
thur, almost wildly ; "for the
last would be the better des-
tiny. 'Swear it, Eva! and I
know you will keep your
oath."

" As I hope for Heaven,
Arthur, I 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,
and know it the design of

your father to wed you, to
him; for I heard as muchthis
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 las-
tonishment.

I know not how; but such
is the report I have heard,
aid since I last saw you. But
I see your mother coming,
and so I will be gone, ere I
meet with further insult.
Adieu, 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 join-
ed her. Mrs. Montrose was
still a rather handsome wo-
man, who dressed very gay,
and prided herself on being a
la mode. The most prominent
expression of her countenance
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-lips thin--and
her voice rather shrill.

"I am astonished at you,
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Eva," she said, as she came
up, " for sitting here 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 I
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? Has that fellow,
Everett, dared-"

"Nothing, mother," inter-
rupted Evangeline, as she rose
from her seat. " I 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, and,
on turning round, found him-
self confronted by Harold Bo-
lingbroke. The features of the
latter were now deadly pale,

I

his lips white and compressed,
and his eyes fiery.

" Sir !" he said, in a sup-
pressed voice of passion; " my
name is Harold Bolingbroke !"

" Well, sir !" returned the
other, drawing himself up.
haughtily, " mine is Arthur
Everett !"

"While passing near where
you and Miss Montrose were
sitting, a short time since, lac-
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. "Listeners rarely
hear any good of themselvess"

"Sir ! you are a villain !"
"I have already said as

much of. you."
" I demand satisfaction,

sir !"
" You shall have it, 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-
pistols, and ten paces."

" I shall be there, sir !" said
Arthur ; and the two parted-
the one to leave, the other to
join, the g y 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,
music dancing, cards, chess,
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back-gammon, &c., &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
wine,,from which the former
arose/ one thousand dollars
winner.

It was his first fatal step
toward ruin and death!

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 towards the
village, previously mentioned
as standing on the banks of the
Ohio, 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
to 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 ; an'd
immediately on his arrival in
Redmond, he opened a store,
and, for a number of years

following, did a flourishing
business; but being a man of
excellent 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 afflu-
ence to poverty. The shock
proved too much for his phys-
ical system, which was not in
good health, and he shortly af-
ter died, leaving a widow, and
Arthur-an only child-tq
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 E=
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.

U
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er and holier tie. It is not
improbable, moreover, that

had the Everetts 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 preposterous 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 further-
more, as they themselves had,
at one bold stroke, broken off
associations of years' stand-
ing, they believed that their
daughter had done the same,
and therefore thought normore
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 Evange-
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 regu-
larly during the time of sepa-
ration, they had opened their
young hearts fully to each

other, and hope had buoyed-
up the spirits of each, that at
no very distant day they
would be united forever. On
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 birth-day. There it
was, among that heartless, daz-
zling throng, that the proud,
sensitive mind of Arthur Ev-
erett had felt more keenly the
stings of poverty than at any
previous moment of his life;
there it was that he for the first
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, in lonely
meditation on the slight put
upon him by her father him-
self, that he had first formed
the desperate resolution of
quitting the country imme-
diately and forever--the rea-
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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
m:sinion, suffering from ruin-
ed hopes, and smarting under
the slight of Montrose, and the
insult of Bolingbroke. With
a hurried step he passed
through the grounds of Belle-
font, and, gaining the high-.
way, accelerated his speed, to
keep pace with his wild
thoughts, until he reached the
village of Redmond, or, rath-
er, until he reached a small
building near its centre, from
.which a bright light was shin-
ing into the dark street. Rap-
ping hastily on the door, and
scarcely waiting an anver,
he opened it, and entered a
small office, where a young
man, about his own age, was
sitting, with a book in his
hand, who, on his entrance,
looked up in surprise, and
said :

"Why, Arthur, this you?
I thought you were at the
party on the hill."

" Henry, I want your assis-
lance," gasped Arthur, as,
pale and trembling, he stag-'
gered to a seat.

" Good Heaven !" cried the
other; starting to his feet ;
"how pale you look, Arthur?
What is the matter?--what
has happened ?"

OF IBELLEFONT. 85

"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 conceit-
and poor besides ; poor,!
mind I say that ! poverty's
slaves! a thousand times
worse than idiots !"

"Why, Arthur, what mean
you? are you mad ?" cried
Henry, in alarm.

" I know not-perhaps so-my brain seems on fire : by
Heavens ! Henry, I believe'I
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. I 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 ?"
"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 !"
repeated the other;- "and by
w om ?"

"A villain ! Harold Boling-
broke."

"Do you fight with pis-
tols !"

" Ay_! at ten paces."
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"Why, he is considered a
dead shot!"

",Well!"
"Well, Arthur ! Why, you

are but little better than a
dead man, if you fight with
him!"

" All the same to me, Henry.
I care not for consequences.
I will meet him, unless he
prove recreant; and if he es-
cape my aim-why, 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."
" En-ugh ! 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 L----, 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 -situa-
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 E vangeline 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, Hrold
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
opponents, it seems, Arthur,"

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
come-unless," he added mus-
ingly, "they fail us entirely."

" Fail!" echoed Arthur,
with flashing eyes. " Umph !
let the villain dare to fail, and
I will publicly cowhide and
brand him as a coward."

" He has ten minutes yet
left him," said Henry, look-
img at his watch. " Now
remember, Arthur, - my in-
struction, and fire at the word
'on e'-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 ?"

"I am sure, Arthur."
" Whether I fall or escape,

Henry, you will not forget my
instructions?"

"They shall all be faithful-
ly executed, Arthur. But see !
.they come !"

As Henry spoke, three in-
dividuals were seen descend-
ing the hill- towards the east,
whom, as they came up, he
recognized as Harold Boling-
broke, Frederic 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,
among other costly garments,
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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,
from 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 will
yet, Mr. Everett, and spoken
for an undertaker ?" inquired
Harold tauntingly, as the sec-
onds moved aside to arrange
preliminaries.

" Yes, I have made my will,
and appointed myself execu-
tor," replied Arthur quietly,
suppressing all show of pas-
sion. " And if this arm, and
eye, and weapon fail 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 seconds announced
that all was ready, and imme-
diately proceeded .to arrange
the principals in their respec-
tive places, ten paces apart.

"I am to give the word,"
whispered Henry to Arthur,
as he handed him 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 hip fire unawares.
Adieu, my friend, and God
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protect you !" arnd shaking him
warmly by the hand, Henry
reti red.

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

"Gentlemen, are you
ready ?" 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 his clothes, and
slightly grazed the skin over
one of his ribs-and, together.
with the others, he sprung for-
ward to learn the extent of his
injury,

" Fly, sir!" said Dr. Bleed-
em, turning to our hero, after
a slight examination of, the
wounid of the other. "Fly,
sir! if you wish to escape:
Harold Bolingbroke's last

great debt of nature will soon
be canceled." .

Arthur tarried to learn no
more; but grasping the hand
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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, you 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 his eye,
he turned aside, and darted
up the hill nearest to Belle-
font with great rapidity.

The direct course of Arthur
to the highway, where the
horse provided by 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 farewell. As
he came opposite the mansion,
he accidentally discovered a
low place in the 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.

"Is Miss Evangeline at
home ?" inquired he, hurried-
ly, of a negro menial who was
standing in the doorway.

Ye-ye-yesah, massa-she so !" replied Arthur, in a trem-
at home--but--" ulous voice, with quivering

"Tell her Arthur Everett lips. "Fate: has now sealed
wishes to speak with her im- our final and immediate sep-
mediately." aration. I am a fugitive, fly-
,".Ye-yesah, massa-like to ing from justice."
'htge ye massa--but---but de "Gracious heavens! Ar-

fac' is, ye see, Massa Mon- thur, what mean you?"
rose say as how I musn't "Our conversation last
neber not let you in here again night was overheard by. Bo-
no more, sah ! lingbroke. As I left the sa-

"Did he ?" said Arthur, loon, he followed, insulted, andwith flashing eyes, and setting challenged me. We have
his teeth hard. "Then your fought, and the surgeon saysmaster is a knave ! and if he his wound is mortal."
ever crosses my path, I will "Good Heaven !" gaspedtell him so. Here is a dollar Evangeline, clinging to thefor you; and now be quick, doorway for support.
and carry my message, and I "I have come to say fare-
promise I will never trouble well, Eva, and repeat what-I
you nor your master again." told you last night, that our'I he negro seized the money roads through life are differ-with avidity, but seemed to ent. I must tarry no longer.hesitate about the propriety of One kiss, dearest Eva!--the
complying with Arthur's re- last favor I must ever ask ofquest, when, and just as the the being I love." As helatter was on the point of giv- spoke, Arthur timidly ap-
ing vent to his impatience in broached, and pressed his lips
words, our heroine herself, to those of Evangeline. A
pale and agitated, suddenly slight pressure was returned,stood before him. and a faint voice said :

"Ar-a-a---Mr. Everett," she "Fly, Arthur !-farewell!
said, "I overheard your direc- God bless----" and the speak-tions to the negro, that you er sunk senseless into thewished to speak with me." young man's arms.

- Evangeline," answered There was not a moment toArthur, somewhat wildly, be lost; and calling for aid,"this is no time to stand on Arthur consigned the lovely
ceremony ! You now behold form of Evangeline, the idolme, probably for the lasttime." of his heart, to the care of the

And-and-is it so ?" first menial who approached,gasped Evangeline, trembling with the information that she
violently, and motioning the had suddenly fainted; and
negro to depart- then turning away, with what

It is so, dear Eva--it is feelings we leave to the read-

v v I
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.1 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 Evangeline 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.

CHAPTER V.

THE RUINED MAN'S LAST HOPE.

IN the preceding chapter,
we left two of our characters
in critical situations, namely,
Harold Bolingbroke andE-
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.

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

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
bed, and his condition consid-
ered, at the best, very preca-
rious. Slowly, and by de-
grees, however, he recovered;
and at the expiration of some
six 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
was not the only patient of
the worthy M. D., in that ele-,
nant mansion. On the depar-
ture of Everett, Evangeline
of Bellefont had been borne to
her own apartment, in a
swooning 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 a state 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-
rents, had mingled again in
society ; but the rose was no

- longer on her cheek, and the
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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 at the mansion, until the
surgeon pronounced him out
of danger. During the latter,
part of his stay, he and Mon-
trose were much together, in
some private apartment, where
in fact most of their nights
were spent, in drinking wine
and playing cards, the conse-
quences of which were soon
apparent, in the changed man-
ners of the worthy host of
Bellefont. From being a man
of strict habits-who always
rose at a certain hour, was
ever punctual in his engage-
ments, and scrupulously exact
in the matter of dress-he
gradually began to show hab-
its of dissipation, had red,
swollen eyes, rose late in the
morning, neglected his busi-
ness, and grewlslovenly in his
person,---appearing at one
time flushed and flurried-at
another, pale and abstracted.
This remarkable change in
one who might have been cor-
rectly termed a man of system,
even to a bow or a tie of his
cravat, could not long escape
the eyes of his wife and

41

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.

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, most decidedly; 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 haughty 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 same as on the
opening of our story, with the
exception of some rumors a-
broad, that Montrose had be-
come a dissipated and altered
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
about this time between Mon-
trose and his daughter.

Both were together by them-
selves, in the sane 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
in his eye, and a certain ner-
vousness in his motions, as he
surveyed the sweet, melan-
choly countenance of Evan-
geline, who had repaired hith-
er by his orders, such as she
had never seen before, and
which now excited both her
fears and her sympathy. For
some moments Montrose eyed
his daughter 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, nd
a painful expression swept
over his features, as he replied:

"Ill, Eva! I am more than
ill-I am wretched."

" Wretched, father ?" cried
his daughter, in alarm.

" Ay, wretched-that's the
word. By heavens! I think
I shall go mad !" -

" You alarm me, father !
What has happened ?"

THE HEIRESS OF BELLEFONT.

" Much, child, much !"
" 0, pray do not keep -me

in suspense !"
" Do you remember, Eva,

the conversation I had. with
you, in this apartment, the day
preceding the one that made
you eighteen,. - concerning
Harold Bolingbroke ?"

" I do, father."
"I wish to renew it on the

present occasion."
"Indeed! and where-

fore ?"
"To know your present

opinion regarding him."
"It is quickly told, father.

It is nothing changed from
then-at least, nothing for the
better. I can not bear him in
my company-I fairly loathe
the sight of him."

"IHas he ever acted 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-
ing," rejoined Montrose, cold-
ly; "and I should like to hear
them.'

" Reasons, father ! Why,
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,

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 know,
Eva, its a very common thing
for young men to play some-
times."

" And 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 ?"

" Perhaps not, Eva; but its
natural, you know,afor one to
imitate another."

" In doing wrong, I will ad-
mit. But there is 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
yourself, by associating with
him, and having him about
your premises."

" But how do you know he
is a professional gambler ?"

" I 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
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trumped up story about some
country rustic."

" Well, father?"
" Well, fiddle-sticks ! tou

-you make me angry, child."
"Because I have given. my

reasons for detesting Harold
Bolingbroke ?"

"Because-nonsense ! But
to the point. Like him or dis-
like him, there are reasons
why you must wed him."

Wed him, father ?"
"Ay, wed him-that's the

word."
" Never !" cried Evange-

line, with vehemence.
" But you must, Eva-you

must."
" Never, I say ! I have so

sworn, and I will not break,
my oath. And can you, father, p
so far forget yourself, as to tell
me I must wed the man I des-
pise and hold in horror ! No !
no! you do not, can not mean
it!"

" But there are circumstan
ces, Eva."

"Circumstances, say you?
and what ,circumstances can
induce a father to ask his only
child to sacrifice her happi
ness ?"

" Ruin and dishonor !"
"What mean you?"
"I am a beggar now, Eva !
" A beggar ?" gasped the

other.
" Ay, 'beggar !-that's the

word. The secret must out,
and you must hear if.- Hark
ye! I have gambled, and
lost all-everything-every
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farthing. My estate, per-
sonal' property and money,
are all gone, and in the hands
of harold Bolingbroke."

"Gracious Heaven !" gasp-
ed Evangeline, clinging to the
table, near which she was
sitting, for support.

"There is only one way
that I can be saved from utter
ruin," continued Montrose.

" And that ?" said the other,
quickly.r

"1And that is by your mar-
rying Bolingbroke ; in w hich
case the main portion of my
property will be restored to
Inc."

"And did he dare propose
such insulting terms ?"

" 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
I now detest more than ever?
Never! father-never"!"

"1But consider, child, my
gray hairs, your mother, the
disgrace of us all, and what the
world will say to our poverty !"

"1You should have consid-'
ered all this, father, and shun-
ned the viper ere he stung you!
but no considerations 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-

lingbroke 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 this already wretched heart,
than comply with the terms
proposed."

" Well, then, let the conse-
quences follow-I shall say no
more. Go, child-leave me
-go !"

" 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.

" I have !" answered the
other, compressing his lions.
and frowning darkly : " She
rejects me !"

"Pe'reriptorily."
"The opportunity for her
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to 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-I trust you will not
be severe upon me."

Montrose," answered the
other, coldly, " we played
high, and I won. Had I lost,
you would have exacted all. I
have already acted more gene-
rously by offering yon 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
liberal than your own flesh and
blood ?"

"But consider -"
" I 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
you are 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 moment."

Montrose groaned..
"Now mark me!" continued

Harold : "I want no difficulty
in this matter; and if you will
vacate the premises peaceably,
with your family, within a
month, I will destroy all these

45

obligations, and present you
wvith a thousand dollars. Con-
test my right here, and I will
put you to the extremity of
the law !"

"But how, sir, if I prove
they have been obtained ille-
gally ?" I

" That you can 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 you accept my offer ?"

continued Harold impatiently.
" And-and-is that the

best you will propose.?"
"I pledge you my word,

sir, to be brief," answered the
other, "that that is not only
the best, but the only offer I
will ever make you !"

" Oh, God !" groaned Mon-
trose, covering his face with
his hands, and trembling vio-
lently, "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 ?" ask-
ed the other coolly.

"Why, Isuppose you must."
"'Tis well !" rejoined Bo-

lingbroke ; and he immediate-
ly 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 ve shall
not pretend to say-to seek
the means of existence, by
buffeting with a cold, calcu-
lating, selfish world.

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

CHAPTER V.
THE LAST HOUR OF THE RUINED

AND REPENTANT MAN OF THE
WORLD.

Time is 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 L- . From
a miserable window, of this
mean habitation, shone forth
a faint light, 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.

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 carriage 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 had seen better

days. The features of the
eldest of the twa 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 be seen ~ there 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-
tocratic and worldly Allan
Montrose; and those two fe-
males, his wife and daughter!
How changed ! how changed!
Verily it is said, "Time is
n6t of years."
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For a few minutes the.si-

lence was unbroken, save by
the sobbings of Mrs. Mon-
trose and Evangeline, 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 Harold Bolingbroke ?"

"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 father, I read an ac-
count inthe 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 oth-
ers, which have happened du-
ring the last five years, have
been traced to him."

"Ah! I see, Eva--I see I
was wrong in asking you to
marry such a villain. Oh, God !
what a wretch I have been ! to
squander all my property, and
leave you two-my wife and
daughter--without money and
friends, ina 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
not let these things trouble
you now ! The same Being

T
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who watched over us in our
prosperity, will take care of us
in our adversity; and the lesson
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 error 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 guileless conscience, and a
knowledge that we have im-
proved, and still continue to
improve, 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-I
am failing fast-and in a short
time, 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,
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; won and I
lost ; and in losi g, 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 !-bear up nobly, what
few days still remain to you !
-for I 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
in a better land-for youi can
no longer enjoy pleasure here
-where tears, pain, and part-
ing will be no more."

" I trust it may be so," an-
swered Mrs. Montrose, in a
weak, tremulous voice, with a
fresh burst of grief.

"Weep not, Eva !" 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 both your parents, and
become a poor, friendless or-
phan ; but with your own
views of what is right, and
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the painful experience you
have nowv had, it will perhaps
be needless for me to caution
you against temptation. -,Had
I heeded your counsels once,
I should now, probably, have
had the power of placing you
above want; but I erred, and
I now crave your forgiveness."

" Oh, you have it, dearest
father, a thousand times over !"
cried Evangeline, with eno-
tion.

"Thank you, my child-
thank you, Eva ! I shall nov
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."

" I shall never marry, fath-
er."

"Nay, my child, make no
rash promises. If you could
find a suitable partner, it
would 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-why,
might have made you happy.
had not my selfish ambition
driven him to other climes.
He may return, though it is
not probable ; but should you
ever behold him again, say to
him, that on my death-bed I
bitterly repented of the wrong
I 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 hint. He, I am sure,
will grant your request; for
he was a high-spirited, noble-
hearted youth."

" Should I ever behold him
again, dearest father, I will
joyfully repeat all that you
have said; and I know that he
will be ready to forgive and
forget," replied Evangeline,
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-
lbrolke, who has wronged me
the most. God bless you, my
friends ! and prepare you to
follow me in His own proper
time. Farewell, Clara-fare-
well, E vangeline-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 VIi.

THE MEETING AND FINALE.

On a bright spring morn-
ing, some ten years from the
date of our story, a plainly

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 one 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; but 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 ?"

"1Ah ! then you know him,
el ?" queried the old man,
locking his hands on his back,
and peering curiously into the
stranger's face.

"I have heard of him," re-
turned the stranger. " In fact,
he is an old acquaintance of
one of my most intimate
friends."

"0 !-aha !-yes. Yes, you
see, Mr.-; I 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."

"I-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 ?"

"0, no, sir! Mr. Vincent's
been dead this three year."

" Mr. Vincent !" exclaimed
the other, in surprise.

"Yes, sir ! you axed about
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him, didn't you ?-young Har-
ry's father-in-law!"r

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

" Montrose !" cried the sex-
ton, astonished in his turn:
"Montrose! Why, Lord bless
you, Mr. Benton! you don't
know much o' affairs fund
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
r-ood 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 shrieked
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
quite so. hard ; you see my
limbs is old now; but there
was a time----"

"I beg pardon, sir !" inter-
rupted Benton, hastily; " I
was not aware of what I was

doing ; but you were speaking
of Montrose's ruin !"

