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LOUISE MARTIN.

" CHAPTER L

¢ Ever note, Luciliug,

When love begins to sicken and decay,

Et useth an enforced ceremony. '

There are no tricks in plain and simplé faith:

But hollow men, like horses hot at bhand,

“Make gatlant show 'and promise of their
mettle :

But when they should endure the bloody
gpear,

They fall their crests, ‘and, like deceltful
jades,

Smk in the trial.?

IN a small village in one of the back towns
of Maige, lived the widow Martin and her
only daughter Louise, a girl who had seen
eighteen summetrs, and whose beauty had at-
tracted many admirers in her native place,
but rone had yet made any proposals to her.
in due form. One young man, however, had.
once Wnted to her that he thought more of
her than he did of any other gitl in the town,
His name was John Btebbins, a stalwart,
- hardy, tough fellow, and;an appremtice to
the blacksmith's trade. He had not quite
reached his majority ; but longed for the. rlay
to come when he counld vote, be a free mai, .
and work for wages.

In the village was one ; small ta.vem, twgﬁh
stores, a blacksmith’s shop, a schookhousey |

2 small’ church, a shoemaker’s Jittle sh,op;!,;

i

.with the sign of a boat and'a shoe over the
door, and a pile of leathern scraps aud

shavings in front, a dilapidated cooper’s shop
and several dwelling-houses. A short dis-
tanee from this small clump of buildings
stood.a saw and grist-mill on. a little stream,
which in dry seasons afforded hardly suffi -
cient water-power'to turn the wheel of the
grist-mill. L

*Thie doopers shop s!oo& back of the .
widow Ma’rtm’s one storied, unpamted house,
-and forited a part of her earthly pc"asassmnt‘
for' het “husbund, before hig dﬂgthl“f‘\”rku Ao
coaper by trade and manufactired cider
barrels, butter wbs, and other artjcles’ ‘Whi h '
might bé called for. Mr., Martin’ wa_ n
honest man, ‘and industricus when ke’ _cb‘u}d .
keep away from the tavern and the two'stofes "

wheré intoxicating liquors were sold some- "

what.freely. ‘The unfortdnate mantived and. -

died: several years, before the © Maine ‘Liquor " o

L:J.ua;ra : Wis ‘gver thought of. fiHa had &lwayl‘_

rty: :and Iwed qlme inde-
wn lie died he lefc:nothing
but h;q_.hopgq;ﬁd, “hop #nd’a. small garden

e i
T
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spot. His other earnings he had drank vp
at the tavern and groceries, h

When our story commences, he hadibeen
in his-g;'ave nearly three years; but the
widow contrived to live comfortably and
clothe herself and daughter decently. Shejt

Martin was proud spirited and aspiring, and

ad often dreamed of a hushand whose

wealth would command the respect of the
world and raise her even above the grocers’
dawghters in her own native village, Such

houghts often occupied her mind, and e en

was what in common parlance is called a|her good mother sometimes h § ..ocior

emart womsn, and Louise was considered
a very beautiful girl. So far as beauty and
smartness were concerned she was decidedly
the belle of the little village. Her moral

dreams. Perhaps if her father ha:: not re-
come a drunkard and lefi herself & d muhior
poor, Louise might not have indwg.d sueh
aspirations, and probably she would »ot Fave

character was never tonched by the foul|indulged them to such an extent if sl Lad

breath of slander; but she was a poor drunk.
'ard’s daughter, and poverty kept her in the
‘humble walkeof life,” Even in this litle
village there were young ladies who felt
themselves above associating with . Louise
‘Martin, . '
| The two grocers of. the village and the
tavern-keeper had daughters who moved in a
‘rank above the cooper’s daughier. Yet the
latter possessed muek more pérsonal beauty
than eithersof the former. Louise knew full
well-that the pai'ents of these young ladies
rer poor, and that.considera-
o the -quick ; for she. was
sus,  The articles of finery
eared at the village Church
.th the cooper's hard earned

R e R

money, for which ‘he had received nothing
but liquid poisc'm. that destroyed his habits of
‘,'in_’dustry and hurried him into a drynkard's

o 'gnxve.

Every time

[

ghe felt as if justice was. mot done in thi

Louise saw these girls: at
. Chureh or walking in the strets of the Vil-
lage in their; new- bonnets and silk dresses

not seen these village girls so finely ! vored

at her futher’s expense. The liqu.o+ their
fathers had sold had not only clothe:t tiem
in purple and fine linen, but had ai-v e

prived her of the means of hiiug as gou'
wardrobe- as they possessed,, ..d drove he
into a rank below them. ¥-r proad spiv.
could not brook such’ considiintians and 2l
was restless and unhappy untur tham.

3

Fm; more than a year she -l been con-
templating a visit to Boston + -~ the purposa’
of seeking employment, and "rving her fut-
with the needle and so was oer mother wm
Since her huasband’s death
ptevious to that melancholy «
had followed dress-making,’ - T.ouise had:
betome somewhat skilled ir tho art. She
flattered herself that she eouid - rceed as 4
fashionable dress-maker in ti - vily, and ace
cumulate toney after she hiu wurked awhile
at the trade with some skillfsl woman, Her
mother had serious- doubts and misgivings
about her going to the ‘city where there are
so rijfiny $hares and temptations; but after
a’long consideration of the subject, she

il somae time
~uty the widow

5
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. world; and hoped: that the time might come finally consented, and 4ll the necessary prepa-

... when she coisld Becofie their equals or even

" urise above themr Asmall mirror in héx Jittl

chamber revealed: thié fact to her that she was
by no meuns: destitnte of personal gharms;
and these charms she was. detérmined to

rations were made for her departure,

It was a beautiful evening in the month
of June, and Louise had been out to bid
gotne of her more intimate friends a farewell

&

bring to a good market. The trath is, LouiSe

Previous to her leaving the village the next

" had; but he was not yet twenty-one

tune in the ecity, She was ..oecdingly apt .

\

LOUISE MARTIN,

worning, any iends ity 1i '
nudeﬂaiingM“?;]; aof‘h]:lzzr:]‘tizdsn;hiuﬁht the [ city like Boston. Thousands of girls have
an i

o.f the young village belles who ,movezoni]s sg:ngeicog:l Til:rstmte o s e o
circles above Lonise threw out some hfnts ago. And h( Se'n
that she was going for no good purpose ; alw. e
but these proud girls eavied the c‘ooper’s’, sue
dgughter because she possessed iore beauty | bee
than they did, and, consequently, were not
very guarded in their ex
visit 10 Boston,

told me nof two hours
a good-looking girl is
ays sutrounded by many temptations in
ha city. The deacon knows, for he has
n there several times.’
e : “I'don't think my beauty will inju !
b ime[:;:;u::;s al:out her | said Louise.l T wish T ha{l more o-;' 2:, !:f]::i
the-subject of s o e notp:rl-l::f w;ns then, He:haps. Fmight obtain a rieh husband,
lugo samer espéé‘ja]] : itdle vil- O, 1 wish I could become rieh Just to tor.
Y trom young ladies| ment those proud, haughty Sanford givls! I

whose pe
" personal charms were k?ss than hers. | should almost be tempted to m
M ny regretied she had determined to leave | man, even ;
7

the place’ where she was born and bred

:1?: ;Oc:ln:g iz%;e‘tt(:l t::hm?re than sever?] off  *Ihnowthey gre envious and haughty ;
A mor_e, seriou; yol;;lg h:!acksmlth’s b.ut ¥ou must be ecautious how you listen lc;
other, - At o “y @ c?cte than any rrfzh men's promises of matriage,’ replied the
s really i b;ﬂ cel('ita}:fled that she .WIdow. ‘They are ofien made and never
_making]mé o g, med himself for not mtended to be fullfilled, and you must he
er mare earnestly thag he | ware of such snaves, In such a eity it ig
y-one years of  alimost impossible to tel] who is rich m{d whao
Pprentice to his|is poor, especially among young inen, for
ung man do?— | they all dress well and may. appear to Elslure
m.uch money when they are as poor as church
mice, so deacon Marston says,? 7
:Ii lIi‘nocki-ng wis now heard at. the door, |
an .nuise told her mother it was John
Pty Portfandav:o-a good ,da¥ for my ‘Stehbms, for she couid distinguish his kn'ocI:
» to-morrow,” said Louise, ing from afl others.  She was tight, ang the

as She Ente: ed lhe ous afte hﬂ g }‘ ‘ b -
x ] in
T i] 8a fter v made Ouﬂg bhl(ﬂ ‘\mlth enter e‘d- Ihe compll

‘The weather does promise to be
but, Louise, [ foel very reluctint to Jet you
go,’ rep}ied her mother. ‘ They 83y there
are many wicked Young men, and old ones.
100, in the city who are consta .
watch for conntry girls.’

7_‘I think [ understand thas,”
‘I ought to be old enough’ to
myself. o :
ail,,i:?dl?}fér;]z?;:gou do, and yet fiil after
to go from this quiet Lit

- arry a rich
£ I didn’t love him much, far the
;| sake of tormenting them,’

age and still bound 2s an g
trade, and what could the yo
He was powerless,
could not be happy
Louize,

¢ O, mother, the evening is del;
[ e, te ning is delightful, and

. |ments of the evening were passed.
fair;| < Well, John, 1 suppose Lotise will stare
on ler journey in the morning,” said the
widow,

“Bo, T undersfaml and wish [ i
‘ s ; wa
ntly upon the | too,” he replied. ’ s
: “I wish you were, so that you might prd-
tect Louise,” replied the mother,
‘O, Iwishl was free!” he said. ’We”
. . . i
i shall be in less than two months, and then
shall not setile down in this §
 do, ‘ his little place ;
HR l-j & great change /¢ I shouldp’t \\inder if I visited antorfaearl :
e village - to a large [in the fall. Some say I can get more wageg

said Louise,
take ecare of

-
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there than 1 can here, and I think I shall

CHAPTER IL

The stage coach ride, Tncidents on the roaj.
;‘he aged couple. Their advice, and a
monition. The dinner. A young mon

., '
try‘ ;t' hope you will, John,’ sai¢ Louise —

e.
¢ Boston is the place to make money, I hop

I "
"¥ou will have your trade before you gho, ar:l it glaced capy brc.
ine after I get there.
I shall have to learn min

i ight and beautiful;
i ‘ rning was brig i
- A B land, and the coun
B SO?H !emn;n WI:Jrk better 1n0W|the air was warm and bar!;f;esmng. o
ek the Do dress-makers,  datelry never looked more . s
than some of the Boston dre o arun o, the " i
| tirring an
say. ‘ use the needle as well;|and her daughter were :nlé; gThe e
‘Perhﬂp; : c::'] lear‘n the fashions,’ said; preparation ff)rdthc ']qutrlyinéf, her tortunes in
D T : I'm deter-| Touise was fixed upon hes 2
S the faculty, : Now Basland, and. she
Louise. “If T have biomable| o e i of N
most fashion the d, md e
mined be_one Oi;t th’e conld not be nmvefi from her il};: 1; e
dress-makers 1r: 1he_chy.our tune 100 high,’| we must permit this youns villag
‘ Y(ln1 H}:stt Py late her own’ story.ly
“gaid the wi ow. ) o T oy
i ] t higher th
't intend to piteh 1 ‘ | aly.
] 'don't 3 replied Louise, langhing. * But|ipan. two houors o
e fore. o ’h psu‘miner comes, I'll show the! for the stage cos "
before anm. e hat the}lﬁ knew nothing abaut_ seven O’CIOGk, ut
e fhicon ' might as well be up 3

the fashions.” .

"L ell! He!l’. LDUI%E, }:L pﬂ.ﬁSEd a ]esﬂess I“ght, 8lld eude ore l to I

as detarminacd
. to go; ‘but T wa
lest you be| g .de me not .
ine i r expectations, T A & ne
sanguine 1lld_sr,'ll:aiz1 t‘nrf: mother. ¢ 1'hope YO | ynon striking out ' into * 0
dlsappomt@‘ » d like the place ; but aﬂe; all, what I could do for my -
i An well an ome home again before fore the stage coach arr |
¢ made his appearance, and inE MY OB
' : in -
| 1l want to see home, but) oo o what excited about ;G}Tacl]e:keﬁ 4 33; st
)3 . K é
i!earn my trade thumugh]y tive vlﬂﬂge- I]j-upptzs:ivening Pl'e\'iolls: but
: ; iew with him =
J’ replied Louise. . jlnterview ng man loved me
aud make mﬂﬂe}z n ci:mtinﬁe‘d for some tiMe, | 3 yos evident that the youf -gfor I saw a tear
The conversatio ) % his leave with more than he was aware © . 100
ung blacksmith too i s he assisted me into the carriage,
_and the young It ssemed to him that Lotise | ; yig eye as he as o farewell his voice
2 heay hea{;‘t- bea:nifulbefore,!lm interested |, 14 when he. bid m]{ar tones evinced the
never looke ]50 s’she did at this time. There|, o niad a_nd ItS-Pecu I confess his appear-
him so dee?)‘;atmt look the most beautiful depth of his feelings. Sen;a,ibly prossod
are some birds tha ) to take their ¢ at that moment very ]
heir plumage to . ane ‘ ; ious that he love
when they Sg rond tt wag with Louise in the my heari; 1 was notdcﬂlt?lsm It is quite pos-
flight. And so 1 } found himself e so deeply and ardently. S eclings
Stebbins. He fo ! m } bad made known, his feeling
eyes of John for his ap+|yie that if he ba ke e
decidedly in love, andlonged : 2‘ few weeks sooner, I might have given up

prenticeship to expire.

i 8
city ; but it was too late, and my mind wa
’ ' -

the idea of seeking my fortunes in a distant
the

. good luck in my endeavors

- LOUISE MARTIN.
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I knew her very
, and she was not

and | heart of hey poor mother |
e, and { well before. she left home
early. | half so handsome as you
In the stage there was an old gentleman “Ah, you flatier me,’ | raplied, smiling.
and his wife who were bound for Portland.| ¢Not half so much as ¢he young men
They were strangers to me, but we soon]wil flajter you,’ added the good old man, -
formed 4 stage-coach aequainiance, and con- ‘Let me tell you, young woman, T once
) i bjects.— | lived in Boston, and know how full the eity
Much time did Dot elapse before the old iy of temptations. I foar you are carrying
lady found out who it was, where was [ your beauty to a dangerous market. Be.
going, and the object I had in'view.’ ware of men’s flattering tongues, Believe
‘Going to Boston, eh? she said, ad-|not a tithe they may say to you; I'm old

Justing her spectacles, and looking me full now, and have been redding men’s hearts
in the face.

for nearly four score ‘years,’
I told her T was, and hoped I should have “And do you find them more wicked
A 4ll you once supposed * I asked.
;::pml{el:(;t:e;;]a:sp zf;;;;d I intended to ‘ Ah, young v:'o‘man‘, & great dea! more
¢ And going all the way alone? she aske a, 50, htfr replied. Avarlce. and appetite are '
still gazing upon me with much apparent in- f;rmmtab!effo;s 0 hum;n]l]ty. "Theg 2 ss:;]me *
interest, while the husb-uud sat ]istening.; f’or ;aysoz:er:’ ;il?l;;se,r;: sinolvte:}?: bj::;-m ._e_y
he appeared to have quite a8 much enriosity o are told from high ag thority that the
‘ns.?ﬁ :ﬁi‘e,, I rephied ; I think T can iy 4| #hole. world lieth in wickedness, and the
il-'l:i way there, if can't, I wil| return’ home,” [MOTe years p a8s over our heads thf’ more
Bhe remained silent for some minutes, and |Y4th we find in the remark. I wish you
still, Jooked at me as if she woulq read in| Well—hape you will succeed in your - enter-
the.expression of my countenanee the in- Prizei but permit e to caution you against
most feelings of my heart, Her hushand, [the wiles of wicked men.’ e
too, kept his eyes fastened upon me as-iff ‘Yes, and of wicked Women, too,’ adlﬁJed‘
he s something out of joint, Ay any rate, the good ,Old lady. ’ ,i
he appeared so to me, d My'wgfe has wel} adde.d such a_remark, !
“Have you ever been in Boston 1 he he replied. *There are, indeed, sinfyl wo-
asked, men, as well as sinfyl ren, and they »*{ill
I told him I had never been t"wentny mileg | oL hesitate to lead therr own sex astray for

from home in my life, which seemed to sir- | filthy luere.? -
prise him very muel,

to make money, | ..

. ¢ Look out for the avarice of women, and
“Boston is a great city, he added. « Ajp|the appetites of men;’ said the good old wife.
L " . .
sorts of people there, some good, and some |’ My .husha_nd ha'sg well said. Avarlcfe and
bad,’ : _ appetile are terrible foes to humanity!
‘Yes, and I fear quite as many bad ones [P€Ver Was in tho city ! .
as there, are good according to al] I can hear, | bound, but when I was a girf I rosided
said the old Iady. *One of our neighbor'g [1# Portland. Tt wag 4 smaller place then
darters went there a feyw ¥ears ago, and she {10 it is now, and yot. }wckedness did
became very wicked and almost biroke the a..bound: T knew a poor widow thgre, ‘who

+

to which you are
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had two handsome dariers, and both of "em ¢

died misersble deaths in the Almshouse.—
The mother lived to follow them to un-
 timely.and dishonorable graves ! They were
once beantiful, innocent gals; but the de-
siroyer came, and they fell from that virtue
which we ought to prize almost above every :
other virtge. My old heart bleeds when I

think of such things? .
I was so much affected by this aged

couple's conversation that I knew not what
to say, and remained silent and thoughtfal,
My strongest sympathies were awakened;
for 1 saw fears runming down the furrowed

cheeks of the old lady. )
The stage now stopped at a small village

and took a team of fresh horses. We had|io
ridden about twelve miles; but the time
seemed very short to me. I was glad no
other passengers wete taken at this stopping
place ; for 1 desired to hear more from my
aged companions and religious friends. In
a few minates we were under wuy again.

* We are having 2 fine ride,’ said the old
man, * I was afraid the stage would be fu'l

as it is sometimes.’
{'We mav be crowded before we reach

led the wife.
shall not,’ I replied.

do

bo:

b

wish.

dark eyes may be more attr~*
little gold you may possess
are thousands who would r
‘money, if they Lad an opp
of your age always think mo

I will endeavor to heed all your kind

and friendly admonitions,’ I answered.—
You have given me some excellent advice,

and I trust I shall profit by it}
¢May the Lord in his mercy help you to

s, added the old lady. *We have said

nothing but what we believe to be true.’

Indeed, you bave not, and I can assure

you [ feel under very great obligations for
the interest you have manifested in my well-
fare,! I answered. *As you say 1 shall
find all kinds ot characters on board the

at ; but if they steal g grse they -will

not find quite so much in it as they could

‘They may not seelt your puise so anx-
usly as something else,’ he said. * Your

Bl

eing married. It is all ne

should think so, and men go
accordingly.
very strong declarations of

many solemn promises of mz
declarations and promises bec
T wish | to effect their vile purposes.

It is easy for

ig to toke the boat this eve-jyon open your ears to such £

nnpany me to Bosten.’ .

* we have been talking of going there
for ayear ot two past, but I think we shall
givé it up, we are so old, he replied.—
“The prospect now is that you will have &
pleasant night for your steamboat ride.’
+] never saw & steamboat,’ I replied.—

¢ Such a sight will be a great novelty to me.
T hope T shall not be frightened.’
¢You must look ont for the rowdies on
board the boat,’ he said, * Bteamboats carry
all sorts of passengers, and among them are
some very wicked ones.” You must have an

1 will: endeavor to do so,’
ghall study well the heari of
addresses me i the characte:
‘Beware‘ of those who promwess 1o lall m
love ot first sight, said the shrewd old
lady. ‘Such a thing may happen as réally

often ocecur.’ )
The stage was now driven up to a very

respectable looking public “house ‘where they
¢ changed horses’ again.. There were quite

piaz%a, smoking cigars, talking, laughing,
and watching us as we stepped from the

eye upon the villains, if' any should be on
" board! -

carriage. - 1 heard one of them say as X

falling in love at first sight, but it does not '

a number of young men standing on the

LOUISE MARTIN,
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was  passing
‘there’s a devilish handsome girl.?

He had upon his
cigarin hispmouth. Mol glazed .
tat'l], and handsomely formed,
his f.land a fishing-rod, and a ki
hanging by his side,
. reader that his remark
in the least degree, but
than otherwise.
The aged couple and myself passed in

through the carriage  door,

-

ox - .
pression of his countenance, was anxions

‘ I snwjto s ;
the young man who made the - remark 62y something to me; but. good manners
5 ¥

== OF, a fear of my old friends, forbid him. He

and a supposed I mi R
In person he was rather | The old ger:]:ltsg;::n’[;e their grandaughter,—

eyes were “POn'him,

He had injand watched ever io

; nd of basket| drank his wine fre:;ymouon g Mo
_can assure thejof it with the youn
did not flatter me They seemed 1o bg
ather disgusted me | with each other [

and shared a portion
men who dined there,
somewhat acquainted

I was fearful he might

offer m of his wi
o e some of his wine, but 1o my joy he

a sitting-» i ‘ 4 bi ‘

grroom, aud wated a fow minates for ;::'cilnot. He and his companions were very
1y, and had much to say about trout-

catching and such matters, ’

dinner and the exe ange of horses. It was
not my burpose to dine, but my aged com
panlons sisted upon my taking dinner with

them, and J vielded to theijr request. In
e invited into the dinin

as we were seated at the
‘ang and quite a pumber
them was the young man
ip, who "took his seat dj.

me. “He was a fine look

1d eyed me very sharply,—

————

a

" CHAPTER J11,

Tffc aged. couple give salugary advice, The
Journey continues.  The young receives
council from the lips of age.  The part

ing.  The emotions of a young lady &¢
- ) . ! '

Arter dinner the old gentleman remarked

1 3 ; s
E?g at the ta'ble before he Itf’ e 1n the sitting-room that he did not
wine which a waiter|like the cut of that Young fellew’s jib, as he

™. There was a kind of expressed it,

The old lady gave some hints

tim which did not ay gr]f her dislike.

lends. Tt seemed that my

teted the attention of this
* kept his eyes upon me
B 3 3hen0fid upon the food he
-5 o~ nas T
but set with it on, My hZTrm\f:a:] sz: ';I;e:;
chestnot color, and lung down beside y
cheeks in large curls; T always wore 'tn?y
:)i;al; fa;hi_on. I frankly confess T was p:'oul;
¥y nair, for it was ver
very naturally. . My com;’leﬁ?:n,a::ocu:\lr:d
;ery clear, but not white, = It was :‘ﬂthe:
Irunette; my eyes were very dark, - I think
thca}r’: safely say T was not very proud of
e 1‘tti.e beauty I possessed ; still T w
not willing to part with any of it for love :f

L3 Ll M
I don’t }:lfe to see a young fellow of his
age call for his bottle of wine,” said my old
companion. “Such a i
Practice at his age
may lead to more dangerous habits,’ i

Yes, to the drunkard’s grave,' replied i
old lady. ‘I have ltown 1jssevem{) ol o
men who begun their career to such ay rung
with their bottles of wine at the dirner ﬁll?[ve
To 56¢ a young man drunk is a ver sa‘:
spec_tacle for my eyes. "The chances zf b
[coming an useful member of seciet ae.
griaat]y‘against that young fellow, Hg feelie
}?um' big.nqw, but the time may come “’fhe:

e will wish he had not drank wine with hj
dinner,’ ‘ i b

. L,
Ah, it is, indeed, a dangerous practice

money. The young raan, I knew from the

3

for a young man,” said the hasband, ¢The
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stomach is a peculiar organ, When it is
fed with stimulating drinks, it continually
criesedor deeper and stronger potations.—
Like the horse leech it cries for more, and
will.tiot be satisied uotil it becomes diseased
andshe,man drops into a premature grave.—
Let me say o you, young woman, beware
of these wine-bibbing young 'men. Tem
chances to one they will become drunkards.
And what more misergble condition can a
~ worman be placed in than to have a drunken
husband #° -

I cordially agreed with the remarks of
these aged people, and told them 1 would be
on my gL““d against forming such 4 connec-
tion, Word now came to us that the * stage’s
ready” We all got on board, and much to
my surprise the young man also got into the
He now felt

more at liberty than he did at the dinner
* table, and began to*converse, first with the
old gentleman and then with me. The firs.
remark he made to me was aboui the|
.weather. | wondered where he could be
going, aud had some curiosity to know.——

I‘here was an lmprcasmn upon my mmd that

- ind was bound for that
impression came upon
¥ hoped the old gentle-
- here he was going,

ith is, the old gen-

‘able with him ; but

more talkative the
farther we | 2r.  The old lady
spoke but a very uuie. She disliked the
young man more than ker husband did, if
that were pq‘smble His conversation was
principally directed to me, éspecmlly after
we had ridden a few miles. I endeavored
to keep buck as much gs I could conveniently
and not he too impolite. 1 knew very wéll
that my old companigns were not at all
pieased to have me converse with him; and
on that acecount I felt nnder severe con-

tleman was ¢
the young 1

¢1 have had some rare sport angling for
trout for the last few weeks,’ szid the young
man, addressing me.

1 answered that I thought it was rather
eruel to hook and kill the beautifal trout.—
He perfectly agreed with me, but said he
could not resist the temptation however cruel
it might be,

men of the present age,” said the old gentle-
man. ¢ They don’t resist temptation; but
they ought to do so when they are young, or
their old age will be miserable and unhappy.
Begin in season to say, ““get behind me
Saten,” and depend upon it young man,
you'll find the current of your life to flow
more smoothly and pleasantly.’

¢ That inay be so; but you know, sir, the
young wmen do not view things through the
same medium as the old do,” replied the

young, man,
¢ True, but the question is, who sees mate

ters in the truer light, the old or the young ¥
asked my old friend. ‘The old have ex-
perience which is said to be the best school-

master.
age I committed many errors, and m=de many
mistakes which have proved sourges of much
trouble to me, and hence I see the propriety
and even necessity of warning ¥ men
of the great dangers that lie in fii¢i’™ pathe.
1 noticed that you took wine with your

dinner.'
¢I did, sir; but I trust you do not deem

that a sin,’ answered the young man.
+If not absolutely a sin, it is a dangerous
practice for a young person to say the least

< The stomach "is . wonderful organ in the
human system, and may be trained to either
good or bad habits. We must be careful
how we tamper with it, Iest it gain.the
mastery ovet us. The time may come when
your stomach will not be satlsﬁed with wine

straint, .

at dinner, but cry aloud for a heverage much

¢That is too often the case with young.

I know that when I was of your

of it replied the good old gentieman.—.
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stronger than wine, and at other periods of |

the twenty hours. Thousands wpon thou-
sands whose bodies now lie mouldering m
the drunkard’s grave began their career by
éven the moderate use of wine. ‘I'ouch not,
taste not, handie not, ought to be the maxim
of all, and then the awful sin of drunkenness
will be aveided. You understand me, I

trust.
‘1 think I do, sir,’ replied the young man.

¢t Your doctrine may be correct ; butI feel asy;

if 1 could govern myself.’

¢ Govern yourself!' repeated tho sage old
man. * Govern yourself I fear, young man,
that you are not aware of the difficulty of
the task. You have often heard of the fame
of some great general who has led armies
through oceans of blood to conquest and

victory.’
1 have, sir, and what_ is the inference you

would draw from that 9 i-nqun'ed the young
man, smiling, and looking 2t me.

¢The Book of Books says, he that con-

quereth himse'f is greater than he who taketh
a city,’ replied the old counsellor, ‘
“r vian made noimmediate reply ;
s eyes fastened upon me, and
swhat thoughtful. It was not
words the old man spoke,
r in which he uitered them
that séemed to effect the person to whom
they were addressed
The old map’s face was much furrowed
by the ploughshare of time; his locks were
as white as snow, and hung in scattered ‘curls
over his neck and shoulders, His com-
plexion was clear, and evory lineament of his
countenance manifested love and benevo-
lence. His eyes were once a deep blue, byt
time had somewhat faded them; yet with-
out materially diminishinig their expression,
He was a fine specimen of & good old age,
and I can never forget him. His aged part-
ner, too, was a fine lockings old lady. We
all sat in silence for some minutes, and no

one seemad . disposed to break it. T noticed
that the young man kept staring at me with
his black, justrous eyes, and seemed to be
highly -gratified, if not charmed with ‘my
looks. Now experience has taught me that
no young lady can remain perfectly indif-
ferent when she is conscious that a young
man of-gentee]l appearance is in love with
her, No matter how suddenly that love
may spring up in his heart, if she believes it
is there, her nerves will be more or less af-.
fected, and she cannot remain Jindifferent.—
But I willsnot-at this stage of my narrative
attempt to give a description of the warkings
of my own ‘heart. It is true, the younmg
madn was handsome, easy in his manners,
ready in conversation, and appeared to be
the son of a rich man. I here confess that
the latter consideration made quite an im-
pression upon my heart; for T longed to be
the wife of a wealthy hushand, and go with
him to my native village, and torment those
young ladies who félt so much above me.—
This was one of my most ‘easily besetting
sins, They might, and probably did envy

' my beautyT (what little F possessed,} and I f

énvied their parents wealth, and their fine
dresses.

The roads grew better and the horses in-
creased their. speed. ‘The weather was very
pleasant and I very much enjoyed the ride.
We had ridden more than a mile in silence,
and at last the old man broke the silence by
another quotation from the Scriptures, ad-
dressed to the young man.

He said in a distinct and even musical
voice. ¢ Look not thou upen the
it is red, when it giveth his coloi'ln trhevcup,‘
when it moveth itselfaright. At the last, it
biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an
adder. Yea, thou shalt Le-as he that 11eth

upon the top of a mast.’
‘He said no more at the moment, but

gazed upon the young man as if he anxiously

desired his reformaiion, while the latter
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Iooked as if he knew not what reply to
- make. T began to feel quite a strong curiosity
to know how far the young man was trav-
eling, where he belonged, and who were his
relatives ; but my mother had taught me too
much politeness to ask him any questions)

touching such subjects. I hoped, however,
the old gentleman would ask him; but he
seemed more anxious for the young man’s
reformation than he did to learn any thing
respecting his temporal affairs, At last the
young man said, ‘I conless, sir, that you
have got the betier of me in argument, We

to do things that wilt not bear a very search-
‘mg ';cmtmy
T became more mterested in the young
man from the fact of his listening to the old
counsellor with so much respect and atten-
tion, It seemed to me that the young fel-
low’s moral principles were not so bad after.
all.- And I think the old gentleman enter-
tained a more favorable opinion of him than
e did at the dinner table. He and the old
man. conversed freely together; but their
conversation was upon moral and religious
Yot 2 word was said by either upon
subject; and it seemed as if my
was destined to disappointment.—
fore nightfall we reached Portland
gentleman and his wife left the
stage coach in front of a fine looking house,
and the rest of ug were" hurried down to the
steambont wharf, as there was no time to
lose,’ J.My old friends bid me an affectionate
I confess I was pleased that the
id not leave the carriage, but
kept on t6fthe boat.  Although we had not
conversed i{ogether for several miles hack;
vet his eyes were frstened uponr me, and
“spolke the feelings of his heart. At least, so
it seemed to me, ’

"y

[P

CHAPTER IV,

Our heroine discovers many novelties. The
aftention of her gallant. The Steamboat.
The thunder shower. The effects of elec-
tricity upon love affairs. The progress,

&e.

I #ap never seen a steamboat, and was
anxious to see one. As the carriage was
driven down the wharf I heard a terrible
noise which at first galve my nerves a shock.
The young man noticed that I was some-
what startled and said they were blowing off

!|the steam to keep the boilers from bﬁrsting.

I knew nothing about that kind of philosophy,
but his remarks quieted my nerves,’and he
assisted me from the carriage,

¢ You are going to Boston, I suppose,” he
said, as I stepped from the carriage. T told
him such was my destination. e appeared

"Ito be very glad, and told me he was bound

for the same city. This was the 'ﬁrst finti-
mation I had from him that he was going to
Boston. My heart rejoiced at it; and yet
my mother's warnings and the old man’s ad-
monitions were . fresh in my memory, and
cautioned me to beware how [ suffered my-
sell' to become familiar with a strange young
man. But he seemed to be a sortyof an

‘| acquaintance, and I felt as if I was%eally‘

among strangers. Hundreds of faces I saw,
young man was very attenlive to me, and
see that my trunk was safely on board the
hoat. 'The truth is, he was very kind, and
seemed to be the only friend T had with me.
When the wheels were put in motion and
the boat moved off, I was much excited, bat
!ithe young man was by my side and even
offered me his arm, which in my excitcment
{ accepted. ‘

The evening was de!lchlﬁll and tha ocean
in the light of a full moon was the maost

magnificent speetacle T ever beheld, I have

but not one I had ever seen before, and the -
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since been convinced that it was a most pro-
pitious evening for love-making; but I must
not anticipate, but let my narrative proceed
according to the order of events,

As we stood upon the promenade deck,
first looking at the mocubeams [ﬂayil’lg upon
the Ocean waves, and then at the bespangled
firmament which was hung liké a gorgeous
curtain over our heads; we gazed towards
the west, and saw 2 dark cloud ocRasionally
fringed with brilliant and momentary light,
but no thunder was heard. The cland was
distant, and the wheels of the boat made
such a noise that we could not have heard
the rolling of the thunder even had the
murky and threatening cloud been nearer to
us., The lightning was very sharp, and al-
most incessant, and the cloud appeared to
be fast nearing our boat. We stood silent
and gazed upon this beautiful pyrotechnie
display of the heavens. It seemed to me I
never saw the electric fluid more vivid ‘and
frequent than on this oceasion.

* Think we shall kave a shower P’ I as'ed,
in a subdued tone of voice; for I was some-
what alarmed at the black and threatening
aspect of *he heavens, .

‘It may reach us’ he replied. “But I
think 1f will pass to the Sonth. The cloud
is very black and highly charged with rain
and eleetricity.’

¢ And I fear with wind, too, for - it seems
to be coming up very fast,” I added, while
he pressed my arm more closely to his side,
and seeined really to manifest some anxlety
for my safety. .

- ¢ It may blow some ; but our boat is very

staunch and can ride out a very severe gale,’
he answered. ¢ Yoor'e not afraid of thunder
and hghtnmg, are you?

I replied that I was not particularly cow-
ardly, but -always felt some degree of -alarm

on such occasions, even on the land, and|firs

of a th'.lmder-‘shower. I could not tell, as I

had no experience.
¢ O, there’s no more danger on the water
than on the land,’ he said ; still pressing my
arm, and placing the palm of his hand upon
the back of mine.'
I suffered it to remain a short time; but
a moment's reflection convinced me that 1
ought not to encourage his familiarity, how-
ever inuocent his motives might be, and
withdrew my hand from under his. e did
not attempt: 1o detain it, and appeared not to
notice 1Lpartmu1arly Itold himI did not
know as theré was more danger on the water
than on the land, unless the wind should
blow violently. He assured me that the
steamboat could ride out almost any gale.
We now changed our position to a place
from which we could more distinetly see
the thunder-cloud.
‘Dear me!” 1 said. ¢ How fast it comes.
it will soon be over our heads! At that
moment a brilliant flash of lightning darted
from the cloud and shot over the water in a
rigzag form, making many angles and seem-
ing to rest a moment over the bosom of the
waters before it went out. It was soon fol-
lowed by a lound peal of thunder which was
distinctly heard above all other nulses ‘n
board the boat, [ remarked that that must

be very heavy thunder.”; e

“1t is, indeed,’ "gﬁfr‘eplned. & How bean-
tiful the lightning displayed. ltseii"

“More terrible than beautiful’ T added.
< Such fashes always make iggtremble. I
never before saw such a subjgpe. Misplay.’