"0, 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 about
him. which I 'spect you did,
from your flurried manner.
Maybe 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,Ivangeline, called Eva for
short. Well, Eva was a nice,
smart gal, and she loved Ev-
erett; but the old man himself
didn't care to further the
match, cause Everett 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. While there,
he got into a quarrel about
Eva, with a villainous feller,
called Bolingbroke, 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, aid arter a
long spell o' sickness, got well
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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 honest 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 !"

"Is-is she married ?"
"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 is 'cause
she still loves Everett-
though everybody thinks he's
dead, poor feller !"

" God bless her !" ejacula-
ted the stranger, with a long
drawn sigh, as of relief. " But
you were speaking of Boling-
broke."

" 0, yes. Well, he mov-
ed into the house yonder,
and for a great while there
was great 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 great 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 it,
arrd gin it to his son arterward
as a wedding present. But
the old man's dead nowand I
hear Harry wants to sell out-
though I'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
sir !" exclaimed the other, with
sparkling eyes,. as he gazed
fondly upon the coin: "I-
I' m very poor, sir-or--"

"It is all right," interrupt-
ed Benton: " I have only paid
you for your time. Good day,
sir !" and turning away as he
spoke, amid a hearty a" God
bless you !" from the old man,
he took the direct course to
Bellefont.

Leaving the stranger to pur-
sue his way for the present,
unmolested, we shall pass over
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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-, A few
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 ?" was his query of
the person answering his sum-
mons.

" She does," was the reply.,
"Is she within ?"

The answer was again in
the affirmative, and Benton
was forthwith shown into a
very neat 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 traces, too, of previous
care, and grief, and suffering,
which had been rather mellow-
ed down by time, 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.

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

" Have I the honor of ad-,
dressing Miss Montrose ?"

"That is my 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 effort:

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

" Ali! indeed, sir," said E-
vangeline, slightly coloring.
"Will you favor me with his
name ?"

"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 neck
and face, and with a marked
effort at composure, she faint-
ly articulated:

"Does--does he still live ?"
"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
decidedly betrayed her feel-.;
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ings to a total stranger, she
became exceedingly confused
and embarrassed, but atlength
resumed :

" Excuse me, Mr. Benton ;
but the individual you have
mentioned, Mr. Everett, was a
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 I
have long mourned hirn as
dead. But you-you say 'he
is alive-and-and well ?"

" As I am," replied the
other.

" And-and--where is he
now ?"

" Here !" cried the other,
with a burst of emotion, u n-
able to restrain his feelings
longer, springing forward, and
clasping her hands in his
"Here, Eva !-my own dear-
est Eva!--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 Evange-
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 Eva, let me claim
you as mine for aye. We
have -both had our days of
stormy adversity-we have
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
have struggled forward, I trust,
to a brighter day-let us think
so at least-to a time when
the sunshine of hope 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 thu 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.""I 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 city, and from
fashionable life, we will live
so happy !"

" Bless you, my own, dear-
est Eva !" cried Arthur, in a
transport of delight, as he
caught her to his breast, and
pressed kiss after kiss upon
her sweet lips. "Bless you,
dearest Eva! 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 long train of other carriages,
crowded with the intellect,
beauty and fashion of Lean
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?
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There are seats for aL; and
we are going upor. a short,
but I 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 of
rolled 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 music, from unseen mu-
sicians.

"Welcome, Eva, to your
once more beautiful home !"
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 Eva,
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,
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for your future abode, with
whom I arranged matters to
give you a joyful surprise. It
means, too, dearest Eva, that
I have deceived you. I told
you the truth,' Eva, when I
said I had saved a small
amount-but not the whole
truth. I am rich, Eva-rich
beyond your calculations, in
worldly goods-rich in hap
piness, in calling you mine,
and restoring you, after 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 lessor
we have both experienced, OF
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.

That night there was music,
and laughter, and joy, within
the splendid and crowded
apartments of that elegant
mansion.

I

if

x .

1

lY
,

P

5'

i

i
rt

r-

,t

'



:e

4c

F

d

f

F

f

CHAPTER I.

WALDE-WARREN.

FAR up towards the head-
waters of -one of the tributa-
ries of the Cumberland river,
and not many leagues distant
from that portion of the Cum-
berland mountains which di-
vide the state of Tennessee,
there is a wild, beautiful, ro-
mantic valley. This valley
is about three miles in extent,
oval in 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 and slightly cuts the
southern base of the project-

*Entered according to Act of Congress, in
the year 1862, by T. . PETERSON, in the
Office of the Clerk of the District Court of
the United States, in and for the Eastern Die-
triot of Peansylvania.

ing eminences. About central
way of this valley, is a quiet,
picturesque village, of neat
white houses, overlooked by
the mountains, 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 child-
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ish playfulness--occasionally
sobered for a moment as it
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
s portive-laughing in the sun-
s ine-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.

The village in question con-
sists of some thirty or forty
buildings, the majority 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 building
near it, with a lawn and some
shade trees 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-
ings, 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-
posite side of the road. lower

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 cabi-
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
above 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,
namely, a rude new-territory
erection of early times with
modern improvements. And
such is their history. They
were the first buildings ever
put up in this valley, and be-
onged to two families of set-

tlers, who removed hither
from Virginia, near the close
of the eighteenth century

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 it the ap-
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 with in a
mile of each other. They
were townsm'en, 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 pleasurein 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
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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, bringing with them
some ten or twelve slaves.

It is not our purpose to de-
tail the progress of the settle-
ment thus begun. Years
rolled on, and the rude log-
cabins of early times were,
without being demolished,
gradually con e rted into the
two large- ma sions already
pointed out to the reader. And
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
stretching away to the en-
closing hills, 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-
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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 future 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. Time had brought
other settlers to Walde-War-
ren, and their purchases had
increased the value of the re-
maining lands; but not equal-,
ly, as regarded the owners;
for Waldegravenow found his
division the - most valuable,
and saleable; but at every
such sale, he was punctilious
and scrupulous in 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 inaccessible
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 ia 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 bridge, 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 practice alone
which tells upon the heart.
Our passions, like 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 bad
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

abhorrence of, any 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 seek to do a good one,
and vice versa. Every part
of the physical system seeks
sympathy with some other
part ; and hence a disease
here 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,
so 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, excesse% 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 others do.
The first mental faculty de-.
veloped in the child is imita-

I

tion, and its proudest and hap-
piest achievement is 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-
ousness, 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 is 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 fellow
ship. Each 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.

But 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

I

60

OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL 'i;VIDENCE. 61



I
Ii

WALtE-WARREN; A TALE

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. Each 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
the 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
abroad, and was universally
believed ; for the wishes of

the parents on this point were
no secret ; and it was reason,
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 precise time chosen for
the opening of our narrative
-for what has gone before,
we consider merely introduc-
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, a 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-

ished, we will now, forthwith,
enter upon our story.

CHAPTER II.

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-
ing, was already due.

The eldest of this group 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, and expressed frank-
ness, good-humor, benevo-
lence, and a contented mind.
There was something pecu-
liarly gentle and pleasing in
his mild, grey eye; and you
would have liked .his face-
not for its comeliness, though
it was far from being ugly-
but for the kindliness and
goodness which beamed forth
in every expression. He was
the personation of vigorous
health, and his dark brown
hair showed not a single silver
mark of the years that had
rolled over his head. His
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dress was plain, but neat, and
bespoke a man well-to-do in
the world, as also one devoid
ofostentation. This personage
was Horatio 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 inn-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 atten-
tion of other urchins at it 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 occasion-
ally, like a drowsy man's nod,
as if he thought it necessary
to demonstrate that he was
not actually asleep if the fish
were. In short, the picture
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 ddressirg the inn-keeper
-" what time have you?'

I 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 Collins.

" And I fourteen," added a
fourth speaker.

" Well, gentlemen, you see
I am right," returned Nixon,
jocularly, "because I have the.
mean time."

" Yes," said Jones, with

that ready wit in punning
which is always appreciated
in a 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 meanest time."

"Well, you all agree on
one point, I perceive," said
Warren, "that it is past the
time for the stage."

" It should be here by ten
at least," replied the postmas-
ter.; "but the rains to the
northward have gullied the
roads so as to render it slow
traveling. You are expecting
your son, I understand?"

"Yes, Arthur writes me,
that without some unforeseen
delay, I shall see him to-
day.'"

" Will he remain with you
now? or does he go away
again soon ?
a"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
present prospects, he will
have to move or starve."

" It is a poor place .for law
and physic," said Collins.

"Because there is too much

law and order," rejoined the
postmaster. "No offence,

Mr. 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 to do."

"I think it would be the
wisest plan to give doctors
and lawyers a regular salary
when they are not needed,
and stop it'when they are,"
said Nixon.

"I 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 inn-
keeper.

" Ay, sir, because the world
is not likely to take my ad-
vice ; ai4d so long as such pro-
fessions are needed, so long
mu&t 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
you least think, so," said Col-
lins, 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
crossing the bridge.

"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, but a
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,
equally perceptible when
wreathed with, a smile or
remaining intgrave 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 minutes after it rolled
heavily over the bridge, mak-
ing its strong timbers creak
and tremble, and drew up be-
fore the. inn, the horses pant-
ing and covered with mud and
foam. The 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-
fection.

"Why, father, I am delight-
ed to see you looking so well,"1
said Arthur, gaily, as he
sprang to the ground. "I
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 Marian ?"

" 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 is 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 Clif-
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. " And - now,"
he pursued, with a gay laugh,
"as you have the mortal head
and front of Walde-Warren
witljin your grasp, my dear
Ernest, you will excuse me a
few moments, till -I speak to
my friends here."

He then passed rou4d
among the by-standers, whose
number had augmented since
his arrival, and greeted each
in that frank, easy, cheerful
manner, which never fails to
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, stands one grade
higher on the sliding scale of
society than those he ad-
dresses. He had a few kind-
ly words for each, seasoned

with playful humor,, some-
times a pleasant jest ; and
when he hadfgone 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 his 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 seed you got back
agin."

Thank you, 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, urn
jus' round in de shed dar; I

couldn't go fetch um till 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 I am impa-
tient to reach home."

" Yes, massa, I do um quick
as chain lightning strike de
t'under clap;" 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 this
father, he was of slender
build, of medium height,
straight as an arrow, and in
every respect symmetrical.
His features were fine, regular
and intelligent, and in expres-
sion, frank, cheerful, vivaci-
ous. There was nature' s no-
bleness in his high, broad,
smooth forehead, aid dark
eloquent hazel eyes. You
could see he had temper, quick
and high, but coupled with a
disposition mcre forgiving
than vindictive. If quick to
take an affront, he was quick
to forgive one, provided for-
giveness became a virtue. In
short, he was a 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 every
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 it 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
ifpleased, 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
a man you would rather have
for a friend than an enemy-
but, at the same time, ten to
one, you would prefer h'e were
neither. His features were
regular, and many would term
them handsome; but to a keen
physiognomist, a sinister ex-
pression, too often exhibited,

destroyed their beauty. His
nose was long and pointed,
and his lips were thin and
compressed: 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 detect they
were, to a great degree; artifi-
cial. He was,. on the whole,
and ii 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 a'nd judge both him and
Arthur for himself.

" Come, Ernest," said Ar-
thur, as soon as the carriage
was ready, "get in, any I 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 fear I shall, if all you
have said of -her be true,"
smiled Ernest.

" He has been praising her
to you then ?" said Warren,
exchanging glances with Wal-
degrave.

" Ah, sir, he has extolled
her beyond woman born-so I
shall look to find an angel,"
replied Ernest.

"She-is a sweet, good girl,"
returned Warren, "and one
universally beloved for < her
many virtues." -

"Come, come," chimed in
Waldegrave, "she is my
daughter, and I am proud of

-------

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
you, gentlemen, have a sort of
parental claim to its many
beauties. At all events, I
shall venture to say it is the
most delightful place it has
ever been my good fortune to
visit."

"I am 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 carriage
drew up at the door of his
bome, Arthur, impatient to
greet his mother and friends,
begged Ernest to excuse him,
and darted into the house, the
others following more leisure-
ly. He found his mother and
Mrs. Waldegrave in the par-
or; and embracing the for-

er 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:

5
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"But is not -little Marian
here to receive her old play-
mate ?"

"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 manner
that, had he been less excited
himself, he, must have per-
ceived indicated a good deal
of nervous agitation.

" Why, Marian, how is
this ?' h cried, advancing
with a quick step to her side.
" I 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 faee full i-
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 that
of Marian Waldegrave, he
might have anticipated all
this; but somehow he had al-
ways thought of her as a 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.
Marian was no longer a child

-no 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
were 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, anq dropping
her eyes to the ground,-said,
in a faltering tone :

"I 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
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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
pause succeeded. Arthur
wanted to compliment her on
having arrived at the bloom
of maturity-on her looking
better and more beautiful than
he had ever before seen 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, at
last, rallying himself, and as-
suming a tone of ease he was
far from feeling ; " come,Miss
Waldegrave, I have a friend
here to whom I '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
title 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? Why,
simply,,because he somehow
thought-he fancied-that--
that Marian was a too fami.
liar appellation just at that
time."

0, Cupid, thou art a mis-
chievous little god ! Thou
dost play such strange, wild

pranks with hearts of Jvhich to the latter epithet, beautiful,
thou gettest possession, mak- many would gainsay ; but to
ing simpletons of the young, that of lovely, none. She was
and down right fools of the about medium in stature, and
old. . what might be termed well-

" You must excuse me, Ar- formed, but not in every re-
thur-'-Mr. Warren, I mean," spect symmetrical. Her face
replied Marian. "I-I---that was one of those we ever love
is-I am not prepared to see- to gaze upon--soft, fair,
your friend just now---I will radiant with intelligence, and
presently ;" and she hastened beaming with affection, and
out of the room. all the nobler and holier attri-

Arthur followed her with butes of, our nature. Her fea-
his eyes, till- she had disap- tures were fine, regular and
feared ; and for several mi- comely, and were pervaded by
nutes after he seemed lost in an expression of great sweet-
a deep reverie. ness, which even to the ugliest

"It is strange !" he sighed, countenance, always lends a
at length-"it is very strange!" charm, but which, aided by
and with slow steps, and in a nature, as was the case with
thoughtful mood,he re-entered her, proves irresistible in its
the parlor, and joined his attraction, and becomes more
friends. potent than beauty the most

perfect when not so adorned
---- -for beauty, after all, is a

matter of taste, and what one
CHAPTER III. sets up as a standard another

decries, while all unite in
LOVE AND DOUBT praise of what is sweet and

lovely. The eyes of Marian
MARIAN.Waldegrave truly .were gray, lustrous and mild

deserved the epithet of lovely, as those of a dove, and were
as applied not only to her shaded somewhat, and soften-
material form, but to her mind. ed still more, by long drooping
She was one of those mild, lashes. Feeling they ex-
sweetly tempered, gentle be- pressed, deep and strong; but
ings, that seem sent here as a it was that feeling of meek-
sort of connecting link be- ness, of patient endurance, of
tween earth and heaven-a reliance on a holy faith, rather
thing of earthly mould, earth- than that which urges one on
ly substance, but devoid of to combat opposition, to sur-
the passions which so often mount a difficulty as it were
mar what is otherwise nearly by storm. You looked there
perfect and most beautiful. in vain for any evidence of
Her right, strictly speaking, that passion which raves and
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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 a
flower, lay the lightest tinge
of melancholy--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 spent 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 live long
without some object of attach-
ment. And even were this
not the case, what could he
see ein her to admire above all
others? particularly after hav-
ing conducted herself in a
manner so unbecoming? No
he must despise her-or, if

not despise, pity her, which
was equally as humiliating to
her sensitive nature. Yes, he
pitied her, for he was too

-noble to despise, and for this
reason he had been so 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 differ-
ent -feelings, but with those
.feelings hid under a light and
cheerful mask! Yes, she
thought, were she to sgo

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
pity her. She would meet
him as an equal, a§ a friend-
he should see she *as a friend
-but nothing hore. She
would school her feelings to
play a part in his presence ;
and only when no human
eyes were upon her, should

nature have full sway. She
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 thin,
and consign her to an earfy
grave.

Thus thought, felt, -and
resolved Marian Waldegrave,
as alone she wept in 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 " van-
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 itself--
retarding its own advancement
-a thing of light and joy,
yet concealing itself 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 alternate
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 qualified
for the part she had so firmly
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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 smiling
contentment, such as nature
had implanted there, ere love
had come to banish it, and
cause it 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. In 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 mother,
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 continued, taking her
hand, and looking earnestly
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 as an old and
valued friend."

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

" Yes, Arthur and I were
old playmates, and I am hap-
py to hear he has not forgotten,
the days lang syne." -

" On, the contrary, I fear
he has thought more of them
than his studies," pursued
Clifford, keeping his eyes
fixed steadily upon Marian-
those black, piercing orbs, that
.seemed 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 understood,
is a something timid and
shrinking, which nestles in
the heart and keeps its own
secret."

Marian again crimsoned to

OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE. 75

the temples, and then became
deadly pale. Had Clifford
known her very thoughts, and
been 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 sentiments 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, I have introduced the sub-
ject of love, which, however
naturally brought about, is, I
perceive, inappropriate and ill-
timed. Besides, I have no
right to make use of the con-
fidence of my dear friend,
Arthur, whose communica-
tions, I doubt not, were confi-
dential, though accompanied'
with no stipulations. -Pray,
let me hand you to a seat, and
change the subject. This is
h 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 languor ;
" for however bleak, and bar-
ren, and disagreeable 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 a
smile "for," she continued,
solemnly, and with great sim-
plicity, " we are permitted to
worship none 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 I agree 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 to
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
;heir conversation, while re-
suming her seat. 'I love to
hear young persons speak
reverently 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?"

" I 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, I hope your influence
in this way, upon your asso-
ciates and community, will
not 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

by her abstracted air, heeding
nothing that was said. At
length a pause ensued; and.
Mrs. Waldegrave, asking to
be excused a few minutes,
quitted the room, leaving Er-
nest and Marian tete a 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 I be
dejected ?"

" Excuse me! perhaps I
was mistaken," replied Clif-
ford, in the same low,bland tone
evidently intending to render
himself 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
quick of penetration, he saw
enough to convince him of
what he had before suspected,
namely, that something had
passed between her and Ar.
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-
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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 selfish and treacherous
consideration did not now oc-
cur to Ernest Clifford for the.
first time ; some such idea
might have entered his head be-
fore he came to Walde-War-
ren; but be that as it may, Er-
nest was not the man to let any
opportunity 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
treachery and deceit he knew
little or nothing-and it would
have been almost as difficult
to convince him that one he
called his friend would betray
his confidence and prove his
most bitter enemy, without
other than a merely selfish
caus?, as that his faith in Di-
vine Providence was mis-
Placed. Ernest had read his
open nature at a glance, and
had made him his friend,
merely because he had thought
he might be useful to him.
And he had used him more
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than once--having at different
times borrowed sums 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 had sometimes
spoken of his family, connec-
tions, and prospects, it is true;
but always in such a way, that,
without making any positive
statement, the inference would
be drawn, that he was a much
more important personage in
the world, than modesty al
lowed him to blazon forth.
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 tuition; 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 o-od-send.

Let the reader keep in view
these unworthy characteris-

* tits of Ernest Clifford, his
desire for wealth, and the fee-
ble prospect he had of acquir-
ing it suddenly by other means
than marriage, together with
the slight incidents recorded
of his brief acquaintance with
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Marian, and he will hardly be I will praise Arthur to "her,
surprised that such a person- and praise her to Arthur; and
age should begin to consider yet if they love one another, I
on the possibility of his ob- will so manage as to estrange
training the hand and fortune them, and harass the souls

of the latter, and, with this of both, but at the same time

consideration-uppermost in his steer clear myself of the ship-
mind, should begin to scheme wreck I shall make ; if they do
for its accomplishment. not love one another, then the

" If," he mentally solilo- sea is open, and I shall have

quised, " Arthur does not love fair sailing.."
her-and my random words All this floated through the

may have hit the mark-else scheming brain of Ernest

why her blushes and confu- Clifford, as it were in a mo-

sion ?-or if, again, he does ment of time; and to Marian's

love her, and they had a reply, that Arthur might have

lover's quarrel, I may, by stepped out to visit his father's

playing my cards skillfully, negroes, as was his custom

win the game. It is certainly immediately on coming home,

worth the trial; and if nothing and that doubtless he would

else come of it, it will serve soon return, he rejoined :

to amuse me while I remain "Speaking of Arthur, I
in this dreary country valley. have been picturing to my.
Should I succeed, it will be a self the delight you must

fortune, and fortunes are not have experienced in meeting
to be acquired without an ef- after so long a separation. It

fort. Something has occurred is nearly five years, he tells

between her and Arthur, that me, since you have been

is certain; for since meeting much together; and for this

her, he is sober and abstracted, reason, doubtless, he always
and she blushes whenever I seems to speak of you as a

mention his name. If he does child, his little playmate Ma-

love her, I shall make him rian, his charming little

jealous; and if they have friend, rather than as one

quarrelled, I will widen the grown to your estate. Ah,

breach. I shall offend him Miss Waldegrave, you would

perhaps-but what of that ?- have laughed to have, heard

what is his friendship weigh- the rapturous encomiums he

ed against her fortune ?-a' ever bestowed upon you;I
straw against a bag of gold. really, he, could not have

Perhaps she loves him ! Well, shown a warmer, more ardent

then, she is but woman, and I affection for you, had you
must make her jealous-not been his sister."
by any broad statement, but Had these words of Clif-

by the most subtle inuendo. ford been daggers, pressed

I

sloJwly home to some vital
part, the torturing anguish of

. Marian had scarcely been
greater than it now was.
But she concealed her emo-
tions wonderfully, considering
she was such a 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-
read y he had planted a thorn
in her breast. She replied,
however, with a look of ani-
mation, and in a cheerful
tone :

"So Arthur was in raptures
about his little Marian, as he
termed me, eli? 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
is," returned Ernest with a
meaning look ; "for since I
have seen you, I 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 better suited to grave mo-
ralizing; "a changing world,
and it always makes me sad
when I take 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

79

made childhood so delightful
and happy -or. immersing
them in the business, the
cares, and anxieties, which
grow upon us with our growth,
and attend us ever after, till
death drops the curtain before
the scene of mortal strife. It
has 6ften with me been a
matter of curious speculation,
too, that so few of those who
set out in life together, and
seem by nature peculiarly
adapted to each other, ever
unite their fortunes, both as
regards co-partnership and
marriage. The stranger to
the stranger is a rule that has
but few exceptions."

" Alas! yes, it is too true,"
sighed Marian, completely
thrown off her 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:

"So, 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 scarcely credit
his senses; but he rallied him-
self, and replied in the same
vein:

"Speaking -f me, were
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you? no good I'll be bound.
I wish you 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 Marian. " You gen-
tlemen always pretend to 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 ?"

" If you like, since it con-
cerns you as much as himself,
and is not calculated 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
Ernest.

"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 room. 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
her," said Clifford. ," By my
faith, Arthur, if you had not
warned me not to fall in love

with her, I fear I should by
this time have been your rival
-she is so pretty, so intelli-
gent, so agreeable, so enter-
taining."

"Why, one would think
you were in love with her as
it is," answered Arthur, turn-
ing quickly upon his friend,
but forcing a laugh to con-
ceal the vexation 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! 0, no, of
course not."

" I knew you were too
warm a friend, and of too
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 bona fide
in love with her-O, no-
though I will say, frankly,
that I have never before seen
one of her sex that pleased
and interested me so much on
so short an acquaintance.
And 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
way-so I will try and forget
her.-

"Nay, you need not forget
her on my account; I have
no more claim on her than
you-perhaps not so much,"

I
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replied Arthur, quickly and you have mistaken me entire-
tartly,. nettled and vexed at y; I only spoke of my own
the language of the other. feelings; I did not even hint

"Say you so, my dear at Marian's. She like me on
Arthur ?" cried Ernest, seiz- so short a'n acquaintance ?
ing his hand, and appearing Poh ! she neither likes nor
not to notice there was any dislikes, I'll be bound. We
thing wrong. " Ah, you are spoke of love, it is true-but
a noble fellow !" " But then," with reference to you, Arthur,
he added, in an altered tone, not to myself. Now do not be
letting his countenance lose offended, I pray you! I know
its exultant animation, " you Marian likesyou, dearly-she
have often said it was the said asi much-and only say
wish of your parents and hers, 'the word, and you shall have
that in you two both families it all your own wa-I will
and fortunes should be uni- not interfere."
ted." "Indeed you are very kind,"

" True, such is their wish said Arthur, with a proud curl
still,",answered Arthur, cold-- of his lip.
ly ; "but I believe they would "There, I have offended
sooner see us both in our again. Forgive me ! Pray
graves than united with tell me what I shall do to get
hearts estranged. One thing once more into your favor !"
is certain. I will never wed "I am wrong to get angry,
one who loves another, though replied Arthur, bethinking
I loved that one never so himself. "There is my hand,
well. If Marian likes- you Ernest--forget all my hasty
better than me, as your words words."
seem to imply, why, marry "With all my heart," re-
her, in heaven's name, .and turned the other, seizing and
peace go with you !" - shaking the proffered hand

As he said this, in a cold, warmly, and with a show of
severe tone, Arthur wheeled considerable emotion. "I see
on his heel, with the intention now, my dear friend, you love
of quitting the room abruptly; the girl, and I have made you
but Clifford, who was playing a little jealous with my ill-
a deep game, with the skill of timed remarks. But forget
an adept, caught him by the them, my dear fellow-forget
arm, and exclaimed, with well them ! I know Marian thinks
feigned emotion: - much of you, already-ay,

"Stay, Arthur, my dear were you even her brother, she
friend, and let me explain ! could scarcely think more of
Oh! I have offended you, I you. Nay, you need not start,
see-offended my best friend and look so astonished.! I '
-- and all unintentionally. But pledge you my reputation for

I
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discernment' it is true; and
therefore you have only to
press your suit in that quarter,
to be successful."

Ere Arthur,. vexed, -con-
fused, and half bewildered,
could frame a reply, Mr. War-
ren entered the parlor, to bids
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 I will join you
presently ;" ahd without wait-
ing a reply, 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 I do not win!"

CHAPTER= IV.

TIHE STRANGER AND THE
WARNING.

WE 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
he entered. Suffice it to say,

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 hiu to dinner:
and recollecting that the fami-
ly were at the noon-lay 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 comph-
ment by your delay, and are
like to be punished for your
neglect by a cold dinner."

Arthur muttered some un-

I
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intelligible reply, and then very attentive to Marian, anti-
took his seat in moody silence, cipating her every wish at the
glancing only furtively at Er- table, and made several-very
nest and Marian, as he helped unsuccessful attempts to draw
himself from the nearest dish, her into animated conversa-
and began to eat almost vora- tion. When .he waited upon
ciously. her, she thanked him politely

"Upon my word," said Ma- -- and when he asked her a
rian, speaking across the table, question,'answered him civilly
and smiling good humoredly, -- but, beyond these, said little
"It must have been something or nothing. Ernest seemed
important, .Arthur, that de- determined at first to rally her
tained you so long away with into good humor, and even
such an appetite." ventured on a conundrum for

" It was," replied Arthur, this purpose.
darting upon her a meaning "Why are you like the
look, that,,in spite of herself, soaring eagle, Miss Walde-
brought the color to her tem- grave ?" he asked.s
piles. " I am sure I do not know,"

"One would think he had she replied, with great sim-
been amputating the limb of plicity,and without-exhibitino
his dearest friend, or taking any further interest in the
some of the medicine he is matter.
now legalized to prescribe to " Shall I tell you ?"
others," said Ernest jestingly. " If you please."

" Only a little of the ex- " Because you are on thecrescence of the Quercus in- wing," he rejoined, alluding
fectoria, which a friend ad- to that portion of a fowl, fromministered," rejoined Arthur, which she was trying to dis-
rather tartly, looking sharply engage the meat.
at Clifford. who slightly "Capital! capital !" cried
changed countenance, but Warren, from the head of theotherwise appeared to take no table, who chanced to over-
notice of the cutting sarcasm. hear the jest; and the others,

Marian saw that Arthur was of the elder personages,offended, and her smiling echoed "capital;" and laughed
countenance instantly became at the joke ; but Arthur and
grave, which accorded better Marian scarcely smiled'; andwith her feelings, for her Ernest, who saw he had
smiles, as the reader is aware, failed in his- design, as re-
were all assumed. The meal, garded the latter, for once inso far as the three most im- his life looked quite chagrined.
portant actors in our life- The elder Warren now no-
drama were concerned, passed ticed there was something
off rather dully. Ernest was 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."

"I do not feel well," was
the answer.

"I am very sorry to hear
it, my son; but, for a sick
man, you have a good appe-
tite."

"I 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 fatigued 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 repaired
to the parlor; and after taking
a fev hasty turns up and
down the room, in a very ex-
cited state of mind, he stopped
suddenly, and exclaimed:

"I am a fool! Why do I

give rein to my feelings and
passions in this half-crazed
manner? What will Ernest
think of me? Doubtless he
meant nothing beyond coin-
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, to
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 should I state the
real truth, would not people
laugh at me? Pshaw! pshaw!
let me redeem my foolish
error, by behaving myself in
future."

Arthur had got thus far in
his soliloquy, when the door
opened, and his father, accom-
panied by Ernest and Mr.
Waldegrave, entered the apart-
ment.

"What is the matter, my
son ?" inquired Mr. Warren,
anxiously; "are you really
ill?""I 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
a low tone: "Forgive me, my
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friend, for my rude conduct pouch and powder-horn slung
just now! I do not know over their shoulders, and ac-
what possessed me-I was companies by Pete, who car-
not myself." ried their fowling-pieces and

"There is my hand," re- game-bag, set out for the
plied Ernest, with assumed mountains, taking with 'them
frankness. "I never harbor a fine dog for rousing the
malice for trifling matters. I game. Itis not our purposesaw you looked hurt and here to treat the reader to a
offended; but for the life of gunning excursion; for the
me I could not conjecture the incidents which properly be-.
cause that put you out of hu- long to our story, are of a hea-
inor, and so concluded some- vier and more startling char-
thing had gone wrong before actor; and as our .pace is
you came in to dinner. True, limited we must avoid all
I did once or twice think, digression ; for which neces-
that perhaps what I had sity, you who follow the traces
said-" of our pen, have, without

" There, there, say no more doubt., good reason for being
about it," interrupted Arthur, thankful. We will only say,
smiig. We are not so far therefore, that our friends, for
removed from childhood, even so we must still continue to
at one and twenty, but that term them, had a long ramble,
we do sometimes act with in- some. sport, and, very much
fantile simpleicss--at least I fatigued, set their faces home-
speak for myself and acknow- ward, just as the sinking sun
ledge it with hame. But let was streaming a golden light
that pass. And now for the over the beautiful vale and
day. Would youblike a run village of Walde Warren,
on the hills for the fowler's which lay spread before them,
game? or are you too much . a living picture. Their course

fatgud vih our journey ?" had been eastward, high upThe hills, by all means," on a ridge, which, beyond therepliedEret" I am pas- limits of the' valley, kept the
sionately fond of gunning." winding of ther sreiin ts

"So be it : remain here and lase for a considerable dis-
amuse yourself, till I get tance. Along the bank of
every thing ready ; and say- this stream, ranthe road be-ing this, Arthur left the room, fore alluded to ; and juist
with his usual light, elastic where the two entered the
step, his features glowing with valley, was a mountain gorgetheir wanted animation. -a deep, wild, romantic pass

About an hour later, Arthur --where the hill seemed to
and Ernest, having donned overhang the road, aiid the
theregular hunting gear, with road the river, which dashed

6
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over its rocky bed, with sullen ever have a presentiment

roar, some ten or fifteen feet Arthur?" ,

below the traveled route. "Not that I remember."
The hills which environed " Well, there is something

the valley, as elsewhere men- about this place---I know not

tioned, here camera. together, what nor why-that makes

or.were separated only by the my blood run co.frd Er-
river, which, in early times, "You are not afaid,

to judge bits present appear- nest ?"Iw
ance, had cut its way through "No, I never knew what
them with the iTnpeituosity of it was to fear-and yet I

a mountain torrent. Alto- shudder."
gether the locality in question "Cold, doubtless; for since
was singularly wild, and, in the sun has set, the air feels

colloquial phrase, pokerish; quite chillytand damp."
and a really timid person Nay, it is not that-!
would never have trod the am warm enough-but-Ha

ground alone, at twilight, or what is that yonder ?-

at a later hour, without look- "Where? what do you
ing fearfully around, and re- see? etera-
calling dire tales of murder iThere, beside the road-
and hobgoblins. that dark o ,ject; it looks like

The sun had left the valley, a human being."
and the dark shadows of ad- " And a human being it is,"-

vancing night were beginning replied Arthur, fixing his eyes

to steal over the landscape, upon a dark mass a few paces

and envelope it as with a pall, before him "Yes, some per-

when our friends, having de- son in distress, perhaps," he

scended the mountain to the continued, quickening his

road, and sent the negro on steps, till he came close up to

before, reached the gloomy the object, whichhproved to

place we have attempted to be a man, stretched at full

describe, length upon the ground.

"Ugh !" ejaculated Clif- "Drunk," said Ernest, giv-.

ford, with a shudder, looking ing the prostrate individual a

eagerly around' him, as he rude push with his foot, just

and Arthur walked along, as Arthur was bending down
side by side, through the to ascertain the cause of his

pass. .lyin there.
"1What is the matter, Er- The man raised himself

nest?" inquired his cornpan- upon his elbow, as he felt the
ion, turning to look at him. foot of Clifford, with a start

"Nothing, noingng," re- almost spasmodic, and glared

plied the other, quickly; upon the atter .
"only somehow-Did you pression of vindictive rage:

I
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and then, with a half stifled "You speak with bitterness,
groan, lay down again. It as ifiThe world had not usedwas too dark by this time, you well, my friend."
and in this place, shaded as it " The world use me well iwas by overhanging trees and -- the world?-ha, ha, ha !"bushes, to see any thing very returned the man, with a holdistinctly; but, nevertheless, low, mocking laugh.
Arthur was able to make out "Come on, Arthur, the manthat the man was about forty is drunk," put in Clifford;
years of age, poorl clad, with " and what is the use of spend-a harsh, strangely marked ing breath on a liquor cask !"

countenance, sun, browned, " There," said the stranger,
begrimed, and rendered still getting into a sitting posture
darker and more repulsive by with some difficulty--"do you
a black, heavy beard, of a not hear? there speaks one ofweek's growth. the world-listen to him !"

"Who are you, my friend ?" "You are insolent, knave !"
inquired Arthur, kindly.; returned Clifford, rather"and what do you here ?" sharply.

"I am a man," answered "Don'tcall names!" growled
the stranger sullenly; "and the , man, again glaring fero-
if you have eyes, you can see ciously upon Ernest-" or if
what I am doing here ?" you do, just please to apply

" But the night sets in some that don't belong 1ochilly, and if you lie here yourself."
you will suffer." . " Silence, sirrah ! or-,"

"Well, what of that, who "Or what ?" said the man,
cares?" growled the other. as the other hesitated; "ap

"I care," returned Arthur. ply your foot to me again,
" I would not see a fellow be- maybe ?"

ing suffer, while I am blessed "Perhaps."
with the power to relieve " Just do it! I dare youhim." to do it again ' i

"You wouldn't, eh ?" re- coward almost shouted the

joined the stranger, in tones a stranger.
little softened, partly raising " Hold !" cried Arthur, as
himself, but, as it seemed with he saw Clifford raise his foot ;
considerable effort. " You "surely-"
wouldn't see a fellow being He was interrupted by a
suffer while you have the yell almost demoniac, as the
means to relieve him, eh? foot of Clifford again touched
Come, let me look at your the man-not heavily, but
face-for a man like what you contemptuously-and the lat-
profess to be, is a rare sight, ter gathered himself upon his
which I should like to-see be- feet, as one suffering from
tore I die " weakness and pain; but
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though his countenance ex-
pressed the raging of the most
vindictive passions within his
dark soul, he appeared of a
sudden to recollect 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 cool, 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 !"
"0,'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? He a gentleman!
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."

"A happy oblivion if you
could," rejoined the other,
sneeringly-" for it would
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save you much vile reckoning
hereafter."

Ernest clenched his hand,
and seemed about to strike
the stranger, when Arthur
stepped between the two, and

said, sternly :
" Peace, both ! I'll have

no more quarreling ! 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,
"let 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. Soft
words are a better armor.than
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 I can
-but yonder gentleman is
my friend."

"Then tear his friendship
from your heart, and banish
him your presence, lest he do
you harm--.Wrong you most

l foully !-this is my advice:

"

young man, and I give it in yet did stoop to beg ; and
exchange for your's. I when I laid me here, a half-
should be twice your age, hour since, it was in hope
young sir, and have seen more. that I should die to-night, and
of the world, and of mankind, so'end a life of misery and
than you will ever see-for I wretchedness; but now, now,"
have studied them in every he pursued, with much vehe-
form, from the ill-shaped mence, " I wish to live a little
d warf to the fairy-like belle- longer ; and if you would-in every degree, from the 0, the words stick in my
beggar in rags to the prince throat-in short, sir, I have
in velvet-and I say it with- not tasted food for eight-and-
out boasting, I can read a forty hours."
human face as the scholar " Merciful heaven !" cried
doth his book; and with all Arthur-" why did you not
this knowledge of humanity, tell me' so at first? Dying
I warn you to beware of that for -want of food ! Come,
man, as you would a crawling come with me, my friend,
viper ! for if he can, he'll and you shall be provided
sting thee in thy dearest in- for."
terest. I tell you this, because "No, no---I will go my
in your young face I read in- own way-not with you,"
experience-a kind, benevo- replied the other. "If you
lent, trusting heart---and you would assist me, give me
have made me fancy you, money-there, the words are
almost against my will- out."
otherwise, I should have "Certainly, money you
laughed to see you made mis- shall have-if that will answer;
erable by your friend-for I but money is not food, there
hate mankind, with a bitter, is no house nearer than my
bitter hate, and delight to see own, and you seem too weak
them war upon 'each other." and faint to be left thus."

"By your speech, you "Give me money - that
should be other than you will do--I will not further
seem," said Arthur, feeling trouble you. Is there an inn
a strange interest in the in yonder village ?"
stranger. "Yes, a good one."

"I was," replied the man, " I may perhaps go there."
with emphasis ; "but what I " Well, here is my purse,"
was, and what I am, are mat- pursued Arthur, drawing it
ters that concern you not. from his pocket; "it is not
Ask me no questions, but go so heavy as it might be, but
your way in peace. Yet it is all I have with me.
stay," he added, hesitatingly, Take it--it will serve your
averting his face: "I never immediate wants-and when
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it is gone have no scruples turned to depart, his foot

about calling on Arthur War- struck against something,
ren. You need not mention which he stooped to pick up.
that I gave it you." " Ha! the very thing !" he

" g May God bless you, Mr. muttered-" the very thing !"

Warren !" said the other, with and a terrible expression

emotion, as he took the purse. swept over his countenance.