*1 confess it was very gnan(f he re-
marked. ¢ But there’s no danger. We are
just as safe here as we . should be in the
stage-coach.’ .

Another flash darted out from the edge of
the cloud more vivid and terrible than the
t, followed by a tremendous crash of

how 1 should feel on the water in the midst
. )

thunder. I was really alarmed and proposed
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going below ; but he prevailed upon me to
remain, assuring me there was no. more
danger in one place than in another. The
cloud kept rising and the lightning increasing
'in splendor and frequency. Soon we felt
a change of wind, and a few scattering rain
drops fell upon the water. 'The wind in-
creased and sounded mournfully to me as it
swept over the ocean and throngh the boat,
It seemed to me I never felt the wind blow
more violently; but the boat kept on its
course, and skimmed over the foaming bil-
lows like a thing of life,
The young man kept close at my side and
- seemed 1o press harder the more the storm
raged. I have no doubt he sought that op-
portunity to become more familiar with me.
The violence of the storm absorbed all my’
attention, and I hardly noticed that he held
my hand in his and pressed it as often as
the lightnings flashed and the thunders
rolled. !
. The wind and rain increased, and I be-
came quite alarmed. The boat began to
reel and dance upon the waves; and no
“doubt I should have been duite seasick, if I
been so much frightened. I have
ondered if electricity has any eon-
agency in making love. AndT have
the question whether the human
heart 13 more susceptible of love-impressions
in o thunder-shower thén-at any other time.
My readers may dlscﬁ‘ss that question at

clung to the young man for a support, and
found myself soon after in his arms. Im-
mediately I roused up and dsseng'lged myself
from his-embrace. He seemed perf‘ectly
willing to protect me, and did all he could
to goard me against the violence of the

slorm.
The wind began to abate, and we could

sée some clear sky at the west between the
c¢loud and the horizon. The rain also
ceased in a good degree, and the fightnings
now came from the other edge of the cloud.
Much time did not elapse before the silver
moon made her appearance, ‘looking more
bright and beastifal from her transient ob-
scurity. Her beams again played upon, the
waters whose recently lashed billows began
to fall away into peace and quietness, -nd
the bosom of the ocean to asst

paratively smooth surface.

My fright was over, and the m
ters looked more beautiful than tl
fore the shower. My gallant v
ingly attentive ; but since I have
to believe that he wished the ston
tinned much longer than it did;

very fond of protecting me and

nerves.
After the shower had passed c

beautifal ncon and the bright sta.

peared in the heavens, my companion
tioned me in a very polite and even cun-
ning manner, about my family relations and

their leisure, for I cannot dwell upon it at|the objects I had in view in. -visiting the

this stage of my narrative.

Metropolis of New England. T frankly told

The wind now mads a dreadfisl sweeP him all, and kept nothing back. I began
over tilly steattboat and shrieked mournfully [to feel interested in him and cherished a
amidst the iron rods or chains that sustained | desire to guestion him in relation to his
the- smoke-pipes, accompanied by brilliant | situation and circumstances; but T was cau-

and incessant flashes of lightning, loud peals|tious, if not difitdent.

of thunder and floods of rain.

He seemed to have

It seemed to|an instinctive impression that I cherished

me that we must all go to the bottom of the | such a desire; for after 1 had ' told him the

set and become food for the sharks and
other voracious monsters ot the great deep.

simple story of my life, he remarked that he
ought to be as frank and as communicative as
I had been,

I told kim he must act his own

Being so much alarmed [ unconsciously ! pleasure.

%

“angling of which I am very fond. My father
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¢You have my pardon; but I did not in-
tend it as flattery,” he answered ; seizing my
hand, and pressing it to his lips.

¢ My pleasure is, he continued, *to give
you as much information about myself as
If, I
ou have given me in relation ‘to yourse
im the only son of a merchant of Boston who| I suddenly withdrew my hand, andktol(.’;‘
has retired from mercantile pursuits and|him not only his words but his acts spoke o
flattery.
lives upon the income of. his estates. I do
not wnIs)h to' boast of my father’s wealth.’ ¢ Excuse me,’ he said, ¢ 1 intend no wrongI,
1 shall not consider such a relation as but T feel a deeper mte;estlaiin 3;:?“2”“ |
boasting,” I replisd; feeling quite anxious have ever felt in any young lady 3, and
e tinue his sior The evening was now far advanced, &
fothIT()::i;E:(;m 1 genemﬂly gd down 1o|after some conversation, we separated for
e cont —

bin and
Maine, once and sometimes twice a year to| the {"ght- Il;wet!;t-t{;n ﬁ::hemi?d:s?ndciv;: P,
see to 2 large tract of wild land which my g0t Intomy bertll; Y
father owns in the town where T took the quieted, and it was a long time before sde;:_l"
al G } . . ‘
stage-coach for Portland. I always take my | ¢ame to my relief. I had not yet learned his

3 : ; name; but I dreamed of him, of his father’s
fishing-rod with me and enjoy the sport of wealth and of Leing marvieg.  But T il

not relate dreams, for there are real incidents
in my life which are enough to fill a volume
without having recourse to the wnld vagaries
of a sleeping mind,

has wealth enough; but he yet very keenly
feels the loss of my mother, who died about
T have but one sister, who

younger than I am.”

ghe is a very beautiful and acy
CHAPTER V.

wng lady,’ I said.
), he replied ; while the light

evealed a pleasant smile on his A delightful morning upon the ocean.—
t .

"Oceanic scenery. A new character. e

;::" imagine that you have the temptations of the heroinc. The cumning
; . - N

bertine, &c¢.
ne beautiful girl in your heart, of an old libe - &

pect to wed ere long,’ I added,

Tue morning dawned bright and beauti-
feeling a strange interest in the | fal, and I arose at an early hour that T might

weorerwn - Wight give to my question, I|see the ocean and the land, if any was wi?hin
hope my female readers will pardon me for | thé range of my vision. During the night
‘cherlshmg such an interest on so short an|the boat had been delayed on her passage by

; agquaintance with this young man, but 1)ihe breaking of some portion of the machinery

" did feel it, and thus frankly confess it connected with the engine, but it had been

“Q, no, he replied, smiling, and playing | repaired, and the I.mat was now skm}mmg
with one of the ringlets of my hair upon |over the smooth bright waters like a big wa-

i i ter fowl. _
which the moonbeams were shinmng and o .
adding new lustre to i1, ; I have never seen Not a breath of air disturbed the smooth

the gitl whom I am willing to make my|surface of the sea, and all the objects. in

wife, unless the beams of yonder bright moon |sight greatly interested me. I' began to feel
now reveals her o my eyes.! ag if I wished [ had been a young man and

¢ Pardon me,” I quickly added, ©if] pro-| could folldw the sea, so .fascmatmg was the
npunce ‘that ﬂaitery.’ ocean and iis scenery.
'Iﬂ'ﬁ .




20

| LOUISE MARTIN,

"I went to the same spot where I was the

-evening previous during the thunder shower,

and gazed upon the bright expanse of watess

‘and the green islands and distant shore.
The sun rose, and it seemed to me that

it arose out of the * deep, deep sea.’ I never

‘before beheld such a beautiful and magnifi-
cent sun-rise. ‘The king of day, too, looked

like a large ball of fire coming up from the

‘depths of the ocean, and it seemed to ‘me

‘that his bright beams must have been extin-
guished in a bed so wet; but his face wes as

bright and beautiful as when I had seen it
¢oming up from the hills of Maine.
several fishes or other creatures. disporting
‘themselves in the calm waters, O, how I
wished my gopd mother could.have been
with me to enjoy such glorious sights }—
And excuse me, dear reader, when I say I
wished the son of the rich merchant would
rise from his couch and talk of the beautifal
scenery that every where met my astonished
eyes. I felt as if such sights would give' me
more pleasure, if [ could but enjoy them
with some friend or acquaintance. I wasa
ger In a strange vessel, ‘and but one

m on board whom I knew, and with

I bad but a slight acquaintance, I

d the aged couple were with me 'that

I might heer their remarks upon the ocean
and its sublime and interesting scenes. . I
thought of the proud-.and haughty girls of
my.native village, and my return home at
some future day with'a rich husband. A
thonsand thoughts crowded upon my mind,
and my nerves were much excited, but I was

not destined to remain long -alone; for an
© eldetly, well-dtessed gentléman came along, |
walking backward and forward, and occa-
sionally bestowing a glance upon me, He
was a fine looking man, and seemed to feel
as if  he would like to address me; at least,
so he seemed tome. I did not knnw but
my vanity gave such thoughts; but I soon
found, however, that my conjeciures were

1 saw

After passing me severnl times, and oc.
casionally fixing his eyes upon me, he came
up ard said, “A very beautiful morning
we have. I have never seen the Atlantic

sailed miany thousands of miles on the oceans
of different parts of the globe.?

I remarked to him that T had fiever seen
the ocean before, and never a larger cnllec-
tion of water than some of the small takes of
my native State.

‘Indeed I he added. * You have chosen
a fine time for your [irst-trip. 'True, we had
a violent thunder storm last evening, but
that only added sublimity to the scene.’

‘It seemed to me it was the grandest I ever
witnessed;” I answered

* Such storms always appear more subhme
on the water than on the land,’ he ;idded
‘X think I noticed you last evening in com.
pany with a young man ; your brother, per-
haps, or it may be your husband:’ “
*0, no, sir,) T replied, smiling. ¢ The
young gentleman is a siranger to me. I
never saw him before yosterdey, We rode
together in a stage coach, and he very kmdly
took care of my trunk. I dont even know
his name.’ -
‘Indeed !’ he said. * ‘Then you are jour.
neying alone to the city ! I suppose you have
some relatives or friends there whom you are
going to visit,’

‘Y have not, I answered.
living person in Boston whom I know. ‘1
am goingr to seek employment.’ ‘

"He remained silent and thoughtful a few
moments, and seemed somewhuat surprised
that I should beé thus alone. I knew from
the expression of his countenance that ke
was surprised, jor that some other feeling

was at work in his heart. At last he

right,

spoke.

dressed in more gorgeous robes, and 1 have

*There’s Ho i

e
gl
]
#

i ask, do you propose to do?

, very much pleased. 41 told him I was not
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¢ Going to seck employment,’ he repeated,
after quite a long pause. * And what, may'I

¢ Learn dresemaking,’ I replied. *1 have
now some knowledge of the trade; but wish
to learn it better so that I can work and earn

money.’
¢ There are a great many dressmal\ers in

the city,’ he said, looking as if he thought
I had better engage in some other employ-

ment.
‘1 suppose,” L replied. ‘There may be

room for me, especially if I excel in the
business.’ ]

¢Q, yes,” he added. ¢ You may do well;
but there are other situations that might be
more agreeable to you. How should yon
like to get” married to 2 wman who has mo-
ney enough to support you ijke a lady. ¥’

He smiled, chucked me under the chin,
and acted ag though he was quite a young
man, I also smiled, and he seemed to be

old enough to think of murriage.

"¢ Sufficieutly old,' he replied. 1 should
never want a wife older than you are,

I suppose you have one much older,” I
sam, smiling, and feeling as if he was a jolly
oid man, and excellent company.

¢ Indeed T have none at all,” he replied.
tBut I assure you I bave recently been
thinking of hunting up one.’

“You can find enough of them either in
the city or country,’ I said.

¢True, there are women enongh; but
then I must have ane who fits my eye. 1
have traveled over all the world and have
never yet seen ane whom I should be will-
ing to wed. This may seem strange to you,
but such is the fact. Old bachelors are
genetally called very particular, and so far
cas. L am concerned, I frankly acknowledge
the charge; I am particular, especially in
the choice of a partver for life.’

answered.

so exacting in your demands, I fear you will
never find a woman who will suit you,” I
‘I don’t see but you must al-
ways remain in single blessedness.’

¢T have indulged the same fears,” he an-
swered, gently tossing on his fore-finger one
of the curls of my hair, and smiling most

graciously,
He was a fine-looking, portly 'man. His

face was smooth and pleasant, and he seemed
to possess much good humor. I was pleased

with him, and never once dreamed that he

was actuated by vicious motives, His age

prevented me from harboring any suspicions

against his character. The young man who

had made my acquaintance the day previous

huad not that redeeming quality. Although

I was pleased with him, yet I entertained

some suspicions of his motives. .

T think yon have reascn to indulge in
such fears,” I answered, smiling.

*Perhaps I have,” he replied, taking my-
hand in his, and gently pressing it. ‘But
I frankly confess | have never seen a girl
whose expression of countenance pleasés one
somuch as yours, It seems as if | had been
long acquainted with you, and I suppose
the reason is, because you approach so near
the image of a woman my fancy hns formed
in my heart. Men will always love some-
thing in the form of a woman, whether that
form be an . imaginary or a wal one. . A
thousand times [ have imagined what kind
of alooking girl I should be willing to make
my wife, but never have seen one, unless
my eyes now behold her. The more I look
‘at you the more I am convioced that you
more resemble my fancy-formed idol than
any other girl I have ever seei.’

During these remarks he held and pressed
my hand, smiled - sweetly, appeared honest
and sincere; so muchso, that I could not
suspect him of any bad wmotives at the time,
He was a gentleman who had lived more

*You are so nice in your notions, and

than a balf a century, and yet he did not
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look old in rﬁany respects.  His hair and

whiskers were, somewhat silvered by age;
vet there were no wrinkles in his face, his

form was symmetncal and his motions easy

and graceful
‘I hope, sir, you are no ﬂatterer,’ I re

marked, gently withdrawing my hand from

his warm grasp.
“My age' must protect me from such a

charge, he added. “If a young man had
said as much, perhaps, you would have been
justified in being suspicious of him; but you
_ought not to charge me with flatery, for [
plead not guilty to such a charge, I assure
you that your face, form, tone of voice,
manners, motions, every thing in fact, im.
press my heart with a deep interest for you,
and I ask the privilege of a further ac-
quaintance. Will you permit me to con-
duet you to a boarding house when we ar-
rive in the city. The boat will reach the
wharf in the course of three hours, I know
of a boarding house kept by a very respecta-
ble fady of my acquaintance who will treat
you very kindly. She is an excellent woman,
and will assist you in getting employment,
if you should desire it. She is well ac-
quainted with many of the most respectable
and fashionable dress-makers in the city.—
But after all I may give you a betier home
than any other you can find in Boston. I
have a splendid house, very handsomely far-
nished, and if the impressions continue which
your petson has made upon my heart I will
wed you and make you the mistress of my
establishment.’

I told him the young man whom he saw
with me last evening had made me promise
to accompany him to a boarding house he
had selected, and that I supposed I was un-

. der obligations to him, A change came
aver the expression of his countenance, and
he seemed’ really to be very much disap-
pointed. He looked so sorrowful that T felt
my sympthies drawn out in his behalf, and

regretted I had made any promises to the
young man.

It seemed to me that my beauty was
never so highly appreciated before; and I
began to faney that I did really look hetter
and. possessed more personal charms than I
had ever dreamed of: Even before I had
reached the city I had two lovers, both of
whom were apparently rich, and could give
me a splendid home. Under sueh eireum-
stances it is not strange that I was some-
what bewildered, and hardly. knew what
course to pursue. After a short panze, he
broke the silence,

, ‘H‘eave‘n forbid that 1 should injure the
character or reputation of any person, he
said, in & tone of voiee full of sympathy
and kindness. ‘But the duty I owe mysslf
and you, compels me “ ~rtinn van apaingt
the young men of th
are very corrlipt and
not say any thing s
whose acquaintance
entreat you to be e
the addresses of yc
may yet prove you

I thanked bim f
fested in my behe
would be on my
hand, and would l...
operation upon my lips, if some persons had
not been a short distance from us who
were looking at us, The man seemed to
be really in love with me, and Y frankly
acknowledge I could not feel indifferent,—

I do not say that I reciproéated his appa- -

rent love and affection, Yet, he seemed to

be a friend in whom I rmght repose the

grealest confidence.

¢ Then you feel s if you oucrht to go to
the boarding house the young man has se-
fected ¥ he asked, manifesting considerable
anxiety.

‘1 suppose 1 ought to do eo,’ I replied.—

-me happy through life.
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He has been very kind. to me, and has my”
promise which I dare not break.’

‘Very well, but be cautious how you
make him any mdre promises until we have
had another interview,’ he said.

He then took out his pencil and wrote
on a blank card the name of Capt. William
Dunmore. Handing me the card he had
written upon, he continued, ¢ There’s ‘my
name, sud I wish you would drop a letter
into the post office directed to me after
you arrive in the ecity, informing me where
L-can find you. Keep the whole maiter a

secret from the young man, and lodk sharp!

about ihe liouse to which he may condact
you. He may be actuated by honorable
motives; nevertheless, it is well for you to
be on the lookout. I have a large amount

" of money, and if my feelings do not change

I am willing to share it all with you. I
now feel as if your ‘society would make
Dor’t forget to
write me as soon as to-morrow, for I shall
be. exceedingly anxious to have an imter-
view with youn,

I_qgétlred him 1 would write according to
hiy request. He then endeavored to prevail
upon me to discard the young man and take
him as my guide after we reached the city ;
but I declined, and yet felt almost willing to
do so; for his conversation had a charm in
it which I have not the power to describe.
His love, sudden as it was, appeared much
deeper and stronger than that of the young
man. The love of both was of a very sud-
den growth; but T was indxperienced and
fally resolved to have a rich man for a hus-
band. Althongh my mother had warned
me to be cautious how I permitted men to
address me in the character of lovers; yet
she was anxious that I should marry a rich
man, and hesitated not to express such an
opinion. She had felt the evils and incon-
veniences of poverty, and therefore did not

'

wish me to be’ placed in such embarrassing
circumstances. .

The gentleman hung round me ang was
loth to.part company. He was as pleasant
as the lovely morning, and seemed 1o pos-
sess some excellent noral principles.  While
he was thus couversing with me, the young
man had arisen and made his appearance
in the saloon where I was. My elder com-

panion cautioned me to’ keep all a seeret,
and carelessly walked away, .

CHAPTER VI

The spirit of jealousy.—
Birds of passage. The breakfast. - The
heroine between twe fires.  Progress of
the voyagce. The approach to the wharf,

&c.

As the young man approached me I saw
much anxiety depictéd upon his eountenance,
and was satisfied that seeing the elderly
gentleman conversing with me had aronsed
the spirit of jealousy in his heart. That
circumstance furnished evidence to my un-
sophisticated mind that he loved me; and
yet 1 could not help believing that Captain
Dunmore’s affection was the stronger and
more sincere, ‘

Tﬁc rival lovers.

L

He approached me and 'cordially shook -
my hand, and ‘somewhat nervously pressed .
it. 1t seemed to me that both young ‘and
elderly gentlemen had quite a habit of
squeczing my bhand and playing with the
ringlets of my hair. .I had never before
witnessed supch performauces, and did not
konow but it might be one of the charac-
teristics of fashionable society. The young
blacksimith was never prone to such prac-
tices, and I very sagely concluded that it was
because he moved in the humble walks of
life. o

After a few inguiries after my health
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1 T
and how I rested during the night, he said,

*0, he spoke of the beauty of —

“It is but right that I should give you my | before T could finish the sentence, he infer-

name.’

He then handed me a beautiful glossy card | estness.

with the name Carolus Cunard printed upon
i’ As an offset, T gave him my name, with
which he -appeared to he hifrh!y pleased.
¢ Lonise Martin!" he repeated, smiling.
* Louise Martin! a beautiful name. T have
always understood that Martins are birds of
passage, and now I have proof of it.’
. “Yes, T replied.  Bul at this season of
the year those birds usually migrate to the
North, while I am taking a flight to the
South.’
‘ True, he answered, laughing; ¢ but never
mind. ] hope and trust, yon will find the;®
change a pleasant one. By the way, what
old man was that conversing with you a few
moments sgo P’
* You don’t call him an old man, do you?,
I asked smiling.
‘I thought his bair and whiskers looked
as gray as a badger, he added.
‘True, but then I 'should not judge him
over fifty, and surely you do not call that
L
e was mote than sixty, else my eyes
ved me,” he replied. ¢ Depend upon it
nan is even older than he appears to be
But whoishe? I noticed him last evening,
and confiss T did nat.like his looks. There
was an expresston in his eyes that looked|
evit’
¢ Indeed ¥ know not who he is from Adam,’
Ureplied. “ButI confess I did not discover
any thing very evil in the expression of ks
eyes. They are of a blue color, and not
very dark and piercing. For my part I
thought he was. rather pleasant—loolung than
otherwise,’
¢ Well, there's no diputing about matters
of taste,” he said, manifesting a Tittle lmpa-

rupted me, and said, with considerable earn-
‘There, just as T expected—the
old libertine! He began to praise your
beauty about the first thing, he said1®

0, no, not my beauty, but the beanty of
this lovely morning,” I replied, smiling at his
jealous spirit.
*The beauty of the mommg" he re-

peated. ‘Well, I confess that alters the
case very materially.’

¢ It does, indeed, I r(lp]ied ¢ Such beauty
is worthy of remark, while mine is scarcely
worth thinking of. I think the gentléman
showed Eis good sense in speaking of this
glorious morning mste‘td of bestowing any
rema T
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I asked him what employments they were

“tengaged inj but at first he hesitated to an-

sWer my question,
said.

At last, however, he
¢ I believe they are sewing-girls, but
I'm pol certain, as I have no acquaintance
with them.® ~

‘Are any of them dress-makers #’ Taszked,
hoping that they were, ihat ¥ might make
some inquiries about the business I was in-
tending io follow,

¢ Indeed, T cannot answer that question,’
he re.glied ‘But you may depend upon
finding it a very pleasant boarding place, 1
have beén long acquainted with the lady
who keeps it She once lived at my father’s

tience. ° What did he say?

i

house and superintended our domestic affairs
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" Dunmore, opposite..
he east upon me gnd the frowns that dark-

while myl mother was sick. Thinking she
¢ould make more money in keeping a house
for boarders, she concluded 1o engage in that
employment, and has succeeded very well

indeed,’
I was thdnkful 'that I had found a friend to

guide me in 2 strange city. When 1 started
frem home, I thought a good deal of how 1
should pass the first night in Boston. My
mother] told me I had betser find a boardmg
house, if I could, and not stop dt a public
hotel; and now all that anticipated difficulty
seemed 10 be obviated. He was exceedingly
atteutive and had not apparently lost any of
that tone wich he scemed to have for me
the evening previous, The truth is, he

seemed more loving than ever, and mani- |

fested more attachment to me than the hand-
some Captain did a short time before, The
breakfust bell now rang, and he invited me
I took his arm and. was
conducted to the cabin. Tt so happened that
Captain Dunmeore took a seat direetly -oppo-
gite 1o us. That circumstance T very much
regretted ; for it placed me in an unplesant
situation, as it were between two fires.

V., ung Cunard was exceedingly polite and
attentive, which greatly annoyed Captain
I could see the glances

to take breakfast.

ened his brow when he turned his eyes upon
my young ha‘ndson;e,' and attentive ggllant.
Many eyes, I noticed were upon me, for the
table was well lined. with passengers. My

- bright hair hung in ringlets over my neck

and shoulders, and I felt the red blood

rushing to my face. Whether that circum-

“stance added to my beauty or not, is more

than I know ; but one thing was certain,
T should have felt more *happy if my blood
had kept more " closely withiff my veins and

arteries.
My position was more unpleasant than

any I had found sinee I left the parental
roof, There was a declared lover before’

me, and one at my side, and both of them
possessing wealth and rank as I had reason
to believe. Tappeal to any one of my sex,
and ask her if she would not have felt:mueh
embarrassed under the same pressure of cir-
cumstances in which-I was placed? I was
not naturally diffident, so far from it, that
some migilt have called me bold; and yet I
think T not uly prized, but praeticed the
virtne, modesty, as much as most, young
ladies of my age. But I really felt em-
barrassed and could hardly act myself.—
Capt. Dunmore often ‘gazed upon me, and
once smiled, which Carolus noticed with ap-
parent regrei, if not with a more ha,rrassmrr

emotion,
My professed lovers also occasionally

razed upoun each other, and when their eyes
met, frowns were sure to cloud and darkén
their brows. Fere were two gentlemen, per-
feet strangers, and yet it was evident they
hated each other! And I was the innacent
cause of that ill-natared feeling between

them.
Dusing the time occupied in partakmg of

our morning meal, T was really unhappy,
more so than T had been sfnce I started. on
my journey. I began to debate seriously
in my own mind, which of the two I should
prefer for a husband ; for be it known to the
reader, that | fancied myself into the belief
that I could have either of them, DBoth were
handsome men, snd possessed of  wealth ;
but one was nearly twice as old us the other.,
There was a charm about the Captain which
the young man did not possees; but that
churm 1 have no language to desoribe. 1
knew, or at least had reason to believe, that
my older lover was in possession-of", and had
fuli. control over his wealih, while- the
younger must abide his time, and be patient

until his father’s death before he would ¢ome
into possession of his property. Carolus
was good-locking, pleasant, and agreeable in
his munners; but some how or other, I had
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not so much confidence in his love as I had|from the table and repaired to the saloon,

in Captain Dunmores, besides, I reasoned
myself into the belief that the young man
might see a new face which would please
him more than mine did; but I had ne such
fears of the Captain, He had lived many
years and -now for the first time felt the
magic power of love, if his own declara-
tions were to be believed. I felt jastified in
_coming to the conclusion that he would not
“be so likely to change his mind as the young
man might; and yet T wished he had not
seen so many winters. One possessed a
house already splendidiy furnished, while
the other was dependent upon his father for
.all he would need ina state of marriage,~—

And'the Captain seemed to be more fond of |

me than Carolus,
The truth.is, I felt as if the e]der lover

was more to be depended on., I could cling

to him, and he would support and protect me,

~while the other might give me the slip.—-
But after all, the Captain’s age was a source

of inuch trouble to mie. The idea of be-

coming the wife of a man who was old

enough to be my father was very disa-

ble, and et his very uge gave me con-

nce in him, **
Iy reflections were so strange and so

ure that my appetite for breakfast was
ey far from being sharp, as 1t probahly
would have been under other circumstances.
My kind. and attentive gallant urged me to
partake of several viands, for wiich I had ne
“appetite ;. but to please him, I nibbled = little
of every thing he presented me. It seemed
to me that.we sat at the table much longer
than was.necessary. I longed to rise and
go on deck; but said nothing.

The Captain still kept gazing upon his
rival. I could very easily see that Carolus
was quite 28 much disturbed as the Captain
was; yet he strove to appear quiet, and

upon ‘deck.
table. .
* I don’t know how yen may feel, butl
confess, the more I see of that iman, the more
I disTike him,’ said Carolus. ¢ He looks dag-
gers at me, but why he should thus frown is
more than I can tell. I have never injured
him, and have no desire to cultivate his ac-
quaintance. My opinion is, that he is a
wicked man. His whole manner and looks
show it.” ‘
¢ Perhaps you are too much governed by
your prejudlces ' remarked * Last evening
you did not’ discover in him so many evi-
dences of gnilt as you now do.” @

We left the Captain at the

evening,’ be replied.!
*And whe
notice him ¥
question drov
immediate a
knowledged
Captain con
have emertai
now seated 1
side, somew}
his flattering
most and ap] -
his love for wu..

wtam hawa wan woar tn

*1 can never be happy to live without you
in this world,” he said. *Wealth, honor,
and distinetion are all nothmg without your
society.”

Y fear your emotions corhe upon  you too
suddenly, and they appear to be too violent
to last long, I added, ‘Ina few weeks
you may change your mind. ‘Young men
see too many new faces to love one long.’

‘I never shall change my mind P hLe re-
plied. " You are the idol of my soul?’

.* And yet your worship may be of short

assumed quite an air of independence and |duration,’ I added, smiling in my slceve at

even hauteur, Glad was I when we arose |his apparently great earnestness and zeal,

[

" susceptible heart,

‘T had no occasion to notice him last

* my ardent lover’s lips, and gently rebuked
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1 used to read in my school-book when T was| much disposed to conversation. 1 sincerely
a litile girl, “ hot love is soon cald.”’ 1 really|regretted that the Captain had seen Carolus.
fear that you will soon become sick of me,|kissing my hand; and yet he had been

"and wonder how you come to have such|guilty of the same performance

feelings.” His presence awed me, an'd I felt re.
‘Never! never! he emphaucally replied, | buked as a daughter might be in the‘ pres-
and in a tone of voice that carried convie-lence of her father under similar circum-
tion to my soul that he was sincerc; and yet stances. -
Ifelt as if it were quite possible that his} 'T'he Captain continued his walking, and
feelings might undergo a change. He was]occasionally east a glance at us, and‘ a very
yet a young man, and apparently had a very|significant one, too. He was umuous.f'ar
‘ the young man t%) leave me that he might
‘ Your love has been so’ sudden, -and ap-| have a brief interview with me ; but Caroll.‘ls
pears so violent that another face betler|was not to be caught in that trap. He did
looking than mine may awaken new feelings|not leave e for a moment, and th\.e Cap- '
in your heart, and utterly drive my image|tain’s ardent desire could not be gratified.—
Arom your memory,’ I said. We remained in the saloon untl many
¢ I never shall see unother face I love to|more passengers came in, when wo went
gaze upon so well as 1 do upon yours,’ he|below. ' ‘
replied, seizing my hand and covering it| 'T'he bost was now nearing the wharf, :and
with kisses, the city appeared glorious to me in the rays
%’ihat moment Captain Dlmmore entered | of the morning sun. I was highly excited,
the saloon, and saw him in the aet of almost|und on several accounts, I felt as if I sh'oul_d
eating up my hand. The Captain’s face|like to exchange a few words with the Cap-
gathered dark clouds, and he looked as if he|tain before we landed; but my young and
would like to throw ‘the young man over-|ardent lover gi#ve me no such opportunity.—
board into the depths of the sea. The boat came up to the whart which was

“:-When I sawhit I withdrew my hand from |covered with people, and hackmen were
leud in praises of several%lty hotels. It was

a scene [ shall never forget. All was hustle
and confusion,. We were in 4 great and
apparently excited crowd. I could hardly
tell what my thoughts wefe on the ocea-
gion. But my young lover was close at my
side. :

him for taking such liberties.

The Captain promenaded back and forth,
and seemed to be absorbed in his own
thoughts.

The young man was hlgh]y provoked ut
this intrusion of the Captain; but he said’
nothing to him, and continued his conversa-
tion, with me ; changing, however, the sub-
ject, and talking loud enough for his rival to
hear him.

*In less than an hour we shall reach the
city,’ he said. ¢ Savingj the thunder chower,
we have had delightfol weather for our H ) ‘
passage.’ ¢ A CARRIAGE, sit,’ a score of voices cried,

T assented to all he said, but dlli not feel | as my young ga]]ant conducted me from: the

e —

CHAPTER VIL

New scenes for the heroine.  The landing.
The crowd. The elder lover watches all
the movements of the younger. The board-
ing house, and its Mistress, &c.
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boat upon the wharf. I was almost fright-

. ened at seeing such a crowd' of persons of
all descriptions. I had never seen any thing
like it; but Carolus pressed through the
crowd, dragging me after him, and hurrying
along as fast as circumstances would permit,
At last I was safely seated in a carriage, and
my lover went back to look afier my trunk
and his own luggage. While he was absent
Captain Dunmeore came up to the door of
the carriage, seized my hand, pressed it, and
looked exceedingly anxious,

* May heaven protect you, my dear,’ he
said. ‘Be sure to drop me a line, and be-
ware of that young man. Suffer him not
even to kiss your hand. There’s - pmson on
his lips.?

He immediaiely left the carriage and be-
spoke another. I saw him enter one, but it
remained. But before he entered I saw him
talking anxiously with the driver. At once
I mistrusted that He' intended to follow and
mark the house where I stopped. My sus-
picions were correct ; for when our laggage
was fastened vpon the carriage and we were
driven off, I saw the same carriage the Cap-
tain entered follow us; Lot I mentioned not
he eircumstance to my gallant. I was glad
he Captain had takén.such a course, for I
lesired he should know the house at which
| stopped. He was too olda bird to be
daught with chaff, and did not entirely de-
pend upon the tetter which I promised to
write for information. He wished to see
with his own eyes,

“ I'm glad we have got out of that crowd ’

_said. my lover.
" “You cannot be more rejoiced than I am,’
was my reply. “Inever witnessed such con-
fusion in my life.
‘It is always so when the steamboats ar-
rive, he answered. Now we shall be at
.your boarding house.

1 rejoice (hat jt so|surprise me at the time.

¢ It iaa fortunate circumstance, for I hardly
knew what I should have dong without your
assistance,’ 1 replied,

* Perhaps that old man Wou]d have given
you his aid,’ he answered,

I told him the gentleman might have done
80, but that I was satisfied as it was, He
appeared to be rejoiced at my remark, and
attempted to place his arm about my waist,
but I suffered him to take no such liberties.

sistance to Lis wishes, buf he made no com-
plaint in words. We rode on; turning sev-
eral corners and passing through what ap-
peared to me to be a wilderness .of houses,
The carriage which the Captain occupled
'was close behind us, but Carolus lmew
nothing about that ; 1[' he had he would un-
doubtedly hai

to a public ;.
house to wh .
time 1 suppos

At last we:
looking house. : -
me from the ¢
luggage, and
into the house
driven past, L
When I entere S .
attired females scamper up stajrs, wl?i]e the-
woman received us very politely. She was
2 large, fat woman apparently about fifty
years of age, Her face was Tound and red,
and full of smiles. ~ She was ewdently well-
acquainted with my lover, ahd greeted-him
cordially. I was politely inwroduced 1o her
by Carolus. Her name was called Mrs,
Topway, or rather the widow Topwiy, I
thought the name was an odd one, but I ex-
pected to hear many odd names pronounced
in so large a city, and the fact did not much
I was glad to find’

£

happened that I have the plessure of protect-|a resting place; for [ was greatly fangued

N

".ifg you here among strangers’

and needed some repose.

He was not very well pleased with my re.

. poverty drove her to keep a boardmg house
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¢ I suppose, Mrs. Topway, you have room
for another boarder,’ said Carolus.

0, yes, 1 have a very nice room, unoccui-
pied,’ she replied. ‘I can accommodate your

friend.’ .
T am very glad of it, for T .did not know

but your houze might be full,’ be said.

. ‘It'was full a few days ago, but somo of
my boarders have gone into the country,
she answered, ‘Please walk into.the parlor.’