-" Your's is the charity of a

noble heart, that does not ------
vaunt its deeds with brazen

tongue. Heaven prosper you CHAPTER V.

and your's !"
" But I do not like to leave THE BREACH WIDENS.

you thus," hesitated Arthur.
"Come, will you not .g6 with A WEEK passed away, and
me ?" found Ernest Clifford still a

"'No, I would be alone. guest of the Warrens; but

Fear not-I shall do well between him and Arthur had

enough now. I have a pur- grown up a certain degree of
pose to live for, that will give coldness, consequent upon the

me strength beyond 'my pre- prosecution of his base pur-
sent seeming. By-the-by, pose, which purpose has al-

how is your friend called?" ready been made known to

"Ernest Clifford." the reader. There had as yet
"Does he reside in yonder been no open rupture, no pub-

village ?" .lic quarrel, between Arthur

"No, in Alabama; he is and his guest, though matters.

spending a few days with me were gradually tending to
on a visit. But why do you such an event. The storm

ask ?" was brewing and adv ncing
"Q, nothing, nothing-- none the less surely, t iat its

only remember my warning ! pent up lightnings had not yet
When goes he hence ?" been sent on their fiery mis-

"I know not." sion-that its crashing thun-

"That is all-good night." ders had not yet shook the

"Shall I see you again?" heavens.
"It is uncertain." Arthur had never forgotten

" Well, good night, my the warning of the stranger ;

friend, since you will not let and the more closely he studied
me do any thing more for Ernest, the more reason had
you;" and Arthur hastened he for thinking the man was

down the road to overtake right. The selfishness which

Ernest Clifford. formed a prominent charac-

The stranger watched him. teristic of Clifford, he could

)ut of sight; and then, as he not now perceive, because it

suited the purpose of the lat-
ter to lift the mask a 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 wanderI
in a cold, sterile, unknown re-
gion. And against this awak-
eing conviction did Arthur
struggle, and struggle man.-
fully; he would fain have
shut his eyes and dreamed on
still; but, alas! the rosy sleep
of e rly life was over, per- 1
chance to return no more ; the 1
silver veil had fallen from the 1
Mokanna of his heart's wor-
ship ; the doom of Scotland'sf
bloody king seemed ringing in s
his ear, o

Sleep no more to all the house."
a

But still Arthur performed t
the duties of the host, if not
with the same pleasure he had r
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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 was
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 a
preceding chapter, had been
to 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 wps 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 feeling of
restraint and coldness to growup between then; 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
)ther indifferent and heartless.
This Ernest never could have
accomplished in any degree,
had he nbt been aided by
MIarian's first great error in
egard 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 to 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 his choice; but had
adroitly hinted, at the same
time, that that choice was
made ; which so chimed in
with Marian's belief or fear,
considered with Arthur's
manner toward her, that the
lying insinuation ,swelled in
her mind to a mighty truth..

So matters stood,'when Ar-
thur, Ernest, and Marian re-
ceived an invitation to a party
at the house of Mr. Lynch,
the merchant, who lived in
the village, on the opposite
side of the bridge. Notwith-
standing a certain degree of
coldness had grown up be.
tween him and Marian, Ar-
thur now resolved to forget
all, and ask her to accompany
him-intending, also, to learn
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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, t4jien 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
parlor, her father and mother
having gone out to spend the
evening. She greeted him in
a polite and friendly manner,
but seemed not a little embar.-

rassed, and her features wore a,
heightened color.

" Where is your friend, Mr.
Cliffrd ?" was her first ques-
tion, when the usual 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 I bring
another to usurp the conver-
sation? 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,
t rather, since you see proper

to deal in formalities-this is

cruel, unkind of you," an-
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swered Marian, only by, a sweet friend, and forget thatgreat effort restraining herself I have spoken! Oh, say that
from bursting into tears. "I you forgive me !"inquired after Mr. Clifford, as- "I -do, I do, with all mywas natural I should, seeing heart," murmured the other
you have, not thought proper and carried away by her feel-of late to honor my poor ings, she for the momentpresence without him.' leaned her head upon hisFor the very reason that manly breast, and wept anew

deemed his presence neces- "There, now, we are friendssary to make mine accept- again, sweet Marian--friendsable. as of old--are we not, Marian?"Oh, Arthur !" exclaimed -are we not ?"Marian ; and no longer able "Yes, Arthur-yes-as ofto hold in check her emotions, old-at least I hope so," re-
she hid her face in her hand- plied the other, starting ukerchief and wept- rather hurriedly, wiping herOh, Marian, I have eyes hastily, and appearing awounded your feelings--for- good deal confused and agi'
give me!" cried Arthur, or- tated.
getting every thing but that "There has been coldnesshe had spoken harshly to the between us of late," continued

weepig girl before him, and Arthur, still retaining herthinking only how he might hand, which she now seemed
repair his error. "Forgive inclined to withdraw--" butme, Marian, for speaking so why, I know not-unless,"rudely, so unkindly !--and to he added, seemingly struckyou, my old fiend and play- with a new idea--" unless mmate,--forgive me,.or I will friend, or some one else, ha
never forgive myself!" abused me to you."

But Marian only wept the "Oh, wrong not ourmore. The founts of her friend with such a suspicion!"
soul had burst through their returned Marian, quickly-bright gates, and the torrent "for he is honor's self ard
would not be stayed. always speaks of you in the"Oh, Marian, Marian," highest terms."
pursued Arthur, "you make " Then tell me whence thisme wretched, for my un- coldness ?"

guarded words.--how could I "I know no more thanhave been so heartless, so un- you, Arthur."
eeling as to utter them? "Then you really have noCome, Marian, come-(taking ill-feeling toward me, Ma-her hand, and gently dIrawing rian ?"

her to \him-) look up,. my "Toward you, Arthur? ill-

a
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feeling toward you ?" cried forgetting that the cause of

Marian. " Oh, hov can you that love was praise of him

ask the question ?" self, and that consequently he

"1Bless you, fair girl! there must be the foremost object in

speaks the friend of old. Ah! the heart of her he ad-

did you know how miserable dressed. "Did you say love

I have been, thinking you him, Marian ."

were offended, Marian !" " I used the term, but per-

"And I, Arthur, for the haps wrongly," replied Mari-

same cause." an, blushing: " esteem, it may

" Why, then,-we have both be, had been the better word."

been unhappy without a "Esteem, in such cases,

cause! Well, thank heaven ! easily ripens into love," re-

we understand each other turned Arthur; "better to use
now, and I trust there may be the expressive verb at once.,
no misunderstanding hereaf- " You mistake me, Arthur,"
ter." . cried Marian, hastily, with

" Heaven send it !" considerable confusion.
"But of Ernest -does he " Well, no matter-let it

indeed speak of me in such pas-we will not quarrel on

high terms?" - mere terms."

" He does, Arthur, and "We will not quarrel on

seems never weary of the sub- any terms, Arthur," rejoined

ject ; he is the truest of true Marian, quickly.
friends." " Ay, true-so be it with

"AThen have I wronged him all. my heart. So you feel
most shamefully." much esteem for Ernest, eh ?"

"How, Arthur ?" inquired "As your friend, Arthur,

Marian, in surprise. yes."
"In thought. Do you " Nay, put not the respon-

know, Marian, I have been sibility on my shoulders !-do

jealous of his attentions to you not esteem lim for him-

you, and often fancied he was self? since you prefer that

playing me false-that he was word to love."

seeking, by sly means and "Arthur, Arthur, what

base, to estrange us." mean these questions, asked

" Oh, then, Arthur, you in such a way, and in such a

have indeed wronged him-- tone ?" exclaimed Marian un-

for never heard I friend extol easily.
friend, as Ernest Clifford "o, yoi do not wish to

extols Arthur Warren. Oh, answer them, I suppose-no

I sometimes felt I could love matter."

him for the words he uttered." "Now Arthur, you grow

" Love him, Marian ?" re- unkind again-as if I would

peated Arthur, a little coldly, refuse to answer whatever you
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may ask. Yes, I do esteem understand me with a little
Mr. Clifford, for himself-I reflection," returned the other,look upon him as a kind, bene- drily. " One easily under-volent, high-minded, noble- stands in such cases, when
hearted gentleman." one feels inclined."

".Rare qualities-but I hope But Marian did not under-he has them, and that you stand Arthur aright-that ismay never be deceived." to say, if she guessed at his"What mean you, Ar- allusions, she put a wrongr construction upon them; for" O, nothing-nothing" . believing hire engaged toNay, Arthur, there is a another-or at least in lovehidden meaning in your with another, as Clifford hadwords." vaguely hinted he was-she"Is there, faith ?--then if fancied he spoke thus to showyou are sure of so much, per- her there was no hope hehaps you know what it is. I would ever be other to herwish you joy beforehand." than now; and with this idea"Wish me joy of what ?" uppermost in her mind, she"Of every thg you wish." rejoined, in a tone a little"I do not understand you." tremulous with emotion :"No? Well then let it "Well, let what will hap-
pass, till the time comes you pen, Arthur, I trust we shall

ever [be
"Do you i-efer to Mr. Cllf- "o,

ford ?" yes, cei
"Ha ! you take my mean- affecting

ing wonderfully well, for one ently.
that does not take at all." "No

Arthur how strange you you me
talk !" cried Marian, becom- " No
ing a good deal agitated. " Yoi

And yet talk what will ready."
not be strange ere long. Er- " Psh
nest, I believe, is rich." Come, I

Well ?" my since
And you are an heiress." gold rin
Well. his poc]
That is all--I only spoke to fit y

to show equality." look ins
" I understand you now," graved,

said Marian, who would .have W.;' wi
wept in vexation of spirit, but friends
that pride came to her aid. " Yes

"0, I knew you would eagerly.

Mends !"
certainly, friends! 0,
rtainly !" he answered,
g- to laugh indiffer-

w, by your manner,
an riot what you say."
w, by my faith, I do."
u seem offended al-

iaw ! you mistake me.
I will convince you of
erity. Here is a plain
g, (producing one from
ket (which was made
your finger. If you
ide, you will see en-
'FROM A. W. to M.
ll you accept this as .a
ip token ?"
! yes !" cried Marian,

.
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"And wear it as such?"
"Yes-it shall never leave

my finger."
" Let me place it on. 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 I may
never call you by a dearer
term ;" and in spite of him-
self the voice f Arthur fal-
tered, and. he turned aside his
face to conceal his ~emotion,
while Marian actually wept.

0, how blind is love
at times-wilfully, jealously
blind ! Here were two per-
sons now, formed for each
other, mutually loving, but
contriving through the very
excess of that love to establish
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 . so miserable,
would both have been happy.
When Arthur first met Ma-
rian 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
length-" that is to say,

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 ?" .

"I 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."
"I might have known as

much," returned Arthur, ri-
sing with a cold, offended air.
"I 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,
Arthur !" cried Marian, look-
ing greatly troubled.

"Yes, they may be inquir-
ing for me at home, for I stole
away unknown to any."

"Put say you are not of-
fended!"

" o, no, Marian-no-I
wish you well-indeed I do !
But now I think of it, may I
inquire when you made your
engagement with Ernest? for
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it was only to-day I received
my invitation."

" He called this afternoon."
"Ha ! 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 reflection 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 strode to the door.

"But stay, Arthur-one
moment-do .not go thus !"
cried Marian.

" Well ?" 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
and trembling; but if the sight
in the least touched or sof-
tened his feelings, he did not
show it ; his look was stern
and cold.

"I thoucrht we were to part
friends," faltered Marian.

"And do we not?" was the
response.

97

"I hope so-I pray . so,
Arthur !"

"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 himself, and felt
bitterly toward all mankind,
and particularly toward Er-
nest. Had the two met then,
there would in all probability
have been a quarrel.

That - night was a very
restless and unhappy one
to Arthur, and Marian wept
herself to a troubled sleep

CHAPTER VI.

THRILLING INCIDENTS.

THE 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 unpleasant to
both ; for Arthur, in endea-
vouring to act the agreeable
host, did it with a certain
coldness and formality, that
told his guest he was no longer
a welcome visitor, and that a
sense of duty and propriety

.1

I
I

.. :.__

n

s

f

f

r

i

.a

s



98 WALDE-WARREN; A TALE

had taken the place of plea-
sure. But this troubled Er-
nest less than it would have
done, had he not deliberately
brought it abQut, 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 that event take up
his quarters at the inn-for to
quit the place ere he had 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 beautiful; 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 merel telling his
father he should 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 rarely seen the
stream -so high, and that if it
continued to rise arty consi-
derable time, it must sweep
away the bridge; but this he
thought it would not do, sim
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ply because such an event
had 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 in riding forth. was
merely to escape from himself,
by finding a new channel for
his thoughts, and also to have
an excuse for not attending
the party, which he felt would
yield 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,
about 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
thrill pervade his frame. Oc-
casionally, too, a flash of the,

- turbulent waters showed him
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that the stream had over- "Prepare yourself for some-
leaped the usual bounds even thing dreadful! Your friend
of a flood ; and as the bridge Mr. Clifford, and Miss Wal-
naturally recurred to his degrave,we fear are drowned !"
mind, he felt additional un- " Drowned !" shrieked Ar-
easiness, lest that had gone, thur, half springing, half tum-
and with it his only chance bling, from his horse.
of reaching home that "Yes," pursued the other,
night. " we fear it is all over with

As he rode on through the them. Oh! it is an awful
valley, half wrapped in a event, the like of which was
gloomy reverie, while his eye never known in Walde-War-
scanned closely each object ren. They were returning
presented to it, Arthur felt he together from the party at Mr.
would willingly give no tri- Lynch's, and just as they
fling sum to be assured that were crossing the bridge, the
all was well. As he drew flood swept it away, carrying
.near the village, he perceived them with it. We heard Miss
lights like torches moving to Waldegrave shriek, and Mr.
and fro in several places; and Clifford cry for help, and then
apprehensive from his own all became still. Quick, here,
feelings, that something terri- some one assist Mr. Warren !"
ble had happened, he buried he cried, as Arthur sank to
his spurs in the flanks of his the ground, too weak to sup-
high-mettled beast, and dashed port himself, on hearing this.
forward on the run. Just dreadful news.
before entering the village, he "And I parted from her in
perceived a group of three or anger !" Arthur muttered, in-
four persons carrying a torch, audibly, as a couple of the
and moving slowly down the party assisted him to his feet.
bank of the stream, apparently "Oh! that Clifford's place had
in search of some object. been mine! Is there no hope
Riding up to them, Arthur that she may be saved ?" he
demanded, in a tone of consi- cried, wildly. " Oh! tell me
derable uneasiness, what had not that she is lost forever !"
happened. , "We fear the worst," an-

Ah ! sir," said the one swered Nixon. "%But try alndwho carried the torch, as he calm yourself, Mr. Warren ;
threw its ruddy gleams upon we will do all that can be done.
the pale face of Arthur, "we Perchance they may escape ;
have terrible news for you, but the stream is very highMr. Warren." and turbulent, and, as I said

"Speak, Mr. Nixon !" gasp- before, we have little hope. It
ed Arthur,,"do not keep me in - is barely possible they masuspense !" drift to the shore, and we will
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follow the stream down as far he truly loved on earth ; and
as the most sanguine may without the chance of repa-
think necessary." ration, without an opportunity

" Oh! merciful heaven ! to ask forgiveness, she had

how terrible ! how terrible !" suddenly been snatched from

groaned Arthur, wringing his time to eternity. Oh! pean
hands. " And to think I cannot portray, even in a

parted from her in anger !" he feeble degree, the intense,

repeated to himself. " I will overwhelming anguish he suf-

go with you, Mr. Nixon," he fered. His brain seemed at

continued, addressing the inn- times on fire ; and often did he

keeper. "Let us hasten on wish Clifford's fate had been,

as fast as we can, and at the his-that he had been with
same time examine closely her on the fatal bridge, and, if
as we go. Do her parents death were decreed, that he

know of this heart-rending had died in a noble effort to

calamity ?" . save a life dearer than his

"Probably not ; for the own.-.
bridge being carried away, For hours did the citizens

there is now no way of commu- of Walde-Warren search the

nicating with persons on the banks of the stream for the

other side of the river." bodies of Ernest Clifford and

"Oh! what a crushing blow Marian Waldegrave. Far

for them ! it will break their down below the western pass
hearts !" said Arthur. did they go with their torches

"The whole village will -examining every projection,

mourn," replied Nixon, sadly; curve, and drift-in fact, every
" for poor Marian was beloved inch of ground, for the whole

by all, young and old. Alas! distance. But they sought in

this is a woful day for Walde- vain. The muddy, turbulent

Warren." waters went hissing, whirling,
Arthur said no more ; but he roaring, and flashing onward,

felt a pressure on his brain, as but were silent concerning the
if it rould burst. He would awful deed they had perform-

have given a world, had it ed. Not a trace of the unfor-

been his, to have recalled that tunate victims was found, and

last meeting, and parted from it was finally decided that no

his sweet, gentle, lovly play- more could be done till day-
mate, as a true friend should light. Slowly, sadly, and with

have parted. Alas! he could heavy gloom on each counte-

not now unsay his cruel words, nance, did the searchers retrace
and he felt that his life must their .steps to the village;
henceforth be one of regret where they were met by a
and misery. He had parted hundred eager inquiries, from

in anger from the only being their wives and daughters,

1

who had remained behind in
torturing suspense; and many
were the exclamations of hor-
ror, pity, and grief, when the
latter found their worst fears
confirmed by the report.

Arthur, who had returned
with the others, now became
an object of universal attention
and commisseration--as, his
features, pale as marble, and
expressive of the keenest an-
guish-his eyes red from
weeping-his head bowed up-
on his breast---he walked slow-
ly past groups of anxious
citizens, who, out of respect
to his heavier sorrows intruded
u on him no empty words
o condolence, 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 report
the dire event of the night.
Several persons accordingly
;et to work, and by daylight
i rough water-conveyance was
finished and placed upon the
stream. Upon this Arthur and
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.

Arthur now made the best
7
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of his wayhome, fearing to
trust himself to communicate
the awful intelligence 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! wvoful 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 occasions; 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
death, and know that his or
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her welcome voice will sound temples, ever and anon ex'

no more in our ear while we claiming, with a groan-

tread the shores of time ; but "Poor dear Marian! and I

when we have seen such a parted from thee in anger !"
one pass gradually down to How many, whose eyes fall

the vale of shadows, heard his upon the traces of ourfpen,
or her parting words, and felt will recall some dear friend
the last pressure of his or her from whom they parted in
hands--how light is our afflic- anger, or coldness, which part-
tion compared to that of hav- ing death unexpectedly made

ing one snatched from us in a final one.

the bloom of health, without It is not well to part from a

a moment's warning! In the friend in anger.
latter case the shdck is terra- The sun was more than halfen
ble; and there are many con- way to the meridian, when
situations that sink under the Mr. Warren rapped at r-

blow, or withstand it only with thur's door, and cried :

a final or temporary loss of "Joyful news, my son-

reason. joyful news! Marian and Mr.