¢ We did so, and I was seated on an ele-
gant sofs. 'The hoase was more splendidly
furnished than any one 1 had ever seen be-
fore, and began to fear the price of my board
in such an establishment would exceed the
limits.of my plfrse. It looked to me like a
palace, and the keeper had the appearance
of a queen. She was elegently dressed, and
did not seem to me like a poor woman whose

for a living § bat I reasoned myseﬂ' into the
belief tiiat every body dressed richly in the
city, and therefore', my surprise was not so
great as it otherwise might have been. The
woman made herself very agreeable, and was

very kind.
- I had not been long seated in the parlor

beivie the young man and the widow Top-
way went oat, and I heard them talking in
another room in a low voice, but cou'ld not
hear what they said. They were not absent
but a few minutes. When Carolus came in
he told me that the widow would be resona-
ble in her charges.
for mother had told me 1 must -get boarded
as cheap as possible, and appear respectable.

*There Miss Martin, I have been as good
as ‘my word; he said. ¢ I'have brought you
to an excelllﬁht boarding place where I trust
vou wil! be happy for the present. I must
now leave you, but will chll again: this even-
ing and see how you get along.’ )

I thanked him heartily for his kindness
and sduention. We shook bands and he

I was glad to hear that, |’

sofo, with me, and asked several questions
concerning my life, and what I expected to
do. I frankly told her all, and kept nothing
back. She now called a negro servant,
whose name was Jim, and ordered him to
take my trunk to the room I was to oc-
cupy.

Soon the widow ccnducted me fo my room
which was very richly’ furnished, Tt was a
front room and quite spacious. I was aston-
ished when I was introduced into such an
apartment. I could hardly believe my own
eyes that I was to occupy such a room,—
The windows and bed were handsomely
curtained, amarble;topped bureau, with a
large mirror upon it, stood in front between
the windows, and other articles of furnitare
corresponded with it.

 Think this room will suit you? she
asked, smiling very graciously. ’ -

¢ 0, madam, I fear the room will suit me |
better than the price,’ I replicd. *I'm nof
able to occupy such an apartment.’

¢1 shall let you have it very cheap, for L.
have a great respect for Mr. Cunard,’ she re-
plied. ‘I once lived with his father. 1t is
an excellent family, and they are very
wealthy .And this young man is the best
person in the world.?

‘But that is no reason why you shcmld .
borrd me cheaper than you would any tﬁlher
person,’ I rephed ‘
¢ Ah, my good girl, she added smiling.
¢1 judge from what the young ran told me
that he intends to make you his wife. Should
that event take place, I shall lode nothing by
boarding you cheap, or even for nothing;
for he and bis father, toe, are very generous,
and woold mpke me valuable presents. 1
hope you will not borrow any trouble on my
account.’

¢ Y have not thought of being mamed‘
I replied. °I came to the city to Iearn a

took his leave. The widow sat upon the
1 AL .
4

s .-.;'J/M
c/

dresstaker’s trade® . .
J
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¢ A dressmaker’s trade ! repeated the wo-
man. . ‘Carolus Cunard will never consent
to a gitl's learning’ such a-trade whom he
intends to marry, You may as well give up
that idea first as last. All the dresses you
will ever make won’t covet much nakedness
1'm thinking.  No, no, my dear; your lover
will never consent to that. Instead of
manufacturing dresses for others, the most
fashionable dressmakers in the city will be
employed for yon; in making your bridal
dress. -I consider yon a very fortunate
" young lady in winning the heart of such a
young man as Carolus Cunard. There's
not a gizl in the city who would not jump
at the chance of having him for a husband.
He's. an only son, and his father is im-
mensely rich. He has oceans of money.—
I'm glad he has at last found a girl whom he
loves ; for he will be very much the happier
for it. Such o good-hearted young man, and

* 80 rich as he is, onght to have a wife, You
are a stranger to me, but I hope you will not
deem me a flatterer when I say I think he
has shown his good taste m the choace he

hns made.’
‘Tm a poor country girl, and onght not

to think of forming a conmection so much
above my rank and condition in llfe, I re-

pile§
ever mind that, she replied. *You
have personal heauty encugh to sastain you
in the very highest ranks of fashionable
society. Beauty is every thing here, and
you will outshine auy of the city ladies.’

‘I c.onfess, you lay on the ﬁattery quite
thick,’ I replied; beginning ta think my

beauty was brought to a good market. This
woman appeared so kind, and spoke so
pleasantly, that I was inclined to believe all
she said, There was an apparent sincerity
in her tore of voice and manner; and I felt
as if 1 should be doing her injustice if I
doubted her honesty. She insisted upon it,
that my beauty was far above almost any

other lady’s in the city, I confess I was
possessed of some personal vanity, and also
listened to her flaitering tales with pleasure,
She did not remain long, but soon left me to
my own reflections -

CHAPTER VIii,

Our heroings trouble fo make o :choice of
her lovers. Making a toilette. Reflees
tions on city lfe.  The contrast, &e.

Here I was in a splendidly furnished
room ; but no articles in my wardrobe cor-
responded with it. I began to feel ashamed
of my dresses, I had one blue silk dress,
which my mother made” from her wedding

it was not made in the fashion. and if it had
been, I had nothing ¢
If 1 had the money
expended quite a sur
had but a.small sum,
duty to Teserve to paj -
got in a situation to e
The widow Topwz;
my philosophy and be
Before I saw her, . anc
stories about young Cunard, 1 had almost
come to the conclusion to throw myself upon
the love and pwtectmn of Captain Dunmare,
but now I did not know what to do. [ had
prbmised to write him; but that did noi
seem hecéssary since he knew the house
where I boarded. I reclined upon the bed
and endeavored to calm my nerves with a
litile sleep; but no slumber came to my
I was restless and uneasy, and

B oY

eyelids,

thought of what my mother would say if she

could see me lying upon such a bed under
snch splendid cartzins, The widow had
almost driven the iden 6f dressmaking {rom
my mind. Finaliy I came to the conf,!u-

gion, after long and even painful reflection,

.to accept the offer of the former,

gown. It was an excellent fabrie, but then'.

for, females to use such language.
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that I would marry either young Cunard or
Captain Dunmore. At this time I inclined
His age
was more Sl.litgtb;e, and the widow had given
him a fine character; but after all, I could
scarcely indulge the thought of giving up the
p,lgasam smiling Captain, There was some-
thmg about him to which my heart clung,
something which I did not discover in young
Cunard. True, the latter appeared like a
genuine lover, but the former seemed not
only like a true lover, but also a protector,
Yfelt as if he was a pillar I could safely
lean against and be supported. O, how I
longed for mother’s advice in this emergancy
1 thonght if she conld see them both I would

“willingly take the one she might select. I

concluded to write to her soon, and acquaint
her with the character and agés ‘of my two
lovers, and request her opinion. While 1
lay upon the bed and such thoughts rapidly
coursitg through my mind, | heard the
laughing and giggling of girls in a room
over-my head. They appeared to be -in
high glee; but I could not distinctly hear
afy thing they said, Tlistened attentively,
but heard nothmg bat loud laughing. Once
T thetighi T Heard an oath; but finally con-
cluded T must be mistaken, 1 was unwilling
to believe that young ladies. would swear,
_yot I did not know but it might be more
fonable in the city than in the country
The
laughing continued for some time, and at
last % heard them leave the room and go
down Stairs. T was glad to get rid of the
distarbanee, for I did not feel like laughing,
or hearing any thing like giddy mirth. My
refléctions were serious and sober. T was in
a strange city and among strangers. Some-
times I imagined that both my lovers might
prove false ; for I had often heard of false-
hearted lovers. Mother had cautioned me
to beware of them, and the old gentleman

and lady who rode with me in the stage-
coach the day previous had given me much
advice wkich was fresh i my memory ; and
yet I would not believe that Cunard or the
Captain were false-hearted until I had some
proof of their deception. Inever knew much
about love affairs. True, like other young
girls; T had often thought of such matters,
but had no well-seitled opinions upon the
subject.

It seemed somewhat strange to me that
two gentlemen should fall in love with me
so suddenly, and especially when there was
such a disparity in their ages; but I was
rotrantic enough to believe that love knew
no age or condition, but would go wherever
it was sent.

The Captain’s talk upon love was more
pleasing to me than Cunard’s, for he seemed
to go deeper into the subject, and to ex-
plain it more satisfactorily, He appeared
calm and philosophical, and yet warm and
ardent Hisseemed to be a love upon which
I could rely, whereas Cunard was more .en-
thusiastie, and apparently less to be trusted.
I viewed the subject in ail its phases, and
catechised my own heart according to all
the knowledge and light afforded me. I
asked myself the question which of the .two
I loved the most; but that question I ¢ould
not answer. I had sericus doubts whéther
I really loved either, but magined I could
love them. I wondered within myself if |
men were more apt to fall suddenly in love
than women. From the last fow homr's ob-
servation and experience; I canie to the con-
clusion that the gentlemen were more sis-
ceptible than the ladies.

Never before had { reflected so sexiously
upon the affairs of the human heart, E § now
studied them as one - would a book ; but the’
more T studied ‘the more bewﬂdered was .
my mind ; T ‘was really perplexed with my

theme, Dressmakmg hardly occurred to me,
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for I had mounted into a region far above
“that, and the higher I ascended the more
giddy I became. )

The all-absorbing question with me was
fo marry a man of wealth, and go with him
to my native village and excite the envy of
those girls who had always treated me with
scotn and contempt. If I could do that |
thought I should be happy. It was strange
that I suffered such matters to ocoupy so
much of my wind; but they had for some
few years, and I cou]d not rid myself of
them. [ remained upon the bed nearly an
hour, but had found no rest.

Iserlously reflected upon my condition.
A great change had taken place in my cir-
cumstances. A few days ago I left my
humble home, and my dear mather, and now
am in an elegantly farnished room, with
nothing to do, and a. negro to wait upon
me.
might be to my pride and ambition, it did |-
not exaclly meet the approval of my con-
science. I could mot make it seem right to
become all at once such a.lady. As yet T
had seen nothing of city hfe, and conld not

‘whether I should like it or not. 1 arose

n my mahogany chair covered with hair-
© th, and looked. at the reflection of my

on in the mirror; but I could not per-
e that coming to the city had. improved
my beauty ; ; and wondered how it had made
such impressions on two wealthy gentlemen
Tears came into my eyes.

, . CHAPTER IX,

The first dinner.  The mistress makes some
goad impressions upon the heroime. A
niw character.  Mystery, doubt, and mis-
‘giving, &c. o '

THE negro servant came and called me to
dinner, | went down and was wuch sur-

. However flattering sueh a change ¥

"|tions will always exist.
| would not enjoy themselves so well toé&l:er

with the mstress of the establishment, when
{ expected to see a public table and a large
number of hoarders of both sexes. The
w;dow noticed my surprise in the expression
of my countenance, and said: *You will
take your meaIs with me. I have orders
from your kind lover not to consider or treat
you &s a common boarder, and so you will
take your meals with me.’

Ii struck me that sueh a movement was
very singular, and so expressed myself to the
widow, There was something 1bout it I

could not understand.
* M. Cunard does not like to have you sit

at a public table to be gazed -upon,’ con.
tinued this cunning woman ¢ Besides, he
does not wish to have you mingle in the

chanies, In good time he will nlace ven
in the rank for which

ou.’

‘I fear the young wman

pride,” I replied, believing

said. ‘I am nothing bt

myself’
‘ True, but persons.of

always keep ‘themselves

laboring classes,’ she answ - S
a class by themselves, and their money ena-
bles them 1o]|ve just as they plense; while
the lower classes of the community are
obliged to cut their coat according to ﬂfeﬁ'
cloth.. In a ecity like this such wide distine-
The twd classes

as they do to be separate. Even in the
country such distinctions are often found.’
‘T can: bear witness 1o that, I replied,
with some earnestness; for the Sandford
girls were fresh in my recollection. ¢ Money
has 'a wonderful power in this world.’

‘ Yes, and you will soon have enough of
it,’ she added, smiling, and handing me a
nice piece of roust beef, while the negro,

7 prised to find myself seated at a private table

Jim, stood near his mistress, ready o auswe -

society of common sewing-girls and me..

!
i

. | look so strange; still 1 should have liked to

- but I had seen but two or three gitls and no

i ject of my- jmarrlage with* young Cunard.—
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any of her calls. ¢ You have remarked that
you thought my house splendidly furnished ;
'k but, you will see the difference when you
become. Mrs. Cunard, and the mlstress of
your own establishment. Your hnuse will
be furnished vastly richer than this.is. My
furnitare will look guite mean in the com-
parison.’

I began to see that my young lover had
selected an excellent woman to have the care
of me, and felt grateful to him for his kind-
ness in that regard, DBut it seemed to' me
after all that I was too much flattered, and
ought to have been placed in 2 less sp]end:d
house. It was reasonable to suppose that
my lover intended to pay ' my expenses, al-
though the widow had not said so. But
if Carolus intended to marry me, it didn’

be more independent until I was married.—
Qur dinner was new finished, and the widow
conducted me into a small private parior,
which was very neatly fumished, and every
thing wore the air of comfort and even
 luxuty, according to my country notions.

1 heard the door-bell frequently ring, and

ancasinnally the voices of men and girls ;
gentlemen, unless the negro servant may be
reckoned in that category.

The widow now questioned me motq par-
ticularly about my mother, the people, and
my native village. I answered all her ques-
tions frankly and without reserve. The more

"I became acquainted with her the better I
liked her. She appeared to be a very intel:
ligent and kind-hearted woman ; but as yet
she was comparatively a stranger to me.—
Miich of her conversation was upon the sub-

That seeméd to occupy her thoughts more
than ony thing else; i fact, it absorbed
more of et mind than it did mine; for my

between my lovers. It is true, since I came .
to this house my mind had rather inclined
towards young Cunard. I began to perceive
that it was quite as troublesome to have two
lovers a8 it was to have none at all. After
a long’conversation, the widow left ‘me to
my own thoughts.

Now the young blacksmith appeared in
my imagination. When I left home, he was
the subject of my thoughts. I knew he
loved me sincerely, and in some good degree
1 reciprocated-his affections. He was a very
industrioua young man, persevering, honest,
energetie, and good-looking, 1 entertained
a very favorable opinion of him. He had
made me promise to write to him and inform
him where he could find me in case he
came to the city, and he engaged to write to
me also. These promises were mutual, and
I felt bound to fulfil my part of the obliga-
tion; but what to write to him was a very
troublesome question. .

I repaired to my chamber, and, on the
way met a very gaudily dressed young lady, .
She was dressed in the most fashionable
style, at least, Y ‘supposed she was, for I
noticed that her dress was cut qu:te different
fl‘OI{'l mine, Having come to the city to
follow dressmaking, it was quite natural that
I should particularly notice the cut and
tashion of the ladies’ dresses. This girl
seemed disposed to converse with me; and
yet there seemed to be an air of caution
about her that I could not fully comprehend
or appreciate. Hearing the front door open,
she went to the window and looked out into
the street. The widow had walked out, and
then the girl seemed to be less cautiovs and
embarrassed. ‘She first spoke of the weather,
and called it *a splendiferous day’ That
was a new word to me, but found no diffi-
culty in comprehending its meaning, and
answered her, confirming her remark in re-

heart wa yet in some good degree divided

lation to the weather,
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‘Is this your first appearance on these
boards? she asked, throwing her head upon
one side, and trying to appear very grace-
ful.

1 at first hesitated, and then told her that
1 did not know as I fully understood her
question.

‘O, I mean, were you ever in the city be-
fore? she said, smiling at my verdancy.

1 never was," I rf-plied * This is my ﬁrst

appearance, as you say.’
‘That is a phrase the theatre folks use

when a new actor or actress appears,’ she
added. <0, I love to, ;attend the theatres.’

I told her I never was in a theatre in my
life. She appeared somewhat surprised, and
said the performances would please me very
much. She then asked me my name, and
where I came from, all which T told her.

¢ Good gracions ¥ she exclaimed. ¢ From
Maine! I came from that State, and not
twenty miles from the village where you
lived. How queer! I have not been in
Maine smce I left there, which was four

years ago.
She told me her name was Josephine

Melville. 1 thought it was quite a romantic
name; and told her my object in commg 0
thie city.

*To learn to be a dressmaker! she re-
" peated, laughing. “Guess the young man
who brought you here will nor let you work
much at that trade.’

“ What makes you think so? I asked.

‘O, the needle will prick your fingers, and
make them rough,' she replied, laughing
quite heartily, and gazing upon my curls.—
‘ Good gracious 1 1 wish my hair would eur!
as finely as yours does, and | wish it was of
the same color. My hair is rather light,
and it won't curl worth a cent; I may keep
it in papers all day or night, and -then it
will come out almost as straight as flax.!

‘Ethiak your hair is very pretty,’ I re-

you wear it. Ithink it looks qulte as well
as it would curled.’ .

¥ So it does, and better too ; but then 1f‘
it would curl as naturally as yours does 1
should never wear.it as I do now,’ she re-
plied. -

I asked her it she was acquainted with
Carolus Cunard. .

‘0, I have occasionally seen him, and
know him by reputation,’ she answered.—

¢ Ile is quite a fast young man, and his father

is rich)’

¢ Fast young man !’ I repeated.
do you mean by that 7'

¢ What

* Why, don’t you know ?* she asked, langh-
ing, ‘It means he keeps ~ &~ Laven Toenn
to ride, go tothe theatres, -

and spend his money free

we call a fast young man

I'm aware there are but fo

because they havn't got the -

common saying down in M. . |

mekes the mare go; and b

lieve it, and so will you . -

seen more of the city. Cu

feliow.! :
I told ber I had but a st

with him, having never see

day

¢ Well, you will probably become belter
acquainted with him before long, he said,
smiling.

E remarked I did not know whether I
should or not; but she smiled, and tol‘d me
she knew better than that. I noticed she
had several gold - rmgs upon her fingers, and
a gold chain about her neck, and her dress
admirably fitted her genteel and gracefu!
form. I concluded she must have money
enough; and indulged some curiosity to
know how she obtined it. I did not know
but her father might be rich, She did not

marked, ¢And like the fashion in which

"some set/of teoth,

SRS R

seemed to have some serious reflections,

look to me as if she labored much, for her -
hands were very delicate, and her forefingers
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not made rough encugh with the' needle as
she ‘expressed it. Her eyes were of a light
blue, but quite bright and sparkling, and her
features regular. Her complexion was light,
but there was a pale look in her face which
did not denote good health, as 1 thought.—
She noticed that I closely examined her
face.

I wish my eyes were as dark s yours,’
she said, )

“Your eyes are well enough,’ was my re-
ply. f Very dark eyes would not become
your complexion so well as your own now
do. !

Bt I can change the color of my com-
plexion, but canmot that of my eyes,’” she
said, laughing, and showing a very hand-

¢How s0?’ I asked, in the snmphclty of
my heart.

¢ 0, rouge will do it,’ she replied, ¢And
I would use more of it if my eyes were as
dark as yours.’ .

I understood her, but it did not occur to
me that she painted. T told her I never saw
any body use paint.
beltrd I came to. the cuy, she
added. ¢ There’s no need of your painting,
for nature has done that for you better than
you could do it yourself.’

- The more I convarsed with her, the greater
mystery I found her. I was reslly per-
plexed to read her character. 1 then told
her I supposed she wag going to be married.
I made such a remark because she had inti-
mated to me that T was soon to become the
wife of young Cunard.

‘I hate promises, she replied, while a
shade came over her countenance, and she

¢ And have you doubts about their being
fulfilled? I asked, feeling quite an interest

*God only knows whether men will keep
their promises or “not, she replied, in a
tone of voice that told that she really felt
what she said.

* Men ought to hold such promises sacred,’
I added.

‘Good God! she exclaimed. ¢ Indeed,
they ought ; but they do not always perform
what they promise !

I was startled by her exclamatign, and
trembled in every muscle. Her countenance
assumed a wild look, and her lips quivered.
I dared not make any reply, and in fact
knew not what to say. She Steod a moment
with her eyes fastened upon the floor and
her hands clenched. )
*T don’t often cry of late, she said.—
¢ Ask me not the cause of my tears, but take-
care of yourself. All is not gold that glitters.
The oity and country are quite different
places. ' Some folks may yet learn that o
female heart can feel the spirit of revenge as
well ag that of Tove. I have one request to
make, Say not one word that has passed
between us to the widow.’

I promised her Y would not. She seized -
my hand, nervously pressed it, gazed into
my eyes, turned away, and hurried up stairs.
1 entered my room, sat down, and seriously
reflected on what 1 had witnessed.

My sympathies were strongly enlisted in
her behalf, and I longed to hear more of the
story of her life. What I heard was a
severe admenition to' me. *Take care of .
yourselfP kept ringing in my ears, and I
fully resolved to heed 'the advice. I began
to witness some of the aspects of city life;
and almost wished myself back agaln under
the parental roof

in the question; for I had often heard of].
- false.-hearted lovers, and broken promises.
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CHAPTER X.

The new dress. The surprise. The art of
a cunrning woman. The progress of events.
The heroine more énd more bewildered
High words, and listening, &c. '

I remained in my room until the afiérnoon

. was far advanced, and saw no one. My re-
{ flections were any thing but agreeable  That/|.

irl’s looks and tears were before my mental
g ¥

¥ cyes continually, and I could not keep her

out of my thoughts, Her case was a great

§ mystexy to me. At last it seemed to me that
she might have been seduced by some.
@ smooth, false-hearted scoundrel who had

romised, most solemnly, to marry her,=—
“That thought filled me with keener anguish
than all, my other thoughts; but I was loth
to belieélé sach was the case. : o
Thel more 1 thought of the subject the
more bewildered I became, until I endeavored
to drive the whole affair from my mind ; but
Icould not do that. I indulged the hope
that she would on some foture oceasion tell
me more, and give a full history of her case.
Al last & carriage was driven up, and the
widow Topway alighted and entered 'the
house, She had beer gone some-hours,
promenading and shopping, She immedi-
ately eame to my room, bearing in her hand

L a small bundle. ‘

‘ There,’ she s4id, handing me the bundle,

j open that and see how you like it -

1w -ued the package, and fourd a very
beautiful pink muslin dress. It was very
fine and handsomé. I told her I admired
. . c .
‘I am glad to hear it,” she answered. ¢1
didn’t know as T could suit yon. T had some
idea of asking you to accompauny me; but
you were so fatigned with.your journey that
I concladed to go alone and make the -pur-
chase.’ .

‘I did vot fully comprehend what she
meant ; she noticed that I was somewhat
taken by surprise. . o

* That dress is for vou,” she continued.—
* Your lover gave me the money and ordered
me to purchase it for you. . This is barely a
beginning of his generous .deeds. Richer
and mofe costly dresses than this you "will
wear. This is an every day dress for the
warm geason.’ .

‘For me i’ I asked,/feeling much sur-
prised. - i ) .

L

*Yes, for you, she answered. I shal,
have g dressmaker here in the morning, and
have it made up immediately. ‘The rext
dress you will have will be a rich and costly
brocade.’

"¢ T am really sorry that he has ordered you
to make this purchase; I said, feeling just as
I said.: : '

¢ And why s0?* she- asked, gazing upon
me in apparent astonishment. * It is nothing
for him to purchase you forty dresses, and
dare say ‘your wardrobe will contain that
number before a year has elapsed. You
may consider yourself a very fortanate girl.
No one in the city is more so. Young
Cunard is determined that your wardrobe
shall correspond with your beauty.?

+Q, madam, you flatter me altogether too
much,’ I replied. ‘Ii is more than 1 can
bear. I'm not used to such things.’

“It is not my intention to flatter yon af
all,” she added. T am only repeating what
he has told me this very day. To-morrow
the dressmaker will come, and then you will
have an apportunity to commence learning
the trade you have spoken of You will
probably have several opportunities of the
samo kind before many weeks have passed)

She now laughed quite heartily, while I
wadf confused and bewildered, and knew not
what reply to make. Iwas taken by surprise.

*.Cunard is ambitious, and he intends that
you shall create’ gnite "a’ sensation when he
takes you to the theatre or any public place,
she continuéd, ¢ H@ 'says your beauty will
call out many inquiries where you came
from, what is yout name and who you are.
He knows how to do ‘up things. The rich
young men of the citf are always striving
to see whe.chn marry the handsomest wives,
It is quite'different in the compiry. I once
lived in the country mysell. Beauty there is
not so much thonght of as it is here. The
rich have a good many splendid parties, and
the gentleman who has the most " beantiful
wife always carries off the palm. Al my
dear, . you.will learn all about it one of these
days. Rich.men’s wives have nothing to do
but make a show in the world. Well, men
have a right thus to spend their money and
enjoy themselves.’ . *

T am not at all caleulated for such ex.
hibitions,’ I replied, ‘I have never been
used to mingle in"such society, and should
appear awkward. ’
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*Not a bLit of it,” she answered.  You
have the personal beauty, and that is’ the
main qualification. Having that, you will
soon accustom yourself to move among the
aristocratic and wealthy, Your face and
form will carry you any where, It is im-
possible for a lady o be awkward who hfis
sach a genteel formas yours. You will find
every thing T tgll you to be true. 1say,
aguin, you are a very fortunate young lady.
Learn a dressmaker’s art! I cannot help
laughing when I think of it. Just before
young Cunard left this morning, he laughed
about your learning that trade, and said he
would give you several opportunities 1o learn
how the dressmakers fitted you before’ you
had beeu in the city many weeks.” _

The widow left me after spinning out a
very long yarn, and I heard her voice in
another foom ; I could not distinguish what
wag said, but it seomed 1o me that there was
some trouble, for it seemed a good deal like
scolding. . oo

Josephine stood on her tiptoes and listened
very attentively, and apparently with‘a good
deal of interest. 1 dido’t know what to
"make of such an exhibition.. At last the
. words grew less, and were uttered in lower
tones when Josephine came softly towapds
me, and whispered, * I guess, the _w1duw has
got a splinter under her finger-nail.’ )

*What is the trouble? I enxiously in-
.quired in a whisper. o

¢Some trouble with one of tho girls, I
presume,’ she replied. ‘O God, I wish I
was under some cther roof!’

¢ But what is it 7" I asked, holding her by
.the arm, and trembling,
¢1 can’t tell you more now,’ she answered.

¢ We must not be seen together. Take care
of  yourself’ .
 She instantly left me and stole up stairs
as stealthily 2s 2 cat, and was soon out of
my sight. I went to my room and threw
mysglf- into a chair, All was shrouded in
mystery, and I began to feel the same desire
as the girl expressed, that . is, to be under,
some otheg roof. *Take care of yourself,
again rung more londly in my ears than ever
before. What could that girl mean by such
an admonition! That question 1 kept asking
myself; but T could get no satisfactory an-
swer, *‘ The widow has a splinter under her
Ainger-nail ' That was a new phrase to me,

That girl was a- singutar, character, and 1.
could not comprehend it. O, how I longed
to have a serions conversation with her! [
became tuch interested *in her. She was
evidently in trouble at times, if not con-
stantly ; but of the cause I was ignorant.—
Having been born in the same State, and
not many miles from where 1 first saw the
light, she greatly interested me, and perhaps
more deeply on that account. -

My new dress lay cn the bed where I had

of it; and ‘although it was more beautiful
than any I had ever seen, yet I looked upon
it with a certain undefined and indefinable
suspicion ; but why I could not tell. Since
my interview with the mysterious Josephine
Melville, I suspected almost every thing. ™ [
tried to ealm my mind, and drive these sus.
picions from me; but they would haunt me
like ghosts in spite of my efforts to keep
them down.
That' question 1 often asked myself; but
could obtain no definite answer. Thus was:
I embarrassed

tapping was he:

Jim very polite

The widow |

nity and care,

attention and

meke herself vi

was motherly, ]

agreeable. '

r—eid

CHAPTER XI.

Another change of feeling. Learning “hu-
- man nature tn all its aspects. - The inter-
. view. A severe trial. Virtue triumphant,

j &e.

ArrEr tea I zought my room. 1 confess
the widow’s kind treatment and harmonjous
remarks had somewbhat quieted my nerves,
Having seen bata little ‘of human life, and
that little confined to a quiet village in the
couptry, I began to think that all my vague
suspicions were unfounded, and that the
more I might see of the different aspects of
human conduct, the less would be my sur-
prise at any demonstration. True, Josephine
Melville, appeared very singular, and I had

and I did not understand its full meaning.

spread it out in order to have & better view .8

Suspicions of what, or whom?

‘but city fashions and castoms would justify

heard some very high words; but after all
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I concluded, or endeavored to persuade my-{ company that evening perhaps it would be o
self into the belief that all would come. out!well for me and my iover to go to my own

well in the end. If I could have consulted
my mother, I should have been happy; but
1 started from home with the knowledge that
I must depend upon my own strength and
resonrces,

Expecting Carolus Cunard to visit me, I
aljusted my ringlets, and made myself fook
as well as I could with the few means I had
of command, | Although I had not fully de-
termined to accept him as a saitor in prefs
erence to Captzin Dunmore; yet I was un-
willing to do any thing to induce Carolus to
love me less. That was all natural enough,
No'woman is often willing to be loved less |
for that is 2 kind of worship from the other
sex which is not desirable to see diminished.
I had every reason to believe that my lover
possessed a good character, was rich, and
loved me more than he ever did any other

irl. .
£ To tell the truth 1 was anxious to see him,
and waited with some degree of impatience
until he came. It was some time after night-
fall before he came, but he did come and I
was rejoiced to see him. My female readers
must not infer from this that I really loved
him, for if T knew my own heart, I believe I
did not; and yeil felt an interest in him
which approximated towards love, but it
was not true love, as since I have found out!
by experience. _

1 'neard the door-bell ring, and hurried
down iuto ‘the little private parlor. As I
passed along the hall, I saw a young gentle
man talking with a girl, and soon they went
up stairs together, I found Carolus and the
widow talking very busily as I entered the
room, He received me cordially; but {
thought the widow looked us if she felt 1
had come down from my room too scon.—
And such was the 'fact; for she told me
Carolus would have gone to my room to see
fie, if I had not come down. I didn’t very
well like the looks of that, still T didn’t know

4 young man in visiting a young lady in her
own rcom. However, it did not seem ex-
actly right to me, end Iwas glad T had come
down. We conversed some time upon sev-
eral subjects, and the widow performed her
part of the conversation with much skill and
tact.

chamber, The red blushes came into my
cheeks, and [ made no answer. She knew
well enough' that 1 was embarrassed § but
her consummate tact soon made me believe
there could be no great harm in the move-
ment, and I conducted my lover to my
chamber. He seemed very willing to go. T
had but a single lamp burning there; but
Jim soon came up with a larger one, which
shed a brilliant light over the room. My
new dress was still lying spread upon the
bed, which he noticed.

¢ Ah, then the widow has purchased you
the dress I ordered,’ he said, smiling.

‘I told him she had, and thanked him for
the present.

“It is a very pretty one,” he continued.—
I knew her good taste, and thought I would
surprise you: How do you like it ?’

‘ Very well, indeed, T replied. ¢ But I'm’
sorry to have you be at so much expense for
me. I shall never be able to pay you for all
your kindness and generosity,’

L am klroady move than paid,’ ke replied,
taking my hand, and gently pressing it.—
*What is a single dress? Why, my dear
Louise, [ shall esteem it a pleasure to pur-
chase you a hundred, and expect to do so
before you die.’ o

1 could mot find words to make a reply.—
In fact I hardly knew what to say, e still
held my hand, and seemed somewhat nervous.
At Inst he said he had another present for
me, and took from his pocketa beantiful
ring which he placed upon my finger, The .
ting sparkled in thé light of the lamp, and
excited strange emotions in my henrt; I

rhardly knew whether to be glad or sorty.—

However, 1 thanked him, and endeavored to
be cheerful. I felt he was fast bringing me
under obligations to him, and that was a
source of regret to me, : :

¢ There, your hand now begins to look like
a lady's, he said, kissing it, and smiling
most gracieusly.’. ‘T intend to have all your

At last she remarked that as she expected

ornaments to correspond with your natural
beauty.! - . ‘ .
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¢I fear your ornaments will outshine every
thing else,’ I replied, gently withdrawing my
hand from his lips.

¢ No danger of that, unless there are move
skillul jewelers than the world has ever yet
produced,’ he answered. “Soon as I have
fitted you out with a suitable dress and orna-
ments T intend to take you to the theatre.’

*1 hardly know what a theatre is,” was my
reply.

“I suppose mot; but I intend you shall
‘know before many days shall pass,’ he said.
*I shall engage a private box, and you must
not be surprised if many eyes and glasses are
turned towards you.’

¢ How did you find your folks 7 1 asked,
wishing to change the subject, and avoid his
flattery ; for there was rather too much of
it. ;

0, very well, indeed, I thank you,” he
replied. ¢ My sister was exceedingly glad to
see me. I told her I had seen a girl in
Maine much more beautiful than she was ;
and she is cousidered one of the most beauti-
ful girls ip Boston, DBut did not tell her who
she was, or that she had come to the city.—
One of these days I intend to surprise her.’

¢ Perhaps she may be very much surprifed
in not finding the girl from Maine, half so
beantiful ag you have represented her, I an-
swered.

¢ Perhaps:' she may ; bat I don’t believe it

he said, laughing. ¢I profess to be a judge
of female beauty, and am not often mistaken
in my judgment. I'm bold to say, that there
‘is no young lady in Boston whose face and
form are so beautifut as yows. Call it flat-
tery or any thing you please. I shall insist
upen it, and do not intend to be beaten -out
of it. I know it, and if it were mot so, {
should not be here this evening. I have
often told my- friends in the city that I was
fully determined to bave the handsomest wife
to be found in this Metropolis of New Eng-

land, if such an one could be found. And
by heavens, I think T have found her at
fast.” *

With that exclamation, he thrust his arm
round my waist, and drew my face to his;
bat, before he had time to kiss me T released
myself from his grasp, and seated myself in
another chair, T folt as if that was ‘making
too much of an advance ; and. accordingly
resisted him in such a manner that he felt
rebuked, and even apologized for his rude-
ness. The words of Josephine Melville, ¢ take
carg of ‘yourse[f,’ came to My memory at
the moment he thus embraced me, and

thinking whether he might be displeased or
not. ‘ e

“You must pardon me, my dear Louise,” he
said, looking rather distorbed in his self-
complacency, and gazing anxicusly upon me
as ] sat ina chair al

him. *Intended no!l

to an honest impulse,

to know by this time, ]

and thus loving, it is o

wish to embrace you,

have done any thing w

‘insolt you in the least

your pardon.’

¢ I can’t think you intended to insult me,
an unprotected female, and a stranger in a
strange city,’ 1 replied; feeling very sorry
that I sprang from him so'suddenly, and with
so much force.

¢Indeed, I did not, he ‘said, moving his
chair near mine, and fondly gazing in- my
face. *My dear Louise, you are the last
person in this world whom 1 would insult.—

that may look like an insult. O, my dear
Louise, if you knew how deeply, and ar-
dently I love you, I know you would find
thousands of excuses for the seeming rade-

ness of my conduct. Is it strange that I

obeyed the impulse they suggested withoui.