The latter was not the case Clifford are saved."
with the parents of Marian, W ith one bound Arthur

however; they. survived the reached the door, and the next

news of her loss, without the moment stood confronting his
derangement of their mental father, pale, haggard, trem-

faculties; but over what they bling, and with an expres-

suffered for a few hours we sion of hope and fear blended

will draw a veil. on his countenance. ?
As for Arthur, having re- " Did I hear aright?" he

paired to his own private gasped.
chamber, he locked himself "Yes, Arthur-yes-thank

in, and then gave unrestrained God, they are saved. '

way to his rief. And it was "Thank God, idee . re-

fearful; fearful. Now he would turned Arthur, solemnly; and

throw himself upon the bed, sinking down upon his knees,
and roll from side to side, as he offered a silent tribute of
if undergoing the agonies of thanksgiving to the Most

mortal convulsions; now he High. " Now tell me, father,

would start up suddenly, and . the particulars," he said, as he

pace the floor with rapid rose to his feet.

strides, wringing his hands, "Why, I hardly know the

or swinging them wildly to particulars myself, Arthur,"it
and fro; and now he would answered the other; " d
sink himself heavily upon a appears, from what I could

seat, and, leaning his head gather from the messenger

upon his breast, clasp his sent over to apprise Marian 's
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parents of her safety, that Mr. her life to Clifford. ThoughClifford, with wonderful pre- living, he now felt she mustsence of mind, on finding the henceforth be dead to him ;bridge giving way, clasped for though never so much op-
Marian around the waist with posed to the advances of 01if-
one arm, and the railing with ford-and he had yet to learnthe other; and so they were that she was opposed to themborne down the stream some -how could - she conscien-
three or four miles-she barely tiously resist the impassioned
kept from drowning by his suit of her preserver? This
unremitting and almost super- idea now became one of tor-human efforts-when, Provi- ture to Arthur; and if thedentially, they lodged against truth must be told, he scarcely
some bushes, and he succeeded felt more happy than before
in getting ashore and dragging he heard what to every oneher after him, in an unconsci- else was joyful news. Hisous state ; from which, though father saw that he was greatlynearly exhausted himself, he agitated-but he attributed it
finally recov red her, by con- to a very different cause thinstant rubbing and other atten- the real one-and merely add-tions. As both were too weak ing, that the parents of Marian
to walk, they remained on the had gone back with the mes-
bank of the stream through the seriger to see her, and thank
ight, and were found this her' preserver, he retired, leav-morning, in a rather precarious ing Arthur to himself.

condition, by a party of the Once more alone, Arthurvillagers who had gone down threw himself upon the bed,
te search for their dead bodies. and fairly wept in bitternessThey were immediately taken of spirit. Not naturally of an
to a farm-house in the vicinity, envious disposition-not natu-proper restoratives applied, rally of a jealous one-he wasand subsequently conveyed to now both envious and jealousthe village in a carriage, where of one he had so lately calledthey now are, at the house of his friend, but whom he feltMr. Lynch. All Walde-War- he could call his friend noAen is in a state of rejoicing, more. Yes, he felt, truly felt,
and young and old are loud in he had nursed a viper to stingthe praise of the noble, heroic him to the heart. He hadconduct of Ernest Clifford." crawled between Marian and

A pang shot through the himself; and though so feebleheart of Arthur at this recital at first that an iron heel might
-a selfish pang we dare not, have crushed him, yet now cir-deny. He rejoiced that Ma- cumstances had given him
rian had been saved from an . a power that made him more
awful death; but he could not 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!'
it 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 mustnot
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 innocent, so pure, so con-
fiding, so unsuspecting, so an-
gelic a being as Marian Wal-
degrave. IHad 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
you-take her and make her
happy." 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
no 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 group
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."

"But I have saved 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
,set you," said Mr., Lynch
coming up to Arthur. --
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Arthur would have declined nate. Poor Marian ! only for
seeing him, only that he her sufferings, it had been a
feared such a proceeding happy night to me. Do you
would be too pointed, and eli- not wish me joy, Mr. War-.
cit inquiry as to the cause- ren 7"
for as yet it was not known "No," said Arthur "I do
that Ernest and himself were not. I will be frank, and
not on the same friendly not let my tongue lie to m
terms they had ever been. heart. Mr. Clifford, I once
So he was shown to Mr. Clif- called you my friend--I can
ford's room by Mr. Lynch, who do so no longer."
immediately retired, leaving "0, as you please," an.
the young men'to themselves. swered the other, with perfect

Arthur found Clifford en- composure-"it is a matter of
veloped in a dressing gown of no importance to me. I will
the host's, sitting on the side send for my luggage-I sup-
of the bed, from which he had pose you do not intend to keep
just risen, and sipping a glass that ?"
of port wine negus. Ad van- Arthur flushed to the very
cing -to him, with a rather em- roots of his hair, his hands
barrassed air, Arthur held out clenched, his brows con-
his hand; but Ernest was tracted, his eyes flashed,
busy sipping his wine, and and for a moment or two
appeared not to see it. it. seemed as if he would

" I have called to eongratu- have struck his insulter to
late you on your Providential his feet. But he choked down
escape from a horrible death," his choler, so as to speak dis-
Arthur said, hardly able to tinctly, in a low but tremu-
suppress the ' indignation lous tone :
which the cool, deliberate in- "Mr. Clifford, I see it is
sult of the other aroused. your intention to insult me

" Ah, yes, we had a very beyond forgiveness--nay, you
narrow escape of it," replied have already done so-but I
Clifford, with perfect noncha- do not wish'to have any open
lance, taking another sip at quarrel with you, and there-
the wine glass. fore I curb my temper and

" Perhaps I intrude !" said my passions; but beware you
Arthur, biting his nether lip do not go too far !"
with vexation. " Thank you, for your time-

"0, no, not at all," replied ly caution. By-the-by, if youthe other, 'in a tone of cutting will make out my bill, I will
indifference. "No, my phy- settle it, and change my
sician has not forbidden me to quarters."
see any one-though I be-. "Well,, then," replied Ar-
here Marian is not so fortu- thur, "the first item is two
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hundred dollars, borrowed
money."

" Ah! yes---I remember ;
have you my note?"

"Your note? no ! 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 ?" cried 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
-so I will take my leave."

" Good morning," rejoined
Ernest carelessly. "I am
sorry 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 I were in such earnest
conversation, we never once
looked at the water tiL too
late. She was regretting you
should be so much offer ded,
because she happened to pre-
fer my company to yours; and
to say the truth, I regretted
you were so unfortunate."

" That's a lie !" returned
Arthur, setting his teeth hard.

"Sir," ' replied Clifford,
slightly coloring, ."there is

but one way to atone for that
expression. 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. -

"I am no coward, Mr.
Clifford, as you may find to
your cost, if you push your
insults too far."

" Then select your friend,
without more urging."

No, I will not."
"Then you must apologise

for what you have said, and
that too in the presence of
others."

" So far from that, I 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. The 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 best

CHAPTER VII.

A BLOW AND WHAT FOLLOWED.

Fon 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 heroic 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 upon
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 high in her esteem.

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 fouh ihim
laboring under a vioient attack
of fever, and wildly delirious.

OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE.
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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
intrude 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
piazza, of the White Deer as
he 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

r Y
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of this singular conduct on ceeded in preventing me chase
your part !" -" tising a villain now ; but we

" You have it already in shall meet again, and then let

your hypocritical heart," re- him beware !" ..
plied Arthur, sharply. Then On arriving at his father's
addressing the others, " This house, he immediately re-
man," hesaid, " whom I once paired to his own apartment,
called friend, I here publicly and did not leave it again that
denounce as a wolf in sheep's day, notwithstanding the ear-
clothing-as a base and un- nest entreaties of his parents
principled villain, who- will that he would spend an hour
sacrifice friendship to self, and or two with them in the par-
stoop to any meanness that lor. He refused to eat, also,
will accomplish his purpose." and went to bed fasting-but

Clifford, on hearing this, not once did his eyes close

appeared to be seized with in sleep. -No ! he lay and
violent rage; and springing thought, struggled with him-
to Arthur, ere any one could self, wrestled manfully with

interfere, struck him a smart the demon that had entered
blow, exclaiming: his soul, and prayed earnestly

" There if you are not a to be delivered from evil.

coward, resent that !" Feverish and haggard, he
Th'e by-standers now arose the next morning, before

rushed between the parties any one else was astir, and
and prevented any further went out, directing his steps
collision-otherwise, there is towards the village. As he

no telling what might have was passing the dwelling of
been the consequence-for the Waldegraves; he looked

Arthur was excited to a point up, and, as chance or fate

of madness, and, weak as he would have it, saw the face
was, it took two strong men to of Marian at one of the upper
hold him. . windows. She bowed a re-

"A blow !" he shouted- cognition, and beckoned to
"a blow !-the stigma of a him at the same time. He

blow can only be effaced by returned her salute, coldly
blood ! 0, he shall pay dear- and haughtily, and seemed

ly for this !" about to pass on ; but stopped,
It was at least an hour ere, hesitated a moment, and then

Arthur in any degree became turned his steps towards the
tranquillized;' and his last mansion. Marian met him
words to those who had inter- at the door, and seemed much

fered between him and Er- agitated.
nest, as he was on the point "I have much wished to

of being driven home, were: see you of late, Arthur," she
"Gentlemen, you have suc- said, in a tremulous tone -
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" but for some reason you "And why are we changed
appear to avoid me. I have Arthur? it is of that I wish to
never had one moment's con- speak. I feel toward you theversation with you, except in warm, sincere friendship of a
the presence of others, since sister, and I would have youthe night you called here, be- regard me as such, since-"
fore the accident of the She paused, and the color
bridge : why is this ?" mounted to her face, for she" I did not know you wished felt she was on the point ofto see me alone," he replied, venturing an expression that
with an air of reserve; "and might be misconstrued.
you are aware that I have "Since you are engaged tobeen much confined to my another," said Arthur, a littlebed. since then by sickness." tartly, completing the sen-

"Oh, yes, you have been tence in a very different man-
very, very ill, Arthur; but, ner than Marian had intended.thank God! you are still ini "No, Arthur," she repliedthe land of the living. But "that is not true-I am not
you look pale and ill now,. engaged to'another."
Arthur; I fear you are far' "Well, about to be, then--from well; come in and rest it is all the same."
you awhile, and let us talk as " Nay, nor about to be,of ol ." Arthur. I suppose you al-ko, Marian, that cannot lude to Mr. Clifford; but--"be," returned Arthur, sadly, "Mention not his name inallowing himself to be con- my presence," cried Arthur,ducted into the parlor, where flushing with indignation;
he chose a seat beside a win- "and let me charge you to be-dow, which he openecdto catch ware of him, Marian! for he
the refreshing breath of the is a dissembling villain, and Imorning, have denounced him as such."

"And why can it not be, "Yes, I have heard."
Arthur ?" inquired Marian. "Who told ou ?" de-
"Oh ! if you could but know manded Arthur, quickly.
what I have suffered, in think- "Why," replied Marian,
mg you angry with me, me- with some hesitation, and
thinks, you would not con- coloring as she spoke-" hetime so cruel." was here himself last night,

"I am not angry with you, and is very sorry that-"
Marian," replied Arthur; "I " No more !" said Arthur,
am not cruel; but we are rising, "I will take my leave:
changed; we are no longer you cannot entertain him atwhat we were; and therefore, night and me in the morn
we cannot meet as in theing."
days that are past." "t 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-
temperate language led him
to lift 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

malignancy 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 ! I could tell you-
but no ! why should I?
Enough that if you heed not
.ny warning, you will live to
repent it ! As you have be-
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 ! how
know you this?"

" He as good as told me so."
"When?"
" The morning 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."

"And you believed him ?"

110 WALDE-WARRED'; 
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"I had no reason to doubt

his word."
"Have you any for doubt-

ing mine ?"
" No, Arthur-what a sin-

gular question !" said Marian,
in surprise.

"Were I to flatly deny
what he has said, which
would you believe ?"

"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-"

"0 , I understand," inter-

rupted Arthur : "you need
be at no further pains to find
a reason for the impropriety
of bidding him stay away.
But I hear others stirring;
and as I am not in a mood for
greeting either of your parents,
I will take my leave."

" But, Arthur, we are to be
friends !" said Marian, in a
tremulous tone, holding out
her soft, white hand.

" Certainly, Marian-cer-
tainly-I will not again part

t
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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..
"I 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 tears 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 publicly disgraced ; and
as soon as I have settled this
affair with Mr. Clifford, I
shall bid adieu to Walde-
Warren."

" Oh ! this is sorrowful
news," sighed Marian, still
weepmng.' "I armhappy to know you
will regret my absence."

" Could you doubt it, Ar-
thur ?"

"When a man's most cher-
ished companion-his bosom
friend -his confidant -sud-
denly becomes an open, bitter
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,
in a faltering tone.

"Perhaps so; I will not
promise, as I may leave sud-
denly."1

"Oh, yes, Arthur, I must

see you again ! this is surely
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 not
quarrel with him!"

"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
unusual energy.

" Why not?"
." Because I somehow fear

the result of this meeting. I
have a presentiment of some-
thing dreadful !"
. 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 ?" inquired Arthur, not a
little surprised. And. then,
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a sudden thought flashing
across his mind: "Let me
see your hand !" 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 leave
your hand : how is this?"

" Hear me !" gasped, rather
than said, Marian, sinking
upon a seat, greatly agitated.

" Well, speak !" cried Ar-
thur, sternly.

"Why-There, now, do
not be angry,- Arthur ! Oh
say you will not be angry.?"

"Speak !" 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 !" cried Arthur,
interrupting 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 hpuse, in
a state of mind bordering on
frenzy, and bent his course
for the White Deer Inn.

CHAPTER VIII.

THE AWFUL DEED.

THE reader, who has closely
followed us in our story of
life, cannot have failed to per-
ceive the marked change
which has taken place in Ar-

thur Warren, since his return
from abroad with one he be-
lieved to be his friend; and
the causes of this change are
likewise known to him
Then, he was buoyant, spi-
rited, and happy-looking
upon -life as a bright reality,
unshadowed by clouds ; but
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 noble 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 shattered
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
suddenly obstructed, will
send its waters backward
with the greatest velocity ;
and, as in this case, so in
every other ; one extreme, if
suddenly checked, gives us
another directly its opposite

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 is 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, as to be re-
ceived only with great caution.
after a careful examination
and proper test. There might
be such a thing as pure, dis-
interested friendship, he
thought ; but the cases of the
reality were at the same time
so rare,, that they might be
said 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,

I 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
innocent.

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, a lad of sixteen, standing
on the piazza, cleaning a gun;
and of hini he inquired if
Mr. Clifford was yet stirring.

" Yes, sir," was the reply ;
"he came down about fifteen
minutes ago, and went up
your way. If you came di-
rect from home, it's a wonder
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you 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 is the coward."

The traveled road which
ran through the village, as we
have previousl 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 the 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, 1eprovingly; "for if they
meet, there will surely be a
quarrel."

" Well, if they want to fight,
I reckon it's best to let 'em,"
said the lad.

" Well, sirrah! I reckon it
isn't," replied the father stern-
ly. "I should be sorry to have
the village disgraced by a filgh -
and besides, if these young
men meet, something more
serious than an ordinary fight
may result from it; and as I
have a regard for both, I am-
determined to interfere, though
I may not be thanked for my
pains. Who knows but this
may end in a secret duel? I
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 a steep
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 fas..
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 a run, and did not
slacken his pace to a walk till
near the pass so often alluded
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to, though he failed to over-
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 a leafy 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-
ing--the sun had not suffi-
ciently risen above the hill to
throw his rays here at all-
and consequently at the mo-
nment Nixon passed beneath
the trees, the light here was
rather like the approach of
night than that which belongs
to sun-rise. At first, therefore,
he saw nothing distinctly; but
after having advanced some
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 was on his
knees, with his back toward
Nixon, and so disposed that

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 merciful 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,
eager, excited tone.

"As I said before, I feared
it, Mr. Warren."

"Then you have si nicion
of who has done it ?" cried
Arthur.

"More than suspicion," re-
plied Nixon, pointedly.

"Speak ! quick ! who is he?
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name him !" and Arthur, in his
excitement, would have laid
his bloody hand on Nixon's
arm, but the latter drew quick-
ly back, with a shudder.

"I have no need to name
him, while he carries such
damning evidence of his
crime," rplied Nixon, point-
ing to the other's hands:

Arthur looked down, with
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 so ? they cannot, they
will not, the dare not accuse
me! Sir," he continued, ad-
dressing Nixon, "appearances
are against me ; but as God is
my judge, and as I hope for
mercy in another world, I am
not guilty of this deed !"

" I would I could believe
you, Arthur -Warren," re-
turned the other, with a sor-
rowful shake of the head.

"And do you not? can you
believe me capable of so foul

a crime?" cried Arthur, with
passionate energy.

"When one is 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 in
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
hands bloody, and a bloody
knife in your hands. What
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
you had followed him, I fol-
lowed you both, lest, without
the interference of a third par-
ty, something like this should
happen."

" I see ! I see !" groaned
Arthur, wringing his hands;
"circumstances have made ine
a murderer. Oh, fate ! thy
work is done, and I am lost!
But God, who sits above the
tribunals of man, and readeth
the heart, knoweth my inno-
cence. I did follow Clifford,
to chastise him for the blow
he gave me yesterday-that
is true-but I never contem-
plated a deed - like this. I
found him as you see him,
with the knife buried in his

,
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heart. I was shocked, bewil- would advise you to fly whiledered, horrified; and scarcely opportunity presents; in allknowing what I did, I stooped probability, if you go now,down to see if life were extinct. you will escape; I will notMy eye falling upon the knife, lift a hand to detain you."I was struck with its resem- "You mistake me," said
blance to one I had recently Arthur, proudly; "though
iost ; and instinctively, as it very life depended on takingwere, without a thought of your counsel, I would not stirthe consequence, I drew it a single step. No, I will abideforth, and, to my utter aston- my fate, whatever it may be;-ishment, found it indeed was none but cowards and" themy own. In this manner my guilty flee. Come, let us awayhands became bloody; and I at once; you shall tell yourwas examining it as you came tale, and I will confirm it.ap and surprised me. This, There is a God above us all;Mr. Nixon, is the real truth; and if it be his decree that Ibut I comprehend sufficiently shall wrongly suffer, so be it;the position in which a chain I can die like a man, strong inof circumstances has placed mine own innocence."

me, to deem it useless to repeat " But think of your friendsmy tale." Arthur ?"
",You are right, Mr. War- "No more, Mr. Nixon,"

ren, was the rejoinder ; "it said Arthur, with stern. reso-would be little better than use- lution. "I know you meanless to repeat your story, for I me well, but you give bad
fear your best friends would counsel. Gome, there, is nonot believe it. Oh, heaven ! time for delay."
this is a sad business ; and I " You are a noble fellow,"regret that I have any thing rejoined Nixon, "and it grievesto do with it; but I must back me to think of the trouble thatto the village and report what has come upon you. ComeI haave seen. An quest must since you are resolved, let usbe held upon this body before go."
it can be removed. But, Ar- The two accordingly set offthur," he continued, "I feel toward the village, following
for you deeply, and for your the road. Both were busyfamily ; it will be a terrible with their thoughts,. but
blow for them; and whether neither gave voice to them.innocent or guilty, I for one When he came opposite his
would not like to see you ar- father's house, Arthur spokeraigned before the bar of jus- for the first time since quitting
4tice; do you understand me?" the presence. of the dead.

"I know not that I do." "By your leave, Mr. Nixon,""Then in plain language, I he said, "I will be the one to8
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118 WALDE-WARREN- A TALE

break this terrible news to my. an abstracted- gaze, and appa

parents. Go forward, and tell rently unconscious of every

your story ; but do not reflect thing around him. His father

upon me more than is neces- spoke to him, but he did not

sary. Say that I am here, and heed him; and advancing to

voluntarily yield myself up to him, Mr. Warren took hold

the law." of his arm, saying, in a tone

" I will do as you desire," of some alarm :

was the answer, and the two "Arthur ! Arthur ! why do
separated. you not speak to. me

On reaching the house, Ar- The latter turned upon his

thur met his father at the.door. father, with a kind of. a spas-
" Ah, I am glad you have modic start, and seemed at

returned Arthur," said the lat- first a little bewildered, as one

er, "for I was beginning to suddenly aroused from sleep.-

grow uneasy at your absence. then glancing to the pale face

It is only within a few minutes of his mother, who stood in

I had learned you had left the anxious expectation, he utter-

house, which, being unusual ed a deep groan, and motioned

with you at this hour, occa- them to be seated.

signed . me some surprise. -"I have shocking news for

Whither have you been, my you," he said ; " prepare your-

son? you look pale and agi- selves for the worst !" .

tated." " Go on !" almost gasped his

"Where is mother ?" was father, while his mother sank,

Arthur's only reply. upon a seat, and fairly held her

"In the kitchen, superin- breath.
tending the breakfast." "Ernest Clifford is dead !"

"Pray call her into the par- said Arthur, in an agitated

for ! I have sad news for you tone.b .h
both." "Dead !" echoed both his

"Ha ! what has happened, hearers in the same breath.