No! God forbid, that I ‘should de any thing -
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should wish to seal my love with a kiss? It
seems fo me it is the most reasonable as well
I don’t know
much about country life, nor country cus-
toms 3 but fashionable society would not re-
strain one from doing what [ . attempted to
do a moment ngo.
you have many things yet o learn before
you can know much about fashionable life
and city customs ; but I intend that you shall
learn them, and become one of the leaders.in
the fashionable world. You have beauty,
and I bave money enough to accomplish that,
and we will do it.  You must not'be too re-
served, and every thing will end gloriously.
We have a happy career before us. We
will visit the fashionable watering-places, ride
about the country, go down and see your
mother, and bung her to the ctty to live
with us.’

I listened wttcntwely while he was thus
carnestly speaking, andfelt strange emotions
agitating my heart; but I was resolved not
to permit him to take any liberties with me.
The remark he made about my mother was
e\ceedmgly au'weable to me at that time, [
..lm!" Li if o ever married it would be my
strongest wish to have my mother live with
me ; but made no reply to him. He again
took my hand, which T suffered  him to holg
a fow moments, and then “withdrew it. He
did not appear to be very well pleased with
the act, although he made no. further com-
plaint in words. I could see, however, that
he was greatly disappointed ; for he imagined
that his remarks bad produced the effect upon
me which he desired. He remained somo
time, and at last toofi his leave promising to
call again, soon. He went below and Had a
fong talk with the widow j but what was said
Ldid not know. Iwas glad when he de-
parted ; and yet, I felt afraid I had offended
him, and almost regretted that I did not let
him kiss me, he seemed to be so anxious,

as natural things in the world.

No, no, my dear girl,

and argued the case so well, I hardly knew
whether I had done wrong or not, under all
the circamstances, but my conscience ac-
quitted me.

d

CHAPTER XIL

The dream which was all o dream. Con-
Slicting emotions. The dressmaker, Mat-
ters of taste. The French, Another change
8 fecling. Art and cunning.

I map a dream, but it was all a dream,——
Soon after.iny lover took his leave of me,
I retired and sought that repose 1 so much
needed, Being much fatigued in body and
mind, I soon fell intoa sound sleep, and
dreamed that [ was the wife of Carolus
Cunard, and lived in the greatest splendor.— .
A few woeks after we were married we took
a splendid private carriage, and traveled to
my native home, in Maine, I had a maid-
servant to wait upon me, and my husband
engaged Jim the negro\servant of the widow
Topway, who accompanied us on the journey.
We drove into my native village in the after-
noon ‘of a fine summer’s day, and went di-
rectly to the little pablic hetel. People in the
street staved at us, and many heads were at
the wmdows of the houses. There was much
excitement in the village ; for the news had
arrived that we were coming. I feltasif.I
had obtained the object of my h]ghest ambi-_
tion. The young ladies who had scorned
my society now were anxious to see and be
introduced to my. husband,  Jim acted as the
master of ceremonles, and a. great display
he made in the exercise of his official fune-
tions. He and the driver of our carriage
were dressed in livery, and my wardrobe
was exccedingly rich and splendid. I had
brought new dresses for mj mather, in which
she appéared, and greatly astonished the na-
tives. ) ‘
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Never had thare heen before such a great
excitement in this little village. Even busi-

ness was almost entirely suspended; and
scores of persons were hanging about the
tavern, examining out horses and carriage,
and trying to catch glimpses of me and my
husband. Jim, too, was the subject of great
curiosity, and'many_ children came to see
him. My maid-servant was more richly
dressed than any girl in the village. But,
alas! The excitement was more thiin 1
could bear, and sleep soundly. I awoke,
and the morning sun was shining through
the windows of my ‘room. Drops of perspi-
ration stood wpen my brow; and the excite-
ment of the dream had somewhat exhausted
my physical energies. I arose and made my
toilet; and the dream siill haunted ‘my im-
aginétion. However, I soon shook off*these
strange feelings, and opened my eyesto.the
realities of my existence. |

Here I was a stranger in a strange city,
arid God only knew what my fate would be!
I thought of my two lovers, and really felt
anious to see Captain Dunmore. It seemed
to me tliat he could protect me hetter than
young Cunard, and that 1 could lean upon
him for support with-more confidence. ' He
had made an impression upon me which his
‘absence seemed to deepeén, I examined my
own heart, and endeavored 1o asceriain the
true state of my feelings; but the move I
studied myself, the more I was confused and
bewildered. 1 was convineed that Cunard
had not made any advances in the conquest
of my heart. Last evening’s interview had
not made a favorable impression upon me;
at least, so it seemed fo me,
not know but I should yield to his wishes,
and become the partner of his life. But
strange as it may appear to the reader, I was
more anxious that morning to see the Cap-
tain than I had been the day previous. Why
it was so, I could not tell, The fact was

And yet 1did|’

strange to me, yet it was a fact. 1 finally
concluded I would write to him tha: day, if
I could do so, and not be detected. T knew

not how to find the post office ; but ~onclud. .

ed I could make the negro servant a friend,
and get him to put the letter into the post
office, and also one for my mother ; for I
had promised to write to her as scon as |
had arrived in the city, and secured a board
ing place.

ITaving dressed myself, I stepped from my
reom into the hall, and saw Josephine laoking
ont of one of the front windows into the
street. As I came out she turned her head
and éautiously beckoned me to her. T was
glad to see her, and hurried towards her.

*Go into my room,’ T whispered. But she
shook her head for answer.
eyes wer ooty mr e
been wee .

*Youl"
in alow-
being bve

I rema
know wh

“Nom
care of y

*1 did, indeed,” T replied.
you for your good admonition.’

¢ And thank

¢I hope it was a timely one,’ she'added.—
¢ Somenew 1 feel an interest in you, and
suppose the reason is becanse we both came
from the same State, and almost from the
same neighbqrhood. We must not talk long,
for the widow will soon be up. She usually
rises before this tiine ; Lt she had _company
last night. .

“ Has she a prospect of marriage? I in-
quired,

The girl looked at me, and a peculiar
smile passed over her sad features. It was
the only answer she made to my inguiry.—
At that moment foasteps were heard below,
and she trlpped up stairs, leaving me in

I noticed her ; §

*
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wonder and surprise at her strange conduct.
There was a mystery in her character 1
could not penetrate. Why it should so hap-
pen that she always left me at the very mo-
ment when I was about to ask her guestions
that greatly interested me, I could net con-
jeeture; but so it was, and I was destined
to disappointment.

Soon affer, I was ealled to breakfast, and
the widow Topway was more pleasant and
full of smiles than ever. We paitock of
an excellent breakfast, and she made the
time pass very agreeably. She exerclsed a
strange power over me, and could change
the current of: my thoughts and feelings at
any time.

"As she handed me a cup of coffee, she
remarked. with & smile: *1 suppose the day

may not be far distant when you will set

at the head of a table more richly and
spientdidly furnished than this/
¢Indeed, madam,” I replied, ‘I fear that

‘ day is very far distant, for T do not feel at

all qualified for such a position,’
¢ Qualificd I' she repeat: d with gpe'pf her
mpst pleasant smiles - * Qualified! * You

_have all the power necessary to grace any

establishment, however rich and splendid.
Those very curls now hanging brightly over
youf neck and shoulders will pass you in
any place, and your lover, and my generous
friend, Cunard, knows it. I can assure you
be is a young man of most excellent taste
and judgment, and knows what he is about,
He told me last evening after he came from
your reom, that the more he became ac-

- quainted with yon the more he prized your

beauty, and the more deeply he loved you.
Ah, my dear girl, you have mede a com-
plete conquest of his heart. I have never

known: 2 young man love more deeply and

ardently than he loves you. 1 can see you
are destined to be a happy couple.’

Heaven only knows how happy we may

be,” I replied. ‘I feel that I ought to con-
sult my mother before I consent to hecome )

the wife of any gentleman.’
* As 4 general rule that is right ;

thivk your case forms an exeeption,’ she
cunningly answered, ‘It is seldom in this
world that a poor girl has such a brilliant
offer as you have. I should accept it, and
one of these days agree':bly surprise your
mother.”

1 thaught of writing to her to- -day,” 1

replied. .
“That is well she added. ¢ Write to her

that she must not be surprised if she hears
by your next letter that you are married to
one of the finest young men of the ecity,
who has money enough to live in the most
fashionable style, | know that your good
mother will rejoice at such news. It would
be passing strange if she does not. ~ But,

but 1

.| my dear, I don’t know as you will have

time to write to-day, as I expect you will
commence learning the dressmaker’s trade.’
The last remark she uttered with a hu-

{morous look, and laughed very heartily, so

much so that Leould not resist the tempta-

tion to laugh too,
" For the time I forgot all my troubles, and

bégan to think that my own marriage was
not far distant. But how sudden are the
changes of feeling in the human heart !—
Soon after I reached my room a change
came over the spirit of my dream, and
sombre clouds seemed to hover over my
prespects, The Words and strange looks
and actions of that girl, Josephine Melville,
came up fresh in my memory, and changed
the whole current of my thoughts and emo-
tions. What could she mean by such de-
monstrations ? What was her condition?e
Had she fallen from that virtue- which-my
sex prize so highly ? Had her lover proved
false? Was she still virtuous, or was she
a wanton? These questions occup'iad my

agitated mind, and, especially, did the last
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' question sink deep into my heart, and spread

¢ Now you will have a fine opportunity

a kind of sickness over my soul! But 1to steal Kate’s art,) said the widow, laugh-

would not believe such conld be her con- ing, and addressing me.

ditio, A wanton and board with sach a

I think I should be obliged to see more

fine lady as the widow Topway seemed to|than one dress fitted, before I could steal

be! No! no! Such could not be the fact
And yet something whispered my soul that
it might be possible. Why was she afraid

all. the art. 1 replied.

+] conld learn you in a few weeks so
that you could fit npicely, said Kate. ‘I

to let the widow know that she conversed | know by your looks that you have a natu-

with me? That question geeafly troubled
me, and I could not solve it satisfactorily
to my own mind. I was much disquieted
whenever I thought of that girl. But 1 must

hasten on with my narrative.
Soon after breakfast the dressmaker came,

her name was Catharine Cabbott; she was
of French origin, but spake. English well.
" When I came down from my chamber she
and the widow were in the small private
parlor. I was introduced to her, and she
immediately began to examine my form,
and .ton her hands over my waist and

shoulders. .
+ ¢Yon have a beautiful form, and one

easily fitted,’ said Kate, as the widow fa-
miligrly called her. ¢ Your shoulders have
-a graceful slope, and your bust and waist
are very fine. 1 love to fit dresses to such
formg, Your form very much resembles

the French/ . ,
40, yes, and that's what makes you like

it so well, said the widow, laughing.—
¢ Nothing like French forms and fashions in

your opinion. .
¢Very true, replied Kate, *The French

have the most beautiful forms in the: world,
and surely their fashions prevail over all

others.’
«Well, this young lady is a rea

® bhorn and bréd in the State of Maine,’ said
the widow. ‘I go for the Yankees, for I'm

a native of good old Connecticut.’

ral taste for such things. ‘
Thus the conversation continued for some

time, until the widow was summoned by

the megro Jim to another room, where a

gentleman wished to see her. I was glad

of the opportanity of talking with the dress-

maker alone, 1 admired the skill and taste

she manifested in her business, but there

were some things about her which I did
not like, and yet I cot™’ T M R

T told her I came to t

pose of learning the ar

¢ Yes, my dear, so 1

widow Topway; but I

dresses you will ever m

to a tithe of those you

réplied, assuming a sly

I reckon Mrs. Cunar

gtand making dresses’

1 know no such lady as Mrs, Cunard,’
1 replied. . ‘ . i

¢ Perhaps not just now, but I'm thinking
you will make her acquaiutance in a few
weeks,” she added. ¢ Your’e a very forti-
nate young lady, indeed. But few girls hiave
brighter prospects before them than ydn
have. The Cunards are very wealthy and
move in the highest circle. There is Fronch

1Yankg'e, blood in that family.

She ran on, and her tongue seémed <o be
hung in the middle, while her long slender

fingers were busily engaged on the dress.—

She now proceeded to take my measure, | Her motions were quick, and the work pro-

and worked as if she was perfecily at home | ceeded fast under her management. 1 offered

'

in her business.

to assist in sewing, but she assured me Mr.
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:fit:::;td tthu;d not bI;e Pleased if I sewed a|leiter. If I had not, I'm sure I could not:
on ress. ¢ Boston people,’ she said, { have . wri i
\ : 1, -written it, I was so excited and be-
were full of notions, and some of them were| wildered by what the girl said, and tte ma
very proud notions, too. Hearing so many f , o me
g.zgrzble treports abouat the Cunards, T con-|to be my guardian angel. It was evident that
ed not to write to Captain Dunmore at|she inte fon 1
nded to cantion me against th
present, but would wait a short time: I|the wi B o did oot
s . e widow Topway; but wh i
found time, however, duri i i oy com i T
s ng the day to write| entirely beyond m i
‘ 2y to- ‘ } my comprehension. T
:(:‘ my mother, ‘and gave her & brief history | thought gem for the first ptime occl;rred ]::
of my voyage to the city. me ‘thatezée:: as suffering some mental de-
rangement$’ The more T reflected upon her

ner of her saying it. She appeared to me

CHAPTER XIII,

The appearance of the strange girl, Her
ominons words, and their effect upon the

strange conduct, the more convinced I was
that she was laboring under a species of in-
sanity.” I almost settled down into that_pe- -

- and that you intend to do so.’

. desirous of hearing what she had to say. .

heroinggg. The widow's discourse upon love. fief, aud yeu T feared I was mistaken 1
Tiﬂ&'ﬁ% ervicu. Its results, &e, longed to converse with the widow about her,
b}u:t dared not do it. . The singular actions of
! the gitl, and her m i im-
o _ : s ore singalar remarks jm-
talkin); r‘zﬁgezﬁeax? the \;ldowhwas busily | posed a restraint’ upou me from which 1 dared
- ressmaker, that strange|not break awa » mi
ok - the . v. Her power overm
girk; J.@seplu.ne, softly opened my room door, | seemed to increase evep h ymind
alld looked in. : oo
* Come in,’ I said, glad to see her.  She
-shook. her head.
* Writing to your mother,’ she said, in a
low voice.

Wanie T was engaged in writing a letter

K
The day broke away, and sometimes I was
cheerful and sometimes sorrowful. [ gave
the negro fervant the letter I had written
my mother, and he carried it to the post
\ office. In my letter I d
s s vy sl - . . 'y stated tHat1 had ar-
— y reply Come in a fey ;)1vettl‘s&fely in the ety and found a good
: -, . oarding place. I didgnot write that T
thatN‘()):1 1;0, sh: replied. ¢ Tell your mother|two lovers; but that s}:e must not be :l:rd‘
you have thus far taken care of yourself, | prised, if my next letter informed her that

I was the happy wife of a rich hushand, I
left it so that she could consider it a jolle
or not, just as she pleased, but presuming
she would not take me in earnest.

The widow assisted in making my dress
Put she would not suffer me to take one stitch, .
m it for the same reason the dressmaker gave,
They secmed to agree perfectly, and to have
an excellent understanding together. Just

¥ assured her I would do so, and again
arged her to come in, but she refused.

i Can you keep a secret? she anxiously

iired. .

‘Indeed I can,’ I replied, feeling very

N ‘ Be on your guard,’ ehe said. ¢ The eity
is full of temptations. The widow Topway—
No, I wi .
m:mb \‘:l”[lsz-ly nothing  about .her 3 but, re-|before night-fall my. dress was finished and
i or, A h1s _not go.ld that glitters !’ [putiton, It was a perfect fit, and l:l
o imgl that, theI girl closed the door, and | me jook vary genteel, It was th:a most ll:: :
ole soflly away, leaving me to reflect-upon |tiful dress I ‘ tho
: ‘ L ever wore., By th i
her strange actions. I had nearly closed my{widow [ kept it on, as I eipe:t:gvtie olf o
_ , y lover

v
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in, the evening. She said he would expect
‘me to wear it, and I did not wish to dis-
appoint him. He had given it to me, and
I was disposed to please him by wearing it
in his presence. After tea the dressmaker
took her leave, and the widow undertook to
give me some advice in regard to my con-
duct while I wus with my lover.
¢ No doubt he will be here
she said. * And you must be ‘
displease him. You must rembggber that he
is very ardently in love with you, and should
he desire to kiss you, be cautious not to resist
him too much. The customs here are quite
different from the customs in the country.—
In fashionablg life, kissing is quite common,
and there is not so much reserve as there is
"in the eountry.!

1told her what was wrong there would be
wrong here, in my opinion.

‘0, no,’ she replied. ‘Custom regulates
all these affairs. You must expect your lover
to exhibit evidences of his strong attachment.
It would seem very strange to him to pass
an evening with a girl he loved and whom
be expdeted to marry, and not be permitted
to kiss her, Very modest and bashful young
men in the country, might behave very dif-
ferently ; but I assure you that you must not
expect such reserve here, I tell you this
for your good. Depend upon. it your lover
will do nothing but what the customs of
the higﬁ -circles in which he moves will
justify.”

¢ Your advice and my mother s do not
agree at all, I said, remembering well the
lessons she gave me the evening before I left;
home. /

evening,’

‘Very likely it is so,' she answered. —
¢ Your mother lives back in the country, and
I reside in this great city, That fact alone
is -enough to aceount for the difference in
our -opinions. . You koow or ought to know
that I would not advise you to de‘gn}' thing

-
~

wrong .any more than your good mother
would. O, no, heaven forbid !+ But I feel
an interest in your welfare, and desire fo see
you the happy wife of the rich, and good-
hearted Cunard. I know he loves you very
deeply and ardently, and I also know him te
be one of the most excellent young men in
the city.
thousands of beautiful and accomplished
young ladies ; but you are the first one that
ever made a conquest of his heart, and I
would not now have him disappointed for
worlds. I think I have never seen a young
man so deeply in love as he is. His is
the most remarkable instance of love at first
sight. I have often heard Tiflkat, but 1
think I have nevér seerr such » rématrkable
case of it as he has exhibited. 1 have
heard him ridicule the ** -~ S
sight ; but being alway:
doctrine, I told him he -
opinions one of these .
frankly confessed that I
the first lime his eyes
in the stage coach, he
what he ever did before
the female countenance
thing in the expressnon
struck a chord in his heart, that was never
touched before. He felt it like a shock of
electricity, and the more he gazed upon you
the more strong did that- feehn "become,
until he was, sbsolutely convmqed that love
had made him its vietim. He said he the
of me at the time and of what I had.,
told him. Have you not, my dear, hea
that matches were made in Heaven ¥'*'

¢1 have heard mother say so a good many
times,’ I replied.

¢ No doubt of it, and yet how littlé people
seem to think of it,’ she said.  Now love,
in my estimation, is a very solemn thing.—
What is it?7 That is an important question,

Where does it come from? ‘That is another

!

He has mingled in the society of -

" fall 11 the face.
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important question. Ah, my dear, love ema-
nates from Heaven, and we must treat it as
" very sacred thing.’ ‘
¢ But suppose 1 cannot love him P 1 said.

¢ Not love him !* she repeated, smiling.—

¢ Depend upon it, Heaven has never made a
Jack without a Jill. A spark from Heaven
wonld never have touched his "heart, unless
it had been designed to kindle a flame in
yours also. No, no, my dear Louise, Heaven
never makes such mistakes! You will love
him, and warmly too.

Thus she conversed for a long time, and
fairly bewildered my mind, I went to my
chamber; and on my way met Josephine.—

: y grasped my hand, and T was
alrnost afraid of her. 1t was twilight, and the

- hall lamps had not been lighted.

¢ A beautiful new dress,’ she sald, running
‘her hand over my sleeve, and looking me
* A good fit on a fine form;
but take care of yourself, and not hear a
baby cry that has no one it can eall father I’
Before I had timé to reply she had glided
from™ my sight. 1 stood upon the floor as
motionless as a statue. An indescribable
feeling came over my soul, and it seemed as
if I'was fixed to the spot, and almést im-
movably fixed.- Never did words uttered by
mortal lips produce sueh an effect npon me
as those feggmrords «did. The last thought 1
indulged about this girl was that she was
azy, and now I began to think she was not
rtal, but a spirit who appenred to me in
an form, for the expréss parpose of

warping me of the dangers that beset my
ipath,
“move, from the spot where she left me and
' glided so swiftly away. It was some time

1 stood some minates before I could

before I could gather my scattered thoughts

and command my feelings,

The twilight, the grasp of her hand, and
the peculiar tones of her voice, the words
she uttered ; all seemed to overpower me

A

and paralyze all my physical strength. How-
ever, at last I rallied my powers, and en-
tered my room, Had my lover then ap-
peared he grould have found me in a sad
condition.” *Hear a baby cry that has no
one it can call father!” These words kept
ringing in my ears, and stirring the very
depths of my soul.

utes afier, a gentle rapping was
heard of m## door, and 1 trembled lest that
girl mlghf‘ Fome in and again appear to me,
but my fears were groundless, for the negro
servant appiearad with a lamp.

¢ Missus téld me to bring up de big lamp,
as you would want it dis evening,’ he said,
grinning, and looking very sly. ’

I thanked him, and was glad to hear a
voice that sounded as if it came from a
mortal. * ;

“Y put your letter in de post office, and
he will go to-morrow morning, he said.

‘I'm very wuch obliged to yon,’ I said,
while he placed the lamp.on a small centre
table,

‘ Dare, dat will give a bright light so the
gem’an can see de new dress,” he added
laughing, in true negro style,

“How do you like it?’ I asked, smiling,
and begioning to feel as if 1 was really
upon the earth once more among flesh and
blood.

¢ F'us rate,” he-replied. ¢ It make you lock
beautiful. Dat French woman knows how
to fit a.handsome form.!

1 think she understands her business,’ I
added. * By the way, what young lady was-
that I saw when T was commg to’ my'

room 7!
‘ There be several:young ladies in . de

house, and I couldn’t say what one of ‘em
you might see,’. he replied, smiling. -

“You are right, I;said. ° But I think I
heard some one call her Josephine.’ :

¢ Ah, yes Josephine,’ berepeated. ‘ There
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be ‘one Josephine under dis roof. She came
hete to board, a few weeks ago, and I do
- mot know muck about her.’

“Nor 1, for T have only hag a glimpse of
her,” I answered, not-wishing him to think
that I ever heard her speak.

*Can you keep a secret? he asked in a
low voice; putting his fore-finger upon his
thick lips, as a token of seoresfiin,

I assured him any thing ghe
would be safe with me. w4

¢ Dat young lady has a baby, but no hus-
band,’ he whispered, placing his lips quite
near my ear, asif he might be overheard.

¢ Mum is de word, he continued. ‘A
gem’an pays her board, dnd sometimes
cames. to visit her, They may be married
one .of dese days, but I guesses not.. Mum

" is de, word,”

“Is the child here?® ¥ asked, feeling anx-
ions to hear more about this girl.

‘O, yes, in de third story back room,’ he
replied. “It’s a beauty of a- baby, but mum
is de word.!

" I told him his secret was perfectly safe in

‘my- keeping, but I could get no more from:
him, and he left the room. I now began to
see more light, and' could ‘understand why
that gir] gave me such admonitions. My
- feelings’ were such that T hoped: my lover
would not make his appearance that evening,
. but was destined to disappeintment, for he
came in a’short time after Jim brought up
the lamps. He appeared exceedingly glad
' to ses me, and complimented my new dress
very - highly. s ‘

But for what Josephme and the negro
had said, I might have received my Jover
more cordially than I did. The widow had
prepared my-mind to treat Carolus.feniently,
but what I had heard sincé completely de-
stroyed all the influegee of the widow’s elo-
quent appeal and forcible reasoning, I was

more than ever to have an interview with
Captain Dunmore. It seemed strange how
that man’s image haunted my imagination.~
When my mind was troubled and my spirit
disquieted, my thoughts were on him, but at
other times he was not so much present in
my heart. I now felt as if I wished I could
see him-nd hear his advice. 1 determined
I would not let another day pass withont
writing to him. Buch was the state of my
feelings when my lover entered my chawmber,
No doubt the widow had related to him he
conversation she had with me, and greatly
encouraged him, at least, I]udged so from
his actions. u

¢ That French dressmaker h = your
form admirably,’ said my lover, placing’ his
hand upon my shoulder, and g-izmg fondly
into my face.

I made no repl
move his hand f
some motions to
tially understood.
‘I have never -
he continued, d
circling my wais/
I felt a sudder
resist, however r-° . »
appesar to him,
from him with a bound that placed me qune
beyond his reach. I saw expression
of his countenance that he felt- some ‘anger
as well as love, but I felt as though T
done my duty, and riothing more, y
" He sat in silénce a few moments, then
and addressed me. R
‘1 confess you have treated ‘the . mork
rudely than I had reason to expect,” he saidi

a lady’s waist is-a crime.’
‘I hope you will excuse me,’ I replied.
¢ m young-and a stranger to'the customs of

in no mood to receive'a lover, -and desired

city life. I may have done wrong, but have

" to me; but I cannot disobey the earnest int

heart!

I have yet to learn that putting anarm round

only cheyed my mather’s instructions, and
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surély that cannot be very far from' right.—
Tt is the duty of a daughter to obey her mo-
ther; Heaven knows I have no wish to treat
you ill. You have, indeed, been very kind
structions of my good mother which she
urged upon me the night previous to my
starling for this city. You certainly will
excuse me o that account, if for no other.’

“If your mother were here she would ad-
vise you differently,’ he replied. 7

It might be so, I added. ‘But in her
absence 1 must do’ as she bade me.?

¢It seems to me you have but & . sprry no-
tion of ibe power of love,’ he said. ‘T al-
ways thought love sought to be near its ob-
Ject, and not to be kept at such a distance as

you deem proper. Such love as that I pro-
fess to know nothing about, O, my dear
Louise, your conduct grieves me to the
T did fondly hope that I had found
& girl wnh whom I conld enjoy life and all
its charms; but you have struck a severe
blow upon me, and almost blasted my hopes
forever. 0O, if you could form . any concep-
tion of the depih of my lové, it seems to me
that you would. not thus suddenly spring
fro:xr ifly embrac#, and leave me in thls un-
happy and awkward position.’

‘I have no desire to make you unhappy,
I replied. “But I cannot do that which my
conscience tells me is wrong.’

¢ But do yeu not reciprocate my aﬂ'ectmn r
he anxiously inguired.

’¢ 1 bave not yet known you long enough
to love, Ireplied. I cannot say what my
feelings and emotions may be; but I cannot
say that I really love you as you profess to
love me. .You asked me a civil question,
and I have answered you honestty and sin-

cerely.” [ 7

0, God!" he exclaimed, ‘I wish I hdd

never been born into this werld of "tempta-

He really appeared to be much affected,
and I pitied him ; but some how or other, I
was suspicious that he did not feel so much
as he pretended to feel. "It seemed to me
like what I had heard’ of acting in thé-thea-
tres, and, consequently, did not feel go much
sympathy as I might have felt under other
circumstances. The truth is, meither my
mind nor spmt were prepared to recsive &
lover. He ﬂd not remain long afier he be-
came’ convuicid that T would not suffer him
to snatch even a kiss, whieh he . seemed so
anxicus to obtain. ‘

CHAPTER' XIV.

The human heart is e book, but not yet fully
. understood. Thoughts of native home-—
The letter. More of the strange girl—
The course of love not smooth, Troubles
thicken, &e. ‘

Iroox off my new dross, and O, how
anxiously I wished it had never been pur-
chased or made ! I threw myself' upon . the
bed and wept like a child. My reflections
were bitter, and my spirit was troubled. I
began to learn something of my own heart.
the more I saw of this young mon the less']
liked him. 8o far ag he was concerned my
hopes of a splendid marriage was dashed to
the ground, and my thoughts run upon Capt..
Dunmore. I thought if I could see him, he
would support me under my present trials .
and afflictions, I wondered he had not called .
to see me, for he knew where .1 boarded,—
But why should T wonder? Did I not
promise to write to him 7.1 finally concluded
that the reason he did not call was because
I had not fulfilled my promise to write. . He
supposed I did not wish to see him. How
that thought wrung my heart! I made a
solemn promise to myself, that another sui
should not set before I wrote him. I tried

tion and sorrow !

to compose myaelf to sleep, but not only the
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image of Josephine Melville haunted my
imagination, but her singnlar words rung in
my ears. Did Carolus Cunard wish to place
me in a condition similar to that in which
ghe had been placed bx" some false-hearted
man? The question almost .froze the blood
in my veins! Could he be such a cruel,
false-hearted man ? I way reluctant to be-
lieve it, and yet strange 1mpfressmns had
fastened themselves wpon my 8 acml! It was
long past midnight before I even”slumbered,
and when I did, my ‘spirit was so troubled
that I kept waking every half hour. My
night was, indeed, a restless one, if not ab-
solutely a sleepless one. | .
The sun rose bright and clear, and [ arose
- with it, ©, how I wished ] was at home in
my mother's house, or walking among the
few flowers which my own hands had planted
in our little garden! It was my first wish
for home since I left it. But the thought of
_Captain Dunmore somewhat reconciled re,
and kept alive those ambitious hopes which
I had so long indulged. Soon as I had
dressed myself, I sat down and wrote’ Capt
Dunmore the following brief note :
Dear 81z : Pardon me for not writing you
goorier; I intended to do so, bat circum-
stances prevented. Ihope yon will call as
sooh as you receive this, unless you have
entirely forgotten me. But O, sir, that
thought distresses'me and I-will dismiss it
from my mind! You have too much kind-
. nessto forgst me so soon ! ¥ at least, Tipdulge
that flattering hope. 1 frankly confess and
wish to leave this house, and need your
council and advice under present circum-
"stances. Do call soon and relieve me from
the weight that now presses so heavily upon
my heart, Lovise Marwin,

After writing the letter I thrust it into my
bosom, intending to give it to the negro ser-
vant to be carried to the post office immedi-

walked into the hall, where 1 saw Josephine
Just as she had placed her foot upon the first
step to ascend the stairs, and beckoned o
her, and she stopped. She looked anxious
and even sorrowfual,

* Be quick,” she said, in a low voice,

I hurried towards her, and asked if I could
trust the negro servant with a letter: for
had sugpicions that he might show it to the
widow Topway. ‘
. *No, no,’ she replied. * Every letter will
be opened that you give to that cunting
negro. He and his mistress have.a perfect
understanding together, Give me the letter,
and I will put it into the post office for
you.! .
I gave her the letter,
superscription, and said ;
one man’s acquaintance
that young ‘Cunard.’
She said no more,’
I now felt as if this s
friend I bhad in the hi
that I had net given
servant; for-I was
been opened, réad, a
into the post office. .
What 2 change ha
in a few hoursl Iw
fast, and. found the
agreeable as ever. She treated me as Iundly
and even more so than she had previousty.
And T asked myself the question, seriously,
if she could be bad enough to open and read
my letter 7 When looking at her fair, round,
and even jolly face, and hearing her pleasant
words, I feared that [ had done her great
injustice by harboring a suspicion of her
honesty, and that Josephine Melville - m]ght
have made unjust insinuations against her, '
‘Ihope you and your lover passed an
agreeable evening,’ she said, loolnng me full

c

ately after breakfast, Ileft my room and

thoughts,

.surprised.

in the face, as if she would read my inmost
‘O, my dear, he is a most exs
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cellent young man.
young ladies belonging to the first families
in the city who would bless their stars if they
could have Kim for a husband. You are,
indeed, a fortunate girl, and I rejoice at your

good fortune.’
I could make no reply, for T knew not

what to say, and remained silent.

¢ Why, my dear, you have not your new
dress on. she continued, apparently much
¢TIt is intended for an every day
dress, and you will soon have some much
mote costly and splendid.  You must wear
oy .
e I'did not care about wearing it this morn-
ing,’ was my reply. I feel better in one of|

my old ones.
“Isuppose it feels rather c!ose, but you

will scon get used to it, and like it,’ she said.
¢ It inakes your form look so genteel that I

.can’t bear to see you wear any other.’

‘I must not attempt to become a city lady
too seon,” I replied. ¢Iam a poor Gountry
girl, and must govern myself accordingly.”

A poor country girl I’ repeated the negro
servant, laughing, in his peculiar manner.—
¢ A poor comntry girll" But young missus

7w ~pon be atde'top ob de ladder ob fashion!

dat's a fact, and I knows it.’

‘0, I don’ fecl much like becommg a
fashionable lady,” I answered. *I must not
forget my poor mother, and the humble ent-

tage in which I was born.’
¢ You need nat furget those even after

good fortane has raised you to the higher
walks of life,” added the widow. *How
pleasant it would be to visit your mother in
her humble home accompanied by a devotéd
and rich husband! " How she wounld rejoice
to .see you under. suth circumstances! I
know what a mother’s feelings ave, forThad a
daughter myself, but death took her away
just as she was coming into full bloom! "Ah,
that was a sad blow mpon my heart! But

1 know hundreds -of)

see her wedded to such a young man as
Carolus Cunard, if she had lived ¥’

‘1 suppose you would, as you so highly
esteem him,’ T replied.

¢ And, my dear, don’t you highly esteem -
him? she asked.

‘I have but a slight acquaintance with
him,! I replied. '

* But young tizsus will hab a better ac-
guaintance wid him bng ob dese days, I
reckons,’ said Jim, grinning, and showing
his ivory. ‘

0, yes, no doubt of that, and then you
will not only esteem hum as I do, but love
him deeply and sincerely,’ added the widow,
smiling. .

I was convinced that Josephine had stated
one truth when she said the widow and the
negro had a perfect understanding with each
other, I finished my breakfast and retired
to my room to reflect upon the circumstances
in- which I was placed. Oceasionally 1
walked into the hall to sce if T could meet
that girl again. O, longed to have an une
disturbed interview with her, and hear the
story of her lifel But, als! I feared 1
should not be able to enjoy that privilege.—
After going into the hall several times, at
last I saw her coming down stairs with her
bonnet and shawl on; I hastened towards
her, but she motioned me back, 4nd pointed
her finger below, as much a8 to say, ‘it
would not be safe for us to converse together.”
8he hurried down, the front door was opened,
and she glided into the streot. I now' be-
lieved my letter would be safely deposited in
the post office, and so far was happy.

Strange as this girl appeared, and fallen
from virtue, s I had reason to believe she
had; yet I had confidence in her, and -fully
believed she was my friend. I had more
confidence in her than in any other person
in the city, saving, pethaps, Captain Dun-

think you I should not have been pleased to

more,
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The day passed and evening came, when
I expected to receive another visit from my
lover. T had hoped that Captain Dunmore
had received my letter and would have called
during the day ; but I was disappointed—
He came not, neither had I seen Josephine
since -morning. ‘Whether she had returned
or not, [ could not tell. I often’ listened
through the day to see if I could hear the
ery of a child under that roof, but no such
music fell upon my ears, I begun to enter~
tain fearful apprehens‘ioﬁs that she had aban-
doned the house, and on that account T felt
unusually sorrowful. To know that she was
_ still in the house would have given me cont-
fort and support; but I knew not where she
was.

Twilight came, and in its faint shadows|

1 stood before the hall was lighted, hoping
that I might catch a glimpse of Josephine
who now appeared really to be my guardian
angel, I heard light foosteps, and “she softly
approached me, Grasping the sleeve of my
 dress with a trembling hand, she said, * Your
letter is safely deposited in the post office.—
Take care of yourself. You understand.]
And she glided away from my sight beforé
I had time to make a reply or ask her a
single question, which I should have been
glad to do. I was rejoiced to know that she
was in the house. In that knowledge there
was coasolation and comfort to my troubled
soul, .