Arthur ?" . " Ay, my dear parents, he

" I must tell you both at has been murdered."
once. Go, father, hasten, and "Murdered !" exclaimed
call her! for this delay is tor- both, with a convulsive gasp o
ture to me as well as you ;" horror.

and as his father departed,-Ar- "Yes, father-yes, mother

thur repaired to the parlor, -murdered; and though in-

and threw, himself heavily nocent as either of you, a chain

upon a seat. of circumstances fixes the hor-

When Mr. and Mrs. War- rible crime upon me."
ren entered the room, they " Upon you, Arthur ?"
found Arthur pale as death, his shrieked Mr. Warren, while

eyes dixed on the ceiling, with Mrs. Warren sank back in her
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chair, with a fond mother's own room, and laid upon the
cry of anguish. " Oh, God ! 'bed, where the usual restora-
support us in this trying mo-. tives in such cases were ap-
ment !" pursued the agonised plied, but for a long time
father. "Oh! this is indeed without avail'. Pete was sent
terrible news !-but if you are in all haste for the village
innocent, Arthur, you can physician ; but ere the latter
prove yourself so-surely you arrived, Mrs. Warren had re-
can prove yourself so I" covered from her swoon, only,

" Alas !" groaned Arthur- as it were, to show her afflict-
" buoy yourself up with no ed friends that another heavy
such hope, for it is better that calamity had befallen them-
you be not deceived." for, alas ! her reason was

"Speak! speak, my dear gone.
boy ! tell me all! give me all God, in his mercy, has pro-
the particulars, and theu I can vided different ways for us to
judge for myself." bear up under the inflictions

"But my dear mother--I he in his wisdom sends; and
fear she will not be able to one among the rest, is a kind.
bear so much ill news at. of stupefaction, which not un-
once," said Arthur with wild frequently succeeds to great
emotion. " See ! she faints !" and overwhelming griefs. This

" No, no," murmured Mrs. was the case with Arthur and
Warren, faintly; "go on, Ar- his father: To have judged
thur; I would know all; I merely from their appearance,
cannot bear suspense." as they moved listlessly about

Arthur then proceeded to re- the chamber of the invalid,
late, in a hurried, excited tone, one would have pronounced
much that is known to the them indifferent spectators, or
reader; but when he came to persons under the somniferous
speak of how he had been dis- influence of opiates.
covered by Mr. Nixon beside On the arrival of Dr. Potter,
the corpse, with his own knife who reported the village in
in his hands, and his hands a state of the. greatest excite-
red with the blood of the vic- ment, Arthur, in a quiet tone,
tim, as they still were, Mrs. said:
Warren, unable to endure "I can no longer be of anv
more, uttered a deep groan, use'to my dear mother-there-and fell senseless to the floor. fore I will retire to my own".See! it has already killed room. Save you father, I
my dear mother !" he cried, will see no one till the officer
springing to her side. comes to arrest me. I know

Servants were called, and my doom, and shall try to
Mrs. Warren was borne in a meet it with fortitude, re-
state of unconsciousness to her lying solely upon mine. own
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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
bosom 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. But cheer up!
all may not be so bad as it

seems. Surely, you did not
think Arthur guilty ?"

"I trust in God not; but 1
the evidence against him will
convict him-of that I feel
certain."-

"Oh! 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! that's
the Mosaic lane, and Moses
was a great lan' giver,"
shrieked the maniac-mother,
starting up in bed.

An icy shudder pervaded
the frame of every one who

_..- -
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heard that awful and seem
ingly prophetic denunciation.

"Oh, God ! support me!"
groaned Warren.

"I must caution you to be
exceedingly careful of what
is said in the presence of the
patient," admonished the
Doctor.

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 in-
telligent jury. Marian took
exceptions.

I 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."

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 body
of the murdered - Clifford.
Nixon gave, in his testimony,
and the verdict of the jury
was rendered in accordance
with the facts-" That the

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; but the
truth is, lie was so universally
known and beloved, his father
stood so high in the esteem
of the community, that no
one cared to act in the matter
vit.h more haste than the law

actually compelled; and had
Arthur- takenthe 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 affhicted
father, and on entering, he
said :

"I have come on an un-
welcome errand,- Mr. War-
ren."

"You must do your duty
-I have been long expecting

you," was Arthur's reply.
I have only one request 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,

71

"and a covered vehicle is at
the door."

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 evens
seem to see her; with his
eyes on the ground, looking
neither to 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.

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 town of Bertram, the seat.
of the county in which the
fatal deed had been 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-
out the country was immense,
and quite a mob gathered
about 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. For a
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 kill
you both, father, and that is
my keenest pang. Were it
not so, I should care 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 ?"

"I have learned that- man-
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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."

" If you refer to Marian in
these remarks," said Mr. Wal-
degrave, who Mood 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 now facts. The

principal testimony, of
course, was that of Nixon ;
and that was proof convincing
to all minds that Arthu* did
the deed. Even 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
.beside his gory victim. 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
conviction that his son was a
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
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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 guiltless 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
riot Clifford, who did? and for
what purpose. The day be-
fore they had quarreled-
Ernest had struck Arthur-
Arthur had said the stigma
could only be effaced by blood
-had sought Ernest 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 blood, beside the body,
with the knife. that had done
the deed-his own knife, too,
as he himself admitted, in his
hands. 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, money, and
several valuable articles, had
been found untouched on his
person-showing that no rob-
bery had been committed-
the only motive it was sup-
posed any one else would
have in perpetrating the deed.
Added to all this, it was an
early hour in the morning,
when out 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, you
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-I
care not if it be a dungeon--
where no eye but that of God,
who knoweth the heart, can
behold me. I thank you,
friends-deeply thank you-
thank you from my heart, for
your sympathy; but I can
read in the eyes of all-ay,
even of you, father-the con-
viction that my hand slew
Clifford-and I 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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nounce me guilty, I will meet
my fate like a man. I can
die but once, and I prefer
even death to a life of dis-
grace."

These few remarks made
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:

" Sir, after what I have said,
you dare not accept securities
for iny 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 circuit
court.

For several days Arthur
gave himself up to gloomy
meditations, refusing to see
any one but his father, his
counsel, and the jailor. He,

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
to grow peevish, restless, and
his eyes assumed a peculiar
glare, that seemed to betoken

_a gradual 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 not unfre-
quently rode in the night, foi
he took such times as he could
best be spared from his af-
flicted wife-became alarmed
lest the son should eventually
be like the mother ; and called
in a very eminent physician,
who, after an hour's conversa-
tioi with Arthur, gave it as
his opinion, that the terrible
malady was advancing upon
him, caused by great disap..
pointment, and the continual
brooding upon one subject ;
and said that unless his mind
could be diverted into another
channel, the loss of reason
must certainly follow.

In the prison Arthur enjoy-
ed unusual privileges; his cell
was the pleasantest, and best,
ventilated ; was carpeted, and
furnished with every comfort
-a good bed, table, and chairs
-and the walls were adorned
with pictures of. a quiet and
cheerful nature ; the best of
viands tempted his appetite,
and he was informed that he
could leave his cell and walk
in the prison yard at certain

I
1 1
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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 a happy idea, Mr. War-
ren thought, for Arthur had
always been fond of books;
and the next day afine library
of poetry, romance, history,
and scientific works was
placed before him. Arthur
seemed surprised; and though
he said little, his father was
rejoiced to see 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 Clif-
ford's arrival in Walde-War-
ren. Still he retained much
of his misanthropical feelings,
and refused all visitors, 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

aI
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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 I expect no more from
them than I get. Besides,
they suit all my varying hu-
mors, and their name is legion.
If poetically inclined ,here
can I 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 I
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, and all
the nobler and holier attri-
butes., What need I more,
father ?"

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 t" 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 I said before, I feel it is
better for her to be uncon-
scious 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,",answered
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 ?"

"Yes, and has positively
declared it from the first."

"Why have I not known
this ?" said Arthur, with in-
creased emotion.

Because you would not.
Did you not forbid the men-
tion of her name in your pre-
sence ? and when I bore her

I

earnest entreaty that you
would see her, did you not re-
fuse in terms of scorn and in-
dignation ?"

" I did, I did," replied Ar-
thur, " for I believed her
false."

" Oh ! Arthur, cried his fa-
ther-" how have you wrong-

ed that girl !-and oh ! how
much has she suffered, in si-
lence, without a murmur!
Daily does she come 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 is
yours, wholly yours, and has
ever been! I -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 her,

to revive her drooping spirits.
Arthur, do not be offended, if I
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 I can see
her fading away, day by
day."

" Oh, I am a wretch !" cried
Arthur, with a burst of enlo-
tion he no longer tried to con

" he grieves, Arthur, but
harbors no unkind thought ;
she would give her life for
your's, I am certain."

" Say no more, father ! say
no more ! I cannot bear more.
Oh, bid her come to me to-
morrow! and I will make all
the reparation in my power :
alas ! that is but little."

"This will be the happiest
¢,
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CHAPTER X.

LOVE AND GRIEF.

IT was a warm, clear, beau-
tiful summer morning, and
Arthur Warren sat by the
window of- his cell, looking

trol. "I am a wretch ! I see night she has known for many
it all;" and he covered his a troubled week," replied Mr.
face and groaned. "If she Warren ; "and I will hasten
is true," he continued-" if home to glad her aching
she loves- me, I have indeed heart."
deceived myself; and the " Fly ! father-fly ! oh,
fruit of my base, unmanly lose not a moment! Can it
suspicions and conduct, is all be that the night of my ad-
the misery that has been versity is already breaking
brought upon us.' If she is into morn ? Yes, it must be
true, then is the world not so so-else why does the bright
bad as I have thought it. star of hope which I fain
Poor Marian ! if I have would think precedes , the
so wronged her, I shall never dawn of prosperity, shed its
forgive myself-but heavily mild and cheering rays upon
have I been punished already. my heart? Fly ! father-fly!
Ah! what strange mortals we and say what you will---but
are ! and how much of our make happy the heart of dear
happiness or misery dates Marian !"
with ourselves-finds its foun- For more than an hour af-
tam head in our hearts! Do ter his father left him, Arthur
you think she will forgive me, paced the floor of his cell in
father?" great agitation; and then

" You shall ask her that throwing himself upon the
question yourself, Arthur; and bed, gave vent to his feelings
after what has passed, it is no in a flood of tears-the first
more than right you should." he had shed within the walls

"Father, I would see her of his prison;
alone ; will she come to me, Oh, tears! blessed tears !
think you ?" happy are they who can weep ;

Do, you then doubt her for mighty griefs too oft make
still ? dry the founts of the soul-

"But I have so wronged and burning thought, un-
her. quenched, consumes the heart..
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forth, through the iron grate,
upon a pleasant landscape.
The view was toward the
east, and a few dwellings of
the town of Bertram was vi-
sible, and beyond them green
and flowery fields, shaded
here and there by trees, in
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 it, 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
garland 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
pure affection and love-did
he believe them the gates of
a ~soul that harbored one
thought of deceit? Did he.
deem those rosy lips, which
his own in childish innocence
and admiration so often press-
ed, could utter an untruth?
No! he would as soon 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
another more false and treach-
erous still! Oh ! how much
we lose, in losing the inno-
cence of childhood ! It is the
lifting of the silver veil which
hangs before the- Mokanna of
the future, and we shudder
at what we behold ! 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 Eden of happiness.

" Wretch am I, that I could
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
she were come ! that I might
ask her forgiveness !"

As he spoke, he had a
glimpse of a.carriage, passing
along the road below him.
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His cell was so situated, that
he could only see the upper
portion of it, and he only saw
it 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, ever and
anon stopping to listen, with
his breath suspended. Pre-
sently he heard the rattling
of bolts and bars, the opening
and shutting of ponderous
doors, and knew that some
one had entered the prison.
The noise drew nearer, and
he involuntarily placed his
hand upon his heart, to still
its beatings. Nearer it came,
stopped at his door, and as he
heard the lgey 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 shriek 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,

-,

he murmured her name. Still
she stirred not, spoke not; and
gently altetng 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
heart, as unworthy of his love,
and deemed mankind selfish
and base, because of her fal
sity ! Ah! 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-
ness ?-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-
led some on her face. Soon
she showed signs of returning
animation ; and carefully seat-
ing her in a chair, he removed
her hood, kneeling beside her,
and taking one of her soft
white hands 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

4 ; 
a

-

,;

jE,

J

;}

c' .

a

t

i.

S

t

t )

t
,

.;

, °

',

,

;'

. t

f

1

,y

i

4j 

i

.



130 WAL-DE-WARREN; A TALE

4

F
I;

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
seemed only to comprehend
in part her situation ; but
the soul, regaining its empire,
made her face radiant with
joy and sadness commingled;R
and while a sweet, melancholy
smile played around her lips,
her eyes filled with tears.

"Arthur !" 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 brightness-and gently
taking her hand again, Arthur
said:

"Can you forgive me, dear
Marian ?".

"Oh, Arthur, it is I who
should ask that question of
you."

"Nay, no more of that !"
cried Arthur, with energy-
"no more of that, Marian !
I could bear your scorn better

OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL ,EVIDENCE.

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
innocent of the crime of which
I stand accused.'

"I do, Arthur-O, I do !"

"Bless you for this! bless
you! And now tell me why
you think so, dear Marian?
for you, of all my friends,
have best cause for thinking
otherwise-as I left you in
a bitter mood to seek Ernest,
notwithstanding your prayer
to the contrary. 0, tell me
why you think me guiltless
of his death ?"

"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."

"Heaven bless you, dear
Marian, for this unwavering
confidence in my integrity !-
but in return, I must stand
condemned before you-for
I 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 extenua-
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
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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,4urning pale as death:
"(id you then love me, Ar -
thur ?"

" 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 seek to tear,
that love from my heart."

" Oh, what a fatal mis-
take !" cried Marian. '"I did
not know this, Arthur ; I
never dreamed it;.I thought
-(her voice faltered, and her
eyes sought the ground) I
thought you loved another."

"Ha ! methinks I see
through all this !" exclaimed
Arthur: "were you not told
so Marian ?"

"Not in so many words;
but I was given to understand
so, by some casual remarks
of Mr. Clifford."

" Yes ! yes ! I see ! Oh,
the-. But he has gone
to his account, and I will say
nothing harsh. And yet,
Marian, you said he always
spoke of me in the highest
terms?"

"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 het led you to think I
loved another ?"

"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,in
order that you might not feel
compelled through courtesy to
wait upon me. I fancied yor
knew the secret of my heart
-that I had too palpably made
known its love for you-and
that if you did not actually de-
spise me, you wished it other-
wise. I was told you esteemed
me, regarded me as a friend,
looked upon me as a sister-
and maidenly delicacy would
permit me to show no other
feeling toward you, if I could
avoid it. You confirmed me
in this belief-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 I too
had been told, by the same de-
signing individual, that you
looked upon me as a brother.
Oh ! Marian, you said 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 ?"

"What ! do you begin to
doubt now ?"

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 I mean, ifI had
not gone to seek him in an an-
gry mood, I should never have
placed myself in a position to
be suspected of his death " '

" I understand you now.
Ah ! how guarded we should
be in all our actions, since there
may be a fae 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 its
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 destruction
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
acknQwledge, that had this
point been changed in the
smallest possible degree, the

I
OF CIRCUMS'i'ANTIAL EVIDENCE. 133

result must have been entirely
different-as astream turned
never so little from its channel,
near its source, may perhaps
water another country. Yes,
Marian, yes-we cannot be too
guarded, even in 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 missing 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."

" Tlhe time for blaming you,
sweet Marian, has gone by,
thank heaven !" said Arthur,
with sad earnestness. "I no
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, I missed the
ring from my finger, and next
saw -it in the possession of
Mr. 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 I do? I could not
compel its return, and he was

the preserver of my life, and,
as I then believed, your
friend."

" 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, that even
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-
nanded 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 I 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 alarm, her sweet
features now becoming deadly

J

pale ; "part, Arthur? must
we then part ?"

" You see me here, Marian,
accused of a horrible crime,"
said Arthur, in a voice of
deep emotion.

" Well, but you are inno-
cent, Arthur ?"

" 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 ?"

" Oh, yes, they must,--they
must; you will say you did
not kill Clifford, and 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! you terrify me, Ar-
thur ?" cried Marian.

" Better that you should'.
prepare yourself for what is
about to take place."

"Can an innocent man be
condemned, - dear Arthur ?"
cried Marian, greatly excited.

" Many have been ere now,
dearest."

"And executed, Arthur?"
"Ay, and executed."
" Will heaven look on and

permit it?"
"Heaven sometimes .does,
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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 affliction ; and I
must pray for new strength
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
I 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."

" Oh, I dreamed not of
this," cried the other, with a
burst of grief ; "it is terrible,
terrible," and covering her
face, 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,
Arthur, you may be pardoned
-the law is not always car-
ried into effect."

"If convicted, I would hard-
ly accept my life from the
Governor," returned the other,
gloomily.

"But for my sake you would,
Arthur ?" pursued Marian,
eagerly.

"For your sake," he rejoin-
ed, sadly : "Ah ! Marian, I fear
you do not fully comprehend
your own idea; it would be
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
attach to me; and I could
never stand up again -like a
man, with the proud consci-
ousness there was no stain
upon my honor; and to live
degraded and disgraced I could
not."

-" But you could go where
you are not known ?" per-
sisted Marian.

" Well, and should I be hap-
py among strangers? should I
not feel that every one had a
right to shun me? and how,
with this feeling uppermost,
could I ever mingle in society
again ?"

" But could we not live in
retirement and be happy, Ar-
thur ?" said Marian, blushing
at her own ingenuous words.

" We?" repeated Arthur, em-

phatically, with a peculiar ex-
pression : " we ? Could you
then consent to link your fate
to a pardoned criminal, Ma-
rian ?"
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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.

" 0, 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 ?" cried
the other.

" Because I would not be
so 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
feeling; "hope it not ; it could
never be. No, if I am con-
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 cried,
again bursting into tears.

" I would I could give you
hope, dearest Marian," he re-
plied, in a voice scarcely audi-
ble ; " but I would not deceive
you"

After some further conver-
sation, all tending to the same
point, Marian, wth tearful
eyes, bade Arthur adieu, and
returned home, more depress-

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 XI.

THE TRIAL.

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 though
they could give him little
hope of a full acquittal by
jury, yet they did much to
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 spirits. While he believed
mankind false, he cared little
what they thought of him,
and the future gae him no
uneasiness-for he fancied he
had reached the ultima thule
of misery, and even death 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 was entirely changed;
and he looked forward to that
point of time, which must
make certain an uncertainty,
with eagerness and 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-
sician 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
so dear to him! Should Ar-
thur be. acquitted, all might

OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE.

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,
and the 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 into 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 curiosity, 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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that the sheriff and constables
* had no little difficulty in forc-

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 still
hung around the court-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
some, could hardly credit the
fact, that that thin, pale, hag-
gard, melancholy -face, .be-
longed to the once gay,
sprightly, noble-hearted Ar-
thur Warren.

Ere the sensation caused
by the prisoner's entrance
had fairly subsided, it was re-
newed, in degree, by the ap-I
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
veil 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 crier calling
out, in a loud voice:

" Silence 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 coun-
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; but they under-
rated his character ; for heWas 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-
dicted 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 to 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 cetera, 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
it something awful, "you are
now put upon a trial for your
life ; you have heard the ac-
cusation; do you plead guilty
or not guilty ."

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,
distinct, and almost startling

and the prisoner r'esumed 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 exp acted
to prove ; but these facts,
being already known to the
reader, it 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 company with the ac-
cused-both 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 honr,
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 le 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
sensation in the court-room-
among the bench, jury, bar,
and spectators-was, to use

t

an expressive erm, tremen-
dous; and it was thought by
many there was no possibility
of the prisoner being ac-
quitted. The knife being
produced, with which the
fatal deed had been committed,
it was identified by the wit-
ness as the one he had seen
in the hand of the accused.

" And this knife, may it
please the court," said the
attorney for the prosecution,
a we can, if necessary, prove
to be the property of the ac-

cused."
" We shall not require you

to do so," replied the counsel
for the prisoner, "since the
accused, openly through me,
acknowledges the fact, 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 charged."'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
Iis wounds, of which there
were three-and named 'the
articles that were on his per-
son.