1 entered my room, and soon the negro
servant appeared with the big lamp which
was to reveal my charms, once more to my
lover. O, how much T dreaded to see that
famp ! .1 had given him up,and his presence
I dreaded. What a change in my feelings a
few: short hours had made ! | desired not to
see him, bat if he did come, T wag resolved
40 obey the voice of my guardian angel.—
Upen that subject my mind was fully made

up.

- To pleuse the widow I had on my new
dress. The room was brilliantly lighted, and
T threw myself into a chair, and thought of
home, and all its endearments, poor and
bumble as it was, I had not sat-long be-
fore my lover entered the room, full of smiles,
and appeared to be glad to see me. My
conduct was rather more cold than usual —_
He took a seat by my sde, and. began to
pour into my ear his flattering tales; but
they had lost all their charms. I was deaf
to the voice of love, so far as he was con-

cgrneﬂ I now haied more than 1 loved him.,

A great change. had come over we, and he
noticed it. He threw his arm around my
waist; but I flung him off with more museu-
lar strength than he supposed I possessed.—
He was angry, and threw out some threats,
but soon recalled them
apologize, saying I : .
parent rudeness i
for me.. I maden
chair, and sat in si
" Again he attem]
many horrid word:
resisted all his atte
and a determined
secemed 10 aid me’
the occasion.
used all the blandishments within his power ;
but without success.
leave, apparently- disheartened,

and endeavored to

.
He wrnicd a R e

CHAPTER XV.

Another change in the aspect of things.—
Strange condnct at midnight. A mon ar-
rives with a letter  Much cxcitement and

some lying. The removal of the heroine.

ANorHER bright and beautiful momlng,

broke upon the city, but it seemed to have
no charms for me,

Breakfast ; but there was a slight shadow en

At last he took his

I was summoned to
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the countenance of the widow that convinced
me she had been told all which ‘occurred at
my interview with Cunard last evening.—
Her face was not so full of smiles as usual,
and every moment | expected to hear some-
thing§n the shape of a lecture. During the
night I heard the voices of men, and the gig-
gling of females. And I ecautiously opened
my door and heard in the hall, voices. It was
past midnight. And O, how can [ describe
my emotions when 1 heard a female voice
utter an oath and in the same breath laugh.
I also smelt the smoke of 2 cigars Fhe
lamp buined dimly so that T could not dis-
tinguish a person across the hall.

¢ Come, call for a bottle of Champaign,’
said the female voice. ¢T'm dew—d thirsty,’

‘Your’e drunk enough now,’ replied a
male voice.

A sickness came over my soul, 1 gently

. closed the door, and got into bed again.—

Light began to break upon my mind, and I
feared T was in & bad house. I tried to
sleep; but in vain. I was glad when the
day dawned; for 1 believed I should see
Captain Dunmere before the setting of the
CTT RN

‘I fear you did not vest well last night,’
said the widow. ¢ You do not look quite so
bright as usual.’ .

‘I did not sleep very well,’ I roplied. ¢I
heard voices in the night which somewhat
disturbed me. I hope all ‘is right, but I
must say L entertain some suspieions that
greatly trouble ms,’

“ Suspicions of what? she asked in a
tone of authority which she had never used
before.

¢ That you have bad characters in your
house,’ I.quickly replied. * Lheard swearing,
and by a female, too.’

* 0, yes, I know,” she said, ‘I have a
gentleman and his wife as boarders, whom I
must send -away. The wife drinks when-

. E

|

ever she can get it. I pity her husband, for
he appears to be a very good sort of a man. .
I presume you heard them, for the wife
made some disturbance last evenwng/

¢ 0, yes, I heard ’em, too,’ said Jim. ¢ She
lubs liquor as she does her own eyes. It is
a tousand pities, for she would be a good
woman, but for drink.’

I made no reply; but did not fully be-
lieve what either of them said. My sus-
picions were .aroused, and cvery thing ap-
peared in a different Iigh. The widow took
notice that I was much disquieted, and gov-
erned herself accordingly, She was ex-
ceedingly shrewd; but a jealous mind is not
ensily quieted. The negro servant now left
the room, and I thought he did so becauvse
the widow gave him a sign.. Of that, how-
ever, I was not sure.

‘I hope you will ‘not let such things dis-
turb you,’ she said. ‘I must send away that
gentleman and his wife.” ‘

¢ May there not be others whom you ought -
to send away 7 I asked, feeling more courage
and resolution than I had ever before in her
presence.

A dark frown clouded her brow for a few
moments, but she soon changed it to a smile,
and said: * Really, my dear, your mind seems -
to be filled with strange notions this morniag..
You must remember that we have to conie
in contact with all sorta of people in the eity,
It is very different from what it is in the
couniry, And the boarding house keepers .
have & good many difficulties to contend.
with, more, it seems to me, than any body
else.. We are very often compelled to take
boarders without being able to ascertain their
trae characters.'

* I remarked, that 1 supposed there might
be a good deal of trouble in such business ;
and asked her if women did notsometimes
keep bad houses.’

‘T b]ush for our sex, when I give you an
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answer in the afﬁrmati\'re,’\she replied. “T'm
sorty to say it; but there are bad women in
the city as well as bad men. But you need
not be alarmed. I keep a respectable house,
and turn away every one who does not prove
to possess a good character.’

T am glad to hear it; but I feel as if 1
must seek some other boarding bouse,’ I said.
“ 1 do not feel at home here.’

*0, my dear, I expect you will change
your tesidence ere many weeks shall have
passed and remove 1@ a fine house with your
husband,”

*I have not the most dlslant idea of mar-
rying Mr. Cunard,’ 1 replied.

 Never was I more astonished in my life l’
she exclaimed, raising her hands, and gazing
upon, me,  *Not marry him! Why, my
. dear, you must be decidedly erazy! 1 Not
marry him ! 1 ne‘er heard any thmg '80
strange I'

¢ Would you wed a man you didn’t Iove r
1 asked.
* ¢ Yon can’t help loving such a good, smart;
rich fellow,” she replied. ‘Yes, yes, you
will love him; he isdevoted to you. I know
you will fove him.

I assured her I saw not the Ieast prospect
of i it, adding ihat the more I saw him the less
I liked him.

<1 have known young ladies to feel and
talk just as you do who have married the
men they once thought they almost hated,
and loved them most ardently. Love fre-
quently works in that way, It isavery
pecutiar presjon of our nature.
dear, I can speak from actual experience.—

When I was couried by him who afterwards
became my husband I thought I could never
love him in the world. TFor months he grew
less and less in my esteem; but all at once
my heart changed and I loyed him most siu-
cerely. And a happier couple gever lived

Why, my

¢T shonldn’t suppose you would,” T replied.
s But I don’t feel ag if 1 desired to cultivafe
any further acquaintance with Cunard, and

T wish yon would #el! him so the first time

you see him.’

“0, no, 1 can never tell him of that rit
would fall with terrible weight upon his
heart,’ she replied. *I esteem him highly,
and he has been such a good friend to me
that I cannot consent to be the bearer of
such heart-rending news to him, And O,
let me entreat you, my dear girl, to reflect
seriously before you make such a declaration
to him. Be patient, and heaven wiil order
every thing for the best.’

She said no, wmore, and I left the table,
hoping that heaven would so order events,
that Captein Danmore might come that verv
day. Its

sent from

to see hird.

whether 1,

to think T

happy witl

excited by’

never felt

blacksmit]

to write. |

have been glad to "see him. I concluded 1
would write as soon as I removed to another
boarding place, which T was resolved to do
whether I ever saw Captain Dunmore again,
or not. But I felt an instinctive impression
that he would call upon me, and take me
from that house.

Having ascended the stairs on the way to
my room, I saw my guardian angel at the
farther end of the hall, looking through a
window into the street. She heard me
coming, and turned away from the window.
We met about midway of the hall, Her
eyes were wet with weeping, and her bosom
heaved with violent emotions. Her couns

on earth. I shall never forget those days 7'

tenance had a wild look, and my bleod ran

. wild, and fearfully desperate, I had not

‘Street,’ said Jim.
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cold in my veins, for she really seemed like
a crazy person. "

*Q, God I’ she said, as she grasped my
hand. ¢ Qur troubles are somewhat alike,
only you have not yet fullen.. We both ex-
pect men to see us. Your friend will come,
bat I fear I never shall see mine again !—
Two weeks have now passed, and he has not
come! When he saw me last, he said he
should be absent frem the city one week
only, and then he would call! But I must

say no more !’
And “she glided away before I could say a

word in reply. Ah! now all was plain to
me, She had been seduced, and was for-
saken by her false-haarted laver, at least,
such were my conjectures. I entered wy
chamber, and gave myself up to the most
bitter reflections, I almost forgot my own
condition and ecircumstances in my reflec-
‘tions upen this girl’s situation. She looked

been long in my room, before I heard the
door-bell ring. I hastened to the head of
the stairs, and stood and listened. " From
my position I could hear what might be said,
The negro went to the door, and a gentle-
man entered, I trembled with anxiety; for
I hoped Ishquld soon hear the voice of Capt
Dunmore.

‘1 have a letter for Miss Martin, who
boards here,’ said the man.

. “No sich lady lib here,’ replied the Iying
servant. ¢ You must I tink hab mistaken de
house.’

¢ No, this is the house, for the number I8

upon the letter,’ the man replied.
‘Ah, she did board here, but she went

away todder day, to some house in anodder
streel. It appears to me it.was Hanover

¢ Where's the mistress? asked the man.

At thal moment the widow . came along,
and I was on the point of rushing down, but

"| o & house prepared for me,

- Whoe did you ingnire for, sir? asked the
widow,

¢ A.girl by the name of Louise Martin, ;
replied the man.

¢ Bhe was here, but she went away yester-
day, I think,’ said the widow. -

‘1 believe it was yesterday now I tink of
it more,’ said the deceitful servant,

‘I believe you both utter falsehoods,’ said
the man,

‘ No white man shall aceuse me of dat
wid impunity,’ said the negro, stepping to-
wards the man, and brandishmg his brawny
fists. .
The gentleman pulled a revolver from his
ppcket, and presented it to Jims breast,
saying, ‘ you are a dead nigger if you ap-
proach another step.” Jim stood inhis tracks,
and | rushed down stairs.
¢ My name is Louise Martin,' I exclaimed,
running towards the man, who gave m}erihe
letter, which ¥ hurriedly opened. The man
then opened the door, and two other men
stepped in whose presence together with the
revolver, aforesaid, made the burly negro
quiet as a lamb, and the widow hung her
head. 'Thé letter was from Ciptain Dun-
miote, requesting me to aceompany the hearer.
It was . most
joyful news to me.

‘T will go xmmedmte[y, I said. <A few
minutes will serve me to pack my trunk’

¢ I'trust you will not depart until yon have
paid your board bill, said the widow,

‘ How much is it? I asked, taking the

Yings from my fingers which young Cunard

had placed upon them, ahd presenting them
to her. Here take these, and I thank heaven
they are not the price of my shame,

“Your bill is ten dollars,’ said the widow,
receiving the rings, and looking ¢ross,

T was amazed at such a price for two or
three day’s board, and the man who brought

thought I would listen a moment and hear if
she would also lie, .

{the letter saw my- astomshment, and gaid.
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‘ The young woman shall not pay that out.
rageous bill.’
¢ How do you know, sir,
rageons ' asked the widow, L
¢ Keep quiet, and say nothmg about the’

the bill is out-

£ Where they a present to you? asked the

man. .

“'The young man gave them tome; but T

-fdon’t want them,’ I replied,
- ¢ You mmet take them, or the widew will

bill, or you may find quarters in a street not| keep them and say you ran away with them,’

far distant,’ said the man

The words had the effect the man in-
tended ; for the widew hung lier head, and
made no reply. She feared the prison, and

knowing ber conduect rendered her lmble to|followed by the man with the revolver.

le replied,

<1 had rather not,” I said. I don’t want

such presents.
" The negro now hasiened up stairs, closely

The-

such a punishment. The negro had retreated | servant intended to ‘secure the watch and
back several steps, for he seemed to have)chain for his mistress.

great fear of the rovolver which the man still.
held in his hand.

‘I'm willing to pay a reasenable price for
my board, I said,

¢ Not a cenf,’ added the man. ‘Let the
youug rascal pay it who conducted you

" here)’
The widow was silent, and I hastened up

stairs to pack my trunk. Socn as 1 reached
the hall, I saw Josephine who had been
listening, She seized my hand' and said,
¢ God bless you! A lucky day for youl—
Write me, and direct your letter to Eliza-
beth Moore, for that is my real name.’
Slipping a piece of paper into my hand on
which was written her real name* in pencil,
“she Tun up stairs and I'saw her no more.—-
My trunk was soon ready, and one of the
men brought it down. My new dress I had
Teft in the chamber, for that I would not take
for worlds. I hated the sight of it,-and yet
it was very beantful.
You can give that new dress to him who
paid for it I said to the widow; ‘It isin
the chamber where you will find it, and I
thank heaven I am never to wear it again.’
¢ But where s the gold watch and chain,’

. she said, |
In my excitement I had entirely forgotten
that, and told her it was upon the bureau,{m

" «Stop, you black raseal, or PHput a bul[et
through your wooly head,’ said the man.—
¢ I shall take these arncles myself, and give
them to the owner.”

Jim stopped as st °

ag&iﬁst the wall of 1
soon brought down
them upon me; but

" ¢Keep them and

villain who gave th

I reluctantly too.

give them bacl, if .
to do so.

A carri
waiting fo .take ‘m
house. I entéred u wusompamea ny the
man who brought me the letter. e wasa
stout, burly looking man, with black whiskers
almost covering the lower part of his face.
He wore a snuff brown-colored coat, bright
buttons, and fancy vest and pants. He smelt
strong of rom, and I did not fancy him
much, yet he treated me very kindly, and
even politely.

¢ Captain Dunmore will be delighted to see
you he said.!

wondering why he did not.
‘ He did not wish to be seen going to such
a house as that widow keeps, and so’ hired
e,) he “answered. ‘I will conduct you

for I had not worn them that day.

safely to a nice place, where you ¢an live in

¢ Why didn’the come himseif? T asked 4

:

... ‘Therg, that will do,” T replied,
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peace and quietness.  You avevery forlunate
in finding suéh a friend as the Captain.—
He is a glorious fellow, and has money
enough.’

« Glorious fellow I’ T repeated to myself.—

I thought that was a singunlar phrase to be
applied to such a man as [ considered the

. Captain, but I said nothing,

“'I'he Captain has provided an excellent

place for you; but :I suppose he will give|-

you a betier one in the course of a few
weeks,” he continued. ¢1 didn’t once thiuk
he would ever be married ; but I don’t blame
him now 1 have seen your face,’

*I believe this eity is full of Aatterers,’ I
remarked. )

¢ You must not reckon me in that category,’
ke replied-smiling. Y spoke but my honest
seutiments. I should be somewhat inclined

~ to marriage myself, if the State of Maine

would send up another such a girl as you

are)’ .
‘T should

suppose that you are a married man, Itis
very strange, if you are not, when there are
so many beautiful ladies in the city.’

* There are many ladies in the ecity,, but
few beazutiful ones compared with the whole
number,” he replied. ‘T always knew Capt.

“Dopmers had an eye for beauty, and now I

have before me additional proof.?

‘ Don’t lay it on so thick,’ I said, feeling
really sick of hearing such fulsome compli-
ments. ‘I'm not so easily flattered as you
may imagine. It is enough to say I lock

- better than some and not so well as others,’

*1.beg your pardon, young woman, but
that is not enough to say, for the truth re-
quires mofe,’ he said. ¢ However, let that
pass. ¢ You have brought your beauty to"a
glorious market. Capt. Dunmore will make
the kindest husband woman ever had, and

he has got the money, too.!
I made no reply. The carriage was driven

along, and it seemed to me that. we were
going a great distance, and turning many

At last we stopped in front of & house in
Lineoln Btreet. The man ‘assisted me to
alight, and conducted me to the door, up a
flight of steps. :

' "CHAPTER XVL

The new home. The contrast. A singular
housekeeper.  The effects of - physical do-
Jormities. Another phase of human na-

ture. The progress of events, &c.

Ax elderly woman came to the door. Her
age might have been fifty, and possiblywmore.
Her face was quite thin, her skin somewhat
writkled, and her gray eyes,‘ sharp and’
Eiercing. Her form was far from being
pleasing or symmetrical ; for she was some-
what humpbacked, and quite low of stature,
She was nearly-a head shorter than women
in general. Yet her motions were quick and
her countenance éxpressive of much energy
and perseverance. She wore a neat cap up-
on her head and spectacles upon her nose,
which was rather thin and sharp. At the

¢ first sight of her I was not very favorably

impressed, ' After opening the door, and
‘before she bid me walk in, she took a large
pinch of snuff, which she seemed to relish

remarkably well.
“Is this the yonsig lady Captain Dunmore

wishes me to board P she asked, peering fuil
into nyy face through her speciacles, and
placing her face close to mine as if she in-
tended to see the particular eolor of my eyes
and the texture of my skin.

¢ This is the young lady,’ replied the man.
‘ And don’t you think she'll do? Don’t she
come ful[y up to the description the Captain
has gwen of her, even . enthusmstlc as he
wag 1 :

I 'reckon she does,' replied the woman,

smiling, and taking another pinch of snuff.
* Walk in, young woman, and the drlver will

coraers. The streets spemed very crocked,

-

bring in your trunk.’
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I followed her into a hall, and then up a
flight of stairs, expeeting every moment to
meet my protector, Captain Dunmore, but
he did not appear. This short, bright, ac-
tive woman conducted me into a small,
neatly furnished room, There was nothing
gaudy or splendid about this snug apariment
but every thing wore the aspect of ngatness
and vomfort. It seemed to be a very dif-
ferent order of affairs from that I had just
left. Here was nothing for show, but every
thing for comfort and convenience. My
trunk was soon brought up, and deposited in
the room designed for my occupation. This
apartment was small, and a neat little” bed,
covered with a countérpane as white as
snow, stood in one corner of the roomi~
There were three cane-bottomed chairs, a
small dressing-table under a small gilt framed
mirror, and & cherry-tree . wood bureau on
the oppasite side. The floor was earpetted,
and all seemed nice and convenient, and
contrasted strangely with the spacious room
I had been roupjing. No gaudy curtains
adorned the bed or hung at the windows.—
The apartments of the house reminded me
of mother's humble dwelling, and 1 feli com.
paratively happy. 1 regretted that the wo-
man was hionch-backed, and wished she had.
been made taller, but nevertheless, she ap-
peared exceedingly active and kind, When
she conducted me to the room I was to ac-
cupy, she told me her name was Beulah
Tattle, ¢ generally called Aunt Tuttle,’ she
said, smiling, and taking a pinch of snuff.—
‘Tm afraid you will think “your room is too

small; bot I'm not able to have a large one.
We who live in the city are obliged to
economize, rents and fuel come so hlgh ?

+1 like the room exceedingly well,} I re-
plied. 1 would not wish for a ]arger one;
and besides, every thing is neat and con-
venient, I have always been accustomed to
living ir a small house.’

* Not recently,’ said the woman, smiling,

good many years ago,
dead several years; but he left alarge estate -

* O, I thank heaven, that 1 have escaped
from that boarding house !’ [ said.

‘And you may thank Capt, Dunmore, to0,
added Aunt Tuttle.

‘I do thank him, was my reply, wishing
to ask her if he would come there soon;
but, feeling too modest and bashful to make
the inquiry.

generous one too,” she added. °He has. al-
ways been a good friend to me. I once
lived in his father’s family, but-that was a
His futher has been

which the Captain now owns. His father
followed the seas, and so did the Captain,
until he 'came info possession of so mmuch
property on the death of his father.

€It is wvery strange he has not married
long ago,’ [ said; fe" e T !

more of his histoiy.
¢ Well, I have als

that he lived single .
find 2 woman wh
replied, winking he
assuming an arch I
has found one now.
Aunt Tuttls took
looked me. full in the .uwe, auu 1 remainen

silent. ]
‘1 don’t wonder he is not suited,’ she con-

tinued, ‘after @ short pause, ¢ What beauti-
ful curls your hair makes, and how handsome
your eyes are! I used to have very long,

OW
*Time will have the same effect upon my

locks,” I added; beginning to think it was an
gniversal custom in the city to flatter. T had
never witnessed so much of it in all my life

as [ had within a few days. Aunt Tuttle
now left me, and 1 arranged my things,
wondering how long 1 should occupy that
snug neal room, and conjecturing what mighs

and taking another pinch of snuff.

¢ Ah, the Captain is a worthy man, and a

- I'do them up for several ladie’s who pay me
" well for it

.2 good deal of mouney for such work, and

fine hair; but the frosts of age are upon it-

be my fate, Itis true, that Captain Dun-
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more now seemed to. be the greatest friend
1 had on earth, except my mother, and, per-
haps, I might add except Stebbing, the young
blacksmith, whose love for me I had reasons
to believe was deep and ardent. In all my
excitements I could not wholly forget him;
for he was the first man who ever declared
his love to me. Socon as I ascermmed that
I had a permanent. boarding place, 1 intended
to write him according to my promise.—
Afier seriously reflecting upon my new sitoa-
tion, and my prospects for the future, I re-
paired to the sitting room, where I found the
industrious woman {loing up some caps and
laces, which were very nice and expensive,
She noticed that I was examining her work
very closely, and anticipated my feelings.

‘These are not my things,’ she said.—
¢I’'m not able to wear such costly articles,—

-They are very nige, and I pereeive yon
know how to make them look still mcer,’ I
replied.

‘I ought to know how for T bave practiced
long enough,’ she added. ‘I have received

expuet to receive a good deal more before
{ die.? ' *

 Where you never marned 2 I modest]y
inquired.

*Pon't you see the deformuy on my back ¥
she asked, while a cloud passed over her
face, and her eyes were expressive of indig-
nant feelings.

away. Your handsome face and bright hair
could not have saved you in his estimation.
And the world is full of just such men.—
Married, forsooth ! O, no, never married.—
No men, such as I would hdve, 'would have
me, and those who would have me, the devil
would’t huve, Excuse me for bemg thus .
The hunch upon my back. his
soured my mind, and gave we' prejudices
which I cannot always oonqﬁer. 'No matter
how handsome the face of a woman may be,
no matter how bright her intelleer, or good
her heart, if she hassa, physical deformity
upon her back, ot elsewhiere, no man fit for
a husband will take her for a wife. And yet
deformed men don't hesitate to offer them-
es as candidates for women’s favors, and

are often received. You must excuse me, -
for my feelings are always -embittered by
such reflections.’

*Then I would not indulge in them, I
said,

eariest,

‘We ean’t always govern our feclings’
she replied. *My age ought to keep down
such emotions ; but what is bred in the bone
will come out in the flesh. Buat my hunch-
back is not the only source of embittered re-
flections. I was an only daughter, and my
parents quite wealihy, They died when 1
was eighteen years of age, leaving me 'with
a snug fortune. Of course 1 had admirers
then notwithstanding the deformity upon my_
back. O, yes, there are fortune-hunters
enough in the city. Well, to make 2 long
story short, one fine Ieoking gentleman, sev-

¢ Teee a small hunch, but thav's nothing,’ beral years my senior, paid his addresses to

T replied

‘ Nothmg, eh?’ she repeated, gazing ﬁ]l[
into my face, and running her eyes over my
form. “Suppose you had such an one on
your back, think you that Captain Dunmore
would feel such a deep interest for you as he

me, and expressed great love for me. My
ears were open to his flattering tales. I dranlk
in the sweet nusic, and placed 1he wttnost
confidence in him. Our eourting lasted over
twelve months, much longer than some
widows mourn the denth of their husbands.

now feels? O, no, he would have looked|I fancied I' loved him, and I supposs T'did,

at you but once, and then turned his eyes

He was artful, smooth; and even fascinuting
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with his father’s money, and it wouldn’t last

1n his manners, and gained full cq}:lntro] over T e o
‘ naged that I gave him power |very long u. .
nrull‘:r m}:re ::t:tl:, v%hich he Eold, converted Iqow fu]l.y coneurred in all tgls \:;omhzg
into gold and silver, sailed for Furope, and |said in rela,tloq to young Cunard, a}n el
that is the last I have ever heard of him. O, reason to be thankful for my escallz? dmpm"i.
how bitterly have T reproached myself for | power. It scemed to me that ad in o
being thus bewlidered and led astray by an|dence had thus protected me, and sen ]z;.pn.
a acco?npished scoundrel.’ Danmore to guard me from all hm!'m e—
 She stopped her work, while relating this| comparatively happy i in my n?I\‘v (;catxon -
brief story of her life, one hand nervously | It is true that [ w:1shecli Aunt Tuttle Iw;.sit |
clenching a small flat iron and the other sup-! different woman in some _l‘espec(tﬁ. ueh a:
plying her nose with snufl. Her eyes snap-isort of dread of her notwithstanding a :r
ped, and almost emitted spatks of fire; heriapparent kindness. She seemed to me to be

bosom heaved, her lips quivered, and ber|a person of terrible temper, especially when .

voice was tremulovs. T shall never forggt her feelings were aroused. Already I ];aci
her appearance at that time. She was 50|seen one specimen of her tcmp?rzlbg,em E: :
agltabed that she raised herself upon her tip- | made me tremble; and yt?i I could pardon
her for such a demonstration when I reflected
to look ovor the-whole world. A few extra_ upon the wrongs she had ?‘f"rfgd at the
pinches of snuff seemed to quiet her nerves. |hands of a “pretended Tnvew  W- .

“There, it is of no use for me thus to live | spirit could feel caln
my life over sagain, she continued, afier!stances; and 1 cc;uld L
guite a long pause. © Buot when I reflect]ip blame he-r for indulg .
npon the character of men I alwaysA feel | tion of fee?lng. And
deeply agitated.” ‘ to exercise that calfn { |

¢I trust you do rot view all men as hemg ﬂlw'ays witnessed in :
ahke, do you I ! mqmred suffered much on ﬂCC.OI
"¢ O no, there are a few honorable excep- | my father, and the pin -

‘ tions, she replied. ‘Andl beile\{)e Captﬂ;? Whic{g :as ilw-:ly: g .

' i . He has always been rich,|wou ave bee i e
zz:m;illxso?: the world, seen ladies of all| hgsband, but for the fasgmauﬂg po?:e: }?:
countries, and yet has never been married.—— strong’ drmks'. Ithaj.r made ;mt W arave
‘Now I believe, if he ever marries, it will be|wss and hurried him into a ?rema ure ﬁ ami
from genuine love, and nothing else” My mother was an ambmoust wor:,g_t:ri d
© « He is quite old to think of being married | when she married, her prospects we g

and her hopes bouyant.

For some years after matriage My parents
pro:apered and acquired a snug little estate
for a country village ; but the Demon of In-
temperance came info our, windows like a
destroying angel, and soon his bloody tracks
wete visible in our household. T was ﬂuxte
young when the Destroyer came ; but not

toes, and secmed anxious to be tall eno

now, I snid.

+ [ should rather have him if he were as|
old as Methusaleh, than to have any young
mian I know of in this city,’ she replied.—
¢ Almost all the young men here have bad
habits of one kind or another. O, you have
made a lucky escape from young Canard.—
True, his father is rich, but his son is a gam-
bler and a libertine, Let bim have full swing

¢

. alone until dinner was ready. There was

* Plain, simple fare suited me best, for it best

tgo young to see his devastating work, True,
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I did not see it in that clear light in which

Whenever she alluded to that deformity,

my good mother viewed it, and could.not|her mind seemed to be agitated and her

trace-all its evil consequences as she did ;

yet I saw enough to make my young heart

sad and sorrowful,
" As yet, Aunt Tuitle had not said a word

in relation to Captmn Dunmote’s calling,
and I'began to feel anxions to know when I
might expect to see him; but a sort of bash-
" ful spirit prevented me from askmcr her. Tt
seemed strange that she did not speak of his
coming, but not a word upon the subject
escaped her lips.  Sometimes 1 thought she
purposely avoided. it; and yet I could see
no reason for it, and supposed I must be
mistaken. I spent a portion of my time

no negro servant to wait upon me, and sum-
mons me to dinner, instead of being a souree
of disquietude to me, that wag a relief; for
with servants to wait upon me, I felt much

out of my element.
- At a seasonable hour T was summoned to

dinner. . The table was neatly spread and
the viands good. We had no luzuries, such
as [ had been accustomed to while at my
other boarding house, and I was glad of it.—

corresponded with my condition in life.

‘I don't know'as you will like my dinner,’
said Aunt Tattle. ¢But I can assure you
of one thing, a slattern didn't cook it.!

¢I, like yout dinner much,’ I replied.—
¢ And your last romark was quite needless,
for I have already seen enongh to satisfy me
that neatness charactorizes all the affuirs of
your household.” " .

¢ Well, 1 hope”you won't aceuse me of
vanity when I say I profess to be cleanly in

spirit troubled,

* I shouldn’t think of that unless you spoke
of it; I replied, hoping she would never
mention it again in my bearing; for when
she did, the expression of her face was far
from beiug agreeable. I.was almost willing
to take that hunch upon my own back and
bear the burden for the sake of relieving her
from such an annoyance, if the thing had
been possible. -

-t Ah, I feel very sore on that point, but
never mind,’ the answered, 1 won't annoy
you and myself, too. Iv’e seen a good deal
of human life, and perhaps, I don't think so
ly of human nature as some do who
héve been more prosperous. I have had a
a hard life, and seen a good deal of trouble,
which, no doubt,” has imbittered my heart
aud soured my feelings. But there is a great
deal of wickedness in the world, mich more
than you dream of. Men, and women, too,
are selfish. The seifish prineiple is the main-
spring of human actions.’ .

I told her I hoped there t'as some virtue
in the world, even pure virthe, analloyed by
that selfish principle to which she alluded.
¢ There may be, but I have seen but a few
specimens of it since [ have been on'the
stage of action,’ she replied, taking a large
pinch ef snuff, and drawing in-her breath as
if she intended the article should be sent to
ihe most remote paris of her nose.

We finished our dinners, and 1 assisted i
clearing off the table to which she did not
object, but seemed to be ‘pleased with my
help. She commendgd my industry, and
said I must have a gﬁéd mother, I Wasso

my, house,” she replied,

*Indeed, T shall np’t‘ was my rendy and
truthful " answer, ‘You remind me of my
mother.’

* I hope she has not o hunch on her back,’

handy in such domestic’ work,

she added, with some feeling.
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CHAPTER XVIL , 2% .

’.!ﬁw"” Wﬂmaf

Suspicions haunt the keroine. JHystery upon
mystery. The power of custom and habit,
Gumbling. The

The midnight murder.
conflagration, &e.

ArTer 1 had assisted Aunt Tuttle in ar-
ranging her domestic affairs, 1 retired to
my little room to commune with my own
thoughts, and to wonder what would next
happeu to me, [ thought it strange that the
Captain did not call, and begon 1o fear that
his love for me had cooled. Yes, I feared
that; for then [ felt as if I could only look
up to' him for protection. His image was
impréssed upon my heart, and could not
dlsgulse or conceal the fact from mys
¢ven if I had been thus disposed. 1 re-
embered young Cunard, only to hate him,
and feel grateful that I had been thas for-
tunately rescued from his power. "But T re-
membeted that strange girl, Josephine Mel-
ville, or Elizabeth Moore, whatever might be
her real name, with far different feelings
and emotions. I was anxious to learn more
about the story of her life,
enough to make me exceedingly anxious for
more. . Hers was a character ‘I could not
comprehend. There was yet a r.nystery\
hanging over her which I was anxious to
penetrate, and resolved to write to her very
goon, Should I write, she might call and
see me, and then we could have an unin-
terrupted interview. I longed fo see her al-
most a8 moch as I did to see Captaln Dun-
more, but for quite different reasons, 1 also

endeavored to study the character of the wo-

man in whose care I was placed. Many

traits which she had developed during our|pqws,
brief acquaintance were shrouded in mystery,
1 confess 1
indulged some suspicions} and yet she did
not appear to be that smooth hypoerite which

and I could not fathom them.

‘came into my room and sat down,

I had just heard ).

Her character was totally different from that
deceitful and wicked woman’s ; but after all,
there was a mystery about her which my
mental accumen could not penetrate ; conse-
quently, | was somewhat troubled in mind
and spirit.

Aunt Tuttle, having a few leisure moments,
She was
then in good humor, and very pleasant.-—
The burden upon her back did not seem to
haunt her imagination, nor awaken those
torturing and corroding feelings of her heart
which at other moments troubled her,

¢ Well, my dear, how do you enjoy your-
self in your new home? she asked, smiling,
and taking an enormous pinch of enuff,

* Very well, indeed, I replied. ‘1 feel
much happier than1did a few hours ago,
when I was in that bad house.

I should think

me het large snufl!

pinch? 1t is excell

place where I purc’

1 thanked her, ar

1 was not accustom

¢ Well, your'e ri .

don't think snuff

and they say it inju

and voice.  BUt My vuspevasn se st 1l
beanty, and my voice its music, so I don’t
care. Once, my skin was very smooth and
fair, and my hair was dark and shining a8
yours; but time has wrinkled the one and
frosted the other.’

1 mssured her she looked well then not-
withstanding the ravages of time,

+ If time had wern down the hunch on my
back as wellus the furrow opmy clieeks and
blanched my hair, I might have been better
satisfied ; but let that paSs she said, <1
wish not to make ydu a ‘partaker of my sor-

self. Isuppose you feel somewhat anxious
to sce your devoted Captain. He told me
he was obliged to leave town on business of
importance and might not be back until to-
morrow, so you must not be disappointed if

the widow Topway had turned out to be.—

you don't see him to- -day. Soon s he re-

r

* such a disappointment as you must have felt

* as a slave-holder would a quadroon he was
- gbout, to purchase, or a jockey a horse in the

| through with her examination; but I could

It is enough for me to bear them my-

1 should not be happy in idleness.
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tarns he will be here without fail.
not help lzughing to see how anxious he was
when engaging your board with me. He
told me I must be prepared to see the most
beaatiful girl my eyes ever beheld.

‘I regret that he prepared your mind for

“when you first saw.me,’” I said.

“And how do you know I was disappoint-
ed?’ she asked, adjustihg her spectacles,
taking a pinch of snuff, and peering into my
face,
© “Because I think by the aid of your
glasses you must perceive that you have seen
hundreds of more beautifal girls than I
am.’

She shook her head, put “another pinch|.

to her nose, run her hand over my shoulders,
felt of my waist, and examined me as closely

market. I remained silent, and let her go

not help:smiling at her manifestations, for
she seemed to be determined to know whether
I was flesh ar blood, or not.