"Do you think the wounds
were all made with that
knife ?" inquired the counsel
for defence, pointing to the
fatal weapon.

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 npot the deceased
have inflicted them upon
himself?"

"I 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
-to say nothing of the third
wound on. the thorax, which
he would not have been likely
to have made at all."

" Was there any evidence
of there having been resis-
tance on the part of the de-
'ceased ?"

"There was a slight flesh-
cut, leading from the stab 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 apgry from his
looks."

On the conclusion of young
Nixon's testimony, the court
adjourned.'

At an early hour on the fol-
lowing morning, the court-
yard was again crowded by
hundreds of eager persons,
and the scene presented on the
opening of the Court was so
much 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
downcast, 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 said he was
one of several present who
had interfered to separate
them.

"Did you observe the pri-
soner closely," inquired the
prosecution, " after he was
struck ?"

"I did, for I had hold of
him."

" How did he conduct him-
self?"

"Like a man insane with
passion."

" You say he made use of

threatening language-will
you repeat his words ?"

"'A blow !" he cried ; 'a
blow ! the stigna of a blow can
only be effacel by blood ! Oh,
he shall pay dearly for this !'"
and the witness continued to
repeat much more that was
said. of a like nature-with
which, however, we do not
think necessary to trouble the
reader-concluding with Ar-'
thur's last words, as he drove
away : "'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, perhaps,
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 produce, but 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---here
she comes."

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 simple 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-room; and the words,
'- Silence," 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
cane to a violent death."

" He was," replied Marian,
in a tone scarcely audible.

" We shall spare you aI

U,f

repetition of much that was
said at that interview-hut
we wish you to state all that
was spoken concerning the
deceased."

After a short pause, during
which Marian seemed to be
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-
tween Arthur and herself rela-
tive to Ernest 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 ?"

" Not as it did happen,"
replied Marian ; "my fear
was that the opposite party
would be the victim-for I
believed 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 Waldegrave1"
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 to 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 a lofty 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 inno-
cent of the murder of Ernest
Clifford."

There was no tremor in the
voice of Marian as she said
this-her bearing had in 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 the room, but
was quickly checked by the
sharp, angry voice of the at-
torney, who said :

"You take a great respon-
sibility pon yourself madam;
may weknow 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 in view, that of de-
fending the character of him
she loved; "and I appeal to
all present-(here 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,
unable 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, in a severe tone, as soon
as he could make his voice
heard. " All persons, of which-
ever sex, must henceforth con-
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fine themselves within the
limits of propriety, or suffer,
the penalty for contempt of
court."

But fewmore 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 afternoon, the court ad-

journed.

CHAPTER XII.

THE DEFENCE.

MOST of the third day was
occupied by the defence, in
proving the previous good
character of the accused ; and
no 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 in 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

I'

early hour to seek the deceas-
ed, evidently with a vindic-
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 knife, 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-as if a
man who had slain another,
would stop at a mere false-
hood to 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 prisoner ;
though what he would find to
say touching the case, was a
matter of general wonder to
every body ; for that Arthur l 
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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
6n 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.
Tlhe 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
-a fine, noble looking man
-opened the defence, in the
cool, calm, unimpassioned tone
of one who knew his own
power, and felt confidence in
his own mental resources. He
began by saying that the case
before the court 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 upwar~ls 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, is 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 had
been adduced to prove the
character of. the prisoner-a
character, he said, for honor,
honesty, high-mindedness, no-
bleness 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,
"I 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-
sitive, evidence. In the first
place, there has not been a
particle of evidence brought
forward, to prove that the
accused 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,
unless he resented it, as every.
gentleman should. Now, gen-
tlemen of the Jury, had he
retaliated at the time-had he
even slain on the spot the man
who struck him-which of

you present would cry him
guilty 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 ? 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 suppose a little further.
Suppose the prisoner, when
found, had declared he had
overtaken the deceased, they,
had again quarrelled; and in-the heat of excitement, he had
killed him-which of you,
gentlemen, would doubt this
story, knowing as you do his
unblemished character for
truth and veracity ? Not one;
for each would say to himself,
'It is reasonable-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 nmilful 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; I 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 hold 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 not 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
proved he never uttered. Were
he 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 looked into
very closely, and one part
considered with another, is
very likely 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-accused 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 placed
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 sheriff
to come and take him? Is this
the conduct of a man base
enough to do a 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-for if so, he would
have acknowledged to the
deed ; and yet he denies it;
but denies it in such a way,
mark you ! as to make it tell
most against him. How then
are you to reconcile theme
facts with his guilt ? You
cannot do it.

"But now, gentlemen ofithe
Jury, I will place 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 suppose that, as the con-
trary. Well he comes to the
road, following the deceased,
who was far enough in ad-'
vance of him to give another,
if lying in wait, time to (10 the
deed and escape-so that there
is nothing impossible in this
surmise :--Well, he comes up,
and finds him stretched 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 lie had lost-and he natu-
rally draws it forth to see;
and while examining it, and
wondering how it got there,
he is surprised by Mr. Nixon.
Does not this supposition re-
concile you to the exclamation,
' 0, mercifulheaven, look here?'
words expressive of astonish-
ment and horror, but not of
fear nor guilt, nor such as a
guilty man would utter? 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,
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naturally rejoined, 'Then you
knew something of it?' 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;
is it not perfectly in keep-
ing with his innocence, that he
should let the knife fall in
horror, and shriek forth, 'Mer-
cifid God! what have I done?'
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 ,knife, 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 was murdered-I
will .state an event that may
tend to fix suspicion in an :3 I
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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 passed between them;
how Ernest 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, ihight 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
minds 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 brokenhearted 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, I
believe guiltless of the deed
with which he stands charged

I
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Did I say his life? I should
have said many lives; for on
your decision regarding him,
hangs 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 nay cry
for mercy and fin 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
comforted, because he is not !
Think upon that kind father,
iow 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, I 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 deeds done in the body;

10

and may ye so act 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 the
prisoner as guilty, now looked
upon him as a man by fay
" more sinned against than sin
ning."

The prosecuting attorney
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 facts of the case,
which facts he recapitulated.

This reply concluded, the
Judge proceeded to deliver his
charge: to the jury, remarking
with the learned counsel 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 all he had to do
in the matter. Having done
this, he went over the evidence,
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
bound to give that doubt in
favor of the prisoner. " For
it is better that ninety-nine
guilty men should go unpun-
ished, than that one innocent
man should suffer."

The Jury now retired, amid
the most intense excitement
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 manner
they arrived at their verdict
-and we will do so.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE VERDICT.

TWELVE men were seated
in a small, square chamber,
in a retired portion of a build-
ing, exclusively devoted to
law, and so called justice, in
the thriving little town of
Bertram. A table, having on

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.

"Well," said one, "if we
stay here till -doomsday, hang
me if I'll give in !"

" Well, Sam, you know it's
a hanging matter, any how-
so don't!" laughed another.

"I 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 I," cried a fourth.
" Well, I was pretty much

of the same opinion," put in a
fifth, " till Lawyer Gibbs
made his speech in favor of
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.

"Blarney," said the one
whose remark we first re-
corded-" all blarney !"

" Well, blarney or not," re-
turned the other, "I saw the

I
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tears running down your
cheeks 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; but it
don't alter my opinion about
Arthur, now I've got where I
can think it all over."

" 0, of course," chimed in
another, " these lawyers are
paid for their fine speeches,
and they always make 'em to
suit 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
not before spoken, "for my
part, I really think the man
is innocent, for, from what I
know of his -character, I do
believe, if he were guilty, he
would boldly proclaim it, let
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

in your case, with the same
facts against you, I would say
gt lty, without leaving my
seat."

"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 'ionsense : 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. "0, 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.

"Six and six, Colonel--
that is to say, ifs you are in
favor of an acquittal."

"Well, I am."
"What's to be done ?-this

is dull business."
" Let's hang ourselves, and

let the prisoner go," laughed
one.

y

i

h

F

k

ll

+i

%i

i

s

=1

s

I

l

i

¢i

V

J

ai

t -

a

r

f

wtS

, <



OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE. 153

" If we only had a pack of
cards here now," suggested
another.

" Hurrah! I've two---lucky
thought !" cried a third.

" Hurrah for us !" cried
nalf a dozen voices; and amid
hilarious 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 concerning
his fate-his sensitive soul
would have been more har-
rowed, perhaps, than at any
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 new 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
you say, gentlemen? let us
have a game to decide the
verdict."

"Capital ! capital,! hurrah !
hurrah !" cried half a dozen
of eager voices, clapping their
hands in glee. "A game to de-
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
as it is frequently termed
"seven up," and whichever
party won, that party should
be privileged to decide the
verdict. 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 behind its . respective
champion, to watch the pro-
gress of the game with all the
eagerness with which men re-
gard a contest in which they
are deeply concerned.

" May heaven aid the right!"
said one, and the game began.

" High and 'game!" ex-
claimed the Colonel, at the
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
last card of the second hand
was played.

"Hurrah for the Colonel !"
cried his party. "One ahead;
four to three."

"Go it, Sam; it's your
deal," was the opposite rejoin-
der.

The cards were again shgf-
fled and dealt, and a jack was

"turned by the dealer.

" Good for our side !" cried
one of the party for conviction;

we'll win yet ; even up."
"I beg," cried 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. I
" 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,
so 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. "I ask 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 is 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-
pinEss or utter misery. For
a moment or two 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
them.

That czd was the Jack of
Spades!*

Slowly-withsolemn 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 Colonel
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
upon her heart, and her veilc
thrown back to get her breath,c
for her respiration came with
the labored difficulty of the i

r
* Strange as it may seem to many ofr

our readers, this incident of the finding favritiacrmnlcsb
of averdict in criminal ease, by ag
single game of all-fours, is a fact, and
occurred in the manner related above. J

first stages of suffocation.
Every eye wasnow turned
upon the jury-it was an awful
moment.

" Gentlemen of the Jury,"
pursued the learned Judge,
" you will now answer--do
you find the prisoner guilty or
not guilty ?"

"Not guilty."
There was a low, half-smoth-

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
court-room, amid loud cheers
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 looking
out of the window, he espied
George'Nixon, the son of the
inn-keeper, advancing up the'
road with his horse on a keen
un. Almost the next moment

he reined up to the house,
prang from the back of the
panting beast, and -rapped on
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the door. Apprehensive of
some new calamity, Arthur
sprung to and opened it,-while
his mother's eyes assumed the
wildness of fear.

" The very -person !" cried
the boy. " Quick ! Mr. War-
ren-mount that horse, and
ride to the White Deer, as fast
as you can!"

" What is the matter ?"
gasped Arthur; " 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."

"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,
and in less than two minutes
dismounted at the White
Deer.

"This way ! quick, Ar-
thur !" cried Nixon, running
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 mtis-
cles of his face, and the
clenching and unclenching of
his hands, to be in the last
agonies of mortal suffering.

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-"

"On the day a villain
spurned me with his foot,"
cried the stranger, interrupt-
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 forgiveness. There, don't
interrupt 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 witness all here
present, that a dying man,
with his last words, avows that
he alone killed Ernest Clif
ford, and that Arthur Warren
is innocent of the crime ! Yes,
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it happened thus," he conti-
nued, fixing his eyes upon
Arthur. "After you were
gone, I found a knife lying at
my feet. I kept it for the
purpose of taking the life of
Clifford. I 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
pass, as you term it here, I
believe. 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 he insulted me. I might
have ' killed him elsewhere
sooner, perhaps ; but that
seemed the only place proper
to revenge myself 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 innkeeper here ; and, I
felt deeply troubled 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
draggedbefore a bar of justice,,
and I did not exactly want to
kill myself; 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
sinee. Last night I thought
I was dying ; but I struggled
not to die, till I had seen you,
and done you justice ; and I
believe my will gave me new
strength, and chained my spirit'
here .a little longer. I dragged
myself hither this morning,
and here I shall end a 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 x hence you
came ?"

" 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 I have
been a bold, bad man, with

156 WALDE-WARREN; A TALE

THE END.

./ %

II

A

1'

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--
aeter, is,' by this confession,
removed." * * *
* * * * *

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
snore sweet and lovely-than
as they stood before the sacred
desk, hand in hand, and took
upon 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.
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Guardsmen." Price 75 cents, in paper cover, ora finer
edition, in one volume, cloth, for $2.00.

tiragelonne; tile Son of At hoss being the
continuation of "Twenty Years After." Price 75
cents, in paper, or a finer edition, in cloth, for $2.00.

The Iron Mask. Being the continuation of the
"Three Guardsmen." "Twenty Years After," and
" Bragelonue." Paper $1.00 ; or in cloth, $2.00.

Louise La Valliere ; or, The Second Series and
end of the " Iron Mask." Paper $1.00 ; or cloth, $2.

The Memoirs of a Physician. Beautifully
illustrated. Paper $1.00; or in cloth, for $2.00.

The Queen's Necklace; or,The "Second Series
of the Memoire of a Physician." Paper cover.
Price $1.00 ; or in one vol., cloth, for $2.00.

Sidx Yeats Later; or, Taking of the Bastile. Be.
ing the "Third Series of the Meniirs of a Physi.
clan." Paper $1,00 ; or in cloth, for $2.00.

Countess of Charny; or, The Fall of the French
Monarclty. Being the " Fourth Series of the Memoits

of a Physician." Paper $1.00; or in cloth, for $1.00.
A ndred de Taverney. Being the " Fifth Series

of the Memoirs of a Physician." Paper cover.
Price $1.00; or in one vol., cloth, for $2.00.

The Chevalier; or, the "Sixth Series and final
concltusion of the Memoirs of a Physician." Coin'
plate in one large octavo volume.PPrice $1.00.

The Advn sures of a Marquis. Paper co-
ver. Pricl.00; or in one vol. cloth for $2.00.

1
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ALEXANDER DUMAS' WORKS.
The Forty-Five Guardsmen. Price 75 et

or a finer edition in one volume, cloth. Price $200
Diana of Meridor. Paper cover, Price On

Dollar ; or in one vol., cloth, for $2.00.
The Iron Hand. Price 75 cents, in pa r,-ove.

or a finer edition in one volume, cloth, for $2.00.
Annette; or, The Lady of the pearlss. A

Companion to "Camille." Price 50 cents.
The Fallen Angel, A Story of Love and hihin Paris. One volume. Price 75 cents.

The Man with Five Wives. Complete isone volume. Price 75 cents. I
George ; or, The Planter of the loll* of
# France. One volume. Price Fifty cents.

The Mohicans of Paris. Price 50 cents.
Sketches in France. Price 75 cents.
Isabel of Bavaria. Price 75 cents.
Feline de Chambure; or, The Female Plead

-Price 75 cents.
The Horrors of Paris. Price 50 cents.
The Twin Lieutenants. Price 75 cents.
The Corsican Brothers. Price 25cents.

FRANK E. SMEDLEY'S WORKS.
Harry Coverdale's Courtship and Mar

riage. One vol., paper. Price$1.50; or cloth, $2.0)
Lorrimer Littlegood. By author of "Franc

Fairleigh." One vol., paper, price $1.50, or cloth 2.00
Frank Fairleigh. One volume, cloth, $2.00; of

cheap edition in paper cover, for 75 cents.
Lewis Arundel. One vol., cloth. Price $2.00:

or cheap edition in paper cover, for 75 cents.
Fortunes and Misfortunes of- Harry

Racket Scapegrace. Cloth. Price $2.00; at
cheap edition in paper cover, for 75 cents.

Tom Racquet; and His Three Maiden Aunt.
Illustrated. Price 75 cents.

MRS. GREY'S NEW BOOKS.
Little Beauty. One vol., paper cover. Prices

$1.50; or In one volume, cloth, for $2.00.
Cousin Harry. One vol., paper cover. Pries

$1.50; or in one volume, cloth, for $2.00.

MRS. GREY'S POPULAR NOVELS
Prie eenty-. cents acit.

Alice Seymour. Hyacinths.
Price P(ft cents each.

The Manceuvring Mother.
The Young Prima Donna.

The Gipsy's Daughter.
Belle of the Family.

-Duke and Cousin.
' The Little Wife.

Old Dower Hones
Baronet's Daughters.

Sybil Lennard.
Lena Cameron.

Price Seventy-five cents sach.
Passion & Principle.

Good Society.
Mary Seahain.

Lion Hearted.
The Flirt.

G. P. R. JAMES'S NEW BOOKS.
The Cavalier. An Historical Romance. With a

steel portrait of the author. One vol., paper over.
Price $1.50; or in one vol., cloth, for $2.00.

Lord Montagu's Page. One volume, papes
cover. Price $1.50; or in one vol., cloth, $2.0.

The Man in Black. Price 75 cents.
Arrah 1eil. Price 75 cents.
Mary of Burgundy. Price 75 cents.
Eva St. Clair; and other Tales. Price 50 some



9'. 3. PETERSON & BROTHERS' 3I.T OF PUBOICATiONS.

MILITARY NOVELS.
By Lever, Dumas, and other Authors.
With Illuminated Military Covers, in Colors, making

them the most attractive and saleable.books ever
printed. Published and for sale at retail, by the
single copy, or at wholesale, by the dozen, hundred,
or thousand, at very low rates.

Their Names are as Follows:
Charles O'Malley ..................................... 75
Back Hinton, the Guardsman......................75
The Knight of Gwynne............. 75
1H arry Lorrequer....................7
Torn Burke of Ours.................75
Arthur O'Leary ........................................ 75
Con Cregan's Adventures...................75
Kate O'Donoghue .................................... 75
Horace Templeton .................................. 75
Davenport Dunn............................. 76
Valentine Vox........75
Twin Lieutenants.................... 75
Stories of Waterloo.................................75
The Soldier's Wife.................................. 75
Tom Bowling's Adventures.................75
Guerilla Chief....................75
The Three Guardsmen........................... 75
Jack Adams's Adventures,....................75
Twenty ' ears After................. . 7.
Bragelonne, the Son of Athos..................75
Wallace, Hero of Scotland.................... 75
Forty-five Guardsmen................ 7
Life of Robert Bruce..............................75
The Gipsy Chief.............. .................... 75
Massacre of Gleneoe..............................75
Life of Guy Fawkes................................. 75
Child of Waterloo....................................75
Adventures of Ben Brace...................... 75
Life of Jack Ariel.................... 76
5' si owing the Drum ..................... 40
T he.Cosir pt .... ................................ 1.60

Q1uaker Soldi.r, by Col. J. Richter Jones. 1.50

REYNOLDS' GREAT WORKS.
Mysteries of the Courtof Londo . Coi..

plete in one large volume, bound in cloth, for $2.00;
or in paper cover, price One Dollar.

Rose Poster; or, "rte Secotnd Series of thie Mys-
teries of the Court of London." 1 vol., clothes 2y;
or in paper cover, price $1,60.

Caroline of Brunswick; or, the "Third Series
of the Mysteries of this Court of Leaden.' Complete
in one large vol., btund in cloth, for $2.00; or in
paper cover, for $1.00.

Venetia Trelawney ; "aruthe "Fourth Series,
or final conclusion of the Mysteries ef the Court of

uendon." Complete in one volume, in cloth, for$2.00; or in paper cover. Price $1.00.
Lord Saxorunsle; Of, Tue Court of Queen Vie-.

torIa. Complete in one large vol., cloth, for $2.00;
or in paper cover, price One Dollar.

Count Christoval. The "Seque
t 

to Lord Saxon-
dala " Complete in one vol., bound In cloth, for
$..00; or in paper cover, price $1.00.

the Necromancer. A Romance of the Times
of Henry the Eighth. One vol., bound in cloth, for
$2.00; or in paper cover, price $1.00.

Rosa Lambert; or, The Memoirs of an iTnforta.
nate Woman. One vol., bound in cloth, for $2.00;
or in paper cover, price $1.00.