‘T say the Captain was right, and I am
not disappointed,’ she said. ‘ You are, taking
every thing into consideration just about the
handsomest girl [ ever saw. And I like you
all the better because you know how to do
house-work. I don’t suppose, however, the
Captain will let you do thuch work, neither
do I want yon to do much, but once in
a while you ean help me a. lmle if you
please,’

*1 had rather help ou than' not,’ T replied.
‘1 have always bee " used to work, and

enjoy it. An idle lg'e 18 a very miserable
one,’

‘8o it is,” she .added, *If I had money
enough to lead a ship, a8 the Captain has,

No, no,

I. eould)

“least and see your mother.

‘ I believe all that to be perfectly true,
Ureplied. ¢I came to this city for the pur-
pose of working, and am willing to work.’

‘I like your disposition,’ she said. *But
you may depend upon it the Captdin will
not suffer-you to soil your hands with much
work. When you are married and become
the mistress of his splendidly furnished
house, your time will be employed ‘in di.
recting your servants, and seéing that every
thing is in place, and that every thing has a
place. You and he will also journey to
fashionable places, and no doubt you will go
And you must
not be surprised if the Captain insists in
bringing her to the city to live with you.—
Aia brilliant eareer is before you, and

y happy days are in store for you.'
‘I didn’t think of being married when I
started on my journey to this city, I replied ;
feeling flattered with the prospects painted
by this queer woman.
¢ ¥ suppose not ; but you are mortgaged

now, and no mistake,” she repliéd, laughing,
and eramming more snuff into her thin nose, -
I think all the dressmaking you will ever
learn will be learned by seeing your own
fine dresses rpade, The Captain really smiled
when you spoke of your ledrning such an
art. I told him I would learn you to do up

laces, caps, and muslins,’
“I'should like to learn very we]l * I re-

plied. ‘ The time may come when 1 shall’
be glad 1o engage in such an employment.
It is always best to know how to *work so
that if wants enme upon us we can supply -

them by our labor.®
*You talk like a sensible givl,’ she said,

smifing, and chucking me under the chin' in
a very familiar and good-natured manner.~—
*Young ladies who are beautifal do not
usually think much of werk, especially those
in the city. They think more of standing
before a lookmg-glass than they do of wash-

industry of somg kind is essential to human
happiness,* ¢ .

ing dishés.’
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I told her it might be so, and lamented
the fact. - Soon she went out, and left me to
my own reflections. That interview had
raised her in my estimation, and still there
was a‘mystery hanging over her. She ap-
peared to be very frank and sincere in all
she said; but- I had been thus praised by
oné woman who had proved a hypocrite,

_and felt a degree of suspicion when those
praises were- renewed by another woman.—
And what made me the more suspicious was
the fact that this woman seemed to follow in
the tracks which the widow Topway had

made.
The same pralses which Aunt Tutile be-

stowed so, lavishly upon the Captain, the
"widow had bespatiered young Cunardassith,
But afrer all, I was unwilling to belié“at
Aunt Tuttle was really sucha wicked, de-
ceitful woman as the widow turned out to be.
Their situation and circumstances were to-
tally different. Here this woman lived alone

and occupied but a part of a house, cheaply, ‘

but neatly furnished, while the other lived

in grand ‘style, occupying a spacious house,

and having many inmates. A’ burat child
dreads the fire, and it is not strange thatl
should be qn the look-out for breakers as I
was now on the ocean of city life, navigating
alone, and without the advice and direction
of my natural guardian, the mother who gave

me birth, :
- The day passed, and evemng came, but

no Captain Dunmore made his appearance.
1 was yot greatly dlSﬂppOlnted because I
knew the canse of his absence. I thanked
my stars when twilight fell upon the city,
that no wegro servant was- to bring a large
lamp into my room and place it on a centre
table to show my_ person to a young liber-
tine. From such an annoyance I had made
my ‘escape, and most cheerfully did I pass
the evening with the hunch-backed woman;
yes,. cheerfully, when cnmpnred wuh the
ovening previous,

At an early hour I retired, for ¥ was much
fatigued, and needed rest. My room was a
front one, and the windows cpened upon the
street. There were green  blinds upon the
outside of thé windows, and plain white
muslin curtains upon the mside.  The room,
though small, wag a° pleasant one. I slept
soundly the first' part of the night ; but just
after midnight, I heard the report of a pistal,
and the cry of murder in the street uwnder
the windows of my reom. Soon many voices
were heard as if several people had collected.
I arose, threw open the window and saw a
group of men sfanding upon the sidewalk,
and a person lying down, apparently in much
distress. I was alarmed, and yet desired to
know what the trouble was, The group
stood near a lamp-post, and the light of the
lamp over their heads enabléd me to see

‘them quite. distinctly. , Soon, Aunt Tuattle

came running i -
stood at the open

‘I reckon om
he can well bem
report of the pist
for him.! ‘

‘I heard the .
thinking it strange
ter so lightly. *1
murdered '

‘Nothing more likely,’ she replied, ap-
parently. indifferent. There's a parcel of
rowdies and gamblers who are in a house
just below here‘every night, Sundays not ex-
cepted.’ ' .

¢ I guess the fel!ow will live,’ said ome of
the men below. ¢ deserved a prelty
severe shot, for he cheated a man most
shamefully at the san p table where I was

sitting. * | saw the trick at the time, and as
soon as the one cheated found it out he

awore he would shoot him, and followed

him out’
¢ Who is the man shot ?' 1nqu1red another

man in a grum voice, as he%ﬂcame up to the

Jerowd.

i
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¢ Carolus Cunard,’ rep]:ed the first speaker.
But I guess' the fellow wont die’
€0, gracious heavensI’ I mentally ex-

claimed.
“Who did he say it was? asked my

housekeeper.
“1 could hard!y speak at first, but finally

told her who the wounded man was,

¢ Well, you wonld have been compelled to
have served him just so, if you had not thus
luckily escaped from his power. He's a
great gambler and libertine. Iv’e often heard
of the young rascal,’ she said.

We now heard the groans of the wounded
man’ while two men were rmsmg him up,
and a third called a carriage,

¢ The scoundre!l hasn’t killed me yet,’ said
Cunard. * Where is he? Let me have one
ghot at him before you take me away.’

W He's good grit,” said one who stood at
a short distance from the crowd that had
collested. €It does not take long 1o gather
a crowd here, even at midnight.’

*Yes, but if the bullet had gone two
inches farther to the right, he would have
packed up for the other world before this
time," answered a voice.

‘A miss is as good as a mile,’ said an-

other, laughing,
. Not exactly this time,’ said Aunt Tuttlé ;

‘for the fellow is badly waunded and may
j’et bleed to death.’

* My blood was almost frozen in my veins,
and' 1 could scarcely speak I was so much
agitated. I had never witnessed such an ex-
hibition before, and desired not to witness
another. . Bat Aunt Tattle seemed to take

le affoir as cdoly as thongh it was
but @very day occurrence,

“What 2" dreadful. thing itist I said, in
a voice: of tremblmg

‘Well, it is-a bad bunsiness, but if the
gamblers will shoot each other, let ’em,’ she
replied. ‘The more they kill each other,
the better it will be for the community.’

There might be truth in the remark, but
it seemed strange to me that a woman could
speak of such & tragedy with such cold in-
difference. While I trembled in every
musele, she leoked ¢almly on and thought
no mote of it than she. would the shooting
of a dog in the street. Such indifference
appesred sirange to me. The wounded
Cunard was placed in a carrriage and driven

off.
‘He'll not gamble again very seon,’ said

Aunt Tuttle. *He needs a doctor now
Inere than he does a woman.’
‘T hope " his wound is not mortal, I

sald
hy not?” she asked. ‘He does more

alive than he could if he was dead.’

‘He’'s not fit to die,” I replied, feeling
strange emotions agitating my heart,

¢There's truth in that; but the longer he
lives the maore unfit to die he will become,’
she said. ‘I think it is about as well to
have such fellows killed off, and’ then there’s
an end of them. S

She forned away and sonpht her own
bed, leaving me.to ponder on the tragical
affair alone. 1 did ponder upon it, and
wished I was at home in my own -quiet vil-
lage, where such scenes seldom oceur.—
Thanking heaven for iy deliverange: from
the power of such a young man as Carolus
Cunard, T threw myself upon the bed and
courted sleep ; but hours passed before [
could again close my eyes in slumber—
When I did drowse, the fancied cry of
marder wounld arouse me, and drive sleep far
from my eyes, Towards morping, however, '
Ifell into a sluinber which greatly calmed:
my nerves, I arose early, but not hefore
Aunt Tattle was up and busying herself in
her house affairs. Bhe,was an early riser,
and even took several pmches of suudl’ before
I awolke, R
" ¢ Well, young woman, how did you sleep

ha

after witnessing the scene last night? she .
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asked, while she was placing her tea-kettle in
the stove, and preparing for our frugal
merning meal,

¢ Not well,” T replied. ¢ I could not drive
the horrid scene from my thoughts.’

¢ I suppose not, but you will soon become
aceustomed to city life,’ she said.

¢ But not to murders 1 trust,’ was my an-

swer.
¢ Yes, to murders, fires, rows, and all sorts

of things.” she replied.
tain the offscourings of all creation, and you
must expect such scenes among such actors.,
The drama of human life is fall of strange
scenes, And you mustn’t be surprised at
any thing.* If the rascals don’t kill me, I
shall not ery at their murdering each oW,
The bells now rung for fire, and large
crowds soon collected in the street.
. ¥ By heavens, the fire is near I' exclaimed
thiz woman, running to the window and

looking-out, . -
e fol{owed,@ber as fast as I could; but

-aged as shgwas she could outrun me in
" spiter of all Ticould do.

‘ Yes, see there,’ she said, pointing to the
oppesite side of the street several doors be-
low. *The fire is in that house, and the
flames are bursting from the roof

‘A‘n&eare we not in danger T’ 1 anxiously |

mqmrenh o
# 0} mo,! she.. replied. he air is still,

ﬂnd;th“n ‘engines will soon get the flames un-
der,;+ ¥t may burn only that building, and no
matter if it buras that,’ .

- *Why sot I asked, gezing upon the
flames . a8 they angnly shot up from the
roof..

* That is the house Where they gambled
last night, she replied. *Good luck! Let
itburn! Tt is a bad house in other respects,
bad women live there as well as bad men.
I say, let it burn. I'm glad of it. “Now the
water flies, and I'm really afraid they will

¢ Large cities con-|

She went back, and I remained gazing up.

‘on the crowd, hearing the noise and feeling
Jmuch alarmed. The house burnt down, but

the adjoining buildings were saved, and but
slightly injored. It was the first building on
fire | had ever seen, and 1 did not desire to
se¢ another. ‘

CHAPTER XVIII

Impatience at the absence of a lover. Think-
wng of love makes it. - The happy infer

L view, Its results faintly shadowed forth.
Prospects akead, &ec.

The ride.

1 passep another day, and the Captain
did not come, “In a penny paper ‘which
Aunt Tuitle ‘bought of a newsboy, I read the
account of the shoc ~
The affair was desc
and all, if not more
bear was paraded in .
per, and headed by
rogation points. N
nessed 'was fully ¢
gambling and cheati

Cunard was sever
wounded. The man who perpetrated the .
deed could not be found, and a reward was
offered for his apprehension. Several times
I read over the account until I could almost
repeat evety word of it.

The watch and chain belonging to Cunard
I had kebt in my trunk, and Aunt Tuttle.
knew not that I was in possession of such
articles, " My only wish was that he had
them; for I would have as soon worgs ser-

I could not see it. o
The curtains of night were drawn over

the c:ty “The lamps were rmng, and

thousands were hurrying to and fro in the

put out the flames?

streets, The evening was pleasant and every

_ walks.

. front of the house and come in; but they

~tell,.

pent round my neck as that w,".rat(;&‘{%;t - 1
placed it at the bottom of my tran that .

‘him out of my mind, I remamed silent and |
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body seemed to he out enjoying themselves.
I sat at an open window watching the tides
of humanity as they flowed along the side-
It seemned to me that I saw several
gentlemen in the light of the street lamps
who looked very mnch like Capt. Dunmore,
and my heart beat violently. I saw more
than 2 hundred who I fancied would stop in

“hurried along to ‘other places of destination,
and the man whom of all others I hoped to
seé did not come. I hegan to fear some ac-
cident had happened to him. I said within
myself, that he, too, might be shot, and even
murdered. It ‘seemed to me the city was
not a safe place for any one. My nerves
were exceedingly agitated, more so than they
aver had been before. 1 feared and trembled.
Were these symptomps of love? I could not
I was so bewildered I scarcely knew
where I was. At one time I almost imagined
I wasin a dream. At that moment Aunt

Tuttle brought a small lamp into the room,

whose fecble rays revealed my agitated
countenance to the keen eyes of the house-
keeper.

¢ He, has not come yet,' [ said, mvolunta-
rily, scarcely knowing what I did say,

* Ah, my dear, the| sound of your voice
convinces me - more than any thing I have
seen that you love the Captain,’ she said,
smiling, and placing the lamp upon a small
round table covered with a red cloth.

. “1 hardly know what I did say, was my
reply

“Ah, that is the very thing,’ she said,
chucking me under the chin, and taking a
fresh pinch of snnf. ©It was your heart that
spake and not your lips.

1 almost believed what she said; for I had
thought so much of him that I could not keep|

thoughtful.

she continued, ¢TIt will all be the more
pleasant when he does come.’ -
“*He may be shot,’ I replied, speaking

again from the impulse of the moment.

¢ Another and yet a more favorable symp-
tom,’ she said. * Well do I remember of
indulging just such thoughts and apprehen-
gions in relation to my lover, who treated
me so craelly, and who I hope is in torments
evérlasting I’ i

¢ You absolutely frighten me,> was my sud-
den exclamation. -

‘ Ah, you need not be frightencd, for you
will never have cause to utter such a wish,’
she said, smiling, and -endeavering to calm

& agitated feelings.
I hope and pray not,” I replied, feeling

somewhat quicted by her smile and man-
ner, B

‘No, no, my dear, Capt. Dunmore is one
of a thousand,’ she said. ‘e will surely
come. He has been all over the world, and
knows how to avoid dangers, Besides, he
is & very brave man and cen defend himself.
He will certainly come. . He may have been
detained longer by his business than he ex-
pected; but he will come. Nothing but
death will keep him away from you,’

“ And, perhaps, he is dead P I replied,

wiping a tear from my eye.
Bhe noticed the tear, smiled, took an ex-

tra pinch of snuff, and gazed silently upon
me for a few moments. I felt strangely, and
coald not speak; or if 1 could, I knew not

‘what to say.
*Yes, the case is plain,’ she continued,

adjusting her spectacles and wiping some
scattered snuff from her upper-lip that had
not found its way into her-nose. ¢ I remem-
ber of sheding tears whed T.was just about
your age. These tears are tell-tales from
the heart. Ah they are precious jowels,
more to be prized than gold or rubies, The
Captain will come. Hark ! I now hear foot-

“Pm glad your “heart is thus occupied,’

steps on the door-stone. Yes, thatis his

!
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knocking. ‘Three times and I let him in.—
Yes! knock ! knock! knock P

She ran down stairs and my heart leaped
into my mouth, Strange what an excitement.
1 was under. I heard his voice whén he
asketl, ‘Is she here?’ I knew that voice
well. Strange how we remcmber voices when
we cannot recognize faces! The tones
seemed to be as familiar to my ears as if
I had been accustomed to hear them from

infancy.
¢ Yes, she is here, replied Aunt Tuttle,

“ God be - plmsed then ' he answered,—
And now what sweet music that was to my
ears! 1 mtcmpt c to rise and run and meet
himj but I had Tot sufficient command of
my muscles to rise upon my feet Soon *
'eq‘tered the room and rushed towards me
with open arms,

‘ Heaven be praised for this meeting!’ he
said, folding me in his arms dnd pressing me
to his bosom. '

I thought I felt his heart 7beat, and mine

answered its pulsations. Yes, heart seemed
to answer to heart! T felt his warm Iips upon
mine! 1had no power o resist, and if I
had, the will was absent. 1 felt as if he sur-
rounded and defended me from all dangers.
. Yes, I had found a protector who made me
feel safe in his arms W a city which I im-
agined was full of dangers. I bad been so
long expecting him, had witnessed such ex-
citing * seenes, escaped from, such denger,
and théught so much of him that T loved him
that moment. Yes, he had won my heart!
No! he had not won it, but [ had given it to
him while he was absent and could not win
it. The French have a maxim, that  talking
about love, mokes it,) but I can assure my
female readers that thinking about love will
make it also. 1 have often thought when
these exciting scones were all past that I
should not have loved him so deeply, so sud-
denly, if I bhad rerusinded with him instead

lof accompanymg young Cunard from the
steamboat. I had seen just enough of him tp
make me think seriously of him. The pe-
culiar circumstances in which I was placed,
my imagination, my thoughts, his absence
from me, all combined to excite within me
the passion of deep, ardent, enthusiastic love.
Sometimes I ook back upon that evening,
and am almost persuaded that human love is
nothing but the ereature of circumstances.—
But I must turn from this digression to my
narratwe

My head laid upon hn breast several
minutes, and T seemed to be in a sort of
dreamy, unconscious state. Howover, in a
short time [ awoke to a consciovsness of my
gituation ; yet I gazed upon him as I never
gazed upon any other human being.  In his

character were united lover and protector.——

e seemed to me 1
a lover. How differ
when Cunard atter
There was an instin
me to spring from h
at his touch. And

an insgnetive impu
had not thought so

and had not drear
sence, and did not 100K up to nub us & prus
tector, My imag'ination had not done its fufl
work, and the lessons my mother had given
me were fresh in my memory. He was near
my age, and 1 felt as if he might be & de-
ceiver and a destroyer. My time hLad ‘not
come, and a combination of circumstances
and excitement had not prepared my heart to
love. In brief, I had not thought myself
into love. That is a key which may open
the secrets of many female hearts, Let wmy
female readers ponder mpon these matters
and draw instruction from them, Terapta-

tations are round about them, and calm -

reason, and cool judgment must be exercised.

Besides, the occurrence of stranze circur-

.I could not fathom,
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stances,ﬁ and startling accidents made me be
Yeve that a kind Providence had sent me a
protector, friend and lover in whom 1 could

* place the most implicit confidence. He came

to-me in just the nick of time. Had he
come sooner or later, the case might have
peen somewhat different. The ambition to
wed a- rich husband might have lurked at
the bottom and formed a basis upon which
imagination could form her supemtruciure,
and, especially, when aided by favoring eir-
cumstances and singular and* exeiting acel-
dents.

¢I am sorry my business detained me so

Ilong,’ ke said, smoothing back the hair from

my perspiring forehead, and speaking in tones
of voice that inspired me with full confidence
in ‘him in the three-fold character of pro-
tector and lover. The wise man hag said
that a three-fold cord is not easily broken,
and ¥ found 1 was bound 1o him by a chain
I could not break and would not if I
could. i L

*I told her you would come,’ said Aunt
Tuttle, speaking before 1 had time to make
a reply. -

She sat a short dlstance from us, and

- seemed to be living her life over again.—

She took snuff almost incessantly, smiled,
trotted her right foot, moved her spectacles
up on her forehead, and then down over her
eyes, -gazed upon us and seemed to be as
well-pleased as a child with a rattle.  Why
she was thus apparently so pleased, passed
my. power of comprehension, That secret
It was secgre]y locked

in her own bosom.

1 was impatient to sce you; there have
heen such terrible scencs and excitements,’
I said.

‘ Yes, she was afraid some body had shot
you,’ said Beulah Tustle. :

* O, no one is inclined to point a revolver
at me,’ he replied. I have not injured

_any one, and donw't herd with gamblers,

pwkpockets and libertines,!

¢ Indeed, you do not,’ said Beulah; ¢If
you did 1 showld be afraid to have you come
into my house.”

¢ How remarkable it is that young Cunard
should be shot on the same day that you
were rescucd from his power! he said,
pressing my hand, and playing with one of
my ringlets. ¢ Ah, these beautiful curls
have been in my mind ever since I first
gaw them on board the steamboat.’

“I don’t wonder at that, said Aunt Tuttle,
thumping her snuff-box, and trotting her
foot. *‘You told me the truth, Captain,
when you came to engage board for this
young lady. I didn’t fully belicve you then,
but have since; I thought you were wild
and enthusiastic.’

L Wl!d, apd enthusiastic !’ he repeated,
smiling.

¢ Yes, old bachelors are apt to be when
they fall in love,’ she replied.

* And how is it with single ladies?’ he
good-naturedly inguired,

¢ They dout fall in love at a!l ' ghe re-
plied, laughing,

*There may be a very good veason for
that,’ he added.

* And what is that 7’ she asked, throwing
back her spectacles upon her forehead, as
if she could hear betier for that movement,

‘Because no one will first love them,
he replied.

‘Ydur'e an old joker, Captain,’ she said,
puttipg back her' spectacles, and taking as
much snuff as she cculd grab between her
thumb and finger.

‘It seems to me, some Yankee might in-
vent @ machine which would facilitate the
taking snufl, he said, ‘A box might be
‘[ made with springs in it so arranged that
when the box was opened they would flirt
the. snuff up into the nose.’

*Yes, and fill the eyos with the same -
motion,’ she replied. ¢ No no, Captain, my
thumb and finger is a machine good enough
for me.’
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« I perceive they are well used to the busi-
ness, and work rather nimbly,’ he added,
laughing, and at the same time pressing my
.hand to give emphasis to his remarks, or
for some other reason.

After cracking a few more jokes and taking
a few more pinches of snuff the housekeeper
retired, leaving me and the Captain alone.—
1 draw a curtain between myself .and the
_reader.

The night passed, and 1 heard no. report
of a revolver, cry of murder, or ringing of
fire-bells. The sun rose bright, and shed its
beams upon the just and upen the unjust.—
T arose at an early hour, and thought of my
mother, and her humble home, and
much she would be surprised to hear of my
marringe with a man old enough to be my
“ father. I thought, too, how much the envy
of some girls in my native village would be.
excited, when I visited home with a husband
having money encugh to purchase the whole
village. T had every reason to believe the
Captain had oceans of money. He looked—
acted like it; and Beulah Tuttle was well-
informed and eloguent upen that subject.—
Such a belief fiattered my pride and ambi-
tion, and I loved him too. What more could
a poor village girl ask? My cup of bliss
seemed to be full and running over; and I
did not once even dream of its being dashed
from my lips. My lover had age, and that
gave me confidence. Had.he been a young
man, I might have had less confidence in
him, and been filled with more fearful appre-
hensions for the futare, He had made the

most solemn promises of marriage; and it
was not in my heart to suspect him of infi-
delity. No man could appear more sincere
and devoted to woman' thun he was to me.—
1 believed his words, and doubted not his
actions proceeded from the purest love and
-affection.

with a carriage, and we rode over many

portions of the city, and into Roxbury. T

was well delighted with the ride, and O,

how I wished my mother could have been '
with us. He assured me the time would
come when we would visit her at her humble

home in Maine, and brnw her to the city

with us. How I longeql for that thme to
come when 1 could enter my native village

and show the prond and haughty girls there
my rich and handeome hushand! that was a
day which 1 anticipated with the most en-
thusiastic pleasure. It seemed to me it would
be one of the happiest days of my life.

As we were riding round the Commoen and
w | gazing upon the green grass and beautiful
and majestic trees, he took my hand in his,
‘e

and said in"a humorous
passed a short tiw~ ~=m
fashionable dre

now about lear

* Perhaps it +

learn it, and t

dresses.’

‘Yes,' he ad

Kiss, * and you ¢

ladies, and help

when we go to -
a gaod MRANY  wivnawsy wau WGY  all GUsl
money.' :

T assured him I had no doubt but I coald
learn to be a very fashionable dressmaker,
and make money by it. He remarked that
he believed I had skill enough; but thought
I might wait a few years until all his money
was gone, and then engage in the business,
and be would go to sawing wood. Thus he
ridiculed the idea of my ever becoming en-
‘gaged in that employment. I confess I' be:
gan to look upon that business with some
degres of contempt. His influence over me

manner :

[

<
AR

me at his pleasure inte ‘almost - any shape as

Not long after breakfast the Captain called

the potter does his vessel. Strange how soon

had become so great that he could mould:

I riot know it until sometime after breakfast—
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our habits may be changed!

“amiles,

well be hroken
but too welldfounded in .truth. T had the
promise of going to the theatre which was
highly gratifying, o ¥

—r—

. CHAPTER XIX

The power of love. A night not to be men-
tioned. The theatre. The effect of the
Play.  The appearance of the mysterious
girl,  Her ominous words. A lover's agi-
tation, &c.

"I passep another evening with my lover.
~ And O, my God pardon me! . How strange
is the talismanic power of love! How it
changes gpinions, feelings and habits! ¥ was
disquieted ; but Ilooked forward to my bridal
day with & solicitude that cannot be described.
My housekeeper grew more and more pleas-
ant and geod-natured, and lavished her praises
upon my lover. I concluded that he had
made her some genercus present. My con-
clusion was ‘correet, He had given her a
sitk dress, and also one for me, but I did

It was a beantiful olive-colored silk. It was
to, be mace up immediately. Beulah ac-
companied me to a fashionable dressmaker,
and the lady promised to have.it done in
three days. Three days passed and 1 ap-
peared in my olive silk—yes, dressed for the
theatre! My life of dissipation had com-
menced ; but I looked forward to my bridas
day that qu}ld atone for all crimes and make
me a fashionable womah, and the wife of
him whom I loved,

Bulah complimented me highly on my ap-

We rode back}
to my boarding house, and Beulah came to
ghe door with her sharp features wreathed in
;She was now satisfied that I was
bound to my lover by cords that could not
And alas! her opinion was

become me. I began to prize‘my beauty
and charms more than I had ever prized
them before. That keen moral sense which
once passed a righteous judgment upon all
my actions begun to to be blunted, and my
conscience to have some of its stings. The
carriage was driven up, and my lover re-
ceived me kindly. - Soon we were seated in
the theatre. The house was full, and the
curtain rose; I was in extacies. The play
commenced and I listened with breathless
attention. The play was the Stranger; and
the part of Mrs. Haller was performed with
great power.

My feelings were wrought up to the highest
pitch of excitement. Ere I knew it my eyes
were filled with tears, and my heart was
hé#ing as if it disdained to be: confined
within such narrow bounds. The play so
absorbed my attention at first that I scarcely
noticed any thing but the actors. A gentle-
man sat behind us who ‘seemed to be ac-
quainted with the Captain. I overheard him
whisper to the Captain; ¢ adevilish fine girl}!
Who is she I’ . '
¢ A nicce of mine,’ replied the Captain.
¢ Tell that to ‘the marines,’ said the man,
smiling.

Now I noticed several opera glasses pointed
at me, and asked the Captain why it was
done.

¢ To see .your beauty more plainly,’ he
replied, smiling,

1 remarked that I didn’t like to be gazed
at quite so much; but he told me I must
hide my curls and veil my face if I did not
wish to be seen. 1 was flattered by his re-
ply. Between the acts I happened 'to look
upon the other side of the theatre and there
I saw the widow Topway dressed in m',agniﬁ-
cent style, and pointing her glass at me., A
chill came over me, and the blood .c'rept
coldly about my heart. I was very much

pearance. My dress did most admirably

agitated. .
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~ *There's that woman I boarded with be-
" fore you rescued me from her,’ I whispered.
¢ Very likely,’ ho replied, apparéntly quite
indifferent. - Almost every body goes to“the
theatre,!
¢O, [ hate the mght of her? Ianswered'
¢ She’s a very wicked woman !
¢ Yes, the clty contains all sorts of peop}
he replied, seeming to me as if he wwhg%
to avmd the subject; but why was a mystery
to me. v .
‘The ctirtain rose, and the play went ' on
My whole soul was again sbsorbed in the
deep interest I felt for the character 1 felt for
Mrs. Haller.. O, how I pitied that much-
-abused woman, My tears flowed freely.—
_ Another act passed, and 1 had a breathmg
* spell. .
¢ @, what a terrible play " I said, as the
curtain went down, and my eyes were full of
teurs, o

¢ A very affecting piece when well per-
formed,’ he replied, apparently indifferent.
. At that moment . happened io cast my
eyes above and saw that Josephine whose
image had haunted me so much and whose
words had produced such strange effects ap-
on my mind. She was bending over and
gazing upon me. Several other gaily dressed
feinales ‘were near her.- ‘

“Good heavens!” I whispered into the
ear of my lover. “Isec a girl above who
boarded at the same house with me.’

He turned his eyes up, but scon looked
in another direction, and for a moment he

, seemcd to be somewhat agltated He made
o reply.

¢ Why do the “girls sit away up there ' 1
asked. '

4 Perhaps they think thoy can see better,’
he replied.

Bofore T had time to ask another question

'| gazed upon me quite often.

tensely interesting to me, yet I could not re-
frain from occasionally looking up at that
girl whose eyes seemed to be constanti@-;:
fixed upon me. ~The widow Topway, 00,
What with the
play, mnd these woman gazing, 1 was very
much agitated. O, how I wanted to speak
with Josephine! I regretted that she had
taken a seat so far from me. ¥ told the
Captain I was anxious to speak with her, and
asked him if T could not do so after the play
was over. He told me there would be such
a crowd that it would not be convenienl to
speak with her, besides,’ he continued, ‘1
advise you not to cultivate the acquamtance
of any girls who board with that woman.’

* Bat that girl seemed to bo in great dis-
tress and ncted strangely,’ I replied.

“Such characters are always in distress,
or prétend to be

indifference that .

veing. ' '

But notwithstan|

coldness, I felta

for she had manife

welfare. Bt hea

monitions may hav

to meet another a

go, he said. ¢ The farce to be acted after-
‘wards is a silly one, and not worth hearing.

" 1 consented of course ; butstill I was very
anxious not only to see all the plays, but
also to seek an opportunity to spéak with
Josephine. And if I did not seek such an

she could steal through the crowd and whisper

a few words in my ears and no one be the
wiser for it,

{hies more than the first, if that were ' possi-

the curtain rese, and my attention was drawn

ble. And yet I found time to look up and

o the ploy, Although the acting was m-isee that girl. The Captain noticed that she

* ¢.As soon as this play is through, we Wil

opportunity [ felt quite sare she would ; for .

* bated in my own miad.

Most deeply were my feelings excited by :
the play, the last part enlisting my syripa-

]
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engaged a portion of my time, and whispered
fg,me not to look up into the * third row,’ as
ke called it, saying ¥ was not respectable. 1
hard!y knew what he meant, but refrained
from looking in that direction so ofien as L
had before : yet I occasionally got 2 ghmp
of the giyl in’ spite of his adinonitions.
seemed to me that I had never seen him
whén he appeared to be so restless and un-
eaéjr. There, was a mystery about it which
1"¢ould not solve, and which I dared not ask
- him to explain. In a short time he "said,—-
“ There-this play is about over, and we will
£o now so as to cret rid of the erowd, for
many will be going.’

Reluctantly I rose and followed him ous.
Just as I started, I saw Josephine gaze in-
tently’a moment upon us, and then leave the
front seat which she occupied, I hoped she
wag going out and would meet us. We
passed out and stood upon the outside. e
left me a moment to bespeak a oarriage,
when I felt some onegently touch me on my
shoulder. T turned round, and as [ did so,
Josephine said in & low but anxious voice.
¢ My God, are you with him I’

Before I had time to utter a smgle word
she glided round a corner and was out of my
sight. It seemed as if my heart would sink
within me. 8o quick and sudden were her
‘wovements that he did not discover her.—
Soon we entered a carriage, and were driven
away. He was apparently agitated ; yet he
treated e with marked fondness. Whether
to inform him that girl had spoken to me or
uot, was a gquestion which I seriously de-
‘My God, are you
with him,’ kept ripging in my ears. If she
had said aimost any thing else, I should
probably have told him she had spoken to
me ; but T dared not do'it now, "The car-
ringe was hurried along, for the driver was
anxious to return to the theatre for more

‘I noticed you could ha'.rdly keep your
eyes from that girl! he said, throwing his
am‘;;{round iy waist, and- prmtmg Y klss up-
ousiwy lips. :

l““"-he does very much mterest.me, mdeed,’

lied. I wish I knew more of her l:is‘:“,
suppose you did not know that all the

5 in that high seat in the theatre are
witntons.”

*Tndeéd, T did not, I replied, being greatly
sarprised at whot he said. ¢ If that girl is a
wanton I believe she. is a broken-hearted
one, and driven to such a life by the cruelty
of some wicked man.’

* It is possible ; bat then some girls run to

replied, whistling one of the tunes played at "
the theatre, and appe'lrmg cald and indif-
ferent.

¢, how can you speak of such thmge 50
lightly * T asked, T pity that gir} from the
bottom of my heart! 8he was inpocent
once§ and [ believe now she possesses some
good qualities, and might be restored 1o a
virtnous life, if the proper means were used.
O, if I had the power and the means, how
gladly would [ exercise thet to save her now
before it is forever too late I’ ‘

“Lreckon it is altogether too late - now,’
he replied, *I trust you will not give:your-
self unnecessary trouble abont such ‘eharac-
ters. The city is, and always will. be, fll
of such women, So wags the world, and
we must make'the best of it. Such ereatures
are in all cities in every country., 1 have
never visited any city but what was cursed
with them.  And there are very few cities in
the world I have not visited. And.isn’t
strange that I should have traveled-all pver
the world and have never.seen a g:rl I Ioved
before I saw yoa &' -
It does, indeed, seem strﬂ,nge, and per-

custom, - -

haps you will become sick of .me,} Isaid,

such a life ns ducks take to the water,’ be . .
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feeling for the moment sach fearful appre-
hensions. ‘ '

¢ O, never lét me hear you express. such
doubts again " he suid, apparently gMeved
to the heart, ¢ You wound my feelings.”’
¢ Ieaven forbid that I should ever do th
replied, regretting that I had doubt
love or his honor,

I know well you have no wish to do 6,
and therefore can parden you,® he said, im-
printing & warm kiss upon my cheek.

We had now reached my boarding house.
We alighted and went in. Aunt Tuttle was
up waitiag for us. ‘

¢ Well, you have come home in véry good
¢ I didn’t expect you this

e
-]

season,” she said ;

~'» hour or mere. Well, I suppose you feel

more happy-together than you do in such a

~ crowd.?

“Indeed, I do,’ said the Captain, smiling.
1 cannot be so happy elsewhere as I am

~“in your humble dwelling.’

¢ Ah,'it is love in a cottage now, but one
of these days it will be love in a palace,’ she
replied. “ Well,? it is seid, that variety is
the spice of life, and I think the saying is a
true one ; but I don’t see much of it

¢T don’t now, but you are about as happy
as any one after all,’ he said.

¢ Ah, Captain, you know better than to
say that,’ shé replied. . *I might have been
as happy as you are now, if a certain man
who once pretended to love me had not
proved a very devil incarmate. If I' could
meet him and plunge this dagger into his
heart and let it drink his blood, I could die
contented I’

She drew n dagger from her bosom and
brandished it over her head, the blade
gleaming in the light of the lamp, and her
gray eyes emitting flames of fire. I was
really slarmed, and involuntarily seized my
lover’s arm for protection.