Mary Price, or, The Adventures of a Servant-
MaId. In one vol., cloth, for $2.00; or in paper *1.00.

Eustaee Quentin. A "Sequel to Mary Price."
In one vol., cloth, for $2.00; or in paper,$l.00.

Jeseph Wilmot; or, The Memoirs of a Man.
Servant. In one vol., cloth, for $2.00; or in paper,
1.00.

opies oa any of the above Works will be sent, Free of Postage, on Receipt of Retail Print.
9 By T.,3. *T ON & BRO'tHERS, Philadelphia, Pa..

I

REYNOLDS' GREAT WORKS.
The Banker's Daughter. A Sequel to"Jo-

seph Wiimot." Complete in one vol., cloth for $2.00;
or in paper cover, price $1.00.

Kenneth. A Romance of the Highlanda. In one
volume, cloth, for $2.00; or in paper, $1.00

The Rye-House Plot; or, Ruth, the Conspire.
tor's Daughter. One vol., bound in cloth, for *2.00;
or in paper cover, price-One Dollar.

The Opera Dancer; or, The Mysteries of
London Life. Price 70> cents.

The Ruined Gamester. With Illustrations
Complete in oie large octavo vol. Price Fifty cents.

Wallace : the Hero of Scotland. Iila.'
traded with Thirty-eight plates. Price 75 tents.

The Child of Waterloo; or, The Horrors of the
Battle Field. Complete in one vol. Price 75 ats-s.

The Countess and the Page. Price 50 cents.
Cijirina; -oir,'rTe Seces of a Pictue

Gallery Complete in osi vol. Price SO0cents.

Robert B3ruces the Hero King of Scot-land, with his Portrait. One vol. Price 75 cents.
Isabella Vincent; or, The Two Orphans

One volume, paper cover. Price 75 cents.
Vivian Bertram; or, A Wife's Honor. A Sequel

to "Isabella Vincent." One vol. Price 75 cents.
The Countess of Lascelles. The Continuation

to " Vivian Bertram." One volume. Price 75 cents
Duke of Marchmornt, Being the Conclusion of

"'The Countess of Lascellee." Price 7.5 cents.
Gipsy Chief. Beautifully Illustrated. Complete

in one large 8vo. volume. Price 75 cents.
Pickwick Abroad. A Companion to the ' Pick.

wick Piapers," by Bt." One vol. Price 75 cents.
Queen Joanna; or, the Mysteries of

the Court of Nalples. Price 75 cents.
Mary Stuart, Queen of Seots. Complete Is

one large Svtt. vol. Price 75 cents.
May Middleton; or, The History of a Fortune

Price 75 cents.
The Loves of the Harem. Prlce5C0cents.
'Te Discar-tetd Queen. One volumte, 5O cents.
Ellen Percy; or, Menoirs of an Actress. 75 cats.
Massacre of Glencoe. Price 75 cents.
Agnes Evelyn; or, Beauty and Pleasure. 75 ste
T e Parricite. Beautifi-lly-ll -trated. 75 eta
Life in Paris. Handsomely Illustrated 50 cms
The Soldier's Wife. Illustrated. 75 cents.
Clifford and the Actress. Price 110 cents.
Edgar Montrose. One volume. Price 50 cents

J. A. MDAITLAND'S GREAT WORKS.'
The Three Cousiuns. By J. A. Maitland. One

vol.,T paper. PrIce*1.00;or in one vol., cloth,*$ .0
The Watchman. Complete in one large vel.,

paper cover. Price $1.50; or in one vol., cloth, $200'
The Wa nerer. Complete In onisvolume, pope,

cover. Prce $1.o5; or In one vol., o l, for'2 S.
The Diary of a;e Old Doctor. Ote volpsppa

cover. Price $1.50; or bound in cloth for $2.00
The Lawyer's Story. One volume, paperces

Price $1.50; or bound in cloth for $2.06.
Sartaroe. A Tale o! Norwvay. One voiusme,

paper cover. Trice $1.50; or in cloth for $2.00.
CHARLES J. PETERSON'S WORKS.

Tie Old Stone Mansios. one volume, paper
Price $1.50; or in cloth, for $2.15,

Kate Aylesford. A Love Story. One vol, pa
per. Price $1.50: or in one volume, cloth, for $2!O

Cruising in the Last War. Complete in
one volume. Price 75 cents.

The Valley Farm; or, The Autobiography of
an Orphan. Skice 25 cents.

Grace Dudley; or, Arnold at Saratoga, east

i
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GET UP YOUR CLUBS FOR 1866]

PETESON'_MAGZIN

For n'liy years "Petterson's Migazine" has had a larger cirentation than any other monthly in the ITnitet

Ma tes. In 1 vtit will e ra t -ly in d trott thth t r tt"mt-ewill be "Iirtm-ed, AND EACH NUM IL til NTAI
A 1i lst-ice ; l VT. 1'.. cI0 it:, )st.c i (,t1.' CtU01r), n it tfrolnt iter to six igures: making t'Petersonitti ri
de-iratie than ever! Th i tetrts will -remaini two dodars a year, with liberal dedct uia to clubs. Containina
neivty nth' u. d pel hairs annually. lourteten tetl engrvIings, twelve double-size fashion plates, and eight hun

dried wood-cuts, it will be, in P16, beyond all question,

" 3 MTGO ZNE 12THE WORtD+
The novelets and tries are acknowletldetl to he the very best. More money is pa for orqinal stories than

b any tt' ii .qsztsftheoA in!. Mrs. Attn S. itltletts iatl lttt author of 'Margaret Ittwth;" Ella lttstn,
Mrs Ittis'sn, Frank ILee lletettie t ttt'int tiltultitaot of iuyv I's l)iatrt ;" T. S. Arthur, E. L. Chandler Moulton,
Lt'-lie 1 4titer. Virginia1 '. ' tdttt. liallo rey. Clara Augusta,i nt the author of "' The Second Life:" be:heles

all the to optl ftouwlei' lies of Antwrics arm regular contributors. In 1866, in addition to the uual array
of shttertr sto'ris, FoR oCal'C-unD iICfl %ovtL C wi, ;it Ittvs;N, viz:

THE SOLDIER'S ORPHANS,
By Mrs. ANN S. STEPHENS.

THE STOLEN BO D
By the A lor of "THE SECOND LIE."

THE OLD ILL OF AMOSKEAG,
fly the Author of "SUSY L's DIARY."

Mrs. SHODDY'S SKELETON,
By FRANK LEE BENEDICT.

In its Illustrations also, Peterson" is unrivalled. The ublisher challenges a comparison between its

SUPERB MEZZOTINTS & OTHER STEEL ENGRAVINGS
And those in other Magazines, and ote at least is given in each number. . e*

DOUBLE-SIZE COLORED FASHION PLATES
Itch number will contain a tdouble-size Fashion pla , engraved on steel and handsomely colored. These

pt-s at ill it,'wsoice it n.r ef t'otse /,eretfnre ygien : Ani -ill extel tnythintg of ts. e ba tid ye.stral i initilt itit.
drewes, tS&c' , will tlletr in tt t utttib'er. Ala'', the g - 'atest variety of ltiltlrt' dresses. Also. itaIitgrami,
i>y aid tf ihit a cloak. dress or chtill's costume ctn boeu out, without the adlti of a t tinntuat-ntker, tsoi t't

'-tnlt ttbtiit lit lute wi ' itli t te/l save a year's subserip an. The Paris, London, Philadelphia anld New York
ftohi'ns dlescriltid. Ittfull, eah ti onth.

COLOitIED PATTET IN BERLIN WORT, &C.
Ni ttter attigaziie tives the bettitful andtt xlensive patterns for Berlin Work, &c., printed in colors for which

., Petttit u is ttlerttd. 'latty of three, a tetaii stor- would cost fifty cents. These will l' kept up. Each

tnnuber will also give latternis in t rochet, Ebtroidery, Knitting, and all kinds of }ancy-Work for ladies.

RED ,TS F Q KERYa T 'RWEET a &tvS
Carefully teste-td rct'ults twill appear tnottthly. for the Tattle, the Toilet, tie Sick Root, this Nursery. &c.

Also, tints on lorticulture, Furtishing, &c. These alone. at the end of the year, will be worth the price of
the Magazine. A t'IEc.t o' Naw AND kAsntoxNABtLE MUsic in each number.

TERMS-ALWAYS l i ADVANCE.
(~and 1 to getterCopy, for one year, $2.00 5 Copies, year, (anpof Clat.e)

3 Copies, 4.50 8 "( pfC . 12
4 " 14 10i 1i(tand1 to getter)20

.A CHOICE OF PREMIUMS. Whe a pe n is entitled to an extra copy for gutting up a CInh,
{ there will be sent, if preferred, itistetad of the extra tpy, a sit 'rb preumittli tameIoltint lot' framing, (slze 27 inches

by 20,) ' WASuINOTON PARTING ROM His GENERALS," r a LADY'S LLUSTRATED ALauhi, handsomely bound and gilt.
Alwaystate weheir an extra copy, or one of these elite premiums, ' preferred: and notice that for (:lubs of three

or four, no premiums are given. IN REMITTINo, -get a I ost-office orde or a draft on Philadelphia or New York iti
neither of these can be had, send greeh-backs or ban notes. Address,postpaid,

.esef TA.RT.1 PETERSON,

Ap- Specimens sent, witten bor. No. 300 Chestnut et, Philadelphia, Pa.
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T. B.PETERSON&BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS.
The Books on this page will be found to be the very Best and Latest Publications in the world,

and are Published and for Sale by T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS, Philadelphia.

BY THE BEST AUTHORS.
Iflustrat< d Life and Services ot Major-General Philip H1.

Sheridan. Cloth, 51.00; or in paper 75 cents.
Illustrated Life, Speeches, Martyrdom and Funeral of

President Lincoln. Cloth $1.00. or in paper 75 cents.
Illustrated Life and Campaignsof Lieut.-General Ulysses8. Grant. Cloth 81 00, or in paper 75 cents.
Life, Speches and Services of President Andrew John-

son. Cloth $1.00. or in paper 75 cer ts.
Trial of the Assassins and Conspirators for the murder of

President Lincoln, Cloth $1 .50, or in paper 50 cents.
The Brigand i or the Denmon of the North. By Victor

lingo, author of" Les Miserables," etc. Price 75 cents.
Webster and liayne's Speeches in Reply to Col.Foote, 75
Southern Life, or inside views of Riavery, - - 1 00
Roanote t or, Where is Utopia? By C. 11, Wiley, 75 ,
Toe rock of Gold. By Martin Farunhar Tupper, 75
'The Twina and heart. By Martin Fatquhar 'u >per, 75
Ned Musgrave; or Most Unfortunate.Man in the 'orld, 75
Gen. Scott's Portrait, 101 Miser's their. cloth, - 75
henry Clay's Portrait, 1 00 do. paper, -. 50
''angarna. a i'oen, - 1 1111 The Orphan Sisters.. 50
Banditti of Prairie, - 75 Greatest Pilagueof Life,. 60
Tot Racrquet, - 75 Red Indians of New-
Salathiel, by Croly, - 75 foundland. - 50
Corinne, or Italy, - 75 1'The Jesuit's Daughter. 60
Aristocracy, - - 75 Train's Union Speeches, .50
,Inquisition in Spain, 75 Train to the Fenlans 1  25
Flirtations in America 75 Clifford & the Actress, 50
The Coquette, - 75 Romnish Confessional,. 50
Wiacl.cray's Irish Sketch Allieford, - - 50Book, - - 75 Victims Amusements, 10
Whitehall, - - 75 Violet,- - - 50
Systelcs 'Three Cities 75 Montague, or Almacks, .0
Genevra, - - - 75 Two Lovers, - - 50
Nothing to Say. 75 Ryan's Mysteries of
New ilope, or rescue 75 Marriage, - - 60
Father Clement, cloth, 75 Fortune hunter, - 510

do. paper. 50 The Apache Chief. - 50
Petersons' Complete Coin Book, containing fac-

sisuiles fall the Coins in the World. - - 1 00,
Cabin and Parlors or Slaves and Masters, - - 1 50

NEW AND GOOD EOKS.
Life of Gen. McClelan, 51 beautiful French Girl, 25
By bil.Grey, - - 50 Abbey of Innismoyle 215
Monk. by Lewis, - 50 Gliddon's Ancient
Diary of a ithysician - 0 Egypt, - - . 25
Ella Stratford, - - 501 Lie of Bishop Hughes, 25
Josephine, - 60 Mysteries of Bedlam, 25
Rtobert Oaklands, - 50 ook of Ghost Stories, 25
Abednego, Money Lender SO The t.tdies' Etiette, 25
Life of General iiutler, 25 Gentleman's Etiquette, 25,
Life of General Meade, 23 Wreck golden Mary, 25
The Deformed, - - 25 Perils English Prisoners, 251'wo Priua tianas, - 24 Philip in Search of Wife, 25
Mysterious t rriage, 25 Father Torm and Pope, 25
Jn *Downing Letters 25 Noblenan's Daughter, 25af'teries of a 'invent 25 Itollick's Family Phy-Bill Bratdon, - 25 siclan, - - - 25
Rose Warrington, - 25 Falkland, . - - 25
Tite Iron Cross, - 25 Southern Chivalry, - 25
Charie itansiord, - 25 itifle Shots. . - 25
Female ifie in N. York 2.5 The Two Apprentices, 25
\gnes Grey, - - 25 Jenny Ambrose,' 25rhe Emigrant Squire, 25 Admiral's laughter, 25
liaison's 1.xpositios of Oi iFellowship. - - 25

Arthur's Receipts for Preserving Fruits, etc., - 18

LECTURES AND OTHER BOOKS,
Odd Fellowohit Exposed, IS Dr. Berg on .esuits., - 1
Sons of Malta Exposed, 18 r. Berg's Answer to
The i)uties of Woman, 13 Archbishop linghes, 13
Life of Rev. John MoIlt, 15 Train nd itughes, - 13
Throe of Iniquity. Train on Slavery, - 13

li
5

1itev A, Barnes. 1
New Card of Stamp Duties, a proved by Aets of

Congress of March 3.185, on a large card, - 15

WADSWORTH'S SERMONS.
America's Mission, - 25 'hanksgivina; a Thanks-
Thankfulness & Char- giving Sermon, - 15

acter, - . - 25 Politics in Religion, - 12
Ilenry Ward Beecher on War and Emancipation, - 15
Rev. William T. irantley's tUnion Sermon. - 15

PETERSONS' COUNTERFEIT
DETECTOR & BANK NOTE LIST.
Monutftsly, per annum..........................81.508eesni-Mte'sutialy, per amottsun................. 3.00usinge Nuabersa..................13 Ceuta.

To Agents 810 a hundred net cash.
Suberiptions may commnece with any number. Terms

cash in advance. There is no better advertising medium
to reach the business community throughout the country
than Petsrsoas' detector. Its irculation among, the en.
terrleising storekeepers, mechanics, farmers, mnerehants
and mar-ufactures is very large and increasing. Adve.-
tisements inserted in "Fsterseas' Detector" will be seen
by alarie portion of the active an4 energetic people'of
the United States, and our terms are lower than any
other journal with the same oireulatioscand induenee.

PETERSONS' ILLUMINATED STORIES.
PRICE 25 CENTS EACH,

Each Book being in an "TLUMINATED Coven." in
five coltrs, full of Illustrations, and are the mos1t ne-
able series of books ever printed in this count ty.--
Bookseller. and all others will be supplied with their by
the husrgired or thousand, at very low rates. '
The Flying Artillerist, 25 The Seven Brothers of
The Rebel Bride, - -. 25 Wyoming, - - .- ti
Old Put, - 25 Ninon IDe L'Enelo's
The King's Crnislers, - 25 Life and Adventures, 2S
The Flying Yankee, - 2.5 Silver and Pewter. - 2S
Gallant Tom. - 2.5 TheRliver Pirates.. - 23
The Doomed Ship, - 25 Dark Shales City Life, 25
.tack Junk, - - - 25 Fettale Lile in New

carry tIeln, - - - 23 York City, - - - 25
Harry 'Tetmpest, - - 25 The itats of the Sesne, 25

tebel and the Itover, 25 Mysteries of Bedlas, 25
The Yankee Middy, - 25 Charles Ransftd ; or
Galloping Gte, - 23 Love on Board Cruiser, 25
Sylvia Seahury, - 25 Eveleen Wilson, - - 25
Sweenv Totid,- - 2.5 The Iron Cross, - - 25
-The Gold Seekers, - 25 Biddy Woodhull, - 95
Valdez, the Pirate, - .25 MSysteries of a Convent, 25
Nat Blake, - 25 The Man-o'-War's.Man, 25
Tons Waters the haunted Mysterious iarraige. 25

Ifighwavmean, - - 25 Captain Blood, the
Ned Hastings, .- 25 Highwaymnan, - - i
Bill orton, - 25 Captain Blood and the
Dick Parker, - - - 25 Beagless or, Highway-
Jack Ketch, - - - 25 ma's Lea for Life P
Mother Birownrigg, - 2.5: lighwaystan s A enger
Galloping Disk, - - 25 I or, the FEcape i' Six-The tobher's Wife, - 25 teen Stringed Jack, - Si
Obi;or, Three-FIntgere Mary iiateman, - - 21

Jack, - ,. - 23 Raoul De Surville'sLife
Desperadoes New World, 25 and Adventures, - to
harry 'hontas, - - 25 Rtody the Rover's Ad-
Sirs. Whipple and Jesse ventures, - - - 23

Strang's Atdventures. 251 Six teen - Stringed
Life of Jonathan wild, 25 back'ss Fight foy Liie, 23
Morgans, the Iiuceaneer, 25 Rose Warrington,- - 21
Lives of the Felons, - 25 Ghost Stories, . - 25
Joseph T. Hare, - - 2.5 Arthur Spring, . - 25
Kit Clayton. - - - 25 Davis the Pirate, - 25
Alexancer Tardy, - 251 The Valley Farm, - 5

MILITARY NOVELS.
With Illuminated Military Covers,in Coors.

Charles O'Malley- * 75 Guerilla Chief, - - 75
lack IMinton, the Jack Aatm's Advent's, 75

Guaristan, - - 75 Three Guardsmen, - 75
The KnightoIwynne, 75 Twenty Years After, - 73

tarry l.orrequer, - 15 Bracelonne, Son of Athos 75
TotmtBurke of Ours, - 75 Wallace, iero Scotland, 75
Arthur O'Leary. - - 75 Forty-five Guardsmen, 75
Con Cregan, - 75 Tom howling's Advent's 75
Kate (O'Dttonghne, - 75 Life of Robert Bruce, - 75
Horace Tetnpleton, - 751 The Gipsy Chief, - - 75
davenportt Dunn, - 75 Massacre ofSGlencoe, - 75

Following the Drum, - 50 Life ofGuy Fawkes, - 75
Valentino Vox, - - 75 Child of Waterloo. - 75
Twin Lieutenants, - 75 Advent's of Ben Brace, 75
Stories of Waterloo, - 75 Life of Jack Ariel, - 75
The Soldier's wife, - 7a1 The Conscript, - - 1 0

1000
AGENTS

AND

CANVASSERS

WANTED.

A good reliable Agent or
Canvasser, is wanted is
every town in this country,
to engage in selling the
popular and fist selling
books, published b yT. i.
Peterson & rroe ,0m Ches-
nut St., Philadelphia. Pa.
Apply in person or address
your orders with cash en-
closed, for what books you
may wish to start with, and
your orders will be filled-at
once, and the books sent to
you per first expressor mall
as desired, after receipt of
the motey, Agenisand Can.
vassers to pay trensporta.
Lion, and they can select
their own territory. One
hundred books assorted,
sent at the hundred price.
All in search of work ct
money should engage in
selling our books at onee.

Large wages can be made
as we supply our Agents a
very low rates. Send for
Canvassers' Circular coa.
taming instructions.

& Copies of syof the aboveWorks wil be seat by Xail,free of Postage, to eanypartof the United
States, on receipt of theretail price, by T. 8. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia Pa.