¢ Be not alarmed, my dedr,’ she continued

¢ This shining blade will never injure any
one but him. * When he stole my mongy,
and abandoned me, I bought this instrument,
placed it in my bosom where I have worn it
ever singe. I swore to be revenued, if he

‘pver crossed my track !’
it She now seemed to be more calm, and

speaking in a lower voice, continved. ¢ But
that was many years ago, and this blade will
probably never drink his hearts blood.: If
I had money I woull have followed him to

the ends of the earth and got my revenge ;-

but he stole both my heart and money, Ah,
Captain, it has been said that hell has no
fury like a woman's hate; and that black-
hearted man would have believed it, if I
could have found hlm. But no matter.
it pass now.’ '

She put up her dagger. and tank twn
pinches of souff "

*Thete, Aur
quiet your nervi .
have made a
would make a
if you would eni

T shouldn’t w
some of the mer
more calm and .
rejoiced to witness , aur sne nac reany made
me feel nervous by her furious gestures and
wild speaking. I needed repose; for the
play T had witnessed, and the strange words
of the mysterions girl had most senously
affécted my nerves. ‘

*You have done pretty wetl for one night,
and if ever I have a difficult cause to manage
I will engage you to speak for me,’ said the
Captain.

¢ I!lt do it for the fees lawyers get,’ she re.
plied, laughing, and leaving the room.

* She is a very singular woman,’ 1 said.

¢ She is, but after all, she possesses a good
kind heart,’ he replied, leaning his head up-

on my shoulder, and gazing fondly into my

Let
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eyes, ‘That woman is no hypoerite like the
widow Topway. She speaks out just what
she thinks.’

‘If I thoaght she was such & woman as
that wily widow I would leave her house,
this very evening, late as it is,” I replied.

" And you would be doing right, my dear,’
ke answered, smiling, and brushing back the
hair from my forehead and temples. The
curtain drops! We are alone !

CHAPTER XX.

pe watls not for man or woman. Jealousies
and suspicions, the concomitantsaof love —
An interview in the strects. Its fﬁcts
upon, the heroine, &c.

SeveraL days had passed, but nothing of
great moment happened, at least, nothing to
be recorded on these pages. I had written
to Yosephine; told her where she would find
me, end urged her to call; but she did not
make her appearance. Ithought very strange
of it; T began to suspect that she had not
received ‘my letter. Beulah knew when 1
wrote, and offered to put my letter into the
post office as she was going directly past it.

" Not knowing where the office was, | gave

her the letter, and whether she had fulfilled
her promise or not, became quite a question
in my own mind. Sometimes I heard her
and the Captain talking very busily together.
Once I lstened and thought I heard the word
Ietter named ; but-was' not certain as they
sf)‘oké low, It seemed to me that they had
tnore private interviews together than was
necessary.

The truth is, I began to be somewhat
suspicious that my letter never reached poor
Yosephine, 1 concluded that the Captain
and Benlab had an understanding together,
and that she was to iake the letter and not

lar reasons he had for pursuing such a course
T ¢ould not tell. Perhaps he might net wish
me te correspond witha girl of such a char.
actor. Thal was the most favorable con-
straction I could put on the affzir; and my
love was so strong for him that T would not
allow myself to think evil of him. He treated’
me 5o kindly, and appeared to love me so
ardently, and I so firmly believed that we
should be married ere many weeks had
passed that 1 conld not, nay, would not, in-
dulge suspicions of his integrity and honor.
I loved him, and when T say that the kind
reader will understand that I believed he
could do ne wreng. Such wers my f{eelings
towards this man whose age was more than
double that of mine. His power over me
was strange and mysterions. The less he
spoke of out marriage the more I was in-
clined to introduce that tnplc. It seemed
tome he did not converse so much upon
the subject as he did when we were first ac-
quainted:

One 'morning at the breakfast lab]e I
spoke to Beulah about the letter I had
written to Josephine, This was stveral days
after T had given her the letter to be put into
the post office. . .

¢ You are quite sure you put the letter into
the post office, are you? I asked, gazing
directly into her gray, sparkling eyes. '

¢Indeed, I am,’ she replied, looking as
sharply at me as I did at her,

I thought I discovered guilt in her coun-
tenance ; and yet I feared I might be doing -
her injustice by harboring such a thought,

* Well, I suppose you did,’ [ said. ¢ But
it is strange I have received no answer to
it?

tThen you expected an answer, did you?
she asked, sipping some coffee, and- looking'
slyly at me over the edge of the cup. )

1 did, and it is very strange I have not

put it into the post office ; but what particu-

received one,’ [ replied.

.
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¢ The creature’s too busy to write,” she
said. ¢ Such girls always have encugh to de.
1 fear she is not so good as she cught to be;

and, perhaps, it is well that she has not
written you. The Captain wouldn’t like'to
see you holding a correspendence mth a
girl who boards at the widow Topway’s.

¢ Does he know I wrote to her #' I asked.

At first she hesitated, but finally said he
did know it. My suspicions were now some-
what strengthened ; but I said no more upon
the subject. .

The next day I purchased a penny paper
in which I learned that Carolus Cunard had
go fat recovered from his wound asto be
able to ride out. I was glad the wound did
not prove mortal, for well I knew he was not
fit to die, and hoped he would live and re-
pent. I was anxious to walk out ;-but Aunt
Tuttle and the Captain also told me it would
not be safe for me to promenade alone, and
so | never-appeared out except mn company
with the Captain, and then always in a car-
riage. He seemed to be afraid to have me
appear in the streets, and did not accompany
me 1o any place of public amusement. Ex-
cept an occasional ride, I was imprisoned
with this smgular woman whose character
grew more and more mysterious the more I
became acquainted with her. There was

something about her I could not compre-

hend, and yet she did not appearlike a
hypoerite ; at least, not like such a hypocrite
as the widow Topway. She treated me
kindly, and whenever she noticed that.my
spirits were low, she would endeavor to
revive them by speaking of my marriage,
and the fine mansion | was scon to become
the_misttess of. I noticed the Captain ap-

" peared mote and more reluctant to converse

upon our marriage, and his visits to me be-
Sometimes 1

was really alarmed lost ke might leave me;

- bat a visit from lum would dispel.all those}

-

fears, and vestore me to my usual flow of

spirits.
One afternoon | was sitting at » window,

lookitig out into’ the sireet, and suw young
Cunard standing wpon the sidewalk, con-
versing with Captain Dunmore. They ap-
peared to be quite angry, and every moment
1 expected there would be a fight. 1 gently
raised the window so that I might hear, if

possible, what they said, My heart leaped -

into my meuth, when I heard the young man
swear he would find . the gir if it cost him
his life. They ‘flourished their canes, but

did not strike, although I momentarily ex-

pected blows would be given. Again, I
heatrd Cuniard say he would expose the Cap-
tain if he did not give up the girl. And I
thought I heard him speak of the Captain®s
wife, but of that I was not sure: still the
suspicion almost ¢ : ‘
my hands and sob
‘moment Beylah ey
iously inguiréd -
pointed into the st
ply. She ]ooked
and the young ma

+Q, don’t be 3

Captain can flog a regiment of just such fel- .

lows. 'The felow may flourish his cane, bat
he dares wot strike, if he did, the Captain
would annihilate him at a blow.’

+T am not afraid of that, but I thought I
heard the young man speak of the Captain’s
wife,” I replied, gazing through my tears
upon her sharp features..

¢The Captain’s wife! she repeated, laugh-
ing quite loud in a sort of hoarse, cracked
voice. *The Captain’s wife! Well, that
beats the Dutch. I reeckon if you did hear
that, it was news to thé Captain. The yourig
man mlﬁht have said wife, when spcakmg of
you ; but I guess it is all imagination, The
Captain's wife! Well, that may be said one

-of these days but not now. 1 suppose the

v

_room,

T replied.

-rallied, and asked what I heard.
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" fellow feels wrathy because the Captain}him his life, that he would expose you, and

rescued you from his power.

under the same circumstances,’

No doubt, if}also spoke of your wife,’ I replied.
I were.a young mau, I should feel indignant

“ O, my wife, that is to be,” he said, forcing
-|a smile. *Yes, he raved some, and &aid you

“ But he may carry a pistol and shoot the | should never become my wife.

Captain !’ | said.

was in danger,
¢ No fear of that,’ she said.

is a4 coward, and dares not shoot.?

¢0), I don’t know how that may be,’ I re-

* I really feel as if his life

‘The fellow|had not heard aright.

¢ That might have. been what he said,’ I
answered, foeling somewhat assured that I
*Q, Captain, I wish
we were married, and could leave the city
awhile. It seems to me you are in danger

plied. He is a desperate, wicked person,]here now, and I do not feel safe.’

and may do some terrible deed.’ -
* There,
blows struck !’ she said.
1 was rejoiced 1o hear that;

they have separated, and no|he said.

but I had not|thisk of coming here to find you.

“There’s not the least danger in the world,’
‘You are perfectly safe with our
friend, Aunt Tuttle. No one wounld ever

No-~no,

strength to rise and look through the win-|my dear Louise, you are cntirely safe here.

dow. 1 expected the Captain would call
but he did not at that time.

however, he came.
. fThen you are not shot or stabbed,” said

Beulah to the Captain, as he entered the
room in which we were sitting.
‘I feel no blood flowing, or pain from
wounds,” he replied. ‘T believe I'm all
sound. But what mean you?
¢ O, nothing, only Louise was afraid that
young man would kill you when you and he
met to-day,’, she replied.
‘He.kill me! gaid the Captain. ¢ He
knows better than to attempt that. ¥ should
not be afraid to set myself up as a mark for
him to fire at. He iz much more hkely to
be shot, than to shoot any one.’
7¢I told Louise he was a coward, and
need not be alarmed,’ she said, leaving the

In the evening,

‘Then you saw us together this aﬂer—

noon, did you, my dear?” he asked, kissing].
me, ‘ ‘
‘I did, and heard some things he said,’

A shadow suddenly came over his brow,
and he seemed to he agitated ; but he soon

+{ There’s not a safer place in the city than this

house.’

‘It may be so0; still, I feel quite nervous,
I said. ¢ When do you think we shall be
married 7 1 ,

0, before many wecks, svon as I can

my personal attention,’ he replied. *Soon
as we are married, Iintend to take a jour-
ney to the Springs, and spend a foew weeks

youl We shall see some gay and fashionable
society.’

* I should rather go and visit my mother,’
I replied.

‘ We will go there, 100, one of these days,’
he said. ¢ Surely we must visit your mother
‘and bring her to the city. I intend she shall
live with us?

¢ I wish we could live in the sountry a part
of the time," T said, wishing we might spend
a few months in my native village so that I
'might surprise the people and excite the
envy of those proud, haughty, village girlé.
‘Perhaps we may live in the country
during the summer months,’ he replied, *1
like the country well during the warm season.

‘That he would find the girl if it cost

And I shouldn’t be surprised if we passed

arrange some business-affairs. which requires -

in traveling. You would like that, wouldn’t -
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several weeks in the place wheré you were
born, before next autumn.’

*That would give me great pleasure,’ I
replied. ¢ It is a beautiful place. The fields
are green, the streams and Jakes lovely,—
There is good trouting in the vicinity, Are
you not fond of angling ’

¢ 0, exceedingly fond of angling when I
¢an catch such a trout as you are,’ he re-
plied ; smiling, and imprinting a warm kiss
upon my lips. ¢ think I have caught the
most beautiful fish that swinis in any of the
streams or lakes of Mzine’

¢ You havn't seen them all yet) 1 an-

. swered, smiling. ¢ No doubt there are hun-
dreds, nay thousands of girls in Maine much
mote beauitful than I am.

¢ There may be, but permit me to say I
don't believe ane word of it,” ke said. ¢ No,
- no, my dear Louise. Neither Maine, or any

other State in our Union can furnish a girl,
whom I could love as I do you.'

¢Yon ought to love me more than any
other woman, if you make me your wife,” [
said,

¢ True, and so I do,” he replied, «‘:lrawing
me towards. him and pressing me to his
breast. * When I'm with you, I feel as if I
had the whole world in possession and need
nothing besides. Strange, what true love
exercises over the human heart U’

My own heart bore witness to that. .When
in his presence, I felt as if my eup of earthly
bliss was full and running over. . It seemed
to me I had found the man heaven intended
for me. What power he had to calm my
perves and keep down all suspicions, and
especially when he was with me. But when
he was absent, ] was sometimes troubled lest
there might be' a slip between the cup and
the ﬁp. I'm sure the kind reader will nlot
censure ma if T nnea mnra dwnwe dhe -oootede

.
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CHAPTER XXI

Theletters from home. A mother’s warnings,
Caution about false promises. An exciting
interview.  The truth told, and true char-
acters developed, - The hunchback’s rage.

Ox the same day 1 received two letters—
one from Stebbins the young blacksmith. I
# read my mother’s first; but for Capt. Dun-
more, I might, and probably shotld, have
given the other letter the first perusal. But,
what was the love of a young blacksn’mh to
me then ?  True, he was the first man who
ever declared his passion for me; and T con-
fess that declaration was -not without its
legitimate effects upon my mind and hLeart.
When I left him I almost lovad him, and
. now greaﬂy respected him. I knew him to
be a very worthy, industrious young man ; I
judged from his letter that he did not kuow
what I had written to my mother. He spoke
of his love, how much my absence had in-
creased it, how he longed to be'free from
his apprenticeship, that he might visit Boston,
and how anxious he was to see me. His

swer 1t and not wound his feelings was a
question that troubled me exceedingly.

My mother’s Ietter was full of good advice
and many sound admonitions, She said mar-
riage was a solemn contract in which my
earthly happiness was involved. Although
she was always anxions, that I should marry
a rich man and believed my heauty would
procure such a man if brought to the right
market; yet in her letter she very wisely
cautioned me not to let riches become the
controlling power, and urged me to study
well the character of him who desired to

'make me his wife, and above all she cau

tioned me not to be deceived by any false
promises. * Beware of libertines, O, Louise,’ .
was a frequent phrase in -her lotter. That
fear seemed to be present in her mind all the
time she was writing, - She said the city was
full of such characters, and .that I must con-
stantly be on my guard and keep a sharp look
out for them. -

Many times did I read her leiter over, and
6, how anxions I was to see home once
more ; but before 1 did 1 exnected to be

eiter § read with interest; but how to an-

Mrs. Dunmore
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.Tust after I had finished reading my let-
ters and deposited them in my trunk, I heard
o knocking at the door, Beulah was out and
1 was alone. It was about the middle of the
afternoon, and I mustered’ courage to answer
the summons at the doo. :
and unlocked the door.

I ran down stairs
O, what pen can
describe my feelings, when my eyes fell up-
on Carolus Cupard, the libertine and the
gambler ! My fiest thought was to shut the
door in his faee; but I was so evercome by
my feelings that T had not strength to do so,
dnd he stepped in.

¢ O, for heaven’s sake do not stay here !
I exclaimed, almost frantic, and scarcely
knowing what I did say.!

*Be not alarmed,’ he said, in & mild,

pleasant voice. ‘I came not here to mjure,
but to do you good, if it is not too late.’
* How too late? I anxiously inquired.—
‘ What mean you? Speakl
He closed the door, and asked to lead the
way up stairs,
40, no, I cannot go !’ was my reply, * Do
let the door stend open. The woman who
‘keeps the house will soon be here I’
* Let her come,’ he answered
to see her, bad asg she is.
¢ Bad as she is 1" T'repeated. = 0O, heavens

what do you mean ??
t.* Before heaven, I swear I came not to

-hurt a hair of your head,’ he said, in a cool,
colleeted manner.  * Walk up, and I‘will tell
you all’

I started up, scarcely krowing whether, I
wes walking on my head or feet, He fol
lowed me, and we sat down in the small
sitting room. T could scarcely look him in|:
the face, and trembled in every muscle,

‘Be calm, and quiet,’ he said. * Do you
know the real name of the man who pays

your board at this house »
“*What do you memn? I anxmusly in-

quited. *Is not his name Caotam Dun-

‘I fear not

‘ No, it is not as heaven is my judge? ha
replied, in a voice which seemed to be that
of truth. ¢ Hiz name is James Hurd, and a
hard case he1s !’

¢ James Hurd I' T repeated, almost beside
myself. * James Hurd?

in my hands.

‘ Yes, James IMurd,’ he answered. * 1 have
found out his history and his family con-
nections,’

¢ His family connections ' 1 repeated ‘0,
my God?P
‘ He has a wife and three daughters, one
of whom is older than you are;” he replied.
‘He is an old libertine, and I confess, Tm a
young libertine ; hut an old one is most to
be feared, I’m thinking.’

*Gracious: 'heavens P 1T exclaimed.
your lips speall the trith#
!

‘Do

ST eall on’
teuth I have
bheen watchi.

[ saw him one -

so concluded
have found y :
the krowledg
James Hurd

in the city, and has been for years. I advise
you to escapé from his power as soon as you
can. Make him furnish you with a good
round sum of ‘money, for he’s rich and can
afford to do it. However vicious I may be
I am not so wicked butI een speak the
truth.? :
‘0, my Godl' I exclmmed in the bittey-
ness of my heart. * Have 1 thus been de-
ceived.’ :

“¢ You surely have, and ¥ confess I intended
to. deceive you,' he answered. ¢But his
power proved greater than mine. 1 beat the
bush, and he canght the bird. 'Tell him you

-more 1"

will expose him, even go to his house and

. proclaim his guilt to his wife and daughters,‘

I could say no more, and buried my face

wool, - He is well-known 1 all the brothels -

_ scorn. ‘It takes more than -one shot to knock
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unless he pays you a large sum of money.—
Stick to him, and you'll ‘get it Heisa
mighty old rascal, and has destroyed the
character of many an innocent girl’

I could make no reply, for my words stuck
fast in my throat. :

+ And this old hunchbacked hag you board
with is as bad as he is, he continued. * She
once kept a brothel, but her ugly loois drove

away all her customers, and she was com-| '

pelled to seek other employment or starve.
I have found. out her history, also. Her
character 1s as black as a moonless mid-
night.’ ‘

‘At that moment Beulah entered the house,
and came bustling up stairs. As she entered
the room and saw young Cunard fourishing

. his cane in a very independent manner, and|

myself in tears, her small gray eyes darted
out flames of fire, her lips quivered, and she
stretched up her form to its utmost height,
She took an enormous pinch of snuff, and
stood a moment in silence, apparently pre-
paring for some terrible outbreak. She
gazed upon Cunard, and he smiled, and re-)
turied her gaze. I trembled, and dared
searcely look at them. :

"¢ Well,” she said, taking another pinch of
snuff to start her ideas. * You are not dead
yet, I perceive’

¢ No, 'm alive, and kicking,’ he rephed
while his eyes flashed, dnd  his lip curled in

the breath out of my body.
¢If T bad held that pistol one shot would
have been suflicient,’ she said, p]antmg her
right foot firmly on the floor, and putting
herself into a fighting attitude.
“You hold a pistel,’ he ygplied, manifesting-

much contempt.
“Yes, and a dagger, tool she answered,

drawing the shlnmg instrument from her

He stepped back, apparently afraid that
she might prick: him with the sharp point;
while ‘'my fears were much greater than his,
that blood would be spilt. My first impulse
was to leave the room ; but finally concluded

to remain,
* What right have you to enter my house

in my absence ?* she asked.
¢] knocked, and the door was opened, and
I entered,’ he replied, smiling.
1 will open the door and you can go out
the same way you came in,’ she said.
I'm willing to go now; for T have snid all
1 desired to say about you and that hypocrite
and libertine, James Hurd/
¢ About me ! James Hurd ' she repeated
with flashing eye and quivering lip.
‘Yes, about both of you,” he replied,
drawing a revolver from his pocket, and ex-
amining the eap. ‘As you have a deadly
weapon in your hand, it is but fair . that I
ghould have one too. I have told this young
Iady that she was in bad hands—that you
were 8 keeper of a_brothel, until your ugly
locks drove away all decent customers, 'ymﬂ
that Jim Hurd, is the worst old Iibertine in
the city. Put that in - your snuff-box and
snuff it up)’ i

She was ferribly enraged, but kept her.
keen eyes upon the revolver as if she feured
some harm might grow out of that. He
noticed her fear, and became still more sancy
and uggravatmg At last her wicked temper
gnined the mastery over her fear, and her
tongue began to move.

¢ You talk about libertings I’ she said m
¢ Why, you are not only a libertine, but a
gambler also, yes, a lying, cheating gam-

bler !

¢ Say on, yéir ugly hunchbacked hag,’ he
said. ¢ 1 won't gratify the devil so much as
to put a bullet through your body and send
you to him now.’

bosom, and brandishing it over her head.
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such a. prize as you are thus taken from him.
Ah, I understand the young rascal perfectly
well. He would induce you to leave the
Captain so that he might have some chance .
ot getting you back ; but that he can never
do. No, ne, my dear girl, be calm'and
quict. Be not moved by the lies of such a
villaiz as he is known to be.  Remember
not a word he uttered; for all he said was a
tissue of falsehoods. 1 guess the Captain
will laugh when he comes to hear his name
is James Hurd. O, the cunning rascal.—
He was determined to invent something that
might harrow up your feelings. But think
no more of him. He'll have good luck to
enter my house again. Whenever I am ab-
sent, you must not answer any call at the
door.’ : ‘

_ Thus she spoke, and made every thing ap-
pear quite plausible. Knowing sowme traits
in his character, I had not much reason to
believe what he said. Still I was filled with
fearful apprehensions, and desired to see .my
lover. Beulah had done all she could do to
quiet my nerves, and yet I was not fully °
reconciled. It seemed to me there might be -
some truth in what he had so solemnly ut-

LOUISE MARTIN

*Out o'f iny house, or your heart’s blood [snuff in quick suceession, and breathed vi
sha‘lI. sfaﬁm this shining blade, she said, lently,  Never before or‘ since have T SVIO-
fourishing .her dagger, but keeping at ale woman in such a rage; T was fii hte:egl
respectful distanca from him. and sick at heart. Some ,time e]apsec?r befc)e :

‘.Whefv-!’ he said, smiling at her -rage, |she could speak, and I had no inclination :e 1
and holding up his revolver, {break the silence. It was the most unha .

"0, don’t fire, for heaven's sake ! I ex-|moment of my life; I felt as if m hPPY
claimed, in the greatest fear that murder|would burst, and longed to sink iito ‘-‘3}"
would be committed in my presence: earth and hide myself from the gaze of :

. ‘ Btla calm,’ he replied. *No blood willj human eye. ‘ g ew‘"y
e spilt this time, unless she -approaches me| ‘O, what a black devi

nuear enough to strike, and I think -the old |is? exclaimed B:ulahdizlla t:z;r)srz“ng ;P? '

‘hulfchback will not venture upon that ex- unearthly voice, ' 'Hé,‘is like a d;crac:ief

periment.  1f she does I can put six bullets| wonder why I had not piunge'd thi.s;g ’dan

through her ugly body as quick as you could |into his black, corrupt heart. Captain al%ﬁ:f

eo:mt that l_aumber.’ ‘ more a libertine, and I an old hunchbacked

Q, you imp of the devil I she exclaimed, [hag. O, hell and damnation! No, no,

grlaf.mg her teeth, and clenching her hands. |will not utter such wicked wbrds; ! B’ ](1), '-
I won’t kill you ; but leave that dirty work ey
to be finished by some of your blackleg com-
panions. Leave my house, or I will call the
police.’ :

)

} pow if 1 am ruined! Speak the truth, and

letit sink deep into my heatt. Better, a
| thousand times better that I should know it
now than at some future day.’

¢ Why, my dear girl, how alarmed you ap-
ear to be,” she replied, forcing a smile upon
her face, ard some snuff into her nose.

« And have I not reason to be alarmed ¥’
1 asked.

‘Not the least in the world,” she anawered.
¢ You ought to have more common sense than
to believe that blackguard, scoundrel, liber-
tine, and gambler. Was he not shot at and
came near being killed by one of his black.
leg brothers whom he had vilery cheated 7—
Strange that you should for a single moment
believe one word he uitered, He lied fror‘n

eginning to end.’ )

b l‘gBui: v%hy did he say that Captain Dun-
rmore’s name iz James Hurd ° 1 anxiously
inquired; feeling as if he had really spoke
the truth in that respect. . .

¢ Why did he say that?’ she asked. For
the very same reason that he called me what
he did. Heis outraged with the Captain
because he rescued you from his cruel hands,
and intends to make all the trouble he can.

can I halp it when such an infernal, black-
hearted devil ne ho 3o 'Ban tn e oo a5

It seems tc
that I shoy

‘1 told you I was ready to leave; but you
'kegp'ta]king, and common politeness com-
Jpels me to remain and hear you,’ he said.~
* Cease the waggiog of ‘your wicked tongue,
and T will depart from your ugly presence’;
for your locks almost make me hate all wo-
mankind.’ )

*Go quickly, or my rage will know no
bounds,’ she answered; stamping her feet,
and flashing her eyes. -

‘Now before I go, let me suy to you,
Louise, get out of this den of iniquity as soon
as possible,” he said. ‘ Remain not another
night with this old hunchback, nor with that
old libertine, Jim Hurd I

Thus speaking, he hurried down stairs
and left the house before Beulash had time
to disgorge any more of her slang. Ig fact

.she Was so ehoked with rage that she scarcely
-had the power of utlerance. . She trotted
ahout the room, flourished her dagger, and

‘blade P

She ren

time to w

wrought to

I longed to

but her ton

she knew ne. ... .. .

last she seemed to have almost exh‘austed
her rage, and 1 found a chance to putin a
word, o

¢ What did he mean by calling the Captain,
James Hurd P I asked. ¢I¥s Hurd his real
name, and has he a wife «nd danghters? O,
for God’s sake, speak, and tell me noihing
but the truth! Let me know the worst now,
for perhaps 1 can endure it better now than
I can hereafter. Remembér, I am a woman
like yourself. At the longest cur time on
earth is short, and soon we must appear in
that world where the secrets of -all  hearts
will be laid open. O, as a woman, speak to

snapped her eyes, took several .pinches of

a woman and keep notling hack. Tell me ;

He means to plague your very life out, if he
can. He is awfully provoked, and no wonder,

Almost any young man would be to have

tered. Dark clouds began to gather about
me, :
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" CHAPTER XXIIL

Lark clouds still gather over the herdine.—
The hunchback's character still deeper in-
volved in mystory, The magic power of

love in keeping down suspicions, §e.

The Captain did not visit me that evening
following the interview [ had with young
Cunard, and the night was almost a sleep-
less one. I began to think that he had al-
ready forsaken me, and my chilled blood
crept coldly about my heart. Beulah plied
.all'her arts to keep my spirits up; but 1
would not be reconciled so long as my lover
was absent, At times it seemed to'me that
young Cunard had spoken. the truth; and
yet T was reluctant to’ believe evil of him
whom I so ardently toved. Beulah’s charace
ter was indeed a mystery to me; but -she
treated me very kindly, Sometimes strange
features in her character would appear very

| savage, ill-temper

always disposed t¢
construction upon
story of her life I
she had been an,
man ; and hence‘
for her sudden ou
not willing to beli
corrapt at heart, ¢
peared savage, an.. ..... ... pealives e
Captain's testimony gave me confidence in
her; for I was too prone to heliéve every
thing he said,
The last night and the followmg day were
cloudy ones for me. Scarcely a ray of sun-
shire illumined my path, and my prospects

words of Cunurd had fastened themselves
upon my momory, and Beulah’s power could
not drive them from my mind.

The day,wore away sadly and slowly for
me, Thoughts of home, ‘my- mother, the
flowers my ownhands hod planted; the

prominent, and she seemed to he a very

0

green pastures and shady groves whers I

. and I began fo long for those scenes,

for the future were dark and gloomy, The'
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used to roam free as the birds of summer;
the school house where I learned to read ;

the little church where [ heard our humble
parson ﬁ)reach, even the young blac!&smith
all passed in review before my mind's eye,

The twilight had fallen upon the clty, the
man with a ladder and a torch in his hand
was passing from lamp to lamp, and lighting
up the street; and 1 sat at a window gazing
upon the crowds passing and repassing, and

listening to hear a knocking at the door, for|.

there was no door-bell. My heart throbbed,

and every moment I expected my lover|

would return, and yet I féared he might never
come again,

Thus 1mpatiently and anxiously did I wait
while Beulzh was busy with her household
affairs. Occasionally tears would come.un-
hidden into my eyes, and I would wipe them

away. A thousand conflicting thoughts rushed |

inte my mind, and the night of despair be-
gan to gather over my soul. What if he
had abandoned me?  Suppose he never
visited me again, or if he did, it was only to
bid me a final farewell? These questions
greatly agitated my mind, and sorrow and
sadness fell upon my heart. A long time I
remained in my chair pondering on the past
and trying to penetrate the veil that hung
between me and the future. At last I heard
footsteps upon the door stone, immediately
followed by knocking. I ran down stairs,
opened the door, and was soon in the arms
of my lover. O, how many thoughts and
emotions were crowded into that moment!

1 feared you wauldn’t comel’ I faintly
said.

¢ Why, my dear Lomse, do you lndulge
such fears 7 he asked. .
¢0,Tcan hardly tell; but I do indulge
them, and they make me unhappy,’ I re-

We now ascended to the stairs to the Little
sitting room and sat down éide by side.
My heart was re_|01ced to be with him; but
the words of young Cunard were fresh n my
memory and made me sad and sorrowful.—
I hoped they were not true; nay, I believed
they were false and uttered only to torment.
me, still I thought there was a possibility of
their being true, and that thought troubled
me exceedingly. o ,
+You have been we]l I .trust, he said,:
resting his head upen my shoulder, and look-
ing foudly into my eyes.

+Q, yes, I have been well; bus O, my
God, what feelings have pressed my heart !’

I said.
¢ My dear girl, why do you make such an

exelamation? he asked,” *It falls heavily
upon my heari.f Do be cheerfal as I al-
ways am, when in your presence.’

* When, think you, we shall be married I’
I asked, in a voice of trembling.

<0, one of these days as soon as I can
properly arrange my business affairs so that
we can leave the city, journey, and enjoy the

honeymoon.’
‘The honeymoon! 1 repeated looking

him foll in the face, and watching every
movement of his countepance. * For hedven’s
sake, do tell me, if your name is James

Hurd P
Soddenly he . raised his head from. my

shoulder his countenance charged, and for
a moment, trembled ; but he soon recovered
his balance, and smiling, said. *What in
the world did you ask me’ suqh a questlon

for *
‘I heard that was: your real name,’ I re-

| plied, feeling strangely.
¢ James Hurd, my name !’ he repeatcd--—
 Well, I confess that's the last thing 1 have

heard.’
¢And have you not a wife and three

daughters * 1 asked, tremblmg in every

plied. o :

joint,
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Agam he suddenly started ‘in spite of - all
hus self-control, which somewhat confirmed
ny suspicions and made me sick at heart.—
Never had I felt such a heavy burden upon
iy soul as at that moment.

Tt seemed to me that all was lost, and that
I mpst-become a shame and a reproach to
my sex, and break the heart of my good
mother,

. Recovering from the embarrassment into
which my inquiry had thrown him, he began
to laugh most heartily, and to throw ridicule
upon’ the whole affair.

‘ Good gracious, and gracious goodness I’
he exclaimed, between his fits of laughter.
‘Did ever any one hear such nonsense f-—
My wife and three daughters.’

Aund again he laughed most |mmoderately,
and once more repeated. ¢My wife and
three daughters! That's a capital joke! I
had'nt the most distant idea that I was so
well off in the world. A wife and three
doughters! Fimst rate! Capital! I should
like to see them! I wonder if my wife is
bandsome, and my daughters beautiful and
accomplished? Well, what will the world
come to-next? But who in the city told you
such a marvellous story ? A wife and three
daughters;”.

And agein be burst out into a fit of‘
langhter as if he wonld break his sides.—
His laugh continued so long and so'loud,
that I could scarcely find an opportunity to
_.answer his question. At last T told him
young Cunard was my author,

¢ Bat where did you see him? he anx-
iously inquired, looking as if he felt some-
what troubleéd. -

¢ He came to this house a short time since,’
I replied. -

"*Come to this house! he repeated.—
‘ How under heaven did he know yon were
here

¢ That is more than ¥ cantell,’ I answered.

‘He came while Aunt Tuttle was absent,
and I let him in before I knew who was at
the door,’ :

*Did ho offer you any insult 7 he asked,
looking rather wild and disconcerted, )

‘None,” T replied. “But he said your
name is James Hurd, that you have z wife
and three daughters, and are the greatest old
libertine in the eity:’

He rose from his chair, and walked the
room in much agitation. At last he stopped
before me and asked if Aunt Twuttle heard
him thus discourse. '

¢ Bhe did, and he accused her of having
kept a brothel,) I replied.

* And why dldn t she plunge a dagger into
the foul slanderer's heart ¥ he asked,

At'that moment Beulah entered the room
with a swall Jamp in one hand .and her
snuﬂ' box In the
had been listenin
the Captain and

“The reason i
to besmear my wi
corrupt blood,j re
the room.

¢ A pretty gooc
present I think
‘breath from his b e v g0L
be well for him, if 1 happen to meet the
young rascal.’ T

‘0, do not kill him, for then the law
would take you and imprison you, and we
should be separated I’ I said,

 Thit, my dear gll‘] is the on’ly reason
why I should not kill him, he replied,
‘|smiling, and gazing fondly upon me. ©But
for you I would now pursue him untl his
place in this world should know him no
more, forever. He feels. much troubled in
spirit because I rescued you from his pol-

- { lating hands.’

\ *Then all he said were falsehoods! I

o
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'a-.s-k:d, beginning to believe’ that he had
uttered nothing but lies, base and wilful
lies,

+To be sure they were, he rephed at
the same time smoothing back my hair from
my forehead, and imprinting a warm kiss
upon it.

‘0, he is one of the blackest young
scoundrels and the foulest liav inall the
city,” said Beulah, taking a fresh pinch of
souff by way of emphasis.

“You may truly say that, Aunt Tuttle,’
replied the Captain. * He will come to some
bad end yet. Such scoundrels are not fit to
live or die.

Some ot his blackleg companions will
shoot him again, and I do really hope the
next ballet will do better execu@ion,’ said
Beuiah,

-+ May your hope be fully realized,” he ‘said.
¢3 think I sha}l cane hlm, if I ever meet
him' again.’

¢ O, do not, for he may shoot yon,” T said,

¢ He carries a pistol always in his pocket.—
He had oné whén he was here.”
"+ & Did he show it he asked.
*Yes, and pomted it at Beulah I an-
~—gwered,

¢ A very high-handed offence, and the law
would make him suffer for lt, if he was
prosecuted,’ he said.

Beutah now left the room, and our con-
versation cqniinued.

He remarked that Benlah ought to have
him arrested and imprisoned for such an
insult, .

But when I told him Cunard did not draw
his pistol until she drew her dagger, he said
that might make some difference in the case,
as he might satisfy a court and jury that he
acied in self-defence.

Finishing that subject we began to talk

again of oar marriage. He made the most
solemn promises that the time would come
when we should be united in the holy bands
of wedlock.

He succeeded in muking me belieye‘ that
ev'ery thing Cunard uttered was faise, and I
began to.feel more cheerful and look. for-
ward 1o happy days. Again,l fesl.it my
duty to drop the curtain and shut out these

Scenes.
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CHAPTER XXIII

Great ezcztemmt A strange woman appears,
and claims to be the wife of the hervine's
lover, A terrible blow is struck wupon

" her heart. The telisthan of love again,

- &

Srverar weeks more of my precious time
passed, and - still I lived with the strange
hunchbacked woman. No bridal day was
appointed, and that much desired period
seemed as far off as ever. Not once had 1
been allowed to walk out, not even to go to
the post office, depending upon Beulah for
every thing.

Beulah and the Captain made me believe
it would not be safe for me to appear in the
streets, as Cunard or some of his spies niight
carry mo off. Believing thus, I was really
afraid to go out,

My lover did not come to:ses me so often
as he had previously, and that cireumstance

gave me some alarm.  His love, too, seemed
to grow more cold, and his promises of mar-

riage fower ¢

}less solemn. -

had in him, I ..

I should bea - = -
Beulah en

but she wa

Nothing but;

reconcile m¢ -

over me see

away.

My thoughts were contmually upon the :

mysterious Josephine, and I wondered why
she had not answered my letters ; for I had
written to her there, urging her to write, or
call and see me, bat neither she nor her let-
ters came. 1 had received another from my
mother in answer to one I wrote in relation
tomy expected marriage. - I had told her his

age, how he locked, and how rich he was.—
Bhe cauticned me not to be deceived, and
intimated that she should have more confi-
dence in an elderly bachelor than in a young
man, Indirectly she approved of my choice,
and that gave me great comfort and satisfac.
tion.
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The sealing of the last letter I received

_from my mother looked ag if it had been

proken up and re-sealed. Still I did not
Jnow, but I.might be mistaken as the letter
came so far through the post office. - Once I
suggested to Beulah that I thought the seal
had been broken, but she said she guessed
not, as the letter came so far and was handled
so mach by the post masters that it might
lock so. She partially made me believe her,
and yet I entertained - suspicions of her in
spite of all her art and cunning. No letter
came to me except through hers or the
Captain’s hands,

At times 1 was ]onely, and wished myself
back again in my native village. But O,
how could I see my mother without 'a hus-
band! O, that thought was terrible and
crushed my heart to the ground! '

¢ Why does not the Captain visit me more
often? T asked Beulah, one morning, when
three days had elapsed, and I had not seen
him.
0, he is busy, arranging his business
matters,’ - she replied. ‘e has a large

estate, and'it requires a great deal of his| -

attention, ' Every thing will be arranged one
of these days, and you will be the happy Mrs.
Denmore.? ’

“One of these days!” I repeated, while
the tears stood in my eyes. *One of these

days ' I have heard that so Iong that my

patience is'well nigh exhausted.’
¢ O, you mustn’t be too much in a hurry,
she answered. ¢ Every thing will come round
right one of theseidays.’ ‘
* The summer' is now gone! O, God if
he should abandon me,’ I exclaimed, at the

seme time a knocking was_heard at thej

door.” o L

Beulah run down to answer the eall, and
I stopd at the head of the stairs whare I
conld..both see and hear, The door was
opened,

L]

nd a very respectable looking lady.

stepped in and inquired if a young woman
by: the name of Louise Martin boarded
there. '
" ¢ She left here a short time since, and I
know not where she is gone,’ replied Beulah,
in a low voice; but my ears were opén to
catch every sound. _

¢ Louise Martin is here!” T exclaimed,
rushing down stairs, |

. Beulsh looked daggers at me; but my'

spirit was aroused, and for the first time I
was convinced that Cunard had told me the
trath so far as she was concerned.
¢ My name is Louvise Mantin,' Isaid, gazing
into the lady’s face. ¢ Do you wish to see .
me T
*+1 do,’ she replled, taking a letter from
her pocket and handing it to me.
‘Read that and then we wil
farther upon the subject.” ' .
¢I have orders to let no person converse
with this young lady, or permit her to read

converse

‘| any letters except they first come through

my hands,” said Beulah, in a u'embhng, ex-
cited manner, .
¢ And'who gave you . such orders asked
‘the lady, -
“Captain Dunmore,’ rephed Beulah.
rescued her from one den of infamy.’
“Yos, and placed her in another 1" quickly
answyered the lody ; while I was greedily de-
vouting the centents of the letter, and Ben-
lzh was trembling from head to foot,
¢ Leave my house,” said Beulah, in a high
and angry tone, and attempting to snatch the

¢ He

- letter from 1 my hand which attempt I success-

fully resisted.

¢ Shortly ! P ealmly replied the lady.

" Captain Dunmore will hlame you for
such ‘conduet,’ said Beulah. ‘
- *The letter was an anonymous one;
gtating that the lady’s husband ‘ander. the
dssumed pame of Captain Dunmore, kept a
girl at a house, giving the number and the
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street, anfl- advising her to-call and satisfy
herselfthat her husband was an old liber-

tine, &c. ) ]
‘You cin read the letter, now, if you

pleasg, as the girl has finished reading i,

gaid the lady to Beulah,
0, ny God, it is' 106 trze ' T exclaimed,

letting the ‘letter slip from my trembling

fingers and fall upon the floor.
*I have no desire to read the letter,” said

Beulah. ‘I understand where it comes from,
Thut young rascal, Cunsrd, wrote it. Heis
determined to make all thd trou‘:ale in his|!
power for Captain Dunmore, since the Cap-
. tain rescued this girl from his hands. He
lies when he says Captain Dunmore has ase
sumed a false nmame. He is Captain Dun-
more, and nobody else. .1 have known him
for years, and a better man does not live i in

< the city,
‘ Perhaps we can test that matter so that

there will be no room for doubt,’ said Mrs.

Huord, for that was her name,
She took from her pocket aminiature like-

ness of her husband, and presentmg it to
me, she continued: *Does that resemble

Captain Dunmore 1’
I gazed upon it, my head swam round,

" my heart beat violently, my nerves trembled,

and 1 fell upon the stairs.
The picture was an exact likeness of him

who had-assumed the name of Captain Dun-
_more for the hellish purpose of seducing me,
and gratifying his corrupt passions. The
" lady raised me up, while Beulah stood trem-
bling in her shoes, grating her teeth, and
clenching her hands. I soon recovered my
consciousness ; but the perspiration stood in
large drops upon my brow, It seemed to
me at that moment I had ceased to love my
seducer, and to commence hating him. A
terrible change had come over my feelings;
such a chapge as I hope no other girl will

ever experience. I could not shed a single
tear. My eyes were dry, and my voice|
choked.

“I'perecivé you recognize the base hus-
hand ; for actions speak louder than words,
sgid the lady. -

‘0, Jyes, madam, it is he V!’ Iexclaxmed n
a choked, tremulous voice.

*Ttis all a lie,” vociferated Beulah
done, to torment the good Captain’

*The good Captain,’ repeated the lady,
while her lip curled with scorn, and her eyes
flashed indignatien. ¢ The good Captain }w
Would to heaven he was any thing but my
husband, The greatest curse of a woman’s
life is a false-hearted husband.’

¢ All

¢ And the greatest curse of a hu:band’

life; is a false-hearted woman!® sereamed
Beulah, loud enough to be heard ont in the
street. -

-“I.am not accustomed to blackguardism,

having never kent a honse of infame and

learned its bil-
in calm voice,
** There 1s
feelmg very gi
finger to the -
1 understa
shall go direct!’
continued. ¢
longer be dec
Flee from him
ous serpent that crosses your path.
touch is worse than the leprosy. Would-to

heaven I had known he had you here mom.hs‘ .

ago. Then I might have saved you; but
now I fear itis too late. Escape from his

power as you would from the poisoned ate .
I have long.

mosphero of the Upas tree,
guspected him, and pow I have couvmcmg,

damnmg proof of his corruption and turpi-.

tode.

"+Q, what shall T do? I exclaimed, in the'

bitterness of my feelings,

¢ Flee from his embraces as I shall, hence- .

forth and forever,’ replied this abused and
ill-treated wife. If you want money I will

give it you; but live no longer with hlm

who is your despoiler.

. Heaven knows I wish you well.

. took her leave.

‘His: .
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¢ He promised, solemnly promised me
matriage " I replied. )

¢ am well aware of that,’ she said. *He
passed himself upon you as a bachtlor, as
thousands of libertines have done before
him. ‘You are young, and yet may out-
live your disgrace. God grant it may be
so. ¥ have no heart to condemn you; for
too well I know his power. Flee from him
and resolve 10 atone for all past offences.—
Should
you ever need assistance, drop a line to

~me in the post office, and you shall have

it :
This good wife now ‘shook my hand *snd
All that timie the corrupt-
hearted_Beulah stood listening to the words
that fell from the abused wife's lips. T was

80 weak 1 could- ‘hardly stand, and sat down |

upon one of the steps, until T could some-
what rally my powers. At last Beulah as-
sisted me to ascend the stairs.

‘Itis all a farce,” said Beulah. *And I
confess it was well acted. That young
scoundrel, Cunard, hited that woman to play
the part, No doubt, she is the keeper ofa

bad houge.’
* But how well she appears, I replled—

<She must be & good woman.'
* Did not the widow Topway, as she calls
herself, make you believe she was a good

-woman, and a fine, charitable la'&y ¥ asked

Beulah. ¢ Did not she appear smooth and
charming ? O, I hate hypocritical ladies!
They are devils incarnate. I never have
seen many of them in my day.’

¢ But the miniature likeness? I said.—
“That is conclusive, O, he must be ber

hashand.’
¢By no means,’ she replied. ¢That is

probably a likeness he had painted several

years ago, gave it to some one, and it was
borrowed for the express occasion. The
Captain can explain it all when ke comes

again.’

Strange as it may scem, the words of
this cunning woman did inspire me with
some hope. Now I longed more than ever
to see my lover, O, if he could explain ail
these mysteries, I should be happy once
more. But, alas, how can he? And yet
he may doit. Cunard may have formed a
conspiracy against me and the Captain,—
He is wicked enough to do it. No donbt,
his feelings would prompt him to any ack
which he thought would injure us.

During the day my 'mind was, greatly
troubled, and 1 thought of what I could do
in case all the woman told me was true.—
Clouds and sunshine, but principally Ehe
former, hung overme. Sometimes it seemed
as if T could not live under such a severe
pressure of circumstances,

Evening came; but no lover, and I wag
obliged to pass another night in uncerminty
and almost despair. Never had I passed
such a sleepless, troublesome night. 1 foﬁnd

‘myself in the morning weak and nervous

and longed for the truth, whatever it mtght
be; for uncertainty and doubt seemed more
depres%mg to my spirits than any thing else
could be.

‘Beulah struggled to keep me up und en~

courage me; but, alas! I had lost all con~ -

fidence in her. Mo me she now scemed to
be a corrupt, wicked' woman, I thonght I
at last discovered the true traits of her
character, and how ugly she looked. And
yet my feelings were such that I ceught at
any thing she sald which had the least ap-
pearance of veason. Like a drowning pef.-
son, I seized upon straws, :

Beulah reasoned and argued t\he case with
all her ingenuity, tact, and skill.
the woman must be false ; for no wife would

promise to assist a girl with whom” beér hus~ -
With moch force and

band was familiar,
show of reason she insisted upon it ihat
such a course was perfeetly unnatural, 'The

She said.

L
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wife would hate such # girl instead of prom-
ising to' befriend her. That seemed some-
what reasonable to me, and gave mg some
hope that young: Cunard and that woman
had formed a conspiracy against me and my
lover,

After dinner I was sitting at the wmdow
and saw a carriage stop at the door. Vio-
lently did my heart beat as I watched the
driver spring from his seat and open the door
of his camage And O, ‘what tongue can
tell my feelings when I saw the Captam

" alight, LA

1 rushed down stairs as if,new life had
been given me, and opened the door ere he
began to knock for admission, He looked
somewhat wild; but not so wild as I did—
He caught me in his arms, and kissed
me.

‘How glad I am to fold you once more to|’

my loving heart !' he said.

We/ascended the stairs arm in arm. It
seemed to me he could not have a wife and
dapghters, he apparently loved ,me so much.
Never had he appeared more fond, and 1 al-

" most fargot every thing while in his arms,~-
I was so overcome 1 could not speak!

‘I intended to have visited you last night,
but circumstances prevented me, he con-
tinued. *I suppose you expected me.’

‘1 did, indeed " I replied, with a feeble,
trembling, agitated voice. ¢ did not know
as-you would ever come again.’

* What made you cherish. such fearful ap-

-prehensions ¥ he asked. ¢ Yon mikht know
I should come uniess sickness or death pre-
vented,’ :

I now related to him all that took place
the day previons. He did not start, nor
scarcely change his countenance. It seeined
to me he was prepared for such a demonstra-
tion. Even his calmness and apparent in-
difference alarmed me,

out into a.loud langh. His laugh seemed
hollow and affected.

‘ Well, that farce was well played, he
said, laughing still louder, and patting my
head with the palm of his hand.
Cunard is fall of expedients, and the last
trick he hae played is guite an ingenious
one, I will give him credit for that, It was
an admirably contrived conspiracy, and ac-
cording to your accoant she played her part
well. The young rascal, no doubt, paid her
liberally for it. Well, my dear Louise, the
whole affair was managed with great skill.
I confess as much as that; but it is all a
farce, and not a word of trath in it

¢ But, how about that miniature likeness

of you?" Tasked. *It looks just like you.

I should recognize it in any place, or under .

any circumstan

“Yen, [ see w

I wonder not

miniature was p

a particular frie;

lady, but a you . :

acquainted witl i~

it for the purpe -

young man said .- .

but his mother . .. w0 - -

is the same miniature, for there 8 not another

one in existence.’ ‘
How could I resist the conclusion that all

was a faree as he declared it? 1 did so

consider it, and again was comparatively

happy. -Our time passed pleasantly, and we

tatked of our coming marriage. He said he

intended to fix upon some day before many

weeks should elapse. He thought it best

that ¥ should be removed to another board-

ing house, where I should not be so much

molested. I willingly consented to that; for

I had become very much disgusted with

< hunchbacked Beulah, and lost all confi-

dence in her.

He heard me through, and then broke

“That
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An exciting interview. The artful woman
and the artless maid. The awful dis-
covery. Vice, and the dreadful czpiation,
The reward of Industry, Integrity, and
Virtue,

Tmae passed, but I was not removed to
another boarding house, and for reasons
which may be epparent to the reader.—-
Beulzh was never half so pleasant during my
acﬁuaintance ‘with her as she was after that
woman appeared and claimed to be the wife
of my lover. She even intimated one day to
me that if Captain Dunmore did forsake me, |
or proved to be a mamed man, -she would |
take care of me.

It seemed to me she was preparmg the {°
way, and that my lover had provided hQ!o
with money for taking care of me afier he
had abandoned me. But these were sus-
. picions only, and yet they ‘“troubled jme ex=
ceedingly.

I had received another ietter fmm John

| That time had passed, and he had not comne.
L-was anxious to sec him, and talk with hlm
concermng the affairs in my native v1l!age.
I had answered bhis letter, and mf'ormed him
where hie might find me. Every day I was .
expecting him. In my letter I was careful

‘not to speak of love to him, but avoided that-

subjoct altogether. A
. I noticed, and with the keenish anguish

of heart, too, that Captain Dunmore had -
grown more cold and indifferent, and that
Beulah had' become move pleasant and
agreeable. I was suspicious that there was
some cause for these changes, and was anx<
ious to find it cut.
+should be in Boston by the first of October. —
Beulzh went so far one morning at the
] breakrast table as to say that men were very
strange creatures, and that I'must be pre-
pared for the worst. Such language and in-""
sinuations alarmed me, and I pressed the
inquiry whether she thought there was the.
least danger of my lover's leaving me, She -
rather guessed he would not; but I must

Stebbins, in which he informed me that he

not be surprised at any 1hmg that might .
happen in the city.
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-Sooti’ a&er she had thrown out such views|
for my consideration, the Captain_came.—
But he did not greet me with the cordiclity prepared for the worst,

he used to manifest, 1 noticed it, and my
heart sunk within -me. Ilis countenance
showed that there was -something upon his
mitid which he wished to speak out, but
hardly knew how to commence. He was
silent and thoughtful. I dreaded to hear
him utter a word; for I had fearful fore-
. bodings of what he might say., The tears
came into my eyes. He noticed' them and
turned away his face as if the sight was too
much for him to bear.
Neither spoke for some time. That silence
was dreadful to me, and it seemed to be
20 to. him. At last I could hold in no
longer, and broke the silence with a voice
full of trembling, f -
“For heaven’s sake, why are you so silent
thoughtf’ul and distant? ¥ asked. ’
He turned his eyes upon me and hesuated
to speak but the expression . of his coun-

tenance spoke more eloquently than words |-
could speak

‘0, my God !’ X exclaimed. ¢ Speak,
Captiin, and keep me o longer in suspense.
My heart will be broken by your silence and
loockst -~

‘My dear, don’t you think there js tno
great-a dlspanty In cur years to warrant us

in becoming united in marmage’!’ be re-
Plied.

His words. __[felt like iron to my soul My
head grew giddy, the room grew dark, and
I fell upon the fldor. How long I remainéd
I know not; but when I recovered I found
myself. upon a bed and Beulah standing
over me with a bottle in her hand. The
Captaiir sat by a window in the same ‘room.
I leaped from the bed: and rushed towards
him. ‘At first he' thought I was deramred
and seemed to shrink from me. Beulah
advxsedume to lie down again and remain

‘¥'m strong now,* I rephed standmg be-
fore him, and gazing full into his face ; ¢ I'm
Let me hear what I
have Joug feared. Do you wish to cast me
off? Speak, and tell me all! kill me, do any
thing ; hut keep me no longer, in suspense !
Do you intend to leave me and your child

know my fate! O, God, why have I been
permitted thus to act? Why did I not die,

and go down to an early grave before 1 came
to this city P

‘ Be calm, and reasonable,’ he said, © You
shall be well provided for.’

“0, yes, you rmay live with me as long as
you please,’ said Beulah,

I reclined upon the bed. I remnined silent,

like a child ;

. ]and thoughtful for -a few moments, and wept

- | weeping. My

had never felt a
seemed to sus
emergency.
fronted my. love
each other, wit]
stood watching
‘Areyonar
mE:n&;d - a firm tone of voice,

hy, we talked that subject all over the
other day, he rephed
reason ' do you wish to revive it again fm
You do not, I trust, suppose I have uttered
falsehoods ?°
‘ God only knows!" I replied. <But why
do you speak of the great disparity of our
ages now? Onee I raised the same objec-
tion to out union; ‘but you said it was of no

mutual.’

“Our opinions are liable to ehange,” he
replied. *I folt then as T talked ; but I cone
fess, time has wrought a change in my feel- |

ings and, consequently, in my bpinions,—

quiet, .

PR

You need not be alarmed, for you shall ‘be

that is yet unborn! Speak, and let me -

A sickness came over my aoul and again .
_ and love him at the same time.

“And for what

‘ heard at the door, and Beulah opened it,

consequence where  love was ardent and
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well . provided” for.
you ‘&' good home, and Lwill pay her well
for it; - She will treat yon kindly as she al-
ways has treated you.’

I walked the room in great excitement
and agifation, and began to feel the spirit of
hate and revenge take the place of love. A
wonderfal change had come over me within
a few minutes—such a change as I once
thought impossible.

How litle of our own hearts do we know,
until the pressure of circumstances shall
bring them to the test. Once I thought it
impossible’ to hate him whom I loved so
deeply, 5o ardently ; but I felt now as if he
had always been false-hearted, and \never
loved me. 'That feeling X could not possess
No, 1 be-
gan to know and to feel that I had been
wronged and abused. I was not conscious
hefore of possessmg such aspmt as now
agitated me.

¢ Don't be s0 agitated said Beulah, coax-
ingly. “We can live happily together and
make mone.y, even if the Captam concludes
he is too old to marry you.

¢ Live happily together, and make money !
I repeated. ° What mean you ¥’

€O, I mean just what I said,’ she replied.

* You have beauty, and that will bring money |

in this market,’
¢ Gracious God! I exclaimed. ¢ Would
you have me live the life of a wanton 1-—
. Do you mean that, strange woman I’
At that moment a loud knocking was

and there stood a woman with a child in hes
arms who asked if Mr. Hurd wasin the
house. 1 listened and heard what was
said.

¢No such man, here,’ feplied Beulzh, ate
tempting to shut the door in the wornan’s
face.

Aunt Taitle will gi‘ve ‘befofe,and I rughed down stairs. O, heavens,

what strange emotions pressed my heart
when T saw that mysterious J osé};hme Mel-

| ville'standing at the door with a child in her

arms! The words she once spoke to me
came rushing into my memory.‘ She re-
ceived me cordially; but there was a deep
shade of melancholy on her countenance,
and a strange wildness in her eyes.
¢ Yes, Mr. Hurd is here, or he ‘often comes
hers,! said Josephine.
¢ He is bere now,’ I said, wondering what
would turn up next.
¢ He is not,’ said Beulah standmg hefore
the young wmoether, who was trying to pass
her and ascend the stairs.
T know he is, and T must see him,’ said
Josephine ; pressing forward, in spite of the
hunchbatk’s oppasition,
She quickly followed me up stairs, and
entered the room where the deceiver sat—
He gazed upon her a moment, and, then
cast his eyes upon the floor, as if the stings
of his conscience were. doing their falthful
work,
¢ 0, you wreiched, miserable mant™ she
exclaimed. Look into your own child’s face
and see if there’s any resemblance to his
false-hearted father.

¢ The woman must be crazy,’ he sald ‘en-
deavormg to colleet his scattered _thoughts, '
and appear cool and calm. J

¢Crazy " she repeated. ‘Yes, 1 was
marriage and yielded to your corrupt de-
sires; but P'm not crazy mow. Take your '
child and learn it to lisp the name of father.
The brates recognize their off$pring, and
care for them! Benot thou worse ‘than *
they. Take your child and beware of a
woman’s revenge! The time may fot be
far distant when you . wnll feel 1ts scalhmg
power ¥ .

She thrust the child into s lap, and left -

It seemed to me I had heard that voice

crazy when 1 listened to your promises of S
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it there, Then turning to me, she con-
tinued. * Avoid that old viper, for he will
_sting you at last. Perhaps we may meet,
again I’
Before I had time to ask her a smgle
question she rushed down stairs, and left the
house. There sat Mr. Hurd, (for that was
his name) with a crying child in his arms,

. and his own child, too! I will not attempt
to describe my feelings and emotions on that
occasion. I sank into a chair, buried my
face in'my hands; but my tears came to my
relief.. The child contineed to cry, and the
father appeared in great trouble.

‘Give' me the brat’ said the unfeeling
Beulah, taking the child, and attempting to
quiet .it.

[ remained sdent, and let his own cone|
science work; for it seemed to be exercising
its office upon the false-hearted man., At
dasthe rose and paced the roows; my eyes
: werw,apon him, and T hoped the arrows of
conviction had transfixed his soul,

¢ Confess, that you are a false-hearted,
wicked man,’ T said, in a clear, distinet
voice. . £ Confesz while it is not forever too
late. . Behald the ruins your -wicked pas-
sions have caused, [ hate you, but I once
loved you. I now see the blackness of your
heart.” .

Just as I had’ finished my speakmg,
knocking was heard at the door, and 1
hastened, down to answer the call as Beulah
was bosy with thé crying child. I opened
the door, and there stood before me John
Stebbins, the young blacksmith.
not whether to be glad or sorry. I invited
him in, and we entered the room together.

bling voice. He was evidently much af
fected, and gazed wildly vpon me. In a few
moments Hurd stopped his welking and
stood locking upon us, -

‘The way of the transgressor is indeed
hard,’ said Hurd, looking as if he was greatly
wwoubled, This young man is from Maine,

but a friend in whom you can confide,’
‘He is so, and would to God.you had
proved such!” 1 replied,

* Lot that pass,” he said. ¢ You need not

in tears. I confess I have wronged you, and
all I can do to atone for the injuries’ I have

. |done is to give you the means of llvmg
respectably.‘? I perceive this young man has

loved yon, and probably does now.

I made no reply, bt

thoughtful, while Stebbi

petrified with astonishme

false-hearted man said, he

but give me money. Bu

compensation is all the gol

world for that which I ha: -

was resolved to take all he

give me. - Again he paced ww rwom 1n great

fupon the young blacksmlth whom he tlins -
addredsed. ° :

¢ Meet'me in two hours from this time in
State Street.

1 know not where that street is,’ repliéd

1 knew | Stebbizs,

f Never mind, T will be here in the course

of an hour,’ said Hurd, !eavmg apparenlly

He was much agltated for he saw my wild in much hurry and agitation.

looks, . L felt that I had found a fnend and

T was left alone with the young black-

ata mo;ment too, when [ most needed one. |smith, and O, how strangely 1 felt! Lwill
Mr. Hurd still kept his <hair and gazed upon | not undertake the task of deseribing either

us. Imade some inquivues about my mother|my own emotions or his,

Mooy tears were

* which Stebbms wiswe: va, bat with a trem-|shed by both.

‘ghrank from her.

" handed me a roll of bank bills, the largest [
I conclude, and not only your acquaintance, - :

wish me more trouble than I know feel.—
| My wife has left me, and my daughters are

agitation ; first gazing upon me, and then -
"countenance as she possessed,

“claimed, laughing, as & mauiac laughs, and

quiry, she wa3s gone,
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Beulah was in her little cvok room at-|
tempting to quiet the child who instinctively
It cried, and O, what
anguish was in my soul! The words of the
broken-hearted mother came forth into my
memory ! I feared she would commit some

dreadful act. .
The false-hearted Hurd returned, and

ever saw. I took the money, but returned
him no thanks. It was not in my heart to
thagk him. Had I attempted to do so the
wm‘ds ‘would have stuck in my throat, After
gwmg me the money, he sought Beulah,

conversed with her a few mmutes, and left

the house.
Assisted by Stebbins, [ departed from this

boarding house where T had experienced so
many strange and conflicting emotions. 1
longed 1o see Josephine; and addressed her
a note where she might find me. Stebbins
did not forsake me; but endeavored to do
every thing in his power to make me happy.
O, how grateful I felt to him for his kind-
ness end attention while I was thus idis-

graced. :
Three days after I found a new boarding

place One evening, Josephme, or rather,

Elizabeth Moore, {for that was her name,)|

rushed into my room, wild and frantic.-—
Never have I seen such an expression of

¢t have doneit! I have doue iy Ashe tx-

pulling a bloody dagger from her, bosom.—
‘Yes, [ have dene it! Reyvenge is sweet,
and T have found it. I ask no more! . The
false man is bleeding and dying !’ R

Before 1 had time to make a single in-
The next morning

her body was fmmd in the dock. She had

drowned herself, fiot, however, before she .

had given a mortal wound to her zeducer,

It seemed to me I had seen enough of
city life; but I dared not go home, neither
could 1 remain contented in Boston. I finally
concludqd to go to New York. I did so,
and the young blacksmith accompanied me.
He would not forsake me in all my froubles
and misfortunes, -
After the new year came in I gave birth
to an infant whose life continued but & few
days. , '
We remained in New York during the
following Spring, were married, and removed
to my native vitlage. I had money; but O,
how much like a dream did the ‘past year of:
my life seem! No one in the village, except
my mother and husband, knew my history
for the last twelve months,

What become of Beulah Tuttle, I never
knew; but I heard that the widow Topway

died & miserable death. It was supposed
that her negro servant had murdered her
and stolen moch of her ; il-goiten money.—
She was found dead in her houvse, and no
traces of the negro could be found after
wards.

Young Cunard continued to follow the
sins which so easily beset him, and was at .
last shot in a gambling hell. Thus we see
proofs on every hand that the way of the.
transgressor is hard.

The story of a fow brief months of my
life is told, And if the reading shall bpen
the eyes of asingle young man or woman
to the evil temptations of =2 city, life I shall
feel myself amply rewarded for the trouble
of writing it. ’

Let young ladies take warning fron these
pages; and remember all s not gold thnt
glitters, :

The. 1mmorlal Bard of Avon hath sald

* As surfeit is the father of much fast, . »
So every scope by immoderate use, .
Turns to restraint ; Our natures do pur—

sue, .

(Like rats that raven down their. proper

. bane,}
" A thirsty evil : and wh.en we drink _we
' diﬁ.’ L

T Cbr

Mr. Hurd lingered a few days : and died in
great agony. ‘ o

THE END.
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WOMAN'S LOVE.

W Soma years ago there lived upon-the ro-
‘mantic shores of Long Island a young maid-
o named Aileen. She was beautiful, and
ggf.}poble and generous disposition. .
} i“.lNIgh to her father's house resided a youta
cal!ed Contior, handsome as Apollo, and
. brave as Achilles, -
- Aileen loved this youth, but was not loved
in' return—his affections were cast upon
anot(l;gr' maidén, warthy of love certainly,
but nét possessing one-half the charms of
Aileei, - -
. The latter pined on in secret grief. Each
ay that she_e saw Connor go down to his
'bgg)t\.gnﬁl gail out to sea, a tide of blood
wotld rtlzsh. from ‘her heart, and ieave her al
most ‘f;g_mt.mg :w‘:;h excess of passion, . She
watched him whén he sought the hills with
his gon upon his shoulder, and her eyes
traced him up the steep. mountain path with

:Bpt,ph! what untol
suffered when, in the gk
nings, as the sun. was

a.fox from the hills, she beheld Connor and
his betrothed wandering along the fragrant
beach, with twining arms and almost touch-
ing cheeks. ! ‘
Then the gorgeous clonds that ﬂo,ated”‘in
thc‘a‘: western sky, seemed to her distempeieﬂ
fancy to change into faces that stared at her
with fierce mockery, while the azure heavens

glowered upon her with myriads of sneeri
gow ' ¥ sneering
As Elm]e- wore o, so much the deeper did
her vain fove eat into her. sonl i

her brain. -~ | . and 1qﬂ§@e
. Connor knew not this. He knew not thist !
the hollow eyes and pale cheek’ which . now

a sick yet loving gaze.

never deserted Aileen its o
Pt Sesert , w?re all the fruits of

sea, and thﬁ grey twiligh. ... wioopmg hKe l
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When he met her, he was kind and gentle
to the suffering girl—never dreaming that
each soft word he uttered’ planted a fresh
arrow in her torn bosom. )

Nay, once even he saved her from an im-
minent danger, bore her it his‘arms "to her
father’s cottage, when, if he had but known

the despair that racked her heart, he would '
‘have left her to “perish rathier than restore
_her to a lifo which was nothing but one vast.

long calendar of anguish.
At last, the passion that burned within her
became oo great 1o be concealed. She de-

. termined to make known to Connor her -de-

.

vouring secret,

Before doing so, however, she thought she
would consult the Spirit of the Hill, who
dwelt'in a vast breezy cave, on_ the snmmit
of a high mointain, and éndeavor to discover
from him some means of winning Cgnnor to
hér side. ) . :

One starry night, when the sunitiier dews
were falling like a gentle rain, and’ nought
living was on foot save the fox and the wild
cat, Aileen left her restless bed, and stealing
softly from the house, took the wild and rug-
ged path that led to the summit of the moun-
tain. As she trod that broken and uncertain
footway, strgnge fancies haunted her. She
walked, surrounded by a fearfull mist of
horrors.

At length she reached the sammit of the
mountain, and wended her steps to the cave
where dwelt the Spirit of the hill, . Large
grey clouds continually veiled the entrance
of this solemn place, and within, the plain-
tive winds chanted all night and day their
mountain hymns. - ' .

Aileen stood ugon the rocky threshold,
and with a bold and fearless voice, called

¢ Bpirit of the HillY éhe cried, *I 's'm;imon
thee to answer me. How shall I attain either
happiness or death? Tell me, thou unseen

1 being, how to win Connor or to die !’ .

A moment’s pause, and'then the answer
came from the depths of the cave in tones
like those of the tempestin a forest,

¢ Seek the cave of Bai'lagh to-morrow.eve,’
said the voice of the Spirit, and there wilt
thou find rest.’ - C

¢ Thanks, thanks !’ cried Aileen, .as the
murmurs. died away a'ong the hill. *'To-
‘miorzow, then, I shall perhaps rest in Connor's

arms,’ . : R
*She trod. the downward path that night

with a. lighter step than she had known for' .
‘motiths ; and, happy in the belief that heaven -
had at last taken pity on her hopeless love,
she sought her bed, apd sank lightly into~
slnmber. :

" The evening sun was sinking into an
amber sea, when Aileen, full of hope, 's,qolught\‘- ‘
this cave of Barlagh. A's she urged herlitile -
boat through the rapids with a steady. hand,
her heart beat wildly in her bosom, and- de. .
lightful visions full of bliss and love foated
between her and the gorgeous sky. ..

That destiny would lead - Connor to-the
ave, and that there, through the interven- ..
tion of the Spirit of the Hill, he would re- ~
ward her attachment by a return of the .pas-
sion, Aileen felt quite assured. No shadow
of misfortune clouded her soul. No forbid-
ding angel stood between her and the para-
dise of her imagination. The foaming waves
of the' rapids ‘soon brought her little skiff
abreast of the cavern mouth, and sweeping
round the rocky corner, she was zhout to
enter, 'when ¢ blue pigeon flew wildly out
and almost skimmed her face. :

upon the spirit, T

A long, hollow moan, that sounded like
the voice of some banished year, replied to
her summons,

She started, and had scarcely time to utter
an ejaculation of surprise, when a loud re- .
port rang through the echoing chasibers of . -
the cavern, and she fell back in the stern-
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v pldly from the dusky cave, anﬂ Connor, who
stood in the prow with h:s gun smokmg in
""hig hand, beheld With horror the form of the

I‘blegdmg girl.

He ]umped wﬂdly mto her boat, and Ilft—

mg hér ‘in his arms, tried’ in"vain to arrest

 ithe flight of her ebbing' soul. =

Then there, with that solemn cave-temple

“ [tising: grandly above her head, and none to

Iock upon her agony suve Him snd the gold:|

- et sun—there, in that hour - of mortal trial;

. with the last energies of life qswérmg and |
ﬁlci{erlng apon her lips, did Aileen pour into
Connors ear the history of her desparrmg
" love.

’ | him of her long days “of mis'qry
w, of her sleepless nights, of her
vretched soul.  She told him how
: ungovernable, was her love for

" how she strove m va,m to conquer
ild not. Sk related to him how|
pught the Spmi of the Hill, and

and. the .shades. of death were. creeping
across her pale face. ¢ The Spirit was right,
'1am dying in your .arms, Connor; and ig
not that findingrest

;Sadly and. sorrowfully did Conno hang
over. the. dymg girl. Pained by her sad his.
tory, _wru_ng with despair at having.been the

[ innocent cause of her death, nought but the

remembrance that he had some one to live
for prevented him from terminating his eg.
istenice  with his own hand. But he knew
that there .were longmg eyes and anxious
hearts which awaited his return, and he re-
framed

Aﬂeen wWas now

nesa of death was

still ker dying eye:

lips moved and tol

sound, that her

farewell, This }

When the last st

its golden shad .

ocean, her’ spirit

- " ¥ he Imd given.

r

_‘He ;vvvas rfgﬁt " she said faintly, for h—na:

~fvolce was growing- weaker each moment,
Another second and ‘a’ boat’ shot out ra-

;
{_
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